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title by universal cunsent b-cause of his religious professions.  He was not
remarkably goud, and by “no manncer of means” could he have b.en called
a bad man.  He had many most excedent trats of character that endeared
lum to his family and to the vural communicy in which hesived.  Ie “seta

good table,” the furiners sd, but it knew very few of what the denizens of

great cities cll luxuries.  Salt meats, occasionally a littde fresh meat when
he killed a calf, a sheep, a swine, or ox to sell, were found upon his table.
‘I'he smoking hot corn and the “mealy potatoes” were always present in
their scasun, tu say nothing of Indian bread and wheaten biscuit.  Enough
for all” was his motia, and his faithful spousc was equal 10 the duties of her
station.  Rum, gin. whiskey and brandy the deacon had left out of his sup-
plics more than twenty-five years since, but there was always present on the
tabic or on the she!f 2 model pischer filled with “gaod old cider” for him-
self, for his wurkmen and his numcerous callets.  Everybody in that vicinity
knew 1o things—the cider *was good” and there was always plenty of it
at hand. Why not? He had an abundance of apples, a cider-mill, and
wasn't it a great pity to have the apples wasted by rotting on the ground ?
And wasn't there an opportunity to seil what cider he had to spare?  And
didn't the income from hus sales of cider help lam to buy more land?

There had beon a wemperance meeting in the school house “hard by
the deacon’s” on the previous evening, which the deacon had attended, not
so much that he had an interest in thut movement, but because the minster
that spuke was of Ins persuasion and was thefefore a guest at his house,
The deacon was interested in the services.  Sinaing hymns, prayer, and a
Gospel sermon—only there wasn't any text—secured his atenuon and
made hun thizk.  The theme was “total abstinence from alcholic dsinks
the privilege ot Christian people.”

A privilege!  Yes, a great privilege, because neither health, labor, per-
sonal nor home comfor: demanded their use. And what a saving of
moncy, and uine, and health, and life cven, was cffected by it! It was
cconomical. “That held him.

A privilege!  Yes, because it enabled enc to be helpful to others in
many ways, but espeaially in the developuent of virtue, merality, and re-
ligion—esential clements a1 a geod character and useful Life. -

It was a help to the young as a safe example. It would save many a
youth from ruin to adopt such a conrse of life, and make him a blessing 10
the world as well as a servant of God.

It was helpful 10 those who had fallen viciims to appetiie, as it taught
them a better way and mvited them back to virtwe. It was a Christhke
virtue to live for othuss,

‘These was a nabler position for a Christian man to occupy than to be a
post against which drunkards leanied for suppiort.

In the same room with the deazon sat poor old “Jake,” besotted and
ruined by drink, listentsg intenily to thesc strange, yet sympathetic utter-
ances. It would be difficelt 10 tell which of the two wondered most at
what they keard.

It was urged that even in the use of cider, so common a beverage with
some good men, ihere was danger, cven ruin. Were there ot cider drun-
kards in cvery community > Was it 120t a privilege to arrest their steps and
save them - humanity and heaven?  Was it not a Christian duty as well?
“The deacon leaned forward to hear every word.

The pledze was offered at the close of thie service, but no onc taok it.
It was cvident that a number were anxious w0 do su, Yut none had ihe
Leroism 10 Le singular.

“I'he thinking did not stop, though the dim lights were extinguished in
that dirgy schoolroonm.  Even the quict old deacon was not°<:umposcd
when he had reposed in his arm-chair in the old kiichen, where for so many
yeass he had kept secluded from the outside werld.

“John, do you want 10 sign 1k pledgs 27 he asked of a fourteen-year-cld
orphan that hic had givan a place of shelier,

“1'd just as lict, il you wil,” promptly respondsd the grateful and
thoughifut boy.

After a short silence the deacon said @ * Do you know what it means to
sign the pledge, John 27

“Jt means that I sha'n’t drazwe any more cider for vou,” said the boy, in
akind and reverent mannes.  “*Ndither will we offer it 10 others {ar sheir
usc” was the sertence inthe pledge that had given the buy more trouble
than the part requiting personal abstinence.  Had he not been the Loy
whose Quiy ‘1 was 10 sce that the ciderpitchier was kept full in the house
and the jug (ol in the fickd?  Could be keep that pledge and retzin his
place in the oaly home opznto him in the wide warld?  Had nut drink
ruined and then kiled his unnatual pareats, and bheyueathed 10 him a
legacy af shame?  Was hie not a dsunkard child, withowt a friend in the
world outside of that famuly 2 Could he sign that ple'ge and bz turmed
out-doors o pillow his head on the cold ground and be a beggar and a
tramp tor life? N

A ncizhbor called at this moment and interrupicd this conversation
but the subject was not changed.  **T'wo misses,” he said, *“had 1alked lht;
matler over sinee the mectin s and, with the conseat of sheir paraus, had
conciuded 10 xign the pledge; if the lecturer would let himtake the
pledge hic would take it to thum and bring it back in the mornug.”

