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Tell me I hate the bowl—

Hate is a feeble word—

I LOATHE, ABHOR, my very soul
With strong disgust 1s stirred

the young pastor’s office adnt?
ter ‘eomfort to her during these seasons
religious despondency,—an office for
‘Whene'er 1 see, or hear, or tell, ‘he was peculiarly fitted,inasmuch
Of the dark BEVERAGE oF HELL! : h a palnful experlu)ccof his own,
S “wag familiar with a similar case of

jmniln inrdt distress. He had been taught, by

f trying process, and at how vast an
WILLOUGHBY AND HIS WINE. ge of suffering and conflict was known
(Continued, from No. 10.)

j to himself and his God, how to speak
& to bim in season thav is weary, to
2 “guide to the blind, a light to them
are in darkness, a teacher of babes.”
‘Alice Coleman’s case he recognised all
symptoms, and could apply the needed
ote.
He had spent many hours in her sick-
i, and a very pleasant relationship exis-
“between the two, of clinging trust and

DR.

CHAP. XIII.

Mr. Colemay 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 the parl
door. His usually neat dress yas a litt
disorderéd, and his face bore marks
watching and erief: He inquired eagerl
for Mr. Thayer.

«We want him immedfately at m
house,” he said. “ She has asked to ha
her minister to pray with her once mor
She is failing fast, Mrs. 'J'huyer,—we ,
going to lose our little Alice.” -3

“ () Mr. Coleman, is it possible! -
thought sle was better, that the symptoms
were all favourable.  There must have bee

a very sudden change,”

The usually voluble man could not spea
His lip quivered, and he turned his fi
away.

“You have my dcepost sympathy,”
said. “Sit down a moment while I
my husband, and he will return with yo

She ran upstairs to the study. T
minister was leaning back in his chair
his eyes closed. The paper he had
reading was orf"his knees. :

“ Louis, come quick,” she said ; “ A
Coleman is dying, and they want you

bd gratitude for the counsel and comfort
“had given her, and upon his, the pro-
ing love of an elder brother, and the
rd a faithful pastor feels for the ten-
rest Jamb of his flock. He hurried to
r bedside with no common emotions.
¢h' was the sense of power e was con-
ious of possessing over this virgin soul,
t he knew he could dispel any lingering
oubts which might oppress her, lead her
the hand to the brink of the river r, and
ake a safe and easy passage for her to the
her side.

Alas, it was too late! The eyes that
ad so eagerly looked for his coming were
povered by their veined lids, and the. long
ashes lay upon her marble cheek. The
¥oice that many times that afternoon had
Pepeated in plaiutive tones, ¢ Will he come,
mother ? mother, will he come ?"’ was
itilled for ever, and the little restless hands

mediately. Her father has come for he had held in his own many times,
Don't keep him waiting a moment— thing her nervousness by the mavnctism
Louis !” his touch, lay folded on her breast

Bhe estopped suddenly, for her hus . “Q\ Mr. Thayer"’ the mother said,

fidence, on her part, with reverential love | P
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".,]U cfrn _ She w¢nt to him and laying her | zive lt ined
‘1‘ 8 vily is abouhier tried to | again )
‘ — y him, He .opened his eyes, looked | she f
FOR DRINKERS. _at her, muttering a few unintelli- | ments; but Lhd '
A young lady of New York was iu the habi ! ﬂlﬂ his head droppod and he | she mhi ﬁlgdy and'
ol]wntmg for the Philadelphia Ledger on th ﬁ She made no further | anfl again. She thou
subject of Temperauce. Her writings evine vaken
such deep emotion of soul that she was deemed v fo ) \Ioruﬁoatnon angor, 1ot tassend for you;.
enthasiastic, almost a maniac. This char hpt' llowed each other rapldly you how much sHe :
induced her to write the following lines- e face, and she turned and | She never once bl
Go feel what I have felt, ' " m. she loved youl “Your
Go bear what I have borne— - Mr. Thayar, she told his llps only a few
Sink 'neath the blow a father dealt: \ hloner too ill with dizziness The minister k
Then suffer on from year to year— he to 10. hi
Thy sole relief t hing t S NI It was | and, dear as A
‘ W — Sa— 8 en attack ; she hoped it would soon | father’s and mother®
llvo klneul gs I hflwe klnelt, : he would come the moment | no bitter tears
mplore, beseecl¥ and pray — P ¥ w * ) man o
Str¥\'e the besotted heart to melt, }\ 4 % with-safety, She Tomaony Y
The downward course to stay, | ffhe meel, Dg many and expres-| [’ he
Be dashed with bitter curse aside, - Jhat he pathy ; but when sorrowful and | said,—* our dear
Your prayers but scorn’d, your tears defi 869, an ; Hf Colmsn !eht away, she | der, i
Go weep as I have wept, £ qUommit{, er room and wept tears of mor-|
O’er a loved father’s fall— ~ Jupon and anger. Toward evening, s
300 elvery promised blessing swept— ‘:’l upon t that Alice Coleman was D& '
outh’s sweetness turned t§ gall. : mh,
Life’s fading flowers strewed all the way : R, wont mh the ki 2 and :
That brought me up to woman’s day. own hands Qbﬂﬂ 9 't’m':ig he could not
DA g v a“ she took to her husband.|tho it her-
e whnat 14Ve seen, 3
Behold the strong man bow— at h‘mg in his Cbad"’ bkuthmmd op | Th
With gnashing teeth—lips bathed in ,6100(1-9- ¥ SSmons, SFaas the refresh- | be
And cold and-livid brow ; ; she brought hiw, and was|she
Go catch his withering glance and see | inself to understand the neces- for
There mirrored, his soul’s misery. =" . exertion. Then with soft, themaelves
Go to thy mother’s side ‘0 bathed the w\ung head, an(foo no pl '
ﬁlid her cn(nlsh‘d bosom cheer; | to arrange his disordered dress. his deli
ne own deep anguish hide ; b | ' : : : <
Wipe from her cheek the bitter tear; | Md ?mbrlfelydatw;lt::; Zery - '
Mark her worn frame and withered brow, | P UMDY, and profe im- | of all
The gray that streaks her dark hair now, ° % N £0 upon his sorrowful °rmnd tion,
Xv“éh ;admghtrame and trembling limb ; |5 girl who lay dying in her | the
nd ttace the ruin back to him _ m r eared " trast
‘Whose plighted faith, in early youth, 3 ’toth;:rmghtwrb‘d "4 al
Promised eternal love and trutﬁ =04 pes AN oty .
But who "forsworn, hath yielded up ~and the pet and darling of her
That promise to the cursed cup; * had received ovq * i
And led ber down, through love and light, n and ¥
And all th:z imd:h her mxoot bright, ! elv
- And er there, 'm an; g &
00 3§ m “é i
: ,v.-: G cabitetcn ‘ :
‘ v soul hath felt and known, gk | | oW ly to this co ) A
Then look upon the wine cup’s glow,  + u e y, partly to ‘bedsidé
Think if e fnors vou wil try | Jos—or the hud gradunly fuled in Mhesitate 4o ¢
When all proclaim “ 'tis drink and die !” e was troubled with distrgssing | asmuch as Sabba
* respecting her spiritual st It] the sacred desk

