May 19, 1905.

‘Quit Ye Like Men.’

Courage, brother! do not stumble,
Though thy path be dark as night;

There’s a star to guide the humble;
Trust in God and do the right.

Let the road be rough and dreary,
And its end far out of sight;
Foot it bravely, strong or weary,
Trust in God and do the right.

Perish policy and cunning,
Perish all that fear the light;
Whether losing, whether winning,
Trust in God and do the right.

Trust no party, sect, or faction,
Trust no leaders in the fight;

But in every word and action,
Trust in God and do the right,

These inspiring words were written by the
late Rev. Dr. Norman McLeod, of Glasgow, on
the text ‘Quit ye like men’ What a stimu-
lus their rousing ring should give in the dis-
charge of every duty alike in the phlegma-
tic, the desponding and the despairing,

Ruined : A Wife’s Stofy.

(Concluded.)

Shall I ever forget the day when he first
found out that I drank? He came in un-
“expectedly that afternoon. I was staying
jn with baby;
his teeth, but he fell asleep, poor lamb, as soon
as I had fed him. And there I sat, with the
child in my lap, beside the fire, and sipped,
and sipped, and sipped, till everything about
me got hazy. I forgot the baby, and forgot
that I was not dressed for afternoon, and that
I was expecting callers; I forget everything,
and I think I must have been nearly asleep,
for Bob told me afterwards that he came in
just in time to save the baby from rolling
off my lap into the fire.

I remember hearing him ery out, and I have
some sort of recoliection of his laying me on
the sofa, and when I came to myself, hours
after, he stood looking down at me with a
look I can never forget—never! He didn’t say
a word, but there were tears in his eyes. Then
I cried, too, for we women are sure to get hys-
terical over everything. But mine were only
maudlin tears; they didp’t flow from real peni-
tence or sorrow. No; I was only ashamed of
being found out, and a bit afraid of what Bob
might say. :

He was very patient and forbearing with me
‘even then, but I can see plainly now that his
heart was broken. From that hour he grew
old and haggard and grey. :

“He begged me to sign the pledge, but I could
not bring myself to it. I reminded him that
the doctor had ordered me drink twice a day,
but I promised to keep strictly to the pres-
cribed allowance. But again and again and
again the appetite got the better of me, till
Bob was nearly desperate.

Then he declared that he would cut off the
supplies, and would not have any drink brought

- into the house even for visitors. But I was
-angry, and sulked and fumed, and refused to
- entertain even his own intimate friends if he
carried his restrictions to such a length. And
so I won my way again—as I always did. I
piled a heavier weight on my husband’s shoul-
- ders than he was able to bear. I caused him
constant anxiety night and day, and to all his
entreaties, his reasoning, his prayers, I only
- ade spurious promises of amendment,
~ Will you believe, neighbor, that when the
- crash came and Bob told me that we were
- tuined, my first thought was: How was I go-
ing to get my drink? To such depths of self-
ishness had I descended. =
X 8r

- You could never understand what I si
when the bottles and casks all ran empty, and
ob gave me orders that mo more were to be
ught inside the doors.
‘The girls had ail been dismissed except the

e was ailing and fretful with .
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little nurse-girl, and I dared not send her for
drink, for I knew she would tell. Shame, and
fear of Bob’s anger, kept me from sending the
children, so I went out myself.

It was only the other day, but it seems like
years.

I went right away, almost to the other end
of the town; and there I drank away a good
part of the little money that Bob had given
me for housekeeping, begging me to use it
carefully.

I don’t remember leaving, but I have a re-
collection of someone coming forward and ask-
ing me if he could assist me in crossing the
street. It was Dr. Corman, our minister. He
was afraid of my getting taken up, and hur-
ried me off to Bob’s office, because it was near-
er than here. I stayed there till my husband
was ready, and then he brought me home. - it
was the last walk we took together, and I
shall never lean on that arm again,

Do you wonder that God has called him? He
saw how unworthy I was of a pure, faithful
love like Bob’s; how I repaid the sacrifice of
his brave, true life.

Dr. Corman says there is hope for me yet,
but I know that this stony weight of remorse
can never be wholly lifted.

When Bob is taken away, kinds friends are
going to send me to a retreat, and the dear
children will go to Bob’s mother. It is my only
chance. I am so weak I could not resist the
drink even now if it were placed within my
reach.

Bob asked me once to go away to one of the
inebriate homes, but I scouted the idea. I am
humbled now; I dare not refuse it any longer.
There are the children—Bob’s legacy to me.
For their sakes I must do what I refused to do
for his. But, oh! how the prospect appals me!
How I shrink from the terrible fight that hus
to come. It seems to me it would be easier to
face death than the life that lies before me
now. 5

Oh! neighbor, if you moderate drinkers could
but once feel this awful craving, this over-
whelming temptation, I don’t think you would
look down on us who have gone astray with
such scornful eyes.

