Selections.

“WHAT CAN WE DO?"
Oh, what can we do, my brothers,
To speed the cause along ?
We can speak a wonrd to others ;
We can cheer them with a song :
We can give thetn hearty grecting ;
We can shake them by the hand ;
We can bring them to the meeting :
We can help them firmly stand.

Oh, whatcan we do, my brothers,

To haste the longed for'day

When the weeping babes and mothers |

Shall wipe their tears away ? '

Wa can sow the seed and reap it

We can help the sad hearts sing ;

We can sign the pledge and keep it

In the strength of Christ our king.
~-Church Monthly,

THE POOR VOTER ON ELECTION
DAY,

The proudest now is but my peer,
The highest not more high';
To-day of all the weary year,
A king of men am I,
‘To-day, alike are great and small,
The nameless and the known ;
M'Y pelace is the people’s hall,
‘he ballot-box my throne!

Who serves to-day upon the list
Beside the served shall stand :

Alike the brown and wrinkled fist,
The gloved and dainty hand !

The rich is level with the poor,
The weak is strong to-day ;

And sleekest broadcloth “counts no

more

Than homespun frock of gray.

‘To-day let, pomp and vain pretence
My stubborn right, abide :

I set & plain man’s conimon sense
4 gainst the pedant’s pride,

To-day shall simple manhood try
The strength of gold and land’;

The wide world has not wealth to buy
The power in my right hand !

While there's a grief to seek redress.
Or balance to adjust.

Where weighs our living manhood less
Than Mammon’s vilest dust ;

While there’s a right to need my vote,
A wrong to sweep away,

Up ! clonted knee and t'a¥ge(1 coat !
A man’s a man to-day

--Whittier,

THE DRUNKEN TRAVELER.

* I walked in the woodland meadows,
‘Where sweet the thrushes sing :
And found on a bed of mosses,
A bird with a broken wini.
I llxealed the wound and ench morning
t san i

its sweet old strain ;
But the bird with a broken pinion
Never soared as high again.”

I climbed up an Alpine mountain
With & brother at my side :
A man with a splendid manhood,
A noble courageous guide.
He slipped and fell in a chasin
Near & hundred feet below ;
And there on the rocks lny wounded,
While his life blood stained the snow.

Did I go to my fallen brother ?
Ah, yes! with a heavy heart :

He had drank of vam that morning,
And throue%h its bewitching art

Had stumbled down the pathway
On the awful crags of pain ;

And though he lived that brother
Never climbed so high again.

Oh, boys, in your purestrong manhood
Keep out of the rum fiend’s snare ;
He wiil lead you on to perdition,
He will blacken your lives with care;
He will steal your mind and money,
Till your highest hopes are slain ;
Aud the lives by rum once stricken
Never climb as high again.

‘s gut the bird with a broken pinion
Kept another frow the snare,”

And the guide by ram once stricken
Raised nnother from despair.

** Ench loss hag its compensation,
There’s healing for every pain ;"

But our lives by rum once broken
Never climnb as high again.

—Howard C. Tripp.

THE FRESH-AIR BOY.

BY MRS8. J. MC NAIR WRIGHT,

* Betsy Aun, don't you know we're
100 poor to take frash-aiv children?

Why they wonld’t say *thanky for

our little one-story house, rag carpets,
hittle tucked-up-under-the-roof room,
and straw bed

“We can’t do more than we can,”
said Betsy Ann, “and we aught to do
all we can, and there's the room, such
as it is, and there's air plenty, and
grass, and wild flowers, and miﬁ(, and
potatoes, and bread too.”

S0 the fresh air boy came, and if
Betsy Ann and Thomas had lived ina
palace he might not have been half so
well swited.
man he was too ; his mother dead, and

he left with grandma and daddy—'
¢ Grandma

supporting  them by
scrubbing, nursing, mending.”

b
“Aud what does your daddy do?™:

asked Thomas,

* Nothin', mostly* ‘cept earn enough
for his drink, and then he sleeps, e
don’t fly out and hit, like Tim's dad.”
The little man evidently thought this
very virtuous. ** Gran’ma used to live
in the country,” he snid, * and I want
to send her something from the
country. If I can pick a lot of those
wild sunflowers, and you'll lend me a
basket, I'll ask Dick, the brakesman,
to take them to her; she does his
washing, and it was Dick got me my
ticket, and told me to come here to
o, I ean walk over to the station
iy seven in the mornin’, "tain’t far.”

No; only three miles, and he rose
before three to get his Hlowers and
send them to poor, tired, heavtsick
old grandmma., The great, bright
yellow flowers, full of wmemories of her
childhood, and of her straying son’s
childhood. What tears they brought,
and as grandma rocked to and fro,
hquing the flowers, she sobbed and
sobbed, and then prayed—oh, how
she prayed for her son. He heard her,
waking out of his heavy sleep. He
saw the flowers, and was a hoy again,
young and innocent. How he loathed
that horror of sin and drunkenness he
had hecome,

* Muther,” he said, on his knees
beside her, *let us go back to the
country. I'll work there, and I'll hate
this cursed stuff that makes a hrute of
r:e!  Speak to God for me!  Say you
don’t hate me!  1'll be a good father,
and n good son, Dick told me of a
place right out there where 1 could
get to work on astock furm. I'll go
out there to-day. Say you'll go with
me, and just wait 4 few weeks, and I'l1
take care of ‘}“ou all. We'll ‘&eep the
boy among the flowers, he likes them
so well.— Fouth's Temp. Banner.

