Take the Pledge.

Pray take the pledge and keep it,
This is surely good advice,

For the boy who'd win the battle,
And be free from every vice. °

For the world is full of drunkards,
Who were once boys pure and fair,
Oh, how sad it is that liquor
Should have caught them in its snare,

So, as we tread life’s pathway,
With temptations in our train

Let us leave alone the liquor
That so muddies up our brain,

And not only leave the liquor,
But in every cther strife,

Give obedience to the Saviour
As we go along through life.

Then when our journey’s ended,
And we reach the other shore,_
We will hear God’s welcome, saying,
(Enter in for evermore.
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The children did not understand anything
beyond the fact that they were to go to the
show that afternoon; but when John went out
they trailed along after him. While he was
getting his drink Tom Wilson came out of the
inn and gave his boy three shillings to go
with his sisters to the caravan. He nodded to
the little Hicks and whistled when Annie
cried: ‘Papa’s going to take us, he is—this
afternoon!’

Poor little Annie and poor Bess and her
brother! They waited hour after hour for
‘papa’ who was snoring in a drunken sleep in
Wilson’s stable. When their mother found
the money was gone from the vase she went
away and cried herself ill in her bedroom. The
little ones crept down a lane and listened to
the distant music in the tent. Tom went fur-
ther, being a boy, but was ordered roughly
from the tent door. Their hearts were about
broken when the afternoon was gone, th_eir
last hope disappointed, and all that remain-
ed was to hear the rapturous stories of lucky
playmates who had seen the whole,

That night John Hicks having slept off his
drunkenness was smoking his pipe in his gar-
den when he heard three pitiful little voices,
broken by Annie’s sobs, talking over their
woes. It was actually the first realization
John had of its being the day of the wonder-
ful caravan.

‘What a good man Mr, Wilson is, said Bess.
‘I wish he was my papa and I'd have new
clothes and treats’

‘Yes, he is rich, too,’ said little Tom, ‘and
he makes it selling drink. I will sell drink
some day and get rich and I never, never will
promise my children treats and make them
stay home when——-

He could not finish. Annie’s crying broke
out afresh,
stuff, pleaded Bessie, ‘for that makes other
stuff, ’plead Bessie, ‘for that makes other
fathers poor and cross. I heard mamma say
80, and she knows, for she cried all this af-
terngon. .

‘Is that why sometimes we is so hungry?’
asked Annie, in her sweet little voice.

Now, Annie was her father's pet. He felt
a sudden remorse and shame, such as he never
felt before in all his life. He had no need of
sleep that night, and he thought to some pur-
pose. Tuesday he worked as if he were two
men and earned two men’s wages. Wednes-
day morning he gave his wife a bashful kiss
and a folded paper—a temperance pledge.
She was so happy and so hysterical he had
then to tell the children himself that at noon
precisely he was going to take them all for
a lovely drive to a town ten miles off, where
the caravan was, only with a brass band and
newer sights. They should have their treat,
but, best of all, they should have a kind, so-
They did not
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had, but then she felt almost as excited,
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: The Bar of Conscience.‘

(Happily, in our land the use of alcoholic
beverages in the family is not so common ag
shown in this sketch of city life across the sea,
but the temptations are great, so great as to
make shipwreck of many a bright young life;
so great that every true man and woman
should rouse themselves for action and de-
clare that ‘something must and shall be done.”)

In a room, whose furniture betrayed at once

“ present poverty and past affluence, lay an

emaciated young man, whose last sands seem-
ed fast running out. His mother and a young-
er brother were at his side. The face of the
Great beads of
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to his sister and mother, they mnderstood him
to express a wish that he should be raised up.

‘No, Walter!-—no!’ his mother said, ‘you are
not able.

‘Gratify me; I am dying!’ he said. ‘Mr. Ram-
say may do others good by a knowledge of
how I was led astray; and an hour longer or
shorter of life makes little difference to me
now. Perhaps I read Scripture less, and pray-
ed less, and realized less of the divine presence,
after I left home than before. Many things
may have contributed to my first departure
from rectitude; but my ruin, you are aware,
was effected through strong drink.

‘I know it, Walter, and that surprises me;
because before youleft home you were sorigid
an abstainer, You have refused wine in my
house.’

‘Yes; I was right at home,’ he said, ‘bub
from my earliest years, in this town and else-
where, I have continually had temptations
presented to me to induce me to use strong
drink. Even in your own family, as you have
mentioned; and of course in others. The licensé
that a clergyman takes in cases of this kind,
his people will carry out to a far greater ex-
tent than his example warrants. Abstinence
in a minister will scarcely influence all his peo-
ple to be temperate; the use of strong drink
at all will, in a vast number of cases, be tak-
en by them as a justification of their own in-
temperance. At home, I was constantly urg-
ed to drink as a favor; I was laughed at for
not drinking, and sometimes frowned upon. My
conduct.was ascribed to my inability to use in-
toxicating drink without becoming a drunk-
ard—to a desire for superiority over my equals
—to a mean desire to save money, and many
other motives of an unworthy character.

‘Still you resisted all these?’

‘Only, perhaps, as a stronghold resists for
a time attacks made upon it, each of which
nevertheless weakens it and prepares it for
its ulticate fall.

2 ‘I,t should have had the opposite effect, Wal-
er.

“Yes, that is the general view, I daresay. I

think it was my own; but contact with evil, °

and exposure to evil counsels, dot not leave
the mind unaffected. The man that has had
the fewest temptations to a wrong course pre-
sented to him, in my opinion, is the least like-

ly to yield to such persuasives when addressed :

to him on any new occasion. Practically I
have found that, when my mind was not in-
clined to consent to such inducements, they
still haunted the memory afterwards, and ex-
ercised a prejudicial influence upon me; and
when inclined, the temptation was generally

the occasion of my consenting to the evil. The

many temptations to use strong drink at home,
and the known practice of the best men there,

I can assure you, often caused me to falter.
before I went to my new situation, and I sol- -

emnly believe conduced to my ultimately aban-
doning my abstinence principles, and to my
ruin. I blame no one; I am myself the chief
of sinners. In commencing the use of _stl:ong
drink, at every step I violated my convictions
of right, and silenced the voice of God within
me. At the great judgment, I dare say no-
thing but “Unclean, unclean! God be merci-
ful to me a sinmer!” But, oh, Mr. Ramsay!
could nothing be dome to take these tempta-
tions out of the way of others?

‘(To be continued.)

‘A Good Temperance Story. -

(X-Rays, in the “Lincoln Leader.’)
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