Dec. 12th, 1894.}

®ur Poung Foiks.

JACK FROST.

He's taken a nip at the salvia bush,—
Its flower is turned to black ;

He blew a breath on the hollyhocks—
‘Their bloomn will never come back.

He danced in the meadow all night long,
And turned it a rusty brown ;

And now, do you see ? he's touched the trees,
And their leaves are straying down,

But still he is trying to make amends,
If you'll only stop and think,—

He turos the rippling little pond
To a shining skaung-nnk ;

Then fills the air with a tingle keen
Which sets the girlsand boys

With beaming faces and rosy cheeks
All crazy for winter joys.

tle softly covers the window-panes
With sketches rich and rare
As ever with dainty paint and brush
An arlist could piclure chere.
And so, though the merry birds are flown,
The song of the stream is lost,
And summer is hiding far away,
We'll try to forgive Jack Frost.
—Sydney Dayre.

T0M, A HERO OF TEN.

———

Tom Hayes was proud of his father,
though he was only a switchman. People
always spoke of him as “‘honest and reli-
able,” and if there were among Tom's
riends and compantons many boys with
‘rich parents, who had things he wished he
could afford to have, he never eavied them
their fathers. There bad be:n a time, be-
fore Tom was bora, when Mr. Hayes had
drank, but he had reformed.
. Tom was nearly ten now, and he had a
little brother, Arthur, six years old, and a
sister, Maggie, four.
Tom's mother made quite a companion of
him. Shke told bim what kiad of 2 mp she

- wanted him to bs, and they talked together

of the education he was to have, and often
when the younger ones were in bed they
breught out Tom’s bank bock and counted
his savings. For Tom had a high, clear
voice and sang.in the choir, where he earned
a dollar a Sabbath.

Tom’s father was night watchman, and
when the cold winter weather came his wife
always carried him some hot coflee. She
had done this ever sjnce once, when they
were first married, he had staggered home
at daylight. So now she always carried it
to him at tan.

All the railrzoad men knew Tom and his
father,and Tom gtew to be 2 pet among
them, and many aride on an engine did e
enjoy of a Saturday aftercaon, to the eavy
of the other boys. It was a bappy life Tom
led until be was nearly ten, when something
dreadful happened,

His mother was taken very ill. The
docior told Tom and his father that there
was no hope, and that it would all be over
io a {few hours.

When night came on Tom undressed the
little ones and put them to bed, and then
went back to his mother, choking back the
sobs, so as not to trouble her.

She was very weak now, but her eyes
looked at him in such a way that Tom was
sare she wanted to speak to him. ’

His father sat beside the bed Lolding her
hand, and her eyes turned from one to the
othar.

They bent over to catch her whispered
words—‘‘Be good to tke children, Harry.
Be a good boy, Tom, take care of your
father—you know, the coffee, Tom.”

“Yes, mother, I know,” sobbed Tom,
upable to restrain himself any lopger. **1
promise.”

There were a few faint, quick breaths, and
all was stiil, and Tom koew he bhad heard
the last message those dear lips wonld ever
speak.

The days that followed were the saddest
hehad ever known. A sister of hismather
came and stayzd untit after the funeral.

Tom drew some of the mmopey {rom the
bankto buy a cross of flowers for his
mother's coffic.

His father was almost dazed by bis loss,
and Tom watched him timidly, longiag to
comfort him and not knowing how.
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The night after the funeral Tom kaew
that he must make the coffee. His aunt
had taught him how to make it, but he
wished now that she were there. Then he
thought how a few nights ago his dear
mother bad doae it, and the tears bezanto
flow, so that hs could hardly see tomeasure
the coffee.

When it was doae, he bundled himself
up, aud stepped softly out.

1 hope no oae will think little Tom less of
a hero 1f I confess that his teeth cbattered,
and that he had to keep up courage byre-
peating his mother’slast words.

Wheo he reached the switch-house lus
father looked up with a start of surprise;
then, with tears rupping down his cheeks,
be took tie trembling little fellow in his
arms. ** God bless you, little Tom, you are
Maggis's own boy,” he sobbed, and the two
felt nearer together than they had any time
since their loss.

Night after night, in fair weatker and

foul, Tom and hislittle pail found their way

to the lonely switchbox.

Mr. Hayes ought to have been a good
father to the three little motherless children,
and so he was for some time.

It was some weeks before he began to
to come home later, and to feel sick and
cross; when Tom understood it all,it seem-
ed as though it would break his heart.

At first he would not believe it ; but one
day his father struck little Maggie, and
often now they found it ! ard to get enougb
to eat.

Tom heard one of the men at the station,
one day, speaking of his father in a way that
made his cheeks buran.

Poor Tom was not as proud of hini now,
bot it seemed to him that he loved him
more, because his father needed his love.

