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TH E WIFE S Aâ' AL TO LÉGIL.SLATURE.

Oh fora %;Ieam of light
On the omeon the friendly. hand,

That pours in kindness the burning draught
That maketh'a desolate land."

I step from thë back door alone, for I cannot explain to
m-v whq.f. nrarnnt,q fhiq vigit ta thp. snrinop on themhillside. f-LUY b1t»Ulc Vyllau li.Lvulljta V1101V JUV viliu olillaiLrn %J" /1

'I once looked as carelessly as they do now upon these scenes,
but absence has endeared ihem - to'Mè.- and their memory is

almost sacred now. So I look longinhgely at the old evergreens,
and wish their ou r tched branches would hide me from.
enquiring eyes; and w ile I wish 1 have gained the hiding
place, and have only to ascend the bill and stand beside the
spriDg.

What wonder that my mind goes 1, back to the -days of my
childhood., as I look upon these scenés. There stands the old
tree where I have gathered nuts, and ýhere is the old oak where
I played years ago-not so many years ago either, for 1 am not
old. This is my firit visit home since marriage.

I love my husband. I wish hedid. not drink wine, and was a
Christian like my father; but he is a g'od. man, and I dare say

he will. not be a drunkard, if father does say he is on the road
to it.

And now I stand where the water is falling off a jut of rock,
and I stoop and kiss the clear water, though I am not the least
thirsty.

A clear laugh rings out through the woods, and here eomes my
sisters, my brother, and my husband. We watched you. we

followed youll" came in a breath. "',And oh, we have sueb a
plan; we are going around the road-to have our fortunes told,

7-7,
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-Old Mrs. Philips is,éthe fortùné-teller, you never heard of her l',
She was rich once, or her father was, and lived in the same town »
where you do; but he tàok to drink, spent his money, and at

last sold rum to support his family."
That is the way sher came to marry -Philips; you knuw crirl'

generally ýnarrýy on a par with their fathers and brothers."
That is.the way you-'came to marry such a good noble fellowý,"
chimed in" my brother. 1 a 1 XI

And then-we all laughed and climbed the fence, and were soon(ý
in the presence of the fortune-teller.

My husband was introduced as a gentleman to 'hom. my
sister was encraored-w'h1ý1e 1 was a friend-and she was to tell if

the-fates were for or a,,u,-ainý.%.t their rnarriacre;- and she inade me
interfere with my sister's engaogmement. and marry My husband,

in a way that sent us home almost sure she was a witch.
The village where My fatfýer 1 ives boasts -of a re.,5taurant, and

we pass it on our way home. 'My husband invites-us to, call and
take a ozlass, of wine. My sister and myseif refuse- àt once. My »

brother hesitates; my husband lauçrhs at his " old-fashioned
notions," as he calls them. Why Ben,"' he says, "' our family
have always drank wine and there is not a drunkard in it.»

The dinner-hour p'asse'd pleasantly., My brother and my hus-
band were all- life and wit. I alo'e felt sâd. Oh, why did the
stèry of the foitune-teller fall so powêrlessly upon the ears of
those who needed the warningr? Why did 1 receive that which

might have saved others? Even so, Father, for so it seemeth
good in Thy sîght."

If pleading headache or beart-ache could ha-e kept myhus-
band from the party that night, I certaînly should have excused-
rnyýelf; and happy as 1 'inay have appeared that ovening, I
would gladly have changed places with the poorest beggar in,

the street, if by so doiner I might have found happiness.,
We returned home next day, and èverything went as usual.

1 could not see the dan*ger and triéd to think there was none.
,Never had an unkind word been spoken to -me by 'My husband.
Love had always ruled our home.

Invitations to, Mrs. Morton's party we must go'of course, and
thus it was settled. A friend called, that afternbon'and m. hus-
-bànd went out with him., saying he would come home in time to
dress for Morton's. and we ýýwould go in the carriage. I had
waited some time when my husband's sister, Bessi6 Melbourn,

êalled, -dressed for the ball, And persuadeà me to walk with her,
às My husband would certainly follow. 'I decided to dp so.

I went to Mrs. Moàon's that evening wiîth a vague feeling of



unrest. But what was my surprise to find my husband there
before me. When I entered the supper-room, there stood my
bus-band, giving vent to a speech in which religion' politics ande. I' agine my feelings when lieobscenity each liad a plac M.

turned and addressed me- in a- tone in which droliery, mimiery
and foolishness-wér-e mixed. -'See here, marm, Mrs. Ilorton ere
says sbe ýhink fin rather (rifted for a select circle like this-has

given some very judicious hints, very.delicate is madame, thinks
maybe yoù'à like to go home," and Dere lie drawled out his

words ' in imitation of the coaxing voice, of Mrs. Morton to per-
fectioli.

Think you I went home that nirflit to sleep? Thinkyou, as
listeiled to the heavy breathing of him. who bad promised to

protect me f rom the* storms of life, and thought of him as
wrecked or stranded upon the shoais of intemperance-,think

you I could have prayed for the rulers of niy country? Think
you 1 would have, ebanged places with you ? Nay-for all the
honors, the homage of this world, 1 would not occupy a place of

Sueh responsibility unless 1 could put down intemperance.
1 " Hath the sceptre departed from. Israel ? Hath the 'God -of

Jacob forgotten ? Can nothing be ýý done to save my litisband,
must he (lie for the sin of his parents-ruust he be the victimof
his côuntry's mistake ?

What ils thy beloved more than another? Who art thou
that shouldst question thy rulers 2 Gtn I see my husband

-ruined? Can 1 see my children berrgared? Nay, but who art
thou, a drunkards wife ? And who made ýhat husband a

drunkard? Ris parents. Aùd who upheld theni ?
My country's rulers who cry peace 1 peace-!

And wave a sword hiomh in air
Nay more, suspend that sword

By a single hair 1

CHAPTER IL

THE MOTHER S PRAYER ANSWERED.

It will be difficult for the-reader to imagine that twentyýyears
have passed by since the event;s narrated in the former chapter
occurred; and that. Béssie Melbourn there alluded to is row
Mrs. Dunkin, and a widow.

rrl'..& ___ :,. L-- - i-àe
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Yes, my son, ýou will have to hire out, and 1 hope yon will
shun the drunkaýd' drink, my boy. , 1 have a story to tell you

before you go çvai from, home."' WM Dunkin looked up-,to
listen. Knock, nock at the door. Will opened it, and in came

a gust of wind bat sent the ashes out over the heart',,.
smoke out int the room.,_ but for all

fat, jocular-lo king man wa k in'..
The ma-W 00 ed around, sat down, talke_!,l

seemed inter sted in all she, said, and àt last said he wanted to
hire her bo A man told him, he would hire, so he called.

"It don' make any odds whether I inake the bargain with
vou or birn, or both,-niy old lady wouldn't care, not a bit," and

then he bâd some fine girls too. Maybe your boy would take
a shine torý one of them. Weil 1 don't care if he îs a good fellow."

Ànd so he bargain was made earnest, though tempered With
fun.

One of my men's cominom this way the lirst of next week. and
he'Il caïï for you. Good byDe.e'

Weil,,, said Will,, " I don-t think he's cross; he seems so
pleasa,,ù t.ý>

Yes," said Mrs. Dunkin, " he seems pleasant enourrh; I only
hope hhr is a temperance man, but he dont look like it."e 1 

É i s a gT me that story now. mother, and if ood one l'Il
have /lt printed,"ý,said Will, with a laugh, fo/r he had becrun to

think he was too larue to be interested in any story bis mother
coul tell. 9

my son, it is my own story,-your grandfathers bis-
'tory.

Whew 1 Robinson Crusoe 1. let us hear it then."
Your grandfather was a doctor. and loved his profession, but

he loved inoney better than anything else. So he opened a rum.ho was a dru gist, kept it.shop, and his.brother my unele.,-w 9
1 called it a run-shop, though it appeared like all those respect-
able houses where liquors are solld wholesale and retail.

