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[flo nr The Last Hymn. of the very highest protaise. His career had been The Two Words.
as

Tuk Sabbpth.day was ending in a village by the sea,

The uttered benediction touched the people tenderly ;

And thuy rose to face the sunlight in the glowing, lighted
west,

And then hastened to their dwellings for God’s blessed

boon of rest.
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80 Wit they Jooked neross the waters, and o storm was raging
ter. there,

and A fierce spivit moved above theme—the wild spivit of the
the air: .
the Jt it lashed and shock and tore them till they thundered,

groaned, and boomed,

ll.l)' And ulas ! for any vessel n their yawning gulfs entombed.
J

:lII: Very anxious were the people on that vocky coast of

N Wales,

Lest the dawh of coming morrow should be telling awful

tales,
When the sea had spent its passion, und should cast upon

the shote
Bits of wiedk and swollen victims, as it oft had done

befom.

nre
nre
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res J\Vith tho rough winds blowing round her, a brave woman
strained lu.r [GYTN

Asshe saw among the billows a huge vessel fall :m(l vise 3
0. it did not nc‘-:l w prophet to tell what the end must be,
For no ship could ride in safety near that shore on such a
sea.

Then the pitying people hurried from their homes and
thronged the beach :

0, for power to cioss tho waters and the perishing to
reach !

Helping hands were hung in terror, tender hearts grew
cold with dread,

And the ship, urged by the tempest, on the fatal rock-
shore sped.

t5he has parted in the centra! O, the half of her goes
down !

God have merey 1
diow, ¥

lo! when next the white, shocked face looked with terror
on the sea,

Only one last clingiuyg figure on the spar was scen to be.

1s his haven far to seek for those who

Never to the trembling watchers came the wreck tossed by
the wave ;

And the man still lung and floated, though no power on
carth could suve;

\n, :
. “Could we send himoneshort message?  Here'sa trumpet,
R shout away 1"

no

Twas the pm.\du.rs hand that took it, and he wondered

ot wiiat to say.
h3 Any memory of his sermon? Firstly ? Secondly ? A, no;
les There was but one thing to utter in that awful hour of
lf WO,
of So he shouted through the trumpet, *“look to Jesus!
he Can you hear?”

And ¢ Aye, aye, sir!” rang the answer o'er the waters
'l? loud and clear.
;[0 Then they listened. e is singing, ¢ Jesus, lover of my
e sonl,” .

And the winds brought back the ccho, *While the nearer
1\:0 waters voil.”
ns Strange, indeed, it was to hear him, “Till the storm of

Jife is past,”
at Suging biavely o'er the water, *“ 0, receive my soul at
s lust.” —Selected,
il - =
w . What Came of a Drinkl
BY J. IUNT COOKE.
:;: I¥ the year 1849, on the third day of October,
n B2 tadler from Richmond, Virginia, to Philadel-
B phia, gou out of a train at the vefpeshment station

y at Baltimore,  He was tived with the journey, and
P stilhiad some distance to go. .\ friend whom he
.. mey there invited bin to take a dvink. What
d Laom could there be in that?  Was it not the part
h of good fellowship to do s0? Who but a churl— 2
s, fellow who ought to be treated with contempt,
) some  bigoted, miserable teetotaller — could raiso
_ an objection? The two friends—with good iuten-
o tions —went to the bar and had a drink.  What

_was the result !
The gentleman who was thus tempted was a poet

wild and bad.  1lis nmne was Edgar Allan Poe.
His tales had revealed rare genius, Ono or two
poeins he had written were radiant with promise.
Fwvery literary critic was assured that if he would
become steady, <nd settlo down to a good life, he
would be one of the brightest stars of American
literature.

But tho counsels of wise men and the influence
of good friends hnd no eflect.  While in Richmond
he had been brought to penitence for the pust, and
vowed reformation, Ile slgned the pledge, and
joined u temperance socicty, to enuble him to resist
his grewt foe—strong drink.  He gave a lecture on
total abstinence, which was attended by the best
people 1 Richmond, who rejoiced at the change
and were full of hope. '

A lady, whom he had Jong loved, now consented
to an engagement, and arraagements were made for
the wedding. Al his friends were satistied that
the man lad changed, and meant to work and live
. good life,

Before the marringe took place, he had an invita.
tion to Philadelphia, for some literary work. Life was
bright, and all promised well. But, while staying
for a few minutes at Bualtimore, a well-meaning
friend persuaded him once more to open the door
to the detnon which had blasted his life up to that
hour, but was now subdued. What inducements
were used, what strong assertions that one glass
could do no harm-~vere made, what jests at being a
milksop were employed, what sneers at tectotal
fanaticism were indulged in, we cannot tell. At
length Poe only just turned the key in the lock—
he took a drink!

