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$7. 11 ; London, $69 ; Kincardine, $34 ; South Mait- a great, stout woman as you certainly are should be
land, $12 ; St. Catharines, $35 ; BellevilIè, $30.37 ; afraid of a 'wée mite' like your neighbour.1
Paris, $zo; Montreal Emmannuel, $206 25 ; New " Wefl, perhaps, if you could see hier and feel hier
Durham, $ 18.43 ; Noel, N. S., $1 5.52 ; Debt Fund, as 1 have dune, you would cali bier a strong mite. One
St. John, N. B., $5 ; Debt Fund, D. H. Burpee, $5. day lately she came in mny back dboor bringing a glass.

B. W. RoBERTSON, Treasurer. of liquor. She was drunk, and of course when 1 re-
________________________________________fused hier request to accept it, she was cquite angry, so,

TWENTX' VEARS AGO! angry that before 1 knew wbat she was about she-
threw the liquor in my face. Slie's a regular figbter

BY EARNEST GILMORE. when she's drunk, I can tell you.1"
And the fighting, degraded wvoman was my littie.

In the dear old library at home 1 used to sing that country acquaintance twenty years ago!
sweet, quaiîlt song, thinking at the time that it sureîy Twenty years ago 1 was attending school at a far-
belonged te old people, but 1 have changed my distant seminary. I visited at a beautiful and lovely
mind sinze then. I can say it now-"« twenty years home occasionally, a home where wealth and love
ago "-and stili1 I amn young. Twventy years ago, and waiked hand in hand, where peace and happiness and,
I, a happy young girl, rode very frequently along a 'intellect found an abiding place ; to-day, tbough an
beautiful country road to my fatber's miii and farm- only son's dissipation, the stately homnestead is in the
lands. He, mny father, wvas in business in our native ha nds of strangers, the fair and tasteful grounds are-
town, but hie neyer neglected to mnake a daily visit to trodden by unknown feet, wvhich but for the "cup"
the pretty lands in the suburbs. At that time, while would neyer have found entrance there. The sweet-
father iooked about the miii to see that ai] moved mother wvbo used ta reign is resting under the sum-
smoothly, 1 amused i-nysef playing with a fair, blue- mer flowers beside hier twvo fair daughters. Twenty
eyed girl of sweet disposition, a daughter of one of the years ago, in the same city just mentioned, a lovel'y
farm-hands. That, remen1îer, wvas twenty years ago. intellectual family rejoiced in their brave, growing
To-à~ay tbat fair girl is no more, but in hier place is a boys and girls ; to-day the dear, wvhite-haired father
dissipated, painted wvoman, a womnan who tarries long 15'i resting from ail his sorrow in his "hbouse not made
and frequently at the cup ? Could twenty years se witb bands "; the equaily dear and lovely mother is
change a character? Ahi yes ; îess time tlîan it failing rapidly, the sisters are mortified and broken-
takes to transform purity and sweetness into disgust- h earte!, the home broken and sorr3wful, because the
ing sensuaiity. To-day a faded, powdered, bold, eider brother, the father's hope and sisters' pride, ivent
painted woman walks the streets boldly wvhen sober, astray.
scolds and quarrels at home, yes, and fights fiercely, Twenty years ago, in that saine city, a bright, gifted
when drunk, who, twenty years ago p!ayed abou thde girl gi aduated, w-as soon al ter married to a liandsome,.
fair ineadois, made daisy-cbains, tossed the frag"rant winning man, wvho loved to tamper with the glass-
hay, laughied, sbouted, and smiled, a happy, pure- one of the extremely moderate drinkers ; to-day hie
hearted child. My house-cleaner-a vornian "'ho bas: is an outcast, and she a wvorn and wveary wvonaîî,
been in the habit of coming quite frequentiy togive i ploddingr a bard road, working at whatever she can
us house-servicesadtmesshbuid erefi~nd tobdo to get bread and clothes for bier little
wasbing- the windows: Twnyyer goocth bvemnioe .ta

" 1 had no dinner for rny husband when hie came Tet er gi h bv--etoe iy
homne yesterday.» pretty girl, only daughter of' a wvealtby gentleman,.

" No dinner! " said I, knowing lier general punc- danced and laugbed, and some years later stepped,
tuai habits. " No dinner ! bow 'vas that?"» over the tbreshold into wcnîanhood with bright anti-

" Because 1 was too much afraid to cook it." cipations ; to-day blasted hopes are ber portion, heavy.
I laugbed. IlAfraid of what ?" 1 questioned,-", 0f eyes and burdened heart make life bitter, oh ! so.

the ýfire.or. the dinner ? » bitter.
" Neither," sbe answvered, " but of the wvoran froin Twenty years ago a merry little girl, another only

the <ther part of the bouse : she was on a spree child, sang in sunny glee about a happy fireside ; to-
again, and 1 dared not step out of the door for wvood 'day slie is a cbanged and faded woraan, ber life seems
and water." to be existence only. Do you ask why? I answer

" For fear slie would invade the castle ?" 1 asked. because of moderate drinking-first moderate, after-
<'Yes, that was tbe reason, so I locked myself in. ward immoderate.

and when my husband came to dinnerbe called me a These are not pen-pictures, flot one of themi; they
'big goose.2" are drawn froni the lives of my own friends, true,,

And no wonder," laughed I, " the idea tbat such sadly true. -Naztional Tcm5berazcc Advocate.
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