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Prohibitior Battlo Song

=3 nave heard Truth's silver clarfon,
in the watches of the night ;

.n 8ee her purple summits

IMush with morning's golden Hght,
bave scen the bow of promise

2 Over human doubts and fears,

A% \nd 1 hear the trump of Progrees

S Sound the battle-march of years

33 ¢ rihng through the din of traffic
And the clamour of the street,
Lave heard the clang of armour
4 1 ing burnished for the fight,

od bave read the startling challenge
Of the champions of right.

have heard the ringing anvils
Where tho Mastor's will §s wrought,
¥and the harvest-song of reapers

1 ja the higher fields of thought

4 an sos dark storm-clovds gathier
uver Error’s devious path,

Q.\ud have caught the low, deep warning
4 uf tie thunder of God's wrath,

“§1.t no man henceforth hold poison
3 1o his brother's lips fur gold,
JOr a nation’s fRhameless sanction

2 Of imquity be soid,

E@\+ver more let want and famine
i \ll the land with mourning fii),
AW tule the blessings of the harvest
lurn to curses in the still.

3 \nd childliood’s cry of pain

%1iush to silence in the tumalt

% 0f the strife of greed for gain,

v&1'or the olden voice is cryng

=3 Inthe wilderness of wrong,

2 Vake ye straight Jehovah's pathway,

Vengeance waits not over long.”
—W. H. Mellen, in the Voice.

{1 STORY 0F JESSICA

CHAPTER L
THE COPFEP-STAL: AND ITS RPEPEE.

3 In a screened and seclnded corner of
Rone of the many raliway bridges which
“Pspan the streets of London there could
Zhe seen, & few years agn, from five o'clock
% morping until half-pasi ejght, n
Fudily set-out coffee-stall, consisting of «
¥trestle and board, upon which stood two
iwrge tln cans, with a small fire of char-
~fuoal burning under cach, so as to keep
the coffee bofling during the carly hours
of the morning when the work-people
Jwere thronging fnto the city on their
Wiy to their daily tojl. The coffee-stall
Awas a favourite o. e, for besides being

-wuader shelter, which was of great conse-

quence upen rainy mornings, it-was also
tn so private a niche that the customers
taking thefr out-of-door breakfast were
not too much exposed to notice ; and,
tmoreover, the coffee-stall keeper was 2
jquiet man, who cared only to sgerve the
i busy workmen, without hindering them
He was a tall, spare.
elderly man, with a singularly solemn
X face, and a2 manner which was grave and
secret. Nobody knew either his name
or dwelling-place ; unless it might be the
g1oliceman who strecde past the coffee-
3stall every half-hour, and podded famil-

Ff1arly to the colemn mun behind it. There

‘ore very few who cared to riake any in-
quiries about him ; but those who did
ould only discever that he kept the fur-
fture of his stall at a ncighbouring
be wheeled his

g'av, not later than half-past eight in the
®uorning ; after which he was wont to

‘Mciide away with a soft footstep. and a

mystegious and fugitive alr, with many
ackward and sidelong glances, as if he
« Ircaded observation, until he was lost
3-wmong the crowds which thronged the

streats. No one had ever had the per-
severing curiosity to track hiin all the

=& War to his house, or to find out his other
';gmvans of getting a lvelihood ;: but in

<¢neral his stall was surrcuinded by cus-
tomers, whom he served with silent
serjousness, and who did not grudge to
pav him his charge for the refreshing

¥ coffee he supplied to them.

