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Family Fveading,

Two Women.
1.
A womxn stood by the storm-tossed
OCOATR,
\Vntol]liug the fonm-capped billows
oy,
Like mrnlnyture mountaing they ssemed
to wrestle,
Fach claiming the Right of Way.
Long hours she stood though the rain
beat around Ler,
The winds in maddest fury blew,
For somewhere out mid the angry
breakers
'There tosscd a Bulier-Loat and crow.

““Qod in heavon,” her white lips mur
inured,
“Thou who atilled of old the sea,
Bring iy loved ono safe to hathor,
Bring him safe again to we.”
8till raged the storm—still roso the
rmyer-——
All tlie dreary night-wateh through ;
But morning found the Storm King
spent,
And peaco o'er the waters blue,

A weary, sad-eyed watcher

Knelt on the glittering strand,
Beside the forin of her loved one

That the wayes had brought to land.
Again the white lips munnured—

And these were the words they

apoke &
“The Lord doth give, the Lord doth
take,
I bow beneath tho stroke.”
II.
A woman stood by a dram-shop win-
dow,
Watci:hing the human stream flow
1, —

Crowding and jostling as if in a hurry

“We shouldn’t give liko those hypo-
crite men

Who stood in the market-places then,

And gave].\lt!leir alms just for folks to
te

Becauss tlilnoy loved to Lo pralsed so
well

But give for Christ’s sake, from our
little store.

What only he sces, and nobady moro.

“Good Lye, kind slr, this fs my WAY
Lome,

U'm sorry ?’ou'll haso te walk alone.”

The gentleman  passed  along, and
thought

Of Jargo sums giv en for famo it brought.

And he sad, 4] never again will be

In tho market-place, a Pharisec.

8lie preached we a sermon true and
good —

That dear little maid in the palo blue
hood.”

-

The Lips That Touch Liquer Shail
Never Touch Mine,

You may smile at iy subject and think
it quite stiange,

But if youll be patient I'll try to ar-
range

I proso or in thyme, though not over

nice,

A few simple thoughts as a picco of

adsice ;

And if they’ro too pointed to suit all

your VIews,

Ihope you will listen and try to ex

cuse,

For as you all know, “I'm a foe to the

wine,

And the lips that touch liquor shall

never touch mme.”

The tales of decp sorrow liow often
wo've read,

Of n heart-Lroken woman awaiting the
tread

rottin' desprit an’ nm ready to head n
K 1 2

¢ Missor Qardner, this sutferin' has
KOt to come to n ceswo,’ X

¢ Hus yer yot thoshakes and chille?
T axed,

e Wyes dan dat, Missee, T'zo work-
Ing al} do long week for ten shillin’ a
day und whar de monuy goes I can't
tol). De ols woman wants new cloth-
oy, de chillin want« dis an’ dat, do rent
runs behin’ an' [0 gottin® desprit,’

i Nhico ! now let's mako some figyera
on do fenee,” I tolo nim.  * Now den,
you chew terbacker?

“ Yo, T chow about ten cents” worf
a day,'

4 Dat's seventy cents  week,
you drink lager ¥

“ o Well, of course, [ drink n glass
now and den—unybe fifteen glasses n
week,'

“fDat’s seventy flie cents mozh,
sah.  What d've doon Sundaya §”

“40h, go up 1o de beer qn:jen,'
“+ And you spend a dollar st least 7
1w ] pucss so—-mayho two of ‘e’
“isay twelve shilling, an’ dat makes
two dolars an’ ninety-five cents pwr
week. I reckon you throw away nt
least froedollurs cbery week, aah P
¢4 Frow it away I’
“+Yen, sah.  Dat woney would pay
your rent an’ huy you flour.’
“eBut a fellow mast have some
comfor?.’
¢4 Do same, sab,. De |, reatest com-
fort in the world am to seo do 1ent
paid up, do table loaded down an® de
ole woman able to go to church. You
fiow away freo doliars cbery week,
saly, an' den you go roun' cussin’ the
times, do wedder an’ de man whe has
saved his money.’
“irGen 'len, dat whito wan called
me an’ ol Llack fool an' dog stealer,
but dat didu't alter de cason bit. Ie!
is fionin’ anay one-third of his weekly
wages, an' den blowin'round dat’s Lu'y

