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Pohibition.
(By Rose Hartwick Thorpe, author of 'Cu

few Shal Not Ring To-nilght.')

Thé Doctor arose, 'Yes, friends, I favor
License for selling of rum.

These fanatics tell us with horror
Of the mischief liquor has done,

I say as a man and physician,
The system's requirements are such

That, unless we, at times, assist nature,
Both body and mind suffer much.

*'Tis a blessing when worn out and weary-
A moderate drink -now and then.'

From the minister back behind the pulp

Comres an audible murmur, 'Amen'

* Tis true that many have failen,
Become filthy drunkards and worse-

Harmed others-no, I don't uphold them,,
They made their blcslng a curse,

Munt I be denied for their sinning?
Must the weak ones govern the race?

Why!. every good thing God bas given
Is a terror and curse out of place,

'Tis only excess that destroys us,
A little is good now and then.'

From the gray-haired, plous old- deacon.
Came a fervent, loud-spoken, 'Amen.

A murmur arose from the people,
From the lips of the listening throng,

They came from 'their homes with a-purpos
To crush out, and trainple'out, wrong,

But their time honored, worthy physicia.,
Grown portly In person and purse,

Had shown ln the demon of darkness,

A blessing instead of a curse.
And now they were eager, impatient .

To vote when the moment should come
They felt It thèlr right and their duty,

To license the selling of rum. .

Then up from a- seat ln the corner,
From the midst of a murmuring throng

From among the pe.>ple there gathered,
To crush out, and trample out, wrong,

'Rose a woman-h'er thin hands extended,
While out froma the frost-covered hair,

Gazed a face as if chiseled in marble;

A face stamped with utter despair.
The vast throng grew hushed in a moment

Grew silent with terror and dread.
They gazed on the face of the woman

As we gaze on the face of the dead.

Then the hush and the silence was broken,
And a voice so shrill and so clear

Rang out through thle room: 'Look upon me,
You wo'nder what chance brought me here.

Youknow me, and now you ail -.hear me,
I speak to you, lovers of wine,

For once I was young, rich, and happy,
Home, husband and children were mine.,

'Where are they? I ask .you where are they?
My beautiful home went to pay

The deacon who sold them the poison,
That dragged theme down lower each day.,

I plead, I besought,~I entreated;
I showed them the path they were in,

But the deacon said-they belleved him
'That oily excess was a sin.'

'Where are they? I ask you where are they?
False teacher of God's holy word,

My husband, my kind loving husband,
Whom my. tears and prayers would have-

stirred,

Rernembered yòur teachings, turned from
ne,

e ns rea,,hed for thir ru .in
Mine only was reached out to save.

They lie side by side 'in your churchyard,
Each filling a drunkard's grave.

I have come from thé poor-house. to tell you

Mamma Did Not Want-to be
-~ Seen.

My story,;and now it ls done. The pastor went te call at a house, says
Go on, if you will, in your madness an exchange. He rang: the front door bell.

And license.the selling of rusm.' * R It was answeredflta.scrd He, tried the lock ou.:
Befo the front door, but :the door did not open.

-. nthe grat judgment eternal Prcsently a child came from the backen-The the lat dread moment ham ce trance. 'We cannot ope. the frot dooreto-
it e d there to witness against ye .day,' she sald. 'Mamma would like you to

come round to the bak Hdor. He obeyed.Wiend the abadows ofearts are ld, br e feund='mamma' over a wash-tub, wash.
And hifes secret thoug4tn aýre laid bare, ng.tberrghhadbodn.he, 'bab

By the throne of the great i ternal, n w r right hand; holding the -aby
I shall witness against you there.' in her left hand. The hand that she was

using in washing had one finger done up.
Note.-This incident ls true. When tie 'What is the matter with your' finger, M

woman had fûnished her pitiful -story, the Sorrowful?
people, including the d6ctor, the minister At frst she hcsitated te answer, but by
and the deacon, voted with one accord for degrecs the pastor leerned that her husband,
prohibition. in ,his drunken rage, had bitten the linger

savagely.
'Where is your husband -to-day?' also the

Bishop Potter's Reason. pastor asked.
The little child answered, 'H1e la lying. ou

If a man's heart is enllsted, he can by the the ieoor, in the fronÎt hall, up aga nst the
help of God, deny everyfaculty and appetite door. Papa is sick te-day.'