Neither my father or bis brother drank of the poisonous
stuff, while they dealt out m.41and death in a cold cal cýuIating
Way that I cannot excuse. 'They went from one step to another,
until he became a thief. Nùý that he sold the rum or robbed his

victims hîmself., but he shared in the profits, and thus brouerht a
curse upon bis children.

Could you have ' seen my brothers,-first one, and then
another,-fall victims to the dei-non, Intemperance. Could you

have seen them as, they left this world, eursîng not only their 'parents, but the God t4t made them,-tormented even in this



world by demons that had, as they declared, come to carýy them
tý) hell. Could yau.-have seen my beautiful sister fall victim to
the same monster-Intemperance.

Not that my" fi'her planned this. ,No, he would by tearing
down otbers, -buil>d bis name upon the ruins.

Btit-thg-=rk of Cain ýwas upon him, and sometimes I think
of God must be upon bis generations forever. But

stilly My son.-ý know-«vv-ou need not share in the curse; you neednot be the rurnseller or 1-5 nken victim. I can only praywip ýe curs wýjc]j the1£X ýn -1 y- r- a- y-
God to M'ake you the fnýeansýof wipin, the curse wliýrch-ýthe

drunkard-maker leaves to future generations."
Will's mother ended her story thus abruptly; anà they both

sat in silence, each busy with their own thoughts.
She, since her husband's deàtlh, bad struggled along in her

poverty,-Will attending school uriost of the time; but now it
:was necessary thât'he should leave home and go to work for the
next sir months. After that he would attend scFool :another
term', where he hoped by hard study to acquire enouoph education
to commence teaching school himself.

Both Will and his mother decided th at work on a farm would
be most beneficial, as it -would give him plenty of open air exer-

eise, be ' attended with little expense, and he would have a nice
little sum of money comingr in from his wages, with mýhich they
could get along nicely the next winter.

Mr. Wiider, for this proved to be the name of thea farmer with
whom , Will Dunkin had hired, sent for him as he bad promised.

Will not only found Mr. Wilder opposed to tepperance, but
also desirous of sharing in the profits to be der-ived from liquor
selling. J

Ile did not seem anxious to engage in the business vithout a
partner, and tinding Will possessed of what he termed " a busi-
ness turn of mind," he soon unfolded bis plans to him, whieh
were as follows:-that Will shôuld take possession of a bouse

belon *nûr to Mr. Wilder, and situaied upon one of bis farms, and
open a grocery store, and sell rum over the counter. Keepinor
a grocery is respectable, but it's the liquor that brings the
cash," said Mr. Wilder, " you'Il get rich, and then vou'Il be
able to ma-e your mother one of the greatest ladies in the lanà *Mr. Wilder could not understand why Will's eyes flashed
such An angry glance, or why bis foot came down with a

stamp, for the next moment -he answered humbly, though
earnestly, " I cannot, Mr. Wilder, I cannot be the rumseller or
his drunken victim!'

Soon after this Wilder brought home an Irish boy named Jim
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Macree; that bc received and acceptedthe offeir which Willb
Dunkîn refused, will bc scen by the following conversation.',

amvery glad you don't drinlýç, said Mr. Wilder, I know 1
'have offered yoù liquor a croodniany times, Jim; welly I like to
havè people know tbey arc welcome, then they can do -as thev
like. 1 ý believe it's better for you not to drink any kind of
liquor, especially iÉ you let rnê,,planfor you, III set you on your

feet in no time."
A few days af ter Mr. Wilder left the depot with a barrel of

flour and a cask of molasses,but. came home minus flour
molasses, coat, bat or vest havïn'cr made a mistake and left thern
in a neighbor's cloor-yard.'10 Z"D

",-Arrah saiýd,_jim, the next day, as bc was brincr'ýnçr them
« C C

home, " it's a pity the masther couldnt kape bis own fate."
"I've been thinkin' about the of-fer yez made rpe," said Jim, to

Mr. Wilder that afternoon, " me boord for me worruk, and not a
tlýinor to bc doin' but sit and sill ruiri." Well," he continued

what,,betther way could I be wantin' to support -niýsilf and me
inother ? Sure Ive heard her say me father spint all bis money
for- the spirit, And why shouldn't I be afther gitven it back the

samç. And 1 think, yez and missus was right whin ye said Bill
Durà-vin and bis mother desarve to starve for not 'cepti" yez
kind offer,,"

" So you will take the house, wîll you ? " askèd Wilder.
" Thank ye and I will,"-answered Jiin, promptly.
'I The, fellow that lived with me year &fore last built it, and

he would have rqade, bis 'ned,' only his wife was. so infernal
extravacrant that he bad to give up." Mr. Wilder did. not think

proper to add that debt. drove tbe poor fellow froni the country,
and left him, in possession of a sung little building, Whieh never

cost him a cent.

Years havé rolled by, and I have visited the old home many-
times. It is truc I see changes therç, but I shall ever look upon

it as sacred to the memôry of my childhood.
Ah! there are chancres here, too. There is a- mound in the

graveyard, and though it at my husband's grave I go to
mourn, 1 have not the sweet thought to solace me, that for him

to die was gain.
Look where I will for comfort, think what I will, it is the

drunkard's errave. I am so lonely to-nicrht; I will go to brother,------.
Ben's office, and sit down and talk a while with him. Little do

j ,I dream of what this black night shall bring f6rth, and now1 d't e
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Thére tbey sat in the lawyer's office-thê lawyer and the
rumseller-for brother Ben was a lawyer then, and Ned Nel-

botirn, my deceased husband's brother, was a rumseller. There
was a bottle of wine and glasses on the talç)le.

» Didnt that fellow lecture last nigbt ? " said Ned Me] bourn.
«'Yes, he came down rathet hard on soine in this towny"

answered brother Ben. 1
69 Didn't he, thoufflii; it ýhas been the custoin of our house,contînued Melbourn, "' to takè Bill Dimer to every temperance

meeting in town, and then we would have a good thrie next
bight. You sc2le Bill would deliver the lecture'over better than

new. ' We bave had some of our best nights after one of Bill's
lectures, btit last niorht there was 'not anythincr we wan'ted to
bear again."

«« Nc, I should think not=it was, a string of curses upon the
drunkard-maker from beginning to end," said Ben.

Ned Melbourn drained his çy1ass. Why don't vou drink? I
ýrbwuç*rht a bottle of rny best."

1 am not going to drink another drop of that stuff."
Well I thought so too last nicpht; thoudht I'd quit the-

business."'
Yon stop selling liquor! ',i"';o, Satan won't let You. If your

father had leff you a good honest business you would have left
it as I did mige, and -I would have been a richer and a better-man to-çlay if 1 had never le e>fi th old place."

'! Yes: but do you know that fellow has an object over and'
above his businéss - he is heir to half my property.,-that is,

Bessies son.. You kn(ow father disinherited her wheu she
married Durikin. But when Dunkin died, fathër willed Be'sie's

son half the estate; so he has turnei up now just twentby-one
do yoù see? And I want you to help me."

The half drunken man lèaned over the tàble, and whispered,-
if voulii he p me put him. out of the way I11 give 'You one
thousand dollars. Weve always been good friends; I'ye always--

helped you when you wanted money."
Had he been less under the influençe,-of- liquor, he would have

seen enouorh in his companions--face-to silence him. But he saw
nothinci, thought of nothing, but how to save his money.

