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THE SMOKING TREE.

BY 1. «t. OAKLEY.

SUS

on acfc?):v 0od fell into trouble very often
2y in t]?t of her curiosity. It was one
Were peor OPeRing of spring, when they
g, ginning to open the windows be-
Very days were warm. She had
thepy po. S!Tict orders to keep away from
So :cau;‘;e there were yet fires in the
> And it was likely she would take
e oauut she could not help it when
Mitgiqe ght sight of a tree smoking just
Wag v;hﬁhe window of her room. It
Teady ¢, ile ‘her sister was getting her
Iree 'y or dinner. “Oh, see! see! the

8 on fire !’ exclaimed Susie. “ T.et
She pulled

80—TI've got to go !’
left the but-

aw
t(mag'nSO suddenly that she

“ m};er sister’s fingers. .
8aiq You see what you’'ve done!
Went T sister. Then she indignantly
the W?Way and left Susie leaning out of

Litu:dow watching the tree.

e I,igmpuffrs of gray smoke seemed tu

ere n g from the bhranches. There
Dlaing o large leaves yet, and she eould
Dumvy see all the small twigs going
one -sDUff! all over the tree, somefimes
fhe:mometimes a dozen together. “It's
fsmot ulberry tree, I do believe—I hope it

ent going to burn up.” But the puffs
clony. out in a miniite, and when they
cove ed away. the twigs were there,
eavred with pale gréen buds and young

1ves, as good as before.
May‘?)nd T guess it isn’t fire after all.
ab e the tree Is shooting. T’ve read
on IYIt the tree shooting in the spring;
it v it would have to make a banging if

- was firing itself off !”

Susie watched this mysterious and
Dretty sight a good while. When she
grew tired and noticed how far down the
Sin was, she bégah to think of her sister
and the button and the consequences.
She managed to finish dressing herself,
and went.down—stairs feeling so guilty
that she did not dare ask anybody about
the tree.

She took her punishment as she usnal-

v did. without crying. * Anyhow, T've

got something to do in my room,” she
said, as they lecked the deor; “and you
needn’t lock the door—ven know very

well T wouldn’t come out—not even if you
want me, Not unless Charlie was sick
;lnd wanted me,” she continued, talking
0 herseif; I wouldn’t come ont for any-

uﬁns else. And 1 s'pose I must walf
out Uncle Jack comes before I can find
what made the mulberry tree do 80.”

When her mother came to say good-
night, Susis was quite humble. “ You
know | wouldn't do it if I could help it,
mamma.”

Tom told her the next day that there
was a story in the Bible ahout a burning
bush. « 1t was on fire and didn’t burn
up, like your tree. But that was a
miratle; so I suppose you think you can
show me a miracle, but 1 can’t come, for

['ve got to g0 swimming with the other

boys.”
Uncle Jack usually came Sundays, and

he and Susan went up-stairs and watched
the tree. It doesn’t smoke only in

sunny weather,” explained Susan, “ but
it’s sunny enough to-day.”
The tree was smoking finely. Uncle

Jack said it could be easily understood
if they could get hold of one of the
hranches. So they contrived to hook
one in by putting a nail into the end of
a long fish-pole. Then they put the
twigs in water and waited to see what
would happen. It was this :

The twig was covered with soft buds
like the < pussies” on the willows.
Some of the buds burst open suddenly
and scattered a cloud of white pollen.
With a smali magrifyving glass they
could see just how it went on. Uncle
Jack picked off some gr~~n clusters from
one .of the pussy tails and put them
under the glass. He called them flowers.
but they were only little bundles of
stamens with their heads folded down
and turned inward. While they watched
them they suddenly straightened right
out, as quick as a flash, and shook out
a tiny cloud of pollen. A lot of them
go off together” he said : “one of the
pussies has, T suppose, forty or fifty
flowers. You see these buds that grow
further down, they are Very different !
They are the little green mulberries,
and have no pollen ! but the polleu from
the pussies has to fly to them to make
the seeds. The pussies will not make
mu'berries; they will wither away.
will tell you a pretty rhyme :

«<mhig is the golden hour ,
When flower is feeling after Hower.”

Susie learned the rhyme ; then she
played with the pussies a 1ong time, and
laughed to see them straighten ont and
pburst right rnder her eyes. When she
trird to tel! Tom, he only said . “ You'd
better take care; it may be witches’
work: perhaps youwd get in trouble and
have to be locked up again for dis-
obedience.”—The Outlook.

