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THE CHILDREN'S PRESBYTERIAN.

ing. We do not say, ““‘Read no fiotion,”
buc approach % with care. U.o it as
you do luxuries of food. Who oould
support & heslthy, vigorous life cn ben-
bons and cake ? And as well may you
expect $0 be noble, right-minded, efficient
men aad women if yon read nothing but
the light, miserable atnff which flows in
& broad ocurrent from the printing pres-

vos,

Aud do not speud all your leisure in
reading. Read , wholesome, instruc-
tive books und papers at suitable times,
never allowing even good reading to con-
flict with your religions, domeatio orother
practieal duties. Read to live; do mot
rivo to read. — PAil. FPres.

NO RECOMMENDATION.

‘‘Pleass, sir, do you want a boy ?"

-1t was & low, clear voice, with just the
faintest tremor of cp‘prehen-lon init. He
atood at she door of the oounting-room,
his hatio his bhand, his clothing neat
and clean, his attitude waiting and de-
ferontial.

The long, well filled ocounters in the
narrow room were loat in dim perspeotive.
Clerks hurried hither and thither. In
the rear of the store was heard the sound
of hammers and the creaking of the el-
evator. Though it was but nine o'clock
tu the morning, and the sun shining
brightly outside, it was so gloomy in the
atore-room that the gas had to be lit.

‘Do I want a boy?” asked the owner
of the store, turninground in his chair,
and looking sharply over the top of his
wpactacles.  *‘What can you do?”

“Make myself useful, I hope,” replied
the boy. T

“Q, a general utility man ! And Mr.
Laosing laughed. *Can you write?’

o “ITama graduate of the high-school,
r.’b

“Are you? That speaks well for you.
What is yourname

‘Gabriel Winchester.’

‘Is your father living ¥

‘He died in Libby Prison.’

Mr. Lapsing eyed him more keenly
when he said that, and also more kindly.

‘I am the only support of my mother,”
the boy said, his voice husky, ‘almost
tho only support. She maoages to se-
sure work one day in the week.’

‘Bhe merchant was pleased with the
boy's preciseness.

he head book-keeper, an old grey-
hairod gentleman, with a benign face,
had terned from his desk, attracted by
the hey's vuice and the character of his
replios.

‘Where were you last employod ' My,
Lansing asked.
‘At the office ef the Argus.’

‘As s compositor ¥
‘No, bus I bad expecte] to be. I was
bolder, air.’

r. Lansing took off Lis glasses and
wiped them.

‘E:vo you reconmendations! be

‘No, sir.’

‘Why nos P’

The lad's lip trembled.

‘J—was—discharged,’ came at last,
» faint tone,

‘O, thatis it. eh 7’ And Mr. Lunsing
frowned. ‘No wonder they gave you a0

recommendaiivii. I strikes me yon
pot lack assurance. No, [ do not waus
a boy.’

He spoke .ith noedless acrinion
wheeled round in his chair, and resum
his paper. He was a church member
and sdmired nothing so much as integrl
of character. Capacity, reliability an
s staluless reputation were thres things
upon which he insisted iu the seleotion of
his empleyces.

The boy's face fell, and he turned ¥
g0 : but the book-keeper threw himm
sign to wait for a few moments. .

He had been strangely drawn toward
the boy. There was something wanly s
his face, something self-contained iu his,
bearing, much that was frank and feas-
lees in his glance. .

‘Mr.{ Llsnsing,’ the bonk<keepor said
respectfully, ‘rerhaps it was . ..iorim
tbepzcoy, g{:d ot assurance. Will you
allow me to aek him a queation ¥

‘0, a dozen of them,” veplied Mr. Lan-
sing, crustily, not lifting his eyes froia

his T,

‘g:r aps you should have made one
more iLquiry ’ the haok keeper sa'd.

‘My lad, why were you discharged o
he asked, as he approached thu boy.

‘Becauss I would not work on Sun-
day,’ came back in reply, steadily and
bravely.

*What is that you sy ¥

It wasa Mr. Lansing that & ‘o, and
in a tone more quick and loud than was
usual with him. Hoe had thrown dowa
lt;i; paper and fixed his keen eyes on tha

"i was discharged because I ‘vould nep
work on Sunday,” the Jad repratod,
‘‘They started a Sunday paper in thy
office last wcok., Th. wen ard bo,
laughad at me; but I did not care.
could not work on that day, sir.’

There was a iesolute look on his ‘aow,




