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themselves as great lords the one to the other, and never before submitted

"to their chiefs any further than they chose to doso” ‘I'he Jesuits, 10w-

ever, had to be careful even in this good work. “There was real dangerthat
the thirsty Indians, if refused brandy by the French, would seek it from the
Dutch ar English of New York. e A *  *
After this it fared hard with the culprit caught in the act of selling brandy
to the Indians. He was led to the door of the church, where, kneeling on
the pavement, nartialy stripped, and bearing in his hand the penitential
torch, he recaved a good whipping. Bishop Laval not only discharged
against the offenders volleys of wholesale excommunication, but he made of
the offence “a reserved case "—that is, a case mn which the power of grant-
ing absolution should be reserved to himself alone.  “The brandy-seliers ap-
pealed to the King, who referred it in his tum to the fathers of the Sor-
bonne, who, after solemn discussion, pronounced the selling of brandy to
the Indians a mortal sin.  Alas?! Louis XIV. was no prohibitionist, and the
prayers and suggestions of the Jesuits were unheeled.  In alittle while the
colony was overrun with taverns.  Then it was ordained that no innkecper
should furnish fond or drink to any hired laborer or to any person residing
in the place where his inn was situated. It grieves us to learn how much
was done by the jesuit fathers to put down drinking and to feel that under
English rule the good work had to beall done over‘again.—Zemperance
Recerd.

AN ADDRESS.

BY REV. CHAKLES GARRETT.

There was a beautiful picture published at the close of the American
centennial.  The picture was full of bonny, brjght faces—a wonderful
varicty, and 2 varicty bzcause created by the Almighty, for God never re-
peats himse!f.  Every child in an original, and 1f that 1s lost there never is
and never will be another to take that child’s place.  And there they were
in their wonderful varicty, and I read across the bottom:  “\We are going
10 the niext centennial”  None of the growa up people will bz there, but
some of these will be there.  They were going to the next centenmial, and
that is true of the children around us to-day—they are going to be the
fathers and mothers, the future legistators, the future church members, the
future winisters. The future 1s within our grasp, if we are ozly wise
<nough 10 scize 1t oo . _

Somebody told me this week of 2 man working in connection with the
Band of Hoprc, and a iricnd said to him: ** Why do you spend your time
in talking t0 a lot of children? \Why not talk to the adults who can under-
standyou?” And the young fellow drew himself up, and said: “I am
talking to the ladics and gentlemen of the next generation.” Yes, what you
make the children, the future will be.  Neglect the children, and there will
be dishonor, take carc of the childicn and train them up in temperance and
Christianity, and there is a futurc before our country that no imagination
can conceive.  Thercfore, because of the impornance of the children, I 1e-
joice that there is such an organization as this to protect them from the
dangers to which they are exposed. 1 speak of danger to the children ;
and I ask you is there any utterance that arouses the interest and cmnclion
of any human being as Jhe declaration that a child 1sin danger? Nothing
wili arouse a crowd hike that I was down at Hull the other day ; the street
was busy ; it was near the time of a departure of a train ; the unfortunate
bridge that opens across the street was likely soon to be fluag up, and ua-
less the the intending passengers got specdily across they would miss the
train. Cabs and all sorts of conveyances were hurrying past, but suddenly
there was 2 ay—*The Boy!" Everybody stopped. They forgot there
was such a thing as a trin ; they forgot there was such a thing as the possi-
bility of missing it—and why? A poor ltle waif, runaing behind a gen-
tleman’s carriage, had missed his footing, and his little arm was caught ia
the spike, 2nd minister and merchant forgot cverything for the time save
that a child was in danger.  And when 2 fire is raging round a building,
what is it that kindles the enthusiasm of all tae crowd and nuke heroes of
everybody? Theary, “Thereis a child in the house,” and in 2 moment
every brave and true man fecls, * 1 will lay dowa my life, ba:the child shall
be saved.” .

Gentlemen, the children f our country ar¢ indanger. Ol would that
I could say words that would make every onz in this audience und:rstand
me.  The children of our couniry are in danger. Do you doubt it? Then
1 ask you for 2 moment ta look at those who were children with us—the
chiidren of the preseat geacrtion.  Where are they? Were they in no
danger? Turn over the tablets of your memory.  Ask for your old com-
panions.  Whzre are they?  Go and look in the graveyard ; tura over the
green turf.  Find the coffin lid, and there in hundreds, in thousands, aye,
in tens of thousands of instances you will find out that those who were boys
and girls when we were did not live out half their days.  What do you
tead there?  ** Died, aged 22,” ** Died, aged 235" “Died, aged 24." The
days of our years are three score and ten, but they did not live so long;
they are gone. Lt us look for some more of them.  Goto that wark-
house. There is a surging crowd waiting for relicf.  They were boys and

