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I tried to comfort her with suggestions as to where Alfred might be.  “No
doubt,” I said, *“ he went home with a friend, and we may look any moment
for his return. Why should the absence of a few hours soalarm you ?”

There was a stony glare in her eyves as she shook her head silently.
She arose, and walking to the window, stood for several minutes looking
out upon the snow. I watched her closely.  She was motionless as marble.
After a while, I saw a quick shudder run through her frame. Then she
turned, and came slowly back to the lounge from which she had risen, and
lay down quictly, shutting her eyes. Oh 1 the still anguish of that pale,
pinched face ! Shall T ever bie able to draw a veil over s image in my
mind ? .

Suddenly she started up.  Her ear had caught the sound of the street
bell which had just been rung.  She went hurriedly to the chamber door,
opened it, and stood out in the upper hall listening.

““Who is 1t ?” she asked, in a hoarse, cager undertone, as a servant
came up after answering the bell.

“ Mrs. Gordon's man.  He called to ask if we’d heard anything from
Mr. Alfred yet.”

Mrs. Martindale came back to her chamber with a whiter face and un-
steady steps, not replymg. The servant stood looking aiter her with a coun-
tenance m which doubt and pity were mingled, then turned and went down
stairs.

1 did not go home until evening. Al day the snow fell drearily, and
the wind sighed and moaned along the streets, or shricked painfully across
sharp angles, or rattled with wild impattence the loose shutters that obstrue-
ted its way. Xvery hour had its breathless suspense or nervous excitement,
Messengers came and went perpetually. As the news of Alfred’s prolonged
absence spread among his inends and the friends of the family, the circle
of search and enquiry became larger, and the suspense greater.  To pre-
vent the alimost continual ringing of the bell, it was muffled, and a servant
stationcd by the door to receive or answer all who came.

Night dropped down, shutting in with a_strange suddenness as some
heavier clouds darkencd the west.  Up to this period, not a single item of
mtelligence from the absent one had been gained since, as related by one
of the young Gordons, he parted from him between two and three o'clock
in the morning, and saw him take his way down one of the streets, not far
{rom his home, lcading to the river. It was snowing fast at the time, and
the ground was already well covered. Closer questioning of the young man
revealed the fact that Alfred Martindale was, at the time, so much intoxi-
cated that he could not walk steadily.

¢ I looked after him,” said Gordon, “as he left me, and saw him stag-
ger from side to side ; but in a tew moments the snow and darkness hid
him from sight.  He was not far from home, and would, I had no doubt,
find his way there.”

Nothing beyond this was ascertained on the first day of his absence.
I went home soon after dark, leaving Mrs. Manindale with other friends.
The anguish I was suffering no wards can tell. Not such anguish as pierced
the mother’s heart ; but in onc degree sharper, in that guilt and responsi-
bility were on my conscience.

‘Three days went by. Hce had vanished and left no sign! The whole
police of the city sought for him, but in vain. Their theory was that he
had missed his home, and wandered on towards the docks, where he had
been robbed and murdercd, and his body cast into the river. He had on
his persore a saluable gold watch, and a diamond pin +worth over two hun-
dred dohars—sufficient temjatun for robbery and murder, if his unsteady
feet had chanced to bear him into that part of the city lying near the
river.

Allhope of finding Alfred alive was abandoned after a week’s agoniz-
ing suspense, and Mr. Marundale offered a reward of five hundred dollars
for the recovery of his son’s body.  Stimulated by this offer, hundreds of
boatmen hegan the scarch up and down the rivers, and along the shores of
the bay, lcaving no point unuisited where the bedy might have been borne
by the tides.  But over large vortions of this ficld-ice had formed on the
sutface, closing up many small bays and indentations of the land.  There
werc hundreds of places, into any one of which the body might have
floatcd, and where it must remain until the warm airs of spring set the water
free again.  The scarch was fruitless.

Mrs. Martindale, mcantime, had lapsed into a state of dull indiffer
ence to everything but her great sorrow.  That absorbed hier whole mental
life. It was the house in which her soul dwelt, the chamber of affliction
aherein she lived, and moved, and had her being—<o darkly draped that
no light came in through the windows. Very still and passionless she sat
here, refusing to be comforted.

Forced by duty, yet dreading always to look into her face, that scemed
full of accusations, I went often to see my friene It was very plain that,
in her mind, I was an accessan o her son’s death.  Not after the first few
days did I venture to offer & word of cumfort, tor such words from my lips
scemed as mockery.  They faltered on my tonguc.

One day 1 called, and the senvant tovk upmy name.  On zcturning to
the parlor, she said that Mrs. Marundale did not fecl very well, and wished
to be excused. 1 had looked for this ; yet was not the pang it gave meless
acute for the anticipation? Was not I the instrumental cause of a great

calamity that had wrecked her dearest hope in life ?  And how could she
bear to see my face?

