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THE SAILOR LAD.

OLIVE HARPER,
e was a sailor, brown and younyg,
Wh.se ship had just sajled by;
Its fatr white salls were proudly swell-

eq,

Its great, dark huil was lightly held,
And, with the vippling waves did weld,
AS swept Itg prow areund a curve,
Without a single wavering swerve;
And anchored safe did lle.

For many days the zood ship had
Battled with wind and maing
Storms had acsailed, great winds did
blow,
Caims had entangled in thelr slow
And weary currests, fee and snow
Tried to enshroud her in the bands:
Mrates attacked her in far 1ands;
Yet bere she was again.

Her captain was a stern, good man,
Right worthy of his places
tiis men were all brave, tried and true,
Who loved their ship and ocean blue,
And little else of life thev knew
RBut that which centered round the
life

On sh.tp. and mother, home, or wife.
Or of the little face

That watched for him while far he
safled
Along the boundless main;
Who counted hours, and weeks,
ays,
numiwred alt his little plays,
And all his emall Ufa's sunshine rays,
By *“When my father's ship comes
back
There's nothing pretty 1 shalt lack—
IWhen he comes home again.”

and

And

Nut now the proud ship was at home,
At liherty the men,
Who, through the heat and through
the cold.
Through dangers
Tiad bhorne thelr
And faced grim death
despalr,
And now seemed walking in nu;. air:
“They were at nome againl”

that were never told,
trials, prave and bold,
and zaunt

all the men who'd wives and

bales,
Hastened biithe away,

And left this young brown sa'lor 1ad,

And whae no wife nor infant had,

Jut whese ald mother, hlind and sad,
Walted at home in her old chalrn
Walted with many a fervent prayer,

For his return that day.

And

On shore he stoed, so brown, =o sireng,
A pleasant steht was he:
No brighier eyas were ever seen,
No face of nobler, sweeter miedn.
No better boy was there, T ween;
Na heart was truer or more zrand,
In any mansion In the land,
Than this lad trom the sea.

¥fe was a hoy, no more than that,
Wha . wonder that he fell:
\When every street and rumshop door,
And every little bedecked store,
Pcrsuasl’\'o sights, showed o'er and

T
And begged him to g0 In—
To Ariak, and stesp himeelf in sinl
They were the mouths of hell

And be was robhed:; the lttle store
That tie had slowly won,
That for h!< mother be had brought,
That meant so much of love and
thousght,
Of eomfort In her blindness sought—
All now was gone; he saw the theft,

Aund, Yke a beast of whelps bereft,
He struck! The deed was done!

Jhen, trembllng In a vague alarm,
He leoked upon his hands;

I \While round hls feet a clreling flood

Crept sluwly, as he dumbly stood;
And this dark clrele—it was blood!
Dark ana sinister it lay.
Cireling abeut him every sway,
And forming linked bands.

The sight of that dark, awful stain,
Was worse than of the dead,
Who lay there prone, with pallid face,

And  form  that matched the baneful
place,

And from his breast that bubbiing
race,

Of pouring blood that clreled round,
And wrought new flgures on the
ground,
And Nlled him with sore draad,

A little while he trembling stood,
As a haby tatterlng stands,
Rewlldered by the horrid sizht,
And then before him all grew night,
Ii's sleaming Kaife the oniy Hghts
But when his senses came again,
And he could see a little plain,
His hands were clasped In fron
bands.

A mother, pale, and bent, and bhnd,
ITnelt in 2 prison cell,
And kissed those bLrown and sturdy
hands,
That now were clasned In jran bands.
That toiled so brave in many lands:
That never had an action done
That was not right, except this one,
In that red gate of helll

The poor old, shrunken, sizhlless eyes
¥ad not a tear to shed;
Dry, iabored sobs shook her old frame,
And through_them burned the awful
shame
That now had fallen on her name;
Yet, in all her sorrQw, none
ITeaard her blame that prisoned son,
vho sat with bended head.

To» well sae knew the pitfalls that
The law allows to le
Unehecked, unheeded, everyiwhere,
That ~atch unwary footsteps thera,
Like some wild tiger at its lair:
That lay thelr tolls to trap within
The very ones least prone to sin,
And gleating, see them die.

