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IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT.

KINDLY READ I'l' CAREFULLY,

Canadian - moral  reform  workers
‘know and prize THi VANGUARD, a
monthly magazine devoted to expert
discussion of socinl problems, specinlly
the liguor problem. It is o pleasure to
be able to offer them for a short time
at & very low price, the numbers
.already jssued, bound in
TWO VOLUMES,

making the most complete encyclopedia
of information relating to the tem-
perance and prohibition question
ever published in Canada.

These volumes contain the latest,
fullest and most accurate statistics and
other authoritative statements, cover-
ing nearly every fleld of available fact
and argument, and including a great
number of tables compiled with the
atmost care,

They also constitute n valuable record
of the stirring events of the past two
years of prohibition progress, and a
summary of the history uf the prohibi-
tion cause, in Canada., They are in
neat and convenient form, bound in
two volumes, 656 pages in all,
fully indexed. ‘Price in cloth boards,
‘ONE DOLLAR per set, Postage pre-
paid,

These books are practically invalu-
able to moral reform workers, Every
article is written by some person
specially qualified to denl with the
subject he discusses.

Awmong a great many subjects
comprehensively treated, wme Ithe
following ~—The Liquor Traffic [in
Different Countries ; Legisiation Relat-
ing to the Liquor Traffic ;—The Work-

ing of High License ;—Prohibition in; g

‘the Northwest ;—Prohibition in Maine;
—Prohibition in Kansas ;—Prohisbition
Pitcairn island ; — The Canada
Temperance Act;—Local Option;—
The Scott Act and Drunkenness ;—
The:Gothenburg System ;—The Ques-
tion of Jurisdiction ;—Constitutional
Prohibition in the United States;—The
Plebiscite Movement;—The Plebiscite
Returns:—The Drink Bill of Canada;—
The Drink Bil! of Great Britian ;—The
Drink Bill of the United States;—The
Drink Bill of Christendom;—The
indirect Cost of the Liquor Traffic ;—
Drink and Mortality ;—Alcohol in
‘Medicine;—Beer Drinking and its
‘Results ;— Drunkenness and Crime in
Canada ;—Drunkenness and Crime in
the United States ;—Drunkenness and
Crime in Great Britian;—Drunkenness
and Crime in other Countries;—The
French Treaty ;-—Beer and light Wines;
. Adulteration of Liquors;—The Revenue
Question;—The Compensation Ques-
tion;—The Liberty Question;—Bible
Wines; — Total Abstinence and Lon-
gevity ;—The Catholic Church and the
Temperance Question ;—and others too
numerous to mention.

The number of sets available is limi-
ted. They cannot be reprinted except
.at very heavy cost. Those who apply
first will be first supplied. Address

F. 8, SPRNCE,
51 Confederation Life Building,
Toronto, Canada.
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SELECTIONS,

STORY OF A WICKED LIFE,

THE REV, CANON BLLISON, M.A.,
CHAPLAIN TO THE QUIEKEN; CHAIR-
MAN OF (L1008,

ny

[In the year 1877, the body of & young
man, ahout twenty yemrs of age, was
found in the Mersoey, at Liverpon), He
was well-dressed, ovidently one of a
wall-to-do cluss.  There was no clue to
his identity, but in his pocket a paper
was found with these words written
onit:

“ Lot mo rot. 1—I have good friends,
have had good friends, but am now »
miserable siuner — not. o farthing,
Everything has been done to make me
a useful citizen of the world, but [ have
abused everybody's confidonce, Tet
me perish! God be merciful (o me a
sinner! Nothing will be found on me
to show who I am, but I might have
been in a very comfortable position all
the days of my life, if it were not for
drink.” This accursed stuff has led me
to commit saicide.”

The report of the inguest went the
round of the press. In less than two
months the coroner received more than
200 applications from parents in ditfer-
ent lpm't,:-; of the country, asking for
mrticulnrs--such as height, color of
hair, ete.,—200, that is, who had sons,
lost to them, and to whom the descrip-
tion in the papers might have npplie(f]

* Lot me rot ! ” 'tis all P'm fit for !
Not in consecrated grave,
Where Christiin mmen, whom mourners
weep for, .
PTheir resting-pluce and burial have,
But down amidst the silent watoers,
Dark and deep as my remorse,
Away from wandering eyos, forgotten,
Let e lie a nnuncless corse,

“TLoet merot!” 'T'was not go always !
1 was once & happy boy,

Strong, courageous, hopefal, trathful,
A father's pride, n mother’s joy 3

And I had visions, like my playmates,
Of a future yet to come,

When I perchance should gather round

. me
The blessings of a Christian home.