An'

wo do them without thinking about
them. The crcoked treo fu Jike a per-
son who has formed bad habits; for
when o prrson has got futo the habit
of doing anything wrong, it i almost
nx dm nlbf; for him to stop dolng it
ad It {v for us to straizghten the crooked
treo.  Bad habits, too, are very apt tu
mako peaplo appear ugly, hke the
crooked tree  Hlerbert, can you teltof
some bad habits that make poople re-
scwblo the crooked troe I”

1 think you mean thouse of Hynors
and tobaceo,” replicd Herbert,

“Yes,” snid his father, * but cannot
you think of somn other bad habits
which boys and gicls ofton form when
they are small, and which they find it
hard work to break off when they grow
older

“JIs eating cake and candy one of
thewa I tnguired Dertha, who was very
fond of sweets, and was in the habit of
spending all lier pennfes for such
things,

* Yos, that i a bad habit, and, what
may seem steange to you, £t is n habit
which {4 very apt to lead to other bad
habits, Children who get fn the habit
of eating candy are very likely to for

get that they ought not to eat anything
except at meal-tine, and to form the
bad Labit of eating botween meals,
They are nlso quite apt to get such a
love for wwert things that they will
ent too much of what they like,
and o form tho bad habit of gluttony

Thess habits are alt very haed to break:
and any onv of them i3 apt to doa
great deal of harns to the stomach, and
make hutle children feel so nearly sick
that they become eross and il tempered,
and sear frowns and pouts on thew
faces <o often that they grow to look

; quilu ugly."

If littlo boys and girls have farmed

theso habits, they ought to correct

To plunge headlong in the tide of Of him who prowised to love and pro-{riot. Don't let me heah eny mumlwri"""“ at once; becauso if they indulge

n.

Long hours she stood though the rain | When, a fow months before, as his brido does dar'’s gwine 1o bo n” committeo of

beat round her,

The wind in maddening fury whitled;{ But who now has dampened all the | whitowash worf n cent.”— D troat 'vee

For somewhere back of thoto stained
8'5“ pOn't&]l
A soul to ruin was being hurled.
“Uod in heaven,” her white lips wur-
mured,
"*Thou who died hix soul to free,
Bring nuy loved one safe to Liarbor,
Being him safe again to me.”
8till reged the storm-—-still roxe the
ﬂnyer—
All the dreary night-watch through,
But motning found the Storm King
spent,
And peace 'neath the heavens blue,
A weary, sad-eysd watcher
Knelt on the pavement bare
Beaide the form of her loved one,
But her soul ross not in prayer;
But still the white lips murmured,
And these were the words they spoke:
# No drunkard can enter lieaven,
My wesry heart is broke.”
—Velma Calduwell Melville.

A Little Mald's Sermon.

A little maid, in a pale blue hood,

In front of a large brick building stood.
As she passed along her quick vye spied
Bowe words on a little box fnscribed |
*Twas & box that hung in the vestibule,
Qutaide the door of the Charity School.

“ Remeniber the Poor ! were the words
she spelled,

Then lucked at tho dime ler amall
hands held,

For cbo:oluw creams were fresh that

aY,
In the stors just only across the way !
But gleanws of victory shone o'er her

08,
Ax she raised her eyes to ** tho mbuey

place.”

But her a:m was short and the box s0
high

That & gentleman heard who was pauw
ing by,

 Ploase, sir, will you lift me just so
mucht”

(For the tiny fingers could almost

T touch.) oped, and
he stranger stopped, and he quickly
stood

By the sweat faoed child in the pale
blue hood.

Aas ke hited her, she gently said :

“ Would you mind it, sir, if you turned
your head !

For, you know, I do not want to be

Like + proud, stuck-up old Pharisce

He humoured the little mnid, Lut a
amile

Played over his face, ns he atood there
the while.

m

-m-:’, obild, but what did you

"

The gon
way,

.llhthhbilt.hmvhitehmd.

% 1 beliove I dida’t quite understand.”

