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the License Commissioners to ask.them to issue a liccnse to themn in the
niame of their manager thcy found a friend in court in the person of one
o! their brother directors Wvho was a license coniinissioner, and now the
value of stch a fricnd becornes apparent. They refuse to interfère.

%VVien a deputation froin thc Alliante waited upon the License Coin-
iiiissioners, adducing priima jacie evidence that the hiquor was being soid in
contravention of the law, and asked theni' to instruct their Inspector to
>rocccd as the law direct!, in such roatters, they were met with a positive

refusal, and wcrc invited to proceed if they so pleascd, by indictment of
t hemn (the Commiiissioners> before the County Judge, and they wouid abide
b>' the consequences.

Trhe lessons to be learned froni this short history is : the need for sucliI. mendnients to the IlCrooksAct" as wili prevent the sale of ail liquorsat ill
unes on these public fair grounds. When men wbose duty it is to enforce
the provisions of the law, play fast and loose witb such a matter as this, the
question may weil arise wbether men who have a financial intercst at stake
are the best men to be intrusted with the administration df the law ?

TUE PkOMlBIT1ONlST.
In certain senses the lot of the prohibitionist is flot a happy one. lit

i~as worn Undying hate
To ai tha can intoxicate.-

and therefore can have no toierance in an), forai for that iniquity, the
"Licensed Liquor Traffic." He may be thankfui for every concession that

is nmade to his dcmands, but the substitution of a %Vine and Beer License
for an ordinary tavern iicense is flot such a concession as to make hi-m rcst
fromt agitation for the iarger mensure o! relief. This agitation brings bimi
of necessity into conflict with those who have a financial interest in uphoid-
ing the trafTlc. One of the saddest fecatures in connection witb this whole
exhibition license business bas .been the power of the liquor traffic and the
temtation o! the gain accnuing therefroin to sink the individuaiity o! men
prominent in church life and of pronounccd teniperance proclivities,
yet these men who would scorn, as individuais, to have any con-
nection with the liquor traffic; are found as memnbers of a corporate
body, praying that a liquor license may be issued to them, and wben
issued can sign a bond foi the duc observance of ail the conditions attached
thereto. Men and bretbren, tbtse things ought not to bc so. Can a foun
tain send forth both sweet water and bitierP Oh for more of the
spirit of cx-Govcrnor St.J ohn of Kansaswho,when warnied that bis adherence
to bis principles inigbt cost bim bis election as Governor, rcpiied, I can
afford to be not Governor of Kansas, I cannot afford to give up my princi-
pies."1 Gentlemen, men are to be judgcd by their deeds, not by their
-words. The betrayal of confidence by a friend is barder to be borne than
the open opposition o! an enemny. FIDES.

A RIJM SELLER'S STORY.

"I bave seen a man take bis first glass of liquor in my place who.tfter-
wazds filed a suicide's grave. 1 have seen inan afier mian, wealthy and
cducated, corne into iny place, wbo now cannot buy bis dipner." This was
the beginning of an addrcss by S. Stacy before the Cadets of Temperance,
rnere lads, ivbo sat clotbed in tbeir bright regalia of blue and rcd, in long
rows on the settees in Franklin Hall, in South Brooklyn, N. Y. The inect-
ing was held under the auspices of the Sons of Temperance, and it bad
been announced thant Mr. Stacy, baving given up his drinking place in
Sixth avenue, New York, would give bis personai experience. IlFor eleven
years I soid liquor," ho said, I had oneO of the handsomcst saloons in
New York. Some one said it was the best saloon in the city. If it was
the best, God heip tbe poorest. I can recaîl twenty customers, each wortb
from $xoo,ooo to $5co,ooo, and only two of tbem are now able to buy
dinners for tbemseives. To you, Cadets of Temperance, I would advise
that you rather take a glass of prussic acid than a glass of liquor. If )-ou
miust die, it is better to die at once. If a Gospel fricnd ever takes you by
the arm and seeks to restrain you from drinking, don't tumn and say to him,
'I1 know wbat I'nx doing. Bce kind cnough to mind your own business.'
've seen Young men stand rit my bar wiih this blue ribbon on the lapels of

