
atics, nor hypocrites. They ended this
Trade because it was impossible to
mend it. And they still believe that
Prohibition even if not 100 per cent, en
forced, is much better than regulation
or than license. Every State is
st lengthening its laws to enforce Pro
hibition; not one State bus gone book.”

Mrs B.: “Thank you for telling us
the truth. But, my dear, whether Pit*
hibition is a success in F.S.A, or not.
I feel certain our Dominion would be
)>etter for our children without ‘The
Trade,* and so Itn a Prohibition
worker for all time.”

DANGER.

What a lot of talk lately about “High-

ways.” and how anxious everybody
seems to Ik* to make the road safe for
pedestrfcins. Our children, our future
citizens, must lx1 safeguarded. They

are prepared to do everything fo»*
“safety first” except remove tin* great-

est danger, “Booze.”
Not a day can you open a paper with-

out reading that some Magistrate ha:
(\inceI led a driver’s license for a cer-
tain time because he was intoxicated.
If a license can lx* cancelled because a
man is intoxicated, why not refuse to

issue a license to any man or woman
who is not an abstainer. Kvery drinker
is liable to take enough to make him a
menace on the road. Why not set
“safety first.” and issue drivers’ license,
only to those who run no risk of being

intoxicated at the wheel?

WHEN IS A MAN DRUNK.

The eternal question cropped up In *«

Victorian Police ('ourt recently, and
produced the following definition

Mr Macon mara. P.M.: “In your opin
ion, when is a man drunk?”

The Witness: “When la* loses Ins
senses.”

The P.M.: “When does he lose his
senses?”

The Witness: “When he is drunk.”

SALOONLESS.
There is not a legalised beverage

liquor shop in existence under the Stars

and Stripes of the P S.A. A saloonless
nation has proven itself to be one of
the wealthiest, as well as the healthiest
nations in the world.

NEWS OF AN OLD FRIEND.

The following poem was sent us for
insertion by our aid friend and fellow,

worker, Mrs Miller, who has jus* re-
turned from The Border Land:—

THE BORDER LAND.
(These fines were sent by a lady to a

friend who wrote frequently to know
where she had been for several months,

that she bid not written to her. She
had ben to the gates of the grave, in a
long and seven 1 illness.)

1 have ben ton land, a Border I .and.
Where there was but a strange, din-

light;
Where shadows and dreams, in a s|x*c

tral Lind,
Se< m d real to the aching sight.

1 scarce bethought me how there I
came,

Or if thence I should pa s again;

It.s morning anil night were mark'd b>
the flight.

Or coming, of woe and pain.

I tut I saw from this land, this Border
I .and.

With its mountain ridges hoar,
That they look’d across to a wondrous

strand,—

A bright and unearthly shore.
Tii n I turned m< to Him, “the Cruci-

fied,”
In most bumble faith and prayer,

Who had ransom’d with blood my sinful
soul.

For I thought He would call me there.

Yet nay: for awhile in the Bonier Land
lie hade me in patience stay.

And gather rich fruits with a trembling

hand.
Whilst Ho chased its glooms away;

He had led me amid those shadows dim
And shown that bright world so near.

To teach me that earnest trust in Him
Is "the one thing needful” here.

And so from the land, the Border Igind,

1 have turn’d me to earth once more;
But earth and its works were such

trifles, sennn’d
By the light of that radiant shore.

And oil! should they ever possess me
again

Too deeply, in heart and hand,

i must think how empty 1 hey seem'd,
und vain,

From the heights of the Border Land.

The Border I And had depths and vales,
Where sorrow for sin was known;

Where small seem’d great, as weighed
in siules,

Held by God's hand aJone.
'Twa.s a land where earthly pride was

naught.
Where tin* poor were brought to mind.

With their scanty lied, their tireless
cot.

And their bread, so hard to find.

» I
But little ! heard in the Border I.and.

Of all that puxs’d Inflow
The omv loud voice of human life

To 1 lie deafen'd ear were low.
I was deaf to the clang of its trumpet

call.
An 1 alike to its gibe or its sneer;

Its riches were dust.and the loss of all
Would then scarce have cast a tear.

1 met with a friend in this Border JAnd,
Whose teachings can come with power

To the blinded eye and the deafen’d ear,
In affliction's loneliest hour.

“Times of refreshing” to the soul.
In languor, oft he brings.

Prepares it then to meditate
On high and glorious things.

Oh! Holy Ghost! too often grieved
In h- alth and earthly haste,

1 bless those slow and silent hours
Which seem to run to waste.

I would not lull have pass’d those
“depths ”

And such communion known.
As can be held in the Bonier I And

With Thne, and Thee alone.

1 Live been to a land, a Border TAnd!
May oblivion never roll

O’er the mighty lessons which there and
then

Have been graven on my soul!
1 have trodden a path 1 did not know.

Safe in my Saviour’s hard:
I <»in trust Him for all the future, now

I have been to the Border I And.

AFTER NATIONAL PROHIBITION.
At the annual meeting of the Ameri-

can Medical Association in 1921, a reso-
lution was introduced which declaim'd
alcohol to be “a necessity in certain dis

uses." This part of the resolution
was voted down, leaving the resolution
of that Society passed in 1917. st'.l
standing as the opinion of that body, the
declaration Hum Ling “The use of al
cohol as a therapeutic agent should be
discouraged.”
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