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give it up. We explained 
again that you were too ’ 
she would %ppear satisfis 
men ta, but hfr mind wandi 
she would forget, and go 
ar£ again. She thought 
not to send for you ; that 
you how much she want* 
She never once blamed you 
she loved you! Your na 
lips only a few moments b 

The ministar knelt beaÿ 
and, dear as Alice Cola 
father's and mother’s he* 
no 8u|b bitter tears smI 
remopOeful man shed that !

!f How he loved ■■ 
said,—“ our dear minlflH

study. She found her husband lying upon 
the lounge in an uneasy slumber. He was 
moving his head restlessly from side to side, 
and talking in his sleep. She bent over 
him, and heard the words “ Unfaithful 
shepherd,” and then Alice Coleman’s dying 
call, 11 Will he come, mother ? 0 mother,
will he come ?” She put her hand upon 
his wrist, and felt the bounding pulse ; then 
he opened jns eyes, and saw her standing 
by his side.

1 can go,” he said, struggling to rise;
“ I vgill go at once ; there is not a moment
to be lost.”

He looked wildly about him, and then, 
(yi consciousness returning, sank wearily 
beck upon the pillow. But during the 
three weeks of fever and delirium that fob- 
lowed, amid all the varied delusions that 
troubled his brain, none gained so strong 
a hold upon his imagination, or caused him 
half the distress, as the fancied neglect of 
jtarochial duty, and the seeming to be 
«What he was not. His wife, standing by. 
iieard, with what feelings may be imagined, 
Tier own reproachful words repeated again 
and again, mingled with exclamations of 
4esp&iu or prayers for pardon. He fan- Ü 
■fenlnmself at times confessing his sin 
Ii0)n the pulpit, and painfully raising his 
'Srofc-yoice |fcat all might hear, denounced 
■MHdHmorst of sinners, a hypocrite,
A- false teacher, a lying prophet, a thing of 
Éjferrible iniquity, a creature utterly vile 

polluted, not fit to live.” Then he 
HftjHjaiADn the godly men and saintly 
■Kff his congregation to come and 

yjhim from the holy place he had 
HradT, but cried out in the same breath 

■^jÉ .could not leave his post, that, un- 
KBhuI sentinel as he was, he must not 

must stay out the dreary watch, 
(BlgA it ended in death and shame, 

■ttj^igjbrnflher clergymen of the city

‘^he went to him and, laying her 
heavily opou^his shoulder, tried to 

1 him. He opened his eyes, looked 
>ly at her, muttering a few unintelii 
rorde, then his head dropped, and he 
lelplessly book. She made no further 
I» waken hhn. Mortification, «anger, 
ontempt followed each other rapidly 
r expressive face, and she turned and 
je room. 1
| fohnd Mr. Thayer, she told his 

parishioner, too ill with dizziness 
Ichc to leave his room. It was 
attack ; she hoped it would soon 
|pd he would come the moment 

so with safety. She spoke 
ling many regrets and expres- 
1 path y ; but when sorrowful and 
Id, Mr. Coleman went away, she 
mer room and wept tears of mor- 
And anger. Toward evening, 
ig that Alice Coleman wac still 
6 went to the kitchen, and pre-

FUR DRINKFRS.
A young lady of New York was in the habit 

of writing fur the Philadelphia Ledger on thf 
subject oi Temperance. Her writing* evinced 
such deep emotion of soul that she was deemed 
enthusiastic, almost a maniac. This char] 
induced her to write the following lines :

Go feel what I have felt, •
Go bear what I have borne—
Sink ’nenth the blow a father dealt: X
Then suffer on from year to year— I \ 
Thy sole relief the scorching tear. J

Go kneel as I have knelt,
Implore, beseech and pray—
Strive the besotted heart to melt,
The downward coarse to stay,
Be dashed with bitter curse aside, 
ïoer prayers but scorn’d, your tears defied.

Go weep as I have wept,
O’er a loved father’s fall—
See every promised blessing swept—
Youth’s sweetness turned t<| gall.
Life’s fading flowers strewed all the way 
That brought me up to woman’s day.

Go see what I have seen,
Behold the strong man bow— /
With gnashing teeth—lips bathed in bloods 
And cold and-livid brow ;
Go catch his withering glance and see 
There mirrored, his soul’s misery.

