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Ths 8aloon Must Go!
BY MRB, N. C. ALGER.

From “ How to Fight the Drink !"
Aa Evenings Entertalnment by Miss L.
Penny.

T here is a king. a wicked king,
Who cumes this fair land.

H o spreads disease and death abroad,
And rules with impious hand.

E ven the smallest boys and glrls
Caunot escape his power;

Satan and all his hosts seem pledged
To help him overy hour.

A king who tortures boys and girls,
T'akes from them all they love,

L eaves them in poverty and vice,
Robs them of homes above.

O h, such a kipg, who ruins souls
By thousands every year,

0 ught to be burled down so deep
He nover could appear.

N ow this, we know, can never be,
Unless the people rise,

Strong in the strength which God will

glve,

And fight him till he dies.

M others and fathers—children, too—
Must join ¢his holy war,

Urgent the need—'tis land, and home,
And heaven we're fighting for.

Saloons are places where King Rum
Makes slaves of young and old,

‘I hen, when they've all their money syent,
They’re turned out in the cold,

G ood people, help us fight this curse,
Its deadly work you know; ’

O h, say, * No matter what it costs,
The vile saloon must go !"

WHAT SAVED HIM,
BY HELEN SOMERVILLE,

Lucy Fairbanks was going home from
school one afternoon, when she heard
the volces of two cf her school-mates,
who were standing inside the fence that
surrounded the home of Dr. Mills. Lucy
could not help but hear what they sald,
;{s they were speaking in quite a high
ey,

*“ Oh, Mamie! Did you see bir. Fair-
banks going past a few minutes ago ?”
That was Laura Mills' voice

“ 1 should think I d@id ! replled Mamie
Lord, empbatically. *Isn’t it just awful,
Laura, the way he drinks 2"

**Yes, indeed’! My papa says if he
keeps on, he'll become—a—sot !"

‘“Oh, Laura, -what's that ?” asked
Mamie in horrified accents.

“0Oh, it's when a man drinks and
drinks, till at last he becomes a sot !
safd Laura, impressively. ‘“My papa
ought to know, because he's a doctor. Y
don’t think 1 care to ‘sociate with Lucy
Falrbanks any more, do you ?"

*No, indeed,” sald Mamie, who gener-

ally agreed with her friend in everythlug..

Little Luey, with a heavy heart, hurried
home, fitled with wondering thoughts.
What did her papa drink to make it prob-

able that he would become that mys-.

teriously awfnl thing. asot? And why
should ‘these two girls, who-had always
been friendly before, make up their minds
not to-associate with her on account of
her papa’s tendency to become a sot ?
‘Why did her papa want to drink 2 Was
{t because ‘he was so very thirsty, and if
he was thirsty, what harm could there
be .in drinking ?

Lucy reached her home, a .neat-looking
white cottage in a small yard. Opening
the door she ran in, bursting into a storm
ot tears and. sobs. Her mother came
out of the bed-room, and in surprise jn-
-quired.the cause ot her tears.

Lucy tried to tell her, but the baby
awoke-and cried, and there was no op-
portunity just thea for the child to un-
burden her heart

*You may set the table for sunper,
Lucy,” gaid her mother, recking the baby
as she .spoke. 3
‘well and ‘has gone to bed.”

*“Is:panpe very sick, mammasa 2"’

“No, dear, he'll be all right in the
morning,” safd- Mrs. Fairbanks, who
Jooked sad .and troubled. They had sup-
per, and Lucy tried to-study her spelling
lesson for the next.day, but her heart was
S0 heavy that sha.could not fix her mind
on the werds. \When bed-time came. she

kissed her mother, and .going into her-

Htt'e-r-om knelt by the neat little béd
and prayeéd.

* Oh. Lord, bless papaand mamma and
babv, ard {f pipa gets thirsty again; keep
him from -drirking .so much. Make-me
A good girl, for Jesus’ sake, .amen.”
Then shé went to ‘bed, where she cried
herselt- to sleep. ‘ '

Afr. Fairbanks :appeared at the break--

Jast-table bis usual sell, gentle and tender
in his words to- his wife and child-~n.
Lucy watched.to sce 1f.he seemed thi. ‘¥,
hiut ‘be drank only one cup-of coffee as
usuall  After biewkfast ‘he weént away
to:business, and ‘Lucy- helped. her mother
with the work: tlll it was-time-to -goito
school. A