girls as bright and promising as any of us. Look at their faces. Look at
the dull and passionless lovk they bear, and at the rags they carry. They
were once bright and promising little children, but there they are at the
workhouse door. And turn across to the prison. There is the revolving
trcadmill.  Miscrable work! Look at those men in _their yellow-striped
dress. ‘They were once bright, bonny boys. And go down your street to-
night, and there you will find the outcast, and you draw up your skirts lest
the touch should be poltution. Yet even she was once the bonuy girl.
Once a mother blessed her, a father prayed for her. They were all as
bright as any of us, but now look at that surging mass. Picture their faces
if you can, and then turn round and look at these children behind ; and
turning from one to another is like turning from hell to heaven. Do you
sve it, gentlemen?  Look at that crowd at the workhouse, at the prison, at
the treadmill, at the Junatic asylum, and down in the graveyard, and then
look at these bright and bonny faces, and remember they were once like
these; and now I go with trembling, and I ask what hellish potion has
transmuted fair children into beings like that? Somcthing has done it.
God hasdone it.  Oh, no ! God says, “ It is not my will that one of thesc
should perish.” Then I ask, what has been the cause of this horrible trans-
mutation? I speak to them as they hustle at the workhouse door for a
night's lodzing. * How is it you arz here?” “ O, it's the drink that has
done ir.” I go to the man as he comes off the treadmill—I did do so—and
1 said, **How came you here?” 0, said he, ** I was once a scholar in
your schonl, but the drink has done it.”

1 speak to the pooar outcast on the street, as I did the other night, and
‘‘ how came you at this terrible work 2”  The tears stole down her young
face, a bright and bonny face, as she said, * O sir, the drink has done it.”
And then came the sad story—a story that might be written in blood. She
said, ** My father is a Wesleyan Methodist locai preacher and a classleader.
(She told me where he was). I was brought up a teetotaler. I went out
to a Sunday-school holiday and they took us into a public house.” O gen-
tlemen, when will you understand that where there s drink there is always
danger. 1 wish every one here could have szen that tear-bathed face, and
that quivering lip as the child said to me: * We went into the public house
and they gave me something to drink, Idon't know what, but,” she said,
“ 1 was insensible. I don’t know what happenced, and then in the moming
1 went home and we had family prayer. 1 knelt down with the 1est of the
children, and while father was praying I felt that I was staining them ail
1 <aid I cannottell them. 1 will leave them. They shall never hear of me
again, and fled from home. The drink has done it” Dragging her down
in her beauty, as well as the young man in his strength.  And so the an
swer comes 1n horrible monotony. “The drink has done it.” “The drink
has done it.” “‘The drink has donc it.” Nothing but the drink could
have done it.

tere is a house and the drainags is bad. A poisonousgasexudes. It
steals through all the house.  You hear your friends talking about it. The
drainage is bad. Oanc child sickens. Another dies The father says,
“ This is a scrious thing. I am losing my children. \What is the matter?”
Somcbody says, ¢ ¢ Why the dmainag: wants looking after. There is a
poisonous gas in the house,” ** Nonsense,” says the old man.  ** Poison,
indeed ! Slow poisan? I have lived in the house fifty years, and my grand-
father was a hundred when he dicd, and he lived here, and you say it is
poison, indeed. No, but I'll 1ell you whatI'itdo. I will have the house
new papered.” Vet they sicken. He says, “I will ge* them some new
clothes ;” he gats them new clothes, and yet the children sicken and die.
“We will gat them a new governess to see better after them,” and they
have it, and yet the children sicken and die.  He says, “I cannot wnder-
stand this.” Somebody says, * Is there riot an agent, a material agent at
work? is there not a poisonous gas in' the house 27 “Oh ! hesays, “1
have done everything” * No,.you have not.” ** What have I not done ?”
“ You have not removed the cause.  Remove the cause and the effect will .
cease. I do not object 0 your new paper, your new clothes, your new
gwemness (I hope you treated the old one well), I do not object to a prayer-
meeting, but I say thatso long as you keep the destructive agent in your
house you will have the destruction.  Remove the destructive agent and
your children are saved."—Alrning and day of Reform.

ot &itls and Lons.

“LOOKING OVER" MOTHER.

BY HOWE BENNING.

“ Going anywhere this vacation, Kate Mo [

“No, 1 did think I would go to the Catskills for a week and have
one good time *like folks." You know I never really did do anythin
Just for pleasure, but the stern needs of the coming winter I &inkg
will change my plans.” )




