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Tobacco Catechisn.

THE SLAVERY OF TOBACCO.

(By Julia Colman, Naional Temperance
Society, New York.)

LESSON V.
Q.-Why do not men give It up when they

ind it is hurtful and Eo vile, and costs sa
much?

A.-Many wculd be very glad ta do sa,
but they find it hard to break up the habit
once formed.

Q.-What makes it hard?
A.-Because, when the tobacco Is stopped,

the system rests from its terrible poison
fighting, and that males a feeling of sin-
ing; then there comcs a thorough overhaul-
ing and cleaning out, and the man, not un-
derstanding it, thinks he is sick, and must
take tobacco ta cure. him, and sa It deceives
him, and be keeps on.

Q.-Why do boys ever commence using
It?

A.--Bacause they sce men using it, and,
.as they are going ta be men soine day, they
want ta use it tao.

Q.-How did our men came ta use it in
the first place?

A.-They ,saw the wild Indians useit.
Q.-A very poor reason. But what can we

do about it?
A.-The boys can do som good by learn-

ing ail they can about the mischief it does,
so that they will nevcr wish ta leara ta use
It.

Q.-How can we help each other in this
good work?

A.-Anti-Tobacco sociëties and Bands of
Hope can be formed, in wbich these truths
will be studied, and people can give -money
to distribute tracts, and editors can show it
up In their papers, so that everybody caa
learn what mischief it does.

Q.-Hov much good will that do?
A.-Tlhey teil us that knowledge is power,

and, if the wild Indians did not know any
better than ta poison themselves with tabac-
co, perhaps intelligent Clristian people can
lcarn. and w-e mean ta try.

Across the Sea

(A True Story.)

On Chester street in Cbeltecnham, -Eingland,
was a quaint (Ad house. The street door
opened directly into the plain but neat. sit-
ting rooi. In one corner was a hair-cloth
covered lounge, and in another stood on old
clock, an heirloom of threa or four genera-
tions. Around the wall was arranged a row
of straight backc-d aId chairs. Pretty plants
bloomed In the windows. The adjoining
room sorved as dining-room and kitchen.
Above these were bed-rooms. This was the
home of surly John Chaucer, bis wife and
two sons. His mcat-shop stood only a fcw
feet away. Mrs. Chaucer was a cheerful lit-
tle woman, vhose good nature counteractet
much of the influence o ber husband's iII
temper, and smcothed many rough places for
the feet of ber children. James Stewart lived
just across the street. He also had two chil-
dron, a boy and a girl, Mary Stewart had
dark hair, large brown eyes and rosy cheeks.
She w-as a bright, mischievous child. AI-
though a companion in all her brother's boy-
ish adventures, she w-as never rude. Be-
cause of some grudge surly John held against
Mr. Stewart, their children had never been
allowed ta play together. As the children
grew older naturally this rostraint, for which
they could sea no reason, led thea ta seek
opportunities ta break through the unfriend-
ly barriers. A strong fricndship sprang up
botween Tom Chaucer and Mary Stewart,
which, unconsciously ta the maiden, ripened
into a case of true love. However, Tom
know Mary was the idol of bis life.

Tom and Mary were sitting on lier
fathor's doorstep in the early tw-i-
light. Tom went hastily ta a rosebush
near-by, plucked a rose and prcsented it ta
Mary. As. she bent admiringly aver it he

raid, 'Won't you be my rosebud, Mary? I
love you.'

-A few days 'later Mary asked Tom, 'How
will your father receive the news of our en-
gagement?' The task of breaking the news
ta bis father did not seem so hard at that
moment as it afterwards did, and ho replied
quickly, 'Oh, lie will. scold at first, of course,
but lie will come around all right.'

The more Tom thought about it, the great-
er bis dificulty appeared. Encouraged by
bis mother's approval and ready sympatby,
Tom went into bis father's shop, determinca
to settie the affair.

Finding the butcher alonc lie began :
'Father, I-I want ta tell you something.'
The butcher dropped the great knife with

which he.was slicing beefsteak, and stared
at Tom in astonishment. Ho was not acous-
toimed ta private conferences with bis sans.
Unader bis breath'he said : ' What's the mat-
ter with..the boy; is lie daft ?' To Tom
' Well, tell it ! Don't stand there, with your
liands in your pockets and your moutl open
enough ta swallow this quarter o' beef,. but
never say a word ?'

Perhaps ta gain courage, Tom balanced
bimself on the edge of a hogshead of brine
prepared ta pickle beef. Tien with a des-
perate effort, lie stammered, 'I-I am engaged
ta Mary Stewart.'

'You ! I'il fix you,' said the angry father,
starting towards Tom.

Splash ! Tom had tumbled backwards into
the barrel. His one shrill cry for help -was
heard by several men who came ta the res-
eue.

The butcher, without touching bis son, was
storming about the shop; and in bis frenzy
uttered incoherent phrases that led the res-
cuers ta think'that thieves had caused the
disturbance.

'Here's the villail,' shouted one of the men,
hearing Tom splashing in bis briny bath, and
attempting ta. climb out. . 'Halt, or l'Il shoot.'
shoot.'

Standing still and rubbing the brine into,
rather than- out of bis eyes, Tom -wailed
piteously, 'It's I. I:fell in myself.'

' Well, it's yer voico, and not a sight of
ye that saves ye,' said the man. 'You -look
like a drowned rat • A lively pickle ye bo I'

In the meantime the butcher -had disap-
peared and was laying the poor boy's Qin be-
fore Mrs. Chaucer. Tom being frce once
more made no explanation, and the men de-
parted shaking with laughtert This was the
beginning of much trouble for Tom. He
bore bis father's censure and harshness with
patience, and worked as ho had never worked
ta learn the carpenter trade.

