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Tho Way Pins Save Lives—A Boy's
Essay

uY TARSON KAY.

A recltation for Juvenile 'I‘cmpemn(‘,oi

Socletles.

Come, friends, and hear my story,
I will tell it It you'll hear,
How Tommy won his glory,
By an cssay very queer—
An essay read in a school i town,
By a little boy named Tommy Brown,
Who regularly went to school.

He was a boy who tried to think for him-
gelf,
Spoke out when he wanted to ;
And sometimes caused the children to
laugh,
With the comlcal things he would do.
One dnykthe teacher set the children a
task,
*What was it 2" I almost hear you ask,
Required of that week-day school.

“X wabnt an cssay from every glrl and
oY,

On any subject you please,

Something to show how well you can
write—

From a grindstone to a cheese.”
Great consternation seized every heart,
Not onc could tell the way to start,

Not one in that puzzled school.

At last they hit upon a plan,

And ecacli made cholce of topic,
Some chose a subject, large indeed,

And some were microscopic,
But Tommy Brown the laurel wins,
With an marvellous essay on the subject

of plins,
The strangest of all in the school.

He had evidently heard—or stolen, ‘tis
clear—
The subject was perfectly planned,
He told of things, which many, we fear,
In that school did not understand.
His peginning was good, and continued
to be,
But his conclusion ’most shocked the
modesty
Ot the children in that school.

After he had told of the wire they used,

How they polnted and headed the pin,
He closed up his essay in a manner moat

strange,”

Amidst a schcol-room din—

He not only told of their use to house-
wives,
‘“But they have been known to save
people’s lives,”
Said this funny boy of that school.
'Tis the teacher’s turn now to look
puzzled,

And a shadow crosses her brow—

“ Pins have been known to save people’s
Iives !”

“ Come, Tommy, and tell us how ?*
*“It's easy enough to do that,” said he,
“ By simp}’y not swallerin® 'em—don't yer

see 7"
Asked this comical boy of that school.

Supposing we learn a moral from this,
For many will tell us, I know,
That ;.he use of intoxfcants saves people
ives,
And the drinker makes out it is so.
But don't you think thoso who are helped
by the cup,
Are those who are never found swallow-
fog up .
Tae drinks fn the drunkard’s school?
Charlottetown, P.E.I.

THE DBUMMER AT THE SCHOOL.

Offie Downs, the thirteen-year-cld
drummer boy in the Dodge Street School,
Omah2, proved himself a genuine hero
the other day by calming a panic, and
preventing a great sacrifice of life among
the fivo hundred children in the school.

The little fellow is the drum-majo- ot
the school, his business being to sluud
at the foot of the stalrs and drum out
the children to the siep of an army
march. This exercise was called the
fire drill, and every noon and evening
the house was emptied to the beat ot
Offie’s drum. All the pupile, from the
infant class up, knew their places, and
had been taught that there must not be
a moment's delay when the drum tapped.

The young soldfers had been so well
trained that the principal ofter declared
that in case of firc the big bulluing could
be emptied in two minutes. HKut despite
the good discipline he had hoped that
the dreadful calamity would never hap-
pen. It did happen, however, and re-
gardicss of his conf ience in his own
self-possession, his presence of mind
fessook him, leaving him to manage hailt
a thousand of panic-stricken children as
best he could. He was hearlng a recita-
tion &n his own 'Toom wnen onc of the

o~ - .

teachers dashod 1p, scsenmming, “Fire*  |a shadow follows 5 substance. ~ Don't

N

Her wlild ery alarmed the pupils and
teachers all over the bullding, and in a
minute after the alarm was given thero
was a general rush for the stalrs, and In
the excitement no ono scemed to think
of cither firo rules or drummer boy.
But, notwithstanding Offie's reputation
of cowardice, he kept his head in the
general stammpede. It was the crisis for
which he had been tratned, and his cour-
age In the midst of the crying of the
children and the excltement of prircipal
and leachers saved a long llst of dead
and {njured.

