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STORY OF A WICKED LIFE.

BY THE REV. CANON ELLISON, M, &,
CHAPLAIN TO THE QUEEN; ClHLAIR-
MAN OF CET.8,

{In the year 1877, the body of a young
i, about twenty yeurs of age, was
found in the Mersey, at Liverpool,  He
was well dressed, evidently one of a
well-to-du elnsses,  There was no clue
to hes adentity, but in his poeset o
paper was fonnd with these words
written on it

 Lat e rot!—I have good friends,
have had good frieads, bt am now o
miserable  sinner—not o fething,
Everything has been done to make my
a useful citizen of the world, but. 1 have
whused  everybody’s confidence,  Let
me perish ] God be weveiful to me a
sinner!  Nothing will be found on me
to show who I am, but I ght have
been i very eomnfortable position all
the days of my lite, if it were not foe
demh.  This aceursed stalf hag led me
to commit suicide.”

The repart of the inquest went the
round of the press.  In less than two
monchs the cotoner  teceived  more
than 200 applications from parents in
different. parts of the country, asking
for particulirs—such as height, color
of hair, ete, =200, that. is, who had sons,
Tost to then, and to whom the descrip-
tion in the papas might have applied.)

Lot me rot 1 tis all ' it for!
Not in consecerated grave,

Where Chiistian men, whom mourners

weoep for,
Their resting place and burial have
Bat down anud <t the silent waters,
Davk sund deep as my vemotse,
Away from wandering eyes, furgotten,
Let we lie » nameless corse.

“let me rot!” Twas not so always!
1 was once a hiappy boy,

Strong, courageous, hopetal, trathful,
A futhers pride, aoother™s joy o

And I had visions, like my pliaymates,
Of a fature yet to conne,

When | perchance shouid gather vonnd

me

The Wessings of o Christian hote.

And I had friends:—one friend who
Fave me
The laveof hee young teusting heart;
Friends to heip, oad feends to save me,
If 1, poor fool ! had done iy part.
Where ue they now? Al wll bave
left nse,
As, yreldmg to the cursed deink,
Step by step it has bereft, e
Of prospeets reason, power to think,

* Lot me perishi!™ none will miss me,
None will seek toknow my end ¢

Noanather's hps woald care to Riss e, |

Nu weeping eyes would o'er wie bend,
Lot e perish 1" Fiends are round

me,
Mocking, beckoning, aging on,
They have tempted, fast have bound
e,
Now they claim me for their own,

s Lot me vot ! but O, my brothers,
You who hold your hives 1o hand,

By yaur love for fathers, mothers,
By your love for futherland

By the Nume of Hin who bought you, '

Al who now yourservice chums
By the holy book taast taught you
Not to live for selfish aims 3

!
Up and drive the drink fiend from you, !

Dash his poison from your hip:

Ye are frecmen—free your country
From his desolating gtip

Lot e perish 1"—hut let athers,
Musing on this shipwreched hfe,

Tahke arms, and ook for no disch.eges
In their righteous, tife-long strife,

*“YOU CAN'T COME IN, SIR."

If you would not be a drunkard
You must not drink a drop 3

For if yout never should begin
You'll never have to stop,

The taste of drink, good people say.
Is hard in driving out :

Then, friends, in letting in that taste,
Why ! what are you about ?

Out of your house to keep a thief
You shut vour door and lock it,

And hang the key npon a nail
Or put it in your pocket.

80, lest. King Rum within you should
His horeid rule bewin, sir,
Just shut your lips and lock them tight,
And say You can't come in, sir,”
—Dominion Churchman.

£, S, Chronicle.

THE CAMP FIRE.
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TWO SCENES.

Beautiful night, the moon's clear light
Streams in through casement fair;
Wines vuddy glow and plenteons flow,
I ent glase, vich and e,

A happy throng, glud buests of song;
Perfume of flowers sweet s

A blushing bride, npd at her ssde
The tread of manly feet.

A stilly cold night, the moon's pade light
P Shines down'on ice and snow
|'l‘lnuugh trees so bare the frosty air
11, Makes moaning sad and low,
Requiem sang, in anknown tongne,
O'er form so stiff aml cold ;
A open grave its weleome gave
A bed of frozen ok,
An empty jug, o battered mng,
Found lying side by side:
They tell the tale of lips so pale,
Tell how and why he died,
~Marian A, Murphy, in the Adveance,
1
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; SIGNING THE FARM AWAY.