A4S the entered the-scliodl-Fard - she saw

“Your papa is not very-

L]

i Jaura Milla and Mamle Lord standing to-
! gethier, and with them Lulu Hannobn, who
was Lucy's special friend. * The two
Lu's” they wero often called. Lucy
smiled, and was about to speak when
Laura put her arm around Lulu and

, drew her away, while Mamie muttered

, something about  drunkard's children.”
i Lucy's eyes filled with tears, and she

She could not study, and falled both In

at recess. At noon she heard one of
the girls sny she was going to have a
party, but was not going to invite Lucy.
The little girl felt that she was ghunned

her.,
As it was Friday, Miss Lee, according
to her custom, read the schiolars a story.

father drank whiskey and abused his
family, till one night he turned poor lit-
tle Mary out of doors. Lucy listened to
the story with terrified Interest, her
cheeks scarlet with excitement, her eyes
open to their fullest extent. What It
her papa hecame like this unnatural
father of little Mary, aud should abuse
her mamma and baby and herself 2 The
idea took such complete possession of her
mind that she could think of nothing
else,

She felt afrald to speak of her fears
to her mother, and brooded over the
matter till the sight of her father threw
her into a state of nervous terror. She
could not eat nor sleep, and her mother
was very anxious about the child.

One evening Mr. Fairbanks came home
80 much the worse for lquor that he
foll over the threshold. When his wife
tried to help him he answered -her so
roughly that Lucy screamed aloud in
horror, and ran to her own room, where
she threw herself on the floor. moaning
and sobbing in her agony. Therc her
mother found her. and puat her to bed,
whero she tossed all night, muttering
and crying in her sleep.  In the morning

.she was in a raging fever, and Dr. Mills
was sent for.

Even in her delirium Lucy recognjzed
him as Laura's father, and she began to
repeat Laura’s name and to grow more
and more excited.

The sight of her father threw her into
paroxysms of fear, and she raved about
his “ drinking so much, and pleaded with
bim so excitedly “mot to turn her out
of dcors,” that the unhappy man, who
dearly loved his child, was obliged to
keep out of her sight.

schoolmates not to treat lier so cruelly.
-and she mentioned Laura's name 50 often
that the doctor svusnected something.
Golng home, he called hisg little daughter
and safd :°

*Laura, how have. you been treating
that little Fairbanks. girl 2

Laura.looked startled,-and stammered :
1 don’t know, papa. Why ?"
_ “Tell me the truth,” he sald sternly.
and as she began confusedly to tell some-
thing of the facts of the case, he said,
“1see. Well, my child, you have treated
her most cruelly. That little. girl, ner-

is lying at death’s door, and it is ex-
tremely doubtful if she gets well.”

Laura was shocked. * Oh. pava, let
me go to Lucy, and tell her how sorry I
am. 1 didn’t mean anything.”

** No, the sight of you would. agitate
her the more, and hasten the énd. She
has brain fever. You can do nothing
now. -Let this be a lesson to you to be
careful how you treat others. You may
go.n

Laura crept away, too miserable to do
anything but cry. At last she kneit
down and prayed to God to forgive her,
and to make Lucy better. Then she
went to Mamie and Lulu and told them
how sorry she was for her naughty be-
haviour. .

There came a day when Lucy lay help-
less and exhausted on hesr little bed. Dr.
Mills sald, in answer to Mr. Fairbanks'
frantic question, ‘“To-day will decide.
There is a possibility of her recovery,
but you must be prepared for the worst.”
The miserable man left the house. and
was gone several hours. Dauring. that
time he had asked God's .pardon for .his
past sins, and resolved to begin a-better
“life. It was ‘laie when he returned.
The bousez was- very qulet. The baby
was asleep, and his wite, tired-out, was
lyine on a couch. ]

. 1. Fairbanks crept into the sick-room.

.There Jay Lucy, perfectly auiet, -all the
fever gone from her face. Her eyes
were closed; the head, shorn.of the pretty:
hair, was motlonlegs on tbe pillow. So
she was gone:! With a cry. her father
-knelt by the bed, and . kisseld one of the
1ittle hands., ‘“ Dear papa'!” sald a weak
lv;ojce,, and 2 ‘faint smile parted Lucy's
‘Hps.

“My darling " murmured her father,
“the Lord has saved you. ‘Do.you love
Jme still,. Lucy 27 ’

hurrfed up the steps, and to her seat. .

arithmetic and spelling, and was kept In .

by all the world, and when she tried to .
eat her lunch, the food seemed to choke .