* O, nir, dou’s you know! Have you
wever rond,”

Said the child amasd, “ what owr
Baviewr said

askod in & courtecus

tect
she was decked,

Joys of her life,

By that terriblo blight, a poor drunk-
ard’s wife,

Wlnch she would not Lave besn had
elie snid this in time:

#The lips that touch liquor shall never

H

touch mine ! ‘

There are hundreds of mothers all over | the shorvof Lake Ontatio,

the land

Who nre pleading to-day with penni
less hand :

For he:p to support the children they
ove,

Whoso fathers haso left them aa beg-
gurs to rove.

Although it seems hard to censuro or
blame,

Yet ‘twould have becn better, to all
't18 quite plain,

Had they anid this when young :
n foss to the wine,

And the lips that touch liquor shall
never touch mino !

“I'm

Thero's many a ons who has worked
long and well

This ternblo fiend of fntemperunce to
quell ;

But what can they do when young
Indies will wed

Drunkards, in spite of all that is said?
Then il you would aid in tlus catling
divine,

Say, “The lips thot touch liquor shall
never touch minet”

Oh, take this adsvice, young lady, from

we,

No matter how wealthy » young man

may be;

No watter how handsome, how gay or
how nice ;

No matter how grand be his station in
life ;

No matter how seldoms a glass he may
may take—-

If he takes it at all, for your happiness’
aako

Nay, when you are wooed : * I'm a foe

to the wine,

And the Jips that touch liquor shall

nover touch mine!”

You mny say it'sall nonsense, my heart

is a4 stone ;

And, if 1 nct thus, I will spend life
alone,

[ cavo not for that—my mind is made
up

To do what I can 'gainst the poisono s
cup,

And, if I must wed a drunkad or none,

Of the two great evils I'll clicose the
less one,

Yes, I'll live an old maid to tho end of
my tite,

Ere the * Jijs that touch liquor shall
sver touch mine.”

—lIda W. Ballenger, sn The Light

“Where the Noney Goes."”

“ As I was walking out in the back
yord,” begnn Brother Uardner, * Mis-
tar Darius Gresa, the white man, came

L

investigition, and dat committee won't

Dress,

The Crooked Tree.

Herbert and Bertha wore two bright
little folks, who, with their father and
mother, lived in o beautiful he ne on
The iouse,
whiclh waa u large oue, was surrounded
by tue grounds, shaded by rows of
maple-trees, that attorded a delightful
playground for the children, who, like
moat little folks, dearly loved to be out
of doors in the summer time,  Merbert
aud Bertha were very obsecving chil:
dren; and they had noticed that while
most of the trees that grew upon the
grounds were straight and graceful,
there wag one that was sery crocked
and they had often asked Hicir father
why he did not havo something done to
straighten 1t, for thoy thought it looked
very ugly.
Une morning, just as they had fin.
ished breakfast, their father said to the
workmen who took careof the grounds,
* You may get » rope this morning, and
we will try to straighten the croohed
o d seo it
“Oh, ' may wo go and seol
done " mp;elzinliertlm -
“Yes; geot your hats, and ns soon ns
1 have finished my writing, 1 will go
with you,” said her papa.
When Herbert and Bertha and their
father reached the place where the men
were nt work, thoy found that the men
had deiven two strong stakes.—one on
sach side of the tree—and with a stout
rope attached to thewe were pushing
and pulling with all their strength to
stenighten the tree,  Although they
tried very hard, and worked till the
perspiration fell in drops from their
taces, thoy wero ablo to straighten the
tree only tho least bit; and at Inst one
of the workmen aald to Mr. Brown:
* Indecd, it is no use to try any longer,
the tree »ill not yield.”
#No,” said Mr. Brown, *the tree
bas been crooked so long that 1t can
never be inade steaight, and we shall
have to cut it down, and plant another
in its place.  If, when the tree was
young aud slender, we had taed to
straighten it, we might easily have done
80 ; but it has been sllowed to grow
ceooked a0 long that it canuot now be
changed.” Then, turning to the chil-
dren, he said, “This tree is like a great
many peaple.”
«“ Why papa’ how can a person be
likes n tree " asked Herhert.
“ Y know,” said DBertha, * for T once
saw & hoy with a huwp on his back,
who looked alimoat as crooked as this
”
“ Ol 1" suid Herbert, * papa did not
mean in that way, did you, papa
* No, snid Mr. Brown, **1 was not
thinking of outward looks, but of their
acti_ns and habits.”
“What are habits, papa?™ seked
Bertha, who, not being quite ive years
old, did not understand the meaning of
- Habita,” answercd heor “
" Ass pa, % are
good or bad that we E sod keep