For several years the crowd of work-
g i~ople had pausel by the coflee-stall

under the rallway arch, when one mern-
fng, in a partial Jull of his business, the
owner became guddenly aware of a pair
of very bright durk oves being fastened
upon him and the slees of bread ana
buttar on his board, with n gaze as hun-
gry as that of a mouse which had been
driven by famine into n trap. A thin
and meagre face belonged to the eyes,
which was half hidden by a mass of mat-
ted hatr hanging ove tho forehead, and
down the neck , the only covering which
the neck or head had, for n tattered
frock, scarcely fastened together with
broken strings, was slipping down over
the ghivering shoulders of the httle zirl
Stooping down to a bashet behind his
stall, he caught slght of two bare lrtle
feet curling wp from the damp pavemens,
as the child lifted up first ove und then
the other, and lafd them one over another
to gnin a momentary feeling of warmth.
Whoever the wretched child was, she did
not gpeak ; only at every steaming cupful
which he poured out of his can, her dark
eyeg gleamed hungriYy, and he could
hear her smack her thin lps, aa if in
fancy she was tasting the warm and
frissrant coffee,

* Oh, come now ! he said at last, when
only onc boy was left taking h 8 break-
fast leisurely, and he leamtd over bis
stall to speak in a low and quiet tone;
“why don't you go away, little girl?
Come, come ; you're staying too long, you
know.”

*I'm just going, sir,” she answered,
shrugeing her smal! shoulders to draw
her frock up higher about her neck;
“only it's raining cats and dogs outside ;
and mother's been away all night, and
she took the key with her; and it's 8o
nice to smell the coffee ; and the police
has left off worriting me while I've been
here. He thinks I'm a customer taking
my breakfast.” And the child laughed
a shrill littie laugh of mockery at herselt
2nd the noliceman.

* You've had no breakfast, I suppose,”
sald the coffee-stall keeper, In tho aame
low and confldential voice, and leaning
over his stall till his face nearly touched
the thin, sbarp features of the chilg.

*“ No,” she replied coolly, “and I shall
want my dinner dreadful bad before I
get it, I know. You don't often feel
dreadful hungry, do you, sir? I'm not
griped yet, you know ; but afore I taste
my dinner it'll be pretty bad, I tell you.
Ah ! very bad indeed !"

She turned away with a knowing nod,
as much as to say she had one experi-
ence in life to which he was quite a
stranger ; but before she had gone halt
a dozen steps, she heard the quiet volce
calling to her in rather louder tones, and
in an instant she was back at the stall

* Slip in here,” saild the owner, in a
cautious whisper , * here's a little coffee
left and a few crusts. ‘There, you must
never come again, you know. I never
give to beggars ; and if you'd begged. I'd
have called the police.  There ; put your
poor feet towards the fire. Now, aren’t
you comfortable 7

The child looked up with a face of in-
tense satisfaction.  She was seated upon
an empty basket, with her feet near
the pan of charcoal, and a cup of steam-
ing coffee on her lap ; but her mouth was
too full for her to reply, except by a very
deep nod, which expressed unbounded de-
light. The man was busy for a while
packing up his crockery ; but every now
and then ke stopped to loock down upon
her, and to shake his head gravely.

*“ What's your name ?”" he asked. at
length , ** but there, 2ever mind ' 1 don't
care what it fs.  What's your name to do
with e, 1 wonder 7

* s Jessied,” rald  the girl;  bue
mother and ererybody calls me Jess.
You'd be tired of beidg called Jess, if
you wag me, It's Jess here, and Jess
there ; and everybody wanung me to go
errands. And they think nothing of
giving me smacks, and Kicks, and pinches.
Look here!”

Whether her arms were black and blue
{rom the ¢old, or from ill-usage, ne could
not te!l ; but he shook his head again
seriously, and the child felt encouraged
to go on.

“ 1 wish I could stay here for ever and
ever, just as I am !" she cried. ' But
you're going away, now ; and I'm neser
tn come aga.n, or you'il set tbe police nn
me !”