This time It was about a little girl whose *

Sometimes Lucy would be begging her |

‘vous.and delicate to a remarkable degree, ;

* 1 love papa,” she whispered,

. " Thank God for his goodness ! Lucy,
, he hns savad me from my silns, and I
) shall never drink anothier drop, God help-
| ing me The setting sun shono on
. Luey s happy face, and rested on a beau-
tiful £aster 14y sent in by Laura, Mamle
, and Lulu to thelir little triend. *Oh,
. Lord Jesus, 1 am zo glad ¥ sighed the
little girl.—Unlon Stgnal,

- ——

THE DEAD SEA OF AMERICA.
BY ELIZABETN UUMINGS,

Unlike the Dead Sea of Asin, which lles
in the deepest known depression of the
earth, over one thousand three hundred
feet bLelow the surface of the Mediter-
raancan, the Dead Sea of Amerlea sparkles
in a mountain valley, four thousand two
hundred and fifty feet above tho ocean
level. When man first belield it, its
shores in every d.rcction were desolate
stretches of what seemed o dazert. Now,
as one goes toward it from Salt Lake
City, he may sec on' one sldo of tho cars
a garden in which grow potatoes, corn,
beans, pumpklns, currantg, pears, appi2s,
plums,~—everything in fact, and oii the
other will b2 the barren plain not yet
under the hand of the cultivator, nor
frrigated with eweet water, Every year
the lines of plum-lke Lombardy poplars
go a little nearer to .  But it Is not
probable that they will ever be coaxed
to live near cnough to it to make one
vivid spot of green in the savage lovell-
ness of ity landscape,

When J first beheld the sea (for Salt
Lake {8 a sea In all its characteristics),
it was high noon, and under that radiant
sky it took on hues so resplondent that
only the words of St. John the divine,
describing his heavenly vision, would de-
geribe them :

‘““And I saw a se¢a of glass—mingled

with fire.,”
‘Straight ahead, at omne point, the
water line met the violet sky. To

the right and left were mountalnous
tslands, Antelope and Stansbury, glowing
in roseate hrown, pinks and purples. Be-
hind me rose the bare brown terraces of
the Oquirrh Mountains, To the east
were the luminous ranges of the Wah-
satch. To the west, ethereal as clouds,
were the Onaquis. Never before or since
have I seen a landscape of such noble
lines in such exquigite tints. Sometimes
1 have found the lake the greenest green,
1ilke an cmerald. Sometimes 1 have
found it blue as a sapphire. Sometimes
I have seen it palest green, while its
fslands seemed to float in the air. At
night I have seen it black with metalllc
lustres, or silvery under the moon. But
always it-was delicately transparent, yet
massive, as if it were some gem-like
substance molten.

Nothing lives in its waters save 8
minute shrimp. The fish swept into It
by its tributaries, the rivers Bear, Waber
and Jordan, and several lesser streams,
die quickly, and are once snapped up by
the great white gulls, ajways on the
watch for them. It has no outlet, .and
{s diminished only by evaporation. It
ts, too, subject to mysterious risings and
fallings. In spring its shores are bright
with flowers. Blue lupins, yellow rattle-
weed, and scarlet-painted cups look out
gaily from between the gay green of
the sage-brush, then in its fairest dress.
But as the season advances and the lake
{ grows warm enough for bathers, every-
| thing withers. The rains are few and
| far between. The vegetation of July
and August is but a faint dappiag ot
the alkaline coil with pale plnk«, yellows
and browns. But it supports insect life,
 for swallows circle above it
| lake shore are, at times myriads of
| gnats, food for the terns, which sit by
| the waves in rows, and calmly watch the
| visitors, as ¢ al.u the gulls, sure of
their own safety, since the law imnoses
a heavy fine for horming even one feather
of one pretty head.

A bath in this beautiful dead sea is 2
pleasure never to be forgotten. . You
may lle upon your back, your arms out-
spread, fn a foot of water or in fifteen.
The water sustains you like a warm, soft
bed. You cannot sink. Your only
diflicuity is to keep.your feet down. Yonu
have only to rermember that a drop of
that supersaturated, transparent brine in
the eyes, nose or ears Is extremely pain-
ful, and that to swallow even a small
quantity ls dangerous. You com out
in a delightful glow, and even after your
shower bath will find salt crystals on the
back of your head.and over your .ears.

Common salt i3 In the proportion of
one pound to every sevén pounds of
water, and lime carbonate, lime sulphate,
i Epsom salts, and lime chloride of mag-
. nesia, are-the solids present. The ocean

1 averazes ahout three per .cent salt, and.