It's no more than the old man did. Didn't 1 àee the glass
after she had taken the last she ever drank,-Kate., I mean=
you rernember she died suddenly., It was Bess wbo gave it; of
course she didn't know it was poison. Father did it to sa've thé

l'à

- ;-- ;ýý - - Ès

"trî, -f, -e', .,ee ', -a



1 4,1r. ktetime :, ý ,; M7

e eîe 1

le

10

But the shocked face O*f the lawyer became stem, and he said,
Stop 1 why bave I let vou go so far? Have you not beggared

My sister ? Have' YOU not. ruined her sQn ? What a eursed
business! How dare the son of a niurderer claim mv sister u__ - - ___ - __ __ __ - ---- ___ __ -J VAU"

his wife,-bave we not suffered. enough already ? No! you
would drag tbe whole family down with you; make a murderer

of me 1 1- tell* you I will help that boy if it beggars me,"

In his native village, some mi«j'es away, on the eveniDg in
whieh the foregoing events transpired, Will Dunkin was

delivering 'a lecture, part of whieh the reader shall bave:cc Edward,, King of England, brought a poet to, Seotland to
celebrate his victory, over that country. The result was, the
Scots took the poet away from, him, and mad m sing the Vie-
tory of Bannockburn. Now was a mighty victory,
and is just what we want to dýý

We want to make those who sing to the victory of rum, aye,
and dance to the victoryof it,-we want to, maLze them sing to
the victory of Ténperance. But we cannot. Why? Because
this King Alcohol, who bas marched into our country, is not

conquered yet; it is true he. has received some wounds, but not
,deadly ones.

No crowned head has yet taken the, field against him., though
ý?1he is our countrys mightiest foe. How is he to be conquered ks
a question so old, so long discussed, the foe so, mi,hty, ýbat some.
have given over in des . r, because they cannot, persuade men to,
'be wise.

Again w-ë are told, when we can arrest the lighth'ing, still the
thunder, turn back the sea, then we may hope to, perstiade men

ýto touch not, tasteý not, handle not that which. burnQ the brami,
ruins the principles, unfits men for heavenfits them, for hell 1

Then we must look- to, our Legislature. More than half the
numbers which-compose that body be ong to the ehemy.

What then are we to, do? Was I in the presence of my
sovereigom,-was that ruler the mightiest ffionarch earth ever

knew, 1 should not fear to, throw myself at his feet, and plead
my çountry's cause.

I wouldplead tbe groans of fathers, the tears of mothers, the
cries of the widow and the fatherless ' and the martyrs who arQ

daily offered upon, the shrine of the Demon Alcohol."
.. hile you are yeL speaking another'

martyr is added to the
lîst od thousa'nds. And there in--the gray daw-n of morning they

_palsied in brain and heart,
found me,- -with scarcel more of

ï4
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fife. than lie whose bead I had beld the long night. This výas too
much. My over-tasked Btrength gave way. M-onths passed ere

reason returned. What wonder 1 Only a few weeks -had passed
si 0 nce 1 had watched over the death-bed of my husband. Alone
1 had watched him die the m'st'horrible of drunkard's deaths.
And the fear that my son was treading the path that leads to
the same end, was enough to set a stronger brain on fire.

But of all who listened that night, no happier heart wàs there
than that of humble Bessie Dunkins. A wise son is the joy of
his mothèr." , 4

We have seen her son pilsh bis way through poverty and
tem tation untîl he had taken bis stand, ahd is pleadincy bis

country's cause. And thus her prayer is answered, for she feels
that fram her name and generation the curse of Intemperance is

forever washed away..

'C'HAPTER III.

THE GROANS OF FAT-HERS.

That a crime bas been committed -the reader doubtless '19
aware. But a knowledge of the misery with whieh that event

-fills hitherto, happy bearts, can only be obtained by a visit to
an old mansion somehundreds of miles from the scene of the
crime. 1

In this abode of wealth and happiness the reader will meet
old Mr. Grey and bis dauçrhter Agnes, the betrothed bride ofNed Melbourn; also Re 0-. Thaddeus Grey, whoV -preaches in

another town.,' but is now visiting bis father and, sister. He bas
thrown off the clergyman entir,.--,.Iy, and become a boy at home

again, ashe says. What with boatinr,, fishing, driving, and a
little harmless flirtingý', he is as much a man of the world as it is

possible for a clergayman to become. Just now he has thrown
himself down in the ccol shade of the syringiabushes, where he

would hav' lain in quiet enjoyment of bis cigar, but for th..,.
that >old black Jake had got down on his knees just over the

fence, the other side of the bushes, and was pourmg forth bis
grievances into the eareof our common Father, thus

Lawd, wes got de greatest trouble down heah on dis bufulýearf you has made. We spected de mi1lenium- righ* t off when
'Mérican slabery were done goneway. But how could de Lawd

Jem rewn ýon dis earf when 'twas cursed wid rum. 0 bressed
Lkede I %w»as joiced when me and,,de little çs all got free and
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togeder agin. But now, 0 bressed Lawd, dem boys crits drun
and dey is ten times wus an if de 'Mericans had um, all agin,
itist on'count of dis cursed rum. 0 Lawd, if ye wants to, specily
bress dis earf, do send de Spirit and tell temperance folks what to
do. Amen. 0 Lawd, prease do help us 'boùt de rum, cos dem
as wants to, help don' know nuflinwhat to do."

As the poor old negro ended his praýer, the Rev. Thad -deus
Grey, who ha.--l been a listener, communed, thus with bimself :-
cc Well it's passincr -strange ; all nations, zindred- and toncrues arey ýD >D
praying for the same thingr. I don't know what 1 am to do; I

cannot preach without my wiiie,-tliat is certainly true. I have
tried to abstain, God knows."

Yes, God alone knows, for you ta.ke care nobody shall profit
by »the lesson you have learned. Take care, brother; old Mr.
Mar ven blames you for his soli's downfall, and you told-him you

did not order him to take laudanum, you only advised him to
take a little wine just as St. Paul did on one occasion. Oh

shame, brother 1 If that bonored saint had given advice followed
by such results, hé would have crone on his knees before the
churohes, and the story of his repentàn.ce and hurniliation would
have been left upon record.

You advised a little wine,-he drank a liffle in your study,
weDt into the pulpit, préache(j the sermon. He told yô u hé was

too tired to preach. Tired ! he wanted rest, not wine. He' took
wine again, then brandy. When hé fell, you said, " Poor fellow,

I feared hé was not the right stamp. I feared hé had not the
fir* principles necessary for so great a work. I hope it will be
for the glory of Christ's kingdoi-n." Thén cast him off. You
never cave him your hand; ýou never said, " Overcome, brot*t.er,
we will overcome tocrether." Time passed. He became asýt; as
much hicher thaà the common drunkard as he'had, been before,

so much lower hé became. At last when rum was refused, hé
took the laudanum you did not order. Death followed.

But on this bright morninz,,, the veil which hides the future
has not been, lifted. . There is nothing to tell the father of that

which i'so swiftly and surely coming upôn his children. Both
to be consigned to the maniacs cell. The son never quiet except
when with pencil or chalk hé is scribbling upon-the floor of his

cell the doom of the drunkard. The daughter, gazing upon an
imaginary wine-cup, and protesting, " I never tasted wine." So

old Mr. Grey, dreaminom of the happiness and saféty of thosé two
children so dear'to him, praised God for deliverance- from e*il.
"What reason I have to bless God. IE[e has preserved my
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DRRIBLE MURDER AND SUICIDE.

Ling it'was discovered that Lawy'er Blakeny Ï,5

iis office on No. St. Detectives were on
mmylerer, but no clue was discovered until

Edward Melbourn w&s discovered -hanged in

'e, -,s

'If

cc IEV

Yesterday morný
was murdered in h
the alert for the i

to-day, when Mr. «.

family from. the curse of Intemperance, while 1 see so much of
the'êvïl effects of this vice around me."

" What sball I render Thee, 0 God, for all Thy mercies ? So
-iused old Mr. IGrey, little dreaming of the habit which, was fast
gaining the mastery over his loved son, whieh was so soon to
ruin his bright prospects. At first only whispers came, too soon

followed by hiniself, for he could not bear -the disgrace, so he
came -to hide in the old home whieh he ha(I lèft so happily.,_
bringing despair with him, for be liad thrown off the hope of

reforining. - Ever* door of usefulness lie looked upoii as closed
to hi Ili.

