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Seleciions,
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Our Motto,

L saw three sisters hend fn hand ;
Yol one did soem to lead the way,
An with & steady hand she soanned
The path that Lleak before them Jay ;
Nor blenched ahe at ita ruggodness ;
Dut at her look of simpla trust
The hills and rocks waned leas and leas,
And mingled withthe common dust,
And thus my heart in quict saith, =~
- Her name ia Parmut,

And nimbly on the socond woeat,
Eer faco angelically Lright
With Heaven's glory and content,
That gemmod her o'er with native light
As, with her eagor oyos upraiaed,
Sho saw tho bleasedness to hew
The goal ; which, brighteningasshoe gazed
Made hor sou! throb with ocatacy,
Whoso vislon hath so large a scope?
Hor name is Horx,

She glided on with gontle mien,

The nobleat of these sistors threo,
With graco that would outshine a quoen,
With lova that ennquered alt degreo;

And at her tread tho barren ground
Sprang futo soft and living green ;
Hor snil'e, liko sutshine, spreading round
A radiant bloom to light the scene.
Hor gilts are cotnmon, sho is a rarity—
Her namo fs Crianrxy,
—Temperance Lecond,

The A B C of Drink.

BY RDWARD 2, XIDDER.
A ls the Alochol—deathhiko fte geip,
B the Beginnor who ** just takes a aip.”
C the Companion who unjes hiin on,
D for the Dsmon of drink which fs born.
R the Endeav-r by miakos to reshit,

- X for the Frionds (?) who 8o loudly fnslst,

@ for the Guilt which he afterwarda fcols,
H for the Horrors that hang st his heela.

. I hia Intention to dzink not st all,

J for Jeering that follows bis fall.

K Is his Knowledge that Le ls a slave,

L for the Liquors his appetites crave,

M the convivial Mcetings so gay,

W 1s the *“No" which he tries hard to sy,

Q for the Orgles which then como to pass,

P for the Pride which he drowna In his glass,

@ for the Quarrels that nightly abound,

R for the Ruin that hovers around.

B for the Sights which his vision bedin,

T for the Trembling that seizes his limbe,

U for his Usefulness, kUed i the slume,

V¥ {s the Vagrant he swiftly beconies,

‘W the Waning of life nearly ilone,

X his Extinction, regretted Ly none,

Yuuth of the nation,auch weakness is crime.

Zenlously turn from the tempter §n time,
[This can be used as an exerclse for twenty-

six little boye or gicls, ench reciting & line.)

=The Temperance Hunner,

Govan Ferry,

You ask mo for a story, =nd you won.
der that I sigh,

You Jittle know the lurid lights that
fiash ncross my sky;

You little reck the breaking hearts that
riso before my mind,

Or know the mystery of lifo behind the
scenes, behind,

For high and low, and rich and poor,
the noble and defained,

The wrotched God.forgotten crew that
cannot even be named,

Have clements tho sawe of gricf, of
pleanury, and of mirtls,

That make ther equal in their death
ag Lrethers at their birth ;

The noble are not all 10 good, the bad
are not 30 vile—

We nover seo beneath the tear, or peep
behind the smile.

You know the Govan Ferry, o'er the
mucky, dirty Clyde,

Ten thousand hamwers ringing thero
re-ccho far and wide,

Yes, you know the Govan Ferry—
dingy, muddy, noisy hole—

The Blthy watcrs Inpping black with
soot and dust of coal,

And myriads busy crossing begrimed
with toil and swoat—

Rough jeking, coarse philandering, give
a8 good a8 you can get;

And women, carly withered, pinched
with poverty and sin,

With scarce a rag to hido their shame,
or wrap their bady in.

It waa the snowy winter time, the even-
ing’s work was o'er,

And men and women wesry worn wero
seeking lioine once more ;

A mother with her Laby pinched, and
shivering in tho biast,

The little rag ahe called a shawl about
its baro feet cast,

Sat heodlest as the gunwale rocking
reckleas to and fro,

‘While the ferry-boat went ciunching
through the drifting ice and anow.,

And there he stood—tho drunkard

atood=hatl just come off tho spree,
With h looks amongst Liis mates,
as filent as could be,

What thoughts were in hia wretched
soul the Lord nlone could tell;

Remorse, repentance, hoaven for him
was nowhere, thore was hell.