When Tom took the coftee his father was
always sober. He knew as well as any
railrnad man that a drinking man would not
be allowed to attend switch, and it was only
after his night's work was over that he
brought out the black bottle. But Tom's
heart grew heavier asthe weeks wentby ;
his clothes grew shabby, and there were odd
little patches on the children’s clothes. He
was often seen seated by the kutchen table
with his mother's work-basket beside him,
and her half-worn thimbls fitted to bis mid-
dle finger by means of a bit of paper care-
fully wound around the finger first. The
late hours and worry begao totell onhim.
He felt tired most of thetime, and there were
days when his voice was husky and the
choir master looked at him questioniogly
after he had sung his solo.

What if he should lose his voice! He
thought of his motber who used to buy bim
cough drops, but now he could act spare the
money. He asked God to help him to take
care of his father and the children, and be
the kind of boy she wanted him to be.

He came in from choir practice one night
feeling chilled through and very forlorn.

Helooked at the little ones with almaost
amother’s tcnderness, tucked them all in
again, and them set about making the
coffee.

When it was doae, ke palled on his cap
and mittens and started on bis errand.

When he reached the switch-kouse he
saw ‘here was. something wroog about his
father ; his face was red and his eyes dall.
As he handed him the pail, be said timidly,
** Shall 1 wait awhile, father?”

#No, run home, Tom, there’s a good
boy,” said the father with a foolish smile,

Tom hesitated. “You won't forget,
father, the excursion train, at twelve, that
yon've got to side-track."

I forget nothing,” said he, with an un-
steady laugh. *Go home, don't stand
staring at me with her eyes; go home, 1
say,” thresting Tom from him so that he
almost fell.

Foramoment he stood alone crying as
ifhis heart would break, then be toroed
homeward. Would his father remember
the midnight excursion train, that followed
the 11.30 express, and was to staocd on the
side-track all night? Tom was tired; he
thought he would go borae 2nd take a uap,
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and then come back at twelve o'clock to be
sure. He threw himself upon the bed, with
his clothes on. How long heslept he did
notknow. He wakened all in a moment
with the shriek ot an incoming train. He
jumped up, and barcheaded rushed from
the house, If his father shoald forget.

Tom was always proud of his running.
It seemed pow as if his feet had wings.

As he reached the station the 11.30ex-
press stoad on the main track. It was too
late.

Tom felt the ground tremble under him,
as looking up the track he saw the headlight
of the excursion trawn. Had his father re-
membered to turn the switch ? There was
a moment's suspense, then straight down
the main track thundered the train. His
father had forgotten! Upthe track ran
Tom, waving bis poor little arms and shout-
ing frantically.

Would the engineer nesver see him!
Yes, at last, thank God, down went the
brakes, and slower and slower came the
long train, and Tom koew the passcogers
were saved.

But why did he stanl there shouting
stil? Theengineer called to him in vain ;
his foot was caught 1n one of the frogs, and
held close to the rail. A moment later
something was hfted by strong hands—a
little boy’s unconscious figure, with a set,
white face, and one foot hanging «rushed
and bleeding. The news spread uatil every
passengsr was aroused, aad hundreds were
crowding around to give their words of
praise and gratitude.

A doctor pushed his way through the
crowd. He feared Tom would die from the
shock, but he did not. His father hung
over himin agony and remorse. The shock
had sobered him.

It was weeks before Tom was well. He
was never sorry for a moment for what he
had dope.

The choir boys came to see him. The
railroad company and passengers would
have given him a large sum of money, bug
Tom and his father refused it. They felt
that the boy had only madeup for the
father's neglect.

What worried Tom most of all was the
thought that perhaps a little boy on
Cratches,might not be allowed to he a choir
boy ; but the choir master came for him as
soon as he was able to sing.

The first time he went to praclise he was
called upon for his usnal solo. Atfirst
Tom’s breath came quick and fast. Thea
he began to sing. What was there in the
little fellow’s voice to-night that had aever
been there before?

After the first bar you might have heard
a pin drop. Tom, in talking to bis father
about the praise the choir master had given
him, said, I was thinking of last year, and
mother, and how God had belped me todo
what she wanted me, and then I thooght of
her as beieg safe with Him, and it made me
waant to siog.

On Sunday the church was crowded,
and *never,” said the people, “had they
heard such a voiceas little Tom Hayes' and
after this the dear little {fellow shoold bave
two dollars a Sunday.” For when they saw
that crutch, all the mothers® hearts yearned
over the motherless boy.

IS TIME THAT TELLS.

NEW-FANGLED I1DEAS DON'T COUNT FOR MUCH
AFTER ALL.

People a1e going zhead so rapidly in life that
they are likely to rua rouph shod over bealth
—Timely words of advice to all—Stick to
what you know Islegitimate.

Oac good way to test the merit of 3 prepanma-
tion advertised 10 benefit healthis o look Fcixe-
fally into its record. I times like the present,
whea there are 50 maoy worthless preparations ia
the market and so many new schemes for making
moncy qeastionably, you will do wisely if yon buy
oaly = preparation which has stood the test of
time.

Anotber importaat thing it to look out for
secret compounds. It is uofortonate that the laws
of natare make it impossible wmasy times to trace
the onigin of many vegetable concoctions, for the
medical wo:ld might be able to their
worthlessness. Bat it may be well for Scott’s
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Emulsion, however, that the laws ate as they are:
for Scott’s Emulsion can say that it is one of the
few preparations whose 1ngredients cannot be con-
cealed and whose furmula is endoised by the whole
medical world.

