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À StyrrlngyAppeale
A trade which flouriahes upon the ruin oftits supporters; which

derives its revenues from the plunder of homes, from the defrauding
of helpleussohildhood and from the degradation of mnhood ; which
reqturo for its properity the injury of the community; which mini..
ters to every vile and vicious passion and propensity; which makes
drunkards and thieves and embezzlers and gamblers and wife-beaters
and murderers ; which brutalizes and degrades all who are brought in
contact with it; cannot claim the respect and assuredly ought not to
be able to claim the encouragement of the oommunity.-À'. Y. Tribune.

Shall it longer reign in triumph,
Longer wear ite tyrant crown P

Shall it firmer draw ite fetters,
Firmer bind the nation down P

Shall this rand young country longer
Bow ani tremble 'neath it. frown

No I let every heart re-echo :
Rouse, ye gallant mon and true I

Rouse, ye broken-hearted mothers !
See, enight is almost through,

Rouse ye, every man and woman-
God le calling now for you.

-M. Florence MosAer.

The inhabitants of a thriving town having assembled, as
was their custom, to decide what number (if any) of liquor
licenses the town should petition for, there was a very full atten-
dance. One of the magistrates presided and upon thep latforrn
were seated, among others, the pastor of the village, one of his
deaconS, and the physician.

After the meeting had been called to order, one of the most
respectable citizens rose, and after a short speech, moved that
the meeting petition for the usual number of licenses for the
ensuing year. He thought it was not best to get up an excite-
ment by refusing to grant licenses. They had better license
good en and let them sell. The proposition seemed to meet
with almost universal favor. The president was about to put
the question to the meeting, when sn object rose in a distant
part of the building, nd a l eyes were instantly turned in that
direction.

ovnit)

2 A STIRRINU APPEAL

It was an old woman, poorly clad, and whose care-worn
countenance was the painful index to no light sufferings, yet
there was something in the flash of her bright eye that told she
had once been what she then was not. She addressed the pres-
ident, and said she had come because she had beard that they
were to decide the license question.

aYou" said she,«" all know who I am. You once knew me
mistress of one of the best estates in this borough. I once had
a husband and five sons, and&woman never had a kinder hus-
band, mother never had five better or more affectionate children.
But where are they now ? Doctor, I ask wher are they now ?

«In yonder burying ground there are six graves, filled by
that husband and those five sons, and oh ! they are all drunk-
ards' graves I

"fDoctor, how came they to be drunkards ? You would
come and drink with them, and you told them that temperate
drinking would do them no harm.

"And you too, Sir, (addressing the parson), would come and
drink with my husband, and my sons thought they might drink
with safety, and follow your religions example.

"Deacon, you sold them rum, which made them drunkards.
You have now got my farm and all my property, and you got it
all by the drink.

"Now," she said, " I have done my errand. I go back to
the poor-house, for that is my home. You, Rev. Sir-you,
doctor, and you, deacon, I shall never meet again until I ineet
you at the bar of God, where you, too, will meet my ruined
husband and those five sons, who, through your means and
influence, fill the drunkards' graves."

The old woman sat down. Perfect silence prevailed, until
broken by the president, who rose to put the question to the
meeting-" Shalr we petition the court to issue icenses for the
ensuing year ?" Then the unbroken "No!" which made the
very walls re-echo, told the result of the old woman's appeal.

Dear reader, your -udgment and conscience endorse that
decision. You too would bave shouted «No l " with all the energy
and determnation you possess. Will you not resoive to-day,
that, with God's helpyou will always be found in active opposi-
tion to the cruel and ruinous traffic that blights so many lives
and breaks so many hearts.
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The drink trafBr paralyzes every remarkahle example than this of the
political, social, moral and religious evil effecte of the transmision of here
condition which tolerates iL. We ditydefects.-Medical Record.
cannot comromise with this evil.
There is no middle ground. Its SONG OF THE GLASS.
presence is death. For the Govern-
ient to legalize, sanetion, or protect With eye inftamed andM blea,itr h tio frni aleague with hou and With features hollow and wandestruction. The trafflc ahould ha 1 drtînkard set in a riekety chairdestroyed, and as a first step the In hil attic, all alone;
Government, both national and state, His person covered wiith rags,should dissolve its partnership in the Hie hair- a tangled nass.business and cast it adrift. without In a voies that told of a sou's despair,pi otietion. Besold the ravages of He sang the song of the glass:this flend au it sweeps <ver the land, Drink, drink, drink,
coiisuiingthousatidsofsoulsannually, Till the ye growsfrenzied and wld,causng desolation, despair and death Drink, drink, drink.t' millions. Thousands of young nen, Thotgh it murders wife and child:the flower of the land, destroyed by Drink, drink, drink,
the hideons traffMe. How shal th le Ay, quaff the poison bowl,tide of destruction bestayed ? Who Thougb every dropit contains ls death,wili accept the commission of the Aun ruin to the soul.modern prophets, and cry out from the
watch towers of the land, "Oh, turn Deep hid in the sparkling cupye; for why will ye die of strong A grinning demon glars,drink, O Christian Americas1-Ex-Gov. A deceptive fiend of beantiful forni
Hughes, of Arizona. Concealing a thoisand enares

