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„ Withm the drunkard's cot,—

'Tis then she hears hia bitter oaths.On ragmg tempests borne,
In withering cadence seem to float
Around her faded fom;

Her faded form.
Her faded, faded form."

Mrs. Holyday arose from her seat, and passed
into the other room to conceal her fast falling
tears from Parks and her husband. As shfturned from the instrument, she saw John had
covered his face with his hands, and was weet^wg bitterly from the effects of the music, whic^
seemed to touch the only sensitive chord r^maimngm his bosom.

Parks, without uttering a word, took his
hat, and went home with the settled determi-
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Holyday remained at home for several days,and manifested a disposition to abandon hishabits of dissipation, and make amends bvproviding for his family.
"

My dear wife, how could you sing those
verses yesterday in the presence of Mr. Parks?"

waSef'^^' *^^ "^^^^ ---«' -J'- ^^

«
I
don't know; lam astonished at myselfwhen thmk of it. But I felt very deeply

injured mview of his treatment tothi famU^
and Ithought then ofnobetterwaytoexSmy feelings than to sing that hymn. Didyouthmk It out of place?"

'"j-uu


