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Tie deion Alcohol, 'tI aiS lie
Ilo lay In w.uit to laip unt Ikill

Thev hodies a11n< lle- Cuet nlwn,
Its plan iis ii ti , l t it'aiil,> tihe n

Bi %slow diegrees hec stole thetir 1% ill,
Theer conscienIcemao, liberty.
Alcoloi ? YV, his vu ry natno
Reminds of wroag aut arime and shaie.

allut le: the writing ona th % al 1,
A woi ha' n liad hIats traced it ttere ;
Clristinatl Dixon tas se Stood
Upon a roughe lewi log of NI ooed
Ani said, ' No whiiskey l'il Itepare
If Imy larii's never built at ail.'
Dear little womiiai, brave and true,
She " builded better than site kiew."

Toroito felt the wonirous weight
Of hîeri courageois words and tonle,
And in a little unknowin street
Tiree friends witit eartest putpose eniet,
And pledge, o'en thougli tliey statint alone,
To stand for tenperance aniel rigit.
0, Ketchutin, Beatty, Dixon trte,
That mothet's anatatle feull o you i

It was just fif ty years "go,
And yet to-day froin souti te nortih,
Frein western lutte castern eats,
We sing aloud our jnbhilee.
Witi badge and banner marches forth
The teniperanice lioet! Thie imigity fo
Has learnied to tremble, learnaed tiat wt
Are inarching oan to victory.

The Little Shoes.
Ot.y a tiny pair of shoes, ragged and worn, yet

Bill Jones clung to tlhemîî firiily, as lie staggered
and stumîbled along the slippery streets. At last
he reacied his destination, a low corner shop, with
a large sign, whicli lad at each correr a glass of
beer, and the words "1Silver King," in gilt letters,
in the iniddle. Yes, it was a rum-shop; yet Bill
entered it witi a proud air. Ho stumbled up to
the counter, and thrust the brown package towards
the runseller, as, with an oath, he denanded a
glass of grog.

"i Why, Bill, what have you iere? A pair of
shoes, as I live 1 Surely you don't expect me to
give you a glass for these old things, do you 1"

"Why not?" growled the other; "they are
worth th, t mueli, and I have no noney ; and I
must have one more drink, se I have brought thema
te pay for it."

"But, Bill, I never exciange drink for stch
things as thiese," glancing down at the well-worii
shoes on the counter. "Why did you bring then
here? This is not a pawni-slop 1"

"Can't help it. Got te have mny grog. You
wouldn't let nie have a glass on tick, and se I
brought then."

Mr. Clark, the rumseller, took up the tinîy shoes,
and turnied then over in his large hands, and a
faint sigh escaped him. Years before, ho lad little
shoes to buy, and, somehow, the siglit of these
brought back te his mind the little fairy lie used to
love, but who left, wlen she died, a lonely home
and saddened iearts behind. That was years ago;
but Mr. Clark shrank fron exclanging a drink for
the little shoes that reminded hini of his dead child.
It was like piercing his stony heart to touch the
brown bundle, but he pushed it back from himn.

"Take them home, Bill; take them back to your
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little elîîhid, for she muitist le cold withot. theli
dutrimg this bie k uather."

" What's tiant to you, Mr. Chirk, i like to
knlow 1'"

- Nothinu, 1,il. Onl1y I hadil a little girl once
wio wore shos aibout tiat si/e. No, ill ; for lier
sake I ean't deplriN t our clild of lier shovs, and I
ean't mind I woi't give you Mt lass of .gro for
themi, and the ruimseller turned away.

What has leggars, like Jeilie, got to wvar
shoes for," swore Bill, as lie picked uap the buindlet
to try soImet other plate.

t 'lar'k turnied quiikly round. "Blill," said lie,
"go hlome to your child. If she is a betgua, you
madle hier on e. If you would iever tonehi another
glass vou w'ould be better i1. A gali, I implore
you to take those shoes back to vourt chîild. Never
will I sell a glass at the prive of a child's life. A
thoisaid tintes ne !"

Bill raised imself slowly up, lalf-sobered by the
earnest words of the hîitherto usuially cager liquor
seller. " Well, I'il be blowed !" lie inutter'd, as
lie turned to go. " Guess, Mr. Rumnishop, you have
turned parson ;" and, with another oath, he de-
parted.

Somnehow, Bill no longer cared for a drink just
thien, so lie staggered on until lie reaclied a secluded
corner, and sat dowa. Strange thoughts filled his
brain, and his face woro a new' expression as lie
glanced down at the brown parcel in his iand.
W'at lad cone over him all once? The more he
tried to forget it, ail the more he found himself
thinking of it again. Was it true wliat Mr. Clark
had said, about his making Jennie a beggar? And
did the whiskey have anything te do with it ? Bill
slowly opened the bundle, and took the broken
lttle shoes out. Somnehow, his long-hardened heart
gave a bound, and soiething stuck in hlis throat.

