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CANADA TEMPE

RANCE ADVOCATE.

as gentlemen, that we will not, hereafter, drink any spirit,
wine, malt liquor, or cider, unless in sickness, and under the
prescription of a physician.??

Jarvis tork the pan in his hand, that trembled so he conld
scarcely make a straight mark on paper, and enrolled bhis
name among the hundreds of those who, like him, hai re-
solved to be men once more. This done, he laid down the
quarter of a dollar which he had obrained from his wife, the
admission fee required of all who joined the Society, *  As
he turned from the tradesman’s store, his step was firmer,
and his head more erect than, in a sober state, he had car-
ried it for many a day.

From thence he procceded to a hatter’s shop.

«Well, Jarvis,” was uttered in rather a cool repulsive
tone, as he entered.

¢ Are you in want of & journeyman, }r. Warren 27

s don’t want you, Jaivis??

¢« 1f you will give me work, I will never get ¢runk again,
Mr. Warren.” .

# You're said that too many times, Jarvis. The last time
you went off when ! was hurried with work, and caused me
to disappoint a cust. nev, I determined never to have any-
thing more to do with you [?

“ But Il never disappoint you again,’’ urged the poor
man earnestly.

¢ {t’s no use for you to talk to me, Jarvis, You and 1are
done with each other. 1 have made up my mind never again
to have a man in my shop who drinks rum.”

¢ But Pve joined the Temyperance Society, Mr. Warren.”

¢« [ don’t cave if you have ; in two weeks you’ll be lying
in the gutter.”

“Pit never drink liguor again, if I die ! Jarvis said
solemnly.

¢ Look here, you drunken vagabond,” the master hatter
said, in angry tones, coming from behind the counter, and
standing in {ront of the individual he was addressing—<- if
you are not out of this shop in two minutes by the watch,
Il kick you iato the street!  So there now—take your
choice to go out or be kicked out.”

Jarvis turned sadly asvay without a reply, and passed ont
of the door through which he had entered with a heart fuil
of hope, now pained and almost ready to recede from his ear-
nest resointion and pledge to becoine a sober man, and a bet-
ter hushand and father. He felt uticrly discouraged. As
he walked slawly along the street, the fumes of a cofiee
house which he was passing, unconsciously struck upon his
sense, and immediately came an almost overpowering desire
for his accustomed potation. He paused.

« Now that I try to reform, they turn against me,’” he said
bitterly. ¢ It is no use, I am gone past hope.”

One step was taken towards the tavern door, when it
seemed as 1f a strong hand held him back. ¢« No—no,” he
murmured, I have taken the pledge, and I wiil stand by
ity if I die)”

Then moving resolutely ontward, he soon found himsell
near the door of another batter’s shop. Hope again kindled
op in his bosom, and he entered.

¢ Don’t you want & hand, Mr. Mason ?? he asked in a
hesitating tone.

¢ Not a d:runken one, Jarvis,” was the repuisive answer.

« Bnt D’ve reformed, Mr. Mason.”

¢« So I should think from your looks.”?

« But, indeed, Mr. Mason, I have quit drinking, and taken
the pledge—?

¢ To break it in three days; perhaps three hours.”

« Won’t you give me work, Mr. Mason, if I promise to
be sober 27

* We believe the custom of requiring an admismion foe is con-
filned to America, the scene of this narrative, No such feo 18
demanded in England.—(E. R. Ty Neither is such a fee re.
quired by tho Montseal Temperance Socioty.~(Ep. T. A.)
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¢ No. For I would not give a copper for your ptomisv:s;.”f
. " - ) . |

Poor Jarvis turned away. Vhen ﬁe bad placed his hand
1o the pledge, he dicamed not of these repulses and difficyl- |
ties. Hle was a good workmar, and he thonght thatany ope |
of Lid oid employers would be ulad to get him back gain, |
s0 su a as they learned of his having signed the total absti- |
nence pledge.  Dut he had so often promised ameadment, |
and so often broken his promise and disappointed them, that .
they had fost all confidence in him ; at Jeast the two 1o whom
he had, thus far, inade application. !

After Yeaving the shop of Mr. Mason, Jarvis seemed alto-:
gether irresolute.  He would walk on a few steps, and then
pause te commune with troubled and bewildered thoughts,

¢l will try Lankford,” he said, at length, half aloud;y
« he will give me work, surely.” A brisk walk of some ten!
minutes brought him to the door of a small hatters shop, in !
retired street.  Behind the counter of this shop stood an old
man, busily enguged in ironing a hat.  There was something
henevolent in his conntenance and manner. AsJarvis entered,
he looked up, and a shade passed quickly over his face.

¢ Good morning, Mr. Lankford,” Jarvis said, bowing,
with something like timidity and shame in his maunner.

« Are you not afraid to coine here, John 2?2 replied the old.
man stenly. i

« 1 am ashamed to come, but not afraid. You will not
harm me, I know.” |

« Don’t trust to thaty, John.  Did you not steal—aye, that
is the word—did yon not stcal from me the last time [ em-
ployed you?™ The old man in manner was stern and ener-

etic.
e I was so wicked as to take a eouple of skins, Mr. Lank-
ford, tiut ¥ 81l very wrong, and am willing to repay you for
them, if you will give me wotk. I was inliquos when 1 did
it, and when in liguor I have no distincl censcionsness of the
evil of any action.>

¢ (ive you watk, indeed !
another chance to rob me.”

«But 1 will not get diunk any more ; and you krow, M
T.ankford, that while I was a sober man, and worked for yon,
[ never wronged you out of a sixpence worth.”

« Won’t get drunk any more! Ah, John, I have lived
too long in the world, and have seen too much, to heed such
prowmises.”

« But [am in earnest, Mr. Lankford.
this moming.”

¢ You ! 'in a tone of surprise,

“Yes, I signed it.??

« Ah, John,™ after a pause, and shaking his head increco-
lously, ¢ I cannot credit your word, and [ am sorry for it

< [f T have signed the pledge, and I am really determined
to be a reformed man, will you give me work, Mr. Lankford?”

The old man thought for a few moments, and then saif,
haif sorrowfully, ¢ I am afraid of you, John. You are sud
an old offender on the score of drunkenness, that I have m)
canfidence in your power fo keep the pledge.”

¢¢'Then what shall I do?’? the poor wretch exclaimed, 2
tones that made the heart of the old man thrill—for natureasd
pathos were in them. ¢ Now that I am trying in eamestls
do better, no one will give me a word of enconragement, ¢
a helping hand. Heaven hefp me ! for I am forsaken of man.”

¢ Have you been to see Warren 2°? asked the old man.

¢ Yes, and he threatened to kick-me out of his shop.”
< Mason wants & hand, [ know. He will no doubt be gl
to employ you.”

¢« Pve tried him, but he will not give me work.”?

Mr. Lankford stood thoughtful and irresolute for sor
moments, He pitied, from his heart, the poor creature wh
thus importuned so earnestly for wotk, and whose tremblin
hand indicated that he had forborne, at least for a time, hi
accustomed stimulus.  But he did not wish to have him}
i his shop, for he had no confidence inhim. At length he sa
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O no, John, [ cannot give you

1 signed the pledg




