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LEAVE THE LIQUOR ALONE.

I'm anxious ta tell you a bit ofrny mind,
If it won't put you eut of the way;

For 1 feel very certain you'll cacbi of you find
Thcre's îvisdom in wvlat I wotild say.

Wc'vc rnaxirns and morals cnougli and te spare,
But I liave got one of rny own

That liclps me te prosper and laugli nt duit care;
It's leave tlîc liquor atone.

Leave the liquor atone, rny lads,
Leave the liquor atone;

If you'd-iwin succcss and escape distrcss,
Leave the liquor atonie.

To avoid neglect and te ivin respect
Lcave the liquor alone.

The brewcr can ride in a coachi and pair,
Tlic Urinker must trudgc on the road ;

One geLs tbrough the world with a jaunty air,
The other bends under a tond.

The brewer gets ail the beef, rny lads,
And thc drinker picks the bone;

If you'd have your shiare of goed tbings, take care
And Icave the liquer atone.

Leave the liquor atone, rny lads,
Leave the liquor atone;

You'll cnjoy good hicalth, and you'll gain in îvcaltb,
If you ]cave the liquer atone.

A man full of malt isn't wortli bis saIt
Leave the liquor atone.

The drinker is ready te own at last
He playcd but a losing gaine ;

Hew glad ivould, lie bc te recaîl tbc past
AnU carni 1dm a nobler namne1

Don't reach oId age wvith this vain regret
For a time that's past and gene ;

You may ivin a goed prize in lifc's lottcr yct
If you'll leave the liquor atone.

Leave the liquor atone, rny lads,
Leave the liquer alone;

You'll find sortie day it's the safest îvay
Ta Icave the liquor atone.

Resoive like men net te toucb again;
Leave tbc liquor atone.

- Youth/'s Tcmiperance Banner.

FLORENCE NIGHTINGALE.

Wbcn Uic cclcbratcd phiilanthropiet, Florence Nightingale. uvas
a littie girl and living in Derbyshîire, everybody %vas struck with lier
thougbtfulness for people and animaIs. She even made fricnds
îvith the sby squirrels. Wlien persans %vere ili sbc îvauld bclp
nurse thcm, savir.g nice tlîings frorn lier awnvr inals for tbcrn.

There lived necar the village an aId slicpherd narne Reger, îvbe
baU a favorite slcecp-dog callcU Cap. Thîis Uog %vas the oid man's
only camp iein, lielped him in laoking after the fleck by day, and
keot blini conipany nt ni-lit. Cap ivas a vcry sensible Uog, anîd
kcýt the sbecp in sucli good order that tic savcd his master a deal
of trouble.

One day Florence ivas riding out wvitlî a fricnd, and sa\v the
shepherd giving the slep tlîcir niglît fecd ; but Cap ivas net thcre,
and the shep kncwv it, for thcy ivere scanu pcring about in al]
directions. Flerence and lier fricnd stapped te ask Radgcr whiv bie
wvas sad, and wvbat baUd becoine af lus Ueg.

IlOb," be replicd, "'Cap ivill never bc of any mare uise ta nie;
l'Il bave te bang him, poor fcllew, as soon as I go home ta-nigbt."

<' Hang bim !" said Florence. "«Oh, Rager! bau' wicked af yau.
Wbat lias poor aid Cap donc ?"

*Hc bas donc notliingZ," replicd Rager, "lbut hc will nevcr bc of
any mare use te me, and ,I cannet afford te kcep bim. One of the
miscbicvaus schoal beys tbrewv a stone at lîim yesterday and brake
anc of bis lcgs-." And the olU shepherd îvipcd away the tears;
wvhich fillcd bis eyes "lVoor Cap 1" tic salU, he Lv a% kneîving
as a humnan bcing."'