KEEP THE SOUL ON TOP.

1.ittle Bertie Rlynn had just finished
his dinner. He was in the library keep-
ing still for a few minutes after eating,
according to his mother’s rule. She got

it from the family doctor, and a good
Bertie was sitting in his

rule it is.
own rocking-chair pbefore the pleasant
grate fire. He had in his hand two fine
apples : a rich red and a green. His
father sat at the window reading a
newspaper. Presently he Theard the
child sav : “ Thank you. little mastor.”
father said:

Dropping the paper his
« 1 thought that we were
Who was here just now ”

« Nobody. papa. only you and I

« Didn’t you sav just mnow.
vou, little master ”

The child did not answer at first, but
laughed a shy laugh. Soon he sald:
«Tm afraid yowll laugh at me if T tell
you, papa.”’

“Well. yon have
why mayn’t I?”

«“But I mean yowll make fun of me.”

“No, T won’t mak~ fun of vou; but,
perhaps, I'Il have fun with you. That
will help us digest o roast beef.”

“7111 tell you all s2b~ut it, papa. I
had eaten my red apnle, and wanted to
eat the green one, too. Just then I re-
membered something that T learned in
school about eating. and I thought one
hig apple was enough. My stomach will
be glad if T don’t give it the green one
to grind. It seemed for a minute Just
as if it said to me, ‘Thank you, little
mastery but T know T gaid it myself.”

« What-is it Miss McLaren has been
teaching you about cating 7’

« ahe told us to he careful not to give
our stomachs too much fnod to grind.
1f we do, she says, it will make bad

alone, Bertie.

,e

‘ Thank

just laughed, and

These dogs, whenever they

blood, that will run into our veins and
made us dull and stupid, so that we
can’t get our lessons well, and perhaps
give us headaches, too. If we give our
stomachs just enough work to do, they
will give us pure, lively blood, that will
make us feel bright and cheerful in
school. Miss MeLaren says that some-
times when she ecats too much of some-
thing that she likes very much it seems
almost as if her stomach moaned and
complained; but when she denies her-
self, and doesn’t eat too much, it seems
as if it were thankful and glad.”

« mhat’s as good preaching as the min-
ister’s, Bertie. What more did Miss
MecLaren tell you about this matter ?”

« She taught us a verse one day about
keeping the soul on top. That wasn’t
just the words, but it’'s just what it
meant.”

At this the father’s paper went sud-
denly right up pefore hig face. When
in a minute it dropped down there wasn’t
any laugh on his face as he said:
«\Weren’t these the words: ‘I keep my
body under 77”7

“Dh. ves! that was it ; but it means
just the same. If T keep my body under,
of course my soul is on top.”

« Of course it is, my boy. Keep your
soul on top, and you'll belong to the
grandest style of man that walks the

earth.”

BOYS, R7AD THIS.

Chauncey Depew, against whom no
one would think of charging a Puritanic
spirit, speaks as follows on the tem-
perance question : « Twenty-five years
ago T know every moan woman and child
in Peekskill. And it has been a study
with me to mark boys who started In
every grade of life with myself, to see
what hdas become of them. I was up
last fall, and began to count them over,
and it was an instructive exhibit. Some
of them became clerks, merchants, manu-
facturers. lawyers, and dnctors. It is
remarkable that every one of those that
drank is dead: not one living of my age.
Barring a few who were taken by sick-
ness, every one who proved a wreck and
wrecked his family. did it from rum and
no other canse. Of those who were
church-going people, who were steady,
who were frugal and thrifty, every single
one of them, without an exception, owns
the house in which he lives, and has
something laid by, the interest of which
with his house, would carry him through
many a rainy day. When a man he-
comes debased through gambling, rum
or drink. he does not care ; all his finer
fecling ore crowded out. The poor wo-
men at herme are the ones who suffer—
«uffer in the'r tenderest emotions. suffer
in their affections for those whom they
Jove Fetter then life.” ’

1t will be a great blessing if bovs will
not only read thi=, but will determine
that. with God’s help. thev will never
drink the first glass.—Young Reaper.

