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THE GOLD RING. 

I have one of the kindest husbands: he is a carpenter by trade, and our flock of little children has one of the kindest fathers in the county. I was thought the luckiest girl in the parish, when G T  made me his wife: I thought so myself. Our wedding-day—and it was a happy one—was but an indifferent sample of those days of rational happiness and uninterrupted harmony which we were permitted to enjoy to- gether for the space of six years. And although, for the last three years of our lives, we have been as happy as we were at the beginning, it makes my heart sick to think of those long, dark days, and sad nights that came between; for two years of our union were years of misery. I well recollect the first glass of ardent spirit that my husband ever drank. He had been at the grocery to purchase a little tea and sugar for the family ; there were three halfpence coming to him in change ; and, unluckily, the Deacon, who keeps the shop, had nothing but silver in the till; and, as it was a sharp, frosty morning, he persuaded my good man to take his money’s worth of rum, for it was just the price of a glass. He came home in wonderful spirits, and told me he meant to have me and the children bet- ter dressed, and, as neighbour Barton talked of selling his horse and chaise, he thought of buying them both ; and when I said to him, “ George, we are dressed as well as we can afford, and I hope you will not tliink of a horse and chaise till we have paid off the Squire’s mortgage,’’ he gave me a harsh look and a bitter word. I never shall forget that day, for they were the first he ever gave me in his life. When he saw me shedding tears, and holding my apron to my face, he said he was sorry, and came to kiss me, and I discovered that he had been drink- ing, and it grieved me to the heart. In a short time after, while I was washing up the breakfast things, 1 heard our little Robert, who was only five years old, crying bitterly ; and, going to learn the cause, I met him running towards me with hi's face covered with blood. 
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He said his father had taken him on his knee, and was play ing witli him, but had given him a blow on the face, only be- cause he had said, when he kissed him, “ Dear papa, you smell, like old Isaac, the drunken fiddler.” My husband was very cross to us all through the whole of that day; but the next morning, though he said little, he was evidently ashamed and humbled ; and he went about his work very industriously, and was particularly kind to little Robert. I prayed constantly for my good-man, and that God would be pleased to guide his heart aright; and more than a week having gone by without any similar occurrence, I flattered myself, that he would never do so again. But, in a very little time, either the Deacon was short of change, as before, or some tempting occasion presented itself which my husband could not resist, and he returned home once more under the influence of liquor. I never shall forget the expression of his countenance, when he came in that night. We had waited supper a full hour for his return : the tea-pot was standing at the fire, and the bannocks were un- touched upon the hearth, and the smaller children were be- ginning to murmur for their supper. There was an indescrib- able expression of defiance on his countenance as though he were conscious of having done wrong and resolved to brave it out. We sat down silently to supper, and he scarcely raised his eyes upon any of us during this unhappy repast. He soon went to bed and fell asleep ; and, after I had laid our little ones to rest, I knelt at the foot of the bed on which my poor mis- guided husband was sleeping, and poured out my very soul to God, while my eyes were scalded with the bitterest tears I had ever shed. For I then foresaw that, unless some remedy could be employed, my best earthly friend, the father of my little children, would become a drunkard. The next morning, after breakfast, I ventured to speak with him upon the subject, in a mild way ; and though I could not restrain my tears, neither my words nor my weeping appeared to have any effect, and I saw that he was becoming hardened and careless of us all. How many winter nights have I waited, weeping alone, at my once happy fireside, listening for the lifting latch, and wishing, yet dreading, to hear his steps at the door ! After this state of things had continued, or rather grown worse, for nearly three mouths, I put on my bonnet one-morning, after my husband had gone to his work, and went to the Deacon's store ; and, finding him alone, I stated my husband’s case, and begged him earnestly to sell him no more. He told me it would do no good, for, if he did not sell it, some other person would sell it; and he doubted if my husband took more than was good for him. He quoted Scripture to show that it was a wife’s duty to keep at home and submit herself to her husband, and not meddle with things which did not belong to her province. At this time two or three customer’s called for rum, and the Dea- con civilly advised me to go home and look after my children. 
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I went out with a heavy heart. It seemed as if the tide of evil was setting against me. As I was passing farmer Johnson's, on my way home, they called me in. I sat down and rested myself for a few minutes ip their neat cottage. Farmer Johnson was just returning from the field; and when I saw the little ones running to meet him at the stile, and the kind looks that passed between the good man and his wife; and when I remembered that we were married on the very same day, and compared my own fortune with theirs, my poor heart burst forth in a flood of tears. They all knew what I was weeping for, and farmer Johnson, in a kind manner, bade me cheer up and put my trust in God’s mercy, and remember that it was often darkest before daylight. The farmer and his wife were members of the tem- perance society, and bad signed the pledge ; and I had often heard him say that he believed it had saved him from destruc- tion. He had, before his marriage, and for a year after, been in the habit of taking a little spirit every day. He was an in- dustrious, thriving man; but shortly after his marriage he be- came bound for a neighbour who ran off, and he was obliged to pay the debt. I have heard him declare that, when the sheriff took away all his property, and stripped his little cottage, and scarcely left him those trifles which are secured to the poor man by law, and when he considered how ill his poor wife was at the time in consequence of the loss of their child that died only a month before, he was restrained from resorting to the bottle, in his moments of despair, by nothing but a recollection of the pledge he had signed. Farmer Johnson’s minister was in favour of pledges, and had often told him that affliction might weaken his judgment and his moral sense, and that the pledge might save him at last, as a plank saves the life of a mariner who is tossed upon the waves. Our good clergyman was unfortunately of a different opinion. He had often disapproved of pledges; the Deacon was of the same opinion—he thought very badly of pledges. Month after month passed away, and our happiness was utterly destroyed. My husband neglected his business, and poverty began to stare us in the face. Notwithstanding my best exertions it was hard work to keep my little ones decently- clothed and sufficiently fed. If my husband earned a shilling the dram-seller was as sure of it as if it were already in his till. I sometimes thought I had lost all my affection for one who had proved so entirely regardless of those whom it was his duty to protect and sustain ; but when I looked in the faces of our little children, the recollection of our early marriage days, and all his kind words and deeds soon taught me the strength of the principle that had brought us together, I shall never cease to remember the anguish 1 felt when the constable took him to jail upon the dram-seller’s execution. Till that moment I did not believe that my affection could have survived under the pressure of that misery which he had brought upon us all, I 
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put up such things of the little that remained to us as I thought might be of use, and turned my back upon a spot where I had been very happy and very wretched. Our five little children followed weeping bitterly. The jail was situated in the next town. “ Oh ! George," said I, “ if you had only signed the pledge it would not have come to this.” He sighed and said nothing; and we walked nearly a mile in perfect silence. As we were leaving the village we encountered our clergyman going forth upon his morning ride. When I reflected that a few words from him would have induced my poor husband to sign the pledge, and that if he had done so he might have been the kind father and affectionate husband that he once was, I own it cost me some considerable effort to suppress my emotions. “Whither are you all going?” said the holy man. My hus- band, who had always appeared extremely humble in presence of the minister, and replied to all his inquiries, in a subdued tone of voice answered, with unusual firmness, “ To jail, rever- end sir.” “ To jail!” said he, “ ah, I see how it is; you have wasted your substance in riotous living, and are going to pay for your improvidence and folly. You have had the advantage of my precept and example, and you have turned a deaf ear to the one and neglected the other.” “ Reverend sir,” my hus- band replied, galled by this reproof, which appeared to him at that particular moment an unnecessary aggravation of his misery, “ reverend sir, your precept and your example have been my ruin—I have followed them both. You who had no experience of the temptations to which your weaker brethren are liable, who are already addicted to the temperate and daily use of ardent spirits, advised me never to sign a pledge. I have followed your advice to the letter. You admitted that extra- ordinary occasions might justify the use of ardent spirit, and that on such occasions you might use it yourself. I followed your example; but it has been my misfortune never to drink spirituous liquors without finding that my occasions were more extraordinary than ever. Had I followed the precept and ex- ample of my neighbour, Johnson, I should not have made a good wife miserable nor my children beggars.” While he uttered these last words my poor husband looked upon his little ones and burst into tears; and the minister rode slowly away without uttering a word. 1 rejoiced, even in the midst of our misery, to see that the heart of my poor George was tenderly affected ; for it is not more needful that the hardness of wax should be subdued by fire, than that the heart of man should be softened by affliction before a deep and lasting impression can be made. “Dear husband,” said I, “ we are young ; it is not too late; let us trust in God, and all may yet be well.” He made no reply, but continued to walk on and weep in silence. Shortly after,' the Deacon appeared at some distance, coming towards us on the road ; but as soon as he discovered who we were he turned away into a private path. Even the constable 
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Seemed somewhat touched with compassion at our situation, and urged us to keep up a good heart for he thought some one might help us when we least expected it. My husband, whose Vein of humour would often display itself even in hours of sad- ness, instantly replied that the good Samaritan could not be far off, for the Priest and the Levite had already passed by on the other side. But he little thought, poor man, that even the conclusion of this beautiful parable was so likely to be verified. A one-horse waggon at this moment appeared to be coming down the hill behind us at an unusually rapid rate, and the constable advised us, as the road was narrow, to stand aside and let it pass. It was soon up with us; and when the dust had cleared away it turned out, as little Robert had said when it first appeared on the top of the hill, to be farmer Johnson’s gray mare and yellow waggon. The kind-hearted farmer was out in an instant, and without saying a word was putting the children into it one after another. A word from farmer John- son was enough for any constable in the village. It was all the work of a moment. He shook my husband by the hand; and when he began, “ Neighbour Johnson, you are the same kind friend” “ Get in,” said he ; “ let’s have no words about it. I must be home in a trice, for,” turning to me, “ your old school-mate, Susan, my wife, will sit a-crying at the window till she sees you all safe home again.’’ Saying this, he whipped up the gray mare, who, regardless of the additional load, went up the hill faster than she came down, as though she entered into the spirit of the whole transaction. It was not long before we reached the door of our cottage. Farmer Johnson took out the children ; and, while I was trying to find words to thank him for all his kindness, he was up .in his waggon and off before I could utter a syllable. Robert screamed after him to tell little Tim Johnson to come over, and that he should have all his pinks and marigolds. When we entered the cottage there were bread, and meat, and milk, upon the table, which Susan, the farmer’s wife, had brought over for the children. I could not help sobbing aloud, for my heart was full. “ Dear George,” said I, turning to my husband, “ you used to pray ; let us thank God for this great deliverance from evil.” “ Dear Jenny,” said he, “ I fear God will scarcely listen to my poor prayers after all my offences, but I will try." Wo closed the cottage door, and he prayed with so much humility of heart, and so much earnestness of feeling, that I felt almost sure that God’s grace would be lighted up in the bosom of this unhappy man, if sighs, and tears, and prayers, could win their way to heaven. He was very grave, and said little or nothing that night. The next morning, when I woke up, I was sur- prised, as the sun had not risen, to find that he had already gone down. At first I felt alarmed, as such a thing had be- come unusual with him of late years, but my anxious feelings were agreeably relieved when the children told me their father 
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had been hoeing for an hour in the potatoe field, and was mending the garden fence. With our scanty materials I got ready the best breakfast I could, and he sat down to it with a good appetite, but said little; and now and then I saw the tears starting into his eyes. I had many fears that he would fall back into his fonner habits whenever he should meet his old companions, or stop in again at the Deacon’s store. I was about urging him to move into another village. After break- fast he took me aside and asked me if I had not a gold ring. “ George,” said I, “ that ring was my mother’s: she took it from her finger and gave it to me the day that she died. I would not part with that ring, unless it were to save life. Be- sides, if we are industrious and honest we shall not be for- saken.” “ Dear Jenny,” said he, “ I know how you prize that gold ring: I never loved you more than when you wept over it, while you first told me the story of your mother’s death : it was just a month before we were married, the last Sabbath evening in May, Jenny, and we were walking by the river. I wish you would bring me that ring.” Memory hurried me back in an instant to the scene, the bank upon the river’s side, where we sat together and agreed upon our wedding-day. I brought down the ring, and he asked me with such an earnestness of manner to put it on his little finger that I did so; not, however, without a trembling hand and a misgiving heart. “ And now, Jenny,” said he, as he rose to go out, “ pray that God will sup- port me.” My mind was not in a happy state, for I felt some doubt of his intentions. From a little hill at the back of our cottage we had a fair view of the Deacon’s store. I went up to the top of it, and while I watched my husband's steps no one can tell how fervently I prayed God to guide then! aright. 1 saw two of his old companions standing at the store door with glasses in their hands, and as my husband came in front of the shop 1 saw them beckon him in. It was a sad moment for me. “ Oh George,” said 1, though he could not hear me, “ go on ; remember your poor wife and your starving children!” My heart sunk within me when I saw him stop and turn to- wards the door. He shook hands with his old associates : they appeared to offer him their glasses: I saw him shake his head and pass on. “ Thank God,” said I, and ran down the hill with a light step, and seizing my baby at the cottage door, I literally covered it with kisses, and bathed it in tears of joy. About ten o’clock Itichard Lane, the Squire’s office-boy, brought in a piece of meat and some meal, saying my husband sent word that he could not be home till night as he was at work on the Squire’s barn. Itichard added that the Squire had engaged him for two months. He came home early, and the children ran down the hill to meet him. He was grave, but cheerful. “ 1 have prayed for you, dear husband,” said I. “ And a merciful God has supported me, Jenny, said he.” It is not easy to measure the degrees of happiness : but, take it alto- 
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gether this, I think, was the happiest evening of my life. If there is great joy in heaven over a sinner that repenteth, there is no less joy in the heart of a faithful wife over a husband that was lost and is found. In this manner the two months went away. In addition to his common labour, he found time to cultivate the garden and make and mend a variety of useful articles about the house. It was soon understood that my husband had reformed, and it was more generally believed, because he was a subject for the gibes and sneers of a large number of the Deacon’s customers. My husband used to say, “ Let those laugh that are wise and win.” He was an excellent workman, and business came in from all quarters. He was soon able to repay neighbour Johnson, and our families lived in the closest friendship with each other. One evening Farmer Johnson said to my husband that he thought it would be well for him to sign the tempei'ance pledge ; that he did not advise it when he first began to leave off spirit for he feared his strength might fail him. “But now,” said he, “you have continued five months, without touching a drop, and it would be well for the cause that you should sign the pledge.’’ “ Friend Johnson,” said my husband, “ when a yeai- has gone safely by I will sign the pledge. For five months, instead of the pledge, I have in every trial and temptation—and a drinking man knows well the force and meaning of those words—I have relied upon this gold ring to renew my strength and remind me of my duty to God, to my wife, to my children, and to society. Whenever the struggle of appetite has commenced I have looked upon this ring : I have remembered that it was given, with the last words and dying counsels of an excellent mother, to my wife who placed it there ; and, under the blessing of Almighty God, it has proved, thus far, the life-boat of a drowning man.” The year soon passed away, and on the very day twelve- month, on which i had put the ring upon my husband’s finger farmer Johnson brought over the temperance book. We all sat down to the tea-table together. After supper was done little Robert climbed up and kissed his father, and turning to fanner Johnson, “Father,” said he, “has not smelt like old Isaac, thq drunken fiddler, once since we rode home in your yellow waggon.” The farmer opened the book : my husband signed the pledge of the society, and, with tears in his eyes, gave me back—ten thousand times more precious than ever— my mother’s gold ring. 



WILD DICK 
AND 

GOOD LITTLE ROBIN. 

Richard Wild and Robert Little were born on two plea- santly situated homesteads that bounded on each other. Their parents, though differing essentially in their habits of life, were good neighbours. There were but a few weeks’ difference be- tween the ages of these children, and they grew up from their cradles with the strongest attachment for each other. I have seen Robert a hundred times, in the fine mornings and even- ings of summer, sitting on a particular rock at the bottom of his father’s garden, with his dipper of bread and milk, not tasting a mouthful till Richard came and sat down with his dipper at his side. They teetered together on a board placed over the boundary wall. As they grew older they snared blue jays and trapped striped squirrels in company; and all their toys and fishing tackle were common property. I have often thought there was something in the name which a boy acquires at school. Richard Wild, and Robert Little, who was smaller of stature, were called, by their school-fellows, wild Dick and good little Robin. Robert Little was truly a good boy, and he was blessed with worthy parents, who brought him up in the fear of God, and who not only taught him the principles of piety and virtue, but led him along in those pleas- ant paths by their own continual example in life and practice. Richard Wild was not so fortunate. His father and mother paid less respect to the Sabbath day; and although, as I have said, the parents of both these children were good neighbours, and exchanged a variety of kind offices with each other in the course of a long year; yet there were some subjects upon which they very frequently conversed and never agreed. The most interesting of all these topics of discussion was the temperance reform. Farmer Little was a member of the society, and in his plain, sensible way, by his own excellent example, not more than by his counsel, within the circle of his little neighbour- hood, one of its valuable advocates. Farmer Wild was opposed to it, in preaching and in practice. He was opposed to it chiefly because it was “ « sectarian thing.” He preached against it on all occasions, at the mill and the smithy, the town hall and the 
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grocery store; but he was particularly eloquent upon training days, when the pail of punch was nearly drunk out; for he was not one of those who preach and never practice. At that time he was not esteemed an intemperate man. To be sure, he was frequently in the habit of taking enough to make his tongue run faster than usual, and to light up in his heart a feeling of universal philanthropy, which invariably subsided after a good night’s rest. Farmer Wild’s wife derived a great deal of comfort from a cheering glass. It was particularly grateful on washing days; and she soon became convinced that it tasted quite as well on Any other day of the week. There was a time when she was unwilling that her neighbours should become acquainted with this disposition for liquor. She was then in the habit of indulging herself in the frequent use of tea at all hours of the day. She kept it in constant readiness on the upper shelf of the pantry closet. Upon a certain day little Dick was taken so suddenly and seriously ill that his father went for Dr. Diver. The child was unable to stand, and was so drowsy and sick at his stomach that the family were fearful he had been poisoned, and the more so as he had been seen in the earlier part of the day playing before the apothecary’s shop. Dr. Diver had recently procured a stomach-pump; and, as he was quite willing to try it, the experiment was immedi- ately and successfully made upon the stomach of little Dick, who was speedily relieved of rather more than half a pint of strong milk punch. He stoutly denied, with tears in his eyes, that he had ever tasted a drop of any such thing ; but finally confessed that he had been sucking tea, as he had often seen his mother do, from the nose of her tea-pot upon the upper shelf. Farmer Wild, in spite of his wife’s remonstrances, took down the tea-pot and examined its contents, when the whole matter was easily unravelled. The farmer scolded his wife for her habit of drinking punch in the morning ; and she scolded her husband for his habit of drinking rum at all hours of the day. The presence of Dr. Diver appeared to have little influence in abating the violence, or softening the acrimony of the family quarrel; and little Dick was quite willing to be spared, by both parents, though at the expense of a broil between themselves. As soon as Dr. Diver had carefully wiped and put up his sto- mach-pump, he took his leave, cautioning little Dick to avoid taking his tea so strong for the future. The doctor was not only a skilful physician but a prudent man. It is fortunate for the peace of every village in the land that doctors are gen- erally aware that the acquisition of extensive practice depends, in no small degree, upon their ability to hear, see, and say no- thing. A village doctor is the depository of a great many con- trary stories, which, like the contrary winds contained in the bag presented by iEolus to Ulysses, would operate sadly to his disadvantage if he should suffer them to get loose. The bosom of a physician should resemble the old lion’s den in fho fable, h 5 
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into which many strange tilings were seen to enter, hut from whence none ever returned. It need not be stated that fanner Wild and his wife were getting into a bad way, and that Richard was not likely to be benefitted by the example of his parents. Pride will frequently operate when all higher and holier motives will not. Vicious inclinations are often restrained in the presence of those whom we fancy ignorant of our besetting sins. Thus it was with far- mer Wild and-his wife. The domestic explosion produced by the affair of the tea-pot had completely broken the ice as it were, and from that moment neither the husband nor the wife adopted any private courses for the gratification of their appetite for liquor. The farmer used gip, and rum was the favourite beverage of his wife. Their respective jugs were regularly carried by little Dick, and brought home filled from the grog-shop. Dicky always calculated on the sugar at the bottom of bis father’s glass, and his mother never failed to reward him with a taste of her own if he went and came quick with the jug. Richard, who knew nothing of the evil consequences of drinking spirit, saving from his experience with the stomach-pump, had offered, more than once, a portion of that which he had received from his pa- rents to Robert Little, who always refused it and told Richard that it was wrong to drink it. But Richard replied that his father and mother drank it every day, and therefore it could not be wrong. “ Besides,” said he, “ father and mother are always so good-natured and funny when they drink it; and after a while they get cross and scold, and when they drink it again they fall asleep and it’s all over.” Robert, as good little boys are a^it to do, told his father and mother all that Richard had said to him. Mr. Little had observed for some time that farmer Wild was neglecting his farm and getting behind hand; and, after talking the matter over with his own good wife, he came to the conclusion that it was his duty to seek a fair opportunity, and have a friendly and earnest conversation with his old neighbour on the fatal tendency of his habits of life. “ I shall have relieved my mind and done my duty to an old friend,’’ said he, “ if my efforts should produce no good.” He availed himself accordingly of the first fair occasion which presented itself, on the following Sabbath, after meeting. His counsel was of no avail, and he was grieved to find, by an increased violence of manner and an apparent regardlessness of public opinion, that his poor neigh- bour Wild was farther gone than he had supposed. His irritability of temper had sadly increased, and Mr. Little was shocked to find that he could not converse on the subject without using profane and violent language. The next morning he sent in a few shillings which he owed Mr. Little, with a short message by Richard that he believed they were now even. Robert came in shortly after weeping bitterly, and saying that Richard’s father had forbidden their' playing or even speaking together any more, and had threatened to flog Richard soundly if he 
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dared to disobey. However painful to Itobert, Mr. Little did not consider this prohibition so great an evil. Richard Wild, though of a very affectionate temper, under the influence of his father and mother was becoming a bad boy. He was not' over nine years of age, and had already acquired the name of the little tippler, and had been suspected, upon more than one occa- sion, of being light-fingered. Farmer Little’s wife, however, could never speak of those early days, when Richard used to bring his dipper of milk and sit upon the rock with Robert at the bottom of the garden, without putting her apron to her eyes. Robert would often look wistfully at Richard as he passed, and nod to him through the window ; and Richard would return it in the same manner, after he had satisfied himself that neither his father nor mother was observing him. Dick, with all his failings, was a generous boy. A portion of his apples and nuts was frequently seen in the morning under Robert’s window, where he had placed them over night, not daring to venture over in the day time. Nevertheless he was becoming daily an object of increasing dislike through the whole village. Although there were some who pitied the poor boy, and thought his pa- rents much more to blame, through whose example he had un- doubtedly acquired that, ruinous relish for ardent spirit, yet the villagers generally considered the whole family as a nuisance, and likely, before long, to come upon the town. Squire Hawk, the chairman of the selectmen, who kept the grog-simp in front of the meeting-house, concluding that farmer Wild was com- pletely down at heel, and had no more money, refused to let him have any more liquor at his store, and proposed to post him as a common drunkard. Rut Deacon Squeak, who kept the dram-shop at the corner of the road that leads to the grave yard, knew something more of poor Wild’s affairs, and observed that it would be hard to do so on account of his family; he knew from his own experience that a little liquor was now and then a help to any man. It was soon known over the village that farmer Wild had conveyed the last remnant of his little property, a small piece of meadow land, to Deacon Squeak, to be paid for in groceries at his store. Poor Wild, with the as- sistance of his wife and little Dick, soon drank out the meadow land. The Deacon himself was then perfectly satisfied that it was a gone case. Richard Wild and Temperance Wild, his wife, were forthwith posted as common drunkards; and all persons “ of sober lives and conversations,’' who sold rum in the village of Tippletown, were forbidden to furnish them with ardent spirits any longer. The means of subsistence were now entirely gone, and their removal to the workhouse was a matter of course. It was haying time, and little Dick was permitted to earn his victuals by helping the hay-makers. They soon detected him in getting behind the hay-cocks and drinking tho rum from their jugs; and accordingly little Dick got a sound thrashing and was driven out of the field, for these hay-makers 
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were so far inclined to promote the cause of temperance that they would not permit any persons but themselves to drink up their rum. Poor Dick ! he cut a wretched figure as he went whimpering along the road rubbing his red eyes upon his ragged sleeve. He spent that day in strolling about farmer Little^ woodland ahd orchard in the hope of meeting Robert. But he was unsuccess- ful, and at night he went crying and supperless to bed in the farmer's barn. He slid down from the hay-mow before daylight, and resolved to quit a place where he had neither father, nor mother, nor friend to whom he could look for protection and support. The day was just dawning as he came out of the barn : his path lay close to the cottage of farmer Little ; he laid a small parcel on the door-stone and passed rapidly on. The parcel was found there by the first person who came out in the morning: it was a top which Robert had lent him a great while before. It was wrapped up in ,p piece of paper, on the corner of which was written, “ Good bye, Robert." Before he quitted the village, Dick turned aside for a moment, to give a last look at his father’s cottage. It was untenanted, and the person into whose hands it had fallen had barred up the doors and win- dows, so that Dick could not get in; but through a broken pane he looked into the vacant rooni where he had passed so much of his short life. He looked over the Wall of the little garden, now filled with weeds. As he was turning away he felt something move against his leg, and looking down he saw the old cat that still clung to her accustomed haunts. She purred to and fro at his feet, and looked up in his face. Poor Dick was certain the knew him, and he burst into tears. She followed him a little way up the lane, and then returned slowly to the cottage. “ It was a bonny day in June,” as the poet says, but the darkest in the short pilgrimage of little Dick. The birds sang delightfully, as if to mock the poor fellow’s misery, and the copious showers of the night had varnished every leaf in the wood. The sun had scarcely arisen, and the villagers of Tipple- town had not yet bethought themselves of their morning drams, before little Dick had fairly cleared the boundary line; and upon a rock, on the eminence which overlooks the village, he sat down to look back upon it, to take a little rest, and to cry it out. To be sure he had walked only four miles, but he had slept little, and eaten nothing for many hours, and he fairly cried himself to sleep. He had slept nearly an hour, when he was awakened by a shake of the shoulder. He awoke in no little alarm, but became more composed upon seeing before him a stranger in a sailor’s dress, with a good-natured face, and a pack upon his shoulders. “ A hard hammock, my lad,” said he, “ if you have been turning in here for the night.” Dick told him his whole story, and concluded by saying that he had eaten nothing for many hours. “ Now, my lad,’’ said the sailor, 



.VILD DICK AND GOOD LITTLE ROBIN. 17 
“you should have told me this first,” and overhauling his Ek, he pulled out plenty of bread and cheese, and bade Dick p himself, which he did without being pressed a second time. When he had finished, “ Look ye here,” said the man of the sea. “ If you have been lying to me, you have done it with an honest looking face; but if, as you say, your father and mother have got into workhouse dock, and there’s nobody to give ye a lift", what say ye to a sailor’s life, eh ? I’ve been home to see my old mother, some fifty miles back, and to leave her something to keep her along, and I’m now getting down again for another cruise. Now, if you like it, I’ll take ye under convoy. You’re ho bigger than a marlinspike to be sure, hut the best tars begin when they are boys. Well,” continued he, strapping on his pack, and taking up his hickory stick, “ what say you, my lad, yes or no Dick accepted the pro- posal, and away they trudgedthe sailor relating, by the way, a hundred tales calculated to stjr the landsman’s heart. Let us cast back a look upon Tijmletown. On the day when the top and the farewell message'-were found upon farmer Little’s door-stone, Robert was sent home sick from school, with a message from the school-mistress, that he had cried the whole morning. Even farmer Little and his wife were deeply affected at the little incident. Day passed after day, and it was com- monly believed that Dick had run off. In about six months his father died of the dropsy, and his mother soon followed of consumption; and both were buried from the workhouse in the drunkard’s grave. A year had gone by, and nothing had been heard of Dick. In the month of June, a mariner stopped to rest at the tavern in Tippletown, on his way to visit his relations in another state. He inquired if a family by the name of Wild lived in that village, and was informed that the parents had died in the workhouse, and the son was supposed to have run of. He then related his adventure with little Dick, for this was the very sailor who took him to sea. “ A smart little fellow he was,” said he, “ and if he had lived there would not have been his better in good time, to hand, reef, and steer, aboard any ship that swims. He was but eleven, and as smart as a steel trap.” “ Pray, sir,’’ said the landlady, laying down her knitting, and taking off her glasses, “ was Richard Wild lost at sea V’ “ Ay, ay, good wife,” said the mariner, dashing the tear from his eye, with a hand as big and as brown as a leg of mutton half roasted ; “ lost at sea, off Cape Hatteras, in a gale that made the old ship crack again, and with the sky as black as midnight without moon. A sea, and a horrible sea it was, struck us on the quarter and took the poor lad with it, together With Bob Gleason the second mate. Bob, poor fellow, cried out lustily, and his shout, as he went over, was louder than the storm ; but the cries of little Dick sunk into the hearts of the whole crew. The old 
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boatswain, who ha<i a fine voice, and was the life of the ship's company, refused to sing another song till we got into port." “ And why, in the name of patience,” cried the old landlady, whose spectacles had fallen, in her excitement, into the pot, where she was cooking the sailor's breakfast,.“ why didn’t you stop your vessel and take ’em in?”' “Stop the whirlwind, goody V replied the man of the sea, in a voice in which grief and anger were equally apparent; “ you might as well ask your landlubber of a militia captain, strutting out yonder on the common, to countermarch a West India hurricane. Stop the old ship ! Why I tell ye, old woman,” raising his voice to the pitch of an angry bull, “ 1 tell ye we were scudding with a rag of a storm foi’esail, at the rate of thirteen knots an hour. Stop her, with a vengeance ! Why the old dragon of a ship was dying through the sea like a crazy shark. 1 could have jumped over after the poor boy, with a lighter heart than I„can tell you the story ; but I was at the wheel, goody, and if 1 had let go for an instant, we should have broached to, and then you would never have had the story from me. I bawled out loud enough ; they heard me, I’ll warrant ye; three hen-coops were torn from their lashings and thrown overboard sooner than you can say Jack Robinson.” “ Well, well,” said the old woman, “ I would have left my wheel any time to save the life of the poor child.” The sailor rose and strapped on his pack, and took up his old stick. “ Stop, sir,” said the old woman, “your eggs are just done; 1 meant no offence by what I said ; your breakfast will be on the table directly.” “ Not at all, goody,” said he, as he threw down a five franc piece on the table ; “ no offence, but my sto- mach is full enough for to-day ; your breakfast would stick in my hatches.” The old salt walked out of the inn without say- ing another word, and was soon out of sight of the villagers who had crowded round the door. The story soon spread over the village, and received a variety of commentaries agreeably to the various impressions left upon the minds of different persons in relation to the subject of it. “ There is an end of the devil’s bird,'’ said Squire Hawk. “ It all comes of intemperance,” said Deacon Squeak, as he had just come from pouring twenty-one gallons of pure water into a hogshead containing forty-two gallons of New England rum. There were some, however, who viewed the matter in a differ- ent light, and who were willing, now that he was gone, to admit that Dick was not a hard-hearted boy. Old Sukey, the cripple, said that ho was a great rogue; “ but there,” said she, showing her crutch, “ the little fellow made it for me, and I’ve used no other for three years.” The news cast a gloom over the family of farmer Little. Robert, who first heard the tale, was scarcely able to relate it to his father and mother. The good man mo- ralised very sensibly upon the subject; ran briefly over the history of poor Wild and his wife ; admitted that Richard was a boy of good parts and of an affectionate temper; and very 
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properly ascribed his bad habits and untimely end to the ex- ample of his wretched parents. In a few years farmer Little found it convenient to employ a boy upon his farm, instead of his own son, whom he had thoughts of putting under the care of Parson Jones to lie fitted for college. A neighbour had made trial, for some time, of a lad obtained at the House of Reformation, and the farmer had made up his mind to follow the example. He made application accordingly. 1 n a short time he received an answer from the directors, stating that there was a boy in the institution by the name of Isaac Lane who was desirous of going on a farm, and whom they were willing to bind out, and could safely recommend. Farmer Little agreed to receive him, and a day was appointed to visit the city for the purpose of executing the indentures. Before the period arrived he received a letter from the directors in the following words “ Boston, May 23, 18-—. “ Dear Sir,—A circumstance has occurred of which it is pro- per to give you immediate notice. The lad whom we were about to bind out to you, and who had appeared much gratified with the arrangement proposed, upon the statement of your name and residence, became exceedingly dejected and embar- rassed, and finally communicated the following story to one of the directors. He says that his real name is Richard Wild ; that his parents are living, he believes, in your village ; that ho ran away four years ago, and was induced to go to sea by a sailor who was particularly kind to him ; that he was washed overboard in the Gulf Stream in a gale of wind, and seizing a hen-coop that was thrown after him, was taken up the next morning and finally brought into this port; that, not wishing to use his real name, he adopted that of the sailor who carried him to sea. Under this name he was sent to the House of Re- formation for tippling and stealing. He is willing to come into your employ, but thinks you will not be willing to receive him. You will do as you think proper. It is but an act of justice to this lad to say that his conduct here has been exemplary, and ho appears to us to have needed nothing but the advantages of moral influence. He is in great favour with his fellows, not less than with the superintendent and directors. He has been two years in the institution. An early answer is requested.— Respectfully yours,” &c. 

The astonishment produced by the reception of this letter, in the family of farmer Little, can easily be conceived. The course to be pursued became a subject for serious reflection with the farmer, who seldom had occasion to repent, at his leisure, of follies committed in haste. It scarcely need be stated that Robert and his mother were strongly in favour of receiving Richard Wild as one of the family. The next day fanner Little set forth for the city to form an opinion for himself, after 
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seeing the boy and conversing with the directors. In two days he returned with Richard Wild at his side, now no longer little Dick, but a tall stout hoy with an agreeable but rather sober expression of face. It was an interesting sight to witness the affectionate meeting between Richard Wild and Robert Little. The farmer admitted to his family that he could scarcely have believed it possible that so great a change could have been wrought in any boy, as appeared to have been produced in Richard during his residence at the House of Reformation ; and he expressed himself highly gratified by the manner in which he had received the intelligence of the death of his parents. The continued exhibition of precept and example at that ex- cellent institution, for such a length of time, had broken the chain of evil habit, and given to this unfortunate and misguided boy a new departure, as the sailors say, for the voyage of life. “ How very great,” said farmer Little, “ are the responsibilities of parents for the influence of their example upon their children ! And how can we be sufficiently grateful to those kind hearted men who tread in the steps of their blessed Master; who go about doing good ; who have built up such institutions as these; and who go up and down the streets of our great cities snatch- ing these brands from the burning!" “ I consider the House of Reformation,’’ said Parson Jones, who had heard of this remark- able event, and ridden over, but too late to see Richard, who had gone to his work ; “ I consider the House of Reformation,” said this good man, “ as a great moral machine. How remark- ably does this child appear to have been the object of Heaven’s particular regard ! He has been almost miraculously preserved upon the patliless waste of waters. He has not been permitted to perish in the midst of his wickedness ; but, under the guid- ance of the father of the fatherless, he has been borne in safety to the shore. All things have worked together for his good. Even the very sins which he committed have conducted him to the place of safety and reformation.” The arrival of Richard Wild in the village of Tippletown was an event of no ordinary character. Many were eager to behold the child that had been lost and was found; and not a few, in whose minds curiosity and incredulity were blended together, were desirous of scrutinising the little sinner that was said to have repented; Accordingly, on Sabbath morning all eyes were turned towards farmer Little’s pew to catch a glimpse of little Dick; and so universally striking was the change, not only in size, but in his air of manliness and the gravity of his deportment, that he went by no other name from that day than Richard Wild. The wretched and ragged little runaway, flying barefooted from his native village with his dirty clothes and crownless hat, had undergone, to all appearance, a complete transformation within and without. He w as now nearly fifteen years of age, and robust for his years. His ruddy complexion, well-washed face, and smooth dark hair, together with his blue 
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jacket and trousers, vvhite collar, and neat black riband, were indicative of cleanliness and health. After meeting, as farmer Little and his wife, with their daughter Abigail, were returning home, followed by Robert and Richard, when they had turned off the main road into the by-way that leads to the farm, they were called after by old Sukey, the cripple, who came hobbling behind them as fast as leg and crutch could carry her. They paused for old Sukey to come up with them. “ Now tell me,” said she, “is it Richard Wild? I have kept my eyes on the boy, sinner that I am, the whole morning, but he has not lifted his own to give me a chance to see if it was he, by the little cast that he had you know.” Richard shook hands with the zealous old creature, and no sooner raised his eyes upon her than she exclaimed, “ Oh! yes it is he; and you was not drowned after all, was you, poor boy ? You was always a good hearted boy, Richard, and you see,” said she, holding up the old crutch, “ you see 1 have kept it, havn’t 1 ? Richard was pained and pleased by the various recollections associated with the circumstance to which the old woman referred ; and with an- other cordial shake of the hand, and a promise to come and visit her at her old cottage, he bade her good bye and followed the farmer and his family, who had advanced a little way before. Richard continued to grow in favour with God and man. He gave farmer Little complete satisfaction by his obedience, in- dustry, and sobriety. He was permitted to cultivate a small patch of ground on his own account; and the first money which he obtained by his diligence was employed in procuring a plain gray slab, which he placed upon the spot where the sexton assured him his parents were buried, though nothing marked the place but the crowning sod. The inscription was wonder- fully simple, and intended not as an unmerited honour to the dead, but as a simple memorandum for himself. It was com- prehended in five words, with his own initials, and ran thus :— 

«My poor Father and Mother. R. W.” 
He was very kind to old Sukey, who was very poor, but who kept herself from dependence on the town for support by her own industry and the assistance of her daughter Margaret, who, with an old house dog, were the only tenants of the little low cottage at the bend of the river. It is now eighteen years since Richard returned to the village. Few villages, in the same number of years, have undergone such remarkable changes as Tippletown. It is changed in name and in nature. It is now called Waterville, and not a single license is granted within its bounds for the sale of ardent spirit. It is hard, as the proverb saith, for an old dog to learn new tricks : Squire Hawk, having been removed from the board of selectmen, and unable to obtain a license for the sale of rum in that village, removed his residence to another, and, after keep- ing a grog-shop for a few years, died of the dropsy. We are 
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grieved to say that Deacon Squeak died a drunkard, and was buried from the poor-house. As you enter the village, over the great county road, you-see, at a short distance from the public way, and on the westerly- side of it, under the shade of some remarkable elms, two white houses with green blinds; they are precisely alike.- One of them is the residence of the Reverend Robert Little, the pre- sent worthy minister; and theother is occupied by Richard Wild, Esquire, the chairman of the selectmen. These houses are on the very sites once occupied by the cottages in which “ Wild Dick” and “Good Little Robin” were born. There is a beautiful summer house, tastefully covered with grape vines, lying midway between these dwellings, and which is obviously common to both. It is constructed over the rock at the bottom of the garden upon which they used to convene with their dippers of bread and milk some thirty years ago. Old farmer Little and his wife are yet living, or were in June last, and re- siding happily with their children. Their son, the clergyman^ married an amiable young lady from a neighbouring town. Abigail is married; not, as the reader supposes, and as the- whole village had arranged it, to Richard Wild, but to a re- spectable farmer in the upper parish. About eight years ago, the British consul published the fol- lowing advertisement :— “ If Richard Wild, who, in the year 18—, was washed over- board from the ship George, off Cape Hatteras, be living, he is requested to give notice at the office of the British consul, in- this city.” Some person informed Richard of the publication. He ac- cordingly presented himself at the consul’s office, and was shown the copy of a will, in these words :—“ I, Isaac Lane, now of the city of London, master mariner, having no near relation, do- hereby give, devise, and bequeath all my estate, in this world, to Richard Wild, formerly of Tippletown, in the commonwealth of Massachusetts in New England, and to his heirs for ever, provided, as is barely possible, the said Richard be living, and claim this bequest within two years from my decease, otherwise to the use of the Greenwich Hospital.” Here followed the tes- tamentary formalities. The consul then requested Richard to exhibit his right arm; upon which were seen pricked in with India ink, an anchor with the initials, I. L.—R. W. He then put into his hands a letter from a barrister in London, referring to these particulars, and stating that the property amounted to not much less than £4,000 sterling, or rather more than 17,000 dollars American money. The necessary arrangements were soon made ; and little runaway Dick became an object of par- ticular interest with the males, and even with some of tho fe- males of Tippletown, as Mr. Richard Wild, with a fortune of 17,000 dollars, and not a debt in the world, which is more than many a merchant can say of liimself, though, with ono 
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pyo closed upon his debts, and the other open upon his credits, he may look down upon the clear estate of Mr. Wild with in- finite contempt. Squire Hawk had a very pretty daughter ; and there was no man in the village more obsequious to Richard. Mr. Wild always treated the Squire with the respect due to an older man,- but he came no nearer. He had never crossed the fatal threshold of his shop since his return. He considered Squire Hawk and the Deacon as the prime ministers of the ruin of his parents ; but he did not presume, by any act of 'hostility to either, to assume the high office of Him to whom vengeance belongs. Shortly after this unexpected accession of property, Miss Hepsy Hawk astonished the parish with an expensive salmon-coloured silk, and a new navarino; and she used to linger an unnecessary length of time at the door of her father’s pew, till Mr. Wild came down the aisle ; and then she would go wriggling and fidgetting out by his side as close as she could decently get. But, after a while, finding that she could not attract his attention, she gave up the experiment, contenting herself with remarking to all her acquaintances, that he was dreadfully cross-eyed. Mr. Richard Wild managed his property with great discre- tion. His first act was to purchase the old homestead on which he was born. He was particularly kind to the poor ; and old Sukey Lamson the cripple came in for a full share of his bene- ficence. The villagers were very much surprised at his kind at- tention, when he became overseer of the poor, to the old Deacon, who was then in the poor house. The mystery was easily ex- plained,—Richard Wild was a Christian. It was rather re- markable, that the last fraction of the Deacon’s estate should have been sold by him to Richard Wild, and that it should have been the very meadow land which, under circumstances painfully similar, had been sold by his father to the Deacon himself. There was a prodigious stir in the village when Richard was married. Sukey the cripple was 'at the wedding, leaning on her old crutch, and with a new gown and kerchief; and nobody had a greater right to be there. There was no little confusion and surprise, when, a few Sabbaths before, the Rev. Mr. Little published the bans of marriage between Mr. Richard Wild and Miss Margaret Lamson. Margaret was a pious girl; and if it were sinful to be pretty, no girl in the parish had more to answer for than Margaret Lamson; though she was alto- gether too poor to think of a navarino or a salmon-coloured silk. I need not say that Parson Little performed the marriage cere- mony. When, after the service, he went up to congratulate old Sukey, “ Ay,” said she, holding up the old crutch, “ he will always be a stay and a staff to me, and he always has been, and nobody knows it better than you Robin—the Lord forgive me, but I am getting old, and can’t help looking upon ye both as my boys.” The old woman is still living at the age of eighty- 
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nine. She retains her faculties surprisingly, and may be seen every morning at the front chamber window of the Squire’s house, with her knitting in her hands. There is a common bond among all the virtues: no truly good man was ever ungrateful: every year Mr. Wild sends a fine cheese and a barrel of apples to the superintendent of the House of Reformation, not for their intrinsic value, but as a continuing mark of his grateful and affectionate respect. 



I AM AFRAID THERE IS A GOD. 

My father was a respectable mechanic in the town of . On the subject of religion there existed the most perfect una- nimity between my father and my mother; and their whole lives were ample illustrations of their confidence in the promises of God, and of their firm and sustaining belief in the precepts and doctrines of Christianity. My parents were both members of the Temperance Society, and earnest promoters of the cause to the extent of their limited influence and ability. They were the parents of three children, Absalom, Bethiah, and myself. At the age of forty-five I look back upon their simple manners and consistent piety with a feeling of affection- ate respect. The village of   —, which was our place of residence, retains its primitive simplicity, such as it was soma forty years ago, in a degree beyond almost any village in the commonwealth ; not because it is situated at a very remote dis- tance from the metropolis, for such is not the fact, but its water privileges have not yet attracted the serious attention of the manufacturer; it lies abroad from all the routes of existing canals and contemplated railways; it has not been so fortunate as to become the residence of any man of fortune, retired from the bustle of the world ; and it has never given birth to any more distinguished personage than General Driver, who keeps the public house, is chairman of the selectmen, commands the militia, and represents the town in the General Court. The village pound, and the old gunhouse with its red doors and weather beaten flagstaff, are just where they were when I used to gather to the spot, with all the children of the village, to see Washington and Adams dragged forth upon the common on the fourth of July, for such were the titles of two brass four pounders intrusted to the care of Captain Solomon Dow. The Rev. Mr. Cooley is still the parson of the parish, and although a new generation has sprung up since the days of my boyhood, there is enough remaining of all that once was to enable the memory to play the architect adroitly, and rebuild the edifice with all its parts and proportions within and without. Even of the pulpit cushion upon which the good man has adminis- tered for forty years, there is enough remaining to settle the question of identity. The young women enter the meeting- house with sprigs of fennel, and the boys with pond lilies in their hands ; old Caleb Kidder sits in the singers’ seat with his pitch pipe, just where he used to sit; and Madam Moody at 
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the age of eighty, in her old brocade, occupies the same seat, in the broad aisle, on the right as you enter, which she occu- pied full forty years ago. It has pleased God to bless me in my basket and my store; and I never feel so grateful for the bounties of Providence as when I reflect that they have enabled me to succour and sustain my honoured parents in their dark days, and to repay them, in some measure, for all their kindness, which I never fully ap- preciated till I became a parent myself. They still live in the old cottage; and after many afflictions from a quarter whence they had anticipated nothing but rays of comfort in their latter days, they present a pattern of Christian resignation to God’s holy will. My parents, as I have stated, were pious people. They were in the practice of morning and evening devotion. My father never omitted it, unless he was prevented by sickness; and however pressed for time, he never departed from a slow and reverential manner of performing it. “ Whatever business may be delayed,’’ he used sometimes to say, “ the Lord’s work should never be hurried.’’ Notwithstanding the daily precept and example of this worthy couple, they were called to a bitter trial. The wall of strength which they had endeavoured to build round about them—the safeguard of religion which they had raised for the protection of their lambs, was not sufficient for them all:—the wolf leapt into the fold, and snatched one from their grasp—they were the parents of a drunkard—and an infidel ! I have often thought that the simple narrative of their blasted hopes would furnish materials for an interesting tale. Upon a Saturday morning in the month of June, 18—, a young gentleman, of a very genteel appearance, arrived with a fine horse and stylish gig, at the door of Driver’s tavern; and delivering his equipage to the hostler, requested accommodations for a day or two, during his stay in the village. It was soon rumoured about that the stranger was no less a personage than Mr. Bobb, active partner in the firm of Bobb and Binna- cle. There could be no reasonable doubt upon the subject, for he had communicated the information himself, before be had been an hour in the village, to the hostler and the bar- keeper ; incidentally dropping a hint, now and then, of their extensive operations, and very considerable interest in various manufacturing establishments. The manufacturing fever was, at this period, approaching that remarkable crisis, after which so many subjects were reduced to a condition of weakness, from which they have not entirely recovered at the present day. The mania had not actually extended to our village ; but the proprietors of land bounding on the river evidently considered their estates of greater importance. The value of water privi- leges, the law of flowage, and the prodigious profits of manu- facturers became topics of frequent conversation at the tavern 
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and the grocery. Squire Gookin openly and freely avowed, that he would not sell his meadow lot, above the red bridge, for six times the sum it cost him ; and he has faithfully kept his word to the present day. Mr. Bobb had scarcely refreshed himself and his apparel, after a dusty drive, with a basin of pure water and a clothes brush, before he inquired of General Driver, who was stirring up toddy for the selectmen who were in session at the inn, whether there were not some good privileges on the river that might be bought up on speculation. The General mentioned Squire Gookin’s, and two or three others. He offered the services of his son to show Mr. Bobb the locations, and apologised for not being able to go himself; but it was haying time, and the press for toddy was so great that he could not leave. While this conversation was going on Enoch Smith, who went I remember by the name of Skyrocket Enoch, because his stories flew so swiftly and ended so frequently in smoke; Enoch, who had listened attentively to the conversation, lost no time in repairing to Squire Gookin’s, and assuring him that a gentleman of great wealth had come from the city on purpose to buy his water privilege. Shortly after Mr. Bobb and the General’s son were seen going in the direction of the river, and it was rather amusing to observe the Squire carefully watching their operations from behind his corn-barn. On Sabbath morning Mr. Bobb was ushered into General Driver’s pew by no less a personage than the General himself, and it was universally agreed that a prettier man never walked up the broad aisle than Mr. Bobb. Katy Cummings, who was too much of a wag ever to get a husband, admitted that he had disturbed her devotions, and that she should have set her cap for him if he had not appeared to take so much comfort in his whiskers. One young woman obviously attracted the stranger’s attention in an extraordinary degree—decidedly the prettiest girl in the parish—no other than my sister Bethiah. In the afternoon the constant direction of his eyes towards my father’s pew became so very particular as to attract the notice*and pro- voke the smiles of more than one of Mr. Cooley’s congregation ; and in the evening young Mr. Driver conceived himself author- ised, by his intimacy with our family, to introduce Mr. Bobb to our acquaintance. He was evidently desirous of making himself agreeable, and he certainly succeeded. It was apparent to me, from the very first moment of his introduction, that Bethiah was not at all deficient in that mother wit which en- ables a young woman to divine if a gentleman’s visit be intended for herself; and I w'as not less assured, in my own mind, that she was pleased that it should be. His desire to ingratiate him- self with every member of our family rendered his manners extremely respectful and modest, and we heard little of the extensive operations of Bobb and Binnacle. He repeated his visit upon the following day, and whatever might have been 
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the measure of his original interest in manufacturing specula- tions, it soon became apparent that he had lost all recollection of Squire Gookin and his water privileges, in a subject of a more absorbing nature. His visit in the village was extended beyond the period which he had assigned for his departure, and he was finally summoned away by a letter from Mr. Binnacle, informing him of an unexpected pressure in the money market. His atten- tions to my sister were very particular; and the manner in which those attentions were received left no doubt of the fa- vourable impression which had been made upon her mind, perhaps upon her heart. The possibility of such a consequence had occurred to both my parents. Bethiah was an excellent girl, but her mind was not altogether free from a romantic bias. My father thought proper to converse with her upon the dan- ger of indulging any other feelings than those of good will to- wards an individual of whom she knew so little as of this agreeable stranger.—“ Dear father,” said she, bursting into tears, “ we are engaged, provided you and mother will give your consent, and I am sure you will not refuse it when you come to know Mr. Bobb as well as I do.”—“ Gracious heaven!” cried her astonished father, “ engaged !—know him as well as you do !—my child, you are but seventeen years of age, and you have seen this young man every day for a week; what can you know of him V’—“ Dear father,” replied this infatuated girl, “ I know every thing; he has told me all about his family and his situation in life. His partner, Mr. Binnacle, is a retired sea captain of handsome property. He knows little or nothing of the business in which they are engaged, and leaves every thing to the management of Mr. Bobb.”—“ Leaves every thing to the management of Mr. Bobb !” exclaimed my father, in a tone almost of derision. “ Bethiah, as you respect my paternal authority, and value my happiness and your own, proceed no farther in this rash business until I have made such inquiries as are dictated by common prudence." My poor father conferred with my mother, as a matter of course, and blamed himself severely for permitting an attrac- tive young man, of whom he knew so little, to jeopardise the happiness of his child. “ Perhaps,” said my mother, “ he may be all that he represents himself to be.”—*' It may be so,” said my father, “ but I will suffer the matter no longer to remain in uncertainty. I will go to-morrow to the city, and make all proper inquiries on the subject.”—Without disclosing his intention to any other person, he set forth at an early hour. Mr. Bobb had left behind a zealous advocate, in my brother Absalom, who was one year younger than Bethiah. Indeed it would be difficult to say upon which of the two this young man had produced the more favourable impression. It is some- times amusing to contemplate the fantastical grounds upon which youthful lovers will rest a conviction that they are 
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destined by heaven for each other. After exhausting all other arguments upon her mother, in justification of her conduct, Bethiah admitted, that she had been greatly surprised, and perhaps somewhat influenced in her feelings, by discovering that the initials of Bethiah Atherton Jennings, when reversed, were also the initials of Julius Augustus Bobb. My father returned on the following day. He had ascertained, that Bobb and Binnacle were engaged, to some extent, in the manufacturing business. The depths of that ocean of specula- tion were, at the time, altogether unfathomable. But my father evidently inclined to the hopeful side of the problem, He had received no information unfavourable to the moral character of Mr. Bobb. He was esteemed an amiable man by his acquain- tances, and perfectly honourable in his dealings His parents had been free livers, and died just about the time when they had run through a very handsome property. My father was pained to hear that this young man had probably received no serious impressions on the subject of religion in his youth ; hut he was gratified, on the other hand, to learn that he was a member of the temperance society. There are matters of deeper interest, in which it is desirable to engage the reader’s attention ; and I will therefore pass over this portion of our family history in a summary manner. My parents smiled upon the hopes of their daughter. Bethiah, in due time, became the wife of Mr. Bobb, and went to reside in the city. The dawn of their married life was as bright and clear as the dawn of an April day. Would to heaven this were the only point in which there existed a resemblance between them- They had not been married six months before a report was circulated in the village that Bobb and Binnacle had failed. This report was readily traced to Skyrocket Enoch, who had returned with a waggon from the city. My father went to examine Enoch upon the subject, wdio stated that he had heard of a manufacturing firm that would fail shortly, but did not liear their names; he guessed it must be Bobb and Binnacle ; and as he had been full four and twenty hours a coming up, he reckoned they must have failed by the time he arrived. Our apprehensions were excited, on the following day, by a letter from Mr. Bobb, pressing my father to come down as soon as possible. He complied with this request, and was Informed that there was not the least cause of alarm ; but the pressure for money was so great, that they were compelled to ask his assistance. They were in want, at that time, of 7000 dollars, and could obtain it of the Bank with his emlorsensent, It was rather more than all my father was worth in the world, but the case was urgent. He put his name upon their paper ; the 7000 dollars were swallowed up in the whirlpool of their complicated concerns, like a ship’s long boat in the maelstrom ot Norway. In a fortnight they were bankrupts, stock and fluke ; and my father’s little property, the laborious accumula- 
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tion of many years, went before the torrent like chaff before the driving storm. If upon such an occasion tiiere be any consolation, and un- doubtedly there is in universal and respectful sympathy, my poor old father had an abundant share of that good thing. The creditors were very considerate; they were commercial men in whom the spirit of trade had not vanquished the spirit of compassion and humanity. My father surrendered all his little property, requesting per- mission to retain nothing but the tools of his trade, which wei e secured to him by law, and the old family bible ; but the credi- tors relinquished their claim upon his furniture, and he gave them possession of his homestead, which was sold with his con- sent, subject to his right of redemption under the mortgage. “ God’s will be done,” said he, as he locked up the old house for the last time preparatory to the delivery of the key to the new proprietor. He was sixty-three years of age when he commenced life anew. He went with my mother, who bore her misfortunes quite as well as her husband, to board with a neighbouring farmer, a portion of whose barn he speedily converted into a temporary workshop, and the next morning the old sign of “ David Jennings, Jlouse-wright," long laid by, and which had been familiar to the villagers for thirty years, was cleared of its dust and cobwebs and placed over the door. “Just what I should have expected,” said Parson Cooley when he first heard of it. “ David Jennings would sooner take up the implements of honest industry than add to the burthen of any other man.” The next Sabbath he preached an excel- lent sermon on resignation under afflictive trials. As he went home he observed to his wife, “ Squire Gookin has lost a few sheep of the rot, and his countenance exhibited the deepest dis- tress during the whole time I was preaching, while David Jennings and his wife, who have lost all they have in the world, presented the happiest examples I have ever witnessed of cheer- ful submission to God’s holy will.” Almost immediately after my sister’s marriage my brother Absalom, agreeably to a previous arrangement, went to the city as an under clerk in the store of Bobb and Binnacle, and at the time of their failure, being a young man of good abilities, he soon found employment in another establishment. From my early youth I had a partiality for the seafaring life, and I have followed the profession ever since I was sixteen years old. I had doubled that age at the period of my sister’s marriage, and arrived from Bombay just a week before the ceremony took place. In about six weeks afterwards I sailed for Calcutta, and was absent during the period of these calami- ties, and indeed for nearly three years without any direct in- telligence from home. I had heard a rumour of the failure, but nothing of my father’s misfortune. 
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! arrived at the port of New York in May, 18—, and taking the mail stage reached Worcester, the nearest town upon the route to the village where I was born. I then obtained a horse and chaise and came to the old homestead a little after mid- night. I rapped at the door, and after a short interval the window was opened and a voice, my father’s as I supposed, for it was raining hard and I could not perfectly distinguish, in- quired who was there. “ Don’t you know the voice of your own son V' said I. “ Friend,” replied the person at the window, “ the tavern is only a quarter of a mile off, and if you are in your right mind I advise you to find your way to it.” The window was immediately put down, but not till I was satisfied that the voice was not the voice of my father. I have heard breakers over the lee bow in a darker night, but never did the blood rush so violently to my head as at that moment. “ My parents are dead then,” said I involuntarily, as I placed my hand upon my forehead. At that moment the window was opened again and I heard a female voice within the apartment exclaiming, in a tone of earnestness, “ I have no doubt it is he.” “What is your name?” said the man at the window. The heart of the patriarch was not more full when he put the ques- tion to his brethren, “ 1 am Joseph, doth my father yet live ?” than mine when I put a similar inquiry in relation to my old father and mother. The occupants were soon in motion; and the door was opened by farmer Weeks, a worthy man, who proceeded to rake open the fire while his good wife began to prepare some refreshments. They persuaded me to remain till daylight, and gave me a particular account of my father’s mis- fortunes. I learned also from them that Bobb and Binnacle had separated, and that the latter had returned to his old pro- fession. Farmer Weeks observed that my father and mother bore up under the loss of their property wonderfully well; but he admitted that some other troubles within the hist two years had made a deeper impression upon their minds. 1 gathered from the hints which the fanner dropped with evident reluc- tance, that their unhappiness was caused chiefly by the mis- conduct of my brother Absalom. As soon as the day dawned I proceeded to the house in which farmer Weeks informed me my parents had continued to reside since their removal from the cottage. As 1 drew near I ob- served a person coming from the door with a broad axe over his shoulder and a carpenter’s apron ; his quick step for a moment deceived me, but a second glance assured me of the truth—it was my old father going forth to his morning’s work. He knew me in an instant, and dropping his tools upon the ground threw his arms about my neck and wept like a child. We returned together to the house. My poor mother, who appeared to have suffered more in her bodily health in consequence of her do- mestic affliction, was overjoyed at my return. Even the kind people where my parents resided appeared to think themselves 
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fairly entitled to rejoice with those who rejoiced, to whom they had given the surest evidence of their sympathy in affliction. “ Poor Bethiah,” said I as soon as we were left to ourselves, “ what is her situation, and that of her husband?” “Bethiah,” said my father, “ is the mother of three little girls. Her hus- band, I trust, is becoming a religious man. They are very poor, and have hard work to get along in the world. But Bethiah says there never was a kinder husband. Their troubles seem to have attached them more closely to each other.” “ And Absalom,” said I, “ where is he ?” “ In the gall of bitterness and the bond of iniquity,” replied my poor father, with an expression of the deepest affliction, while my old mother covered her face with her hands. “ For Heaven’s sake, dear father,” said I, “ what is the matter, has he committed any crime ?” “Absalom,” said he in a voice scarcely articulate for grief, “is a drunkard and an infidel! While he continued with his sister and her husband he was virtuous and happy. After the failure he found employment elsewhere; fell among evil associates, and was ruined. He frequented the theatre and other scenes of dissipation, and speedily acquired habits of tippling. In a moment of intoxication he was persuaded to go to a meeting of infidels ; their doctrines were new to him ; and, however mon- strous, their very novelty excited an interest in his mind ; he went again, and again, and became a convert. He was in the habit, at this period, of going frequently to his sister’s residence; and the mischief was accomplished before I had any knowledge of his evil courses. At length I received a letter from Bethiah and her husband, communicating their fears. I repaired to the city the next day, and arriving in the evening, I inquired for Absalom at his lodgings ; and was informed that he might probably be found at the lecture room. I obtained directions and repaired to the spot without delay. I entered a room in which was a collection of males and females of decent appear- ance, and took my seat in a retired corner. After a few minutes I discovered my misguided son, and endeavoured to keep myself concealed from his observation. Presently the lecturer commenced. He was a tall man, with round shoulders and very gray hair. I should think him over sixty years of age ; his face was florid ; his eyes were contracted, downcast, and expressive of cunning and duplicity. I should not have been willing to trust any man who had so much the appearance of a knave. But what was my horror, when this gray-headed castaway threw the volume of eternal life across the room, and pronounced God’s holy word no better than a lie! What were my emotions when I beheld this poor miserable wretch, tottering as it were upon the brink of the grave, abus- ing the lamp of reason, by employing it to mislead his fellow- creatures to destruction; prostituting the highest gift of God, to prove that there is no God! At length this hoary-headed scoundrel exhausted his stock of sacrilege and folly, and 



t AM AFRAID THERE IS A GO© f S3 
resumed his seat. The meeting broke up; and keeping my eye upon my wretched boy I followed his steps into the street. He turned into a dram-shop, in the neighbourhood of the pandemonium from which he had so lately descended. I saw him, while my eyes wept tears of anguish, pour the accursed poison down his throat. I forbore to interrupt his orgies in their present stage ; I determined, agonizing as it might be to a father’s heart, to observe his progress. In a short time he sallied forth ; and again I followed his steps.' After winding through several streets he associated himself with an abandoned woman, who was strolling purposely alone ; and they repaired, arm in arm, to another dram shop of a more genteel description. They passed into a recess provided with curtains for concealment. I stood at a little distance from the door, and in a short time I saw a servant conveying liquors and refreshments to the recess, and, closing the curtains as he retired. Now, thought I, is my time. I passed into the shop, and taking up a light, proceeded to the spot, and drawing back the curtain, held the light before my face. This child of sin was perfectly thunderstruck: at first he attempted to escape ; but I held him firmly by the arm. His vile companion, and a brazen-faced Jezebel she was, had already fled. Absalom, said I, as I relinquished my hold and took my seat before him, do you not believe there is a God? No, was the reply, in a voice of drunken desperation ! Father of mercy, I exclaimed, has it come to this ! and looking for an instant at his feverish face and bloodshot eye, and contrasting the object before me with the treasured recollections of my happy boy, I buried my face in my hands and sobbed aloud. When I raised my head, he had gone. Inquiries were repeatedly made at his boarding- house but in vain. It was solemnly affirmed that he had not returned there. I have never seen him from that hour. But all this comes not from the ground. I am blessed beyond my deserts. Bethiah is happy in her poverty, and her husband is becoming a better man for a better world ; your dear mother enjoys a tolerable share of health ; my own health and strength are excellent, and I have enough to do ; and, to crown all, you, my first born, are alive and well, and safely returned to us again. And now, as I see breakfast is nearly ready, let us thank our heavenly Father for all his blessings, and for the special Providence of your return. Farmer Weeks exerted himself to find accommodations for his family as soon as possible; I paid off my father’s mortgage and my parents were speedily restored to their old cottage. The tools were carefully collected and re-placed in the carpenter’s chest, and the sign of David Jennings, House-wright, was re- turned once more to its resting place in the garret. The affec- tionate respect of the villagers for my parents was clearly mani- fested in “the cheerful congratulations and hearty shaltes by tho hand which met them at every step ; and when my father was 
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in search of a horse cart to carry back his furniture and the rest of his little property, the neighbours gathered round, and took it at once in their hands and upon their shoulders, and the ■whole removal was accomplished in half an hour. Skyrocket Enoch, who, with all his relish for the marvellous, was the most amiable mischief-maker in the village, flew like a shuttlecock, from house to house, breaking looking glasses and crockery ware in the best natured manner imaginable. After my parents had been resettled on the homestead, I visited my sister and her husband in the city. I found her, at lodgings, up three pairs of stairs, in an obscure but respectable part of the metropolis; and receiving a direction to the first door on the right hand, on the upper landing, I proceeded to find my way. On reaching the door, I heard a voice, which I knew was Bethiah’s;—I listened for a moment;—she was get- ting one of her little ones to sleep, with the same lullaby that our good mother had sung to us all. I tapped at the door;—■ she opened it herself;—in an instant we were locked ia each others arms. She was thin and pale, but I did not perceive that she had lost any of her beauty. Her fine light hair, and bright blue eyes, and beautiful teeth, for which she had always been re- markable, still remained like the prominent points in some in- teresting landscape ; where the woodeapt hill, and the winding stream, and the natural cascade are beautiful still, though the sun may have departed, and the moon alone may display them by her paler lamp. “Brother,” said she, “look at these,” pointing to her little children, her bright face covered with smiles and tears, like the soft lightning and gentle showers of an August evening when the elements are playing witch-work with the western sky. Her first bora were twins ; they were tottering about the room, and the baby was in the cradle. “ They are lovely children,” said I, “but where is your husband ?” “ He is coming home now,’’ she replied, “ I see him from the window.” I followed the direction of her finger,—I should not have known him. “Three years,” said I, “have altered his appearance prodi- giously.” “ Oh, yes,” she replied, “ we often laugh over the recollections of our foolish dreams. We have done with castle- building in the air, and are building, I trust, upon a better foundation. My husband is one of the best husbands; he is getting to be one of the best Christians also.” I was sufficiently prepared to meet him kindly when he opened the door. Every thing which had characterised his person three years before, as the “ active partner in the firm of Bohb and Binna- cle” had gone by the board, as we sailors say. He was plainly but neatly dressed ; and a patched boot and rusty hat, though I noticed a better one for Sunday hanging in the corner, indi- cated an attention to economy. After a kind greeting, we sat down together. Rethiah spread a neat cloth on a little pine 
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table, and was making preparations for their frugal meal. “ Cap- tain Jennings,” said her husband, a little outlie old leaven of pride mantling upon his cheek, “ I am afrai d we can give you nothing better than a roast potato for dinner.” “Now,” said 1, “ look here, if you give me any other title than Brother David, I’ll be off, and I want nothing better than a roast potato, provided you've got any salt.” As I said this 1 gave him a hearty shake by the hand. The tear came into his eye. “ Excuse my weakness,” said he, “ but 1 have seen so much of the cold side of the world, for some years, that l am scarcely pre- pared for the other.’’ We ate our simple dinner with an excellent relish. After it was over, “ Now,” said I, “let’s have a short talk. I must go back, to-night. I understand from Bethiah that you have settled with your creditors, and are earning about three or four hundred dollars a year as a clerk in a wholesale store. That will not do. Cook, who has kept store in the village for forty years, has got old and rich, and wants to sell out; now I want to make a temperance store of it; and if you can be happy in the country, and are willing to take it, I’ll buy the stock and stand for you: I’ve got old Cook’s terms and the refusal in writing.” Nothing could surpass the satisfaction expressed by Bethiah and her husband at this proposal. 1 returned, and closed the bargain; and in less than a fortnight, Mr. Bobb was behind the counter, in full operation; Bethiah was settled down with our old father and mother, in the spot where she was born; her twins were creeping over the bank of violets at the back of iho house, where she had crept when a child; and her baby was rocking in the cradle which had been occupied by four generations. The next Sabbath, when we were all collected together in the family pew, there was a general expression of satisfaction on the countenances of our friends and neighbours; and there wore tears in many'eyes when Parson Cooley, now threescore and ten years of age, preached a moving discourse from that beautiful passage in the thirty-seventh psalm, I have been young, and now am old; yet have I not seen the righteous for- saken, nor his seed begging bread. About two years after this happy reunion of our family, our excellent minister received a letter from a clergyman in the city, communicating information respecting my miserable brother. After a career of infidelity and intemperance he was, as the writer supposed, upon his death-bed, in the last stages of consumption. The good man who sent this information to Parson Cooley had visited the dying young man repeatedly, and described his mind to be in such a state that he desired to die, but for the wish to live that he might atone for his transgressions. As family resemblance will sometimes appear to be lost in a present generation, and return with all its fresh- 
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ness in that which succeeds, so those religious impressions which are made upon the youthful heart by some faithful hand, and of which no trace may be seen through a series of frivolous years, will some times return to sustain the tottering steps of one who had been lost by the wayside, and may ultimately prove the means of salvation, through God’s boundless mercy, in a dying hour. It was thought prudent to conceal this intelligence from my parents for the present; and agreeably to the wish he had ex- pressed to see some of the family before he died, I immediately set forth Upon this melancholy embassy. I reached the wretched hovel, to which I had been directed, as speedily as possible. I did not disclose my name to the mis- erable object who came to the door, but simply inquired if Absalom Jennings was there, and how he was. The old wo- man who let me in, answered that the doctor, whom the clergy- man had sent there, thought he could not live long. She added that the leader of the Freethinkers had never visited him during his sickness, which had continued several weeks ; but that several of the followers had been there, and that two of them were then up stairs. I passed up a narrow stairway and arrived at a little apartment, the door of which was partly open. I listened for a moment to the closing words of a conversation between these emissaries of Satan, these devils incarnate upon earth, and my dying brother. “ Well, Jennings,” said one of them, “ out with it, what do you think now, do you believe there is a God ?” I heard nothing but a deep groan, which went to my heart. “ Come,” said the other, “ speak out; if you believe there is a God we won’t come here again.” “ Johnson,” said my poor brother in a voice of bitter anguish, and in words which were Uttered as if they came from the bottom of his soul; and I am sure they went to the bottom of mine, “ I am afraid there is a God !” These demons in human shape rose to leave the apartment. As they passed near me,—“ Never set your cloven feet again,” said I in a whisper, “ within the chamber of this dying sinner.” “ Why, what business is it of yours 1” said one of them. To avoid confusion in such a place I followed him quietly down stairs, and taking him by the shoulder, “ This wretched young man,” said I, “is the son of my father and my mother; enter his apartment again, and if you do not believe in God, I will give you good reason to believe in man, for I will break every bone in your skin.” They walked off in evident alarm, and I returned to the apartment. I crept softly to the chamber. I saw, upon a miserable pallet, a pale emaciated man whose eyes were shut, and whose features I studied attentively for some time before I could discover enough to satisfy me that I beheld the wreck of a ruined brother. Nothing remained of the full features, the smooth forehead, the prominent black eye, or the ruddy com- plexion. The features, and especially the nose and cheek bones, 
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Were sharpened in a remarkable manner; the forehead was checkered by the signet of premature old age ; the face had all the paleness of a corpse ; and the eye, which was still closed, appeared deeply sunken beneath the projecting eyebrows. I approached closely to the bed. “ Absalom,” said I—he opened his eyes, and turned upon me those lights so soon to be ex- tinguished in the grave—“ Absalom,” I repeated, “ do you not know me 1” “ Oh ! David,1’ he exclaimed, “ is it you ?” and covering his face with the bedclothes, he became convulsed with sorrow. “ My poor brother!” said I, for my heart yearned towards him as I sat down beside him on the pallet of straw and took his long lean hand in my own. “ Oh ! David,” said he, “ can you love me now 1” and he drew my hand to his parched lips and bathed it in tears. I sent for the physician, who positively forbade his being moved, as 1 had wished, into better lodgings. I therefore made the best arrangement in my power for his comfort, and pre- pared to remain with him during the night. He appeared to be overwhelmed with a grateful sense of this trifling act of humanity. The strongest wish of his heart, which he fre- quently repeated, was the desire of seeing his father, and asking his forgiveness. I accordingly despatched a messenger to Par- son Cooley, requesting him to open the matter to my father, and come to the city with him as soon as he conveniently could. They arrived before noon on the following day. The inter- view was very distressing. My poor old father no sooner en- tered the room than this wretched young man, by an unex- pected and extraordinary effort, got out of his bed, and, upon his hands and knees, for he could not walk, crawled to his feet and exclaimed, “ Father, forgive me before I die/ My father was greatly shocked by his appearance; and the exer- tion undoubtedly shortened the period of my poor brother’s existence. After taking a little nourishment, he appeared so much better that I felt almost inclined to think he might recover, but it was only the flashing and flickering of life’s lamp before it is extinguished for ever. During this interval he begged his father and Parson Coo- ley to sit near him. “ Do you not trace all your misery to the use of ardent spirit, Absalom ?” said the good minister. “ No sir,” he replied, “ 1 never drank any till about eighteen months ago, but 1 became extremely fond of wine; and the first time that I went to an infidel meeting, I was intoxicated with wine which I drank at the bars of the theatre. When I could no longer obtain wine as the means of intoxication, I resorted to ardent spirit, because it was cheaper; and finally the fatal relish for ardent spirit destroyed my taste, in a great measui-c, for milder stimulants. Intoxication drove me to the brothel; and the doctrines taught at the infidel meetings justified my conduct in going there. When 1 became conscious of an op- 
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pfessive burthen in the form of crime, I was delighted to he told, and to be convinced that such things as I had thought sinful, were perfectly innocent. The leader of tKe infidels tried to produce this conviction on my mind ; I was desirous of being convinced ; and at length I mistook the desire to be convinced1 

for the conviction itself.” After a short pause he continued as follows : “ A man who has committed theft would be glad to believe that there was no judge on earth, for then he could not be tried here; and a man who has committed all sorts of crimes would be glad to believe that there is no God in hea- ven, for then he could not be tried hereafter, and to him the judgment never cometh. In my hours of intoxication I was more than ever disposed to justify the doctrines of infidelity ; and when listening to the lectures upon infidelity, I was the more ready to justify the practice of intoxication and of all other crimes. 1 believe the leader, who lectures upon infidelity, to be an unprincipled villain, and that he preaches these doc- trines because they are so much more comforting to a hoary- headed impenitent wretch than the doctrines of the cross. May God of his infinite goodness forgive me my offences, and an aban- doned and profligate old man tor leading me to destruction.” The whole of his physical and intellectual power appeared to be exhausted by this last effort. He dropped' his head on one side, and there followed a slight convulsion. I went in- stantly to his bedside ; his eyes were'glazed ; he was fast locked in the arms of death ; the spirit of the penitent infidel had fled. Our good minister supported my old father from the apart- ment. By my advice they returned immediately home. In due time the earth received its tribute, and I returned to the village. It was a remarkable coincidence, that on the very next Sab- bath, in reading the scriptures, Parson Cooley opened to the eighteenth chapter of the second book of Samuel; and when he pronounced the words of David's lamentation in the con- cluding verse, “ Oh, my son, Absalom, my son,” the good old clergyman could scarcely speak for his emotion. Time, though it cannot obliterate the recollection of such misery as this, has already mitigated our affliction. My pa- rents are still living at a good old age. Their chief employ- ment is a cheerful preparation for death. My sister and her husband, with their flock of little ones, are prosperous and happy. 1 sometimes encounter an individual, perhaps the member of some temperance society, who scrupulously abstains from ardent spirit under its specific name ; but who is eminently qualified, not only for the commission of folly, but for the perpetration of crime by the employment of some milder stimulant: upon such occasions, the declaration of my unhappy brother on his death- bed comes forcibly before me; the use of wine alone brought him to infidelity and ruin ! 
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I never meet an individual who does not believe that there is a God, but who cannot, by any human possibility, know that there is not, without a vivid and painful recollection of the life and death of this wretched young man. The dying words of a poor penitent infidel can never be forgotten, am afraid there is a god ! 



A SECTARIAN THING. 

