Selections.
THE SILVER PIECES.

The silver picces were surely hot
in the tratod’s burming hand;

But oh! the agony they had wrought,
Can we ever understand ?

‘I'he rabbis look on their dupe'’s remorse
With a Gallio's list ess mood,

And judge ummeet for the sacred purse,
That feartul price of blood.

There are preces of silver, small and great,
With » traitor's vecovd still,
‘I'ransferred to the Church collection plate
From the drynkard-m ker's till.
Are the modern rublus all too blind,
In thetr cringing gratitude,
‘The rust of a cankerinyg curse to find
On the price of human blood ?

Not all the art of & sophist plea
Cun hallow the harvest gan
From the field of & drunkard’s destiny,
Where his offsprings glean in vain;
'[hs judged in the all (uscerning light ;
"T1s woighed in the scales of God:
Who elaims to stand in his Maker's sight
With the reeking prico of blood ?

And what though the liquor magnate raise
A church in the city square,

And his name 'mid a flattering halo blaze
Un a gorgeous table thero:

Yet a stifled groan 1 its every stohe
Would challenge the pious fraud :

And the pealing bell i its throbbings tell
A story of tears and blood.

A Judas-Memorial burying place,
Or a vanlt inscribed 1o Cun,
Hud surely conte with a fitter grace
From the ruin of soul and bran !
When the sand based towers shall totter
and sink
[n the dread o’erwhelming flood,
Woe ! woe to the fatiric reared in drink
With its horded price of blowd !

O when shall this cruel barter cease
Of the bodies and souls of men ;

And the welcome year of a glad release
To the captives came; ) when—

Each man 10 Lis brother proving true
In the faith and fear of tiod,

And a love that grows in the nearer view
Of the Saviour's priceless blood ?
--W. Maxwell in *lrish  League

Jowrnal.

BILLY’S SEA SECRET.

Ny ISABKL MALOE HAMILL,

* llow's the child, "Lz

| don't see us he’s any better; i
doctor don't say much except keep him
warm and give himm plenty of nourish-
ment."”

The man who had asked the question
sat down with o gloomy look on his face
and atared mto the tire. Theroom was
comfortless ; what furniure remained
had evidently seen better day«, and there
was an absence of care and an untidiness
aLout the place which betoliened sys-
tematic neglect on the part ot the house
wife,

*1t’s the sea as he wants, but he'll
uever get it; same as th'other one us
died m b’ orspital.  Childer all dies as
lives 1n thus Greenwood's Court,”

“ Who says as Billy won't get to the
sea? It ‘ud look better of you, 'Liza, 1f
you suid less and «id a bit more,” and
as he spoke Wilham Jennings gave a
comprehensive glance ut the general
aspect ot the desolate, dirty room. It
was enough ; the woman turned on him
hike a fury, arms akimbo, as she faceu
him, her eyes gleaming dangerously,

*You dure say one word to me, Bill!
yoU as drinhs th' n.oney as ought to buy
Billy the things as he needs, You as
comes home so drunk as Billy ludes
hisselt away from you; You as has made
me what [ am!  Was any house cleaner
than ours when we was first warried ?
It Billy hes, 1ts you, lus futher, as has
killed him.”

A faint cry of pain was heard from the
adjomung room, at whicii the expression
on both angry taces altered in & moment
to one of tenderness, and the woman’s
voice ceased.

* Hold your tongue, and get out th’
way ; I'll see what th' little chap wants,”
said the man roughly, but not unkindly.

It was & pathetic sight that met the
father's eye when he gently opened the
door of the room in which his only cluld
lay. Un an old sofa, which did Jduty for
a bed, propped up by pillows, was a boy
of six or seven yeurs ot age, Ihis little
thin hands were lying idly on the coun
terpane, on which wus a wooden horse,
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and one or two other broken toys, But,
oh ! how beautiful, in spite of illness, he
wus. liyes of a blue that painters love to
pant : fair hair that caught the gleams
of sunii:ht in itz cur’s, and a smile that
those who saw never forgot.

“Oh! Father! U'm glad you've coma;
I'va had such a nasty dream,” and the
tar head nestled confidingly against the
workman’s rough, corduroy coat.

“ Have you, Billy ? ‘l'ell me, you ain't
afraid of me, ura you, kiddy?” And
there was an anxicty in the tone the
child was quick to detect. Ile looked
up smilingly and answered :

“No, dad, I'm never afraid of you, I
loves you 80 big, only—only,"—and the
childish voice sank to a whisper, “1 like
to bo in bed, or under the table, when
you've been at those nasty Red Lions
and Black Bears, ‘cause then Billy thinks
father's a bit ashamed, and he'd rather
not see Billy till he's his dear old sell,
that's all. 1 ain't afraid of you, 1 runs
away causeo | thinks vou'd rather | did,
don’t you see?"” with some anxiety in
his tone.

