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TO THE READER.

Tuis is the first of a series of atories, of which it
possibly may be the beginning and the end. The
incident, which is the foundation of the following
tale, wan communicated to the writer, by & valued
friend, as a fact, with the name of the principal
character, MMMMMM.
seript was given, perceiviog some advantage in its
publication, has thought proper to give it to ithe
world, as Number One ; from which 1 infer, that
immmmnﬂmm The him
muay be worth takiog, at some leisure moment. In
ghe mean time, pray read Number Oune: it can do
you no harm : there i8 nothiog * seclarian™ sbout
. When you have read it if, among all yowr
coatections and friends, yon can think of nons,
whom its perusal may pomsibly beriefit—and it will
be strange if you cannot—do me the favor to pre-
mant it to the first little boy that you meot. He will,
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mo doub, ke it home to his mother or his father.
I you will not do this, throw it in the street, as
near to some dram-seller's doer as you ever ven-
tare to go: et it take the coume of the flying
peed, which God is plessed to intrust to the keap-
ing of the winds: it may yet spring up and bear
frait, if sach ba the will of Him, who giveth the
lncteass, )




THE GOLD RING.

1 mave ohe of the kindest hushands : be 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 gid
int the parish, when G—— T— made me
his wife ; I thought so myself, Our wedding-
day-—and it was a bhappy one—was out an
indifferent sample of those days of rational
hlpymnmdunmtmupted barmony, which
we were: permitted to enjoy together, 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 loag,
dark days and sad nights, that came between ;
for, two years of our union were years of
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misery. I well recollect the first glass of
ardent spirit, that my husband ever drenk.
He had been at the grocery to purchase a
Fitle tea and suger for the family; there
‘were (hree cents coming to him m change;
and, unluckily, the Deacon, who keeps the
shop, had nothing but silver in the till ; and,
a8 it was & sharp, frosty morning, he persuad-
ed my good man to take his money's worth of
rum, for it was just the price of s glass. He
came home in wonderful spirits, and told me
he mesnt to have me and the children better
dressed, and, a8 neighbor Barton talked of sell-
ing his horse and chaise, he thought of buy-
ing them both; and, when I said to him,
“ Qeorge, we are dreszed as well a3 we can
afford, and 1 hope you will not think' of a
horse and chaise, till we have paid eff the
Squire’s mortgage,” he gave me a harsh look
and & bitter word. I pever shall forget that
day, for they were the first he ever gave me
n his life. When he saw me shedding tears,
and bolding my aprog to my face, he said he
was sorry, and came to kiss me, and I dis-
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covered that he bad been drinking, and it
grieved me to the heart. In a short time af-
ter, while I was washing up the breakfast
things, T heard our litle Robert, who was
only five years old, crying bitterly ; and, go-
ing to leam the cause, I met him running to-
wards me with his face covered with blood.
He said his father had taken him oo his
knee, and was playing with him, but bad
given him 2 blow in the face, only because
he had said, when he kissed him, * Dear
papa, you smell like old Isaae, the drunken
fiddler.” My hushand was very cross to us
all through the whole of that day; but the
next morning, though he said litle, be was
evidently -ashamed and Humbled ; and he
weant about his work very industriously, and
was particularly kind to little Robert. 1
prayed constantly for my good man, and that
God would be pleased to guide his heart
anght; and, more than a week having gonoe
by, without any similar occurrence, I flatter-
ad myself, that he would never do so again.
But, in a very little time, either the Deacon
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was short of change, as before, or some
hushand could pot resist, and he retumed
home once more under the influence of Jiquor.
I never shall forget the expression of his
countenance, when he came in, that might
We had waited supper a full hour, for his
return : the tea-pot was standing at the fire,
and the bannocks were untonched upon the
bearth, and the smaller children wers be-
ginning to murmur for their sapper. There
was an indescribable expression of defiamce
on his countenancs, as though he were con-

scipus of having done wrong, and resolved to
brave it out. We sat down silently to sup-
per, and he scarcely raised his eyes upon anmy
of us, during this unbappy repast He soon
went to bed and fell asleep; and, after 1 had
laid our linle ones to rest, I knelt at the foot
of the bed, on whish my poor misguided
husband was sleeping, and poured out my
very soul to God, while my eyes were scald-
ed with the bitterest tears I had ever shed.
For I then foresaw, that, unlegs some reme-



