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Ilad I mistaken the character and cause of the change I had
noticed in him? I looked at him again to correct or'conf-m

my judgment. He seemed to understand the significance of
the glance, and went on:

"Yes, I go for that bill. They laugh at me at the taveru
theré for that. They all know I love a glass of rm_, and take

it too. But I tell them, . am the very man to votejor. that

law. If ever a poor fellow knewi wkat such aZlaw would be

worth to 7im, I am that maIn. I do love rum, andIde drink
it, and I will have it as long as I can get it; I ean't help drink

ing it when I see it, and I can't keep away from wheie it is"

The tears startled out of his eyes.

"Well," he resumed,- "it will be a happy day for=mywifeif

ever that bill becomes a law."

'I remember her, I tink."

'Well, she's been a good wife to me, and she'llbeglad when

there's no more rum to be had."

That's one of the men whose rights are outraged by the
" Maine Law," whose suferings under the tyranny of such.
despotie legislation are so pathetically written about, and har-

angued about in rum editorials and political gatheings, whose
liberty is so cruelly taken away by the state, and whose prero-

gative of self-government in the matter of âtrong drink is s

urgently argued.

Poor, patient, sorrowful wife, the hour ofher gladnesshas not

yet chimed. The help of the law has been denied her impergi-

led husband. Shall we here turn back the wave of light and

blessing which has rolled its brighterested· surge thiongthe

homes of our ancient commonwealth?