Fine old farm, for ahundred yenrs
Kept in the fanily name:

Cornfields vieh with golden cars
Oft ax the harvest cune §

Crowded barn and crowded bin,

And stll the loads cnme commng

Roling in for & hundred yoars :

And the fourth in the fiunily

appeats.

line

rehard covered the slopes of the hill:

Cider ~farty hatvels, they say —

I Sure in season to come from the mill,

To l‘w tasted avound Thanksgiving

| day s

CAnd they drank as they worked, and
they drank as they ate,

Winter and summer, carly and late,
CConnting it as agreat mishap
,To be found ** without n baerel to tap.”

l()

!
But while the seasons crept along,
. And habitsinto passions grew,
CTheir appetites beeome as strong
1 As ever drankard knew.
And  they  labored  less,
squttndered move,
Chiclly Tor e at a village store,
Tl called by the shevdt, one bitter
duy,
To sign the homestead favi away.

and  they

t
.'l‘ho father, shattetred and scented with
i
The mother, sick and pale and thin,
. Under the weight of her sorrows damb,
In debt for the bed she was dying in;
Oh, 1 saw the wicked household around
her stand- -
the justice lifted her trembling
lmm\‘.
Helping her, axin pain she lay,
;'l‘o sign the homestead faem away,

And

tAD, how she wept ! Aud the flood of
tears

Swept down her temples basve !

jAnd the father, already bowed with

' years,

© Bowed lower with despair !

“Drink ! Drink ! [t had eipened into woe

' For them and ali they loved below,

And toreed them, poor, and old and
grity,

‘Tosign the homestead farm anway,

+

1 Ohy sy v scene have I metan bfe,
And many acall to pray : ,
But thesaddest of all was the drunhard’s

wile,
! Signing the farm away s

fome, onee richest in the town,

Home in that fatal cup poured down,

CWaoprse than five or flood’s desmay —

s Dennkard siguing the favm away !
Rev. W. R, Cockirane, in Congreyn-

: tionalist.

ONLY A BABY.

1 QOne sultry day last summer, at a
time when children of the poover elass
in Philidelphin where dying by the
score overy week, a bloated nl«! man
staggered up the steps of a physician’s
dwelling. X

The hovs shouted after him, * Okl
Bourbon,” the mune by which he had
been known in the locality in which he
lived for many years.

*The baby’s wuorse,” he said standing,
hat in hand, when he met the doctor
coming out.

“You've been here for me every day
for a week,” exolained the doctor, 1
cannnt go again to-day, I told the
child’s mother there was no chance,
this morning : it was dying then,”

*Won't you come now "

“No3 [ have not a minute to spare,
There are patients waiting whom 1 ean
help.”

—

{ murder

———

carringe door, twisting hus ragg of 1 hat
in his shaking hands.  **She's- she's
all I'va got, doctor,”

| But the doctor, with a pitying nnd,
I drove away, and the old man, nearly
 sobered by his keen distress, crept to
the attic where his little grandehild

*Old Bourbon * followed him to his | THE BLACK KNIGHT.

I

lny dying,  Whatever narsing o
Kindness Tillh- Mary had Known lu'
come  from < Old  Bowrbon”  Her) e
mother had six other children, and: 2700
went out washing every day  The ol

Imm- ald dounkard and the innocent

ahy were left  to form a strange
toendship for vach other, She called
or him now feebly, as she lay on her
mother's lap,

s Dackedy ! daddy ! come to me!”

He knelt. down, and put his fingees
mte the tiny, witheted hand. “The

s tears tan down his bloated cheeks,

* Gaod leave her to me!” he wattered,

*Daddy, come to Mary 1" she eried
vnee anore, and then the little soul
whose taste of life had been so bitter,
passed into the anseen.

It was anly ababw.  Hsaother, who
bad six ather half-starved clildren to
feed, shed but. few tears overat,

. The doctor sent in ncertifleate of its
death with a dozen others, In the
werkly bilt of mortality, there was an
itegy, * Of cholera infantum, seventy.”
CThat was all, Her vecard was_ ended
The world bad dose with her. But an
L olil, tretbling man crept nest Sunday
into the hieh pew of the bttle inission

Fehnpeh, not. fare from the aitic in which -

Vhe ived, He stopped the clergyuin
, when the service was over.

* Why, is this you, Bout I beg yone
pardon What is your read mine "

John  Blaek, siv. T want you to
take my name again. ' thinkin® of
L signin® the pledgge, ‘'nopulling up for the
rest of the time left.” stammered the
poor wretch.

The clergyman was wise and helpfal,
| John did * pudl u,l). He Jived but a
1 few moaths after that, but he did what
vhe could to hive a decent, bunest,
. Christian life in that time,
1% The Lord is wmerciful, John," his
'friend said tohim, as he lay dving,

“1 know at, sitn {'tin not wuch
acquainted with Him, bul Uve been
tryin’ to follow little Mavy,

to me'! 't comin’, and 1 reckon He
not tarn e biaek”