The moment he saw the smoke pour-
ing out through tho register he left hls
place, and, passing rapidly up the aisles,
ran swiftly down the two flights of stairs
and into the principal’'s room, where his
drum was kept, Taking the Instrument
down trom its ook, he slung tho strap
over hig shoulder and rushed Into the
hall. By this time the smoke was so
dense that he could scarcely see objects
almoat within touch, and on the floor
above he could hear the shouts of the
teachers trying to keep the puplis from
trampling cach other in their efforts to
crowd down-stairs. Tho rattling of fire
engines outside added to the general con-
fusion; but, like a soldier in batile, Ofie
Downs stood bravely at his post. Push-
ing his way through the smoke to the
bottom of the stalrs, ji.st when a panic
seemed unavoidable, he began beating
his drum as though the gong had sound-
ed for the close of the afternoon sessfon.
The very first tap acted like magic in
bringing teachers and pupils to thelr
senses. Remembering that they were
soldiers under marching orders, the
stumpede was checked. The principal
pulled three or four little ones from un-
der the feet of the rushing children, and
commanded them to keep step to tho
music. Instantly the line that the

' teachers had tried in valn to form was

stralghtened out, and, like the young sol-
diers they proved themselves to be, the
five hundred pupils filed down the two
long flights of stairs, as they had done a
thousand times before. The entire build-
fng was now black with smoke; but, not-
withetanding thoe choking sensatfon ex-
perienced, there was no breaking of
ranks, and in just one minute from the
time the drum sounded out its call to
order, the house was empty. Gffie re-
mained steadfast. With the smoke
blinding and almost suffocating him, he
stood cool and determined, defying all
danger until his duty was done.

When the principal told him that
every one was out, he followed, rattling
away at his drum as he came down the
front steps. The crowd cheered as he
made his appearance in the door, and the
teachers pressed around him to express
their gratitude for their own safety and
that of their respective flocks. His
heroism alone prevented a panie, several
cbildren having fainted and fallen dur-
ing the first few minutes of the excite-
ment.

The fire originated in an overheated
furnace stack, and, although the flames
consumed one floor, it was easily ex-
tinguished by the fire department.

Offie’s praises were sung in many
homes that night, and as families gath-
ered around thelr hearthstones, happy
hearts turped gratefully to the little
hero, who by his fajthfulness to duty,
bad kept the death anget from their
homes.—Sunday-school Advocate.

THREE THINGS TO AVOID.

There are three things which boys,
and girls, too, who wish te grow up good
and noble men and women, must always
avold—but especially the boys, as these
are not the sins which usually beset the
paths of girls, Sometimes, indeed, wo
hear of women who are so lost to all
good that they are gullty of all three;
but, thank God ! not often.

The first thing and worst thing you
may ecasily guess. It is whiskey.

O boys, I want you all to make a re-
solution now, while you are so young,
never to use, buy, sell, make, give, or
take that terrible thing called strong
drink ¢t 1Include the whole class—wine,
cider, beer, whiskey, brandy, rum, gin,
alcohol—anything and everything which
can intoxicate. They never bring good,
but alwaye do harm. The best phy-
siclans say that even where they are
used in sickness, the patient would be
better off without them, and that no life
has &ver been prolonged by their use,

The next thing to avold is that nasty,
filthy thing called tobacco. Oh, how
much money, time, health, bhonesty,
morality and happ‘ness have been sacri-
ficed to that terrible old tobacco worm !

O boys! as you hope to be men, don't
chaw {t! Neither chow it, nor snuff it,
nor smoke it in pipes, cigars, or tkose
littlo evil things called clgarettes, which
lead as surely to tho .greater wrong, as

any place, and you will be better and
happter for it.