There are foolish persons who say they.have no
sympathy for a man who cannot take just one glass
or two, perhaps, and stop there. No wise lover of
his fellows will say that. Some of theé very best
men cannot. It is often the finest brains which
are driven into insanity with a few draps of aleohol,
which speedily destroy ‘the cquilibrium of the
whole system, as u littlo snake poison would do.

Poe could not stop at'one glass. At Havre de
Grace e was found so disorderly that he was taken
back to Baltimore, in the custody of the conductor
of tho Philadelphia train. There hé did what
nuwbers have done—ran riot in drink—completely
mastered by the demon he had been foolish enough
to sct free. In the course of a few duys he was
taken to a hospital in an insensible state. On
Sunday morning, October 7th, he awoke to con-
sciousness. “Where am I9” he asked. A kind-
hearted doctor, who was by the bedside, said, “ You
are cared for by your best friends.” After a pause,
Poe solemnly replied, “My best friend would be
tlie man who would blow out my brains.” In ten
minutes he was'a corpse ! )

The next day he was interred in the burial-
ground of Westminster™church, and America lost
oune of the most pro nising and brilliant writers she
ever possessed.

What becitme of the friend who induced him to
take that drink at the Baltimore refreshiient ¥ooth ]
What did he think of it when he learhed the re-
sults?  What will he think of it in eternity? If
angels have any insight into futurity, what niust
they have felt if permitted to witness that scene at
the rvefreshment bar?  Surely some deinon sent it
thrill of hellish joy throughout the pit as it saw
the man lift the glass!

Oh'! it is terrible to think what a brilliant light
in English Jiterature that glass quenched! .\nd
one is reminded of # certain great poct, who lived
many centuries, previous, who s-ud - possibly sceing
a «imilar evil in his day: “ Woe unto him that
giveth his neighbour drink.”

O~ day o harsh word rashly aaid,
Upon an evil journey sped,

And like & sharp and crusl dart,

It pierced a fond and loving heart 3

It turned a friend into a foe,

And everywhere brought pain and woe,

A kind word followed it one day,

Flew swiftly on its blessed way ;

It healed the wound, it soothed the pam,
And fricnds of old were triends again ;
It made the hato aud anger cease,

And everywhers brought joy and peace.

But yet the harsh word left a trace
The kind word could not quite efface ;
And though the heart its love rogained
It bore a scar that long remained ;
Fricods could forgive but not forgot,
Or lose tho sense of keen regret.

Ob, if we would but learn to know

How swift and sure our words can go,

How would we weigh with utmost care

Each thought before it sought the air,

And only speak the words that move

Like white-winged messengers of love,
—Sunday-School Times.

“Don't Step There.”

A A% sthrted out for chirch one ity Sunday
morning, and presently came to a place where a
ligy Wils standing, who, with a choking voice, said:

Please don't step there.”

“Why nott”

“Because I stepped there and fell down, aobbed
the little fellow, who had thus taken upon himself
to warn the unwary passers-by of the danger into
which he had fallen.

Thero are tuany men in the world Who Kivs good
reasons for giving such a warning as this. The
man Wwho has trod the dark and shppery paths of

intemperance, as he sces the young learning to take

the first glass of spirits or wine or beer, has good
reason to say to them, “Don’t step theéré; fob I
stepped there and fell down.” The fuah who has
indulged in gamlling till he is despxsed by others,
und abhatred by himself, has good reason to say to
the young when they are entering on the same
course, “Don’t step there; for I stepped there and
tell down.”

How many there are to-day, in prisohd and
con sict Settlements with veputations ruined and
live blasted, who could say to the young man
tempted to enter the paths of dishonesty and
\\rong-domg, “Don't step there; for I stepped
thére and fell down.”

Let us be warned ourselves, and hft s warning
voice to others.—Selected.

o

Cherish Your Girthood.

DR girls, don’t be so often wishing you - wers
grown-up wohen, that you will negiect your gn-l-
hood. In the rush and liurry of thesé faét tini
theré i$ danger that you will reach and #train after
“ young ladyhood™ too much. Be girls awhile yet.

e tender, joyous, loving, obedient and.industricus..

Womanhood, with its prx\'xleg,es and power; its bur-
dens and tridls, will cone soon enough.

On this poifit one has wisely said: “\Vaxt pa-
u«-ntly, my children, through the whola limit of

your gitlliced. Go not after womiitihood ; J&t it
coine to you. Ieep out of public view. Cultwam .

refinieriiht ind thodesty.  The cares arid keésponit:
bilities of life will come soon enough. \Vhen they
come yout wiil neet them, I trust, as trub wotﬂéh
should.. But oh! be ot so unwise as t6 throw
any your girlhood. Rob not yourself of this
b(,autlful Season Which, wisely spent, will b ghten
all your future life.




