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staies I sald to his wife, **I need not trouble you by uyin;i
what is the matter with your husband,” She said, * Sir,
do not understand you." I said, **'Your husband ls a hab-
{tual drunkard.” ~ She said, *‘Drunkard, sit, you never
made a greater mistake in your life ; he only drinks water,”
which was plain evidence to me how quietly a man may
deink day by (la(. and almost kill himsesf with dnnk, and
even his near friends not know it.  He was a sly drinker,
drinking all day, most likely in a sly way.  T'hercis a point
short ofdiunkenneu in which a man may injure his consti.
tution very materially by means of alcohol, 1 should say
from miy experience that itis the most destructive agent that
we are awate of in this country  Setung aside the drunken

rt of the community altogether, great injury, I think, is
Elng done by the use of alcohol in what is supposzed by the
conrumer to be a most moderate quantity, I think that,
tak og it as a whole, there is » great deal of injuyy done to
her th by the habiteal use of wines in theie various kinds,
4 alcohol in its varivus shapes, even in so-called inoderate
-uartities. That temarc applies to both sexes, and to
peof ‘e who are not in the least intcmrcme; afso to people
who --te supposed 10 be fairly well. 1 think drinking leads
to tk : degenceration of tissues 3 it spoils the bealth, and it
spoil's the intellect, There is also & certain amount of de.
gentiation of the nervous system where drinking is carried
1o excess.

SELF-LOVE.
Oh, T could go through all life’s troubles singing,
Turning earth’s night to day,
If sclf were not so fast around me, clinging
To all I do or say.

My very thoughts are selfish, always building
Mean castles in the air;

X use my love for others for 2 giiding
To make myself look fair.

I fancy all the world engrossed with judging
My merit or my blame;

1ts warmest praisc seems an uogracious grudging
Of praise which I might claim.

In youth, or age, by city, wood, or moantain,
Self is forgoiten never @

Where'er we tread, it gushes like a fountain,
Its waters flow forever.

O miserable omnipresence, stretching
Over all time and space,

How have I run from thee, yet found thee reaching
The goal ia every race.

Inevitable self! vile imitation
Of universal light,—
Within our hearts a dreadful usurpation
Of God's exclusive right !
—F. W. Faber.

HOW 70/ SIGNED THE PLEDGE.

While speaking, one night, at a series of meechings in
B——; 1 saw in the back of the church Tom Hill. Now,
Tom kept a place about two miles out of town, known as the
“Fish Ponds.” 1t had, at one time, been a favoutite resort
for myself, as well as many of the boys, in our dnnking
days, for Tom was a socisl, jolly fellow, kept good liquors,
and could always iivc us a good trout supper. Knowing our
meetings were taking from Tom his best customers, we
looked {or little sympathy from thatdirection. Waith 2 prayer
in my heart that he might be seached—a prayer that 1 fear
had bat liutle faith in it, for in thoss days 1 was a2 new con-
vert, and had seen but little of the wondetful working of the
Holy Spirit :\m&l;g men~—as the meeting progressed, and
mau after man stvod up and expressed a detesmination, with
God's help, 101ead a new life, 1 watched Tom, and saw that
he paid close auention. At the close of the meeting,
wacn we callzd for pledge signers, to my astomishment Tom
began to ¢lbow his way through the crowd until he stood
betore the Secretary’s table, and with a trembling hand took
a peacid and began 10 sign hus name. Betore he bad finished
I was at his side, and as he turncd round, taking both his
hands, 1 szid, “Tom, what daes this mean? are you in
carnest 2"

With alaugh, he sid, * Why, yes; what is the good
of keeping a rumeshopf you boys ail sign the pledge ?”

But I knew when 1 looked 1010 his eyes and saw them
glisiening with tears he was trying to keep from shewing
that somcxhinf had touched his.beart. Puwing my arm op
bis shoulder, Isaid, **Yes, but there's something more 3 tell
me what it is.”

** Well, Doc., you know my little Liz; last night she did
not come home, and stid 1n town with 2 schoolmate, and
ameto your mecting, and all day to-day I have been hear-
1ng of the excitement down here, how the *blue iibbons’
were as thick bn the sticets as flies in summer-tims. I had
been drinking & good deal to-day; when I saw Lizcoming
down the voad with & blue nbbon tied to her jacket, I was

_ mad,and when she came in, I s2id, *What have you got

that thing tied in there for 2’ Druoping her head, she sxid,
*Papay U've signed the pledge, and this is my badge.'