e hich>temptslhim'toevil'Dctor said a Oh, what a cursois this curse!
lady îat -a fashionable' dinner pa rty a! few
years ago, to thc'present Bshep Henry C.
Potter, of New York City, !I observethat A Child's Experience.
you.take no wine.' 'No,' sald Dr..Pettér I
have.not done so foi many years-in fact, 'A Sunday-school teacher handed to hei
for twenty-five years.' . She écpressedisur- scholars little slips of pa'per, on which was
prise in -the look which met the doctor's ans- printed the question: 'What have I. to .be
wr. 'It. may interest you te know why;I thankful for?' Among the replies that were
abstain,' said Dr. Potter, observing' the ex- given on the following Sunday was this pa-
pression of bis companion. 'I will tell you, thetic sentence, written by a little girl who
A 'man with an unconquerable passion for had learned by bitter experience, the paluful.
drink came frequently to see me, and told truth it implied: 'I am thankful there are no
me how this miserable nasion was brin-ino' public-heuscs ln heaven'
him to utter ruin; how his employers,'every
time he obtained a situation, were compelled
to dismiss him, on account of his terrible
habit. One day I sald to this man, 'Why will
you not .ay, here and now, before God, and
in his help, I wlll never teste liquor again?'
The man àaid, "Docoter, if you were in my
place, you would not say that," I answered,
"Temperate man that I am, I will say se
this moment"-and I speke the solemn vow,
that I had called upon him to ma «e. My'
poor friend looked a. me with consternation.
Then an expression of hope overspread his
face. With steady voice, he pronounced the
vow. A moment after he left me, but re-
turned often to sëe me. The, vow-bas been
kept; and he that was fast losing soul and
-body, found a position, keU1it; and became,
not only' a sober, but a godly Man.' Dr.
Potter was able te do tiat' because his heart
was in it. 'As a man thinketh'in bis heart,
so is he.'-Dr. Louis Albert Banks.

Poisoned.
*t cannot be too strongly 1impressed upon

young men and young-women that pictures
of vice hung in the living rom -of the hu~man
soul cannot he turned to thea l .Theze
pictures may be obtaiied 'by reading bad
books,by-lieariug vile language, or by look-
ing upon scenes of vice, but the' damage once
done ls irreparable. Dr. Newman, in the
course of one of his strong and delicate an-

Wbat it Leads to..
'A cigarette properly made for a long r

must contain something te produce a pleas-
ant anticipated effect to satisfy the erave for
it, and tobacco prepared lin any other -way
wlll not take its place. The smoke, laden
with particles of poison,, la drawn deeply
lnto .the lungs and forced out through the
nose ln orde' that it.be brought in. contact
with as much mucous membrane as possible.
Tobacco -is minous to the young, dwairfing
the body and mind. The boy - cigarette
smoker soon feels the need of additional
stimulation. *He must result- to alcohol or
more naturally, to opium or ho will soon
break. down and become imbecile with to-
bacco or drug heart anid shattered nerve. He
is a self-made, typical degenerate. Cigarette
smoking irritates or poisons the mucous
membranes, perverting action, affecting di-
gestion; brain, heart, lungs, and liver, shat-
ters 'the nervous systein and ruins- body and
mind. More young men are led to the opium
habit by- cigarette smoking thari by patent
and proprietary medicines. Sixty percent of
ail miles' under forty years of age treated* at
Dwilght for opium, morphine orcocalne ùsing
in 1896, had .been smokers .of, garettes and
had no other excuse for their habits than
that' bhey ~néeded s'me stimulant,'more than
that furnished by the cigarette.'-B. Lrough
ton, M.D., in 'Christian Citizan"
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My kneellng and pleading with him, alyses of the phenomena of the human eou -

'A God-given blessing,' you -told him, remarks that the knowledge'of évl !s a
"And only excess was a sin"' curse, and that knowledge.. once obtained

*Ad wll ser~e.Iaî upSn the .seul -. lu
'And where are my boys? God forgive you, wil obru and he soult8iThey heeded your counsels, n'otà min its very highet an holiest ioment

You, doctor, beloved and respected, the wit. inThé ean who wllingly d
Could see no danger in wine.-

Forwthout the pressure e the most absolute
o coul Iohoperve to wn, al• necessity gans a knowledge of vice,- has fx-Howc d hopoe er to.;wln? n c usoilsndrfetnsrintpt.

When the doctor said "'Twasa ed upon-his mind reflections from the pit. Hs

- And only excess was a sin. '' ' has actually drawn near to the very fiames
ef hell.-'Zion's Watchman.


