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Ourly-Hoad. |
BY B

WhaT are yer nskin’, atranger, about that
lock o' imr

That's kep® so nice and keerful in the family
Bible thar?

Wal, then, I don’t mind tellin’, secin’ as yer
wants ter know ; ]
1t’s from the head of our baby.
him ; stand up, Joo*

F. BROOKS,

Yes, that's

Joe is our only baby, nigh on ter six foot

UL
And hell ba ono-and-twenty comin' this
next fall,
But he can’t yet beat his daddy in the hay-
field or t?\c swales,
;\-pitc!xlixl’ on the waggon or splittin' up the
rails.

For I was a famous chopper, jest cighteen
years ago,

When this strange thing happened that
came to me and Joo,

Cm'ly-hcad wo called him then, sir ; his har
18 curly yet;

But them long silky ringlets I never can
forgot.

Them was tough times, stranger, when all
around was now,

And all- the country forests with only
““blazes™ throu%h.

We lived in the old log house thon, Sally
and me and Joe,

In the old Black River country, whar we
made our clearin’ show,

Wal, one day, I was choppin' nigh to our

cabin door—

A day that I'll remember till kingdom come,

and more—

And Curly-head was playin’ around among
the chips—

A beauty, if I do say it, with rosy checks

and lips, 74§

I don’t know how it happened ; but quick-
er'’n [ can tell,

Our Curly-head had stunbled and lay thar
what he fell

yellow curls outspread ; . .
And the heavy axe was fallin® right on his
precious héad.

‘The next thing I knew nothin’, and all was

dark around,

When I came to, I was lyin’ stretched out
thar on the ground ;

And Curly-hoad was callin’: “ 0O daddy,
don’t do 801"

I caught him to my bosom,—my own dear

little Joe.

All safe, sir, Not a sliver had touched his
little head ;

But one of his curls was lyin’ thar on the
log outspread.

It lay whar the axe was strikin', cut close

y its sharpened edge ;

Aud what then was my feelin’s, per'aps, sir,

yer can jedge.

I.took the little ringlet and pressed it to my

lips;

Then ? kneeled down and prayed, sir, right
thar, on the chips,

We putJ it in the Bible, whar I often read
o Joe,

“The hairs of your head are numbered ;"
and, sir, I believe it’s zo.

—8elected,
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Band of ﬁope Work,

TuERE is no branch of temperance
work that yields so much of valuable
result, proportionately to the time and.
labor invested in it, as does the con-
servative work of training our girls and’
boys in correct-habits, imparting to
them sound information and inspiring
them with moral enthusiasm, This is
a work that ought not to be left solely
to any one-of the great agencies that
make and mould ‘the sentiment of our
conntry, the temperance training, of our
rising generation oaght to.be shared in
by the home, the school, ahd the Church:

Canadians are an eminently religious
people, and when our young people
have learned to look upon temperance
as really a part of their religion, they
will be temparancé men and women of

mugh ineulenion of temporance prinei-
ples and influence of good cxample in
Gadfoaring homes . our pblic schoal
aathorities ars awakening to theiv duty
in vegard to this matter, but as yot
we have toa little of javenile temperanes
church work, and we avo ploased to bo
able to irform our reiders of what is
beng dons on this line in one C wmadian
town lor this information we are
indebted to Mr. A Bauber, who is,if
we mistake not, the planner of the
system he describes,