*** Don't you know, chiid, you've disgraced me 2 don't you
know your father sellsrum ? ~ what nght have you to sign?’
Her little lips quivered as she said, * Yes, papa, 1 know it,
for when the children get wad at me in school; they cali me
the Tumselier’s daughter, and tell me my father gets drunk ;
and, papa, I thought 1f I signed the pledge and put on a
nbbor, they kaow 1 didn’t like 10 have yoa do so, and
would not say 50 any more.’ I turned and went into the bar-
room and began to Jhunk the matter over ;_yon kaow I love
that gitl, xhd 1 never thought belore L' was a dizgruce to Aer,
1ad L'always meant 1o get out of the basiness before she
grewap. K never liked ity -and only sold iv for the money
there was io it, but Uve thought itallaver. I've done wrong,

I've wronged wysell, I've wronged you boys, and God
hclring me, 1'll never do it aain,”

The buys had gathered about us, and when Tom had
finished, with a_shout, they took him in their arms, placed
him on the platform, the mcc"nf was called to order, and
‘Tom, with tears running down his face, told the audience
thestory. I wish you cuuld have heard the audiblo ** Thank
Guds and hallelujahs,' and scen the men cruwd furward to
a;gn, ‘x.mil 380 were cnrolled.  ** A little child shall lead
them.

Who shall say, *'Tir foolish for children to sign the
pledge?"”

Sceveral years have passed, and Tom stands a temperate
man, and has done grand work for the Master, Lattle Lizaie
is budding to womanhood. God graat tt may be sucha fair,
sweet, li~ing example, as her childhood gave prumice of. 1
know both wiil forgive me for making pubuc the litile inci-
dent, so precious to us, and so frutiul of guod results. —~Lr,
H. S. Kankine.

MY LITTLE WOAMAN.

A homely cottage, quaint and old,

Its thatch grown thick with green and gold,
And wind-sown grasses ;

Unchanged 1t stands in sun and rain

And seldom through the quict lane

A footstep passes.

Yet here my littlc woman dwelt,

And saw the shioud of winter melt
From meads and fallows;

And heard the yellowhammer sing

A tiny welcome to the spring
From budding sallows.

She saw the early morming sk
Biush with tender wild-roxe dye
Above the larches,
And watched the crimson sunset burn
Behind the summer plumes of fern
In woodland arches,

My little woman, gone away
To that far land which knows, they say,
No more sun seting !
1 wonder if her gentle soul,
Securely.resting at the goal,
Has learnt forgetting ?

My heart wakes up, and cries in vain;

Sbe gave me love, 1 gave he; pan
While she was Jiving ;

I knew not when her spirit fled,

But those who stcod beside her said
She died forgiving.

My dove has found a better rest,

And yet [ love the cmpty nest
She left neglected ;

1 tread the very path she trod,

And ask~1n her new home with God
Am I expected?

If it were but the Father's will

To let me know she loves me still,
‘This aching sorrow

Weculd tun to hope, and I could say,

Perchance she whispers day by day,
* He comes to-morrow.’

I Yinper in the silent lane,
And high above the clover plan
The clouds ate riven ;
Across the fields ske used to know
The light breaks, and the wind sighs low,
“Loved and forgiven.”
—Good Words.

LUNCHING WITH GLADSTONE.

A few hours spent in the home and company of Mr. Glad:
stone was a glimpse of English life not to be torgotten. Thi
invitation to a lunch at Hawarden Castle, which our little
party of Amenicans had sogladly accepted, suggested thicein
theaftcinoon as an hourwhen Mr. Gladstone’s carriages could
bean waiting for us at thelitile railway station, sitting Yoy itself
in the meadows, two ot three miles from the castle. Tuming
from the highway into the magnificent park in which the
castle stabis we drove ior about a mile along its perfect
10ad, overhung with grand old tices, through which we
caught charming pictures of + zle and slope studded bere and
there witn the finest oxks and beeches.  Approaching the
castle, a large structure overhung with ivy and tipped with
turrets and battiements in Tudor siyle, heavy oaken doors
swung open to admit us to the court. A bevy of dogs—
hound, collic, masutf and 2 know not what other breeds—~
studied the visitors with dignitied interest as they alighted at
the door, and footmen shewed the way inside. ~ Wiappings
laid off, we were ushered into what seemed tome, in Yankee
term, the family siding-room, whete we found Mrs. Glad-
stoae and other members of the family, including oneof her
sons, the Rev. Stephen Gladstone, who is the earnest and
esteemed rector of Hawarden parish. ’

‘The rvom was tichly but not showily furnished, the two
features which most quickly attracted iae visitor’s eye being,
pethaps, the glistening candelabsa holding scores of wax
tapers which did service instead of gas, as in most English
mansions, aod the full book cases that hzd taken possession of
atl otherwise occupied space upon the walls, even tothe back
of theswinging doors which opened into the diving-toom, to
which they hung like bamacles.  Ose door, through which
the grand old commoner—sarely the greatest cummoner of
his generation, to say no more——by-and-by came in to greet’
as, ?Sened intp the library, the shop in-which so much won-
derful literaty work has beendone. . Here again book-cases .
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ruled supreme upon the walls, while upand Jown the long,
wide room were table-topped cases filled with the scholar's
tools and treasures. One table was an odd exception to the
rest, for on it lay nearly a dozen axcs of varying English and
Ametican patterns.  Mr, Gladstone’s penchant for, wood
chopping is well.known, and this table was to him {some-
thing what stables and kennels are t3 so many Englivhmen.
We recalled the fan: tiar story told of him to'the effect that
he never lost but one night’s sleep In his public life, and that
was because of his anxiety lest a high wind should blow
down & tiee—which he had partly felled the previous day—
befare he should have the pleasure of finishing his task., He
laughingl{ confessed to its sut.stantial cortectness. He dwelt
with the interest of a connoisseur on the merits and defects
of the various patterns in his kit of axes, and shewed us his
favourite—a bit of Yankee make, with a waxed end wound
around the cracked helve !

