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«TURN THE KEY.”

In one of the narrow courts lying to the
westward of Ludgate Hill, and under the
shadow of St. Paul’s at sunrise, there lives

‘a man who goes by the somewhat singular

cognomen of “Turn the Key.” His real

name is Matthew Gray ; but he only hears
it from the lips of his nearest friends and
such neighbors as have learned to respect
him. I am pleased to say that neither are
few nor far between.

By trade he is a wood-engraver. Not one
of those delicate-fingered men who so skil-
fully interpret the artist’s work on the
wood, and give us those magnificent pieces
of modern art which adorn the best works
of the day ; but a ruder craftsman, employ-
ed to engrave advertisement blocks, posters,
and the rougher class of this form of labor
generally. E 0

He was quick at his work, and having a
good connection with some of the larger
advertising agents, did remarkably well for
several years prior to his marriage and after
it. Then the leprosy of drink got hold of
him. ;

He began in his youth, as others do, with
his “regular glass” at meals. As time
:»dv:mceﬁ he took one to “moisten his pipe
before going to bed.” Next he had an
oceasional glass between, and finally he took
so many that food with him became occa-
sional, and drink fearfully and destructively
regular.

So old is the story and so generally
known, that I feel I am trespassing upon the

atience of my readers by telling it. We all
Eno\v how common are such fallings off.
There is no living man in this great country
who has not seen a score of cases like if.
Enough, then, of the preliminary: part of

Matthew had fallen—in §pite or thie tears,
pleadings, and remonstrances of an affection-
ate wife—in spite of the gift of two children,
and in defiance of the palpable evil the
fatal habit was working 1n his mind and
body. The unnatural ﬁ]irst, the miserable
craving, was ever upon Mim; work and
home-ties were alike neglected for the dirty,
brawling public-house.

And. yet as he fell he struggled against
his fall—feebly, no doubt, but still he
struggled. In the morning he would rise
with fresh resolves to have no more of it,
and go sturdily to the attic where he worked,
and sitting down upon his stool, put out his
pad and arrange his tools. Then came the
fatal whisper, “Have one glass—only one ;
it will freshen you up and carry you through
your work of the morning.”

He knew the fallacy of that whisper, but
he went; and all the morning the light
through the window fell upon an empty
room and idle tools. Late in the day he
would return, despairing, and in a slipshod
way do Hart of the work that ought to have
been well done hours before.

As usual in such cases, his employers soon
learned to distrust him. Unpunctuality,
bad work, and the evidence of his failing

drove the best of them away, and the rest |

offered him—what he was obliged to take—
less for his labor. ¢ >

Bound in the fatal chains, moody and
despairing, he lived on, with his sorrowful
wife and children around him. Mrs. Gray
was a good woman, and regularly attended
a place of worship with her little ones. Her
husband, however, had never done so;
example and affectionate urgings had been
thrown away upon him,

“Do give the dreadful drink up, Mat,”
said his wife one morning. ¢ Pray to God
to giye you strength, and He will not fail
rou,’

“There’s no_good in prayer,” replied
Matthew, moodily. “I’ve tried my best;
but as soon as 1 get to the bench I’'m called
away by a voice that is too strong for
me,’?

“Tt’s too strong for many around us,” re-
“ What good does it do
you ?”

“Nome,” he said. “I’m not the man I
was since I took to it ; in fact, I sometimes
feel I’'m no man at all—I’m a brute.”

He sat back in his chair with folded arms,
gazing gloomily at his two children, who
stood in a corner of the room, whispering to
each other fearfully, and wondering why
their father frowned so at them. He was
not frowning at his children, however.
Matthew Gray had fallen, but he had not
yet acquired the ferocity which drink gives
to some men. He had no desire to maltreat
the offspting God had %iven him.

They were pretty children—a girl and a
boy, respectively four and five years of age.
The boy was the elder, and a most intelligent
little fellow. His wistful blue eyes uncon-
sciously shot keen arrows of reproach at his
unhappy father as he looked at him that
day. :

“Jane, I can’t stand it!” said Matthew
Gray, rising hurriedly. “If things go on as
they are, I shall kill myself.”

“Don’t talk so wickedly, Mat,” said Jane,
laying her hands upon his shoulders. “ Your
life was given for you to use to the glory of
God. It is not your own to take away.”

“ And of what use is my life to me, or to
any one ?’ he asked. ;

“It would be of use and a blessing to
many,” replied his wife, “if you gave up
drink.” :

“ Ay ! there it is,” rejoined Matthew. “I
wish I could give it uF. And if I could
only feel always as I do now it could be
done ; but I know as soon as I try to settle
to my bench I shall have a thirst upon Ine,
and out I shall go.” :

“IfTsab Wiﬁl you, Mat,” sl}e said, “do
you think you could overcome it T =
"« try, Jane ; but I’ve doubts of it.

They went upstairs together, and l)l[atthew
began his preparations for his day’s work.
Business had not entirely fallen away from
him, and he had enough to do for that day
at least. At first he seemed resolute, and
drew up his stool and sat down. He took
a tool in his hand and paused. Jane saw
what was coming, and put herself between
him and the door. :

“It’s a-coming on me,” he said, hoarsely™
“T must have one glass.”

