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Tales and Shelches,

A DESOLATE HOME.

After some co workers aml T had Iabored fur a year or two in a district
of puoar people in G ——, the church 19 which we belonged resolved to ap-
point a missiozary ts wark it thoroughly, and they were so.kind as to offer
the first appointuent o me

Invte of the back courts of the district stood a dilapidated block of
hotses, which, ~ eneterw or other, neither my fellow workers nor 1 had
visited. T resolved to make my fisst vi-it as messionary there. 1t was the
month of November, and vne of its gloomiest days. 1 ascended the stawrs
to the topaost fla, and eched at the door of what 15 there termed 2
“degie hoase,” o house 0 vae apartinent. W\ famt voice from within bade
me * open wnl come in”?

The door opencd mto a wretched chamber without furmiture of any
sort Buvond afew chaus Onone of thesc chairs sat an old woman, whose
hair was passinz frum bk o grey, and whose skin was browa and wrinkled.
She was heanicg fornard on a lung staff, which she grasped by the nuddle,
and louked fisedly o the direction of the door at which 1 was entering.
There wis somethmyg about the stite of her eves which 1 did not like. At
first T thought their expression rude and insolent, but T so.n perceived that
it was the expresion of disease, and that she was stone-blind.

“ Who are vou 2™ she asked sharply, when T had shuz the door.

I 114 iny name and the object of mvy visit.  She turned slowly round
and bent forward, as if to Look for a particular object.  Then she puinted
to a corner of the apatment and -aid: “There be a seat in the comer,
brng 1 here, and st down and talk to me for 1 am blind.”  When 1 had
taken a seat she mstantly began 1o speak herseif. She bfted her sightless
evehalls and fined shem on me untl 1 thanght she was scemg nto my very
soul.  “These was a mzlancholy bitterness in the tone of her vorce which 1
canno: deeaibe.  But the sords she uttered, as nearly as 1 can remember,
were as follows :

“YCTe A missivnan. an 3. ? A’ aehg come 1o preach? Well, sir, if ye
will takan advice from me, 1 will tell s¢ what to preach : Preach doun
drink. <ir.  Drink killed my DBillic, killed his chum, is killing hundreds,
hundreds this vers moment.  An’ it goes on killing long afier it has been
drunk, and when they that drank it are in their graves

“Why, sir. itstruth ' telling vou. My poar, lowt, dead Billic’s drink,
that he drank vears ago. is doin its evil work still.  It's killing Bessic an’
her baien an’ me. Preach doun the drink, man, an’ auld mithers like me
will Lt up their hamds av bless ve,

*We had a happy Bouse afore the drnk weok Bitiie.  “There was Billie
an' e, an” Bessic an” her man, an® their bam. But Billie got amony a
drinkin’ lut a1 the foundn, an’ there was nac mair puace fur us. Qften he
came hae in a state hie should na ha® been in.  And our hause went 2
wrang. " wrang,  The jov wentout, and desolation cam’® inits place.”

WY sin” the old woman continued. * Yes, siz, it s cvensae. I'm
Win.' I've been Wi’ seven vears come Maniamas. My sicht grew dim
and dimmer for woekse Gl at last T eould nac see mv ladd'a”

“ v, < mr ledlie, my Yave, well faured, kind laanted laddic  kind
till the drnk tonk b he died just a week afier T lost mvsight. Do youn
recoblect, sir?” She mised her voice and began o speak mpidie. “Ye
canna remomber : itwas sven vears last Martinmas”  Pausing as if 20 test
her memnry, she leaned ber head upon the hand which grasped the staff
and Jeft me m a painful dlence for some niamentss 1 had no porwer to speak.
The mvsiery of hier geif froze me into sibhence.

At lemgh without lifting her head she munnured to herself':

“YLact Martinmas? N this Mastinmas I Her voice rose suddenly
intr, semethiag ke 4 scrcan, a3 ket head was bfied up, and her eye-baus
fixed gy e with a fCufd glare, RIS very momnth, this veny day, good
Nr: wen vark v n adn saars savad dark, usblosad years, this very
day. sinee my Iad had 12 dic. Oaciwa, thres s on o the seven—
sven o thun -an” cvery vear o then has left its matk in iy heart. Ano-
ther wiil he made toaday Tisten ™ thats tweelve sicking. At tweive o'dlock,
~cven years aga v Billic was dead, an” his ponr auld blind mither coulina
ot i o ks his cauli lips Bh, man. its sair it's sir cven to think o';
but it canna last murh langer, and What she said more T c¢ould not
cateh, for her voice again saak inta its low, munmuring tone, and then into
silenee for a time.

* T knew what ve're waitin® to ask. sin,” she said by and by, “an’ why
should T with o hidde 12 no0 2§t wadna lede at the ime. But 1 <ay noo,
as | sad then, when it was sounded frem avery house top, * It was na wmy
Taslilic whe dud i1, but the drink, the drink, the cursed dnnk.’ My Bilie
never meamt to kill ‘Tow Molder.  “They were chums, Billic and he.