enjoins upon its

pure, unspotted

the flesh, and exalt tk
ing in secret to the '
the lowest appetites
nature..

She used his brlllmnt
him. “She demanded
in his high place apd tur
ven ; how he con pt
of sanctity his people gaw

,A

-

himself up as their patte en-
slaved as he was fast beo ¢h a
vice ! . L 1

She verily thought uhe ling the
right course; that it w 0 say
these cruel words tor ad to
a sense of his dan r, and m to
throw off the hablt that’ ; such
ower over him. E£he gr“« iry of the
sound of her own voice at lengt ) -
haps relented a little at the'y ion
and misery his face and attit

“1 am all you say and‘: said,
when she had finished ~ *  can
never think half as meanlyof think
of myself. I would to God y sins
and my SOFTOWS mlf’ht eoonhe in the
grave with me.’ TR
" She saw him no more ti* ht ; but
hour after hour, lying awa her bed,
she heard his monotononl | as he
paced his study floor. = .;.": B

“He feels badly,” she A « l.ud

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 pnly an-
swered back to-night now, it would have
been a comfort. One hates to hﬂq all the
scolding to one’s self.

Then she fell asleep, thmhngch would
say in the morning.

did not in any way seem aware of her “she wanted you so much ! She could not
' b 4

»

™
of

some kind thjogs
She was alarmed w;& she woke at tdaylight
to find him still absent, and hastened to his

-
¥

’ | 'i

d | the lounge in an uneasy slumber.

M emotion that had

S e st o o

stnd She found her husband lymw upou

He was
moving his head restlessly from side to side,
and talking in his sleep. She bent over

! him, and ‘heard the words “ Unfanhfnl

(shepherd,” and then Alice Coleman’s dying
“ Will he come, mother > O mother,
he come ?” She put her hand upon

wrist, and felt the bounding pulse ; them

e llgened His eyes, and saw her standmg

' side.

%1 ean go,” he said, struggling to rise;

qxll go at once ; there i not a moment

lost.”
| looked wildly about him, and then,
sness returning, sank wea.nly
| the pillow. But during the
ki 8 of fever and delirium that fol-
. amid all the varied delusions that
his_brain, none gained so strong
his imagination, or caused him
distress, as the fancied _negleet of
duty, and the seeming to be
was not. His wife, standing by.
ﬁ what feelings may be imagined.
roachful words repeated again
;' , mingled with exclapations of
. Or prayers for pardon. He fan-
at times confessing his sin
it, and painfully raising his
all might hear, denounced
tofsmners ahypocrlt.e
a lying prnphet a thing of
uity, ‘a creature utterly: vile
, not" fit to live.” Then he
. the godly men and saiuntly
"his congregation to come and
from the holy place he had
ut cried out in the same breath
uld not leave his post, that, un-
as he was, he must not

out the dnuy watch,

.~ \J.lA
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b , Wilmot street church lay b

A ened chamber, his body wasting
urning fever, and his diseased brain,

aturally active, struggling and toil-

iz under the fancied stress of labor to be

. There were many sermons thought

at and delivered on that bed of suffering,

t may be with an 1mpul\blve flow of thought

agcompanied no real

! rse. He was driven on perhaps in

d |4 kind of ecstasy of inspiration that he had

fmever known in health ; but the glow and
the fervor and msplratmn were all accom-
'panied by a painful consciousness of weak-
'ness, and even the most trinmphant 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 auxious parish-
ioners, coming to inquire for him, heard,
in the hall below, that strange murmur,
low and sweet, and very plaintive in tone,
and went away with sad faces and a pre-
gentiment of coming ill. | And Irish Annie,
stopping on the stairs t, cross herself, c: 1

«| ed on the Holy Mother 0} God to save him,

"

“for shure,” said Annie, / an’ its the death.
song he’s singin’.”

His wife scarcely left him night or day.
With gentle hands she cooled his temples
and supphul 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 diges'ion and give tone
to the system,” he quietly but steadily re-
fused. _

“I understand my own constitutiom,
doctor, and I 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

\
)

< il

- - > *8 vg).,..k' Wy Bt T

i ——

Sy

e Dbt

;.q

/N