A woul that might have soarcd with
onse Lo heavunly Llias and

Was filled with misory and ifor—why,
Jife had bottor conso.

A drunken rufilan whom his filends
had Jong given tho go-by—

Not oven a nod, his cruelty {md crunh:
od theie aympathy,

He bad a wifo who left him, no chick
had they to roar,

No huwnan tﬂh:g to lovo him now, no
kindly volco to cheer,

How diffecent when she, the fool, per-
ceiving not the {ate

That dogs temptation fixed tho trap
that caught hee and boe mato—

How as tlhe happy honeymaoon, when

et the year was young,

Hor little home was ahinjng, ¢ 1 the fire
the kottle sung,

Tho tablo sproad with suowy cloth, the
curs'd decanter there—

Tho spark that put herliome in flanmes,
and left ber in despair,

The boat lurch'd o'er and in the wave
the puling infant dropped,

Tho mother shneked and ever
Leat for an instant stopped.

And bo the ragged, whow they called
n wicked, drunken brute,

Looked up, waved back his arm, and on
thy gunwale placed his foot ;

"Tis better to hiwsclf, ho said, the Bittle
hand upraised

Seemed hccioning to him to come, hnlf
sober and lalf dazed

lioart-

Ono look he gave nround, awd pity
lightened in his oye,

A heaveuly gleam shone o'er him- yos,
"twas A chance to dig,

It psttered not to him that others
shivered on the brink,

For he was Lory, it scemed to him, to
curso nndd awear nnd drink,

And bo wns weary of it all, a Cain in
every land,

And ho ngainst tho world arenyed—
against hitn every hand.

He looked, and with a leap, away be-
fore a man could think

Into tho sliny sen he sprang, no shiver.
ing on tho brink—

The boat was stopped, all elso wasstill,
tho people whero they stood
Transfixed and speccliless only looked

thio scene hiad chilled theie blood |
Only tho mother in despair was moan.
ing as her oyes,
Were staring from their sockets to
watch babe and sasiur rise

It scesned an age, and then a rpple on
the filthy wave,

And to the wretched sot was holding
somcething up to save;

His faco was set, the haggord marks
debauchory had lined,

Had softened off, an angel's face could
bot be more refined |

Has lips were closed, and from his eyes
a heavenly calumess looked -

0° Angel Qabricl 7 take tho charge,
the drunkard't doom is booked

A scoro of willing hands received the
sictimsg of tho sca,

And such a shout went up to heaven
ono could neither speak nor sce

For every oyo was raining such a tor-
rent of glad tears,

And every voice wns Uhrilling with
such tremulous cheers,

But ho, the hero, dripping from his
muddy bath arosc,

Tooked bashiully arcund and sad,
“Why, mates, Ie spiled my

clothes.”

And that waa nl), no bathos, but a
truth that mado it grim,

His rags were spoiled, no medal and
ne myrtle wreath for him,

They talk of haroes far away, for bicds
hiave feathers fair,

Look round my fricnds in Glasgow
uens yon'll tind them even there,

Whero men will daro to struggle on
and women dare to dio,

Who never heard tho song of bird or
saw tho bright blue aky.

Twas tater, I remember, when the
snow was on the ground,

And the bitter blaste of winter were
biting all around ;
In the midnight, cold and homeless, he
came wandering to my door,
Ragged, shoeless, pinchod and starving
as U'd never seen before.

He stood within the doorway with hia
scared and ghastly face,

s wido dilated pupils scanned with
wonderment the place,

Az it his soul a heaven had found
whcro ho mught rest awlnle,

And amiled to sco the firclight dance
with & hal!f delirious smile,

My table filled with papers, and my
shelves with loads o?ebookl ;

The nir of comfort, plenty, threw a
glamour o'er his looks,

" Eb, man,” said he, *it's bonnia, how
hiappy you must be;

But I am in the wintor, Jack, what

can you do forme?”

My brothert O my Lrother! must I
pitch you to the strest 1

Must you wandor in the guttor with
your torn and bleoding foot 1

My oyes aro raining tears of blood, my
heart will broak in twouwm

My brother, U my Lrothor! what on
oarth am I to do?