There Is a beautiful river, upon whose unfrequented shores I have often strolled when a school-boy. Upon a Saturday after- noon when it Was too hot for the fish to bite, and not even the attraction of a fine young frog would draw out the motionless pickerel from his covert Under the lily pad leaf, how often have I laid at length upon that river’s bank, listening to the wind soughing through the tall pines. This scene of my early recol- lections was then the very empire of stillness, Undisturbed, save, now and then, by the clarion throats of two or three colloquial crows perched upon the topmost branches, or the splash of a solitary kingfisher, the halcyon of the rivers and lakes—but it has passed like a vision. I know nothing so closely resembling the operation of the finger of magic, as the change which has been wrought in these sequestered shades. Upon this lonely spot, then Unmarked by the finger of man, now not a vestige of nature remains. Even the river has been diverted from its course ; and its bright waters, which used to glide so delight- flilly along, have been restrained by barriers, and converted into artificial cascades. The tall pines have been brought low ; the crow, the kingfisher, and the hill fox have been driven into deeper recesses by the progress of civilisation, like the pursued and persecuted red man ; and the soughing of the winds, and tile carolling of the birds in a May morning, have given place to the roar of waterfalls, the ringing of bells, and the noise of machinery. The clear and aromatic atmosphere of the pine- lands is filled with the smokes of a thousand fires, and rendered almost unbreathable by its commixture with poisonous vapours. Even the waters are unnaturally tinged with a variety of dyes, and rendered unsafe for the use of man. In a word, this ro- mantic spot is now the scene of a great manufacturing estab- lishment. It is the nucleus, around which there has gathered a surprising alluvion of population and wealth. It bears the name of Clatterville; and among its inhabitants there is not a more thriving driving little man than Mr. Aminadab Sharp. This individual, who was one of the most successful mer- chants in Clatterville, has been well known in the western country as Captain Sharp. But I have never been able to find the origin of this title of distinction, unless in the fact, that for several years after he went thither from New England, be was the sole owner and commander of one of those little square covered boats which are frequently seen on the Mississippi, and known by the name of pedlar’s arks, and which are commonly 
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furnished with every variety of notion, from a tin cullender to a silk glove. We have nothing to do, however, with the early history of Mr. Sharp. He had become a man of handsome estate; owned the square brick house in which he lived ; and was married to a very respectable woman, who, though she had no pretensions to beauty, belonged to that denomination of human beings who are very appropriately called the salt of the earth. They had only one child, a boy of fair promise, and who received the name of his father. At this time little Aminadab was four years old, and Uncommonly forward for his time. Mrs. Sharp was esteemed, on all hands, a truly pious and excellent woman ; and nothing would put her husband into such a violent passion as a suggestion from any quarter that he himself was deficient in any of the Christian graces. He had subscribed most liberally in behalf of the new church ; Parson Moody dined at his house every Saturday with all the punctuality of an eight-day clock; the clergymen from all quarters made his house their home whenever they exchanged with Parson Moody ; and, besides, he had paid three-fourths of the cost of the new organ. Mrs. Sharp was a judicious woman, and comprehended her husband’s character to perfection. Her words were all good words in proper season. Occasionally she would place some useful hook in his way ; but she was too well acquainted with the infirmities of his temper to attempt to argue with him on the subject of religion. She prayed for him in secret, with all the fervency of an affectionate wife, that religion, pure and undefiled, might spring up in his heart. Neverthe- less, there was a subject upon which she felt herself conscien- tiously impelled t° argue strenuously against the opinions of her husband: the education and general management of little Aminadab Were an everlasting source of painful disagreement between them. Mrs. Sharp, upon this interesting theme, rea- soned with great calmness, until the period arrived, and it in- variably did arrive, when her husband would listen to reason no longer. She was particularly desirous that Aminadab should profit by attending the Sunday school. This her husband op- posed with great earnestness. “ Look at me,” said he “ I’ve got on thus far pretty well. I’ve never been to a Sunday school. I’ll never agree to it; and, sooner or later, you’ll find my words to be true. It’s nil a sectarian thing." Mr. Sharp promised his wife, that if Heaven should be pleased to grant them another child, male or female, it should be entirely under her direction ; but he insisted on the privilege of rearing their first-born, Aminadab, according to his own notions of propriety. In little more than a year Mrs. Sharp became the mother of another boy. She reminded her husband of his agreement, almost as soon as she heard its life-cry ; and in the joy of his heart he solemnly ratified the engagement, conceding in all things to her wishes, even in the matter of baptism. Little Aminadab had never been baptized, for, as Mr. Sharp justly observed, he had 
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. never been baptized himself, and he never meant to be ; but liG had gotten on pretty well in the world : indeed he looked upon every kind of baptism as a sectarian thing. Little Joel, for that was the name chosen by Mrs. Sharp, in honour of her fa- ther, was, in due time-, given to the Lord in baptism. It was a fiivourite notion with Mr. Sharp, that boys were put to their learning at much too early a period. Aminadab was permitted to run at large until he was eight years old. At length, by the earnest persuasion of Mrs. Sharp, her husband was prevailed on to commit him to the care of Ma’am Wilkins, who was accordingly sent for to the house; and in the presence of her intended charge, received particular instructions never to break the little fellow’s spirit by the application of the rod. “If study should not agree with him,” said Mr. Sharp, “ let him do as he pleases pretty much. Leave the matter to nature, which is the true guide after all. I’ve gotten on pretty well in the world as you see. Ma’am Wilkins, and I was left pretty much to myself. Making boys study against their wills is going against nature, and this newfangled business of whipping children, in my opinion, is nothing but a sectarian thing." Ma’am Wilkins was too discreet to permit an exhibition of her own notions of discipline to disturb the happy relation subsisting between herself and so important a man as Mr. Sharp. She accordingly patted Aininadab on the head, and expressed the high satisfaction she enjoyed in the prospect of becoming his instructress. As she rose to take her departure it was a won- der that she did not throw the whole tea-service down upon the floor, for Aminadab had contrived to pin the table cloth to her gown ; and as it was, she went off with a large yellow marigold in her bonnet, which was not noticed by Mrs. Sharp till Ma’am Wilkins was half across the common. Every judicious parent will agree that Aminadab was richly entitled to a smart whip- ping, or an equivalent in some other form. “ The boy will be ruined,” said Mrs. Sharp, “ if he goes unpunished for this.”' “ Let him alone, my dear,” said her husband, who sat shaking his sides with laughter, “ it is only another evidence of his genius. Such a child requires but little teaching. He’ll be a self-made man, mark my words. I used to cut such capers myself when 1 was a boy, and yet you see, my dear. I’ve gotten- along pretty well in the world.” Ma’am Wilkins had not much reason to flatter herself upon the acquisition of a new pupil in the person of Master Aminadab Sharp. The incident of the tablecloth was an inauspicious omen; and the discovery, which was not made till she reached her home, that she had been parading upon Clatterville com- mon with a large yellow marigold in the back of her bonnet afforded no very favourable prognostic. The missionary cause had become a subject of very consider- able interest with the more serious people of the village ; and Mrs. Sharp was particularly desirous of promoting is welfare. 
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Unfortunately her husband had formed an opinion against it. “ What is the use,” said he, “of wasting money upon people whom we don’t know, and don’t care for, at the ot her end of the world,? “ They are our fellow creatures,” said Mrs. Sharp, they have souls to be saved, and we can send them Bibles and missionaries, which may prove the means of salvation.” “ Char- ity begins at home,” he replied. “ Well, my dear,” she rejoined, “ there are home missions, to which your charity will be directed if yon prefer it/’ “ I don’t prefer any thing about it,” said Mr. Sharp. “ I’ve studied the subject to the bottom; mark my words if it don’t turn out a sectarian thing." In a fortnight Ma’am Wilkins became entirely satisfied that she must give up the school in Clatterville or Aminadab Sharp. He was not only a privileged character, but being conscious of his own impunity for all his offences, he did precisely as he pleased; he encouraged the bad boys, and terrified the good ones, until he became, to the very letter, a praise to evil-doers, and a terror to those that did well. She addressed a respectful note to Mr. Sharp, informing him that she could no longer bo mistress whjle Aminadab was master. Aminadab was accord- ingly withdrawn, Mr. Sharp being perfectly satisfied that the school was altogether below the level of the boy’s capacity. After a twelvemonth of idleness he was sent to the public school. It was about this period, if I remember rightly, that Mrs. Sharp became greatly interested in the success of an auxiliary Bible society in which several of her respectable friends were earnestly engaged. She desired the pecuniary aid of her hus- band. “ Not a halfpenny,” said Mr. Sharp, “ I know just how this thing was gotten up ; I know who was at the bottom of it all—it’s a sectarian thing." Little Joel, in all his early indications of character, presented the closest resemblance to his elder brother. He was a sprightly and rather a mischievous child, but docile, good tempered, and manageable. Mrs. Sharp availed herself of all her vested rights, by virtue of the compact with her husband, to bring up little Joel in the way he should go. She watched over him with unabated solicitude. From his earliest years she had taught and accustomed him to pray, and he had now attained an age when she conceived it to be proper to urge her husband to establish the practice of family devotion. “ Wife,” said he, “ you and Joel may pray as much as you have a mind to. As for myself, though the thing may be well enough in itself, I’ll have nothing to do with it. It’s a sectarian thing." Accord- ingly Mrs. Sharp was in the habit, morning and evening, of taking little Joel into her closet and offering up their prayers and thanksgivings to Almighty God. The most excellent maxims, like the sharpest tools, are cap- able of incalculable mischief unskilfully employed. The ac- cession of unexpected wealth, the opportunity for indulging in any of the luxuries of life long withheld and suddenly presented, 
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are frequently followed by consequences of the must ruinous character. Mr. Sharp was perfectly satisfied of the truth of this position; but how strange an application he made of the principle when he gave ardent spirits to little Aminadab, to accustom the child to their gradual employment^ and as the means of preserving him from habits of intemperance. It is scarcely necessary to state that he looked upon the whole tem- perance reformation as a sectarian thing. He was singularly irritable whenever the subject was introduced, and has been heard to affirm, with great violence of manner, that he would sooner cut off his right hand than employ it in signing a tem- perance pledge. Parson Moody, who was a highly respectable Unitarian clergyman, had been earnestly requested by Mrs. Sharp to converse with her husband on the subject^ for she had lately become somewhat alarmed at his daily and increas- ing indulgence. Parson Moody was a consistent advocate of the temperance cause He had resolved before God to abstain from the use of spirit, and he had no scruples against giving an out- ward and visible sign of that resolution before man. He had therefore signed the pledge of the temperance society. He was not of that number who strain at the gnat after having swal- lowed and digested every inch of the camel. To be sure, among his parishioners, there were two wealthy distillers and several influential grocers and retailers, but there were few clergymen less likely to be diverted from the performance of any duty by the fear of man. There was not an individual in the village beside himself who would have ventured, in the hearing of Mr. Sharp, to speak openly and decidedly in favour of the temper- ance reform. An occasion soon arose which produced a dis- cussion of considerable interest between Mr. Sharp and his worthy minister. “ Good morning, my friend,’’ said Parson Moody as he entered the merchant’s parlour at an unusually early hour for a morning visit. Mr. Sharp returned the saluta- tion with his usual kindness of manner, for he had a high re- spect and'esteem for the good clergyman. After he had been seated for a short time Mr. Sharp, attracted by the uncommon solemnity of his manner, interrupted the silence by inquiring after the news of the morning. “ It is not an agreeable office to be the bearer of bad news,” the good man replied. “ Dear sir,” exclaimed the affrighted merchant, rising suddenly from his seat and seizing the minister by the hand, “ has any acci- dent happened to the factories ?” “ None that I have heard of.” “ You relieve me of my anxiety,” rejoined the merchant. “ And yet,” continued his reverend friend, “ you never had greater cause for anxiety in your whole life. I have come here to dis- charge a duty, and to inform you, that unless a remedy can be thought of and immediately applied, your son Aaninadab will become a drunkard !” “ Gracious Heaven !” said Mr. Sharp, l' what can you mean ? My son a drunkard ! I would rather follow him to his grave.” “ 1 know you would,” the clergy- 
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mAn replied, “ and I have no doubt that the consequence which 1 solemnly predict appears.altogether improbable to you. But permit me to ask you, my friend, are you ignorant that your boy drinks ardent spirit 1” “ My dear sir,” said Mr. Sharp, “ I have given him a little now and then from his childhood that lie might become familiarised to the use of it; and lest, if I kept it from him, he might hanker after it, and when he be- came his own man, fall into bad habits.” “My good friend,” returned the clergyman, “ did you ever hear of a sensible physi- cian who proposed to familiarise his patients with the cholera or yellow fever by inoculating them a little “ But the cholera and the yellow fever,” said Mr. Sharp, “ are fatal dis- eases, and drinking ardent spirit is by no means always fatal.” “ Nay, my friend,” the minister rejoined, “ those diseases are not always fatal, and inoculation with the matter of either is in no respect more unnecessary than drinking ardent spirit, which may, with perfect propriety, be called inoculation for intem- perance. Some men will take the distemper, and others will not. Some will escape premature death, and do worse by living on, a burthen to themselves and their friends. Four-fifths of all the crime, and nine-tenths of all domestic wretchedness, are believed to arise from the use of ardent spirit.”’ “ Be this as it may,” Mr. Sharp replied, “ I keep a good watch upon my boy, and nobody ever saw him the worse for liquor.” “ Y ou deceive yourself, my friend,” said Parson Moody, “ this very last night he stole out of your back door, no doubt after you and your family were in bed, and, in the society of some of the most abandoned boys in the village, was found intoxicated at a dram shop in Tinker’s Alley.” When'the evidence and statements of the good clergyman had removed every doubt of the fact from the mind of Mr. Sharp, he appeared to suffer the deepest distress, but expressed his determination to inflict severe personal chastisement upon Aminadab. “ My afflicted friend,” said Parson Moody, taking the hand of his parishioner, “ will such a course be even-handed justice? Your child has, without doubt, been misled. Ought not the weight of your displeasure to fall upon the author of this deplorable mischief ?” “ Undoubtedly,” replied the agonis- ed father, “ have you any suspicion, reverend sir, which may lead to his detection V’ This faithful counseller, still holding him by the hand, replied wdth an expresion of mingled pity and severity—“ And Nathan said unto David^ Thou art the man !" The miserable father bowed down his head and burst into a flood of tears. For the first time in his life the image was fairly and faith- fully before liim of all the horrible consequences of his own unaccountable improvidence and folly. He had himself escaped thus far the shame and sin of habitual intoxication, and he had counted with perfect confidence upon the same good fortune for his child. He had admitted into the calculation no allowance 
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for difference of moral power or physical temperament to resist the destructive influence of ardent spirit; nor for the different kinds and degrees of temptation to which they might respectively he liable ; nor for the fact that he himself had commenced at the age of manhood, and that the experiment was begun with Aminadab when a child. Mr. Sharp was in the condition of a man who had disregarded the symptoms of some fatal disease, the knowledge of whose existence had cast an air of solemnity over the countenance of every friend, while the sufferer himself, utterly unconscious how soon the lease of life would expire, sported with the flimsy remnant of existence as if it were only the beginning. What are the sensations of such an individual when the physician re- veals to him the fatal secret, or the first gush of blood from the lungs summons the miserable pilgrim to put his house in order ! Such were the feelings of this unhappy parent, when he first began to realise that he might yet live to commit the bone of his bone and the flesh of his flesh, his first born and favourite child, to the drunkard’s grave. His grief completely overwhelmed him. “ I can pity you, and weep for you, my poor friend,” said the benevolent pastor as the tear's came into his eyes. “ Ah, sir,” exclaimed the un- happy father, “ you know not how often and how earnestly I have set before this boy of mine the hateful picture ef a drunk- ard’. It is true I have indulged him in the temperate use of a little spirit now and then for the reasons I have mentioned, but I have always cautioned him to be careful in the use of it. Alas ! my dear sir, I now see that I have committed a sad mis- take. But what is to be done to save my poor child from de- traction V’ “ That,” Parson Moody replied, “ is not only a most important, but I fear a most difficult question. Preven- tion is a simple thing ; remedy is often a very complicated and uncertain process. You have certainly, as you say, committed a sad mistake. If the paths of intemperance are indeed the gates of hell and the chambers of death, you have acted rashly, my unhappy friend, in permitting your son to enter even but a little way. To be sure, you have cautioned him not to become a drunkard, but have you not pushed your child a little way over a terrible precipice, while you raised your warning voice to save him from falling into the gulf below ? Have you not encouraged him to set fire to a powder magazine, and cautioned him to burn but a very little P I would not harrow up your feelings, but you have another son—your responsibilities to God are very great, and so are mine as your spiritual guide. It is possible I have already neglected my duty in withholding that counsel which I now earnestly give you as a friend and as a minister of the gospel—for the sake of your poor children, for the sake of society, for your own sake, my dear sir, 1 conjure you to abandon the use of ardent spirit in all its forms,” 
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thiring this solemn and touching appeal, Mr. Sharp had paced the room in great agitation of mind; at its conclusion, he grasped the hand of Ins reverend friend, and exclaimed, in a voice inar- ticulate for grief—Not a drop, my worthy friend, not a drop shall enter my habitation, nor pass my lip from this, the most miserable hour of my life.” “ Amen,” said the holy man, “ and may God grant it may he the most profitable hour of your existence.” After a short pause, “ I hope,” said Parson Moody, “ to see the day when you will he one of the most active and influential inembers\)f our temperance society.” “ In regard to that,” re- plied Mr. Sharp, “ I can give you no encouragement what- ever. I have thought upon the subject and read some of their books, but I have come to the conclusion that this temperance reformation, as they call it, is nothing but a sectarian thing." “ And pray, my worthy friend,” said the minister with a smile, in which solemnity and sorrow prevailed, “ what do yon un- derstand by a sectarian thing ?” “ A sectarian thing" said Mr. Sharp, “ why I consider a sectarian thing to be a—I don't know that I can exactly explain my meaning, but a sectarian thing is, I suppose, a—“ Well, well,” said Parson Moody, looking at his watch, “ I perceive I have already overstaid an engagement. I will call this afternoon for the purpose of con- tinuing our conversation.” He took Mr. Sharp affectionately by the hand, and departed; leaving him in perfect astonish- ment at his own entire ignorance of a term which he had so frequently and so confidently employed. The petty mortitication, arising from this circumstance, was immediately lost in the contemplation of that deep domestic affliction which seemed to be drawing nigh. Mr. Sharp left the apartment to go in pursuit of Aminadab. He found, upon inquiry, tliat tire boy was seen going that morn- ing in the direction of the school-house; and he resolved to wait for his return at the dinner hour. He then sought the apartment of Mrs. Sharp, whom he found in the instruction of little Joel. Upon the first communication of this sad news the tears came into her eyes ; but she soon wiped them away, and turning to her husband, “ I have shed these tears,” said she, “ because 1 cannot see you weep alone ; as for that poor boy, he has had more already than his share of my tears and sighs. It has been, for a long time, the daily burthen of my prayers to God, that he would support us both under thiaimpending cala- mity ; for 1 have expected it from the beginning. It was evi- dent to me, long since, that Aminadab had acquired a fatal relish for spirit. What could I do ? I would not reproach you, my dear husband, but when 1 have seen him, so far the worse for liquor as to be insolent and disrespectful, and have told him tliat rum would make him a drunkard ; he would re- ply, “ Father drinks it three or four times a day, will rum make father a drunkard ?” When l have said to. him. that ha 
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ought to give it op, and '.drink water only, he always replied with a sneer, “ Water is a sectarian thing, and father says so.” “ Martha,” said Mr. Sharp, “ 1 have declared before our minis- ter and before God, and 1 now say it before you, not another drop shall enter my habitation nor pass my lips. If I have been the means of ruining my poor boy, may God, of his infi- nite mercy, forgive me : we have another child wlro shall never appeal to his father for a justification of his intemperance.” Mrs. Sharp was greatly affected, and shed many happy tears at this joyful resolution of her husband. There is something con- tagious in such matters, even with those who are scarcely able to comprehend the moving cause; little Joel rose from his cricket, and putting down his book, reached np to kiss both his parents with his eyes full of tears. When the dinner hour arrived, as Aminadab did not return, a message was sent to Master Lane, who stated that the boy had not been at school for more than a week ; that his previous absences had been very frequent and had been passed over, upon his statement that he had been employed in his father’s store. This intelligence was not likely to abate the anxiety of these unhappy parents. They sat down to their meal in silence and in sorrow. The table had scarcely been removed when, according to his promise, the good minister entered their dwelling. Mr. Sharp acquainted him with Aminadab’s conduct at Master Lane’s school, and that he had not returned since the morning. It was supposed, however, that, conscious of his detection, he was strolling some where in the village, and would not come back until bed-time. “ Now, my friend,” said Parson Moody as soon as Mrs. Sharp had retired and left her husband and the clergyman together, “ if we can strengthen our good resolutions for the future, by an examination of our past errors, and a calm contemplation of all that we have lost, however painful the task, it is one of the most profitable exercises in which we can engage. Suppose you had long been a member of the temperance society, and as zealous in promoting its important concerns as you ever have been in the prosecution of your ordinary undertakings, you would, in such a case, neither have partaken of ardent spirits nor have had them in your house j is it not altogether probable that you would have been spared that affliction which now wrings your bosom ? You have one child to preserve, and another, if it be possible, to reclaim ; you have resolved to abandon the use of ardent spirit. This is well. Why have you done this ? Have you been actuated by' any religious, moral, or philanthropic motive 1 Not at all. You have been moved by a selfish regard to your own fireside^ your own domestic welfare alone. I urge y'ou, as a man of good feeling, as a philanthropist, to reflect that you owe something to your fellow creature. Mr. Sharp, your influence is great for good or 
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for evil. Justifying their conduct by your example, there are undoubtedly other parents in this village who are now sowing the wind, and who shall reap the whirlwind like yourself: there are here children, the children of those parents, who are moving rapidly along on the rail-road to ruin. You have formed a good resolution for yourself—proclaim it to the world for the sake of your fellow-man. Go, and with a firm hand set your name to the pledge of the temperance society. You say that you have considered the temperance reform a sectarian thing.” “ Yes sir,” said Mr. Sharp, “ I have always supposed it was gotten up by the Orthodox, the Trinitarians; and I was greatly surprised when I first learned that you had become interested in the cause.” “ You could not believe that any good thing could come out of Nazareth,” said the clergyman. “ My friend,” he continued, “j/om have honestly misused a term which is no- thing better than a crafty invention of the enemy, a mere watchword of opposition. Would you refuse to be saved from drowning because the hand of rescue was extended by a Chris- tian w'hose religious sentiments were different from your own ? Would you persist in perishing rather than be drawn out of the water by a Trinitarian? Some of the most useful and ingeni- ous articles in your factories were invented by Calvinists, Bap- tists, and Episcopalians. Why do you permit them to be in- troduced ?—they are sectarian things. An infidel discovered the secret of inoculation, shall we therefore forgo its advantages ? We call ourselves liberal Christians ; let us not forfeit that character by any refusal, equally illiberal and impolitic, to go along with our fellow Christians, of any denomination, in a great work of universal philanthropy.” “ Your reasons, my dear sir,” said Mr. Sharp, “ are very persuasive.” “ But I have been reasoning on a false presumption,’’ replied the minister; “ for if the attempt to abolish the use of inebriating liquor be a sectarian thing, the prime mover and promoter of that sectar- ian thing was very far from orthodoxy; Mahomet was not a Trinitarian. Even in modern times, the first president of the oldest temperance society in the New England States, the celebrated Samuel Dexter, was an Unitarian. Now, my good friend, neither you nor I, I am afraid, will be able to look into this matter more thoroughly than that great and learned man. The temperance cause furnishes a broad ground of neu- trality, upon which men of every profession and of every faith, ; by working shoulder to shoulder in the cause of humanity, may > leara a little of the high and holy mystery of loving one , another. I will now leave you to your own reflections. The i temperance book is at my house ; if you should decide to put [ your name upon the list of members, you can send for it; X shall press the matter no further. I Mr. Sharp thanked the good man for all his counsel, who, with a look of the greatest benevolence, shook him by the hand, and took his leave. 
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The supper hour arrived, and Aminndab had not returned. The shades of evening began to gather, and the parents became alarmed for his personal safety. At length it was ascertained, beyond a doubt, that he had run away. One of his late asso- ciates, as bad a boy as any in Clatterville, gave the information that Minny, as he was called by his companions, suspecting the object of the Parson’s early visit, had listened at the key-hole until he heard his father declare his resolution to give him a flogging, when he determined, as he said, “ to clear out." Minny, the informant stated, had plenty of cash, for he had shown him the bills. The latter part of this intelligence induced Mr. Sharp to examine the writing desk in his chamber. He found it had been broken open, and rifled of a pocket-book, containing about three hundred dollars in bills. Crime is a social creature. There are individuals, it is true, who appear to be almost exclusively addicated to some particu- lar vice ; but who would, in all probability, have been equally infamous in any other department of iniquity ,had time sufficed and opportunity occurred. When the moral barrier is broken down, when a breach is once made by the artillery of sin, the whole heart is not likely to be occupied by one solitary tenant. Crime, as we have said, is a social creature ; it is gregarious in a remarkable degree. Few there are who have passed through the higher degrees of infamy, and finally settled down for life on a fellowship in the state prison, who cannot remem- ber the grog-shop, which was the primary school, where they received their elementary instruction. Aminadab had no sooner lost all respect for virtue in general, by becoming a tippler, than he lost all respect for his parents, and all fear of God, and became, almost immediately, an idler, a truant, a liar, and a thief. Such measures were employed as seemed best calculated to ascertain the direction he had taken, but in vain. Upon an early day of the ensuing week Mr. Sharp waited upon Parson Moody, and expressed a wish to subscribe the pledge of the temperance society. The good man brought forth the book with the greatest alacrity, and placed it with pen and ink upon the tabic. It was the merchant’s usual custom to employ only the initial letter of his given name ; but on the present occasion he wrote Aminadab Sharp, at full length, with a heavy hand, and, doubtless, with a heavier heart. He ad- mitted,* with perfect frankness, to Parson Moody, that he had totally misapprehended the character of the temperance reform ; not because the subject was at all complicated in itself; but simply because he had not taken sufficient interest in the matter to examine the nature of his early prepossessions against it. “ FiXperience has been to me,” said he, with a deep sigh, “a severe instructor ; but the lesson will never be forgotten.” He laid down the temperance book, and took his leave. Shortly after his departure Deacon Gurley called at the par- 
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soriage. It is to be regretted that the conduct of some other deacons should have excited unkind suspicions in the reader’s mind, as is probably the case in regard to Deacon Gurley. But this respectable man had never trafficked in broken constitutions and broken hearts. He was a steady supporter of the cause of emperance. “ Good news, Deacon Gurley,” said the clergy- man. “ Ahsaid the Deacon, “ has neighbour Sharp found his son ?” “ No,” replied Parson Moody, “ but he has found his conscience, poor man, which is even a greater gain ; he has signed the pledge of the temperance society” “ Can it be possible V' said Deacon Gurley ; “ bad luck for the dramsellers in Clattervile, for neighbour Sharp never does any thing by halves.” “ Here it is,” said the good Parson taking up the book, “ but, bless me, what is this ? he has not been sparing of his blotting paper, has he ?” continued the minister, holding up an hundred dollar bill which had been placed between the leaves. “ That is very well,” rejoined the Deacon, “ but fifty such would be less beneficial to the cause than the force of his example, and the effect of those exertions which he will certainly make in its behalf. As I said before, Aminadab Sharp does nothing by halves.” The Deacon’s predictions were speedily verified to the letter. Mr. Sharp was in nobody’s debt, and a great many people were in his. The importers, distillers, taverners, grocers and re- tailers, with their retinue of tipplers and toadeaters, could in no way thwart or annoy him. He did not want their votes, for he would never consent to be a candidate for any office. He had a number of these people for his tenants; they were all promptly notified that their leases would not be renewed. He was the sole proprietor of the principal hotel; he made an im- mediate arrangement with the lessee, and converted it into a temperance house. No person was admitted to work in the factories who would not pledge himself to abstain from ardent spirits. He did all in his power to circulate information on the subject of the evils of intemperance, and whenever he passed a group of idle boys he was sure to rouse their better energies into profitable action, by throwing among them some good little book or temperance tale. Several of Mr. Sharp’s tenants agreed to continue their leases, selling no ardent spirit. “ Sharp is the word now-a-days,” said an old, grey-headed, fiery-looking fud- dler, asTie turned off, disappointed of his dram, from the fourth grocery store in a cold frosty morning; “ If Clatterville folks put up with this, there’s an end o’ the good old spirit o’ New England. If things goes on so, half the inhabitants will move over to Brandywine village afore Christmas, where there’s no sich sectarian nonsense a going on.” The old sinner was mistaken. Nobody moved over to Brandywine village on account of the reformation in Clatter- ville; and the improvements in the manners and habits of the people soon became a topic of universal remark. 
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Days, weeks, and months rolled rapidly'along, and no trace was discovered of the runaway hoy. Before this dark cloud had settled over his dwelling, Mr. Sharp had appeared, like Sir Balaam, to believe that God’s good providence was a lucky hit. But he had learned an important lesson of the instability of earthly happiness. His pride had become humbled ; and he was now perfectly satisfied that the world was not made for Caesar nor Aminadab Sharp. He now perceived that riches, even if they do not take wings and fly away, cannot buy back the peace of a broken-hearted father. The tongues of a thou- sand sycophants could not now charm away the bitter convic- tion that he was the parent of a drunkard and a thief. Sad were the feelings of this unhappy man when he reflected upon the origin and progress of this domestic calamity, and remem- bered the words of the holy volume, “ And Nathan said unto David, Thou art the man !” It was very natural, that at the period of this calamity, Mr. Sharps in the compass of a few weeks, should have examined his own heart more carefully than during the whole of his pre- vious life. Such was certainly the fact. He was introduced to a new code of sensations; he began to have a practical under- standing of the passage which teaches the broken in spirit that the help of man is a reed. In this season of affliction he derived the greatest support from the consolations of an excellent wife ; he began fully to understand the value of the gem which he had taken for bet- ter for worse. It was about a month after the departure of Aminadab, that Mr, Sharp, returning home in the evening, had retired privately to an apartment connected with their sleeping chamber. As he was sitting there alone, ruminating on his misfortune, his wife entered her chamber with little Joel; and supposing herself within hearing of no being, but the Giver of every good and perfect gift, she proceeded to offer up her even- ing supplication. The yet unconverted husband sat listening to the prayers of a child of God. He listened for a while in solemn and respectful silence; hut when, in a voice scarcely audible for her sobs and tears, she asked of God his guidance and support for a lost and wicked boy ; and that he would sustain an afflicted father, and bring him into the fold in his own good time, he could no longer repress his emotions, but rising from his seat, crept forward silently, and knelt by her side. On the subject of family prayer, this was no longer a house divided against itself; and many other good things were ad- mitted, one after another. Joel became an uncommonly fine boy. He was carefully brought up in the way he should go, and there was no reason to apprehend, that he would depart from it, when he should come to be an old man. About five years and an half after the departure of their eldest son, Mr. Sharp received a letter from the chaplain of the State Prison in the state of , in the following 
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— , December lith, 18—. 

“ Dear Sir,—Peter Jones, a convict in this prison, who is dying of consumption, lias desired that the enclosed may be forwarded to you as soon as possible.—Respectfully, your humble servant, “ W   I t . 
“ Aminadab Sharp, Esq., Clatterville.” 

The enclosed letter was in the following words 
“ State Prison, Dec. 12, 18—, {< Dear Parents,—Receive the dying words of a wicked child. I have but little strength, and my words must be few. When I left you I took the Providence road, and came to New York, where my life was consumed in all kinds of dissipation while the money lasted which I took from father’s desk. When it was all gone I got into the company of those who put me in the way of getting more. I have two or three times resolved to reform. At one time I did not taste ardent spirit for three weeks ; I worked till I had earned almost enough to bear my expenses home. J kept out of the way of ardent spirit, for my hankering was so great that I was afraid 1 should not hold out. One afternoon, as I was on the wharf, a man came to speak to me who had been drinking rum. I smelt his breath, and I could resist no longer. I went to the dranirshop, and my earnings were soon spent. ’ For the gratification of my ap- petite I was induced to rob a gentleman of his pocket-book, which brought me here.—Dear mother, God will reward you for all your good counsel, though it has been lost upon your poor boy. If I could only see you, it would be a comfort to me before I die. J would try to muster strength to crawl out of my bed, and ask your forgiveness on my knees,—Dear father, don’t let little Joel have any spirit, but heed the last request of his dying brother.—I am known here only by the name of Peter Jones—From your undutiful son, ‘ Aminadab Sharp. 

The conception of that anguish which this letter produced is only within the province of imagination. I have neither the hand nor the heart to give it form. “ O my dear husband,” said Mrs. Sharp, “ let us fly to this poor prodigal before he dies.” It was determined to start on the morrow’s dawn. An- other letter from the chaplain came in the midnight mail—the victim of a father’s imprudence was no more, The last account I received of this family was in the fall of the year 18—. I then passed through the village, and while the horses were resting at the inn, 1 noticed a gentieman walking slowly alone, with his hands behind his back, who, every now and then, shook his head in a singular manner,—“ Who is that gentleman ?” said I—“It is Mr. Sharp,” said the hostler, “who 
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lost his son: he is somehow melancholy, as you see; and, as he goes along, he often mutters to himself, poor boy, poor boy Joel has grown up an excellent young man, and abundantly repays his mother for all her maternal care. He is a pattern for all young persons in the village, teaching them, by his example, to honour their fathers and their mothers, that their days may be long in the land which the Lord their God hath given them. 



GROGGY HARBOUR; 
OR, 

A SMOOTH STONE FROM THE BROOK AND A SHEPHERD'S SLING, 

The Orkney Islands, the Orcades of the ancients, are separated from the northern extremity of Scotland by a firth, not more tlian ten miles in breadth; yet so limited was the intercourse between these islands and the main one hundred and fifty years ago, that a Scotch fisherman was imprisoned in May for pub- lishing the account of the deration of the Prince and Princess of Orange to the throne of England the preceding November; and he would probably have been hanged, had not the news been confirmed by the fortunate arrival of a ship from Glasgow. At the’period to which we are about to refer, the communi- cation was scarcely more frequent between the metropolis of New England and the obscure little village of Fishingport, more familiarly known, along the neighbouring sea coast, by the less attractive appellation of Groggy Harbour. Its exports consisted of fish, and its imports were principally rum. So long as the Spring and Fall fairs were sufficiently productive to procure for the inhabitants an annual supply of this important article, with a suitable quantity of tobacco, the majority of the people were perfectly satisfied. To be sure, there was an aris- tocratiical party, who, not contented with the possession of these necessaries of life, aspired after such luxuries as flour, sugar, and molasses, and a reasonable quantity of winter and summer apparel. But by far the larger portion selected the more fa- vourable intervals along the barren coast; and planted here and there patches of potatoes and Indian corn, literally struggling with the precipice for bread. The poor man’s pig, sacred in the eye of the law, and secured from the grasping creditor, was here an important personage in every household; and although the pork of Groggy Harbour was proverbially fishy, yet, with abundance of fish and potatoes, and plenty of rum, they were as happy as Hottentots, knowing little of the pre- sent world, and caring less for any other. There were inhabitants in Fishingport of a very different order; they were perfectly respectable, but they were very few. Of this number some continued to reside in a place where so much was constantly presented of a painful and disgusting character, because of their attachment to the place of their nativity, and to the posts and pillars of their youth. Others had determined to remove from a spot possessing so few attrau- 
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tions, as soon as they felt themselves sufficiently wealthy; an era which never arrived. And one or two still held on, unwill- ing to part with a distinction which would not have followed them beyond the boundary line. Fishingport was provided, of course, with its municipal go- vernment. In this interesting village there was something more than the requisite amount of lying, fighting, and cheating, for the establishment of a lawyer’s office. There were two in full operation, whither the aggrieved fled for shelter, as sheep fly to the bramble bush, leaving half their fleece behind. The clergyman of the village was miserably paid, and fre- quently reminded, in an endless variety of ways, of the bur- then which he brought upon the parish. For once that he re- minded his thoughtless parishioners of their dependence upon God, they were sure to remind him twice of his own dependence upon them. Whenever he married a couple or baptized a child, they seldom sent him any other present than a couple of haddocks. Indeed Parson Twist wanted that independence of character without which no clergyman will be likely to sustain himself long and profitably for his flock. He endeavoured to please all parties ; and, of course, he did not tell his people the solemn truth. It was a common observation in the village that his sermons were neither fish nor flesh. It was seldom the case that any other craft was seen in the port, than such small vessels as were engaged in the fishing business. In a severe storm it was not uncommon for square- rigged vessels to seek an anchorage in the harbour, but they seldom communicated with the shore. It was therefore a sub- ject of very considerable interest, when, upon a clear morning in October, with a cracking breeze from the west-north-west, a ship of four or five hundred tons was seen standing round the “ Drunkard’s Ruin,” for that was the name of a reef on which an intoxicated captain had perished with his whole crew some forty years before. While the numerous idlers, who crowded to the shore, were giving their opinions as to the character and object of this un- usual visiter, she backed her topsail, lay to about a mile from, the end of the reef, and fired a gun for a pilot. But no pilot was at hand; and it became a matter of debate, which soon rose to altercation, what should be done. The clergyman, who was roused by the sound of ordnance while employed in find- ing a new text for an old sermon upon the perfectibility of hu- man virtue, surprised by so unusual an occurrence, upset the Contents of his inkhorn upon some of the most interesting parts of his discourse, and seizing his hat, was soon in the midst of a conclave, as clamorous and as contrary-minded as the celebrated synod of Dort. The sudden apparition of the minister abated nothing of that eagerness with which the disputation was car- ried on. But every disputant appeared to feel just enough respect for Parson Twist to be willing to strengthen his argu- 
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merit by tire authority of the clergyman’s opinion. “ Look here, Parson Twist,’’ said a rough, red-looking fellow, who had already seized a pair of oars, “ the tide’s setting in strong, and she’s backing on to the reef; if she touches, she’s gone; don’t ye see how deep she is in the water, Parson ? In less than two hours, I know by the glin, we shall have a real blow right ashore.” “ Well ” said Parson Twist, looking round cautiously upon the group, “there is something in what you say, Mr. Bean.” *• Ay, ay,” said an old wre cker, who had taken the sea shore as a highwayman takes the high way, for thirty years, “ this is her last trip, and ye can’t save her, none of ye ; and if ye gO within a hundred fathoms of the old hulk, they’ll say ye run her on to the ‘ Ruin ;’ don’t ye think so, Parson ?” “ Why, it is matter for reflection, Mr. Mooney,” replied the minister, “ J cannot say but it is so, and I cannot say as it is so.” “ Td fetch her in for a glass o’ grog,” said a wrinkled old fellow with a tarpaulin hat on the tip-top of his head, who, even at that hour of the morning, was staggering under the influence of the rum- palsy. “ You fetch her in !” said another, who was not so groggy by half, “ ha ! ha ! ha! do it, Billy, and I’ll find the grog.” By this time the first speaker had thrown his oars into a ■whale boat, and crying, “Come, Parson, give us a shove,’’ with the assistance of two or three others, hauled her into the surf. At this moment, old Mooney, who had climbed up on a crag that overlooks the harbour, cried out to those below ; “ Ship your oars, my boys, that’s an old salt off there, and if he hasn’t run his jib-booin into this harbour afore, my name isn’t Mark Mooney.” “ Why, what is he about, Mark ?” said Bean, who was in the act of shipping the boat’s rudder ; at the same time, he observed in an under tone to his companions, “ Bear a hand, the old sea-wolf only wants another wreck, andhe’d care no more for a dozen fellows dying in the surf, than for a dozen porpoises galloping there.” “Go on a fool’s errand then if you will,” continued Mooney; “ 1 tell ye, the old salt-water dog has got two boats sounding round the reef—there now, look for your- selves, round goes the topsail—see. how she pays off—-there she goes.” Sure enough she was soon out of danger, and when she had given the “ Ruin” a better berth, she lay to again for her boats to come aboard, and fired another gun. Shortly after, while Bean and his companions were about starting again, Mooney shouted from the crag, “You won’t get to sea to-day ; here, Bean, come up aloft.” Bean jumped out of tire boat and ran up the cliff, and following the direction of the old wrecker’s finger he saw Jim Dixon’s pinkey under all sail, coming round the reef from the back of the harbour, and standing directly for the ship. “ Well, well, said Bean as he came down from the crag, “she'll be full as safe under honest Jim Dixon’s care as though you or I had the charge of her, daddy; Jim knows the harbour every inch of it, and would wreck his new pinkey any time to save a brother sailor.” 
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Jim Eoon ran up under the stranger’s lee, and in a very few moments she was under way, standing in to the harbour. She soon began to take in sail, and in three quarters of an hour was riding at anchor about two cables length from the town. At this moment the largest part of the population of Fishing- port had collected upon the shore, and curiosity had never been excited to such a pitch, unless when a vague rumour reached the village of the capitulation of Yorktown, full three mouths after that happy occurrence. Jim Dixon could scarcely get foothold upon the shore for the ■throng that pressed upon him with inquiries. “ Give us a little fresh air,” said Jim, as he pushed forward among the crowd with his brawny shoulders, the mass of men, women, and child- ren curling in his rear like the parted waters of the German ocean round the stern of a Dutch dogger. Having attained an eminence, Jim turned round and addressed his fellow-citizens in a short and sensible speech nearly as follows :—“ Don’t bother a body to death, and give us a little sea room. All I know is jest this : that ’ere craft is the Peggy Lane, last from Cadiz, and the captain is the queerest sort of a salt fish that ever swum. The first thing he says to me when I got upon deck was this— ‘ Born in the harbour, my boy X So I told him I was. ‘Is old Peggy Lane alive?’ said he. ‘Ay, ay, sir,’ said I. ‘Is friend Ephraim Simpson the Quaker carpenter alive?’ ‘Ay, ay, sir,’ said I. ‘ Thank God,’ said he, ‘ready with the anchor my boys.’ ‘ Now, captain’ says I, ‘ it’s a pretty sharp morning, let’s have a thimble-full o’ grog, will ye?’ ‘ My lad,’ says he, ‘ you might as well ask a H ighlander for a knee-buckle. There’s not a drop aboard my ship, and there never will be while I command her; but here is somethingfor your trouble.’ So he gave me two doubloons. A pretty good morning’s work, eh ? I forgot to say that one of the crew told me he had sailed seven years in the Peggy with the same master, and that the vessel was named after his old schoolmistress : they told me the captain's name, but I’ve lost it somewhere in my lubber-hole of a head, and that’s all I know about it.” “ That ship named for Peggy Lane the old schoolmistress !” cried an old Amazon, in a cracked voice at the top of her lungs, with a scream of laughter which was perfectly contagious, and exercised the whole group for several minutes. “ Hand, reef, and steer without grog !” said he with the tarpaulin hat, “ a lily-livered set I’ll warrant ye, ha ! ha ! what would old skipper Hallibut say to that ?” “ A finer set of fellows never went round a capstan,” said Jim Dixon; “ I didn’t hear an oath the whole time 1 was aboard.” Mr. Simon Spicket the little grocer, as a cunning spider places its web in a thoroughfare for flies, had planted his shop at the head of the wharf, with a window each way that he might shift his little parade of decanters, on the principle of a revolving light, as the fishermen came down in the morning or returned in the evening. Anticipating an unusual run of custom upon the ar- 
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rival of the Peggy in Groggy Harbour, he had arranged his apparatus and tilled his decanters, and arrived among the crowd just in season to catch the last words. “ Bless my heart!” cried he, “ no spirit, I’m sure I shouldn’t think it was safe to go to sea without spirit in case of a storm or cold weather: never mind, I guess they’ll make up for it on shore. In about half an hour a boat was lowered from the ship, and four sailors jumped into it and waited alongside. In a short time a person was seen coming over the side. “ There,” said Jim Dixon, “that’s he—that’s the captain!” The boat now made for the land. All eyes were turned upon this object of universal curiosity as he stepped from the boat to the shore, but no person present seemed able to identify the stranger. He was apparently about forty-five, a strong square-built man, with a sun-burnt visage, and an expression in which there was no- thing of severity, but something to overawe. “ Stand by, my lads,” said he to the boat's crew. “ Ay, ay, sir, was the reply. Recognising Jim Dixon in the crowd, he asked him if old friend Simpson lived on the hill where he lived thirty years ago. Jim replied that he did, and olfered to show him the way. “ No, my lad,” said he, “ I knew it well enough before you ever smelt the salt water.” As he was turning olf he caught a glance of Mark Mooney, and calling Dixon, appeared to be making an inquiry, to which he simply nodded a reply. After he had gone, “ Daddy Mooney,” said Jim, “ the captain knows the cut of your jib.” “Does he?” said the old wrecker, “I thought he was dead nigh thirty years ago,” “ Why, who is he ?” said Dixon. “ Oh, I can’t say as I know,” said the old man ; and putting a fresh quid into his mouth, he turned upon his heel ■ and walked silently away. Finding the boat’s crew were not likely to come upon the wharf without an invitation, Mr. Simon Spicket proceeded to do the honours of Groggy Harbour. So he came to the capsil, and rubbing his hands, “ Rather fallish,” said he. “ Ay, ay, sir,” said the old boatswain, who sat squatting on his haunches in his shaggy pea-jacket, like a grizzly bear ready for any cus- tomer. “ Got a nice fire in the store, won’t ye step in and warm your fingers ?” “ No, thank ye, sir,” the old boatswain replied. “ Got plenty of New England and some choice old Jamaica,” continued Mr. Simon. “ No occasion for any, 1 thank ye, sir,” replied the man of the sea. “ Have a little real Hollands it ye prefer it,” said the grocer. “ No, no, my friend,” returned the old boatswain with a growling tone of voice which showed that his temper was getting a wiry edge. Mr. Simon Spicket, who knew that he had been licensed for the public good, was not easily thwarted in his philanthropic operations. After a short absence, therefore, he retm-ned to the charge with—“ Some nice old cherry, or I can make ye a mug of flip.” “You land- lubber,” roared the old boatswain, who could stand it no longer, “ who wants any of your brimstone and fire ? you’re the devil’s 
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pilot-fish, and if I had you by the gills I’d make you swallow a bucket of salt water : drop her down to a lower berth, my boys, till the captain comes.” Mr. Simon Spicket stepped back into his shop, and sat down with the conviction that there were people in the world who could not be served. The captain had soon made his way to the top of the hill, and found himself in front of a small white cottage with green blinds; It was easily recognised as the residence of Friend Simpson. It had been recently painted anew, and presented a remarkable contrast to the surrounding habitations. The tap at the door was promptly answered : it was opened by a tall old man with a capeless coat and abroad-brimmed hat, from under which the long straight hair descended on either side of the head much whiter than the sheet on which I am writing the present narrative. Each stood in perfect silence gazing at the other : at length Friend Simpson began, “ Well friend, what is thy business 1” “ Why, don’t ye know me ?” said the seafaring man, grasping.old Ephraim by the hand, while the tears came into his eyes. “ Nay, verily,” replied the Quaker, “ perhaps thee beest in error; who dost thee take me to be I” “ Ephraim Simpson to be sure,” rejoined the sailor, “ the best earthly friend I ever knew save one.” “ And pray who may be that other ?” said the old man. “ Peggy Lane,” replied the captain, “ who found me on the beach after my parents were lost on the ‘ Ruin,’ just forty years ago, and was a mother to me.” “ Billy Lane !” said the old man in perfect astonishment, “ but it can- not be possible !’’ “ Billy Lane,” said the captain, still holding the Quaker by the hand, “ as sure as your good wife’s name is Margery, who was always kind to me, and who, I trust, is alive and well.” “Billy Lane !” repeated the old man to himself; “ however, there is a God above all; walk thee this way, friend, it may be as thee sayest.” So saying he led the way into the little parlour, and stepping out for a moment, speedily returned with a tall, straight, particular body, who advanced directly to the stranger, and looking him intently in the face, exclaimed in a shrill small voice as thin as a thread, “ Can the sea give up its dead before the account ?” “ Why, look here,” cried the captain, almost worn out with their obstinate incredulity, “ I believe I must go and try my luck with mother Lane,’’ as he had always called his preserver. “ I guess she’ll know her poor Billy, as she used to call me.’’ “ Sit thee still if thou beest Billy,” said Margery Simpson, “ we have sent for friend Peggy, and thee shalt soon see her here.” The stranger took out his pocket-book, and unfolding a small piece of paper which he appeared to have carefully preserved, handed it to the old man ; “ Do you remember that, father Simpson 1” said he. The Quaker put on his glasses, and after examining the paper at- tentively, he lowered his brow, and looking at the captain over his spectacles, “Verily,’’ said he, “I believe thee sayest the truth ; this is my own hand ; and I remember giving it to Billy 
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iiRne wlien lie made up hia mind to seek his fortune on the sea, in preference to learning the carpenter’s trade. Billy was a good boy, but all for the sea; and the morning before he went he asked me to give him some good advice on a piece of paper, that he might keep it to remember his, old master. This is that paper, and I gave it to the boy with my blessing thirty years ago. This advice is not like common news, good only while it is new : it reads well,—“ ‘ Say thy prayers.;’ continued the old man, reading over the paper, ' read thy Bible ; mind thy busi- ness ; be good to the poor ; obey the laws ; avoid bad company ; drink no spirit; let thy yea be yea, and thy nay, nay.’ ” At this, •moment old Peggy was making her way in at the door. “ Is it my poor Billy 1” said the old woman. “ Ay is it, good,”— mother, he would have said, but his emotion checked his utter- ance as lie threw his arms round the poor old creature’s neck. “ Oh, me,” continued old Peggy, “ if it is Billy, how the little creature has grown ! Let me look at the back of his head.” “ Ay, good mother,” said he, “ you’ll find the scar there.’’ “ Sure enough,’’ she exclaimed, “ it is my poor boy that I •dragged out of the surf that terrible day when all,but he were lost on the ‘ Ruin,’ and there is the mark of the cruel blow that he got from the rocks, or—Heaven forgive me—from that savage shark of a” “ Nay, nay, friend Peggy,” said Ephraim Simp- son, “ ‘ Vengeance is mine, saith the Lord.’ ’’ “ And so it is,” said she; “ poor boy, he was about five then. I thought it would have been Solomon’s judgment over again, and that the wild sea would have had one-half of the poor child while I strove for the other; but there was a greater than Solomon there, He that ruleth the sea, and it was His holy pleasure to have it otherwise.” Captain Lane gratified the curiosity of his old friends by giv- ing them a brief account of his adventures. The brig in which he first Went to sea was wrecked on the coast of Morocco. This fraction of his history, it seems, had reached the village of Fishingport. When the vessel struck, their preservation ap- peared altogether impossible. The crew resorted, for oblivion, to ardent spirit, and were launched, one after another, dead drunk into eternity. Billy remembered father Simpson’s in- junction ; and putting the valued paper between the leaves of his little Bible, he strapped the volume round his waist and threw himself on a spar into the sea. He was tossed in safety to the shore. Here he was taken by the natives and carried into the interior, where he was detained more than eight years. He at length escaped, and travelling by night, and concealing himself by day, arrived on the sea shore. He was fortunately taken off by an English vessel and carried to Liverpooh He there shipped before the mast for Sumatra and back. On the return Voyage the first and second mates both died, and the captain agreed with him to act in the capacity of mate. He then sailed for Calcutta, first mate of the Hindostan Indiainan. 
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His thrifty and careful habits, and good principles, soon placed him fairly before the wind on the great voyage of life, with excel- lent common sense for his compass, the good old age of an honest man for his port of destination, and the humble hope of eternal" life for his best bower anchor in a better world. He had amassed a handsome property and was resolved to abandon the sea. “ Hundreds of times/’ said he, “in every quarter of the globe, and upon almost every sea, in sunshine and in storm, I’ve read over your seven good rules, father Simpson ; and here I am, by God’s blessing, safe in port, and anchored alongside the best friends I have in the world. Now it may seem an odd freak for a fellow that has had a capful of wind from every breeze, and been blown about the world as I have been, to drop his last anchor in Groggy Harbour. But I’ve come home to live with ye, mother, for the rest of my days.” “ God bless ye for it, Billy,” said the old woman. “ You’re too bignow, dear, for the little room in the gable where you used to lodge, you know, and as I’ve left off teaching the children for ten years past, jmu can have your bed in the school-room.” Captain Lane shook the kind-hearted old creature by the hand and bade her give herself no trouble about the bed-room. He then told them that he would go aboard and despatch the mate with the ship up to the port of ,and return to pass a few days with his friends. The captain had scarcely quitted the dwelling of friend Ephraim before it was literally taken by storm. Gossips and idlers without number flocked about the door to satisfy their curiosity. As to the old boatswain nothing could be gotten out of him. He held up his knowledge as a cow of good resolution holds up her milk. Man of business, as he was himself, he became wearied and disgusted with the sight of such a troop of idlers and ragamuffins crawling about the grog-shop like flies about a sugar hogshead, and becoming more and more tipsy, as the sun advanced to the zenith. A little out of patience withal, at being left so long upon his post, he had become as uneasy as a grampus left upon a sand-bar by the falling tide. In the afternoon, the captain’s chest was sent ashore, and carried to old Peggy’s house; and shortly after he followed himself. It was not long before the anchor was up and the ship under way. She speedily vanished ; and with her the high hopes and expectations of Mr. Simon Spicket, that emi- nent distributor of death and destruction by the gill. It was a bright day for old Peggy Lane ; and as we have no gauge for the pleasure she enjoyed, we leave it to the reader’s imagination. In the evening, that is at four o’clock, for a vil- lage and a metropolitan evening are very different affairs, she walked up to Ephraim Simpson’s to take tea, leaning with great apparent satisfaction upon the captain’s arm; now and then casting a glance at the neighbouring windows as she went along, and evidently gathering additional comfort from every eye that she happened to encounter. 
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The little urchin whom she had rescued from a watery grave, had made an impression upon Peggy’s mind at the age of thirty, Which would not give place to any other at the age of three- score and ten ; and it was rather amusing to see the zealous old creature, in the pride of her heart, introducing to those whom she met, as her “ poor little Billy,” a stout master mariner of forty-five, with a pair of whiskers that might have excited the envy of a Spanish admiral. Friend Ephraim and his wife, with Peggy and the captain, enjoyed as much happiness over the neat little tea-board as could well be crowded into the compass of three or four hours. A thousand recollections were brought to life; and important incidents in the pilgrimage of one party were freely exchanged for the not-less interesting experiences of the other. At length old Peggy and. the captain returned to the schoolmistress’s cot- tage, where the school-room had been neatly prepared for his reception. After they had parted, and he had been for some time in bed, she opened the door, with “ It’s only your mother, dear, I thought I would come and tuck ye up. I came just now, but I listened, and heard ye saying your prayers like a good child, Billy ; and I rejoiced that you had not forgotten all that I taught ye when ye was little.” With this and her blessing she took her leave for the night. Captain Lane was up with the sun, and had taken a stretch across the town before breakfast. “ Why, where have you been, Billy,” said the old woman as he entered the door; “ come, here is some hot coffee for ye, and a beautiful scrawd, and some cunners that Tommy Loring, the little boy that does my chores, has caught on purpose for ye this very morning.” As he sat down to breakfast with a good relish, “Mother,” said he, “ I’ve just been across the harbour ; the sun isn’t two hours high ; I’ve been in a multitude of cities and towns of all sizes in almost every part of the world; and I never saw so many lazy, intemperate-looking people, at this hour of the morning, in any place upon earth.’1 “ You know it always was so, my child,” said she; “ Groggy Harbour will be Groggy Harbour ; the name will stick till ye change the nature. It’s bad enough to be sure. There are few old folks left among us now. There is our next neighbour, Wiley, dying of a con- sumption, all owing, as the doctor says, to hard drinking. His father died just so. Watkins, the miller, watched with poor Wiley last Friday night. Ye know, my child, they always leave refreshments for the watchers, and Watkins drunk a whole bottle of geneva, and was found in the morning dead drunk upon the floor ; and poor Wiley groaned all night with nobody to help him. Parson Twist preached a sermon against drunkenness last year, and he drew a picture of a drunken man in his discourse ; the next day a great many went to him, and each one told him if he made any more fun of him in the meeting-house, he would never enter it again.” “Mother,” 
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said tlie captain, “ this is too tough for mo; I shall heave up my anchor, if it’s going to blow a drunken hurricane at this rate, all the rest of my days. I’ll go up to father EphraiflFs and talk with him about it, and see if he can’t boxhaul some Of these craft that are head on for destruction, since there’s no mode of getting ’em about the old-fashioned way. At any rate,” he continued, observing that poor old Peggy appeared dejected at the bare possibility of a separation, “we shall never part com- pany again, my good mother, unless Upon a signal that all must obey.” lie found the Quaker and his wife reading their Bible to- gether; “ Sit thee down, Billy,” said the old man, and continued io the end of the chapter. When he had finished and laid aside the book, the captain observed that he should like to hear a few more particulars of those whom he had once known. “ Pray,” continued he, “ what has become of Sam Legget who worked with me in your shop, father Simpson ?” “ Poor lad/’ said the Quaker, “ he did very well till they made him a cor- poral in the militia ; his whole soul seemed then to be absorbed in military glory ; he never made a good joint after that; he was out treating and trooping a great part of his time, and be- came good for nothing. I have often caught him, after I had laid out his morning’s work, shouldering firelock, and going through his exercise with the handsaw. Poor lad, He died a drunkard.” “ What became of Peter Watson who lived over the way?” “ Watson became intemperate, as well as his wife; they came upon the town ; both are dead ; and their children are in the poor-house.” “ And Barnes the blacksmith?” con- tinued the captain. “ He yet liveth,” said the Quaker ; “ he was put into the workhouse more than ten years ago, and is subject to that kind of delirium which afflicteth the intemper- ate.” What a scourge intemperance has been upon the earth,’’ exclaimed the captain ; “ why, poor old parson Merrit must have had ill luck in turning the wicked to repentance.” “ It is not agreeable,” rejoined the old man, “ to speak that which is evil of any, especially of those who preach the gospel; but few had greater occasion than friend Merrit to cry out, in the words of holy writ, Pray for us. He was verily a man of like passions with ourselves. He fell into intemperate habits before he died.” “ Is it possible !” exclaimed the captain; “ but pray who is that wretched object, the woman yonder, who is bowing in a strange manner to every one she meets—you see her dancing along, don’t you ?” “ Yea, Billy, I see the poor unhappy child; she is harmless; and they let her go her own way, ’ re- plied the old man. “ Ah,” said Margery Simpson, who had risen from her chair, and was looking at this poor being, who had deck- ed herself with autumnal wild-flowers, and appeared wonder- fully merry ; “ah,” said she, “ the poor thing is in her happy vein to-day ; to-morrow, no doubt, you may see her sitting be- tween the graves of her husband and her son, and dividing 
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tiiose flowers Between them, with as much care as though she were dividing a treasure into equal parts.”- “ Surely, Billy,” said old Ephraim, “ thee rememberest Jenny Jones.” “ Is that miserable creature Jenny Jones,’’ said the captain, l< the pretty girl with red cheeks and black eyes, whose fine voice I used to talk about when I came from meeting V’ “ Yea, verily,” re- plied the old man. By the aid of a mischievous memory the captain had before him a perfect vision of the past: he almost beheld the trim little girl, with her blue gowH and her neat straw bonnet, with her singing-book injher hand, tripping across the green of a Sabbath morning. The very peal of the village bell rang at that moment in his ear ; and he beheld the countenances of the loiterers about the porch. All these asso- ciations came at once upon his mind, and contrasted with the emblem of misery before him, brought the tears into his eyes. “ Is she intemperate ?” he inquired. “ Nay,” said his old friend, “ I never heard that she was : her tale is a brief one ; she married Jack Lawson, the fisherman, against her father’s will: poor old farmer Jones, he was broken down by his family trouble when Jenny lost her reason. Jack Lawson was a hand- some lad, but in a bad way from his youth. He soon died a profane drunkard, and left her a widow, very poor, with a child to support. Bad as he was, Jenny took his death deeply to heart: their loves were young loves, Billy ; and nothing roused her but her sense of duty to the child. She called it John, after the father. She worked very hard, and supported herself and her boy; and l never heard a word against her. Little John fell early into the society of bad boys, and acquired a relish for spirit. Thee, no doubt, rememberest Jerry Tappit that kept the little grog-shop in Lot’s Alley V’ “The fellow who lost his eye in a brawl V said the captain. “ The same,” replied father Ephraim ; “ poor Jenny knew that her son got a great amount of spirit at Tappit’s shop, and she had often forbid him. At length John was brought home dead. He was killed with a stone in a drunken fight in Lot’s Alley. Jenny gave a shriek when she first saw the dead body of her child ; but her reason was gone from that hour. A merciful Provi- dence extinguished the lamp that she might not so clearly sur- vey the measure of her misery. From that time she -was in the habit of going three or four times a day to Jerry Tappit’s shop ; sometimes forbidding him from selling John any more liquor, as though he were still living ; or asking if her boy was there ; and at other times, in the most beseeching manner, urging him to go with her and help to wake up poor Johnny. Jerry was greatly annoyed by the poor creature, and once he threatened to beat her if she came there again ; but Jim Dixon, who was passing by at the time, threatened, in his heathenish way, to knock In his dead-lights if he so much as laid the weight of his finger upon a hair of her head ; ‘ You have killed her boy,’ said ho, ‘ and now you would kill the poor creature herself.’ ” “ It was 
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unseemly, no doubt,” said old Margery, “for Dixon to talk in that inconvenient .way, or to threaten bodily harm; but all agreed that it was kind in him to interfere, and save crazy Jenny from abuse; and the more, as it is well known she had refused Jim Dixon for Jack Lawson’s sake.” “ Jim Dixon ?” said the captain, as he rubbed away the tears from his eyes, “ that’s the young man that brought my ship into the harbour; a smart young fellow, but even he asked for his dram before the anchor was down.” “ Yea,” said old Ephraim, “ the very best of them think it impossible to live without it; but Jim is decent and well to pass in the world, and a civil obliging lad.” “ And where,” said the captain, “ is the man who kept the tavern at the sign of the Demijohn ?” “ Dear me, Billy,” said father Ephraim, “ which one dost thee mean ? nearly twenty, I should think, have kept the Demijohn tavern since thee wentest away; and 1 do not remember but two temperate men among them : there was Gookin, I never heard that he was ever drunk ; he had an amazing strong head. He had kept tlfe house only three days when he was arrested for stealing a horse the year before. And there was a Mr. Barker, who tried it for a fort- night, and hearing that a man had hung himself after getting drunk at his house, he became conscience-stricken, and gave up the business.” “ Do tell me, father Simpson,” continued the captain, “ what was the end of Windsor, the barber 1” “ His was an awful case,” replied the old man; “he became intem- perate, and cut so many of his customers that he lost his busi- ness. Thee rememberest ’Miah Fidget; he was a fiery little fellow ; Windsor once, when he was shaving Fidget, and very tipsy, cut him terribly. Fidget did not bear it like a Christia , Billy, but gave the poor barber a terrible flogging. Windsor became a miserable sot, lost every customer, murdered his wife and child, and cut his throat with his own razor.” “ Mercy on us,” said Captain Lane, “ I should almost think you were reading the log-book of Gomorrah: but do tell me what be- came of Archer the apothecary ?” “ Died a drunkard,” father Ephraim replied. “ He was rather careless long before he died. Parson Merrit applied to him for a dose of magnesia, and he gave him a heaping tea-spoonful of tartar emetic, and it nearly killed him.” “ 1 will ask after one more; how did Moses Mattock, the sexton, turn out V “ Very badly, Billy, I am sorry to say it. it was thought he would have done pretty well had it not been for the unchristian practice of treating at fu- nerals. The Poodle family who, thee mayest remember, were very poor, and stood in great need of every thing but pride, never forgave Moses for his shocking misdemeanour when their grandmother was buried. When the old lady had been lifted and put upon the hearse, Moses, who had taken more spirit than usual, for the Poodles treated very freely to keep up their respectability, instead of driving to the grave-yard at a decent pace, forgot himself and the occasion entirely, and setting oflf 
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Upon a trot, drove the old lady, to the scandal of the mourners, to the door of Deacon Atherton’s grog-shop. This conduct was more offensive to the family because it was the very shop where the old lady had all her Jamaica. “ Pray,” said the captain after a pause of some length, “ are there more or fewer drunkards in the harbour now than when I was a boy ?” ‘‘ I think the increase of drunkards is beyond the increase of the people,” answered the old man. “Now, father Simpson,” said Captain Lane, drawing his chair more closely to the old man’s, and taking him by the hand, “ look here, I’ve no kith nor kin that I know of in the world. There’s nothing would suit me better than casting anchor for life alongside of you and mother Lane. By God’s blessing I’ve enough and to spare. But nothing will persuade me to look for moorings here unless we can contrive a plan to change the nature of the bottom. “ I comprehend thee,” said the Quaker, “ there are yet a few in this place who would lend a willing hand in a godly work. They wisely know that their strength is in sitting still and waiting for the appointed time.” “ The spirit moveth me, Billy,” said Margery, “to say thee mayest be the means, in the hand of Providence, of working a wondrous change in a wicked place.” “ Thee hast seen enough of the world, my son,” said the Quaker, “ to know that it is necessary to be careful in removing the idols of any people, w hether they be worshipped under the form of a stone image or a stone jug. The temples of Baal were protected by the laws of the land, so are these modem abominations which we call grog-shops. Those who minister to the ‘ Public Good' may well rely on the public support.” “ I should like to have those fellows that are making all this misery on board my ship for a couple of hours. I’d keelhaul every mother’s son of ’em,” said Captain Lane; and he really looked as if he would. “ Well, Billy,” continued old Ephraim with a smile, “ I think I may safely say there is not one of them who will go on board thy ship for any such purpose. I cannot deny, when I look upon their work, that they deserve their reward : but we must obey the laws.” “ I know it, father Simpson,” rejoined the honest-hearted sailor, “ but, as you used to say, out of the heart the mouth speaketh. Why not speak to the selectmen and get the town clerk to pipe all hands and overhaul the matter? ’ “ Hast thee not read of Satan rebuking sin ?” said the old man. “ The selectmen are all three dealers in spirit, and the town clerk keepeth the Demijohn tavern at this present time. N ay, Billy, the better way w'ould be to collect as many of the men, women, and children as can be gathered together, and enlighten their minds, by discussing the subject in a Christian manner; but the difficulty lieth in this, we have no speakers on our side. Parson Twist will be lukewarm in the matter, and though he would take an active part, if it were likely to be popular, it will be just the other way. _ Teazle, the lawyer, will make a long speech 
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in favour of tile dram sellers ; nobody will have courage 10 answer him, and I fear we may be worse off than if we had never stirred in the matter at all.” “ Father Ephraim,” said the sailor, slapping his hand upon the table, “ give yourself no trouble about a speaker; I must go up to — to look after my vessel and cargo; arrange your meeting for this day week ; and I’ll be here upon the spot and bring yo a speaker, and if any lawyer in Oroggy Harbour can get the weather gauge of him never trust me again.” “ And pray, Billy, who may he be ?’ inquired the old Quaker. “ Leave that to me,’’ he replied; “ give me credit, father Simpson^ for a little discretion after having been knocked about for thirty years among Jews and Gentiles. Only get the whole town together in the meet- ing-house. Charter a hundred of the lazy loons I see*about the streets, and send notices to all quarters, and leave the rest to me.’’ “Heaven guide thee, my son,” said the old man, “ something telleth me it should be so; I will do even as thee sayest/ Ephraim Simpson fulfilled all his ordinary engagements to the letter. Upon the present occasion he was particularly active; and he was rejoiced to find a larger number than he expected, who were willing to co-operate in this good work. One was roused by the recollection of a ruined child ; another was urged on to the holy war by the remembrance of a parent whose gray hairs had been brought to the grave with less of Sorrow than of shame ; a third was stimulated by the living emblem of squalid wretchedness ift the person of a drunken brother, of a drunken sister; a fourth had long sighed for this very occasion, to break forth against a curse which had destroyed the peace of his fireside, and left him the husband of an habitual drunkard. Friend Ephraim had good reason to be cheered by the result of his labours thus far. The selectmen were, at first, opposed to granting the use of the meeting-house; but finally consented, in the full confidence of giving the "fanatics,'” as the friends of temperance were called, a complete overthrow. Notices of the intended meeting were posted up in various parts of the harbour, and no pains were spared to ensure a full attendance ; it was particularly stated that a distinguished friend of temperance, not resident in the town, would deliver his sentiments upon the occasion. The next day, notices were put up in the following words “ At a large and respectable meeting of the grocers of Groggy Harbour, held last evening at the store of Mr. Simon Spicket, it was unanimously resolved that we view, with deep regret, the proceedings of the self-styled friends of temperance.” This resolution was signed, Simon Spicket, Chairman, Mark Mooney, jun., Secretary. The effect of this notice was rather to increase the notoriety of the contemplated meeting, and to stimulate the little band of Spartans to redoubled exertions. Parson Twist, as the meeting was to be held in his house of 
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Worship, had been requested to open it with prayer. II o excused himself on the score of indisposition, and expressed a fear that tlfe friends of temperance were going “ too fast and too far accordingly the Rev. Mr. Sterling, from an inland town, was invited to attend, and cheerfully accepted. The thirty-first day of October arrived, the day appointed for the meeting, and a more delightful autumn morning I never beheld. The hour appointed was one o’clock, p.m., and for more than two hours preceding, chaises, waggons, and saddle horses were seen arriving from all quarters^ and multitudes of men, women, and children on foot; and before the time ap- pointed, it was ealculated, by competent judges, there were just about ten times the number collected that commonly attended on the sermons of Parson Twist. No person, at this moment, was apparently so very uneasy as father Ephraim. He repeatedly went to the door, and look- ed up and down the road with an air of anxiety. At length the meeting was called to order, and old Captain Barney, a respectable officer, who lost an arm in the revolution, was ap- pointed chairman. It was moved and seconded that the meeting be opened with prayer by the Rev. Mr. Sterling, and by reading such portion of Scripture as he might think appropriate. The venerable man was ascending the pulpit stairs for the perform- ance of the duty required of him, when friend Ephraim Simpson’s anxiety was relieved by the appearance of Captain Lane entering the door, followed by a large hard-favoured man about sixty years of age, with a rolling gait, and wearing a shaggy pea jacket. Jim Dixon, *who knew Captain Lane and the boatswain, provided them with seats. Never was an unsettled assembly reduced more immediately into a state of silence than was the promiscuous group con vened upon the present occasion by the first words distinctly and impressively uttered by the Reverend Mr. Sterling. “ Oh Lord, what is man !” and the pause which succeeded was the silence of the grave. His prayer was marked by an unusual tone of deep religious sensibility. Every irrelevant feeling in the audience was subdued as by a spell. Even Squire Teazle, the attorney, who had entered the meeting-house with a conse- quential and even a triumphant expression, as though he had somewhere discovered already an omen of victory, was evidently made to feel that he was in the temple of the Lord; that the cause to be tried was not simply a question between man and his fellow, but between God and man. After the prayer the holy man read, in a solemn and interesting manner, the one hundreth and seventh Psalm. The effect was evident upon the whole assembly when he pronounced those appropriate passages from the twenty-third to the twenty-eighth verse: “ They that go down to the sea in ships, and occupy their business in great waters; these men see the works of the Lord, and his wonders in the deep. For he commandeth, and raiseth the 
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stormy wind, which lifteth up the waves thereof. They mount up to the heaven ; they go down again to the depths; their soul is melted because of trouble. They reel to and fro, fend stagger like a drunken man, and are at their wit’s end. Then they cry unto the Lord in their trouble; and he bringeth them out of their distresses.” The rum party, knowing that Captain Barney had always been in the habit of using spirit, had counted on his influence ; or, at least, that he would not be against them. They were confounded, therefore when, in opening the meeting, he plainly stated that whatever good ardent spirit produced, the evil was so much greater that he should not be. sorry to know that it was all cast into the sea. He clearly set forth the objects of the meeting, and requested any persons pnesent, strangers as well as residents, to express their opinions. He then resumed the chair, and a pause of some length ensued. At length a good looking man, rather above the middle age, rose with an air of diffidence, and addressed the chairman. “ Nobody seems willing to say any thing upon this business,” said he, ” and I’ll trouble the meeting with a few words. My farm, as you know, Mr. Chairman, is three miles from the har- bour. If it had been thirty I might still have been the father of two likely boys who fell victims to habits of intemperance contracted by visiting the harbour and the dram-shops. I have no plan to propose to remedy the evil, which is every year carrying young men as well as old ones to their graves. I trust some remedy will be provided. I came here to give my humble experience, and have nothing morelo say. The next person who addressed the assembly was Mr. Mixer, the keeper of the Demijohn. “Mr. Chairman,” said he, “far- mer Jenkins, who has just spoke about his boys, feels a kind of ugly towards me because his boys got liquor at my tavern : now”   “Stop, Mr. Mixer,” said the chairman, “you are out of order; the only points to be considered are the evils of intemperance and their remedy ; we can have no personal allu- sions.” “ Well, sir, all I has to say is this, let folk keep their boys at home, and keep at home themselves if they will. I’se got a license, and why ha'n’t I as good a right to sell liquor with a license as farmer Jenkins has to sell his corn without one? That’s all I want to know.” This produced a little cheering among the rum party, which was promptly checked by the chairman, who remarked that the meeting had been begun in a Christian spirit, and that while he was in the chair it should be so continued and ended. Two or three persons in liquor had risen fo address the chair, but this remark and the well- known character of Captain Barney reduced them to order. Silence having been restored, Mr. Teazle, the attorney, com- menced a speech of nearly an hour's length. The commence- ment was rather unfortunate. “ 1 rise,” said he, “ Mr. Chair- man, not admitting, on behalf of my clients, any responsibility 
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to this assembly.” “ Pray, Mr. Teazle,” said the chairman, “ you speak of your clients, by whom have you been retained V Teazle was obviously confused, and Spicket hung doWn his head. “ 1 beg pardon,’’ continued the attorney, “ my fellow- townsmen, 1 should have said. ” The points of his argument were these :—The traffic is a lawful traffic, and we have no right to interfere with it;—people may drink or not, they are free agents ; and if theybecome drunkards, the fault and its conse- quences are their own;—temperance is a good thing, and liquor ought not to be sold to drunkards, and the law forbids it;—if we want any remedy beyond a man’s own moral power of self- restraint, we must ask it of the legislature :—combinations to ruin the business of a particular class of men are illegal and morally wrong.” Mr. Teazle ran over these grounds ol>argu- ment in every variety of way, and to do him justice, with not a little ingenuity. When he concluded there was much satisfac- tion exhibited on the countenances of the dealers and their nu- merous customers. . ^ The chairman, after a long pause, again requested any per-' son present, who might be so inclined, to express his sentiments upon the subject. Seeing no other person disposed to take part in the discussion. Captain Lane rose from his seat. He was al- ready known to many who were present, though he had not had any opportunity of meeting them in a familiar way. “ Mr. Chairman,” said he, “ it is not my intention to detain you many minutes. Forty years ago I was cast away on the reef, ever since called the ‘ Drunkard’s Ruin.’ By the misconduct of an in- toxicated captain, the whole crew and several passengers, among whom were both my parents, were drowned. 1 was then about five years old. I see in this assembly the friend who saved me from a watery grave and proved to me a kind mother. I also see here another friend who took me into his family to learn a trade which I afterward quitted for the sea. When we parted he gave me much good counsel, and knowing the temptations of a sea-faring man, he particularly cautioned me to drink no spirit. I have never tasted a drop in my life. I have been a healthy and a prosperous man. I returned here but a short time since with the intention of casting anchor for life. 1 have been in many harbours in the course of thirty years, but I confess, Mr. Chairman, I have never seen a town where drinking spirit seemed to be so much in vogue, and so completely the chief end of man, as it seems to be here. 1 move that it is expedient to get up a society forthwith to put down this wickedness and folly in some wray or other.” The captain’s motion was seconded by several voices, and it was evident that he had made a favourable impression on the assembly. The chairman then stated the motion as usual, and that it had been seconded from various quarters. In the mean time, Ephraim Simpson walked round to Captain Lane and whispered 
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“ Hast thee not failed in thy promise of a speaker, Billy V “ All in good time, he’ll be here as soon as he is needed,” was the reply. Friend Simpson returned to his place, and with his broad-brimmed hat upon his head, addressed the chairman in the following words, which were listened to with all that respect wdiich infallibly gathers about the person of an old man of pure and irreproachable life. “ Friend Barney,” said he, “ the Spirit moveth me to say a few words. I like the motion; it is meet and right. If it prevaileth, and I think it will, for the finger of the Lord is surely in this matter, thee mayest live to bless the day, and so may we all, when this poor perishing child was cast upon our shore. This is a great question, friend Barney; it is not a question of dollars and cents, but a question of life and death, eternal life and eternal death.” At this moment, the attention of every person in the assembly was drawn suddenly to the door by a sharp, shrill cry, and poor Jenny Jones wras seen standing at the entrance. “ VVill nobody ^go and help me wake little Johnny V1 said she. Some kind- nearted person led her gently out of the way; and friend Simpson continued as follows, while she was passing out of the door It seemeth as if that poor senseless creature had been sent hither by the direction of Heaven. Thee seest in her, friend Barney, the melancholy effects of this deplorable busi- ness. The poor thing hath lost her husband, she hath lost her son, she hath lost her reason ! Thee feelest, I see thee dost, j friend Barney, and wre all ought to feel the force of that rebuke upon our past indifference, which is presented wherever this j wretched woman showeth herself.” Friend Ephraim resumed j his seat, and Captain Barney was not the only person who had j put his handkerchief to his eyes. “ Mr. Chairman,” said Mr. Sulkey, one of the selectmen of the j town, “ I am no speech-maker, but I cannot see things going on | at this rate and keep my seat. If Captain Lane thinks proper 1 to settle down among us, very well; but he must take us as he j finds us. We want no new-fangled notions. Why should we j set up to be wiser than our fathers ? Rum sometimes does mis- j chief, and what good thing doesn't, I want to know ? Folks that don't like our notions can go elsewhere, that’s all I have to say.” “ Oh, Captain Barney,” cried.an old lady of respectable appear- ance, with tears in her eyes, “ I never see that man without thinking of my poor George that was ruined at his store.” The chairman interrupted her by stating that it would be hardly properfor females to take part in the debate. He then observed that it would be very agreeable to the assembly to hear the j subject treated more fully by any person on either side of the question. ; Captain Lane again rose; and the general expectation of a speech of some length was entirely disappointed by the follow- 11 ing brief remarks. “ Mr. Chairman,” said he, “ 1 do not feel II 
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myself able to treat the subject as it deserves. But there is a person in this assemby who has had occasion to think deeply upon it. He is here by my request. He has been the boat- swain aboard my ship for thirteen years, and if you will put up with plain common sense, and allow a little for the language and manner of an old sailor, he will be willing to give you his view's.” The chairman said he had no doubt it would be very agree- able to the meeting. “Mr. Morgan,’’ said Captain Lane “ our friends here will be glad to have you express your sentiments on the use of strong drink.” “ Ay, ay, sir,” said the old boat- swain ; and all eyes were turned upon him as he rose in his shaggy pea-jacket; and with his clean shirt-collar, and tidy black silk neckcloth loose, gray locks, and sedate expression of face, he might have passed for the very patriarch of the flood. So far as external appearance and professional relation were concerned, this was the very orator for Groggy Harbour. It was clearly indicated in the countenance of friend Ephraim that he was fearful of the result. But the confident expression on the features of Captain Lane seemed to say, “ It’s old Morgan’s watch, and I’ll sleep at my ease.” “ Please your honour,” said the old boatsw'ain, “ I’ve come dow'n here by the captain’s orders, and if there’s any thing stowed away in my old, weather-beaten, sea-chest of a head that may be of any use to a brother sailor, or landsman either, they’re heartily welcome. If it will do any good in such a cause as this that you’ve all come here to talk about, ye may go down below and overhaul the lockers of an old man’s heart. It may seem a little strange that an old sailor should put his helm *hard-a-port to get out of the way of a glass o’ grog ; but if it wasn’t for the shame, old as I am, I’d be tied up to the rig- ging, and take a dozen, rather than suffer a drop to go down my hatches.” By this time all eyes and ears were rivetted upon the speaker. His voice, though he spoke at the natural pitch of it, was remarkably clear and strong ; and his whole manner was calculated to create a feeling of respect. He stood as firm as a mainmast; and a well-carved image of him, pea-jacket and all, w'ould have made a glorious figure head for Old Ironsides. Father Ephraim’s countenance began to lose its expression pf anxiety, and the old sailor continued as fellows :— “ Please your honour, it’s no very pleasant matter for a poor sailor to go over the old shoal where he lost a fine ship, but he must be a shabby fellow that wouldn’t stick up a beacon if he could, and fetch home soundings and bearings for the good of all others who may sail in those seas. I’ve followed the sea for fifty years. I had good and kind parents—God bless ’em both. They brought me up to read the Bible and keep the Sabbath. My father drank spirit sparingly. My mother never drank any. Whenever I asked for a taste he always was wise enough to put me off: ‘ Milk for babes, my lad,’ he used to 
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say, ‘ children must take care how they meddle with edge tools.’ When I was twelve I went to sea, cabin boy of the Tippoo Saib ; and the captain promised my father to let me have no grog; and he kept his word. After my father’s death I began to drink spirit, and I continued to drink it till I was forty-two. I never remember to have been tipsy in my life, but I was greatly afflicted .with headache and rheumatism for several years. I got married when I was twenty-three. We had two boys ; one of them is living. My eldest boy went to sea with me three voyages, and a finer lad”—just then something seemed to stick in the old boatswain’s throat, but he was speedily re- lieved, and proceeded in his remarks. “ I used to think my father was overstrict about spirit, and when it was cold or wet 1 didn’t see any harm in giving Jack a little, though he was only fourteen. When he got ashore, where he could serve out his own allowance, I soon saw that he doubled the quantity. I gave him a talk. He promised to do better, but he didn’t. I gave him another, but he grew worse; and finally, in spite of all his poor mother's prayers and my own, he became a drunk- ard. It sunk my poor wife's spirits entirely, and brought mine to the water’s edge. Jack became very bad, and I lost all control over him. One day I saw a gang of men and boys poking fun at a poor fellow who was reeling about in the middle of the circle and swearing terribly. Nobody likes to see his profession dishonoured, so I thought I’d run down and take him in tow. Your honour knows what a sailor’s heart is made of— what do you think I felt when 1 found it was my own son !— I couldn’t resist the sense of duty, and I spoke to him pretty sharply. But his answer threw me all aback, like a white squall in the Levant. He heard me through, and doubling his fist in my face, he exclaimed, ‘ You made me a drunkard /’ It cut the laniards of my heart like a chain shot from an eighteen pounder ; and I felt as if I should have gone by the board.’’ As he uttered these words, the tears ran down the channels of the old man’s cheeks like rain. Friend Simpson was deeply affected, and Parson Sterling sat with his handker- chief before his eyes. Indeed, there was scarcely a dry eye in the assembly. After wiping his eyes on the sleeve of his pea- jacket the old sailor proceeded. “ I tried night and day to think of the best plan to keep my other son from following on to destruction in the wake of his elder brother. I gave him daily lessons of temperance ; I held up before him the example of his poor brother; I cautioned him not to take spirit upon an empty stomach, and I kept my eye constantly upon him. Still I daily took my allowance ; and the sight of the dram bottle, the smell of the liquor, and the example of his own father, were abler lawyers on t’other side. I saw the breakers ahead ; and I prayed God to preserve not only my child but myself; for I was sometimes alarmed for my own safety. About this time I went to meeting one 
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Sunday, and the minister read the account of the overthrow of Goliah. As I returned home I compared intemperance, in my own mind, to the giant of Gath ; and I asked myself why there might not be found some remedy for the evil as simple as the means employed for his destruction. For the first time the thought of total abstinence occurred to my mind: this then, said I, is the Smooth Stone from the Brook and the Shepherd's Sling. I told my wife what I had been thinking of. She said she had no doubt that God had put the thought into my mind. I called in Tom, my youngest son, and told him I had resolved never to taste another drop, blow high or blow low. I called for all there was in the house and threw it out of window. Tom promised to take no more. I never have had reason to doubt that he has kept his promise. He is now first mate of an In- diaman. Now, your honour, I have said all I had to say about my own experience. Maybe I’ve spun too long a yarn already. But I think it wouldn’t puzzle a Chinese juggler to take to pieces all that has been put together on t’other side.’’ “ Friend Barney,” said Ephraim Simpson, “ I have attended to the stranger’s words ; they are verily the words of truth and soberness, and I would willingly hear more.” “ Spin as long a yarn as you please Mr Morgan,” said the chairman, “ and I hope it will be spun of as good hemp and as hard twisted as the last.” The strong disposition to cheer and applaud, which was testified throughout the assembly, could scarcely be restrained by the efforts of the chairman. Jim Dixon was so delighted that he actually held up his hat and proposed three cheers. Captain Barney reminded him that he was in the house of God, and that Mr. Morgan’s practical good sense needed no such kind of support. “ Please to proceed, Mr. Morgan,’’ said he. “ Well, your honour,” said the old salt, “ I’ve got all that I’ve heard here to-day coiled up in my store-room, and with your honour’s leave I’ll just overhaul it. The very first man that spoke said that he had lost two likely boys by the use of ardent spirit. That was saying something to the purpose. Then up got the gentleman that said he kept the tavern, and that folks might keep their boys and themselves at home. Cold comfort, your honour, for a poor man that’s lost two children. Now, if a man holds out a false light, or hangs one to the tail of an old horse, and such things have been done, as your honour knows, and I lose my ship by mistaking it for the true light, I shouldn’t be much comforted by being told that I might have kept my ship in port or myself at home. Now, if a dramseller, who hap- pens to outlive a score of poor fellows who have drank death and destruction at his hands, will still sell the poison that he well knows must kill a considerable number of those that drink it; he is the man that holds out a false light. The question he asks is a queer sort of a question, your honour, to be sure. Why hasn’t he as good a right to sell spirit with a license, as the far- 
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mer to sell his com without one ? I’ve been in countries where a man who bought a license, or an indulgence as they call it, to murder his neighbour, might inquire, in the same manner, why he had not as good a right to commit a murder with a license, as his neighbour to sell his well-gotten merchandise without one.” “ That old fellow would have made a capital lawyer,” said Teazle to the chairman in a whisper. “ A little too straightforward for that Mr. Teazle,” replied Captain Barney with a smile. “ Now, your honour,” continued the boatswain, “ I’ve heard lawyers say that a man couldn’t be forced to pay his debts if no claim was made within six years. A man owes the amount just as much after, for all that I can see, as he did before, and would be a great knave not to pay it. He may, therefore, as I understand it, be a great knave according to law. I can’t see, therefore, that this rum-selling business is an honourable or a moral business because it is a lawful business. “ Please your honour, the gentlemen whom I take to be a lawyer, because he said something about his clients, seems to be an ingenious and able man. Now, your honour, when I see an ingenious and able man talk, as it seems this gentleman has, I can’t help thinking he knows he has got hold of a rotten cause. Jest so, when an old seaman can’t make a neat splice, the fault's in the rope, and not in him. He says the traffic is a lawful traffic, and we have no right to interfere with it. I hope, your honour, the gentleman doesn’t mean to take the law of us if we refuse to drink rum, and I suppose nobody wants to interfere in any other way. Dramselling is not more lawful, I take it, than rope-making ; yet we are not obliged to buy a hemp cable if we like an iron one better. The gentleman says we may drink rum or not, and if we become drunkards the fault and its consequences are our own. Now, your honour, suppose I should contrive some new fangled sort of amusement, so very agreeable that very few would be able to resist the temptation to try it; and yet, in the long run, it should be the cause of death to one out of every fifty, how long should I be suffered to go on ? We are praying not to be led into temptation, and yet we are constantly tempting one another to become drunk- ards, and yet telling them it’s their own fault after all. The 