The third thing to avold Is profanity.
Oh, it God should tako swearers at thelr
word, when they call upon him so im-
pioualy, what a fearful fate would be
thelrs ! Dear boys, don't open your lips
Ito curse and swear,

; manly or good about it. Keep your Mps
and your llves pure, and tho world will
be better becauso of you,

r—

THE PINT OF ALE

A Manchester (England) enlico printer
was, on his wedding-dny, asked by his
wife to allow her two half-pints of ale a
day, as her share of extra comforts. Heo
madoe the bargaln, but not chcerfully;
for though a drinker himself{—fancying,
no doubdt, that he could not welt do with-
out—he would have preferved n perfectly
sober wife. They both worked hard,
John loved his wife, but he could not
break awiy from his old aseociations at
the ale-house: and when not in the fac-
tory or at hls meals, he was with his
boon companions. is wife made the
swall allowance mcet her house-keeping
expenses, keeping her cottnge neat and
tidy. Ho could not complain that she
fnsisted upon her dally pint of ale, while
ho, very ltkely, drank two or threo
quarts,

They had been married a year, and the
morning of their wedding annlversary
Juhn looked with real pride upon the
neat ard ccmely person of his wife ; and
with a touch of remorse in his Iook and
tone, he sald :

“Mary, we've had no hollday since wo
were wed, and only that I haven't a
penny in the world, we'd take a jaunt to
tho village, and see the mother,”

*“ Would thee like to go, John ?"* she
asked.

There was a tear with her smile, for it
touched her heart to hear him speak
tenderly, as in the old times.

‘1t thee'd like to go, Johnm, I'll stand
treat.”

‘“Thou stand treat, Mary!
fortin® left thee 2"

“ Nay, but I've got the pint ot ale
sald she.

* Got what, wife 2"

‘The pint of ale,” she repeated.

Thercupon she went to the hearth, and
from beneath one of the flags drew forth
a stocking, from which she poured upon
the table the sum of three hundred and
;slxty-ﬁvo threepences ($22.51), exclaim-
ng:

““See, John, thee can bave the holiday.”

‘What is this 2 he asked, in amaze.

*“It is my daily pint of ale, John.”

He was consclence-stricken, as well as
amazed and churmed,

“Mary, hasn’t thee had thy share ?
Then I'll have no more from this day.”

And he was as good ds his word. They
bad their holiday with the cld mother;
and Mary’s littlo capital, saved from the
“pint of ale,” was the seed from which,

Has got a

tory, warehouse, country-seat and car-
rlago, with health, bappiness, peace and
honour.—Presbyterian.

A WORD FITLY SPOKEN.
DY MAY P. M'KEAN,

‘“ Good evening, gentlemen! Are you
too busy to attend a prayer-meeting ?"

It wnas, perhaps, an odd scene, and the
rwords sounded oddly in their presence ;
but Chaplain Green was a man who was
not afraid or ashamed to show his
colours at any time or in any place; and
now he was going about among the
tent~ inviting the soldlers to attend the
ovening prayer-meeting.

| welcome as he was here. He had been
{ pained over and over again by the rough

infatuation of the card-table. But
Chaplain Green had a message and an
invitation from the King of heaven.
‘ Perhaps some heart would be inclined to

on from tent to tent, asking the inmates
to the meecting.

* Yes, we are too busy. We have moro
i important business on hand just now,”

ing up from his cards.

‘““What do we care for your prayer-
meetings 7 asked another in 2 quarrel-
some tone,

| face.
| us while we continue our game,” he -safd.
{ Chaplain Green bowed.
glad to do s0; will you tell me your
name, please ?”
*“My name ? What do you want with
‘that 2 demanded tho man, still gruflly.

There I8 nolhlns'

as the years rolled on, grew shop, fac- ;

{ In other tents he had been as mne’

t

!

use tobacco In any form, at any time, ln’| sonally to the Lord,” was the quict an.

swer.

*8ce here! You needn't bothor the
Lord about us! We don't need your
prayers. \When wo nec@ any praying
done we'll attend to it ourselves,” sald
tho first of the men,

“But 1 have been deputized to pray
for you, and promised to do so. [ shall
Nl my promise. Good-evening, gens
tlemen,'* sald the chaplaln, as he retired.