THE OFFICER'$ DOG

Many stories have been told of dogs
seeking the assistance nf neighhour-doees
to punich others for injuries they have
received from them. which shows that
these animals prs-ess some means of
communicating  their  wishes to each
other. Of these stories the following
sirikingly illustrates the fact :

In the neighbourhcod of the city of
St. Andrews, in Sco'land. and about a
mile distant from each other, lived a re-
tired officer, a farmer, and a miller, each
of whom possessed a powerful dog.
met. growled
and snarled at each other, and some-
times firhts took place. The officer’s
dog, besides guarding his master’s resi-
dence, wen: every forenoon to the vil-
lage, a distance of half a mile, to pur-
chase bread, carrying with him a towel
in which the requisite money was tied
up.
Fach time on his return he was im-
mediately served with his dinner, after
which he mounted guard over the house
for the rest of the day. Tn the village
were a number of idle curs—-hullies, and,
of course, cowards—who bande them-
celves together to attack peaceahlv-rlis-
posed dongs. Ore dav, on the ouizkivts
of the village, they assanlfed the officer’s
dog on his way 1o the baker's shiop. In
the siruggle the towel was torn from his

mouth, and the money was scattered on
the road. The curs then retreated. The
dog picked up the money, executed hi«
message, and returned home; but in-
stead of eating his dinner, which, as
usual, was placed before him, he, after
laying down his burden, trotted off
straight across the valley to the farmer’s
house. The labourers, on seeing him.
thought he had come to quarrel and
fight with their master’s mastiff, and
were much surprised at seeing the two
old enemies meet not only in a most
friendly manner, but trot off, after a
short consultation together, side by side.
along the road that led to the mill. TIf
the men at the farm were greatly
astonished, the miller wak more so when
he saw his bull-dog receive the four-
footed visitors as if they were his most
intimate companions.  The three held
a brief council, and then set off in the
direction of the officer’s residence, fol-
lowed at a distance by the miller, where,
instead of taking the road that led to
the village, they entered it by a circuit-
ous route, and put to the tooth every
cur they came across. Then they
separated, and each dog returned to its
master’s abode, to be once more, strange
to ‘say, as bad friends as formerly.

ON THE WAY HOME

A short time ago a Christian gentle-
man, accompanied by a friend, was
driving home from a mission meeting—
one of a series that had been held =" 2
village some miles distant. The ¢ -
ing was well advanced, and, after "hov
had driven some little distance, they
avertook a youth, walking slowly, and
with an air of utter weariness and de-
iertjon. The gentleman pulled up, and
asked

“ Where are you going ?”

“1 am on my way home, sir.”

“Have you far to go ?”’

“ No, sir, just to B

. VVP]}. it is not worth while givine
vou a lift for that short distance,” said
the gentleman, to which the young man

*

replied :
“ 0]’1’ no, thank you. sir, T'll easilv
walk.,” And so the gentleman drove on
Put he was impelled, surely bv the

1ioly Spirit, to stop after he had gone on
some little distance, and. lonking round,
he .fmmd the lad running close behind.
Waiting until he came alongside, and
feeling sure he was dejected and sorrow-
ﬁﬂ‘ hecause he was not sure of heaven
be‘mg his home, the gentleman said :

‘Are you really and truly om your
way home ?”

“No. sir, T am not,” was the honest
confession; and then, as he was asked
to get into the trap, he added, in a tene
of anguish, “T must get saved ; my
sister was saved last night, my brother
the night before, and T am left out !’

«wWel,” said the gentleran, “if you
are willing to be saved. Chrigt is favr
more willing to save you. You have but
to go to him just as you are.” ’

Without another word the Jad fell on
his knees, and cried. T.ord, Jesus, take
me ag T am. I am unworthy; but Jesus
died- -Jegns ded.”

The plea was sufficient, the prayer was

heard and answered. After a few
rrinutes’ gilence he sald to the two
(Christians :

«] am saved: won’t you praise the

T.ord with me ?”
And they did praise the Lord; for.

making a halt, thev knelt by the way-
side, and beneath the star-lit sky their
praises re-echoed in the courts above.
After they had exchanged farewells, the
lad cried :

«1 am on my way home now.
praising him.”

Reader, there are two ways—one to
the home above, the other where there
is weeping and wailing. On which are
you going ? Jesus died for you. God is
‘t‘hn(:t w]illlinlg’z ttllgt any should perish, but

af a shou come t »
et 8. 0 0 repentance.

Tl go

“ A1l who g1 liquors in the co
wav, to any that will buy, are poisgillgl?;
general, They drive men to hell like
sheep. The curse of God is on their
cardens. thelr eroves. a fire that burns
io ihe pethermest hell.  Biood, blood is
here The foundation, the f{ioors. the
walls, the ranf are stained with bfood *
—John Wesloy. )