o' dis club apinnin’ dat yarm, ‘can if I:in bad habits until they grow to be

wen and wonien, they wall tind that
the halats, like the tree, have grown so
strong that they cannot straighten
thems,  The tree at firat was just as
steaight aud pretty ne any of the others;
hut something bent it just a dittlo; aud
overy time the wind blew, it bent it a
little more, until it Lecane very crook
ed; but if wo had tricd to stenighten
it when it was sinall nud fiest bent, we
could bave done so. It 1 just a0 with
our bad habits; if we try to break
them off when we are youny, we wili
find wa can do 80 far more casily than
if we wait until we become older.—
ood Health.

A Prison Incident.

Mrs. Emma Molloy relates the following
incident in une of her speeches refernng
to the relation of intemperance to chne
In a rocent visit to the Leavenworth,
Kan., pris:m, during my address on Sab
bath morning, 1 observed a bay, not wote
than sevonteen or eightecn years of aze,
oi the front seat intently eyeing me. The
look_he gave mo was o full of carnest
longing it apoho volumen to mo. At the
closo of tho servico 1 asked the warden
for an interview with hin, which was
roadily granted. As ho approached me
his faco (S;rew deathly pale. Asl ped
his haud bo could ot restmin the fast.
falling tears. Choking with emotion he
aaid —~

**1 have been i this prison two years
and you are the first person that has enllod
for e, the first wouan that has spoken
to me."

“‘How is this, my chid i’ I asked.
* Hare you no friends that love you
Where is your mother 4

The yreat brown eyes, s¥imming with
toars, wore slowly lifted to mine as ho ro-
phed. ** My fricnds aro all 1 Texvs, My
mother fs an (uvalid, and fearing that the
koowledge of miy terrible fall would kill
her, [ have hepe my whereabouts a pr»
found sectet.  For two yoars ] have bonie
m{ awful home-sichnoas in silence for her
sake,” and he buried his face in his hands
and hoart-aick sobe burat from his trem-
Lling frame. It swomed to mo I could see
A panorama of the days and nights, the
lung weeks of home aicz longinyg that had
dragged their weary longth out over two

eArs,

8o I ventured to ssk, **How much
longer have you to stay ¢

**Threo years,” was the rply, as the
(mit young head dropped lower, and the
frail bittle hand trembled with suppressed
emation,

** Five yoats at your age ! | exclaimed.
** How did this hn'i,-pen 35

*Well,” ho rophed, *it'sn long story,
Lat TI wabe it short. I started froio
home to try to do something for myself.
Conang to Leaveuworth, I found a cheaps
boarding-house, and one night acceptad
au neatatton feom vno of the young men
te gu into & druking waloun,  Forthe
hrst tune in my bfo 1 drank s glass of
lupuor. It Brod'my bein, There wna a
camfossl remembrance of & quateel,
Soinebnrly was rtabld.  The tdimaty bufe
reas firee ol an iy haeel. 1 wan indicted
for assaule with wtent tokill.  Five years
for the thoughtless acceptance of a glass
of liquor is surely sllustrating the Scnp-
ture truth that “'the way of the traus-

h M :.'

I was holding the oold, trembling hand
tluhtlwlet: mto mine. He sarmatl
tightened hw arap and implocingly he
ﬁd, O Mn. Hulloy.lnpuh lyitn
favor of you." .

At onow I thonght e was going to aek
¢ 10 halp obtain & pardon, and in an in-

on doiag, until a while we got 0

stant | messured the weight of pablic re-

R S S u SR e R I Sl C-i S R U -

! ruach that rests upon the victims of ite

egnlized drink trathic, It is all right to
logalizo a yran to erazo tho brsine of our
boye, but not by any moesns wise to sk
that tho state pardon fts victim.  Intor.
preting my thought, he said, ** | am not
vilig to sk you tu yot e a pardon, but

want you to write to my mother, aud
set & letter from hor and send 3t te me,
dou't for the world tell ker where |am.,
Better not tell hor suything about me,
Just ket A hne frumn Lier, so l can look
upen {t. 0! F am so homueick for my
mother.” .

