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PLEASANT HOTURS.

¢ Agnin T called, ¢ Loascar, a lantern.’
Again the cohra moved, and agan,
thank God, the ready 1. rcar rephed,

“¢ Lata houn, Babib,' (I am bring
ing it, sir.) Light advancing fl«shed
in, and nt tho nuiss «f quick ¢ mirg
feet, lot ono afier another its horrible
coilw unwound, and the grisly monstsr
glided sway from my body.  Tha last
sound that struck my senso of hearing
was, ¢ Ya allaki samp,” (2 8:ake) |}
tuinted awny.” That horrible ¢ibra i.
drink, it hes on the very heart of
society, und threatens to destroy 1tx
hfe with its deadly powon. It Joork
sometimes bike us if there was litle
hope of eseape, but we helieve God
will, in I8 mercy, send ddliverance
Muy it come soon !—Z7'he 2 emperance
Zuttle-Field.

STANDING UP STIFF.

“ Did he stand stiff "

“1 rather think so.”

“ Lot mo tell you how it was "

“Ha'f pust six,” said Jimmnie Bowles:
and as ho spoke, be looked at the town-
clock,

There it was, with its leng, gilt
bands shining bright enough in the
morning Jigut to have been arrows ot
god shot frem the guiver of the sun;
and, catching on the old diul, they
changed from rays to clock-hands,
swinying slowly, steadily round,

“imo to open the store,” thought
Jimwie; and he crcssed the strect to
thrust a key into the lock of the door
ubovo which was the sign,—

THOMAS PARRY.

“ Br. Parry will be here by seven,
and 1 must have things triw,” con-
tinned Jimmie in his thoughta.

Back went the shutiers, and away
went the broom, busly flourished in
Jimmit’s hands. The floor was swept.
the counters dusted, the desk cleared
up, 2 bundle of papers put on one side
of tho door, and a few water-pails on
the other ; and directly in front of the
windows way sttioned an empty
bane] labelled “ Flour,” and above it
an empty box lubelled * Rice,” and
above it ull a huge white placard, say
ing, ¢ Goods for the Million st Hard-
Time Prices.”

“Now,” said Jimmie, * everything
is all right when Mr. Purry comes;
and its only—only—five minutes ot
seven,” giving a glanco in the direc-
tion of the town clock. “I am early.
Now, Mr. Thomas Parry, who seils
goods for the millicn at the best
prices he can get for them, may pct in
his appearance when he pleases. My !
there he is, already, tutning  the
corner!”

Mr. Parry was indeed turning the
corner. He was u short, fut man,
with an easy, comfortable gait, and
turned the corner nice 23 a bicycle.

Fat wen aro not always gweet tem-
pered, though, if some of them are
among the kindest-natured folks in the
world ; and Mr. Parry, while a very
comfortable-lovking an, was not a
very comfortable-fecling wan.

Jimmie understood all this.

*Things all right, boy 1" ho asked,

“ all nght, I think, sir.”

“Como into the back-room in a
few moments.”

&« Yea, Bil‘,"

“XVhat dees he waut of moet”
thooght Jimmie. “I must prepare
for a blowin', I sup

Thero was no * blowin'" that worn-
Ling; on the contrary, when Jimmie

"

3.

went into the back-room, Mr. Parry
wag more affable than usual. He
netually anked Juminie to sit down.
Then hemmed and hawked, and cougbe.!
vory apologetically, as if about to
address a king, instead of a store-boy
48 ho commenced to wpeak, be broru.
lorth a basket of bluck bottlea

* You kuow, Jimmie,~bem-—~you
know times are hard. A man cam:
nlong yewerday, and he was peddling
theso—the-o—bottles. Only ale, you
know ; nico for invalids, [ want you
—if—ifunybody (o neain and calls fin
u gluss—to—let ‘e bave a lictdo. It
will bring in a penny. That is what
you are to do.”

Wus he 1 Jimmie dida't know about
that.  His faco flushed red, und then
turncd pale.

Sell that !

The iden !

