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As Allie stood by her husband a fair young bride,
her mother, in memory, went back to a wedding that

took place over twenty-five years before in the dear
home land, and she prayed that the daughter might

not-- have to ic.paç;s under the rod " as she had dont.,
Eddie is still ùnmarried, and ]ives ovvith bis mother.

And Ruth is now hap "y, though that happiness is
inellowed by the sorrows througli which she bas

passed, ànd- the memories of -the loved'onès she bas
lost; but ihe hope of meeting them again is the.rain-

bow that spans the sky of her existence, shining out
radiantly in her hours of mist and gloom, enabling her

to say, even when raost cast down: &'The Lord gave,
andthe Lord bath taken away; blessed be the name

of the Lord."
Friends, we will now say farewell. The sad tale

which you'have read but faintly ednveys an idea of
the misery, degradation, and sin which, is caused in

thousandâ of -homes by this blighting- withering
traffic.

Oh, rum 1 cursed rum! I hate it with int ' ensest
hatred: for'it dims the brightest lintellects; -it sullies

and makes impure the most spotless and the best; it
spares neither frail and unprotected--womanhood, in*-

nocent childhood, nor boaryýage; it enters Jike a ser-
pent the Eden called home and its inmates to

their fall, thus turning this paradise of love into a hell
of fiercest passions and intenses«t hate ;. it entails upon
the drunkard's children in their very existence a pa;,tri-
mony of depraved appetites and unholy passions; and