Friends who would bave sympathized with hini lie treated
with coldness. Thus, shut up alone with himself, reason forsoc&
ber throne, and he became a nianiac.

Friend§ niourned with tlie acred parent, and the beautiful
Aornes Grey feels sorry that she must leave ýo1ne so soon. , She,;
will coax ber dear father to zo with lier4 when she is married.

Slie ýknows'Mr. Melbourn wilt be crIad to --bave hiiu,,,jn their
home.

Dreain on, fair girl, a serpent' is in -,.tÈy path,-you to--o' -ust
fall victim. Nay father, place not tFy afflections où things of

earth. Ask not, why bast thou done %Èis? Yoti have praved
for the cause of Temperance, the cause must bave i";s martyrs.
'4 What is thy beloved more than another? " Did not the right-

eoiftsness. of -the Redeemer prompt bis enemies to put him, to
d. eath ?

Yet by so.,doinor they carried out the plan -of rej D
helped to 1 ýD _,emptio ', and

_clothe the world with that very riorlite-ôusness they so
hated,-the ri(rhteousness of Clirist. So nitist Intemperance
have its victims3 its thousands of *martyrs, and -through their
blood must temperance wad-e- to victory. May suèh thoughts as
these comfort, thee, poor father 1

One morninor as old Mr. Grey read f4c'morning paper, an
r'f k e __ Zn

announcement met bis eye which inade bim* drop the paper and
groan. The next- moment, thankfulness filled b ' is heart. She
is saved; 0 Father, I thank thee, but how s-hall 1 tell her
Aye, tell ber, old man, but know thiat haneefortl-i a maniac's cell

shall be ber home. Again lie read:-
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his own house. In his pocket was found a written confession c>f
the murder of Blakeny. In his confession he, coolly states his
reason for the act, and says he first got angry with him because
he (Blakeny) would not drink, and then he woulcl not promise to

help him. murder his nephew, who, it seeins, is heir to half the
property which was in Ihis possession.

The. murder was first discovered by the widow of a brother of
the murderer, and a sister-of the murdered man. She bas been
in a state of delirium ever since. -It is thought when she

recovers she will be able to throw more light on the faets already
stated. As she left home early in the evening, and as her bonnet
and shawl were found in a closet opening from. the office' it is

supposed she stepped into theý closet when Melbourn cam, e in, as
she had reasons for not wishing to meet him.

Later, we learn the nephew is no other than Mr. Will Dunkin,
the famous temperance lecturer. We have it from good author-
ity that Melbourn has been in a state of pal:lrtial drunkenness for

a week and no doubt remains that he was under the influence
of strong drink when he committed the murder. The death of

Melbourn will put our lecturer in possession of a vast amount of
what he calls the 'Demon Alcohol."-'

Oh dear, what can the.matter be,
What will he do with his rum, ?

Vell l'Il tell you vot he'Il do; he'Il go up on der ruf ef
der houï e und call town vire from hefen like, as vat dem
werses in de Biple dells 'bout Paul."

Pshaw '. now Dan you'd better talk'bout what you knows,,
twas Mose's.

Yesý so 'twas,-Mosels and -Lias,,"
Well1 1 reckon if vou. fellers means Dunkin and Melbourn,

the heirs to that hotel there, if'Dunkin calls down fire 'twill
burn Fred up, for he'Il be too drunk to come out, ha! 'ha f,

While this talk was going on, Dunkin and Melbôurn were

planning what to do with the liquor. Come," said Will, " you
had better help me,, Fred; be a man, don-t care who sees you
it will give you stre* ngth ; we will turn it into the r*ver,.'-
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ý---CHAPTER IV.

THE TEARS OF MOTHERS.

And now, reader, let us go back to Jim. Magee, the Irish boy.
It is Saturday nicyht, and he is, with -Mr. Wilder's help, carrying
in bis first cask of rum. Mr. Wilder is ünder the influence of

something he bas obtained at, the numerous places he bas taken
Jim, to show him. what to do when he sets up fdr himself, the
followinct week. Now Jira, that rum will---,bearwâtering; you1_ Zn -11,Lad bçtter draw some off* in jugs and bottles, and water it

discrately,' as the Paddy said." Jim. opened bis eyes wide, and
said, " why, shure, does the rumseller chate them as dales with
him. tÈ ' at way ? I was broiight û p honest, shure." Ha 1 ha 1

you,11 get over that. lIl look in again after tea," said Wilder.
After Mr. Wilder had gone, Jim began ta look around for

something to kindle a fire with, -for the autumn niorhts were
cold. Until no* he had not realized. bis position. To pay for

his board' or edok for himself. But then'he would not be alone;
eustome calling, and then it would be so grand to

bavé a ce of bis own, so Mr. Wilder had said. '-So faith,, l'ilcook m 1,own and ate loike a gintleman; lIl be indipindint,
I will.',

Alas, for poor Jim's independence 1 He soon found he had
nothing to, cook, but a barrel of rum, and noexcuýe for cooking
that, for Mr. Wilder bad already told him. it was too strong; and
if it was necessary to boil it down heý, had neither pot nor kettle.

What, not openèd yet 1 You are à smart fellow. Here Ive
broucrht Sam and Ike., and four or five others are coming." It

was Mr. Wilder's voice, that roused Jim. from an unpleasant
reverie into which, he hà-â-îallen.

Shure, faith, and I didn't expect anybody to-night to bu-y
rum, not before Monday."

Well, we'Il open it;" and Mr. Wilder caught the axe that Jim
had been splitting sticks with for his fire, and without further
notice, broke in the head of the cask, exeraiüing, " here, bôys,
belp yourselves l')

While the boys are helping them'selves to the liquor, we will
visit the honies of some of them. We will first go to, the home
of Isaac Randal, or -Ike, as he is called by bis set.

What 1 the wheel is not going to-night. I wonder' what may
be the watter with Mrs. Randal? She may not be sick,-she
may be patching Ikes clothes. Oh no 1 he does not - wear patched

clothes. We will go in at the bàck door, she will excuse us; it

Ae
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is no use to knock, she will not hear us, f'r she is Iying i*sen-
sible.upon the lounge in the hall..

We will go back a few years. Lettie, Burns bad been well
brought u married earlv in life made a « w -; - -for Elick'.

jubaLiEal-w-aÎs-theýsonof wealthy parents, and he also inherited a
fortune from bis grandfather. What better prospects could an-v
one wish! But àlas! that whieh ruins like a blight swept,,over

thern. Business was neglected- money squandered; the ora.meinor
table bad ità share, but rur- carried him to tbat table. He was
ruined, soul and -body. Death called f,--.r hini, and some said it

was a pity he did not die bèfère.
And so ît was, if al] the misery caused by strong drink had

with him.,-but that could not be. He had drank himself
to death, but he bad left those behind to suffer. That carpet
taken up and sold tells a tale of want and suffering., That boy,
almost man, idle while bis poor mothqr spins. How sbe would

bide the, truth of their poverty; and he the proud son of proud
parents,'now gone with the last quarter to purehase something

for supper, or rather dinner, for he went out earl this rnorning;
and, she bas notpeen him since.

She was siek from o-çrer-anxiety about him before he went out,
now she lays in that death-like sleep, to be 'awakened by bis

drunk * en song, when he comes home from Jim Magee's, or rather
Wilder's rumshop.

Such is the story of many a wife and mother, who, but for
srtong drink, might be happy.

I am glad you have corne in out of the rain," said Mrs.
Wilder, one Sunday. "Where ha,ýe vou been, you ain't.wet
either ?

