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| neighbors . as have learned . to’ respect

-are few nor far between,

: o.dom the best works of the day ; but.

| a ruder craftsman, employed to en- -
| grave advertisement blocks,posters, and ‘
| the rougher class of- “this- form of labor-' B
| generally, -

| a'good connection’ with some: of the -
| Jarger advertising agents, did remark-

| with his ¢ regular glass” at meals. As

, struggled In the morning hewould ' -

ear———
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“TURN THE KEY.”

"In one of the narrow courts lying to the|
westward of Ludgate Hill, and under the
shadow of St. Paul’s at sunrlse, there lives
a man who goes by the somewhat singular
cognomen of “Turn the Key.” His real
name s Matthew Gray ; but he’ only hears
it from the lips of hisnearest friends and such

him. I am pleased to say that neither

"By trade he is a wood.engraver.
Not one of those delicate-fingered men
who so skilfully interpret the artist’s
work on the wood, and' give us those
magnificent pieces of modern art which

He was quwk at his work and hevmg )

ably ‘well for several years prior to his
marriage and afterit. Then the leprosy . .
of drink got-hold of him.

He began in his youth, as others do,

time advanced he took one to “moisten
his pipe béfore going to bed.” Next
he had an occasional glass between, and
finally he took so many that food with'
him became oceasional, and drink fear-
fully and destructively regular.

Matthew had fallen—in spite of ‘the
tears, pleadings, and remonstrances of
an affectionate wife—in spite of the
gift of two children, and in defiance of .
the pnlpable evil the fafal habit was
workirig in his mind and'body. The
unnatural thirst; the miserable craving,
Was ever upon lmn work and home
ties were alike nenlected for the dirty, -
brawling public-house,

. And yet ashe fell hestruggled against
his fall—feebly, no doubt, but still he ..

rise with freshresolves ta ha.ve nomore
of it, and go sturdily to the attic where
he worked, and sitting down upon his -
stoo], Jput’ out his pad and arrange hls )
tools, Then came the mtnl ‘whispei;
“Have one glass—on]y one; it will
freshen you up and carry you through .
your work of the morning.” i -
He knew the fallacy of that whxsper, but
he went; and ‘all ‘the morning, the light
through the -window fell upon an empty
room and idle tools,’ Late in the day he
would return, maudlin and despairing, and
in a slipshod way do pn.rt of the 'work that {-
ought to have been, well done hours before
As usual in'such cases, his'employers soon

learned to’ distrust him. Unpunctuahty
bad wotk, and the evidence:-of his failing
drove the best of them away, and ithé rest
oﬁ‘ered hlm——-what ‘he ‘was ohhged to' take——
less for hls la.hor _

Bound in, the fatal chams, moody and
despaurmg, he lived on with his sorrowful
Wlfe and chlldren around hlm, Mrs Gray

was a good woman, énd reguldrly. ‘attended
a plnce of worship with her llttle ones,” Her
husband, however, had never done 80 ; ex}-
ample and affectionate urgmgs had ahke been
thrown away upon. him.

‘Do give the dreadful drink up, Mat P
said his. w1fe one morning. ©Pray to God to
give you strength, and He willnot fail you.”,

By

“There s no, good in’ prayer,’?, rephed
antthew, moodlly - “Tye 'tried my best ;

‘but.-as:soon’as:I'get to’ the ‘bench I'm called
away bya voice that is too strong: for mé.”

| “I¢ too, strong for many Tound’ us,”

returned lns W1fe
you

“What good does it do

‘. None » he stud

‘‘‘‘‘

“I’m= not 'the ‘nan I
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was since I took.to.it ; in fact, I sometimes
feel:I’'m no man at ell—I’m a brute.” .

- He sat back in his chair with folded arms,
gazing gloomily at his two children, who
:}stood in a corner of the x6om, whispering to
eachi other fearfully, and ~wandering why

‘their father frowned so nt them, He was
not’ frowmng at- hls ch1ldren, however.

%Jd fallen, but he had not
yet acqurre\\ne ferocity which drink | gives
to some men. .-He bad no desire to maltreat
the offspring God had given him.

* They were pretty ‘children a g1r1 and a
boy, respectively, four, and five years of age,
The boy was the . elder, and- 8 most intel-

ligent little fellow: : His wistful blue eyes

. unconsclously shot keen arrows of re-
proach at his unhappy father as he
looked at him that day.

“Jane, I can’t‘ stand it 1" said
Matthew Gray, rising hurriedly. ¢ 1If
things go on as’ they a.re, I shall kill
myself neoo

. Don’t talk so wxckedly, Mat,” Bﬂld
Juue laying her hands upon his shoul-
. ders. “Yourlife was glven for you to
use for the glory of| Go" i
.qwn to take away ”, i

s

“titer to any one P ’ie asked A
L It would be of use to mnny, and a
hlessmg to .us”? rephed his. mfe, *if
you gave up drink.” © "~

". “Ay!thereitis,” rejoined Matthew.
" “I wish I could give it up. And if .1
could cnly feel  always a3 I do now 1t

* could easily be done’; but I know as

_,soonas Itryto settle to my bench I

shall have a thirst upon me, and out I
- shall go.’ .

“If I sat with you, Mat,” she said,
“do you think you could overcome 1t?”

-« 1 try, Jane ; ; but I've doubts of
lt »n

They went up stairs together, and
‘Matthew began his preparations for his
-day’s work. Business had not entirely
fallen away from him, and he had
enough to do for that day atleast. At
first he 'seemed resolute, and drew up.
his tools and sat down. He took &

. graving .tool in. his hand and paused.

~Jane saw what was coming, and put
herself between him and the door,”

lg,lo.ss” s i

“It’s coming on me” he. said,
honrsely ; “I'must have one glass.” -

“No, no,”she eried ; “keep here—for

.| one morning, Mat. It may break the

. chains, and with God’s belp they shall

© never be round you agam.” .

’ he said, rising,
have no strength. - Let me go; Il
~‘come back surelv when I’ve had one

© «No, Mat, it, can’t 'be,” cned Jane “'
* “Ishall break past'you,” he said, advanc-
mg “ nnd be gone, unless—,” ‘e, paused as
if some great thought .had béen sudden]y
given him—* unless you'turn the key.”
“Ina moment it was done. ' Jane, i inspitg
with anew hope, closed the door, turnedf

“And of what ‘use is my 'llfe to me,, .

“ T can’t’ hegm without somethmg ".K
“I'm all to pieces; I.
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