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BIG JIM'S LAST DRINKC
I Na nurrow court off a City Street,

Wlicre tbe .4un lied neyer îliro'vn down a ray,
Wherc chil<rcn ban! seldoni enougli to eal,

Thougli parents were toiling for breati aIl day,
Livenl a mian and his wife wîtli their childneti threc,
lie was called Big Jit, and a blacksmith was lic.

Big Jim was a drunkard, but! been onc for ycars,
And tlmat's why tbey lived in tbis.squalor-bound place,

Tlioumgh once, as bis wife would rcmark witli tears,
Tliey livcd in at Iouse tbut w as no disgrace,

And were happy, an! always bad momiey to spend,
Till Jins took to drink, wbicb is no rnan's fricu!.

jiiii use! Lobe fond of his wvife, until drink
Han! lardenen! bis heirt as il softcned his lîrain,

And dragcd do%% n bis mmid tu the very brinkz
Of niadness ; to leave it lie trie! in vain,

For drink, is a clevil of great control,
Ever sccking te gain both nman's body and soul.

For lis cbildrel Jimn biadn!fot a lfather's heuart,
lie grudged Lhem tlie littie they cost him for foodl;

To Leach tliem of loive wus tbe inother*s part,
She taught thein lmow lu lie trittliful and good;

Amnd tbv grew lîkc fair flowers by God's good grace,
Through L~ darkness and sin of bhat shanieful place.

QEt m-ould the moîlier ber Bible Lake,
An! rend tu lier childrcn those stories of olUi,

And out of lier fanicy sweet pictures miake
0f the City of Go! wiîli its streets of gold,

Tlien after singing some simple bymn,
WVould lcneel an! pray for ber hushan! Jim.

Onie niglit as (lie iuuther and chljdren sat

SiRaising tlieir voices to Go! above,

Singig so earnest and sweetly tbat
0f a truith it was written that Cod is love;

Ii tlie raidît of their praîse fell a heavy sound,
As Jim entered the room an! glare! aroun!.

The blacksrnith %vas drunk, as Nvas usual at night,
His bloodshot cyes lia! a devil therein,

An! tbey shone wvth a fierce an! frenzied liglit,
That toI! of the presence of terrible sin;

The childrcn were friglitenen!, the inoîlier uvas still,
And tîme tian laugled aloud. lîke a <lemnon of ill.

Wliat ! praying again ! " lie critd with ant oatb,
',il wazcr mny life you wvere praying for mc;

If I kinew you %vore, I would strangle you botli,
1 coultî do il us easy as A B C.

But I bavcn't got lime to sta>i here aIl niglit,
I've corne for sonte money-you an gel of liglit

"Money ! lia!1 lia 1 No-I don't want that-
It's Drinki that I ivant an! men to get.

Vou mnust puy for your liquor-says landlord Pat-
An! lie won't gtve me tick for anotber whet.

Yes! it's money I want, mny psalm-singing wife,
And li have it, by heaven,'or bave your lifc."

Tbe svninn turncd white witli fear as sbe stood;
lier pursc was cmpty ; lier lust few cents

Had heen spent îliat norn for some kîndling wood;
And she wondere! herself us il went, froni wbencc

Tlic mnoney woul corne on thc morrow to buy
Bread for the cliildren, unlcss from on Higli.

So she sai!, in a voice that was firm with truthl,
" 1 have no money to give yost, jim. "

île unswered, -"As sure as your name is Ruth,
If 1 don't Cet tlie inoncy, you've sung yommr last lyiyîn.

Corne, gct il an! give it-beg, borrow, or steal,
But have it I must, or l'Il make you féel

The weiglnit of. misy fi st,>)-and over lier bead
The blacksmith raise! bis lieavy erin,

But Ruth, tbough sbe tremble!, (bus calmly said,

":My Go! will proteet me from any harm;
Orif il sball pIease Hlm la let you kill,

IL will bc for somc good 10 te born of the ill,"

A SPECIFIC.

MRS. LtII.INGEtI Cafter Preffinintz, grcctùn.g-"1And how is
your busband, Mrs. lyro?

MRS.-MAILVII'Rov-"' lie's very poorly, MrS. Billinger. lHc'&
lost the use of lUs linibs. "

MRs. B.-«' Dear me 1 You <aiglt to Cet sortie of this paralyzed
milk for him. 1 believe i would do bim good. "

"WilI yon givc nie the iion±y ? Who wvmts you tu preach ?
Givc mce nioncy, or else i %vill knock vou down!

And I guecss if!1 d o, you'll lie past~ thle reach
0f the ocrsilJini, wiflh a terrible frown,

Anzl a devilish laug, h s he seized lier wrist,
And bhook ini lier Facc hiýiheavy is[.

But the wonîan replied, " Jir, as sure as I live,
1 have spoken the trut h. If Idie îo-night-

And 1 thank iny God-I've no money tu give."
Shc stoppcd, for she knew by a sudden liglit

The murderous tljouglit in lier husband's brain,
As his grip grcw tight, and she cricd for pain.

Thanlz ynur (iod for that 1 " cried (lie man, as lie strtmck
Wjtb bis tipraiscd hand bis wife's fuir face-

Thank your God, miy dear, for your jolly guod luclc'
She fell lUne a log. Jirn left the place,

But took, ere hie %vent, lier ring. love's List link,
From bier senseless body, tu pawvn for drink.

Big jim got the money, and soon wîth a glass
And some drunken. friends had forgotten bis wife,

For the time il% too riotouç style did pass
To reniember lier, tbougli her tender life

Was ebbing 'twixt this and the Kingdom of HeIaven,
So dendly the blow of the blacksmiîli was given.

Big jim bad been talking of temperancc folkns,
And wvas laugliing tu scorn ail their efforts of good,

I1is]laiguage ivas scasoncd with blusphemous jokes,
As lic said, 1«I should like to know wbo could

Makce nie g*v *p 'tsir or beer.
I shoild 1ike inucli to sec hM, just.now, riglit herc."

Scarce ban tlie words amid the finishine oth
Left bhe lips of the smitli tban a lit îleachu!

Appeared in tbe door%%ay, and îoodt as thougli Iath
To enter duat palace of sin, so defiled! .

Big Jim hearnl bis chldn with invte surprise,
As it spakce amidst solis andI wiîl strcaming eyes.