their coats, drunk. 'No, no,' these young men %vould say, 'I've taken the
pledge, I'ni ohliged to you ail the same.' Thcy had no business there.
[Mýr. Stacy ra.ised bisNvoice.j ThIat ivas not there place. Liquor isat dead-
ly eninitywitb a blie ribbon. lPretty soon it would be 'XeI1, l'Il take a
glass of cider.' I kncw-I kncw-I kncw ivbat that glass of ci, ter nicant.
'The rumseiler is a good fellow. Hc is liberal with bis rnoney. He is
jovial. W'hcn a customcr cnters bis door, lie says .'HIello, Jobnny , whcre
have you been thcese two or tbrce days? But bc's calcuiating aIl the tine
how niuch xnoncy thc customer bas in bis pockct and bpw much o! it he-
can put into bis tilt. Ilc is a thief. He takes money for wvhich be gives
no benefis in return. In aIl mny eleven years bebind the bar 1 crin recalu
oniy one aigreeribie tbing. A young lady came and said : 'I wish you
wvould flot give father anytbing more to drink'. I laughed as rumselicrs
are accustorned to do in sucbi cases, but she .persisted, and, finaily I pro-

mnised I wouldn't let hini have a drink, I don't know what possessed nie,
but I proniiscd. When next the father cameï.n lie %walked up to the bar
smiling and said: 'WVeil, I guess l'il take a drink ' 'No, sir, flothere,' said
I. Wbat ?' said he. I repeated what I had said and also ordered mny
barkeeper neyer to let bîm have a drink on pain of dismîissal. TIhe result
was a quarrel, and I threw hirn out into the street. He was a smaller ian
than I. There was a struggle outside the door, but as ho rolled over the
curb at the edge o! the sidewalk he seemned to loso bis strengtb. Looking
Up to me hie said: 'Here I amn in the gutter, and turned out of a rumn shopl'
That man to-day is a meniber of Dr. Armitnge's churc."-G)rape Shot.

,« 1 HAVE DRUNK MY LAST GLASS."1

No, comnrades, 1 tbank you, not nny for me;
My last chain is riven-henceforward l'in free!
I will go to my home and my cbildrcn to-night,
With no fumes o! liquor their spirits to bligbt,
With tears in my eyes 1 have begged my poor wife
Tlo forgive me the wreck I have made o! ber life.
"I have neyer refused you before 1"' Let that pass;

For I've drunk my lnst glass, boys,
I have drunk my last glass !

Just look at me now f boys, in rags and disgrace,
%Vith my bieared, baggered eyes and my red, bloated face 1
,Mark my faitering step and my weak, palsied hand,
And the mark on niy brow that is wors.e than Cain's brand.
Sc my crownless oid bat, and my eibows and knees,
Alike warmed by the sun or chilled by te breeze.
WVhy, even the cbildren wvill boot as I pass;

But I've drunk my last glass, boys,
I bave drunk my last glass.

You would hardly believe, boys, to look rit nie now,
That a mother's soft hand was once pressed on my brow;
'['at she krssed me and blessed me, ber darling, ber pride,
Ere she lay down to rest by my dead father's side.
Yes, with love in ber eyes, she iooked rip to the sky,
Bidding me meet ber there ; then she whispercd, IlGo od-by."1
And l'Il do it, God belping ! Your smile 1 let piss;

For I've drunk my iast glass, boys,
I bave drunk my last glass.

Ah 11I reeied home iast night-it was not very late,
For I'd spent rny last sixpence, and landlords won't waît
On a fellow who's ieft every cent in their tili,
And bas pawned bis last bcd, their coffers to fIl.
Oh 1 the torments I feit, and the pangs I enduredf
And I begged for one glass-just one would bave curcd-
But tbey kicked me out doors 1 I let that, too, pass;

For I've drunk rny iast glass, boys,
1 bave drunk my last glass.

At bomne my pet Susie, so sweet and so fair,
I saw tbrough the window, just knecling in prayer;
Froin her pale, bony bands ber tom siceves were 'strung down,
White ber feet, coid and bare, sbrank beiteath ber sciant gown;
And she prayed-prayed for bread, just a poor crust of bread,
For one crust-on ber knees my pet dariing pledl
And I heard, with no penny to buy one, nIas I

But I've drunk my iast glass, boys,
1 have drunk my last glass.

For Susie, my darling, niy wee si\-year-oýld,
Thougb fainting with hunger and shivering witb cold,
'rhere on the bare floor, asked God to biess me 1
And she raid, "Don't cry, mamma! He will; foryou se
I believe wbat I ask for 1" Then sobered, I crept
Away from the house; and that ight when 1 siept,
Next niy beart lay the PLEDGE I You smile, let ît pasa;

For I'vc drunk my last glas, boys,
I bave drunl, my last glass.

My dariing child saved me I Herfriith and ber love
Are akin to xny derir sainted motberls above 1
I will make ber words true, or l'Il die in the race,
And sober l'Il go to my iast-resting.plrice;
And she shahl kncel there, andI wccping, thank God
No drunakard lies under the daisy.strewn sod 1
Not a drop more o! poison my lips shall e'er pass;

For I've drunk my iast glass, boys,
I have drunk mylast glass.

... LoisaS.Uplqnt.