CC ' I, by golly, Yve been to prayer meèting; I was just praying
when that first clap of thunder carne - niaybe I was Nvicked. J

was just thanking God for all the, good things he bas given me,
and most of all for brandy."

" Why, Mr. Wilder, you ain't been over to Jiin's shop -speriding
Sunday among a set of rowdies Now I m, ust say if you've

got a failing ies that you ain't particular in ibe company you
keep, and if this sffiould get out it would be a disgrace, I sav."

"Well, there wasn't any women there to tell it; that is, -nobody
but Joann Rollins and Abby Welch, faith! I believe they wer,
therewhen 1 prayed, though."

Well, Frn sorry; there is Abby, she lives at Squire Daïidson's,,
and she'Il tell them Mr. Wilder, and they are such temperance
folks too."
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cc No, she don't li ive there, shes going on the mountain looking
for a plaee."

le,, Well, I am glad she don't live there; 1 hope it won't get 'out,
that's all." And she took up the newspaper. " Well it beats
al]," bhe continued, " how those fellows get into the papers; he is
going to lecture in the old meeting bouse next week, so this

paper says. Old Mrs. Hall says he and. Fred Melbourn turned
ail their rum into lhe river; she saw an account of it in some

Temperance paper. She says, Melbourn's a son of the woman
who foi-ind Blakiiey niurdered. Don't you remember, she went-
crazy, or nearly so ? This son of her's was» a great drunkard,,
She's only got three-children. - 4

The crirls went to their grandfatner's when she got so poor.
Old Mrs. Hall says it seems queer how all tle property came

back to her-or her children-its all the same. She says it's, I
don't know how much, but it's thousands of dollars, besides

bouses. Dunkin will stop at Davidsons. By the way, ÀMr.
Wilder, did you ver settle that little difference that was between
you.

'- 1 tbink there was a dollar or two between us."
cc Well, you had better pay it, if it is not outlawed ; maybe

he'Il leave the account at Davidson's, and you know they are
people of honor,-aild Mark might leave Eliza. It would not
do to losî such a match for a dollar or so. Mr. Wilder, I think
you ha(î better go to the lecture and invite Mr. Dunkin home

with you; it will look well, ashe used to live here when he was
a boy."

It's bard work for my old limbs, this pickin'up wood. Shure
I thouçyht to have Jim with me this winter, but he thinks ' he's

doin' better work. Curse the man that led him into it, 'twill be
the ruin of him, thats shure." And the face of the old woman
took a hard expression upon if. On that face was imprinted a,
record of toil and sufferinc such as is known only to the wives
and mothers of drunkards.

'.'Good mornin', Misses Magee."
" Good -mornin', Misther Ragan,-did' your boy hear froin

Jim ?
CCAY, morein hear'n from 'im, he seeii 'im.'-"cc And what did he say of him ? " - -1

ccHe says he thinks, bein' as he's savin', and don't drink him-
self, he'd ma-e' a good thing of - it if Wilder 'ud let him alone,
but lie spends most of his time in the shop, and gets drunk and
wastes the rum, and « folks say as how he's lookid out fer theprofits." P



«' More's the pity it -ýyaren't all wasted'; and with these words
the old woman picked- up her arms full of wood and walked
slowly homeward.

«'Well/ Tressie, you have come home."
yes; Reves did not make my boots, as he promised. Where

is Sybrester ?
âe's at Magee's.»
Does he go there much, Bertha

He is there most of *the time.5'
On'. for shame 1. when he might, give his money to you,

]Bertha; you could do so much for the family."
The two sisters were an exact contrast as they stood there.

Tressie flushed and angry, at the conduct of her brother, while
her older àister's pale, sad face told a silent story of its own.

Re was a good boy once, he would be aggmain if it was not
for rum."

He might let rum alone then. 1 cant excuse him or 1 won't.»
Bertha did not reply. She was the eldest of twelve children

left motherless at an early acre. She had taken charge of the
whole family. H'r father was a hard working man, and would

fain have made his son the same; but Magee's or rather
Wilder's rumshop had done its work.

I think you had better try to do without the boots. I 1-ack
two dollars of enough io pay for a barrel of flour."

Well, father, I can't go out tot work any more if I can't get
the boots, and Bertha needs my earnings.

Come, Ves, bear a hand, 1 know you'Il beat me, it's so long
since I played a game of cards,"'said Mr. Wilder, and he laid

down four dollars,,
Sylvester Young gracefully covers. the money. When the
pe was over, Mr. Wilder pocketed eight dollars, sayi
"Never mind. Ves, you'Il beat me next time."

Unele, John's comin next week," said Mr. Wilder one day
lo hiês wife, "Ivegotaletterfromhim. I suppose hell'call.

me Georgie, and give me no end of good advice, just as he used
to do. Poor T-Tncle John."
"Poor George Wilder, how unlike the good little- boy, brought

up by' a Christian main, is the druùken George Wilder. But
people said he did not drink to hurt him. It was true he got
drunk sometimes; but then, it made him, keen. He never lostmoneyjt, by oit.

'ù ]Efe was rich in th*s.world's goods, and frieffls gathered around



fast. Weak men held him, up to prove that a man miôrht get
\îdrunk. and yet be respectable. Poor men'like Mr. Young

groaned over the wrecks bis influence made; for to all appear-
lances Sylvester Young miorht bave been the stay of bis father
and sisters, but for Magee's rumshop. And this, Mr. Wilder well
knew.

And now he wished, Unele John would do anything else but
come to see him. But bis shame and sorrow could not keep Mr.
Bretman away any more than it could keep George Wilder frôm
drinking when be could get liquor to drink. So he came.
He was a bright, sniart, old man, and soon saw how matters

stood. He di& not worry George with remonstrance; advice,
be knew would be useless. If he could stop the sale of

liquor there; if he could save that poor boy who sold. it, bis
visit would do some good. But bis beart ached for bis nepheW,
and he exclaimed in an " * h- f- î * "' " Why. oh Lord, why ils he

i 9ý4is 0 spirizi
so fallen ?"and. he might ' have received for an answer, " What
is thy beloved more than another ? The earth iss polluted by this

eurse.>3 f.- Why should he escape while: others fall ?" So the old
man nerved himself for bis first visit to a rumshop.

Not that T-Tnele John fearedto visit this dén of Satan; but
he felt a sort of loathing and dread. Not that he feared, for he,
was a bold fearless man, and when 'the voice of duty called he

never faltered, He knew that the loveof money had tempted
the p9or ignorant boy into the business, and the same passion

kept him not above the lave of drink> but from là. "' He is too,
mean to driiik said Mr. Wilder. While he tauorht Jim. that he-
was free hearted in givincy him such a chance to make money.

So Jim, admired drunkards, because they helped him. He did
not want that old 'l' temperance sneak " coming around the shop.

And now we will go'back to the evening when Mr. Wilder
rolled in the first cask of rum. Jim, taucrht Wilder a lesson that
evening that made him. rather ' more eautious. So he bad the
pleasure of draving the liquor and waiting upon bis custom-
ers himself. But it was understood that Mr. Wilder kept the

money, for of course it would not be safe with Jim- " Somebody'
might murthur him for it; shure he coufd trust bis dearestfriend so ise.. said Jim. But there were those who said otherw*

And Jim himself had hinted something about settling ; wanted
to know how much money he bad made.

So Mr. Wilder set bis head to planning how he could get rid
of Jim with the least trouble. 1 el

One" mornin-c he advised Jim to P-et a new suit. You can Lyet
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themý so he can't cheat you vou can't trust the lack-leom." So
Jim said he'd cet theil1. -«'if it waçs only to pla. e sich a noice

jintleman as ye are."
Two or three inonths passed by and Hawkins beoran to wonder

-whv Ma(re*e did 0 pay him for his clothes and boots. So o.ne
day when Mr. ilder was in his store, he mentioned the debt,

Î and asked why Jim did not pay bim.
Beeause he ain't got anything to pay; he owes me and I

suppose Fll have to ]ose it."
Hawkins did not believe a word of it. He woý]d have his
y. :See if he wouldnt." So be quietly--I-cl>U--tlie' ecount with

Squire Davidson. He did not say much. He guess6d Davidson
could see whiêh way the wind blew."

