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HOME AND

SCHOOL.

Song of the Printing-Press.
DY A, A, NMOPKING

J Ast silant to-night fn tho barentent dim,

And tho shadows around me are vague and
grim;

But my vorvas reach out where the home.
Rroups are,

Where the homoe-lighty are tlickering near
and farg

And Livel a glad theill in my iron heart

For the gladness and cheer that 1 thers im-
part:

For utthough I an only a dumb wmachine,

I can movewith a wenderful powor, I weent

There are beautiful stories that I can tell,
And that full on the ear like a magie spells
And @ whisper them sweetly to one and to
all—
Su aweotly thas even the tear.drops full—
Tu the maiden who sits in the o tage tow,
To the lovar who lomgeth her heat o know,
To the poet who dreams, and the child who
waits .
For the princess to open tha fairy gates,

I am King, and my aubjecty are neattered
wide,

Sut wherover they he, they are lealand tried,

. And though other kings fall and thar king.
doins wane,

For ever aud aye must my own rauain,

It is one to grow greater with lapee of time,

And w tower through ages to heithis sub.
litne;

While the cry of my subjects forave shall be:

* Five la PRESS ! for our liang s het™

Ob, I day after day at my libnur sing,
For I know of the gluduess T widely fling
With my fingers of tron actoss the earth—
At the gate of the rich, aud the cottage
hearth—
And 1 feel that the living of all who live
Will be richer by far for the gifts 1 give;
And that millions of hearts shull look up and
bless,
With the truestof blessings, the PRINTING.
PRESS,
~Inland Printer.
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Bob's Talking Leg.

“THAT wooden leg of yours must be
rather inconvenient.”

“Maybe, sir; but I walk with it
better than when 1 had the nat'ral
pair comnplete.”

Bob wus our crossing sweeper, and a
sort of public messenger—seli-cstab-
lished, but recogmzed 1in time ns one
of the institutions of the Bank. The
road just opposite our mam entrance
was rather wide for n country town,
and it was here Bob kept a path care.
fully swept in all weathers,

When employed by the Bank or one
of the tradesmen with a message, Bob
would leave his broom leamng against
the letter-hox, and go an his way quite
certain that the most mischievous boy
in the place would not interfero with
it. Bobwas so gond-natured and kid
to all that cven his broom was re.
spected.

Ho was a bit of a character, aud
generally wore n past-hox’s cap and an
old red hunting coat when on duty.
But theso werconly sort of trade signs ;
and work done, Bob put aside his “ uni-
form” and assumed the gurb of a
respectable Inbourer.

And a labourer he had been once
vpon n time—a man well known in the
town, nnd not a little notorious for his

drinking, but he shall tell his own
story. Jasten to him as ho relates it
to me,

“ Wall better with n wooden leg than
with two sound ones !" 1 said ; *how
can that be1 1 cannot faney 1 wooden
leg would be better than cither of
mme "

“1 was not speaking of vour legs,
sir,” veplied Bob, dryly, “but of the
pair 1 had.  They were not given to
walking very stranght.”

“That must have been your fault,
Boh,” 1 said,

“* Well, yes, sir," ho said, *of course
1t was; but | was spealing in a sort
of meddlefor, you see.”

“ T hear yvou are fond of metaphor,”
I returned; *but tell me about this
leg of yours. How did you get ™

“ Drink gave it to me, replied Bob,
“and 1 omust say that it ain't very
grateful to drink in return for al
though it makes nowse enough in
orinary, it knocks double as lu.d when-
ever I'm nigh a public ouse.  Jt says
tdon’t’ as plainly as you can, sir—
meamng, don't go an. I was once
nearly led back in the old ways, and
wag going into  The King's Head* with
a friend, as I hadn't seen for years,
hut this leg wouldn't go in; tother
went over the step right enough,
but the wooden one tripped up, and
down I went.  *All right,’ 1 says,
*you knows how 1 got you, and 1'll go
back agmin,' and out 1 went, dragging
my friend with me.”

“Of course,” he added, “1 doun't
mean o say as the leg knows it's do-
ing, that's my meddlefor way of speak-
ing; but it's there, and it is always
stumping out the same story, ‘Don't
drink, don't drink.’  Just you listen to
i‘."

He stumped rapidly up and down in
front. of me, and really the leg and his
sound foot. gave out sounds not unlike
the words he had spoken.

“You hear, sir,” he said, *“the
wooden leg says *Don't, and tother
says ‘drink. Put ‘e both together,
and you've got good advice—*Don't
drink 1"

“ Undoubtedly,” T replied, * but will
vou tel) me how you came to lose’your
limb! Ttisa quet day, and you aro
not likely to be inter:upted for n few
minutes.”

“Jt's soon told,” said Boh,  “LEight
years ago I was a brickli yer's Inbourer,
w smart, active fellow when I hadn't
a drinking fit on; but T used to break
ont for the week and fortnight ata time
and leave my work, and starve them
at home in the way of drunkards
generally.  When the drink’s in, kind-
ness and love and industry is out,
which 1s & meddlefor I'll thank you to
make a note of.”