gentleman says temperance is a good thing. My notion is that it would be a bad thing for the lawyers, your honour. He says the law forbids selling ardent spirit to drunkards. It s a strange sort of a law that forbids us from giving any more rope to a man that has already hanged himself. Now, your honour, ought not that law to be‘altered, so as to forbid the dramsellers from selling it to any persons but drunkards, who will soon die off, and leave none but temperate people behind? The gentle- man said we must apply to the legislature, if we get a good law, how long will it last, your honour ? I don’t know whether there’s a weathercock a top o’ the state house but I’ve heard 
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that the wind there goes all round the compass, sometimes in four and twenty hours. Unless the law is put in force what is it good for ? Why, it’s like the Dutchman’s anchor that lay on the wharf at Ostend when he was in a gale off Cape Hatteras. You might as well have a law, your honour, against the rheumatism. If people can be persuaded to leave off drinking entirely, that will be as good as a law written in their members, —and then, your honour, the dramsellers may drink up the balance among themselves. Total abstinence, it seems to me, is the only remedy, and the evils of intemperance will fall before this simple remedy alone, as the giant of Gath fell before a ^Smooth Stone from the Brook and a Shepherd's Sling." The old man sat down, amidst a roar of applause, which con- tinued for several minutes, in defiance of Captain Barney’s best efforts, and the repeated application of his oak stick against the side of the pulpit. Silence having been restored, the question was taken on the motion of Captain Lane, and carried by an almost unanimous vote. A society was formed upon the spot; and one hundred and thirty-two individuals signed the pledge. The old boatswain was surrounded, after the meeting had dissolved, and received an hundred kind looks and hearty shakes by the hand. The humble hospitality of Fishingport was offered by many ; but his business called him immediately away. Jim Dixon, and half a dozen zealous fishermen, in a knot by themselves, were eagerly debating whether Mr. Morgan might not be prevailed on to relinquish the sea, and if it might not be a good thing to dismiss Parson Twist and give the old boatswain a call. “ Well, father Simpson,” said Captain Lane, after the meet- ing, “ what do ye think of the speaker ?’ “ Beyond my expectation, I confess,” said the old man. “ If you could hear him tell over,” said the captain, “ the long list of likely fel- lows that have foundered all round him in this ocean of rum for forty years it would make your heart ache.” “ Billy,” rejoined the Quaker, “ I tell thee he hath done more good in one hour, than all the clergy could have done in a twelvemonth towards the removal of the evils of intemperance.” The progress of the reformation in Fishingport was rapid beyond example. In three months from that time a drunkard attracted as much attention as a stranger of distinction. “ Now,” said old Peggy, “ a body can sleep o’ nights.’’ At the next March meeting the old selectmen declined being candidates for offices, which it was obvious they would not be elected to fill. Three cold-water men were chosen without opposition, who refused all application for licenses to sell ardent spirit in Fishingport. Captain Lane contracted for a large house, on a beautiful spot of ground just above father Simpson’s, on the left hand, just before you come to the road that carries you to the meeting E 
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house. It was speedily finished, for he said his old mother should have the comfort of it in her old age. Friend Ephraim superintended its construction, and there was not a drop of grog in the joints from garret to cellar. No man who drank spirit raised an axe or lifted a hammer in the work. Here, for many years, dwelt Captain William Lane, the friend of the poor, a terror to evil doers, and a praise to such as did well. Good, perfectly unmixed, is no ordinary thing. The peace and prosperity of the town, the cheerful, yet busy expres- sion on the features of its inhabitants, the constant arrival and departure of the fishing craft, the kind and provident husbands, happy wives, and dutiful children of Fishingport, became as remarkable as the intemperance, indolence, and wretchedness of Groggy Harbour a short time before. On the other hand, it must be admitted that the sexton and the apothecary had much less to do. Teazle lost the greater part of his business, and his office is now occupied by a worthy shoemaker. Dr. Gale was one of the best friends of the cause. “ Few,” said he, “ are more likely to profit by the temperance reform than men of my profession. We have less to do, but we are paid for it all. Formerly I was worn out night and day in the service of a set of poor drunken creatures, whom I could not refuse to attend; whom I supplied with medicine which they'had no means to buy, and from whom I never got a halfpenny. As no licenses were granted, we need not say that the Demi- john, as a matter of course, became a temperance house. The man who took it was a person of some humour ; he retained the old sign, but turned it bottom upwards, to signify that the liquor had run out. Simon Spicket soon found that he was doing what is called a small business, for Jim Dixon, who thought Captain Lane, next to the old boatswain, the greatest man in the world, had, with the captain’s assistance, set up a grocery store in the heart of the town, and he had the custom of all who preferred their sugar without sand, and their molasses before it was diluted. At the end of two years the old boatswain, who had lost his wife, quitted the sea, and dropped anchor for the remainder of his days alongside his old master. The captain made him a present of an acre of land, and he built himself a snug cabin, directly over the way, and in front of the captain’s dwelling house. When the old ship was broken up he put the figure head, a Neptune with his trident, over the front door. He was a man of excellent judgment and sterling integrity, and saved the county a considerable amount of time and money, for no- thing was more common, upon any disagreement in the harbour, than to hear a proposal on one side, to leave it to uncle Morgan, and an immediate assent on the other. Parson Twist is yet living, though he has relinquished his holy calling. The captain thought him an amiable man, but lie used to say that the least touch of the helm would make 
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the parson change his course ever so many points in an instant. The captain was kind to him, and he now keeps a little shop for the sale of books and stationary. The Reverend Mr. Sterling has been settled in Fishingport for three years past, and never had a clergyman a more ready assistant for the promotion of every good work, than has this excellent disciple of his Lord and Master, in good Captain Lane. Old Peggy, in her new house, with every comfort about her, is one of the happiest creatures upon earth, and father Ephraim and his wife are not less happy in their old one. Mark Mooney died in great anguish of body and mind. His confessions, on his death-bed, to the Reverend Mr. Sterling, were of so painful a character, and revealed such atrocious conduct, especially in relation to the old shipwreck on the “ Drunkard’s Ruin,” that the minister and father Ephraim de- cided not to communicate them to Captain Lane—the wretch had gone beyond the jurisdiction of all earthly tribunals. The reader shall have no reason to complain that we leave him in ignorance of the fate of Jenny Jones. The captain became deeply interested in this miserable creature, and at his own cost conveyed her to the Asylum for the Insane. In less than twelve months she recovered her reason, to the astonish- ment of every body excepting the skilful superintendent, who remarked that she might, in all probability, have been cured at any time before, had she been removed from her old haunts vnd judiciously attended. She has been entirely well for several years, and having received a good plain education in her youth, she has, for some time, kept the village school, in the very house where it was formerly kept by old Peggy Lane. A neighbouring clergyman, on a visit to the Reverend Pas- tor, after a residence of several days, witnessing the universal indications of industry, health, and good manners in the inhabi- tants, and the general appearance of neatness and comfort about their dwellings, lifted up his hands and exclaimed, “ Can this be Groggy Harbour!” “ No, my friend,” said the Reverend Mr. Sterling, “ this is no longer Groggy Harbour. Its nature has been changed, and the name may well be forgotten. This change, which fills you with astonishment, and which has given us peaceful firesides for temples of discord, beauty for ashes, and the oil of joy for mourning, has been produced by the simple remedy of total abstinence from intoxicating liquors, which has proved as effectual in our warfare with intemperance, that giant of human evils, as a Smooth Stone from the Brook and a Shepherd's Sling” 
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Twenty years had rolled away, one after another, like billows upon the ocean, since, upon the day after commencement, in the year 1.8—, Mr. Atherton had taken his chum, Tom Burley, by the hand for the last time. They had separated with ex- pressions of great kindness for each other, and an agreement to correspond, which, of late, had not been very carefully regarded by either. Burley had returned to his native village, and set- tled down upon ah extensive patrimonial estate as a gentleman of leisure. Atherton had become a planter in the state of Mis- sissippi. Their Greek and Latin had long been forgotten, and their Hebrew had died down to the roots. Mr. Atherton, whose health had become impaired, was ad- vised by his physician to take a journey into New England, and make a trial of his native air ; and no inconsiderable part of his prospective enjoyment was associated with the idea of revisiting the scenes of his youth, and meeting his old class- mate, Burley, again. Mr. Atherton, it is true, had lost his skill in the dead languages; but there existed in his mind a residuum in the form of a purified taste, acquired undoubtedly by the study of those very languages. He was a slaveholder; and certainly an exception from the general rule, that the exer- cise of a dominion, nearly equal to that of a Satrap, over one’s fellow creatures, will ultimately harden the heart of man. I have passed a month in his hospitable mansion, and can truly say, without any defalcation from the sum total of my-utter abhorrence of slavery, that Archibald Atherton was a kind- hearted master. Mr. Atherton travelled on horseback; and followed by a grey-headed negro, had arrived within a short distance of the village in which his friend Burley resided. He had stopped at a brook to water his horse, and old Sambo had ridden close to his back for the purpose of drawing his cloak more closely about his shoulders. Sambo was a faithful creature, and a man of all works. He w'as a capital cook, valet, barber, and coachman, a good farrier and groom ; and though he had never received a diploma, he possessed no contemptible share of skill and know- ledge in the healing art. Indeed he was universally known by the title of the Doctor among the blacks of the neighbouring planta- tions. “ Pretty sharp, massa,” said the careful creature, as he brought the collar of the cloak more closely round his master’s throat. “ Rather cold, Sambo,” said Mr. Atherton with a kind- hearted expression; “ we have now gotten into New England ; 
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and how beautiful is all the surrounding scenery !” It was beauti- ful indeed. It was a clear frosty morning in the middle of October; a thin formation of ice might be seen at the edges of the brook; pumpkins and squashes were gathered in heaps round the farmers’ doors ; the labourers were employed in cut- ting the corn from the stalk, or throwing the harvest into carts, preparatory to the husking frolic ; and every farm house was adorned with its festoons of dried apples. All around bore the impress of substantial comfort. But the forest, the October forest of New England, was never more beautiful than at that very time. The fall of the leaf had not yet commenced, save with the birch and a few ill-fated foresters, whose shallowness of earth gave them a stinted nourishment insufficient for their annual wants. The whole forest had changed its complexion in a single night. Frost had come down upon the earth with all its powers of alchymy. The white oak and the ash mani- fested but little disposition to surrender their verdant honours, and had scarcely changed their colour for a deeper green. But the shapely walnut had varied its light green for a brilliant yellow, and mingled its leaves with the deep brown of the base, and glossy moroon at the summit of the red shrub oak. The maple and the quivering aspen had assumed an orange hue, and the larger leaves upon the terminal shoots of the black oak were changed to purple. “ How lovely,” said Mr. Ather- ton, as he gazed upon the scene around him, “ how lovely is this variety of colours! how beautiful these hills and inter- vals !” Sambo had as strong an affection for his native state as Mr. Atherton ; and withal, his mind was not entirely free from ap- prehension that his master might be persuaded to remain in New England. He therefore ventured to give his opinion. “ Massa,” said he, pointing to a rocky precipice where not even a mullen stalk could find foothold and support, “ dat no very good land for cotton !” Mr. Atherton laughed, and Sambo fol- lowed up his advantage. “ Does massa say de tree here so fine as pride o’chiny 1” “ Pride of nonsense,” said Mr. Atherton, “ this is the fall of the year, Sambo.” “ Oh, massa Atherton,” cried Sambo, “ what you say to de red bud, and de live oak, and de great magnoly leaf, green all de year foot long.” “ Ay, Sambo,” said Mr. Atherton, “and Spanish moss flapping in your eyes eight feet long!” “ Spanish moss make good bed, massa,” rejoined Sambo. Mr. h therton made no reply; and Sambo, who understood the signal, slackened his pace, and fell into the rear. As they moved along, at a moderate pace, the indications became more convincing at every step that they were upon the confines of a New England village. The long ranges of stone walls were a source of great wonder to Sambo, who had passed his whole life in an alluvial country where there cannot be found a stone as large as a robin shot. The farm houses, with their 
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ordinary complement of bee-hives, cyder-presses, and elevated corn-barns, were becoming less few and far between; and turkeys began to present themselves in flocks, which Sambo mistook for collections of buzzards. They were very numerous, for the day which is always appointed by the Governor of every New Eng- land State, by and with the advice of council, for a general roasting of these unhappy birds, had not yet arrived. Even Mr. Atherton was perfectly satisfied that the curs, of which one or more rushed yelping from every gate as the travellers rode by, pursuing them till the hue and cry was taken up by the dogs of the next farm house, and then returning to be ready for the next comer, were the descendants, in the right line, of those very dogs that annoyed the traveller in the same manner some twenty years ago. The shout of an hundred little voices, and the irruption of as many little boys and girls from a small square building at the road side, denoted the general jail delivery of as many little prisoners, who were emancipated for the morning from the bondage of science. Their gambols were interrupted for a short time as they gathered into groups and gazed after the travellers. The geese were more troublesome than usual, expressing, in their peculiar way, their indignation, or scorn, or defiance, whichever it might be, for the motives of a goose are not easily understood. They cackled, and flapped their wings, and hissed at the travellers, particularly at Sambo, with ex- traordinary vehemence. Ere long a portion of the village spire began to appear among the trees, and the gilded tell-tale on its top, in which the slippery politician, and fair-weather friend, and the doubting disciple, who is blown about by every wind of doctrine, may behold a happy emblem of life and practice. The village was now fairly before them, beautifully planted in a broad valley, and the smokes of its peaceful fires were seen curling slowly upward against the precipitous sides of its many-coloured hills beyond. A thousand recollections of early friendship and college days came crowding upon the mind of Mr. Atherton as he drew near to the habitation of his friend. “ A large square brick house,” said he to himself, “ not far from the centre of the town ; such was the description which Mr. Burley gave me of his residence in his last letter. But that was written about three years-ago. He may have moved, or”  He did not finish the sentence ; it was evident that he was contemplating the changes and chances which might have befallen his friend. “ Sambo,” con- tinued Mr. Atherton, pointing to a house that answered the description, “ that, 1 guess, must be the dwelling of my old friend, Mr. Burley.” “ I guess so, massa,’’ said Sambo. “ You guess so,” said Mr. Atherton with a smile, “ what makes you guess so 1” “ Oh, massa,” rejoined the good-natured follower, “ like massa, like man ; massa guess so, Sambo guess so ; and de poor old horse very tired.’’ “ Well,” said Mr. Atherton, 
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“ I'll make the matter sure and riding up to a small sliop^ on the other side of the way, over whose door was the sign of Simeon Soder, Tinman; “ pray, sir,’’ said he to a little old man with spectacles, who was busily tinkering some article in his line, “ will you inform me where I may find the house of Mr. Thomas Burley ?” This question he repeated three times before he obtained a reply. At length the tinman turned to him with an air and expression which seemed to say that time was money, and said, in a rapid manner, ‘‘ Sodering, sir,— couldn’t leave the job—what’s your will, sir ?’ “ Mr. Atherton put the inquiry again. “ Right opposite" was the reply, and the old tinman was at it again before the last word was out of his mouth. Mr. Atherton dismounted, and giving his horse to old Sambo, knocked at the door. It was opened by Burley himself. So universal was the change which twenty years had wrought in his appearance that Mr. Atherton did not recognise tho friend of his youth until he himself exclaimed, seizing his visiter by the hand, “ God bless you, Atherton, how do you do ?” Come in, my dear fellow, you have come in the nick of time ; Mrs. Burley is just now making a bowl of punch.” So saying he dragged his old classmate into the parlour and introduced him to Mrs. Burley,—“ My old friend, Atherton, my dear, of whom you have heard me speak so often.” Mrs. Burley set down a case bottle of old Jamaica, a portion of which she had just poured into the punch bowl, and after receiving him very civilly, returned to her labours at the sideboard. “ My dear friend,” said Burley, “• you cannot tell how glad I am to see you ;—four limes you know, my dear.” “ Oh yes, I know,” said Mrs. Burley in a voice of great self-complacency. “Well now, Atherton,” continued he, “tell us about your wife and children, how many have you ?—half a dozen table- spoonfuls of arrack, my love, to give it a flavour, you know.” “Lord, Mr. Burley,” said his partner, with no little petulance, “ do you think I want to be directed, after making your punch almost every day for ten years, when I have not been confined to my room with St. Anthony’s fire !” “ Make it your own way, my love,” said the prudent husband. “ 1 assure you, Atherton, nobody can make it better. Mrs. Burley’s forte, however, is mulled wine.” This admirable housewife’scomposure appeared to be entirely restored by the well-timed compliment. The punch was soon compounded, and a brimming tumbler presented to Mr. Ather- ton. “ You must excuse me,” said he, “ but my physician has forbidden the use of all stimulating drinks.” “ Pray, take a little, sir,” said Mrs. Burley, evidently mortified at his refusal. “ My dear fellow,” said her husband, “ it’s my settled opinion that your doctor, whoever he is, will be the death of you. Not take punch ! AY hat do you say to a little brandy and water?” “ Nothing of the kind, I thank you,” said Mr. Atherton. “ You 
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are very pale, sir,” said Mrs. Burley, as she took her glass. “ I really think it would heighten your complexion.” She cer- tainly exhibited a striking illustration of the truth of her opin- ion. She was short and corpulent, and her countenance was as round as the full moon in the primer. Mr. Atherton adhered to his resolution, and the bowl of punch was consumed by Mr. Burley and his lady, with the exception of two small glasses, which were put by for the “ dear creatures,” as Mrs. Burley called them, on their return from school. Mr. Burley again interrogated his friend about his wife and children, and learned that he had left four fine boys and their mother in good health on the plantation. But Mr. Atherton’s manners had become exceedingly solemnised by the scene around him, and the natural melancholy of his character had assumed an air of sadness while contemplating the striking al- teration in the appearance of his friend. His fine black hair had become prematurely grey at forty-two. At college he had been remarkable for his erect figure, clear complexion, and bright eye. He had become extremely corpulent, with an infirm gait, and the stoop of old age. His eye had lost its lustre, and acquired that stupid and bloodshot appearance which is so characteristic of an intemperate man. It told too plainly the story of his evil habits, and his bloated and eruptive counte- nance confixmed the disgraceful tale. A loud shout at the gate announced the return of the two boys fx-om school. “ Jim and Billy have got home,” said Mrs. Burley ; and going to the door, “ Billy, dear, come in,” said she. “ I wont,” said Billy. “ Jim,” said thisjudicious parent, “ catch Billy, and fetch him in.” “I wont,” said Jim. “ Dear me,” said Mrs. Burley, as she returned into the house, “the spirits of these dear children fairly run away with them. Here, dears,” she continued, holding up the two glasses of punch. These urchins, one about nine, and the other twelve years of age, came rushing up to the door, and the mother attempted to catch them by their manes like a couple of colts. Jim escaped, breaking the tumbler on the door step, and upsetting the punch on his mother’s gown. Billy was dragged into the room, floundering and stamping. “ Here is Mr. Atherton, my love, your father’s old friend, shake hands with the gentleman, Billy.” “ I don't care,—I wont,—let me go.” “ Oh, Billy, dear,” said the mo- ther, who was fairly out of breath, and let him escape, “you don’t behave your best by any means.” “ I never interfere,” said Mr. Burley, who had j ust taken up the ladle, habitually as it were, and put it down again when he discovered that the bowl was empty ; “ I never interfere : for managing boys and making a bowl of punch, Mrs. Burley has not her equal in the county.” The dinner hour at length arrived. “ You’ll take a little brandy before dinner,” said Mr. Burley to his friend. “ No, I thank you,” said Mr. Atherton. “ Well,” said Mr. Burley, 
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“ I find I cannot do without it. A watery stomach, I think, cannot be corrected so readily in any other way. Wine does not agree with me at all, and though I can give you some tol- erable brandy, or Hollands, or Jamaica, I am afraid we have scarcely a glass of wine that’s worth your drinking.” “ I never take it,” said Mr. Atherton. “No wine,” said Mrs. Burley, “ you amaze me.” “ Ha, ha, ha, you’re a cold-water man,” cried her husband, as he put down his glass. “ I can’t go it. 1 must have brandy. But here’s a little old fellow, right opposite, Soder, the tinman, who drinks nothing but water. He’ll be delighted to drink with you all day. He’s an active member of the temperance society. That little old skeleton, and his son, who keeps another tin shop half a mile down the street, Simeon Soder, junior, with a set of fanatical hypocrites and orthodox rascals, if they could have their way, would soder up the throats of every man, woman, and child that drank a drop of spirit. Our well has failed this very last week, and I’ve no doubt these rascals are at the bottom of it. Here’s a long life to the best of them,” said he, pouring down another glass of brandy. “ But do tell me, Atherton,” he continued, “ if you are a cold-water man?” “Yes, I am,” replied Mr. Atherton. “ A member of the temperance society 1” inquired the other. “No, I am not,” said Mr. Atherton. “I thought you were too sensible a man,” cried Mr. Burley, slapping his hand upon his visiter’s shoulder, “ to join such a shabby so- ciety.” “ Why, as to that, “ observed Mr. Atherton, “ I will be very candid with you, friend Burley, the only reason why I am not a member of the temperance society is, that no such society exists in my neighbourhood. I abstain for the sake of my health. For the sake of the example to others, I should think it my duty to sign the pledge; and, when I return home, I think I shall endeavour to get a society organised.” “ Ather- ton,” said Mr. Burley, scarcely able to disguise his displeasure, “ I’ll bet you a suit of clothes that this scurvy company, the self-styled friends of temperance, will come to nothing in less than five years. Old Colonel Cozey, who had his canteen shot away in the battle of Brandywine, and behaved nobly, and who now keeps the hotel in this town, says he has made a calcula- tion, and that the whole temperance party in the United States cannot exceed six thousand, of whom the greater part are hy- pocrites, ministers, and old women.” “ Friend Burley,” said Mr. Atherton with a smile, “ as to the clothes, I have no occa- sion for a suit, and I never bet. But permit me to inquire if you were ever present at a temperance meeting?” “ 1,” said Burley, “ not I, indeed ; I would as soon be caught robbing a hen roost.” “ Have you ever read any of their reports, circu- lars, or journals ?” “ Never, only on one occasion,” he replied; “ one morning, just as Mrs. Burley had finished making her punch, a scoundrel threw one of their dirty newspapers into the yard, and my little boy, Jim, brought it into the parlour. 
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The very first article was headed—‘ Punch in the morning? I ran after the fellow with my horsewhip. He asserted, in the most solemn manner, that the paper was the first number of a journal, and that he had orders to leave one at every door. But who, that considers all the circumstances, will doubt that some villain, who knew our hour for punch, had sent this hire- ling to insult me? Mrs. Burley said that she only wished she had his tongue within reach of her scissors. I told him that if he should ever throw another of his impudent papers before my door, I would break every bone in his skin.” As he uttered the last words, Mr. Burley struck his fist upon the table with such force that he woke up his good lady who had fallen fast asleep in her chair. “ Now, my friend,” said Mr. Atherton, “ your error, in relation to the number of the friends of temperance in our country, is very great • instead of six thousand, two millions abstain from the use and the traffic : and the wisdom, learning, and worth of our country are rapidly gathering to the side of the temperance reform.” “ Well, well,” cried Mr. .Burley, with evident impatience, “ I believe I must go on the bid way. Let us talk of some other subject. Where is our old classmate Lane?” “ In the diunkard’s grave,” said Mr. Atherton. ‘‘Is it possible !” said Mr. Burley, as he set his glass upon the table and folded his arms upon his breast. “ Even so,” replied his friend ; “ he quitted the law, or rather the law quitted him, in 1812, and he obfained a commission in the army, soon became intemperate, and died a sot.” “ He was remarkably abstemious at college,” said Mr. Burley ; “ and I have heard him discourse of the dangers of intemperance an hundred times, while Barry, his chum, would laugh and take his glass, and say that he had no fear of himself while he retained his reason.” “ Of course,’’ said Mr. Atherton, “ you know what became of Barry ?” “ I heard,” said the other, “ that he went to Europe about fifteen years ago.’’ “ He died,” said Mr. Atherton, “ a most miserable drunkard in a French prison. I have been told by an American gentleman who knew something of his family, and kindly visit- ed him in jail, that he had never beheld a more loathsome and disgusting victim of intemperance. You see, friend Burley, how it is, the most confident, the strongest swimmers are as frequently swallow’ed up by these waters of strife as the most timid, if they venture at all.” Mr Burley had listened with evident emotion. A short pause ensued. He lifted his eyes upon the features of his benevolent friend. They’ rested there but an instant. The kind but melancholy expression of an honest friend was perfectly irresistible. That single glance had established a mutual consciousness of each other’s thoughts. “ Nineteen of our old classmates,” said Mr. Atherton, “ have already died, or yet live, intemperate men. You remember Archer, who distinguished himself for his skill in mathem dies?” “ I do,” said Mr. Burley, without raising his eyes from the floor. 
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u Archer,” continued Mr. Atherton, “ married my only sister. His habits were then perfectly correct, but he became a convi- vial and popular man ; soon fell into habits of intemperance ; . broke my poor sister’s heart; add shortened her days. He is now a subaltern clerk, or runner in the office of our under sheriff, and my sister’s three little orphans, for they are, in reality, fatherless and motherless, mingle with my own little troop, and we try to love them all alike, and succeed pretty well too.” Mrs. Burley had left the room, and the two friends were now by themselves. “ This is a detestable vice, Burley,” said Mr. Atherton. Burley said nothing, but bit his lip, and the tear stood in his eye. He was a man of a kind heart, and good natural understanding. “Burley,” said Mr. Atherton, taking him by the hand, “ forgive the freedom of an old friend, I conjure you to abandon the use of ardent spirit.” “ My dear friend,’’ he replied, wiping the tears from his eyes, “ I trust I am in no danger.” “Those,” said Mr. Atherton, “who are upon the.edge of a precipice do not always see the danger so clearly as those who are farther removed.” Mr. Burley admitted that he had sometimes tried to diminish the quantity, but always thought he was the worse for it. Total abandonment appeared to him to be absolutely impossible. They were now summoned to the tea table, and Mr. Atherton sat down in a scene of confusion, in which the reading of the riot act would not have been amiss. The violence of disorderly boys upsetting their teacups, and fighting for gingerbread, constantly and unavailingly chidden by the shrill voice of their mother, for whose authority they appeared to care nothing, and restrained in no respect by their father, who left their management entire- ly to his better half, all this, and the fatigue of his journey, caused Mr. Atherton, soon after he had risen from table,, to seek a good night’s repose, and he was shown to his chamber by Mr. Burley. The first object that struck Mr. Atherton, as they entered it together, was an excellent portrait of Burley, taken just after he left the University. It completed the chain of recollection in the mind of Mr. Atherton—it was impossible not to contrast it with the sad reality, and as he unavoidably cast a glance from the one to the other, a sigh involuntarily escaped him. “ You see a great alteration, I suppose 1” said Mr. Burley. “ I do,” said his friend. “We grow old fast enough when we do no- thing to hasten the chariot of time.” Mr. Burlo y appeared to understand the reproof; and, with some little appearance of confusion, he wished him a good night’s rest and retired. Mr. Atherton’s reflections were of a most painful character. He cast his eyes around the room and thought he discovered the signals of approaching poverty; two or three panes of glass were broken, and the air was excluded by stiff paper tacked to the frame; the carpet and the counterpane were ragged, and the dust, which had been suffered to accumulate upon the scanty 
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furniture, was indicative of sluttery and sloth. He had also ob- served that his old friend was rather shabbily clad. His fatigue had well paid in advance for a good night’s rest, and he was scarcely on his pillow before he fell into a profound sleep, and when he awoke the next morning the sun was shining in at his" chamber windows. He cast his eyes about the room, and was amused with the operations of a venerable spider whose joints were evidently comforted by the rays of the bright sun of an October morning. The intelligent creature had quitted the metropolis of its beauti- ful domain, and posted itself on that side of it on which the very first stream of golden light must necessarily fall; and was moving slowly forward to keep as long as possible beneath the influence of its cheering light aiid heat. It had judiciously ex- panded its web where it was least, likely to be disturbed in its operations, over the glass doors of a little book-case, and where the exhausted carcasses of numerous flies and moths indicated a long summer’s campaign. His friend received him in the parlour with much kindness, but in a subdued manner, and with an apparent consciousness that, for some reason or other, he himself was placed on less elevated ground. They had scarcely assembled in the break- fast room before Jim came running to his father with a small black bottle and a wine-glass,—“Father,” said he, “it’s after eight o’clock and you havn’t taken your bitters. “ Mother has,” said Billy. Mrs. Burley was somewhat confused, and her husband bade the child put the bottle in the closet as he should not take any that morning. “ Go to the door, Billy,” said Mr. Burley, just after they had taken their seats at the table, “ some one is knocking. ” Billy for once did as he was bidden. “ Father,” said the boy as he returned, “ Mr. Soder wishes to know if you will pay the in- terest on the mortgage to-day, and says he has sent a great many times for it.’’ Mr. Burley rose and went to the door, evidently in a hurried and angry manner. He soon came back and resumed his seat at the table, but his efforts were vain to conceal his agitation and embarrassment. Mr. Atherton called his attention to some early recollections of college days, and diverted his mind, as far as possible, from this unpleasant occurrence. After a visit of three days, which probably produced very little real happiness to either party, Mr. Atherton took his leave, promising his old friend, that whenever he revisited New Eng- land, he should certainly see him again. These three days were passed in the same round of unnatural demands and the same unabating gratifications. In compliment, probably to Mr. Atherton, the morning bitters and the slipper Cup were omitted. Mr. Atherton journeyed leisurely along; he passed over the Cumberland road, and embarking upon the Ohio at Wheeling, 
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in one of those beautiful Leviathans by whose magic power the ends of the earth are brought as near again together as they were, he was, before many days, upon the waters of the Missis- sippi. Old Sambo was permitted once more to look upon his favourite “ live oak and magnoly,” and Mr. Atherton soon found himself in the bosom of his interesting family. His health was surprisingly improved by the journey, and three years bad passed away before a recurrence to the same expe- dient became advisable. Upon the present occasion he deter- mined upon a sea voyage, and embarking at New Orleans he came through the gulf of Florida to New York. He journeyed thence by easy stages into New England. Mr. Atherton was well aware that intemperance is a mental, moral, and physical “ reduction descending.” He endeavoured to prepare his mind for a very considerable change for the worse in the internal and external condition of his friend, and it was with no ordinary measure of sensibility that he found himself once more before the residence of Mr. Burley. It was a rainy evening in the spring, and just enough of daylight remained, while the stageman was depositing Mr. Atherton's baggage at the door, to enable him to cast a general glance at the exterior of the dwelling, and he was gratified and somewhat surprised at the apparent improvement. A new fence had been placed before the house, and the front yard was in neater order. In answer to a letter from Mr. Atherton, written shortly after his return home, Mr. Burley had thanked him for his kind advice in a tone of deep feeling, and promised to give the subject of entire abstinence the most serious consideration. “ God be praised,” said Mr. Atherton, as he quickly mounted the steps and knocked at the door. It was scarcely opened before he extended his hand, but withdrew it as soon, for he discovered that the person before him was a stranger. “ Pray, sir,” said Mr. Atherton, “ does not Mr. Burley live here 1” “ He does not,” answered the stranger. “ Ileally,” said Mr. Atherton, “ will you have the goodness to direct me to his residence V' “ Right opposite,” was the reply. “Bight opposite!” rejoined Mr. Atherton. “ About three years ago I received the very same answer when asking the same question of a tinman on the other side of the way, a Mr. Soder, I think.” “ Very like, sir,” was the an- swer, “ my name is Soder, sir; I kept my shop over the way for many years, and gave up the business about one year ago.” “ Mr. Burley was an old classmate of mine,” said Mr. Atherton, “ and I have come a distance of some thousands of miles, partly on account of my health and in some measure to visit an old friend.” “ Well, sir,” said Mr. Soder, “ I don’t think you could be very well accommodated over the way ; the tavern is at some distance and it’s raining hard, if you can put up with our plain fare, and take a bed with us to-night, you will be quite wel- come I assure you.” Mr. Atherton accepted the proposal with many thanks, and was soon shown into the parlour and intro- 
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cluced to Mrs. Soder, a bright little old lady, younger at sixty than her predecessor, in the same apartment, at thirty-five. The hoard was soon spread, and exhibited a pattern of neat, simple, and abundant New England hospitality. Mr. Atherton was informed by his host that poor Burley had gone down from bad to worse, until he became a notorious drunkard. Mr. Soder had a mortgage upon the dwelling-house, and Burley’s residuary interest was attached by other creditors and sold on execution. Mr. Soder bought it and became owner of the estate. He could not readily get a tenant, and though the house, as he said, was too large for any private family, he had leased his old house and moved hither. No person would take poor Burley for a tenant, and finally he had accepted Mr. Sodef’s offer of his old shop rent-free, and there Burley and his wife had continued their miserable existence until about three months ago, when Mrs. Burley died of an apoplexy. Burley's only remaining means of support consisted of a trifling annuity left him in the will of his wife’s brother, to terminate upon the decease of Mrs. Burley and the children. Mr. Soder observed that the boys were certainly the worst in the village. Jim, the elder, now about fifteen, was already notorious for his intemperance, and the other was as bad, for his age, in every respect. The extremely mild and rather melancholy expression on the countenance of Mr. Atherton, and his prepossessing manners, had evidently won upon the good will of Mr. Soder and his worthy partner, and they were not the less inclined to treat him kindly after they had made the discovery, in the course of conversation, that he was a cordial friend to the temperance reform. “ Three years, sir,” said the old tinman as he stirred up hia fire, “three years have wrought a marvellous change for the , worse in Mr. Burley. I think, sir, you would scarcely know him. It is indeed a dreadful thing to see a man of his talents and property sinking so low in the world.” “ And a gentle- man of such great learning too,” said the old lady as she sat busily engaged with her knitting, “ it is wonderful to hear the poor man, when he can scarcely stand, talking Greek by the hour together. You remember, my dear,” she continued, turn- ing to her husband, “ when Colonel Cozey turned Burley out of his bar-room, last thanksgiving-day, what a terrible setting off he gave the old Colonel in Hebrew. I didn’t hear him, but Mr. Veazy, the town-clerk, did ; and he told me himself that it was the most like Hebrew of any thing he had ever heard in his life.” “ That was the very time,” said Mr. Soder, “ that the poor man lay out all night on the ground by the side of Elder Goadly’s grog-shop. The Elder tried in vain to persuade him to get up and try to walk home. But Burley’s humour never left him to the last; and as he had gotten his liquor at the Elder’s shop •he would not stir nor attempt to rise, and continued to cry out, 
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ih feply fo the Elder’s importunities, ‘ Where the tree falls, there shall it lie.’ It was a miracle that he did not perish.” “ Poor fellow,” said Mr. Atherton with a sigh so deep, so sin- cere, that the old lady for a moment suspended her knitting. “ Pray, sir,” said she, “ was Mr. Burley any relation of yours V' “ None at all,” replied Mr. Atherton, “ but for four years of my life, arid at that part of it when the heart is not yet hardened, and impressions can be more faithfully and effectually made, we occupied the same room and the same bed. Tom Burley was then an universal favourite, a young man of respectable talents, an excellent scholar, amiable in his deportment,- frank and upright in his character and conduct, remarkable for his personal comeliness, and the expectant of extensive patrimonial possessions. Poor fellow,’’ continued Mr. Atherton,as he quietly wiped the tear from his eye, “what is he now ; what of all this at present remains ! 1 am afraid poor Burley is beyond all power of recovery.” “ I am afraid he is,” said Mr. Soder, “ when a thing is so far gone, as we 'say in our line, bottom and sides, time is wasted in repairing it. But you will see for yourself, sir, to-morrow. Y on must expect to see a great change, Mr. Atherton, in this un- happy man. I have lived here sixty-nine years, and I have seen a great many drunkards go their way, but I have never known such a rapid change for the worse as Burley’s, in the last two years and a half.” These were indeed the words of truth and soberness, as Mr. Atherton became assured, when, upon the morrow, he paid a visit to the miserable dwelling of his former friend. The finger of death works not a more striking change, until the body actually dissolves, than the ruthless hand of intemperance. Mr. Atherton knocked at the door. “ Come in, if you want to,” replied a man, in a rough and ill-natured tone. It was Burley, and, in a moment after, Mr. Atherton had entered the apartment, and was standing before him. He had not long risen, and was sitting half-dressed upon a broken chair. He appeared not to have shaved for a week. His hair was very grey and very long. His face was bloated and fiery, and disfigured by all the cus- tomary tokens of intemperance in an unusual degree. His apparel was dirty and shabby in the extreme. The only furniture of the apartment was the broken chair on which he sat, a three-legged stool, and the straw bed, which rested directly upon the floor, with its ragged coverlet. He recognised Mr. Atherton immediately, and, though with evident confusion, attempted to rise and give him his hand. It was impossible—he was not drunk, but in that condition of mental stupidity and bodily weakness in which an inveterate drunkard rises from his unprofitable slumbers. “ Oh, Burley,” said Mr. Atherton, as he drew' his handkerchief from his pocket and turned towards the window to hide his emotion, “has it come to this!” Burley made no reply. A deep groan caused Mr. Atherton to turn 
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his eyes again upon the unhappy victim—the tears were stream- ing down the cheeks of this miserable drunkard, and he appeared to be convulsed with sorrow. These tears, however, were soon dried up, and the agitation as speedily subsided. They had not arisen from grave reflection, nor were they in any way connected with a resolution of amendment: they were merely the mechanical effects of that high nervous excitability for which the intemperate are so remarkable, and whose tears can no more he relied upon, as indications of deep-seated emotion in a rational being, than that plethoric hemorrhage to which they are occasionally subject, or that free perspiration to which they are particularly liable upon any sudden alarm. Mr. Atherton was soon satisfied that the cause was entirely hopeless. The cultivated mind of Burley was utterly gone. All pride, all self-respect, were entirely lost; for, when Mr. Ather- ton was about to depart, the poor degraded creature held out his hand and, in a whining voice, begged for a shilling. Mr. Atherton told him he would give many shillings and many pounds, if he could see him restored to himself. He took the poor wretch by the hand and replied, “ Burley, how it grieves me to the soul to be compelled to say that I dare not trust you, my old and early friend, with a shilling!” The besotted creature seemed to comprehend the suspicion of his friend and again he burst into tears. Mr. Atherton was a judicious and an honest man, and he did not conceive that he discharged his conscience by parting with his money. He endeavoured to study the necessities of the subject before he administered relief. He agreed with his host, Mr. Soder, that nothing could save this unhappy man but a compulsory process of abstinence, and that even this would be extremely doubtful. “ And how,” said Mr. Atherton, “ can such a process be appliedl” “It is very difficult to say,” replied Mr. Soder, “ the very best thing that could be done would bo to put him into the poor-house, but the little annuity which he draws twice a year, and drinks out in a fortnight, is in the way of such a measure, for the selectmen will not receive any subject who has the visible means of support; besides, Mr. Burley has been so respectable that they would be very unwill- ing to adopt such a measure unless the case were one of absolute necessity.” After much painful reflection Mr. Atherton was constrained to abandon this miserable man to his fate. He seemed to be absolutely brutalised and lost. Before his departure, he had requested Mr. Soder to consider poor Burley’s case, and, if any suggestion should present itself for the betterment of his con- dition, to draw on him at the South for any amount which he might find it necessary to employ. Day and night after his departure the mind of Mr. Atherton continued to be haunted by the disgusting image of his disfigured and degraded friend. There are no high places of safety, thought 
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Mr. Atherton, against the indiscriminate ravages of the insati- able destroyer. The hewer of wood and the drawer of water may be its victim to-day, and to-morrow the educated and the refined. At one moment, it prostrates the man of fallen for- tune, who dies of drunkenness and despair; at another; it strikes down the opulent in the midst of many friends. During a period of five years Mr. Atherton had received no information of Burley’s fate ; nor a line from Mr. Soder, not- withstanding his promise to communicate any information which might be of importance to this unhappy man. Mr. Atherton’s health had become so much improved that it no longer furnished any inducement for a journey into New Eng- land. When, therefore, at the expiration of this period, he again found himself approaching its shores, his motives were those exclusively of business. No considerations but those of pity could move him to make farther inquiries respecting Bur- ley. Mr. Atherton concluded, on the whole, that he must have fallen a victim to his incorrigible habits. He had endeavoured, unsuccessfully, however, to adopt, in relation to this old friend, the fashion of the Hebrews, who figuratively bury their apos- tates alive, and speak of them for ever after as numbered with the dead. His recollections of early days were like refluent billows, and his efforts to forget were as transient as frail marks upon the sand. He determined once more to visit the spot. He arrived in the evening, and alighting at the tavern, resolved, without any previous inquiry, as soon as he had taken a little refreshment, to repair alone to the dwelling in which he had found him last, to see the wretched man if alive, or to learn the circumstances of his death, if ho were no more. He reached the humble dwelling and tapped at the door;—it was opened by a young woman of respectable appearance, to whom Mr. Atherton put the question if Mr. Burley resided there? “No, sir,” was the reply, “my husband has lived here three years, or nearly so.” “ Pray,” said Mr. Atherton, “ is Mr. Thomas Burley living ?” “ Oh yes, sir,” she replied, “ he is alive and well: he passed by about two hours ago.” “ Will you be kind enough to inform me where he lives !” “ Right opposite.” “ Right opposite!” said Mr. Atherton, with evident surprise. “ Yes, sir,” replied the young woman, “ right opposite." At this moment a door opened at the end of the entry, and a young man came forward from a shoemaker’s shop, apparently attracted by their continued conversation. “ Husband,’’ s;jid the young woman, “ here is a gentleman who is inquiring after Mr. Burley.” “ Eight years ago,” said Mr. Atherton, addressing the husband, “ I inquired at this very door for the residence of Mr. Burley, and was told by a Mr. Soder that he lived right opposite. Five years ago, 1 applied over the way, and was informed again that he lived right oppo- site. And now, 1 receive the same answer from you. Pray, 
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sir, inform me, has Mr. Burley reformed ?” “ Oh yes, sir,” said the young man with a smile upon his countenance ; “ he could not do well otherwise, for he got no spirit. The case is just this : one of his chaps died of a fever, and the other was drowned ; and then he lost his annuity, and they put him in the poor-house. The old poor-house was burnt, and when old Mr. Soder died about three years ago, the town bought his big house right opposite to supply its place. Mr. Burley has been in just about tiiat time. He worked on the highways a short spell; but he is a college-learnt man, as perhaps you know, and he got to be so regular at last that a number of the first folks here, who wanted to have their children get more learning than common, persuaded the selectmen to let Mr. Burley teach a school. He has tried it about a year, and they think, if he can abstain from spirit, he will be able to come out and be respected. He fitted Squire Blaney’s son for college, and they say he was the best fitted of all that entered this year.” “ The shoemaker’s wife noticed that Mr. Atherton repeatedly applied his handker- chief to his eyes. “ Is Mr. Burley any kin to you, sir ?” said she. “ None at all,” said Mr. Atherton. “ I am as much re- joiced to hear this good news, however, as though he were.” He thanked the good people for their information, and returned to the inn, resolving to visit Burley on the morrow. The impression produced upon the mind of Mr. Atherton by this intelligence can scarcely be described. The warmth of his heart, and the fertility of his imagination, were immediately brought into vigorous action, and before he had reached the tavern, he had already devised a variety of plans for the advan- tage of poor Burley. The benevolence of Mr. Atherton sprang spontaneously from the natural soil of the heart. It was the benevolence of a cold-water man, and not likely to evaporate with the fumes of any unnatural stimulus employed for its production. As soon as he had entered his apartment at the inn, he sent for the host, and expressed a wish to have some little conversa- tion with him respecting a Mr. Burley who was an inmate of the village poor-house. The inn-holder, who was a remarkably civil man, observed, that he had not been long a resident in the town, and could not give him much information upon the subject, but that the selectmen were there in session in an adjoining room, and he had no doubt the chairman would be happy to step in and answer his questions, if he desired it, as soon as the meeting should be over. Mr. Atherton said he should be particularly obliged to him if he would. The inn- holder went out and soon returned with a message that the chairman would be happy to wait upon him in a short time. “ Mr. Burley’s case,” said the inn-holder, “ is rather remarkable.” “Yes, sir,’’ said Mr. Atherton, “his education, and property did not appear to indicate that he would come upon the town for support.” “ Why, as to that, sir,” the inn-holder replied, 
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(i I suppose that very rich and very learned men will sometimes hecome drunkards, and get into the poor-house, if they venture upon the dangerous experiment of taking spirit. 1 referred more particularly to Mr. Burley’s reformation. It has been a town-talk here for nearly two years.” At this moment the door opened and a person entered, about forty years of age, with a prepossessing and very intelligent countenance, whom the inn-holder announced as the chairman of the selectmen. After a short pause, “ I understand, sir,” said he, “ that you wish to ask some questions respecting Mr. Burley.” “ Yes, sir,” said Mr. Atherton. “ I feel no ordinary interest in his fate; he was an early friend of mine. I saw him about five years ago in a condition extremely miserable and degraded. I passed a night in your village at that time with a Mr. Seder, who appeared to take some interest in the fate of this poor man and promised to write me ; I understand the old gentleman is dead.” “.Yes, sir,” replied the chairman, “he has been dead rather more than three years. I presume your name is Ather- ton, sir, is it not ?” “It is,” said Mr. Atherton with some little indication of surprise. “ Mr. Soder,” rejoined the chair-' man, “ was my father, and he would have written you if he could have conveyed any information which would have given you pleasure. It was but yesterday morning that my mother, who is yet living, was remarking, as Mr. Burley walked by, that she wished Mr. Atherton could witness the extraordinary change in this poor man’s appearance. And I can assure you, sir, that it is not in his appearance only.” “ Mr. Soder,” said Mr. Atherton, taking him by the hand, “you cannot imagine the pleasure I receive from this intelligence.” “Oh, yes I can, sir,’’ said Mr. Soder, “ for I have heard my father and mother both speak of the kind interest which you took in this unhappy man. With your permission, Mr. Atherton, I will give you some account of all that has passed in relation to Mr. Burley since you was last in the village.” Mr. Atherton assured him that he should be truly obliged to him for the information. “I will just observe, in the outset,” said Mr. Soder, “that Mr. Burley was probably drunk for the first time in his life in this very room, and from that time he was constantly in the habit of carousing in this very spot, drinking and playing cards with old Colonel Cozey, and a few of the same stamp, until he had wasted his whole property. This house is, at present, a temperance tavern.” “ I thought so,” said Mr. Atherton, “from an observation of the host.” “ Yes, sir,” continued Mr. Soder, “ and an excellent house it is; the proprietor is a temperance man from principle, and not one of those who conceive that the friends of temperance are bound to support a wretched establishment, and pay first-rate charges for fourth-rate comforts and accom- modations, merely because the proprietor has resolved to sell no spirit. Old Cozey, the former landlord, died four years ago on a thanksgiving-day. At four o’clock in the afternoon, after a hearty 
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meal, he dropped the tankard from his hand, kicked over the table, and expired in a fit. I think it was about four years and a half ago that Mr. Burley lost his boys, and with them an annuity depending upon their lives. The loss of the an- nuity removed the only obstacle to his reception at the poor- house. My father said it was the only chance for him though a doubtful one. He was not posted as a common drunkard ; and his removal to the poor-house produced a considerable sen- sation in the village. An hundred acts of kindness and gener- osity were recalled which he had performed in better days. But there appeared to be no other course. He was found sound asleep not far from a grog-shop on a very cold night, and the next morning he awoke in the work-house. He was carried through the usual process of seasoning, as we call it.” “ Pray, sir,’’ said Mr. Atherton, what is that?” “ Why, sir,” rejoined the chairman, “ we give them no ardent spirit without any re- gard to their previous habits. They become extremely weak, and their countenances are expressive of the greatest human misery. They commonly believe they shall die ; but they are mistaken to a man. I have had the supervision of the town’s poor for several years, and although we have received drunkards of both sexes in every stage of the habit, and have adhered scrupulously to the system of total abstinence, we have not lost a subject, as we believe, in consequence of such a course. Such is the practice throughout the state, and such it has been in these establishments for many years, without any relation to the gen- eral temperance reform. Nothing could exceed the earnestness of Mr. Burley’s importunities for rum. He has told me since that he expected to die for the want of it; and that nothing could exceed the horrors which he then endured. He was cer- tainly the last man in whom I should have expected a reforma- tion. We treated him as we treated others; and in about a fortnight, when he began to recover his strength, which, by the way, is the common time, he was sent out with a gang of hands to work on the highway. He took his lot Very hardly. When any persons passed whom he had known he usually contrived to work with his back towards them. My father came home one day and said it would not be a miracle if Burley should reform, for he had stopped and conversed with him on the road, apart from the other hands, and that the poor man appeared exceedingly mortified at his past misconduct, and that his conversation gave evidence of a full possession of his understanding. Not long before the old poor-house was destroyed by fire he desired to speak to me alone. ‘ Mr. Soder,’ said he, ‘ 1 trust I am suffi- ciently humbled. I am sensible that J have brought my mis- fortunes and my disgrace upon my own head with my own hands, and if you have any disposition to do mo a great favour 1 will show you the way. Notwithstanding my degradation I am not so low, even in my own esteem, as not to be deeply sensible of my disgrace in being sent to labour on the highway. 
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I feel myself able, and I am more than willing, to teach a vil- lage school, or even to prepare lads for the University. Am I so entirely lost that nobody will trust me V He burst into an agony of tears. But I fear, Mr. Atherton,” said Mr. Soder, “ I fear I give you unnecessary pain.’’ “ Not at all, sir,’’ said the other as he wiped the tears from his eyes, “ you give me nothing but a melancholy pleasure.’’ “Well, sir,” continued the nar- rator, “ I was much moved by his appeal, and I told him he should not be so employed any more, and I would see what I could do for him. The first person to whom 1 spoke upon the subject was Squire Blaney of our village. ‘ Try him,’ said he, c I’ll send my son to him to-morrow. If Burley will keep sober and teach a school, there will not be his equal in the county.’ Nothing could surpass his grateful emotion when I communi- cated the success of my first application. ‘ I thought,’ said he, ‘ that I was alone in the world, but I find I am not. I did not expect this from Squire Blaney ; if there was a man in the vil- lage who disliked and despised me, I thought he was that man. How erringly we judge of one another ! Tell Mr. Blaney,’ said he, ‘ that I have forgotten many injuries in this world, but never a benefit, and that I will strive to show him, by my deal- ings with his son, how I estimate this act of kindness to a fallen man.’ Mr. Burley, said I, if you will only act as you talk the past will be forgotten. ‘ Then,’ said he, ‘ by the blessing of God it shall be forgotten. From that time to the present he has conducted himself in the most exemplary manner. He has constantly abstained from ardent spirit. He gave Mr. Blaney entire satisfaction in the preparation of his son for the Univer- sity, and has now about twenty scholars to whom he is entirely devoted. He is not in the poor-house except by his own wish. His apartments, indeed, are entirely distinct, and altogether neat and comfortable. We assent to his continuance, as he has ex- pressed an opinion, that although he does not think he should fall into temptation, he deems himself safer there for a time; and his services, in various ways, meet the expenses of his board and lodging. The compensation paid him for tuition, with the exception of his ordinary expenses, he scrupulously devotes to the payment of his debts. The very first debt which he dis- charged from these resources was a dram-seller’s score ; he ob- served that it was the first which he would have blotted from the books of his creditors, for it was the first which he desired to blot from his own recollection. He often speaks of you, Mr. Atherton, with great affection ; and I shall be happy to call for you in the morning, and you shall have an opportunity of judging for yourself.” Mr. Atherton expressed again the de- light he received from this account of Mr. Burley’s reformation; and soon after Mr. Soder had taken his leave he retired for the night. Agreeably to his promise, Mr. Soder called at an early hour upon the following morning, and proceeded with Mr. Atherton 
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to the poor-house. “ It is likely, sir,” said Mr. Soder, as they drew near, “ that Mr. Burley would be pleased to see you alone ; and I will show you into the overseer’s room and let him know of your arrival.” Mr. Atherton thanked him for his kindness, and was shown into the very parlour in which he had been re- ceived by Burley himself just eighfyears before. In a short time Mr. Burley entered the apartment. The two friends shook hands, and sat down by the side of each other, but neither could utter a syllable. The tear was in Atherton’s eye, but his features were lighted up by a smile of cordial satisfaction. He was evidently surprised and gratified by the appearance of his old friend. He was thin and pale, neatly dressed in a course suit of grey, and nothing remained to identify the miserable being whom Mr. Atherton had left five years before, utterly degraded and forlorn. Burley bit his lip, and struggled hard to suppress his emotion. He was the first to break silence. “ This is very kind in you,” said he, “ and I can truly say I have more joy to see you here, under these humiliating circumstances, than I had to see you in the same place eight years ago. I was then the master of this house ; by the blessing of God, I trust I am now the master of myself.” “ You are a rich man,” said Mr. Atherton, grasping him by the hand, “ for you have gotten wisdom, which is better than rubies.” Mr. Atherton urged his old friend to spend the residue of his days at the South, to make his house his future home, and to occupy his time in the instruction of youth as the preceptor of an academy. The good people of the village were extremely unwilling to part with a man who bid fair to be as useful in the last of his days, as he had been worse than useless in the begin- ning. It was finally settled, however, that Mr. Burley should accept the proposal of his friend, giving the parents of his pre- sent pupils six months notice of his intention. The residue of this narrative may be briefly recited. Air. Burley’s career, during the remaining six months, was perfectly consistent: and he gave entire satisfaction to his friends, who continued to increase in numbers till the period of his departure. It is now nine years since he became an inmate in the family of Mr. Atherton, and the principal of an academy in the town of . The case of Mr. Burley is one of the most im- pressive examples of the effects of total abstinence in breaking that fatal spell which can bend down the master-spirits of the age in the very dust of the earth. No graduated process, no- thing but a total abandonment could have wrought this signal reformation. No more forcible evidence can be supplied of the confidence reposed in Air. Burley by the friends of temperance than the fact, that two years ago he was requested to deliver an address before the temperance society in the town in which he resides. He accepted the invitation; and few who listened to his remarks 
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will ever forget them. He said that he was entirely willing to make a sacrifice of his own feelings for the sake of his fellow- man. He proceeded, though he was frequently interrupted by his own emotion, to give the history of his own fall and re- storation. There was not a dry eye in the assembly. Mr. Burley is still living" a consistent cold-water man. He has lived down an evil name; and however unworthy and degraded he may have been, he is now Right Opposite. 
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“ Do I not hear some one crying murder ?” said a stranger in a sailor’s garb, addressing an old Dutchman who sat smoking his pipe upon the stoop before his door, in an obscure part of the village of Still-Valley. The Dutchman slowly withdrew his pipe from his mouth, and when the volley of smoke which issued forth had sufficiently cleared away to enable him to obtain a fair view of the inquirer, “Yaw, mynheer.” he replied. “ I hear it again,” said the sailor ; “it grows louder; what can bo the meaning of it ?” “ Vy,” the old Dutchman replied,“ it ish no more nor no less dan dish here : Patrick M‘Fillagin vat lives in dat shmall house dere mit de gaple end ish a drubbing Matty M‘Fillagin his vrow. Patrick gets drunk, and Matty gets drunk, and just apout now, every day, he gives her a beat- ing, and she cries murder; dat ish all.” “ My friend,” said the stranger, “ that cry is occasioned by no common cause—there, don’t you hear that shriek ?—and now it is all still again. I should not wonder if it were murder in sober earnest.” “ Vary veil,’’ replied the Dutchman, who was in the act of restoring the pipe to his mouth, “ maype so.” The stranger expressed his intention of going immediately to ascertain the cause. “ Shtop,” cried the Dutchman, laying his hand upon the man’s arm, “ M'Fillagin, ven he ish in a shpree ish as crazy as a herring-buss in a gale mitout a rudder, and ye had better shtay away. But let me see, dere ish de poor poy, leetle Patrick. Poor lad, ven it blows too hard for him at home, he often makes a port under my shtoop here. Sometimes it ish late, ven his fader kick him out of door, and he come over after I goes to bed, and he lay just here all night, and I finds him curled up in de morning like a leetle tog. And den he ish so glad of a leetle biscuit and a salt herring, and he cries so pad ven I tells him he must go home. He ish a goot poy—I had a leetle poy once myself; just such a poy was my leetle Fritz, just such a poy is Patrick. ” The interest which he felt in the fate of little Patrick in- creased, as it obviously was, by his associated recollections of the child he had lost, completely overcame the old Dutchman’s phlegm, and he proceeded with the stranger to M‘Fillagin’s dwelling. All was stillness within. They called at the door, but received no reply. It was bolted on the inside. After knocking repeatedly in vain they were at length answered by a deep hollow groan. “ Here ish trouble,” said the Dutchman ; 
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and by the application of his powerful shoulder he soon burst open the door. An awfully loathsome scene presented itself to their view'. M‘Fillagin and his wife were both extended on the floor covered with blood; tables and chairs, bottles and glasses, were broken and scattered about the room. A brief inspection assured the visiters, that the woman was already dead; her skull was fractured, and she had received several stabs in the body. The man was just expiring, having cut his throat from ear to ear ; though speechless, he still held the bloody knife in his hand. “ Patrick, leetle Patrick!” exclaim- ed the Dutchman. All was silence. He then put his mouth to the dying man's ear, and exclaimed, in a voice of thunder, “ Have ye murdered de leetle chilt ?” The miserable victim of intemperance made a feeble motion of his head, to the right and left; and, with a slight convulsion, expired. The old man proceeded to look under the bed and in the closets, for tho little boy. Lighting a candle, he descended with the stranger into the cellar. “ Patrick, Patrick, poor leetle poy,” cried the old man with a winning gentleness of manner, utterly at variance with his uncommonly rough and inauspicious exterior; “ come out, leetle poy, here’s old friend Hazell come to take care of ye poor chilt!” A slight movement was heard in a corner of the cellar, and the poor terrified child was seen peering forth from the ash-hole whither he had fled for refuge from the do- mestic hurricane which had left him fatherless and motherless. Man’s imagination, under its highest pressure, could not produce a more moving example of helplessness and terror. This barefooted and ragged little urchin, whom misery had adopted for its own, looked warily from his place of refuge, and half recoiled at the sight of the stranger. The old Dutchman placed himself before the ash-hole, and endeavoured to coax him forth with that kind of winning importunity which is sometimes employed to seduce an oft-beaten dog from his covert. “ Come out, leetle Patrick,” said he, extending his hand in the most encouraging manner and twisting his weather-beaten features into a smile, “ don’t pe feared, leetle poy, it’s nopody but old Hazell.” Thus comforted and assured the poor child ventured forth, and drawing as closely as possible to the old Dutchman, he held fast by his garments with the nervous grasp of a drown- ing boy. Trembling and agonised with terror, he cried, in a whispering voice, “ You won’t let father kill me, will you?” “ No, my poy,” replied the old man as he wiped the tear' from his eye. “Won’t you let me live with you?’’ cried little Patrick in the most beseeching tone; “ I will do every thing you tell me ; oh, do let me go home with you, Mr. Hazell.” While he uttered this supplication he laid hold of the old man's hand and covered it with kisses and tears. This was too much for an old Dutchman’s heart. After a momentary effort to control his strong natural feelings, “ Mynheer,” said the old man, “ vat shall pe done mit dish poor leetle toad ?” “ It is a F 
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bad case,” said the stranger looking at his watch ; “ I should think it would be best to send for the coroner.” “ Vy, dat ish for do dead, vat goot vill de coroner do for dish leetle poy ? dat ish vat I say, mynheer.” The stranger was one of that numerous class who fly instantly to the rescue upon the cry of murder or of fire, and whose bene- volence is particularly active while the scene and the circum- stances of affliction are of a busy and stimulating character, but who have no taste for the subsequent detail, for the humble process of quietly balancing the final account of misery. He was therefore somewhat perplexed by the Dutchman’s practical interrogatory. After a short pause, he replied, “ Why, I sup- pose the neighbours will see that he is taken care of.” “ Yaw, mynheer,” rejoined the old man, “ but who ish de neighbours, as it ish written in de goot book ? If old Hazell vas so poor dat he could not py a salt herring, he vould send voord over de great pond, and he would find neighbours in Amsterdam, I var- rant. Now, mynheer, look at dish here ragged leetle poy ; ven he make up his* face and cry just like dat, if I had not put my leetle Fritz in de ground mit my own hand, I should say, sure it ish de same chilt.” Old Hazell patted little Patrick on the head, and bade him wipe his eyes; “ Pe a goot chilt,” said the old man, “ and I vill pe a kind father to ye, and I shall call ye Fritz after de poor poy vat I buried.” The little fellow cried louder for joy than he had cried for sorrow. The benevolence of the Scotch and the Irish has been contradistinguished by a pleasant writer, who affirms that a Scotchman will walk all over Aberdeen to serve a friend, to whom he would refuse a bawbee ; while an Irishman, upon a like occassion, will empty his pocket of its last farthing, though he will not go a mile. The philanthropy of the stranger was somewhat of the Irish character. He caught the contagion of the scene before him, and taking out his pocket-book, handed the Dutchman a two-dollar bill, to be employed, in any way he might think proper, for the boy’s advantage ; promising, at the same time, to call at the Dutchman’s house to inquire after the child’s welfare. Little Patrick, whom, from a respect for the old man’s wishes, we shall hereafter call by no other name than Fritz, was immediately removed to his new quarters. The rags, in which he had been so long enveloped, were thrown aside, and with a measure of sensibility, utterly at variance with the gen- eral appearanceof the outward man, the old Dutchman unlocked a particular trunk, and drew forth a complete suit of boy’s wear- ing apparel. “ Go into de chamber, my poy,” said he “ and put ’em on ; I hope ye vill pe as goot a chilt as de leetle fellow vat vore ’em last.” When he returned, clad in his new apparel, the old man’s recollections completely overpow'ered him; he took the child upon his knee, and seemed, as he wept over him, almost to realise that he held communion with his long-buried boy. 
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An inquest was held forthwith upon the bodies of Patrick M‘Fillagin and Matty his wife. It was an occasion of peculiar interest to the coroner. He kept the grog-shop four doors above M'Fillagin’s house, and ho deeply felt the loss of two such valuable customers. Old Hazell and the sailor appeared before the jury, and related the facts as they have already been recited ; but Mr. M‘Flaggon, the Irish coroner, persuaded the jury that they ought not to decide upon circumstantial evi- dence, and that it would be very wrong to hurt the poor peo- ple’s feelings after they were dead. Accordingly, they brought in a verdict of accidental death. “ Veil,” said Old Hazell, when he heard of the verdict, “ dat ish droll enough ; here ish M‘Fill- agin vat get drunk, and kill his wife, and cut his own throat, as sure as visky, and M‘Flaggon, vat sell de rum, say it ish accidental; veil, dat peats me and all de Dutch peside.” The horrible outrage which we have just now related, pro- duced no ordinary measure of excitement in the village of Still- Valley. There is something extremely romantic in this sim- ple appellation. When I entered this village for the first time in my life, through a cluster of tall hills, by which it is sur- rounded, I fancied the hamlet before me to be, of all places upon earth, the abode of peace. Still-Valley ! A more appro- priate name could not have been chosen for this sequestered spot! “ Pray, sir,” said I to an aged man, whom I met at the entrance of the village, “ do the habits of the people in this neighbourhood continue to justify the name which they have chosen for their valley 1” “ Why, as to that, sir,” he replied, “ since the late murder the temperance folks have been mak- ing something of a stir here, and one of the distilleries have stopped. For several years there have been commonly four at work in the valley.” “ Bless me !” I exclaimed, “ then it takes its name from the distilleries. I had fallen into an extraor- dinary mistake ; I thought it had obtained its title from the quietness of the spot.” The old man laughed' heartily at my simplicity, and assured me that I was altogether mistaken, and that he doubted if a population of fifteen hundred noisier people could be found in the commonwealth.' Midnight broils, broken heads, and bloody noses were as common in Still-Valley, as in any other village possessing equal facilities for intoxication, but the late atrocious murder of Patrick and Matty M‘Fillagin had produced an unusual sen- sation of horror, and prepared the way for the introduction of the temperance reform. With a population of not more than fifteen hundred inhabitants, this village contained four distil- leries, five taverns, and nine shops or stores at which ardent spirit might be obtained. The greater part of the villagers were as much addicted to the use of rum as if it were the natural beverage of God’s appointment. A man, in the opinion of the inhabitants of Still-Valley, would have been accounted under- witted or insane, who neglected so simple a remedy for nine F 2 
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out of ten of all those diseases that man is heir to. By these inhabitants, and their worthy ancestors through many genera- tions, it had been esteemed a perfect panacea for every malady within and without. For a weak stomach, or a sore shin, or unwelcome news, or a crying child, there was, in the opinion of this enlightened community, no remedy like rum. With- out this necessary stimulus the good-man could not go to mill, nor the good-wife hang on her kettle. These villagers could not conclude “ a trade” about a horse-cart or a heifer without a little rum. The lawyer, the minister, and the doctor could not plead, nor preach, nor prescribe without a little rum. If all the rum-jugs in Still-Valley had been the tutelary deities of the people they could not have been worshipped with a supe- rior measure of devotion. They were the objects of their first attention in the morning, and the last at night. A dead drunk- ard could not be committed to the place appointed for all liv- ing without a parade at the side of the coffin, which contained his remains, of that very poison which had brought him to his end, and the friends and relatives, in honour of the dead, drank a little of the poison which destroyed him. Rum was not only the appropriate beverage of the heavy-laden, but the oil of joy for the merry-hearted. He who gave way to his feelings, so far as to be fuddled, at a funeral of this description, might be considered as paying a practical tribute of sympathy and respect to the departed ; while, on the other hand, a wedding feast, conducted on principles of perfect sobriety, portended an insipid honey-moon, and an extremely stupid and monotonous career. At the period of the M‘Fillagin murder a proposition to pull down the meeting-house, and convert the burying- ground into a corn-field, would not have appeared a more outrageous at- tempt upon the liberties of the people, than the proposition of total abstinence from ardent spirit; contemplating, as it obvi- ously does, an abridgment of the liberty of being drunk. These villagers had proceeded, year after year, like the inhabitants of many other towns, in a career of perfect inconsistency. They had entered the temples of the Lord immemorially on the Sab- bath day, and the temples of Baal on every other day of the week. They regularly insulted the Majesty of Heaven on God’s holy day by offering their heartless prayers not to be led into temptation, while they were fearlessly throwing themselves in the way of it from Monday morning to Saturday night. From the first of January to the last of December, in every year, a considerable number of miserable beings, who, of course, had once been temperate men, descended into the drunkard’s grave; and as the drinkers were infatuated by their insatiable appetite for liquor, and the sellers were blinded by their reckless cupi- dity, the curse of intemperance appeared to be entailed, with all its horrible and loathsome retinue of evils, upon the village of Still-Valley. News of the M‘Fillagin murder flew from one end of the 
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valley to the other; it found its way into the village news- paper, accompanied with an invitation to the villagers to com- bine for the purpose of abolishing the use of ardent spirits. The incident of the little orphan boy, and the charitable regard to this unfortunate child exhibited “ by our worthy townsman,” Mr. Peter Hazell, were by no means forgotten. The citizens, friendly to the cause of temperance, were invited to assemble on a particular day, at the town-hall, for the. promotion of this laudable object. This invitation appears to have excited the indignation of a considerable number of the tipplers, toddy- makers, and toad-eaters of Still-Valley. They paraded with colours flying, and marching with the implements of their pro- fession to a neighbouring hill, they planted their standard, and bestowed upon the spot the title of Merry Mount; the very name given by Morton and his followers to Mount Wollaston in early times, and which appellation was afterwards changed by good old Governor Endicott to Mount Dagon. Here these ad- vocates of “ liberal principles” listened to an extempore oration upon liberty and equality from Tim Smith, the Mirabeau of the valley. Tim concluded by smashing two empty bottles to- gether, which was followed by three cheers from the whole company. Colonel Pandowdy, who was once a worthy farmer, but could not withstand the shock of military glory, and ruined himself by training and treating, offered sundry spirit-stirring resolutions, the last of which contained a proposal to spend the evening in a rational manner at M‘Flaggon’s shop. These reso- lutions were received with shouts of applause, and passed with acclamation. After passing the day in this praiseworthy manner, this in- teresting group, considerably augmented in the evening by journeymen and apprentices, and followed by a train of idle and curious persons, repaired to the sign of the I*ot of Ale, where the worthy M‘Flaggon, the man of the people, forewarned of their intention, stood ready to bid them welcome, having provided himself, for the occasion, with two supernumerary tapsters. The majority of this assembly, it cannot be denied, were more ready for rebellion, than for the exercise of their reasoning powers. M‘Flaggon himself, had no idea of the highly excited condition of his visiters. “ Three cheers for M'Flaggon, the friend of the rights of man,” cried Tim Smith, as the mob, for such it was, drew up in front of the rum-seller’s door. Three cheers were immediately given at the top of their lungs.” “ Gentlemen,” M‘Flaggon exclaimed, holding up both his hands in a supplicating manner, “ any thing which my shop contains is entirely at your service; but you know the stir that is get- ting up in the village on account of temperance, and I beg you to spare my ” “ Six cheers for temperance,” cried Peter Buckram, the drunken tailor, as he stood supporting himself by the fence over the way. The fancy took with every mem- 
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ber of the multitude, and six cheers hare been seldom delivered with greater energy by an equal number of men and boys. “ For heaven’s sake, gentlemen, have some regard for the repu- tation of my shop. Here, gentlemen, for ten years I have sold ardent spirit in peace ; I beseech you, gentlemen, to disperse ; to-morrow, all that my shop contains shall be at your service. Besides, gentlemen, Deacon Gill, who kept this stand, and sold the best of rum in this very shop for thirty years, is now on •his death-bed on the other side of the way. 1 pray you, gen- tlemen, to show some token of grateful respect for Deacon Gill.” “ Nine cheers for Deacon Gill,” cried old Crupper the harness- maker ; “ the first taste I ever got was from the deacon.” The action of the electric fluid was scarcely ever more instantaneous than the obstreperous response to this drunken appeal: how far it contributed to accelerate the worthy deacon’s exit we cannot say, but certain it is, that he faintly inquired the cause of the uproar, and being informed that it was occasioned by a drunken mob before his old stand, his mind appeared to wan- der, and he feebly cried, “ Lock up the till,” and expired. M‘Flaggon, foreseeing the impending confusion, instantly pro- ceeded to put up his shutters, preparatory to closing his shop. Colonel Pandowdy, who had no idea of being prevented from carrying his resolution into effect, of passing the evening in a rational manner at M‘Flaggon’s shop, immediately interposed. “ Mr. M‘Flaggon,” said he, stepping briskly within the door, “ twu gallons of whisky, if you please.” “ Colonel Pandowdy,” replied M‘Flaggon, “ your score is run up pretty well already, and I must see the money before 1 furnish the liquor. You have promised payment every day for the last three months.” ‘‘ You lie, you old rum-selling rascal,” cried the Colonel. IVPFlaggon attempted to expel his customer, and a scuffle ensued. Hence arose a scene of confusion without parallel in the history of grog-shops. In the very onset, a demijohn of old Jamaica, which had arrived that very afternoon from the city, for the special edification of old Madam Frizzle, the squire s widow, was capsised on top of the iron stove. The vessel was immediately broken, and the liquor in flames. Pandowdy and M‘Flaggon, rolling and writhing in single combat on the floor, were soaked and enveloped in an instant in five gallons of liquid fire. The crowd rushed in to save the precious contents of the remaining demijohns and barrels; but the flames had already fastened upon a quantity of flax and other combustible articles, and the destruction of the shop and its contents appeared to be in- evitable. The mingling cries of fire and murder had gone forth into the valley ; the village bell had sounded the alarm, and the Water-spout, for such was the imposing title of a little engine, somewhat exceedingthe size of acandle-box,soon came trundling along towards the scene of uproar. In the meantime M‘Flag- gon, who had succeeded in getting the upper-hand, was holding down Colonel Pandowdy in the midst of the burning Jamaica. 
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All tlioaglits of the destruction of his property appeared to he swept away before the hurricane of an Irishman’s wrath. At length two or three of the bystanders, who were less drank than the majority, exclaiming that it would be a shame to suffer the colonel to be killed by the coroner, rushed in, and tore the combatants asunder. They came forth literally enveloped in flame, and the engine, which had just begun to play, contri- buted its friendly relief by showering upon them the contents of a neighbouring goose-pond, from which it was supplied. The premises were entirely consumed; and the sheriff, who came to disperse the mob, finding an unusual collection of his customers together, availed himself of the occasion, and served a goodly number of writs and executions. The shameful occurences to which we have alluded were obviously calculated to give additional interest to the meeting of the friends of temperance, which had been appointed for the following day. The assembly was highly respectable in point of numbers, and comprised a very large proportion of the substantial inhabitants of the valley. It was a subject for sur- prise and regret to many, that neither the doctor, lawyer, nor clergyman was present at this interesting meeting. The Rev. Janus Syllabub was in the habit of shadowing forth his opin- ions upon a great variety of subjects in his ordinary discourses. Without any direct indication of the temperance reform, he had alluded to it very plainly upon more occasions than one. He was of opinion, that societies were needless, and that every individual should look to himself; that pledges were traps for the consciences of men ; and that a little, upon extraordinary occasions, might be taken with safety and propriety. He ex- cused himself for not attending the meeting, having been called to administer spiritual consolation to two of his parishioners, who were seriously injured at the late conflagration in mind, body, and estate. The lawyer, Mr. Grippit, candidly admitted that temperance was “ a good thing” but declared that he had not made up his mind entirely to total abstinence. He regretted that he could not attend, as he was engaged in getting ready for an arbitration of some matters in dispute between Colonel Pandowdy and Mr. M‘Flaggon. Doctor Manna had stated that he did not think ardent spirits hurtful, used in moderation, for Dr. Holy- oke took a little every day, and lived an hundred 3’ears. I)r. Manna excused himself for not attending the meeting, on ac- count of his necessaiy attendance on two of his patients, who were dangerously burnt at the late fire. Notwithstanding the absence of these important personages, the meeting was regularly organised, and the Temperance So- ciety of Still-Valley commenced its operations w'ith more than sixty subscribers to the pledge of total abstinence. A commit- tee was appointed to wait upon Parson S3’llabub, Squire Grippit, and Doctor Manna, requesting each of these dignitaries to ac- cept the presidency of the society ; but “ they all with one 



108 FRITZ IIAZELL. 
consent began to make excuse.’’ The office was finally con- ferred, by an unanimous vote, upon old Captain Hazell, who had surprised many of his neighbours by the excellent good sense of his speech in favour of the abandonment of spirituous liquor. Unrestrained by the presence of the clergyman, the doctor, and the squire, the plain common sense of the substan- tial citizens of the valley was delivered by a variety of speakers in the most frank and unembarrassed manner. Direct allusions were made to those awful and disgraceful exhibitions which had lately been presented in the village, and old Captain Hazell was called upon by the moderator to give an acconnt of the M‘Fillagin murder. This he performed in the most natural manner ; and when, at the conclusion, he pointed to a little boy in the gallery, and exclaimed, “ Dat ish de leetle poy dere, mit do grey jacket, dat ish all vat ish saved from de wreck,” all eyes and all hearts were gathered to the spot. The imperfect character of the old man’s English gave an additional attraction to the clear- headed and substantial remarks which it served to convey. Those two young men, in the north-east corner of the gallery, who were excited to mirth at the commencement, would pro- bably admit that they were willing and^ deeply-interested lis- teners at the close. “ Dere ish netting vat I loves more in de morning,” said Captain Hazell, “ dan a schnap of de old Hollands. I does no py ’em here ; it ish de real Schedam gineva vat I imports my- self from my old friends, Van Scromfen, Broders, and Company in Amsterdam. I have taken a leetle in de morning, and a leetle just afore I goes to bed, for forty years. Now, in dish goot cause, I am ready to give all up. ’Pon my voord, I am afeard to trink any more. Dish last week I gets a letter from Amsterdam vat tells me dat Rene Van Pelten, de burgomaster, as goot and as great a man as ever live after old Barneveldt de Stadtholder and General Washington, ish a poor old toad of a trunkard. If any pody say ‘ Captain Hazell, which ish to pe de first trunkard, you or Van Pelten V I would not dare to say it would pe de burgomaster. Poor Van Pelten ish gone on de rocks a total loss. I vill go right apout, and shteer no longer in de track of de burgomaster. My old fader vas vat you call a moderate trinker, and he die a goot old man at de great age of eighty, and in de use of all his faculties, enly he could not shtir a shtep for de gout for de last ten years. Very veil, my fader give de sugar at de bottom to my older broder, Jahn Hazell. Poor fellow ! he took de cursed dishtemper, and laid his young brown hair in de trunkard’s grave. Dish was a les- son to my fader ; he never gave me a trop in my chilthood, nor till I was free at twenty-five. ‘ Now,’ I says to myself, ‘ I am sixty-four ; it will not pe long before I gets to my second chilt- hood, and I shall pe in as much danger den as I vas in de first.’ Suppose I say, ‘1 vill take a leetle, and only upon extraordi- nary occasions j’ very veil, dat vill do, if de vind hold just so; 
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but as sure as visky I shall take a leetle more ven it isli blow- ing a leetle harder, and de more I takes de more extraordinary my occasions vill pe. Here ish an old man ; he take a leetle rum every day for sixty years—he feel very safe. But de time vill come ven he vill have netting else to do ; ven he cannot eat, and cannot see, and cannot hear; but he can schmell de vay to de pottle, and trink up de rum; and dat ish all he can do. Here ish de young man vat hate de name of a trunkard ; he take a leetle every day, and ven it ish hot and de scythe ish dull, he take a leetle more. De vife look sober, and bid him take care. ‘ Vat,’ he say, ‘ do you tink I vill pe a trunkard, and leave you and de leetle ones to de care of a cold voorld 1 dere ish no danger.’ Peter thought dere vas no danger; but Peter fell, and pride cometh pefore de fall. Vill dat young man go mit me now to de grave-yard ? I vill show him de grave of more dan von vat vas as sure as he, but who died a poor miserable sot, and vas buried in de trunkard’s grave, and left his children and vidow beggary and de broken heart. Now, de temperance folks say de trade in all dish here kind of poison ish morally wrong. Dat ish just vat I tinks myself. De rum- seller, he say, ‘No, it ish all right.’ For vy he say so? Be- cause his fader and his grandfader sell rum fifty year ago. His fader and grandfader were deacons, and chairmen of de select- men, and members of de Ginral Court, and it ish right to sell rum now pecause it was right den. Now, de vay from Am- sterdam to Oporto, in old times, vas close to de shore all round de coast of France ; now de vay ish right over de great pond, and outside de Pay of Piscay, and so on ; and it ish de right vay, though it vas not de vay of our faders. Your faders pay tribute to de moder country ; vas dat de right vay ? You say, ‘ No you preak de fetters, and set up for liberty. Dat ish de very ting ve vants to do now. Ve have peen slaves long enough, and ve vants to preak de fetters of shame. De rum-seller say he sell to temperate men, and never to trunkards. Vy, dat ish no more nor no less dan dish here; he sell plenty of rope, any pody may py as much vat he please, and hang himself mit his own hands; but ven he have hung himself and proken his neck once, de goot Christian trader vill not sell him anoder inch of de rope ; but de trader hold on to de traffic like Van Tromp to de Spanish galleons in sixteen bunder tirty-nine. ‘ If I no sell de rope,’ he say, ‘ some oder pody vill, and de man vill hang himself as sure as visky.’ Veil, vat of dat? Ish it right for me to sell dish man de rope to hang himself, peeause 1 knows dat dere ish anoder vat vill sell him de rope if I vill not ? If a poor toad pe killed mit a blunderbuss, ish de mur- derers less guilty pecause dere are twenty of ’em pull de string vat ish tied to de trigger, dan if von pull it alone ? But de trader say, some folk vill not preak dere necks mit de rope, dey vill only stretch dere necks, and strangle demselves a leetle, dat ish all. ‘ Ve cannot tell who vill preak his neck,’ say de 

F 5 



110 Fritz hazell. 
trader, ‘ and who vill not; derefore ve do not sell de rope to preak de neck of any particular pody.’ Veil, suppose dey doesn’t. Dere ish a pretty goot crop of trunkards every year ; just apout de same. De rum-seller put de seed in de ground, and in de right time he thrash out all de grain, and den do overseers pick up de chaff. De trunken paupers are made by de traders. Now, ish de man less guilty of de crime who fire his gun into a crowd and kill somepody, but he knows not who, dan de man vat fire and kill some oder man vat stand all alone ? Ish de trader less guilty who sell de rope mit his eyes shut, or mit his eyes open ? Let de trader go. Vat ish de goot of de ugly shtuff? De ploughman vants a leetle—dat ish droll enough. Dere vas old Vansittart, vat ploughed de sea for forty year, and never let a trop come apoard in his life. De traveller and de vaggoner must have a leetle. Dat ish more droll yet. Venever de prute trink a leetle vater, de man must have a leetle rum. De peast and de man are just de same, all but de soul; de pone, and de muscle, and de plood, and de nerve are just de same ; veil, den, ish it not enough to make a burgomaster shplit his sides mit laughter to see Matt Kelly, de postman, vat ish ever so many stone weight, put half a pint of rum into his stomach dat he may ride upon de pack of his lame mare vat gets notting but vater ? I pe ready, for von, to sign de pledge. It ish a goot leetle anchor, and vill keep many a poor fellow from going on to de preakers; and ven a man vill make all fast in dish vay, de poor vife and de leetle children may shleep in peace out of de reach of de trunken hurricane.” The old Dutchtnan sat down in the midst of applause. Though for many years he had been an inhabitant of the village, and was very generally respected and esteemed, no occasion before had called forth his mental powers in a similar manner. He struggled hard to excuse himself from the office of president, but the unanimous acclaim of the whole assembly left him no chance of escape. It was well known in the village that Captain Hazell had on hand a very considerable stock of Hollands for domestic use. Two of the dram-sellers in Still-Valley, either supposing the old man would sell it extremely- low, as he had joined the temperance society, or desirous of laying a trap for the old Dutchman, paid him a visit early the next morning. What was their astonishment, as they entered his premises, to see him engaged, with the aid of little Fritz, in pouring a tributary stream of the choicest geneva into the little creek in the rear of his dwelling ! They- caught the only apostrophe which he uttered : “ Tip it a leetle more my goot poy; vat vould my old friends, Van Scrompfen, Broders, and Company, say to see dere very best turned adrift in dish manner!” Runlet and Stopple, the dram-sellers, were so confounded at this irresistible evidence of the old gentleman’s consistency that they slunk away, unperceived, to ruminate at their leisure upon such an 
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unexpected example of principle prevailing over interest and appetite. The story flew over the village, and was very differently received by the friends of peace and good order on tlie one hand, and the lovers of rum and riot on the other. The former, to a man, were highly gratified by such an evidence of Captain HazelPs consistency, and the sacrifice of his personal interest, while it increased his individual respectability, was of no little service to the cause. On the other hand, Tim Smith circulated a report, and was by many supposed to believe it, that old Hazell was deranged, taking it for granted that no man would throw away a whole quarter-cask of Hollands in his right mind. The widow Frizzle lifted up her hands when sho received the intelligence, and exclaimed, “ Why could he not have made a present of it to poor M‘Flaggon who has lost his all ? It would have helped the poor man to set up again in his business. Besides, M‘Flaggon’s wife is Captain Hazell’s only relation in this, and, for aught I know, in any other country.” “ Why, madam,” said Dr. Manna, who had tapped the old lady twice already for the dropsy, “ perhaps you do not exactly understand the drift of these temperance folks: they hope to produce an entire abolition of ardent spirit.” “ Ha, ha, ha,” said this jolly widow, “I reckon it will not he in our time, doctor; ha, ha, ha.” “I think not, madam,” the doctor replied ; “ ‘ only as a medicine,’ however, is a part of the temperance pledge, and a sensible physician will be governed by circum- stances you know. Now, in your own case, Mrs. Frizzle, I do not hesitate to say that I consider a sustaining glass or two in the course of the day exceedingly palatable.” “Oil, Doctor Manna,” she replied, “you always understood my case from the begin- ning. I do believe I should not live a week without a little spirit. You know what a beautiful preacher Parson Syllabub is, doctor, and what a delightful sermon he gave us last Sabbath afternoon about Bonaparte and Lord Wellington: well, I can always understand him better when I brighten up my faculties with a little Jamaica. I told the parson so the other day. ‘ Why Mrs. Frizzle,’ says he in his pleasant chatty way—you know, doctor, he is not one of those gloomy ministers that are always talking about another world — ‘ why, madam,’ says he, ‘ I think I can always preach a little better after I take a comforting glass, and I am not surprised that you can hear a little better after doing the very same thing.’ That is just what he said, doctor, and that is what I call a liberal doctrine.” The doctor availed of the first pause to retire, assuring the old lady that he thought she might go six weeks pretty comfortably without tapping again. The cause of temperance made regular progress in the valley, and the president, in particular, displayed an uncommon zeal in its behalf, tempered with the soundest discretion. In little more than a twelvemonth the number of the society was five hundred and forty-three, and the manifold blessings which in- 
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variably follow in the train of this glorious reformation were already perceptible in every part of the village. More than two years had passed away since the M'Filligah murder. Fritz Hazell, as little Patrick was now universally called by the villagers, was nearly twelve years of age, and it was a matter of common remark in the village that a shoot of more promise seldom came from a stock so utterly worthless and depraved. But there were careful observers of cause and effect, who explained the seeming mystery upon very intelligible principles. They remembered the early days of Patrick M‘FilI- agin and Martha Buchanan. They were then industrious, tem- perate, and happy. The poor girl gave him all that she pos- sessed—her humble apportionment of worldly goods and a devoted heart. He had squandered the one and broken the other. But for several years after their marriage their dwelling was the home of a happy family, and they might still have been seated at their quiet fireside had not the unfortunate hus- band, and subsequently the wife herself, contracted that ruin- ous relish for spirituous liquor which turned their home into a hell, whose only outlet was the grave. They were naturally amiable, and the stock, though certainly depraved of late years, was by no means originally bad. Little Patrick was the early and the only fruit of their marriage. Captain Hazell had placed him at school, and he had acquired the reputation of an intelli- gent and amiable child. He was strongly attached to his bene- factor, and his principal amusements were the cultivation of a little garden at the rear of their dwelling, or, in the long winter evenings, listening to such tales of the ocean or the land as the old Dutchman was abundantly able and willing to relate. It was upon one of these occasions, when the loud roaring of a mid-winter tempest perfectly harmonised with the subject in hand, that the old man was engaged in reciting the story of his shipwreck in the good brigantine, the Haarlem, in the German Ocean, and he was as zealous in the narration as though he had not recounted every particular full twenty times before to the same untiring ears. He had already recited that part of the sad adventure in which nine of the crew who had broken into the’ spirit-room, to seek oblivion of all thought and care, sprang at once into the yawl and, instantly capsising, were hurried drunk into the presence of Almighty God. “ Poor Captain Wertz, vat I never shall forget,” said he with tears in his eyes, “ he hold on as long as he could; de old prig vas on her peam- ends and ve vas in de main-top, but de sea made a clean preach over us. Poor old Wertz, he vas vat dey call a temperate trinker ; Van Scrompfen, Broders & Co. always send down a demijohn of de very pest just afore de ship sail, for de captain’s particu- lar. Poor fellow ! he had de rheumatiz, and dat night vas cold as an iceperg. ‘ I must go,’ zaid he—‘ Hold on captain,’ zay l ; dove vas not a rope to lash de poor man to de rigging. ‘ No,’ he cry, ‘ I must go, Hazell.’ ‘ Hold on, captain,’ zay I to him. 