Mr. Wilder thoucrht to quel! Paddy's rage by a joke, but he was
mistaken,; Jim's wronors were too great.

And vit's the dape sac ve maner3, whin ye says the bicy dhrink;
faith and if ye'li be afther payin' me for the little dhrinks, El
thank yees."

Wilder did not know what to do, he had made up bis mind
not to give up the money; so he did not do anythinor but take -a
lonct drive on the mornîng of the execution. Nowtih happened
that Tncle John walked over to seeýJîm on the same morning.

CHAPTER V.

MRS. IRANDAL BECOMES A WRITER.

I've been over to Letties. l'Il never own her for any rela-
tion of mine again," said N ellie Ran dal.

f-ý'Why, what's up now; vou used to think Elicks wife just the
thing. What i s it, Nellie, ?

Whats up! Why all her carpets are up; there's nothino, in
thp bouse fit to look at."

Well, she can put them down again.
She's sold everything ; she says she bad to sell her carpet to

pay for bread. She didn't want to tell me, but I made her, and
she says Isaac must go to work."

Isaac gg Ëol work!" exclaimed old Mis. Randal; and nained
for yolir, father too 1 if Elick had lived he would have had an

education, but now he'11 have to delve, delve, delve. That's just
the w shes planning; she ain't spun any for a month, she told
me so the last time 1 was there. I expect she's planning to



" If, I can- only finish this story. Mr. L»s"oon says there is
good thought in it. What an effort it cost nie to tell him, but
bis encouracring words fully repaid me.".

-Poor Lettie, she knewhis beart was lkrge en-ourrh to, cherish a
friendsbip for ber husband ; and to, remember hhn wben -he was

so, fallen' and degraded that all otber friends shran- from, 'him.
So shé felt that NLIr. Lisbon was the friend she needed. When

he called and kindly about ber boy, she frankly told
him ber fears coficerning him.

That it was plainly ber duty to send Isaac from home, was
pointed out by tbis friend.

"' You cannot keep him from bad company by your influence.
I tbink you had better tell him he must leave home, and l'Il just
step in and. make him an offer. On tlie farm he will do bettéý* ;
l'Il encourage Iiim,"''said Mr. Lisbon. " Don't fret; wife savs

you worry too niuch about bïm : conie over when you cret theat
story done, and we'Il see what we can do with it."

Now Mr. Lisboý's brother'was a publisher of a paper. So
Lettie Burns' first stoiy found its 'way into the world without
niiieO' trouble. 19 1

"But b.o-ýrv did she coine to write ? shed better been crotcheting
tidies or s pinnin'," said old Al rs. Randal. 'c I've no faith in ber;
ten to one shell turn ôut bad yet. Temptations is just what

they wa4s when St. Paul catitioned folk.--,> about m-idders."
We will let old Mrs. Randal enjoy ber own opinion, while we

go baiek to tbe time before Mr. Randal bad fallen so low. For
yeurs he was neat in appearance, thoùgh a confirmed drunkard.
and so reduced in cir*umstances that he could affcrd but one

collar. Now aà he could iot appear on -tbe street without one,
bis wife was callef-1 to do up a collar at very unreasonable hoûrs,
for he Jiked to â'ppear well.

One mornin,ý he 'bustled inv-o the kitchen with cc Lettie, Mr.
Wilder is goin to LN for a barrel oî flour, and I àm

him bis collar done up quick."
goino, wit !and Iwantt

So 34rs. Randal wasbed and ir'ned the eollar in a very few
minutes,-but of course it did not look well. She was ashamed

to offer it to ber husband.
She waïked to the window where he stood, and said, c-He%

Elick, is vour coI1arý-it don't look well; 1 wish you -w-ould getý
more collars, then I could- make them, look better." She hoped.\

to pacify him, by this apology, -but oath after oath fell from his
lips, and the collar, after flyin,,ôr two or three times over the floor

whieh did not improve its appeaTanee!, was buttoned on, and
Randal and Wilder drove off.
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When he-' husband had gone, Lettie went into the sitting-room,
and threw herself upon the Iciunge, and buried her face in her
hands.

Ohwhydid she have so inuch trouble? Whysolardafate?
And the future, what clouds rested there ?

When the flood of tears which followed this self-questioning
had subsided' she raised her head and the first thincy she saw

was a sheet of white paper 'on the centre table. It looked so
calm and peaeeful lying there that almost unconsciously she laid

ber band tipon the paper. As she sat there, carelessly pa. in9
ber hand over the white paper, she could not tell how, but she.
received an impression that she should in the future become a

writer. >She never knew how, but, she cpuld joyfully and cer-
tainly say, I' I s4fi yet be a writer 1

Then a dream came to ber, a long forgotten dream that bad
once, driven all care and anxiety from. ber mind. She saw again
the wild muddy ývaters form. into waves and roll to hér feet.

Fear beld ber not fear, but hopc, for 4yond she saw
a beautiful sea. Üb how brierhtly the sun sbone there, and, as
she stretched forth lier bands toward the, béautiful place of restas she thoucrht it, die scenë chanced and she was at

C n > . ber old
home,-not in the bouse, but in the areen fields, with the blue

sky over ber head,-and tliere were hundreds of bu an beinrfs
looking toward ber. Some had no coats, some had no shoes,

somè no bats.
21, It was a picture, of the outeasts of the earth, an sbe was

pouring water from a white pitcher into a cup which each one
held in his hand. And she heard acrain Cat sweet encouragorinc
-ýoice, as it said, " Fear not, sister; you, shall yet give bread 'to
the nations." Yes, 1 shall yet write, and men shall read," she
said. But she could not then say, I can write." But now the
darkest day of ber life had passed. She had found a *ilver
lining to every cloud in ber sky.A

Weil, wife," said Mr. Wilder, oneday, what do you think
'Fraserý, told me old Davidson savs about me, the mean old sneak ?

If he :is goin'or to take sides with every Irishman in the place, let&D tD
him. I shan't have anything more to do with him. Fraser says

he doý't want'Maîrk to come here."
ci Wéli, 'I think you carr'ied things too far with Jim Magee,"

said Mrs. Wilder, for she could not willingly give up her
favorite » scheme of a match for,, Eliza, and certainIv she could
not have chosen a better young man - than Mark Da-vidson.
But the chief end of Mrs. Wilders hopes was equality with the

14.e'Ï'
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Davidsons. For ber part. she could not see what better tLe
Davidsons were than the WiMers if they did ýýeloncr to the

church ; and she certainly wisbed that Mark Dîý%:idson might bé'--
drunkard if he was not oiner to, marry' Eliza.

Paor Mrs. Wilder, she could drink her glass of brandy ; sa
could Eliza ; so could John and the whole famil for that matter,
down to little three-year-old Tom, could each drink ýa propor-
tionate lshare. It had certainly saved Tom's life," so said Mr.

Wilder,ý «'and they were a perfectly healthy fainily ; all had good
sense." ', And that ývent a long way in favor of brandy.

Mr. Wilder wished ýhat Nlark m*crht be a drunkard, too; and
wishing ended in plottincy, as was usual with him.

Sylvester Younu ïeft Macree;s that nicht with a sort of neckless
remorse in his h, eart. Thoughts of his father and patient Bertha

filled his heart with shame. He had lost his money, and there
was no help for it. But be vowed to pay old Wilder, " if it

wasn't till doo--)isday." If he formed any good resolves,'he did
not say so, and forgot them when John Downs called the ne ' xt

evenincr and told him that all the boys were'going to " father's
to learn to play cards.

