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Utile Downs of Omaha.
u BY mary
ere’
Telﬁe:f';.h"m' Offie Downs,
heTESOel-rTI in all the towns ;
sel ‘cr our children gather, in their
Soldjeng C018 or in their play.
Lists o ¢ 0™ ! @ comrade small
Hears itvevli?gr's trumpet call ;
| a heart, i ing,
Yearning to obay. uplifted, leaping
Lit
Leatigily?d he i3 at school,
There ﬂ%ewon himself to rule.
he behundred march together when
Not a ¢hi ats upon the drum.
roud thltd but knows his place,
en chil ?e can keep the pace,
fl‘Om( Offie taps his signals, and
€very room they come.

Mont
ow hsagfdschool have passed away ;
Fearty))y tawned his trial day.
thr he ery of “ Pire !” Is ringlng
Fﬁghten 0“’gh the startled place.
: rngg]'in"‘ children elamour loud,
e eac%{ tt’"amr)’ing. ronghly crowd,
a pal eacher beckons helpless with
. e, despairing face,
o
q;;“')ant o’er all the din
'efaat{nlliar sounds h.egin‘
rh t‘llllz Ioud and louder, but with
thldmny m trne and strong.
irmer hhe_ar and start npright,
Findg 4, ;‘iblt rules their fright,
th r places in the line, and leads
€m orderly along.

BOSWORTH HENDERSON.

Dog
,Ouia}; nat in battle stand,
Undred;nakmg strong his hand ?
are to that measure moving, all
Offie Yrey marching safely out.
earey *athes with stified breath,
On g fll‘eens the fiery death ;
hi rum they find him fallen, bear
M where the people shout.
Oh,
etx?ehi shout and langh and weep,
OnderiHWles from that death sleep :
andgk‘om(s upan his master’'s tears.
Then 5 wi nows his mother’s kiss.
Jompagcxtys lave and pride,
Ang t};: gllm on cverv side,
hi legsing of his laved ones brims
S cup of parfect bliss.
Here
T‘eelrle:fa hero, Offie Downs,
Whereg him in al} the towns,
” gz:rtﬁur children gather, let them
o 9 gallant tale.
Vrriltoemil-has a noble roll,
ty' é: name upon her scroll,
i rvants over all the earth bid
ttle Offie hatl!

SHOW YOUR COLOURS.
I BY C. H. MEAD.
“ast:;z:ls riding on the train through the
{ Section of North Carolina. No-

in
the gmc:;n be flatter than that pertion of
ntry, unl-ss it be the religious

expe .
O"r;'rl‘enc@ of some peoplo. The rain was
Ineyy g down fast, and, for a person so

S"ﬁg{”hdot a better day or place for the
wing be found. T.ooking out of the
*e“estin oOws pmught nothing wmore in-
Muleg £ to view than pine trees, bony
men . and razorback hngs. Groups of

+ White anqd black, fathered at each

Statig
Dart, D to see the train arrive and de-

blype

brm,ghtEa“-h passenger that entered
blueg, in more damp, moisture, and
T“v

ion T?““ at last came in and took a
om I‘tnnt of me., Shortly after. one
Dulleq thpOOk a hottle from his pocket,
8 comp cork, and handed the bottle to
Panion. e took a drink, and the

8Segt

Sme
fingr of, 10007 filled fhe ear. Then fhe
bott)e OK & drink. and back and forth the

ang YhS;\,ssed until at last it was emnty
C“mma{{ W_ere full. Then one of them
Phomy ?’"d swearine, and sueh  blas-
Made 11, never heard in my life. It
back Wwhi very air blue—women shrank
lifteq tq ile the heads of men were up-
came ﬁ see where the stream of profanity
Unti) 1 b::‘;l- It went on for sroma time,
i iy egan talkne to mvself, T always
“He e talking to a gensible man.
« T}':’g}’. that man belongs to the devil”
Plieq. € i3 no doubt about that” I re-
.. He 13 not ashamed of 1t.”
. Not a bit aghamed.”
“1 bﬂlm do you belong to ?”
. Ax-e ong to the Lord Jesus Christ.”
€ you glad ar sorry 77

——

«] am glad—very glad !”
« Who in the car .knows !
s to the devil ?

lm‘l‘gl;verybody knows, that, for he has
not kept it a gecret.”

« Who in the car knows
the Lord Jevsus 7

“ Why, no o.ne
am a stranger around here.”

« Are von willing that
know whom Yo belouz to 77

“Yes, ] am wil'ing.”

«very well; will you let them know
it 7 B .
1 theught a moment and en said :
« Ry the help of my Master T will .

Then straigh ening WD and takmg_ a
good preath, T P-ean ginging in a voice
that could he heard by all in t' e car:
ain filied w.th blood,
~el’s veins ;

hat man be-

you belong to

knows it, for you see 1

they should

« There {s a fount
Drawn from tmmar )
And sinners planged 2onoa. that flood

Lose all their guilty stains.”