J promused not to forget it, and with
his hands cossed on the top of his
brooin he went. on with his story,

“When sober, T worked as avanner,
1 headed o gang of inboarers, and tilmed
‘etn, as 1t were, JE there ' nt a tunner
they don't keep up th. waik, wd get
into confusion. One day, when 1 was

a little worse for drink, I went to the
works, and kopt at it all right until
eloven o'clock, when a man from a
public house clase by came round, I
had two pints of him, and that, with
what 1 had taken, finished me.  The
next time 1 went up the ladder, T lost
my hold, and the sky seemed to turn
right over; then I heard a shout, and
1 lost iy seuses.”

“ When T eame to,” ho said, “~ fouud
myself at the hospital, with asensation
of Lring as helpless as a child, At
first 1 didi’t feel any pain, but scon
my leg began to throb, and T was
woing to put my hand down, when the
nurse, as was close by, stops me.
‘Don’t touch it,” she snid, ¢you've
injured yourseli.'  They gave me some
wmedicine and it goothed me and T went
off to sleep.  When 1 awoke ngain
several grave lovking gentlemen were
standing about the bed talking, but
they stopped as soon as it was known
T was awake. I asked for my wife,
and they said she would soon come to
me. To cut a long story short, sir,
one of the kindest told me that iy
leg must bo taken off, or I should lose
my life.

“ And what am I to do in ths world
with one leg, sir?” I asked,

“lo told * ¢ to leave all to the
wisdom of Ged, but I didy't know
much of religion then, and found no
comfort in it. That night they gave
me somcthing, and T lost my senses.
While I was in that state my leg was
taken off; and I shan’t forget the feel
ing when 1 cameo round and found it
gone.

“And yet it wasn’ exactly the feel
ing in the leg that told me so, for at
first 1 fancied it was there; and what
is more, 1 feel it now, and a very
curious thing it is. But I'll get back
to the hospital, where, after my leg
was taken off, my poor wife used to
come and cry over me as [if I had
been the best of hushands, instead of
one of the worst ; but women, speaking
in meddicfor, are angels on enrth,
they are.

“With my wifo a gentleman used to
come. Jle was grave and quict and
kind, and I recognized him through
having often seen him down our street
visiting the sick and poor. I wouldn’t
have nothing to do with him in the
old days, but lving there maimed and
helpless, I was glad enough to listen
to him, and I'm thankful to this day
that T did so; for there 1 first really
understood what salvation through the
Saviour meant for me and other sinners,
and learnt to see the blessings of a
solier Ine.

T was a long time getting well, for
my constitution was toerribly cut up,
and it wag supposed at one time that
J could not live ; but prayer and fath
saved me, and 1 got about at last, full
of gontd vesolve and hope for the future,

“ Bemng only » labourer, 1 wasn't fit
for miuch with a wooden leg; so after
castang abunty 1 thought I take this
crossing-—the man who had it afore
having just died of drink—and try to

t
get a littlo publio messengering.  The
yvoung gentlemen  inside tho bank :
has their little joke, and calls me the
*Dot and carry one,” but § don'’t wini
that. I shall not object to my ley su
long as it keeps on saying, ‘Don't’
and the other leg may say ¢ Drink ' as
often ans it likes. Don't drink. Tve
told lots of people what my legs sav,
und some as do drink thinks it funny
to call me *the man with the talking
leg.
“And- this wooden leg have done
some good to others. When I cume
out of the hospital und stumped around
to my mates, and told ‘em what 1'
suflered, and that I'd signed the pledue,
five of 'em did the same, and thres
have kept it to this day. The other
two went back and one is dead, mnd
tother nobody_knows where,  He left
a wife and three childven behind b
“When T first took ny stand here ]
zot hardly any messages, 1 had abad |
name and people mistrusted my g
but when they got to know that it was
a leg that wouldw't go into a public
house, work began to roll in On
Saturday I'm running about il day,
and I lose & lot at the crossing, no
doubt; but the messenger money is
fairly carned, while a shilling o day
gained at the crossing is very fair pay.
I sweeps it in the morning about seven,
then again at nine, and so on every B
two hours if T am here, and if you puw
it all together you wou't make nore
than an howr's fair work of it. 1 like
the messengering as it’s honest Inbvar,
and I'm trusted and it fits in with
t'other, so that T'm hardly ever idle”
“ And what do you make per week "
T asked. :
“One way and another, about s B
much as T did as a labourer,” Bob v [
plied; “and the misses does a hit of FF
washing and clear-starching” (Bol him
selfwas renowned for thelinen hewore,,
“and we've got three children, and »
little picture of a home.  Mr. Sawyver, §i#
the photographer, he took me here one B
worning and he put o lot of iy pictuns 8
in his window. I've got one at hone g
he gave me, but it nin't quite right
He ought to have done the jaket
red, and it cams out white; but the
leg is took splendid, and that is the [
chicf point.  They do tell me that the
publicans hate the very sound of wy §
leg, as the very noise it makes is a son
of accusiation against ’‘em, and 1 dv
know that it is often cast into their
teeth by angry customers.
“So you sce, siry” said Bob, jn con |
clusion, “that I walk better in ¢very §
way since 1 had this wooden hz
and I'm content to travel so until t §
shall please Gad to call me away
dwell with him in heaven.”
A voico from n house on the opposite
side called Bob from me, and 3 walkid
away, wusing upon what 1 had heanl
The story was not without profit
me, and 1 trust it will be of benelit o
the reader, who has yet to realize tht
deadly work drink is everywhere doin
in this fair land of ours.—Z%e Lritid |
Workman,
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