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THE BOTTLE.

A room, whose windows—windows in
name -only, since every vistige of glass
had vanished, 1t may have been years
ago, its place being supplied by rags—
rattled their. skeletons of frames in a
stiff November gale. A few crazy tiles
apon the roof kept up an intermittent
accompaniment, while every now and
again. small cascades of mortar coursed
down the chimney mto the rusty and

broken-barred grate.
With his head upon his arm,
over- an old table,

lying
was a man, appar-
ently contented—aye, it may be said,
happy —with his lot, since the roar of
the elcments made no impression, awoke
no expression of annoyance, or ~dis-
turbed his dreams, for he slept soundly.

His face was not a good face to lock

upon, sodden, with pendulous, trembling
lower lip and twitching features, that
told only too plainly what scaffolding
had reared it.  Viee, passion and drink.
Beho!d a slave more bound
fetters of steel, more powerless than if
held in granite walls, more helpless than
if guarded by an army. Upon the table
behold his fetters, hié‘ dungeen, and his
gaoler—the bottle.

‘Upon the floor was the child, wide
and Lollowed-eyed, gaunt with hunger,
and vainly striving to get some warmth
by huddling the straw upon which nt
lay cioser to its shivering body.

Evidently it was no relation to the
man, clse, surely upon such a night as
this, he would have clasped it to his
breast for warmth and comfort; but
he took no notice, though for a mo-
ment lie stirred uneasily, then stretch-
ed out a hand, as if blindly groping for
something‘ that he loved. The child
saw the movement and scrambled up
“on its bare feet to go towards the man,
‘but at that moment he found what he
was %eardung for, and clasped it tightly
to hm heart—the bottle. ' The child,
looking through eyes that had long for-
saken weeping as of no avail, fell back
shivering upon its wet straw pallef; yet,

though you may believe me not, the
‘man_ was father to the child. The
sqnahd room, the drunken man, the

starv.ng  child,  and, trivmphant = over
all, the bottle. It was a picture fit for
‘the pen of Hogarth.
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An hour passed,

~get a little sleep, but, at the first move-
ment of the man, awoke alert and ready.
Secing the man was not yet awake, but
~heavy in a. drunken stupor, the child
rose stealthily and withdrew the bottle
from the arms that hugged it to his
‘heart, and hid it underneath the straw
~of his pallet, and then lay down upon
it. A few minutes and the man awoke,
This time he looked .around, searching
~far his treasure, then he lurched heavily
towurds the wretched bed, and dalt the
- child a_heavy kick.

“ Whersh. bottle, yon young devil?”
he stammered.

“ Father!” came from the child’s lips.

mFuﬂlérl Oh! the ‘mockery of ' that

m‘*'“&ther I haven't it; and
yow've had plenty _to-night.

'tdrmkmore' Youvehulttall.
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bottle - stood trmmphant upon the table.

love, over life itself. The uncrowned
king, whose ; monarchy was absolute,
nay, whose power is supreme when once
' its subjelts bend the knee to its alle-
emptied it, but I'll teach you to steal my giance.—Reynold’s Newspaper.
drink.” He seized the child by the n :
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and dragged it roughly off the straw,
and in so doing disclosed the bottle that |S HODEM'"ON IN DRINK A VIRTUE?
Goc‘d afternoon, Mrs. Blair; how

the child had lain upon to hide. Grasp-

ing the bottle by the neck, he dealt the

child a fearful blow  upon' the temiple. much. better you look since I last saw
With a low mean it fell tm:k, bleeding you,” was Mrs. Dunlaps remark as “he
from a frightful wound, and the man, ~met Mrs, Blair.

muttering to himself and claspmg tbeé‘

2 Yes,” was the reply. “ Since our
treasure, once more, sat ﬁagam at  the

httlc Willie, who belongs to the Band

Trmmphant over honor, over duty, over

than by

muttered

two houts, and .
awoke sonme semblance of ‘animation in
- the man. The child had managed to

his
‘hoemhnhmd-an&mdwiﬂtw

table, took a long draught, and rdapscd
unconsciousness, while a
glint of moonlight reflected on the Bot- :

in drunken

tle made it appear as the eye of a basﬁ
isk, cold, malignant, and still tﬂnmph-
ant, gazing upon the ecene ¥
* * * * % <k
Daybreak. The man yake slowly from
his debauch. =
“Ned,” he said;
here.” ; e BT o
No answer. - S
“'Ned, lad, here”
Again no answer.

so gentle, could never come from him,

And yet they did; they. were spoken u*

if they held a world of love for the lad
that lay dead upon the floor, and, sunl:,
debased, and murderer though he wa.'»;‘

_ he had loved his victim dearly. =~
“Ned! He must have gone out,” he O
'{hen, staggering up, he
went to get some few sticks to make a-

handful of fire. What was that that lay
across the floor, a dark red stream still
flowing freely from his poor head. ‘He
pressed his hands to his tanples,

“My God,” he cried, “my God, he
is dead! He has been killed!
have mercy, 1 have killed hlm! 7

In a moment he was down upon his
knees, with the poor boy prusedﬁthtly
to his breast, rocking to al\d fro “in
anguish, crying wildly.