The gnme dragged slowly after that.
All Interest fn {t seemed lost; and pre-
sontly the men throw down thelr cards
as one of them wald ¢

*“1 wonder It that old tanatlo Is keep-
fng his promiso ? Let's go and sco, nnd
have somo fun at his cxpense.”

The others agreed, and as thoy reached
the tent they heard the chaplain'a clear
volce In prayer. Ho was praying for
them, (hat tho f.ord would touchk thelr
hearts with the divino power ot his love,
and make them his obedlont servants,
his saved childron.

But they did not havo any * tun at the
chaplain's expense.” They parted com-
pany, but all did not go beyond tho sound
of the preacher's volce; and through that
earncst prayer, the very onoe who had
deputized him to pray for the party, was
convictod of sin and led to Christ,

Not one of the other threo forgot that
avening elther, and when a littls Iator
they too wero led to the foot of the cross,
they dated thelr first serlous ceavictions
to those words fitly spoken.

Thus does God abundantly bleas the
cfforts of his faithful sorvants. It may
be the wurds are spoken in very weake-
ness, but he will take them up and uso
them for his glory.

Dear boys and girls, we may not be
chaplains or ministers or missionaries,
or hold any public place where wo have
the opportunity to do great things for
Christ; but let us be true to our colours,
and the blessings of our Father will ho
glpon the words which we may speak for

m.

UP THS NILE.

As we go up the Nile, a never-ending
variely of charming scenery is present-
ed to view. In some of thn tombs the
hieroglyphlica show the manner of

. Egyptian irrigation threo thousand years

.

.
'

1

[
i
'
v

]

!

1
'
i
|

i
i

Jest and the flow of ruddy wine, and the ; helpful channels ?

|
!

hear; s0 he went falthfully, undauntediy |

t replied onc of the men addressed, look- |

ago. It ie the sume to-day. There are
the never-ending ditches, channels, and
canals, interlacing the soll with silvery
threads of fertility and life. IHere ars
stlll the poor fellows with their buckets
lifting the water fiom the Nile. They
stand there all day, in the sun, and dip
their buckets and Nft and empty them,
I counted the bucketfuls, and found that
in a day of ten hours a man would Jift
six thousand buckets of Nile water, for
which he receives a trifie of over ten
cents a day: yet they never go on a
strike. But, day after day, hour after
hour, those lithe, naked forms bow down
and bring up water from the Nilo as they
did three thousand years ago.

Up the Nile a farm-hand gets fifteen
cents a day, a carpenter twenty cents,
and a mason forty cents. No wonder
that with wages s0 low, and with guch
crowds of slaves, the old Egyptian kings
could build up the pyramids and con-
struct wonderful torabs.—MNew York Ob-
server.

THE NOBILITY OF SAVING.

The rescue work carried on by the
Salvation Army and other Christian or-
ganjzations {n the Ilarge cities i3 one
whoge value and {mportance cannot be
overestimated, when the worth of a stngle
eoul is fully realized and its relatlon to
soclety rightly understood.

If we call him “ who makes two blades
of grass grow whero only one has grown
before,” a benefactor, what term shall
wo apply to one who helps to save &
soul, thereby turning nll {ts powers into
Truly he f{s only
second in greatness “to the God who
makes "

*Make mo a man,” called the king to
the artist,

And he cut a superb figuro from stony
marble, and tonught 1t to the px=lace.

“It can't breathe,” cried the king;
* make me a 1an.”

And again, the artist made s figure of
wax, with rich colour, and tho blood

y scemed almost beat{ng through the veins,

I

4

*It i3 cold,” cried the king:; “ wake
me a man.”
And then the artist took a poor beggar

A third lcoked up with a sneer on his ' from the strcets and cleanscd him and
*We'll deputlze you to pray for dressed him, snd took him by the hand

and lJed him to the king. saying, “ O

“I will he king, I could not make a man mysel?, but

here I8 one whom God mado and whom I
have found.”

And the king gald, “The man who
saves §8 nearly like in greatness to ‘the

“That I may present your case .per- God who mekes.
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