THE GREEDY BOTTLE.

A poor, undersized hoy, nnmed Tim,
sitting by a bottle, and leoking in,
said ¢ { wonder if there can be a
pair of shoes in it.” He wanted to go
to a Sabbath-school picnie. but he
had no shoes. His mother had
mended his clothes, hut he said his
shoes were s8¢0 bad that he must go
barefoot. Then he took a hrick amd
broke the bhottle, but there was no
shoes in it, and he was frightened, for
it was his father's bhottle. Timn sat

rdown again, and sobbed so hard that

he did not hear a step beside him,
until a voice said :—

*Well! what's all this?’ .

He sprang up in great alarm ; it was
his futﬁel-.

*Who broke my bottle?” he asked.

“1 did,” said Tim, catching his
breath, half in terror, and  half
between his sobs,

“Why did you?"” Tim looked up
The voice did not sound so terrible as
he had expected. The truth was his
father had been touched at the sight
of the forlorn figure, so very small and
so sorrowful, which had bent over the
broken bottle. .

“ Why," he said, * I_was looking
fora pair of new shoes: I want a pair
of shoes awful bad to wear to th:
picnic—all the other chaps wear shoes.

“ How came you to think yow'd find
shoes ina hottle 7" the father asked,

*Why, mother said so ; I asked for
some new shoes, and she said they had

one into the black bottle, and that
ﬁ)ts of other things had_gone into it
too,— ccats and hats, and bread, meat
and things: and I thought if I broke
it I'd find 'em all, and there ain't a
thing in it.” And Tim sat down
again and cried harder then ever.

s father seated himself on a box
in the disorderly yard, and remained
quiet for so long a time that Tim at
last looked cautiously u;l)(.

* I'm very sorry, I broke your bottle,
father ; L'll never do it agajn,’

* No, I guess you won't,” he said,
Iaying a hand on the rough little head
as he went away, leaving Tim over-
come with ustonishment that his
father had not heen angry with him.
Two days after, on the very evening

[

A meek-faced, nice little :
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{th‘m'c the pienie, he handed Tim o VILE RESPECTABIL:TY,
pureel, telling him to open it. - =

“New  shoes! new shoest™  he A femperance discussion once sprang
shouted.  * Oh, father, did vou get a up in a stage conch  crossing  the
new bottle? And were thevin it 2" Alleghanies, and  the subject was
i "X, oy lu)f’. there isn't going to, handled without gloves,  One uan
“be a new bottle, Your mother was ' maintained acontinual silence until he
cright -the things all went into the  eould endure it no longer, then he
i bottle, but you see getting them ont of | broke out strongly saying: Gentle-
At s o easy matter ¢ so, God help me, men, Iw ot you to understand that |
I am going to keep them out after. am a liguor seller, | Keep o public
IEnglish Paper, house hut I would have you to know
Sthat T have a license and keep a decent
thouse. | don’t keep  loafers  and
Hlonngers about my plice, and when a
man has got enough he ean get no
Pmore at. my bar. | sell to decent

Every town in  England—and the people and do a respectidile business,”
towns of Kngland are becoming the When he had delivered himsolf, be
centres of  all its  popalation in i seemed to think he had put a quietus
crmmed with gin-shops, most. of them , o0 the subject, and that ne answer
monstrously in excess  of anything jconld be given.
which by the wildest axegeration)  Not so thought a Quaker who was
could be regarded as necessary for the one of the company.  Said he;
wpilation, Some of those gin-slmp»l" Friend, that is the most  damning
mve theijr licensoes n"""u]]y l'(‘"(‘\\'(‘(‘. . ])ﬂl't, of t‘ly h“ﬂi"l‘.‘is- If thee would
though, by undoubted teslimony, :sell to deankards and Joafers  thee
they are seething hells of immorality - would  help kill _off the race, and
and vice, *ysociety would be vid of them : bat thee

The consequences are inevitable, 1f takes the young, the poor, the inhocent
nations sow the wind, they will reap, and  the  ansuspecting  and  makes
the whirlwind, In every city the drunkardsof them,  And when their
number of victims who fall will cv(-p!('hm'm-gm' and their money are gone,
bhe ']n-()p()rl,i()n(gd to  the number of | thee kicks them out, and turns them
devils who tempt, What can youiover to other shops to be finished off,
expeet when in the worse slums and, and then ensnmrex others and  sends
alleys of these greatdens of civilization, - thetn on the same road to rain.”-
our frightfully overcrowded cities, we . The Constitution,
nationlly confront the minimum of o
p})sslihlu rctsistmxco wit;)h the maximum - o
of glaring temptation ? i S

Is this‘(!ml' v:?unt(-(l christinnity 2 Is. HOW ALCOHOL WARMS.
this our beautiful beneficence?” Will '_
our stale epigrams and our vivid A patient was arguing  with  hi.
excuses avail us before the awful bar doctor on the necessity of his taking a
of judgment, when the Lord of human , stimulant,  He urged that he was
souls shall ask us why we kindled onr | weak and needed it. Said he s ** But,
unprotected flames the thickest where, doctor, 1 must have some kind of

 this”

: A TERRIBLE INDICTMENT.

there were most of the miserable
human moths hideously to singe and
scorch themselves to death therein ?

