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All things had been arrangod by Emile sith the greatest con.
sidcration for my fechngs, There was ono shock, however, which
ho could nnt avert; and it becamo his painful duty to tell me,
that I inust leave the parsonage house; the home wiers T had
first been sanmiblo of kindness; whero my smater Lillah and I had
played together n our childhood.

It had been entirely owing to the delicacy and solicitude of |
Emile, und 1o lus representations of sny sister's silncss, that we
had been allowed to remain there 8o lonz,  But 08 there was no
further plea for my continuance, and tho clergvman who ruc. |
cecded iny father had politely expressed lusdesize to tuke possesaion,
I neccessurdy propared for u tasi, which seemed at the tiac 1o me
morc difficult than any of the melanciioly dutics I had lately been
called to perform.

I was left with a very slender :ncome yct my wanis were alsn

. ﬁropomonally smail; for 1 was slonc— alone without beiny bound

y the ties of relationship or affcction to uny beng upon casth,
except one,

Emile was particularly anzious to consult my choice, as to the
placo of my future residence.  Of entirse T preferred remaiming 0
my native village, for wacre ¢is2 could I go? ‘The poor peoplo
here, 1 thought, wiil be kind tome, for thie suke of furier services ;
and cvery Sundey 1 shall bicar hun preach; and, perhups, that
will do me geod.

Therc was one house in the village whieh sceinsd exactly suit
ed to my circuinstances, and oniy one. It had been lately bu.it;
was of red brick ; and perfectly square; standing near the pabiic
10ad, from winch it way scparated by a row of while paling, and
a little snace of what the owner calied gard n ground, contaming
a bush of roscmary, a wallfower, and some coarse grass. ‘I'he
houss was entered by thre plain stone steps, exactly tho width of
the door, which was green, and narrow, and level with tne wall.
‘s he passage, wan narrow a0, and s'raight through the house,
opening at the other end by u sun:lar door, into a contimnat:on of
the same enclosuare, still called a gurden, und at that time planted
with potatoes.  On cach side of the narrow paseage, were doors
exactiy opposite cach other, leadin y 1ilo two squarc parlours, ex.
actly alike, with the recesses besid the fireplaces, filled up with
cupboards, that were painted a biush wiute. It wus advertised as
a conventent and clegant resdence, and ranked next to the par.
sonage houss, and the mansion of whe squire

I ought to have been satisficd; and yet, when I first went with
Emile 1o sce 18, 1 felt 86 s.ck at hicart, that I sat down and burst
into tears.

He continued kindly rcpeating, that furmiture made all tho dif.
ference—that my harp could stand hiere ; my sofa there—that thas
was a good light for painting, and that would be a snug corner for
a winter's cvening ; and yet, vath all hus benevolent efiorts, he
could not reconcile me to my fate,

* Jt 18 of no conscquence,” sand I at Jast,
whole of my future life.  The house 1s good enough for me.
only wish it wasa grave.”

Emlc took up my words.  He spoke to me kindly as a Chris.
tian friend ought to speak. Ho thought it was nothing but the
natural grief of & daughter, and a sister, that woghed upon my
soul. He did not then know the total catrangement of that soul
from all the sources of consolation, by which he wus susimned.

The day arnived on which I must actually teke lcave of the
parsonage, os my home, forever. Emile had busied buneelf, even
with the arrangement of my furniture, 80 unxious was lie tospare
me any pawnful cffort, and to muke my new ubode look capable of
cheerfulness, and comfurt 3 and I began alimost to think, thut when
the curtmins were ict down, and a cheerful fire was blazing, the
little parlour might not be altogethier horrible; but of course, thns
could unly be when hie came to spend hus evenings with mie, as 1
doubted not hie often would.