Beware of his comely brow,
ONLY ONE FAU LT. Beware of hie noxious breath,

-- 'Tis the devil's sacrament he offers now,1was riding through a hower" 'Twill litre yo: on to death-country town in Vermont when i Death bybthe suicide'. hand,chanced to notice a concourse of people Death by the murderer's steel,in the church-yard,evidentlyencirculng A maniacs cell, a hangman's cord,an open grave. A grave in the Patter's Flekl.It was a warnm day, and I had ridden
ten miles, eo I drew the rein under All this and more i bestowed,
soie trees that arched the road to Ay, more than tongue can tell-allow the horse to cool and rest. An hour of blis, an eternal ahode.Presidently a villairer came toward In the sulphurous fumes of hel;me and I said: O fiend in human form I

" There is a funeral to-day in your O men unworthy the naine!townP 'Tis not a good yout're dealing out," Yes-Stephon. He was one of the But ruin, disgrace and shame-largest heai ted trin I ever knew, Ve Shamte for the grey haired sire,al] owed so'nething to Stephen." Shame for the aged wife,Thet ho addedla a tone of regret: Shame for the innocent, prattlingIHo had oione ncfault." hbh,
The light fel in pencil rays through That follows him &ll through life.the trees. I sat in silence, enjoying

the refreshing cooînoe.O tmon with franchise crowned 1The man reaumod the subjet: Awake f rom your sluggau'd's sleep:
" He had great abilities, Stephen Hcar ye not that wailing sound Phad. W3esent him ta the legislature 'Ti@ the nation's women who weep--three ime. They thought of nomi- Weep for the th ousnds untold,

nating hlm for governor. Who lie 'neath the t-nnm talned grasis,
" But," he added, sadly, "Stephen While antually thousands renew theirhad one fault," ranks
I made no answer. I was tired and And sing the Song of the Glass.

watched the people slowly disperse. Drink, drink, drink,
I A very generous man, Stephen was. TIl the eyes grow frenzied and wild:

Always visite,1 the sick-he wats feel- Drink, drink, drink,
ing when any one was in trouble. The Ay, qaf the poison-bowl;
old folks all liked him. Even the Thou every dropit contains ideath,
children used to follow him in the An ruin to tho soul.
streets." -0. P. TennasP.IteA good man indeed," I said indiffer-
entihn ,, WHAT I ROB A POOR MAN OF HIS

What was thatP" 1 asked. BEER?
"Only intemverance." What!1rob aypor man of bis beer
"Did it harm him?"Wa
"Yee, uomewhat. He didn't seeni And give Ibim gond victuais imate

to have anypower toesist it at las. Your heart's very bard, sir, Infear,
He got bend band and had to Or at least you are soft in the h
mortg his farm and finally bad to
sell i- Hi wife died on account of What! rob a poor main of hie mu
the reverse; kind of crushed, dis- And give hlm a horse of hie own,
appointed. Then his children, not With kitchen and parlour so snug ?
having the right bringing up, turned 'Tis enough to draw tears fron a
out badl. Bis intemperance seemed atone
ta mortif them and take away their
spirit. He had te leave politics; What! rab a poor man of bis glass,
'twouldn't do, yottuee. Then we bad And teach him to read and to write?
ta set hlm aside from the church, and W1t save hun frm in an s?
at laiet bis habits broubt on parulysis, 'Tis notbing but malice and spite 1
and we had to take eim to the poor
bouse. He died there; only forty-five. bat! rob a poor.man of his aie
There was none of bis children at the And prevent him froim beating his
funeral. Poor man, he bad only one wife,
fault." Front being locked up inu ajail,

" Only one faut!" With penal employment for life ?
Thed .phad only one leak, but it What! rob a poor man of hi beer
"Only onefautt" And keephim fromstarving hischild?
Tbe temple haid only one decaying It makes one feel deadfully queer;pillr, bt itfou.And l'il tbank you ta draw it tmore

P'.Only one fault!1" Home gone, iniild.
wifelost,familyruined, honorforfeited, -JohnPlough.nan's Tau.
social and rehîgious privileges aba,-
doned, broken bealth, poverty, para- HOW DO YOU VOTE?
lysis and the poor bouse. --

One fault, only one.-Youths' Com- "Ve ask not your party or creed,
We ask not your race or complexion,Or how you biave voted before-

HEREDITY AND CRIME. But, how will yo vote nextelection?

An.article from the Medical Press, "You say you're a Temperance man,compiled hy Professer Belnian, of the That drink mever tickles your palate;University of Bonn, relates the career We're glad, butwe measure, v ou know,
of a notorious drunkard who was born Our friends -y their acts at the ballot."
in 1740 and died in 1800. Her descend-
ants numbered 8, Of whom 700 have WAKING UP.
been traced front their youth. Of these
7 were convicted of murder, 76 of other "The Temperance folk are waking up,
crimes, 142 were professional beggars, Throughout this favoured nation,
64 lived on charity, and 181 women of To put the Liquor Traffle down,
the family led disreputable lives. The And drive it from its station.
family cost the German government The bars and drinking dens are doomed
for maintenance and coste in the courts, To lawfuîl demolition;
almshouses and prisons no les a sum For ail good men are going in
than $1,250,000; m other words, just a For legal Prohibition."