Go to thy mother’s side 
And her crush'd bosom cheer;
Thine own deep anguish hide ;
Wipe from her cheek the bitter tear ;
Mark her worn frame and withered brow,
The gray that streaks her dark hair now,
With fading frame and trembling limb ;
And tface the ruin back to him 
Whose plighted faith, in early vouth, 
Promised eternal love and truth,
But who ’forsworn, hath yielded up 
That promise to the cursed cup ;
And led her down, through love and light, 
And all that made her prospect bright,
And Chained her there, ’mid want and strife- 
That lowly thing—a drunkard’s wife;
Aad stamp’d on childhood’s brow so mib^,

Mile meel 
Hhat he f 

, 1869, am
(jommitf 

( upon hij 
l( upon tl J

sajd,—“our dear mil 
ilcr, affectionate heart

he couldparpd with her own hands a bowl of strong 
cofltt, which she took to her husband. 
He'Sas dozing in his chair, but roused up 
readily at her summons, drank the refresh
ing Leverage she brought him, and was 
sufficiently himself to understand the neces
sity for exertion. Then with soft, cool 
hands she bathed the aching head, and as
sisted him to arrange his disordered dress. 
Ee accepted these wifely attentions very 
gratefully and humbly, and professed him
self able to go upon his sorrowful errand.

The young girl who lay dying in her 
home of luxury that night, had endeared 
lieweff greatly to her pastor. An only 
daughter, and the pet and darling of her 
father’s heart, she had received every ad- 
vapge that affection and wealth could 
ûllImÇL She was lovely in every sense of

thought it her d 
sion. The cruel1 
be repeated here, 
she remembered t 
for by reason of 
themselves deep ii 
no pity then. JÉ 
his delicate s* 
science, his lovjF

tion, and his Ml

one trusted friM

*ul in person, amiable and 
isbdaition, *nd a devoted

Go feel and see and knew,
f All that toy soul hath felt and known, 

Then look upon the wine cup’s glow, 
See if its beauty can atone !
Think if its flavors you will try !
When all proclaim “ ’tis drink and die !

1 Tell me I hate the bowl—
Hate is a feeble word—
I loathe, abhor, my very soul 
With strong disgust is stirred 
Whene’er I see, or hear, or tell,
Of the dark Beverage ok Hell !

|he bedside of the dead girh 
liesitate to accuse him of acting'fimK m- 
asmuch as Sabbath after Sabbaw',-. from 
the sacred desk he taught a relie ièù mat 
enjoins upon its followers to keepth :mse|ves 
pure, unspotted from the world, to alase 
the flesh, and exalt the spirit, whi e yield 
ing in secret to the indulgent* f ’ one of 
the lowest appetites of oûr poc jr fallen 
nature.

She used his brilliant popularity io wound 
him. ‘She demanded how he cUifod stand 
in his high place aqd turn his faowto hea
ven ; how he could accept the,rqputation
of sanctity his people gave him, 
himself up as their pattern and j 
slaved as he was fast becoming
vice !

She verily thought she was pui 
right course ; that it was necess

bool sea-breezes of the coast, the young 
minister of the Wilmot street church lay 
in his darkened chàmber, his body wasting 
with burning .fever, and his diseased brain, 
preternaturally active, struggling and toil
ing under the fancied stress of labor to be 
done. There were many sermons thought 
out and delivered on that bed of suffering, 
it may be with an impulsive flow of thought 
and emotion that had accompanied no real 
discourse. He was driven on perhaps in 
a kind of ecstasy of inspiration that he had 
never known in health ; but tbe glow and 
the fervor and inspiration were all accom
panied by a painful consciousness of weak
ness, and even the most triumphant strains 
sometimes ended in a cry of human pain.

Hour after hour, day and night, through 
the closed door came the muffled tones of 
the minister’s voice. His anxious parish
ioners, coming to inquire for him, heard, 
in the hall below, that strange murmur, 
low and sweet, and verÿ plaintive in tone, 
and went away with sad faces «and a pre
sentiment of coming ill. And Irish Annie, 
stopping on the stairs ta cross herself, call
ed on the Holy Mother of God to save him, 
“ for shore,” said Annie,/1 an’ its the death- 
song he’s singin’.”

His wife scarcely left hint night or day. 
With gentle hands she cooled his temples 
and supplied his every want ; and her calm 
voice soothed his troubled fancies and 
quieted his fears. She seemed to feel little 
weariness or need of repose, and would yield 
her post to no one.