FRITZ HAZF.IX. 113 
1 link of de vife!’ De poor fellow, lie groan but he hold on. After a little he cry again, 4 Hazell, HazelP—1 vas de first mate den you know—' I am going; dere ish gold in de ceiling re- member.’ 4 Captain Wertz,’ zay I, 4 hold on ; tink of de tree leetle children ; hold on for dere sake, captain. ’ 4 Oh ! Hazell,’ he zay, and he hold on a leetle longer; but den come anoder great wave. 4 Hold on, captain,’ I cries—de sea roll by—I looks up and poor Wertz was gone !” Captain Hazell rose and took down his pipe, which was a well-known signal to Fritz that the story was ended ; and the little fellow was about to re- sume his amusing occupation, under the old Dutchman’s super- intendence, of rigging a pet frigate which he hoped to launch in the spring on the waters of the little creek. 44 Put it avay, my leetle poy, for de night and sit in de seat here py me.” Fritz did as he was bidden. The old man patted him on the head, and the little fellow looked up with a grateful and de- voted expression upon his best earthly friend. 44 Fritz, my chilt,” said the old man, 44 ven you come here you zay you vill be a goot poy if I vill pe your friend. Very veil, you has peen mit old Hazell more dan two year, and you has kept de voord. I vants no petter poy. Ven I had my fever de summer afore last, for sich a leetle chilt you vas a great comfort. Now, my poy, I am an old man, dat is plain enough. After a few more seed-time and harvest old Hazell vill lie town to rise no more only in de great day. Do not cry leetle poy. No pody knows ven it vill pe; and den de great Got vill pe de fader of de faderless. Vat I vants to zay ish no more nor no less dan dish here :— you must get ready for de time. You vill not pe a land-lupper. Ven I vas no pigger dan you ish now I had peen a voyage to de isle of France, capin-poy of de ship Gropstock, mit old Captain Vanderhausen. Come, cheer up my lad, you shall not go to sea dish shtormy night; but ven de shpring open may pe you vill like to see a leetle of de voorld. Vat you tink of a trip to Holland, ey, my poy 1 You vill see de great city of Amsterdam and all de grand grafts vat dey call canals; and de fine church of St. Catherine, and de Stadt-house, and a tousand sights dat vill make you shtare I’ll varrant.” Fritz tried to smile, but even the distant pros- pect of a separation from his old friend and protector entirely frustrated his endeavours. At length he admitted that he should like well enough to see all the fin§ sights if it could be done without leaving home. “ Ha, ha,” said the old man, 44 if ve could only pring over de great pond, de Stadt-house, and de statue of De Ruyter, and a few of de pig churches, de folks vould run a leetle vay to see ’em no toubt, but you have got to get de pread mit de sweat of de prow, my leetle man. Veil, veil, ven de shpring come ve vill see how it vill pe.” Before the winter had worn away repeated allusions to the subject left no doubt, in the mind of Fritz, that the old captain v«i,s in earnest, and as he was entirely ready to study the 
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wishes, and follow the counsel of his old friend, the little fellow's mind became gradually prepared for a separation. The spring came- at length ; and if any doubt of his destiny still lingered in the mincT of little Fritz, it was entirely dissi- pated when, upon the day after the captain returned from a journey to the city, he sent for Madam Twist the tailoress,and, placing before her some cloth and check which he had brought, with him, he addressed her as follows: “ I zay, my goot yoman, de poy vill vant half a tozen shirts of de check, jacket and, trowsers of de plue, and a coat, vat de sailors call a pea-jacket, of de shaggy cloth. Come, my poy, and pe measured.” Little Fritz obeyed. In a few days the clothes were finished, and Gouge, the joiner, had sent home a small sea-chest. In the pleasure of this new acquisition, Fritz had already blunted, in some degree, the sensibility which the prospect of a separa- tion had produced. Five hundred times already he had turned the key of his new eldest; and when, on the Sabbath before his departure, he dressed himself for church in his blue suit, and mounted his black riband and new glazed hat, which shone under the bright sun of a May-day morning like an election- cake, the idea of separation did not appear so very terrible as it had done some three months before. Even a youthful widow will sometimes derive a small measure of melancholy consola- tion from the becoming set and fashion of her weeds. Sabbath evening, the last which the old man and little Fritz were to pass together before his departure, was very profitably spent in giving him good counsel for his future way. “ Dere ish no von so young as you,” said the old man, “ vat put his name to de temperance pook ; I hope dere ish no von, ever so old, vat keep de pledge petter. Ven you gets to Amsterdam, pe sure to take de letter dat I put in de chest to Van Scromfen, Broders, and Company, de first ting as you gets ashore. Any podies vill show you de varehouse ven you shows dem de let- ter. Mind and take off your-hat, my poy, so soon dat you gets hide counting-room. Dere ish no fear put dey vill find you plenty of voyages. Dey vill make a man of you, Fritz, as dere faders afore ’em made a man of me. Van Scrompfen ish de portly gentleman mit de pig vig. All de broders vear de vigs, put Van Scrompfen vear de pigges.t vig of’em all. Don’t be fear'd if he look at you pretty sharp, dat ish his vay. Ven your fader and moder vere taken avay, dere vas a man, whom I never did see afore nor since, dat put in my hand two toilers to pe laid out for you, my chilt, as I might tink for your goot. He vas a kind-hearted sort of a pody, and he zay he vould come to see how you get on, put he never did. Now I have laid out de money in de pest vay I know’ how for your goot.” So saying, he took from a drawer a new Bible, firmly bound, and with a pair of strong clasps, lii the first page the old man had written with his own hand, “ Fritz Hazell. The gift of an un- known friend.” “Dere,” said he, “shticktodat goot pook, 
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and de Got of do faderless vill never forsake you, my poy. Ven I vas eighteen year old, I vas’ first mate of a fine ship. In five or six year, I hope to see you come home de mate of a vessel of four hunder ton. Till dat time 1 vants you to sail in de employ of Van Scrompfen, Broders, and Company. You vill write me venever you gets a goot chance. Now, my chilt, ve must pe up mit de lark ; let us say de prayer, and go to ped.” The next morning early they proceeded for the city. They arrived at the very last hour; the Triton’s topsails were already loosened to the wind, and the little fellow was scarely put on board before her anchor was up, a,nd she was standing down the harbour. The old man gave him a hearty shake by the hand. Neither trusted himself to utter a syllable to the other. Thus they parted ; old Hazell to return to his solitary home—Fritz to seek his fortune upon the wilderness of waters. Old Hazell confessed, upon his return .to the village, “ dat it vas hard to part mit so goot a leetle poy.” He had undoubtedly sacrificed his personal feelings to the boy’s welfare and worldly prosperity. On his return the old gentleman devoted himself, with un- tiring diligence, to the advancement of the temperance reform. He succeeeded in his efforts to procure a vote of the town, at the annual meeting, requesting the selectmen not to approbate any application for license to sell ardent spirit. T he rum- drinking and rum-selling party poured upon his head the whole torrent of their impotent wrath, in their customary manner upon such occasions, by electing him a hogreeve. The old Dutchman was a practical philosopher. He perfectly under- stood that an independent citizen who opposes the will and pleasure of those who are viciously inclined must expect their opposition, while he receives the approbation of the wise and good. When he was told of his election, he calmly remarked, “ Very veil, dat ish all right; you pring me every man dat vote to make old Hazell de hogreeve, and I vill show you all de men dat trinks rum, and all de men dat makes it, and sells it; dat ish all. I am too pusy mit de twodegged prutes dat gets drunk and vallows in de mire, to tink of dem dat goes on four.” Dur- ing the discussion at the tow-n-meeting, Dr. Manna, upon the solicitation of a large proportion of his patients among the ven- ders and partakers, offered a few ^well-balanced remarks, in which he admitted that temperance was “ a good thing” but that we should be cautious and discreet. He agreed that a drunkard was a public nuisance ; but he thought a little, now and then, not only harmless, but beneficial to labouring men and others. He begged leave to say that the Itev. Mr. Syllabub, who could not attend the meeting, as he was engaged at the funeral of farmer Drowthy, who had lately died of the liver- complaint, had authorised him to express his opinion that the friends of temperance were “ going too fast and too far.” Colo- 
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nel Noman, who, in a fit of intoxication, a few weeks before, had knocked out his wife’s front teeth with a'leg of mutton, rose and seconded the motion. The moderator informed him that the motion had been seconded already by a friend of temper- ance. “Well, then,” said Colonel Noman, “ I don’t want to second no such thing ; I meant to say I approved what the doc- tor said ; and I don't doubt, sir, there’s nine out of ten of the gentlemen present what’s of my mind. No true American what’s got the giniwine spirit in him will ever submit to have his liber- ties taken away in this here manner.” Law yer Grippit made a short speech, admirably adapted to offend neither party. After a short pause Captain Hazell rose, and the remembrance of his former success, when the temperance society was first organised, caused him to be greeted with loud applause. “ Mr. Moderator,” said the old man, “ it ish very true, I pe no toctor, nor minishter, nor colonel, nor lawyer, but I pe an old man vat has live and look apout in dish voorld of care and trouple for many year. Now, in de firsht place, I pe no toctor. My goot friend here, de toctor, he say dat artent shpirit pe peneficial to lapouring men and oders. Now, I say, I pe no toctor, put I has got seventy-five pretty goot toctor in my pocket.” Here the captain pulled out a printed paper and continued as follows:— “ I has just come from de city vere I has peen to ship for Am- sterdam de leetle poy vat I took home after de M’Fillagin mur- ter. Ven I vas in de city a friend of de goot cause gives me dish paper.” He then read the certificate of seventy-five physi- cians in the city of Boston, that ardent spirits are never neces- sary for persons in health, and often the cause of disease and death. “ Veil, den,” continued the captain, “here ish our goot friend von vay, and de seventy-five de toder vay. Who shall tecide ven de toctors dishagree?” Dr. Manna examined the paper and made a laboured and unintelligible explanation. The captain resumed : “ Mit such a poor old head as mine I cannot tell vat de toctor mean. He goes mit de seventy-five or he goes toder vay j he can say vich. For von, if I goes py de toctors I must go mit de seventy-five, and not mit von toctor vat ish all alone. I say I pe no minishter ; now, de toctor say dat de Rev. Parson Shillipup pe of de opinion dat ve go too fast and too far. Vat ish he fear’d apout ? Can ve go too fast and too far to savo our fellow-creatures from de untimely grave in dish voorld, and de judgment in de toder ? , How many more vifes and leetle chiltren shall pe made de town paupers pefore ve pegin again to put a shtop to de rum trade ? De great reform ish do cause of Got and vill pe likely to suffer apout as much from a leetle too much zeal as de first-rate man-of-war from a leetle too much vind in de topsail. I say 1 pe no colonel, and I pe pretty sure I has none of de shpirit in me; put vat ish all de talk apout taking avay de liperties of de people ? Ve vants to take avay de chains and fetters of shame. Ve vants to take avay none of your liperties, put dese vich 1 vill name: de liperty of getting 
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trunk; de liperty of apusing and murtering your vifes and de chiltren; de liperty of shpending your time like de putterfly, and your money like de protigal; de liperty of coming upon de town for support; dese here and a few oders are de liperties vat ve vants to take avay. I say I pe no lawyer; if I vas I vould make a speech vich should pe contrived like de vale boat vat vill row just as veil de von vay as de toder. Mr. Hazell sat down amidst loud peals of applause, and his motion Was sustained by a vote of three to one. After an uncommonly short and prosperous passage, the Tri- ton arrived at Amsterdam, and by the ship Jason, which left that port three days after the Triton’s arrival, Captain Hazell received the following letter :— 

“ Amsterdam, June 4, 18—. 
“ Honoured Father,—You always told me to call you father, and I hope I shall always behave like a dutiful child. We had a very pleasant voyage, and I handed your letter to Mr. Van Scrompfen, whom I knew directly by your description. I thought he looked proper cross, and he told me to wait. ' He went out and kept me waiting several hours. On his return he seemed very different. He looked very good-natured, and spoke very kindly. He promised to find me a good chance, and I am to sail to-morrow in the ship Jahn Schmidt for Sumatra. He inquired about your health several times, and asked how you were pleased with the last gin which they sent you. At first I was afraid to tell him the truth ; but I remembered what you had often said to me, and I told him of the temperance reform in America, and that you was president of the society, and felt obliged to throw the gin away. The old gentleman and all the brothers fell to laughing at a great rate. When it was over, the old gentleman went to a little glass and fixed his wig, and seemed to look as if he thought he had laughed more than he ought. He told me very kindly to be a good lad, and he would look after my welfare. Many years will pass, I am afraid, be- fore I shall get to be mate of a ship. The first officer of the Triton was very kind to me, and seeing that I was desirous of knowing something of navigation, he took a great deal of pains to teach me. He was a religious man ; the captain, I am afraid, was not. Now, dear father, I must leave off. It will be many years before I shall see you again; but I shall never get into my hammock without praying for you, and I trust God will hear the prayers of an orphan boy.—Your grateful son, 

“ Fritz Hazell. 
Notwithstanding the captain had taken great care that Fritz should have all the advantages of the village school, and was aware that he had the reputation of an uncommonly diligent and intelligent pupil, he was surprised at so well-written a letter. He showed it round the village with no ordinary feeling of plea- sure and pride, and ho brought it to bear upon the great cause 
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in which he was engaged. “ Dish leetle fellow,’' he would say, “ ish dat very prand dat I snatch from de purning.’’ The change of Van Scrompfen’s manner to little Fritz after returning to the counting-room, may be easily explained. Captain Hazell had earnestly requested his old friend and patron to take Fritz under his protection, and the wary Dutchman, resolving to act on prudent ground, was willing first to know more of him at head-quarters. In twenty minutes from the time when he left his warehouse. Van Scrompfen was on the quarter-deck of the Triton. “ Captain,” said the old gentle- man, “you have a capin-poy dat ish named Fritz Hazell.’’ “Ay, ay, sir,” said the captain, “ for the outward passage only, and 1 am happy to say it.” “ Vy, really,” said the old Dutchman, “ vat ish de matter mit de lad 1” “ Why, as to that,’’ replied the captain, “ I can only say he’s a disagreeable little whelp, and I’ve taken a distaste to him, that’s all. He’s a whining, praying, puritanical, cold-water dog; and if I’d suffered it, he’d have done nothing but read all the way from Boston light till we got to Amsterdam.” “ A smart lad to work too, Capt. Allen,” said Mr. Packard, the first mate, in a respectful manner. “ Why, that’s true,” said the captain ; “ but we can’t help our tastes ; 1 dislike the chap’s ways, and there’s an end on’t.” “ You say de poy love to read ; vat does he read ?” inquired Van Seromp- fen. “ It’s some cold-water book, I suppose,” answered Capt. Allen, laughing ; he’s at it from morning to night; but there’s Mr. Packard, who thinks better of the boy than I do; perhaps you may as well talk with him.” Mr. Packard, who had been below for a moment, was now coming aft from the forecastle with a volume in his hand; and advancing to Van Scrompfen, “ This is the boy’s book,” said he. The old Dutchman put on his spectacles; and opening the title-page, “ Vy,” he exclaimed, “ it ish de pestpook in de voorld.” Mr. Packard requested to know the object of the gentleman’s inquiries, and was frankly told that the boy came highly recommended from an old friend in New England, and that he desired to ascertain how far the recommendation would be confirmed by the captain of the ship. “ Well, then, sir,” said Mr. Packard, “if that is your object, the lad shall have justice from me :—He is one of the best lads I ever knew. Captain Allen, who is a first-rate sea- man of the old sort, would like the boy better if he could get him to curse and swear a little, and take his grog. The boy is not as strong as some boys. He was very sea-sick for the first ten days; and the captain thought he pretended to be sicker than he was, and made him scrape the deck, and thrashed him about rather roughly. He bore it as well as he could. He cried, but did not utter a word of complaint. I took the liberty to tell Captain Allen that I thought the boy did his best, and he then told him to turn in. The next day, when he was on deck, the captain seemed to feel that he had not made allowances enough for his youth and inexperience, and calling him aft 
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asked him how he felt, and offered him the remainder of his grog in the tumbler; the boy thanked him for his kindness, but said he had rather not take it. This the captain mistook for obstinacy; and calling him a sulky puppy, he threw the liquor in his face, and ordered him forward. He has never liked the boy since. I asked the lad, afterward, why he refused the captain’s grog ; and he told me he had signed the pledge of the temperance society. This made me feel more kindly to him, for I am a cold-water man myself. I know nothing against the boy, unless it is a sin in him to drink no spirit, say his prayers, and do his duty.” “Very goot,” said the Holland merchant ; and giving Mr. Packard a hearty shake of the hand, he made his way directly back to the counting-room, with such sentiments towardsFritz Hazell as were exhibited in that change of manner to which we have already referred. Days, weeks, months, and years had passed, and were pass- ing away, and Fritz Hazell had not yet compassed the object of his wishes ; it was still unattained. He seldom laid down in his hammock without saying to himself, “ When shall I realise the expectation of my best earthly friend, and be justified in presenting myself before him again ? When shall I be even the second or third mate of a ship of four hundred tons ?” Many letters were despatched to his friend and patron, and not unfrequently he received replies from Still-Valley, assuring him of the old gentleman’s continued interest, and of the great pleasure he enjoyed in obtaining the most favourable accounts of him from Van Scrompfen, Brothers, & Co. The old captain concluded almost every letter with “ an old man's voord, dat has sailed almost to de land’s end in dish life, dat de great pook ish de pest power-anchor in dish here voorld and in de tpder.” Not only his elders, but his superiors, had, upon several oc- casions, cheerfully received instruction in the science of navi- gation from Fritz Hazell. Nothing but his youth presented any obstacle to his advancement. On the 9th of April, 18—, as the Antwerp, an ludiaman of twelve hundred tons, was within four days’ sail of Canton with something more than a topsail breeze, the shout of “ A man Overboard!” stirred the drowsiest spirit into vigorous action. As soon as possible, but with the greatest difficulty, the ship was hove to. Before a boat could be gotten out she had run nearly two miles from the poor fellow. Every exertion was made for his preservation but in vain. He who, a moment before, was in the midst of life, was in death. The old ship gave her foresail once more to the wind, the boatswain’s song was at an end, and a natural solemnity prevailed. All hands having been piped upon deck the missing man was discovered to be Erick Peder- son, third mate of the ship. The next morning the captain sent for Fritz Hazell to come aft. “ What is your age?” said Cap- tain De Witt. “ Seventeen, last July, sir,” was the reply. “■ Rather young, to be sure,” said the captain; “you are third 
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mate of the Antwerp, Mr. Hazell; please to go to your duty, sir.” Fritz coloured to the very top of his forehead, made his bow, and obeyed. It may suffice to say, that in his depart* ment nothing was done but in due time and proper order. He gave entire satisfaction to old Captain _De Witt, who was no- toriously difficult to please; and his continuance in office, on the return voyage, was sufficient evidence that his appointment had as much to do with his merits as with the necessity of the case. The faithful discharge of his duty demanded no ordinary sacrifice of personal comfort. Fritz Hazell was naturally of an anxious temperament, painfully scrupulous in the execution of his trust; and, though free from all bodily disease, he had not that measure of strength, and that power of enduring fatigue, which are indispensable to every child of the ocean. His return- voyage, in the Antwerp, from Canton to Amsterdam, and that which he shortly after made from Amsterdam to New York, were the last which he ever performed. During his passage to Canton, in the Antwerp, an incident occured of sufficient interest to be incorporated with this brief history of Fritz Hazell’s career. There was, on board the Ant- werp, a sailor whose name was James or Thomas Rodney,—I have forgotten which : he shipped as a first-rate seaman, and he certainly deserved the name. He was even a good navigator, and had been first mate of two or three ships ; but he had been driven back upon the forecastle by that power which has over- thrown its millions—the power of strong drink. Free-drinking and free-thinking are frequently fellow-travellers upon the rail- road to ruin. Rodney was an intemperate man and a miserable infidel. Solitude has been said to lose a portion of its interest, unless we have one pleasant companion at least with whom we can discourse upon its charms. The same thing may be affirmed of infidelity. The pious and devout believer is happy in his own silent convictions. The infidel and the atheist are not happy in theirs. They derive no pleasure from their thoughts, but only from giving them utterance. Rodney was a man of good natural powers ; he was not an idiot, and therefore he was not an atheist; but his mind was untaught and untutored. He was an infidel; and, in comformity with the principle we have indicated, he was constantly exhibiting his frail and fantastical conceptions, or uttering ludicrous and irreverent quotationsTrom Scripture. He very soon conceived a dislike of Fritz Hazell, for though he was the youngest of the ship’s company Rodney found it impossible to excite a smile upon Hazell’s features, while the majority of the sailors were roaring with laughter at his jeers upon the subject of the Christian religion. Rodney nevertheless had a high respect for nautical knowledge, and Fritz rose in his esteem by setting him right in a good-natured way, when he had fallen into an error while making some observations respecting the azimuth compass. From that mo- 
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ment Rodney was less disposed to trouble him with his infidel doctrines, and while throwing out his taunts in the hearing of others he was less inclined to continue them whenever “ that boy,” as he used to call Hazell for the first month of the voy- age, became one of the group upon the forecastle. Fritz Hazell was notoriously a religious young man. After the regular services of the ship on the Sabbath day, he was in the habit of resorting to the u pest pook in de voorld,” as Van Scrompfen called it. He was a good reader, and generally collected a little auditory of eight or ten of the ship’s company. “ Give usanother chapter, Hazell,” was not an uncommon exclamation from some honest tar when the book was about to be closed for the night. It has been remarked by a keen observer of the human heart, that we are often more apt to indulge our hatred towards those whom we have injured, than towards those who have injured us. We very naturally dislike the continued exhibition before our eyes of one who eternally revives the recollection of our own injustice. We are irritated by his very presence and even by the sound of his name, and our unconsecrated feelings’are apt to break forth in the form of additional injury and insult. Rod- ney, who had taken a dislike to Hazell for the reason we have stated, had given vent to his displeasure from day to day with an increasing severity of manner for the first month of the passage; the very consciousness of the groundless character of his aversion towards this younger brother in itself supplied an abundant source of irritation. Upon one occasion the boatswain remarked that he believed the devil had got into the fore top- sail, for it had set illy ever since the ship had sailed. “ Perhaps,” said Rodney, putting a quid of tobacco into his mouth and looking sarcastically at Hazell, “ perhaps somebody can give us a lift with a spare prayer or two, to shake the old gentleman out ” All eyes were turned upon the young sailor who had been already the patient subject of several similar jeers through the day. At that moment, Rodney, who was splicing a rope, lost his jack-knife overboard and uttered an exclamation which we do not think proper to repeat, observing, with an air of vexa- tion, that he had always been an unlucky dog from his birth. “ Mr. Rodney,” said Fritz Hazell with an expression in which manliness and perfect good-nature were happily blended, “ here is a knife ; I have another in my chest, and if you will accept this it is at your service,” “ Thank you,” said Rodney, as he accepted the peace-offering of an innocent offender. Rodney finished the splice in silence, and when it wTas done he handed back the knife but Fritz requested him to keep it, with such an air of sincerity and hearty good-will, that he put it in his pocket. It was upon the same day that Fritz gained yet farther upon Rodney’s confidence by giving him that evidence of his knowledge upon a nautical point to which we have ad- verted. 
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That very evening, Rodney approached the young sailor ns he was standing alone upon the forecastle, and, after a short pause, accosted him as follows: “ Hazell, if I’m a little free now and then with my red rag I hope you won’t think I’ve a bad heart. Rodney was always an unlucky dog from his birth, bnt his bark is a good deal worse than his bite. If I’ve hurt your feelings aboard the Antwerp, my young friend, I’m sorry for it.” “ Mr. Rodney,” said Fritz, giving him his hand, “it’s very kind in you to say this ; I own I have been pained when- ever you have spoken lightly of a religion which I consider sacred, and which I should respect the less if it did not teach me. to forget and forgive.” “ Ah, Hazell,” exclaimed Rodney, “.I don’t knowthat you’ll credit it, after all you have heard me say at different times, but I have often declared, and I say so now, I would give a cargo of doubloons, if I had them, to believe as you and some other folks believe, and to be as happy as you and the\’ appear to be.” “ I am rejoiced to hear you say this, Mr. Rodney,” said Hazell, “ we are almost strangers, but I cannot help feeling a decided interest in your welfare. You surely believe there is a God ?” “ I do,” Rodney replied. “And do you not believe in the doctrines of the revelation ?” inquired Hazell. “ I wish I could,” said the other. “ You believe,” rejoined Hazell, “ that God is an object of worship and of prayer ?” “ Yes I do,” answered Rodney,” with evident embarrassment, “ but how hard it is to pray !” “ Do try, Mr. Rodney,” said Fritz, taking him eagerly by the hand; “ excuse the earnest- ness of one so much younger than yourself. God is more than willing to hear you. When we get into our hammocks to-night, let us both pray that he will forgive our sins and that he will help your unbelief.” Rodney was evidently affected by the in- terest which Hazell obviously felt on his account. He hastily brushed the tear from his eye when the boatswain’s whistle called them to their respective duties, and put an end to their extraordinary interview. The following day Rodney was so much more grave in his deportment than usual that his messmates, who missed their daily allowance of merriment, began to run him upon his re- markable solemnity. That very night Rodney and Hazell were destined, in the routine of duty, to be on deck together for the morning, or, as the landsmen would call it, the midnight watch. It was a splendid night, and under the light of the broad mid- way moon, the Antwerp, like a vast leviathan, seemed to be taking her pastime in the great wilderness of waves. She was sweeping forward at the rate of ten knots an hour, and the silence of midnight was interrupted only by the roar of the parting waters. “ Hazell,” said Rodney, as soon as they were alone, “ I am a sad dog. I did try, but it is easier to hand, reef, and steer of a stormy night than to say one’s prayers. “ I prayed for you,” said Hazell, “from the bottom of my heart, that you might be a happier man, and be brought to believe the 
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cheering truths of the gospel.” “ But how can any man be- lieve what he does not know V' exclaimed Rodney, with great earnestness of manner. “ Do you not believe that there is such a place as London V said Hazell. “ To be sure,” was the re- ply, “ for I have seen it with my own eyes.” “ Have you ever seen Pekin?” Hazell inquired. “I never have,” answered Rodney. “ But you believe there is such a place ?” “ To be sure,’’ was the reply. “ Now, Mr. Rodney,” said Fritz, in a quiet and modest way, “ in this very instance you must per- ceive that you firmly and fully believe that which you cannot know. Faith and knowledge are very different things. The Bible itself teaches us that faith is ‘ the evidence of things not seen.’ You and I, Mr. Rodney, went to sea long before we had studied navigation. On our first voyages we surley believed that we were on the way to our ports of destination. But when we were out of sight ofland we were entirely ignorantwhat course to steer—we knew not how to take an observation—yet we believed we were going right, though we knew nothing about it. We put our faith, our entire confidence, in the captain of the ship, but we refuse to go an inch with the Almighty with- out a sign. Suppose, Mr. Rodney, that every man aboard the Antwerp who is as ignorant as we both were once, should go aft to Captain De Witt to-morrow and tell him that he did not believe he was going to Canton because he did not know it! What would he think of them i And what must God think of us ? How humble must be our notions of Him, the Supreme Being, if we suppose his ways to be so much upon a level with our own that we can understand them all!” A long pause ensued. “ Hazel!,” said Rodney, “ for your years you are an excellent seaman; but I’ll tell you what, you’d make a better minister. Now, I confess I never thought so much upon the subject before in my whole life. I never read the Bible with any attention. My father was a good man, and not only read his Bible but gave his substance to the poor and to missionaries, and left his children little or nothing. His friends used to tell him that he ought to be more attentive to his property, but the old gentleman always quoted a text of scripture, and it is almost the only one that I can remember,—‘ Cast thy bread upon the waters, for thou shall find it after many days.’ For myself, I have never cared for money. I’ve given away my wages to those who seemed to need them more than I, and here I am, a poor unlucky dog as I always have been.” “ Mr. Rodney,” said Fritz, “ I have a Bible at your service, and if you will give me leave I will mark such chapters as I think will be useful to a person feeling as yon do towards God and the world.” Rodney acquiesced in the proposal. After pacing the deck together for some time in perfect silence, “ Mr. Rodney,” said Hazell, “ I think you will not be offended with me for saying that I be- lieve the Bible to be the word of God not more surely than I believe that you would be a happier man, and likely sooner to 
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become a religious one, if you would leave off spirit.” Rodney made no reply for several seconds. At length he exclaimed, clasping his hands together, “ Hazell, it has been my curse for nearly twenty years. I know it well. I have been trying for twelve years to lessen the quantity, but I have never been able to succeed. If it had not been for this bewitching and bewilder- ing poison, instead of being here upon the forecastle I should now be sleeping in my cabin the captain of an Indiaman.” This he uttered with the deepest emotion. “ Put your trust in God’s goodness and mercy, Mr. Rodney,” said Fritz Hazell with great earnestness, “ read his promises with a willing heart; try to be- lieve, and pray that you may be enabled to believe; lay the burthen of your sins at the foot of the cross; and, first of all, give up that habit, I entreat you, which is at war with all vital religion—the habit of drinking. You say you have been try- ing twelve years in vain to lessen your daily allowance. If the ship had sprung a leak, and there were six feet, of water in the hold, would you pump out three, and let her fill again, or pump her dry, and stop the leak once for all, Mr. Rodney ? If an enemy of superior force were bearing down while you were at anchor, would you cut your cable a little, or cut it off? De- pend upon it, Mr. Rodney, there is no security, but in the whole armour of a cold-water man. He who leaves himself the liberty of taking a little, now and then, leaves the nest-egg of destruc- tion.” This conversation had left a deep impression on the mind of Rodney. His heart was naturally generous and frank; and he took -the earliest occasion, the following day, to do abundant justice to the character of Fritz, and to express his regret for having said any thing to his disparagement. Fritz, on his' part, was not backward in performing his promise of the preceding evening ; and it soon became a source, though of daily diminishing surprise, to the ship’s company, to see Rodney the scoffer, spending a part of his leisure, day after day, sitting between decks upon his chest, and perusing the volume of eternal life. It would be a heavy tax upon the readers patience to lay before him a minute account of the many interesting confer- ences between Rodney and Hazell, which led, under the bles- sing of Heaven, to the entire reformation of an unhappy man. Hazell had drawn up an agreement, in the earlier part of tho voyage, by which nineteen of the ship’s company pledged themselves to abstain entirely from ardent spirit. It was with alight heart, and a quick step, that he went aft to inform the captain’s clerk that Rodney requested him to take notice that he would draw his grog no longer from that date. Ten years have gone by since the Antwerp crossed the ocean for Canton ; and the character of Captain Rodney, for that is his present title, has become thoroughly established as- a devout and penitent Christian, and an uncompromising cold-water 
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About a week before the ship’s arrival in Canton, when Fritz Hazell, upon a Sabbath evening, had finished reading two or three chapters in the Bible, to a far more numerous group than had gathered round him upon such occasions at the beginning of the voyage, a conversation arose among the crew upon the evils of intemperance. Several related such examples of crime and misery as had come to their knowledge, making together an awful aggregate of human wretchedness and depravity by sea and land. “ My friends,” said Rodney, after listening to the tales of others, “ I have been an eye-witness to the fatal effects of intemperance myself. I was born in New England, and I have some connections there still. About ten years ago, I was travelling on foot through a town in Massachusetts, and hear- ing a cry of murder, I hurried to the spot. The sound came from a small dwelling. Receiving no answer at the door, it was burst open, and I saw upon the floor a man weltering in his blood, and his wife, with her throat cut from ear to ear, lying at his side. They had been drinking, and the man was not quite dead, though he died while I was there.” “ Mr. Rod- ney,” said Fritz Hazell with evident agitation, “ what was the name of that town 1” “ I really cannot remember; I was never in it before,” ho replied, “ Did anv one go with you'to the house of these unhappy people ?” “ Yes,” replied Rodney, “ there wTas an old man, a foreigner I think, who went with me.” “ Was there a child in the house 1” “ There was a little boy; and 1 never shall forget his look of terror, when he clung to the old man, and begged him not to let his father kill him.” “ Did you not give some money to that old man, for the boy’s use?” “ I now recollect I did: I gave him a two-dollar bill; and I remember it more perfectly, because it was the last farthing I had, I had been up the country, to see my friends, before J went to sea again. But how could you know all these particu- lars?” Fritz sat, for a few seconds, with his hands before his features. The surrounding group looked on, in silent astonish- ment. At length he uncovered his face, which was bathed in tears, and exclaimed, “ How mysterious and how wise are the dealings of God ! I am that orphan boy. That excellent old man, to whom you gave your bounty, laid it out jn the purchase of this book; and wrote, as you here see, ‘ The gift of an un- known friend' In this very book, you have learned, I trust, a lesson of eternal wisdom.” Fritz opened the volume to the eleventh chapter of Ecclesiastes, and pointed to the first verse. Rodney read the passage aloud : “ Cast thy bread upon the waters, for thou shalt find it after many days," “How little you thought,” said Fritz Hazell, “ when you bestowed your two dollars upon an orphan boy, that you were purchasing the bread of eternal life!” The effect produced by this explanation was of the most solemn and impressive character. There was not a dry eye upon the forecastle. When it was intimated to Fritz, that he would be retained 
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in the capacity of third mate, for the homeward voyage, he went to Captain De Witt, and earnestly recommended Rodney, as better qualified ; but the captain would not change his arrange- ment. After an unusually short and prosperous passage, the Antwerp arrived in safety at Amsterdam ; and Fritz had the pleasure of receiving letters from old Captain Hazell; in which he stated, among other matters, that his health was not quite as good as it used to be; and expressed an earnest desire of seeing Fritz once more at home. ’ This wish entirely corresponding with the views and feelings of the young sailor, upon the recom- mendation of Captain De Witt, he readily obtained the situation of first mate of the brig Thetis, bound to Philadelphia. Before his departure, he represented the case of poor Rodney so strongly to Captain De Witt, and even to Van Scrompfen himself, that both of them expressed their willingness to advance his interest, should he be able to keep his resolution. Rodney proved faith- ful to his pledge; and De Witt and Van Scrompfen were not unmindful of their promise. In summing up the account to the period of Fritz Hazell’s final departure from Amsterdam, it must be confessed there was an item, of painful interest, not to be overlooked. The fatigue of a sea-life, and the weight of that responsibility which fell, in the present instance, upon an anxious spirit, were obviously impairing his health. Vair Scrompfen shook his head, w’hen Captain De Witt was commending the young man’s behaviour, and observed, “ De shword ish too sharp for de shcappord. I pe feared de sea-life vill never do.” Van Scrompfen was perfectly right. Upon the arrival of the Thetis in Philadelphia, after a boisterous passage, Fritz Hazell quitted her in a feeble state of health. He now took his passage for New England by land, and before his journey was half finished he had become already sensible of an obvious improve- ment in his spirits. A relief from his late care and responsibility, and the prospect of revisiting the scenes of his youth and his old friend and protector, were productive of the happiest effects. The stage-coach at length ascended the Holden Hills, and after an absence of nearly six years, Fritz Hazell beheld the smoke ascending from the house-tops of his native valley with an emotion easily understood by those who have caught the first view of the village spire after an absence of years, and utterly unintelligible to those who have not. The vehicle rolled so rapidly along that it had passed a few rods beyond the dwelling of old Hazell before the driver had stopped his horses. Fritz was out in an instant, and leaving his sea-chest by the road side, he turned back to the cottage. The window-shutters were closed. He tried the door; it was fastened, aud raising his eyes, he read, upon a small card, “ TAis house to be let: inquire of Mrs. iSulcey MlFlaggon, Administratrix, or Christopher Grippit, her attorney.” The tale was summarily told. His old patron was 
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dead. He returned to the place where his chest had been deposited. He sat down upon it and for a moment applied his handkerchief to his eyes. “ Poor old man !’? said he, “ perhaps he died alone ; I wish I could have been with him !” Attracted by the unusual circumstance of a passenger and his luggage left at the road-side, and especially by his unsuc- cessful attempts to get admittance at the empty cottage, a tall old man, with his sleeves rolled up and a leathern apron about Ins waist, came forth from a shoe-maker’s shop, and, after ob- serving the stranger for an instant, stepped over towards him. It was old Enoch Foster the shoe-maker. Fritz recollected him immediately. “ You don’t remember me,” said the young sailor, extending his hand. “ Yes I do, now that you speak,” said old Enoch, shaking him heartily by the hand; “ I had thought it must be you when I saw you go to the house. The old gentleman has gone. He talked a great deal about you in his last sickness. Whenever he got one of your letters he used to come over and read it to us with a great deal of pleasure. Come let me help you to take your chest over to our house. My wife will be rejoiced to see you.” Fritz accepted the offer, and as they were entering the door, “ Nabby,” cried the old man, “ come down, here is Fritz Hazell just come from sea !” “ You don’t say so !” replied a quick business-like voice from above, and, almost immediately after, a round button of a body came dumpling into the room, and seizing the young sailor by the hand, “ Why, Fritz Hazel!” said she, “ why, how have you altered! You have lost your good old friend. Ah, Fritz ! there have been strange doings in the valley since you went away.” “ When did Captain Hazell die, and of what distemper ?” in- quired Fritz. “ A little less than two months ago,” said Mrs. Foster. “ He died of lung fever. You know how much he al- ways disliked Sukey M‘Flaggon his neice; who, certainly, besides marrying M‘Flaggon, did all in her power to displease the old gentleman : well, only think of it, she is heir of all his property. They say he has left a very pretty estate here, be- side money in Holland. Lawyer Grippit says it is no such thing, and that the old man left very little. But you know, I dare say ; how was it ?” Fritz replied that he knew nothing of the amount, but that he had heard the captain had money at interest with Van Scrompfen, Brothers, & Co. of Amster- dam. “ Lawyer Grippit and Sukey M^lnggon,” said the shoe- maker’s wife, “ are going to be married.” “ M‘Flaggon is dead, then ?” said Hazell. “ Oh yes,” said old Enoch, “ I wonder you didn’t hear of it. He has been dead these three years. He became a sot; and Tim Smith—you remember Tim ?—he is now in the State’s prison for manslaughter ;—Tim killed him in a row.” “ She is full eleven years older than Lawyer Grippit,” said Mrs. Foster, “ and every body sees that he’s after old Captain Hazell’s property. Every body is talking about it, and strange stories are told. There’is old Mrs. Spook, 
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the deacon’s widow; she says she is sure that her husband told her one evening, when he came home later than usual, that he had been with Captain Hazell, who had been execut- ing a will, and that Squire Grippit and Dr. Manna witness- ed it with himself. But Lawyer Grippit frightened the old lady shamefully, and threatened to get the Grand Jury to sit upon her.” “ No, no, wife,” said her husband, “ to indict her, you mean.” “ Well, well, so it was,” rejoined Mrs. Foster; “ besides, the old lady was none of the wisest. However, the deacon is dead, and Doctor Manna is dead,-and if there’s any secret about it, it’s all locked up in the Squire’s bosom ; but ’twill all be known in the great day.” “ It’s a strange business,’’ said the old shoemaker, “ and it’s very hard to get at the truth. I hear a great many rumours, for the matter is talked over by every body ; and I take care to say as little about it as possi- ble.” Fritz listened attentively to the remarks of old Enoch and his wife, and in perfect silence, till he found himself alone with the husband. He then said to him, “ Mr. Foster, I have always had a respect for you, and I am sure you are a prudent man. I will therefore state to you, in confidence, what 1 know of this matter myself, and I shall probably have to ask your counsel and assistance. When Captain Hazell was dangerously sick in the summer of 18—, about seven years ago, I know he executed a will, or rather two copies. Mr. Grippit told him one was enough, but he would have it his own way, and said to the lawyer that one might be lost or mislaid. It was in tlys evening ; I was in bed in the same room, and I suppose they thought I was asleep. I heard the lawyer, Squire Grippit, ask the captain if he declared that paper to be his last will, and he said he did. I saw him sign it. I never knew the contents of it; but I saw the old deacon, Doctor Manna, and the Squire, write their names, as witnesses, to both papers. One the captain desired Mr. Grippit to keep; and what he did with the other I never knew till the evening before I sailed. That evening the captain said to me that he had made his will and put it away in a place which he would show me, that it might be found at his death. Of course I cannot say that it is there now, but if I could gain admittance to the house I could go directly to the spot.” “ The key is left with me,” said Mr. Foster, “ for the convenience of showing the house. What an awful sinner Lawyer Grippit must be !” he exclaimed, as he untied his apron and put on his coat and hat. “We shall want a light,” said Fritz Hazell. They proceeded to the old cottage. As they entered, Fritz paused to take a glance at the little room. The old Dutch clock stood in the corner ; it had run down, like its venerable master, and was now motionless and still. Enoch Foster locked the door on the inside and they descended to the cellar, and removing about ten inches of earth from the northerly corner they struck upon a hard substance. “ Here is the iron chest,” said Fritz. After considerable difficulty he found the spring. 
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Upon lifting the lid they beheld a mass of gold and silver coin which would have delighted the eyes of Christopher Grippit and Sukey M‘Flaggon. Fritz took up a sealed package and held it to the light. Old Enoch read over his shoulder, “ The last will and testament of Peter Hazell." “ Lord have mercy upon us,” exclaimed the old man, “ what a sinful world we live in !” They now held a short conversation. It was resolved to shut down the chest and replace the earth, and then, without any delay, to post off to the Judge of Probate, present the sealed package, and relate their perfectly intelligible story. It is high time to bring the history of Fritz Hazell to a close. The hymeneal hopes of Sukey M‘Flaggon, and her day dreams of riches, were grievously disappointed. The judge, having opened the will, and perceiving the well-known signature of Lawyer Grippit as a subscribing witness, was greatly shocked and surprised. He could account for Mr. Grippit’s constant averment, that he had never heard that old Hazell had ever made his will, only upon a presumption of a deep-laid scheme of fraud. Such was the fact. Grippit knew that he was the only surviving witness ; one copy of the will had been in his possession, which he destroyed ; the widow M‘Flaggon was sole heir at law ; and as the other copy was not forthcoming, after- waiting a month, he presumed it to be lost, or among the papers of the deceased. He then boldly proposed to Mrs. M‘Flaggon to claim administration of old Hazell’s estate, and to become the lady of Christopher Grippit. Thus, as her attorney, he had free access to the papers of the defunct, and not finding the other copy, after diligent search, he flattered himself that it was lost or destroyed. The report that old Peter Hazell’s will was found, and that Fritz had come home from sea, flew with the speed of the wind from one end of Still-Valley to the other. Grippit was sum- moned, as a subscribing witness, to prove the will; but he had passed beyond the reach of an earthly supoena. The crime which he had committed, no man better understood in its effects upon the perpetrator, and he resorted to suicide to avoid them. After some trifling legacies, and fifty pounds to Sukey M‘Flaggon, Captain Hazell left his whole estate “ to Patrick M‘Filligan, commonly called Fritz Hazell.” Fritz was now about eighteen years of age. He was con- vinced that he was not sufficiently robust to endure the fatigues of a seafaring life. The means of gratifying his love of study were now entirely at his command. He prepared for college, and entered at the age of twenty. We have seen already that the inclinations and the whole temperament of this young man were grave and reflective. He took orders when he was nearly six-and-twenty ; and, at the present time, supplies, to serious Christians, a stronger aliment than the congregation of Parson Syllabub could have digested some twelve years ago. About a year since, he had a visit from his old friend, Captain 
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Rodney ; and as they walked home together from church, “ I told you long ago,” said Rodney, “ though you were an excel- lent seaman, that you would make a better minister, and I find my words have proved true.” In the afternoon of that day, he complied with the request of Captain Rodney, and preached an old sermon, written with a particular reference to some of those incidents which gave so great an interest to their voyage in the Antwerp ; and it was with a feeling of deep sensibility that these old friends turned their eyes upon each other, when Par- son Hazell pronounced the memorable text, “ Cast thy bread upon the water?, for thou shall find it after many day».” 



WHAT A CURSE; 
OR, 

JOHNNY HODGES, THE BLACKSMITH. 

“ The doctor is a kind man,” said Johnny Hodges, addressing a person of respectable appearance, who was in the act of re- turning to his pocket-book a physician's bill, which the black- smith did not find it convenient to pay. “ The doctor is a kind man, a very kind man, and has earned his money, I dare say, and I don’t begrudge him a shilling of it all; but, for all that, I have not the means of paying his bill, nor any part of it just now.” “ Well, well,” said the collector, “ 1 shall be this way before long, and will call on you again.” Johnny Hodges thanked him for the indulgence, and pro- ceeded with his work, but the hammer swung heavily upon the anvil, and many a long sigh escaped before the job in hand was fairly turned off. Three or four times already the collector had paid a visit at the blacksmith’s shop, who was always ready to admit the justice of the claim, and that the doctor had been very kind and attentive, and had well earned his money ; but Johnny was always behind-hand ; and, though full of professions of gratitude to the good doctor, yet the doctor’s bill seemed not very likely to be paid. Familiarity, saith the proverb, breeds contempt. This old saw is not apt to work more roughly in any relation of life, than between the creditor, or the creditor’s agent, and the non-performing debtor. The pursuing party is apt to be- come importunate, and the pursued to grow gradually callous and indifferent. Upon the present occasion, however, the col- lector, who was a benevolent man, was extremely patient and forbearing. He had sufficient penetration to perceive that poor Johnny, for some cause or other, was always exceedingly mor- tified and pained by these repeated applications. It did not, however, escape the suspicion of the collector that there might be a certain secret cause for Johnny’s inability to pay the doc- tor’s bill. Intemperance is exhibited in a great variety of modifications. While some individuals are Speedily roused into violent and disorderly action, or hushed into slumber, and re- duced to the condition of a helpless and harmless mass; others, provided by nature with heads of iron and leathern skins, are equally intemperate, yet scarcely, for many years, present be- fore the world the slightest personal indication of their habitual indulgence. 
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Johnny Hodges was an excellent workman, and he had abundance of work. It was not easy to account for such an appropriation of his earnings as would leave him not enough for the payment of the doctor’s bill, upon any other supposi- tion than that of a wasteful and sinful employment of them for the purchase of strong drink. Johnny’s countenance, to be sure, was exceedingly pale and sallow ; but the pale-faced tippler is, ~by no means, an uncommon spectacle. On the other hand, Johnny was very industrious, constantly in his shop in work- ing hours, and always busily employed. After an interval of several weeks, the collector called again, and put the customary question, “ Well, Mr. Hodges, can you pay the doctor’s bill ?” Perhaps there Was something unusually hurried or importilnate, or Johnny So thought, in the manner of making the inquiry, Johnny was engaged in turning a shoe, and he hammered it entirely out of shape. He laid down his hammer and tohgs, and, for a few seconds, rested his cheek upon his hand. “ I don’t know how I can pay the doctor’s bill,” said Johnny Hodges. “ I’ve nothing here in the shop but my tools and a very little stock, and I’ve nothing at home but the remainder of our scanty furniture. I know the doc- tor’s bill ought to be paid, and if he will take it he shall be welcome to our cow, though I have five little children who live upon the milk.” “No, no, Hodges,” said the collector, “you are much mistaken if you suppose the doctor, who is a Christian and a kind-hearted man, would take your cow, or oppress you at all for the amount of his bill. But how is it that you, who have always so much work, have never any money.” “ Ah, sir,” said Johnny Hodges, while he wiped the perspiration from his face, for he was a hard-working man; “ Ah, sir,” said he, “ what a curse it is!—can nothing be done to put a stop to this intemperance? I hear a great deal of the efforts that are making, but still the rum business goes on. If it were not for the temptations to take strong drink, I should do well enough, and the s:ood doctor should not have sent twice for the amount of his bill. Very fevy of those who write and talk so much of intemperance know any thing of our trials and troubles.” “ I confess,” said the collector, “ that I have had my suspicions and fears before. Why do you not resolve that you will never touch another drop ? Go, Hodges, like a man, and put your name to the pledge, and pray God to enable you to keep it faithfully.” “ Why, as to that, sir,” said the blacksmith, “ the pledge will do me no good ; the difficulty doesn’t lie there. What a curse !—Is there no prospect of putting an end to in- temperance r “ To be sure there is,” replied the collector. “ If people will sign the pledge, and keep it too, there is no difficulty.” “ But suppose they will not sign the pledge,” re- joined Johnny Hodges, “ still, if rum were not so common as it Is, and so easily obtained, the temptation would be taken away.” “ That is all very true, but it is every man's duty to 
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do something for himself,” replied the collector. “ 1 advise you to sign the pledge as soon as possible.” “ Why, sir,” said the blacksmith, “ the difficulty doesn’t lie there, as I told you ; I signed the pledge long ago, and I have kept it well. 1 never was given to taking spirit in my life. My labour at the forge is pretty hard work, yet I take nothing stronger for drink than cold water.” “I am sorry that I misunderstood you,” replied the collector. “ But since you do not take spirit, and. your children, as you have led me to suppose, are of tender years, why are you so anxious for the suppression of intemper- ance.” “ Because,” said poor Johnny Hodges, after a pause, and with evident emotion, “ to tell you the plain truth, it has made my home a hell, my wife a drunkard, and my children beggars ! Poor things,” said he, as he brushed away the tears, “ they have no mother any more. The old cow that I offered you just now for the doctors debt—and I believe it would have broken their hearts to have parted with old Brindle—is more of a mother to them now than the woman who brought them into this world of trouble. I have little to feed old Brindle with, and the children are running here and there for a little swill and such matters to keep her alive. Even the smallest of these poor things will pick up a bunch of hay or a few scattered corn-stalks, and fetch it to her, and look on with delight to see her enjoy it. I have seen them all together, when their natural mother in a drunken spree has driven them out of doors, flying for refuge to the old cow, and lying beside her in the shed.— What a curse it is !” “ What will become of them and of me,” continued this broken-hearted man, “ I cannot tell. I sometimes fear that I shall lose my reason and be placed in the madhouse. Such is the thirst of this wretched woman for rum that she has re- peatedly taken my tools and carried them five or six miles and pawned or sold them for liquor. The day before yesterday l carried home a joint of meat for dinner. When I went home, tired and hungry, at the dinner hour, I found her drunk and asleep upon the floor. She had sold the joint of meat and spent the money in rum. It’s grievous to tell such matters to a stran- ger, but I can’t bear that you or the good doctor should think me ungrateful any longer. I never shall forget the doctor’s kindness to me two years ago when I had my dreadful fever, and if ever I can get so much money together he shall cer- tainly be paid. That fever was brought on partly by hard work, but the main-spring of the matter was in the mind. My wife was then getting very bad, and when she was in liquor her language was both indecent and profane, though, when we were married, there wasn’t a more modest girl in the parish. Just before my fever came on, in one of her fits of intemperance, she strolled away and was gone three days and three nights ; and to this hour I have never known where she was all that time. It almost broke my heart. The doctor always said 
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there was something upon my mind, but I never told him nor any one else the cause of my trouble till now. What a curse ! Don’t you think, sir, that something can be done to put an end to this terrible curse of intemperance ?” “ Your case is a very- hard one,” said the collector, after a solemn pause, “ and I wish I could point out a remedy. You need give yourself no un- easiness about the doctor’s bill, for I am sure he will think no more of it when I have told him your story. If it would not give you too much pain, and take up too much of your time, I should like to be informed a little more particularly of the commencement and progress of this habit in your wife which seems to have destroyed your domestic happiness.” Johnny Hodges wiped his brow and sat down upon a bench in his shop, and the collector took a seat by his side. “ Eight years ago,’’ said Johnny Hodges, “ come the first day of next month I was married. Polly Willson, that was her maiden name, was twenty-three, and I was four years older. I certainly thought it the best day's work I ever did, and I con- tinued of that mind for about five years. Since then Heaven knows I have had reason to think otherwise, for ever since trouble has been about my path and about my bed. About three years ago my wife took to drink. 1 cannot tell how it happened, but she always said herself that the first drop of gin she ever drank was upon a washing day, when an old Scotch •woman persuaded her. that it would keep the cold off her sto- mach. From that time the habit grew upon her very fast. She has told me an hundred times, in her sober moments, that she would give the world to leave it off, but that she could not for the life of her. So strong has been her desire to get liquor that nothing was safe from her grasp. She has sold her child- ren’s sabbath clothes and my own for rum. After I had gotten well of my fever I worked hard, and at one time had laid by nearly enough, as I supposed, to pay the doctor’s bill. One day I had received a dollar for work, and went to my drawer to add it to the rest; and—all was gone ! The drawer had been forced open. She knew that-1 had been saving the money to pay the doctor and the apothecary for their services during my fever ; she knew that my sickness had been produced by sleep- less nights and a broken heart on her account, yet she could not resist the temptation. She affirmed, in themost solemn manner, that she knew nothing about it; but two of the little children, in answer to my inquiry, told me that they had seen mammy break open the drawer and take out the money, and that she went directly over to the grocery, and, in about half an hour after she returned, went to sleep so soundly in her chair that they could not wake her up to get them a little supper. At that time I went to Mr. Calvin Leech, the grocer, and told him that I wondered, as he was a church member, how he could have the heart to ruin the peace of my family. He was very harsh, and told me that every man must take care of his own 
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wife, and that it was not his business to look after mine. I be- gan to think with Job that I would not live always. Strange fancies came into my head about that time, and I tried hard to think of some escape from such a world of sin and sorrow, but a kind and merciful God would not let me take my own wild way. I read my Bible; and the poor children kept all the while in my way smiling sweetly in my face and driving all evil thoughts from my mind. My oldest boy was then about seven. ‘Don't take on so, daddy,’the little fellow used to say when he found me shedding tears, ‘ don’t cry, daddy, I shall lie big enough to blow the bellows next year.’ I have tried to keep up for the sake of these poor children, and few would be better for their years if their mother did not teach some of them to curse and swear. They have the same bright look and gentle temper that my wife had when we w’ere married. There never was a milder temper than Polly’s before this curse fell upon the poor creature. Oh, sir, it is nothing but rum that has ruined our hopes of happiness in this world. How strange it is that nothing can be done to stay such a dreadful plague ?” The collector shook the poor blacksmith by the hand and bade him keep up his spirits as well as he could and put his trust in God’s providence. Promising to make him a friendly call in the course of a few days, he took his leave. This interview with the blacksmith had caused his visiter to contemplate the subject of the temperance reform somewhat in a novel point of view. The importunate and frequently re- peated interrogatory of Johnny Hodges, “ Cannot something be bone to put an end to the evils of intemperance ?” to most in- dividuals would appear to savour of gross ignorance in the in- quirer as to those amazing efforts which have already been made at home and abroad. But it must not be forgotten that poor Hodges was no tKeoriser in that department of domestic wretchedness which arises from intemperance. He was well aware that a prodigious effort had been made for the-purifica- tion of the world by voluntary associations adopting the pledge of total abstinence. He perfectly understood that all those who had subscribed such a pledge, and faithfully adhered to it, were safe from the effects of intemperance in their own persons. Yet this poor fellow cried aloud out of the very depths of his real misery, “ Cannot something be done to put an end to the evils of intemperance ?” His own bitter experience had taught him that there was one person who could never be pre- vailed upon to sign the pledge ; one, upon whose faithful exe- cution of her domestic duties his whole earthly happiness de- pended—the partner of his bosom—the mother of his children ; and she had become a loathsome and ungovernable drunkard. He rationally inferred, indeed he well knew the fact from his own observation upon the surrounding neighbourhood, that such an occurrence was not of an uncommon character. Intem- perate husbands, intemperate wives, and intemperate children 
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were all around him. Johnny Hodges was a man of good com- mon sense. He reasoned forward to the future from the past. He entertained no doubt that, notwithstanding the most ener- getic voluntary efforts of all the societies upon the face of the earth, drunkenness would certainly continue, in a greater or less degree, so long as the means of drunkenness were suffered to remain. The process of reasoning in Johnny’s mind may be very easily described. So long, thought he, as rum-sefling continues to be sanctioned by law, and grog-shops are legalised at every corner; so long as even deacons and church members distil rum and sell it, reducing the temperate drinker’s noble to the drunkard’s ninepence, and that ninepeUce to nothing and a jail; winning away the bread from the miserable tippler’s children, and causing the husband and wife to hate and abhor the very presence of each other, so long a very considerable number of persons, who will not sign the pledge, will be an- nually converted from temperate men and women into drunken vagabonds and paupers. The question is therefore reduced to this: Can no effectual measures be provided by law, to prevent a cold, calculating, mercenary body of men from trafficking any longer in broken hopes, broken hearts, and broken consti- tutions ; and to restrain, at least, deacons and church members, who pray to the Lord to lead them not into temptation, from laying snares along the highways and hedges of the land to entrap the feet of their fellow-creatures, and tempt their weaker brethren to their ruin ? A month or more had passed away before the collector’s business brought him again into the neighbourhood of the blacksmith’s shop. Johnny Hodges was at work as usual. He appeared dejected and care-worn. His visiter shook him by the hand, and told him that the doctor said he should consider him, as old Boerhaave used to say, one of his best patients, for God would be his paymaster. “ Never think of the debt any more, Johnny,” said the collector. k‘ The doctor has sent you his bill receipted, and he bade me tell you that if a little money would help you in your trouble, you should be heartily welcome to It.”'* “ Indeed,” said the blacksmith, “the doctor is a kind friend ; but I suppose nothing can be done to put an end to this curse ?” “ I fear there will not be at present, ’ said the collector : “ rum is the idol of the people. The friends of tem- perance have petitioned the legislature to pull this old idol down. Now, there are in that very body a great many members who love the idol dearly ; there are many who are sent thither expressly to keep the idol up. So you see that petitioning the 

* 1 have learned since the preparation of this tale, from the collec- tor himself, that Hodges expressed the liveliest gratitude for the doc- tor’s kindness in relinquishing his claim for professional services, but that he persisted in refusing to receive a five-dollar note which accom- panied the receipted bill. “God will reward the doctor lor all his kindness,” said the poor fellow,“ but I cannot take the money.” 
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legislature, such as it now is, to abolish the traffic in rum, is like petitioning the priests of Baal to pull down their false god. But you look pale and sad ; has any new trouble come upon you, or do you find the old one more grievous to bear V’ “Ah, sir,” said tins man of many woes, “ we have had trouble enough, new and old, since you were here last. Intemperance must be a selfish vice I am sure. About a fortnight ago my wife con- trived, while I was gone to the city to procure a few bars of iron, to sell our old cow to a drover ; and this woman, once so kind-hearted and thoughtful of her children, would see them starve rather than deprive herself of the means of intoxication. She has been in liquor every day since. But all this is nothing compared with our other late trial. Last Monday night I was obliged to be from home till a very late hour. I bad a promise from a neighbour to sit up at my house till my return to look after the children, and prevent the house from being set on fire. But the promise was forgotten. When I returned about eleven o’clock all was quiet. I struck a light, and finding my wife was in bed and sound asleep, I looked round for the children. The four older children I readily found, but little Peter, our infant about thirteen months old, I could find no where. After a careful search, I shook my wife by the shoulder to wake her up, that I might learn, if possible, what had become of the child. After some time, though evidently under the influence of liquor, I awakened this wretched woman, and made her understand me. She then made a sign that it was in the bed. I proceeded to examine, and found the poor suffering babe beneath her. She had pressed the life out of its little body. It was quite dead. It was but yesterday that I put it into the ground. If you can credit it, this miserable mother was so intoxicated that she could hot follow it to the grave. What can a poor man do with such a burthen as this ? The owner of the little tene- ment in which I have lived has given me notice to quit, because he says, and reasonably enough too, that the chance of my wife setting it on fire is growing greater every day. However, I feel that within me that promises a release before long from all this insufferable misery. But what will become of my poor child- dren !” Johnny sat down upon a bench, and burst into tears. His visiter, as we have said, was a kind-hearted man. “Sup- pose I should get some discreet person to talk with your wife,” said he. Johnny raised his eyes and his hands at the same mo- ment. “ Talk with her!” he replied, “ you may as w'ell talk with a whirlwind; the abuse which she poured on me this morning, for proposing to bring our good minister to talk with her, would have made your hair stand on end. No, I am heart-broken and undone for this world. I have no hope save in a better through the mercies of God.” The visiter took the poor man by the hand, and silently departed. He uttered not a word; he was satisfied that nothing could be said to abate the domestic misery of poor Johnny Hodges in the present 
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world ; and there was somethin" in his last words, and in (he tone in which they were uttered, which assured the visiter that Johnny’s unshaken confidence in the promises of Cod would not be disappointed in another. How entirely inadequate is the most finished delineations to set forth, in true relief, the actual sum total of such misery as this! How little conception have all those painted male and female butterflies and moths who stream along our public walks of a sunny morning, or flutter away their lives in our fashion- able saloons—how little conception have they of the real pres- sure of such practical wretchedness as this ! To the interroga- tory of poor Johnny Hodges, “ Can nothing he done to put an end to the evils of intemperance ?” what answer, here and here- after, do those individuals propose to offer who not only with- hold their names from the temperance pledge, but who light up their castles and call together the giddy and the gay of both sexes, and devote one apartment of their palaces, in the present condition of public sentiment, chastened and purified as it is, to the whisky punch howl! The summer had passed and the liarvest was over. About four months after the last interview, I heard, for the first time, the story of poor Johnny Hodges. Taking upon my tablets a par- ticular direction to his house and shop, 1 put on my surtout and set forth upon a clear cold November morning to pay the poor fellow a visit. It was not three miles from the city to his dwell- ing. By the special direction which I had received I readily identified the shop. The doors were closed, for it was a sharp frosty morning. I wished to see the poor fellow at his forge before I disclosed the object of my visit. I opened the door. He was not there. The bellows were still—the last spark had gone out in the forge—the hammer and tongs were thrown to- gether—Johnny’s apron was lying carelessly upon the bench— and the iron upon which he had been working lay cold upon the anvil. I turned towards the little dwelling. That also had been abandoned. A short conversation with an elderly man, who proved to be a neighbour, soon put my doubts and uncertainties at rest. The conclusion of this painful little his- tory may be told in a very few words. The wife, who, it ap- peal’s, notwithstanding her gross intemperance, retained no inconsiderable portion of personal comeliness when not abso- lutely drunk, had run off in company with a common soldier, abandoning her husband and children, about three months be- fore. Five days only before my visit, poor Johnny Hodges, having died of a broken heart, was committed to that peaceful grave where the wicked cease from troubling and where the weary are at rest. On the same day, four little children were received, after the funeral, as inmates of the poor-house. “ I have known, them well all their life-long,” said the old man from whom I obtained the information. “ The first four or five years of their married life there was not a likelier, nOr a 
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thriftier, nor a happier couple in the village. Hodges was at his forge early and late, and his wife was a pattern of neatness and industry. But the poor woman was just as much poisoned with rum as ever a man was with arsenic. It changed her na- ture until at last it rendered her a perfect nuisance. Every body speaks a kind word of poor Hodges, and every body says that his wife killed him and brought his children to the poor- house. This is a terrible curse to be sure. Pray, sir, ‘ Can't something be done to put an end to the evils of intemperance ?’ ” Such, thought I, was the inquiry of poor Johnny Hodges. How long can the intelligent legislatures of our country conscien- tiously permit this inquiry to pass without a satisfactory reply ? How many more wives shall be made the enemies of their own households—how many more children shall be made orphans—■ how many more temperate men shall be converted into drunken paupers before the power of the law shall be exerted to stay the plague ! In the present condition of the world, while the legislature throws its fostering arm around this cruel occupa- tion, how many there are who will have abundant cause to ex- claim, like poor Johnny Hodges, from the bottom of their souls, “ What a curse /” How many shall take as fair a departure for the voyage of life and make shipwreck of all their earthly hopes in a similar manner ! How many hearts, not guilty of presumptuous sins, but grateful for Heaven’s blessings, in some humble sphere, shall be turned, by such misery as this, into broken cisterns which can hold no earthly joy ! How many husbands of drunken wives—how many wives of drunken hus- bands—how many miserable children, flying in terror from the walking corpses of inebriated parents, shall cry aloud, like poor Johnny Hodges, in the language of despair, “ What a cuuse l” 



A WORD IN SEASON; 
OR, 

THE SAILOR’S WIDOW. 

