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BIG JIM'S LAST DRINK

N a narrow court off a city street,
I Where the sun had never thrown down a ray,
Where children had seldom enough to eat,

Though parents were toiling for bread all dny,
Lived a man and his wife with their children three,
He was called Big Jim, and a blacksmith was he.

Big Jim was a drunkard, had been one for years,
And that’s why they lived in this squalor-bound place,
Though once, as his wife would remark with tears,
They lived in a house that was no disgrace,
And were happy, and always had money to spend,
Till Jim took to drink, which is no man’s friend.

Jim used to be fond of his wife, until drink
Had hardened his heart as it softened his brain,
And dragged down his mind to the very brink
Of madness ; to leave it he tried in vain,
For drink is a devil of great control,
Ever sccking to gain Loth man’s body and soul.

For his children Jim had not a father’s heart,

He grudged them the little they cost him for food;
To teach them of love was the mother’s part,

Ste taught them how to be truthful and good;
And they grew like fair flowers by God's good grace,
Through the darkness and sin of that shameful place.

Oft would the mother her Bible take,

And read to her children those stories of old,
And out of her fancy sweet pictures make

Of the City of God with its streets of gold,
Then after singing some simple hymn,

Would kneel and pray for her husband Jim. A SPECIFIC.
One night as the muther and children sat MERs. BILLINGER (affer preliminary greeting)—* And how is
$,Ra,i5"‘8 their "?‘ch to G(ﬁl 7‘310‘["3' your husband, Mrs. h‘lélyprgp ?” y e
Singing so earnest and sweetly thal foc . e i e ]
f a truth it was written that Godl is love; 105’:&'{,5‘:' J\;l: :)F ;[! ! \191-1:‘:,118’5 very poorly, Mrs. Billinger. Hc’s
In the midst of their praise fell a heavy sound, se of Ins imbs, = .
Mrs. B.—¢Dear me! You ought to get somne of this paralyzed

As Jim entered the room and glared around. k .
J g milk for him. I believe it would do him good.”

The blacksmith was drunk, as was usual at night,

s loodsho cyes had d devi therein Wil you giveme the money?_ Who wantsyou t prech?
. Aol ive me money, or else 1 will knock you down!
T};E h;:;llg:gno{vg:: r{;ﬁ:ﬁ:‘ﬁr lll?;r::(l:h?rn:vns still, And I guess if I g:), _you'll be past the reach
And the man laughed aloud like a demon of ill. Qf the ",‘{‘3_107» said Jim, fVl'l'l a lerrible frown,
Ani a devilish laugh, as he seized her wrist,

“ What ! praying again !”’ he cried with an oath, And shook in her face his heavy fist.

“ Il wager wy lifc you were praying for me; But the woman replied, ¢“Jim, as surc as I live,
If I knew you were, T would strangle you both, I have spoken the truth.  If I die to-night—

Icoulddoitlaseasyas AB C. . And I thank my God—I’ve no money to give.”
B’ut I haven’t got time to stay herc all night, She stopped, for she knew by a sudden hght
I've come for some money— you angel of light! The murderous thought in her husband's brain,

As his grip arew light, and she cried for pain.

“Money! IIa! ha! No—I don’t want that—
It's Drink that I want and mean to get.

You must pay for your liquor—says landlord Pat—
And he won't give me tick for another whet.
Yes! it’s moncy I want, my psalm-singing wife,

And I'll have it, by heaven, or have your life.”

Thank your God for that | ” cried the man, as he struck
With his upraised hand his wife's fair face—
¢ Thank your God, my dear, for your joily good luck.*’
She fell like a log. Jim left the place,
But took, ere he went, her ring, love's last link,
From her senseless body, to pawn for drink.

The woman turned white with fear as she stood; Bie Ti I .
Her pursc was empty ; her last few cents ig Jim got the money, and soon with a glass
Had been spent that morn for some kindling wood; F An;: some (!nmkcn‘ friends had forgolten his wife,
And she wondered herself as it went, from whence O{-l ¢ “mcbm '}?° Homus;t le did pass,
T mony wouldcom o (oo sy e e e hough s el e
read for the children, unless from on High. So deadly the blow of the blacksmith was given. ' )
So she said, in a voice that was firm with truth, Big Jim had been talking of temperance folks
** 1 have no money 10 give you, Jim.” And was laughing to scorn all their cfforts of good
He answered, “‘ As sure as your name is Ruth, His language was scasoncd with blasphemous jokes ’
If I don't get the money, you've sung your last hymn. As he said, * I should like to know who could ’
Come, get it and give it—beg, borraw, or steal, Make me give up my spirits or beer.
But have it I must, or I'll make you fcel 1 should lke much to see him, just.now, right here.”
The weight ol’_mK fist,”—and over her head Scarce had the words and the finishing oath
The blacksmith raised his heavy arm, Left the lips of the smith than a little child
But Ruth, thouglh she trembled, thus calmly said, Appeared in the doorway, and stood as though loath
“My God will protect me from any harm; To enter that palace of sin, so defiled!

O if it shall please Him to let you kill, Big Jim heard his child with mute surprise,
It will be for some good to Be born of the ill,” As it spake amidst sobs and with strcaming eyes.



