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inches in length,and his canine teeth,exclusive
of the partin the jaw,aboutan inch and a half.
Thus the hoards of provisions, which are
frequently deposited })y Arctic voyagers to
provide for some future want, have no
greater enemy than the Polar bear. “The
final cache,” says Kane, “which I relied so
much upon was entirely destroyed. It had
been built with extreme care, of rocks which
had been assembled by very heavy labor and
adjusted with much aid, often, from capstan-
bars as levers.

“The entire construction was, so faras our
means permitted, most effective and resisting.
Yet these tigers of the ice seemed hardly to
have encountered an obstacle, not a morsel of
pemmican remained except in the iron cases,
which being round with conical ends, defied
both claws and teeth. They had rolled and
pawed them in every direction, tossing them
about like footballs, although over eighty
pounds in weight.
iron bound, was dashed into small fragments,
and a tin can of liquor smashed and twisted
almost into a ball. The claws of the beast
had perforated the metal and torn it up as
with a chisel.  They were too dainty for
salt meats ; ground coffee they had an evident
relish for ; old canvas was a favorite for some
reason or other, even our flag which had
been reared ‘o take possession’ of the waste,
was gnawed down to the very staff. They
had made a regular frolic of it, rolling our
bread-barrels over the ice, and, unable to
masticate our heavy Indiarubber cloth, they
had tied it up in unimaginable hard knots.”
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CaAPrER VIL—CONTINUED.

What a happy time that was for Joe! It
was a joy to him to wait upon such a cheer-
ful invalid—a joy to go up and down stairs,
all day long. Sometimes he read aloud till
Ben almost choked with laughter at his mis-
takes. Sometimes he listened to Ben’s
stories of the big fishes he had caught, and
the long tramps he had taken ; and some-
times Joe t,oldl his own experience-—a very
limited experience, he thought it, in com-
parison with that of the merry-hearted boy
on the sofa.

“ Bring me that box on the bureau,” said
Ben to Joe one day.

Joesprang to obey. Ben opened the box
with a key trom his watch chain, and took
out a well-filled portemonnaie.

“Yousee now, partner,” said Ben, “it is
time for us to attend to business. You are
the junior partner, so you must listen while
I talk. You see partners sometimes put
different things into a concern, and share the
profits alike. “Suppose you have money,
and I understand business; well, we go in
together, and what we make weshare. Sup-
pose I understand foreign languages, French,
and all that sort of thing, and you don’t.
Well, I goto Europe and buy goods, and you
stay at home and see to receiving and selling
them. That’s the way in a partnership. Do
you understand #?

Joe bowed his head in a dignified manner,
feeling quite too dignified and mystified to
speak.

“Well, yousee how it is,” continued Ben ;
“we -are partners. 1 get a sickness ; how
are we to share it? Why, I take the pains
and lic on my back, talking like a windmill.
You have legs and no pains. Yougo up
and down stairs, and get me what I want,
and don’t mind hearing a long yarn now and
then. -

“Well, that’s fair, just as it should be be-
tween partners. But about money matters
—we go shares there, of course. Here we
have twenty-five dollars. I’ve been layin
it up for ever so long, not knowing what
was to do with it. It’s my owny-tony, and
I @n use it as I think best.

%Here comes this sickness. I take my
half of themoney. Well, father’ll pay Pills,
of course ; but there are many little com-

An aleohol can, strongly’

forts a sick fellow must have that cost some-
thing, so I put my share back in the box, and
call it sickness fund. = See, Il write that on
a piece of paper and put with it. What is
the half of twenty-five, Joe ¥’

“Twelve dollars and a half,” said Joe
promptly, for he had been privately making
the computation.

“Right !”” said Ben, with a business air—
“yight, partner. There, that is your share
to pay yourexpenses. Mayhe your mother
will advise you about spending it when you
go home.”

“ Will your father like it ?”” said Joe, not
offering to touch the money. - “Is it quite
right for me to have it #” ;

“Right as the Declaration of Indepen-
dence!” said Ben, intending to be ora-
torical.

At this moment Mr. White entered the
room. Ben explained to him promptly, and
with an air of t}xe strictest justice, the divi-
sion he had made.

Mr. White smiled a kindly smile. The
ice was broken now between the father and
som.

“Don’t make paupers of your poor
friends, Ben ; that will only do them harm,”
Mz, White had said, and he was amused to
see how Ben was getting over this difficulty.

“A very proper division of cash among
partners,” said Mr. White, giving Joe a
friendly pat on the shoulder. “You area
very good manager, Ben. Perhaps, as you
have such a taste for business, you can help
me in my difficalty. I find the Channing
estate very troublesome to settle. There is
to be a great deal of mere tread-mill work
for somebody—papers to copy and long
columns to add up. I wish I could get hold
of the proper person to help me.”

“T wish I wrote something better than a
serawl,” said Ben. “Even if I were well, T
should not be of much use to you, I am such
a shocking fellow with the pen. [ mean to
turn over a new leaf when I am about again,
and learn to write like-a thorough husiness
man,”’ :

Mr. White turned toleave the room.