Dear child! The innocent subterfuge
of trying to make himselt believe that he
was not afraid of lis own father, and
explaining the reasons of what might be
thought fear, brought a lump into the
big man's throat, and there was a sus-
picious moisture in his eyes as he looked
at his boy. No, Billy was not afraid of
him now, ouly when— «Curse it.”" he
muttered, under lus breath.

“ Rilly, would you like to go to the
sen?”

l The child, weak 2s he was, almost
jumped out of bed, and exclauned,
"+ And see the big, wlite horses rushing
Lup to the people amd then rushing back,
inml sobbing hke and m-ooing,” and he
made a low sort of mournful noise,  +Oh,
tather ! it would be like heaven, would’nt
it?"
! “1 don't kunow about that, exactly;
'gettin' on, [ duresay.”
Silence for a moment or two, during
| which time William Jennings mado a
: great and holy resolve. [le never could
|1ell, when speaking of 1t afterwards,
| whether he prayed or not; he only
Tknew that a greant sweeping desire
' passed over him to give up the dnnk,
imul that in some unconscious way he
cried, ¢ Oh, God, I will!" and God hear:l
| that faint, faroft’ cry.
t

© Kvery puin and cvery fear, every

tdoubt, ts « cry after God.
vmother refuses to go to her child be-
[canse he is only crying, not calling
| frer by nome !

Isays one uf God's present day saints.
, George Macdonald,

“ Billy, should we have a sacret?”

“Oh. yes, lather, do let's; just you
and me.”

i % What shall it be about—the sea?"”
: The enild clapped his hands in glee.
“Ye-, the sea! the seal”

** I'hat I’il put a bit of money under
your mattress every Saturday, and in a
(few week's time we'll Jook if there's
enough to take vou to the sea.”

*“Oh, tather ! but where will the money
come from 2" and the little pinched face
looked woefully anxious,

* Daddy'll see ; don't you fret.”

‘The boy put hisarms around the man's
neck, and whispered, but what Buly
whispered is another secret,

From that day there was a change in
c Wilham Jonnings. At ftirst his wife
i thought he must be ill, and could not
| understand it, but when nt the end of
'the week he gave lier twanty-tive shill-
Imgs in<tead of the ten or twelve, as he
frequently did, she burst into tears.

* Nay, lass, you maun't do that, better
days is in store for you and th* kid, I'm
hoping.”

At hearing the unusual kindly tone of
voice, Eliza's tears flowed faster, and
she murmured through them,

“Then Billy'll get to th’ sea,and—hve
Oh, Bill! it seemns as if we was in a new
country- I'm so happy.”

Poor woman! The relief from the
long pent-up agony about her child, the
fear lest she should see him die before
hier eyes, as two before him had done,
seemed tao much, and she could hardly
restrain her emation.

Billy's eyes danced with joy when the
first half crown was stowed away in a
little black bag under the old mattress.

“Dad's and my ‘sea secret'; wo are
proud, ain't we, dad,” he said, “and
yowll go right on now, and never stop
saving till there's enougix for us all three
to go, 'cause I shouldn't enjoy it if you
and mother wasn't there too.”

What |

Whenever Willinm Jennings felt the, piar,

terrible craving for beer, and the temp-!
tation to have a glnss proved well nigh
overwhelming, he heard tha voice of ins
child saying, “ You'll go right on now
and never stop,” and the poor fellow
would struggle against the ewil, and
his way ask QGod to help him.
L] . . ¥ .

It was o red letter day in Greenwood's
Court when Walliam Jdennings took his
wifo and boy to the sen -ide. T'he neigh-
bors could hardly believe their eyes us
they watched the three sally forth, Billy’
(m an mvalid chair) laughing and saying
he'd be walking when he came bace |
Eliza in a new bonnet and jacket, happ.-
ness beaming in every line of her tace;
end, lastly, William, in a noew bowler
and brown tweed coat and trousers.
I'rue, the cut was not the newest, and a
critical observer might have said they
were too large, but William, and I-Jliza,l
wha had been with him the night l)cforo\
to buy them, had pronounced them
“fine, a bit ot real good stufl”; there-
fore it mattered nothing to anybady else. ;

A happier trio nover spent a week at l
the sea, and Billy gained strongth rapid. |
ly. It was u proud day for him when he
waltked slowly from his chair up the
garden walk, und the father and mother,
seemyg the gool the salt breezes were
doing him, talked over a little plan which -
they propounded to Billy with some
trepidation, namely, that he should stay
on alone for another three wecks at a
home for delicate children. At first he
demurred strongly to heing left, but
after a visit to the place he consented.