Father 's an olû sailor, you know, and he sa 's it is a shame
for Wilderto cheat the boys out of their m.oney, and he's going

fjfto teach us how to beat him."
But -before Sylvester was skilled enouch to win back his

money, the shop was shut up and Jim Mapree* in jail.
The boys muttered curses over the fate of p-oor Jini. 'Sylves-

ter Younor vowed again and acrain' that he would have revenge.
1 micht, have bought Tress a pair of boots, or given the money

to father or Bertha." But he never thought of that when he
had mobey.

Aboiit this time Mr. Downs opened a shop for John. "He
won't do anything at work; maybe his bents for trade, and

rum, % a good thing to beomin on. 'When 1 went to sea 1 drank
buckets,.crn't; never hurt me, but then I think we*d better teach

John to, be " temprit.--'
That"s it, exactly. It's treadin' in- his grandfather's footsteps

doà't you k-now wben you came a cortin'mé you allàys crot plenty
to drink. Not as father made a pin' 4v- of sellin' it the year round
he used to talk of puttin' up a shop, aný he'd made méïney fàster-
if he'd a done it. He'd i ust ý rxit a punshion now and then and

sell till it was gone," continued old Mrs. Downs.. " but mother- -- -- - -- -.3 L - I.L - - -- -3 'e- -.LL - -1 - - - - - 1 -1 1 *1 1 «1 *1 1.
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There had been a tiine when Mrs. Doý-"s -clasped herfirst-born
son to her bosom, while ber-heer d thick with the plants
of hope. Oh thatshe had raise-d ber voice to Heaven, and cried
with one of old, " Teach us what we shall do unto the child

A cil And He wbo hears the raven)s cry, would haveý heard and an-
ered her humble prayer had it been faithfully raised to His

throne.
But allas 1 The world was uppermost; if" thouorhts of God

and ý heaven ever foreed themselves into her inind, they were
treated as unwelcome guest4, and driven hence without delay.

MW."elZý,,1 - turned a' ay f rom Christ and said inSo the mother who had

her heart, " I will not have him reicn over me," miist at last be
led back by the- fruits, a wicked and profficrate son, and to, the

last day of ber life she coul(l not forget that she w;ds reapincr as
she had sown.

One night two or three months after Abel Downs had opened
a crroggery for his son, Sylvester Younc lef t home in a state of

cc
great excitement. He was anorry at Tressie, mad enough. to killC
lier; runi and disapýpdintrnent had soured bis temper, until
nobody but Bertha woulct» bear with him.* But now she had gone

to Aunt Kate's for a week of rest. Tress.Île would keep house
and see to the children and bear with Sylvester for deýar Bertba's
sake ifshe woulid only rest.

But she little knew what it was to bear with ber brother's
careless way. Yo7u make more trouble than all the children.

Bertha may put up with it il she will, but I will not. And then
you brouorht such a set of creatures here last night, drunken

brutes; if they Eure the company vou keep, you can keep them'
away from here. -l'Il tell father, when he comes home, you are

diýqaracingr the bouse.
Sylvester replied with angry words, blows and curses.
Just then bis father came inangry and indignant. He told

Sylvester to go away and stay until he could behave better;
callinor him' an idle vagabond at the sam'e time.e hl

So he went swed'axincr he would never com âme aaain. Of
course he went to Downs's;'he would bid all bis friends good-by

h-e went away.
Once in Downs's snucr warm shop ý-for Mr. Downs took pride

in making his prernises comfo'rtable Sylvester Young forgot his
rage and was soon in for a good time.

Twelve delock that night found him stagcrering towards home.
Just as- he'was passing Mr.,WilZIeis he remembered he was not



Indeed it was very bard work; he could not walk strai'glit t0à
-save his life; he did not know whose barn it was, but heý- man-

açred to get in. He bad slept soundly for two bours or more
when he was awakened by something tram-pling over him. , Ile

sprýng to his feet without knowing where he was. Two or three
head of cattle rushed out of the barn. He had left the door open.

Upon looking around, he found he was in Mr. WildeÉs barn.
If he had been in any other barn he would have done just the

same. It was not the spirit of revenge, but the spirit of mischief
put into his head by the rum he had drank that night thât
prompted him to light that match and place it in the hay. He

only waited till he was sure it would burn,ý and then, t'o.
friaphtened to, look back, he sped along the road. He walked

rapidly for some time, when a straw en his coat attracted his
attention.

'« There may be more. 1 wouldn't care to be caught wîth.
straws about me j ust now," he thought.

Taking off his coat, he foùnd a good many straws,-quite a
baindful. C What should he do with them ? If he thre w them.
down be might be traced by them. So he. carried them aloncr
carefully looking for a bidinor-place for them. Just -before him,
was a tree by the rohdside, and he was sure he saw a man

sittinom on a rock under the tree, resting his head against
the trunk. Ves never was a coward. He possessed all those

qualities so, prized and admired by highwaymen, and blacklegs
in general.

So ' he cautiously crept within a few feet of the fi,rure,,and then
he arose to his feet and quietly'placed the straws in the pocket
of the sleeping boy, saying - to himself, Im glad I took thlis
road,"

CHAPTER VI.

AN APPEAL TO A RIGHER POWE

A sense of gladness comes over us as we watch, the sun kiss,
the gladsome playful waves good-night, and sink behind them,
leavinor them. gloriously beautiful with the colors of the bow of
promise.

A cloud overspreads the sky. We have had a' beautiful
dream; now comes the reality, the life not meted out by an all-
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'Mother, with all their loving entreaties that he would shun the
precipice,-the whir1pool of diàsipation.

But man hath said in' his heart, let us make unto ourselves
gods, and then an idol of clay had taken the place of loving

,.parents,-a demon ha ' d become king, excluding God from the
heart of Mark Davidson.

Yes, the demon rum had gained the victory and implanted
vice where the seeds of viitue had once been sown.

Ile's over head and ears in 1&ve with Eliza. Get him here
,when Lieut. Biownly comes again, and let him'hear about city

.airs and qualities' wine, and the ladies and gents he's been used
to drink with. If we can only manage to get the first glass

down him El risk him after that. Bye and. bye Eliza will send
him home not worth taking. It's the only way to take -the airs
out of 'um> wife," and Mr. Wilder laughed as if his hopes were

laIready realized.
And now, reader, if you will accompany me over the bleak,

cold, barren bed of rock where all the poe ry and music of the
waves as they roll upon the beach below, are hidden and
drowned by the steep upright ledcre of solid rock, which says
more plainly than Words, " Here let thy proud wa-ves be stayed."

But why choose a path so drear ? Not a single flower grows
-on these rocks. And then those tenements; can it be possible
that human beings dwell there ? Come in and see. Oh, horror 1
Thêre lays Mark Davidson 'drunk. Yes, Wilder bas done fiis

work well. Eliza bas sent him. home not worth taking. But
she too bas fallen. And when without pity her father bad
turned her from home, what was she 2 an outcast. Though her
heart may have been -filled with good resolves, there were none
to help or pity.

Yes, Mrs. Wilder, you have at last gained an equality with the
Davidson's-for that pale, balf-starved looking woman is no

other than Eliza Wilder. And we can plainly see that those
fatherless children will soon be motherless,,and Mark lays there

drunk. He bas often told Eliza it is she who made him whàt he
is, and sheknows it is true.

Of couerise Mrs. Wilder cares nothing about them, if they were
married it would not be so bad; she-thinks they migbt take one

of *the children. "But it would not do now, oh no! So they
will have to share the pauper's fate according to the disgraceful
laws of the land.

If Uncle John Bretman had lived, in his unselfish beart no
doubt Eliza's helpless children would have found a place.

He bad seên Jim Magee carried to jail, and followed him.