The face of a beautiful child is an object of peculiar attraction when smiles and tears are striving for the mastery there. Mr. Selden’s attention was so completely arrested by this tery con- dition of things, exhibited on the countenance of little Arthur, a boy about seven years of age, that he put down the decanter which he held in his hand, and for a moment contemplated the features of this uncommonly interesting child with an expres- sion of delight and surprise. The consciousness that he had attracted the observation of his father prompted that smile which beamed upon the boy’s features when he encountered the inquiring glance of an affectionate parent, but the conflict was not yet over—the sunbeam had not yet dried up the shower. “ What is the matter with Arthur?” said Air. Selden to his amiable wife, who sat with her Bible in her hand waiting for the first stroke of the village bell. It was Sabbath day, and she was about to proceed with her children to the house of God. Air. Selden had ordered his horse and gig, and proposed to pass the morning in visiting his greenhouse in a neighbouring village. “ What is the matter with little Arthur?" said he, repeating the question as he again raised the brandy bottle from the side- board. “ I really cannot imagine, my dear,” replied Airs. Sel- den : “ go to papa, my child,” continued she, “ and tell him what is the matter.” The little fellow walked reluctantly to- ward his father. “ Come, tell me what makes you weep so, my son,” said his father, patting him gently on the head. “ Why, dear papa, I was thinking,” said the child in a trembling voice, “ I was thinking how we should all cry if you should die, dear papa, like poor Jemmy.” “ And pray, who was poor Jemmy ?” inquired Air. Selden. “ He Was a drunkard, dear papa,” replied little Arthur, as he continued to weep by his father’s knee. “ I should like to know,’’ said Air. Selden, evidently with ex- cited temper, and turning a glance of angry suspicion upon his wife as he put down the brandy bottle with some violence upon the table, “ I should like to know who has been giving this child his first lesson in impudence.” If the child’s remark had been altogether inapplicable to the parent’s condition it would have excited no unpleasant sensation in the mind of Air. Selden. It was manifestly otherwise. This gentleman’s habits had been, for sonic time, a source of disquietude to several of his friends. 
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Upon the present occasion little Arthur had most innocently unveiled the picture* and presented it, in full view, before his father’s face. The words of truth and soberness occasionally drop from the lips of these little ones with irresistible power. The seeds of common sense, cast into the natural soil, will often spring up and bear fruit before we are prepared to expect the harvest. Tears came into the eyes of Mrs. Selden—it was impossible for an affectionate wife to contemplate, even in imagination, the painful perspective of such a picture without sorrow. “ I know nothing of poor Jemmy’s story, my dear,’’ said she ; “ 1 have never heard of it before, and I have not the slightest idea that any person has instructed the child to say any thing offensive to your feelings.” “ Arthur, my son,” said Mr. Selden, evidently struggling to Suppress more than one emotion of his soul, “who is poor Jemmy, and who told you the story, my dear ? Let me know all about it.” “ Oh, no, dear papa,” said the child as he wiped the tears from his eyes, “ it is too long a story to tell you now, for the bell begins to ring. But Jemmy was the son of Mary Morrison the washer-woman. Mary told it last washing day to sister Nancy, and I stood by and heard it all. It will make you cry, father, l know it will. Old Robert, the coachman, heard it and he cried a great deal, though he pretended to be whistling and cleaning his harness : and he was angry with me because I peeped under his hat.’’ “ Well, well,’’ said his sister, a very pretty girl of sixteen who had just come into the room to go with her mother to church, and who had caught the last words ; “ well, well, master Arthur, I wonder who dreamed of Jemmy Morrison last night and cried about him in the morning !” “ And what if I did, sister Nancy V’ said Arthur ; “ when poor Mary told us the story .you cried as much as she did; and, mother, Nancy has written half a sheet of poetry about poor Jemmy Morrison, and wet the paper so with her tears that she could not write any more.” “ Come, my children,” said Mrs. Selden, “let us go. My dear,” continued she, turning to her husband, “ I suppose j)t>u will return from your ride before dinner.” “ I shall not ride this morning,” he replied, and, call- ing old Robert, he directed him to put up his horse. “ 1 will walk to church with you, Susan,” said Mr. Selden to his wife. “ Will you, my dear husband V’ she replied; “ I am truly re- joiced to hear you say so.” “ Only think of it,” whispered little Arthur to his sister in the entry, “ father is going to meet- ing!” Little Arthur was delighted to hold his father’s hand and walk by his side. For more than two years the members of this little family had not enjoyed the happiness of walking to God’s house in company together. The sermon was one of the Rev. Mr. ’s most admirable appeals to the consciences of impenitent men. Nothing occurred to lessen the edifying solemnity of the Sabbath, excepting the officious_efforts of little 
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Arthur to find the hymn for his father, whom he considered in some degree as a stranger at the head of his own pew. “ You cannot tell, my dear husband,” said Mrs. Selden, as they returned from church, “ how very happy you have made me by going with me this morning to the house of God instead of passing it in your greenhouse. Look, my dear, at those little ones,” continued this affectionate wife,” what are all the plants upon the earth, from the cedar to the hyssop—what are they to us compared with these ! Can we, consistently and rationally, devote our moments, few and fleeting as they are—and espe- cially can we devote the better part of God’s holy day to the care and cultivation of perishable shrubs, while we have these precious shoots immediately before us, which it is our peculiar duty so to nurture that they may be ready in that hour when God shall transplant them into Paradise !” These were words in season. Though he replied not, the mind of Mr. Selden had evidently been solemnised. They were not the only words in season which had sunk that day and settled in the softened heart. At the dinner hour the brandy bottle was placed upon the table as usual, but its contents remained untasted and untouch- ed. “ 0, mother,” cried little Arthur, when his father had left the room, ” I am so glad papa has not taken any brandy to-day ! 1 wish he could hear Mary Morrison tell about her poor Jemmy ; I am sure father would never take any more.” In the afternoon Mr. Selden again accompanied his family to the house of God. Though unusually silent through the day his countenance betokened a subdued and anxious spirit within. “ Should my husband,” thought Mrs. Selden, “ from this day renounce a habit which has filled us with sorrow and appre- hension, can we doubt that a kind and all-merciful God has put a word in season into the mouth of our little boy, and made him the unconscious minister of incalculable good to us all!” The tea service had scarcely been removed when little Arthur came running up stairs from the kitchen to announce that Mary Morrison was below. It was the habit, of this poor woman to step in of a Sabbath evening and pass half an hour with Mr. Selden’s domestics. “ Oh, dear father,” said little Arthur, “ do let Mary Morrison come up and tell the story of poor Jemmy.” “ Perhaps, my child,” said Mrs. Selden, “ your papa may not wish to hear it, and possibly it may embarrass poor Mary.” “ Let her come up, my dear, if site will,” said Mr. Selden ; “ we are quite alone, and I have heard so much of this famous story that 1 should like to hear the story itself.” Long before the last words had been uttered, Arthur, without waiting for any other commission, had rushed into the kitchen and begun to negotiate with Mary Morrison for the story of Jemmy. But his success was not equal to his zeal. This tale of sorrow could not be told by poor Mary without levying a tax upon tho heart. Though she had worked for several years in the Selden family, 
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little had been known of her private history saving that she was very industrious, very honest, and very poor. During the preceding week some casual association had renewed the recol- lection of her sorrows, and for the first time she had freely and feelingly related the story which had made such a forcible im- pression on the minds of Mr. Selden’s children. “ You must not expect a famous story, dear father,” said Nancy, “ even if Mary Morrison can be prevailed on to tell it.” “ Well, my dear,” said Mrs. Selden, “ 1 do not know that we can do better than listen to this tale of real misery ; go down and induce the poor woman to come up.” In a short time the children re- turned with Mary Morrison. Mr. Selden bade her sit down, as she would be weary before she had finished her story; and little Arthur’s services were not wanting in furnishing a chair. But some time elapsed before she could overcome her scruples and accept the proffered kindness. Mary Morrison was appar- ently about five-and-forty years of age. She had evidently been very pretty in her youth. Care had done more than time in rendering her less so, and her hair had become prematurely grey. She was tidily dressed in her Sabbath apparel. “Mary,” said Mrs. Selden, with great kindness of manner, “ Mr. Selden and myself do not wish to cause you unnecessary pain, but we have heard from our children such an interesting account of the loss of your son James, that we are very desirous of hearing the story from yourself, and we should be glad to hear some account of your husband also.” “ Why, ma’am,” said Mary Morrison, “ I will tell you and Mr. Selden the story as I told it to Miss Nancy the other day. My chief misfortune was the death of my poor Jemmy. I thought, when his father was lost, there could be no trouble in this world greater than that; but when I came to part with Jemmy, I was forced to grieve, not only for the poor boy’s death, but for the manner of it too. It well nigh broke my heart, but God has bound it up ; so that I am comforted in the hope of meeting my dear husband in a better world; and as for Jemmy, it will be known that the poor lad was not lost through any neglect of mine. “ My father and mother were very poor. They were indus- trious, and yet I do not think they were thrifty. Both my pa- rents were in the habit of taking spirit in the old-fashioned way. A great deal of all the little money they had went for rum, and a great deal of time was wasted in drinking it. Yet 1 am sure I never saw either of them “ the worse for liquor and in this respect, I have learned to know that they were very lucky. Whether it was owing to my father’s habit of drinking or not, I cannot say, but he was confined with rheumatism for the last four years of his life, and died so poor that my mother and her three children went to the poor-house. I was the oldest, and was bound out to a family that afterwards moved into the city. When I was sixteen I became acquainted with George Morri- 
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son. The lady with whom I lived, seeing that George and my- self were attached to each other, very kindly, but without my knowledge, made inquiries respecting him. 4 Mary,’ said she, one day to me, ‘ are you going to be married to George V I told her I thought of it. 4 Well,’ said she, 4 you can’t do bet- ter. 1 have taken pains to inquire, and 1 hear he is an honest worthy young man.’ We wTere married when I was eighteen, and he was twenty-five ; and, as far as I can judge, there was about as much happiness in the four years of our marriage, as many others are permitted to see in the course of a long life. When my heart rebels, and my tears begin to flow, I try to see God’s justice and mercy in this way. And if poor George had lived to witness the fate of our only child, it would surely have broken his heart, for there was nothing which he more thoroughly detested than intemperance. He often told me if he should be taken away before Jemmy grew up, and if the lad should be inclined to the sea, to warn him to avoid, in every port, a drunken sailor landlord, as he would shun the gates of hell and the chambers of death. These were the last words that poor George ever said to me the hour that he left me to go his last voyage.” Poor Mary put her handkerchief to her eyes, and little Arthur got off his father’s knee, and took his position by her side, “ At that time,” continued she, “ Jemmy was about two years and a half old, and he was a great comfort to me then. Many a stormy night I have rocked the child in his cradle, and sent up my poor prayers to the mariner’s God for my sailor boy. My husband was to be gone about eighteen months. Ten of them had worn wearily away, and I had received no informa- tion, excepting that the ship had arrived out, and that all hands were well. About a month from that time old Bob Lazell brought me a letter from George, and lightened my heart of its anxious burthen. He was well and happy, and in the course of six or eight weeks the ship was to sail on the return voyage. In the wildness of my joy I read the letter to little Jemmy, who had not yet learnt his letters. Seventeen months had gone by. Early one Sabbath morning a neighbour came in to inform me that my husband had returned, and that the Ajax was standing up the harbour. I left my little boy in charge of this kind friend, and ran to borrow a spy-glass ; it wTas so ; my hus- band had informed me before of the ship’s signals, and l distin- guished the white ball in the blue flag at the fore. I ran hastily home and put on my cloak and bonnet; for, though they laughed at me a little for my eagerness, I w'as not ashamed, after such a separation, to meet my dear husband half way at least. I soon saw the boat pulling for the wharf. It contained but half a dozen of the crew. I thought I saw my husband ; but I was mistaken ; I could not see clearly, for my eyes were so filled with tears of joy. In a few minutes they came upon the wharf. The first man was our neighbour, John Weston. 
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I shook hands with him ; he seemed desirous of avoiding me. ‘ How is George V said I. His lip quivered ; he could' not re- ply. ‘ Oh, my God !’ I exclaimed, and my next conscious mo- ment was upon my bed with a few kind friends around me. “ I soon learned that my poor George had been washed over- board in a gale, and was lost. Grievous as it was to learn these bitter tidings, I can now say, from the bottom of a broken heart, that it is happiness to think of a dear husband who died in the discharge of his duty, and lies beside some coral rock, with the sea-weed for his winding-sheet; while it is misery to turn my thoughts upon my poor Jemmy who lies in the drunk- ard’s grave. “ The neighbours were very kind to me ; and when John Weston brought my poor George’s sea-chest from the ship, he cried over it like a child. They were always great cronies from their cradles, and John’s wife and myself were frequently together, solacing our lonely hours by talking of our kind hus- bands. She opened the chest for me ; I had not the heart for it; and when she took out the toys and keepsakes which my husband was bringing home for Jemmy and me, she wept over them almost as freely as I did myself. “ In addition to this great affliction I had, from that time, a large share of bodily sickness. My little boy in his youth was a real blessing, and as he grew up there never was a more kind- hearted or dutiful child. My father, poor and humble as his condition was, had always been fond of reading. He had once been a teacher in the village school, and he had taken great pains to instruct me in reading, writing, and ciphering. This was of great use to me, as it enabled me to teach little Jemmy at least as much of these things as I knew myself. He took readily to his learning. When he was eight years old I sent him to the town school. His spirits were very great, and his temper was affectionate and confiding. 1 soon per- ceived that he was in danger from the example of bad boys. At ten I bound him out as an apprentice to a block and pump maker, a Mr. Stetson, who w'as an excellent man, but Jemmy thought he was too strict in his religious notions; and I thought so too at that time, though it is likely enough I was wrong. Mr. Stetson complained, and sometimes severely, as I thought at the time, if Jemmy was ever absent from church or family prayers. At seventeen he became entirely dissatisfied and bent upon going to sea. Against this I struggled with all my might for a long time. Finally, however, though he had promised not to go without my permission, yet as it was plain that his heart was deeply engaged in the plan, and as he was constantly telling me of one and another young man who had gone to sea and were making their way in the world, I gave my consent though with many tears. My poor boy obtained such a voyage as gave me reason to expect his return in about a year. Mr. Stetson did not object to the proposal; he told me that he 
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thought James was an amiable and capable young man, but as he disliked his business, it might, perhaps, be as well for him to change it for some other. I have no doubt that he gave my poor boy excellent advice the night before he sailed ; but James never liked Mr. Stetson, and when I asked him what his old master had said to him, he only replied that he had preached him a long sermon. “ I fitted him for sea in the best manner I could, and put every little thing that I thought would be useful to him in the sea-chest that had been his poor father’s.” “ Mary,” said Mrs. Selden, u did you put a Bible into it ?” Mary Morrison sobbed bitterly. “ No, madam,” said she, “ and I have thoughtof it since a thousand times. Not more than an hour after the ship had sailed Mr. Stetson came over to our house with a Bible in his hand, and told me that he had given it to James the night before, but that he had forgotten to take it away. James was always honourable, and would not have done a mean action for his right hand I am sure ; but I am afraid he did not read his Bible so much as some other boys.” “ Well, Mary,” said Mrs. Selden, “ I did not mean to interrupt you in your story.” “ I hope,” continued the poor woman, “ that God will forgive me if I omitted to instruct poor Jemmy in those great truths, and to rely upon those holy promises which have since comfort- ed my poor heart in many a sorrowful hour. My own parents, though they were generally kind to all their children, were not strict at all in relation to the observance of the Sabbath. The Bible was seldom read in our family, and the first time that I ever listened to family prayer was in the house of good old Madam Burwell, to whom 1 was bound out by the overseers. During my stay with her, the Scriptures were read, morning and evening. My husband was not much given to such things; and I was so happy in my marriage that I fear I did not think as deeply and as gratefully as I ought, that it was the Lord who gave, until I was taught to know, in my days and nights of bitterness, that it was the Lord who taketh away. I had brought up my hoy to be strictly honest in his dealings, to spurn a mean action, to bear his misfortunes like a man, to be strictly moral in all his conduct, and, especially, to avoid every thing that might lead him into intemperate habits. After the last of my great misfortunes my old mistress, Madam Burwell, who, short- ly after my marriage, had moved back into her native village, came down on purpose to see me. She remained a week in the city, and came daily to visit me. She taught me once more to open my Bible, and she prayed with me till my heart was greatly relieved. ‘ Poor child,' the good old lady used to say, ‘ one tells you that time will bring relief, and another bids you bear your calamities, with fortitude, and a third advises you to go into the world, and forget them there. Miserable comforters are they all. The help of man is a poor broken reed ; there is no help but this one,’ said the old lady, holding the Bible be- 
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fore me. e I have been young, and now am old: yet have I not seen the righteous forsaken, nor his seed begging bread' Upon the second visit that this excellent old lady made to my humble dwelling, after I had buried my poor Jemmy, she found me trying to read my Bible, but probably my counte- nance was full of anxiety, and showed her the inward workings of a restless soul. 1 Poor child,’ said she again, ‘ your spirit is fluttering about like the weary dove over the yet unsettled Avaters; let me find a resting-place for you,’ said she, as she took the book into her own hands. She turned over the leaves like any minister, and read to me for an hour or more. It seemed as though God had softened the furrows of my hard' heart to receive the seed. From that hour my burthen has been greatly lightened. ‘ Go daily to this well,’ said my kind friend, ‘ for the waters of comfort. Bethesda’s Well is never dry.’ From that time I have never ceased to read my Bible, and I rejoice that my Redeemer liveth. How I wish,” said Mary Morrison, as she sobbed aloud, “ that I had led my poor Jemmy to the same fountain when he was young !” “ Don’t cry any more, Mary,” said little Arthur as he kissed her hand. “ I am afraid that we have caused you too much pain already, my poor woman,” said Mr. Selden, upon whom the story had evidently produced a deep impression. “ God is just though he is merciful, sir,’’ replied Mary Morrison, “ and we none of us suffer more than we deserve. Perhaps I have trespassed upon your patience.” “ Oh, no, Mary,’’ said Arthur, “ it makes me cry, but I should like to hear it again, I am sure I should.” “ My boy,” continued Mary, “ instead of one, had been gone full three years, during which I received only two letters, though he told me, upon his final return, that he had written several which never came to hand. In the first, which I re- ceived about seven months after his departure, he sent me an order on the owners for a portion of his wages. About three years after he went to sea I heard a report that he had left the merchant service and shipped on board a British man-of-war. This news gave me a great deal of sorrow. John Weston, who, during this period had been several voyages to different parts of * t■. the world, had never met my son, though, after careful inquiry, he occasionally heard of him in different ports. Five years and two months had passed away and I thought I should never see Jemmy again. But the neighbours kept up my spirits, and made me hope that he might yet return and be a comfort to me for the rest of my days. One day, as 1 sat knitting alone, the door opened, and who should come in but Jemmy himself? At the first glance I did not know him ; but the moment he spoke I knew him by his voice. He had let his hair and whiskers grow veiy long, but I should have known him for all that. ‘ Dear Jemmy,’ said I as I threw my arms about his neck, ‘ what has been the matter with you ?’ He could scarcely re- 
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ply ; even then, though it was early in the day, he was under the influence of liquor. His breath was strong of brandy. I looked upon the face of ray poor lad and 1 saw how it was. He was then only two-and-twenty, and he seemed forty years at least. I was greatly shocked, as you may suppose, to find in one who, as 1 thought, would have proved the staff of my old age such a poor broken reed. It would have soothed my spirits to have thought that his intoxication was accidental, or that it had been produced by a little excess upon his first arri- val, but every thing about this poor misguided boy told too plainly the story of his evil habit. There was never a clearer skin when he went away; it was my delight to look upon his ruddy cheek. His colour was all gone and there was a sickly paleness in its stead. He had the stoop of an old man; and the bright eye of my poor boy, that used to. look upon me so fondly, was dreadfully bloodshot and sunken. It was an awful change. Bad as it was, I still felt that the poor lad was my own child. He was. too much under the influence of liquor to give any clear answers to my inquiries. I helped him on to the bed. ‘ My dear boy,’ said I, ‘ I will make you a dish of tea and may be you’ll feel better.’ ‘ No, mother,’ he replied in a broken voice, ‘ give me a little rum.’ ‘ Oh, my God,’ I exclaimed, ‘ have I been waiting five weariesome years and only for this !’ This impatient exclamation, which I uttered aloud, seemed to rouse him from his lethargy. He raised himself half way upon his bed. ‘ Mother,’ he exclaimed in the same hollow and feeble tone, ‘ don’t fret about it now. It can’t be helped. I’m a poor dbg. I've just come home to die, and you may speak for the coffin as soon as you’re a mind to.’ I sat down and buried my face in my hands, and wept for half an hour in perfect silence. When I raised my eyes he was sound asleep. The next day he was seized with a raging fever. The doctor said he had caught a violent cold, but that intemperance had ruined his constitution ; and that he had, at that time, evident marks of consumption. He was delirious during the fever, and raved a great deal about drunken landlords that had cheated him and broken his poor mother’s heart. After the fever left him he fell into a consumption which rapidly wasted him away. On the fifty-ninth day after his return I closed the eyes of my poor Jemmy, and the next day I laid him and all my broken hopes for this world in the silent grave. I cut away a single lock of his long dark hair, and of all that I loved so dearly this alone is left to me now.” Mr. and Mrs. Selden were deeply affected by the story of poor Jemmy. “Oh, dear papa,” cried little Arthur, “you won't drink any more brandy, will you ?” “ Hush, my dear,” said Mrs. Selden. “ I am not displeased with you, my son,” said Mr. Selden; “ and I have been greatly interested in your story, Mary Morrison. My little boy, who had heard it be- fore, referred to it this morning in a manner which offended 
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me for an instant only, but I trust, by heaven’s blessing, it may profit me for the rest of my life. The suggestion of a child may sometimes prove a word in season. Come hither, Arthur,” continued Mr. Selden. “ We none of us can tell how much we all owe you for making us acquainted with the story of poor Jemmy, and I shall not fail to comply with your request to drink no more brandy. To-morrow you shall go with me, my son, and see your father sign the pledge of the temperance so- ciety.” A smile of happiness lighted up the countenance of his children, while Mrs. Selden could not restrain her tears of joy. The bell rang for nine, and Mary Morrison took her leave, receiving the kindest assurances of continued regard from Mr. Selden and his lady. “ Dear papa,” said little Arthur, “ I have another favour to ask. I wish, before we go to bed, you would let sister Nancy read the verses that she wrote about Jemmy.’’ ‘‘ With all my heart,” said Mr. Selden. Nancy, after a little reluctance, was prevailed on to comply, and produced the followingJines, which, at least her fond father and mother agreed, were prettily writ- ten and prettily read :— 

THE SAILOR’S WIDOW. My heart, ah, how vainly it tries From tiie grief that pursues it, to flee! By the side of some coral he lies; His shroud the green weed of the sea! The last parting words that he gave Are deep in my bosom enshrined; “ ’Tis for thee that I plough the dark wave, And the cherub I leave thee behind.” To win the hoy’s bread and my own. He toiled o’er the merciless wave; But I now am a widow alone. And he lies in a watery grave. How oft have I rocked thee to sleep, And wished, pretty babe, but for thee I could lay myself down in the deep. Where thy father lies low in the sea! No daylight so bright as thy smile, No sound like thy voice to my ears. How oft have I turned from my toil, And bathed thee with kisses and tears! Single-handed I laboured for thee, And 1 watched thee tjy night and by day. Thy heart was inclined to the sea. And in sorrow I sent thee away. Like ages the weary months passed ; But my heart would oft rheeringly say. He shall soothe and support thee at last, When thy bonny brown hair shall be grey. How deceitful our hopes and how fair! Poor Jemmy came late from the sea; Gray then was my bonny brown hair; But no soother was Jemmy to me, H 
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The riot of fire in his veins. Destroyed the poor boy in his bloom; I shrouded his wretched remains. And buried my hopes in the tomb. The poison which killed him, defies Tlie power of mortal to save ; In his locks of bright auburn he lies. In the wretched inebriate’s grave. This bonny brown lock that I wear I cut from his motionless brow ; Such then was my poor Jemmy’s hair, And it’s all that is left to me now. How deceitful our hopes and how fair! Poor Jemmy came late from the sea; Grey then was my bonny brown hair; But no soother was Jemmy to me. 

“ Well done, Nancy,” said her father, as he brushed away the tears from his eyes, you shall be the poet-laureate of one family at least. After a short pause Mr. Selden raised his eyes and beheld on the face of his amiable wife an expression of such perfect happiness as touched him to the heart. The children had retired. Arthur, however, had previously descended to the kitchen, and whispered the news to old Bobert the coachman. “ The Lord be thanked,” said this faithful old domestic, who had long been a temperance man ; “ the Lord be thanked,” said he, with evident satisfaction, “ upon the cold-water plan what a kind-hearted even-tempered man my good master will be ?” “ Susan,” said Mr. Selden, as they were about to retire, “this, I trust, will long be remembered as a most interesting and pro- fitable Sabbath to us all.” “ Oh, my dear husband,” said this truly excellent lady, “ 1k>w it fills my heart to overflowing with gratitude to God that I am permitted to hear such words as these from my dearest earthly friend ! As good old Mrs. Burwell said to poor Mary Morrison, the spirit is too apt to flutter about, like the weary dove over the yet unsettled waters; let us find it a safe resting-place on the Rock of Ages.” “ Even so,” replied Mr. Selden, and opening the Bible, he read a por- tion of the holy volume. “Pray, master Arthur,” said Mr. Selden the next morning, “ why are you dressed up so trimly to-day in your bcttermost suit ?” “ Because, dear papa,” he replied, “ we are going this morning, you know, to good Deacon Palfrey’s, who keeps the temperance book, to sign the pledge.” “ We !” said Mr. Selden. “ To be sure, dear papa; ancb mamma and Nancy are going too. Old Robert, who sighed it long ago, says that children sign it who arc only six years old, and I am seven.” “ Well, well,” said his father with a smile, “ you have made up a party, and, I trust, it will be a party of pleasure and profit for us all.” The Seldens signed the pledge that day; and thereby took away, most effectually, from their anti-temperance neighbours, that very common and most miserable argument, the example of opulence and fashion 
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This family is now one of the most pious and happy in the county. We cannot omit to mention, that on that very morn- ing old Robert came into the parlour with a peculiar smile, bringing in a new family Bible. “ Mr. Selden told me, ma’am,’’ said he, “ to remove the liquor stand from the sideboard, and put the good book in its place.” Not a sparrow' falls to the ground without the notice of that God, whose all-observing eye is over all his works. If praise hath been perfected out of the mouths of babes, let us not mar- vel that from the same source may proceed a word in season, which may prove the blessed harbinger of temporal and eternal 

joy. 

2 



SEED TIME AND HARVEST. 

It must he nearly midnight, thought I, as I walked rapidly along. I had travelled full fourteen miles. The rain descend- ed in torrents, and, finding ready admittance at a farmer’s barn, I climbed upon a hay-mow and threw myself down thoroughly wet, weary, and sleepless. What an awful visiter it is, thought I, at the poor cottager’s fireside! How forcible and true are the words of Holy Writ! If wine be “ a mocker” in the castles of the rich, among the habitations of the poor “strong drink is raging.” There was I, at the age of sixteen, turning my back upon my birth-place, upon my home, upon a mother and sister whom I tenderly loved. As the recollection of all they had endured already, and the anticipation of their future sufferings rushed upon my mind, I had almost resolved to return, but alas ! what could I oppose to the ungovernable fury of an unkind husband and an apostate father! No, thought I, I will fly from that which I can neither prevent nor endure. I will seek my bread among strangers. By the kind providence of Him who hath promised to be the Father of the fatherless, and such, in reality, I am, I may win, by honest industry, the means of bringing comfort to her who bore me when my father’s intem- perance and prodigality shall have made havoc of all that re- mains, and when the last acre of the homestead shall have passed into the rum-seller’s hands. My resolution was fixed. Sleep was gathering over my eyelids. I got upon my knees to commit myself to God in prayer. I could scarcely give form to my scattered thoughts—^it seemed, under the condition of high excitement, in which I then was, that my father was before me, enraged at my departure, and demanding who had taught m6 to pray. It was he himself who first set me upon my knees, and placed my infant hands together, and put right words into my mouth, and bade me ask of God to put right thoughts into my heart. How often had he led his little household in morn- ing and evening prayer! How often, as we walked to God’s house in company together, had he led the way! How’ constant- ly in our daily labours, had he conducted our thoughts to serious contemplation by some sensible and devout allusion to those employments in which we were engaged! Lost and gone, degraded and changed he was, but he had been once a kind father, a tender husband, a generous neighbour, a faithful friend, a pious and a professing Christian. Hum and ruin, hand in hand, had entered our dwelling to- gether. The peace of our fireside was gone. The rum-seller 
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had laid my poor misguided father under the bonds of an un- relenting and fatal appetite; he had won away the little child- ren's bread, and converted our ouce-happy horiie into an earthly hell, whose only portal of exit was the silent grave. It was very evident to me that we were going to destruction. My father’s intei-est in the welfare of us all was at an end. Debts were accumulating fast. His farm was heavily mortgaged. His habits, long before, had compelled the church to exclude him from the communion; and the severest abuse was the certain consequence whenever my poor old mother went singly to the table of her Lord. I could have borne my father’s harsh treatment of myself and of my poor sister liachel; but he returned home at last constantly intoxicated, and when opposed in any thing, proceeded to swear, and rave, and break the furniture, and abuse my old mother, who bore it all with the patience of a saint—I made up my mind that I could stand it no longer. I waited cautiously for a favourable opportunity, and asked my father’s permission to go to sea. He flew into a terrible rage. The next morning he seemed to be in a better frame of mind, and, as I was chopping wood before the door, he asked me, of his own accord, what had induced me to wish to leave home and go to sea. I hesitated for some time, but as he urged me to speak out, and at the same time appeared to be much calmer than usual—“ Father,” said I, “ it kills me to see you and hear you talk and act so badly to poor mother.” He flew into a greater rage than before and bade me never open my mouth upon the subject again. Thus matters continued to progress from bad to worse. Love is said not to stand still. This saying is manifestly true in re- gard to the love of strong drink. Our domestic misery continued to increase from week to week. There were intervals in which my father was more like himself, more like the good kind parent and husband, whose outgoings in the morning had been a source of affectionate re- gret, and whose incomings at night had been a subject of joy to the wife of his bosom and the children of his loins. 1 have seen the faint smile of satisfaction brighten upon my poor mother’s pale features upon such occasions, and 1 have marked the sigh, half suppressed, which told the secret of an agonised spirit, and which seemed to say. How precious, how brief is this little interval of joy ! It was indeed like the parting sunbeam, the last lingering light of a summer day, which plays upon the cold grave, where the treasure and the heart are destined to slumber together. In such an example of domestic wretchedness as our’s the operation of cause and effect was perfectly intelligible. Rum excited into action all that was contentious in the nature of my parent. A keen perception of his own blameworthiness, not- withstanding the stupefying tendency of the .liquor he had 
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drunken, increased the irritability of his temper. A word, look, or gesture, from any member of the household, which indicated the slightest knowledge of his unhappy condition, when he returned at night under the influence of strong drink, was surely interpreted into an intentional affront. He would often anticipate reproof, and, as it were, repay it beforehand by the harshness of his manners. The habit of drinking, which is invariably the prolific mother of sin and sloth, wretchedness and rags, is sure to be maintained and kept alive by the beggarly progeny to which it has given birth. Whenever my unhappy father was dunned for the in- terest on his mortgage, or any other debt, which, at last, he had no means to pay, he was in the habit, almost mechanically, as soon as the creditor had departed, of turning to the jug of rum for relief and oblivion. The gloom and ill-nature, which had hitherto been occasion- ally interspersed with exhibitions of kindlier feelings to us all, appeared to have become unvarying and fixed. There was less and less, from week to week, of an April sky. All was chill and drear like November. One evening my mother and sister had been busily engaged, as usual, in such housewifery as might best contribute to keep our poor wreck of a domicile together as long as possible. I had learned to write a fair hand, and was engaged in copying some papers for our squire, who paid me by the sheet. It had gotten to be nearly ten o’clock. My mother put on her spectacles, and, opening the Bible, began to read. Kachel and I sat by the fire listening to the words of truth and soberness. My poor mother had fallen upon a por- tion of scripture, which, from its applicability to her own situa- tion and that of her children, had affected her feelings, and the tears were in her eyes, when the loud tramp upon the door-step announced the return of my father. His whole appearance was unusually ominous of evil. My mother stirred the fire, and I placed him a chair, which he kicked over and threw' himself down upon the bed, and called for supper. Mother told him, in a gentle manner, that there was nothing in the house but some bread. He told her she lied, and swore terribly. She sat silently by the fire,—I looked up in her face,—she wept, but said nothing. “ Don’t cry so, dear mother,” said Rachel. “ Wife,” said my father, sitting upon the edge of the bed, “ when will you leave off crying?” “ Whenever you leave off drinking, husband,” replied my mother in the kindest manner. My father sprang up in a hunicane of wrath, and with a dread- ful oath, hurled a chair at my mother’s head. I sprang for- ward and received its full force upon my shoulder. Rachel and my mother fled to a neighbour’s house, and my father struck me several blows with his feet and fists; and, as I made my escape, I left him dashing the furniture to pieces with the fury of a madman. I rushed forth to seek shelter amid the driving storm—from the tempest of a drunken father’s wrath. 1 went, 
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as speedily as possible, to the squire’s house, and begged him to take compassion on my poor mother and sister. Having re- ceived his promise that lie would go instantly over to our cot- tage, I took the resolution which 1 have already stated. After I had passed a comfortless night in the fanner’s barn, I pushed forward to the city. I had a trifle of change in my pocket; I bought a biscuit of a travelling baker, and I had no relish for any other than the beverage of God’s appointment, which was near at hand. When I reached the city I directed my course to one of the wharves, and found no difficulty, as I was unusually stout for my years, in obtaining a voyage as a green hand in a ship bound to China. Three days passed be- fore she sailed. I wrote to my mother and sister, bidding them keep up their spirits, and put their trust, as I did, in the God of the widow and the fatherless, for such, and even worse, was our condition. I asked them to say to father, when he was sober, that, although I scarcely expected to see him again in this world, T freely forgave all his ill-treatment to myself. I worked hard and strove to please the captain. I soon found that ploughing the sea was a very different affair from ploughing the land. I had a good constitution, and a cheerful temper. I had been taught, at all times, by .my dear mother, and by my poor unhappy father also, till he became intemper- ate, to put the fullest confidence in the promises of God. When we arrived in China, though we had shipped out and home, the voyage was broken up and the ship sold. The captain settled with the crew to their entire satisfaction, and I shall always b« grateful for his kindness to me. He got me a voyage to Eng- land. I laid out my wages by his advice. I could not have followed a shrewder counsellor. He was born and bred, so far. as regards his land learning, in one of the most thrifty villa'gSS. in Connecticut. We had a most boisterous voyage from Cam ton to Liveipool; but whenever I pulled a rope, I always pulled a little harder for the sake of my poor mother and sister Rachel. I had saved every penny of my wages that I could lay by,and my little investment in Canton turned out far beyond my expectations. I do not think I was avaricious, but I felt it to be my duty, under existing circumstances, to save my earn- ings for my honoured mother. Nevertheless, I felt myself au- thorised to indulge in one luxury at least; so,,upon my anival in Liverpool, I went into the first book store and bought me a pocket ilible. Five years had now gope by, in which I had sailed many thousands of miles, and visited various corners of the world. .During this period I had gotten together a larger sum of money than I ever expected to possess at twenty-one, besides having made several remittances to the squire for my old mother’s use, to whom I wrote upon every convenient opportunity. They all came to hand, as I afterward learned, saving one in gold, winch went to bottom with poor Tom Johnson, who was lost at sea 
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If I was fortunate enough to save my hard earnings, justTet me say, for the advantage of every brother sailor, that there are four things which I never did ; I never suffered a drop of grog to go down my hatches, blow high or blow low; I never rolled a stinking weed like a sweet morsel under my tongue ; I never crossed hands with a drunken landlord ; and I never bore away from a poor fellow whose hammock was harder than my own. My five years’ absence from home might hare extended to fifty but for many recollections of my mother and sister which became more forcible from day to day. My remembrance of my father was of the most painful character; the very recol- lection of his tenderness in the days of my childhood, which often brought tears into my eyes, served only to render the image of a cruel and degraded parent more frightful and re- volting. I had shipped about this time on board the Swiftsure from London to Oporto- One afternoon two or three of us, a day or two before the ship sailed, had strolled over to the south side of the Thames to look at the King’s dockyards at Deptford. As I was rambling among the docks 1 received a smart slap upon the shoulder, and, turning suddenly round, whom should I see but old Topi Johnson, an honest fellow as ever broke bread or wore a tarpaulin ! He was born in our village; had followed the sea for nearly forty years ; and once in the course of three or four he contrived to find his way to the old spot, and spend a few days in the valley where he was born. “ Why, Bob,” said he, “ I’m heartily glad to see you, my lad ; so you’ve taken leg bail of the old folks and turned rover in good earnest, eh !” I told him I hoped he didn’t think I’d left my old mo- ther to shirk for herself in her old age. “ Not a jot,” replied the old sailor ; “ Squire Seely has told me the whole story, and says he has put the sweat of your brow more than once or twice either into the old lady’s hand, and made her old weather- beaten heart leap for joy to hear you was so thoughtful a lad. I saw your mother about a year ago and your sister Rachel.’’ I shook old Tom Johnson by the hand ; I could not restrain my feelings, for this was the first news I had received from home for more than five years. “ Come, Bob,” said the old fellow, “ don’t be for opening your scuppers and making crook- ed faces; though it blows hard enough now it may get to be calm weather after all.” “ How is my father doing now ?” I inquired. “ Why, as to that,” answered Tom Johnson, “ it’s about a twelvemonth since I was there. 1 told the old lady I might cross your hawse in some part of the world. She has a rough time of it, my boy. The old man holds on to mischief like a heavy kedge in a clay bottom. The cold-water folks began, about a year ago, to scatter their seed in the village in the shape of tracts, and tales, and newspapers. Some of them were thrown at your father’s door, and at the door of old Dea- con Flint, the distiller. There, as you may suppose, the seed 
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Foil in stony places. Your father was in a great rage,'and swore he’d shoot the first person that left another of their rascally publications before his door. I’m afraid it will be a long while, my lad, before the temperance folks get the weather-gage of the rum-sellers and rum-drinkers in our village. They have had a miserable seed time, and the Devil and Deacon Flint, I am afraid, will have the best of the harvest.” As Tom Johnson was to sail in about a week for the United States, I sent by him a few lines of comfort and a small remit- tance for my mother. As I have already stated, they never reached the place of their destination. The Oranoke, of which this poor fellow was first mate, foundered at sea and the whole crew perished. After our arrival at Oporto the crew of the Swiftsure were discharged; and, finding a favourable chance, 1 shipped for Philadelphia, where we arrived after an extremely short and prosperous passage. I directed my course once more towards my native hamlet. My feelings were of the most painful and perplexing character. In accumulated years, and even in the little property which I had gathered, I felt conscious of some- thing like a power and influence, which, by God’s grace, I hoped to exert for the protection of my mother. Yet, when I recollected the ungovernable violence of my father’s temper under the stimulus of liquor, I almost despaired of success. At any rate, I could behold the face of her who bore me, and re- ceive her blessing once more before she died. Having sent my luggage forward, I performed a considerable part of my journey on foot. I had arrived in the village ad- joining our own. I paused for an instant to look at the barn in which, five years before, I had passed a most miserable night. It brought before me, with a painful precision, the melancholy recor.d of the past. Every mile of my lessening way abated something of that confidence, which I had occasionally cher- ished, of being the instrument, under God, of bringing happiness again into the dwelling of my wretched parents. I had arrived within two miles of the little river which forms one of the boundary lines of our village. I was passing a little grocery, or tipplery, and standing at the door, I recognised the very individual who formerly kept the grog-shop in our town, and from whom my father had purchased his rum for many years. Although it was already grey twilight, I knew him immediately, and however painful to approach a person in whom I could not fail to behold the destroyer of my father, I could not repress my earnest desire to learn something of my family. I accosted him, and he remembered me at once. His manners were those of a surly and dissatisfied man. In reply to my inquiries, he informed me that my parents and my sister were alive, and added, with a sneer, that my father had set up for a cold-water man; “ but,” continued he, with a forced and spiteful laugh, “ it will take him all his days, I guess, to put 
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off the old man : they that have gotten the relish of my mm are not so very apt to change it for cold water.” Upon further inquiry, I ascertained that there had been a temperance move- ment in our village, and that the seed, as poor Tom Johnson said, had been scattered there with an unsparing hand. I also gathered the information from this rum-seller that the select- men had refused to approbate any applicant for a license to sell ardent spirit in our village, and that he, himself, had therefore been obliged to quit his old stand, and take the new one which he now occupied. I turned from the dram-seller’s door and proceeded on my way. It was quite dark, but the road was familiar to my feet. It afforded me unspeakable pleasure to learn that my mother and sister were alive and well. But I was exceedingly per- plexed by the rum-seller’s statement in relation to my father. Can it be possible, thought I, that he has become a cold-water man ? How true is the rum-seller’s remark, that few who have gotten a taste of his rum are apt to change it for cold water ! For more than twelve years my father had been an intemperate man, and even if he had abandoned ardent spirit for a time, how little reliance could be placed upon a drunkard’s reformation ! Besides, Tom Johnson had expressly stated that my father had been exceedingly hostile to the temperance movement from the beginning. With these and similar reflections my mind continued to be occupied until I entered our village. It was about half-past nine when I came within a few7 rods of the old cottage. A light was still gleaming forth from the window. I drew slowly and silently near the door—I thought I heard a voice. I listened attentively—it was my father’s. My mother appeared not to reply—such was her constant habit whenever,' under the influ- ence of liquor, he gave a loose rein to his tongue, and indulged in unkind and abusive language. I drew still nearer, and pass- ing softly into the entry, I listened more attentively at the inner door. Can it be possible ? thought I. He was engaged in prayer—in fervent and pious prayer! He prayed with a trembling voice for the restoration of an absent son ! There was a pause. From the movement w'ithin, it was evident they had risen from their knees. I gently raised the latch, and opened the door. The father, the mother, the brother, the sister, were locked in the arms of one another ! My regener- ated old father fell once more upon his knees ; we all followed his example ; and before a word of congratulation had passed from one to the other, he poured forth such a touching strain of thanksgiving and praise to the Giver of every good and per- fect gift for my safe return, as would have melted the heart of the most obdurate offender. It came directly from the heart of a truly penitent sinner, and it went straightway to the God of mercy. 1 gazed upon my poor old father. It seemed like the moral resurrection of one already dead and buried in his tres- 
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passes and sins. I glanced rapidly about me; all was peace, all was order, where all had been strife and confusion before. The rum-jug no longer occupied its accustomed place upon the table; the expanded volume of eternal life was there in its stead. I gazed with inexpressible joy upon the happy faces about me ; my father, to all outward appearance, such as he had been in better days, sitting in silence, and evidently restraining the emotions of his soul; poor Rachel upon my knee, her features bathed with happy tears ; and my dear old mother turning her countenance, full of gratitude and love, alternately towards heaven and upon a long-gone child returned at last. Six years have now gone by since a merciful God softened the stubborn soil in my father’s heart. The seed did not fall altogether, as Tom Johnson supposed, upon stony places. Some of them have sprung up, as in our own highly-favoured heri- tage, and borne fruit a hundred fold. Let us thank God, then, who hath enabled us abundantly to gather the Harvest; for peace is once more at our fireside ; the wife has regained her husband, and the orphans have found their father. 
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Innisfallen is one of the most romantic little islands in the world. It lies in the midst of Lough Lean—the beautiful Lake of Killarney. Tliis sheet of water is situated in the County of Kerry and Province of Munster, and consists of a lower, middle, and upper lake. The waters of the lower lake encircle the island of Innisfallen, which contains about eighteen English acres. This island is remarkable for the ruins of an ancient religious house founded by St. Finian, the patron saint of these parts, who is better known to the Irish, however, Under the name of LofiBAft, the son of Conail. But it is more remarkable by far for the enchanting wildness of its scenery. The lower portion of Lough Lean lies to the north, and is about six miles in length; and the town of Killarney rises upon its northern shore. Its northern boundary is a broken line of hill and inter* val, affording here and there a delightful prospect of the lake and its green islands. The southern shore presents a range of lofty mountains covered with timber of the largest growth. The promontory of Mucruss, which separates the upper from the lower lake, has been called by travellers the land of enchantment, A torrent, tumbling and tossing among the dark woods and beetling rocks, rushes, with its tribute of never failing waters, to the lake below. This is the celebrated O'Sullivan’s cascade, and in front of the cataract, but at such a distance as to be far from the reach of its troubled waters, lies the island of Innis- fallen. This wild and sequestered island which Queen Mab herself might have been proud to claim as the spot of her nativity, was the birth-place of a poor Irish girl whose name was Kathleen M‘Cready. In another corner of this little island, under the thatched roof of a miserable, weatherbeaten shantee, dwelt Phelim Mashee, as rough an Irishman as ever mounted a shamrock or swung a shillala. It has been observed by a distinguished writer that an Irishman is any man’s customer in a row. In a row or out of it little were the odds to Phelim Mashee. He tenanted a scanty acre of as unproductive land as could be found in the County of Kerry, upon a rocky declivity descending to the lake. Here old Phelim literally struggled with the precipice for bread, or rather, for potatoes, which, with the poor Irish, are one and the same thing. If Heaven had not blessed him in a particular manner in his basket and store, he had no reason to complain of the deficiency of children. There were Thomas, and Phelim, 
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and Winifred, and Thaddy, and Owen, and Dermot, and Mary, and Tooley, and five or six smaller children, whom they had not found time or disposition to baptize. These bare-leggcd and white-headed spalpeens might be seen, from morning to night, fighting with one another, or dodging among the bushes, or fishing upon the borders of the lake. Such were among the more respectable of all their occupations. After dark the M‘Creadies kept close watch and ward over their potatoe patch and hencoop; the shote was in no danger, he was invariably taken in for the night to lodge with the family. There was a feud, of many years standing, between the Mashees and M‘- Creadies. I never could obtain a correct account of it, but I believe it was occasioned by a disrespectful expression, uttered by David M‘Cready in relation to the banditti, who were called White Boys, and who, in former days, greatly annoyed the counties of Limerick, Cork, and Tipperary, of which fraternity the father of Phelim Mashee had been a distinguished member. Whatever might have been the origin of this animosity, it was exceedingly bitter on the part of Mashee, and prolonged for many years. David and Phelim had agreed to settle it, by a regular fight, upon St. Patrick’s day in the morning. But Phelim was altogether too full of the crathur to do himself justice; and David, if we may be allowed to use his own ex- pression, gave him a “ nate leetle teest o’ the hammer.” From this time Phelim Mashee made no scruple of saying that David M‘Cready was “ no jintilman” having taken advantage of his unlucky condition. Old Phelim sought his revenge by doing M‘Cready all the mischief in his power, and for this object he did not hesitate to instruct his children accord- ingly. With the assistance of these urchins, thus faithfully initiated in the ways of wickedness, by an able preceptor, it is not surprising that, notwithstanding their utmost vigilance, the M‘Creadies, in the course of several years, suffered greatly in their humble possessions. A farming or domestic utefisil, left abroad during the night, would have been as certajnly trans- ported before morning, as an iron marlinspike from on board ship during a visit from the natives of some of the Polynesian Islands. These nocturnal forays were not altogether unprofitable to the Mashees. Whenever any of the little freebooters brought off an article which could be readily identified, such as a rake or a hoe, it was carefully concealed by old Phelim till he had occasion to go to Killarney, where it was sold or exchanged for whisky. But when the plunder consisted of the produce of the garden it was thrown into the cellar, for, as he used to say, “ it wmd puzzle the like o’ St. Patrick to pick out his own praties onyhow.” David M'Cready had not a worse heart than his neighbours ; and as for Mary, his wife, there was scarcely a kinder soul in all Munster. David, like the great mass of Irishmen in humble life, hud been brought up to look upon a fight as a frolic. It 
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was this very David M'Cready, who, being a little the worse, or, according to his own code of sensations, a little the better for whisky, knocked down a gentleman in Killarney, without the least provocation ; and, being interrogated by the magistrate as to his motive for such conduct towards an unoffending man, replied, that “he thought not a bit the worse of the jintilman than he did afore, but that he stud so right an’ fair that he could not, for the life o’ him, help giving him a facer.” But, for all this, David M‘Cready was a kind-hearted Irishman. “ Think of it honey!” said David to his wife, as he came in one morning early from his garden with an angry brow. “ Come, tell a body what is the matter now, M'Cready ?” said she. “ Clane gone!” he replied with increasing anger. “And for pity’s sake what’s happunt M‘Cready 1” said she. “ Not a man, woman, nor child o’ ’em lift,” cried her husband. “ An’ who knows what is the like o’ that y’are spaking aboot, M‘Cready ? don’t ye be kaping a body upon the tanters; come, out wid it, David.’’ “ Tut, an’ can’t ye understand a man, an' that yourself honey, when he spakes so plain as the like o’ that ; why, the tarnips are clane gone I tell ye, an its the wark o’ Satan or his lawful attarney, Phelim Mashee, bad luck to him.” In half a dozen minutes M‘Cready had shadowed forth as many methods of revenge. He was doubting whether to (rate him to a greater bating than he had given him on St. Patrick’s day in the morning, or to give him a good sousing in Lough Lean. “ Whish now! David M‘Cready, is it for you to talk sich clishmaclaver as the like o’ that <” said Mary to her husband, patting him upon the shoulder with a good-natured smile. “ Y’are not sartin, David, that Phelim it was that sarved ye sich a mane thing as that.” “ An’ for what for is it that y’are iver site ready,- Mary, to gi’e bail for the ould villin o’ a thate as he is, that Phelim Mashee ? may be ye’ll fancy that all the tarnips have walked ower to the ould niggur’s cillar o’ their own free will.” “ Well, David M‘Cready, an’ if Phelim has been guilty of sich maneness he will ha’ the sin to answer for i’ the day, and he has his rint to pay in this world whether or no, an’ that comes tough enough to a poor person onyhow; and as for the tarnips, like enough among sich a righnint o’ childher, there’s no more nor two or three a paice. Now jist think o’ it M‘Cready, an’ we ha’ none to feed an’ clothe but Kathleen.” “ Bad luck to him !” Such were, upon this and most other occasions, the last words of M‘Cready, when speaking of Phelim Mashee. But, if we may judge from the fact, that David never proceeded to any action against his unruly neighbour, in a corresponding spirit, we may fairly set them down as words of course, for whose utterance the tongue is chiefly responsible, and which come not from the heart. Years rolled away: David M’Cready and Phelim Mashee were getting to be greyer, and their child- ren were almost men and women. It was about seven years before that David and his wife had become Protestants. I never 
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understood that they were as much benefitted by the change as could have been desired, but among the consequences of their reformation a Bible had found its way into the house of David M'Cready, and Kathleen, who had been taught to read, was so frequently found by her father and mother with the volume in her hands, that it went in the family by the title of Kathleen’s own book. As for old Phelim Mashee he was of no particular religion. When he had laid up a good stock of sins he, now and then, went over to Killarney of a Sabbath morning and got rdaif by confissing them out o’ the way, as he used to express it, and sealed up his soul with a wafer, and returned quite in- vigorated for the perpetration of new offences. The most daring and adroit of all Phelim’s troop of marau- ders was Thaddy, his third son. He was now a very comely lad of about seventeen years of age. For some time, however, he had been remarkably unsuccessful. Old Phelim, who was less able to help himself to his neighbour’s goods than in for- mer years, was unsparing in his imprecations upon Thaddy, conceiving him to be blameworthy, in proportion to his well- known talent for all sorts of petty thievery by day and by night. He specially berated him for not stealing M‘Cready’s ducks, which were often abroad on the water or the land. Thaddy having been trained to steal and lie, tried his skill in the latter department upon his venerable preceptor. He told his father that he had gone several times to the pen where they were shut up, and that he had seen Kathleen M’Cready watching them with a light, and that, of course, it was of no use “ to be afther staling them ducks any more.” In all this there was just enough of truth for the construc- tion of a plausible falsehood. He had gone about a month be- fore for the purpose of stealing M‘Cready’s ducks, and he had seen Kathleen with the light as he asserted; but the adventure had a very serious termination, the knowledge, of which he thought proper to withhold from his father, and which it is high time for us to disclose. Thaddy Mashee, in the course of his fur- tive operations, had frequently approached near enough to Kath- leen M‘Cready to satisfy himself, if we may use his own words when speaking of her among his brothers and sisters, that she was “ as nate as a primrose.” But the relation of their re- spective families prevented even a speaking acquaintance. Upon the occasion to which we have referred, Thaddy, having prepared a bag of sufficient size to hold his plunder, cautiously approached the scene of action, just as the sound came sweep- ing over the lake from the bells of Killarney, which were then ringing nine. He reconnoitered the poultry yard, and found the ducks in their pen. At that moment he heard a voice, and creeping on his hands and knees towards the cottage, he per- ceived Kathleen, with her candle and her book, sitting by the side of a table near an open window reading aloud. No person was in the apartment but herself. Her father and mother had 
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gone to bed after a hard’s day work. Thaddy had never ett* joyed so good an opportunity of seeing Kathleen in his whole life, and he had never heard the sound of her voice till then. For a moment he was completely subdued by the sweetness of its tones. He continued to lie flat upon the grass stretching up his head like a turtle from its shell to get a fairer view. Kath- leen suddenly paused, and turned her face towards the window. It was accidental, however, and Thaddy, upon whose brow the Eerspiration had already started, recovered his composure when e saw her snuff the candle and turn over the leaf. She was reading a chapter of the Apostle which contains the decalogue. As she recommenced, her head was again turned towards the window. Thaddy fancied that Kathleen looked him directly in the eye. But what was his amazement when she utteerd the words, 11 thou shalt not steal.” “The Lord bliss ye, mis- tress Kathleen,” said poor Thaddy, “ bow, in the name o’ nathur, cud ye know that I was after the ducks ?” “ And who are you?” inquired Kathleen, with much less agitation in her manner than such a surprise might be thought likely to occa- sion. “ Who are you ? she inquired again. “ It’s myself,” answered Thaddy, in a suppressed voice. Kathleen held the light forward and instantly recognised her visiter. “ And cud yc ha’ sae bad a heart as to be after staling my poor ducks, Thaddy Mashee ?” said Kathleen. “ I didn’t mane to stale the ducks,” answered Thaddy, “ now I knows they were your own birds, and I wudn’t sae much as hurt a hair o’ their heads an I had known it afore.” “ Ah, Thaddy Mashee,” said Kathleen, “ don’t ye be after lying aboot it for the tear o’ God. Can ye rade Thaddy ? may be an ye can rade, I wud lind ye my good book here, and ye might be lid away from your bad coorses, and turn Protestant, Thaddy.” “ I cannot rade a word o’ it at all,” replied Thaddy, hanging his head, “ but I thinks I wud be after turning a’maist onything to plaso yourself, Kathleen M‘Cready.” It is not our intention to repeat any more of the conversation between Thaddy and Kathleen. The account may be summarily stated; Kathleen had saved her ducks—Thaddy had lost his heart; and if there be truth in the proverb that exchange is no robbery, there was something in the feelings with which this poor Irish girl laid her head that night upon her pillow which went not a little way to' balance the account. From that hour Thaddy Mashee found no more agreeable em- ployment than in rendering some kind office to Kathleen. The duck pen was often stored, over night, by some unknown per- son, with fish, which abounded in the lake; and by the same invisible hand, bunches of primroses were occasionally thrown in at the window. David M’Cready had, for some time, re- joiced in that apparent security which prevailed in his humblo domain ; and, now and then, some long lost article of property appeared mysteriously in its original position. 
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The death of old Phelim Mashee, which occurred about a year from this period, produced an immediate dispersion of the remaining members of his family; Thomas had already fallen from a precipice and broken his neck ; Winifred had jun away with a wild chap from Kilkenny; and Owen was drowned in the Lake. Upon the death of old Phelim, the poor-house of Killarney received its tribute. Tooley went to sea. Thaddy alone remained in Innisfallen. About three months before his father’s death he had so effectually wrought upon the heart of old David M’Cready, by his good behaviour, that he was receiv- ed into the family, as an assistant, on the day after the funeral. David went to the funeral of old Phelim himself; and when any allusion was made to the old man’s offences, he always inter- posed with, “ sure it’s all to be settled i’ the day ; jist lit ould Mashee rist aisy in his shell till he’s called to answer for it all.” Thaddy gave entire satisfaction to his employer. We can- not assert that he grew daily in favour with God and man, but he certainly obtained favour in the eyes of Kathleen M’Cready. After a long day of toil he seldom failed to ask her to “ spake a few good words out o’ the book.” And as she was very desirous of converting the poor lad, she wras ever ready to read a chapter or two before they separated for the night. How effectually she advanced the cause of Protestantism may be inferred from Thaddy’s sensible remarks, which were always to the point: “ an’ isn’t it yourself now, Kathleen M'Cready, that has the voice o’ an angel! It’s swately read, Miss Kathleen. And had’nt I rather sit here wid ye, o’ a bright night as it is, an’ hear ye rade the good book, nor to hear ould Father M’Clos- key say mass through his nose for a whole wake or the like o’ that.” For the convenience of both sexes it has been reduced into the form of a portable proverb, that love doth never stand still. This is never more true than when a comely young Irishman is the chief engineer. Thaddy and Kathleen were not many months engaged in their joint study of theology before they had settled a knotty point of infinite importance in connexion with their temporal welfare. This portion of their existence, though in all probability by far the most happy period of their lives, cannot be equally interesting to the reader in all its minute and comparatively insignificant details. Thaddy and Kathleen were equally in love with each other. She had given him a lock of her hair ; he had presented her with a silver ring, sur- mounted with two hearts of red glass, which he had purchased at Killarney; and they had solemnly vowed, with all due for- mality, to be man and wife when Thaddy should be twenty-one. All these matters having been irrevocably settled, Kathleen informed her parents that Thaddy Mashee had made her a proposal of marriage, and, as in duty bound, requested their counsel and advice. The old folks took the whole matter as gravely into their consideration as though their joint veto would 
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have had any serious influence in breaking off the match. After grave reflection they gave their consent, provided Thaddy con- tinued to be as clever a lad until he should be twenty-one. The scattered seed, buried deeply in the earth beyond the in- fluence of the sunbeam, and which has slumbered long and un- profitably there, when brought nearer to the surface by some casual disturbance of the soil, though, after years of indolence, may yet vegetate and put forth its stalk, and leaves, and flowers. And this fortune is as likely to betal the bramble as the rose. How similar is this to that process of vegetation which not un- frequently takes place in the human heart. Principles, good and evil, which have been there deeply implanted in our early days, overgrown and smothered as it were by thoughts and cares, incident to some new direction which circumstances have given to our course of life, may continue in a state of torpitude not only for years, but, in some extraordinary cases, until life’s decline. As gentle showers and a genial atmosphere call forth the green shoot from the ground, those early principles may also be quick- ened into action by a peculiar and apposite combination of events. When the grace of God begins to fall, like the soft dews of Her- mon, upon the hard heart of some penitent offender, it is no uncommon occurrence for the first sensible impressions of good, the first profitable compunctions for sin to be intimately and delightfully blended with inexpressibly tender recollections of our childhood—of the morning walks and evening counsels of some pious father or mother—of those gatherings around the family altar with which the day began and ended. This pleasing picture may be painfully reversed. A strong desire for some temporal advantage, in the gift of one who is not likely to be- stow it unworthily, may stimulate a sinner to such extraor- dinary exertions that he will be sometimes seen to constrain his outer man into the semblance of a saint. Long after the pos- session of such earthly good he may continue to hold his pro- pensities to evil under a very creditable measure of restraint. Such restraint may become so familiar, so easy, that he may almost flatter himself into a belief that his evil nature has been effectually subdued. This condition of things will too often prove, at last, to have been owing to the absence of temptation alone. And when, at length, he becomes a runagate fully de- veloped, there may be some whose recollections may enable them readily to associate a vicious old age with a profligate boy- hood. But it is not always thus. Kathleen M‘Cready never did any thing by halves. She was thoroughly in love with Thaddy Mashee; she gave him her heart—her whole heart, without any reservation whatever. Kathleen was no philosophical calculator of cause and effect. She never took into the account two important considerations, either of which is of sufficient consequence to teach any young woman to pause : Thaddy was still abominably ignorant, and, until very lately, had been exceedingly vicious. He was de- 
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Voted, however, to Kathleen; and if she had been an empress, she Would cheerfully have given him her sceptre for a shillala. This poor Irish girl was possessed of a good understanding, but her heart set no limit to its loving when it had fairly begun to love at all. Evil report and good report, as connected with the ob- ject of her affection, varied not the measure of that affection the tithe of a hair. All this may appear superlatively ridicu- lous to those who marry for money and love by rule. But, beside her old father and mother, Kathleen M‘Cready had no other object of deep interest upon earth than Thaddy Mashee. She could not distribute the mass of her love into par- cels, and bestow part upon her carriage, and part upon her fine clothes, and part upon her furniture, and give her lover the small balance in hand. She did not love him because he administered to her passion for finery and pleasure, but she loved him all for himself, and simply because he was Thaddy Mashee. Her’s indeed was a first young love. The soil of her heart had been ever unbroken till then. ' Larry Oliourke, to be sure, had scraped round her, a year before, when she was passing a week or two with a friend at Killarney. He was desperately in love with Kathleen ; but Larry was an unalter- able Catholic, and Kathleen was determined to wed none but a Protestant. Besides, a part of Larry's religion consisted in praying to saints, and worshipping carved images and idols, which Kathleen held to be preposterous abominations. He was particularly scrupulous in paying his devotions to one idol, in particular, under the semblance of a stone jug. Thaddy Mashee had attained the age of twenty-one years, and had passed through the interval of probation,* from the day of his engagement with Kathleen to the period of his majority, to the entire satisfaction of her parents. Kathleen M‘Cready, by un- remitting diligence in reading the scriptures, had acquired no inconsiderable knowledge of their invaluable contents. She had a faithful and truly humble reliance upon God’s promises ; and her simple and earnest supplications for her father and mo- ther, for Thaddy and herself, if less remarkable for long words and all the formal technicalities of prayer, were not the less likely, on this account, to ascend unincumbered to Heaven. Of Thaddy’s progress in religion we can say but little. He was certainly desirous of acting in conformity with the earnest wishes of Kathleen; and as she was not disposed to throw any insurmountable obstacle in the way of their union, she, most probably, did not examine the evidences of his conversion from .Romanism with all the rigid scrupulosity of an impartial fa- ther of the church. He undoubtedly believed himself to be a better Protestant than he had ever been a Catholic, and the doctors of the Sorbonne would have conceded as much. Kath- leen was untiring in her exertions to make him acquainted with the simple truths of religion. He appeared to have a cor- rect idea of the increased difficulty of instructing one who had 
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grown up for twenty years in ignorance and irreligion. “ It’s aisier to make a straight stick,” he would sometimes say, when her patience had been severely tried by his inaptitude, than to mend sich a crooked one, Kathleen.” One morning he came down with a smiling countenance, fully satisfied that he had become a good Protestant during the night. “ Och f Thaddy, what can ye mane ?” said Kathleen, “ y’ave bin draining, sure." “ Indade and I have, Kathleen,” replied Thaddy. “ Jist hark a bit, and I’ll spake it to ye, deary. I thought o’ it the day, and all afore night, ye see, if I cud hit upon a plan to know for sartin an I was being raley a Pro- tester or the tother. So I fill aslape, and it’s sure I was wide awake, for I ricollected as well as it was yourself, Kathleen. And so I dramed o’ a plan whin I was awake to find out the secret after I was sound aslape, as I was.” “Whish! dear Thaddy now,” said Kathleen, u I wud not be after minding a drame, or the like o’ that neither; but”—“ List to it honey, and ye’ll say yourself, there never was the like o’ it for a drame in the world. So ye see whin I wak’d up, as I did, after I had been aslape, mind ye, I did the thing jist as it happunt i’ the drame. I opunt the windy, aud put a bit o’ paper on the top o’ it, that is on the bottom, ye know. So says I to myself,— for there was nobody else to spake to,—Thaddy, says I, if y’are a poor misguided Catholic, the bit o’ paper will blow out, but if y'are a rale Protester in your heart, thin sure the bit o’ paper will blow in.” “ And which way did the bit o’ paper blow, Thaddy ? inquired Kathleen. u Why, now,” answered Thaddy, “ if ye’ll belave the thing, it stud jist as still, honey, as a could praty.” “ And for why thin, Thaddy, did ye think ye was not a Catholic after all?” said Kathleen. “ And don’t ye see it,” he replied, “ as clare as the water in Lough Lean, and nothing can be clarer nor that; the Lord left me to be jist which I plased ; and isn’t it I that plases to be a rale Protester, Thaddy Masliee ?” Kathleen, of course, was not fully per- suaded of Thaddy’s conversion by such an argument as this. She told him that he must pray to God for light and knowledge, and listen to the scriptures. Nevertheless, she had such confi- dence in Thaddy’s desire to be a good Protestant that she con- sented to appoint a day for their wedding. The ceremony was performed by a Protestant clergyman from Killarney, and it may not be unworthy of remark, that the wedding gown was a present from Larry O’Kourke, who was at the wedding, and confessed afterwards that he had been at fifty weddings, and never went away sober from any of them before. The tumul- tuous character of his feelings, upon this occasion, forced the poor fellow to laugh and cry from the beginning of the cere- mony to the end of it. Four or five days before the occurrence, Larry came very unexpecfedly to M’Cready’s cottage with a small bundle in his hand, and desired to see Kathleen. She was at first not a little embarrassed by the presence of such an un- 
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usual visiter. “ Ye’ll be after thinking it’s a dale o’ impudence in me to visit ye jist now,” said Larry, “ but its not so ill mint ony way. I’ve not come to spake o’ the ould mather natber, Mistress Kathleen, at all at all. I know it’s all sittled long afore in favour o’ Thaddy Mashee, good luck to him ony how. An ye had married a wealthy lubber, and all for the shiners, I cud not ha’ tuk the mather so aisy, Kathleen, and it wor not right daling at all an’ I had not dressed him a shilala, and gin him a teest o’ the thing acrass the chake o’ the niggur ; but Thaddy’s a poor lad like myself, and its all for the love o’ the ragged spalpeen that he is—that he was, it is that I mane—that y’are going to be married. My sister Biddy O’Kourke was it, ye know, she didn’t marry Bob Dougherty, and it was no faut o’ hers nather, and no impachement o’ Bob’s intigrity for all that. She died, the poor crathur, before the day o’ her wedding or thereabouts. We used to say that two paes in a pod were niver alike, or Biddy and you were not r* the build and shape o’ ye both. I bought her a wedding gown, and she niver wore it ye know, jist for the raison I tould ye. Now, ye’ll wear it yourself, I guess, not to plase me, to be sure, but to plase the poor girl that’s dead and gone, for she iver spake a civil word o’ ye, Kathleen.” Larry threw down the bundle, and wiping his eyes with the sleeve of his coat, strode away as fast as his legs could carry him, and without waiting for a word of reply from Kathleen. Kathleen’s perplexity at Larry’s present was speedily abated. “ Good luck to ye Katty,” said her mother, “ an’ it’s you that will wear the thing sure at your wedding, avourneen, bekase an ye didn’t ’twud be a deadly offince, an there’s not an O’Rourke that wud na be after feeling it to ’the back-bone. Its a nate thing o’ Larry onyhow. He’s a gin’rous crathur, and an illegant lad he was afore he tuk to sucking like a leech at the mountain dew. Ye’ll put it on your back for sartin at the wedding, an’ after y’are buckled by the praist, an Thaddy has taken the first kiss, it wud be no more nor civil to let Larry O’Rourke ha’ the next one, if he’s not ondacent for^the liquor mind ye.” It was about a fortnight after the wedding that Thaddy had occasion to go over to Killamey. It was evident, on his return, by the agitation which he exhibited, that he had met with some unpleasant adventure. The anxiety upon his countenance did not escape the notice of Kathleen, who interrogated him in relation to the cause of it. “ Why, it’s all for your own self, honey, that my blood was up, before ye cud wink your swate eyes entirely it was. They made crooked faces, ye see, an call’d ye hard names, an if I had a bit o’ rowan tree, for the want o’ a rale shillala, I’d a gin ’em their gruel, wudn’t I?” “Hut! Thaddy, an who, in the name o’ the wicked world, was it that did it, an’ what was it they did, when it was done ?” cried Kathleen—“ Why, jist this it was,” replied Thaddy, “ whin I was ower at Killarney, as I was in no partiklar hurry, having 
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nothing in the world to do jist thin, I stud as paceable as a sheep, looking at the horses, fine bastes were they, which Lord Denmore was a claning down near his Lordship's stables, Tom M‘Cormick his groom, it was that claned ’em, whin I heerd a body ower the way calling ‘ Thaddy Mashee,’ that’s myself mind ye. So I looks round, an there was Father Brian O’Balli- guts an Tony Mesarvy the Curate. So I tuck aff my cap, an ‘ what’s your Riverence’s will,’ said I, as I wint acrass. ‘ What’s the sin ye have been committing, ye spalpeen?” says Father Brian—jist thase was his words. I thought, for the sowl o’ me, he was a bit frolicksome, as he sometimes is, at a wake or a burial when the portlier is all right. So I said to him, ‘ no- thing, your Riverence to mintion, unless it be a sin to waste a brief minnit in looking at a fine baste.’ ‘ Y’are a greater baste yoursell,’ said he as quick as a flash o’ powther, an’ I thin con- jicter’d by their crooked faces that he an’ the Curate was in arnest. ‘ Y’ave married a vile heretic,’ said he, ‘ an’ ye’ll have the comfort o' aiche other’s society longer than ye’ll wish for. I’ll warrant, for ye’ll be damned eternally together.’ ‘ Beside,’ said the Curate, ‘ y’are not married nather, whither or no, for all that, ye monster as ye are, for the ciremony was performed by a heretic praist, who is no praist at all nohow, an agin the law it is.’ ‘You a Catholic!’ cried Father Balliguts, ‘your sow! will be roasted ye vagabone ; why, ye ha’n’t come to con- fission for a year or more.’ So they ran on, one taking up the word whin the tother put it down. I might as well tried to clap my red-rag betune the clitter-clatter jaws o’ a nail-maker engine as to squaze in a word betune Father Brian an’ the Curate. At last, said one or the tother, an’ for the botheration o’ it, it isn’t me that can tell which o’ ’em it was, ‘ what have ye got to say for yourself ye varmint ?’ said he. My blood was a little up, mind yc, jist a day or two after my wedding ; so says I, ‘ Father Brian Balliguts, I owe ye not a luck-penny, the Lord be praised, an’ I’d have ye take notice that I’ve been a rale Protester for eight months at laste, an as for being married or no, Mr. Me- earvy, which y’ave had the manners to spake o’ without ony dacency at all at all, I’ll* jist mintion it in your Riverence’s ear, that its ginrally belaved y’are not married yourself to Polly Mahony nor no other, not maneing to be partiklar onyhow.’ Catholic praist as he was, deep scarlet red was it that he coloured jist thin to that end o’ his ear which be- longed to the pillory four years ago, or more, whin he scam- pered away along wi’ Widdy Finnigan’s daughter, an’ broke the ould leddy’s heart into forty paices. He was not a praist thin to be sure, but laming to be one.” “Dear Thaddy,” said Kathleen, “ isn’t it you, after all, that will be getting yourself into throuble; an' what did Father Brian an’ the Curate chuck in your teeth for that much ?” “ Och ! now, Kathleen, it was not in the like o’ me to be impartinint to sich as them ; an 1 knew well enough that Tony Mesarvy cud na 
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be married by the rules o’ the praisthood ; but I thought after his thratement o’ me it would be as well to put him i’ the way o’ laving off praching an’ being an honest man into the bargain. But ye ax’d me, honey, what they paid me for the outlay. Blunderanoon ! Wurra it was, wasn’t it them same that stud right away from me, an crassed ’emselves, as though I had brought ’em a bit favour from Scotland, which they was not jist willing to recaive. ‘ Y’are damn’d for it,’ says the Curate, an’ all your posterity, including your father, the thafe that he was.’ ‘Next Thursday,’ said Father Brian, ‘is the day for cursing heretics, appointed by the most holy Catholic church. A most fortunate evint it is, providintial entirely. Put him down for a double portion.’ So the Curate tuk out a little book an wrote away. c Ye’ll have your share o’the brimstone,’ said Father Brian. 4 Exkimmunikit it is that ye are, an so ye was afore ye was born. A sore pity, to be sure, that sich an honest lad as ye might ha’ bin, if ye had not been the devil incarnate that ye are, should be etarnally roasted ; and aiven now, ye poor toad, for I see ye thrimble all ower, like an aspin leaf,—aiven now, if ye will gi’ up your evil ways an’ the divil’s bird o’ a heretic, that y’ave married, an’ crave the church's pardon, on your knees, an the Curate’s, an’ come to mass an’ confission like an obadient lad, it cud be gotten ower perhaps. A little practical ividence that y’ave truly repinted wud be expected o’ course. A fine lot o’ turkies an geese it is, that I’ve seen as I pass’d ould David M‘Cready’s on the island.’ Now it isn’t me that will lie about it; I did thrimble a leetle, an’ the dhrops o’ swate stud upon my forehead, whin he mintioned the word ex- kimmunikit, an’ to hear him talk o’ being roasted, an’ the like o’ that, an’ that same a praist into the bargin :—but whin he call’d ye a heretic, swate crathur that ye are, an’ he had been ony other than he was, I wud a done for him. I’ll warrant—I didn’t thrimble after that ye may depind. ‘ Father Balliguts,’ says I, ‘ I tell ye, a Protester it is that I am, an’ y’ave nothing to do wi’ me; an it isn’t the value o’ a lane ould gander that I’d gi’ to ony man that wud spake so onjintale o’ Mistress Mashee; an’ so, if you plase, ye'may jist throw aff your cassock to make the wark asy, an exkimmunikit the whole bodle o’ the family, turkies an all, till y’are tired. An’ so I turned upon my heel, an’ was aff in a jiffy. I jist look’d ower my showther an’ I saw ’em crossing ’emselves, an’ 1 heerd something aboot exkimmunikit in ating, an’ in drinking, an’ in sleeping; an’ jist whin I look’d agin, they was turning in for a dhrop o’ dew to Paddy M‘Cleary’s shebeen.” “Poor feeble crathurs they are,” said Kathleen, after a short pause. “ It isn’t in the like o’ them to fetch an’ carry for the Lord. Ah, Thaddy, fear not what man can do unto* ye, an’ vengeance is mine saith the Lord. Ye remimber that 1’ve read the like o’ that to ye in the book. Isn’t it myself, Kathleen M'Cready.” “ No it isn’t,” said Thaddy, interrupting her. 
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“ No more, it isn’t,” continued Kathleen, tc I've no desire to change back agin, Thaddy. Isn’t it myself thin, Kathleen Mashee, that used to run for life wi’ hunders o’ poor sowls after the praists to do their bidding. It sames to me now sich mummery, more like putting man in God’s place than ony other. The whole time was wasted wi’ aves, an’ pater nosters, an’ beads, an’ masses, an’ confissions, an’ praying to the saints, poor bodies, as though the Lord God, who has an eye ower all his works, had not an ear for all his crathurs. But, Thaddy, what cud the wicked Curate mane aboot the marriage no being rale ?” “ Cushla machree, gi’ yourself no onaisiness aboot that naither. It was that same it was that throubled me a leetlc. So, as I was passing Daniel 0‘Leary’s, that imminent lawyer, ye jiknow, I call’d out Paddy Shane, the lad that swapes the office it is ; an’ I stated the case to him, as I thought he might ha’ heerd the lawyer spake o’ it—the like o’ it I mane—whiles he wasswape- ing; an’ so ye see, he never did. But the obliging crathur, says he, the lawyer has jist got a fee, that he never got the like o’ it in his life ; it’s from ould Doran the miser, for proving to the satisfaction o’ the jury, that Pether, the ould man’s son, didn’t stale the brown horse that he staled afore Christmas. Pether had got to be down-hearted, an lost his gizzard a bit, by being so lang i’ Dingle jail, so he confissed that he staled the horse afore the jailer an’ a hundred more. But Lawyer O’Leary proved by more nor forty witnesses, an’ his own father an’ mother amang the rist, that Pether was sich an infamous liar that the jury could put no reliance upon ony thing he said. So he got him aff, an’ the ould dryskin o’ a miser, as he is, has jist put the guineas in his hand, an’ it’s fee enough for Pether an’ the like o’ you. Lawyer O’Leary is jist in the humour. Come in man, said Paddy Shane, an I’ll inthroduce ye. So it was I that wint in, an’ Paddy Shane, an’ he has a clane tongue o’ his own, made a plainer case o’ it nor I had tould him myself. So Lawyer O’Leary he laughed a dale, he did; an’ he tould me to git along, an’ he said a saucy thing aboot yourself honey, but nathing ondecent it was. If y’avc more childher, said he, nor y’ave praties, the tane will lawfully inherit the tother. An’ he bade me tell Tony Mesarvy, the Curate, if I met him, that Lawyer O'Leary wud exkimmunikit him himself afore Easter, for a pair o’ brogues that he hadn’t paid for to Dan Rian, the starving shoemaker. So I made my bow, that is, I made a dale o’ bowing ; an’ whin I come out, ‘ there’s no fee to be sure,’ said Paddy Shane, * but an’ ye lave a turkey or a flitch o’ bacon, whin y’are in Killarney agin, it wud be doing the dacent thing.’ ‘ An sure it wud, said I; y’are a jewel Paddy ; an it shall be forthcoming.’ An" so ye see now for yourself, swate Katty, it’s all according to law, an’ sure it’s worth a turkey, or a graan goose aither, to know as much as that.” It is not easy, among the walks of humble life, to discover a more satisfactory example of happiness than that which existed 
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here, in the centre ef Lough Lean. The wants of this happy couple were those of mere necessity, and they were easily sup- plied. The lake afforded its tribute for man’s occasions in abun- dance. The poultry-yard was sufficiently stocked, not only for domestic uses, but many a fat bird was exchanged for the good things of Killamey, and now and then for the good crathur, for an Irishman who did not sometimes partake of it, would, in for- mer days, have been deemed scarcely worthy to be called a child of Erin. The M‘Creadies had also a mouleen or two. Tho surrounding woods furnished fuel in abundance, and there was no want of plain wholesome apparel. Here, then, were meat, fire, and clothes, the sum total of man’s physical wants so far as the body is concerned. Here also there was no lack of spiritual aliment, for that oil in all, the great text-book of time and of eternity was here. Beneath the roof of thatch, and as the honom-ed possession of a poor Irish girl, it spoke the same un- compromising and unalterable language that it pronounced in the palaces of kings and from the lips of archbishops. The tide of imaginary necessities had not flowed towards this humble dwelling. One wave follows not more certainly in close pursu- ance of its predecessor than one imaginary want presses behind another, until happiness, if such it may be called, is found to con- sist not in the fruition of our. present possessions, but in an in- terminable pursuit of novelty. There is not a more unattainable object than entire contentment with our present condition, what- ever it may be ; and the most effectual means for securing it are to be found in the establishment of a just relative standard of value between the commodities of earth and hedven. Kathleen had made her. Bible a profitable study, for, almost unaided in searching the holy volume, she had found the highest object of all human pursuit—her Saviour and her God. Kathleen was a humble Christian. She was devoted to her parents in their old age ; and, as a wife, the very name of Katty Mashee was a pro- verb in those parts. She loved Thaddy on other scores than the mere relation of husband. As one feels an affection for an in- dividual whom he has drawn out of the water by the very locks as it were, so Kathleen looked upon Thaddy as a brand that she had saved from the burning. She had been the moans, under Providence, of turning him from a career of crime ; and whatever was the sum total of Thaddy’s religion, it was attributable, under the same guidance, to her untiring exertions alone. For Thaddy, though devotedly attached to Kathleen, was naturally as wild and changeable as the mountain wind ; and such impressions as were produced upon his mind were liable, in no ordinary degree, to be effaced by the very first impulse of this world’s affairs. “ Dare heart,” she would often say, after several ineffectual attempts to impress some precious truth upon his mind, “ it’s wi’ the mather I would fix in ye as it is wi’ the foot-print upon the sandy shore o’ Lough Lean ; the very next flush of the wather carries it away.” Thaddy Mashee had satisfied himself, and he was not alone in 
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the opinion, that he had no talent for carrying on the little farm •which his father-in-law had tenanted for so many years. “ Whin your honom-ed father is gone and gathered, Katty,” said he, “ what shall I be after gaining here, in the way o’ a livelihood, but a dead loss ? ’Twill be a losing consarn, so will it indade.” At one time he was inclined to settle in Derry and be a weaver— at another he was disposed to fix himself down as a shoemaker in Killarney. At length he came to the conclusion that he would be a carpenter, and live out his days in Limerick. About one year after their marriage Kathleen was blessed with a son, whom they called David M‘Cready, after his grandfather. This event appeared greatly to increase Thaddy’s anxiety for the future. “ It’s hard gittin’ on, Kathleen,” said he one evening as they were sitting by the child’s cradle. “ It wor ever hard enough, but harder yet it’s to be. Why, ye’ll not turn your head ower your shoulder afore David M‘Cready Mashee, dare little imp that he is jist now, will be wanting his brogues, and his hat, and his coat, and the like o’ that. Your honoured father, when he was that same man that he was in the green tree, cud no more nor bring the two inds o’ the yare togither, and tough enough that it was. Sure it’s not mysilf that can do the like o’ him. He’s an insight o’ thase mathers, and a dape calkillater he is, and knows jist how many praties apaice will do it, ye see. I wish I had bin brought up to it, Katty—dare me, I cud do it aisily, I think, was I to lam the carpinter’s trade. Lim’rick is a great place for a carpinter, they say, Katty.” “ Don’t ye remimber,” said Kathleen,14 last night I was rading it to ye, Thaddy, dare man, ‘ take no thought for the morrow what ye shall ate, nor what ye shall drink, nor wherewithal ye shall bo clothed ? ’ ” “I had not misremimbered that naither, Kathleen,” he replied, “ nor this other tixt that ye read to me, ‘ he that provideth not for his own household is ten times worse nor an infidel,’ I think it was.” “ Well, Thaddy,” said Kathleen, “ I’m right glad y’ave remimbered it so well, though it isn’t jist so in the Bible. Ye’ll mind it, Thaddy, father and mother are ould now, and I hope mony summers and winters it will be afore the black ox trids upon the toe o’ aither, good luck to ’em both. But let us talk softly, for they may be waking, ye know, and wudn’t be plased to hear us spaking so fraiy o’ their ould age. It wudn’t be me, your own Kathleen, that wud cause ye to sorry, at some future day, to see me repintant, for laving my father and mother i’ their ould age. So I must do the nadeful for ’em both in their second childhood, as they did for me in the first; and more nor that, dare Thaddy,” said she, sobbing as she spoke, and covering her face with both hands, “ their swate eyes it is that have turned upon me so kindly the windies out o’ which their blessed sowls have look’d upon me so fondly, their only child that I am—thase it is that I must shut up for this world whin they go under boord to be opunt niver agin till the day. And I am to put them both, blessed crathurs, alongside o’ their forbears. Then it will be so that Kathleen Mashee will not mind the big hills and braid 
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•waters for your sake, Thaddy; and wheriver ye go, isn’t it I, mysilf, that will go wid ye! Ye’ll thfate me kindly, I know ye will; and if ye should be hard upon me, may God forgi’ ye now afore ye rinder me ill for good.” Thaddy could scarcely be heard for his sobs. “ Cushla ma- chree,” said he, “ can it be ony other than me mysilf that knows your own maning, Katty ? Whin I was undacent and rough to ye, the night o’ Mary Cary’s burial, rist her sowl, I cud ha’ graved out thase eyes for that same the nixt morning.” “ Don’t mintion it ony more,” said Kathleen ; “ I knew it was no fault o’ yours, dare man. It was the crathur, it was, and so don’t be after taking the thrifle that itwas to your swate heart any more, Thaddy.” Thaddy rested satisfied with Kathleen’s promise for the future. He had procured a few tools, and with the occasional assistance and instruction which he was able to obtain, he became tolerably expert in the coarse branches of carpentry. Thus they lived on for two years, at the close of which, upon a careful adjustment of their account of joys and sorrows, a large balance of happiness would have been found in their favour. After his occasional visits at Kilamey, it is true, that Thaddy would frequently bring home with him indisputable evidence that the habit of treating and being treated, so universal among the common Irish, was likely to disturb the harmony of this little household, and if car- ried to excess, ultimately to destroy it. Old David, who had fully attained that period when the grasshopper is said to be a burthen, could not always restrain his complaints. Kathleen, upon such occasions, was the peace-maker. She had obtained no com- mon influence over her husband. “ Hare, Thaddy,” she would say, as she drew him to one comer of the common apartment, “ this way man, it’s your tay, and a male cake, that’ll be the bist thing for ye and then, in an under tone to the old folks, “ Poor lad it is, lave him alone, it’s not he that’s to blame, sartain ; it’s the crathur, thfft same.” Time, the wizard whose alchemy is everlastingly at work, had wrought great changes in the compass of four years under the thatched roof of David M‘Cready. Strangers were now the ten- ants of old David’s cottage. The duties of filial affection to her parents, to which Kathleen had so feelingly alluded, had been faithfully performed. She had closed their eyes, and they were now sleeping in peace with their forbears. Not long after this event, Thaddy and Kathleen put together theirilrMie possessions, and set forward on their way to Limerick, where Thaddy was to perfect himself in the carpenter’s business, and get bread for his family. Thaddy’s spirits were very buoyant. “ Niver doubt my succiss entirely,” he would sometimes say, “ it’s sartain it is; for there’s Rory, and Pether, and Michael O’Donnohue, third cousins to my own father’s sister, Winny Mashee, what’s in Lim’rick ever so long, gifting rich it is they are. And they writ me a litter about it, that is they got it writ. I niver resaved it at all at all; but Brian Lowder it was that brought it, that is he forgot it, and lift 
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it at Bob Finnigan's shebeen, where ho stopped on his journey to git a dhrop afore he started. Come, chare up honey,” said he to Kathleen, “ and wipe the tares off now.” Kathleen had just gotten out of the when-y in which they had crossed the lake from Innisfallen to the main land. She had stopped for a moment to take a last look of the little island—her birth-place—the scene of her past life—the graves of her fathers were there ! The tear gathered in her. “ Dare Thaddy,” she exclaimed, “ it’s no me repinting onyhow; but may be I’ll not see Lough Lean and In- nisfallen agin.” “ Cushla machree, chare up a bit,” cried Thaddy, “ stand safe whur y’are till I lift out the gossoon ; and isn’t it this little crathur, your own it is, that I’m putting in your hand, David M‘Cready Mashee, wid the, name o’ your honoured father into the bargain ; isn’t it this same that’ll be a stay and a staff to ye whin y’are ould! ” “ Ye may well say that, and I hope it is, ” replied Kathleen, wiping her eyes, “ but after all, Thaddy, the help o’ man’s a reed, ye know. Whin it’s at the warst the true help is hare, and indade it is,” holding up at the same time Kathleen's own book, the Bible, which she had not thought pro- per to trust with their ordinary baggage. They proceeded on their way, and without any extraordinary adventure, arrived safely in Limerick; and, as may be readily supposed, both Thaddy and Kathleen were greatly astonished at the magnificence of the metropolis of Munster, compared with any thing they had seen before. They had not advanced far, after entering the town, when Thaddy, notwithstanding the heavy pack upon his shoulders, sprang full five feet into the ah'. “ Life's mo ! ” he exclaimed, as he came down, throwing his cap upon the earth for joy. “ Dare Thaddy, what’s in ye to scrape it thus in a great strange place ! ” said Kathleen ; “why, the folks it is will think y’ave seen a banshee, or the like o’ that.” “ Wurra now,” cried Thaddy, that same it is, don’t ye see, lucky heart,” point- ing to a little shebeen, over which, on a rough board, was chalked, in tolerably fair characters, 11 FlA’N/Grtx. “Now I’ll git at it, ” continued Thaddy, “ entirely and stepping up to the door, he gave a smart rap with his shillala. “ Walk in,” answered a sharp voice. “ It’s you to walk out, sir, plase ye ; my wife’s here, an’ I wudna be apt to lave her in a strange place,” replied Thaddy. Upon this the door was opened by a little round man with a red face. “ Your name sir, is Finnigan, onyhow,” said Thaddy. “ Indade an’ it is,” replied the little man, “ an’ what’s your will, sir; may be it’s a dhrop ye wud.” “ Not jist that neither,” replied Thaddy. “ It’s the dust it is, that make’s it unconvan- ient for your woman outside,” rejoined the little man, “ may be ye’ll find a nater sate for a leddy inside the shebeen.” “ The bisniss is jist hare sir,” said Thaddy, entering the dram-shop, fol- lowed by Kathleen leading David by the hand, “ I wud like to resave the litter that Brian Lowder fitched me to Killamey an lift jist hare, for he forgot it, the spalpeen that he was.” “ May be it’s all the same as ye spake,” replied Finnigan ; “ Brian 
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Lewder, that same is the very man that I niver saw here, nor what’s more nor all that, I niver heerd o’ him onywhere. Maybe y’ese acquainted in Lim’rick, though it’s your name I niver heerd afore nor since.” “ It would have bin the dacent thing to be sure,” said Thaddy, “ an’ I had tould ye mysilf.” “ It’s Thaddy Mashee, my name sir, at your own sarvice, an’ this is Mrs. Kath- leen, my woman, an’ the gossoon is David M‘Cready, that was his grandfather, paice to his sowl. Kathleen, honey,” said Thaddy in a whisper, “ what is’t ye’ll take ?” “ A little butter- milk for me an’ David, plase ye, Thaddy.” “ Would it be dacent, now we’re inside the shebeen,” continued he in a low voice, “not to call for a dhrop o’ whisky or a little porther, honey ?” Kath- leen made no reply, and Thaddy called for—■“ a pint o’ porther, if ye plase, Mr. Finnigan.” The tap went round in a twinkling, and the porter was soon foaming on the counter. Kathleen barely tasted it, and helped herself and David to some water. “ Here’s to our better acquaintance, Mr Finnigan,” said Thaddy, as he put the mug to his lips. “ Thanks to ye for all that, Mr. M‘Cready,” replied the little man. “Mashee, if ye plase,” said Thaddy, “ an’ no impachement o’ the name o’ M'Cready naither.” “ An’ so it was,” replied Finnigan, “ there’s so mony comes here that I misremimber sometimes. Scanty custom is it this a-way the day, for all the world’s up to other end o’ Lim’rick to see Pether O’Donnohue put up. He’s to be hanged for taking a purse on the top o’ the highway.” “ Whish !” cried Thaddy as he dropped the mug from his hand, “ that same is third cousin to my own father’s sister onyhow!” “I beg your pardon, sir;upon the honour o’ a jmtleman, it’s not in Robert Finnigan to mane offince to ony customer. It’s light sorry that I am that your cousin is going to be hanged, but the dhrop was to fall at twelve pracisely, an’ it’s more now nor half after ; so ye may contint yoursilf, for it’s all ower. I’m truly sony for the poor lad, mony’s the pint o’ porther and dhrops o’ good whisky he’s had o’ my own drawing. It’s a rale disappointment to me that he’s going to be hanged, that is, that he is hanged already, whichever way it may be. Indade it quite put the small mather o’ the mug that ye broke jist now out o’ my mind. It’s a shilling the pair they be; an’ considering the case that the mug was broken whiles ye was taking your consin’s misfortin to heart, an’ lost the portlier into the bargin, I’ll take sixpence o’ ye, an’ no more, unless ye’ll taste a little o’ our whisky—a nate thing it is.” t During the delivery of this expressive specimen of a whisky- seller’s grief for the death of an excellent customer, and sym- pathy for surviving friends, poor Thaddy had taken his seat upon a bench, and buried his face in his hands. “ He was an ould frind to ye, thin, Ppther O’Donnohue ?” continued Finni- gan. “ I niver saw him,” answered Thaddy, without raising his head, “ in all my bom days, but I saw his third cousin, my father’s own sister, mony a day ” Kathleen readily understood that her husband was not only affected by the disgraceful death of his re- 
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lative, but very naturally dejected by an unexpected embarrass- ment of his hopes. He had become impressed with a belief that the O’Donnohues were “getting rich,” and, as he supposed, in some honest calling. Kathleen, in the most natural manner, explained her husband’s situation ; and her evident simplicity of character, and uncommon attractiveness of person, so far wrought upon the feelings of the little red man, that he opened a door in the rear of the shebeen, and took them into an apartment where they could be more comfortable. Finnigan was a Cathohc, but his wife was a Protestant. She was very kind to the new comers, assured them that Limerick was the “ purtiest city in the world,” and bade them to be “ aisy in their quarthers widout more bid- ding,” for a day or two, until they could settle their plans. After some time Thaddy mustered courage to inquire after his other connections, Rory and Michael, the brothers of Peter O’Honnohue. He made the inquiry with evident embarrassment. “ Make yourself aisy, man,” answered Finnigan, “ hanging will rin in a family, truth it is, but not Rory nor Michael naither it isn’t that has gone that a-way as Pether. An’ ye was the first cousin o’ the whole blood o’ the best o’ the two, ye wudna git an ear o’ ’em the day. They, an’ Bill Flannigan, an’ Paddy Connel, an’ Matt Clegan, an’ Tom Leary, an’ a great mony more’s detarmined for the body ; an’ whin it’s cut down, an’ there’s not a rush, an’ a thrial o’ staves, my name’s not Bob Finnigan. They were expicting a riscue last night, an’ the sogers were out, bad luck to ’em. An’ they git the body, Rory, an’ Michael, an’ the rist, if it’s no more nor a little finger nor a hair o’ his head, it’s a riglar burial they’ll have, an’ a wake into the bargin, depind. If the High Sherry, an’ he’s a rale bould man, he is, shud manage it so nately as to cut him down en- tirely, it’s rather in a saft bed o’ chaff I wud be, than the sur- geon to lay a knife to the chake o’ Pether O’Donnohue, live or dead, six fate four that he was widout his brogues, to cut him up. Not for the fear o’ Pether nor the banshee, but Rory an’ Michael wud niver linger nor lave till they’d sint the doctor an’ his instrimints where they don’t rake up the fire ony night. But the litter, that same ye was spaking o’ whin ye kim in the shebeen that ye niver resaived. Maybe ’twas from tliim two an’ Pether that ye didn’t recaive it. Hut! now I’ve got the whole mather, an’ the clue to it’s jist in my head. Your cousins, an’ a rigemint o’ ’em ha’ bin in arnest, more nor four months, to git up a strong gang for Ameriky. John M'C'loskey, an ex- tinsive daler, he was, in ould horses chafely, wint over from Cork ho did, an’ immigritted entirely. That same, it is, that’s return- ed to Lim’rick, an’ John spakes o’ the country as a dacont place for an Irishman to live in. He’s entrating his ould conuictions, an’ they’re clane down hill some o’ ’em, onyhow, to go back along wi’ him. It’s poor work, John M‘Closky says, for one poor felly to go drifting about the new country, like a wild goose wi’ a wing an’ a half; but a rigemint can stand by one another as they did 
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at the Boyne, or aven here, whin ould Lim’rick was besaged in ninety, an’ it was. M'Closkey is here a’most ivery day an’ aven- ing a-bating up for recruits, ye see, for the new country, an’ the O’Donnohues along wid him ; an’ it’s no doubt they wud bo in the shebeen to-night, an’ poor Pether himself, an’ it was not for this disa.graible paice o’ bisness. Maybe you’d do a nater thing for yoursilves that a-way indade nor the tother.” Thaddy and Kathleen were in bed three hours at least before they fell asleep, employing that interval in discussing the subject which was last presented to their thoughts. Thaddy was evi- dently inclined to favour the project, and Kathleen consented to any plan which might be most likely to promote his happiness, but advised him not to resolve upon the measure, until ho had heard John M‘Closkey’s account of the new country. At an early hour the next morning the gathering commenced in Bob Finnigan’s shebeen. M'Closkey and the O’Donnohues were among the first that arrived ; and Kathleen, so tar as mere externals were concerned, had not much reason to be proud of her husband’s relations. Rory and Michael were a couple of rough- looking, broad-shouldered, bull-necked, red-headed fellows, cover- ed with dirt, and garnished with rags. M'Closkey was raw-bohea and tall. He was dressed in a threadbare coat of blue cloth, old leather breeches, jack boots, and long spurs, a waistcoat of red plush, and a fox-skin cap ; a gilt watch chain hung ten or twelve inches from his fob ; and a large cross of pinchbeck was exhibited in the bosom of a shirt as dirty as any in the province of Munster. After the customary greetings and salutations upon the first in- troduction of the O’Donnohues and theMashees, “Mr. Finnigan,” said M’Closkey, “ the bisness nade not be so very public, yo know ; an’ ye have no objictions, we’ll stop in .your house part, an’ whin ony o’ our side comes in, ye’ll be sinding ’em that a-way, mind ye. An’ jintlemen, as this is our first mating, it’s mysilf that will thrate ye—jist a quart o’ the nate crathur, Mr. Finni gan, if ye plase.” The party adjourned accordingly to the apart merit in rear of the shebeen. “ So ye was not so succissful, 1 here,” said Finnigan, addressing the O’Donnohues, “ as ye de- sarved, it sames ?” “Not that naither,” answered Rory, with a deep sigh, “ the blood-thirsty villin o’ a Sherry it was, bad luck to him ! he had the sogers an’ the whole pussy o’ Lim’rick at his back, an’ ’ twud a bin the hoith o’ madness, if we had a rist. “ Poor swate Pether !” cried Michael O’Donnohue, “ they’ve got to answer for it i’ the day, putting up an honest man that a-way, onyhow.” “ Ye may well say that,” continued Rory, “ for, afore he wint off he confissed, an’ got a wafer. Father Connoly said it wasn’t the like o’ him that iver heerd sich a confission afore, there was sich a hape o’ offinces, but he made a clane brist he did. Good Father Connolly, the Lord be good to him, he seed me wapeing, an’ he jist whispered to me, as he wint on,—‘ Rory,’ says he, ‘ take it aisy, as ye may, niver did ye see a star i’ the dare night more nor I seed Pether’s sowl go up to glory.’ ” 



