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THE CANADA CITIZEN.

ONE Grass.—I knew a prominent New York lady who gavea
eat reception to a new pastor from across the water, four or five
wndred people being present. Many of the young men, Suuday
school teachers, ete., beeaine so boisterous that the hostess was greatly
mortified, and resolved never again to offer wine at her public
entertainments. A prominent New York merchunt, originally an
Englishman, never sat down to table without his wine and brandy,
and his three sons, in consequence, all grew up drunkards, One
became so abandoned that his fathor cast him out of the house. At
last some temperance people brought about his reformation, and he
came to see his father on New Year'sDay. The old gentleman said:
“ My son, I'm delighted tosee you agnin. I'm glad you've reformed.”
Thoughtlessly he said: “ Let's drink to your better life one glass of
sherry.” The young man hesitated a moment, and then thonght he
would drink just onc glass. The old appetite revived, and that
night his father found him dead-drunk in his stable.—W. E. Dodye.

TuE S1zE OF THE QUESTION—It cannot be laughed down; it
is uscless to sncer at it; it is more important in its effeet upon
patural prosperity and wealth than any other that can be named.
Liquor costs every year more than our whole civil service, our army,
our navy, our Congress, including the River and Harbor and the
Pension bill, our wasteful local governments, and all our State,
county and local debts, besides all the schools in the country. In
fact, this nation pays more for liquor than for every function of
every kind of government. The liguor bill is more than $500,000,-
000. All the functions of the government toge:her cost not more
than 8700,000,000. This is 2 formidable bill, but the direct costof
liquor is not the worst of it. The evils which it enzenders are
incalculable. The sorrow, the degradation, the crime of whichitis
the parent, who can estimate 7—XN. Y. Tribune.
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Tales and Sketches,

HER REWARD.

BY ERNEST GILMORE.

‘The supesintendent felt very anxious to find a teacher willing and abie
to manage six rough, ignorant boys, whom he had picked up hereand there
about the town. He announced his desire before the school, but found no
responsc ; cach teacher scemed to have his tands alrcady full, and no
scholar in the advanced classes appeared to feel equal to the undertaking.
At last he requested theminister to ask from the pulpit if there was anyonc
in the congregation who would venture to lead some black sheep into the
fold. If there should be one such, he would like that onc to report after
the dismissal of the cengregation.

There was onc in the church wh- listened to what the minister said, in
whosc mind a trin of thought ran speedily.  This person was a little wo-
man dressed in mourning.  Not much of her face was visible, because of
the crape veil folded about it, but the glimpse onc could get revealed = face
swect and camcst, but heavily marked with grief.  And no wonder.  She
w3s not only 2 widow, but her only child—a bright and winsome son—had
gone astray ; at the present time she did not even know his whercabouts.

“The minister's ¢yes grew moist as Mrs. L—— touched his arm after ser-
vice, and s3id firmly : “I will try to lead the black sheep if you think I'm
capable, but, you know, of course that I have a black sheep of my very own
wandering off somewhere.” With a veice husky with deep fecling, the
minister said, “Yes, ves, I know, and I hope and pray that his feet may soon
tumn toward the fold.  As for you, God bless you, that you are willing to
lead thesc othess.while your heart is heavy and Weeding.”  The following
Sabbath, Mrs. I.—— was introduced to her class, surcly a decidedly unpre-
possessing one, and rather formidable too. In ages the hoys ranged from
twclve to sixteen. The twelveyear-old boy was both awkward and ignorant;
he scemed too stupid to learn anything except mischicf. Then there were
three boys about fourteen, regular strect Amabs, their eyves gleaming with an
intelligence of an uadesimble kind. “The vemaining two were not repul-
sive, although they were not encouraging scholars.  They were twin broth-
ers, bright, but rude, sind deplombly ignorant concerning the Saviour who
had dicd for them.  They paid very lttle atiention to what Mrs. L———
said, and they were constantly whispering, while their eves wandered off on
a taur round the pretty room. Most teachers would.have been discouraged
with such a class—and justly so ; cven Mis. L——— fcit somewhat dismaved
but she reasoned wiscly : “Faint heart never won a battle yet? it seems to
be my duty to kift up these poor boys.  If I shirk my duty, T ought not to
cxpect that anyone clsc couid take it.”

