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Our Little Boy Who Ran Away.
BY SUSAN TEAL PERRY.

“I'm golng now to run away,"
Sald little Sammie Greer ono day;
*Then I can do just what I choose;
I'll naver have to black my shoes,
Or wash my face or comb my halr;
I'll find a place, I know, somewhere;
And npever have again to fill

'Ihat old chip-basket; so I wiil.”

“Qood-byo, raamma,” he gald, “good-
bye.”

He thought his mother then would cry.
She only sald, “ You going, dear 2"
And did not shed ono single tear.
“Thero now,” sald Sammio Qreer, “1

w

She does not care if I do go;

But Bridget docs. She'll have to Al
The old chip-basket; 50 she will."”

But Bridget only sald : “ Well, boy,
You off for sure? I wish you joy.”
And Sammle’s littlo sister Kate,

Who swung upon the gardan gate,
Sald, anxiously, as he passed through,
* To-night, whatever will you do
‘When you can’t get soms *lasses spread
At supper-time, on top of bread 1

One block from home, and Sammie
Greer's

Weak 1ittlg heart was full of fears.

He thought about Red Riding Hood;

The wolf that met her in ths wood;

‘The bean-stalk boy who kept g0 mum

‘When ﬂ}m lheard tho glant’s “Fee, fo,

m
And when he saw s policeman,
He turned and quickly homeward ran.

Soon through the alloy-way he sped,
And crawled in through the old wood-

shed,
The big chip-basket he did fiil;
Ho blacked his shoes up with a will;
He v:ashed his face, and combed'his halr;
He went up to his mother’s chalr,
And kissed her twice, and then he sald,
*“1'd like somo 'lasses top of bread.”

Slaying the Dragon.

BY MRS. D. 0. CLARK.

CHAPTER XXV.

AX UNEXPZOTED GUEST.

QGreat preparations were going on at
Tom Kinmon’s cottage, for Maurice Dow
wes expected home that day. Mrs. Dow
had provided an extra treat, and the
boy's favourite dishes were to appear on
the supper table. Ever and anon sho
glanced at.the clock, and a pleased smile
hovered around her lips as she noted

e app of the longed-for hour.
‘The sound of footsteps called her to the
window. A stranger was coming up the
path, satchel Ir hand. It was not
Maurice, and Mrs,-Dow turned away with
an exclamation of {mpatience. She an-
swered the knock at the door. The
stranger asked to bo allowed to rest for
a.short time, as he bad travelled quite
a long d'stance, and was weary. His
request was granted, for Phoebe was too
:lad-nau‘ted to turn any one from the

oor.

“How far have you travelled, sir 2”

*From New York,” answered the man,
# strange look creeping over his face as
ha:glanced at Mrs, Dow.

The’ stranger was tall, with a stout,
muscular frawe, bright blue eyes, and
3ght .coloured hair.  His heavy beard
covered a mouth which trembled with

emotion. His costuma waa partly that
- worn by the sailor, partly that of a 1ands-

man,.
“Have you over followed the sea?”
asked . Mrs, Dow, at

gope, When James Dow’s eyes rested
on the handsomo faco of the 1ad, he
started back, and put his hand to his
forehead.

“1t Is the fuco of my Marguerlte,” ho
whispered.

ried the Gospel messzgo on thelr lps,

and the mouth of the dragon was offee

tually stopped. In valn did he strugsle;

the heel of the congueror was on his
neck  The dragon was slain.

Tow much of this victory was due to

ing lavours of Mr Strong the

g his and

the cause, Mrs, Dow immediately made
father and son acquainted with each
otber. As soon as tho goneral rejolcings
and congratulations had subsided a little,
supper was sorved, after which James
Dow related his experiences since he left
Falrport.

He had taken a voyage to Australia,
been twico shipwrecked, lost his wite and
child, as he supposed, on the fated steam.
ship “ Good Hope," and learned from an
old friend that his mother hnd died of
griet. He becamo a wanderer on the
faco of the carth, but his mother's pray-
ers hag followed him wherever ho went,
and he had come back to his old home, &
changed man,

It was with a joytul heart that Mrs.
Dow listened as her son, now rescucd
from the dragon's clutches, read the

criptures and offered a fervent prayer.