~“ Ned—my Ned!” kissing vmh fear-

ful energy the dead lips of husm, a8
_ though by every passion he could bring - to sea, a midshipman. After two years

back life to him. Alas, there was mno

answering kiss, and the cm that had
hufgered for a word mﬂ;aiew dlon

hours ago had now-a

ments  showered - u’on jt; M M;f R
-3 ﬂh. ﬂlle he touched the liquor it
trolled him. thham,thesecond'

ears. And the man ‘who s

Gazing round, his eyes fell upon the
bottle, the dirty label, smeared a_ dull

&

cﬂmson Wlth a loud cgy, as Redl&f

the ‘actirend thing: i d flung it across

the room to shatfer it f ‘ten thousand  Christian.
pieces ; but it strqck > straw pallet,
RS J&M 83 lovely VOiec-be wto sup-

and with a ing rolled undam:
aged to the ﬂoyt M the man, with

‘a_ piercing scream, - fcl! smelcu by the 3
'body of his son. ¥ e
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Night. Again he wdlnettumouoas— '

ness to find two mmdﬂr
him, the light from a “ hulh:ye thrown
upon his face..

the “bullseye * it seemed to show the
dull red gleam of murder in its wicked
eye of light.~

With a dmdhrmg cry he

“who._ huﬁ:t guythms S
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of Hope ‘persnaded his father and mo-
ther to sign the pledge, we have all been
very well; néver enjoyed better health.”

"‘Do y()u really approve of total-ab-
stmencc; Mrs. Blair 1 don’t. 1 think

it quite necessary Yo take a glass of the

‘good creature- our Heavenly. Father has
2 Ned, lad eome promded for us — every night, at least
: J couldn’t. slup without it, I'm sure.’

“ Do yon mean cold water, Mrs. Dun-

‘lap? because L don’t know of any
' 2o ~other good creafure in the way of drmk
“Ned, my lad.” Surely those tom m ided by hiin.”

“%Oh, no' & don’t mean cold water.

ve never (@cn more than a few drops
at a time' @ my life, unmixed, with
“wine or spifig, and they gave spasms
;nd a chokin@ensation in my throat.”
T

ramg:! 1've never heard
>l Water - g:vmg people

drink”
“Well, I have no-sy ¥ fo

~who drink to excess. "t‘:un in

.Strong drink 1 believe to be a virtue”
Mrs. B.=“ Moderation in the use of

God pmsmavnrtue? Letmetellyonastory

from oy own experience, and you will
‘ see wheﬁler moderation is a virtue. My

moth&andfather were moderate, 1

never saw them the worse for liquor.
Thuve ‘were four of us; we were allow-
ed a “$mall portion of beer-at dinner, no
“more.. David, my eldest brother, went

~he came home a drunkard, robbed my’

father’s: desk and rifled my_ mother’s

pncﬁs for'ihoney “to supply thc un-

Ming! but bf coruse he hadn't
rol of himself” '

‘som, ‘went to Austmh;, and after a few

iunafmdcmte«mﬂm died sud--

Mm Christmas - morning on the
Mofﬂubedmopheoemkd.:lly

!3?‘#“' wooed and won by a moderate

~ One Sunday night after
atdmreh,uhegiways did—

st |

'»pegythanmdmttmnber of the
ur He went home. late at night,
‘for m first time frenzied with drink—
;uﬂmmml&t death blow——”

he muqthave bcen a great

_ ‘their tlurst with
water, and there’s an end of it. A
Wsrnaotmhumfeandcmont

house and home becasue the cold
ﬂtﬂ'hsgntbtolnshead. No, all

the brute crelﬁon are water drinkers,

When thirst is appeased they will  not
be tempted to take more.”
- “Well! I certainly never heard of that

mwlmafnulthatlhavebem

_advocating the drink 1 very much like,

and—and—well well I remember my
huﬁ”rdonbbdtheobe of the

m""f «;'i' o R
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V- surest Re
Allen’s
Lung B

Jt never fails to cure & S .
COLD, HEAVY 00
all BRONCHIAL
BLES.

" Large Bottles $1.00. W
Small or Trial Size 26¢.

Endorsed by all who ht'_‘

| sister’s husba!td-—wns he

“No, my sister died" b!
of 'a ‘broken heart, and bexfa

SRk
in an asylum.” e

in danger?

ball will be?” . =
“The probabtlity is

doubled last year, it may

-thts,asﬁleretsms

moderate ranks. O ;»

| drunkards dik every

1 all ‘moderate once. It :

quite true. 1 should 3'3.;

hie,” -

“By signing the pbdgq*
Well, there i3 no time life
[ suppose, so let me have
and now will you go. M
that the brandy and wh sk
stmyed. ~—N. Y. -Adw




