
1N NOYA scoTI. AND THE ADJoINING PROVINCEs.

hi eoniscience, and spoke of his Savijour
*bOmii he had grieved. Then i sp oke of his
ehildren, especially the lad whi sat bîy hin,

0one of my juvenile band of teetotallers.
kged 17,--and of the bad example hc was
8etting the children. Young, P- looked
1P with eyes full of tears.

"He was sadly eut up by me being drunk
asIt night, and talked so to me this morniing."'

" And yet you can make up your mind to
go on drinking. O, R-, vou may do him
a lasting injury by your examnple now."

" Do, dear "father, do, please-please do
t41 again," said the eldest daughter, aged

years, so earnestly.
I left, shaking hauds with him. as usual.
"Miay I still corne and see you sometimes ?

hall I be welcome P"'
lie nearly cried.

At every house, R-'s fall was deplored
a calamity to our society. To cut a long

story short: this morning, bis wife came tone l great sorrow. I had not seen her last
right She cried and said, " He'll come
back. He got drunk again last night, and
*W he's come to his-self again, and says,
'8he spoke truth; I canna be moderate.'
And," she added, " G. H-- broke out last
Iight, and lay in the gutter last night as you
assed; and the boys hooted at him, and
r bick was tha1t sorry for him he brought

'ln to our bouse. And when my husband
te'ed him, he was eut up terribly, for he said,

She told me G. would be the next to go,
Md now she'll say that I 'ticed him.' And

0 vexed 'him he took G. home his-self;
444 he was that hurt in bis feelings, he went
* the -- and drank, and came home
___ " While she was telling me this,

's massive figure appeared at the frornt
r, brlnging me G. Il--. G.'s face was

PUlsed and elotted with blood. R- look-
e haggard and ill. Neither of them at-

4 aiPted to speak. They turned their faces
.'Y. I took them by the band and led

ta into the dining-room, and we had a
r4oSt touching scere. G. H- could not
&Peak a word beyond "I broke because heh ad; I cared for nobody else when he was

e.I didn't care to stop in the society."
>41 added, " I'd give £5 if I had'nt broke,aOu' &ike," meaning me.

's contrition and humility almost
streame me. He thought it se wonderful

SGQuld have gone after him yesterday. Ris
confidence had fled; his moderate-drink-

'Ig theory had vanished, too. He said, "I
'"t drink moderately; it's no use; I got
uk again last night. 'Twill be the death

f ile, body and soul, and I can't stand that."
ýo after saying much that was most bearty
! bi8 sorrow as regarded hurting My feel-

hlige, le besought me te receive bim again,Idang, " We'll never toucli a drop of drink
al long as we live."

Went to my room after they left, and,

after an outburst of tears, knelt down to
pour out my heart to God. Thank God,
teetotalism, Šunday services and the schooil-
room meetings have not been in vain. The
falls, the very breakings downî of these fine
honest men, God overrules for guod. It hae
brought out so much hearty feeling towarde
me on all sides. Instead of injuring my so-
ciety, it has been overruled even to strength-
en these very men, and to shew then and the
others that those who h.ave been heavy
drinkers cannot be nmoderate.- " Hasié to 1da
Rescue," by Mrs. WVightman.

The Man of Capital.

TH RR is nothing mre sad than to be
carried like a vessel away from the straight
course of principle-to be left a stranded
outcast thing on the sands of dishonor. There
is nothing more pitiable than to behold a
man bolstering himself ip in a position le is
not entitled to. " That is a man of capital,"
savs the world, pointing to an unscrupulous
an'd suceesful swindler. Capital! What is
capital? Is it what a man haos Is it count-
ed hy pounds and pence, stocks and shares,
by houses and lands? No! Capital is not
w'hat a man has. but what a man is. Char-
acter is capital; bonor is capital. The world's
wretched version sometimes is, " the man
makes his worth"-makes it, they care not
how-overriding others, cheating others, cle-
ver and successful roguery. But the old
proverb of the good o)d times condemna the
counterfeit, tosses the base coin aside, and
proclaims " worth makes the man." Angela.
as they look down at times on our street.,
say, as they point to some one walking there,
" That man is ruined!" Ruined! What has
ruined him ? Do they see him in tattered
attire, with shabby dress, the ticket on hi&
bouse, or the shutter on bis place of busi-
ness? Was he once a prosperous man-a
credited millionaire ? but the sand-built cas-
tIes have become the sport of the tide, his
wife and family beggared? No. le has all
that:-town and country bouse, equipages
standing at bis door, lights of luxury gleanm-
ing from bis window. Ruined! then how is
this ? Ah ! his character is gone ; bis integ-
rity is sold; he bas bartered honor, for a
miserable mess of earthly pottage. He is
put on the bankrupt list by all the truly gregt
in the ranks of lofty being. God save us
from ruin like this! Perish what mnay:-
perish gold, silver, bouses, lands; let the -
winds of misfortune dash our vessel on the
sunken rock, but let integrity be like the
valued keepsake the sailor boy lashed with
the rope round bis body, the only thing we
care to save. Let me die; but let angela
read. if friends cannot alfford te erect the
grave-stone: " Here lies an bonest man r"-
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