In Biwmauville, Ont., thae ig an
Assocition that has been in existence
for five years, It has at present about
soven hundrel members, givls and boys,
all pledged toctotallers, and the follow-
ing i3 the plan of its working: In
each of the two Mothodist, the Pres.
byterian, tho Congregational aud the
Diseiple Sabbath-schools, there is a
braneh of the Associntion.  The
president and gecretary of each branch
are looked wupon_ and appointed as
regular officers of the school, Xich
branch has & pledge-book and member-
ship voll, and by signing them a scholar
becomes a member without any fee or
auny farther covemony.  Z%e temperance
society branch is a part of the Sabbath-
school. 'The pledge is ngainst intoxicas
ting liquors and tobacco. The officers
named, of these branches, jointly con-
stituto the Executive Comnittee of the
General Assecciafion, for the meetings
of which they arrange. These union
meetings are held quarterly ov oftencr,
and collections at these are the whole
special revenue of the Associrtion, The
meetings take the round of the different
Onurches. They are not held too fre-
quently, and are always largo, interest-
ing and very bemelicial. Tho plan of
conducting them varies, and is entirely
in the hands of the Executive Com-
mittee, Thus far the success of the
Asgociation has been great; animmense
amount of good has been done among
the giils and boys, and the united work
hag promoted sympathy and harmony
botween the Churches as well. One
great advantage of the scheme is that
it has in its identification with the
Sabbath-school, a guavantee for per-
manence, the want of which hus proved
a serious drawback to many of our
attempts at juvenile temperance work.

We shall be much: pleased to learn of
and notice any similar work to which
our friends may kindly eall onr atton-
tion, and we cordially invite those who
are working in this tmportant field to
send us for publication notes of what
is being done by their organizations,
—Canadian Ciltzen.

Honour Bright,

FARMER PRITCHARD took little
Tommy, four years old, no father or
mother, from the poor-houss on trial,
“He's bright,” said the farmer, “but I
don’t know whether he's honest, That's
the thing on my mind,”

Tommy had been there a week-—one
week of sunshine—when the black
cloud came.

Farmer Pritchard had a cough at
night, and on the bureau, near the
head of his bad he kept a few gumdrops,
which he could reach out and get to
soothe his throat. ‘

One forénoon, chancing to go into
the bedroom, his eye fell on the little
paper bag and he saw there was not
a gumdrop left, .

“Tomwmy has been here,” he said,
%I know thére wore five or six there

when I went to bed last night, and I
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dilnot take one.  Tommy t Lovk hare !
Have you beon gotting wy gumdrops1”

Tommy who was pliying in the door,
look~d up brightly and waid :

“No; I did not.”

“Drd you tako them, Luey 1" nsked
tho farmer, turning to his wife,

Mrs Pritohard had not touched them,
and her heart sank ag she snid so ; for
who was thore left to do it but little
Tommy? Her husband's face grow
grave,

“Tommy,” said hs, *you need not
be afraid of the truth, Didn't you
take the gnmdrops 1"

“No; Ldida't,” replied Tommy.

“Oh! yes you did, Tomwmy, Now
toll the truth,”

¢ No, I didn't.”

“'This is bad, vory bad indeed,” sxid
Mr, Pritchard, sternly, © Taisis what
I have been afraid of.”

¥ Oh, Tommy !” pleaded Mrs. Prit-
chard, ““if you took them, dosay 8o.”

“If he took thom!™ repaated her
husband., “Why, it is clear as day-
light.”

Tommy had heen running in and out
of the room all the morning,

But Tommy denied, though the
farmer commanded and his wife im-
plored. Mr, Pritchard’s face grow
ominous,

“I'll give you till noon to tell the
trush,” he gaid ; “and then if you don's
coafess, why, I'll have nothing to do
with a boy who lies. We¢'ll ride buck
to thie poor farm this afternoon.”

“ 0, Joseph!” said Mrs, Pritchard,

following her husband into the entry.

“He is littlef Give him one more
trial.”

“Lucy,” he said firmly, “when a
youngster tells a falsehood like that
with go calm a face, he is ready to tell
a dozan, I tell you it's in the blood.
T'll have nothing to do with a boy that
lies.”

e went out to his work, and M.
Pritchard, returned to Tommy and
talked with him a long while, very
kindly and persuasively, but all to ro
effect. He roplied as often as sho
agked him that he had not touched the
gumdrops,

At noon TFarmer Pritchard went
into the houss and they had dinner.
After dinnor he called Tommy,

“Tommy,” he asked, “did you take
the gumdrops?”