It did not take long for Mrs. L——- to find out that the stupid boy had
tren bc::gn upon the head by a drunken father, until it was no wonder he

was stupid. Her heart went out to him there. She visited him in his
wretched home, and comforted him, and after awhile had the satisfaction of
secing him reach out his hand to clasp the Saviour's. As for the Arabs, two
of them did not come after the second Sabbath ; they had gone off on a
ship ; so she never knew whether the little seed she had sown in their hearts
had taken root.  The remaining Arab reached the “green pastures™ and
the “still waters " before the close of a year, and after that he moved steadily
upward, lzading some of his associates with him.

At the end of two years you would not have recognized the twin boys.
They were cighteen now ; great, noble-lcoking fellows, with a purpose in life,
and faithfully pursuing it. Through Mrs. L 's influence they had at-
tended a night-school, and had progressed rapidly. :

¥* * * » * * * *

Five years have gone. It is New Year's Eve; the snow is beating
drearily against the windows of Mrs. L——'s home. She fecls strangely de-
solate to-night.  For two years she has been an invalid, and it is four years
since she has heard from her only child. Just a little after dusk, the minis-
ter who had asked God to bless Mrs. 1.——, entered her home, and saw the
servant, doing her mistress's bidding, packing a basket for some poor neigh-
bor.

“Don't send all the chickens off ; you'll nced some here,” he warned,
and then heentered the invalid's room, where she sat sick and sad.  “Jve
a little story to tell,” he said; ¢ please promise not to interrupt. I will
make it short, but it will be eloquent in fruitful suggestion. "Some yearsago
a heart-broken Christian woman undertook to lead some wanderers home.
Hertask was no light one, but she did not shirk it. Sweetly, but firmly,
she picked up the golden opnortunities, and made a gleaming crowa that
will shince upon her forchead in the glorious hereafter.  But,” and a strangely
tender quiver came into his voice, *shell have some reward for her labor
even here. Two of the lads—twins—joung men now, found in a great
wicked city, two years 21go, a widow’s only child. When they learned whose
child he was they labored untiringly tolift him from the depths of degrada-
tion, where they had found him. It was wearving work, but they never
slackened their love or their zeal. ‘It is her boy,’ they said, ‘he must be
saved! And a year ago he was saved from the gulf of intemperance. He
longed then to return to his mother, but he would not until he felt sure
that he could stand firm. Now his feet are upon the Rock.”

M-s. L—— put out her hand bescechingly. All the pain had faded
from her face, and in its place there shone only joy unutterable.

“Where is my boy?” she asked.

“Coming.”

The jingle of bells was heard at the door, then quick ster:s through the
tall, and three young men entered—the rescuers and the rescucd.

The happy motherfelt that her reward had come.— Westminster Teacker.

HOW LITTLE GRACIE CLOSED A SALQON.

Gncie was only six ycars old, but beautiful and loving. When her fa-
ther wanted her to come into his saloon that he might introduce her to the
men lounging there, and hear them praise her beauty, she would say: *No,
papa! make the naughty men go away and then I'll come.” There was a
childicn’s Temperance Society in the town, in charge of the Women's Tem-
perance Union, and little Gracic and her brother stll younger, were invited
o attend. The father consented, for he liked to sce Gracic dressed up
and have people notice her.

Gracie had never scen any one pray before, and when the leader talked
about God, and asked them all to bow their heads in prayer, Gracie bowed,
awcd into the most solemn reverence.  Months passed ; Gracie had learned
to pray, and often talked to her fathér about the child Christ, and wanted
him to pray; but he only laughed and called hera litde saint. One day Gracie
was taken very ill; the doctor was sent for, and when he saw her he said
she was vegy sick.  “Wiil Idiec3” “T hope not.” * You ncedn’t beafraid
to tell me, tause I'm ready: 1 asked Jesus o take me if He wanted me.”
The father, who stood at the foot- of the bed sobbed out, “ Oh Gracie !you
don’t want to leave your papa, Go you?”

*Y¢s, 1 do if He wants me to come, ‘cause he has the best right to me!”

The customers came and went, bet the saloon-keeper heeded them not,
for his dear Gracic was on her little bed panting her lifeaway.  What cared
he for moncy, now that the light of his life was going out? One day on his
coming up out of the saloon Gracie opencd her eyes, and turning on him
an imposing look, said :

#Q, papa, isthe saloon open 2 Are the men drinking 2 Do close it up,
papa. I know I wiil feel better if you will.”

11 doit, darlinz—anything 1o make you feel better.”

The saloon-keeper's heart was almost breaking: the bartender was or-
dered to clear thic saloon and close the doors.

l “ Darling, the saloon is closed,” he said bending over her a few minutes
ater.

*Thank you, papa! It makss me feel better already,” and a glad smile
came over her face.  Every few hours Gracie would ask :