“ My cup runneth over,” she sald, with
trembling lips. *‘Surely goodness and
mercy have followed me ail tho days of
my lfe, and I will dwell In the house of
the Lord for ever.'”

CHAPTER XXVI

A JUBILEE OF TRIUMPH.

‘The news of James Dow's return spread
like wildfire through the village, and all
of Phoebe’s neighbours and friends cawe
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reader well knows.  He had worked in
tho face of opposition these many years,
had put aside his ambitious dreams,
and contented himself with dolng the
Lord's work in tho placo appoluted him.
He had Isboured In seazon and out of
seagon, in the sunshine and in the storm,
now encouraged as he noted the xood
seed had taken root, now depressed a3
the thorns sprang up and choked the
secd. 1o had sown bountifully, and
now ha reaped bountifully, Wives
blessed him, for saving lhelf’hulbandl;

rice Dow {s winning Iaurels tn Yala Col-
1c£0, and hls ambition {3 to praach the
Gospel to those low down fn the scale of
huzagity. He promises to develop Into
» atrong, ploneer preacher, one who will
strike vigorous blows for the truth,
wherever he goes. It s rumoured that
ilve Seabury will bo his life-lony com-
panton, and she will make a noble help.
meet for dtm.  Sho {s Iast developink
into a sirong Christ/an woman.

The Seabury mansion has been closed
since the Judge's estate was sattled, and
-Mrs. Seabury and Ollve returned to
Salem to reside with Judge Archer’s
widow,

Mr. Folton works, as much as his de-
citning years will atlow, for the temper-
ance cause. Especially does ha labour
{o snatch young man from the dragon’s

slsters, their b olr
fovers, and many, many homes were Te-
seued from the dragon by ths vigorous
blows struck Ly this minlster of right-
cousness.  Ob, faithtul shepherd, thy
crown shall outshine the stars in that
great day when, the Lord makes up his
jevanls.. Thy patient to}:lamld darkneds
an W

a
weaker brother to press forward. Thy
glad frultlon will cause him to **labour
and to wait,” remembering that the tes
Umontes of the Lord aro sure. Then

~ Broast the wave, Christlan, when it is
strongest;

Watch for day, Christlan, when night
18 longest;

He that hath promiscd faltcreth never,

Oh, trust in the love which ondureth
for gver I"

CLIYF-DWELLINGS,,

late her.  Mr. Strong rejoiced

‘the man's Kersey jacket.

-~ “Since I-was eighteen years-old,” re-
plied: the a mot:

in his eyes. Mrs. Dow was 50 busy
preparisg the supper that she noticed
nothing. - )

“Perhaps you may have met my boy,
James Dow, on some of your travels.
He was a sallor”

Recelving no answer, Phoebe looked
around, The sallor bad arisex, and was
stretching out his arms toward her.
3 Mother,” he cried, “don’t you know
me Y’ )

_ “Jamie, Jamle!” was thé reply, and
Mrs, Dow was clasped to the hear* of her
- long-lost son.
Tom, Janet and Rob wero called in to
sharg in the ¢t joy, and for a

to
In bis faithful frlend’s happiness, and
found in James Dow an earnest Cl

Landlord Chase ylelded very unwill-
ingly to the diztates of the town au-
i d the bar from the

worker,

Mrs. Dow was not the only one who
reaped a harvest “after many days.'
Mr, Strong had beenm casting the sceds
of truth and temperance broadcast these

_many years, trusting in the same Divine

promise. The time bad now come when
he wac to reap an hundred fold.

Town meeting had just come and gone.
This fourth of March marked a red lot-
ter day in the history of Falrport, for on
thiz day the town voted “no license” by
a large majority, and the dragon of in-
temperance received Its death blow. A
tsmperance board of selectmen was
chosen, and the work of extirpating-the
rum-shops began In  earnest o
1 breathed from bis

quegtions wex‘egpu_ed faster than ans
coul be glven, “So great was the sur-
‘Prise that'the minutes passed unheeded,
‘and not.until the door opened and Maurice
ﬁt.lked In-aid the company reslize that
Ahe-Rour fof "hls errival bad- come-and-

dragon re
nosrils, he uttered horrible crisa—but
the St George Kulghts pressed bravely

ferward. ‘They held tho shieid of tem-

perance befors their faces; the Suword of
the Spirit was in thelr hands: they car-

an

Maypole. After paying two heavy fines
for selling liquor secretly, ho left town
amid general rejolcing. This was the
opening James Dow had long desired
Having amassed quite a fortune while o
Australla, he immediately bought the
Maypole property, tore dowa the old
building, and erected a handsome hotel
It was to be a strictly temperance house
Tyler Matthews, now a steady, prosper-
ous man, was Installed as proprietor
nd the St. George Hotel was celebrated
far and near, as providing the cholces:
refreshment for jts guests.