“No, no,” she cried ; “keep, here, Mat.
It may break the chaing, and with God’s
help they shall never be round you again.”

(0T —cmon i dnnpine ot et s ne 2! _hol
said, mismg. S Pm Al t0 pifes. Lot e
glass.” .

“No, Mat, if can’t be,” cried Jane.

“I shall break past you,” he.said, advanc-
ing, “and begone, unless ” he paused,
as 1f some great thought had been suddenly
given him—“unless you turn-the key.”

In a moment it was done. Jane, inspired
with a new hope, closed the door, turned the
key, and put it into her pocket.

“ Now, Mat,” she said, “I’ll not let you
have it. You must take it by force.”

He sat down again trembling: The temp-
tation to do so was upon %rxim. For an
instant the horrible idea trembled in the
balance. His wife understood all, “O
merciful Father!” she murmured, ¢spare
him, for our blessed Redeemer’s sake.” 'The
prayer was breathed, and the answer came.
Matthew Gray turned, and resting his elbows
upon the bench, buried his face in his hands.
Great drops of perspiration fell from his
brow.

Jane said nothing to him then. Nor when
he suddenly bhegan his labors did she speak.
A good half-hour had elapsed before a word
passed between them.

“Jane,” he said, suddenly, I nearly did
7. :

He did not specify what “it” was, there
was noneed to doso. Jane, in reply, quiet-
ly said—* It was a merciful God who spared
you.”

No reproach, no suggestion as to what her
own sufferings would have been, no threat
as to what she would have done had he so
far forgotten his manhood. He drew his
hand across his eyes and came over and
kissed her.

“Jane,” he said; “the thirst is leaving me.
You shall come up every morning and turn
the key.” >

“So I'will, Mat,” she replied, “until you
can turn it yourself.”

“] fear that it will be many a day before
I do that,” he answered, sadly.

“If you will listen to me,” Jane replied,
“you shall do it to-morrow.”

He looked at her incredulously ; but she
met his look with a hopeful smile. ¢ Mat,”
she said, “it was prayer thatsaved you from

go ; I’ll come back surely when’I’ve had one |~

now, and see what strength will come of
1t

“But I can’t pray,” he said ; I haven’t
done such a thing sinee I was a boy. I don’t
know a prayer. 1’ve near forgot even that
which I learnt at my mother’s knee.”

“Kneel.” she said—“be earnest; give
yourself up to thoughts of your Saviour,
and power to pray will come.”

Hushand and wife were in that room for
two hours together. God heard their
prayers. The little children were called up
to play in the “shop,” as Matthew called his
attic. They came wonderingly, .a.nd the boy
on entefing put a question which was un-
consciously another arrow.

“Tsn’t father going out to-day ?’ -

“(Oh no,” replied his mother ; “father is
going to work, and you must play quietly.”

%] am so glad,” said the boy ; “ain’t you,
Jenny ?”

Jenny lisped her gladness, and they both
promised not to disturb their father at work,
and Jane went down to her household
duties. When she was gone the children
experienced yet another surprise. Their
father called them over and fondled them.
He had never been unkind, but since he had
taken to drink, he had not heen very
demonstrative of affection. The boy, look-
ing up, saw tears in his father’s eyes.

: “?I,!’ather,” he said, “why are you cry-
ing

“Don’t be afraid, darling,” was the
reply ; “I am crying because I am 80
happy.”

It was new to the boy to learn that there
were tears of joy, and he looked so'me\vhat
doubtingly ; but he was soon c'onvmced' of
the truth of what his father said by seeing
smiles upon a face which fora long time had
only worn gloomy frowns.

40Oh! I’m so glad,” he said and clapped
his little hands. .

A great vietory had been won ; but t}le
strife was not yet over. The cravings for
drink are mot easily stifled. Matthew Gray
felt the direful sinking which follows the
sudden abandonment of alcohol, and thought
he was dying.

“ Ja.nef,” ie said to his wife, when she
brought his dinner upstairs, “I’'m dreadfully
| low... I think I ought to leave it off
gradually.”* .
| “No, no,” she said—“no more drink.
Eat your dinner; it will do you more
good.” :

_“Turn the key,” he said, with a resolution
hitherto foreign to him. Jane did so, and
he sat down to his meal.

At first he felt as if he could not touch it ;
but. his }Vlfe pressed him to eat a little
against his will.  He did so. Appetite came,
and he ate a good meal, although not a very
hearty one. =

He went out for a walk that evening with
his wife and children, and whenever they
approached a public-house his face told of
the struggle within ; but Jane whispered in
his ear, © Turn the key,” and they went on.
He returned home without having fallen be-
fore his old enemy. %

The next morning Jane, ever watchful,
was awake and up early, and having put the
house to rights, 0 as to be ready to aid him
in what she knew would be another great
struggle, aroused Matthew, who awoke and
wondered at first why his tongue was not so

arched as usual, and why his head was not
Eke a block of stone.