If my femtnine reader asks what we had for lunch, Thaveto
plead that I could hardly have told an hour afierward. I
only know that the company was Lroken up iate little grouse
at round (ables : that Mr. and Mrs. Gladstone would not
take their own seats until they had helped to serve cvery
guest ; and that thenceforward the widewranging, delightful
conversation of the great scholar and statesman was more
than meat and drink to all who sat near him. Noueof the
pictures which 1 have scen of Mr. Gladstone do justice to
the genial spirit that plays over his face at sucih a time, no
pictare could do justice to a centain light and depth in his
cyes, which I shalt always remember as the finest thing in his
fine face.—Good Company.

WNOW I LAY ME DOWN 70 SLEEP."

By virtue of.its age and value and previous associations,
this little prayer has become a classic. It must be very an.
cient, for who can tell when or by whom it was written?
Thousands, from the silvershaired pilgrim to the lisping in.
fant, sink to nightly slamber murmuring the simple petition.
It has trembled on the lips of the dying. One instance was
that of an old saint of eight-six years, whuse mind had so
failed that he could not recognize his own Jdaughter, * Very -
touching [says the relator] was the scene one night after re-
tinng, as he called lus daughter as if she were his mother,
saying like alittle child, *Mother, come here by my bed
and hear me say my prayers before 1 go to sleep.’ She
came ncar.  He claspzd his white, withered hands, and rev.
erently said ¢

¢¢¢ Now 1 fay me down to sleep,
1 pray Thee, Lord, my soul to keep 3
It I should die before 1 wake,
I pray Thee, Lord, my soul to take;’
then quietly fell asleep and woke in heaven,”

A distinguished judge, who many years ago died in New
York in extieme old age, said that his mother had tasght
the stanza to lum in infancy, apd that he never omitted it at
night. John Quincy Adams made a similar assenion ; and
an old sea-captain declared that, éven before he became a
decided Christian, he never forgot it on turning in 2t night,
An cminent bishop, in addressing a Sunday schoo), said that
cvery night sitce his mother taught it to him when 2 babe
at her knee he was accustomed to repeat it on retiring.

There is an addendum (by whom-aunknown), which %rings
i: l!lr_c Intercessor, giving a distinctively Christisn toae to
the lines

** Aod now I lay me down to slecp,
7 pray Thee, Lord, my soul to keep ;3
111 should die before T wake,
1 pray Thee, Lord, my soul to take,
And this I ask for Jesus’ sake.”

From another unknown source i3 a companion prayer for
morning, which may be welcome 10 some of our readers :

““ Now I wake me out of sleep,

I pray Thee, Lord, my soul to keep ;

1f I should die Lefore the eve,

I pray Thee, Lord, my soul reseive,

‘That I may with my Saviour live. Amen.”
—Tke Churchmax.
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MINISTER VS. LECTURER.

A Boston paper has taised the question which ather
journals arc discussing, *‘ \Why don’t people po to Church.”
There is another question to bcnnswcmf—“’hy people do
go to church; answer that fitst, and then an answer can be
given why some people don’t go.  The truth is, nothing at-
tracts like the pulril- A rationalist will come to New Yotk
and lectareto  foll house, and go away carrying his honours 3
and some people say, ** See what & success | what & crowd
he draws! if only the ministry drew as well}”  But notice
that this lectarer, sharp and shrewd ashe is, keeps awa
from New York for a whole year. He knows people wi
not cume to hear him twenty, ten, or even five times a year.
Yet the thousands fill the Christian pulpits fifty-two days in
the year, and send of their substance to the heathen. Cold as
religion is to-day, it is yet the one thing that lives and bumas
inthe hearts of men 3 beforeits Shrines the world delights to
assemble and 'worship. Why don't people go to church?
Tell us-why they do, please, and then we will tell. you why
some doa’t.—Christian at Work.

StGHT will not gladden him in his home whom faith cone
soleth not by the way.—St. Angustine.

LET fricndship areep genfly to 2 height; if it rush to ity
it may soom wun tself oat of breath.—Fuller.

WE are upheld by the truth that God once walked on the
carth and that & man sits on the throne.-- &7 G, Westos.

OLD, inbred habits will make resistance; but by better
habits they. shail be.enurely orercome.—Thomas a Kempes.

Every day is-3ll noon, every -montli is. harvest, very
year ina jubilee, every age is full of manhood, and-ali thisis
our eternity.——Boxkr.



