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In a Bad Fix,

BY AN OLD COLD-WATER ROY,

Trat ox is in a bad fix, The mighty anaconda
has ot him sure,  He may bellow, paw the ground,
and writhe as much as hie pleases, but he cannot ¢se
cape.  Anaconda is stronger than he, and will
crush his life ont, und then swullow him for his
supper.  Poor ox !

Yey poor ox, indeed,  Pity lie had not senee
enough to keep out of anacoudu’s way, If you
lived in o conntry whese such serpents taid in wait
for prey on the trees, I guess you would keep a
bright lookout every time you passed & tree,
Guess you would, ek But do yout Yo don’t live
amonyg anacondes, ¢h? Don't he too sure of that,
my child, If 1 mistake not there is 8 cruel and
powerful anaconda in your village,  Its den is the
rum-shop, sud its nume is—Arconor !

Here i3 a poor fellow who has heen caught in

the folds of this great Amcrican snake.  The
wretched man used to he good-looking, well-
dressed, industrious, loving, and beloved. Now
look at him! What & chiange lins come aver him,
Cruel Alcohiol has pressed all the vigor out of his
brain, all the love out of his heart, all the respecta-
bility out of his life. Like tlie poor ox, hic is in a
bad fix, aud will soon be numbered among the
lost!

You menn to keep clear of Aleohol,eh? Good!
Take the total abstinence pledge, and pray daily
for strength to keep it.  Steer clear of dram-shops
and duun-drinkers,  Hoist the temperance flag
and stand by it boldly. Then ncither Anaconda
nor Alcohol will harm you, Down with Alcoliolt
Huzza for cold water]

The Lost Skeins of Thread,
TRANSLATED BY NRS. C, A. LACROIX,

Eva, the daughter of a farmer, iad some nice
skeins of thread which she had carefully spun her
scif,  This she wished to whiten so shie spread it
on thie grass, aud often sprinkled it with water that
it might bleach fuster. Barhery, & ncighbor's
daugliter, aud friend of Eva, adwired the tiread
very much, and used to go and Jovk at it when her
friend sprinkled it,

One day Eva remarked that several of the little
divisions of thread bad Qisappeared. 8he imme-

diately suspected her friend, and ran to hier
hastily to accuse her and demand back her
thread.

“Yon know, Barhery,” sald she, “that
no onc has cntered into my garden but
).0“."

Barbery protested in vain, and declared
het innocence.  Throughout the village shie
was decried as a thief,

b

A year passe away, when some workmen *\-—\.

who were making repnivs in the belfry of

the church found in u lust year's stork’s nest quite
n quantity of tuugled thread, It was, then, a stork,
and not Barbery, that had carricd away Eva's
thread !

Eva demanded pardon with many tears, and
begged her friend to forgive lier, which she cer-
tainly did; bug it was much to hear the reputa-
tion, even, of a thief for a whole year, just for the
too hiasty suspicions of & fricnd. ORen much of
the evil around us arises from the unhappy
suspicions of our own hearty and we should re-
member that they not only muke us unhappy, but
may do great wrong to others,

The Little Bark Grinder.

BY L. M, O.

NrxA was but nine or ten years old when it be-
came nccessary for her to help her father in the
tauncry. You my wonder what so small
8 girl could Ao in a taunery., There was a
great deal of tan bark to be ground, and
Nina could kecp the zreat iron hopper filled
with bark, while the steady ol horse pulled
the sweep avound, It was light work, but
not the most agreeable, as it was quite
dusty. The old horse would often stap
voluntarily. Nina would improve such oc-
casions by slipping out into another apart-
ment where her futher was at work with
his big leather apron on, handling buge
sides of leather.  After resting a little while
~ulthough she wasn't very tired—ler fither
would say: “ Go back to work now, it will
soon be dinner-time,?