“Here might bé a chance for ffnther,”
thought Joe. “But no, I never could speak
of it.”

Joe looked at Mr. White’s graveand anxi-
ous face. No, he dare not make the proposal
that was in his mind.

“Joe, youare a coward ! You haven’t a
bit of spirit in you !”? :

With such goading taunts Joe was in the
habit of getting up his courage on emer-
gencies ; but these stimulants did not save
him now.

Mr. White had his hand on the lock of the
door, when suddenly Joe’s memory gave
him the words, “The Lord that delivered
me out of the paw of thelion, and out of the
paw of the hear, he will deliver me from this
Philistine.”

Mr. White, quite unconscious of being a
Phitistine in the eyes of little Joe, turned
toward him, as he stood, and said kindly

“ Don’t be afraid, Joe, to share with your
partner. It’s all right.”

Joe was strong in the right strength now,
and he hastened to say :

“ Please, Mr. White, please, sir, my father
is a gplendid hand at figures, and he writes
like the school-master,”

Joeput his hand into his pocket and drew
out his little Testament.

“See here, sir,” he continued— see here ;
he wrote my name in my book. The figures,
too ; ain’t they about right ?”’

1t was not at all in the scornful spirit of
yoliath that Mr. White looked down at the
eager little boy. Joe was pointing ]l)roudly
at the place where his name aud a date had
lately been written by his father, with a re-
ference to the verse, “Be not afraid, only
believe,” which had so moved him. 2

“That is a good, clear hand, Joe ; .a.nd the
figures are like copper-plate,” said My,

hite. -

“You might ride over, father, and see if
Mr. Barber could help you,” said Ben, in
great excitement. “That would be splendid.”

«Will you? please do,” ventured little

Joe.

T will,” said Mr. White, as he closed the
door and left the boys together. '

Joe stepped gently to Ben’s side, and laid
his hand in his.

«T helieve it will be,” he said earnestly. “1
believe it will be, because I asked that father
might have some different work from what
he has now.”

“« Asked it ?” said Ben enquiringly.

“Yes, asked it in my prayers,” answered
Joe, simply.

‘upon his grave, quict listener,

“Do you really ask for what you want
about such things when you pray 7 said Ben,
soberly. .

“ Why, yes. Don’t you?” said Joe open-
ing his eyes wide. :

Ben White would rather have sat up all
night than to have voluntarily given/up
saying his prayers ; but he did not .alwayss
think it necessary to kneel down for the
purpose. He could go over them after he
was in bed, he thought, just as well, and he
did not feel it a great sin if he sometimes fell
asleep in the midst. Lately he had been
praying on his knees that he might lead a
more faithful Chyistian life, and be useful in
his day and generation, But such asking as
Joe spoke of, he knew nothing of it, and he
felt it. 2

“Dear little Joe,” said Ben, affection-
ately, “you must ask that your partner may
know more about these things, and pray
better.” 3

1 was mother that taught me,” said Joe.
“She says weare to think of God as some-
body who loves us, and wants to hear’ our
prayers and give us just what we need.

“T haven’s any mother,” said Ben, sadly.
“T ost her when I was a baby. But I hope
1 shall come out right, somehow.” :

“That you will ! That you will!” exclaim-
ed Joe.

Ben felt the nearer to his heavenly Father,
as he grasped the hand of his little partner,
who seemed to him a link to better things.

Yes, Ben White had lost his mother in his
babyhood ; but not lost to him were the
earnest prayers she had poured out for her
child. Evennow they were being angwered,
as he groped his way along the path to the
better land. :

As for Mr. White, he lost no time in seek-
ing out Harry Barber. Exactly what passed
between them never transpived. Certain 1t
is, that when Mr. Whiterode away from that
lonely home on the hill-side, it_was with a
deep resolution to lead a more holy, active
Christian life than ever bhefore, to be heart
and soul a servant of God, as one who must
render up his account before an Almighty
BITHIET MG : R

The comfortable city gentleman, sheltered
from his youth, tempted to no vices, had
never hefore come face to face with a soulin
desperate struggle with sin, helpless, but
laying hold of the cxoss as the one hope for
life and death and judgment.

Before this humbfzad penitent, ready to
give up his darling sin; cost him what it
would, and to fight indeed the good fight of
faith, Mr. White felb that he was but as the
Pharisee wrapped in his own good works. As
he shodk Harry’s hand, as they parted at the
turnpike, the words came te his 1ind, 'Phis
man went down to his house justified rather
than the other.” o

Yes, he thought, perhaps this poor slave
of sin, set free by Jesus, and clinging to his
deliverer, is nearer the gate of_}Ieaven than
a respectable lukewarm Christian, who can
remember no real battle with temptation, no
conflict in which he has been saved so as by
fire ! R

Mr. White had a new view of life, itsaims
and its responsibilities!

