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“MIXED PICKLES.”
J I have one nephew, and if I ha-1 any 
more I’m sure 1 don't know what I should 
do. He is the dearest, beet of good little 
boys ; but he seems to have the largest capa- 
acit; for getting into mischief, that I ever

11 Not naughty mischief, you know, for my 
little Jack tries to be obedient ; but, some
how, if there’s a paint-pot in the house, he 
Usure to fall over it when he has his best 
suit un. If he has just scrubbed his face till 
it shines again, he is pretty certain to knock 
up against a sweep's brush as he hastens 
round the corner to school. So we have 
all got into the habit of calling him “ Little 
Pickle,” and a very dear fellow he is, as I 
said before. Now Jack had never seen the 
sea so when I heard in June last that the 
Prince and Princess of Wales were going to 
open a hospital at Eastbourne, I made up 
my mind to take him there for a couple of

1 have no doubt we should have got 
on beautifully if I had not Wen coax
ed into taking Charlie Turner with 
us. He is about the same age as Jack, 
and as full of life as a kitten ; so the 
two made the liveliest pair of pickles 
you could wish to see.

Before starting, 1 bought Jack a 
complete Jersey suit.

“There,” I said, as I turned him 
round like a joint before the fire,
“now it won't matter what you do : 
the sea-water will not hurt that."

“Then may 1 get it wet i Oh, how 
lovely. Charlie says he always takes 
otf his shoes and stockings ami walks 
into the water ; sometimes a wave 
comes and splashes him all over. May

“Oh,yes, as much as you like.”
Rash words, which I was to soon to 

repent ! The journey down |*tsed 
quietly enough, ami when we arrived 
at Eastbourne, we walked about to 
see the decoiations. One aicli pleased 
us very much. It was made by the fish
ermen of all sorts of nets. There were 
lobster and crab pots, which had live 
lobsters and crabs in them, there were 
prawn and shrimping pots with lively 
little fellows just a* they were caught 
and the large trawling nets were hung 
all over with mackerel.

The sides of the arch were filled 
with the prettiest boats; ami the 
whole was crowned by the long galley 
belonging to the rowing club.

Croups of oars and .-culls were fast
ened with ropes in the .-hape of true- 
lovera' knots, and odd comers were 
filled with life-buoys and anchors.

“ 1 expect the Prince will enjoy that 
as well as anything he sees in the 
town," said an old sailor to me. I 
stood talking to him about the arch 
and the royal visit which was to take 
place the next day, and never noticed 
tlmt my two charges had slipped off.
A loud hurrah mane me stare upwards. 
There were the two little pickles 
mounted in the galley at the very top 
of the arch, while the young sailor 
w ho had helped them up w as swinging 
himself lightly down by some ropes 
which looked far too thin fur his

flow the fishermen cheered to he 
sure ' but I can tell you I was thank
ful when the two boys were safely by 
my side.

“Now, auntie, let’s go ami paddle,” 
said Jack ; and as the tide was out, ami 
the sand looked inviting, I consented. It was 
one of those days when the wind seems to 
rise as the tide comes in, ami although the sea 
looked very calm at finit it came tumbling 
in pretty roughly when the tide turned. 
However, the boys played on happily, and, 
as I thought, safely enough. Occasionally, 
peals of laughter told me when one or the 
other of them had got soaked by a wave, 
which broke sooner than they expected.

“Let's sit down," said Charlie, “and see 
how far the water will come. I’ll lie Can
ute, ami tell it to go back.”

This seemed a pretty safe amusement ; 
and as the waves were constantly driving 
tue from my post, I went up a good way 
higher on the beach. I was deep in my 
liook when I heard a shriek, ami, looking 
up quickly, saw iuy brave buy Jack run
ning into the waves after Charlie, who had 
been carried out as he sat on the sand.

As quick as possible I ran down, and was 
just in time to seize one of Jack's hands

he caught hold of Lhailie with the other, 
ami it required all my strength to pull both 
boys in.

A gentleman came up just as we stood, 
three dripping creatures on the shingle, for 
the skirts of my dre.-s were s-.aked. “ You 
are a plucky little iellow," he said, patting 
Jack’s head ; “if you hadn’t been so quick, 
your brother might have been drowned.”

“ My cap’s gone though," said Jack, in a 
matter-of-fact sort of way, “and I'm as wet

Charlie seemed too frightened tc say much 
just yet ; so I took them both home and 
put them to bed while their clothes were 
dried ; for, alas ! I had brought no second 
suits with me. I never thought of wanting 
them for two days.

“What made you so brave this morn
ing ?” I asked Jr.ck when he was cosily 
tucket! up in bed.

“ I don’t know, aunt ; at first, when I saw
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In his country home Frank Merriam had 
lieen regarded as a boy ; but in the large 
town to which he had come to seek his 
fortune he was recognized as a young man. 
There he began at the very foot of the lad
der determined to wi rk his way up.

“ How far up <” asked one who had known 
him from childhood, ami to whom he had 
expressed this determination.

“So far up that I can look level into tl-e 
eyes of men who now look down upon me,” 
he replied.

“ That is not a l»ad ambition ; but there is 
abetter. Go so far up that by the eve of 
faith you can look forward confidently to 
the reward awaiting all those who choose 
the good and avoid the evil."

