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SONG 0F THE DRINK.

BY MRS. F. M. TERWILLIGER.

Witlî garmcnts fadcd and worn,
Witii eycs that with wveeping wverc rend,

A woman sat tii! the hours af mnorti,
Waiting his coming with dread.

Till the hicart is rcady to sink,
And stili in a sad, despairing tone,

Silo sang the song of the Drink.
"Drink 1 drink!1 drink!1

XVbile the suni is rising highi,
And drink!1 drink!1 drink!1

Till the stars are in the sky.
It is oh!I to be carricd in strife

Away by some barbarous band,
Rathcr than live, à drunkard's wife,

In the nîidst of this Christian land.
Drink ! drink!I drink 1
Till the brain is ail ori fire,

Drink!1 drink! drink!1
Till lie wallowvs in the mire.

Rum, and brandy, and gin,
Gin, and brandy, and rum,

ll down the gutter he falis asleop;
And I wait,-but he does flot corne.

0O men, enriched by the drink,
Mcn whose coffers are filling up,

Not drink alone are you dealing out,
But a skeleton in the cup.

You seli ! sel!!1 sel!
Tbough its victims dowvnward sink,

Svallowving at once, with a.double gulp,
GRiuM Di!-ATH, as well as a drink.

"But wbat is thére fearful in dcathi?
To me it would be a relief,

And botter far for uny little ones
Wcre thecir time on earth but bni.

They suifer with pinching cold,
They supperless go to bcd.

Ahi me!1 so mnuch for the father's drink,
And so littie for children's bread.

"Drink! drink! drink!1
The thirst is stili the samie.

And wvhat docs it cost? Anl aching head,
A wvcakencd trembling frame;

A comifortless home, where cowcning-forms
Shirink from his presence with fear;

A body dcbased, a pollutcd sou!,
And no liope the dark future to cheer.

"Drink!1 drink! d rink!1
Eachi day, and aIl day long.

To drink! drink!1 drink!1
A captive fast and strong.

Gin, and brandy, ptnd rum,
Rum, and brandy, and gin,

Til! the lieart is hardened, the reason bcdimmcnd,
And the conscience searcd to sin.

"Down!1 dovn ! dovn!
Withi none to pity or save,

Down!1 down!1 down 1
Into a drunkard's grave,

XVhile the busy, thioughitlcss wvorld
Goes wvhirling, flaunting by,

W7itli nover a thoughit of the sou! that's lost,
Or the-widowv's and orphani's'cry.

0O but to grasp once more
The h *and of, friendsbip swvcet,

To foc! again tÉat huian bearits

Witli symipathy cati beat.
O but once more to k-now

Th'le hiappiness I kncw
whieî the lighit of love wvas in bis cycs,

And his Ufart wvas brave and truc.

O but for once again,
*Tbat wvoIcoine voice to hecar,

Thiat used with kindly wvords to greet
I-is wvifo and childrcn dean.

Smilos and caressos thon w~ere ours,
But curses, io,' anid blowvs.

O the bitter lueé of a drunkard's wife,
No one but a drunkard's wifc knos."

\Vith garmnents fadcd and wvorn,
And eyes that %vith weep)ing werc roc!

A womnan sat the lîours of miorni,
\Vaiting bis caming withi dread,

\Vhilc the licart is ready ta sisnk,
And .5tili, wvith a sad, dcspairing moan,

(O that its desolate, licart-rending tone
Could rcachi and soiten cadi heant of stand )

Slie sang this Song of the Drink.
- The Mloriig and' Day of Refoe-.n.

110W THEY WERE RESCUED.

It %vas strange that threc men likec Captain Hllu, Mn. Hughes,
and Mr. 1-ooper, should have Christian %vives and lavely childron.

B3ut it wvas truc as strangç,Y. Althoughi the thrcc gentlemen
were very fond af t!îcir cups and very proud of thecir "«club," their
wives wverc %vise and lovablo womcn, dcvoted to tlieir respective
homes and bringing up their littie oiles in the way they should go.
The evening before New Year's Mr. Hughies bift bis bouse quite
canly for the club roam. J-e soon rcturned, boweven, on accauint of
a severe.licadache, wvhich unfitted him even for the so-called javs
of the club. His wife wvas ont and no anc at homo knew that hoe
had rturned. Entering thefrant doar by the aid ai a niglbt key,hoe thncw aside his caat;ind biat, wvent inta tlîe unlighted library alid
lay dawn upon the sait couch.

"lOhi 1 wvhat a wrctched headàcbie !" hoe inutter-cd.
Aiter a feu, moments hoe became very drawsy, and iii. spite ai

bis aching head lio soon slcpt, a fitinl sleep. l'rescnltly the sounld ai
swcet young vaices rcachcd bis ears, 'and apening bis cycs hoe saw,
thraughl the door ajan into the adjainling raami, threc young girls,
bis own swcet daughitcr Maud being anc ai themi.

IMamina is out, cloing sanie errands for the Newv Ycan, and
papa lias gone ta tlic 'club,' so wvc have the hanse aIl ta ourselves,"
Maud said, bustling abouit ta mako tbings casy, for lier gucsts.

"D)o yau likec tlie hanse ail ta yaurself? a-skod( Dora 1-looper,
a grieved look sprcading aver lier face as she glanced up.

"I very seldomn have it ta mnysclf. Mamma is almnost always at
home. I wisli I cauld say the saine af papa. Poor, dean papa ?
hoe nover spends anl cvening at home. I suppose hot cani't or lio
wauld. 1 wisli lie didn't bave ta wvork sa liard." Maud spoke
pityinigly.

IlWhy, doos your pap;i wark ovonings ?" asked Emmnia ial]' in
surprise. Il I tlioughit hoe always attended the ' club ' withi Mr.
Hooper and papa."

"l0f course there's wvhore lie goos ; but hoe xouldn't ga if e
didn't ]lave ta wvork there," Maud asscrted.

" O! I1 think yau're mnistaken," Emmia Hall said ; papa says
tlîey go tliene ta talk and -have a gaod time."

Il Perhaps your papa doos, but I dan't believe mine doos. I
askcd lîim once ta stay at home witli mammiia and me, and lic anl-
swered, IlIt isni't possible." P'm sure papa wauldin't stay away frain
homo just ta bave a goad time. Wlîy, hoe could blave a great dcal
botter time at homle. Its sa picasant liîcecveniigs, but we di
longfor papa ta bc wvitl us. Mamma alwvays looks the prettiest
Miecn evening camles. Slue sits b>' the table and sewvs, samectise
reads, but iii spite ai lier snilie, mnamia fieti féols sad, and I cati
sec tears in lier cycs. I thiink I know the reasrin, too. Mainnia
pulls ont a big chair cer>' evcintg and throws a dressing gowin
aven it, and puts papa's slippens beside it, andl I tliink silo hopes lic
will camne homo sanie niglit and use his-things; but lie nc-aer does."

IlOh, haw nice it would bc if aIl aur papas shauld -caine home
cvcnings. This is the last day ofi the aId yoar; pcrhaps tlicy wvill
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