As for Harry Barber, helittle dreamed the
effect the story of hisstruggles had produced
' The happy
husband was rejoicing with his wife over the
promise of work that would occupy lm_n
head and hand, and help him to give to his
family those comforts of which his misdeeds
had %0 long deprived them. How he
thanked his heavenly Father who was so
tenderly taking the repentant prodigal by
the hand !

(To be Continued.)

————ee e

MODERATION VS. TOTAL ABSTIN-
ENCE. :

Suppose that any of you, my young
friends, were standing by the river Niagara
and you saw many people in the river dea
and dying, how would you feel ? And sup-
posing you saw them come headlong over
the awful cataract, some dashed upon the
rocks, some being torn in the whir ipool or
choked in the rapids, some trying with des-
perate energy to reach the shore, while others
in despair floated down to death vvlthouft .e‘ﬁn
a struggle for life. Suppose you sav}\;’a r(llg lt-
ened wives trying to drag their hus o sh 0
shore and safety.” Oh! you would ery, this
is dreadful, Can nothing be done to save
them ?

Then suppose_you ran along the bank to
find out how and where 80 many people fell

in, and on your way you met with ladiesand
gentlemen, some in carviages and some on
foot, langhing, chatting axd singing on the
way ; and supposeyou were to shout, “Help,
help, help! People are going over the¥alls!
being dashed to picces on the rocks, and
drowned in the whirlpool.” “And suppose
the people, instead of rushing to the rescue,
were some of them to say :
know. They have been going over like that
for years; but it’s none of our business 3
and others were to langh at you and say :
“Why, you little goose, should you get ex-
cited and make such a fuss! You are not
in the river.” But you could not stop, for
the eries for help were ringing in your cars ;
s0 you ran on, and you saw two bridges
reaching across the river, and that from one
of these bridges people were constantly fall-
ing and dragging others with them, and that,
although many crossed in safety, others
stumbled and fell, and all who did fall or had
ever fallen into the stream had fallen from
this bridge. And sulppuse, on enquiry, you
found that no one had ever been lost by
taking the second, although many thousands
of people had crossed and were crossing ;
that no one fell or had ever fallen but those
who had turned back and took the first
bridge. - And suppose you saw at the first
bridge a large crowd of people, ladies and
gentlemen, some of them well dressed and
refined in manners, and that they were
advising the peo ple to cross by that way ; and
suppose among those advisers you were to
see a minister of the gospel, what would you
think ? : ;

And suppose you were to ask; “Why do
you give such bad advice? - Why do you not
cut down this dreadful bridge, or bar its en-
trance so that people miay not go upon it ??
and suppose some were to veply, “Oh ! it is
anice place to see the fal'ls and ‘watch the
rapids. We have been on it many timesand
never fell ; and if some people will go near
the edge, become giddy and fall, that isnone
of our business.”

Then suppose you were to ask, “Is this
bridge anecessity ?”” and they were to answer
Bl NO' ” - .. - -

“Ts the other bridge as short ¥ “ Yes,”

“ As pleasant 7 ¢ More so0.””

“Broad enough and strong enough to ac-
commodate all the people who have to cross
over I “Yes.”

«The toll is as low ?? “ It is free.”

Then you would say, “Why, then, in the
name of common sense and common hu-
manity, do people go themselves and advise
others to go by this dangerous way 2 And
suppose they were to answer, “Because it is
more fashionable and far more popular than
the other,” what would you think ? Now, my
dear young friends, one bridge is moderation,
the other 1s total abstinence. :

_ Every year a vast army is horne down the
river, stiuggling, shrieking, cursing, laugh-
ing and even praying., On, on they go, men,
women and childven, Sometimes one is
caught and brought safely to the shore by
life-boats, such as the Church, Lodge, Divi-
sion, Band of Hope, Reform Club, and
others. But not one out of a hundred of
those who fall from moderation bridge into
the black river of drunkenness can be saved
in this way.

Remembering, then, that every drunkard
in the world became one by taking modera-
tion bridge, and that no one was ever lost or
became a drunkard who took and kept for.
the whole journey total abstinence bridge ;
and as in the jouruey of life in search of peace,
health, weaijth, happiness and heaven, we
must take one of these two bridges, which
do you suppose it would be most sengsible to

take {—Edward Carswell.
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How A MopERATION PLEDGE failed to in-
| cure sobriety was illustrated by the following
incident related by Rev. Dawson Burns at a
recent meeting.  He said some societies
ledged their members not to drink more
than a pint of beer in a.day, and he remem-
bered a case wherea member of one of those
gocieties was found in a'place where people
do not generally expect to find temperance
men, that is, in the gutter. - “ How came you
here?’ he was asked; “You have surel
broken your pledge.” “No,” he answere
“1haye not.” : i
not make you so drunk 2 % Well, perhaps
not ; but then there is no use of drinking a
pint every day, so I saved up mine for a
week, and drank it all to-day.” After many
such instances it was found that the only
safe way was to abstain from all intoxicants.

“ Yes, yes, we |

“But one Pint of beer would ||
’