The reasox for the change was soon made
clear. Husband and wife knelt down and
prayed together, at first aloud and then in
silence. Next came breakfast, plain but
wholesome, and of this Matthew was able to
partake with a zest he had not known for
two or three years,

«Tt is a new life,” he said, as he arose.

“Now go up to work,” said Jane, “and
turn the key yourself. You know where
to ask forstrength to do so. Our Redeemer
will not fail youw.””

He went, and in a few minutes she softly
followed, and listened outside the closed
door. He was pacing to and fro, and she
knew the key was not yet turned. The
second struggle Was going on. There was a
pause, and a soft sound, as of one sinking
on his knees: The anxious, loving wite
sank down too; and with clasped hands asked
in her heart for aid.

A movement within arrested her out-

ouring ; a hasty footstep approached the
door, and the key was turned.

The dim, narrow staircase was full of light

striking me. Indeed, it was that, and no-

thing else. If you doubt me, kneel down

as she stole sofply down. The fight was now
over and the victory won. An answer to the
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prayer of herself and husband had been
vouchsafed.

Matthew Giray kept the door locked until
his wife came up with his midday meal.
He was rather pale and quiet, but he was
very happy.

“Jane,” he said, “God has given me
strength. I have turned the key, and, by
God’s help, I will never touch a drop of the
poison again.”

“ May our merciful Father support youin
your resolution,” said Jane, to which Mat-
thew responded “ Amen.”

He was supported, and is supported still.
The key was turned upon his bane, and
alcohol has never been admitted since.
Sober and wiser and happier, Matthew Gray
lives in his new home—the same house, but
a new home—with a different wife and chil-
dren, but differing only in their happiness,
which came with the resolve of the hushand
and father.

Matthew turned the key, and was not
ashamed of it. e spoke of it among his
neighbors—not in any boastful spirit, but as
an humble acknowledgment of the mercy
vouchsafed to him, and points to the changve
in his abode as a proof of the blegssing of that
turning. “ons
They may call him “ Twn the key,” and

| laugh at him, and he will on his own behalf

laugh back again ; bus he looks sad, too, for
their sake. And yet he has cause for 1-ej'oic-
ing on the behalf of a few who have, by
God’s help; wisely followed his example and
“turned the key” upon the fatal hab’it of
drinking.—British W orkman.
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CAUSE OF DRUNKENNPRS.

At a public meeting in Penrith Sir Wilfrig
Lawson remarked. If we are to get yiq of
drunkenness we are to get to the cauge of
drunkenness. A generation ago this subject
of intemperance was mooted in the Hoyge
of Commons. Mr. Silk Buckingham moyed

the intemperance. It was pooh-pooheq 1,

the Ministry of the day, which was a Lihepal
Ministry, and Lord Alborpe got wp aynd
said, “ What is the use of a committee 4 o,
into the cause of drunkenness? Every}, ¥y
knows that the cause is drinking”" mpe

perfectly true. You said, Mr. Chairman,
verhaps bad water, and bad light, and had
dwellings had something to do with it.
Perhix{ps %hey have, but nobody ever got
g;lu%admlli rr}?td-“;?t?r ;l 1}01)(3(1}* ever %mt drunk
e ohody ever got «drunk by
sitting 1 a bad dwelling. 1t is only by
drinking that drunkenness is caused. You
meant ﬂl{{? People in such cireumstances
were pre-disposed to consume drink, and it
is the gllmtfrb shame to put it in their way.
Some drink because it is ¢} S 4
bent g custom, others
e good health and makes
you strong. 1 Sorts of reasons of that
kind are given. I will tel] you a story to
illustrate it. Once on g gl frosty day
there came mnto a public-hoyse a man who
had been running fast. He wid “ Landlord
bring me a glass of whiskey, T am so hot P
By and by - a man who had heen driving a
cart came in s.hlvermg, “He sajq « PBring me
a glass of whiskey, 1 am so ¢olq.» :
g ] cold.” Then a
shrewd old Quaker who had }een sitting
beside the fire said, Landlord, brine me a
glass of whiskey because Tlike it,” That is
the reason you all drink, and you know it
in your hearts as well as I can tell you, It

the appetite is excited that I say it is not

to scatter temptation on all hands in the
way of all those people,

—_——————

of America are cursed by no one thing as
much as by little cigars. These miniature
cigars are in their mouths all over the land.
Tﬁey see their elders smoking the larger,
longer, more costly kind. Thgy say, Fa-
ther smokes, so do I smoke.” "0 sadness!

lips, O men and fathers! The children are
your copies, your imitators, your echoes.
Save them by abstinence yourselves from
the weed as from the cup. Note the evl
of cfgarettes ; discountenance and banish it
if possible. Put them away, boys. Touch
them mot. . Let no one of them defile
your lips. All your mothers and sisters, I
know, say, Amen. Your hrothers and ‘fa-
thers would say Amen also, but for the
appetite for lusts that enslave.—Hatchman,
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TaE CURSE OF Litris C1aars.—The youth [}

O sorrow ! O pain ! Banish them from your |
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