And I had friends:—one friend who
ave me .
The love of her younfx trusting heart;
Friends to help, and friends to save me,
If I, poor fool ! had done my part.
Where ave they now? All, all have
left me,
As, yielding to the cursed drink,
tep by step it has bereft me

TWO SCENES,

Beautiful night, the moon’s clear light,
Stremms in thro' casement. faiv;

Wines ruddy glow and plenteous flow,
In eut glass, vich and vare,

A happy throng, glad bursts of song
Porfume of flowers sweet ;

A blushing bride, and at her side
The tread of manly feet,

A still, cold night, the moon's pale
light,
Shines down on ice and show ;
Through trees so bare the frosty air
Makes monning sad and low,
Requiem sung, in unknown tongue,
O'er form so stiff and cold ;
An open geave its weleome gave
A bed of frozen mold,
An cmpty jug, o battered mug,
Fovud lying side by side ;
They tell the tale of {ips so ‘pule.
Tell how and why hoe died,
—Mavion A, Murphy, in the Advance

SIGNING THE FARM AWAY.

Fine old farm, for a hundred yeurs
Ke;)t in the fumily name ;
Jornfields vich with golden eanrs
Oft us the havvest came ;
Crowded barn and crowded bin,
And still the loads cnne coming in -
Rolling in for a hundred yenrs
And the fourth in the family line
appears,
Orchard covered the slopes of the hill;
Cider—forty barrels they sn?'
Sure in season to come from the mill,
To llm tasted around Thanksgiving
dny
And Lhe’;' drank as they worked, and
they deank as t ey ate,
Winter and summer, enrly and late,
Connting it as n great mishap
To be found ** without & barrel to tap.”

But while the sensons crept along,
And habits into passions grew,

Their appetites becnime as strong
As ever drankard knew,

And they Iabored less, and they

squandered move,
Chiefly for ram at a village store,
Till called by the sheriff, one bitter

HY
To sign the homestead farm away.

Oh, many a scene have I met inlife,. ..
And many a call to IRY §
But the saddest of all was the drun-
kard’s wife,
Signing the farm away ;

Home, once richest in the town,
Howe in that fatal cup poured down,

Of prospects, reason, power to think,

“ Let me perish ! none will miss me,
None will scek to know my end ;

No mother’s lips would care to kiss me,
No weeping eyes would o'cr me bend,

“Let me perish!” Fiends arve round

me,
Mockin’g, beckoning, urging on,
They have tempted, fast have bound

me
Now t.l;ey claim me for their own.

“Let merot!” but O, my bhrothers,
You who hold your lives in hand,
By your love for fathers. mothers,
By your lové for fatherland ;
By the Name of Him who bought you,
‘And who now yonr service claims ;
By the holy book that taught you
ot to live for selfish ains ;

Up and drive the drink flend from you,
ash his poison from your lip ;

Ye are freeimnen—free your country
From his desolating grip.

 Let me perish ! "—but let others,
Musing on this shipwrecked life,

Take arms, antt look for no discharges
In their righteous, life-long strife,

—C.E.T.S. Chronicle.

+“YOU CAN'T COME IN, SIR.”

If you would not be a drunkard
'&on muist not drink a droP 3

For if you never should begin
You‘¥l 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 your door and lock it,
And hang the key upon a nail
Or put it in your pocket,

8o, lest King Rum within you should
His horrid rule begin, sir,

Just shit yourlipsand fock’ them tlght,
And say ‘ You.can't come in, sir.

Worse than fire or flood’s disthny —

Drunkard sligning the farm away !

—Rev. W, R, Cochrane, in Congrega-
tionalist,

THE DRUNKARD'S WIFE.