For two years lie had worked and waited
when bis father was prostrated with fever.
Disoase and an accuzing conscience tended
,nly to sharpen the butcher's temper, maaking
him almost unmanageable. The second we-k
of bis father's illness, although lie continued
ta scold him, surly John begain ta show a
preference for Tom's services, fdnally insist-
ing upon having bis constant care. .

One night the butler lay very quiet, with
bis oyes closed. Tom thought he was asleep.
Weary with much watching Tom could net
keep awake any longer. As lie sat with bis
head dropped forward lie felt a touch. Im-
mediately he awakened and found: bis fa-
ther's eyes fixed upon him, with a strange,
new expression in them. He clasped Tom's
hand and in a trembling voice said :- ' Tom,
you have been a good son,-a very good son.
You and Mary have my blessing.'
. Poor Tom discovered that bis father was

dying, and called the family.
Tet us draw a curtain round this flickering

Itfe and let iL go out in the midst of the fami-
ly circle. When the shackles of mortality
begin ta fa.11 off, how often the cramped soul
reveals its botter promptings !

The news of the butcher's death spread ra-
pidly through the town. Many who bad
been accustomed ta say, 'Surly John,' came
to pay their respects ta 'Dear Mr. Chaucer's
rmains.' John*Chaucer was laid ta rest in
the church-yard. According ta his wish the
ocho of the funeral knell announced the mar-
riage of Tom and Mary.

For five years they lived happily in the
old bouse. Then Tom, thinking lie could
earn more moaney in Amorica, kissed his wife
and baby good-by and sailed for the new
world. Yes, lie would send his wages back
ta bring is family ta a botter home.

In the saloon district of Minneapolis a mis-
sin had li€n establisied. There is a chil-

dren's meeting in progress. The sweet, clear
voices of the boys and girls ring out above
the noise of the stree. An old man takes
bis seat just inside the door. The sang is
finished. , The superintendent, a lady, says:
'I want every one upon whlom I call ta tell
us a bible story.' The request tacets with
a hearty response. Atter several storic have
beed told a little gIrl's hand is raised.
'Please, may I tell a story, tao-?' Permission
being granted, with a simplicity knomvn only
to childhood, she tells the story. of Jonab.
How ho tried ta run.away from duty, away,
away across the sea, but the fish swallowed
him. God made the fish lot Jonah loose and
made him willing ta do right. While the
closing hymn is boing sung the did man
leaves the room and disappears in the dark-
ness.

A week bas passed and the boys and girls
are again assembled. This evening the
subject is temperance.- The superintendent
makes a few remarks, then asks for informa-
tion from the boys and girls. A girl of
twelve answers the question. What makes
a drunkard's nose cd ?' She carefully ex-
plains how the neUes controlling the capil-
laries are paralyzed by thealcohol and that
ieeps the blood near the skin until it becomes
congested and cannot return to the heart.
The result is a red nose.

'That's what made my nose red ! Pray
for me.

The speaker 4Is the old man w-ho was In
the meeting last wek. At the close of the
meeting the superintendent listens ta his
story.
. ' Twonty years ago I came ta this country
hoping ta make money. An iliness soan af-
ter I landed consumed the little money I had.
I found it hard ta get work. While wan-
dering about in New York searching for
work, I met a man who was very kind and
promised ta get me a job. A saloon-keeper
wanted some work done. I did not like ta
take the place but did not wish ta offend my
new friend, and could sce o other :way. ta
get work. 1 took the job, and that very day
began ta. travel the road.. whici leads ,ta
death.

'I lef t a wife and child'in England. If
she is living she believos me dead.. I could
not let ber know my life. I wrate lier for
a time dwelling upo'n the prospects of a
bright future, keeping silent about the pres-
ent, but never sending ber any money. All
the time I was falling lower and lowor. At
last I bribedi my boon conmpanlons ta write
my wife that I was doad.'

' Why did you came in hcre ?'
'A short time ago I came ta the city. Last

week I was walking past this place and hcard
the music. Nat knowing why, I stopped at
the door. I was surprised ta seo you and a
crowd of .young people holding Eame sort of
a meeting. A polite boy invited me in and.
offeried me a singing book. I would no-t
have stopped ta hear à man preach. I had
not been in a place of worship for more than
fifteen years. I took a seat near the door
and thought I w-ould sec w-hat was going on.
That Jonah story was too much for mie.. I
thought I was another Jonah. I ran away
from duty across the sea. " Jesus, lover of
my soul," cast a spoli over me. Could he
love my soul ? I could stand no more ; I
left the rooi, but could not forget what I had
heard. I have been miserable ever since. I
did not want ta come bere >to-nigbt, but
somothing compelled me ta came.'

Poor man ! he had been Eerving a hard
master. Before leaving the room lie decid-
ed ta change mnasers. He went out with a
nov purpose and a new hope. Being a skil-
ful workman and once startcd In the right
way he was kapt busy. Evory week his
voice w-as leard blending with the mission
boys and girls. He said their meetings belp-
ed ta strongthen him ta meet teinptation.

One evening he told the boys and girls part
of bis story. ln closing lie said : 'I am
saving my wages now. When I get enough
money I will try ta find my wife and son.'

Six months later the superintendent receiv--
ed this note from Dr. James Roberts : 'Tom
Chaucer fell from a high scaffold to-day, and
cannot live many hours. He wants ta se
you.3

The. lady .went immediately. Tom gave,
ber the naines of a number of lits old neigh...
bers in England and& asked lier ta try and
find bis wife and son, if living. He said:.
'Toll. Mary God bas forgiveni me. I had.
hoped to have ber forgiveness on* this ride.
but.God's will be done.'

The sentence was finished tn a whisper.
Tom had crossed the sea, the sea of life.-
Jennie Shuford, la ' North and West.'


