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« I Have Drunk My Last Glass.”

No comrades, thank you, not any for me!
Ay lnyt chain is riven— henceforward 1'm free;
| will go to my home and my children to-
wight,
\With no fumes of liquor their spirits to blight,
With tearsin my eyes I have begged my poor
wiloe
T forgive me the wreck I have made of her
tle.
«[ haye never refused you before ! Let that
s |
For l'\'v drunk my last glass, Loys,
| have drunk my last glass,

Just Jook at me now, boys! in rags and
disgince,

With my bleared, haggered eyes and my red,
bloated face !

Murk my faltering step and my weak, palsied
and,

Amti the mark on my brow that is worse than
Cain's brand,

Sve my crownless old hat, and my elbows and
knees,

Alike warnied by the sun, or chilled by the
bieeze.

will hoot as [ pass;

But I've drunk mf' last glass, boys,

I have drunk iny last glass.

yon would hardly believe, Loys, to look at
me now,
That a mother's soft hand was once pressed
on my brow ;
That she kissed me aud blessed me, her
darling, her pride,
Ere she lay down to rest by my dead father's
side,
Yes, with love in her eyes, she looked up to
the sky,
Bidding me meet her there ; then she whis.
pered, ** Good-by.”
And T'll do it, Ged helping ! Your smile I
let pass ;
For I've drunk my last glass, boys,
1 have drunk my last glass,

Ah' T roeled home Iast night—it was not
very late,

For I'd spent my last sixpence, and landlords
won't wait

On u fellow who's left every cent in their till,

And lias pawned lis last bed, thejr coffers to

till.

Oh' the torments I felt, and the pangs I
enduared !

Aud I begged for one glass—just one would
have cured—

But they kicked me out doors! I let that,
too, pass ;
For I've drunk my last glass, boys,
I have drunk my last glass.

t

At home my pet Susie, so sweet and so fair,
| saw through the window, just kneeling in
prayer ;
Flom her pale, bony hands her torn sleeves
were strung down,
While her feet, cold and bare, shank bencath
her scant gown ;
Aud she prayed—prayed for bread, just a
poer crust of bread,
Foi one crust—on hor knees my pet darling
rled !
And 1 Iwrlzrd, with no penty to buy one, alas!
But I've drunk my last glzss boys,
1 have drunk my last glass.

For Susie, my darling, my weo six-yeer-old,
Though fainting with hunger and shiveiing
with cold,
There on the bare floor, asked God to bless
me!
And she said, **Don’t cry, mamma! He
will ; for you see
1 helieve what I ask for!” Then sobered,
I crept
Away from the house ; aud that night when
I alept,
Next my heart lay the PLEpox ! You m ile,
let it pass;
For I've drunk my last glass, boys,
1 have drunk my last glass.

My darling child saved me! Hor faith and
her love

Are ukin to my dear sain*ed mother’sabove ;

1 will make her words true, or I'll die in the

race,
And sober T'll go to my last resting-placs ;
And she shall kneel there, and, weeping,
thank God
Iio drunkbard lies under the daisy-strewn sod !
Not u drop more of poison my lips shall

o'er

What One Moody Hour Did.

AT a late hour one night, a poor old
mnn, weak with hunger, and stiff with
cold. entered a police station to ask for
lodgings. While he sat by the stove,
they heard him groan like one in die-
tress, and the captain asked :

“Ave you sick, or have you been
hurt 1"

« 11 in here,” answered the old man,
as he touched his breast. * It ull came
buck to me an hour ago, as I passed
window and saw a bit of a boy in his
night gown,”

« What is it 7" asked the captain as
he sat down beside the man.

«Tt is heart-ache, It is remorse,”
the old man answered. I have had
them gnawing away at my heart for
years. I huve wanted to die—I have
prayed for death—but life still clings
to this poor old frame. Iam old and
friondless, and worn out, and werd
some wheel to crush me, it would be
an act of mercy.”