* Yes,” said the coffee-stall keeper, very
softly, and looking round to see if there
were any other ragged children within

atght . “if you'll promise not to coma
asaln for a whole week, and not to toll
anybody elve y0ou IMAY Come ol more
11l give vou ope other treat  But you
must be off now

“1m off, gir,” she anid sharply ; * but
it vou've an errand | could go on, I'd do
ft al) right, 1 would. Lot me carsy some
u? your thinge*

* No, no” cried the man . “you run
away, like a good giri: and mind ' ['m
not to mee You agnin for a whole week ™

* All right ** answered Jess, setiing off
down the rainy streot at a quick run, s
{f to show hor willlng axreement to the
bargain ;. while the coffee-atall keeper,
with many a cautious glauce around him,
removed his stock-in-trade to the coflve-
Louvee near at hand, and was soen no
more for the rest of the day in the ueigh-
vournood of the ratlway-dbridge,

CHAPTER IL
IFSNCATS TEMPTATION

Jonsica kept her part of the dbargain
fatthfully ; and though the rolemn and
sitient man under the dark shadow of tho
bridge looked out for her overy morntag
as ho served his customers, he caught no
glimpse of her wan face and thin MNitle
fiane. But when the appointea time
was finished, she presented herself at the
stall, with her hungry eyes fastened
again upon the p.les of buns s8nd bread
and butter, which were fast disappearing
before the demands of the buyvers. The
business was at its height, and the fam-
fshed child stood quietly on one side
watching for the throug to melt away
But as soon as the ntarest church clock
had chimed eight, she drew a little nearer
to the stall, and at a signal from its
owner she slipped between the trestles of
his stand, and took up her former posi-
tion on the empty basket. To his cyes
she seemed even a little thinner, and cer-
tainly more ragged, than before ; and he
laid a whole bun, a stale one whirh was
left from yesterday's stock, upon her lap,
as sghe lifted the cup of coffee to her lips
with both her benumbed kands.

“What's your name ?’° she asked, look-
ing up to him with her keen eyves.

*Why,” he answered, hesitatingly, as
it he was reluctant to tell so much of
himself; “my christened name §s Dantel ™

* And where do you lve, Mr. Dan'el 7
she inquired.

*Oh, come now ! he exclaimed, {f
you're going to be impudent, you'd better
march off. \What dburineas is it of yours
where I Ihhe® 1 dom’t want to know
wkere you live, I can tell you.”

*1 didn't mean no offence,” said Jess,
humbly, * only I thought I'd like to know
where a good man Illke you lved.
You're a very good man, aren’t you, Mr.
Dan‘el

1 don't know.” he answered, uneaally;
“1'm afraid I'm not.”

*Oh, but you are, you know,'” con-
tinued Joss, " You make good coffee ;
pume!  Aund bunstoo! And I've been
watching you hundreds of times afore
you saw me, and the police leaves you
alone, and never tells you to miove on.
Oh, ze5 ! you must be a very gzood man ™

Daniel sighed, and fidgeted about his
ctockery with a grave aund occupied air,
as if he were pondering over the chlld’s
notion of goodness. He made good
coffce, and the police left him alone !
It was quite true , yot still, a3 he counted
up the store of pence which had aeccu-
muiated in his strong canvas bag, he
sizbed again still mmore heavily. He pur-
pnscly let one of his pennies fall upon
the muddy pavement, and went on count-
ing the rest busily, whilo he furtjvely
watchied the little girl siting at bis feet
Mathout a shade of change upon her
small face, she covered the penny with
her foo!, and drew it in carefully towards
her, while she continued to chatter luent-
Iy to him. For a moment a ferling of
pain shot a pang through Daniel's heart;
and then he congratulated himsel! on
having entrapped the young thief. It
was t.me to ¥ leaving now ; but hefore
he went he would make her move her
barc foot, and disclose the penny ron-
ccaled heneath it, and then be wounid
warn her never to venture near his stall
again. This was her gratitude, he
thought ; he bad given her two break-
{a<tg and more kindness than he had
shown to any Zellnw-creature for manv s
Iong year: and, at the first chance., the
young jade turnc¢ upon him, and robhbed
him ! He was dbrooding over it painfully

In hig nun when Jegsica’s apliifted facs
chavgmd awttenly, and a dnrk Quah crept
over her pale cheeks  and  the tears
starred to her cyen She stnoped down
and plelhing np the ooln fm amonget
the n.1d she rebbed 13 bright and clean
upen her ragr and iatd U upoen the ntrll
close to his hand but without spreaking a
word antel looked down upon her
mlemnly and searchingly.