Poor little Jennie," hlie whispered, "how could
I take away lier shoes ? What a fiend 1 &iti 1 Little
blue eyed lamb, l'Il take themn back to her." And
he reverently tied thei up, and put themi into his
cent pocket. But his thoiuglhts did not stop with
that, and the tears begana te fall as lie thouglt hIow
lie had neglected lier and his Lizzie. " Lizzie," lie
murmured, "lhow could lie ever treat lier so, and
yet she was always so kind to himîî 1 11ev she cried
wlien lie came home, night after night, drunk and
stiupid ! How often lie lad heard lier and little
Jennîîie pray for hiim when they thouglt hin asleep 1
How could lie have been such a brute? And then
the shoes-" lie could not forget thei. " Does she
love me yet?" lie thouglit; me, a drunkard ! Can
she ever forgive, I wonder?

Ah I the long years of poverty and want. Was
it ever possible that he was young and sober? Yes,
only ten years ago--ten years of mnisspeit life i
How it aIl cane back te limn as lie sat there, dirty,
ragged, and cold I Ten years ago he was a young,
well-to-do man ; and sweet Lizzie-the belle of the
village-was lis ,weetheart. How lie loved her-
with golden hair, and shy, blue eyes 1 Then caime
a picture of a neat little farni-house, and Lizzie a 1
bride, and how proud lie was of his darling and the
cozy home 1 Ilow happy they were, and how they
built air-castles together of what they would do in
the future 1 The future-ah, how bitter was the
thoiught i

Then, when Jeninie was born, surely never was
there a happier couple nor a lovelier babe. Dear i
little blue-eyed Jeinie, how lie loved lier! fBut I
that was long ago, and now-Lizzie was a sad-oyed 1
womani, with a faded frock, and Jeinnio a little I
shadow of a child. The dear old bouse was gone, 0
and a low, bare attic was the only place lie dared
call home. a

Was it the grog I Ah! 'well ho rememberd the i
first glass, and Iîizzie'a teairs and pleaclineys; thea g

Ilte tauents and j'rs of the Ioisy les ' ,
r'efsue il t ik uit th laitgain, low thei abl 
him a " miiilk sot,"' hranso h said IZu lied 1I
wih him to diriik. Ye, he salw it all now; 
lie giai w the rm hiIp and the litsy eaa
andi hiow made by their scorniful lauuhsIý Il(

filled up his glass, and tose.d olf rink ateli r dla
Tiat wvas how it started: the fi rst social u t

tht grog sholp, and inow a druikard. Yes, he Wt
nothing but a sot t

Bill groaied, and great drops of coil sweat fanl
fromi his brow as the bitor truth hurst (I'.'t upon ai
Yes, it was the drink. Clark was; rigit lie l ta
made his Jenînio a be'ggar. Vas it, too late Ne,
not quite. And Iill, tlhorughly solered nw,
kilt dowin in that sî'ludedu cer, aid, by Gaaal
lhelp, made a vow lie% vr to totch a glass of liitiior
agîain. Soumaehow, when lie arose lie felt hetter, Iis
heart was lighter, and with a firmIi step lie started
for homte.

Mrs. Jones svas sitting beside the sick-bed of lier
little one, trying to clier uap the lonely child. Tiat
she liad been crying, could be plainly seet by the
red eyes; but now she was reading froin the blessei
Book, and telling Jennie the "1Old, old story, of
Jesus and his love."

Steps wero heard, and the door was quickly
opened, and Bill enatered. Coming to the bedide,
where lay the sick child

" Lizzie," lie said, "'Jennie, little la nb, I've comae
home, and it's thýe shues done it ail 1 Here they
are, safe and soundi."

Mrs. Joues stood still in woiderment, then somne-
tlhing entered lier heart. Was it hope 1

"Bill," sheo cried, "l what is it 7"
Lizzie," lie iurimured ; " Lizzie, I've quit. I've

takei tht temperanice vow, and the sloes did it.
My wife, forgive the past, and trust lle againa."

Lizzie, with o' e fond look, rushed to his side,
and there, gathered in his arins, withî lier tired iead
upon his breast, listeied to the whole story. Need
we say how happy that little famîîily was that iight,
or how Jeniie nestled, as of old, in lier fond
father's armas.

Bil! joined the temiperance band, and froin tiant
tine was a devoted worker aiong his fallen friends,
who, like hiiself, liad forgotten God.

Mr. Clark often liad a visit fromt Dill, not as a
ctstoiier, but as ain carnl st Christiani, who was
trying to give himîî ligit and hope, and itake him
give up the saloon. The seed sown was in good
ground, for soon the little corner ruim-sh.op was
closed, and the sign, "Silver King," takei dowin.
There now stands a large brick building oi that
corner, and the neat sigin tells that "tTeipeiaice
reigis there. A large public reading-roomn has
been opened, and cold water is the beverage used.
MAr. Clark and Bill Jones are at the Iead of the
good work, and together they labour for God.

In a glass case on the mantel can le founîîd tu-
ittle soiled sihoes, and every visitor knows tue
history attached to then, and the result. Wliat a
glorious cause they represent, and may God bless
forever the temperance workers 1-Lula K. Jallack.

Save a Mother's Tears.
Two friends were once sitting together, engaged

n letter-writing. Onie was a young man from
India, and die other's fanily resided in that far-ofr
and. The former was writing to lis mother in
ndia. Whîen his letter was finislied, bis friend
ffeured to enclose it in ius. This lie politely declined,
aying, I If it be sent separately, it will reaclh lier
ooner than if sent througli a friend ; and perhaps
t might save a tear," Would that every boy and
irl were equailly saving of a mother'a tears.
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