Woddhnt

All agitation was over in a moment.
Ha straightened up aod stood erec: in
the attitude of protestation; and it
» ced as if the cpirit of his father (an
old soldier 1n the iate war), the spirit
of his grandfuther (- soldier in the war
of 1812), the spir.t of his great-grand-
father, (2 suldier in the Revolu ion)
ali stood up inride of Jimuie, all pro-
testing and rebelling.

What wonder if he stood pretty
stiff.

“ Mr. Parry,” said he, “I will do
anything reasunable to please you;
tbut I promised my mother, when I
I-f2 home, that I would not sell
liquor.”

Mr. Parry hardly knew how to take
this. He wassilent, and then he began

to stammer out a reply. He hesitated, |

then ho started again. Be fumed like
a beer-bottlo when the cork has been
loosened, and yet there is not room for
the foam to escape ; then, in s moment
he fairly raved.

 Dreadful particelar you are all at
once! You need not stand up so
stif! So you think you are better
than your master! Well,if you are,
yon had better leave, or { migkt con-
taminate your moral Aund if you
can't do as I wisb, you may leave;
and you may go at once.”

“Leave!” “Go.” These two
words struck Jimmie like two bulieta.
“Leave!” That meant no work, no
money to buy clothes, no money to
settle board-bills.

Jimmie gaid nothing, and went into
the outer store.

A stranger was there, trimly, neatly
dressed, with a business air.

“ Have you any matchest Some-
thing good to light fire with ;” asked
the mun.

“Yes,” thought Jimmie; ¢match,
shavings, kerosene, powder, glycerine,
everythirg combastible, in those black
bottles.”  He did not say it, however.

“ Ar. Parry. a customer is here,”

At Jimmie's announcement, Bfr.
Parry bustled out, looking ar 3f he had
been banging in a furaw.s., He
hunded Jimmwie the money due Lim for
services, and then waited on the
stranger.

Jimwie left the store.

It seemed queer to Jimmie, going
down street that morning an hour age
with a whistle as cheery asa canary's
song over the first green chickweed,
and now eanntering up the street so
heoavy-hearted. He took a Jong and
rather unhappy walk. However he
bad done his duty.

‘“Yes, 503, yes, Fes, yes, yes, yes,
yes, struck the town clock eight times

a8 if in responso, ringing out the last
“ yes” with a decide! ring.

*“ Ab ! good-morning again.”

Jimwie turned.

It was the stranger whom he saw in
the store,

“ Are you—are you out of a place?”

“ Yeu, sir.”

“ Just left one, haven't yout”

¢ Yes, sir.” .

“T thought ro, from what I saw.
Why did voun lesve 1"

“ I wouldn't sell lignor, sir.”

“Idn't I hear Mr Parry sry some-
thing absut your standing up stiff 1”

*“ Yea, sir.”

“\Well, vou are just the Loy for me.’

Jimmie's eyes ushed.

“Whnt do you menn, #ir "

“ Wiy I keep an apathecary store;
and I um continually pestered by nuis.
4nces begging for ' & drop,” pretending
to bo sick suddenly, or el<eanxi ws for
an unkoown friend wanting liquor. 1
want ronteb dy who can stand up stiff,
and not sell without the best reason.”

¢ will do what I can for you, sir.”

“All right. I am withont a boy,
and you may begin any time.”

¢ 1 will begin this morning, sir.”

When the clock struck eight again,
it had a merry sound to Jicimie's ears,
as if lifung up his viice triumphantly.

'f Mr. Thomas Purry h d gone by
that evening, and looked into the
apothecary store, he would have seen
blue bottles, and yellow bottles, ani
black bottles, and red bottles, all stand-
ing up straight, prim, and stiff on the
shelves,  The object, though, that
could stand up stiffest, was tho boy
behind the counter.

Hats off to the temperance boy that
could stand stiff !— Well-Spring.

DOESIT PAY?

OES3 it pay to bave fifty work-
ing men poor and ragged in
order to bave one saloon.
keeper dress in broadcioth and

flush of money §

Does it pay to have those fitty work-
ingwen live on bone soup and half
rations, in order that one s+loon-keeper
may flourish on roast twurkey and
champsgne?