Before I had finished the verse and
chorus the passengers had crowded down
around mo, and the blasphemer had
turned around apnd looked at me with a
face recembling a thunder cloud. AS 1
finished the chorus, he said : )

“ What are you doing 77

«¥ am singing.” I replied.

«Well,” said he, “any fool can under-
stand that.” .

«1am glad vou nnderstood it.

*“What are you ginging ?”

«1 am singing the religion of the Lord
Jesus.”

« Well, you quit.”

“ Quit what ?”

« Quit singing Yyour

cars.”’
«T guess not,” I replied. “T don’t be-

Jong to the Quit family: my nams is
Me;;d, Ter the last half-hour you have
been standing by your master; now. for
the next half-hour I am going to stand
up for my Master.”

« Who is my master ?”

«mThe devil is Yyour master—while
Christ is mine. T am as prond of my
Master as you are of yours. Now, I am
going tn have my turn, if the passengers
don’t ohject.”

A chorus of voices cried out : “Sing on,
stranger; we like that.”

I sung on, and, as the next verse was
finished, the blasphemer turned his face
away, and I saw nothing of him after
that but the back of his head. and that
was the handsomest part of him. He
left the train soon after, and I'm glad to
say I've never seen him gince. Song after
song followed, and I soon had other
voices to help me. When the song ser-
vice ended, an old man came to me, put
out his hand, and said:

«gir, 1 owe yon thanks and a con-

fession.”

religion on the

«HE CALLED ME MR.”
BY ESTELUE MENDELL.

1ill Johnson was the keeper of one of
the very lowest rum holes in the city of
B——. His stand was on the old canal,
and was a terrar to all good citizens.
The Christian people of the different
churches had, time and again, tried to
hold services there on Sabbath affer-
nonns—standing on a moored canal-haat
—but headed by their leader, “ Bummy
Bill,” as he was called, the rough crowd
broke them up. and for some time now
the work had bheen abandoned, and Bill
pronounced hopeless.

On~ dny the vorng man in charge of
the mission department of the Chureh
walked dnwn old Canal Street and was
so wrouzht upon by the terrible things
he saw and heard, that he resnlved, God
helping him, some hing shonld b= done.

Sceing the crowd about Johnson's. he
thought he would drep in and talk it
over with them.

« tood-mornine, Mr. Johnson,” said the
young man, with a mast cordial hand-
shake, ‘“1 have come to see it you will
help me to arrange for a meeting Qers
Sahbath afternocon ? We will have some
good singing, a ghort talk. and—"

« Say, that’s just what T will, mister,”
interrupted Bill, with a 1ook of pride, “for
vou're the first man what ever called me
mister, and I'!l lick anyone as dares to
interfere,” and he gesticulated by way of
emphasis.

The meetings were @& B8NCCPRS, and
“Bummy Bill* became not only Mr. John-
son, but a blessed Christian brother in
the Church.

Remember that however low your
brother or sister may sink, the spark of
divinity is still in the heart somewhecre,
Let the erring one know that you recog-
nize the divine in them rather than the
evil. It will awaken their better natures.

AN ALL-I:iuHT SCARE

Young Englishmen visiting the United
States have as mauy absurd and amusing
experiences as Americans have when in
foreign countries. The story is told of
an Eng’ish traveller who had been
assured that west of the Missouri River
the entire country was infested with
bears, some of which were so bold that
they came into the towns.

He stopped in a Kansas village, and in
the evening started out for a walk. The
stores were closed, but the moon was
shining brightly. He rambled about the
place for a couple of hours, and started
down the business street. for the hotel.
Suddenly he saw before him on the side-
walk a big bear, sitting on its haunches,
with open mouth and paws extended,
awaiting his coming.

Tn a maoment he was on top of a porch
erying for help, bat nn one heard him,
and the bear sat and watched him.

All night long he stayed there. tram-
bling for fear Bruin would climb the post,
put comforting hims=1f with the idea that
it was too small to be used by a bear.

At davbreak some men came along, and
one of them wheeled the hear hack to the
doorway with the remark: “1 wonder
who put that sign in the middle of the
walk.”

The tourist descended from the porch
without detection, and had he not subse-
quently enjoyved the gfory so much that
he told it himeelf it wonld never have
been known.—Washington Star.

ACTION OF THE RAIN.

The rain fallilng on the rocks sinks in-
to every crack and creviee, carrying with
it into these fissures surface material
which has bren degraded by the weather,
and thus affording a matrix sufficient to
start the growth of vegetation, and after-
ward to maintain the plants. The fibres
and roots of these planfts, bhushes, and
trees thus brought into life, growing and
expandin®, act as wedges to split up the
surface of the rock, and to commence the
process of wearing away. From this
gquality of destruction a large class of
plants derive the name of Saxifrages. or
raock-breakers, from their roots penetrat-
ing into the minute fissures in search of
water, and so assisting in the process of
disintegration. In winter the water col-
lected in the hollows and crevices be-
ecomes frozen, and expanding as it
changes into ice, acts like a charge of
blasting material in breaking up the
rocks. The pieces thus detached become
further disintecrated by frost and
weather, and, being rolled over and over,
and rubbed against each other as they
are carried away down the monntain
currents. are ground gradnally smaller
and smaller, til) from fraements of rocks
the hecome bonlders, then pebbles, and
finally sand. As the mountain stream
merges into the river the pebbles and
coarse sand continue to be rolled along
the bottom of the channel, while the
argillaceous particles and salts become
mingled with the water, and flow on with
it either in suspension or solution.—
Longman’s Magazine,

HIS MANNERS.

