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"Tlioy'll not tliiuk 'bout tlio extra tin,

'I'liat we ar(^ making out of thi>;

They'll pay their dimes without much din,
For drink to tlieni is bliss."

And so the five cent glass has died,
And (iui<'kly it was buried too;

Don't thild< that the booze sellers lied,

That t binj^ t bey did noi do.

For ni>Ugbt it seem- will ()\)V the eye^.

or men whose souls are -o;d<e(! in drink;
The men who sells tbe tioo/e ai'i' w i.-e.

The di'inkeiv will not tliink.

For satan hath on them such Ixtld.

Tliat they'll -nbniit to \y.)y this price;
I'or vile strong di-iid< their ~onl~ ai'e <old.

And now men i-i.b i hem twice.

\\ liere are the Tempera'ice W(t!'ker-^ now?
How many now are making sure,

'1 hat nien sliail know the great pow-wo\'',

Tbai keep- t beir t'amilie-; pi km'?

Wake up. wake up! T(Mnperanee begin!
Join in a Social Temperance war!

'I ha I w ii i e,»ro( it t be sbmne and -in.

Anil -I ion cIo,-<' ui) 1 lie lij V !