He wiped his eyes on his ragged
sleeve, made & grest effort to control
his feelings, and went on:

“ Forty years ago I had plenty. A
wife sang in my home, and a young
boy rode on my knee, and filled the
house with his shouts and laughter. I
sought to be a good man and & kind
father, and people called me such.
Ont night I came home vexed. I
found my boy uiling, and that vexed
me still more. I don't know what
ailed me to act so thet night, but it
seemed as if everything were wrong.
The child had a bed beside us, and
every night since he had been able to
speak, he had called to me before closing
his eyes in sleep, ‘Good nighs, iy pa!’
Oh, sir, I heur thoss words sounding
in my ears every d:y and every hour,
and they wring my old heart until I
am faint.”

For a moment the poor man sobbed
like & child, then he found voice to
continue :

% God forgive me, but I was croas to
the boy that might. When he called
to me good night, I would not reply.
*Good night, my pa 1’ he kept calling,
and wretch that I was, I would make
no answer. He must have thought me
asleep, but finally ouddled down with
& sob in his throat. I wanted to get
up and kiss him, but kept waiting, and
waiting, and finally I fell asleep.”

«Well | " queried the captain, as the
silence grew long.

«When I awoke it was day. It
was & shriek in my ears which broke
my slumbers, and, as I started up.
my poor wife called, ¢QOh, Richard!
Richard ! our Jumie is dead in his
bed! Tt was so. He was dead and
cold. There were tears on hix pale
face—the tears he had shed when he
had called, ¢ Good night, my ps!’ and
I had refused to answer. [ was dumb.
Then remorse came, and I waa frantic.
1 did not know when they buried him,
for I was under restraint as a lunatic.
For five long years life was a dark
midnight to me. When reason re-
turned, and I went forth into the world,
my wife slept beside Jamie. My
friends had forgotten me, and I bad no
mission in life but to suffer remorse.
I cannot forget. It was almost a life-
time ago, but through the mist of
years, across the valley of the past,
from the little grave thousands of
miles away 1 hear the plaintive call as
1 heard it that night: ‘Good night,
my ps!’ Send me to prison, to thn

For I've mﬂ': my last glass, boys,
1 bave drunk my {ut glass.

poor house, auywhore, that 1 may bale
loug enough to die! 1 am an old

N

wreck, and I care not how soon desath
drags me down.”
He was tendered food but he could
not eat. He rocked his body to and
fro, and wept and sobbed ; by-and-by,
when sleep came to him, they heard
him whisper :

“Good night, my boy; good night,
my Jamie.”

Angry words are lightly spoKen,
1n a rash and thoughtless hour ;
Brightest links of life are broken,
By their deep insidious power.
Hearts, irspired by warmest feelinga
Ne'er before by anger stirred,
Oft ure rent, past human healing,
By a single angry word.

Poison-drops of care and sorrow,
Bitter poison-drops are they,
Weaving, for the coming motrow,
Saddest memories of to-day.
Angry words! O lel them never,
¥rom the tongue, unbridled slip ;
May the heart's best impulse ever
Check them, ere they soil thy lip !

Love is much too pure snd holy,
Friendship is too sacred far,
For a moment's reckless folly,
A Thus to guolatie n}:u} mu-.k
ngry words are lightly spoken,
Bitterest thongh%! nrye lpl:hl stirred,
Brightest links of life are broken,
y & single angry word.

Moffat and.tho Savage Chief.

Ix a quiet street of London, “ on the
south side of the Thames,” resides a
vensrable minister, still strong and
active at the age of sighty-seven, whose
life story grandly illustrates the. sweet
text, *The angel of the Lord encam-
peth round about them that fear Him.”

This wonderful man, the father-in-
law of the equally famous Livingstone,
passed sixty years of his life among
oruel barbarisns, and .early showed
himself divinely qualified to do good,
and divinely protected in doing it.

‘When Dr, Moffat was only twenty-
one years old, he went to South Afriva
to preach to the negroes.