Louis Thayer came back to life again, 
at last, pale and thin and his voice tremu
lous with weakness. But when the family 
physician recommended him to take with 
his beefsteak and mutton-chop a glass or 
two of wine, “ to aid digcs'ion and give tone 
to the system,’’ he Quietly but steadily re
fused.

“ I understand my own constitution, 
doctor, and l am fully convinced that sti
mulants do not agree with me.”

When Dr. Willoughby urged the young 
minister’s former experience to the contra
ry, he replied that there had been a change

I less,—for she had gradually failed in
—she was troubled with distressing 

■ills respecting her spiritual stale. It 
■d%ecn the young pastor’s office to adnr£ 
■ter bom fort to her during these seasons 

I religious despondency,—an office for 
■ich he was peculiarly fitted, inasmuch
■ through a painful expericnccof his own,
■ was familiar with a similar case of 

■ntal distress. He had been taught, by 
■very trying process, and at how vast an 
■pense of suffering and conflict was known 
Ky to himself and his God, how to speak 
• word to him in season that is weary, to
■ a “ guide to the blind, a light to them 
■at are in darkness, a teacher of babes.”
■ Alice Coleman’s case he recognised all 
He symptoms, and could apply the needed 
Htiifote.
F Be had spent many hours in her sick- 

fcom, and a very pleasant relationship exis- 
»d between the two, of clinging trust and 
■bnfidence. on her part, with reverential love 
■id gratitude for the counsel and comfort 
Be had given her, and upon his, the pro- 
■c^iug love of an elder brother, and the 
Feganl a faithful pastor feels for the ten- 
lerest lamb of his flock. He hurried to 
1er bedside with no common emotions. 
Euclv was the sense of power‘s was con- 
Bcious of possessing over this virgin soul, 
Ihat he knew he could dispel any lingering 
Eoubts which might oppress her, lead her 
fcy the hand to the brink of the river, and 
Inake a safe and easy passage for her to the 
pther side.

i Alas, it was too late ! The eyes that 
liad so eagerly looked for his coming were 
covered by their veined lids, and the long 
flashes lay upon her marble cheek. The 
•voice that many times that afternoon had 
Repeated in plaintive tones, “ Will be come, 
'mother ? 0 mother, will he come ?" was
!f tilled for ever* and the little restless hands 
he had held in his own many times, 
soothidg her nervousness by the magnetism

1)R. WILLOUGHBY AND HIS WINE.
(Continued, from No. 10.)

CHAP. XIII.
t Mr. Colemaqi rang his minister’s door 
bell one day with a hurried peal, and, 
hastening after the girl who admitted him,; 
met the lady of the house at jhe parlor® 
door. His usually neat dress Was a little 
disordered, and his face bore marks of 
watching and grief. He inquired eagerly 
for Mr. Thayer.

“ We want him immediately at my 
house,” he said. “ She has asked to have 
her minister to pray with lier once more. 
She is failing fast. Mrs. Thayer,—we are 
going to lose our little Alice.”

“ 0 Mr. Coleman, is it possible ! We 
thought she was better, that the symptoms 
were all favourable. There must have beefl 
a very sudden change»"

The usuallv voluble man

such a

could not speaThc'usually voluble 
His lip quivered, and he turned his fai 
away.

“You have my deepest sympathy,” si 
said. “ Sit down a moment while I ca 
my husband, and lie will return with you.

She ran upstairs to the study. Tl 
minister was leaning back in his chair wil 
his eyes closed. The paper he had bel 
reading was oiphis knees.

“ Louis, come quick,”- she said ; “ All 
Coleman is dying, and they want you 11 
mediately. Her father has come for yd| 
Don’t keep him waiting a moment—Wh| 
Louis 1”

She «stopped suddenly, for her husbaj 
did hot in any way seem aware of her ™

she heard his monotonous tread as he 
paced his study floor.

“ He feels badly,” she thoujght, “ and 
no wonder ; my plain talk will do him good. 
Poor Louis, if he only had father’s force of 
character, what a man he would be ! I 
declare it is provoking to have him so 
mild and amiable ! If he had only an
swered back to-night now, it would have 
been a comfort. One hates to have all the 
scolding to one’s self.

Then she fell asleep, thinking she would 
say some kind things in the morning. 
She was alarmed wh<

of his Jtouch, lay folded on her breast.
‘‘Q\Mr. Thayer!” the mother said, 

“ she wanted you so much ! She could not
she woke at daylight 

to find him still absent, and hastened to his

an «t
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