How welcome was mother’s voice as it
echioed from the hill where stood the tanner's
cottuge, announcing that dinner was rendy.,
Then father would place his little girl on the gentle
old horse, and Nina would have the pleasure of a
ride home round the lune,

Muny long, tedious hours did Nina grind bark,
Sometimes she would imagine her lot a hard one,
but she generally had some pleasure in anticipation;
stich us the promise of & ride with father to some dis-
tant town, or & visit overto grandmother’s, Some
times Lydin, u little girl who lived at the big fam-
liouso close by, would call inand help Nina pile
the bark into theold hopper, chatting alt the while.

One afternoon as Nina was at lier accustomed
task, feeling ratlier loncsome and dyjected, the lady
at the farm-house, seeming to suspect something of
the kind, gntlicred up some nice seraps of culico
#and a pocket-handkerchief, and writing Ninn's
naue in one carner, sent them to her. The kind
lady never knew what joy shie created in that child-
ish jrcart by that little act.

Long years have pussed since Nina ground bark.
The old tan-louse hus pussed into otlier hands, nnd
her dear father hus loug een resting from his labors
in the better land.  8he never regrets having helped
him, although the task was not a pleasant one, but
louks back with pleasure to those burk-grinding days,

[Ning was a good gitl to do us she did, but I
think if she had been my little girl I would have
found sowe other way to grind bark. Filling that
hopper wus not suitable work for a girl. I don't
wonder it scemed hard to her.  But shie did right
to do as'she was bidden, and now enjoys hierreward
in the pleasant recollections slic enjoys.)

Beauty.
BY UXA LOCKE

You will hardiy believe this story, or if you o, T
am nfraid your mamma will not; but it is certainly
quite true,

Benuty was a most wonderful baby: not only in
the way in which all mammas® first babies are so,
but quite like something in a fuiry-book, She was
very, very handsome, with the most bewitching
brown curls and starry Liue eyes I ever saw, and
so0 precocious that she walked and talked like a
child of three or four years when only nine months
old. S8he was the marvel of cvery body,

Now Lottic’s papa liad a spirited horse which he
kept in a stable near the house, and the child went
one day to the stable, and finding that by some ac.
cident the door Iad been left apen, and the hotse
had unfastened himself; picked up tiic rope, and led
him forth to drink! The little gyn.  was de-
lighted, Not so her papa and m  ay, looking
from the window, Her papn went toward her as
fast a8 he could without startling thie horse,  In the
meantime Beanuty tumbled down, and the lhorse,
sageious and cautious, waited for her to pick her-
scif up. In o moment she was on her feet dgain,
the graceful little lnunming-tard that she was, and
had arrived at the watering-trough with the spirited
creature following, meck as a lamb, at the end of
the rope, and hiad already set him drinking when
her papa came up to her.  Our Lord had given Lis
angels charge over her.

She did not die young, as some prople suppose
all remarkable children do.  She grew up n most
charnting and remarkable woman, doing good to all
around hier,

And the kind Lord and his holy angels have
taken care of hier to this day.

A Sensible Irishman,

BY QUEERSTICK.

« AxD so ye have taken the tectotal pledge, have
ye 1 said an Irishwn to bis fellow-warkman,

“Indade T have, und am not ashamed of it
aither,” was the ready reply of the bold teetotaler,

“ But did not Paul tell Timothy to take a little
wine for his stomucl’s suket” quericd the dram-
drinker.

“Sa lie did,”, rejoined the cold-water drinker,
“ hut my name is not Timothy, and there's nothing
the matter with my stomach 1

Wasn't that a* poser ¥ for the dram-drinker? I
don’t wonder he wans silenced. Beciuuse Pant ad-
vised an overworked and infirm bishop to take a
little unfermented wine as a medicine is a poor rea-
son for pouring the buming poisons kiown, in
these duys, us alcoliolic drinks down one's throat.
Alcohiol is & poison, boys and girls. Don’t touch
it] Drink the cool and sparkling water, or, if you
live on a furm, the pure, sweet mitk; but let wine,
beer, whisky, and all the rest of the poisonous
drinks, alone, 8liout, Culd water forever!
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