Even the baby had its work to do,
[ and had done it = rchunge,

**GOING TO HELL AS MAYOR."

The liquor teaflie is selfish, heat tless,

wicked, crinnual, ol so is the law that
tolerates it 1f the toleration is in
consideration of a licetse fee, another
vevil feature ix added to the acemsed
psanerion. The sin of letting o scontdiel
yvour  friend would not be
Hessened by your aceepting a fee from
the murserer as the price of your con-
,awanee at his crime. We like sach
straight, conmop-sense truth as Sam
JJones utters in the following  sen-
ctenees §—

s 1 was running @ revival meeting in
@ town, and cvery deanhard was con-
verted. Tsaid: ¢ Weate going to lu-l‘)
these people all the way to God

yOne night. after the mesting  the
ceouncil met in that town. At that
mecting w barkeeper walked in and
said: 1 will give yon two hundred
doblars if you will let e gell whiskey.'
CThat mayor and conucil veceived his
cmoney and went home and slept like
seven hogs, and got up and ate break-
tust next morninglike seven more hogs.
, Onee T conubd xin wi ha vengeance, but,
God bless yon, T could not slee
night. 1 will never sell whiskey,
will steal first,  If Tever want to sell it
P going to that town to get license
trom those old members of the chureh,
[ will tell my wife to put_my liceuse in
the coffa when I die. T will pull out
my license and tell the Lowd, * Here's
my license si}:ne(_l hy
stewurds and Baptist deacons ¢
G | Almighty will pat us all in he
together. ' 1 signed that as mayor
Yes, when you sink down into hell,
tell them, ‘Heve goes a mayvor!? 1
reckon it will he a good deal of consola
tion to an old hypocrite to know that
e goes there as mayor.  1f you
countenance these things and put your

' and
1
y

damned for it as swre as God reigns in
henven onless you repent.  We Chris.
tians vote to license liquor selling, and
make the liquor dealers pay us enough
money to pay our taxes, and then
s and round on th

them for selling it.”

I hear,
her alwavs eryin’, Daddy, dadd, ('ﬂll‘lltl"
|

p at]

Methodist i

on the sticot and abuse
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is open for engagements in Canada
l after September 1st, 184,
. SOME SPECIMEN EXTRACTS
y from agreat avray of testimoninls:-..

*The mo-t orviginal and aceeptahle
coloved temperance  speaker of  the
“day”t New York Hevaldd,

Co His oremarks were gems of  wit,
hamor, Jogic and eloguence,”  Troy
y Daily Times,
*The speech was irvesint ble in its
clogquence and pathox” —Torantfo Globe,
S The adience  alternately  vonred
with lnughter, or tried to sl their
quivering lipe"~ Mowleeal Wilness,
o Masterly, eloguent and convineing,
T'he nudienee were at. one time thrilled,
il it another conval ed with lnughter
by his  epigrane sallies and  witti-
Celstos” -~ Toronto Mail,

*An imeresting story, told in elo-
quent. langugge, in which the pathetic
wid the humorous were blended ina
aeanterly nuner,” S daxe Mevcrry,
! s .

, 2 Held his andience  spell-hound,
“while he painted in vivid colors the
battle-fields that he had witnessed.” -
» Williwnmsport Gazelte.
For termns and dates address
% S, SPENCE,
‘Covonta,

[

(ANRESKMENT RYSTEM.)

GOOD TEMPLAR BENEFIT
ASSOCIATION,

The Gow? Templar Benefit Associn.
tion of the Grand Lodge of Canada has
been established for thie purpose of on.
ahling Good Templavs to provide for
thetnselves and thew fuilies the bege-
tits and protection of Lite Insurnce
within the Order, and at a reasonable
cost,

+The Iusmance Benefits provided by
the Assachidion are ;-

o () Insurance Benefit, limited to $500,
SI00, § 000 or $300, payable at death
{before 70th irthday) to benefleinres
Ctmed in certiffeates s or

C2) Aunuity payable upon each of ten
successive hirthdays, begiuniog with
| the seventieth.

The Sick and Funeral Benetit Beanch
provides for those envolled init:

(1) Sick Benefit of $5 per week during
twelve weeks of any one iliness §

(2) Funeral Benelit of $30,

| The assessments for the Insurance
CBenefits are payable monthly, in ad-
pvanee, at  fixed rate for the age at
centrance, and  remain . anchanged,
s censing at seventieth birthday.

This system of puyin|g nssessments
has the advantage of enabling members
Im know at the ontset just how uch
ithey are likely to be ealled upon to pay
in each year, as well as when it has to
e paid, so that they ean make pro-

vision for the payments.

The table of rates has been carefully
prepared from the expetictce of st
] dard life insurance companies, cm‘cmui
s half 1 century or more, and is designed
i to provide members of the Association

with insurance as nearly at cost ns

|r0ssil)lc. Provision is made for estab-

ishing a Reserve Fund of $100,000, all
lsurplus beyvond that amount to be

applied to the reduction of the nssess-

fist Lo these documents, you will be | ments of members,

Full particnlars abont thisimportant
departent of Good Templua work
j may be obtaine:d hy applying to one of
the offeers of the Bonehit Associntion.
Bro, John E. Wilson, of Toronto, is
President, and Bro, Thos, Lawless, of
Torontu, is Secretary-Treasuver.