Judge after judge tells us that but
for drink we might shut three-fourths
of our jails.

Our chief physicians say that this
luxury is perfectly ncedless for Lhealth,
and in most cases injurious to it.

The hospitals report that it is the
cause of nine-tenths of the accidents
and three-fourths of the disease,

From the warkhouses, police courts,
lanatic asylums, homes for idiots,
colmos the same monotonous, hideous
tale.

The most experienced judge of our
courts says that seventy-five per cent.
of divorces are due to drink. —-Arch-
deacon Farrar.

RAILWAY ACCIDENTS AND DRINK,

** Recently, n great railroad corpora-

tion gathered all the facts concerning
the men and the conditions of ~very
accident which had occurred on its
lines for five years.  When tabulated,
it appeared that 40 Yer cent. of all
raccidents were due altogether, or in
[ part, to the failures of wen who were
drinking : that in 18 per cent. there
was strong suspicion of similnr causes,
yet no clear proof. In one year over
a nillion dollar's worth of property
was destroyed by the fuilures of beor-
drinking engineers and switchmen.
The company’s rules  requiring
temperate men for all positions are
more and more rigorously enforced.
Ingineers find that practically they
are unable to do good work while
using spirits even in small doses. The
coolness and presence of mind so es-
sential in thelr work is broken up by
aleohol in any form.
! ¢ Trainmen, men exposed to the
weather, reach the same conclusion, if
they arc practical men,  Tho startling
mortality of brakemen is referable in
many cases to the use of alcohol to
drive out the cold, or keep awake in
long hours of service.  Each year the
idut es and responsibilities of railrord
men fucrease, and omen more
temperate, accurate, prompt, and
careful in their work are required.
Only absolutely temperate men can do
this work for any length of time: all
others fail and are dangerous in their
weakness.

A Western rond permitted an
inebriate, who was really an able man,
to continue ns a claim agent adjusting
accounts against the company. His
drinking wus supposed to be an aid in
the settlement of claims with other
drinking wmen, After his death a
temperate man filled his place, saved
several thousand dollars a year
doing: the same work, repeating the
common experience that iuehriute's'
are always more or less incompetent.
—Quarterly Journal of Inebriety.
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-stin‘l’nlnnl.. 1 am cold, and it warms
me.

* Precisely,”  came  the  doctor's
Lerasty answer,  See here, This stick
is cold,” mkin].i up u stick of woad
from the box bestde the hearth and
; tossing it into the fire, **Now it is
warm, but is the stick benefited ?*

The sick man watehed the wood
first send out. little puffs of smoke and
then st into a flame and replied
* Of course noi. It is burning itself.”

**And s6 are yott when you warm

ourself with alcohiol - you nre literally
rning up the delieate tissues of yvour
stomach and brain,”—Selected,

BETTER BURN THE MONEY,

The use of intoxicating liguor brings
no henetit whatever to him that uses
it, but how much money is constantly
spent for it by the workingman! 1
know the need he »as for these dollars,
and yet in the country at large the
amount spent yearly is simply appal-
ling. How many woubl be in comfort-
able circumstances but for this monoey
spent in drink ! Faur better indeed did
they buarn the sums«. ‘The saloon
keeper is the hardest taskmaster. The
moment people take the pledge they
learn the vitlue of money and after-
wards 'earn to work for themselves
and not the saloonkeeper.  Archbishop
Irelund.

THE TREE OF DEATH.

A gentleman who has visited Jaua
has sent n very singular tree to his
sister who resides in Savannnh. [t is
called the tree of death. He sayvs that
the natives described to him that there
was a singalar trea called the Kali
Mujah, 1Its breath would kill birds,
land, even human beings. One dav
|when he was chasing a bird of para-
dise, he noticed that it dropped sud-
; denly to the ground, under o tree  He
"oxnminod the tree, and bhegan himself
to feel strungely, as the odors from its
leaves began to he inhaled hy him.
His head swam, and ringing sounds
came to his ears, as though he were
being chloraformed. He hastened
away from it, but procured a specimen
and sent it to America, which, it is
said, is the first one tmnsrbmted to
oursoil. What a striking fllustration
this is of the tree of death which has
been planted in ourfair America hy the
distiller! It has leaves for the blight-
ing of the nations. I saw the young,
the middle-aged, the old, chasing the
birds of pleasnre and then falling
down beneath the dark shadow of this

y | baleful tree, to dje there, never to rise

again.  Would that we might lay the
axe at the root of t is tree !—Ren 'E. S.
Ufflord, author of * Throw out the
Life Line.”
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