Mr. Dow also built a fine residence ay
tuo Cove, and thither he removed with
bis mother taking Tom Kinmon and his
wife to ghare the comforts of the new
home. Robert Kinmon 18 steadily ris-
inr in the estecrn of Deacon Ray. and
bids fair to be head clerk {n the storo
befors many years. The Kinmon glrls
are-both teacking in the yillage. Mau.

and his labours have been
crowned with auccess. There bus been
& radicsl chapge in the man, and he
grows swecter as he grows older. He
loves Mr. Strong as a son, and this love
{s reclprosated. Mr Strong finds the
old ex-minluter a tower of strengih and
wisdom.

Deacon Chapman and his wife are both
dead, and John Chapman carries on hla
father's farm, His brothor's sad ex-
perience sobered him, and by the grace
of Qod he changed his course, and bes
came o Christian man, Charllo Chap-
man, Peter MacDuff, and Joo Chase, after
serving their time (n the Houss of Cor-
rection, Wept to sea, and have not been
heard from since,

Doctor Slocum has bocome a belpleas

paraly His o!
invited dicease, and ho is a fretful old
man, a burden to his fricnds and a curso
to himself. Ho sowed to the flesh, and
he now reaps corruption.

Deacon Ray is also an old man. The
trosts of nearly throescore years have
whitencd his lJocks, but his heart iz as
young, and his face as full of sunshine
as ever. So oughbt the Christian to grow
old.  Advancing years should bring him
ihe fresuness of perpetual youth. Leave
10g the worthless rubbish of the past,
ho 1s privileged to stand on tho heights
of God and to breatho tho atrs of im-
mortality. He, of all others, can aing
at the close of lfe,

**Say not good-night, but In somo
brighter clime
Bld me good-morning.”

Mr. Strong has recelved many flatter-
ing calls from larger parishes during his
stay [n Fajrport, but as yot he has sald

No” to them all. He loves his peopls
with a peculiar love, and they dearly
Idolize thelr pastor, His son Frazk I3
in Dartmouth, and r. Strong fondly
hopes that his steps may be turned to-
ward the ministry. Mrs, Strong longs
to Sourney toward the land of the saiting
sun, wiere her kindred abide, A small,
but wealthy parish in the heart of the
great West has sought Mr. Strong, as a
postor, several times. If thelr offer I3
agaln renewed, 2nd the indlcations point
that way, he will probably leave Falr-
port. Ho fecls that his work here is
ione, and that a change would be desir-
able for both pastor and people.

And 20 we leave them, one angd ail, to
wake up their appointed tasks and do
thelr appointed work  Wo fain would
inger about these firesides, and follow
.hesg Iives on to thelr completion, but
the sun s setting. Its rays slant upon
.he earth, and the shadows lengthen.
fhank God, they all point toward the
noraing.

Unto the dawn of that new morning,
anto the light ok that perfeci day, Chris-

tan workers, * Go Forward.”

The End.

Little Things.

It you'se work to do, boys,

Do it with a will;

Trose who reach the top, boys,

First must climb the hill.

When you learned to read, you first
1ad to master the alphabet.

Rome was not bullt 1= a day " First
atlure often leads to thc greatest suc-
csses.

Though you stumble oft, boys,

Never be downeast,

Try and try egain boys,

You'll succeed at last.

Many a grown man and woman have
.cen brought into the ranks of temper-
ace a3 the result of tha temperance re-
itatlons of boys and glris.

Every word in advocacy of our prin-
iples bas {ts possibiiities of good

Every little sced gown has a chance of
a rich harvest

We are sowing, over sowins,
good or
Io the lives of thoss around us—

‘We are plantiog what we will