Know you not my wifo and children
rely on me for broad t

That night and day I'm toiling to keep
o sheltor o'sr thelr hoad—

That your mother and my mothier har
no fifend on oarth snve mo—
That your sistora and ny sistors are

pitiched with poverty —

That my wages are but tiftog, and
my duties very great -

That 'm tlghting with thoe dovil aud
with an angry fate—

That tho money if I give yon't, you
will squander in your dunk--
Tako tho milk from wy poor babies.
Will you never, never think t

Liston to mo, yo ruleis, an answer 1
demand —

Here's a deun shop, thore's a drain
shop - -why therv's hell on cvery

hand ;

You plant them at the workshop, you
plant them at the door,

You regulnto the traflic till the stream
of bload tuns o'er,

And hko o woful niver gathering ruin
as it goes——

Cursing wen nnd women, children- -to
annihilation flows,

You regulata tho traliol—why the
thing's a monstrouslic! -~

Will ye not reform it wholly till an
angel from the sky,

With a sound of llame nnd vengeance,
scorch your soul and burn your
oyes,

Abolish, erush tho cursed thing, Anise
anse ! neise!

A little later still, and then T laid him
in his grave -

Tho wandorer of the midnight hour,
tho hero of the wave;

A stormy lifo, & lonely death, and after
death—dost knowt

O pitying Father, stretch thy hand and
saro thy child from woe!

And if it bo that prayer avail, send
down an angel band,

And sweep this drunken horror frot n
poor, dejectedd land,

Till mothers snule, and children ¢hmb
upon their futhier’s knee,

Rejorwing in the shining hght of sober
hberty.

I'o toll the story, darling, and your
cheek is palo with foar,

The licavenly bluo of thy crystal eye ix
twoisonrd with a tear,

I told you that 1 bad no tale of light
ot joy or love,

Tho hnppiness woreek on earth is only

found abore;

For in this world wo darkly waik op-
pressd with fear aud care,

And for our weamry soul we find no
such place any where.

— N, Legue Journal,
-

A Night in a Drunkard's Home.
FOUNDLED OX PACT.

Tug room was poor, the furniture
was poor, tho hght was dimn—-it came
from a half-burned candle—tho loose
shutters ruttled in the wind, and the
slect camo driving against the window-
panes, whero thero were any, nnd
where there were none it drove 1w or
wns sto{pcd by a dirty old 1y, or a
ragged, brimless hat.  The fire-—but
that had gone out long ago—died of
starvation. A table, & fow ‘'wums
{bottomles) and o hoap in A wu'ner
that was called a bed—this was the
furniture. A man is lying on the bed
and a woman is bending over him, It
13 too ¢Iark to seo their faces plainly,
Lut et us listen  Tho wan is tulking
Mako no noise, for his voice 15 low nnd
wonk,

“I have Leen n poor chough hushand
to you, Mary, through all these yoars,
but if T have boen unkind to you )
have Lbeen unkinder still to mysclf. 1
have dragged you down from comfort
and happineas to hunger and nusery,
I have beaten you—ay, what lhave I
not done that T could do to make your
hfo n beld ' but -1 have misuscd iy
self ten thousand times worse than'|
over haveyou And myson- Ob, God,
it is awful?! And now I wust die’
Don't ¢cry, Mary . at lonst not for me—
I don'’t deservoit.  Hut weep and pray
—yos, pray for him. I remember
things to night that I have not thought
before for yoars  Tho day I first ot
{ou —you wore beautiful then —and
aw gay we all were, you and I and
Jolin and Fannio and all the rest.
How quickiy thoso summer days went
Ly, and wo wore so happy, and our
love, and O, my hoad, my hoad is on
fire! whero is it? quick, do you hear
me, or do you wish me to dio "

Iis eyes wero glaring now, and his
faco was contorted s he endeavored to

mise himsclf, vut hs was too weak and

foll back, cursing and blupllominf.
The woman tricd to rajee him, but it
watin vain,

HOLt ohl koep them off ! Beo, ses,
thero s another and anothort Seo
how thoy mock mo f Thorr nre coming !
Away 1" ho orled, spriuging to his fect
and running tow:rd the door.  But he
had taken but a fow stops when ho foll
heavily to the floor, with a look on his
face of tho wildest terror Imaginable
Qradually the fit passed from him, and
tho woroan succeoded in getting Lim
back to the bed,

“Jack,” murmured the man , *where
isJackt”

“Jack hasn't come m yet,” murmur
ed the weman in a soothing tono.