* Rilic warlaa kil ne? the yaungot day he was, a . The forcman
o the warks aid 1o thie julse . 3llie way the Riaadest Iad in the shop.
Whaen anvbady wae hnun Rillic was went for”  \n” Taw’s ain mither stood
up in the count an’ id that ence when Tom was sick Billic came an® car-
nied up water for her and went his messages in his over hours, just as Tom

did, till ‘Tom got well.  No, sir, it was na Billiec. It was the drink, the
drink, the cursed drink that killed Tom Molder. It was the pay night, and
there were six o’ them.  They had been drinking for hours. “T'hey began
1o argue, an’ then to quarrel. An’ bluws were given an’ knives were used.
My Billie got blows; his face was all cut.  An’ he, or somebody else, God
only know,, stabbed Tom Molder, an’ ‘Tom fell back an’ never spoke more.
‘T'he four said it was Ballic ; the judee said it was Billie's kaife, an’ the jury
brought in Billic ewmlty.

“1 prayed in the madness that cam’ over me then, that I micht never
sce the licht o' that day when Billic was 1o die.  An' oh, sir, when that
day came acar it was as if my prayer was bein’ granted. 1 would have
given my auldiife ten times over to have got one look at my laddie that
last visit I paid ham. 1 cried to God for 2 single blink, for one short blink;
but I wasna heard. It was a Jdark, dark day to me. ‘Out and in, all was
darkne-s  black, horrible dathness. Yo air rood to listen to me, sir, sace
long  Few will listen to mie nou, fow will stay beside me,  People are
afrud of the blin® auld woman, Ay, ay; but if they had sorrowed with my
sorrow, of felt my fear, may be it micht hae been different. T was with
Ballic that last time an hour an’ maie. I thoche if T had net been blin’ 1
micht hae seen some de or by whieh he could hae escaped, or 1 nicht hae
see some great one an’ plead tor his life. I thocht many foolish thochts.
1 canna semember them all. 1 remember best the laddie’s heavy sobs. 1
remember his sad moaning for “T'um Molder, an’ for “Tom’s mither, an’ for
Bessic an’ me. An’ then he whispered, *Isn’t good father’s not her~? “Then
the turnkey cam’ an’ said 1t was ume for meto go.  Poor Billie; he pressed
my hands between his cold palms 111l I was taken away.” -~

“When Bilie's day cam’, on that very day cam’ Bessie’s sorrow too.
Dan said to her in the gloamm’—Dan ? that's her man—* Bess, we're not
going 10 stay here after this’ ¢ Bue, Dan, can 1 leave my blin' mother be-
hind? I cannadethat’ At that he went out and drew the door after
him, an’ Bessic has nuver heard o him since. It just felled the poor thing,
an’ ske's wastin® awa’. Whaar is she now? is that what ye're askin’? She's
out charing : She goes out every day.  1ts 2 hard life.  An’ a bare, cauld
house she comes home to at nicht. My poor, innocent Bessie!  Butit'll no
be forlang.  Eh, sir, it's a big mystery to me. What did Bessie do that
she should suffer 2’ this ' Oh, sir, preach doun diink and  the drinkin’ o’
drink, and Ly the curse 0 the Almishty upon baith.

I made arrangements to get Bessic’s child sent to school.  But when 1
rcturned in a few days to tell the grandmother, 1 found the house filled
with other tenants; and 1o could tell me where she had gone. T never saw
her again.

It was a long time before the pain of the story dulled out of ny mind.
For months aficr, as often as 1 went into that panticular court, and some-
times when T was far avay from it, the image of the blind woman haunted
me, and I scemed to hear ker weizd words picrcing into my soul: “Ireach
doun drink and the drinkin' o’ the drink. It killed my Billie. It killed
his chum.  An' oh. sir, my dead Rillic’s drinkia’ is killin' Bessic an' her
baim, an® me"—Aforning and Dy of Reforn.

HER FIRST MISSTEP.

Alady if appearances and custly ganments indicate social position—
autracted atiention on Fifth avenue, New York, Monday night, by stagger-
ing along with a baby in herarms,  When at last she fcll to the sidewalk a
woman rescued the imfant and sent for a policeman.  “The unconscious
mother was Jocked up in the Fifth strect station house.  The child, a
heautiful ong, juimped and crowed when placed on the sergeant’s deok, and
scemed cnually pleased when an agent of the Socicty for the Prevention of
Cruclty to Children amived to take eare of him.

The mother, looking pale and sorrowful, was next day brougit up in
the Essen Market court.  Baby was also there, playing with a big police
man’s ahiskers.  The pnsoncr. i a low voice, gave her name, age {she is
about tnenty-tno yearsy and residence to the Justice.

A welldressed young man whespered 1o Justice White, “She 1s my
wife 1 it is her first mis step; it will never kappen again, Judge.”

“You scem 10 he vy respectable people,” said the court, after the
story had been told, “how diid it happen this tme?”

Hesttatingly, and with great cmbarrassment, the lady replied: “1 hardly
know how it happened. I never dmank a drop before in my life. T went
to pay 2 visit 1o a fricnd in Jersey City on Moaday. and she made me drink
two glasses of wine. I came over the ferry wll vight, but when I got
out of the cross towa car my head went around, and—~but, thank God, baby
is safe.”

Tears began o choke the far prisoner's utterance.  Her husband'’s
arms shipped hghaly arounad her, and he smd:

“Can she go, Judge?”

*Yis,” answered the court. “She has been tembly punished. T fecel
very satry fur hoth of you”

Thea the conple stepprd down . baby was ornce more placed i its
mother's arms, and was almost smothered by her tears and carcsses.—
Neio York Merald,