180 AN IRISH HEART. 
By this time the room had become full, or nearly so, of persons of both sexes who were more or less inclined to emigrate. “ Whin I was laving Ameriky it was,” said M‘Closkey, “ hanging was gittin’ out o’ vogue entirely. Petitions was sent from all quarthers o’ Ameriky for puttin’ a stop to it. I sould a blood horse to a Siniter who tould me as much as all that.” “ Och ! now, sowl o’ me,” cried Michael O’Donnohue, “ if Pether hadn’t taken the jintleman’s purse till he got ower to the dacent country that it is, here it is he wud be at this blessed day, riddy to immigrate wid the rest o’ us.” “ Well, well, here’s paice to his sowl,” said M‘- Closkey, turning off his glass of whisky. The crathur began to creep round the room, producing evidences of its magic power in the increasing hilarity and confusion of voices. “ An’ I was wanst ower it’s not I that wud be sorry for that same,” said Ned Faden the tailor. “ An’ maybe for all that it’s not yourself Neddy that wudn’t be right glad to get a glimpse o’ ould Ireland agin,” cried little Peter Healy who went to America about two years before and had lately retumed. “Whish! Och! Hut! Wurra!” exclaimed half-a-dozen voices at once. “ Pether Healy,” said Rory O’Donnohue, “ an’ y’are not the lad to go wid us, you’ll better go by yoursilf an’ be aisy, an’ not be after tossing your cowld wather upon the interprise, onyhow.” “ Jist listen to raison a bit,” cried M'Closkey, “ it’s Mr. Healy sure that's a good right to tell his ixpariences o’ the new country an’ it plase him ; an’ then I’ll jist be after axing ye to let mysilf spake a minnit whin he’s ower.” This proposition was received with a buzz of appro- bation, and Peter Healy, having taken a flesh glass of whisky, cleared his throat to begin. “ Ye’ll make it as bad as ye can, Pether Healy,” cried a rosy lass who sat in the corner, “ for Patrick, my man there, is for going, an’ I raly wish he’d stay at home an’ cobble the brogues, an’ lave drinking, an’ divarsions, an’ divilment, an’ the like o’ that.” “ Hould your tongue ye jade,” said Patrick Murphy, joining himself in the good-natured laugh occasioned by his wife’s remark. “ Bad as I can, is it ye say, Eyley ? ” cried Peter, “ it’s no aisy mather to make it worse nor it is, ye may depind, an’ so I’ll tell ye all what I knows about Ameriky. It’s me that wud sooner thrate mysilf to a ride upon ony sliding bog nor go that a-way agin. The Sayflower was the name o’ the ship we wint ower in to the new country, an’ a say- flower it was indade, for I thought we should niver be set upon dry land ony more. A mane rotten ould brig it was entirely. She was three wakes or more gifting under way from Dingle. To-day a leak it wud be, an’ to-morrow the captin’s peepers wouldn't be aboord ; thin a small touch o’ throuble, Mary Fla- herty's childer, the whole thirteen o’ them, an’ she a widdy, down wi’ the small pox at wanst. We was all smok’d of coorse. Whin all was riddy, a head wind held on for more nor eight days. I 

jist ran up to Dingle for a bit o’ fresh air, you see, an’ whin I was returning the ould hulk, for the wind had come fair, was standing out o’ Dingle Bay. It was mysilf. I’ll warrant ye, that 
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fitched a scrame louder nor ony keena ye iver heerd at a wake, an’ a straight tail it was that I made o’ my long blue as I run down the lull. The ould thing put back her topsail and lay to, jist as I scramed, though she was off shore two miles it was. I cudn’t ha’ belav’d it was in the man o’ me to scrame at sich a rate as that. But I put forth my lungs onyhow, for I flit mur- thered. It’s my chist, an’ more nor all I had i’ the world going off to Ameriky, an’ I all alone wid mysilf in Dingle, where I knowed not a sowl, only David McCarthy, an’ he the last person I wud see, for I owed him a thrifle that it wasn’t convanient to pay. The boat was lit down, an’ soon rached the wharf, an’ so I ran to it, an’ says I, ‘ I didn’t think ye’d hare me scrame.’ ‘ No more we didn’t,’ says they. But I soon seed how it was. Four shapeish fellies from Dingle, that maned to go ower for no- thing at all, was deticted in the ould brig’s stairage, for indade they deticted themselves by paping out for something to ate, hav- ing swaUy’d all the praties they tuk wid ’em in their pockets, an’ thinking, as they confissed, they was more nor half way to Ame- riky. So we got aboord, an’ “ Pether, Pether,” cried Michael O'Donnohue, “ there’ll be no ind to your kreel this a-way ; it was to Ameriky ye was going.” “ Thrue for you Michael,” re- joined Peter Healy, “ but if ye’d seed that Sayflower yourself, ye’d confiss she was a dull sailer, Michael; an ould mud tarkle wud bate her on a wind. I’ll take a dhrop, since y’ave brought me to a stopping place.” Peter filled his glass. Man is said to be an imitative animal, and in such a situation no man is more so than an Irishman. Michael attempted to follow his example, but the whisky was drunk out. He was about to call for more, but was prevented by M‘Closkey; “ another quart, Mi-. Finnigan,” said he, “ it’s mysilf that thrates.” After the glass had gone round, Peter Healy was once more under way in the Seaflower. “ It’s not me if I iver seed so mony min, womin, and childer squazed togither in sich mane quarthers, as I seed thin, aboord that same Sayflower, exceptin’ at ould Tom M‘Laughlin’s wake and burial; an’ the like o’ that was niver seed in Ireland afore nor since for divilment an’ dirt. More nor four wakes we banged about, bating all the time, an’ we was bate by ivery thing that come nare us into the bargin. Then it was we had a gale wud make your chakes crack agin, an’ a roaring sae an’ the ould Say- flower on the top o’ it, an’ thin agin on the bottom. They got her afore the wind, an’ thin the wind got behind her.” “ That’s o’ course, Pether,” said Eyley, winking at Finnigan’s wife an’ Kathleen, who were seated together. “ Eyley Murphy,” Peter replied, “ your tongue nades to be abbraviated ; will ye take your own shares to it ? Whin the clouds dared away a bit, the cap- tin wud ha’ taken an observation, but he was purty considerably drunk entirely ; an’ the mate it was that was no better nor he. Eighty days we had been in this ould Sayflower ; an’ for twenty, mane aiting it was that wo had—maigre enough I toll ye. Thin we had another gale ; we carried away both topmasts, an thin”  I 5 
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“ Didn’t ye carry them same away whin ye sailed, Pether ?” said Eyley. “ A mane jest it is,” replied Peter, “ for a colleen like yoursilf, Eyley ; an’ ye’d heerd the shraiking o’ the womin an’ ehilder, ye wudn’t a been joking, onyway. I niver curst the cra- thur in the dape o’ my own sowl till that day it was. The lives o’ ivery one o’ us depinded upon the captin an’ the mate, an’ the harder it blew they wud get drunker nor iver. Tom Cregan, your own cousin he was, Eyley, run up from the stab-age, an’ cried out, ‘ she’s sprang a leak ! ’ Thin sich a hulabaloo ye niver heerd in your whole life, for almost all thought she was sinking downright. There was one o’ the crew, Jack Coffin, his name it was, was sober the whole time ; he was what in the new country they spake o’ for a yankee. A stout felly that same, an’ a kind heart, an’ the best o’ faleings he had. He run down an’ was up agin in a dash, an’ bade us be aisy ; ‘ kape up your courage, my boys,’ says he, ‘ there’s a God above us all! ’ ” “ An’ did he spake that same ? ” said Kathleen, while the tears filled her eyes. “ Indade, an’ he did,” replied Peter Healy, “ an’ he put us to the pumps, an’ we worked more fraely for our fives, ye may be sure, nor for ony other wages. An’ now an’ thin we’d hear Jack Cof- fin’s voice louder nor the storm, nor the crakeing o’ the ould hulk, “ chare up my hearties,’ wud he say, ‘ we’re gaining upon the leak; ’ an’ didn’t we spare oursilves niver a bit, think ye ? An’ thin, after he set us to thrumming a sail, as they call it, that is, ye see, we stitched it all over with oakum an’ ould rags—rags a plinty there was, for even the women an’ the childer worked an’ cried together, taring off the bits o’ their ould petticoats to thrum the sail with. So we got it ower the ould Sayflower, that is under her leaky bottom I mane, an’ it sucked into the sames an’ stopped the leak more immadiately nor a smashed praty. ‘ Thank the Lord for that,’ said Jack Coffin. There was another yankee nor he that niver tasted the crathur, Abel Judson, they called him. They said they were mimbers o’ a society in the new country that niver tasted it entirely ; a paice o’ their crade was it, no doubt. So Jack Coffin called Judson an’ about a dozen o’ the most lively o’ the immigrants, mysilf o’ course, among the rest, to the quar- ther dick. ‘ Silf-presarvation, my lads,’ said he, ‘ is the law o’ nathur ;’ jist thase was his very words. ‘ Indade an’ it is,’ said we. Jist thin the womin begins to fale better an’ stronger, see- ing a dozen or more o’ the best o’ us standing up to one another that a-way ; an’ they pulls their wet cloaks over their shoulders, an commences to wipe the saut wather off the small childer’s faces. ‘ An’ will ye stand by us two,’ said Jack Coffin an’ Jud- son, for the rest, mind ye, was drunk, ‘ an’ we do the best we can to save all your fives ? ’ 4 An’ it’s that we will, master Coffin, to the last dhrop,’ said we, as we stud up close to him. 4 An’ the captin kapes drunk,’ said he, 4 an’ the mate too, there’s nothing afore us but the etarnal world, for naither Judson nor mysilf,’ said he,4 knows how to take an observation or navigate the brig ; so, if y’are true men, follow me.’ Thin he saized a braid-axe, an’ 
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\vint down to the cabin, an’ we after him. There was a cask o’ spirits there, an’ Jack Coffin, wid one blow o’ the braid-axe, staved in the head, an’ away rin the crathur over the floor ; a graivous sight at ony other time nor that, to be sure. The mate was dafe as a kreel o’ turf; but the captin ris in his coat, an’, drunk as he thin was, he saized his pistols, an’ cried, ‘ a mutiny ! ’ an’ thereupon, holding the pistol close to the chake o’ Hugh Mulligan, he cracked away, but somehow or another he missed, an’ the ball lodged in the cabin door. As ho saized the tother pistol, Abel Judson an’ Joe Muncrieff it was, I’m thinking, saized liimsilf, an’ Jack Coffin took away the pistol an’ his hanger. ‘ It’s no mutiny, Captin Bailey,’ said Jack, ‘ but y’are drunk as a baste, an’ if ye don’t lave off, an’ gi’ us your assistance, we’re lost.’ The captin swore terribly, but was too drunk to be o’ ony sarvice jist thin. So we left him for the prisent. We had no more nor got up from the cabin whin a dreadful big wave struck the ould Sayflower, breaking all over us, casting loose the wather casks, ripping away the quarther boords and part o’ the bulwalks, swaping the dicks, an’ throwing the brig on her bame inds. Ye wudn’t ha’ found a heart to joke in the laste, an’ ye’d ha’ bin there, Eyley Murphy, jist thin. Sich a big misery Pether Healy niver seed afore nor since. It’s mysilf though that’s draimed it out an’ out more nor a hunder nights. It’s the strength o’ forty men samed to come to me that minnit. I cotched hould o’ the wither lanyards ; an’ sure it is I niver loved onything, live or dead, so well afore. The poor womin an’ childer, an’ the fable ould people wem’t no match for it; the sae stripped ’em off like ould rags, an’ played wid the poor crathurs, for a braif minnit, like so many eggshells, an’ thin swallowed them up. Aich great wave samed to lapo into the ould Sayflower like a hungry wolf into a cradle, showing his white teeth and saizing his helpless prey. There was Tom Cregan, your cousin, that I spake o’, Eyley, a hard fate it was ; poor Cregan ! he was a strong and a bould swimmer, but—howsomiver it’s not I that'll harrash up your faleings, Eyley—he was a good lad, paice to him I say.” Eyley Murphy had buried her face in her hands, and was not the only person present who had become deeply affected at Peter’s narration. “ A great many,” continued Peter Healy, “ tried to cache the foretop or the main—no aisy matter it was—a poor felly wud creep along the rigging, houlding on for his sowl, for life is swate ye all know, an’ whin he’d get half a-way, maybe or more, or was jist riddy to cotch hould o’ the top itself, the wave wud come up wid him an’ he so wake that he wud let go the shroud he was houlding, but the saut sae wud find him anither. I was able to look round an’ see who was lift upon the wreck. There was poor Dolly M‘Cabe, Jerry’s widdy ; she was born in county Cork, but lived wid Jerry here in Lim’rick twelve years or more. She was immigrating wid her brother, Larry M'Quaid. Poor sowl, she was a wreck hersilf, so tattered an’ bate by the waves, an' she was houlding on to a ringbolt wid one hand and 
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supporting her two little gossoons wid the tother. She was within spaking o’ me, an’ so, whin I got a convanient opportunity betune the waves, I called to her an’ asked where was M‘Quaid. She shook her head, poor crathur, and rowled up her eyes, but she couldna spake, maning that he was gone overboord, an’ indade he was. A coil o’ rope was nare to me, so I succaded in cutting off a good paice for a lashing an’ throwed it to the poor sowl, an’ more nor a fool I was for that same. The poor widdy, ye see, had but two hands onyhow, an’ wid one she clang for dear life to the ringbolt, an’ held the poor childer wid the tother. How thin could she saize the rope that I was such a barbarous villin as to throw to her jist to make her more sensible o’ her own dissolute condi- tion, though it’s mysilf wtid ha’ bin hanged sure wid that idintical rope afore I wud have maned sich a mane thing as that ye know to ony poor widdy. But quare enough it was, that rope floated ower to leeward an’ was saized by ould Barty Morrow, who had worked his way up to the hoith o’ the lee lanyards, but was so wake that he cud nohow creep ower into the maintop. He confissed to me since that ’twas narely up wid him whin he rached the rope, but he lashed his poor body wid it to the lanyard onyhow. The saizing o’ it brathed life into him ; an' what’s quarer nor that, this same rope it was that was the death o’ that man, Barty Morrow, a year after. For he was so plased wid the rope that saved him that he must nades save the rope. Whin he was hanged in the new country for murther it was agraible to his faleings to be put up wid the ould rope, an’ a rale obliging jintleman, the High Sherry o’ New York, tied it dacently about his neck, an’ ould Barty Morrow was hanged pracisely according to his wishes.” “ I re- number Dolly M‘Cabo right well,” said Bob Finnigan’s wife ; “ was the poor crathur saved, Pether Healy ?” “ An’ ye will have it thin,” said Pether with a deep sigh, “ I was thinking to lead ye away from the finish o’ the poor widdy by telling ye o’ould Baity Morrow’s presarvation by the same rope that hanged him a year after. He that was saved wid a rope was hanged -wid a rope, much like the ould saws it is, what comes by the wather goes by the wather, an’ what comes ower the devil’s back goes anunder his belly. It’s o’ the poor widdy an’ the childer that ye’d hear me spake. It’s your wish an’ your will, Betty Finnigan, an’ ye’ll not be after blameing me if it mmthers your drames. But I’ll take o’ dhrop o’ whisky afore I begins ; for, after I’ve tould it, I’ll not do the like* agin till I slape off the remimbrance o’ that poor sowl.” After Peter had taken a glass to enable him to tell the story the better, and his companions, or the majority, had done the same thing to enable them to hear it the better, Peter Healy recommenced as follows:—“ It’s rather warm drink- ing an’ spakoing so long in this snug room it is, an’ I’ll jist fling off’ my coat. The storm was ijothing abating, an’ the waves was gitting bigger, an’ clane swapes they made, ye may belave me. Yoursilf, Betty Finnigan an’ Eyley Murphy, knows well enough what a swash an’ swirl there’ll be i’ tho drain box, whin yt s 
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pouring in’t your big tub o’ suds ; an’ how an eggshell or a praty skin, or ony sich thrifle will bounce up an’ down, an’ be whisked an’ twirled,'heels ower head like a bit butter in a stirabout. Jist suppose a drain box as big as the ould Sayflower, an’ a tub o’ wather to match, an’ all the powers o’ the sae to throw it aboord. A man as fat as Johnny Mulligan, the brewer, tossed into sich a whirlypool, wud be no more nor a praty skin or the like o’ that. The day was about done, but the storm kipt on. Cowld it was in- dade, an’ though it was me that had lashed mysilf tight enough to the lanyards, I began to fear that I should not see the light o’ another day, even if the ould Sayflower shud kape together. How the poor widdy hild her grip o’ the ringbolt, the Lord only knows. Twas love an’ fare for the poor childer, it was, that gi’ the lone woman the strength o’ four men.” Peter Healy by this time had lashed the hearts and the thoughts of his hearers to himself and his story as effectually as he himself had been lashed to the lanyards during the tempest. There was no longer any frivolous disposition to interrupt him in his narrative. The group was gathered round him, most of them with their faces as thorougly bathed with salt water, as were those of poor Dolly M‘Cabe and her children upon that terrible day. Even Eyley Murphy’s light heart was thoroughly subdued. She sat upon a dresser, for the room was small; and, as Finnigan said in a whisper to his wife, “ there wor chairs enough, but too much company.” Eyley was sitting with her body bent forward, her elbows on her knees, and her feet resting on the top of Peggy M'Xamarra’s chair, the wife of Michael the broken tailor, one of those who intended to emi- grate. Her mouth was wide open, the tears streaming down her rosy cheeks, and her hands were continually employed in throw- ing back her locks of bright yellow hair which interrapted her clear vision of the speaker ; the alternate and unceasing action of her hands resembling that of some skilful performer upon the double, jews-hsirp. “ An’ for why not, Pether,” cried Eyley sharply, stamping her right foot upon the top o’ Peggy’s chair, “ for why not didn’t ye rin an’ help the poor crathur, an’ you a man ?” “ Don’t talk to me that a-way, Eyley Murphy,” rub- bing his eyes with his coat sleeve ; “ bad enough it was I wished tp help the poor sowl; but, an’ ye was lashed to the top o’ the church staple, wud ye be after jumping off to help a poor body that was falling to the ground, your own silf, Eyley ? Well, ye m see the day was gitting more darker, but ye cud see onything clare enough, for the moon was ris thin. ’Twas up an’ down wind it was, blowing like crazy for a minnit, an’ thin taking brith. I was looking at Dolly M'Cabe an’ the childer whin the wind was still, an’ I heerd a splash in the wather as nare to me as y’are yoursilf, Rory O’Donnohue. ’Twas ould Foster, as they called him, one o’ the crew. He had cut off the rim o’ his tar- paulin, by that same token I knowed him. He fell from tlie main top, drunk, into the wather; ho ris up both hands, an’ held on to his jug to the last. The sae didn’t take long to do for ould 
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Foster, he was swallowed in a minnlt, he was. The wind samed to be shifting, an’ I cried out to the poor widdy to kape a heart an’ hould on. She jist ris her head an’ I seed she was getting waker an’ waker. The wind worked round from North to Aist to be sure, but an iller wind was it nor afore, for the waves, ye see, kipt rowling an’ tumbling the ould course, a long time, but the Sayflower tuk a new diriction, so the wather come in through the broken bulwarks on the starboord bow. There wasn’t a sao after that but made a clane bracho over the poor widdy an’ the childer. I seed a great wave jist riddy to brik, an’ I called out to her to grip the ring, an’ hould on—down it rushed upon us—I heerd Dolly shraik—an’ whin the wather was out from my eyes, I looked that a-way, an’ the childer was gone. Och! marcy! how I wished for the darkest night i’ the world! for the braid bright moon showed me the whole misery. I seed the little crathurs swirled round an’ knocked agin one thing or another, an’ thin hurried °ff to etarnity on the top o’ the great wave. Him that was a wakely child samed dead; but the bigger gossoon, Jerry it was named for his father, he was a strong lad, an’ he struggled a bit; but he was no more nor a feather in a gale of wind, he wasn’t.” “ David, agra, come close to me,” said Kath- leen Mashee, almost unconsciously, to her little boy. “Dolly M‘Cabe,” continued Peter, “was a good wife to Jerry, an’ a graiving widdy to him she was, an’ she samed to live after, only for Jerry’s childer, nor nothing more. I saw the murthering proof o’ that, ye’ll belave me, for no sooner was the childer taken fi-om her that a-way, than she lit go her hould, an’ gave up her make spirit, an’ was lifted away upon the nixt wave. The dark clouds soon after were gathering ower the moon. I was gitting cowlder an’ had ate nothing now for a long time. A kind o’ slapey faleing was coming ower me, an’ all the blood o’ my body samed to be going home to the heart o’ me for the last time. Jist thin I heerd a small voice calling to me, so it samed, ‘ Pether,’ it said. So I listened, an’ not hareing it immadiately, I thought ’twas owing to my being wake an’ dispeerited. But soon it samed to come agin. ‘ Pether Healy! Pether Healy ! Pether Healy ! ’ ’Twas a sort o’ a womanish voice.” “ ’Twas the Banshee!” said Peggy M'Namarra. “ The Banshee !” replied Peter, what sort o’ a Banshee wud that be, an’ I alive an’ at your sarvice, Peggy entirely, at this prisint time ? no it wasn't. It was Car- rol Sweeny, that thafe, the little watch-maker, that was the tin- nant o’ more min in Lim’rick nor he iver paid rint to ; ’twas that same, I till ye. He was narer to me nor yoursilf, an’ I niver knowed it. He was rowled up i’ the ould sail, an’ he knowed it was I, bekase he heerd me spaking to the poor widdy ; an’ I knowed it was himsilf by this token that he tilled me so. Whin I said, ‘ who’s spaking ?’ ‘ It’s Carrol Sweeny,’ said he. ‘ An’ is’t yoursilf? said I. 4 Ye may jist say that,’ said he. 4 An’ what's your will,’ said I. Said he, 41 confiss t’ye,’—an’ thin he stopped. As he was the big thafe that ho was, I raley belaved, as there 
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was no praist aboord, lie was going to confiss his offinces. ‘ Well/ said I, ‘ Carrol, make a clane brist.’ ‘ Pettier,’ said he, ‘ I confiss t’ye, I’m fared my bit chist o’ watch-maker’s tools will be party much ruined by the saut wather entirely.’ Fable as I was, I gi’ it to him. ‘ Hut!’ said I, ‘ ye riglar thafe, that y’are, is it in ye man to be spaking this a-way ! Y’are jist in etarnity,’ said I, ‘ an’ they’ll no be wanting ye to tinker their timekapers there, I’ll rickon. The wind had nearly gone, an’ by the break o’ day the sae ■was aisier. We began to get a glimpse o’ aich other, the small sprinkling o’ live bodies that was spared. The captin an’ mate was drownded in the cabin. Niver did I cry, ‘ Lord be good to us,* from the very pit o’ my heart so as I did thin whin I seed Jack Coffin an’ Abel Judson alive an’ coming down from the fore-top. ‘ Healy,’ said Jack Coffin when he seed me, ‘ God has spared ye it sames.’ ‘ Indade he has, sir,’ said I. ‘ Well,’ said he, ‘ Healy, we must try to save oursilves. Where’s the braid axe ?’ He was then coming down the shrouds, an’ had got jist down so far as Joe Munerieff, who had lashed himsilf in the rig- ging, ‘ ’Twas Muncrieff had the braid axe last,’ said I, ‘ he’ll spake to ye, sir, where he put it.’ ‘ No, he won’t, Healy,’ said Jack Coffin, ‘ he’ll spake no more.’ Ye see he was dead. So they kim down an’ began to hunt for the braid axe, an’ Carrol Sweeny, that I niver respicted afore, was the man that found it. I had got loose from the lashing, an’ we took turns to cut away the masts. By the same token it was that ould Barty Morrow an’ the rest what was alive, very prudently crept down from the top. So we cut away the wither lanyards first, an’ as the masts wudna go ower we used the braid axe a bit, an’ prisintly away wint the two masts wid a crash ower the side, an’ the ould Sayflower set up straight agin upon the wather. Wake as we was we begun to think o’ the pumps agin, an’ to our great joy was it Carrol Sweeny, who was diving after his chest o’ watch- maker’s tools, brought up a bit o’ bafe an’ a small sack o’ seed praties, that Joe Muncrieff, paice to him, was bringing out to plant in the new country; an’ as one o’ the wather-casks was unhurt, we had a male o’ raw mate an’ praties, an’ a drink o’ wather ; one praty a paice, an’ a bit mate, that Jack Coffin cut off for aich o’ the company. Tharty-four out o’ more nor one hunder an’ sixty sowls ! An’ it wasn’t for the hunger o’ starva- tion, we cudn’t ate a bit or drink a bit, for jist as we were put- ting the first paice o’ raw mate into our mouths, there comes floating out o’ the forecastle that poor young thing, Judy O’Keefe, jist married she was, too sick to lave her cot, an’ Morris her hus- band, wud shtay wid her to the last. So whin the weather rushed in, they was both drownded, an’ they was locked in aich other’s arms whin they floated out togither. Well, we filt a bit stronger for that male, mane though it was, so we wint to pumping an’ putting up a jerrymast. We hadn’t worked more nor an hour afore Judson shouted ‘ land aheaxl!’ An’ indade it was so, but 
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it puzzled ’em to till wliat land it was. Howsomiver the wind, what there was, and the tide like enough, brought us narer an’ narer to it; and about four o’clock the ould Sayflower wint head first, thump upon a great white bache. ’Twas mysilf that rin straight to the ind o’ the bowsprit that rached up over the shore, and right glad was I, for I hadn’t bin so far up the country for nare a hunder days. But I seed nothing more nor sand ivery way, only a small bit cabin, nare the place we run ashore. ‘ Is’t Ameriky?’ said I. ‘Ay, ay,’ said Jack Coffin, ‘it’s Cape Cod,” said he, ‘ an’ ye may bliss the Lord that the Sayflower didn’t come on wid a strong wind and a heavy sae.’ ‘ What’s that bit cabin ?’ Master Coffin, said I; that same was the only habitation I seed among the hapes o’ sand. ’Twas widin a praty's throw o’ mysilf. So he tould me ’twas put jist there for the poor sailors in distress. How they cud till so pracisely where the ould Sayflower wud rin ashore, an’ pit the bit house jist there, the likes o’ me niver cud till. After we had risted ower night in the little cabin we waded mony miles through the dape sand. If we hadn’t ate up poor Joe MuncriefTs seed praties he cudn’t got any kind o’ a crop from ’em jist there ye may depind. After great fatigue we rached the town as they called it. I niver seed onything so mane in all Ireland. Well, ye see I was my own man in a free country ony- how. There’s not a bit soil widin two hunder miles o’ Lim’rick so mane as what I seed in Ameriky. Many a mile was it we wint a’most up to our knees in the sand, an’ not a mullen stalk xlid we see upon the top o’ which a poor broken hearted grasshopper might sit, wid tares in his eyes, an’ chaip all day about nothing to ate. Whin we got to the cintre o’ the town, an’ ’twas not IJether Healy cud tell where that was, I seed a small shebeen it samed. I walked in, an’ sayTs I to a quare little felly that was tinding, ‘ a gill o’ your whisky if ye plase.’ Well, instid o’ draw- ing the liquor, he stud shelving his white teeth, an’ for all the world grinning to mo like a Cheshire cat. ‘ A dhrop o’ the era- thur, sir,’ says I, an’ if I didn’t draw up a bit an’ look offinded, it wasn’t my own silf onyhow. So upon that he opens a windy an’ bawls out ‘ Ginral! Cinral! Squire Taber! won’t ye come in, here’s a customer wants something.’ ‘ Axe him to tarry,’ said that other,- ‘ till I drive a nail or two in Doctor Coggin’s colt’s fut.’ No more nor two minnits it was afore in comes a felly what looked a dale more like a blacksmith nor any ginral I iver set eyes on in Ireland. ‘ What’s your wish,’ says he. ‘ A gill o’ whisky was it,’ says I. ‘ We kape a timperance store,’ says he. ‘ Well,’ says I, ‘ I doesn’t care about taking any o’ that to-day,’ for I didn’t thin comprehind his maning, ‘ but I’d like a dhrop o’ brandy or por- ther an’ ye hasn’t the whisky.’ Thin he an’ the small spalpeen laughed out, to show their dacency, like a couple o’ bull calves that had jist lost their raison. So I walked out an’ tried throe other shebeens, an’ got the same bad luck pracisely. Whin I axed for a dhrop o’ whisky aich one said he kipt a temperance store. Jack 
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Coffin, whin I seed him agin, tould me all about it; said he, ‘ ye’ll not find a dhrop o’ spirit for sale in the whole county.’ Think o’ that, Robert Finnigan, an’ that same a free country into the bargin. Bad luck to it say I. It’s more nor a month’s work I had for nothing trying to get a little work for ony wages at all at all. I got a place at last wid a widdy leddy, but didn’t stay more nor a couple o’ hours. I wint to her sarvice about nine o’clock in the morning, an’ the maid ran out about twelve to say the ould leddy cudn’t imploy me no longer. I axed if I had offinded her ; the young woman said no, but her mistress had bin reading an account o’ an Irish murther, an’ wudn’t have ony o’ my country slaping anunder her roof for the whole world. Bad luck samed to stick to the back o’ me like a pitch plaster onyhow. At last I kim upon a rale jintleman, a lawyer he was. I heerd him defind a countryman o’ ours for staleing a cloak: an’ he did the thing so dacently, an’ spake sich nato an’ swate things o’ ould Ireland that I ran up to him whin he was laving the court an’ tould him I shud like to sarve sich a man as his honour for jist no wages at all. So he ran me up an’ down wid a hawk’s eye ; ‘ What’s your name, sir ?’ said he. ‘ Pether Healy, plase your honour,’ said I. ‘ Well,’ said he, ‘ your tarms are purty raisonable entirely, so you may come to-morrow morn- ing.’ So I wint ye see, an’ did my best for his honour, not for- getting mysilf, of course, as I was to have no riglar wages. Af- ter the first wake he began to hint; an’ every day more or less he kipt a-hinting till I left him ; an’ I niver recaived a single far- thing o’ him, that is, o’ his own free will.” “ Good, Pether !” said Eyley Murphy, who had quite recovered her spirits, “ what was that same the lawyer kipt a-hinting ?” “ Och !” replied Peter Healy, “ he had a nagurish way wid him for a jintleman, an’ he kipt a-hinting all sorts o’ disagfaible things.” “ An’ have ye purtiklar objictions, Pether, to telling a body what he kipt a- hinting about ?” rejoined Eyley Murphy with a waggish laugh. “ Not in the laste, Eyley,” answered Peter, “ he tould me, the villin that he was, that I was a rale Irish liar an’ a thafe into the bargin. After that I had too much spirit to sarve him ony longer. I will only say that if Ameriky isn’t the manest coun- try in the world my name’s not Pether Healy ; so I’ll jist put on my coat, if ye plftse, an’ hear what you can say, Mister M'Clos- key, to the contrary. “Thanks to ye, Pether,” said John M‘Closkey, “for ye’ve tould us an affecting story onyhow; that’s not to be contradicted no time o’ day; an’ maybe it’s no less nor the truth the whole o’ it. Nivertheless ye’ll forgive me for telling ye the plain thing—ye knows no more about Ameriky nor my ould cap here, nor so much as that naither, bekase ye see that same has been lagues ower the new country whin it’s yoursilf has been inches maybe. ’Twas better luck nor yourself we had. Eighteen days marely was we from Cork to the city o’ New York, an’ a most agraible time we had ye may be sure. Three Roman 
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Catholic praists was aboord, besides four young jintlomen, Jisti- its they was. They kipt their own sacret party well onyhow. Father Mundowny let mysilf into it whin we had been taking a dhrop porther togither. Ye’d no praist aboord the Sayflower, I think ye said; maybe your throubles was prosading from that same. \ The city o’ New York is one o’ the finest cities in the world I’m thinking; an’ its much the same wid the other great cities in the new country, an’ there’s plenty o’ them. Mate is chaper a dale nor it is in Ireland, an’ so is male. Praties grows whiles y’are slaping o’ their own free will. As for the crathur, a man may be as gay as a bag full o’ flaes an’ dead drunk into the bargin for the marest thrille. Ye can’t go a road, man, widout rinning agin a shebeen; an’ bekase land jist hi the city is so dear, an’ there’s no room for so many shebeens as the public good requires, they put more nor the half o’ them anunder ground. There ye’ll get the crathur in all its forms. ’Tisn’t in such a free country as that you’ll see a poor felly like your worthy uncle, Mr. Finnigan, that’s in glory long ago, rinning for dare life wid his still in his arms, pursued by a bloodthirsty exciseman or some o’ his mane understhrappers. It’s a respictable bisness in Ameriky to make the crathur an’ to sell it, no impachment o’ your own calling here Mr. Finnigan. Kale godly people it is o’ the most sober lives an’ conversations what sells it an’ makes it too. Dacons make the best, an’ they thinks the Sabbath day is jist the time to make the suparior quality.” “John M'Closkey, did ye say dagonsmake it?” inquired Eyley Mmphy. “ No, I didn’t, I said Dacons make it—whisht! ye saucy colleen,” continued M'Closkey, perceiving Eyley’s meaning as the tittering of the women at- tracted his ear, “ ye tak’s a dhrop now an’ thin yourself maybe.” “ What sort o’ Dacons will they be, sir,” said Kathleen Mashee, “ to forgit God’s law an’ make the crathur on the Sabbath day ? It’s the blissed Jasus that repates the law,—Thou shaft do no manner o’ work, thou an’ thy son, an’ thy daughter, thy cattle, an’ the stranger that is widin thy gates.” “ Well, well,” said M'Closkey. “ It’s jist this a-way they manage it,—they lights a great fire on Saturday night in the still-house, an’ it’s the fire sure that works on the Sabbath day onyhow, an’ not the Dacons nor their sarvents. Whin its all on a blaze ’twud be more like working to put it out nor to let it bum. No doubt there’s some felly that throws on a bit stick to kape the fire, an maybe ho takes a dhrop o’ the crathur now an’ thin, jist to see an’ it's nare being a good crathur or no. Now, an it’s the Lord’s will he shud do so it’s no other body’s bisness sure; an’ it’s no the Lord’s will, why thin the felly, that same, is the Devil’s sarvent of course, an’ not ony way the Dacon’s.” “ An’ ye’d bin a lawyer, John,” said Rory O’Donnohue, “ ye’d got poor Pether off at his thrial, there’s no doubt o’ it.” “ Thanks to ye, Mister Rory, for your good opinion o’ my poor abeelities. It’s no aisy for an ould dog to lain new tricks ye know. An’ I was o’ your own yares, I might be after gitting an insight o’ the law. ’Twud come to mo 
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o' its own accord, I’m thinking, for there’s a plain conniction be- tune that same an’ my own profession; an’ twud be convanient to me in my dalings. I’se doing party well howsomiver. It’s aisier putting off an ould broken-winded horse in the new country nor it is in Ireland. Maybe those among ye, that’s half a mind to make a bit thrial o’ Ameriky, fares it’s all strangers ye’s going to find there. Jist the contrary it is. Whin the ship we wint over in hauled in to the wharf, ye’d thought, an’ ye’d bin there, that ye was in Cork or Dublin for all the world; sich powers o’ Irish men an’ Irish women were crowding down to see ould acquaintances, an’ hare news from the Emerald Isle, an’ to tinder their sarvices. Our people are growing fast in that country, depind. What, with their own increase, an the constant immi- grating from all parts o’ Ireland, there’s no doubt, in the minds o’ sinsible calkillaters, but we may possiss the whole country one day. An’ isn’t it that wud be no more nor it shud he after all? ITe see the Amerikans staled that same, every inch o’ it, from the red men. They wud stale away the poor Indians’ brains wid the aid o’ the crathur, an’ thin fix a quarell on ’em about a hatchet, or bit iron, or string o’ hades; thin go to war, an’ bate the poor red fellies, bum their haggards an’ wigwams, an’ the like o’ that. After being driv’ back in the wilderness, the poor crathurs wud sue for paice, an’ make a threaty, an’ sell their land an’ the graves o’ their forbears for jist as much gunpowier an’ whisky as the Amerikans plased to gi’ ’em. So they stalM away their tirritory. An’ may be it’s Cod’s will that we shud stale it from them after all, an’ if it be his will, there’s no country ’twud be more agraible to stale ; that’s all I will say. I’ll be plased, howsomiver, to spake to ony quistions ye will put to me about Ameriky.” “ I wud jist ask ye, John M‘Closkey,” said Betty Finnigan, “ aren’t there no Protestant Irish in the new country ?” “ Hiritics ye mane—yes, like enough; but I beg your pardon, I re- mimber now ye’s that way o’ thinking yourself.” “ What ye spake o’ the chapeness o’ male an’ mate’s incouraging, indade it is,” said Patrick Murphy, “ but how is’t wid sich other small mathers a poor body must have ?” “ He’s in no hurry to wait long for your reply,” said Eyley ; “ it’s o’ the crathur he wud hare ye spake ; for the world’s sake gi’ him a spadey answer, M'Closkey.” “ Swate had luck to ye, Eyley Murphy,” said her husband, “ an your legs were as long as your red rag, ye’d no want stilts ony- how.” Eyley was uncommonly short, and she joined heartily in the laugh which had been thus turned upon herself. “ The good crathur,” replied M'Closkey, “ is as dare a crathur, in one sense, in Ameriky as ’tis in Ireland, hut it’s a chape crathur too. Ye niver taste the excise in your whisky, though he has to pay for’t onyhow in ould Ireland. The liquor’s no the better for that. Now, in the free country, whin the crathur crapes into your stomach, it’s more agraible, hekase it’s a free crathur, an’ no bothered wi’ taxation.” “ John M‘Closkey,” said Neddy Faden the tailor, “ will ye be so obliging as to sittle a small doubt that’s perplex- 
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ing me, bekase o’ the contradictory stories about Lim’rick ? ould M‘Naney that sarved under Burgain it was, he tould me yester- day the new country’s no place for a man o’ my profession ; why, he says he’s seen the rale Amerikaners, by hunders, more naked nor iver they was bom.” “ Och ! the wheezing old croaker that he is,” replied M‘Closkey ; “ he manes to decaive ye, Neddy. It’s o’ the savagers, no doubt, that the ould felly spa'kes to ye. No fare for ony man o’ your line ; but I’ll jist gi’ ye a paice o’ advice: the people o’ the new country chafely are not marely sharp, but paked they are, more nor ony nadle. So ye’ll be care- ful in respict o’ your cabbaging, Neddy, to do it no so bouldly as y’ave bin accustomed hare in Ireland.” “ Thanks to ye, John, for mintioning that same ; did ye notice the cut o’ coats an’ braches whin ye was there ?” “ I can’t say that I did so very purtiklar, Neddy ; but, wid your shares, there’s no fare o’ the like o’ you. An’ now, if ony o’ ye’s a mind for the ixparimint, there’s a fine ship o’ three hunder tons goes nixt wake from Cork to Ameriky dirict; and so, as it’s jist after a horse I’se going to dale for wid Jerry M‘Graw the bafe butcher, I’ll be taking my lave. Stip this a-way, Mr. Finnigan, an’ ye plase, we’ll be sittling for the crathur.” M‘Closkey departed, leaving his audi- tors variously disposed. Thaddy Mashee, prompted by his na- tural disposition for novelty, was strongly inclined to emigrate ; but theynore cautious counsels of Kathleen persuaded him to re- main afld try his fortune in Limerick. “ We’ll be young enough, Thaddy,” said she, “ to go ower a yaro hince or more an’ it be nadefifi. But whin we’re clane gone ’twill no be so aisy maybe to get back an’ try your hand at the carpinter’s thrade hare in Lim’rick. Howsomiver, an’ your heart’s i’ the matlier, dare Thaddy, I’ll go along wid ye onyhow. Robert Finnigan’s wife had conceived a fi-iendship for Kath- leen, partly perhaps because they were of the same opinion in re- ligious matters, but mainly on account of her attractive and ami- able qualities. By the aid of Betty Finnigan, the Mashees were enabled to obtain some cheap apartments in her neighbourhood. Thaddy was successful in his efforts to associate himself, on pro- fitable terms, with a respectable carpenter, from whom, in the course of twelve months, he acquired an unusual amount of skill and information. David M‘Cready was now about four years of age, and he was constantly expressing his wish for such a play- mate, in the shape of a brother or sister, as little Bob Finnigan had ; and his -wishes were abundantly realised, for about this period, his mother gave birth to twins, one of which died on the second day after its" birth. The other, a healthy little girl, she was enabled to rear. Thaddy had work enough ; both himself and Kathleen, as well as their little ones, were in the possession of excellent health ; she had about her a little circle of Frotestant friends and acquaintances, and ample oportunities in Limerick for the enjoyment of religious worship, according to her faith. Yet Kathleen was not entirely happy. In the language of an Italian 
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proverb, “ there is a skeleton in every house." Love, devoted and undying, never took stronger hold upon the fibres of a woman s heart than upon hers. She lived, next to God and eternity, for her husband and her children, and he was not deficient in a deep rooted affection for them. But the heart is deceitful above mea- sure. Thaddy’s affections began to be divided between Kathleen and another object. In the society of his fond wife he became more and more silent and abstracted from day to day. This rival that was insidiously stealing away his heart from its legiti- mate proprietress, levied increasing demands upon his time, and, in return for the pleasures of sin, exacted from the hands of this infatuated worshipper the sweat of his brow, that product of his daily toil with which he had hitherto supported his devoted wife and dependent children. No word of direct crimination had ever escaped the lips of Kathleen. Now and then her silent tear or unbidden sigh, operating upon a heart sufficiently conscious of its obliquity, would drive him to a defence or palliation before any charge had been preferred against him. Anticipating, from the hurried meal or other circumstance, a separation for the long winter’s evening, she would sometimes say, “ Dare man, an’ ye’ll stay at home we’ll try to make it a pleasant fireside, onyhow, an’ the gossoon’s got out his chuck straas d’ye mind ; little David says ye don’t play wid him as ye used to do, Thaddy.” On such occasions he would sometimes forego his anticipated enjoyment elsewhere, and remain at home with a reluctance, however im- perfectly concealed. Still Kathleen had no occasion for jdslousy in the common acceptation of that word. She knew wells&Bough that Thaddy loved her alone of all women. No humafPbeing, as she beheved, and with good reason, could estrange the affec- tions of her husband, or induce him to forget his marriage vows, or shrink from his domestic responsibilities. What then had produced this apparent alienation ? W hat had taught him to turn away, night after night, from his own fireside, and to pre- fer any society to that of a fond wife and the offspring of their mutual affection ? In the words of Kathleen herself, when justi- fying, or at least palliating, his conduct, in the very face even of his own self-crimination—“ it was nothing but the crathur." By this ingenious distinction Kathleen transferred the crimin- ality of drunkenness from the idol of her soul to an agency be- yond the pale of her husband’s responsibility. If this agreeable self-delusion should seem inconsistent with her apparent good sense upon other occasions, we can offer no other solution of the mystery than such as has been transmitted from age to age in the proverb, that love is blind. Kathleen’s was not only blind, but deaf, for she would hear nothing to Thaddy’s disparagement; and dumb, for she replied not to his occasional abuse ; or, if ever, by two brief words, “ dare Thaddy! ” uttered in tones of gentle- ness and love. “ The Crathwr /” What a comprehensive synonyme for the Devil’s vicegerent upon earth f The elixir of misery ! In fa- 
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shionable life, among the opulent and the luxurious, drunkenness, and it is by no means an utter stranger in those elevated walks, comes not in that tremendous shape in which it haunts and scourges its wretched victims in the habitations of the poor. To those who dwell in palaces, or who are busily engaged in com- mercial or professional pursuits, the drunken father or the drunken child, the drunken husband or the drunken wife, though an ob- ject of loathing and disgust, brings not the whole fabric of do- mestic happiness to the ground. The drunken inmate in whatever relation, can be permitted to put on and sleep off the brute in a separate apartment. Expensive pleasures, and splendid castles, and gorgeous furniture, and glittering equipages, and the multi- farious occupations of life bury the recollections of such domestic affliction ; and, when they rise again, and undoubtedly they will, again the successive tide of this world’s affairs comes speedily over them, and again they are forgotten. It is not so wtih the poor. A single apartment frequently contains one household at least. There is no escape from the drunkard when he comes. No pleasures invite the wife and the children of the drunken husband and father from the scene of misery ; no foreign occupa- tions afford them relief; no ray of hope bears a reviving promise of betterment to-morrow ; the drunkard himself, that poor, tot- tering, broken reed, is their only stay ; they are not permitted to look w any other, of the present world, so long as the conjugal and parental relations remain ; it is not possible to flee away and be at rest; there is no power of oblivion but in the grave ; and even that, cold, and damp, and dreary as it is, is often sought by fervent prayer as an outlet for the wretched sufferer from a domestic hell. The bustle and excitement of Limerick had a direct and un- favourable influence upon Thaddy Mashee, who had passed his days in great obscurity before. Water finds its level not more certainly than a wild Irishman, upon entering a populous town, discovers that congenial circle in which it is most agreeable to his feelings to abide. Thaddy, soon after his arrival in Limerick, found himself in the society of certain individuals, whose chief occupation was drinking and diversion ; and, if we may be per- mitted to subdivide the second branch of their employment, this diversion consisted partly of gambling and fighting, and of the latter Thaddy had an ample dividend. It is characteristic of an Irishman, that, when sober, he is generous, obliging, affectionate, and humane ; but when under the cratkur's dominion, he is, of all known animals, the most pugnacious, ferocious, and unrelent- ing. The opium smoker of Sumatra, and other islands of the East, is not more likely to murder friend or foe without the least discrimination. Thaddy soon became an established inmate of Dennis Queeny’s shebeen. In process of time, no man was more likely to be missed in his place of a winter’s evening tjiai) Thaddy. If it was determined “ to flake an ugly felly,'" or to proceed upon any other “ divilment," no man was more essential to the enter- 
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prise than Thad. Mashee. Thaddy’s thoughtless and profligate associates were chiefly Catholics. We mean not to imply that Protestants are exempted from the degrading condition of pot- service, to which all vassals of the crathur are subjected. But we regret to perceive that, with a few respectable exceptions, which we delight to acknowledge and record, the Romish clergy and their agents are apparently opposed to the employment of those means, which, in the present age, have found such extensive favour with the world, for the suppression of intemperance* Whether this arises from an unwillingness to relinquish the accustomed means of personal gratification, or from indifference, we cannot say. It is more probably, however, a part of the Papal system; for, when drunkennes shall have been done away, and, with it, that just relative proportion of all indolence, ignorance, crime, misery, and superstition, of which it is the putative parent;—then, truly, a much smaller portion of mankind may be expected to follow the dark lanthem of the Romish religion. It is needless to say that the course pursued by her husband made poor Kathleen an unhappy woman. That religion is most likely to find professors among the frivolous and the wicked, which, by a species of ecclesiastical legerdemain, can persuade the sinner that he is going directly to Heaven when he is going directly to Hell. By a refined and complicated system of Jesuitry and Pre- latical juggling the Papal See has obtained its present extensive influence through the world. Poor Thaddy was still a Catholic at heart. He was constantly contrasting the compunctious prick- ings of his own conscience in contemplation of his unjustifiable career, and under the uncompromising system of religion which he had learned from Kathleen, with the delightful alternate succes- sion of sin and repentance permitted by the Romish scheme. Most true, when an explanation is formally demanded, we are told that the wafer is without efficacy unless the sinner heartily repent. But where is the son of Ireland or of any other country who has stolen a guinea, and spent the last farthing of it in whisky, who does not heartily repent ? It would be difficult in many cases, however, to decide whether he repented that he had spent the guinea or that he had stole no more. The priest is too desirous of preserving that power which enables him to deal by wholesale in this system of acceptable delusion, to render the wafer difficult of digestion by too close a scrutiny into the charac- acter of that repentance which the recipient avows. Be these high matters as they may, Thaddy was less pleased with a reli- gion which left him so exceedingly uneasy after the commission of sin. To forsake the poor craQmr and sin no more was not in all his thoughts. Just before confession his Catholic associates were frequently less cheerful. The idea of passing out of life without being shrived by the priest filled them occasionally with painful apprehension. But upon the next day they were them- 

