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CANADA TEMPERANCE ADVOCATE.

girl, who sat beside lim, endeavouring to siipply her mo-
ther's place, a sort of sacredness, which he was not yet so
hardened as to violate.

¢ Mary,” said he, *“ do you always eat that brown bread
for your breakfast, which I saw you eating this morning ?*

““Yes, always.” o

“ And have you always those wooden bowls for your
milk P

““Oh, yes; wo like them better, because they never
break."”

¢ And does your mother always eat the brown bread and
milk with you?”

¢ Yes, when she eats any thing ; but she sometimes gocs
almost without a breakfast at all.”

‘Do you think she likes the bread and milk 7

“] don’t think she does like it much; no more did
Henry and Isabel at first, but we are all getting to like it
now, and mamma is always trying to persoade us to eat
the simplest and cheapest food, because she says we shall
have to do so some time, and it is better to do it now while
we are young, and healthy, and happy, than fo wait uatil
we are forced, and may neither be strong, nor so well able
to-eat coarse bread.

Frederick now recollected that his children never dined
with him, and the idea struck him, that perhaps they lived
through the day on the same hard and homeYy fare. He

- recollected that his wife generally made excuses swhen she

sat down with him, that she had previously dined witk the.

children, thinking it best to keep order amongst them by
her presence ; and he recollected, too, that his own little
board was always spread with dainties—with the game that
was in season, or with som~ choice vivands cooked so as to
tempt his falling appetite, and always served up in such a

¢ manner, s to avoid reminding him that he was not a gentle-
mah still.

¢ And these poor creatures,” said he to himself, * have
all thé while been living like the paupers of the parish!”
He could scarcely swallow the morsel he had put into his
mouth ; and if ever man loathed himself, he did so at that
moment. By way of diverling his thonghts, however, he
made an effort to change the subject of consideration.

‘¢ Who are you working for, Mary ?”" he inquired.

The child biushed deeply, while she answered, “I am
muking a shirt.”

Her father had asked the question with the most perfect
indifference as to any answer she might make; bat her em-
‘barrassment awakened his curiosity, and he went on.

¢Is it for me, or your brother ?”

"¢ Ob, it is too large for George,” said Mary, endeavour-
ing to smile away her blushes.

41t is for me then, I suppose. Why don’t you answer
me, Mary P’

The child burst into tears. ¢TIt is a secret,” said she;
*“my. mother charged me not to bring this work into the
room where you were; but [ felt sure you would never
notice it, and so I disobeyed her commands, and now she
has hardly been gone an hour, and my judgment has come
upon me,”’

“But what secret can gou have, Mary, about a shirt ?"

“QOh, don't ask me father. I darc not tell a falsehood,
and yet I.must not betray my mother's secret; she has
kept it so'long.”

¢ Poor child 1" said Frederick, in a voice so kind, and

* so uhtigaal; that Mary's little heart was melted ; and look-
ing-upthirough her tears, she said; “I am sure you would

| dike gxxi;}xxot er better if yon knew, and yet I hardly dare

+ -tell'you.’ : :
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éii,»;Miuy,I will leave it to you. If your mother
‘has ever charged, you not to tell me—if you have promised

‘her you would not—I ¢annot urge upon you to bredk your
trust.”

¢ No, she has never charged me at all; she lias never
mentioned the subject directh , but she has been so studious
to keep it from you, that we all know her wishes; and
ought to re them as much as her word.”

¢ Certainly yon ought; but in this instance I do beg yowr
widl tell me Ste whole truth ; jt may be of the utmost con-
sequence, both to your mother 2nd to we.” .

Jary leoked anxiously at hér father, and began hg*r

story.

*“Well, then, we take in a good desl of pluin sewing;
my mother, and Eleanow, and Tsabel, and I. We ail get
up at five évery morning, and a shirt is sometimes malo be-
fore you breakfast.”

“* And. do you this for pay 2

¢ Oh, yes; and mamma tells us all ~hout the honse keep~
ing, and how much it saves to eat such and such things,
and to wear our common frocks; wntil somelimes she
smiles, and says, she is afraid we shall becomre lovers of
money.”

¢ And what do yeu do with all that yon make and-all
that you save ?”

« Why, first, there is George's schooling, about which
mamma thinks a great deel, and all the honsc-keeping s
and Isabel’s doctop)s Uill, and the wages of the servant—all
these take a great dead of money to pry, wad there is Flsg
another thing which ramina keeps a great secret.” .-

Frederick was afraid to pursue the subject any farther;
but the child having once plunged into her mother's secrets,
thonglit it just as well to tell the whole s part. She
theréfore went on :—

<t { am sure you Jgve mamma, as' we all do, when I tell
you, that for years she has been tr{h\g fo afford to keep' 2
gony for yon, she persists in it, that you are ot in good

ealth, though we all think you are a great deal better than
she is herself. Yet she says it wonld do yon as nmceh good
to ride out every day; that it is a hard thing for 2 man who
has been accostomed to riding to do without 2 horse ; that
it would give you more respectability in the neighbourhood,
and many other things that we don’t quite understand,
However, we all work for this great olject, and Jast winter
we had nearly accomplished i, when there cume in at
Christmas; that long, long bill from the erel wine mer.
chant, fo things which we never kuew of, tut which she
said must be paid for before we thonght of the pony; I
shall never forget how she cried that day. Indeed, we 2ll
cried to see her so distressed, and tho worst was, poor
George would not go to school for a whole quarter, becanse
there was not money to pay his master and the wine mer-
chant too; so he grew idle and mischievous, and lost more
than he had gained for three months before.” .

And thus the child went on in her <implicity, disclosin
more and more of the details of her mother's economy, litt’s
dreaming that every word she-nttered went like a dugger fo
her father's heart. He had dropped his kiife vpon his
plate, His coffee remained.untasted, and he sat with his

- elbow resting on the fable, and his forchead shaded by his

band, apparently occupied with the patiern of a napkin
which he was folding and unfolding, wholly unconscious” of
what he did. oL

« You may take away those things, Mary,” he said, when
he felt that he could bear no more. And as soon ds the
child had disappeared, he rushed into his own room, and
bolted. the door. . R

“Have I then becn such a vwreteh!” he. exclidimed.
“ Yes, I have eaten my childsen’s bread, and reducy ,}"
wife-to the grade of a coramon be avillage sempstreg !
‘a taker in of plain work! She Who.once way-sd elegant jn.