In these days of woithless mixtutes Scoit's
Emulsion stands out conspicuously. It has honesty
back of it, the endorsemeot of physicians al
around 1, remarkable curative prupertiesin it and
permanent cures ahead of it.

For twenty years Scott’s Emulsion has been
growing in public favor until it isnow a popular
semedy 1n almost every countery of the world. Its
giowth has bzen somewhat remarkable, when
viewed on the suxfacc" and still it is only natural,
for Scott’s Emulsion! is the natural outcome of
many human complaints.

Scott’'s Emulsion presents the curative and
wondetful nourishing properties of Cod-liver Qil
withia the reach of everybody. 1t is unnatural to
take plain Cod-liver Oil, as it isin a form that
taxes the stomach, and yet for a person who is
wasting to.go without Cod-liver Oil isto refuse
the very thing which is the best adapted to wasting
conditions.

Scott’s Emulsion really hasover fifty years
back of it, for all the plain oil taken for thirty
years before Scott's Emulsion was made had to be
made exactly like Scott’s Emulsion before it could
be assimilated. So Scott’s Emulsion saves the
digestive organs the work of preparing the oil for
;\ssidmilalion and it also aids the digestion of other
ood.

Loss of appetite, loss of flesh, loss of stzength
and general physical vigor, are speedily overcome
by Scott’s Emulsion. These ailments usuully
maik a decline of health, Ualess a aourishment
especially adapted 1o overcoming this condition of
wasting is taken, the patient goes from bad to
worse, and Consumption, Scrofula, Aoxmia aad
other forms of disease surely result.

Scott’s Emulsion is not an ordinary specific,
Besides soothing and curative propesties which are
useful in curing Coughs, Colds, Sore Throat, and
Inflammation of Throat and Lungs, italsv con-
tains the vital principles of nourishment. A lintle
Scott's Emulsion given to babies or children, goes
mose to the makiog of solid bones and healthy
flesh than all of their oidinary food. Babies who
do pot thrive soon grow chubby and bright on
Scott’s Emulsion, and childrer who are thin aad
have the appearance of growing too fast do not
seem as though they could grow fast enough.

To Cunsumptives Scott’s Emulsion is life itself,
There ate thousands of cases on record where
Scott’s Emulsion has actually cured quite advanc-
ed stages of this dreadful discase.

Coughs, Celds, Sore Throat, Bronchitis, Weak
Lungs, and all of the phases of Emaciation and
decline of health,are crusd by Scott’s Emulsicn wheo
all other methods of treataent fail. For sale by
all druggists. Price 50 cents and onc dollar.
Pamphlet frec on application to Scott & Bowne.
Belleviile.

FACE T0 FACE WITH A BOA.

The boacunstrictor Las along, sealy head, ~
which is broad behind, and tﬁc tail has a
single row of subcandal scales. They are
aboreal, and wateh for thewr prey, swooping
down on its head first, scizing and coiling
their long and stout body around it.  They
rcach twelve fect in length as a nule, and it is
said that some are more than twiceas long, but
there are grave doubts about the truth of the
statcment.  The omamentation is rather
peculiar, and there is a long series of inarkings
extending the whole length, composed altemn-
ately of great blackish stamns or spots itregu
larly hexagonal, and of pale, oval stainsor
spots notched or jagged at cither end, the
whale fonnng a very clegant pattern. It has
tho haluts of the family, and is restricted to
the tropical parts of South America. Prob.
ably this was the snake which waswworshipped
by thic natives, and it has a strange litemture
attached 20 it of storics of the most wonderful
Kind, and it has been confounded with the
anaconda, which forms the next genus of the
sub.family, Bates once, on an inscct-hunting
expedition, et a boa constrictor face to face.
The huge nt was coming down a slope,
and making the dry twigs crack and fly with
its weight, as it moved over them. e knew
there was no danger, and stood his und,
and the reptile suddenly turncd and glided at
an accelerated pace down the path. The
rapidly-:noving and shining body looked like
a stream of brown liquid flowing over the
Liaick bed of fallen leaves rather than aser-

t with askin of varicd codours.  Opemom-
ing, after a night of deluging min at Para, the
lunplighter, on his rounds to extingunish the
lamps, knocked Bates up to show hima boa
constrictor he had just killed in the street not
far off. Hc had entat nearly in two with his
kuife as it was making its way down the sandy
strect.

The first step io the coltivation of the
spirit o missionary work in the churches is
the dissemination cfmissionary news—facts,
all forms of missionary iotelligence—that
the missionary spirit may be aroused, vivi-
fied, fostered, nouorished, and buiit up by
what it feeds upon.  Give all the news of ali
the peoples of all the lands ; give it in trum-
pect tones ; send it everywhere on all winds,
and et the breezes be laden with it 3 and as
the cars shall bear the minds sball under-
stand and the hearts shall sympathize, and
the bands shall do the rest.