M , Te
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There he had listened to the story of bis wrongs. But the
death-bed scene he had witnessed had made a greater -impression

upon bis mind than any thing else. Even though it were thq.,
incoherent ravings of a poor daucrhter of Erin, he could not

forget that prayer. "Curse them with a great and mighty
famine such as never was before throughout the lencrth and
breadth of the land, eut off everything from whieh intoxicating
drinks can be,ý ma-de. Starve thern until they shall see the
wickedness of preverting Thy bounty into that which, take.% the
bread from the mouths of Thy children, and give it unto doors

until- they shall see the iniquity of changing Thy good gifts into
a eurse.»

" Curse them ! icurse them Oh, Lorcî, starve them." had been
the burden of her prayer; " they can stand it as well as I can."
And as Mr. Bretman stood there for hours waiting for one bright
moment when he might lead the poor weary soul home to the
Saviour of sinners, be had formed this prayer. It had come
like an echo of her prayers, and found a place ifi-her heart, and
Uncle John found himself many times repeating that prayer,

and addinor, cc I can bear it as well as they can, and it i.5 Thy way
of putting an-end to this abomination of desolation, not my will
butýThine be done."

The poor woman had wal]:ýed all those weary miles to e lier
boy, and'found him in a jail. Not able to pay bis debts', how
could he help bis mother ? It was in vain for her toetalk-,o Mr,
Wilder. Her boy had got into jail - all he had gotto do was to

swear out you'had,, better tell him so, marm; its a] 1 the advice
I bave to give- " And this, without a kind word, was all she
received. Mnz. Wilder said, "she would not ha-ýe the old

woman about her bouse; they have had -trouble enough with
them already,-such a thankless race. After all she'd done for

Jim, Macree she wàs not coing to take the old woman's sauée."
So Jim's mother plodded her wa back to her lonely dwellinor

and, one d4y Vncle John found her with naught to eat in the
bouse, and a wild delirious fever had set in. She who had left
her native !-and years ago to avoid starvation by famine, had at
last star'ed to death in a land of plenty.

So they let Jim out of jail to attend bis m-other's funeral.,-
After'the burial Ji 1 m tbought of Mr. Bretman. "F11 go straight ,

to him, and he will tell. me what to do. Shure if Fve got a friend
but me dend mother, _ ît's'him. l'Il tell him it was me own fault
me mother starved,, aDýd nobody else, shure. And if I'd only

listened to her we might'bbth be livin' in pace and plinty."
One can scarcely realize the sad lonely feelings whieh came



over the poorboy. The thought that he was the cause of hîs
mother's death bad humbled bis proud beart, and sad, repentant

feelings bad taken the place of anger. So lonely and sad did hé
feel when bed and food were offered b ' y a kind f riend, he refused
and very soon set out for Uncle John Bretman's.,

He bad got over eight of the weary miles that brouorht him
nearer the only friend he could cal]. his, when he sat down to

reste Sad memories chased each other throucrh his mind until
be fell'asleep.
1-le was awakened by a hearty shake and a loud "Hallo, 1what

the bl-azes brought you heie ? " , 1

1 was coming from my mother's funeral, if ye plase, sir," said
Jim: in a sad tone.

C'*Comiincr from your inother's funeral; ah, Jim, you migh , f, as

-1well own up to-it. You've been'up, to Wilder's and burned bis
i/barn; the fire aint out yet. He told. us to search the fe1loýv out.

Ho ! Gid,'I've got hiiii. I told ye when I saw them tracks which
way he came." "You, see," said the other man, when he came

up where the first was holding Jim, 'c You see when you made
that fire to run away by you forgot the same light might show
somebodyv rr tracks-"

So Jirr xas tried) and founI guilty, and the chief proof
against I.- n was, that bis pockets were filled with bay when

tbey fou-rÀd him on thé saine niaht the barn was burned. So
poor Jim, was sent to, the place appointed for such, while the /*

réal culprit ran at large.

.ýirs. ilder wheeled the great cozy e haire opp 0 îte Îhe stove.
In that comfortablia room, there were no traces of want.

"Money answereth all thinors," 'fias been truly said. But iii
that house there was no thought of the giver.

1' Fve got along first-rate; there's few men who, began as I did
that's made money as fast," said Mr. Wilder, and Mrs. Wilder
said, "' George is keen and smart, but 1've helped him plan."

This morninor Mr. Wilder is siçk. He bas been drinking very
much of late, and now when he is helped to his chair, bis eyes

close, and he sinks helplessly into it; but soon he opens them
again, and crazinor wildly at the wall, he says, " I sée. horrid faces
there, with eyes, of fire and tongues of flame.ý*' , Agrain he closes
his eyes and groans, only to, open, them in terror. They come 1

they comé 1 " hé shrieked, " fiery serpents coil around my chair.
Why don't you drive them off ? Help 1 help- With bitterIl - Il --



29

0 Lord, come by Thy might and Thy power, cast clown this
great mountain-Inteinpýrance."

" Come by famine, or by pestilence. Make it naught, before
Thy micht; Thou alone hast the power." Thus prayed Unele

John Bretm'an.
Not by niiopht, or by power, but by My spirit, saith the Lord

of Host.s," Nvas whispered in the immortal ears of the dying saint,
and he exclaimed, "The L *rd be praised, for the Day Star from
on high has visited my soul. Farewell earth., welcome beaven."
And thus rejoicincr he passed away. . He died 'the death of the
righteous.

How 1 enjqyed that diive with *Fred* by my side on that
be-autiful moon'-lit eve. And 1 who had known so much of
sorrow, Nvondered if souls in bliss could be happier. But alas

how soon was my cup of happiness dashed aside by the cup of
-Hell; 1 can find no other word.

But why should I linger bere? Why should I fear to tell the
truth ? Whv did I not bcg Fred to sta at home that night
instead of oroipg to the old Grey mansion, where a company of
the wealthy and the beautif ul had gathered.

Why did I go there that nierht to see him. tempted beyond bis
strength=to see him fall? And Blanche Challoner the f ir

temptress 1
Instinctively I saw the liorht of love in his eyes, and jealously

1 watched her power oyer him. that eveni*nor.
How gladly proud was I to hear hini politely but firm.1y refuse

the p'rofferect wine.
Just one orlass for my sake, Mr. Melbourn." It was a sweet

voice that spoke those eôrds, and thev were onlv designed for
Fred, but my jealous ears caught theM', and my watchful eyes

saw the glass raised to the lips of the beautiful girl. And as
one but half awake, 1 §aw him. take the glass and drink.

The scene slowly faded f rom my view, anid in. its stead I saw
my brother's deathly fate as it looked that night so lon'g açyo.
And afar off, as through an open door, 1 saw his murderer
hanging.

And though I spoke no words, from my inmost soul I cried,
y -son behold what wint bath done; " and then all the scenes

of my life arose before me, and Agnes Gre was not for otten.y 9
1 seemed to see her stand by the table, beautiful still, but a

maniac, and with warnin(y finger she'pointed, to the. wine cup,
and cried, " 1 never tasted wine, I never saw wine upon my
father's table; but he is gone, and others tread these halls."
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And then I seemed to see her brother. as he traced upon the
floor of bis cell, those awful words, " No' d ruiikard shall inherit
the kingdom of, Heaven," and then he died.

1 saw her gray-haired father bowed with grief and heard him
say, " Oh God, *Thy will be done."

And again I cried, Son, behold the victims! behold the
martyrs!" But no one heard My voice.

And now what more can I write? To trace hîs future course
would be to tell an old story. Shall 1 again appeal to my

cou htrys rulers ?
No, 1 will address a higher power. I will ask my Fàtfier in

-Heaven to take Ris throne în the hearts of my countrymen. to
reign in their hearts, to speak to their hearts by the power of

His " still small voice," until with one voice theyshall cry, " Lord,
what wilt thou have us to do?"' 0
Oh hasteni the day when through them thou wilt free our

land'from the curseof Intemperance.
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