He was a pretty little fellow, but it
was his manners, not his looks, that at-
tracted everybody—clerks in the stores,
people in the horse-carg, men, women
and children. A bny four years old, who,
{f anybody said to him, “ How do yon
do 7" answered, “ T am welil, thanks,” and
if he had a request to make, be It of
friend or stranger, began it with
« Please.” And the beauty of it was that
the “ Thanks” and ‘ Please” were so
much a matter of course to the child that
Le never knew he was doing anything at
all noticeable.

« HHow cunning it is,” said a showy
woman to his mother. as they sat at
dinner at the public table of a hotel one
dav. “to hear (that child thank the
waliters, and say ‘ please’ when he wants
anything. 1 never saw anything so sweet.
My children have to be constanily tald {f

I want them 1o thank people. How well
vou must have scught him, that he never
forgets.”

] ‘f He has a1ways been accustomed to it,”
‘sald the moiser. “ Wo have always said

Please’ to inm when we wished him to
do anything, «nd have thanked him. He
knows no athe: way.”

The showy w mian looked as if she did
not need any f v her explanation of the
way in which W lits are formed. k

Probubly you <o not.

the Divine Childhood.

Y MARGARET J, PRESTON.

Di\ﬂY n:-eels hover o’er his head

Vhes tirue, as Holy Serivture saith

Subiect ard dutiful he led '
His boyhood’s life at Nazareth ?

Weas thpr«ls an avreole ronnd his head,
A mystic symbnl and a sign,

To prove to every dweller thers
Whe sav, Lim that he was divine ?

Did be in ety'iy jovance sweet.
Join other childivn in their play
And with soft salutation greet '
All who had passed him in the way 1

Did he within the Rabhi’s schools
Say Aleph, Beth, and (imel 'mid
The Jewish lads, or use the tools
At Joseph’s bench as Joseph did ?

And sometimes wonld he lay his head
When tired, on Mary’s tender brsaa%f.
And shgre the meal her hand had s‘nrm‘m

And in her mother-love find rest ?

We marvel—hut we onlvy know
Thgat hoty, harmless. undefiled

In wisdom, as in statnure, so ‘
He grew as any mortal child.

AITI power, all glory hid away
'n depths of siech humility

That thencefaorth none misfﬁ-" ever say
They had a lowlier lot than he ®

And sincej the Child of Nazareth

\VT’? otr}"\t thus, his seal and sien
no—till man’s sin hath rnm'rr\d'if'— it
That childhood is mot still divine -

KIND-HEARTED HAL.

Hal is a very unseifigsh bo
pouts_ and frets if he is brgﬁse];el:e:l?r
morning to build the kitchen fire befo .
h1§rhlast nap is finished. e

ere are boys, you know
come out of dreamland witﬁo?xvth(:grr\lxen‘:gt
ixhngt. “H:;l)l }is not one of these. He knows

a . belongs t i
that &t g 0 boys to help their

Hal never runs away to school and
leaves his sisters to pick their own way
through the snow. He always trieg to
ma};(ela path for them,

al carries his unselfishne -
he is just to his dog. 58 farther

Carlo i{s a stout little fellow, and ean
easily draw the sled on which Hal likes
so well to ride, ’

Hal! allows him to do this ve
but affer he has had his ride, hergasgt?n‘

“ Now, Carlo, {t {is only fair thhat T
should take my turn pulling the sled
The boy should not have all the fun aﬁri
the doz all the work. Yon shall ride
half the time, and T will draw vou.”

We are sure we all think thils is fair
play, and we like Hal 211 the bhetter he-
cause he lonks out for others’ happiness
as well as his own.

A little three-year-old had often
watched with much interest his grandpa
stirring his ceffee hefore drinking; and,
one morning, thinkine that grandpa had
forgotten to do this, h» suld, * Why don’t
you wind up your coffee, grandpa ?”

“1 want to ask one mors qnuestion”
caid little Frank, as he was being put to
bed. * Well,” acquieseed the tired mam-
ma. “When holes come in s*ockings.
what becomes of the niece of stocking
that was there before the hole came ?”

“ Papa,” said a little bov fo his father,
“are not sailors very amall men ?” *“No,
my dear. What gave you such an idea ?
Some sailors are veryv large, powerfu!
men. What makes you think they are
small 7 “ Because,” said the little fei-
low, “1 read the other day of a sailnr
going te sleap on his wateh ™
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