W hat s this *" he asked

* Please, Mr Daniel,” she answored, “it

dropped and vou didn’t henr 1t 7
“Jean  he wnd, aternly  Ctell me all
about fu°

* Oh, please,” ahe nobbed, ** 1 nover had
a penny of My very own but ence . and It
rolled clone to my foot ., and you dida’t
ace {t; and 1 hid it up sharp, and then
1 thought how kind you'd bwen, and how
good the coftee and buns any, and how
you let mo warwy myself at your Qiro;
and please, I couldn’t keep the penny any
longer  You'll never let e comne agaln,
1 guean™

Dantel turned away for a misute, busy-
fng himselt with putting &ia cups and
raucers {uto the hanket, while Jessiea
stood by trembling, with the large tears
rolifng slowly down her cheeks The
snug, dark corner, with {ts warm firo of
charcoal and its fragrant smell of coffece,
had been a paradise to hier for theae two
brief spans of time ; but she had dbeen
guilty of the sin which would drive her
from it All beyond the rajlway-arch
the streets stretched awny, cold and
dreary, with no friendly facea to moot
hers, and no warm cups of coffes to re-
fregh her ; yet she was only lingering
sorrowfutly to hear the words spoken
which should forbld her to return to this
pleaxant spot.  Mr. Daniel turned found
at last, and met her tearful gaze with a
look of strange emotion upon his own
solemn face.

. Jess,” he said, I could nevar have
done 1t myseif But you may como here
overy Wedneaday morning, as this I8 a
Wednesday, nnd there'll always bo & cup
o! coffee for you.”

She thought he meant that ho could
not have hidden the penny under his
foot, and she weat away a little saddened
and subdued, notwithistanding her great
delight tn the expectatign of such a treat
every weck . whilo Daaiel, poudering over
the strurgle that must have passed
through her childlsh mind, went on his
way, from time to time shaking his heaq,
end muttering to himsel!, 1 coulda’t
hasve done it myself ; 1 uever could have
done it myseif

(To be continued.)

FOR WANT OF A LATCE.

An old stepladder lcrson, setiing forth
the sad import ot little neglects, 8 worth
a hundred repetitions :

“ Far want of a naji the shor was lost ;
For want of a shoe the horpe was lost ;
For want of a horse the rider was lost,
And all for the want of n horseshoe

natl >

Thia 18 satd to be ongtnally taken rom
actunl history—of a certain afde-de-camp
whose horse fell lame on a retreat and
delared hizn unul the encmy oyvertook
and killey him.

Hepe §3 another case sald to havo ac-
tually happened. Once on a farm thers
was R ghte  enclestug  the  cattle and
poultry, twiicl: was constantly swinging
open for the want of a proper latch.
The cxpnditure of & penny or two and a
few minutes’ time would have wmade anl
right.  The gate was on the swing crery
time a Purson went out, and, pot being
in a condition to shul readtls, mans of
the poultry we « froth tine to tifiteg Jost,

One day a fire young porkes nawje tus
excape, and the whole famnily, with the
gardener, covk, and muikm.d, turned out
In Quest of the fagudve. he gardener,
who was first (o  discover the pig, In
laaping a diteh to cut off ©is eseape,
sprained his ankie, which Lad dim up for
a forinight , Be cook, on returning to the
house, found i1he hawn bLurned, that she
had hung up before tho Sie to dry , and
the mi.knad. having forgotten to tie up
the cattle in the ¢0o% house found that
one of the cows had kicked and broken
the leg of u colt,  The limen burned aned
the ¢ardener 8 work 108, were worth
tully twenty doliars, and the colt was
wor'h nearly double thai money, g0 that
there nas a Joss In a frw minutes of a
lerge suin solely for want of g emall
latch.—S S§. Messesnger,

-