* Father would havo heen (lremllulI
disappointed it you hadun’t, Billy, 'cause
he's going to suve all the money ho used
to spend in that hovrid beer for you to
stay here a bit, so as to get quite strong
and well,” his mother told him on the
day they were leaving.

If Greenwood's Court had rejoiced
when Billy went away, it rejoiced tar
‘more the day he returned walking, Ins
|cheeks rosy as an apple, and his blue
eyes bright with health and joy. The.
fact is, Mrs., Jennings, of No. 3 Green.|
wood’s Court, teld an impromtu © At|
Home,” and if the guests came 1n some- !
what soiled dresses, and hair not dressed |
in the latest fa-hion, what mattered it ?
They all rejoiced over Billy's recovery,
and” that was enough for the happy |
mother. Billy, rejoicing in the newly
found use of hi< liumbs, was sent to the
nearest confectioner’s for a quartern ol!
| tea and some cakes. Whilst the kettle!
was boiling Mrs. Jennings took the op '
portunity of telling her fitends “as how
it was all the money Bill had saved from !
drink, and she hoped as lus examplo|
would be a help to ’em all. We're so;
happy ourselves,” she continued, “W(,!
want to help everyone else on to the:
same road."” i

Subdued murmurs of applause from |
che company, and, as Biily just then|
returned laden with the cakes and tea,
and the kettle boiled, Mrs. Jennings left
hier words to simmer. [t was a grand
¢ At Home,"” at which each one drank:
out of her own cup (Eliza Jennmgs’
supply of crockery not being equal to!
i the occasion), and Billy handed the:
cnkes round with the grace of a cnur\.'\e\',l
and on taking then departure cach guest
declared “it were a deal sizht better nor .
sitting in a pub. drinking your senses|
away.”

Billy never looked baclz after his;
month at the sea, and, better still, s}
futher nover looked back in a spirituall
and moral sense,and though his son iy
now a young man of nineteen or twenty,
whenever either father or son want to
Isave anytlung towards some specinl
obliject, they always laugh and say, * We
must have a sea secret.— Allinnce News.

OUR YOUNG SOLDIERS.

Field Marshal lLord Wolseley, lately |
addressed the boys of the Duke of York's
school.  After impressing on them to join
the service with 4 strict determination to
adhere to temperance principles, he said ;|
+¢ Personally,” 1 should preler thst youn
should become total abstainers ‘The
curse of our army and our race is drink,
and those who are teetotalers have a great
advantage over those whoare not.” Such
advice as this coming from the command.
er-in-chief, when publicly addressing a
number of lads, who will one dav hold
responsible positions in her majesty’s
army, should have weight with our civihan
population, justly proud of the courage
and patience displayed in the protacted
campaign 1n South Africa,.— Royal Tem.

BACK AGAIN
THE FAMOUS

“BLACK

KNIGHT’

REV. J. H, HECTOR

has returned to
Canada for a
lecture tour and
is now open to
engagemen:s.

Applications for
terms and dates
should be made to

F.S. SPENCE,
52 Confederation Life Bldg.,
TORONTO, CAN.

Read the following specimen
cxtracts from newspaper opinions
of this MARVELLGUS MAN,

CANADIAN.

His speech was irresistible in its
earnestness and pathos, — Toronto
Globe.

A powerful address, full of humor
and sanctified comion sense.  London
Advertiser.

A veritable outburst of true spirited,
natural eloquence, horn of & devoted
patriotisin. —Charlottetown Guardian.

Succeeded without any apparent
difficulty in keeping his andience in
roars of leughter. —Toronto World.

The large assemblage was inspired,
amused, thrilled and caused to weep
in almostuison. -Montreal Witnuess,

ENGLISH.

The embodiment of ai! that is best in
his race—humorous, solemn, elojquent.
and pathetic. —South Wales Argus,

His inimitable drollery, mixed with
the truest wisdom, completely took
the gathering by storm.—Christian
\World.

Such an amount of hearty, healthy,
wit-provoked laughter we have never
heard hefore in one and a half hours,
Methodist Times.

A sparkling speaker, full of fire and
dramatic action, and carries his audi-
ence along in a very tornado of elo-
quence. —Templar Watchword.