“ Mary,” cried the man suddenly
I inust have drink, just one swallow,
or I'Ndie - -do you hear! or I shail die!
Nol You won't give it tomet Ob
Mary, just o swallow, just ene; T must
havo it! Iwill have it ! or—O God,
I am dying, and what & death ! I can’t
dio! do you hear, I can't die? Whnt
will become of mo! [Hell, helt, ever
Insting tormient! Mary " cried e,
seizing her by tho wiist, “ I am yoing
o hell™ A fow moments ho glared
ut her with o look of horror and de-
spair, then enied agan ; ** Drink, give
mo drnnk " He thoa slowly sank back
gare & gaap or two and oxpited.

The woman sat gazing at him in

sitence for a lony time, untal a footstep
on the stairs arouscd ler. Whoesver
it was camo  stumbling on untal he
reachied the Ianding by the doer.  The
knob turncd, nud o wan, whe, from
his looks you would haidly have knoan
to bo young, cane staggering into the
rooul, o camme to a chair and en.
deavored to sit down, but lost his bal-
anco and fell heavily. Ragued and
corvered with filth, the pitiable oljeet
lny stretched vpon the dloor just as he
had fallen, unconscious, in the deep
sleep of tho inehrinto.  This wus the
son whowo father lay dead in the cor.
ner, and whose inother sat mionmng or
in o dazed stupor all through that loug
chill night.  Toward morning the
drunken man roused up enough to get
upott his feet and stagger toward the
bed on which his father Jay.
Tho candle bad buened out long ago.
Tho stortn still continued, and now the
first sign of day mado tho streets and
alleys a little less dark ; but tho room
seetned & little mote cheerless,  The
man came to the bedside, and was
about to throw himsclf down, when the.
woman started up and aaid, ' Jack,
your father lies there dead.” 1o star.
el ot her stupidly for a moment, and
again made a move townrd the bed,
She caught his arm.  * He lica thero
dead, Jack ; ho died Iast night.,” He
turned, with an oath, and struck st
her as he muttered, * Lot me alone ”
*“Jack, come back,” trying to draw
binvaway. * Hain't you goin’ to let
me alono? ho exchimed, savagely,
turmng agnin and stnking lier to the
tloor  **Jack,” sho cried,  Jack, vou
hiave killed me, you have killed me.”
“Thopo [ have,” he growled, ashe
throw himself besido the body of his
father, and was iustantly asleep,

‘The hours flew by, and broad day
was streaming into theroom. Outside
was tho usual noise and bustle, and
men went stamping down the stairs,
starting for theie day’s work.  Aftera
timc there came a tap upon the door,
and then it slowly opened, and a
woman thrust in b rhead. She stops
an iustant, and then exclaims, * Mey
Jackson, are yousick I" Norvply. * Mea.
Jackson,"—coming forwanl. ~Still no
answer. Slio stoops and touches the
‘e  Ttis cold, “ What's the mat-
tea I says Jack, rousing up.  “She's
dead,” said the woman in an awo
struck tone  ** Doad ™ repeated Jack

Yes, dead.  Had Ae killed Iert No;
R liad struck her to tho heart.—
N X Pionesy,

WILL 0T VOTE 20 LICEMSE ITt

More Wi{dows and Orphans

A CuRREsFOMDENT of tho Now York
Pinneds says —*Un Satundsy, Jan 14,
1884, threo mon of Shearon, this cuunty,
aftor tilling up with licensed whiskey and
beer, with a supply to uso un the tomd,
stagted with horme and buggy for Umnge
ville, & tuwn somo sivnulesoff.  Araving
thero as the Thunderbolt train on the
NY,PadoO Ry., was duo, and in
‘nlam sight, thoy startexl to croas the track.

ft A tomont Lho train was un them  Ile
sult. All three men and the horse were
killod, and thoe buggy reducend to splintors.
Each man foares a wife and family of chil
dren an dependent circumstances.  We
hoenss this businesy, for what!  For tho
revenuo ! I it oot & revenue frons which
Satan roceives the linn's share 1

Domestic Jepavtment.

Clothing for Girls.