¥ar in the interior, beyond the
Orange River, lived at that time a
savage chief, whose wars and depreda-
tions kept the whole country in dread.
The name of Cetewayo mnever inspired
half 80 much terror as did that of
Africaner, the Numaqua king.

Young Moffat was warned against
him, but he felt no fear. He had come
on purpose to tell the Hottentots about
Christ, and he knew his Master's
busineas, and loved it.

So among the Hottentots he went,
into the interior of Namuqua-land, und
to the hut of Africaner bimeelf. The
boldness of the peaceful white man, and
his strange, pure words, soon dissrmed
the ferce chief, and he not only allowed
him to stay among his ple and
preach to them, but built him & hut
close to his own.

Mr. Moffat, by his rare tact and
wisdom, not only ocompletely won
Africaner's friendship, but made him
his daily listener and pupil. The
haughty Hottentot came to regard him
as his family chaplain, His intereat
in the good man’s teachings increased,
and he gradually forgot his ferocity.

Before Moffat had been with him
two years, he renounced his heathenism
and became a hnmble disciple of Christ.
The brave faith of the preacher had
dared to look for this result, but when
it oame it was almost too much to
realize. Time and trial, however,
proved the chief's sincarity, and by-
sud-by, when it became necessary for
Mr. Moffat to visit Cape Town, he
told Africaner thut be wished to teke

bim with him.
\ >

“ How can T goin safety ?” asked the
astonished chief, “I am known every-
where, and a reward of a thousand
pounds is offered for my head "

“ Yes,” said Mr. Moffut, “but I
risked my life when 1 came into your
country, and nome expected ever to see
me return. You protected me. It is
my turn now, I will protect you.
Only we must change places. I must
be king, and you must be my servant.”

At last Africaner oonsented and
went.

No one recognized bim in the guise
of a servant. At one house where the
twostopped for refreshmenta, the family
had known Mr. Moffut, and they were
all frightened, believing him to be “the
ghost of the man that Afrioaner killed.”
But he soon reassured them, and before
he left them he completed their amage-
ment by introducing Africaner himself.

The amazement was no less when he
arrived with the Christian chief at
Cape Town, and the people saw for
themselves what u change had been
wrought in the terrible savage.

The Lights of Home.

I¥ many s village window burn

The evening lamps.

They shine amid the dew and dsmps,
Those lights of bome.

Afar the wanderer sees them glow,

Now night is near ;

They gild his path with radiance clear,
Sweet lights of home.

Ye lode-stars that forever draw

The weary heart,

In stranger lands or crowded mart ;
0! lights of home.

When my brief day of life is o'er,

Then may I see ;

Shine from the heavenly house for me
Dear lights of home.

Pussledom.
Answers to Puzales in Last Number.

48,—0 bad i ah, Kings ley.
49.—London, Rome, Douer, Bangor.
50.—'Tis first the true and then thd
beautiful ; not first the beautiful and
then the true.
51.—Crash, rash, ash. Wheat, heat,
oat, at.
NEW PUZZLES.
52.—CHARADES.

A kind of meat, a pool.
A Methodiat Bishop.
Vegetables, an insect. A rustic.

53.—ENIGMAS.

My 8, 7,9, » amall animal; my 1,
2,6, 4, a man’s name ; my 3, 7, 5, »
verb. An author of an English gram-
mar.

My 1,10, 7, 6, 3, is used in build-
iug; my 2, 4, 12, 13, is high; my 3,
9, 5, is part of the body ; my 8, 11, o,
is & colour. A command.

54.——Wonp SqQUanzs.
A building ; a disease ; slow oxida-
tion ; fiah catchers.
A water lisard ; & pitcher ; a part of
the verb to be; a plant.
58.—Cranazp HxapINgs.

Change the head of the organ of
intellect, and bave the fruit of plauts;
agsin, and have that which draws
aloog.

56.—CURTAILMENT.

Curtail a part of the body, and have
to listea,

Curtail & fraction, and have full
valae; sgain, and bave a relation ;
sgein, a letter.