“ No, I didn't,” said Tommy,

“Very well,” said the farmer, % my
horse ig harnessed. “Lucy, put the boy’s
cap on, T shall carry him back to the
poor-house, because he will not teli the
truth,”

“ T don’t want to go back,” he said.

But still he denied the gumdrops,

M. Pritchard told his wife to get
the boy ready. She cried as she brought
out his little coat, und cap and put
them on,

But Tommy did not cry. He com-
prehended that an injustice was done,
and he knit his baby brow and held
his little lips tight.

The horse wus brought round, Mr
Pritchard came in for the hoy. I
think he believed up to tho last that
Tommy would. confess, but the little
fellow stood steadfast.

He was lifted into the waggon.
Such a little boy he looked as they
drove uway, He thought of the cold
house to which he was veturning, The
helpless old womsn, the jeering boys,
the nights of terror—all these he
thought of, when, with pale face and
bluo lips, he was taken down from the
waggon and sent up fo the poor-house,

‘Liockport, England, Tho school ther]

.all,

.the United States is the Bethel Missio?

Farmor Pritchard watched hin o
went up the steps.  lie went in. ,

Tho master came out for xplatin ., S
It was given md the farmer dr..
away.

Tne farmor Iaid  fiosh stock of g
drops on ths burean at night ay
thought grimly that these wore ..
[fo retived carly, but his slecp o,
broken.

Mve, Pritchard conld not slevp at 4,
The tears stole through her ey
long aftor the candle went out. R
was thioking of the little bay, perty,
cqwering in his cold bed with terror,

Suddenly o curious, small soup.
attracted Lor attontion, It was repry
ed again and agnin, and now aud the
thero was a liny rugtle of the papa
The sound camo from the burey
She listened and hor heart beat wu)
excitement, She knew the sound,

““ Joreph,” she whispered,  “Joseph -

“What, Luey?"” said her husband
Ile too, had been lying awake,

#Did you hear that noise, Joseph
It's mice!”

“T know it.”

* Tt's ice, Josoph, and they’re afur
your gumdrons,”

“Goad gracious, Luey !” groana
Farmor Pritchard upon his pillow.

It fiashed upon him instantly, He
and not Tommy, was the sinner, Th
noise stopped. The littlo depredaton
weroe frightened, but soon began again
And «a rave {east they made. ‘

It scemed ag if that night neve]
would end. Tho favmer heard every:
hour the clock struck, and at five b
got up and made a tire in the kitches.
His wife arose at the sime time and;
began to get breakfast. |

“T won't - rait for breakfast,” ko ssid |
“You ean have it ready when we come
back. T'll harness and start now.”

Tu a fow moments the wheels tollel,
over tho frozen ground, and away,
drove Mr. Pritchard in the morning)
gtarlight. ‘

Mra, Pritchard brought out tbe
chila’s top and primer, and made the;l
kitchen look its cheerfulest. Then;
she got breakfagt, She baked potatos|
and fried chicken, and made frittens)
Sho put the nicest syrup ox the table
and a plate of jellics and turts. She
laid Tommy’s knifo and fork in ther
place and ses up his chair.

The sun had risen and the bright
beams fell across the tatle,

As they drove into the yard theil
stopped at the door, and the wondering|
swiling little Tommy was lifted dovd,
into Mrs, Pritchard’s enger arms!
She held him very tight. o

 Liacy, lot's have breakfast now
said the farmer. He's our boy, nov,
Lucy. He's never going away sgain.

Do not be too ready to distrust o'
disbeliove children, Remember this
story and the littlo mice who Look the.
gumdrops. i
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ProBABLY the largest attendance it}
any Sunday-school in the world s

was founded in 1784, It has fou|
branches. The parent school include|
about 3,600 scholars, and the fO‘}'
branches about 1,200; about 4,800 1%
There are more than 400 teacher? |
Probably the largest single achool it K

at Cincinnati, with a membership o
about 3,000, In the various Sundsy§
achools undor the direction of Trinit]
Ohurch, New York, there are mot®
than 4,200 scholars and nearly 300
teachers,
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