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sUcl WHY 1 VOTED FOR IHE SCOTT ACT,

ty B, oo by pENIAMIN BARITONK, YEOMAN,

nd B L\‘ "T/EI.L, John, the whiskey's voted out
i b B{ nigh a thousaud stroug ;

\°n Aud likely lot's *Il think the world

Iv. b Will go to amash ere long !

Y- M Aud ltkely you will think it strange

That I should turn my coat,
Ard after fightin’ for tho grog,
Drop in a Beott Act voto.
Aud it you do 1 won't complain,

10 ]
A i For 1t seems mighty queer,
ry SR Tlat «'ter forty tippling years
he 1 should refuse my beer,

I never liked thoss temperanco folks,
With their pledges and their rules,

Aui ofton Uhave called thew all
A set of jumped up fools )

I went for doin® as you pleaso—
Fhe grog did mo no harm,

Aud many a cold and stormy duy
1'm sure it kept me warm,

And Jim, that oldest chap of mine,
Coulid tako his glass of beor—

Though when I saw him at the bar,
I sometimes did feel queer !

Bat, surely ho cau dnnk, says 1,
Without agoin’ to far;

Aud so with sonie oxruse like that
I managed not to care.

So whon last June they camw to got
Their ohl ** partition ** signed,

1 lku-kcrcd up a bit, you bet,
Rud lot them have my mind ?

[ andn’t go behund their backs
To tell them what I thought,

10 |8
0 Aud naud, 1 coax you, they wein't long
. Ayettin’ off the lot.
e- Soall the fall T tonghed it ont ;
g I  Pdda't want to hear
" Nu srgument about the curs
That comes from rumn and heer,
'S |3 Says I, if others wish to drink,
Aud make themselves liko swine,
1c [ They'vo only got thomseclves to blame —
lo |8 1t's no concern of mine.
o Aud 1 was mighty thick all fall

With all tho rummies rouuil,

Though sometimes 1 began to stare
To see where 1 was found ;

For from the tirat the peopls seein’d
‘To wakoe a clean divade,

Aud | could see with balf an oye
Mine was tho scaly side,

I didw’t like it much, but still

i Says 1, wemust enduro;

Aud though my backers nin't the best,

Lns right, that's certain sure.

& &

Well, just the da{ before the vou,
Jim took a load of hay

ln Bl To town j—Uwas sclling woll they saud,

Y i t1t's down, I heard, to-day.)

'Y | Thanktug, near night, ko should be home,
i 1 walked down to the gate,

5 4 wonderin’ to myself the while

What coulit have kept him late.
1 hadn't been ten minutes there,
When tho team camo tearin' home,
And Jim a-whoopin® like a fiend,
And the borses in a foam ;—
Ldito't quite know what was up,
And hadn'’t long to think,
For they had got right up to mo
Bout as quick as you could wink ¢
Thie hines were traihn' somewhere,
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¢ bsut tho hurszs knew the gate .

0 Ttry tried their best for to tum i
o ftut they didu't do it stenight ;

= Ti.ev smashed against the gate-post

lake a alip against a rock,
| was sure they all were ruined,
Itol you "twas a shock ?

> E

ig M i was pitched into a drift,

4 {Lugky, it saved his neck,)
& JM Atd tho horses weron't much the worye,
e i tsut the sleigh was all a wreck,

Well, T got him pull’d out, somchow,
And tho horses straightened up

4ud Jun begau to tell me how
ilo'd only bad a sup—

1 L. 1n't talk much then, you bet,
T got Jimn home to hed.

11+l vou, Johu, I felt that incan
I couldn’c lift my hoad.

l.oalin t blame the boy so much
Tut piettin' on a-head,

Uy n tho road that 1 had tramped,

Well knowin® whero it led.

a1 somo sohd thinkin’, John,
Tlat night as yua may thiuk,
T' old hiouss clock struck twelve before
Falept a sioglo wink.
1 wondorod how I couid have been
Su blind and seltish too,

For when the whiskey touchied ey b,
I soon know what to do,

I didn't stand on taxes then,
Or barley, or hotels ;

1 got a grhimpse of what makes svme
Cull dunbhan’ houses hells,

It kind of chill’'d me when 1 thoughit
Of how I would have felt

1T Jun had been killed outnght then, - -
It uade my old heart melt.