She Pad na bene: red-handed he
Wars taken In the act:
Tho he was drunk, that could nnt save,
\nd. tho he killed a thlevish knave,
s new must il a felan’s zrave:
No hope was there for this poor lad
TWha tho he sianed, was not all bad:
The law must go by fact.
‘Twas done! ‘tvas done! that banny
ac
Whe @+ ch!nd had just =afled in—
That bandsome youth, his mother's
pr oo,
Who, for one moment self-beside,
liad sinned when drunk, had shamed

died:
WWhile those who were the gullty

ones,
Whose hearts are hard as  nether
|tones,
Cried, “We have punished sin.'

And naw a law and unmarked grave,
Another close heside,
Shows where law lies the <allor lad,
The only one his mother had,
The lmlv ;\'h(-sc heart was weak, nnt
had,
Who had a dread and awful end,
With nene bhut one poar, weak, blind
Criend;
While sin still lives in pride.

OUARTERLY.

i
i

L'ENvoI,

Oh! friends, maybe to-morrow you
A sallor boy may have,
Whose ship is salling home agala,
Whoese heart is beating love's refrain,
Whaxe young lfe you would spare
from paln;
Then tjoln. with prayerful hearts and
rue,
And vote our Probibition through,
And thus vour oawn boy save!
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A SHORT STORY,

TALUIP MORGAN, SCRANTON, FAL

The Newman M. I Church s the
largest in the city of DBloomsbarre,
having over $00 members.

The ofliclal Board is In session.

A very animated dlscussion 1s golng
on over the withdrawal of twenty-
soven of the members of the chureh.

Dr. “Willlamson, the eloquent pastor,
1s speaklng:

“I aamlt that In point of numbers,
twenty-seven out of over elght hund-
red would make vut very lttle dicer-
ence, but see who the twenty-seven
aro—the very ones who carry on our
prayer-meetings and attend to the
spiritunl affairs of the chureh. 1y 8
true that they are not the wealthy part
of our church, but a church cannot be
run with money atone!

“RBrother Willlamson,” spoke up the
Ion. Chas. Smith, a member of the
Legislature, I say let them xoi we will
wot along much better without them.
They have grown crazy over the Pro-
hibition party, and right here in our
prayer-meecting some of them have
grown so bold as to declare that any
man who did not vote helr ticket was
supporting the llquor traffle, NWow, 1
claim to be as good a Prohibitionist
as any man in the Prohibitlon narty.
and Indeed, a better Prohibitionist, for
the reason that I had the honor of vot-
Ing for the enactment of our present
license law, which has don¢ more for
temperance than the Prohibition party
will ever accomplish.”

Then Judge Grant, one of the county
Jjudges, spoke up:

“Gentlemen, this recent discussion
atout the church being the bulwark of
the llquor tmffic is nothing short of
blasphemy in calling_the fajthful fol-
lowoers of the Tord Jesus Christ. the
upholders of the rum traflic, the
wreatest curse the world has ever seen.
T agree with Brother Smith, let thesd
Prohibition eranks go, and our (‘l!nrch
will then ga on in peace”’ {(Apwense
from the other members of the Roarad.)

“0f counse,” sald Dr. Willlamson,“we
will have to give them their letters,
for we can find no fault with  thelv
Christlan character, But we have none
to take thelr places In  the public
praver service. This {8 one of the evils
ot bringing polltles Into religlons they
won't mix. The Graand Ol Republi-
can party Is a good enough temperance
party for me, and while it is not up to
the standard on the temperance ques-
tion that I would llke to sec it vet
I am not going to throw away my vote
on a party that hasn't a ghost of 2
chanee of clecting its candidates.”

(Applause.)

“I don't understand what these fana-
tieal Prohibitlonists want,’ sald the
Hon. Mr. Smith. *“Our church, as a
rhurch, has declared that the ‘Hquer
traffic ean nnt ue legalized  without
sin,” and nnthing stranger than that
eould he uttered. The man who sells
Hquor for a living 1s warse than a—"

Just then there was a sharp kneek
at the door.

“Come in,” respanded the double-bass
voice of Dr. Willamson.

The door opened and the portly form