I went home very heavy-heapted. My husband tried to comfort me
with words that had no balm for ecither his troubled heart or mine. ‘The
great fact of onr having put the cup of confusion to that young man'slips,
and sent him furth at midnight in no condition to find his way home, stood
out too sharply defined for any self-delusion.

1 did not venture to the house of my friend again.  She had dropped
a curtain between us, and I said, * It shall be a wall of separation.”

Not until spring opened was the body of Alfred Martindale recovered.
It was found floating “in the dock at the end of the street down which
young Gordon saw him go with unstcady steps in the darkness and storm
on thas night of sorrow. His watch was in his pocket, the hands pointing
to half-past two, the time, in all probability, when he fell into the water.
The diamond pin was in hig scarf, and his pocket-book in his pocket, un-
rified. He had not been robbed and murdered. So much was certain. To
all it was plain that the bewildered young man, left to himself had plunged
on blindly through the storm, he knew not whither, until he reached the
wharf. The white sheet of snow lying over everything hid from eyes like
his the treacherous margin, and he stepped, unhceding to his death! It
was conjectured that his body had floated, by an incoming tide, under the
wharf, and that his clothes had caught in the logs and held it there for so
long a time.

Certainty is always better than doubt. On the Sunday after the saddest
funcral it has ever been my lot to attend, Mrs. Mardindaleappeared for the
first time in church. I did not see her face, for she kept her heavy black
veil closely drawn.  On the following Sunday she was in the family pew
again, but still kept her face hidden. From friends who visited her (I did
not call again after my first denial) I learned that she had become calmand
resigned.

To one of these friends she said, * It is better that he should have
died than live to be what I too sadly fear our good society would have
made him—a social burden and disgrace. But custom and example were
all against him. It was at the house of one of my oldest and dearest
friends that wine enticed him. The sister of my heart put madness in his
brain, and then sent him forth to meet a death he had no soul left to
avoid.”

Oh ! how these sentences cut, and bruised, and pained my heart, al-
ready too sore to bear my own thoughts without agony !

\What more shall T write? Is not this unadomned story sad cnough,
and tull enough ot counsel and warning? Far sooner would I let it sleep,
and go farther and farther away into the oblivion of past cvents; but the
times demand a startling cry of warning, and so, out of the dark depths of
the saddest experience of my life, I have brought this gricf, and shame,
and agony to the light, and let it stand shivering in the face of all men.

*LOCK ME UPR."

Tho curso of drink is not only that it stcals away a man's brains, but it robs
him also of his will-power. The victim becomes stupid in mind and feebls in
body. He cannot summon up the will neceasary to break away from his habit—
and, at last, wretched, and knowing his weakness, ho asks to be placed where
he shall cease to bo a free man.

* Is there any onc here who wishes to sce me 1 asked Judge Hood at the
closo of the calendar in the Newark Criminal Court.

A respectable-looking man with a palo faco walked up to the desk, and in a
alightly tremulous voice said : ©

“Jf you ploase, Judge, I want you to lock mo up.”

Tho Magistrate stared wonderingly at him and asked s

“\What for 7"

* For vagrancy, your Honor, and drunkcnness. My name is Georgo Col-
Ims. Iam a jeweler and well known here. I havo a wifo who will have
nothing to do with me. I was reapectablo once, but drink has brought me to
this. 1saw my wifo last night, and sheadvised me to get locked up as the only
way to keep me from tho bottle,” and he raised his hand and brushed axay an
unhidden tear.

“ Are you not ashamed to como hero and tell me this in open court{”
said Jadge Hood, evidently intcrested by the man’s quiet and intelligent man-
ner.

** Yaoy," was tho sad reply, “‘but it istho only way. My will-.poweris en.
tirely gone. I havo no longer any cantrol over mysclf. T obtained work in
Nox York last week, and as soon as I was paid T went straight to the salocn
counters and drank al! the monoy away.”

** Well,” said tho Judgo, sadly, *“lock him up on a chargo of vagrancy till
ovening, and I will make inquiries,” and iho poor wretch of what onco was a
man was marchied oft to tho cells.—Irisk World.

——

Tlio Ohio State Journal tells of three drunken lcgislators appearing on the
floor of tho State Legislaturo recontly.  Onc was brought thero to vote on the
Incense Bill.  Another hurled bxllmgﬁate of the worst kind at the ker. A
judge 1n tho Common Ploas Coutt in tho samo city {Columbus) left his soat of
digity to shed maudlin tears over tho defendant.  The Journal asks, * Is this
Democnacy I Why, no, don't you know what thatis? It's persomal liberly,
and you mustin't touch a man's personal liberty, you know, ¢ryou will bring the
wholo fabric of government down in ruin, Ask the Bracers' Journal if you
won't.—Tke Veice.
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