Tlhe day arnved when I was to leave the keys of all the donrs
of the parsonage behind mc ; to look my last into my father's study ;
and to tread, for the last tiinc 12 my lifc, along the passage to his
chamber, where it scemed to me, that I still heurd the hight step
of my sister Lillah,

If'T were to study how to picture in one scene, all that imagina.
tion conjures up, and all that hearl.wara: recollcctions emb.dy in
our natwnal word—home, it would be a represcntation of that old
parsoiage, within and without ; its carved oak, its décp recesscs,
1ts wide bow-windows, embowerced in wreathing plants; and then
the garden, with tho beds of flowers thut my futher ond Lillah
loved so much ; the green walk behind the yew.trecs, leading to
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the olms ; and the path to the poreh, on which iny father never
wauld al ow a weed to grow—all enclosed together, like a bower
of beauty, and shut in {rom the public road by a nratly.clipped
hedge, through winch the eane gale, open cver to the necdy and
the pour, led both tothe church and to the puastor's door.  Oh, was
1t not n scene to wring the heart of a loncly wreteh like e, as |
stnod oulside the gate, leaning mv arm upon 1t, looking towards
mv home, and knowing that I ncver more should call it
mine!

1 wished at that moment that I had cho<en another land, an.
other naton, for my residence.  But then, how should I have scon
Eaule 7—and to dwell neur lim § 10 ave him cvery day ; to hear
lhim speak to me; to know wien he wus ill, or if any thin
affected him n rund of bady—were the only things that rcc(mtiE
cd inc to hife,

My servant, who waited for me, and who held beneath her arm
her awn httle store of worldly weslth, awoke mo from my long
reverie, by observing, in the language of her own simple thuughte,
that we were lcaving the door of the new liouse u long time
open, and that perliaps some idio persons miight be tempted te

0 in,
d Happy gisl! How I envi~d the hcart that had nothing to
trouble its reposc, but the safety of another person's houschold
guods.
(To becontinued.)

John B, Gongh,

We copv from that excellent temperancs paper, the White.
Mountain Torreat, the following grapluc edional sketch of in.
incidents n the bfe of Goug, the popular temperanco advocate,

‘I'ne elogueat young chaminon of temperance, now about thirty
years of axe, 13 & nauve ot England. It is not our objcet at tins
time to detaid particularly tho history of une over whose life has
passed the sunsitine aud the shade, but 10 sk tch very briefly
some incidents in his carcer of mournful nterost in connection
with hus glorious rescue from the world’s great joe.  So prominent
a place does he now hold 1n the public mind—with such affcction.
ate solicitude 1s he regarded by the fricnds of humamty, that a
few words in respect to him may not be inupproprinte or unwel
come.

John B Gough came to this count: 7 a penniless wanderet while
yet a mere boy, His mother and sister soon juined him in New
York, where they all pusssd muny duys and weeks in the most
anject destitution.  ‘I'hat mothor soon passed away from her ntter
lot—and was buricd by stranger hands in Potter's Field. He
and his sister were the only maurners—~then fricndless and home.
less orphans. But many a time they strayed away to thewr mo.
ther's grave when there was noeye to sre or to piiy, and pourcd
out their tears of affection over the resting pluce of ther only
earthly counsellor and guide. Unprotected and uncared for, John
at length acquired habits of disvipation. The carecr of vice a.
round lim wus too strong for his buoyant spirit. It swept on like
a merciless tide and bore Aim down us it had moltitudes before—
as it is yet sweeping down tho noblest aniong us,

In the meantime, and erc hc had cntirely bowed the loftiness
of his vouthful inanhood to ths tyrant sin, he marned a besuuful
girl. How rad:ant might life lluve been—iwhat » union of blise
might have been thess,  Batat was destined to be bnef—a
weary hour of bilterncss and woe to that devoted young wifes
Her burthencd and trembling spint sunk under tho weight of
accumalated, yet unuttered sorrow.  She passed away from carth
in the morning of her cxistence, leaving her young husband an
‘erring suffercr—a forsaken outcast in the world, with its blight
and 1ts canker guthering upon his heart,  With what poignant
fecling has hie s:nce alluded to thut hour of despairing gricl when

¢ Sally his wife.dbowed her beautiful head,”

The ¢ Inebriates’ Lament”—written by him since his reforma.
tion—mirrors his past degradation with painful vividoess, and.
conceals a tone of suppressed melancholy such asis seldom breath.
ed from human lips.  With what affecting tenderness his memory
chngs to the image of his easly love, while ho commuemoratoe the
fidzlity of her uffcction, and her long, unwearied but unuvailing
struggles to win him back to wittue.  Nothing can be more ten.
der or touching.

*¢ She was an angel--my love and my galdee

the church the old stceple, clothed with ivy, gleaming out amonget

Vainly to save me from ruin she irled.
Poor broken heart! is wes wel 1hat ahe dicd,”*