Maxy mothers who clothe themselves
with a reasonablo degree of regand for
the requirements of hoalth, still adlere
to erroncous methods in the clothing of
their children, simply becauss they
“*Took 30 pretty ” in the atylish, though

unhealthful apparel which fashion often

prescribes for littlo girls, Jlealth,
rather than style or fashion, should be
the consideration. A generation of
woakly girls Is growing up to become
weakly and sickly women,

At this season of tho year, the little
girl should be so clad thut overy por
tion of her body will be thoroughly

rotected.  Thoarme and limbe should

as well protected as the trunk, In
order to securo this equable protection
of the Liody, tho under-gatinents should
bs mado in one piece. They should be
of flannel, the best waterinl for chil
deen's woar at all soasons of tho yoar;
thick lannel being worn in the winter,
and in the summer fime the thinness
wooleny fabrics, if the weather fs ver
hot.  Children oftrn complsin that
tlannel jreitates their sensitive shins,
This ditliculty can bo ubviated by wear.
ing thin gavze suitx undernoath the
lannel garment.  Tho stackings should
always bo of woolexcept in very warm
weather, and should invariably bo aus-
pended feom the shoulders by means of
elastic stenps eithor passing over the
shoulders or attached to tho under-
garment

High boots with thick soles shiould
be worn, and should be supptemented
with  warn, knit leggins extending
above the kneos.

Fortunately, short-sfeeved and low.
necked dresses are vut of style now, so
wo need not say much with reference
to this abominable mode of dresing
children which has been so fong in
vogue. Tt must havo n passing notice,
howeser, ns the tickle Dame may soon
return to her old fully, and insist that
the armg and bosoms of children shall
be exposed at all seasons of the year,
regardless of tho pernicious eftect of
such exposure upon therr delicate con.
sututions.  The upper part of the
trunk contains the hcart and lungs—
two of the most important vital organs.
Chilling of this portion of the body is
cerlain to result disastrously to health.
Theee 18 no doubt that many of the
wenkly, sickly, consumptive gitls of the
present generntion owe their foeble con.
dition to the low.necked, short-sleesed
dresses which they woro in chilihood.

We aro glad to know that motlicrs
are becoining moroe seusible in this inat.
ter. It is not an unconimnon thing to
sce upon the strects a little gir! who is
warmly and sensibly clad. ~Wo hopo
that this course on tho part of xome
mothers will bo contagious, 1o that we
may have u thorough going revolution
in tho diess of little girls.— Good
HHealth,

e ———,
Legletts, a New Garment for Cold
Weather,

Tur dress of women, as generally
worn, is so armnged that it insures to
to tho wearer n hot head, congested in-
ternal organs, and cold extremitics,
When colll weather cqmes, cvery one
sucks moro or loss to protect the hody
by additional clothing, Weman adds
to her wardrobo an extra number of
thick skirts and furs. When sho goes
vut for a walk, a heavy outer wrap of
scalskin, plush, or other similar mater-
wlis put on; whilo the fect and legs
are often clothed the samoasthey were
i _dogdnys, wath the exception of a
paic of rubbers.  Tho added weight of
clothing unpedes locomotion, overheats
the trunk of tho body; and at the
same tie tho exten skicts, if it bo
damp outside, aid in chilling the lower
eateemties by the larger amount of
water they absorb and hold, nud pro-
long the cooling process oven after re.
turmng in-doors, for fow iadies change
their underwear for thero dampness.

The wearing of union under.suits
renders extea and heavy skirts unneces-
sary ; and tho douning of leglette, a
# wrinent intended for out of door wear,

specially when going out for a walk,
oflords a complete protection to thie
lower parts of the body These logletts
are cut like an ordinary pair of pants,
the lower portion being finished like a
pair of loggins, with straps to go under
the shoo, and fitting c‘o;ely around
the instep and ankles, they prevent
dampness of the under wear and pre-
tect from draughts.  They are as canly
adjusted ns a pair of ordinary loggu s,
nnd fastened to the waist or union -uit
by four buttons, they cannot becomo
so disartanged ns to prosent tho often
untidy appearance of such ugeful gnr
ments  Un coming into the house, the
fegletts can bv removed, leaving tho
under-wear clean and dey.

The garments arc wade of knst Jor-
sy cloth, slastic and easy fitting, and
aro just suaed for a place in the wand-
robo of overy lady «ho has a care for
her hoalth ~ They are ezpecially useful
for school teachors and other working
women whoso vocations calls them out
of doors in all kiude of weath-r; also
for school girls, who often Iay the
foundation for many serious disoases
of after life by sitting in a sehool with
cold, damp clothing soveral hours a
day, tho stove overheating tho head,
and cold deauglts of air chilling the
damp lower extremition.—Xate Lind

say, . D,




