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) Poctep.

The follawing graphic sketeh discovers much genins, und a per.
sonal experience in which many a once prospered man cun
heartily symputhize. It shonld be printed on a Jarge hundbill,
widely scattcred, and posted in steamboats and publie places:

«BEHIND” AND “BEFORE" T{IE DRUNKERY
“SCREENM™

B3Y JOUN D. ROSS.
[duthor of * Pen and Ink Sketches.)

Berfore and hehind.—hefme and hehind !
*I'were well if we oft felt inclined
To keep theze two litile words in ming
‘That are pregmant with jny or sorrow ;
Maunv a tale of weal ar of wae
This brace of significant syliahles show,
From which we mav all, ag thrangh hfe we g0,
Instruction and warning horrow. °

For instance—Iook at the gandy screen

Which stunde the bar sad the street between,

To prevent Death’s duings from heing seen
By the passers.bv on the paving :

Before it Sobricty gravelv gocs ©

Wath its cheek of bleom, and its I'p of rose ;

Behind it. Drankenness brews its waes,
Bodies and souls depraving

s Brfore and helind ! hehind and before 1
T heurd & taper ance muttering a'er
The words ;—and a racful phiz he wore
As he chimed the svllables aver;
Before T drank of the liquid flame,
I had health and wealth and « right eaed name,
1 knew not sarrow, disease, and shame ;
In fuct, I was living in clover.

Before the sereen 1'd a purse well fined—

A contented hesrt and a cheerful mind;

1 had plearure hefore T went hehin ),

< .  DBefore—but ah! never after;

Behind it, iny monev went dave he dav,

My pl «urures, like summer birde, flew away ;

Behind it 1 darkened my mental rav, .
And shricked out my mirthless laughter.

Behind, behind, and nothing before,
Bnt a prisan cell or o waorkhonse doar,
A bundle of rags on & creaking floor,
In lien of flock or of feather;
Brhindhand with payments whea bills were dus ;
Behindhnand with cash and credit too 3
Before no fire when the fingers were blue
in the keen December weather !

Before the har, bat hehind the times;
Behindhuad when sounded the curly chimes,
When Tndusiry wakens. and tails, and cliinbs
Un the rugged ascent of Dotv;
Behindhand when little ones eried for bread;
Behindhand with board, and heieft of tr=de;
But before me a wife with a drooping hend,
Whase anguish had marrcd her beuuty.

Tranble and tnrmoil, and tartura and gloom !
Behind uil light, and brfore, no hlonm ;
With no Aagel xitting upon the tomb,
Ta vob it of half its terrrx ;
Behindhand when Sabbath bells stirred the sir;
Before nu altar to off-r there
The incense’af praisc, and the voice of prayer,
Fur pardon of sins nnd crrors,

Before the judage; and before one knows,

Knncked down by the 1aw's 1remendous hlows,

And behind the bars, watich in dirmal rows
Stand in front of vur human cages

Behind the diemal curtain which hangs,
Where Remorse, the devil, infixes his fungs,
Inflicting on Earth internal pangs,

As instahnent of Satan's wages.

Behindhand always, and want before,

And a surle voice erying out ** no more I

For the Rumseller never chalks up a score,
When he knows the last cent’s expended.

No eye to pity—no hand 1o save,

As the vichm is tossed npon misery’s wave,

Leaving nothing behind when he seeks the grave,
But the fute of a traucdy ended.

Behind his coffin no mmarners go,

And when the clods on his corse they throw,
Fulks sav—* [ thonght it would be just so'*—
‘Then that Taper fell to thinkmg :—

On T never fult so belund, before,

Suid he, as he turned from the bar.room docr;

Aud memorv painted the smiles he wore
Beafure he had taken to drinking.

Behind—oh ! the drink has left nothing behind,

But a breaking heart and a clouded mind,

And n serpent round life’s flowers entwined,
And a horrible shadow c'er me.

But {1l @t the cop, and no more he scen

Wiiere the Rumeeller plies his vaeation mean,

And blinded no ware bekind the * gereen,?”
Have & sun-bright puth before me.

We may wisdom fearn from the simplest thing,

If renson will anly expand her wine,

Eren where Error hies coiled with 1ts venomous sting,
And iUs not very hard to find 1t

A simple contrast like this muv teach,

As well as an elegant Temperance speech ;

So befare the sercen let me beg and beseoch
You never to go belend it. o

THE DRUNKARD'S GRAVE.
BY W. OLAND ROURNE. -

Alow rough mound, helf.sadd: @, marked a grave: ©
No «tone wus there to tell the steeper’s name—-

No flawers sprang up to speak of Christian hopos—
No Amuranih was there, the chosen type ‘
Of immortality and clondless bliss—

Nao halluwing thaughits awoke, like these that spring
Untudden in the saul's spontaneous flow

When sacred ties ure broken, und the thought
Turns ta the urn of one whose image-throne

Ts like a holy shrine where memory sighs—

No draoping willow bowed 1ls weeping head—~

No tear-dew ghstened on an ivy.bloom—

No sarcower hnger’d round the loncly mound—
Forsaken—still—it was a drunkard’s grave.

"

) MIS-SPENT TIME.
BY 3IR AUBRY DE VERE.

There is no remedy for time mis.spent—
No healing for thc waste of idlencss,
Whosz very lungaur is a punishment -
Heavier than asctive soul can feel or guess.
O, hours of indo'cnce and discontent,
Notnox to be redeem-d ! ve sting not less
B-couse 1 know this span of hfe war lent
For loftier daties, not for sclfishness 5
Nt to be whiicd away in aunless dreame, .
But tn improve oursclves uid serve mankind,
Life and its chinicest facultics were given.
Mun should be ever better than he scems,
And rhape his acts and discipline his mind,
To walk advrning cazth with hope of heaven.




