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READ TIIIS STORY, BOYS !

* Gentlemen,” said a repentant drinking man, at a temperance
meeting held in - , during the Murphy excitement, “gentlemen,
it has cost me $10,000 to bring my nose to its present state of per-
fection.” $10,000! And what did he have besides his red nose ?
An aching and remorscful heart, a pain-racked and diseased body ;
a home where & miserable woman probably dragged her weary life
along in wretched, hopeless apathy, crushed and bowed to the carth
by the shame of being 2 drunkard's wife. “S810,000:” wrote the
recording angel, and turned in stern sorrow from the page. “810,-
000 * chuckled the rum-seller; “I am that much richer—am Inot a
lucky man 27 “$10,000:" said the devil; “what a fool : I'll have
him surely, if he doesn’t look out.” “810,000 :” whispered a little boy
away back in the corner, whose father was killed in 2 drunken
brawl. 810,000 would make my mother happy, and I wouldn’t have
to sell newspapers for a living, and stay out of school when my
heart is hungry for books™ “$10,000!" soliloquized the young man
who drank a little, “ I can’t afford that” And he signed the pledge
though he did not mean to.

The confession was like a spark that sprang into the flame,and

" ran with vivid tongues of fire through the vast audience. The little

Loy went forward with the throng with all the manliness of twenty-
five. He wrote his name as well as he could, and proudly took his
pledge card. When he thonght himself unnoticed he wrote slyly on
its b?nck, “Ten thousand doliurs saved for mother by not drinking.”
That was exactly the way hie wrote it, so you need not luugh. May-
be his own father had wasted as much over his cups, and now his
child had no time to leam to spell. He was busy all day at any-
thing to tuin an honest penny, and ights, poor little feilow, hie was
too tired and slecpy to cven look at a book.

How do I know what he wrote 7 In pas-ing out his precious
card was brushed from his hand. He could not go Lack, for the
throng p o.. )

It was picked up by the janitor, given to one of the officers in
charge ; was next day ted on an immensc blackboard, and served
as a textfor one of the most magnificent lectures of the course.
\What alot of wet handkerchicfs there were when the speaker was
through! How red the ladies” eves were—almost as red as the
drunkard's nose! And Jimmy—there, I didn’t mean to telPone bit
of his name—who had stolen back to get his treasured cand, and to
sce if he could scil a few baoks and papers, trembled like a leaf
with excitement, to think ke was the heroof all that grand taik,and
the color wentin and out of his cheeks with just that quiver you
have scen in the sky when the northemn lights wave and tremble.
By and by the gentlanan called his nawe, and somcbody put him
on the platform, and then there was such a stamping and clapping
as vou never heard of beforein your life.  And how did itall end 2
Why, zood people interested thcuzs«:l\_'cs in the S:Inld and its mothier,
and Jimny gocs o scho.1 now, and his muther is matron in a “Tem-

erance House;” and some day, il you den't study hard, boys,

immyv will beat the top of the ladder, while you are just begin-
ning to climh. 1 want you to remember the m:m—_for hewas a
real, living man—who said: “It cost me $;10.000 to bring my nosc
10 its prosent state of perfection” and think of the boy, a drunk-
ard's orphan, who resolvad to save §10,000 for l_m mother = by not
drinking ;" and if you aretempted to drink, seeif you cannot make
and kecep as good a resolution—Mrs. G. W. White.

A DEADLY SERPENT.

Some time azo a party of sailors visited the Zoological Gardens.
One of them, excited by the liquor he had taken, aud as ar act of
bravado to his companions, tonk hioll of a deadly serpent. He held
it up, having scized it by the nape of the neck in such 2 way tlm.tit
culd not sting him.  As he hicld it the snake (unoliserved by him)
coiled it-lf around his any, and, at length it 7ot a firn gmasp, and
wound tizhtcrand tighter, <o that he wasunable to detach s Asthe
pressure of the snake increaved, the danger grew, amd at length the

sailor was unable to maintain his hold on the nz2ck of the venomous
reptile, and was compelled to loose it. What did the snake then do?
It turned around nmf stung him and he died. So it is with the ap-
petite of strong diink. We can control it at first, but in a little
while it controlsus. We can hold its influence in our grasp for
a while, so that it shall be powerless, but afterwards it “biteth like
a sérpent and stingeth like an adder.”

RUINED BY DRINK.

: A little more than twenty-five years ago Robert J. M. Goodwin
was one of two or threc most promising men in Asbury University,
at Greeneastle, Ind.  His habits were good, his industry untiring, his
ambition high, and his ability considerably above that of most men
in his class and college. He was a man full of combativeness and
abounding energy. Courageous, high-spirited, witty and generous,
there was no man more generally beloved by his fellows then he.
He came of a family of high character, the habit of whose members
it was to win distinction in life, and his promise in that way was
greater than that of any other Goodwin of them all.

When the war came he entered the service, and although neither
his training nor his taste was military, he quickly distinguished
himself, rising to the rank of colonel, with the brevet rank of
brigadicr-gencral conferred for meritarious service.  When the fight-
ing was done he returned to Indianap.lis, and entered again upon
the practice of his profession, quickly distinguishing himself at the
bar. All the fair promise of his youth and carly manhood scemed
about to be fulfilled alundantly, and the brilliancs shown in his
college carcer had obvivusly ripened into intellectual vigur of an un-
common sort.

But the good habits of his youth had given place to intem-
perance.  His thirst for alcohwl had become uncontrollable Ina
little time his intcllect was in ruins. The man was asot. His
fri-nds sought to save him, and sent him for a time toa hospital for
the insane, to be treated for chronic aleoholisin.  He was discharged
thence as a patient who had 1ecovered; but as is usually the case,
the habit returned as soon as the restraint was removed, and in his
drunken resentment the poor fellow shot and killed his brother who
had placed him in the hospital.

For this murder hie was sentenced to imprisonment for Jife, and
a few days ago he committed suicide in his ecll.  The sad story of
his downfall scems onc worth telling in this plain way for the pur-
posc of adwonition—A. Y. Commercial Advertiser.

“T'LL RUN THE RISK.”

*T'll run the risk ; come on Hal,” 1 heard one boy say to ano-
ther, as they went around the corner.  “I dare not venture;” and
that was all I could hear of the answer. I did not know what the
boys were talking about until two hours afterward the news came
that Will Landers was drowned in the river.  He had been skating
and ventured out upon the river where the ice was oo thin to bear
him up, and so went down into the decp water and drowned before
any one could reach him.  The conversation that I had heard in the
morning was now fully explained. The poor fellow did “run the
risk,” but it cost him his hfc™

* Don't o into the saloon, Jack, there is danger there,” & friend
said to Jack Ravmond. “I'll run the risk,” was the answer, and
Jack went boldly in. It was a fearful risk to run, and Jack paid
dearly forit. It cost him his good name, his reputation, his man-
hood, and his soul ; for the poor fcllow filled a drunkards grave in
a fow vears.

*I don’t believe that it will injure me to read that novel; 171
run the risk any way,” a young man said, as he took up a vile-look-
ing book.

He read sty and it corrupted his taste for pure reading; it made
vice and evil appear harmless, and the young man went to ruin.

In a great many vices into which bright boys arc led, they say
the same ﬂﬁng—" Il run the risk,” and they are ruined. Young
wan, don't run the risk.  Shun the cvil that appears so harmless.
Tum away from it as from the crested serpent—JMrs M. 2. Holt i
Tidings