Does it pay to have the mothers and
children of twenty families dressed in
rags, starved into the resemblancs of
emuciated scarecrows, and live in
hovels, in order that the saloon-keeper's
wife may dress in satin and her chil-
dren grow fat and hearty and live in
a bow window parlour?

Does it pay to bave ten smart,
active, aud intelligent boys transfermed
into thieves to enable one man to lead
an easy life by selling them lignor?

Does it pay to give one man, for
815, a license to sell liquor, and then
speud $20,000 on the trial of another
man for buying that liquor and com-
mitting murder under its influence

Does it pay to bave one thousand
homes blasted, ruined, defiled, and
tarned into hells of discord and misery
in order that one wholesale liquor
dealer may amass a large fortune ?

Does it pay to keepn men in the
penitentisries and prisons and hospitals,
and in the lunatic asylums, at the
expense of the honest, induatrious tax-
payers, in order that a few capitalists
muy grow richer by the manufacture
of whiskey, and by swindling the
government out of three-fourths of the
ravenue tax on the liquor that they
make ? . :

Doea it pay to permit the existence

of a traffic which only results in crime,
poverty, wisery, and death, and which
nevor did, nevor does, nover can, and
nover will do any good ¢

It nover pays to do wrong, your sin
will find you out, whetber others find
you out or not; the sin knows where
you are, and will keop you posted of
that fact. It don't pay.— Exchangs.

A LITTLE PHICOSOPHER.

@IIB ;1:);; aro short, and the nights are
ONg,
and the wind is nipping cold ;
The tasks are hard, and the tums are wrong,
And the teachers oftea scold.
But Juhuny McCree,
O what cans he
As he wlustleaalung the way ?
“ It will all come right
By to.m rrow mght.”
Siys Johany McCreo to-day.

The plums are few, and tho cake is plaip,
Tue shoes are out at tho tos ;
Forw mey, you 1.0k in tho purse in vain—
It was all spsnt long aga,
But Jounoy McCree,
U what cares he
As ho whistles along the street t
Would you havoe the blues
For a pair of shoes
While you have a pair of feet?

The snow is deep, thero aro paths to break,
Bat theJittle arm is strong,
Avd work isplav. if y u'll only take
Your work with a bit of a song.
Aund Johnuy McCreo
O what cares he
As bo whistles along the road 1
Ho wil d» lus best,
Aund villave the rest
To tho care of his Father, God.

The wotber's face, it is often tad—
She scarce kuows what to do :
Batat Johnny's kiss, she is bright and glad—
Sheloves bim, and wouldn’t you !
For Johnny McCree,
A Ohwhz;]c calrea he
s he whistles along the way ?
The trouble will go. Y
And **] told you so,”
Our brave little John will aay.

—Harper's Young People.

TRAINING CHARACTER.

F somebody should give me a
diamond to carry to Europe, T
5 can know exactly how much
would be lost to the world were
I to drop it into the sea; but if s geed
should be given me, I could only regard
it with awe as containing concealed
within it the food of untold genera-
tions, Thut is the difference between
looking at the truth as s diamond or
as a geed—as final or germainal.

In all training of character, con-
tinuity und economy musc be supreme.
The noticn that character is spontane-
ous is held by most pesple in the
earlier portion of their lives, and is
wrong. When they discover this,
nine tenths change to the other ex-
treme, This is wrong, too. Hosts of
young men think their character will
form of itself, and thut they will neces-
sarily become beiter as they w
older, Hosts of old men believe that
their character is fixed, and that it is
impossible for them to become better.
Such beliefs aro foolish. People are
also wrong in thinking that they can -
put off their bad traits and put on
good traits. The old frilures can not
be thus transformed; bot out of the
old babits new can be formed. This
iz what many a poor creature needs to
know. We must make what we are
b be out of, what we are.

Tre greatest heroes the world has
ever produoed have beza those who.
havr done the mast good in it. J
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