"But arc you sure hîs leg is broken ?" asked Florence.
Oh ycs, miss, it is breken, sure cnougi lihe lias net put bis foot

to the ground since."
Mien Florence and bier fricnd rode on. "Wc will go and sec

poor Cap," said the gentleman.
" Oh. if you could but cure bim, how glad Rogcr would be!"

cxclaimced Florence. -
Whcn thcy got to the cottage the poor deg lay therc on the

bare brick floor, bis bair disbevelled and bis eyces sparkling with
anger at the intruders. But wbcen the little girl calleci Ilir "poor
Cap" IIle grew pacificd, and began to îvag bis short taitl; tlien lie
crept frorn undcr the table and lay downl at bier fcct. Slhe took,
beld of one of bis paws, pattcd bis rougli bcad, and talkcd to bim
white the gentleman examined the injured keg. Lt was badly
swollcn, and hurt hirn vcr), rnuch to have it cxanined ; but the dog
kncw it wvas meant kindly, and thougi lie moaned and wvinced with
pain, lie licked tic bands that wvere biurting birn.

'«It's only a bad bruise; ne bones are broken," said the gentle-
man ; Il rest is ail Cap nccds ; hc will seon bc wcll again."

diJ arn se glad 1" exclairncd Florence. IlBut can wc do nothing
for him ? He secmcd in sucb pain."

IPlenty of bot watcr to fornent thc part would both case and
bclp te cure bim."

"Weil then," s aid littie Florence, IlI will fomcent Cap's lcg."
Florence lightcd the fire, toec urp an old flannel petticoat into

strips, wvbicb she wrung out in blot water and laid on the poor îlog's
bruise. It was nçàt long befere he began te (cet the beriefit of the
application, aund to show bis gratitude in looks and wagging bis
tail. The next merning Florence ivas up carly te sec Cap. Two
or tlirec days later, îw'1cn Florencc and lier fricnds wcre riding
togcther, thcy carne up te Roger and hlis shicep. Cap n'as tbec
too, watching the sbcep. XVben tie bcard the voice of thé little girl
bis tail îvaggcd and blis eyes sparkled.

IDo look ait thc dog, miss," said thc shephecrd, Ilble is se plcascd
te bear your voice. But for you I would hlave hangcd the best dog
1 cvci bad in my lire."

This is quite a truc stary. It happencd înany ycirs ago, and is
now teld with picasure of tbat lady wbo, in later years, grew up te
bc tbe kind, brave woman, w'ho nursed se many soldiers through
tht Crimean \Var, and bas dont so niany othtr Il.ings for the poer
and suffcring îvberevcr slie could.-Shang/:ai Tcmpeiance Union.

I DON'T CARE.

A TRUE ENCIDENT.

"I don't car-e what rny têachcer says! 1 arn geing to as many
ivinc parties as 1 plcaLse," exclairncd 'Mattie Gibbs te a group of
schoolmates.

l'Ner I, cither," ecbioed another. " Sliemay talk and t.ilk,and
it'll neyer de pne aly gaed."

IlAnd I dan't care îvbat aid Simpson says about becr and
tobacce," added Tom joncs. "He migbt as wcll net have any
Sunday-scboei for ail thc good it does me. I amn Coing te de as I
please.",

I don'! cizre," rcpeated Mattie, wicn lier mother wisi-îed te kep
bier from bad company ; IlI can't stay coopcd up likec an old
ivernan ; 1 likc fun, and 1 arn going te have it."

Il Who is dead ?" askcd olconcigbibor of anothicr, al fcw ycars
latcr.

Itls Mrs. joncs. Shc uscd te bc Mattic Gibbs, yeu know.
loor thing! she's lind a liard life cf it sincc shc inarricd Trom joncs.
He spent ]lis moncy for drink, white luis ivife and children lookcd

lik bggrs Ile uscd tebeat bis wvifccrucily, whcn drunk. lcor
Mattie!i shc dieU at tliirty, a brokeii-hcaried wnaz

W, lien young people doiît cape what l<ind of habits tlîcy formi or
what sert of campanyv thcy kcrp, thecir lives ivilI bc prctty surc te
cerne te a miscrable cnd.-Roy-al Road

HIS CHOICE

Young me.n sometiines snecr lit watcr as a bevcragc. "Watcr
is gaod for wasbing," says one, "but for a stcady drink give me
lagcr 1"I neyer astonish my stemachi îith a glass of,.%vter," -çays
another, "if I can gct iii te drink.. .. %\ater ? Watcr ? Ali, ycs,
1 think 1've hcardl that sonc people drink it 1" rcma.rks a third.
V'crhaps the following story, publisbied i i th dcr :nay instruct
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