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I the high Alps may sometimes be wit-
uessed those peculiar atmospheric pheno-
mena which, by a strange combination of
light and mist, "are often produced among
the mountains of Europe. Such is the
‘Spectre of the Brocken,’ as shown in the
above gketch. At sunrise, or shortly after,
there is sometimes seen a strange, gigantic
figure surrounded by a huge halo, which
: gesticulates and foliows every gesture of
the beholder as if mocking his movements.

b1, in fact, his shadow thrown upon a
curtain of cloud, the halo being a reflection
of the sun itself.

Many of these effects, however, are due
to the intense cold of the higher regions of
3 the atmosphere and the presence i them
of minute Particles of ice; these are more
- tommon in the Arctic reginns.

- From the heights round Konigsfeld, the

Writer once witnessed a strange eftect some-
what similar to those des.
cribed. The night was ex-
tremely cold, and the whole
© forest with its thousand treis
WVas swathed in a cold, damp
mist which, condensing heav-
ily on the branches, froze at
; once and gave to every twig
- » beautiful coating of clear,
+ shining ice. The mist was not
- sufficiently dense to prevent
the moon being dimly visible
. above and it was arranged
round her struggling form that
- the phenomena was visible.
At a considerable distance
from her disc was seen a large
- ring of luminous mist very
. clearly defined, intersecting
which at the four points of
the compass were smaller
. Pings equally well drawn ; and
. further still, half lost in the
> CIm ocean of moving mist,
: Were visible portions of other
rings, intersecting and cross-
- 1ng each other in all possible
Irections. The etfect of the
* Whole was weird in the ex-
. treme, and, had all the circles
= d¢en equally visible and com-
* Plete, the result would have
- been atill finer hecause more
symmetrical.
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ONLY A LINE.

Youne beginners in wrong-
omg never look at the end— .

- 88 they might a thousand times in the
- example of others’ ruin whose first step
OWnward was the very one they are
’ taking. The despair which inevitably
-~ closes the unchecked career of those who
throw their talents and the promise of their
- youth away has scldom been more affect-
ingly presented than we find it in the fol-
lowing little life-sketch :

Less than three months ago a wreck of a
man staggered into the office of a weekly
paper in East Michigan, and asked for
money to buy whiskey. Strangely enongh,
the publisher was an old school-mate.
"Thoy were apprentices in the same town.
They worked side by side as finished com-
positors. One had sobricty and thrift ; the
other had a good heart and an open hand.

wenty years made the one rich and in
fluential, the other a drunkard who often
slept in the gutter. The one had made
use of what God had given him, but the
other had deliberately made himself a
wreck,

. The meeting called up a host of recol]gc-
Hons, and the comtrastbetwecn their sit-
uations was so great that the old drunkard
Was ‘sobered as he realized it. He was

offered work, but he had become too broken.
The stick and the rule were no longer for
him.  He was offered a temporary home,
but he looked at his rags and felt his shame
for the first time in months. When money
was handed him he waved it back, and
said, ‘I shall not wantit. T ask in the
name of olden days and as a fellow-crafts-
man, one little favour.”

¢ 1t shall be granted.”

““ When you know that I am dead, then
turn a rule for me and give me a single
line.”

“The promise was made, and the old
wreck floated out again on the current of
life, borne here and there, and feeling that
death was to be the end. Yesterdaya copy
of the weekly reached the Free Press with
proof that the editor had fultilled his pro-
mise.  He had turned a rule for the poor
wreck, and had given him a line : “ Died,

September 27, 1882, George White.”

The tobacco slave is like him ; he cannot
dispense with his ““smoke ” or his “‘ chew”
without suffering from the want of it. Why
does he not remain at home, then, until
his craving for tobacco should be satisfied
for the time, so as not to annoy others with
the stench of it. One reason is that he
cannot afford to sacrifice so much time as
this would require : and another reason is,
the tobacco slave becomes indifferent to
the comforts or the rights of others. He
poisons the air that others must breathe,
and *“if they don’t like it, let them move
away.” The tobacco slave always comes to
that ; his moral sense is lost or dulled.

HOW IT BEGINS.

*“G1IvE me a halfpénny, and you may pitch
one of these rings, and if it catches over a
a mnail I'll give you threcpence.” That
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That was all, but in that line was such a
sermon as no man on earth could deliver,
For every word there was a year of woe
and degradation. For every letter there
were tears and heart-aches and promises and
failure.—Detroit Free Press.