* Father Mathew’s labours have now considerably changed the state of matters in Ireland in this respect. 
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selves again, and ready for a fresh career of iniquity. Kathleen was not only pained but chagrined by Thaddy’s evident apostacy, for she undoubtedly believed that she had converted him herself. Alas! when a young thief, of the Roman Catholic persuasion, who comes to steal ducks, is suddenly converted to the Protestant faith, not for the love of God, but of a handsome Irish girl, who detects him in the act, his conversion may not safely be credited, without further evidence. Thaddy Mashee had become a good carpenter, and he had no want of employment, but the misapplication of his earnings had brought into his little household a guest unwelcome and unknown before, poverty, but not rags as yet, nor squalid wretchedness. I have watched—nor was it any waste of time —I have stood, sheltered beneath my umbrella during a stonn of wind and rain, and watched for half an hour the labours of that little insect, whose thrift and industry are a proverb. I have seen her meeting the elements at every point; gathering redoubled strength from the very exigency ; at one moment re- pairing the crevice, which gave a passage to the water that stood in a puddle—a lake to her—around her rampart of com- pacted sand, threatening to break down the levee, and bring ruin upon her house and home ; at another moment, I have seen her, regardful of her children, descending rapidly into her subter- raneous abode, and instantly returning ; now struggling with a pebble, which threatened to choke the avenue, and then bearing off a straw which the wind had cast in her way. Such is not an unhappy illustration of a thrifty housewife—the Christian mother of needy children ; to whom the voice of nature has spoken aloud —if their father neglect them—thou art their mother!—to whoso evangehsed heart the angel of mercy has whispered, in accents ineffably sweet,—thou art not forsaken! Such was Kathleen. Her eyes, her ears, her hands were in continual requisition ; and, in the midst of oppressive poverty, she still continued not only to keep the wreck of their humble establishment together, but to preserve an air of tidiness and thrift. Betty Finnigan was a good friend to Kathleen,—but she was poor herself, and her own husband was falling fast into the pit, which, for years, he had been digging for others. “ His shebeen will be his grave, I’m farcing,” said Betty to Kathleen, in the confidence of her full heart. “ My health an strength are good, bless the Lord,” Kathleen would say to her fi-iend; “ but a brafe minnit it is I gits, i’ the midst o’ my cares an throubles, to rade the word. But we can pray, Bitty, onyhow. Whin I’m at the washtub, or mending dare Thaddy’s clothes or the childer’s, I can pray an wape into the bargin. An’ I’ve more strength whin I’ve done, for there’s no doubt it’s the Lord hears me.” There was a striking resemblance between the conditions of these ill-fated women. They were the only children of their respective parents, whom they had committed to the grave—their years were nearly equal—their tempers were gentle and affectionate—their sorrows were the 
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same; without father or mother, brother or sister; they had the same religious faith, and the same unfailing confidenoo in the promises of God. They were therefore, in the language of Paul, “ sorrowful, yet always rejoicing.” These poor women had given a promise to each other, that, in the event of the death of either, the children of the deceased, so far as circumstances would permit, should become the children of the survivor: a promise whose fulfilment was prevented by subsequent events. If any human being could be supposed to possess two distinct entities, that being was Thaddy Mashee. He was an entirely different creature, as his good or evil genius prevailed. Un- governable, brutal, and even dangerous, when under the influence of intoxicating liquor; at other times, during the intervals be- tween his paroxysms of drunkenness, for such in reality they were, he was full of sadness and sorrow for his bad conduct, pour- ing forth, in the most vehement language, professions of regret and promises of amendment. These bright sunbeams were always hailed with joy by Kathleen, although bitter and frequent experience had taught her that they were transient, and that cloud and tempest must inevitably follow. A deep sigh, or a tear, or some kind attention to the children from their father, after a fit of intoxication, would atone for a torrent of oaths and other cruel usage. It was in one of these intervals of repentance and domestic repose that he was sitting with little David upon his knee. “ Y’ave rid to me o’ Joseph’s coat, Kathleen,” said he, “ an’ it’s the gossoon’s got one o' as mony colours onyhow.” “ An’ ye may well say that,” said Kathleen, “ but the little felly want- ed a coat bad enough, an’ I did the best I cud, dare Thaddy. It’s made o’ getherings an’ scrapings, to be sure, afore the tailors’ shops. Whin I was picking up bits near M‘Ardle’s shop, where Faden kept, the same as wint to Ameriky wid John M‘Closkey, M'Ardle axed me for what I pick’d up the paices, an’ whin I tould him he throw’d me the great bit o’ blue, ye’ll mind it be- tune the red an’ green, an’ he gi’ me a hank o’ thrid to mak’ it wid. David says the little fellies mak’ fun o’ his coat, but it kapes him warm ; an Betty Finnigan says M‘Ardle eudna made a bether fit. Turn round, David, an’ let your father jist look at it. There, Thaddy, doesn’t ye reckon I’ve done purty well con- sidering ?” Thaddy made no reply—the tears filled his eyes, “ Dare man,” said Kathleen, “ an’ what’s the mather. He shan’t wear the coat an’ it doesn’t plase ye, Thaddy.” “ ’Twasn’t o’ the coat I was thinking,” replied Thaddy, rubbing his eyes, ” it’s bekase whiles I’m pulling the house to paices y’are pitting it together agin jist as fast. Och ! Katty, it’s bad luck that brought me, spalpeen that I was, to your windy that night whin I was ower head an’ ears in love wid your dare silf. An’ what am I now more nor a dead weight an’ a curse to ye, Kathleen ?” “ Whish ! Thaddy,” said Kathleen, “ don’t be after talking that a-way, y’are a good kind husband to me whin y’aro your own silf, ye are—it’s nothing but the crathur." ” Kathleen,” said hef 
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husband, after a short pause, “ I’m thinking an’ I had gone wid John M‘Closkey to Ameriky I shouldna be here as I am. There’s a vessel, they tell me, will be going after a wake’s time” Kath- leen had occasionally repented her counsel which caused Thaddy to try his fortune in Limerick. She had everything to fear from his continuance there with his present associates, and at least something to hope from a separation. “ Was’t a wake ye spake o’ Thaddy ?” said she. “ It’s after a wake or ten days the ship will sail, as I’m tould,” he replied. “ Maybe,” said Kathleen, “ it’s the Lord’s will that we should go to Ameriky, an’ I’m ready then.” Thaddy appeared overjoyed at her prompt acquiescence, and went out in high spirits to make the necessary inquiries. He soon returned with information that the ship would actually sail in ten days or a fortnight. Their arrangements were easily made. Time slackened not his customary pace, and the fort- night was speedily gone. Kathleen, after parting from Innis- fallen, found but little difficulty in turning away from Limerick. There was indeed one tie which she could not sever without a tear. When the ship was hauling off from the wharf, and orders had been given and repeated for all but passengers to go ashore, Betty Finnigan was the last to take leave. Then- little children, who had been taught to look forward to years of friendship, em- braced one another for the last time ; the prospective plans of their mothers were burst like bubbles, and an ocean was about to be thrown between those who might have associated till death in the bonds of humble but happy friendship. And all this would have been far otherwise but for “ the crathur.', The topsails were cast loose, and in a minute or two the ship began to move. “ God bless ye, Betty dear, now an’ i’ the day.” “ The Lord be good to ye, Kathleen, I’m thinking we’ll meet in a bether world.” Upon the present occasion they were embarked in a temperance ship. Captain Barclay permitted no spirit to be used by the crew, and it was a special condition that not a drop should be brought on board by the passengers. In this vessel one hundred and. thirty-nine emigrants were brought, after a short and pros- perous passage, to the mouth of the Sh Lawrence, and, in the common course of time, to the city of Montreal. It was the third day of October when Thaddy and Kathleen landed in the new country. Their scanty resources had been nearly exhausted in paying for their passage. A few shillings only remained of their little store. In the most literal sense, the world was now before them and Providence their guide ; but there can be no superior guide for man if he will condescend to follow. They were young, in health, and accustomed to toil. However humble the resources of emigrants when they arrive, there are few whose pecuniary means are too insignificant to tempt the cupidity of a certain class of mankind. The poor emigrant, not less than the poor sailor, has his cormorant on the watch, impatiently awaiting his arrival. The drunken landlord is the pursuer and the enemy of both. Poor Thaddy had scarcely 
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stepped upon the shore before he fell among thieves. He went forth, like the messenger from the ark, to find a resting place for his wife and children ; and, after two or three hours, he returned to them, not with an olive branch in his mouth but with such an intolerable stench of whisky as left no doubt of the success of his mission. A portion of their small resources had already been consumed for the procurement of a selfish and brutal gratification. Kathleen, with a heavy heart, leading little David by the hand, and carrying the babe in her arms, followed her husband to such miserable quarters as he had been enabled to engage, as he in- formed her, for a few days. Miserable indeed they were, already crowded with emigrants, and situated in the rear of a little grog- shop, from which the stench of whisky and tobacco, and the cla- mour of unruly customers continued to proceed till near mid- night. Thaddy’s endeavours to obtain employment were not attended with that success which he had anticipated. During a period of two months his family had suffered for the necessaries of life, which he had been either unable or unwilling to supply—most probably the latter ; for he had acquired, by his occasional labour, the means of drunkenness, in which he had frequently indulged since his arrival. Kathleen perceived, with the deepest regret, that her influence was gradually decreasing ; and that his man- ners towards herself and the children, even during his moments of sobriety, were becoming less affectionate and gentle than be- fore. The painful consciousness of being less beloved is apt enough to stimulate offended pride to some effort of revenge. Sometimes the wounded heart struggles to love less ; but it is not always thus. There are minds which present the powers of memory and imagination in bold relief; and yet the reasoning faculties are more prominent than these. So there are hearts in which there is more than becomes a Christian of earthly pride, and yet love may so exceedingly prevail as to bring all other affec- tions under its absolute control. Such was that Irish Heart which beat in the bosom of Kathleen, and, in despite of all ex- ternal agitations, with a pulse as steady and undeviating as the movement of a chronometer. Her love for the man of her heart was unconditional—it was proved to be true love by the acknow- ledged test, for it was blind. We state not this in commenda- tion, neither in dispraise of that ill-fated woman whose story we recite, but we describe her as she was. Thaddy was the hus- band of her choice and the father of her children. The unfad- ing recollections of young love were ever before her in all their primitive freshness ; she found it an easier task to forget his present neglect than his former devotion, and she never attributed the ill usage of an ungovernable man to “ dare Thaddy," but always to the “ craihur.” The month of December had commenced, and, fortunately for the poor, the season was unusually mild. For two months Thaddy Mashee had sought in vain for some regular employ- 
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ment. He had heard that a considerable demand for carpenters existed in Troy, in the State of New York, and proposed to Kathleen that he himself should proceed alone to that city and endeavour to find employment there. The accounts that he had received, and which lie presented before her, were so plausible that she finally consented to the temporary separation. If he should not speedily succeed he promised to return immediately, but if he found sufficient encouragement to settle permanently there, it was arranged that he should return or send for his wife and children. As Thaddy was unable to write, he agreed to employ some person in Troy to write in his behalf. No sooner had Thaddy departed than Kathleen devoted her- self, single-handed and alone, to the support of herself and her little children. She was an excellent washer and ironer, and her industrious habits and unblemished character soon brought her into the channel of as much work as her strength permitted her to undertake. She was enabled, by the most rigid economy, to pay the rent for her little apartment, and to. clothe her little ones, and to find them potatoes and salt; and, from one of the families in which she worked, she received a gratuitous and bountiful supply of skim milk, so that she and her children would have been contented and happy but for the absence of the husband and father. She had even procured three yards of strong cotton, and after reading her chapter and praying for the ''poor childer in a land o' strangers, and dare Thaddy," she used to sit down and work by a farthing candle that she might surprise him, upon his return, with a new shirt. She had ascertained to a day the time which he would probably consume in his journey to Troy, and the period when a letter might be expected. She was at the little window of the Post Office day after day for several weeks, inquiring for her letter. Her perseverance, in spite of so many disappointments, had attracted the notice of the Postmaster, and her name and personal appearance had become quite tamiliar. Her amiable countenance became at last so sad, after so many applications in vain, that, to her customary inquiry, “ will there be ony litter for Kathleen Mashee, your honourit was with a feeling of sincere regret that, after a dehberate examination of the pile of letters, he returned them to the pigeon-hole, and look- ing over his spectacles, replied, “ no letter for Kathleen Mashee!" December, January, and February were well nigh gone, and no tidings of Thaddy. Kathleen, driven almost to desperation, could endure it no longer. She determined to proceed herself to Troy in search of her husband. Having made her arrangements, she set forth upon her journey notwithstanding the inclement season of the year ; and, with her infant in her arms and little David at her side, she proceeded to traverse, on foot, those hun- dreds of miles which lie between Montreal and Troy. Subsisting chiefly upon charity, and supported by the God of the forlorn, she steadily pursued her way. Her simple story, briefly told in the irresistible language of nature and truth, and in reply to the 
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inquiries of those whom she encountered, won a night’s lodging here and there, and now and then a plentiful bowl of bread and milk for little David and herself. Occasionally she was less for- tunate. Suspicion and distrust would sometimes lock up the heart even of some honest farmer. Permission to take shelter for the night, on the hay-loft perhaps, was in some cases reluc- tantly conceded. Upon such occasions little David and herself would eat the dry morsel of bread which she had providentially reserved for such an exigency ; and while she was nursing the baby David would read some portion of God’s word from that same little Bible which had been Kathleen's own booh in the island of Innisfallen. “ It’s too good for us this place,” she would say as they were about to renew their journey. “ ’Twas in jist sich a place, ye remimber, David, the Saviour was cradled.” She Would then stop at the farmer’s’door, and thanking them for their night’s lodging, proceed upon her journey. Thus, with al- most incredible toil and suffering, she reached the place of her destination ; and after many inquiries, to which she obtained no satisfactory answer; she was directed to the habitations of some Irish families who formed a little neighbourhood by themselves. Here she repeated her inquiries from house to house without any success, until she arrived at a miserable hovel in one part of which there was a grog-shop. Kathleen approached the door, and accosted One of the men who were standing within,—“ Is it ony one here that can jist tell me whereabouts I may be finding Thaddy Mashee ? it’s my husband that same.” “ Thaddy Ma- shee it is ?” said one of the group. “ Yes an’ it is,” replied Kathleen. “Was he long here?” inquired another. “Not long I’m thinking,” said Kathleen, “ he left Montreal more than three months ago it was.” “ Was not he a carpinter from Lim’- rick ?” inquired the person whom she first addressed. “ Lord be good t’ye, that same it was indade,” said Kathleen, “jist be after telling me where to find the dare man.” “ Mashee was it she said ?” inquired a rough looking fellow, “ likes enough it’s he that was sintenced for the siven years.” “ Dare me !” cried Kathleen, and fell with the babe in her arms upon the ground. “ How inconsitherate y’are Mullowny,” said one of the group, “ ye heerd the poor woman say the man was her husband.” All considerations were forgotten in the present demand upon their kind feelings ; and their countrywoman and her babe were car- ried into the house. Little David cried as if his heart would break, for he thought his poor mother was dead. In a few min- utes, however, she was restored to her senses, and the answers to her rapid interrogations furnished a distressing confirmation of her fears. “ Poor dare Thaddy!” she exclaimed, “ an’ it’s trans- porthed he is!” It was soon explained to her that transporta- tion, as a mode of punishment, was unknown in the new country ; and she seemed to be somewhat relieved by the conviction that he was still upon the same continent with herself. When she had sufficiently composed her mind to hear a connected account 
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of the affair, it was related to her briefly as follows :—Thaddy had wandered about seeking employment, and devoting his earn- ings for a day’s work to the procurement of the means of intoxi- cation for several successive days, and then repeating the process. In a fit of drunkenness he had attacked a fellow-countryman with a deadly weapon. The Grand Jury and the Court were in session. Poor Thaddy was immediately indicted, tried, and con- victed of an assault with intent to murder ; and sentenced to the State Prison at Auburn for seven years. “ An’ why didn’t he send me the news, bad enough an’ it was indade ?” said Kathleen. “ He did so an’ ye may depend,” replied an old man from whom she had obtained the most minute particulars ; “ an’ ’twas my- silf that penn’d the litter for ’im, an’ ’twas directed jist as he tould me, to Mistress Kathleen Mashee, ower Pether M‘ Quaid’s shebeen. But now I’m thinking we was so harrished that I’ve clane forgot to put the name o’ the town, but the litter’s safe enough onyhow.” One hundred and seventy or eighty miles were still between Kathleen and her miserable husband. But of what avail would her presence be if she were in Auburn ! To those who counselled her to give up the thought of such a long and unprofitable jour- ney she replied, “ I will bo nearer to dare Thaddy, an’ it’s a swato thought to me that.” The inmates of this miserable dwelling were kind to Kathleen, and gave her and her children a supper and lodging. She re- tired into one comer of the apartment, every other comer of which was already occupied ; and there, upon her sack of straw, she lay down with her children, not to slumber but to weep and pray. There is surely such a consciousness of God’s presence and support, such a firm conviction that he hears and answers prayer, as gives strength to labour still and endure a little longer when the cheek is pale, and the joints are feeble, and the heart is well nigh broken. In the morning, though she had slept but little, she rose strengthened and refi-eshed. “ An’ where is’t y’are going now,” said her hostess, as she saw her preparing her- self and her children for their departure. “ Thanks t’ye for your kindness,” said Kathleen, “ I’m going to seek a pardon for my poor dare man. They tell me it’s no more nor a few miles to the governor’s house, an’ I’m tould by the people here that it’s him- silf has the power to pardon Thaddy an’ he will ; an’ in the name o’ marcy why will he not, an’ he’s flesh an’ blood ?” She took leave of the poor people who had sheltered her for the night, and who wished “good luck t'ye," as she departed, but with an expression which seemed to intimate their entire want of confidence in the success of her enterprise. She turned off with a lighter foot than might have been expected, after the fatigue she had undergone ; but her heart had been refreshed by a mea- sure of hope which amounted almost to a confidence of success. The poor creature, in the simplicity of her heart, supposed that the Governor of New York would be quite as blind to Thaddy’s 
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failings as she was herself. She reached Albany before ten in the morning, and soon found her way to the governor’s mansion. Fortunately he was at home. She rang the bell, and sat down, upon the door steps with little David to get a moment’s rest. The door was presently opened by a domestic, who inquired her business. “ It’s a poor body wud spake wid the governor,” she replied. In a short time she was conducted into his study. Kathleen made her courtesy, and little David, who had been duly instructed, took off his cap, and holding it with both hands, made his best how. But this extraordinary effort caused him to fall upon the carpet. The governor smiled, and said an encouraging word to the little fellow. “ He’s warey, sir,” said Kathleen, “ ho can do it better nor that; but he’s walked a long way.” “ How far ?” inquired the governor. “ It’s only from Troy the day, sir, but we’s come from Montreal, and the child has walked wid me every day, and his fate are blistered they are.” “ Sit down, then, both of you,” said the governor, “ and inform me what has caused you to walk from Montreal to Albany at this inclement season, and what is your business with me ?” “ It’s no the like o’ me,” said Kathleen, “ that will he able to spake to quality as it’s mate; but may the Lord pit right words into the mouth, an’ right thoughts into the broken heart o’ a poor woman, and ye’ll hare the truth onyhow. It’s o’ Thaddy Mashee that I wud spake t’ye sir, an’ “Are you his wife?” inquired the governor. “ Indade am I, and it’s my comfort that I am,” answered Kath- leen ; “ an’ now he’s in throuble he’s darer to me nor ever.” “ Well,” rejoined the governor, “ I am well acquainted with his case, and you have come here to see if you can get him pardoned I suppose.” “ Jist that, your honour, it’s all the way from Mon- treal I’ve come for that same ; it’s no more nor five months since we come hare. We’re strangers in a strange land ; our forbears in the ould country are all gone, and it’s naither kith nor kin we have hare. It’s a good kind man, my husband that’s in prison, and he’d no hurt a fly.” “ But, my good woman,” said the go- vernor, “ it was proved that he would have committed murder, if he had not been prevented.” “ Och sir,” replied Kathleen, “ I’d no belave the like o’ that, an’ I seed it wid my own eyes. It’s no Thaddy Mashee himself wud do such a thing as that; ’twas nothing but the crathur, your honour may depind.” “ But the laws of England,” replied the governor, “ and of this country, consider a man more guilty who commits a crime under the in- fluence of liquor.” “ An’ should it be so ?” rejoined the poor woman with increasing animation, “should it be so? An’ it’s right to pray that we may no be lid into timptation, is it right to make laws which fills the land wid shebeens, where he that sells the crathur may timpt ony poor body to his ruin ? Whin we came to this country, from the day we lift Lim’rick till wo rached Montreal, no woman ever had a more oblaging man than Thaddy. He was ever talking good-nathured wid myself, or playing wid the childer, or spaking o’ how happy we wud be in the new 
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country. He thritoned nobotiy, he was civil and dacent to all aboord. An’ it’s jist bekase there was not a dhrop o’ the crathur to be had. Yotir honour will forgi’e a poor body, but I wud ax, an’ a governor, wid all the contrivers o’ the law, has no as great a power to prevint this sort o’ throuble as a captin o’ a marchint ship ? WMsh! sir,” continued Kathleen, forgetting, in her zeal for her husband and for justice, the presence she was in, “ pit not the chains round the nick o’ poor Thaddy, that dare innocent man that he is, bat upon them what makes and what sells the maddening crathur, or upon them what permits sich procadings; no offince t’yer honour, onyhow. Whin the day is done, the poor body, wai’ey and dirty, and drouthy, rins to the shebeen as aisily as the baby whin it’s hungry rins after the brist. An’ there was no shebeen, he wud rin home to the wife an’ childer, an’ be more happy there. Woe be to them, the book tell us yer honour, by whom the offince doth come. But, an’ ye’ll no regard the prayers and the tares o’ a poor woman, I’ve one frind to whom I can go.” “ You mean the Catholic priest Or bishop, I suppose,” said the governor. “ No, indade, yer honour,” said Kathleen ; “ it’s this blissed book,” taking her little Bible from her bosom, “ that taught me more nof tin yares ago where to sake the bist relafe for a broken heart, and the dorest frind a poor body can have in a cowld world.” The governor was much interested by the zeal and honesty of this devoted creature ; and having heard, soon after the trial of Mashee, some circumstances of a palliatory character, he was strongly inclined to mercy. The marks of weariness were evident on the features of Kathleen and her little boy. The high colour upon her intelligent and honest face was not the glow of health, but the flush of a protracted and painful excitement. The go- vernor requested his daughter, who came accidentally into the room, to bring some refreshments. She soon returned, with her mother and a little brother, whose curiosity she had excited by her account of the pretty Irish woman and her children. “ It’s your leddy, sir ?” said Kathleen, dropping a courtesy. The go- vernor nodded his head, and gave some little account of the poor woman’s errand, while she gave little David some of the refresh- ment, and partook, though sparingly, herself. “ You had better take something more,” said the governor’s lady, “ you have walk- ed several miles since your breakfast.” “ It’s no breakfast I’ve bin ating the day, ma’am,” said Kathleen ; “ It’s hard ating wid a hivy heart. My own tares, it is, that’s bin mate and drink to me mony a day. An’ ye was i’ the same case yoursilf. dare leddy, wid your swate childer hare depindant upon yoursilf alone for a bit bread, and your good man pit up in a prison for siven warey yares, it’s no o’ ating ye’d be thinking, more nor to kape sowl and body togither, till ye seed him have his liberty agin. Och sir,” continued Kathleen, turning to the governor, and pressing an argument, which her sagacity assured her had not been pre- sented entirely in vain ; “Is it just, in the sight o’ God, to spread 
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a snare at every corner, and whin, as ’twas no more nor rason- able to be expicted, a poor immigrant, or ony other poor body falls in’t, to pit him in prison for given yares f An’ ye wud jist pit the crathur, that did the ill work, in prison for given yares, wid them that makes it, and them that sells it, ye’d do a sarvice, and see a dale o’ difference onyhow. I’ve heerd afore I lift Ire- land that Amiriky was a free country. It’s a free country, for aven the dacons o’ the churches, I’m tould, make the accursed crathur on the Sabbath day ; it’s a free country for sich as the like o’ them, who profiss to love the Lord, that wint about doing good, to sell the pistilent poison that it is, an’ to win away the bit bread o’ the little childer, an’ drive the poor broken-hearted mother to dispiration, an’ lade the misguided husband an’ father to offind agin the law. It’s a free country for all this, indade it is. But whin the wretched man, crazed wid the crathur, commits an offince, it’s no free country for the like o’ him onyhow.” The energy and honesty of this poor supplicant’s manner can scarcely be conceived. The governor’s lady and daughter were deeply impressed by the native eloquence of this untutored Irish woman. Their tears were already Celling the secret of their sympathy. “ Maybe,” continued Kathleen, “ maybe y’are thinking I’m too bould an’ plain-spaking. Indade it’s not mysilf that manes ony ofiince, for it’s' upon yer honoured silves alone, next to the sure Frind, I’m depinding for marcy, it is. Poor dare Thaddy !” she exclaimed, scarcely able to speak articulately for her tears and sobs. “ Och ! an’ we had only bin continted to remain in Innis- fallen, where we was born, an’ where we first began to love aich other, an’ where we lived in pace ! Dare sir, will ye no look Upon your own swate leddy, an’ upon your own childer, an’ give a passing thought to mo an’ to mine ? It’s for the dare hus- band, the only frind I have in the world, I’m pladeing, an’ for the father o’ thase childer hare. Will ye no lit thase poor things have their father agin, an’ will ye kape the bars of iron betune mysilf an’ my dare man for siven long years ? God bless ye sir ; he’s touching your kind heart, I see it by the tare that’s jist in your eye.” “ Good woman,” said the governor, “ your husband’s case shall be considered without delay, possibly this morning ; in the meantime, as you are entirely without friends in this place, my wife will provide for you to-day.” “ Och ! sir, it’s nothing I can return but a poor body’s prayers, an’ ye’ll have enough o’ them, onyhow.” Kathleen and her children were ushered into the governor’s kitchen. “ Dear papa,” said his daughter, as he was leaving the room shortly after, “ do let the poor little child- ren have their father again !” At noon the governor returned, and Kathleen was summoned Into his presence, “ In Consideration of your husband’s youth,’ ’ said the governor, “ and of some circumstances which, as I am told, were favourable to him at the trial, and of your own etlorts in his behalf, I now put into your hands a full pardon for Thaddy Mashee.” The effect upon this poor woman was not such as K 5 
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might have been expected. Instead of giving way to such an ebullition of ungovernable feeling, as is characteristic of the Irish under similar circumstances, she received the pardon from the governor, and, turning her eyes towards Heaven, she put the paper to her lips, and bathed it with tears : she then dropped upon her knees, and clasping her hands together, exclaimed, in tones of the deepest feeling, “ Lord of the poor and the rich, the wake and the powerful, for the blessing which I’ve now recaived may I spind the rist o’ my days to thy honour and glory.” Her gratitude to the. governor and his family was expressed in the most simple and affecting terms. She could not be prevailed on to remain and rest herself for the night. “ I’ll be ten miles on my way to the prison,” said she, “ afore I slape,” She pur- sued her journey to Auburn, subsisting on charity as before, and arrived there at last, herself and little boy nearly exhausted with fatigue. She inquired her way to the State’s Prison, and in the words of the respected individual from whom we received the original statement upon which we have built this tale of An Irish Heart, “ like the good angel of Peter, she opened the prison door and set the captive free." She delivered the pardon, which she had kept safely in her Bible, to the warden of the Prison. Af- ter carefully examining the document he bade her follow him. She passed along through the narrow avenue and between the rows of cells. At length he stopped and applied the key. Kath- leen stood near him with a beai iug heart. The bolts flew back— the -door swung open—the criminal could not perfectly recognise the individual who eagerly approached him, but, in an instant, the poor creature’s arms were clasped about his neck, and “ dare, dare Thaddy,” conveyed in tones of the tenderest affection, assur- him of the truth. “ It’s your own wife and childer, Thaddy,” said she, “ come out from this cowld ugly place, dare man.” Thaddy looked anxiously at the warden for an explanation, who announced to the bewildered man that he was fully pardoned. Nothing could exceed the professions of gratitude and love which ho bestowed upon his deliverer. Her touching story cre- ated a strong feeling of sympathy for them both. A purse was made up by some benevolent individuals in Auburn on their ac- count. Thaddy once more commenced business as a carpenter, and there was but one obstruction in the way of their presperity —the crathur, the most uncompromising and unrelenting of all task-masters over those who have once become his voluntary slaves. It would be more agreeable to lay aside the pen and leave the reader under the delightful impression that Thaddy and Kathleen were thenceforward the happiest couple upon earth. It was not more than six weeks from the period of his liberation when a person, walking in the evening near the little dwelling which was tenanted by Thaddy Mashee, was attracted by groans proceeding apparently from some person in distress. He approached the spot, and not fax1 from the door discovered a female who was un- 
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aide to rise. Having procured a light he ascertained that this unfortunate woman was Kathleen Mashee. She was conveyed to her dwelling, which was in terrible confusion. The little furniture she possessed had been broken to pieces; the cradle was knocked over and the baby was turned upon the floor, and the elder child lay concealed beneath the bed. From him, when he had sufficiently recovered from his terror, they learned that his father had come home crazy and broken the furniture, and after beating his mother over the head repeatedly with a chair, had dragged her by her hair to the spot where she had been found. Whither his father had fled the boy knew not. Poor Kathleen, by the kind attention of the neighbours, was, in the course of a few weeks, restored to health. She still persisted in finding excuses for Thaddy’s conduct. “ There niver was a kinder nor himself upon cowld wather,” she would often say, “ it’s nothing but the crathur.” Surely there is too much of rationality in such an allegation to authorise its unqualified re- jection. The experience of the world has taught us that the temptations to drunkenness, which are legalised at every corner, are too powerful for the poor, and that a vast proportion of man- kind, who would be praiseworthy in the various relations of life upon “cowld wather” are converted into maniacs and devils by the influence of the “ crathur.” After this horrible outrage Thaddy appears to have fled, for nothing has been heard of him to the present hour. Of Kath- leen we can only speak in the words of the individual from whom we obtained the groundwork of this narrative. “ The last I knew of this devoted and much injured woman she was asking charity to enable her once more to go in search of that monster of a husband who had thus requited her sacrifices and her love.” When we contemplate those poor emigrants who are flocking among us from the Emerald Isle, oppressed by poverty, and, through the detestable agency of our grog-shops, invited to the commission of every variety of crime, we are prone to speak and think of them as an offensive and dangerous accession to the po- pular mass. Before we condemn, by wholesale, let the enlight- ened philanthropists of our country endeavour to meliorate their condition by removing the means of drunkenness, by supplying the means of education, and by urging upon their minds the claims of a religion pure and wndefded. By such allurements and excitatives as these we shall be enabled to elevate the ebar- acter of a large and increasing department of our population, and learn to estimate the real value of An Irish Heart,, 
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“ How I used to hate the taste of it,” said master Frederick, a young lad, about ten years of age, the son of a wealthy planter, as he turned off his heel-tap of Madeira. “ When you first made me drink it, mamma, I never thought I should ever get to love it so well as I do now.” “ Well, my sort,” said Mrs. Broughton, “ I trust it Will be an useful lesson to you, as long as you live; and that hereafter you will take your mother's advice, without any hesitation. Who loves you better, my dear, than your fond parents; or Who can be supposed to know what is for your good more certainly than they ? To be sure, you made a sad piece of work of it at first; and it Was really distressing to witness the wry faces which you Used to make tip whenever you tasted a little wine, But you do a great deal better than you did, my dear. Still, I think there is room for a little improvement, Frederick. You are not quite so graceful in your manner of taking wine as I wish you to be. There is master MlKilderkin, the general’s son; how much like a man he takes his glass when,”—“ Oh yes, to be sure,” said Frederick, interrupting his mother, “ they are all the time having company at General M'Kilderkin’s, and William has had so much more experience than I have. Don’t you remember, when we all dined there last week, mamma, that the general said William had a fine taste in wines, and that he actually knew the Cockroach wine fi‘om the Serapis, when old Admiral Hardhead could not tell them apart, though he has drunken more wine, the general says, than any living man of his age ?” " But William M‘Kilderkin lifts his glass so gracefully from the table, ’ rejoined Mrs. Broughton; “ here, look at me ; put some wine in your glass.” Frederick filled his glass, and imitated the movement of his mother. “ Tolerably Well,” said she, “ but you want practice, my son.” Master Frederick indi- cated his displeasure by setting down his empty glass, with some violence, upon the table. At that moment, Mr. Broughton, who had been absent for a short time, resumed his seat. “ What’s the matter, Fred ?” .said he, observing that his son was not in a pleasant humour. “ Why, mother’s been scolding me,” replied this interesting youth, “ be- cause I don’t drink wine like Bill M’Kilderkin.” “ (3h no, Fred- erick my love,” replied Mrs. Broughton, “ I only,”—“ Well, never mind, don’t let’s have any words about it,” said Mr Broughton ; “fill your glass, Fred.” “ He has drunk three glasses already, my dear,” said Mrs. Broughton. “ Three glasses, eh ! has he ?” said her husband ; well, well, never mind, this 
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pure old Monteiro never harmed a fly. Now, Fred, never refuse in company, my son,—nothing so awkward. I’ll tell you a story about that. There was old Jotham Hawbuck, a senator from Onion county in the State of Massachusetts: he was dining with the governor, in company with eighteen or twenty gentlemen :— ‘ shall I have the honour of a glass of Wine with you, Mr Hawbuck ?’ Said the governor. Poor Hawbuck had never f>een in such harness before. He coloured, and stuttered, and finally stammered out ‘I’d much rather not, your excellency!’ Last Friday, I was dining with Colonel Johnson: an old-fashioned body, by the name of Gookin, was at table; some business acquaintance, who had come up the river to look at his cotton, and whom the colonel felt himself obliged to invite. We had a haunch of venison for dinner. Every body had finished the first course but old Gookin. He held on to his venison like a Burgundy-pitch plaster. ‘ Mr. Gookin,* said Colonel Johnson, in his very courteous and gentle- manly way, ‘ indulge me in the pleasure of a glass of wine with you.’ ‘ Not pet,' said old Gookin, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. Bob Johnson, the colonel’s son, burst into a roar of laughter, and his mother sent him from table. Never refuse, Fred, and be sure to drink with all the ladies.” “ Well, wife,” said Mr. Broughton, “ where do we go to-night ?” “ We are engaged to-night, my dear, at Mrs. Noodle’s,” replied Mrs. Broughton. “ Mercy upon us ! so we are,” cried her hus- band; “ I had forgot all about it. Well, the distiller’s lady will show off in great style I’ve no doubt. Old Noodle is amazingly rich, yet I well remember the time when his whole estate was invested in a horse and dray. When Dr. Smith preached his excellent sermon upon temperance, last Sunday, I looked over at Noodle’s pew, and when the doctor spoke in pretty strong terms of those who become the ministers of ruin by importing and distilling, though it was a chilly morning, I saw old Noodle wipe the perspiration repeatedly from his forehead. I Wonder how he can hold on to such a business ; I confess I have no patience with such a mad, and I have no pleasure in going to his house to-night. By the way, my dear, Dr. Smith gave me several temperance tales, and asked me to think seriously of joining the temperance society: what do you think of it?” “Why, Mr. Broughton!” said his lady, “ you certainly canhot be in earnest. I’m sure I would not join such a society for the world.” “ Why, my dear,” rejoined her husband, “ it would cost us nothing if we did. I don’t believe we consume a quart of gin or brandy in a twelve- month ; and, as to rum and whisky, I don’t know that they are used in our family at all.” “ Dear Mr. Broughton,” rejoined his partner, “ why, Venus and Diana, the washerwomen, drink half a pint of gin apiece every Monday ( old Sukey the cook could not live without brandy; neither mince pies nor cake can be made without it; besides, Mr. Broughton, your punch, in the summer, only think of it,—your punch, my love!” “ True, true, my dear,” said her husband, “ I spoke without much reflection. 
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You understand these domestic matters better than I do, of course. But, when I heard Dr. Smith so feelingly describe the misery produced by distilled spirits, and the good that would result from these societies, I did give him a little encouragement, to be sure.” “ Why, Mr. Broughton, I wonder at you,” replied his wife, “ Ashur, the coachman, is constantly coming to me for money to buy New England rum to rub old Sorrel’s legs. Only yesterday, he pur- chased a two-gallon flagon at the grocer’s.” “Did he, indeed!” exclaimed Mr. Broughton ; “ that accounts for his conduct. I have serious doubts if it all goes to rub old Sorrel’s legs. Ashur was evidently drunk all day.” “ But, my dear husband,” con- continued Mrs. Broughton, “ how many acquaintances and friends we have, who drop in every day or two, and take a little cordial. How awkward it would seem to be obliged to say that we could not offer them a drop of it, because we belonged to the temper- ance society!” “ Well, well, my dear,’.’ replied her husband, “I have not positively promised Dr. Smith to join the society, though he tells mo the pledge, at present, extends only to distilled liquors.” “ And I hope, Mr Broughton, you never will,” rejoined his wife: “ I agree entirely with my excellent friend, Mrs. Scarlet, that the temperance society is well enough for the vulgar; but that it is really ridiculous for genteel people who drink little else than good wine or porter, that never hurt any body, to put their names to a paper which contains the names already of so many people that nobody knows any thing about. Besides, Mr. Brough- ton, both you and myself have naturally considerable colour, and to join such a society would almost amount to an admission that we were in the habit of drinking ardent spirit ourselves. Still, I don’t deny that it may be well enough for the vulgar." Mr. Broughton sat twirling his thumbs in silence, like an irre- solute being as he was. The volubility of his wife had, upon this, as upon many other occasions, reduced him to the conviction that his strength lay in sitting still. He preserved a silence worthy of a good subaltern, and his lady, perceiving that the topic was not likely to move him again for the present, retired for the purpose of making her preparations to visit Mrs. Noodle in the evening. Mr. Broughton took his cigar and sauntered for half an hour in the garden. The time at length arrived ; the coach was at the door, and Mr. and Mrs. Broughton, with many charges to Frederick to be. a good boy and go to bed in good season, drove away to Mrs. Noodle’s. “ They’re gone, Tom,” said this promising heir as he turned the key behind their backs, calling a little negro about fourteen years of age. “ Be they gone, massa Frederick ?” inquired this valuable domestic, creeping at the same time warily forward with his eyes all about him. Becoming satisfied that the coast was clear, Tom proceeded with master Frederick to ransack the lockers for sweetmeats, and notwithstanding the quantity of wine the latter had swallowed at the dinner table, the relish for that 
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liquor, already acquired, impelled this youthful victim of intem- perance—tor such in reality he was even at this early age—to additional indulgence. He was in the very act of playing my little Lord Bountiful, and helping his sable associate to a se- cond glass, when the sharp shrill voice of Mrs. Gale, the house- keeper, converted their entertainment into any thing but a soiree musicale. “ Hoity, toity ! ” cried the worthy Mrs. Gale, “ your mother shall know of this, master Frederick, before to-morrow morning.” “ Tell of me if you dare, mother Gale,” answered this promising youth, “ and see if I don’t tell father how you steal, and give away the flour and sugar.” “ No such thing,” cried Mrs. Gale, “ hold your tongue you little rogue ; come, be a good boy and I won’t say a word about it, and I will make you a turn- over to-morrow, dear. But as for you, you little black dog, I’ll expose you as sure as you live,” continued she, turning to the negro boy. “ Guess, better not, missy Gale, ha, ha, ha,” replied Tom, with a provokingly significant leer, “ guess, better not, bet- ter let de matter drop, missy Gale—don ye know, toder day, ha, ha, ha, missy Gale!” “ Well, well, get along about your busi- ness, you impudent varlet,” said Mrs. Gale, “ I shan’t bring you into trouble this time at any rate.” “ Ha, ha, better not, missy Gale !” still echoed through the entry. “ Get along, get along,” cried the house-keeper. The interchangeable relations of the parties appeared too plainly to indicate the propriety of peace. Indeed such exhibitions as these were of no uncommon occurrence in the well-regulated family of Mr. Broughton. Mr. Broughton and his lady arrived in front of the distiller’s splendid mansion rather earlier than comported with the point of fashion, as it was only half-past nine just as the carriage drew up before the door. A blaze of light poured forth from the win- dows and illuminated the public way. “ A very beautiful man- sion, my dear,” said Mrs. Broughton as she alighted. “ Very, very, my dear,” replied her husband, “ but it wants one thing.” “ And pray, what is that ?” inquired his lady. “ A pithy couplet over the front door, like that in front of one of the gin palaces in London:— ‘ Who’d have thought it ? Gin bought it !’ 
Put rum for gin, and the whole truth will be fairly told.” “ Oh ! my dear,” said Mrs. Broughton in a whisper, “ for pity’s sake say nothing about the temperance society to-night; the very naming of it is enough to sink one’s reputation for gentility. It’s well enough for the vulgar ; but pray, say nothing of it among fashionable people.” The close of this exhortation brought them to the door of a crowded saloon, where some hundreds of ladies and gentlemen were standing together as compactly as cane- brake. Nothing can be more perplexing to the ear of a novice than the sound of that unintelligible “ jangle,” which commonly issues from the door of entrance, where a fashionable mob of both sexes and of every ago are in the full enjoyment of “ the feast of 



212 WELL ENOUGH FOR THE VULGAR. 
reason and the flow of soul.” The rush of mighty waters is quite another affair. The club meeting, so admirably described by Oliver Goldsmith, where all voices were blended, and where he who had the loudest voice had also the longest story to tell, bears some little analogy to the confusion of such an assembly as this. I confess that the recollections of many idle hours, wasted in such scenes as these, have been forcibly revived in after time, when, upon a clear star-light night, musing alone upon the deck of a Mississippi steamer, I have listened to the wittmagemote, or nocturnal parliament of buzzards, herons, pelicans, and cranes, who fill the wilderness With their inharmonious cackle, extremely edifying to themselves beyond a doubt, but quite unintelligible to all beside. Mr. Broughton had no small difficulty in squeezing himself and Mrs. Broughton through the crowd, for the purpose of pay- ing their respects to the lady of the house. “ Which way is Mrs. Noodle ?” said he, addressing Major M‘Tab, one of the greatest wags in the city. “ Somewhere in this elegant receiver," replied the major, with a laugh : “ Worm your way along, my dear Mr. Broughton,” continued he. “ Fie, fie, Major,” said Mrs. Brough- ton, in an under tone ; yoUr spirits fairly run away with you.” “ Highly rectified, madam, ha, ha, ha,” replied the major. “ What a coxcomb !” said Mrs. Broughtoil to her husband in a whisper. They had scarcely passed, before Major M‘Tab, wheeling round upon Miss Cecilia Clicket, a maiden lady of no particular age, commenced a severe attack upon the ugliness and affectation of the Broughtons ; while, at the same moment, a bevy of law- students, who were holding their lawless court in a comer, were making themselves exceedingly merry by mooting the question of happiness or misery in case of a marriage between Clicket and M-Tab. After much edging and shoving, Mr. Broughton and his lady succeeded in coming near enough to Mrs. Noodle to accomplish the great object of their visit—to execute a courtesy in the small- est imaginable compass—-to force one heartless smile—and then to mingle instantly with the promiscuous crowd. It was intoler- able. Poor Mrs. Noodle ! like many others who have suddenly emerged from humble life, she had gone headlong to the very ex- tremity of fashion. Her figure was exceedingly short, and nothing had been omitted, which the code of quality prescribed, to render her unlike her identical self. WTiat was the unrelent- ing severity of the laws of Aristides or Lycurgus compared with those of fashion ! By the aid of unnatural ligatures and prepos- terous appendages, poor Mrs. Noodle had brought herself into the similitude of a locomotive hour-glass, saving that she had little thought or care of time, still less of eternity. The crowd was prodigious. Cato, one of those professional gentlemen, who is everywhere at home, was proceeding through this dense multitude, bearing a waiter loaded with ice-creams and liqueurs. At the very moment when she stepped backward to return Mrs. Brough- 
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toil’s salutation, she overthrew the first battalion of ice-creams, and ruined her new gros de Naples. “ Bishops are eternally in trouble,” said Major M‘Tab. At this moment the noise and rat- tle were suddenly suspended by reason of a loud and sharp cry from the adjoining apartment. Old Madam Goose, whose ruling passion for parties and routes was as strong at the age of seventy- four as it had been at sixteen, and who visited on crutches, had most unluckily planted one of her supporters on the gouty toe of old General M‘Kilderkin. The silence of the assembly was mo- mentary only ; and in a short time the confusion of old voices and young ones, treble, tenor, and bass, defied all earthly comparison. It must have been remarked by every careful observer who, at any period of his life, has wasted his fleeting hours in the midst of such costly fooleries as were exhibiting in the mansion of the distiller’s lady, that no individual present is particularly desirous of understanding any thing which is uttered by another, but is vehemently bent upon being understood himself The speakers are eager and animated, and raise their voices to the highest pitch, while the listeners, if such they may be called, stand with vacant faces, twirling their thumbs, or playing with their watch trinkets, or fans, and turning their eyes and then1 thoughts, in every direction but that of the speaker. Mrs. Noodle had been careful that no point of gentility should be overlooked ; a small apartment adjoining the drawing-room was accordingly devoted to the hot whisky punch-bowl, which was continually emptied of its contents, and as constantly re- plenished. “Positively the worst I efer tasted,” said Major M‘Tab to his next neighbour, as he turned off his glass; “depend upon it the old fellow distilled the whisky himself.” “ Why, Major!” cried Miss Midget, who was as constant at every rout as old Patrick Mahony, the undertaker, at every funeral, “ you are too severe; I have certainly tasted worse,” “ Mercy upon us,” said Mr. Broughton, in an under tone, as he entered the punch room, “ what would good Dr. Smith say to this! I have been wondering from what quarter this strong smell of ardent spirit proceeded.” “ Ha, ha, ha! pray tell us, Broughton,” cried the Major, “ are you a member of the temperance society ? drink no wine, I suppose, eh ?” “ No, Major M‘Tab, I am not a member of the temperance society,” replied Mr. Broughton, “and I still drink my pure old wine, and relish it as highly as ever. In this I can see no harm, and if the friends of temperance con- template the exclusion of wine, they are certainly going too far, and will ruin the cause. But I must say that the introduction of whisky punch into fashionable parties does not appear to me to be in perfectly good taste. It seems to me to amount almost to an insult to the friends of humanity.” “ Ha, ha, ha! dear me, good Mr. Broughton,” rejoined M‘Tab with great vivacity; “ I’ll bet a quarter-cask of Madeira against a pair of bands that you’ll take orders before this day twelve-month! ” “ Gracious heaven! ’ ’ exclaimed Mrs. Broughton, as she jostled forward into the very 
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centre of this noisy circle; “ dear Mr. Broughton, what are you talking about? do let the temperance societies alone ; they are well enough for the vulgar, as you have often heard me say, hut how, in the name of common sense, can they concern people of fashion!” At this moment a rap on the centre-table attracted the attention of the company to the Hon. Mr. Gross, a grey- haired portly gentleman, with a triple chin, and a voluminous countenance, overflowing with broad good humour and indicating little else. This gentleman had been once a senator of the Com- monwealth, and he was remarkable for the measure of ease and unconcern with which he reposed upon his bed of down, without thought or care for the harder fortunes of others. In the words of an extraordinary sermon, recently published, he had studied to keep himself aloof from the “ gustiness” of the times ; he had not suffered himself to be transported by the “ fervours” around him; and he had carefully avoided all connection with the “great transient movements” of the day, such as “ Bible, education, missionary, and temperance societies.” In short, this worthy gentleman, according to the outward indication of his uncommonly sleek and rosy visage, ate and drank to perfection, and prosed, at a terrible rate, of man’s independence and moral power. He very much resembled a great moral toad-stool, which oversha- dowed and sterilised to the extent of its circumference. Having riveted the attention of the company by a few smart raps upon the table, “ a sentiment, my friends,” said the Hon. Mr. Gross; “ with your permission, I will give you a sentiment.” He then filled his glass to the Iffim with whisky punch, and as he raised it to his lips, pronounced, amid shouts of laughter, “ total absti- nence !” It was now after midnight, and Mrs. Broughton availed herself of the confusion to abstract her husband from this interesting circle of practical philanthropists. The parting courtesy to the hostess was hastily performed, and they had scarcely entered their car- riage before Mrs. Broughton poured forth the prelude of a curtain lecture upon gentility, and fashion, and caste, and the outlandish absurdity of temperance societies. All this Mr. Broughton pa- tiently endured with many excuses and promises of amendment. “ Well, my dear,” said Mr. Broughton, “ what a stupid time we have had of it. For my own part, I should be happy never to be jammed almost to death in one of these crowds again.” “ We must do it, Mr. Broughton.” replied his worthy partner, “ I dislike it as much as you do; but our standing in polite society, and the fortunes of our children make it indispensable. This excellent couple then amused themselves with the follies and weaknesses, ugly faces, and ill-breeding, ill-shaped dresses, and conceited airs of all those very dear friends, with whom they had so recently appeared to be on the best tenns in the world. The account was unquestionably balanced, as the Holland merchants say, to a point, and the Broughtons wore not forgotten by their friends. 
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The festival was over. The last of the long line of carnages had scarcely driven from the door before Mr Noodle commenced the operation of extinguishing the lamps, and tuming down the candles, while his estimable partner, like an indefatigable wrecker, was busily engaged in the collection and preservation of the remnants. Without any important departure from the continu- ous course of this little narrative, may we not stop to inquire what is the real practical advantage of such gatherings as these ? Had the least imaginable benefit accrued to any individual? Was the sum total of amiability increased in a single bosom ? In all this was there the slightest symptom of rehgious, moral, or in- tellectual improvement? If there were any addition to the quan- tum of human happiness, how can we account for the very gen- eral exclamation, bursting spontaneously at the first convenient moment, from guest and entertainer, “thank heaven, it is over!” The Noodles had given mortal offence to sundry uninvited rela- tives and acquaintances, and they had added nothing to their own happiness or respectability. They had opened an account with the most heartless portion of their fellow-beings, the votaries of fashion, whose standard of excellence is the depth of a flounce, or the adjustment of a feather, and the least perishable memorials of whose friendship are frequently executed in pasteboard. Mr. and Mrs. Broughton were met at the door, by that paragon of house-keepers, good, honest, Mrs. Gale, who informed them that master Frederick had behaved like a little gentleman, but was rather feverish. Mrs. Broughton immediately repaired to the chamber. She found him in a violent fever, and without any inquiry in relation to .the cause, directed a pint of wine-whey, which was faithfully administered by Mrs. Gale. Nothing could have been farther from the minds of Mr. and Mrs. Broughton than the suspicion that master Frederick was then under the influence of liquor. A skilful reasoner would have undertaken a very difficult task had he attempted to con- vince Mr. Broughton of the fact, even if the veracious Mrs. Gale had been prevailed on to disclose the whole truth. The little fellow had taken nothing but excellent old wine, which Mr. Broughton believed to be a most innocent beverage. It was in- deed true that master Frederick had taken nothing but excellent old wine, but it was not less true that master Frederick was absolutely drunk. There is nothing unusual or unaccountable in this. The premises were certainly strong enough to support the conclusion. The quantity of “ excellent old wine” which he had taken at the dinner-table with his father and mother, by way of perfecting himself in the practice of propination, as the process of health-drinking was styled among the old topers of Home, had been quite sufficient to produce that disturbance of the func- tions of the brain in a mere child, which may be called the first stage of drunkenness. In the language of the temperate drinker the quantity he had already taken had made him “feel betterhe was of opinion that there could not be too much of a good thing, and 
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as he had no objection to a farther improvement of his condition, he had proceeded to those subsequent indulgences with Tom, the negro boy, which had been interrupted, as we have already related, by Mrs. Gale. When he threw himself upon his bed he was certain- ly drunk. How many thousands, male and female, young and old, have been reduced to the same condition upon “ excellent old wine which never hurt a fly," and whom nobody ever saw “ the worse for liquor /” If any parent should marvel at the production of drunkenness in one so young by the use of two or three glasses of ‘ ‘ excellent old wine,” We can only marvel, in turn, at such lament- able ignorance of cause and effect. If the aged patriarch of the flood was “ drunken," as he certainly was, upon the fermented juice of the grape, which contained not the smallest particle of distilled alcohol, may not the same result at least be expected in an adult, and more surely in a child, from the use of that “excel- lent old wine,” which is proved, by chemical analysis, to contain a large amount of added alcohol, the product of distillation ? Those years, which, to a parent’s observation, appear to creep slowly, from the cradle to the age of eight or ten, seem to acquire additional celerity from that half-way house to the goal of man- hood. Through many similar passages, and under the miserable discipline of such injudicious parents, Frederick Broughton had advanced to the age, not of discretion, but of eighteen years. Ho was about to graduate at the university. By reason of special favour, he had been enabled to retain tiis position to the close of his collegiate career. He had nearly completed his education, and if he had acquired a high reputation in any particular de- partment, it was in that wherein his fond mother was so desirous that he should excel; it was agreed, on all hands that, as prac- tice makes perfect, no young gentleman took his glass in better style than Frederick Broughton. Shortly after he left the uni- versity he entered his name in the office of an eminent hamster, and having hung up his hat on a particular nail three or four times a week for the space of three years, he was admitted to practise at the bar. Frederick was an extremely idle and very gentlemanly fellow, and nothing could have been more repugnant to his disposition than those habits of labour without which no permanent distinction can ever be acquired in this laborious pro- fession. He opened an office, however, as a matter of course, in which he sat two or three hours a-day for half a-year. His ill success was a source of infinite surprise to his parents, and par- ticularly to Mrs. Broughton. He had received a liberal educa- tion ; his manners were highly polished ; and at bar dinners it was acknowledged that nobody took his glass in such a gentle- manly style as Frederick Broughton. His fond parents became persuaded that he was intended for something better than the mere drudgery of the law. Frederick was by no means deficient in personal appearance, and he was unanimously elected to the command of a militia company, for which office, during the “ pip- ing times of peace,” he was by no moans indifferently qualified. 
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The law was as easily abandoned as any other object which had attracted the fancy without affecting the heart. He was ex- ceedingly popular. Training and treating soon became the ab- sorbing considerations of his existence. It was now very com- monly understood that Captain Broughton was a dear lover of good liquor. He was liberal, and even lavish in his entertain- ments. His promotion was a matter of course, and he was soon elected colonel of the regiment; upon which occasion he gave a striking evidence of his attachment to the service by getting so helplessly drunk that it became necessary to carry him home in a carriage from the public house. Mr. and Mrs Broughton were excessively shocked by this unexpected occurrence ; but they were greatly relieved, on the following morning, upon the colonel's “ ’pon honour, dear father, ’twas nothing but excellent old wine from your own cellar, and which never hurt a fly.” At this period it was not esteemed so very disgraceful to be drunk, espe- cially for militia colonels, as it is at the present day. Colonel Broughton’s “ high go,” as it was called, so far from operating to his disadvantage, was considered an evidence of spirit. It certainly did not obstruct, but rather tended to advance his fur- ther promotion to the office of brigadier-general, which occurred about six months afterwards. General Broughton had long passed that era at which young men who have a just regard for the proprieties of life, and a pro- per sense of shame, are desirous of taking up the implements of honest industry for their own support, and of avoiding even the appearance of dependence upon their indulgent fathers. Such considerations did not appear to have the slightest influence in disturbing the general’s equanimity. The law, as we have sug- gested, seemed to be abandoned. Broughton was a good-natured man, and no one was ever more ready than himself to laugh heartily at his feeble attempt, or to admit his entire ignorance of the profession. He frankly declared that, beside some half dozen collection cases, he never had more than one client in his life, of whom he gave the following amusing account during a military supper where he had not drunk more than half a dozen glasses. “He was an Irishman ; his name was Phelim M‘Grath,” said the general; “ I was sitting in my office with a cigar in my mouth reading Byron’s Don Juan. The door flew open and this fellow exclaimed, in great haste, ‘ It’s your honour’s worship that’ll gi’ me a prosecution right spadily to arrist my own ’orse onyhow ?’ ‘ What ails your horse, Phelim ?’ said I. 4 The rale ’orse ail is it, I’m thinking, your honour,’ said he. 4 Well, Phe- lim,’ said 1,4 I’m not a horse doctor, what can I do for your beast ?’ 4 A baste indeed he was that same that staled him last October come agin, a yare it was or more.’ 4 Ay, now I understand you,’ said I; 4 you wish to arrest the man, and not the beast.’ 4 Sowl o’ me, it’s not the like o’ that naither,’ answered Phelim ; 41 cares not a farding about the man if I can arrist the baste.’ 4 Well, Phelim,’ said I, ‘begin at the beginning, and tell me 
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your story.’ ‘ That would be swater nor a buttered pratie ony day,’ cried Phelim ; ‘ but jist now I’m fearing my ’ofse wud be trotting off. It’s jist this, your honour :—Paddy O’Neal ran off wid my ’orse and he sould him ; and this it is I wants your hon- our to prove, for there’s not a spile o’ tistimony at all at all ; only Paddy was long in that a-way afore he left county Cork, and he was a ten-hour man ; so it kim aisy and convanient, ye see, to stale the ’orse. Now, I’ve jist seed the ’orse at the tavern door, and I wants to know if I may tak’ him away from the prisent owner, that is, from the man what doesn’t own a hair o’ him.’ I was not a little perplexed by this unexpected draught upon my professional bank, continued the general; however I looked as gravely as possible, and, taking down Jacob’s law dictionary, turned over the leaves for the title ‘horse.’ This gave me a little time for reflection. ‘ I find nothing upon the subject, Phelim,’ said I ; ‘ had he a saddle on when he was stolen V ‘ Indade he had your honour,’ rephed Phelim, ‘ and a sniffle bridle to boot; and it’s jist there it is that Paddy will be after gitting his neck from the collar ; he’s confissed ’twas his own silf that staled the bridle onyhow, but he’ll not own that the ’orse was at the tother end o’ it.’ I looked out saddle, and then bridle, and finally told Phelim that, as he had been so unfortunate, I should not charge him any fee for my opinion, but that it was a new case entirely. ‘ And pray, your honour,’ said Phelim, ‘ wud it mak’ any differ if I shud tell ye that same ’orse was a brown mare ?’ ‘ Not in the least, Phelim,’ said I. I have never had a strong relish for the profession from that time,” said Broughton with a good- natured laugh. It soon became a common custom with this unhappy young gentleman, upon all such convivial occasions, which were neither “ few nor far between,” to talk on, and drink on, long after the wine-drinker's jest became stale and unmeaning to the water- drinker’s ear. Upon such occasions he was escorted home by one or more trusty companions of the bottle, and the midnight revel frequently terminated in some flagrant violation of those laws of nature which have provided the shades of night for the repose of man. Upon the following day, some kind pacificator satisfied the watchman, for a broken head with a liberal douceur, and the city lamps were speedily repaired, at private charge- Broughton was a very “ gentlemanly fellow"—a high blade, to be sure—but all these excesses were commited under the stimulus 
of a gentlemanly beverage! When, after these debauches, he arrived at his father’s dwell- ing the back door was softly opened by the faithful Ashur, unless he happened himself to be too entirely drunk for the office, in which case it was performed by “ good, honest, mistress Gale,” who was not less ready to conceal the vices of the man than the follies of the boy. These revels were becoming so frequent as to .attract the at- tention, and excite the serious apprehension of the elder Mi*. 
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Broughton’s connexions and family friends. But his common reply to their suggestions and warnings indicated a remarkable degree of ignorance in relation to the force of that perilous habit of drinking, which frequently tenninates in abiding drunkenness on the most vulgar inebriants, though it may have commenced upon the most costly and classical beverage. “ Ah, my dear sir,” he would often reply, “ Frederick is a gay young man, but he drinks nothing but wine. He can be in no possible danger. If it were brandy, or any species of distilled spirit, I should have cause to fear. Alcohol, in any form, is a great curse, I have no doubt, but good old -wine never hurt a fly.” Such was the ordi- nary reply of this misguided parent, grounded, as every judicious reader will readily perceive, in that popular delusion which has long and extensively prevailed, that alcohol exists in distilled spirit alone, and not in all intoxicating liquors. About this period, Mr. Broughton found himself compelled, by a regard for his personal safety, and that of his family, to dismiss his old coachman, Ashur Jennison. He was now almost contin- ually tipsy, and had lately upset the carriage and put the life of Mrs. Broughton in imminent danger. Ashur was called up into the parlour to receive his wages. “ I can keep you no longer,” said Mr. Broughton. Ashur hung his head. “ You have served me fifteen years, and I have borne with the evil consequences of this beastly habit long enough.” The poor fellow bit his lip. “ You’ve been a kind master to me, sir,” said he; “ I know I deserve to be sent off.” “ Ashur,” said Mr. Broughton after a pause, “ do you think it possible for you to give up brandy and rum entirely ?” “ I wish to speak the truth, sir,” said the poor fellow, “ and I don’t really think I shall ever be able to”  “ Well, then, Ashur, there are your wages; we must part,” said Mr. Broughton; “ I advise you, however, to make an effort, and sign the pledge of the tem- perance society.” “ Thank you, sir, for your kind wishes and good advicq,” replied Ashur, “ but I’m past all that, your honour ; I don’t believe I could hold out a week. But if you’ll give me leave to speak my mind, I think it would be a good thing if young mister Frederick could be prevailed on to join the temperance society.” “ Jennison,” said Mrs. Broughton, “ what do you mean by such insolence ?” “ I didn’t mean nothing improper, ma’am,” said Ashur with evident surprise ; “ I’ve known the ginral for so many years that it came more natural to call him mister Frederick.” “ I care nothing about that, Jennison,” rejoined Mrs. Broughton, “ but it is highly insolent for you to speak of the general’s joining such a thing as the temperance society when he drinks nothing but wine. The society is well enough for the vulgar, and those who are in the habit of drinking brandy and rum, but I should think you had lost your senses as well as your manners to propose such a thing for your young master.” “ I meant no hann,” said the poor fellow, “ and if I hadn’t a regard for the ginral I shouldn’t have said what I did. May I tell a short story, sir ?” said he, turning to Mr. Broughton. Mr. Brough- 
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bright moon light. As he was retiring from the window, he heard the outer gate, as it closed; and, looking forth, perceived three persons advancing up the yard. He almost immediately recognised the person of his son, supported by two of his associates, for he was evidently unable to walk. “ Gracious heaven!” he exclaimed, as he clasped his hands together. Mrs. Broughton rushed to the window, and gazed upon the scene before her. She beheld her only child helplessly drunk,—him whom she had herself initiated in the mystery of taking his glass of pure old wine like a gentleman! His companions appeared anxious to urge him towards the door, but he seemed resolved to linger, and stretching forth his hand in an awkward and imbecile man- ner, he stood for a few moments, pouring forth a torrent of un- meaning oaths, with the broken voice and vacant stare of a drunkard. At length they succeeded in reaching the back door. But the sympathising Ashur was no longer there. The new coachman, Roger Jones, who had been left to sit up for the general, by ■ “ good, honest mistress Gale,” received him at the door. Roger had not been sufficiently instructed in this delicate department of his office. Instead therefore of smuggling and coaxing the young gentleman to his private chamber, as secretly and speedily as possible, he sustained him as fax- as the parlour door, and there left him to his own self-government. The door having been opened by Roger, this unhappy young man stagger- ed forward, and fell headlong on the parlour floor, almost at his father’s feet. He uttered a deep groan, but was obviously unable to rise. The noise and confusion soon brought mistress Gale from her quarters. “ Dear me, ma’am,” said this unsuspecting paragon of all virtuous and trustworthy house-keepers, as she rushed into the apartment, “ what can be the matter with dear mister Frederick? no doubt he has eaten something that has thrown him into fits.” “Merciful heaven!” cried Mr. Broughton, | “ what is this ?” taking from the carpet a Spanish knife covered | with blood. “ His hand and the bosom of his shirt, are covered 1 with blood, sir,” said Roger, who had also entered the parlour I with one or two slaves of the household. “ Lord have mercy 1 upon us,” cried mistress Gale, at the top of her lungs, “ he is 1 murdered! my young master is murdered!” A sharp shriek, followed by the sound of a falling body upon the floor, drew all eyes for a moment to the agonised mother, who lay struggling in convulsions. The outcry which immediately filled the apart- ment, revived, however, feebly and vaguely .General Broughton’s recollections of the bacchanalian scene, in which he had recently : borne a distinguished part. He still imagined himself there. The momentary belief that he was dead soon gave way to a per- manent and comparatively comfortable conviction that he was thoroughly drunk, when, with a vain effort to rise, he exclaimed in a voice scarcely articulate, and with a terrible oath which it is quite unnecessary to repeat, “ Waiter, let’s have a dozen more of the same brand!” 
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While Mrs. Gale was occupied, with the aid of other female domestics, in the restoration of their lady, the unhappy father, assisted by Roger, had conveyed the young man to his apart- ment, and placed him in bed. Though his right hand, and the wristband and bosom of his shirt, as well as the blade of his Spanish knife, were covered with blood, not the slightest wound could be discovered on his person. It may not be improper inci- dentally to state the fact, that, however unusual at the North, nothing is more common in several of the Western and South- ern States, than this barbarous personal appendage, the dirk, or Spanish knife. There are not a few who would deem the duties of the toilette insufficiently performed, until their dirks and Spanish knives were securely deposited at their backs, or in their bosoms. We have seen grave judges, and barristers, and physi- cians, and members of the national legislature, exhibiting these implements on their persons, without the slightest apparent dis- position to conceal them. It was evident to Mr. Broughton that his son had been en- gaged in some personal encounter. Perhaps, thought he—and the cold chops started upon his brow—in some deed of murder! It would have been absurd to seek any explanation from this wretched young man. No human power could at that time have roused him from his drunken stupor. There was no member of this household, saving these agonised parents themselves, who suffered upon the present occasion more acutely than poor Tom, the negro boy whom the reader will readily remember as master Frederick’s domestic associate in his juvenile revels. No sooner had he heard the cry of mistress Gale, that her young master was murdered, than he rushed forth, with the speed of the wind for Dr. Farrago. The strong affection of this poor slave may be easily explained. Tom was the young gene- ral’s foster-brother. The same negress nursed them both; and it is quite common, at the South and West, to encourage this feeling of attachment, which such a peculiar relation at the breast may be expected to originate. The doctor dressed himself with all possible expedition, and was soon at the patient’s door. There he was met by Mrs. Broughton, who had sufficiently recovered to give her personal attendance upon her son. “ Dear Dr. Farrago,” said she, “ how good you are to come so quickly.” “ Always a pleasure, always a pleasure, I assure you; but what’s the matter, my dear ma- dam ? ” “ Oh, dear doctor, I don’t know; pray walk up stairs.” The doctor was ushered into the apartment; and, with all that adroitness which is a certain characteristic of a skilful practi- tioner, he immediately modulated the expression of his counte- nance by that of the principal figure in the group. “ Dear sir,” said he to Mr. Broughton with a most impressive gravity of fea- tures, “ what is the matter with our young friend; %as he applied himself too steadily to his profession?” Mr. Broughton shook his head, and the doctor proceeded to feel the young gentle- 
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man’s pulse. “ Bless mo! what is this ?—blood! ” Mr. Brough- ton then gave the doctor a detailed account of the occurrences of the evening, so far as he could explain them. The doctor looked as much wiser than Hippocrates as possible, and, after a solemn pause—“ This,” said he, “ is the result of a little frolic—a high go—yes, madam, a high go—a spree, as they sometimes call it; but evidently, as I perceive by the breath, upon wino, and there- fore perfectly harmless.” “ Oh, dear doctor Farrago,” cried Mrs, Broughton, seizing his hand, “ how greatly you relieve me. There’s poor Mr. Broughton would have joined a temperance society before morning, and I’m sure we never could have shown ourselves in genteel company after that.” “ Pshaw, pshaw, my dear madam,” cried the doctor, “ temperance societies are well enough for the vulgar, and.for .” “ There, Mr. Broughton,” said Ids lady, interrupting the doctor, “ just as I told you.” “ Yes, madam,” continued the doctor, “ well enough for the vul- gar, and your rum, and gin, and brandy topers, your folks that drink alcohol in any form; but wine is a veiy different affair.” “ Pray, doctor,” said Mr. Broughton, “ will it not be well to pre- scribe some medicine for Frederick?” “ Not at all, my dear sir, let him sleep it off. He has an excellent constitution; it can do him no possible harm. Wine, sir, is an innocent beverage ; no alcohol there, sir, not a particle; I insist on the distinction; no- thing but the elements. Alcohol is the entire product of distil- lation, and not the educt. It is not a poison, sir; it is very easy of digestion, and subserves the purposes of alimentation and nutri- tion." As to the elements that may be present, the prophylactic energies of combination neutralise their virus. Give yourself no uneasiness whatever; the general wOl be himself again to-mor- row morning.” “But, Doctor Farrago, what can have occasioned this blood?” inquired Mr. Broughton with evident anxiety. “ Easily accounted for, sir, rejoined the doctor, briskly, “ in fifty ways, He may have had a bleeding at the nose, and, when a little corny, he may have wiped it with the back of his hand, and gotten the blood upon his wristband; a portion may have drop- ped upon his shirt-bosom, &c. As I said before, give yourselves no uneasiness; I will call, sir, after breakfast. Good night, my dear sir; good night, madam.” The doctor had departed. Mr. Broughton sat upon the bed- side, looking intently upon the bloated and distorted features of his son. “ How very comforting it is to have such a visit, at such a time, from dear Dr. Farrago,” said Mrs. Broughton. Her husband made no reply. “ Mr. Broughton,” she continued, “ you seem to have lost your confidence in Dr. Farrago, and I am fearful, from his manner, ho perceives it. He is certainly a very learned man, and I have been told that he has a whole trunk-full of diplomas. Did you not notice what he said of the energies of confutation ? ” “ My dear,” said her husband, “ I will frankly own to you that I have lost a part of my confidence in the doctor. No man has done so much to impress mo with 
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a belief that wine is harmless; but here is our boy utterly drunk. He has been in the same condition before ; am I to believe that this habit, engendered upon the purest wine, can be long con- tinued without sapping his constitution ? Has it not already di- minished his respectability, and tended to produce habits of idle- ness and dissipation ? Contemplate the last two hours ! I would not undergo for worlds of wealth the agony I have suffered in that brief space of time. The doctor tells us there is no alcohol in wine. Dr. Smith assures me there is, and he was once an eminent physician and chemist before he devoted himself to the ministry. Have I not been strangely and fatally deceived ? Have I not suffered my own fondness for wine to lead me into error, and to keep me there ? Have I not listened with partial attention to all the suggestions of Dr. Farrago, and other indi- viduals, in favour of this beverage, because I was eager to defend an object of my early and lasting attachment ? Ah, my dear, I am satisfied that, as our good pastor has often said, wine is a mocker—a deceiver.” At this moment the street-door bell rang violently, and interrupted Mr. Broughton’s remarks. He looked at his watch. “ It is nearly two o’clock,” said he ; “ what can this mean !” The bell was again rung, after a few seconds, with redoubled violence. “ God help me! ” said Mr. Broughton in a faltering voice, as he rose to open the chamber door ; “ bad tid- ings come rapidly enough; I fear this is some hiessenger of evil.” The door was unlocked by the negro Tom, whose voice was soon heard in conversation with a stranger. This faithful fellow had collected the impression, from the remarks of one and another, that some species of mischief, of whose nature he had no definite conception, awaited his young master. “ Is General Broughton at home ? ” said the stranger, evidently in a hasty manner. “ Massa Broughton go out afore dinner, and I no see him since,” replied the wary follow. His answer was literally true, and his code of morals had been acquired at the feet of good, honest mistress Gale.” “ Do you know where I can find him ? ” inquired the stranger. “ I guess so,” replied Tom. “ Let me know, then,” rejoined he, with increasing earnestness. “ You know, I s'pose, where ’bout de Cath’lic church stand,” said Tom. “ Very well,” replied the other, “ make haste.” “ Den, I s’pose you know, up treet, tarnal great way, turn two time right about, dere tall big house, wid green blind, don know zacly wedder green or nudder colour, all alone, great many house dere all round him : den you go east, may be west, don know, half a mile, clear off tudder way, ” “ Peace, you varlet,” said the stranger, throwing his cloak from before his face: “do you know me now?” “ Goly, gosh ? massa Bentley, how you cheat Tom, no tink ’twas a you.” Tom being satisfied that the inquirer was one of the general’s aids and most intimate friends, was now as communi- cative as he had been reserved and wary before. “ Gin’ral come home little ober de bay, ha ha, ha, dat all, massa Bentley ; sound sleep now. ’Cause got little blood- on his hand, missy 
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Gale make great big hullabaloo, and doctor Thoroughgo been here, and ” “ Hold your tongue,” said the major, “ and tell the old gentleman, his father, I wish to see him as soon as possible.” “ Yes, massa,” replied Tom. Mr. Broughton had listened to this conversation from the upper landing, and now descended to the parlour. “ For heaven’s sake, major,” said he, as soon as the doors were closed, “relieve me from this condition of anxiety which is driving me mad. Explain this painful mystery, I beseech you, if you can.” “ Your son, my dear sit,” said the major, “ must fly, or be concealed.” “Father ofmercy!” exclaimed tliis wretched parent, leaping from his seat, “what do you mean ?” “ Be composed, I beseech you, Mr. Broughton,” said the major, rising and placing his hand upon the arm of the half distracted man. “ Summon up your fortitude, I entreat you. There is really no time for delay, or I would break the matter more gently and gradually. Your son, under the influence of liquor, and probably unconscious of his conduct, has stabbed young Collingwood his cousin.” “ What an idiot I have been ! ” cried Mr. Broughton, striking his forehead with great vehemence ; is he dead?” “No sir,” replied the major, “ but Dr. Floyer, who was immediately called, stated expressly that the wound was, in all probability, mortal.” “ And where is he, where is George Collingwood now ?” inquired Mr. Brough- ton. “ The affray took place not far from his mother’s house,” replied the major, “ and they carried the unfortunate young man immediately there.” “ My poor widowed sister! ” exclaimed Mr. Broughton, in a paroxysm of grief and anguish, “ the only re- maining stay of her old age, cut down by a child of mine ! Oh, my God, my God, why do I live ! can it be required of me to remain longer in this miserable world!” “I entreat you, sir,” said Major Bentley, with much emphasis, “ to compose your feel- ings. Will you not, before it is too late, proceed to adopt such mea- sures as may secure your son from the pursuit of the officers of justice ?” “Never,” exclaimed Mr. Broughton, stamping his foot with great violence upon the floor; “ I will not shield even my own son from the arm of the law, since he has made a devoted sister, the dear companion of my early days, childless in her old age.” The decided tone in which these words were delivered, so entirely at variance with the general character of Mr. Broughton, satisfied his visiter that all further interference would be vain. Mr. Broughton continued to traverse the apartment with great agitation of manner, occasionally stopping for an instant and placing his hand upon his forehead. “ Ah, Major Bentley,” ho exclaimed, “ how much of all my present misery is attributable to the influence of that dissipated society with which this un- happy young man has been connected. These military associa- tions have brought him to his ruin. Why could you not have interposed, and stayed my misguided son in his mad career?” “ Mr, Broughton,” replied this amiable young man, for such in reality he was, “ I perceive that you have not a correct impres- 
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sion of the painful relation, in which, for some time past, I have been placed towards your son. You will do me great injustice, if you suppose that a participation in these unhappy scenes has been a necessax-y consequence of our military connection. A common friend roused me from my bed to communicate this dis- tressing event. I have urged your son, by every consideration, to abandon his perilous cax-eer. I have a sister, my dear sir, whom you well know;—whether you also know, that your son has I’epeatedly offered her his hand in marriage, I am ignorant, of coux-se. Had she keen left to the influence of her own affec- tionate heart, she would, probably, be now the chief sufferer among those who deplore over this terrible catastrophe. As it is, she will sympathise most truly with those who may be called to suffer. I confess to you, that, however an alliance with your family would have been a source of happiness to us all, under ether circumstances, I have been myself the chief instrument in opposing the wishes of your son. Ami it is a mere act of justice to declare that his highly honourable feelings have induced him to treat me with undiminished regard, notwithstanding I have frankly avowed to him the agency I have had in the disappoint- ment of his hopes. My own example of entire abstinence, enjoined upon me in early life by a kind father, has been added to my earnest solicitation when conversing with your son, as I frequently have done.” “Father of mercy!” exclaimed Mr. Broughton, as he clasped his hands, and burst into teax-s, “ how devoutly I now wish my poor Frederick had been blessed with the pi’ecept and example of such a father.” At this moment Mrs. Broughton entered the parlour ; she had been informed that the gentleman below was Major Bentley, and very natui’ally concluded that his visit at this unusual hour had some immediate relation to the present condition of her son. It was not easy for Major Bentley to conceal from her the i-eal occasion of his visit. The painful recital of the fiicts, which it was impossible to avoid, produced a repetition of that distressing scene which had occurred an hour or two before, at the period of the young gentleman’s return. Mrs. Broughton fell again into hysterics, and was conveyed to her chamber. The treatment of this malady had, from long experience with her mistress, become perfectly familiar to Mrs. Gale. Upon the present, as upon many similar occasions, she recovered in a short time, and sunk into a deep slumber. It was half-past eight o’clock before she awoke; and she was delighted to learn from Mi-s. Gale, that Frederick was still un- der the influence of profound sleep, and that her bosom friend and ti-usty counseller, old madam Frattle, had been waiting im- patiently to see her for more than an hour. This incomparable old lady had acqufred the eaiiiest intelligence of the catastrophe. “ You should have waked me sooner, Gale; show madam Frat- tle into my chamber immediately. But where is Mr. Brough- ton ?” “ Ho went over to his sister’s, Mrs. Collingwood’s, madam,” 
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replied Mrs. Gale, “ with Major Bentley, about half-past three o’clock this morning, and has not since returned.” “ I hope.” rejoined her mistress, “ that young Collingwobd’s wound will not prove mortal, though I am sure he was in the wrong to put Frederick in a passion, as I have no doubt he did. But I hope he will not die, it would be such a disagreeable thing to his mo- ther; help me to dress, Gale, but first show up Mrs. Frattle.” The visiter was soon shown into the apartment. “ Bless you, dear Mrs. Frattle, how goojl it is in you to take this trouble, at such an early hour, too.” “ How could I be absent from you at such a time, my dear?” replied madam Frattle. “ How is our dear Frederick?” “He is doing very well, Dr. Farrago says. We were a little alarmed when Frederick first came home, on account of some blood upon his hand and bosom, so we sent for the doctor; but he made very light of it, and told us not to be alarmed. He said it was nothing but a frolic, and that Frederick had been drinking a little wine, which could not possibly hurt him. Dear Mrs. Frattle, what a learned man Dr. Farrago is ; I wish you could have heard what he said about the popylactie energies of confutation.” “ But, my dear Mrs. Broughton, if poor Collingwood’s wound should prove mortal, it would be a sad affair.” “ Dear me, Mrs. Frattle, you don’t think Colling- wood will die; Gale, give me some lavender compound and my eau de Cologne.” “ I hope not,” replied her friend. “ Oh, I cannot think it is much more than a flesh wound,” rejoined Mrs. Broughton. “ Why, as to that, my dear, Dr. Floyer says the dirk has pierced the lungs,” rejoined this blessed comforter. “ Why, dear Mrs. Frattlo, you frighten nie out of my wits,” cried Mrs. Broughton;—“ Gale, pour more Cologne upon my handkerchief” “ But Dr. Floyer says,” continued Mrs. Frattle, “ that there have been repeated instances in which persons wounded through the lungs have entirely recovered.” “ And so you think the wound is not mortal,” inquired Mrs. Broughton, anxiously. “ AVhy, my dear, I am not a judge, you know; ” said her visiter; “ Dr. Floyer has expressed his fear that it is.” “ Mercy upon me, what then will become of my poor dear Frederick ?” cried Mrs. Broughton. “ Don’t take on so, my dear,” replied Mrs. Frattle; “ Dr. Floyer is as apt to be mis- taken as any other physician. You know he gave his opinion last April that old Colonel Guzzler would not five a year, and it is now the middle of May and the colonel is still alive, though he had a terrible paroxysm of gout in the stomach last Friday. Physicians ought to be very guarded in pronouncing these opin- ions, for when they prove erroneous they are apt to produce a great deal of confusion in our domestic arrangements, you know, my dear.” “ Ah, my dear friend,” said Mrs. Broughton, after a short pause, “ I am terribly afraid that Mr. Broughton will be pre- vailed on to join the temperance society, and try to induce Fre- derick to do the same thing. What a sad effect it would have 
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upon our rank in life! I should be ashamed to show my head after that. My husband has long thought very favourably of this outlandish society. Good old parson Smith, who is a kind of puzzlepot, you know, has more than half converted Mr. Broughton already, and I am afraid this unlucky affair will bring him completely over. Dr. Smith is really getting trouble- some, my dear Mrs. Frattle. He is continually sponging my good husband out of his money for bible societies and missionary societies. Only think of it; Mr. Broughton wTent out the other day to purchase me some splendid "porcelain vases, and came back without having bought them; and told me he really could not afford it, for parson Smith had met him on the way, and prevailed on him to give him a couple of hundred dollars to convert some wild heathens in Athens, or some such place in the East Indies. What a foolish waste of money! But all this I can bear tolerably well, only let me be spared the mortification of seeing the name of Broughton among a parcel of poor, igno- rant, vulgar people, who compose the temperance society. I believe it would be the death of me; indeed I do, Mrs. Frattle. I have no doubt the thing is well enough for the vulgar, and I was pleased to hear so sensible a man as Dr. Farrago say the very same thing in Mr. Broughton’s hearing. Then, my dear friend, what a humiliating thing it is to pledge one’s self. It looks as though we had such a poor opinion of ourselves.” “ Ay, my dear,” replied Mrs. Frattle, “ you have a just view of the matter. They tell us that our example is needed, and some of these fanatical people have gone so far as to say, that we should give up our wine to induce vulgar folks to give up then- rum. How very ridiculous! My views are just these, my dear; is it not impossible that any drunkard, awakened to a sense of his whole danger, of the poverty, the disease, and the disgrace he was bringing upon himself and his family, could for a moment suspend his decision upon the question, whether another man would give up drinking wine ? The very supposition is absurd on the face of it. Who that has a sense of virtue would look round for a price for which to practise it ? What has my virtue to gain or lose from all else in the whole universe? By what tenure can I hold it but by the still small voice within me, which is more than the echo of that which speaks from heaven ?” “ It is really a treat to hear you, dear madam Frattle.” said Mrs. Broughton, “ you talk so precisely like a book. Your idea of the echo is singularly beautiful, and your argument is per- fectly unanswerable ; for every body knows that all the drunk- ards in the land are awakened now by the exertions of the tem- perance society. These drunkards, now they are all awakened so thoroughly, would spurn, I should think, to be actuated by any but the highest and holiest motives. It is much the same thing as it is with children; if we only lay down good precepts, example is quite unnecessary of course. Those drunkards,should rely upon their moral power; the still small voice is quite enough 
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for them; and, if it is not, it is their own fault, to be sure.” “ You are perfectly right, my dear,” said her visiter; “ this practice of signing pledges is highly censurable; it is a trap, my dear, a terrible trap for the conscience. It destroys one’s individuality; it is a species of bondage. Our old friend Noodle the distiller is not a Solomon you know, but he now and then says a clever thing, I assure you. He was at a temperance meeting not long ago, and when the pledge was handed round he went about very quietly among the congregation, whispering to the people to bo very careful how they signed away their liberties.” The door bell rang, mistress Gale announced the arrival of Dr. Farrago, and madam Frattle took her leave. Mrs. Brough- ton repaired to her son’s chamber; she there found her husband, who had returned a few moments before from Mrs. Colling- wood’s. She had no time for inquiries before Dr. Farrago entered the apartment. “ Good morning, madam ; good morn- ing, Mr. Broughton; how is he to-day ? ” proceeding to ffeel the young gentleman’s pulse. “ He appears not to know me, sir,” replied Mr. Broughton, with evident emotion, “ and I find him apparently in a high fever.” “ Bless me,” cried the doctor, “ this is not as I anticipated; wo must attend to this without delay; pen, ink, and paper, madam, if you please, and I wdU write a prescription; or I can do it in the parlour.” The doctor followed Mrs. Broughton to the parlour, where they found tho Rev. Dr. Smith. They were soon joined by Mr. Broughton. The good parson took him by the hand with an expression of the greatest benevolence, but without uttering a word. Mr. Broughton turned towards the window to conceal his agitation. “ Fray, doctor, how is young Mr. Broughton this morning?” inquired the clergyman. “ At your service in one moment, sir,” z-eplied the doctor, folding up his pz-escription; “ to be sent for and administered immediately, madam,” addressing Mrs. Broughton. “ Why, sir,” continued he, turning to tho clergy- man, “ the young gentleman has taken a little too much wine. I relied strongly, when I was first called, upon the prophylactic energies of combination; but I have reason to fear that he has taken into his stomach something beside the pure juice. There is, at present, a considerable excitement of the sanguineous func- tion.” “ You think he has a fever, doctor?” said the clergy- man. “ I say not so,” replied the doctor; “ there arc, indubit- ably, symptoms of pyrexia present, but you are aware, sir, as you were once a member of our profession, long enough at least to comprehend its perplexities, you are aware, sir, that tho theories have been very various; there is that of the Greek schools, founded on the doctrine of a concoction and critical eva- cuation of morbific matter; then there is that of Boerhaave, supported by the theory of a peculiar- viscosity or lentor of the blood; next comes that of Stahl, Hoffman, and Cullen, founded on the doctrine of a spasm on the extremities of the solidum vivum; then we have that of Brown and Darwin, supported by 
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the doctrine of accumulated and exhausted excitability, or sen- sorial power; in addition to these, we have the opinions of  “ Dr. Farrago,” said the clergyman, “I did not intend to tres- pass upon your valuable tune, I only wish to inquire if the patient is dangerously ill.” “ Pshaw! my dear sir,” replied the doctor, taking an enormous pinch of snuff, “ the young gentle- man has been engaged in a frolic; taken a little too much wine; nothing more; he’ll be out in a day or two, sir; I examined his breath with great care; no brandy, no gin, no whisky, nothing of the sort; wine, sir, nothing but wine. Wine is a wholesome gentlemanly beverage; no poison in wine; easily digested, and subserves the great purposes of alimentation and nutrition. No evil consequences are to be expected from wine.” “Doctor Farrago,” said the clergyman, “ have you not heard of the affray which took place last night?” “ Not a lisp of it, sir, I assure you,” replied the doctor. “ This unhappy young man,” continued the clergyman, “ under the influence of wine, stabbed his cousin, G-eorge Collingwood, through the lungs.” “ Shock- ing, to be sure,” cried the doctor, bad enough, bad enough, never heard a word of it; not a mortal wound, I hope.” “ Dr. Floyer,” replied the clergyman, “ upon the first examination, last night, believed it to be mortal; but Mr. Broughton and my- self have had the happiness to learn from him this morning that there is a fair prospect of young Collingwood’s recovery.” “Happy to hear it,” cried the doctor, “very happy; narrow escape; a miss is as good as a mile; might have been rather a disagreeable business.” “ A veVy disagreeable business,” re- joined the clergymatf, with a significant and solemn expression. “ The kind providence of an all-merciful God has spared an amiable young man to be still, I trust, for many years, as he has been, since ho came to manhood, the support of a widowed mo- ther ; and the same protecting power has preserved the son of our worthy friends here from the gallows! A very disagreeable business, to be sure. All this, but for God’s special favour, would have been the effect of drinking wine, from which you say no evil consequences are to be expected. Had the point of the deadly weapon varied in its direction the tithe of a hair, I fear,” continued the clergyman, drily, “ the prophylactic energies of combination, upon which you rely, would not have saved these two unhappy families from unspeakable distress.” “ You mis- take my meaning, sir, altogether,” replied the doctor. “ Not at all, I apprehend, Dr. Farrago,” rejoined his opponent; “you say that no evil consequences are to be expected from wine, and that you rely upon the prophylactic energies of combination, whereby the virulence of the alcohol is supposed to be neutralised. Now, it seems that the evils of drinking wine are twofold—those which affect the health and happiness of the drinker, and those which affect the safety of other persons who may fall under the wine-drinker’s displeasure during the paroxysm of drunkenness. The energies of combination seem not to bo of much avail in 
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famishing additional security from the wine-drunkard’s wrath.” “ This is a very interesting topic,” said the doctor, looking at his watch; “ I should he happy, nay, delighted, to discuss it with you, Dr. Smith, if I had time; hut my hour draws nigh for a consultation with Dr. Floyer on old Col. Guzzler’s case, which i» exceedingly perplexing, and will occupy us more than an hour.” “ Dr. Farrago,” said the clergyman. “ I can save you the trou- ble of an unnecessary visit. Dr. Floyer informed me, at Mrs. Collingwood’s, this morning, that Col. Guzzler died suddenly, just before day, of gout in the stomach.” “ Is it possible! ” said the doctor; “ why, sir, he dined out only two days since with the Terrapin Society, and drank his bottle of Madeira as cheerily as ever.” “ The prophylactic energies of combination do not appear to have saved the old colonel from the horrors of the gout, nor from death itself, Dr. Farrago.” “ Hem—why, no sir, no sir; but there’s another side to that story,” replied the doctor. “ Be- tween ourselves, the old colonel was not a first-rate judge of wine. He had no small amount of poor stuff in his collar. Ay, sir, had he confined himself to the pure juice, it would have been otherwise. The pure juice never hurt any body. I have my suspicions that our young friend here has been drinking some vile compounds at the hotel; cannot believe the pure juice would produce such ill effects.” “ Ah, my dear sir,” replied the clergy- man, “ it is high time the public mind should be disabused of a great amount of error, in relation to the properties of this pure juice, which you consider so entirely innoxious. Dr. Farrago, you of course agree that the beverage employed by Noah, when he began to be an husbandman and planted a vineyard, so many hundreds of years before distilled alcohol was known, was the pure juice. Yet the prophylactic energies availed him not; they averted not the consequence of drinking an intoxicating liquor; they appear to have had no power in preventing the first quarrel after the flood, nor in averting the curse which fell upon Ca- naan. These energies of combination do not seem to have had the slightest influence in quelling those horrible disorders which sprang up in the family of Lot when he became drunk with wine. These neutralising energies saved not the inebriated Belshazzar, and his drunken lords, from rushing on their fate, when they flung insult against the majesty of heaven. Nor did they preserve the primitive Christians from being drunken around the table of their Lord.” “ Very true, all very true, sir, very true, indeed,” cried the doctor; “ but we refer, you know, to the prophylactic energies of combination, in regard to the physi- cal effects of pure wine upon the drinker himself.” “ I had always supposed, sir,” said the clergyman, “that drunkenness and its consequences were among those physical effects. But if you refer to the supposed effects of these energies of combination, in relation to bodily health, do we not all know, that the gout is proverbially the wine-drinker’s portion? That dyspepsia and several other grievous diseases are produced by the use of wine. 
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and frequently, when otherwise produced, exacerbated thereby, is not to be denied.” “ This may be true, sir, now and then,” replied the doctor. “ Nay, my dear sir,” rejoined the clergyman, “ it is very frequently true.” “ But, my good sir,” resumed the doctor, “ what are the very worst effects of wine, under any cir- cumstances, compared with the effects of alcohol?” “ And pray, Sir,” inquired the clergyman, “ do you question the existence of alcohol in wine?’’ “Nothing but the elements,” replied the doctor, “ nothing but the elements of alcohol, sir, I assure you. I insist on the distinction, I insist upon it, sir.” “ Dr. Farrago,” said the clergyman, “ it is needless to argue about that which is definitively settled. The chemists, Rouelle and Fabbroni, sup- posed that alcohol was the product of distillation, and not the eduet, and that the elements of alcohol, and not fonned alcohol, existed in simply fermented liquors. This supposition has been abundantly disproved. If it were con-ect, alcohol could not be drawn from fermented liquors, without raising the temperature to the point necessary for distillation. But Mr. Brande has separated the alcohol from all pure wines, by the aid of chemical agents, without any distillation whatever, and without raising the temperature or the vinous liquor: and so, doctor, can you and I. Now, if this alcohol will make men drunk, and if men, thus made drunk, will commit every variety of crime, it seems to me a very unprofitable employment of talent and time, to draw distinctions, as fine as gossamer, where no real difference exists, between the alcohol in wine, and the very same alcohol separated from that wine, either by distillation or any other chemical pro- cess. It is a remarkable fact, that, when the Almighty de- nounced drunkenness against all the inhabitants of Jerusalem, as a national curse, he bade the prophet prefigure the great calamity, by telling them that every bottle should be fdled with wine ; the pure juice, doctor, containing no other alcohol than that produced by its own fermentation.” “ A great deal in what you say, sir, no doubt; very plausible, very plausible, indeed,” cried the doctor, rising quickly, and looking at his watch; “ I will step up, madam, and look at the patient a moment before I go. Good morning, Mr. Broughton; good morning, Dr. Smith.” Frederick Broughton was confined to his chamber for several months. His debauch terminated in a brain fever, fi-om which his recovery was for some time exceedingly doubtful. At length, by the aid of a vigorous constitution, he escaped from the very jaws of death, and the hands of Dr. Farrago. Young Colling- wood’s recovery was more rapid. The world, as usual, satin judgment upon the affray between these young gentlemen, and the decision was extremely unfavourable to Broughton. Even his military associates began to shrink from his society. Major Bentley, soon after the general’s recovery, sent in his resigna- tion, and general Broughton began to realise the practical eftects of his intemperate career. 
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The prohibition against wino and games of chance is contained in the same passage of the Koran. We are instructed by Sale, in his preliminary discourse, that the word wine, as employed in the Koran, is intended to comprehend every kind of intoxicating liquor * There would have been little wisdom in this prohibition of the false prophet of Mecca, had it been limited to one mstru- ment of intoxication, or to any particular- game of chance, leav- ing his followers at liberty to indulge themselves in drunkenness and gambling, in a variety of unforbidden forms. It is very manifest, therefore, that the professors of temperance, who have pledged themselves to abstain from ardent spirit alone, have by no means attained to the wisdom of the prophet. The career of the unfortunate young gentleman, who is the subject of the present narrative, presents a forcible illustration of Mahommcd’s sagacity, and of the wisdom of a comprehensive pledge. Wine is abundantly sufficient for the production of all drunkenness; and, when the habit of intemperance is effectually formed, it is not likely to be corrected, by the most rigid absti- nence from that identical beverage, by whose employment it was first engendered. The elder Mr. Broughton’s views, in relation to the innocency of wirto, as a customary beverage, had undergone an important change. Ho had, for some time, halted between two opinions. The sound reasoning of Dr. Smith at one moment almost per- suaded him to abandon his indulgence; but the long-fostered appetite for a single glass of his pure old wine—the presence of a visiter, before whom he was not quite prepared to avow and defend .the conclusions of his own mind—the unutterable expres- sions of Mrs. Broughton, which seemed silently to say, not a syllable of temperance—it is well enough for the vulgar-—all these considerations prevailed, and he commonly drowned his feeble resolutions in the social glass. In short, the dictates of his better judgment were less efficacious than the influence of his better half. His recent domestic trial, however, had turned the scale; and, if any additional motive were necessary to confirm him in his good resolution, it was abundantly supplied by a severe paroxysm of the gout, which even the prophylactic ener- gies of the costliest and purest old Madeira had been utterly insufficient to prevent. Shortly after the recovery of Frederick Broughton, he gave his father a solemn promise that he would abstain entirely from wine; upon which occasion his mother remarked that his word was as good as his bond; such, indeed, had already become a generally received opinion. Frederick Broughton kept his word; from that time ho turned from all wine with loathing and disgust. At the expiration of a fortnight from the period of his return to his ordinary pursuits, and to the society of such of his former associates as still adhered to him, he was brought home in a 