I tried to picture to myself
How drunken rascals’ wives,

Or boys with drinking parents,
Put i their battered hves,

I saw somo sido to temprtance,
Or intemp'rance you will say,

‘Ihat put me in u mood that night,
Tho opposite ot gay.

Next mormung 1 way up betimes—
And first to poll my vota:

And now I think you ought to know
What wade me turn my cost *

—dAbel Ky, an Montraol IWituess,

-

AB QUICK AS THETELEPHONE

ONE night a woll-known citiz.n of &
Woestern city, who had been walking
for some time in the downward path,
camo out of hig houga and started
down town for a night of carousal with
romu old companions he had promised
tomeet. Hig young wife had besought
hun with imploring eyes to spend the
tvening with ber, and had reminded
him of the time when ovenings passed
in her company were all too short.
His little daughter had clung about
his knees, and coaxed in her pretty,
wilful way, for “papa” to tell ber
somo bed-tune stortes ; bat habit way
stronger than love fur child and wife,
und he €luded ber tonder quostioniung
by the decsits and excuses which are
the convenient rofuge of the intewper-
nte, und 80 went on his way,

When he was some blocks distant
from his home, ho found that, in
changiog s coat, ho had forgotten to
remove his wallet ; and ho could not
g» out on a drinking bout without
monoy, e¢ven though ho know his
family needed it, and his wife wag
economizing, overy day wmore and
wore, in order to make up hig deficits.
Su he hurried back, sud crept softly
past the window of his little houwe, in
order that he might steal in and obtain
it without runmning the gauntlet of
cither questions or careases.

Bat, as he looked through the win-
dow, somethbing stayed his feet. There
wag a firo in the grate within,—or
the night was chill,—and it lit up the
littlo parlour aud brought out in start-
ling effect tho pictures on the wall.
But theso were nothing to the pictures
oa the hearth, Thero, in the soft glow
of the firelight. knelt his child at Ler
wother's feet, its amall hands clasped
in prayer, its fair head bowed ; and as
it3 rosy lips whispered each word with
childish distinctness, the father list-
ened, spell-bound, to the words which
he himself had 8o often uttered at bis
own mother's knee,—

“ Now I lay me down to slecp.”

His thoughta ran back to his boy-
hood hours; and, as ho compressed his
boarded lips, he could sce in memory
the face of that mother, long since
gone to her rest, who taught his own
infant lips prayers which ho had long
forgotten to utter.

The child went on, and comploted
her lituoe verse, and then, a8 prompted
by the wmother continued,—

% Qod bless mi: ma, papa, and my
own sclf,” then there was a pause, and
sho lifted her wroubled blue vyen to
hor mother’s face.

“Gud bless papa,”

prompted the
mother, softly.

* Gud—bless papa,” lisped the little
ono.

“ And—please send him  homc
sober”  He could not hear the mothar
ag she enid this , but the child followed,
in a clear, inspived tono :—

“ God—Dbless papa—sand please—
sund him—home—sober.  Amen.”

Mother and child sprang to their
feet in alsrm whon the deor opened
s suddenly ; but thoy wore not afraid
when they saw who it was, 1cturncd
so soon. DBut that night, when littlo
Mary was being tucked up in bed,
atier such u vomp with papa, she eaid,
in tho sleepiest and most contented of
voices,~—

“Mamma, God anagwers most as
quick as the telephons, doesn’t ho!"—
Nelected,
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A QUAINT BOY.

Oxck upon a time two lads in the
north of England heard a bellman
aunounce a teetotal meoting. This
was & new thing. *“lot us go and
hour all about it,” said the lads; so
they want oft to the meeting.

Tho speaker was a plain, homely,
but, persunsive mun,  The lads werp
¢ nvinced under his words, and signed
the pledge.  Ono of them went home,
and told his mother what he had done;
sho called him “stupid.” When he
went to his work, he told the men
what he had done ; and they said, in
return, that he would goon be dead.
Men could not live without bear, that
was certain ; and tho sooner he took
his beor the better.

Bat ho kept his pledge, and thought.
R ‘membering that the paupers in the
work-houso had no beer, he started off,
saw the master, and sslemly asked him
whether the paupera died when thoy
got no beer, The master laughed, and
told him that people camo there
through drinking beer, and did not die,
to far ng he know, when they could
not get it.