THE TOBACCO SLAVE.

THERE i8 absolutely no gratification what-
ever coming from the use of tobacco, except
this ; it relieves the vietim from the misery
which attacks him from the lack of it. Many
years ago I saw a lunatic who had become
so much accustomed to a billet of wood
that had been chained to one of his legs
when he was troublesome and dangerous,
that afterwards, when he was quiet and
liarmless, he could not be easy without
that ‘‘clog,” and always carried it about
with him on his shoulder, though the chain
was no longer fastened to him.

The tobacco slave reminds me of that
poor lunatic ; he carries about with him his
oflensive burden, by which he often makes
himself odious to the persons whom he
annoys with the stench of his presence.

seems fair enough ; so the boy handed him
a halfpenny and took the ring. He stepped
back to the stake, tossed the ring, and it
caught on one of the nails,

“‘ Will you take six rings to pitch again,
or threepence 177

““Threepence,” was the answer, and the
money was put in his hand.  He stepped
off, well satisfied with what he had done,
and probably not having an idea that he
had done wrong. A gentleman standing
near him watched him, and now, before he
had time to fook about and vejoin his com-
panions, laid his hand on Lis shoalder -

““My lad this is your first lesson in
gambling.”

“Gambling, sir ?”

*You staked your halfpenny and won
six halfpence, did you not ?”

“Yes, Idid.”

*““ You did not earn them, and they were
not given to you; you won them just as
gamblers win money.  You have taken the
first step in the path ; that man has gone
through it, and you can see the end. Now,
L advise you to ¢o and wvive him his three-
pence and ask for your halfpenny, and then
stand square with the world.”

He had hung down his head, but raised
it very quickly, and his bright, open
look, as he said, “I'll do it,” will not
soon be forgotten. He ran back, and soon
emerged from the ring looking happier than
ever. He touched his cap and bowed
pleasantly, as he ran away to join his
companions.  This was an honest boy,
and doubtless made an honourable man.—.
Morning Star.

CLINGING TO JESUS.

OxE bright summer day T was standing
on the sea-shore. DBehind me were the
great white cliffs, and before me was the
beautiful sea, with the big waves dashing
their snow-white foam almost to where I
stood. All around me were pretty shells
and pebbles, and large, round pieces of
chalk, covered over with green moss and
loveliest seaweed. And peep-
ing in and out of the sandy
puldles which lay between
were curious litlle crahs
looking after their seaside
meal, and burying themselves
in the sand every time T
moved. On a very large
white boulder or piece of
rock, near where f stood,
were a number of limpets in
their prettily marked shells
clinging to the rocks. At
the seaside I have often seen
boys and girls trying to get
them off; but they stick so
fast that they cannot move
them.

Having a walking stick in
my hand, I determined that
I would have one of these
limpet shells. So choosing
a very pretty oune, I tried at
first to pull it off with my
hand. But no, it clung to
the rock so tightly that 1
could not move it.

“*What 17 thought I, *a
little thing like you be stron-
ger thani! T try my
walking stick.”

And s0Idid. Putting one
end of it against the side of
the limpet, I tried with all my
weight and strength to pull it
off.

But no, not a hairbreadth
could I move that tiny little
limpet, for it was clinging
to therock. Indeed, so tightly did it c.ing
that I could no more move the limpet than
I could the rock to which it clung.
Though so weak a little thing it stuck so
fast that it seemed as strong as the rock
itself ; just as little children, clinging to
Jesus, the Rock of Ages, have almighty
strength, and cannot be moved.,

‘* Well, my little friend,” thought T,
“T'll see whether I cannot have you yet ;.
as one way won't do, I'll try another.”
So, having plenty of time to spare, I sat
down very quietly upon another rock close
by and watched, scarcely moving ny eyes
off the limpet for one moment. For a long
time I watched in vain ; there stuck the
little limpet.

But presently I thought I saw it move
alittle. Oh, how eagerly I watched then !
Another minute, and—yes, there it was
actually moving off the rock.

““Ah,” thought I, *“T’ll have you now.”
And with one grasp I had it in my hand,
because it was not clinging to the rock.

Dear young friend, whenever Satan
tempts you to get away from Jesus and
wanler futo s, cling fast to the rock—
cling to Jesus,