It was easy to begin at the foot of the 
ladder, but as he worked on, day after day,

MY KKl'HEW JACK. - (From a Phottxjuiph hyT.C. Turner, Pam.bury Park, N.)

Charlie washed out, I felt inclined to run 
away, and then, all of a sudden, I thought 
of Jesus walking on the sea, and telling St 
Veter to come to Him. That made me feel 
brave, because I was sure Jesus would not 
letme be drowned any more than St Pi ter. 
So I just asked Him to keep me up, ami 
ran after Charlie ; but, auntie, I’m eorrv I 
lost my can—there’s twopence in my pocket 
you may nave towards another."

Brave little Jack, he was a true hero with, 
out knowing it.

The next day we saw the Prince and 
Princess, and then went for a sail before we 
started for home, laden with small nabs, 
seaweed, and pebbles enough to stock 
aquari uw.—Vh ildren't Friend.

If a Bedstead creaks at each mi 
meut of the sleeper, remove the slate and 
wrap the end of each in old newepapef. 
This will prove a complete silencer.

a stranger in a strange place, he longed for 
the familiar faces and the sound of familiar 
voices.

Anything like comradeship offered strong 
attractions to him, and, strangely, most of 
those who sought his acquaintance were the 
very ones he should have avoided. At last, 
when expecially weary with the monotony 
of his work, he was urged by some young 
men boarding in the same house with him
self to join them and a party of friends for 
an evening’s amusement.

He was quite sure the amusement was not 
such as his mother would approve, but he 
was in too reckless a mood to allow that to 
influence him. He must have some recrea
tion, and he was old enough to decide for 
himself.

While waiting for his companions he turn
ed carelessly the leaves of an old scrap
book lying on his table. It had belonged 
to bis sister, now dead, and for that reason 
he counted it among his choicest treasures.

The very sight of it was asileut plea against 
wrong-doing ; but as he turned the leaves 
he found one still stronger :

“To every one there comes a moment to 
decide for the good or evil side. This may 
be the decisive moment with ycu who real 
tliis,^ and God grant you may decide

“I cannot g. with you," said Frank 
Merriam when b:s name was called.

“ Why not ?” was asked in a tone of 
surprise.

“Because it would not be right for me to 
do so. It would be a new departure for me, 
and 1 have decided not to take it. 1 have 
never played a game of cards or tasted a 
drop of liquor in my life, and I should be 
foolish to begin now. Don’t you think

“ Yes, I do, an<l I wish 1 knew no more 
of cards and liquor than you do," respond
ed a young man wi.o now came into 

' Frank Merriatn’s room. “ I didn’t 
mean to, but I gave way a little at a 
time, until I am in for it ; so I may 
as well keep on."

“ Read that,” responded his com
panion, pointing to the words which 
hail arrested his own attention.

When read the reader said sadly : 
“The trouble with me is I decided 
wrong, and I suppose it is too late to 
change."

“ And did you decide for the evil 
against the good! ”

“I suppose so, though I didn’t 
think of it in that way. My father 
and mother would be distracted if 
they knew how 1 spend my evenings ; 
I wish I could stay here with you.”

“You can. Two are stronger than 
one, and we can help each other. Let 
the others go if they will. They can
not compel us to go with them. Don’t 
decide again for the evil side."

“ You don’t understand about it as 
well as I do. You are on the outside 
of the ring, while I am inside.”

At this moment a tramping of feet 
was followed by shouts of “Hurry 
up ! We shall lose half the fun unless 
we are on hand in good season."

“ But we are not going,” responded 
Frank Merriam. “I am sorry I gave 
you any reaéon to think I would go. 
Converse has decided to stay with me, 
too, and I wish the rest of you would 
keeti us company."

Tins called forth a storm of ridicule 
and sharp retorts ; yet thetwo stood 
firm amt presently the street-door 
closed behind those who were “bound 
to have some fun, let it cost what it

They did not dream what the cost 
might be. They hail no thought of 
any serious result from their even
ing’s amusement ; but the next morn
ing fourni them under arrest for grave 
misdemeanors. Each was compelled 
to pay a heavy fine, in addition to 
giving bonds for future good conduct.

It was the old story of excessive 
drinking and its effects. One glass 
followed another until sense and rea- 
s< were overpowered, and angry 
b ».i succeeded angry words.

“ Bless the old scrap-book for its 
lesson, and thank God it v is heeded !” 
exclaimed Frank Merriam when he 
knew what had transpired.

‘'Amen,” responded George Con
verse heartily. “I have made a new 
decision and sliall not change it. I am 
a teetotaler now and for evermore." 

—Youth's Temperance Banner.

Among Oür Pulpits and by the very 
side of our preachers it is safe to say that 
the dram shops lead as mauy downward as 
the churches lead upward. We are asked 
then to license an institution which 
provides nothing useful or beautiful ; 
causes and encourages idleness ; teaches 
tippling and drunkenness ; breeds disorder, 
vice, poverty, and crime ; antagonizes our 
homes, schools, and churches. Can we, dare 
we call such institutions into existence, set 
them up in our midst, sanction their work 
and protect them in it ? Are the interests 
of our homes, our society, our children and 
our neighbors to be sacrificed to such a de
mand i And for whose interest ? That one 
in five hundred may become a dram seller 
and make a lazy living at the expense of all 
we hold dear ; that the other fourhundred 
and ninety, nine may bear the burden and 
suffer the misery.—Pnftuor Potter.