* Sale’s Preliminary Discourse, sec. v. 
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hackney coach, superlatively drunk, a harmless and helpless mass. It would be needless to describe an additional fit of hys- terics, which befel his incomparable mother, or the terrible ex- acerbation of his father's gout, which followed as a natural con- sequence of this event. The young gentleman had made a very valuable discovery, and was carrying his theories into successful operation. His prompt acquiescence, when his father demanded a promise for the abandonment of wine, arose in no small degree from his growing experience of its disagreeable, acescent effects upon his stomach. He was delighted beyond measure to per- ceive the stimulating power possessed by a much smaller quan- tity of brandy, without that unpleasant disturbance of a debili- tated stomach, produced hy the tartaric acid in wine. A fatal and ruinous relish for strong drink had become a part of his second nature. The opinion of his parents that his only danger was from the employment of a gentlemanly beverage, and that his appetite was too refined to resort, for its gratification, to vul- gar inebriants, proved, and will almost universally prove, where a vehement appetite for any kind of intoxicating liquor is already fixed, a miserable delusion. A consecutive series of tears and entreaties, reiterated pro- mises of amendment, brief intervals of sobriety, returning fits of drunkenness, and teal's and entreaties, again had established the fact, that General Broughton was a common drunkard. Tho return of this wretched young man to his father’s dwelling, in a state of beastly intoxication, under the civil guardianship of a watchman, or some companion of his revels, less drunken than himself, had become a common-place affair. Such occurrences were no longer confined to those hours of darkness, which are commonly selected hy all but inveterate drunkards as the season of their loathsome debauchery. One morning, about eleven o’clock, Mrs. Broughton’s atten- tion was arrested by a violent rapping at tho front door. Its im- mediate repetition induced her, without waiting for the domestic, to ascertain the cause of this violent knocking. Upon opening the door, she instantly recognised the person of Ashur Jennison, her old discarded coachman. He was dressed in sailor’s apparel, and manifestly tipsy. “ Why, Jennison,” said Mrs. Broughton, “ is it you ? ” “ No, it isn’t, my leddy,” he replied, doffing lias tarpaulin; “ I’m a bit water-logged, as your leddyship sees.” “ Where have you been, Jennison,” continued Mrs. Broughton, “ since you left us; and what is tho occasion of this violent knocking ? ” “ I’ve been round Cape Horn, my leddy, and got ashore this blessed morning, ye see, and have gotten a gill or so more than was convenient.” “ Well, well, Jennison, you had better go your ways; nothing will save you from destruction un- less you join the temperance society; it’s well enough for the vulgar, and may possibly suit one in your condition.” “ Bless your leddyship, one good turn deserves another; I’ve just been knocking at the rapper, to lot my old master know that the first 
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acquaintance I met after I got ashore was the gin’ral. He was in a sad pickle, my leddy, drunk as a hum-top, and a parcel of land-lubbers poking fun at the poor fellow. The temperance society may be well enough for the vulgar, as your leddyship says, but I’m afraid ’twould puzzle any such craft to overhaul such a genteel clipper as my young master. However, I thought I’d just be after letting you know the young gentleman was in trouble.” Mrs. Broughton scarcely waited for the last words, hut slammed the door in Jennison’s face, who put a quid of tobacco in his cheek, and turned upon his heel, muttering, as he left the door, “ the same old painted fire-ship that she was five years ago.” Shortly after Mr. Broughton’s return at the dinner hour, his attention was attracted to the window by a mob of men and boys who were approaching his dwelling. Two men were ap- parently sustaining the steps of a third, who was evidently too drunk to walk unaided, and who appeared to be an object of de- rision and thoughtless mirth to the mob, who followed, hooting, and hissing, and occasionally assailing the miserable sot with stones and dirt. It was just at that hour when gentlemen usually return home from their places of business. Mr. Brough- ton’s residence was situated in a fashionable quarter of the city, and several of his acquaintances were passing at the very mo- ment when the two assistants, who appeared to be charitably disposed, were vainly attempting to silence the drunkard’s voice and dragging him, evidently against his will, towards the door. His apparel was torn, and covered with the mud in which he had wallowed ; his face had been severely cut against the curb-stone on which he had fallen, and his countenance was shockingly dis- figured by the blood, which still continued to flow. The narcotic influence of the alcohol he had swallowed had not yet perfected its work of stupefaction ; tire poor drunkard’s brain teemed with the fantasy that the individuals, who were humanely conducting him to a place of safety, were his military aids, and that the j rabble, in his rear, was no other than the identical brigade i which he formerly commanded, and he appeared particularly | anxious to form them into a hollow square, and return them his H thanks for their soldierly behaviour, and dismiss them for the i day. At this moment the door was opened by Mr. Broughton, and scarcely had he presented himself before the assembly without, j when his worthy partner was at his side. She had no sooner j shut the door in poor Jennison’s face, and despatched the coach- j man and footman in pursuit of their young master, than she put 1 on her bonnet, and betook herself forthwith to Madam Prattle i for comfort and consolation. She had returned just in season to | contemplate this miserable spectacle. It was no difficult task 1 for a father or a mother to discover, in the wretched being be- j fore them, covered with blood, and dirt, and rags, as he was, their only child, the object of their fond parental hopes. What ' 
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a stay and staff was here for that period, when life is on its lees, and even the notes of the happy grasshopper become a burden to the ear of a feeble old man ! Mrs. Broughton was immediately conveyed £o her chamber in a fit of hysterics, which so constantly, upon every occasion of unusual excitement served for a discharge in full from all immediate responsibility. So readily, however, were all other considerations absorbed in those of caste and fashion in the bosom of this poor lady, that her paramount concern, upon her recovery from the brief par- oxysm, was an apprehension that her husband might be per- suaded, by the recent exhibition of drunkenness in their son, to become a member of the temperance society. Least of all did it occur, in the midst of her reflections, to associate this awful and disgusting consummation with her own early endeavours to teach her poor boy to take his glass like a gentleman! The measure of callous indifference, which is here described, will appear to many entirely inconsistent with the maternal character, unless among scenes of extremely coarse and vulgar life. This, however, is a faithful transcript from the book of nature and of truth. In that class of society, which is equally removed from the follies and vices of the rich and the poor, the devotees of fashion, and the victims of ignorance and vulgarity, the lords of palaces, and the tenants of hovels—the best and purest affections of the heart are most likely to be faithfully de- veloped, In the midst of gaiety and fashion there are not more con- venient opportunities for serious contemplation than among those scenes of coarse common-place debauchery which are peculiar to the lowest grades of society. Whatever be the subject matter of affliction, unless, alas, it be the loss of wealth ; whether it be the death or degradation of a parent, or a wife, or a child, the mourners must remember that they have no occasion to mourn as those without hope, so long as the courts of fashion are open for their reception again. In the estimation of the gay, it is an un- pardonable evidence of weakness to grieve beyond the fashion- able term. The bereaved is summoned by the voice of a giddy world to repair his loss from among those happy hundreds who are more than half ready to soothe his sorrows. The heir is ex- pected to find a balm of consolation for the death of an honoured father in the reflection, that the estate remains for his enjoy- ment. Those ten thousand occasions of joy, and merriment, and festivity, which belong to fashionable life, are so many ab- sorbents, which take up the particles of son-ow, in the bosom of a devotee with wonderful celenty. The vulgar sot becomes not more effectually drunk with his ordinary beverage than the votary of fashion with its continual fascinations. A diminution of natural affection, an indifference to the calls of suffering and sor- row, an unwillingness to participate in the benevolent operations of the day are common to them both, and both are equally re- markable for their eagerness in pursuit of their respective means of intoxication. It furnishes, therefore, no legitimate occasion 
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for surprise that the son of fashionable parents, an unconquer- able drunkard, lost to himself and to the world, should occupy his solitary apartment under the paternal roof, while the glittering saloons beneath resound with all that unmeaning noise and non- sense which iriYariably proceed from promiscuous assemblies of fashionable people ; and while the parents of this unhappy vic- tim are regaling their numerous guests with that very thing which made their son a drunkard. Let us return to our narrative. Mr. Broughton, by repeated occurrences of a similar nature, had become, in some measure, familiarised to these painful exhibitions. He caused his son to be conveyed to his chamber, and closing the outer door, the rab- ble speedily dispersed from before his dwelling, After a slight repast he walked the apartment in silence for hours, reflecting upon his domestic misfortunes, and revolving a variety of expe- dients which might afford a measure of relief. When Mrs. Broughton, who had quite recovered from her hysterics, took her place at the tea-table, she was particu- larly struck with the composure apparent on the countenance of her husband. He had commonly, upon such occasions, evinced a greater degree of anxiety. She remarked upon the circum- stance. “ I have long,” said he, in reply, “ been doubtful in re- gard to the course which it is my duty to pursue in relation to our unhappy child. I have given this painful subject my serious consideration for the last two hours, and my resolution is fixed. Distressing as the alternative may prove, Frederick shall either go to the house of correction, or sign ” “ Lord have mercy upon us, Hr. Broughton,” cried his partner, drepping the tea- pot from her hand, “ what do you mean ? sign the pledge of the temperance society ! dear me, that ever a Broughton should do that!” “I mean nothing of the sort,” said Mr. Broughton, “ and if you will listen I will proceed. He shall sign the ship- ping-paper of a whaling vessel that is just ready for sea.” “Dear me,” cried Mrs. Broughton, “ how you frightened me. I was in the twitters for a moment for fear you meant he should join that vulgar society.” Mrs Broughton had long been persuaded that her pride was likely to be continually humbled by the misconduct of her son. Beyond the matter of a few animal tears shed in advance at the thought of a separation, her maternal tenderness was thoroughly exhausted. Her affections were riveted elsewhere. The gay world was enough for her, and she readily acquiesced in the determination of her husband. The next morning, after breakfast, Mr. Broughton entered the apartment of his son. Ho had already dressed himself, and was sitting upon his bed. His whole countenance and manner were those of a drunkard after a severe debauch. He raised his .eyes upon his father’s, but was unable to encounter then- unusual expression of calm severity. Mr. Broughton, upon all fonnor occasions, and until his mind had settled down into a state of 
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quiet decision, had either given vent to ebullitions of anger, or lamentations and tears. This profligate young man had become perfectly familiarised to both, and had met them with apparent contrition and promises of amendment. “ Frederick,” said Mr. Broughton, after a solemn pause, “ I have suffered more on your account than I think I ever can suffer again. I believe I have shed the last tears I shall ever shed on your account, unless I should hear of your death or your reformation. You are now a notorious drunkard, and I am resolved no longer to endure the disgrace which you bring upon me daily. I have formed my resolution. No promises, nor tears, nor entreaties shall induce me to change it. You shall go to the house of correction, as a common drunkard, upon the com- plaint of your own father,—or you shall proceed, this day, oh board a whaling ship which will sail to-morrow. You are fit for no office, and must enter as a green hand before the mast. You must now take your choice.” Frederick raised his eyes upon his father’s once more, and he there read a clear confirma- tion of his statement that the decision was unchangeable. Ho lowered his eyes upon the floor, and, after a brief pause, expressed his willingness to go to sea. Arrangements were speedily made. The captain was made acquainted with the habits of this young man, and with the wishes of his father. The vessel in which he embarked was a temperance ship. It is not necessary to detail the particular circumstances of his departure. The reader will, of course, suppose that Mrs. Broughton had a fit of hysterics, though he will scarcely believe that she attended a crowded party that very evening; such, however was the fact. Mr. Broughton took leave of his son without a tear, but with an assurance that, should ho thoroughly reform, he would take him to his arms, with tears of joy. The ship having been towed by a steamer to the Balize, soon got under way, and stood out to sea with a favourable wind. Before night, however, the wind came fresh ahead, and it became necessary to close haul. Poor Frederick, utterly ignorant of a sailor’s duty, was knocked back and forth by the men as they ran to and fro. At last, rather than appear utterly helpless, ho laid hold of a rope ; but, instead of belaying it in a proper man- ner, he gave it a landsman’s round turn, or, as the tars call it, a cow-hitch. He had scarcely taken his hand off the rope before he felt a smart slap upon the shoulder, and a jack-tar bawled in his ear,—“ avast, gin’ral, I’ll show ye how to belay.” Here, then, was an end of his incognito, and he had no longer the satisfaction of believing that his humiliation was a secret of his own. But what was his surprise, when, looking round upon the speaker, he beheld the well-known features of Ashur Jennison, his father’s cast-off coachman, a companion of the same forecastle with himself for a three year’s voyage! We know nothing more of Frederick Broughton; and, as 
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death ensues for the want of breath, our narrative must close for the want of additional materials. Enough, however, has probably been presented to the mind of every reflecting reader to satisfy him that temperance societies are not only well enough for the vulgar, but for the educated, the opulent, and the refined. 
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It is eminently disagreeable to be the only intelligent and toler- ably well-informed person in a well-filled stage-coach during a long dusty ride of a summer’s day. Your companions will, somehow or other, discover the fact, that your intellectual cis- tern is more capacious than their own ; and each one in his turn will be sure, with a little turbid water from his contracted reservoir, in the shape of a searching interrogatory, “ to fetch yowr ynmi'p” and keep you at it from dawn till dark. We had been wholly exempted from this travelling abomina- tion. Half a dozen better tonguesters and more mannerly com- panions have seldom passed the whole day together within the walls of a stage-coach. If we had “made up a party," we should have done worse, beyond all doubt. We fell into conver- sation almost as readily as though we had been comrades from our cradles. We certainly were very agreeable to one another, for we disagreed about nothing. We soon made the discovery that we entertained the same political opinions ; upon some allu- sion to the subject of religion, it became equally apparent that we were of one mind in relation to the loathsome and heartless doctrines of infidelity ; and when we entered the dining-parlour at the half-way house, a prompt and universal requirement for the removal of the brandy-bottle from the table established the fact that we were one and all cold-water men. It was one of the shortest and pleasantest days of my existence. The sun was now about to bathe in the ocean after a hot day’s work. We had just reached the summit of a wearisome accli- vity, and there lay before us the little village of , and the hills and the valleys beyond. We caught no glimpse of the noisy river, but we knew, by the rushing sound at the bot- tom, among the dark tangled wood, that the wild Amonoosuck was hurrying downward with its lately-gathered tribute of moun- tain waters. W e had become suddenly silent, and as I had borne something more, perhaps, than my share of the conversa- tion, and entered as heartily, at least, as any other, into the innocent pleasantry of the day, my companions began to rally me upon the change. “ It is sad to part,” said I, “ from one’s friends, even after so brief an acquaintance.” This was a suf- ficient explanation for them ; but my heart had a reason of its own, which was no concern at all of theirs. I was at that mo- ment entering the little hamlet where I was bom after an ab- sence of fifteen years. 
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We now began to descend the hill, and the driver, whose whole soul was swallowed up in the desire of exhibiting the spirit of his horses, cracked forward with a velocity that put an end to all thoughts but those of our personal safety. We soon alighted at the tavern door ; the horses were instantly shifted; and I took leave of my companions, who went a stage farther on their way. In the dusk of the evening I found it impossible to identify the landmarks of my youth. The old meeting-house, however, was not to be mistaken ; and the tavern was the same, kept by Colonel Rumrill, twenty years ago. After look- ing at my accommodations for the night, and swallowing a potion of bohea, sweetened with brown sugar and stirred up, if I am not mistaken, with a rummy spoon, Avhich a round red little hostess provokingly hoped was “ perfectly agreeable.” I resolved to reconnoitre the tenants of the bar-room, and ascertain if any of the wretched old grasshoppers, who used to chirp and sip sling in that very place some twenty years ago, were still upon their legs. Accordingly, carefully muffled up in my travelling cloak, with my hat drawn over my eyes, I elbowed my way through the noisy throng, and took my seat quietly in a comer. The atmosphere was perfectly saturated with the effluvia of rum and tobacco. Fortunately I was sufficiently supplied with fresh air through a broken pane or two in the tavern window. As the smoke occasionally passed away, I caught a view, between the puffs, of the different individuals who composed the several groups. Now and then I discovered an old standard ; but I was greatly surprised to behold so m|ny faces which wore en- tirely new to me. The host himself was a stranger. He was a sedate-looking personage, and appeared to understand himself and his affairs exceedingly well; and it was truly surprising to mark the quantity of toddy, and flip, and sling, and julep, and drams of all sorts which he could prepare in a single evening. I particularly noticed that he invariably drank off, and it ap- peared to me, unconsciously, all the heeltaps or sugared reliquia at the bottom, which were left by his customers, and his coun- tenance was, by no means, indicative of total abstinence. A miserable object, very grey and very ragged, edged his way through the crowd towards the bar, and stood in the attitude of one who scarcely dares to give utterance to his wishes. He turned his face towards the lamp ; I knew him at once ; it was old Enoch Runlet who worked on my father’s farm till my pa- rents died, when the farm (for my father died poor) passed into other hands. Enoch was a sad dog. He was the wag of the village, and the villagers often got him garrulously drunk for the sake of enjoying his humour. He was eminently useful on training days. On such occasions he would commonly seat himself on the lee side of the pail of punch for the sake, as he said, of the perfume. At weddings and ordinations he always contrived to be in attendance, and no shark ever followed & slaver upon the high sea more assiduously than Enoch followed his 



NANCY LE BAKON. 243 
vocation of moumer-in-genera] for the dead. Hundreds of times I have seen him enter the dead man’s apartment; stroke down his hair upon his forehead ; walk up slowly to the coffin ; look down upon the corpse with a mournful shake of the head ; and then, turning to the table within a few feet of the receptacle of death, pour out and swallow a liberal glass of the very poison which had too frequently demolished the defunct. Enoch was evi- dently determined, with an air of mock humility, to attract the attention of the host. Every glass of spirit that was consumed seemed to increase the beggar’s importunity of manner. He could no longer be disregarded. “ What are you here for Run- let ? ” said the host with rather a repulsive tone of voice. Enoch reached forward, and whispered in the taverner’s ear. “ You’ve got no money,” said the host. “ No, deacon,” said Enoch, “but I’m expecting a little in a day or two.” “ You wont get any rum here to-night,” said the deacon, “ so the sooner you go about your business the better.” “ Do, Deacon Mixer, let us have a gill,” said Enoch with a winning and beseeching air. “ I wont,” said the deacon. “ Half a gill then,” continued the beggar. “ I tell you I wont,” replied the deacon, with increas- ing energy. Enoch held on like a leech. “Dear Deacon Mixer,” said he, “ just let us have a taste.” “ Not a drop, Run- let,” answered the deacon, stamping his foot, and breaking his toddy-stick as he struck it in his anger against the bar. “ Well then,” cried Enoch, running his nose in the tavemer’s'face,” just let a poor fellow get a smell of your breath, Deacon Mixer! ” This stroke of humour caused such peals of laughter as made the old house shake to its very foundations. The deacon lost his temper, and threw a whole glass of toddy, which he had just compounded with particular care for Squire Shuttle, at the beggar’s head. Enoch avoided the compliment with singu- lar adroitness, and the squire himself, who was standing directly behind him, received the whole glass of toddy in his face and eyes. This circumstance, while it excited the squire’s anger, increased the uproar of this respectable assembly. The deacon made a hundred awkward apologies, and a fresh glass of toddy, which he presented in the most humble manner imaginable. This scene had scarcely passed when old M‘Laughlin, the sexton, whom I well remembered in my youth, entered the room, and, putting a gallon jug upon the bar, exclaimed, in his well-known accent, “ Dacon Mixer, I has come for the comumnion woine.” It was Saturday night. Is it possible, thought I, that this man will have the heart or the hardihood to officiate at the table of his Lord upon the morrow ! I quitted the apartment, and re- tired in disgust to my chamber for the night. On the morrow I attended the village church, and there, in the deacon’s seat, I beheld the very same toddy-making Pharisee, whose performances upon the preceding evening I have already recounted. And when the minister named his text—“ What is man ?”■—truly, thought I, what is man! I found myself sur- 
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rounded by strangers. A new generation had sprung up, and there were very few of whose features I had any recol- lection. Chloe was yet alive. She sat in a corner of the gal- lery. She was an old scoffer, and I had never expected to see her in the house of God. She lived on the skirts of the vil- lage, and got her livelihood by selling cake and ale, and telling fortunes. When I was eighteen, a giddy, thoughtless, boy, I was tool enough to lay out the better part of my savings in prophecies and predictions, which Chloe had ever ready for those who would part with their money in return. Upon the faith of this old impostor, who, by inquiries of others, had discovered the secret aspirations of my boyish heart, I was induced to make my suit to the squire’s daughter who speedily sent me away with a flea in my ear. Through the influence of a religious companion of her youth she was the pious daughter of infidel parents, though they were among the first people of the village, and owned the very best pew in the church. I was a poor plough-boy, whose parents had nothing to balance the account withal, but willing hands and honest hearts. The decided but kind-hearted manner in which she rejected my exceedingly awkward demonstrations, my very first overtures of love, were enough to settle the question of her excellent good sense and my own incomparable folly. And yet I have never blamed myself severely for this innocent mistake of my youth, for though there were many who wanted courage to acknowledge the fact, there were few of our village lads who had not, at some time or other, fancied themselves in love with Nancy Le Baron. After the death of my parents, having received a good school education, and being held down for life to the little hamlet in which I was bom by no consideration of interest, I determined to seek my fortune in the metropolis. By the assistance of a fellow townsman, who had pursued a similar course with remark- able success, I obtained a situation, which became the stepping- stone to all my future good fortune. By unremitting activity and application for fifteen years, I had become the master of a “ pretty property.” If the reader has any curiosity to ascertain the connection between this portion of my history and the visit to my native village, it is but fair that he should be gratified. I had begun to put a few profitable interrogatories to my own heart:—In what way shall I employ these riches ? Am I not getting weary of this interminable accumulation ? I felt at the age of thirty-five that I had lived alone long enough, and if there were a person upon earth to whom I desired to say so, that person was Nancy Lo Baron. Ten years before, I had heard some ramours of misfortunes in her father’s family ; there was a mighty difference between the poor plough-boy and the man of handsome estate ; Nancy might have become less fastidious withal; and, perhaps, I might count, in some measure, upon the effeef of that constancy which had flourished for fifteen years, without even the poor solace of hope deferred. Such then con- 
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fossedly was tho main object of my visit. It was my intention, if Nancy Le Baron were unmarried still, to offer her once more the hand which she had already rejected. I was very forcibly struck by the change which, in so short a space, had taken place among the inhabitants of the village. After I had taken my seat in the meeting-house, and kept my eyes steadily fixed upon the squire’s pew for a quarter of an hour, I had the mortification, at last, to see it occupied by strangers. I looked in vain for Nancy in every comer. I scarcely noticed an individual of whom I should have been able to gather any information, in regard to an old standard, except- ing Major Moody the miller, whose expression was always about as sour as a great portion of the meal which he sold. On my return to the tavern, I ventured to interrogate the landlady. “ Pray,” said I, “ is Squire Lo Baron yet living ?” “ Le Ba- ron,” said she, “ I have heard that name ; we have lived here only a few years ; the factory business has brought a great many new-comers to the village, who have taken the places of the old folks.” “ How long have you resided here ?” I inquired. “ We have kept the tavern about seven years, sir, and have had a good run of business. The deacon is very particular about his liquors, and gives general satisfaction, for he never waters his rum. He has it direct from Deacon Gooseberry’s distillery. It’s a great pity, sir, that the whole business was not confined to deacons and church-members; it would then be done upon honour. Sha’nt I fetch you a little spirit before dinner, sir ? it’s very cheering after a long sermon.” “ But, my good woman,” said I, “ I have not been preaching.” “ That’s true, to be sure,” replied this talkative hostess, “ but I often say so to Parson M‘Whistler, and he always takes it very kindly.” At this mo- ment the good woman was called away ; and, taking my hat and coat, I walked forth into the village. I bent my course towards the squire’s mansion. It appeared not to have undergone any remarkable alteration. As I walked on the farther side of the street, I observed several children looking forth from the win- dows. Nancy is married ! thought I. Those are her children ! I strolled forward, endeavouring to reconcile myself to a disap- pointment, which I had certainly gathered before it was ripe, as men, of a certain temperament, are prone to take up trouble at an exorbitant rate of interest. I had walked on till I came to the village grave yard. Almost unconsciously I found myself within the melancholy pale. My recollections of many, who had gone entirely from my memory, were readily recalled by the simple me- morials around me. According to the prevailing custom of man- kind, some twenty years ago, almost every adult, whose name I noticed upon the head-stone, had been a moderate drinker in his day. A very large proportion had been incorrigible sots. What a motley group, thought I, in the great day of the resurrection shall arise together from the drunkard’s grave! While I was thus engaged my attention was aroused by the footstep of a person who had approached within a few feet of the M 
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place where I stood. It was old Enoch Runlet, who had ex- cited the deacon’s indignation on the preceding evening by his importunity for grog. He was apparently sober, and his smooth chin and general appearance indicated some little regard, for the outward observance at least, of God’s holy day. He knew me at once. “ Why, Mr. Lawder,” said he, “ what in the name o’ natur has brought you here ? I thought, as I was a-going by, that it was so much like Isaac Lawder that I must needs step in and see. We heard that you had got to be quite a fine body, and we never thought to see you in these parts again among us poor folks in the old village. If a body may be so bold, what in the world, Master Isaac, has sent you this way ?” I was per- fectly aware that nothing could surpass this fellow's insatiable curiosity, unless it were the skilful exercise of that power of rapid combination which enables a Yankee to reach the mark with the accuracy of a patent rifle. “ You always was a leetle kind o’ melancholy, Master Isaac ; I’ve seen ye walk in this here place afore of a moonlight night when ye was a younker. I guess you haven’t come up here a speculating arter lands or the like ?” “ No, Enoch, I have no such design,” I replied. “ I guess you’ve made a sight o’ money already,” continued he. “ Why, as to that, Enoch,” said I, “ I have the substance of Augur’s prayer—^neither poverty nor riches. Pray, good Enoch, who occupy the old mansion-house where Squire Le Baron used to live ?” “ Why, I guess," replied Enoch, “ they’re the same what has occupied it for the last five years ; I guess you haven’t got a mortgage on it, have you ?” At that moment this in- veterate guesser fell over one of the foot-stones in the grave-yard, and the writhing of his features assured me that he had bruised himself severely. “ I guess you have hurt your shin, Enoch,” said I. “ I guess I have,” said he. “ Well, then,” I resumed, “ I hope you will leave off guessing, and give me a few direct answers to some very plain questions. I perceive that you tumbled over Bill Tilson’s grave ; it is better so than to tumble into it, for Bill was an awful drunkard.” “ I guess you’re a cold-water man, Master Isaac,” said he. “ Well Enoch,” I re- plied, “ for once you have guessed right, and I hope you will rest satisfied. I wish you to inform me where Squire Le Baron now resides.” “ Why,’ Master Isaac, didn’t you know as how the squire had been on Deacon Gooseberry’s fann these six years come next April ? didn’t you know that ?” “ On Deacon Gooseberry’s farm ! Who is Deacon Gooseberry ? ” “ Why, Dea- con Gooseberry has been a distiller in this village for twelve years, and this grave-yard is called the deacon’s farm, and here—step this way, Master Isaac, a piece—here is the squire’s head-stone.” “ Is it possible ! ” said I as I read the “ Sacred to the memory." “ Was he intemperate at last ?” I inquired. “ Very, very,” said Enoch with a ludicrously solemn expression upon his countenance and a deaconish shake of the head, little suspecting that I had witnessed his own performance on the preceding evening ; and, like many drunkards, unapprised of the full extent of his own 
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unenviable fame. “ The squire used to be a temperate man, Enoch,” said I, “ in my father’s life-time.” “ And long after, Master Isaac,” he replied. “ About seven years ago he delivered a temperance address in the next county against ardent spirits ; but the temperance folks blamed him very much for going to the tavern in the evening, after the lecture, and calling for his bottle of wine. We poor folks who take a little rum now and then don’t see the wit o’ that, Master Isaac. I guess you take a little wine yourself now and then.” “ No, Enoch,” said I. “ A little ale, then, or porter,” continued he. “ Not a drop of any intoxi- cating drink,” I replied ; “ I am a consistent cold-water man, and have no more belief that intemperance will be entirely abolished by the abandonment of ardent spirit than that the vice of gambling would be rooted out by the abolition of the game of all-fours. But pray, tell me, Enoch, what has become of the squire’s family ?” “ The old lady is gone,” he replied ; “ she took a little spirit herself in a sly way. The old gentleman did pretty well till he lost his property, and then he left off- wine pretty much and took to the other things. He wasn’t used to it ye see. It never hurts me, and I don’t think it ever will; but it fixed the squire right off. It didn’t seem to agree with him.” “ What became of Miss , the squire’s daughter ?” “ Why, Master Isaac, you haven’t forgot her name, I guess ; Miss Nancy, you mean. She was your old flame, you know ; I guess you’ve got married afore this, Master Isaac.” I fairly wished myself rid of the follow, but, putting the best face upon the matter, I observed, with an air of indifference, that I had seen some child- ren at the mansion-house window, and that I had conjectured Nancy was married, and that those children might be hers. “ I guess they aren’t,” answered Enoch ; “ Master Isaac, I always thought that you and the squire’s daughter would have made'a good match ; but Miss Nancy thought she could do better, so she went farther and fared worse by a great chalk. It’s about nine years since she was married, and for so good a young lady, and one who was brought up so delicate, she has had a hard time on it. She married a Doctor Darroch, who soon lost the chief part of his business, and treated the poor creature roughly enough. She has three little children, and they’re as poor as snakes in winter. He cheated her by a great show of religion. Maybe, Master Isaac, for the sake of old acquaintance, you’d be willing to give’em a lift.” “ Poor Nancy,” said I after a pause. “Good Enoch, tell me if this unprincipled brute, this Doctor Darroch, that you speak of, continues to use her unkindly ?” “ Ha, ha,” ho replied, “ he hasn’t given her much trouble of late ; why, the doctor’s been two years at least upon the deacon’s farm here. He fell off his horse one winter night, and was found dead in a snow drift next morning. Some folks thought he died o’ the rum palsy, and others that he had swallowed some of his own physic by mistake ; but the general opinion seemed to be that he broke his neck. Nobody was sorry for his death, though his wife, notwithstanding he used her like a brute, said it was her M 2 
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duty to remember that he was the father of her poor little ones, and so she gave him a decent funeral such as it was. ’Twas melancholy enough, you may be sure, for there wasn’t a drop o’ liquor from the time we went in to the time they lifted the body. Old M‘Laughlin, our sexton, said ’twas the driest corpse he ever buried by all odds. It was so plain a case that everybody re- joiced because his poor wife was relieved from such a drinking tyrant. Rum, Master Isaac, you may depend upon it, has done a mortal sight o’ mischief in this town.” “ But, Enoch,” said I, “ where do they live at present, and what means have they of support ?” “ Why,” said he, “ you know where Long Pond is ; they live in the old cottage upon the skirt of the pine wood. The mother knits and sews, and now and then gets a chance to wash and iron when her strength will let her, though she’s quite down of late ; and two of the children are old enough to pick berries in summer ; and, in one way and another, they make out to rub along.” What a reverse! thought I. The old squire and his lady were the nobility of the village ; their wealth alone was enough, some fifteen years ago, to give them rank and im- portance ; poor Nancy, pre-eminent in the little circle of the parish for her sweetness of disposition and personal charms, was their only child. The parents have died, poor and degraded ; and their daughter lives, the widow of a worthless drunkard, encumbered with three starving children. Nancy Le Baron re- duced to such extremities as these! Winning her bread by the sweat of her brow ! It is impossible ! “ No, it isn’t,” cried Enoch, “ and that’s not the half the misery on’t neither. Poor soul, she’s had to run for life afore now and hide her children in the wood of a snapping cold night. Why, he used to flog her like a sack, and then drive her down cellar and kick the children round the room like so many footballs. She bore it, they say, like a saint, and never told of it for a long spell. Old Chloe, the fortune-teller that used to be, first brought it out. She was passing by the house one night and heard her scream, and peeped in at the window. Old Chloe was always as bold as a lion, you ' know, and she’s about as strong as a three-year-old steer. You remember Bijah Larkin, Master Isaac ; well, Bijah’s called pretty smart, but she trimmed him like a sapplin. He got a running on her about telling his fortune, and raised her temper ; so says she, ‘ Bijah, I’ll tell your fortune for you—you’ll get a thrashing afore you’re a hair greyer if you don’t let me alone.’ Bijah made her a saucy answer, and she gave him a real drubb- ing. Folks haven’t left off to this day asking Bijah if old Chloe wasn’t a good prophetess. Well, as I was saying, the old crea- ture pushed open the door. This devil’s bird of a doctor was hauling his poor wife about by the hair of her head, and the children were crying for their lives. Ho ordered the old negro woman out of the house. But the good creature’s feelings drove her on. She flew at him like a tiger ; ‘ Let her alone you dirty rum-sucker,’ she cried. ‘ Many’s the good meal of victuals I’ve had in her father's kitchen, and her old mother’s been kind to 
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me many a time, and I won’t see her abused by man or brute.’ So she caught him by the throat and drove him up in a corner among a parcel of gallipots and bottles. She was a match for any sober man, and could whip a regiment o’ drunkards afore breakfast any day. A neighbour came in and took away the wife and children for the night. The doctor was in a boiling rage, and threatened to bring old Ghloe up afore the court for a vagrant and a fortune-teller. The old woman never wanted a ready answer, so she told him she was afraid of nothing but his physic, and that she would tell his fortune right otf without a fee: ‘ You’ve sarved the devil,’ said she, *. in this world, and when you die you’ll go where they don’t rake up fire o’ nights.’ ” “ What an infamous villain !” said I, involuntarily raising my stick as I spoke, “ I wish I had him here.” “ I’m glad you haven’t,” said Enoch; “ take my word for it, Master Isaac, the deacon’s farm’s the very best place for him.” I inquired if this poor woman had no neighbours who were kind to her. “ Oh yes,” replied Enoch, as far as they are able, but we’ve no rich folks in these parts. Old Chloe is the nearest neighbour, and, like enough, the best friend into the bargain ; her hut isn’t a gun-shot off from their cottage.” I thanked Enoch for the information he had afforded me, and was about giving him a trifle—my hand was already in my pocket—the coin was between my fingers. But, thought I, why should I put my silver on the highway to Deacon Mixer’s till ? If I wish to do this poor fellow a service I may be sure, after my last night’s experience, that I am not likely to accomplish it by affording him the means of drunkenness. I was about to withdraw my empty hand, when a glance of my eye assured me that I had already raised his expectations. I took the coin from my poc- ket. “ Enoch,” said I, “ I shall be happy to give you this trifle if you will promise me that you will not spend it in liquor.” “ Master Isaac,” said he, with his eyes riveted upon the silver, “ I should despise the very thought of it ; why, I’ve heerd two temperance lectures, and have pretty much given up that thing of late. I haven’t got the relish for it I used to have.” “ Well, well, Enoch,” said I, “ I shall probably pass a few days in the village, and, perhaps, we will talk of this matter again ; remem- ber your promise.” Drunkards are very commonly liars. Under the influence of liquor their declarations are strongly tinctured with the spirit of extravagance and falsehood, and when they become sober it appears to them a more agreeable task to main- tain their statements by accumulating falsehood upon falsehood than to retract them, because such retraction would most com- monly involve the admission, that such statements were the ex- travagancies of a drunken hour. In this manner intemperate persons commence playing at fast and loose, a game of hazard, as it were, with truth and falsehood ; the pride of conscious ve- racity is speedily annihilated, and ere long, whether drunken or sober, the boundary lines of falsehood and truth are entirely ob- literated in the mind of an intemperate man. 
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I returned to my inn with some little misgiving in regard to poor Enoch’s powers of self-restraint, and the propriety of my own conduct. How many shillings thought I, have been given to save one’s own time—how many to avoid the beggar’s impor- tunity—how many from a sort of hap-hazard benevolence, or to avoid the reputation of meanness—of all these, how many have contributed to the production of broken heads and broken hearts ! It is really surprising how much sheer misery a misapplied shil- ling will occasionally purchase for some poor family. He who bestows his money upon every supplicant without any guaran- tee for its useful employment, embarks in a lottery where there are many more blanks than prizes. It would be no grateful task to harden the heart of man, sufficiently obdurate already, against the cries of his fellow in distress ; but the practice of money-giving in the street to mendicants, whose distresses and necessities are unstudied and unknown, is equally mischievous and absurd. It is equivalent to bandaging the eyes of Charity, and sending her forth to play at blind-man’s-buff among the worthy and the worthless of mankind. My thoughts were soon recalled to the subject of Enoch’s nar- rative, and the hard fortunes of Nancy Le Baron. I should certainly have paid a visit to old Chloe that very evening had I not been prevented by a tremendous storm of wind and rain, whoso violence was not sufficient, however, to prevent a dozen worthies or more of the village, from collecting in the bar-room of Deacon Mixer. I by ho means approve of spending a Sab- bath evening in the bar-room even of a deacon ; but, upon the present occasion, my curiosity prevailed, and I resumed my for- mer situation, muffled in my travelling cloak as before. I soon perceived that the deacon and his guests were of the same opin- ion with the framers of the statute, that God’s holy day goes down with the setting sun. No trace of its solemnity appeared to remain. Drinking and smoking were the amusements of the evening. Parson M‘Whistler and his lady took tea, as I disco-, vered, with Mis. Mixer, and the deacon’s time was divided in an ecclesiastical ratio between the minister and the people, nine- tenths of it to his customers, and a tithe to his spiritual guide. The concerns of both worlds were strangely mingled in the mind of this extraordinary man, and so far was he from appearing to perceive the slightest incongruity between his office of deacon, and his calling as rum-seller to the parish, that he really seemed to account his ministration in the bar-room as sanctified, at least in the eyes of his fellow-men, and in his own by his holier vocation. During his short occasional visitations to tho apart- ment where the Rev. Mr. M‘ Whistler and his lady were taking tea, the affairs of the bar were managed by Moses, the (feacon’s son, a sprightly lad about fourteen years of age, who, I remarked, was quite as expert as his father in taking off heeltaps. This interesting youth appeared to have some system in his business withal, for whenever he put one lump of sugar into a glass ofrum and water he invariably put two into his own mouth. 
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I had not been long iij my position in the comer when two men entered the apartment, who appeared to he immediately recognised as persons of some importance. They were very wet, and one of them, who carried a pair of small seal-skin saddle- bags upon his arm, I soon ascertained to be the physician of the village. Room was immediately made for the new-comers by the tenants in possession. “ Let’s help you off with your great coat, Dr. Lankin,” said a tall old man with a wheezing voice. “ Thank ye, Mr. Goslin,” replied the doctor. “ Here’s a peg for your hat, doctor,” said another. “ Obliged to ye, thank ye, thank ye, neighbour Hobbs ; how’s your wife ?” “ Why, she keeps her head above water, and no more, doctor. I was a- telling Mr. Bellows here, just afore you came in, that I wanted nothing more to put down the whole temperance society than my old woman’s case. I know, for sartain, that spirit’s the sal- vation on her. Nothing less than a pint a-day keeps body and soul together. One day last week I jist put in about a gill o’ water to her Hollands, and, my soul, you never see how she fell away ; she’d ha’ gone off as sure as a gun if I hadn’t gin her t’other gill right away.” “ Don’t believe a word on’t,” said a fellow with a rough voice and a voluminous countenance, as he rolled his ponderous person to and fro after the manner of Dr. Johnson ; “ no faith in that, none at all.” I was rejoiced to find an advocate for temperance in such an assembly as this. The whole air and manner of this individual was inauspicious to be sure. I had seldom met with a countenance more decidedly al- coholic ; but I conjectured that he might have recently reformed. “ Why, Bellows,” cried old Goslin, who could scarcely articulate for the asthma, “ ’kase you don’t like spirit you’ve no faith in it. I know as how it’s saved me. My asthma’s dreadfully helped by three or four spoonfuls o’ old rum, when nothing else will do me a mite o’ good.” “ Don’t beheve it,” said Bellows, “ no more than I believe my old anvil’s made o’ cheese curd.” At this moment the parlour door was opened, and the deacon, who had been absent a few moments, returned ; he held the door for an instant in his hand : I heard the strong voice of Parson M‘Whistler,—“ What, dear Deacon Mixer, what is faith without works ?” “ Sure enough,” said the deacon, as he shut the door, and stepped back into his bar. He soon perceived the new comers, and said, in a half whisper to his son, “ Quick, Mosy, a pitcher of hot water ; the doctor always takes it hot.” The individual who came in with Dr. Lankin had thrown off his coat, and having lighted a cigar, stretched himself at length on a settle. He was a short round man, in rusty black ; and as he lay upon his back, sending columns of smoke directly upward, with regular intermissions, he somewhat resembled a small lo- comotive engine. He uttered not a word ; but during the con- troversy, in which Hobbs, Bellows, and Goslin had been engag- ed, each speaker was cheered at the conclusion of his remarks by the short round man in black, with ha, ha, ha, or he, he, he, or ho, ho, ho; and yet such an excellent management of his 
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voice had he that it was utterly impossible to ascertain to which side of the argument he inclined. Dr. Lankin sat in the midst of this assembly, masticating to- bacco, twirling his thumbs, and with an unvarying smile upon his features. Hobbs was not disposed to relinquish the contest. “ Deacon,” said he, “ I’ll take a tumbler of your gin sling, if you please.” “ Directly, sir,” said the deacon ; Mosy, reach me the Hollands.” When Hobbs had received the glass from the dea- con’s hand, “ Here’s your good health, Mr. Bellows,” said he, and turned off the liquor with a triumphant air, as though he held overwhelmed his antagonist with an unanswerable argu- ment. “ Ho, ho, ho,” cried the round man in black. “ You’ve swallowed liquid fire,” said Bellows, “ and it’ll do ye jest about as much good as live seacoal out o’ my furnace.” “ Ha, ha, ha,” laughed the round man. “ I’ve thought a good deal over this here business o’ drinking spirit,” said an elderly person, who sat with his hands clasped over a very high stomach, and whose ut- terance appeared to be frequently checked by a very troublesome flatulency. “ And what’s your opinion about it, Farmer Salsi- fy ?” inquired Hobbs. “ Why, no offence to any body, but I think it’s mor morally wrong.” “ He, he, ho, ho,” said the little round man. Well, thought I, here are two friends of temperance at least, and where I had but little expectation of finding any. “ How long is it, neighbour Salsify, since you joined the Temperance Society ?” inquired Goslin. “ Why, don’t you know ?” replied Salsify. “ ’Twas jest arter you fell off your mare, and broke your leg, town-meeting artemoon, four years ago.” “ Ha, ha, ha,” said the round man in black, in which he was joined by several of the company, while Goslin was seized with a violent fit of wheezing. “ You may say jest what you please,” continued Salsify, “ I believe ardent spirit’s rank poison. There’s no wholesomer drink than good ripe cider. Deacon, I’ll thank, I’ll thank ye for a mug.” “ He, he, he,” said the little man. “ Vile trash,” cried Bellows, “ no nou- rishment—full o’ windy cholic—I’d stand a lawsuit afore I’d touch a drop on’t. Deacon, I’ll task a mug o’ your good draught porter, or, if you’re out, a mug o’ strong beer will do ; there’s some substance in that.” “ Ha, ha, ha,” said the little man. It is well, thought I, that the cause of genuine temperance is (he cause of God, for its fate would be a sad one in the hands of such defenders as these. It was understood by the company that Parson M‘Whistler was in the house, and it was resolved by Hobbs, Bellows, and Goslin, to consult him on the subject. Moses, having been suf- ficiently instructed, was commissioned to give their respects to the minister, and ask his opinion of the temperance cause. Moses returned in about twenty minutes with a response from the parish oracle, substantially as follows : “ Parson M'W histler says as how he thinks very well on it. Ho says he thinks it wrong to drink ardent spirit, and beer, and cider, for they’s very apt to intosticate ; but if folks will drink, that’s their business 
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and not the person’s what sells it.” “ Moses,” said Dr. Lankin, “did he say anything of wine?” “No, sir,” replied Moses, “ he’s a drinking some now with my mother.” “ Ho, ho, ho,” said the round man, and the room shook with laughter. The little round man now arose and put on his coat, and ashe turned his face to the light, I recognised the features of Squire Shuttle, whose toddy had been administered rather unceremoniously on the preceding evening. The doctor took his flip, and the squire his toddy; one after another the deacon’s customers departed ; and as I rose to leave the room, he was engaged in emptying his till, and calculating the gains which he had gathered in exchange for his own soul. Three important personages in every village, whose dealings respectively are with the souls, bodies, and estates of their fellow townsmen, have the power of exerting a prodigious influence in relation to the temperance reform ; and according to the mea- sure of their favour or dislike of this mighty enterprise it is fre- quently fated to succeed or to fail. The minister, the physician, and the lawyer are the fuglars of the parish. Show me the village in which the clergyman will not grant the use of his pulpit to a temperance lecturer because the temperance cause is a “ secular matter,"—in which the doctor has refused to sign the pledge of the society because it is “ a trap for his conscience,— and in which the lawyer drinks toddy and talks loudly of “ the liberties of the people,—and I will show you a drunken and a worthless township. Parson M‘Whistler, Squire Shuttle, and Dr. Lankin were gentlemen of a very different order. Yet the cause of temperance appeared not to flourish here. Squire Shuttle and Dr. Lankin were never known to utter a syllable in opposition to the reformation, for there were some wealthy far- mers and respectable mechanics among whom their practice lay, and who were its decided friends. Yet they never gave it a good word in their lives, for it had been ascertained, upon sofne occasion, in a public meeting of the town, that there was a strong alcoholic majority, or, in the cant phraseology of the day, that the rum ones had it. There was a common bond of interest between these village functionaries, for the doctor bled and blis- tered in the lawyer’s family, and the lawyer collected the physi- cian’s demands in the way of his profession. They agreed upon all important matters save one—the lawyer drank toddy and the doctor drank flip. The clergyman, however, had acquired the reputation of a devoted friend of the cause. He had lectured himself in opposition to ardent spirits, beer, and cyder, but he accounted it a very wicked thing to call that a poison which our Saviour wrought by the miracle at Cana. Some how or other the parson’s habit of indulging in wine became, as I afterwards hoard, a matter of notoriety in the parish, and utterly destroyed his influence as an advocate of the temperance cause. Upon the following morning, after a slight repast at the inn, I bent my steps in the direction of Long Pond. It was one of those delightful mornings, near the end of June, of which so 
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much has been sung and said in every age. The storm of the preceding night had entirely passed away, and the bright beams of the sun were playing among the varnished leaves of the forest. The measure of wretchedness into which Enoch had represented this ill-fated young woman to have fallen, in consequence of her alhance with an intemperate man, had appeared to me incredi- ble. No small portion of it all I had ascribed to that disposition to deal in the marvellous, which is so common among those who have no other avenue to a short-lived aggrandisement. Enoch .Runlet was One of those persons who, however incompetent to draw the bow of Ulysses, can readily draw long bows of their own. It is impossible, thought I, that Nancy Le Baron, by any weight of sorrows, can be reduced to such a state of dependence. And yet the name of the family was nearly extinct at the period of my departure from the village. Her parents were solitary and unsocial in their habits, and I found no little difficulty in re- collecting any early associate or intimate friend yet living who would be likely to take a deep interest in the fate of poor Nancy. Though I had not seen her for fifteen years, the impression, such as she had made and left upon my memory, remained, unabated of its power and freshness. Her jet-black hair and eyes were con- trasted with one of the fairest complexions I ever beheld. The rose upon her cheek was not that universal tint which speaks of health and many years, but the concentrated, and almost hecti- cal flush which seems to say to the gentle spirit within,—Thy light bark may glide securely down the smooth current of life, but it cannot live long upon its troubled waters. Occupied with such reflections as these, I had strolled almost unconsciously beyond the borders of the busy hamlet. The splash of a lonely sheldrake, as she rose from the water, roused me from my reverie, and I paused for a moment to gaze upon the little lake which was now discernible through the intervals of the pine forest. I pretend not to analyse the matter, but I never, after long absence, gazed upon the hills and valleys with the same interest as upon the lakes and rivers of my youth. It would be no easy task to describe the various emotions of plea- sure and pain with which I now surveyed these glassy waters in which I had so frequently sported when a boy. How often had I guided my little shallop over their bosom upon a summer holiday, having converted a portion of my mother’s bed-linen into a temporary square-sail! A thousand associations were gathering rapidly about me. My eye fastened itself upon the very rock, near which, at the age of ten, I paught my first pick- erel ; an achievement which gave me as much importance at the time, in the estimation of my little compeers, as the victory of Austerlitz procured for Napoleon in the eyes of all Europe. The whirlpool, as we used to call it, was yet visible. This was near the centre of the pond, and the spot was indicated by the troubled surface of the waters. There poor Bob Carleton was drowned. If Bob was not a poet our village parson was mis- taken. There was an ancient oak in our village of gigantic size, 
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which grew near the common, and overshadowed a part of it. It was the property of a private individual who thought proper to cut it down for fuel. There was no little popular excitement upon the occasion, and the conduct of the proprietor, who had been offered a very considerable sum of money to spare this fa- vourite tree, was considered equally obstinate and sordid. “ I am almost of Evelyn’s opinion,” said good Parson Riley, in the hearing of Bob Carleton, “ that sooner or later some evil will surely happen to those who cut down ancient trees without good provocation. It is enough, Master Robert, to excite the indig- nation of your muse.” Bob Carleton was absent from our sports for two or three days when he produced his lines upon the fallen tree. Bob was sixteen, and Parson Riley said they would do credit to a man of thirty ; and Mr. Brinley, the village black- smith, who had a library of more than fifty volumes, asserted that these lines were nearly equal to Bloomfield. Poor Bob gave me a copy of these verses himself. 

THE MIGHTY FALLEN. 
Mighty monarch ! peerless heart! Gallant o’er thy fellows thou ! All majestic as thou art, Yet doomed, alas ! to bow. No more to brave the wintry north I No more in spring to bourgeon forth ! Thy giant form, by pigmies slain, Lies, as erst it fell; for they Who stripped thy glories strive in vain To bear thy trunk away. I knew thy doom, and sighed to save Those verdant honours from the grave ! Sick at my heart, alone I sate, While, echoing tar, the woodman’s blow. Across the vale, proclaimed thy fate, And laid thy beauty low. I marked those echoes, one by one. Until the ruthless deed was done. I marked that fetal pause, and then That short, confused, and fearful cry, Which seemed the shout of victory when The recreant turn to fly ; While those who mark the mighty low. Shun the death-grapple of their foe. When, like Colossus, from thy throne, Cast down at last, and earth, and air, And ocean, caught thy dying groan, “ O, what a fell was there r Thy shivering trunk, thy crashing branch, Seemed some enormous avalanche ! Or like Missouri’s rapid tide, Just when the gathering torrents, first Spreading, like ocean waste and wide, Their feeble barriers burst, And o’er the planter’s house and home The mighty waters rusliing come ! 
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Sordid spirits ! selfish ! cold! M;irk the havoc ye have made. Where your worthier sires of old, Their weary limbs have laid. Sheltered from the noonday sun, When the mower’s toil was done ! Haply those from whom you sprung Here" on love’s first errand came ! And those to whom for life ye clung First owned a kindred fiamo ! Here, beneath the moonlit boughs. Gave true-love knots and plighted vows ! Have ye marked those branches green Waving in the silver light, Murmuring breezes heard between, And pearl-drops glittering bright: While the broad moon sailed on high Midway through the cloudless sky ? Have ye seen this wreck forlorn Uourgeon forth with early spring, In the flowing robes of morn, Wreathed like forest-king ; While songsters came their court to pay With flourish, glee, and roundelay ! Have ye seen the champion’s height Naked, ’mid December's sky, Like gladiator stripped for fight, Whose anns aloft defy ; While, rushing on, the roaring North Led his blasts in riot forth ? Have ye seen in winter day The giant with his armour on. Mail of ice o’er doublet gray, Sparkling in the sun More than all Golconda’s gems, Wreathed in Persia’s diadems ? Have ye ? cruel and unjust! More relentless than the storm, Thus to level to the dust, To mar so fair a form ! For paltry gain yonr hands to raise ’Gainst the seer of ancient days ! There thou li’st! the village pride I Hadst thou spread thy branches where Tiber rolls his sacred tide, Rome had vowed to spare ! Classic honours to thy shade Rome, imperial Rome had paid Till the Goth and Vandal power Seized the sceptre, stripped the crown From Grandeur’s brows, in evil hour. And hurled her statues down ! So thy trunk dishonoured stands, By Gothic hearts and Vandal hands ! The savage of the desert spared, And left thee here to reign alone : No rival then thy glory shared, No brother near thy throne ! 
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’Neath thy broad symmetric shade Indian peace and war were made ! This, perchance, is holy ground ! Here they formed their belted ring ! Sagamores encircling round Massasoit their king. Smoked the pipe of peace, and swore Friendship with your sires of yore! Mighty monarch ! peerless heart! Sunk thy glories are for ever! These, thy leaves, before we part, For memory let me sever f These at least shall never die. Till like thee thy poet lie. 

Poor Bob Carleton ! he was very much beloved by his school- fellows, and there was not a dry eye among us all as we crowded round the shore on the following morning, when his lifeless body was found and laid upon the bank until suitable arrangements could be made for its removal. In the midst of these painful recollections I broke away from the scene before me, and pursued my path to old Chloe’s cottage. Enoch Runlet, as I have stated, had lived many years in my father’s family, and it was not a matter for surprise that he should recollect the son of his former master ; but I doubted if the old fortune-teller would remember me. Time and my fash- ionable tailor had wrought an essential change in my personal appearance since the period when I expanded the ungloved hand of a poor plough-boy for the inspection of this sable prophetess. I had also gained flesh and colour. I soon drew near the cottage, and perceived, at the distance of two or three hundred rods be- yond, a low tenement, which, from Enoch’s description, I sup- posed to be the residence of poor Nancy and her children. I tapped once or twice at old Chloe’s cottage door, and, receiving no answer, pulled the bobbin and entered the apartment which had served the old creature so many years for parlour, chamber, and kitchen. I perceived very little change from its appearance some fifteen or twenty years before. No one was within, and I took a chair, determined to wait till the occupant returned. Though Chloe could read she was never at all inclined to be re- ligious. She had been even disposed, at times, to scoff at the professors of Christianity. I was therefore agreeably surprised to find a Bible and a hymn book upon her table. As I took up the former I observed her spectacles, which had been left as a mark at the chapter she had been reading. Turning to the title-page, I read, in a neat hand, “ The gift of Nancy Le Baron to her friend, Chloe Dalton." Ah! thought I, it was always thus ; she suffered no fair occasion for doing good to pass unem- ployed. As Enoch stated, she has probably found a fi-iend in this poor African, and she has repaid the debt ten thousand fold by feed- ing her famished spirit with the bread of eternal life. Ill-fated girl! whose amiable and interesting qualities might have made a Christian and a gentleman supremely happy, doomed, alas, to 
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have thy gentle spirit broken by an intemperate brute! com- pelled to call a drunkard—husband! As I sat silently in the midst of these meditations, my attention was arrested by the voices of children : I listened attentively—there were more than one, and they were evidently endeavouring to sing in con- cert. As the sound appeared to come from the rear of the cottage, I stepped out, and walking round the comer of the tenement, I came, unobserved, upon the little group. It consisted of three bare-footed children, a boy, who appeared about eight years of age, and two girls, who were considerably younger, of whom the smaller was a cripple. They were very meanly clad in coarse clothes, with numberless patches. Enoch informed me that poor Nancy had three children, thought I. “ Come,” cried the bey, “ come and sit upon the log.” The girls accordingly took their seats upon a fallen pine, in which position their faces .were pre- sented fairly to my view. I had no doubt they were Nancy’s children. The elder resembled her in a remarkable manner. I drew back that I might not disturb the operations of these young choristers. “ Come,” said the boy, clearing his little pipes, and raising his hand, like the leader of a choir, he set the tune, and the girls promptly joined in. They sung the morning hymn:— Awake, my soul, and with the sun Thy daily course of duty run ; Shake off dull sloth, and early rise To pay thy morning sacrifice. 

Their voices were inexpressibly sweet, and the accuracy of their performance was remarkable. Nancy Le Baron had been the sweetest chorister of our village ; and I have often been struck with the extraordinary contrast, when I have seen her slight and delicate figure in the gallery by the side of old Major Goggle, the butcher, who was our head singer, and the fattest man in the county. I have heard music in my time. I have listened to fair damsels pouring forth those hour-long strains of Beethoven amid crowded saloons, while drowsy dowagers nod- ded out of time. I have never listened to the notes of Baganini’s violin, but I have heard the incomparable Pucci call fbith the varying notes of King David’s harp till I could almost believe myself before the great harper of Israel. I have opened my ears to imported organists and hireling choirs, while they have per- formed “ To the glory of God,” for so much lucre 'per diem. But I would not exchange the vocal concert of these tln-ee little children upon the pine log for them all. “ Well,” said the boy, “ it’s almost time for granny to come.” “ Yes,” replied the elder girl, “ and may be dear mother is so much better that she will let us come home if we don’t make any noise.” “ There comes granny now,” cried the little cripple as she jumped from the log, and seizing her crutch, scampered off towards the road. Turning my face in that direction I immediately recognised Chloe Dalton: her general appoaranco was unchanged. She still held in her hand her old oaken staff of unusual length, and 
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walked with long and hasty strides. I observed, however, as she drew near, that she had lost somewhat of that erect carriage for which she had been remarkable. Time had compelled her to bow the neck and look downward upon that kindred dust to which she must ere long return. The children greeted her with strong evidences of attachment, and, slackening her speed to accommodate the little cripple, whom she led by the hand, she soon arrived with her charge at the cottage door. I had resumed my seat within. She gazed upon my features intently for a mo- ment ; but it was evident that she did not recollect me. “I was en- joying a walk from the village,” said I, “ this fine June morning, and I have taken the liberty to rest myself for a short time in your cottage.” “ You’re welcome, sir,” said she. She then placed three bowls upon the table, with a pitcher of milk and a loaf of brown bread. “ Here, children,” said she, “ you’ve waited long for your breakfast.” They sat round the board and began their meal, but I observed that the elder girl was deeply affected ; her eyes were filled with tears. “ Don’t cry, Nancy,” said the old woman, “ maybe you’ll see mother to-morrow. Dr. Lankin is with her now, and I hope she’ll be better.” A deep sigh • escaped her as she uttered these words. “ Whose children are these ?” I inquired, after they had finished their breakfast and gone forth to play. “ They are the children,” she replied, “ of a young widow lady who lives in the next cottage and is ill of a brain fever, and I have taken them home for a while that she may not be disturbed by their noise.” “ Are not these the children of Nancy Le Baron ?” said I. “ Yes, sir,” said she ; did you ever know her or the old folks ?” “ You do not remem- ber me, Chloe ? ” I replied ; “ I am Isaac Lawder.” The old creature sprang from her seat and seized my hand with great earnestness. “ It’s the Lord,” she cried, “ that has sent you here, for my old head is full of care and trouble. Ah! Mr. Lawder, if you had only had your heart’s own way poor Nancy would not have come to such misery.” “ You remember,” said I, “ that you set up for a true prophetess, Chloe. You told mo that I should, one day or another, be the husband of Nancy Le Baron ; and when I told you that she had rejected my oiler, you bade me wait and be patient for the time would surely come. And what do you say now, Chloe ? ” “ Ah ! Mr. Lawder,” she replied, “ those were foolish times, and wicked times too they were, when a short-sighted mortal like me pretended to look into futurity. Nancy might yet be your wife if you were saint enough to match her in a better world, and there were such things as marriages there. But in this, I am afraid, her course is nearly finished. It is wonderful how the poor thing has borne up so long against so many troubles.” “ Tray, tell me, Chloe, how she came to marry such a brutal, drunken creature.” “ Oh ! Mr. Lawder,” she replied, “ it’s a long story, and I’m afraid it would prove a wearisome one ; but I know you loved Nancy in her better days, and if yoq’ve the time to spare I’ll give you some account of the matter.” I assured her that I desired not only 
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to hear the account of Nancy’s sufferings, but, as far as possible, to relieve them. “You never used to despise the poor, Mr. Lawder, when you was a stripling,” said old Chloe, “ and now, if the Lord has made you steward over many things, as maybe he has, I dare say you’ll make ready to render a true account.” “ I desire to know, Chloe,” said I, “ before you proceed, how you gathered all these good and just impressions. I well remember the time when you had very little regard for serious things ; and here I see a Bible in your cottage, and, as I find your glasses between the sacred pages, I suppose your eyes and your thoughts have been there.” “ Even so, Mr. Lawder,” she replied ; “ the Lord has been good to me, and sent me an angel of mercy to lead me to the clear light—none other than the mother of these poor children, who, I am afraid, will be left alone, before long, in a cold world. It’s now fourteen years since I had my fever and expected to die. Miss Nancy used to come to my cottage every day, and she brought me a hundred little comforts ; she also made Dr. Lankin visit me ; and when, at length, I got a little better she gave me that greatest comfort of all, that Bible. She made me read a chapter with her every day. At first I did so because I was desirous of pleasing her ; but it was not long before I began to do the same thing to please myself. 1 never told any more fortunes, Mr. Lawder, but I tiled to find out my own from the word of God. I was bom in this village. Eight-and-seventy times I have seen these woods cast off then- leaves in autumn, and those banks yonder covered with violets in spring. For sixty-four years of my life I lay down without any prayer, and got up without any thanksgiving. It is a little less than fourteen years since I bent my stubborn old knees in prayer that never bent before in the service of the Lord. Miss Nancy knelt at my side, and, with an angel’s voice, thanked the God of all comfort for my recovery. She prayed often with me after that, and taught me to pray for myself. When I feel so happy as I always do after my poor prayers, I often think how j many years I have lived prayerless and comfortless before. Boor 1 Nancy was a happy, light-hoarted girl then, Mr. Lawder. It’s j about ten years, maybe a little more, since Dr. Darroch first came to the village. He came recommended to old Squire Le Baron, and in that way he got into the family at once, and was there a good part of his time. The squire never liked Dr. Lankin, and was willing enough to set up the new doctor. The squire used to lecture about temperance. Dr. Lankin made fun of his lec- tures, and used to say that practice without preaching was better j than preaching without practice ; and that a man who preached 1 to other folks about total abstinence ought never to wash his j mouth with wine, unless as a medicine. This made the squire j angry, and though he was an unbeliever he used to quote Scrip- ture, and swear dreadfully in favour of temperance. The new doctor pretended to be very religious. He was a teacher with Miss Nancy in the Sabbath school ; and he and the squire dis- | agreed, of course, about religion, but they agreed perfectly about j 
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temperance. They were both members of the society, and used H«- to sit down very often after dinner and drink their wine by the hour together, and get dreadfully worked up in favour of the temperance society. The squire was then thought to be amazing rich. He used, at that time, to go very often to the city to at- tend to his business there ; for he was concerned largely in a number of new corporations. People thought him the wealthiest man in the village. They said he owned more than a third part of the stock in what they called the Elastic Beeswax Company. Then there was a plan for tanning shoe-leather by steam ; the squire owned a part of that. There was no end to his speculating and trading. The new doctor proposed to the squire to take an interest in the great pill-machine, which made a million of pills in a minute. The squire made nothing of that, but bought up the whole concern. Many folks thought there was no end to the squire’s money. When any body spoke of these speculations to Dr. Lankin he never uttered but one word, and that was moon- shine. This Dr. Darroch won Miss Nancy’s affections. He was a good-looking man, and, no doubt, took with her mightily be- cause of his attention to the Sabbath school, which was poor Nancy’s hobby, Mr. Lawdef. By the squire’s means he had got a good deal of practice, though folks didn’t seem to think much of his skill. But pretty near one-half the people owed the squire money, and the rest were afraid of getting his ill-will. ’Twas soon known that the doctor was to be married to Miss Nancy ; and when he felt pretty sure of her he began to do a good deal less doctoring. She was the squire’s only child, you know, and the doctor was thought to be a terrible lucky man. They hadn’t been married two months before the squire’s affairs began to trouble him very badly. There was a dreadful pressure for money, they said, and he couldn’t pay his notes. The treasurer of the Steam Tannery failed, and he had been supposed to be so very rich that they had not thought it worth while to ask any bonds of him. The Elastic Beeswax Company found, after laying out a deal of money, that there was no demand of any consequence for their wax. The folks that managed the Com- pany had sent off into all parts of the country a monstrous sight of the elastic beeswax to be sold, and they were so sure of sell- ing it that they made a grand dividend, and Dr. Lankin said they borrowed the money of the banks to pay it with. The squire was full of cash after the dividend. He sold ten shares of the stock to poor Billy Buckram, the tailor, at an awful profit, they said. Billy sold every thing off, goose, shears, and all to buy the squire’s stock ; and resolved to live upon his income. Not long after the dividend great lots of the elastic beeswax came back. Nobody wanted it. The concern came to nothing, and poor Billy Buckram lost his senses. As for the pill-machine, it worked, every body agreed, a great deal better, and turned out more pills than they expected ; but there were so few pa- tients to take them that the machine was given up for a bad job. The squire went on from bad to worse, and the doctor fol- 
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lowed. Then Nancy’s troubles began. Every body soon saw that Darroch had married the poor girl for her money. As wine was costly the squire lectured no more for the Temperance Society, but soon took to brandy. So did the doctor. They quarrelled. The doctor called the squire a liar and a cheat; and the squire called the doctor a quack and a villain. At last they both became common drunkards, and Nancy's heart was almost broken. When her father and mother were both dead, this vile man took no pains to conceal his abuse of her. There was no kith nor kin of the family then living far nor near. Dar- roch knew this well enough, and he treated her like a dog. He run down to heel very quick. Nobody employed him, and no- body trusted him. Brandy and gin soon got to be too dear for him, and, whenever he could get it, he was very glad to get drunk on rum. He sold the furniture by piecemeal, and when he had drunk up the chairs and tables, he stole her clothes and sold them. I’ve seen him drag her about the room by her hair, and if I hadn’t heard her screams as I passed by, and gone in to help her, like enough he would have killed her. When he came home drunk and raving, she used to take her children and fly to my cottage. One night she spent the chief part of it in the wood, with her little ones, when I was absent, and had fast- ened up my house. He broke the leg of the youngest child, that you saw with a crutch, by kicking it about the room. This poor woman, Mr. Lawder, has shown me her body covered with black and blue spots, where he has kicked, and beat, and pinched her. Once, when she had a sharp pain in the stomach, he gave her a wine-glass of laudanum, and made her swallow it, telling her that it was red lavender. It nearly destroyed her, and would have put the poor thing out of misery, if she had not, directly after, dis- covered what she had swallowed, and taken a powerful emetic, ; The story got abroad, and Darroch would have been tarred and j feathered if there had been a pailful of tar in the village, though j he solemnly swore he didn’t mean to kill her. At last he broke I his neck, and Beelzebub was chief mourner. But for all this, .1 Mr. Lawder, before he took to liquor in such a way, he was as | civil and obliging as any other man. Liquor changed him into !j a brute beast. After his death, which took place a little over | two years ago, she came to live in the cottage yonder, and with | the aid of her children, and such little assistance as I could give | her, she has been able to rub along, poor creature. Deacon Mixer, who is chairman of the selectmen, has often said they ought all to be sent to the poor-house. But I told him last I town-meeting day that they wouldn’t go there while my two old ] hands could keep ’em out. I told him so afore all the folks on J the steps of the town-house, and Enoch Buhlet, that used to I work for your father, threw up his hat, and said I ought to have J three cheers for it. I can work hard yet old as I am, and I’vo 1 laid by a trifle, enough to bury my bones, at least, Mr. Lawder.” ; At the conclusion of this sentence, the elder girl ran into the j room quite out of breath. “ Granny,” said she, as soon as she j 
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could speak, “ you must go to mother directly.” “ I hope Nancy,” said old Chloe, “that you have not been home to dis- turb your sick mother.” “ No, granny,” the child replied, “ I only went and sat down outside the cottage to listen. Mother is a great deal better, I know she is. I heard her sing sweetly, first one tune and then another. Why, granny, she sang a part of Auld Lang Syne, that you’ve heard her sing so often, and then a little of the Sicilian Hymn. Then, granny, you can’t tell how men-y she was ; she laughed out loud; then she cried out—‘ Oh, husband, spare my life ; don’t kill the poor children;’ and then she’d laugh and be so merry, granny. I heard Dr. Lankin trying to stop her. I wonder what he wants to prevent her from being happy for. He came to the door, and looked about as though he wanted to see somebody, and when he saw me, he told me to run and tell you to come there as soon as you could.” “ Poor child !” said Chloe aside, as she put on her bon- net, and taking her tall staff, beckoned me to the door. I fol- lowed a few steps from the cottage. “ Will you watch over these children,” said she, “ till my return ? I am afraid it’s all over with her. Dr. Lankin said she could not survive unless she slept.” I assured her that I would remain with the children, and she strode away with the vigour of youth towards the hum- ble dwelling of her sick friend. I returned to the cottage where the group had collected to hear little Nancy’s account of their mother. Her favourable report had inspired them with great glee. It would have been impossible to contemplate these inno- cent, unsuspecting children, and contrast their high hopes with that dreadful reality which was probably near at hand, without a feeling of deep pity had they been the offspring of strangers. I had known their mother from her earliest infancy. 1 had loved her when the impulses of my heart were fresh and strong. I had never loved another. As I gazed upon these little ones, and more than imagined that, ere long, they would be the mo- therless children of that ill-fated girl, my eyes filled with tears. I turned to the window to conceal them—for why should I en- deavour to prepare these little ones for that terrible blow whose force would not be diminished the tithe of a hair by any pre- paration of mine, and which—for I had some faint hope still— might yet be withheld through the infinite mercy of God ? “ Lot’s go, Susan,” said the elder sister to the younger, “ and gather some violets for mother.” “ I wish,” cried Susan, “ the wild strawbenies were ripe, mother is so fond of them.” “ My dear children,” said I, “ Chloe will not be pleased to have you go far from the cottage.” “ Oh ! sir,” said the little boy, “ it’s only a short way; the violets are plenty on the bank there.” “ Well,” said I, “ we will all go together.” The mournful spirit gathers additional sadness from the untimely gaiety of others. I could scarcely suppress my emotion while I surveyed these happy children sporting upon the flowery bank, and collecting bunches of violets for their mother. Ah, thought I, never, per- haps, to gratify her earthly sense, but to wither on her grave ; 
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They grew weary of their pastime, “ It’s almost noon,” said the little hoy, looking up at the sun ; “ I wonder Chloe does not come back.” I drew them together, and told them some inter- esting stories. In a few moments little Nancy sprang up, ex- claiming that Dr. Lankin was coming. I saw on horseback, advancing along the road, the same person whom I had seen in Deacon Mixer’s bar-room. The children would have run to in- quire of him after their mother, but I bade them remain upon the bank while 1 went forward to meet him alone. “ Pray sir,” I inquired, “ how is the poor woman in the next cottage ? ” “ She’s dead, sir—they’re laying her out, sir—a very fine day, sir.” And forward went the busy man, to whom death was an every-day affair. He troubled not his head with mat- ters that were not connected with his profession. It was his office to battle with the king of terrors, and in this brief manner to convey to every inquirer the tidings of death or life, defeat or victory. My heart was full as I returned to these unconscious orphans. I could not muster resolution to acquaint them with the fatal result. I resolved, if possible, to hold them in suspense till old Chloe’s return. “ May I carry my flowers to mother now, sir ?” said little Susan. “ Not now, my dear child,” I re- plied. I could not at that moment have articulated another word. “ Is dear mother any worse, sir ?” inquired her brother. “ Ghloe will be here soon,” Ireplied, “ and then we shall know all.” An hour or more elapsed when I saw old Chloe coming for- ward. Her whole manner was changed. She walked very slowly, with her face toward the ground. The children ran. to meet her. I did.not restrain them, but remained seated on the bank. When they had reached the spot where she was, the good old creatuie threw down her staff, took the little cripple in her arms, and bathed it with her tears. She, no doubt, at the same moment, announced the solemn tidings, for the elder sis- ter clasped her hands together, and I distinctly heard her cries as she sat down upon a stone at the road-side. The boy ran back to the place where I sat, and with a wildness, almost alarming, ex- claimed, “My mother’s dead !” In an instant after, as I took him in my arms, he cried, “ My poor dear mother,” and burst forth in a torrent of grief. I uttered not a syllable, but pressed the poor child closely to my bosom. The bitter anguish of this orphan boy would have smitten a heart of adamant till the wa- ters flowed. At length he became rather more composed. His sobs would, now and then, be inten-upted with half-uttered ejacu- lations—“ My poor mother ! ”—“ Poor dear sisters ! ”—“ What shall we do now ?” “ God will provide for you and your sisters, my poor boy,” said I; “ but I perceive that Chloe and they have gone into the cottage. Let us go to them.” I took him by the hand and led him thither. I took my seat and placed the boy in my lap, while old Chloe held the girls upon her knees with an expression of the deepest sorrow. After some time I asked Chloe if I could be of any further service to her or the children that day. She shook her head. 
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and told me that a clever man, a carpenter, lived half-a-mile be fond, and that he would attend to such things as were necessary. took her by the hand, and, kissing these poor oiphans, pro- mised to see them the next day, and departed. I returned to my lodgings at the inn, and retired to my cham- ber deeply solemnised by the scene through which I had passed. I had never contemplated a case in which cause and effect were more intelligibly related to each other. The destruction of this young physician ; the long series of sufferings which his wife, once a lovely and delicate girl, had undergone; her extreme poverty, and sickness, and delirium, and death, and the forlorn condition of these hapless orphans were plain matters of fact. Intemperance on the part of the husband was the manifest cause of them all. I was too solemnly and painfully affected to go from my lodgings during-the remainder of the day. On the following morning I went once more to Chloe’s cottage ; 1 arrived at an early hour ; when I raised the latch she was on her knees with the children around her. I immediately closed the door and dropped upon my own by the bed-side till she had finished her supplication to tire throne of grace. I have certainly listened to prayers far more eloquent than old Chloe’s, but never to a more natural and touching appeal to the Father of the fatherless. The children appeared much gratified to see me again as a part- ner in their affliction. Chloe informed me that .the funeral would take place on the next day at one o’clock, the usual vil- lage hour upon such occasions ; and that Parson M‘Whistler would make the prayer. I perceived that she had several little arrangements to make for herself and the children in connection with the solemnities of the following afternoon, and I forbore to occupy her time any further. I talked to the little orphans for a short time, urging upon their young minds such matters as were adapted to their situation and their years. “ Be good children,” said I at parting, “ and God will surely be a father to you.” “ I know he will,” said little Susan, “ for dear mother told jne so.” As I was sitting at the open window of my chamber on the following day, waiting for the appointed hour, I was attracted by the sound of voices beneath, one of which was somewhat familiar to my ear. I looked forth, and saw Enoch Runlet in conversation with the innkeeper. “ Well, Enoch,” said the deacon, “ what are you shooling after now, with your bettermost clothes on?” “ Whv, deacon, I’m a-going to Nancy Darroch’s funeral.” “ Ha, ha f why, Enoch,” the deacon replied, “ you’ll got nothing there, I reckon, stronger than cold water.” “Never mind,” rejoined Enoch; “ maysobe, I’ll make it up when I have the pleasure of coming to yours, Deacon Mixer.” “ You’re an ungodly dog,” rejoined the deacon with no little agitation in his countenance, for there are not many rum-selling deacons to whom the idea of their last great change is altogether agreeable. “ Come now, deacon,” said Enoch, “ don’t be angry with a poor fellow ; I should really like a little something to whet my whistle 
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with.” At the same moment ho drew a piece of silver from his pocket—it was the identical dollar—I had ijot the shadow of a doubt of it—-that I had given him upon condition that he should not exchange it for liquor. The exhibition of a monarch’s sig- net-ring never produced a more instantaneous effect, when unex- pectedly presented before the eyes of his astonished vassals, than was manifested by good Deacon Mixer at the sight of Enoch’s bright dollar. *• I am not angry, Mr. Runlet,” said he, “ not at all, not at all; you have an odd way, you know, that takes a body rather suddenly to be sure ; walk in, Mr. Runlet”—stepping back within the door—“what’ll ye please to take ? ” Enoch stood grinning at the deacon with an expression of. frolicsome contempt as he slowly put back the dollar into his pocket. “ Dear Deacon Mixer,” said he, “ with your leave I’ll take a draught of cold water put of a clean tumbler, and as all yours are rummy I can suit myself best elsewhere.” He then turned upon hiaheel, with a chuckling laugh, and walked off in the direction of Chloe’s cottage. I was agreeably surprised to find that my dollar was still in his possession. He had not been gone many minutes before the village bell sent forth its short sharp sound. I walked slowly forward on my way to the house of mourning. When I arrived at Chloe’s cot- tage it was closed, and the door was fastened. I moved onward, and soon came to the late habitation of poor Nancy, whose mor- tal remains were about to be consigned thus prematurely to the grave. As I approached the cottage I heard the voices of se- veral singers, and there were some persons standing uncovered around the door. Among them 1 recognised Enoch. Runlet. His deportment appeared so grave and becoming that I ven- tured to inquire of him if it were usual to have singing at fu- nerals. He replied, in a whisper, that it was not very common, and that these singers were Miss Nancy’s Sunday scholars whom she used to instruct, until her sickness prevented her fi-om going to meeting any more. He had scarcely replied when old Chloo came to the door. “ I have been expecting you,” said she; “ though the room is quite full I have kept a seat for you.” I entered softly, and sat down among the group. There were about fourteen boys and girls, who wore occupying the time be- fore the clergyman’s arrival in singing appropriate hymns, under the direction of a grave young man, who, as I was afterwards informed, had taken charge of Nancy’s scholars in addition to his own class during her severe illness. There was something absolutely overpowering in the scene around me. I could scarcely command my feelings, as I listened to the notes of this infant choir at the obsequies of one who, if purity of life and the love of God could furnish wings for a heavenly flight, had gone to touch an unearthly harp before the throne of Jehovah. In the centre of this little apartment, upon a small table, was a coffin of stained pine ; at its head sat old Ghloe with Susan on her lap ; upon each side of her were the two other children. They were tidily dressed in their Sabbath apparel. We had 
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waited long for the minister. At length, as the afternoon was waning away, Cldog evidently became uneasy, and finally des- patched a messenger to the village. When the messenger re- turned, he stated that Parson M‘Whistler was very sorry—ho had forgot all about it, and was just then stepping into his chaise to attend the wedding of Captain Faddle’s daughter in the next town. There was a solemn pause upon the announcement of this answer. It was finally interrupted by old Chloe. “ The good book tells us,” said she, “ that it’s better to go to the house of mourning than to the house of teasting. Tell me,” she con- tinued, with a trembling voice and quivering lip, “ if the body of this deal- saint shall go into the grave without a prayer ? ” The young man of whom I have spoken rose from his chair, and, ad- vancing to the foot of the coffin, lifted his hands and his eyes to heaven ; and if his fervent supplications reached not the throne of grace, they penetrated the hearts, and drew forth the tears of every listener; at the close he could scarcely articulate for his own. For a short time we sat in silence ; at length the sexton came in to perform his last office. The coffin was of the most inex- pensive kind ; it was without any tablet to designate the tenant within, and its cover was of one entire piece, which had been slid down from off the face that all, who were so disposed, might take a parting look of the deceased. The sexton, with the as- sistance of the carpenter, was proceeding to adjust the cover, and secure it with common nails, a process not unusual in some of our remote villages, where, even upon such occasions as these, the superior cost of a screw is taken into consideration at the funerals .of the poor. “ Stop,” said old Chloe, as she raised little Susan in her arms. The poor child took its last look, and dropped a tear upon the cold forehead of its mother, and placed upon her bosom the bunch of violets which she had gathered with so light a heart but yesterday. Little Nancy and her brother followed the example, and they deposited their bunches of flowers within the coffin. During these moments I had gazed upon the features of the dead. There was not enough, amid the wreck, to remind me of the lovely fabric that I once admired. The forehead sadly checquered, but less by time than care, the cheek hollow and pale, the sunken eye, the bloodless lip, and the hair, prematurely grey, had no part nor lot among my vivid recollections of Nancy Le Baron. The painful process was at last performed, and the sound of the death-hammer, for such it may be called, had ceased. While the sounds were ringing in my ears, I could not expel from my mind the recollection that, among the inhabitants of Padang, in- toxicating drink is called Pukoe, which, in the language of the Malays, means a nail, because, as they affirm, it drives one mare nail into their coffins.* It may be truly said that eveiy nail was driven into the coffin of this ill-fated woman by the doom of in- temperance, whose vicegerent was a degraded drunkard. 

* Eighth Report American Temperance Society, p. 34. 
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The body was now .placed upon 'the bier. There was not a follower, save her children, who claimed a drop of kindred blood with the deceased. No other herald marshaUed the array than common sense, which well 'enough determines the fitness of things. Old Chloe went next the body with the two elder children ; I led little Susan by the hand ; the-Sabbath scholars came next with their leader, whose admirable prayer I never have forgotten, and trust I never shall forget. The remainder fell in according to their inclinations. The body was committed to the ground, and I was about returning with old Chloe and the children when I overtook Enoch Runlet, who was rubbing his eyes with the cuff of his coat. . This is too tough for me, Mr. Lawder,” said he, “ all this here misery comes of rum. I’ll have no more to do with it.” After I had left the grave I observed the members of the Sab- bath school, and several other persons, gathering together near the grave-yard. Old Chloe informed me the next morning that they had made a collection for the little orphans. “Enoch Runlet,” said she, “ gave more than any other ; he gave a bright silver dollar.” For the reader’s gratification, it may be proper to state that those little children have found friends abundantly able and will- ing to shield them from want, and to guide them in the paths ofvirtueand religion. About a year after this event old Chloe sunk to rest, requesting, with'her last breath, that she might be buried by the side of her friend. “ Thqre’s difference of colour,” she used to say, “ in this world, but I don’t believe there’ll bo anv in the resurrection.” Deacon Mixer had frequently admonished Enoch Runlet that he would die of the liver complaint. The deacon was mistaken ; he died of that very complaint himself, leaving his wife and two sons exceedingly poor, and all three addicted to spirit. Enoch is yet living ; his reformation appears to be complete -r he wojks hard and lays up money ; and his generous contribution for the benefit of poor Nancy’s children has obtained for him a good name, which is better than riches. The energies of man can never be more wisely or beneficially employed, than for the construction of beacons upon those points of danger where sunken ledges lie concealed, and upon which many have ignorantly rushed, as upon certain destruction. It is designed by this simple story to hang out a light for the guid- ance of those who are just embarking upon the voyage of life. If, by'tho perusal of this little work, one alone of my fair readers shall be effectually preserved from all that complicated wretched- ness which is the inevitable lot of her who weds an intemperate man, I shall not regret the time as lost which I have devoted.to the narrative of Nancy Lb Baron. 