It 1S 80 easy to slide down the hill; so hard
to climb it again. It needs no strength to
weave habits into chains, but it needs a super-
hu‘man strength to break them. Remember
this, neighbor, and tell it where you go—es-
pegtally at t!_lose tables where the decanters
shine so prettily, and the different colors spar-
kle in the dainty glasses, and the hostess’s
eyes sparkle with pride and admiration as ghe
views her well-spread table. Tell her that a
serpent lurks in every glass as truly as when
Solomon detected his trial there, and his fangs
will surely be fastened in the -ife of those who
yield to his fascinations,

This is to be my life work—should God spare
me—to warn others of the pit into which I
yave fallen; to save other women from plung-
ing themselves into the gulf of ruin in which
I have wrecked Bob’s life and mine. For Dr.
Corman says that even in our town there are
scores of houses—respectable, like ours—in
which this self-same tragedy is going on every
day. God help us all, if this be true,

There, you have heard my story, and you
cannot tell me now that I am guiltless. When
you hear others pitying me, you will know that
the keenest sting of my sorrow is the know-
ledge that my own hands pressed into the cup
its bitterest dregs.—‘The Alliance News.
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He went up as he was wont, to the Mount of
Olives'—
‘Master! it is good to be,
High on the mountain here with Thee,
Here in an ampler, purer air,
Above the stir of teil and care,’

. A Bagster Bible Free.

Send three new subscriptions to the ‘North-
ern Messenger’ at forty cents each for ome
year, and receive a nice Bagster Bible, bound
in black pebbled cloth with red edges, suit-
able for Sabbath or Day SchooL Postage ex-
tra for Mortreal and suburbs or foreign coun-

i United States an enden-
gle:;' :Ixsc:péiegat"siitsii: and ‘}rg’:ng?p Trans-
vaal, Bermuda, Barbadoes, British Honduras,
‘Ceylon, Gambia, Sarawak, Bahama Islands,
~and Zanzibar. No extra charge for postage in
the countries named. s
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_ HOUSEHOLD.

The Earth’s Awakening,
(Lizzie Kings, in ‘Cottager and Artisan.’)

Under her blanket all snowy white,
0ld Mother Earth lay a-dreaming,
Then Spring passed by, with her smile s0
bright, v
And Sun through the bare irses gleaming. .

The sinbeams played on the Earth’s brown
breast,
And peeped in the shady places.
Till she roused her up from her winter rest,
To smile In their merry faces,

She robed herself in her gown of green,
With buttercups ’broidered on it,

And pussy-cat tails, with silver sheen,
She wore on her new spring bonnet.

Mild daisies bowel at her royal feet
To the mugsic of bluebells ringing,

And little wood violets, shy and sweet,
Came, their offering of perfume bringing,

Cur brave old mother! with regal mien,
She lifted her stately head,
And rose once more—every inch a queen,
From the winter past and dead.
* # # * * * * *
So may we rise when our winter’s done,
Our secason of storm and stress,
Ciothed in th: grace that God gives alone—
‘The beauty of holiness.
bt e

[For the ‘Messenger.’
Some Troublesome Stains.

As the busy mother turns out her chestful
of last summer’s dresses to see which can be
worn again by the ever-growing owners, which
riust be ‘passed down the line, and which are
good only for repairs elsewhere, visions of
summer laundering, and ugly stains come to
mind. For children will sit on the grass, must
do so, of course, and grass stains will surely
kave to be reckoned with. Blood stains, too,
are another trouble; for when Tommy’s nose
does bleed, it always seems to choose a time
when he has his best white blouse on or his
new linen sait. As for the thorn-pricks, and
scratches inevitable on a day’s picnicking,
while they may be bravely borne by lads and
lasses, they are apt to leave their mark in
spots and smears, that are the despair of the
busy mother, who, with all her care, finds some
‘0i them only when they come from the wash,
hopelesaly set by the hot water.

It is said that for grass stains, a simple -
treatment, always practicable, is to put the
stained part in cream of tartar and water, be-
fcre immersing the garment in the soap-suds.
‘Another method claimed to be efficacious is to
wet with coaloil instead of the selution of cream -
of tartar. Still another laundress says the
desired effect is preduced by sponging the spot
with alcohol before putting into the regular
wash. >

As to the blood stains, even inexperienced
housekeepers know that if these have not yet
been wet they can be removed by first wash-
ing in cold water; but I have found this very
troublesome aad tedious, especially when the
stain has been made some days. I find no-
thing better than to touch each spot with coal-
oil and then wash out at once in warm soap-
suds, when the spot comes out like magic.
leaving none of that pink tinge that the cold
water process does. Ammonia is, of eourse,
capital for blood stains used just like the coal-
oil, but would take out the pattern from cer-
tain colored prints. Even for white things it
is not better than coaloil, is dearer, and not
s¢ likely to be on hand when wanted.

However, it certainly should have a place in
one’'s emergency cupboard, for there are times
when ammonia will be used where coaloil could
not do at all. I remember a young friend tell-
ing me that on the eve of starting on a long
journey, their horse bolted and, in stopping it
- , : o oer—

QOils Cure Cancer,

All forms of cancer or tumor, internal’ or ex-
ternal, cured by soothing, balmy oil, and with-
out pain or disfigurement. No experiment, but
successfully used for ‘ten years. Write to the home
office or the originato: for free book—Dr. D. M.
Bye Co., Drawer 505, Incianapolis, Ind.