The head of the bay drnp{vm! futo my
Inp with & walling sob, 1 lald iy hand
upent his head, | thought of my own bay,
aud for & fow moementa was mlent, and Jet
the outburet of sorrow have vent.

Prosendy 1 ssid, ** Margay, o | were
your wmother and the odor of 4 thousand
peisons was upon you, still you would be
wy boy.  Js it rpeht 1o keep thot wmother
In nuapense ¢ Do you suppese thero hag
ever been n day or night that she has not
pmyed for her wandaring boy ¢ No, Mug-
ray. b will only consent to wnite to your
mnther on consilerinn that you sill per
mit me to writo the whole trath, just g
one nther can wnteat to anoher.”

After some argument, his cunsent was
tinally obtained, and a hitter was Lastily
pennod and sent onita way, A week or s
elapsed, when the following letter was ro-
corsod from Texns:

* Dear Nister in Clrist-—Your lutter
was this day received, and 1 hasten 10
thavk yeu for your words of conder syme
pathy and for tidings of my boy  the fipat
word wo havo had in two yeara, When
Murray left homo, wo theught st would
net be for lung: As the months tave
rolled on, the family havo given him
up for dead, but 1 felt suro tiod would
giveo e back my boy, As I write from
tho eouchu of an in\'.\‘lid. my husband is in
\\Y nutsing Another son, wha is lying
ot the gates of death with typhiod fever,
I could not wait Lin zeturn to write
tr Murray, 1 wmote and told him,
if 1 could, how quickly ' would goard
pitlow his hoad upon my breast, {us! as
did when ho was s Jittle child, My poor
dear boy-=so gencervus, sohind and Toving,
sfint ean ho havo duto to deserve this
punishiment ¢ You do net mention his
crime. but say 1t was committed while un-
der the influence of drink 7

T did not know he oven tastod liquur,
We hato raiscd six boys, and I hate never
known one of them to be undor the jntlu.
enco of dtivk.  Oh! is thero no place in
this nation that 1 safo when our boys have
left the home fuldf O Gul?! my sorrow
is greator than I can bear, 1 cannot go to
him, but. sister, I pray you talk 1o him,
atul comfurt him, as you would have some
mother talk to your boy were he in lis
place. Tell hum that, when ho s reloased,
his place in the wld home nest wnd i
mother's heart ia waiting for him."

Then followed tovuyy mother words for
Murmy in addition to those written. As
I wept bitter tears over tho wonls a0 full
of hoarthreak, 1 asked myself the «ues-
tion, ** How long will ths nation continue
this covenant with death and league with
hc" to mb us of our bﬂ}‘ﬂ = !nh 7 ean,

A Word With a Voter.

The State has appointed you n law-
maker for your town on the hquor
question  The responsibility is so grave
that you may well, before voting, take
tino to consider the facts in the case

Those who wish to sell intoaivating

drinks, and those who wish to use them,
favor license. Tho reason is plain,
The air of * respectability ™ about a
licensed saloon draws in men with
money, so drunkard-making is nn eany
and & paying busimess At the same
timo tho tippler can indulge hix apre-
tite in good ** society.”
The town that accepts a license foa
is & partner in the business licensed,
and each tax-payer is n sharer in the
profits of the rumseller, and in Lis
guilt for the crime, and miserv, and
ruin wrought by his trafie The denlee
in strong drink can atford to pay a
license fee, and to reward his frienda
for carrving the town for license. But
can you afford to take a share in lus
6’00(1 mmlhff

Where there is no license, and deam-
selling 15 punished na & crime, dram.
drinking is disreputable. Respectable
men will not follow the rum-«ller to
the den where he must hide frotn the
ofticers of justice.  The power of drink
to lure young men to ruin is hroken.
Even tho victims of appetite deink
with asense of shame.  The expuricnco
of scores of luwus in this State showe
that under “no lienso” crime in dee
creased, public  drunkenness almost
abolished, aud temperance promoted,

For thesc reasons the men who are
honestly teying to conquer thar own
nppetite for drink, and the mothers,
wives and children of drunkards oppose
license. 8o do all who seek to crush
the demon Intemperance,  Would you
beon the ude of temperance, humanity,
and God? Then volo NO LICENSE!
—Xativnal Temperance Noci. ty Tract,
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