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8ht <8ood of the (Drdtt.
Trail In Cod nn<l do Ihc Right.

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

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

Let the road be long and dreary, 
And its ending out of sight ;

Foot it bravely—strong or weary, 
Trust in God and do the right.

Perish “ policy ’’ and cunning, 
Perish all that fears the light ;

Whether losing, whether winning, 
Trust in God and do the right.

Clve me bark my 11 n«band !
( Reading. )

OT many years since, a young 
married couple from the far 

“ fast-anchored isle " sought our 
shores with the most ' sanguine 
anticipations of happiness and 
prosperity. They had begun to 
realize more than they had seen 
in the visions of hope, when, in 
an evil hour, the husband was 
tempted “ to look upon the wine 
when it is red,” and to taste of it 
“ when it giveth its colour in the 
cup." The charmer fastened 
round its victim all the serpent- 
spells of its sorcery, and he fell ; 
and at every step of his degrada
tion, from the man to the brute, 
and downward, a heart-string 
broke in the bosom of his com
panion.

Finally, with the last spark of 
hope flickering on the altar of 
her heart, she threaded her way 
into one of those shambles where 
man is made such a thing as the 
beasts of the field would bellow 
at. She pressed her way through 
the bacchanalian crowd who were 
revelling there in their own ruin. 
With her bosom full of “ that 
perilous stuff that preys upon the 
heart,” she stood before the 
plunderer of her husband's des
tiny, and exclaimed in tones ol 
startlir g anguish, “ Give me back 
my husband ! "

“ There’s your husband,” said 
the man, as he pointed towards 
the prostrate wretch.

“ That my husband ! What have 
you done to him 1 That my hus
band/ What have you done to 
that noble form that once, like 
th% great oak, held its protecting 
shade over the fragile vine that 
clung to it for support and shel
ter 1 That my husband! With 
what torpedo chill have you 
touched the sinews of that manly 
arm 1 What have you done to 
that once noble brow, which he 
wore high among his fellows, as 
if it bore the siqierscription of 
the Godhead 1 That my husband! 
What have you done to that eye, 
with which he was wont to look 
erect on heaven, and cue in his 
mirror the image of his God 1 
What Egyptian drug have you 
poured into his Veins, and turned 
the ambling fountains of the 
heart into black and burning 
pitch ? Give me back my hus
band! Undo your basilisk spells, 
and give me back the man that 
stood with me by the altar! ”

The ears of the rumseller, ever 
since the first demijohn of that 
burning liquid was opened upon 
our shores, have been saluted, at 
every stage of the traffic, with 
just such appeals as this. Such 
wives, such widows and mothers 
such fatherless children, as never 
mourned in Israel at the mas
sacre in Bethlehem, or at the 
burning of the temple, have cried 
in his ears, morning, night and 
evening, “ Give me back my hus
band! Give me back my boy ! Give 
me back my brother ! "

But has the rumseller been 
confounded or speechless at these 
appeals! No! not he. He could 
show his credentials at a mo
ment's notice with proud defiance. 
He always carries in his pocket 
a wiitten absolution for all he 
had done and could do in hi> 
work of destruction. He had 
bought a letter of indulgence—1 
mean a license !—a precious in
strument, signed and sealed by 
an authority stronger and more

respectable than the Pope’s. He 
confounded 1 Why, the whole 
artillery of civil power was ready 
to open in his defence and sup
port. Thus shielded by the law, 
he had nothing to fear from the 
enemies of his traffic. He htid 
the image and superscription of 
Ceesar on his credentials, and 
unto Cmsar he appealed, and unto 
Crnsar, too, his victims apjiealed, 
and appealed in vain.

The Unlit, of the Sons of Tempe inner.
( Dialogue.)

|To be performed by three little girl., repre
senting Lovb, Purity, and Futility, and 
wearing tireuses or sashes of the appro
priate colour*—the red, white, and blue — 
alio email erowne, and having a etar In 
the centre. 1

Love.

0 rum ! thou dark monitor, how gl-vrmy 
thy reign I

What team have been ahed o-.r thy 
millions of slain !

What hopes thou hast wrecked, what 
sad trophies won !

Thou hast slain the fond father and 
smitten the son.

PVBITY.

Thou hast entered the mansion, and 
hung it with gloom ;

Thou hast dug for bright genius a pre
mature tomb ;

The learned thou hast conquered, the 
gifted o’erthrown,

The eloquent stricken—claimed all as 
thine own.

Fidelity.

Bright homes thou hast darkened, and 
’neath thy sad tread

Our loved ones have fallen, and sleep 
with the dead ;

The husband, the father, the brother, 
the son,

Thy cup has destroyed—they have gone 
one by one.

Love.

I come from the councils of the blest, 
on a mission to the children of men. I 
visit the sick, lift up the fainting head, 
and cheer the failing heart. I watch 
by the bed side of the smZering, smooth 
the pillow of the dying, and whisper 
words of everlasting life. This is my 
mission. / am Love.

Purity.

I show the sons of men how to bo 
spotless in heart and life ; for in that