In a hospital ward a woman luy,
Painfully gnsrin her life away.
So bruised and beaten you scarce could
trace,
‘Womanhood’s semblance in form or

face, .
Yet t,he“hnir that covered the pillow,
ro
Ina talx‘nlgled mass, was like threads of
old.
And ngever sculptor in any land
Moulded a daintier foot or hand.
Said one who had ministered to her

deed ;
And what bitter hate must have nerved

the arm .
That helpless creatuve like this could

harm.
Then the dim eyes, hazy with death's

eclipse,
Slowly ?mlocked, and the swollen li
Murmured faintly, ‘He loved me well -
My hus&aﬁld— twas drink—be sure
on
\Vhenyhe comes to himself, that I for-

give
Poo;-i tellow—for him I would like to
V *
A shado:', a moan, as the words were

Ands:be' drunkard’s wife on the couch
lay dead.
Oh,.fathers, who hold your daughters

dear,

Somebody's daughter is lying here,
Oh, brothers of sisters | come and see
What thge fate of your precious ones

ma; 3
Oh, men.yhowever you love your home,
Be it palace or cottage, 'neath

heaven’s blue dome,
This demon of drink can enter in,
For law strikes hands and. bargains

-,—-Dmtpiu&m_%unhman. .

ith sio,. iy
Wi s +Selected.

need :
*“None but a coward could do this .

THE CAMP FIRE.

BY MRS, J, B, SHRIGLEY, DORSET,
Brightly glewmns the Camp Firo's light,
Like a beacon in the night,

Sending forth its rays afar,

Pure and bright as evening star;
Guiding many o wandoerer back
Ifrom the perils of the track
Leading to the rocks, that lie
Hidden from the unwary eye;
I'en the treacherous rock of drmk,
Whete so many strand and sink,
Burying hope, and love and tirmth -
Brightest promises of youth,
Manhood too in all its pride,

Sinks beneath the fatal tide,

Brightly iy the Campe FIRE burn ;
Fearing not, the wrong to spurn
Fearing not Lo shed its light,

Ever in the canse of right,

May its vays reach fav and wide,
Spreading truth on every side,

Till dark ervor, like the night,

IFlees before the morning light,

ONLY A SONG,

(Apropos Music in onr Mectings.)

It was only a simple ballad
Sung to the cereless throng :
‘There were none who knew the singer,
And few that heeded the song ¢
Yet the singer's voice was tender
And sweet as with love untold
Surely those hearts were hardened
That it left so proud and cold,

She sang of the wondrous glory
That touches the woods in spring,
Of thy st,l'unfc, soul-stivring voices
\thin “the hills break forth and
8

ng."
Of the happy birds low warbling
i The requiem of the day,
And the quict hush of the valleys
In the dusk of the glonming grey.

And one in « distant corner—

A woman worn with strife-—
Heaud in that song & message

From the spring-time of her life,
Fair forms rose up before her

From the nidst of vanished years ;
* 8he sat in a happy blindness,
Her eyes were veiled in tears,

Then, - when-the song?WiStnded, ™"~ ™
And hushed the Inst sweet tone,

The listener rose up softly
And went on her way alone,

Once more to her life of labor
Shepussed ; but her heart was strong,

And she {)myed, *¢God bless the singer,
And, oh! thank God for the song,”

—British Good Templar,

THE BLACK KNIGHT.

REV. J, H, HECTOR,

is open for engagements in Canada.
SOME SPECIMEN EXTRACTS
from a great artay of testimonials :—
“The most original and acceptahle
colored temperance speaker of the
day."—New York Herald.
‘“ His remarks were gems of wit,
humor, logic and eloquence."— Troy

Dat"lly Times,
“The speech was irreaistible in its
eloquence and pathos,"—Toronto Globe,

“The audience alternately roared.
with laughter, or tried to still their
quivering lips.”—Montreal Witness,

“ An interesting story, told in elo-
quent la.ngunge, in which the pathetic
and the humorous were blen ina
masterly manner.”—San Jose Mercury,

¢ Held his audiende spell-bound,
while he painted in vivid colors the
battle-fields that he had witnessed,”"—
Williameport Gasstte. -

For terms and dates sddrees "}
© 7 vt B8, SPENCE, Toronto,
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