‘I'urning to the deacon, he said: “Old Jake says he'll take the pledge if
you will” ~We will not take the reader’s time to recount the thoughtful
conversation between 1t is ofd man and the minister who was his trmsient
guest—an carnest, practieal discussion of Cluis.ian efforg, extending far
into the mght, and followed by prayer for divine guidance and strength.

Moruing dawns biight-and beautitul. - The antumnal frosts have tinged
the foliage of the surroanding forests; the chestnut burrs are beginning to
opien; the squirrcls are beginning to gather their winter’s supply of food; the
chirp of the 1all cric kets, and the gathering of the birds at their accustomed
rendezvous before their wnnual migration to their Suuthemn home—all scem
to impress the mind with the necessity of seizing upon the present moment
to dv the work of life.

‘The table has been spread, ard the family have gathered to take
their morning meal cre the workmen go out to their harvest fields. The
pledge has been returned with the names of the two misses wrtten upon it
with a bold hand. ‘The deacon adjusts his spectacles, reads over the pledge,
calls for pen and ink, and boldiy, yet with a tremulous hand, writes his
name upon it ; then, passi~g both pen and pledge aczoss the table to his
wifc for her signature, says:—

‘1 DO THIS FOR OTHERS.”

For whom should he siga it, if not for others? Had he not reached
fousscore years? Could it be p »sible that in the winter o his life tls cup
could ruin mm?  ’he good hou-ewife, wurn and wrinkled with many years
of tal, aftived her name heaceath that of her hushand, and then wroie the
name of the orphan bay, to which he affived hismark, X. A young man in
s employ, twenty-one years of age, himself an orphan, followed their
cxample. That was a happy morning to the writer. It was an attestuion
of the power of truth over a human heart, when that truth was brought
into immediate contact with it.

It was the clusing up of onc of Satan’s stronz-holds in that community,
for the deacon's cider and the descon’s example had been profific of evil to
the bodies and souls of men. It was the inauguration of a new movement
in that community, tor that young man sccused the names of fourteen other
young men that he found 3t an auction sale that day. Cun any human
mind measure the resu t of that twemy-four hours of scrvice in one of the
most unptomising ficlds in our happy New England.—-Netivnal Zemper-
ance Advocate.

THE DRUNKARD'S WIFE.

MR. E. V. WILSCN,

In a hospital ward a woman lay

»ainfuliy gasping her lite away;
So bruised and beaten you scarce could trace
Womanhond's semblance in form or face,

et the hair that over she pitlow ralled
In a 1angled mass, was like threads of gold:
And nzver a sculpior in any laad
Moulded a duintzer foat or hand.

Said one who ministered to her need:

“*None but 2 coward could do this deed;

And what bitter hate must have nerved the arm
“I'hat a helpless ercature like th's could harm.”
Then the dim cyes, hazy with death’s cclipse,
Slowly unlorked, and the swolien lips
Murmzrd fantly: = He loves me well—

My hushand—"twas drink—be sure you tell
\When he vomes to himsclf—that 1 forgive;
Poor fel ow—for him—1 would like 10 live.”
A shudder, 2 moan. as the words were said
And a druakard's wifc on the couch lay dead.

Oh, fathers who hald vour daughters dear,
Somchudy's daughter is lying here

Oh, bro:hers of sisicrs, come and sce

What the faic of vour precious oncs may be;

Oh, man! however you lave your home,

Be tjalace or cotaze, "neath heaven’s blue dome,
Tnis demon of drink can enter in,

For lar strkes hands and bargat.s with sin.

You have legalized crime, you have the gold,
Now hand them over, the sans you sold—
Keep pushing them forward.  Diink. boys, drink?
Your fathers are paid for your souls, they think,
And in the great mart where mamnnm strives,
Cheapest of all thisgs are humaa lives.
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