“Ah,” gaid tho men, “it's no use
talking; you'll dic if' you don't take
beer.”

The iuquiring youth was not going
to be beaten.  Off he started to the
jail one day, and craved permission to
#ee tho governor. When he did so, he
quietly asked him how many prisoners
gied through not having beer.  Tho
governor was much interested in the
lad, inquired his reason for asking
ruch a curious question, and ended by
taking the boy over the prison, relating,
to him tho dreadful bistories of some
of the prisoners, and advised him to
keep his pledge. 1o alto gavo the lad
a good dinner, and sent him away with
a glad heart. That was forty yecara
ago, and the lad is to this day a stanch
teototaler.—Selected.

WILLING TO SHOVEL.

To bo willing to begin at the bottom
iz the open secret of being able to come
out at the top. A tew ycars ago a
mwan came to this country to take a
po ion in 4 new enterprise in the
south-west. Hoe was well bred and
well educated, and ho had the tastes of
his birth and cducation. He reached
the eceno of his proposed labours, and
found, to his dismay, that the ~ater-
pris~ was already bankrupt, an 1 that
bo was penoiless, homeless, »nd friend-
less 1 & strange innd. He worked
his way back to Now York, and in
midwinter  tound msdf, without
monoy or friends, in the groat, busy

metropolis. Mo did not stoy te meas.
uro the obstacles in his path; he
simply set out to find work. Ho
would have preferred the pen, but he
was willing to take the shovel; and
tho shovel it was to bo,

Pansing down Fourth Avenuo ona
snowy morning, he found a orowd of
men at work shoveling snow from the
sidowalles about & well-known locality.
Heo applied for a position in their
1anks, got it, and went to work with a
hearty good-will, as if shovelling were
hig vocation, Not loog after, one of
the owners of the property, a many-
wmillionnire, passed along the strect,
saw tho young man’s face, was struck
by its intelligenco, and wondered what
had brought him to such a pass. A
duy or two later his business took him
to tho same locality again, and brought
bim face to face with the same man,
stil) shovelling snow, e stopped,
spoko to him, received a promyt and
courteous answer, talked a few min-
utes for the euko of getting a fow facts
about his history, and then asked the
young muu to call at his oflice.

That night the shovel era ended,
and the next day, at the appointed
time, the young man was closeted with
the millionaire.

In one of the latter's many enter-
prises there was a vacant place, and
the young wan who was willing to
shovel got it. It was a small place, at
a small salaty, but he more than filled
it. Ho filled it so well, indecd, that
in a few months ho was promoted, and
at the end of three years he was at
the hesd of the caterprise, at a large
galary, He is thero to-day, with the
certainty that if he lives he will event-.
uully till a position second in import-
ance to none in the field in which he
i+ working. The story i8 all told in
three words—willing to shovel.—
Christian Union,

MADMDMIA’S LOOK.

Masaa just looked at Flora; that
was all. She nover spoke a word, but
Flora knew what sho meant. The
child had been disobedient, She had
goze outdoors without her hood and
overshoes. Flora hud been sick, and
mammsa had forbidden her to run out
in the cold, damp yard unless she was
warnily dressed. But Flora was for-
getful—very. She forgot her mamma's
8 rict * must not.”

Now, breakfast was ready, and
mamma called ¢ Flora! Flora!” and
in popped the child at tho back door.
‘Then her mother looked at her; she
jus® looked, and then Flora cried.

Do you remember about Poter in
the Bible? He had denied with
strong, wicked words that hoover knew
Jesus. Jesus justlooked at bim when
ho came in sight, and Peter went out
and wept Ditterly. When I was g
child, and my mother wished to direct
or reprovo me, sho often had only to
look, It makes me think of a verse
in the Bible, “I will guide thee with
my oye.” If we keep close to God
and look up to him every day, he will
guido us & casily as a mothor can with
her eye. How beautiful to be guided
0, dear children, without a word—
just by his eyo! Let us keop looking
into our Heavenly Father’s face, so as
to catch in a moment just what he
wants us to do. When wo have done
right, he will smiie, and when we have’
dope wrong, how 8ad and grieved ho
will look, just as Flora's mother did.