. Salt Lake twenty-two per cent. Some
: one with a turn -for fizures has estimated
that there are 250,905,600,000 cublc feet-of
salt in-the Iake. At the present ‘market
value this would be worth.$105,183 296,000,

-~

About the-

a very tidy sum. Loaded in box cary,
ten tons to the car, you would have a
train loug enough to reach two hundied
timues around the earth. .
8alt lLake Is seventy five miles long.
by an average of thirty broad, and covara
an area of two thousand one hundred
square milea. Thausands of toas of aalt
are ovapornted from it every year, and
sevt to tho cattle ranches of tho West,
the mines of Stiverland, and to the ve-
finerics where 1t Is prepared for the table.
It scoms to mo the saltest salt 1 ever
tasted. A minec of wealth, it 1s also a
mine of health, for the winds that blaw
over it bear away with them vigourto all
the inhabitants of the valley. More than
all, 1t Is a spociacle of unique and A
Jesatic beauty, wmatchless, wounderful.

Legond of the Vino.
BY WARY LAMDERT.

Satan watched in jealous gleo

\While Noah planted the grapo vine tree.

Stealing .out when ali was done,

He cried—" Sweet plant, thou art scarce
begun;

Of ovil things thou ahalt have no scant,

My own, my charming plant !

Mine thou art, and miue shall be,

And T will carefully nurture-thee !

Through a llon, hog and sheep.

Ho plunged a dagger both swift and deep;
Drawing forth tho steaming blood,

He bathed the vine {n thelr gery flood.
Each attribute to the llying boast
Within the plant increased.

Christened by this motley thde,

A mongre! crew {n {ts vefns ablde.

Hidden ‘neath a verduresd crest,

Its beastly baptism ia mantfest,

Traces of this foster draught,
Impregnant with all the vices quafied.
Flash out'in glints from the ripeaed plant
Like evll rays askant.

Discord floats from out the truit,

Like volces hoarse from n strident flute.

He who drinka the garnered wine,

Imbibes these traits from the deluged
vine,

Drinking light, with gentle thirst,

Awakes the frlendllest nature first,

That babbles forth in a bleating psalm—

Just like a tethered lamb. .

Deeper draughts the tratis wiit bring

That lr:;ako him growl llke the forest

ng.

Deeper still, will bring him down

Below the jest of the vilest clown.

Quenchless flames of thirsting fires

Consumed his sout with their buse de-
sires,

He wallows round in the sweeping bog—

A wocful, flithy hog.

Reason {lles before the vine,

Whose tendrlls drip with the blood of
swine !

Charming plant of nectared firé:

A noble sprout of ignoble sire,

Paying him most royally

For all tho care he bestowed on thee.

Ev{l dreams that Satah weaves

Deceltful lurk in thy trellised leaves;

Luring by their vivid tone,

Through meshy snares that are cll his
own.

A woman at the Presbyterian hospltal
at Canton, hearing of Christ, loving him,
asked, “ How long can I live if [ remain

tin the hospital 2 **Four monthe.”
“ And how long if I go home ? ** Two
months;' replled the doctor. “1 am

going home,” she sald. * But,” urged
the doctor, “you will lose halt your
Hfe.” “Do you not think I would hn
giad to give half my life for the eake
of telling fay people of Jesus ?° And
she went home—C. E. World.

Mr. Charles E. Tripler. of New York,
The Sclentlfic American says, has accom-
plished the economical liquefaction of
air i{n large quantities. He recenliy
sent two and a half gallonz of liquld alr
to Professor Barker, of the Unlversity
of Penusylvania, The latter found that
a plece of tin thrust into thu intensely
cold liquid—311.8 degrees below 2éro,
Fahrenheit—became as brittle as glass,
but that copper and platinum were not
thus affecfed.  This sugzests the pro-
per metals from which vesaels intended
to contain llquid .air should be made.
The vitrogen of the air liquefles at a
temperature several degrees bhelow the
‘point at wxhich oxygen becomes liquid:
conscqurntly when liquid alr is allowed
to evaporate in an open disb the nitrngen

vaporizes first, and what ramaing s m-stly

Hquid oxygen, which posserses a char-
acteristic dblue colour. .In Mr Tripler's
apparatus ¢he atr, after passing through
three colls, each colder than the preced-

_ing, finally flows from thc end of ths

-1ast coll In a liguid stream. '



