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What Rum Will Do.

RS,M Wwill scorch and scar the brain ;
uer: will mad the heart with pain ;
ad will bloat the flesh with fire,

lnternal thirst inspire.

R‘;m will clothe with rags your back,
o ¢ you walk a crooked track ;
An dnge your meat to naked bones,
to wrath your gentle tones.

Rgm will rob the head of sense;
um will rob the purse of pence ;
31 will rob the mouth of food,
0d the soul of heavenly good.

Rum the . :

- geols with men will fill
Ahn:i the dunggon's gloomy cell ; ’
Amf!'se! passion’s deadly hate,

pours its curses o’er the State.

R';ril the Christian’s love will cool,
inde}]lgqu break the Golden Rule;
Ang is soul in error’s bands,
to evil turn his hands.

CACTI

BRE is somothing weird about cacti,

ang ! 1
su,.,.;'l};ey _seem peculiarly adapted to ther
ndings, As a rule, they frequent

de,
W s::: Places-—rearing their strange shapes
tall o, almost no animal life exists. The
ang thc!“ are the sentinels of the desert,
to ev;'"’e in a burning heat that is deadly
Vilit.o:y other form of vegetation. ~The
by 4 to Arizona or California is attracted
Ovey; e8e giants, and often at night or as
angd p, approaches they present a weird
li:.le..y'““.l appearance rising out of 8
‘qu-, “th Curiously enough, this
homg :! y inhospitable cactus forms the
m, several birds. One species often
ang thu dmyet_i where a branch breaks off,
thig 5 1 hollow interior is laid open ; into
%0 |3y, makes its way, and the hollow is
Othey ed with bits of grass, feathers and
time dm“t?l‘lal, in which the. eggs are in
r eposited and a family of young birds
defon, protected by a most remarkable
e of spines and needles.
to birgy of the cacti afford similar protection
i t;. In Southern California, especial-
akes © San Gabriel Valley, a little bird
ranch, & bag-like nest among the leaves or
od €8 of a cactus. The opening is con-
While L}?n‘_i approached by a small platform,
Ses o interior is lined with the softest
young f:n@ down from seeds. There the
euemieg_mlly is safe from hawks and other
\ n:g of the cacti have a great indirect
Nurge value ; thus the cochineal insect
eloure-d-m a species of Opuntia. In
bug grg i‘;&lltles vast plantations of this eac-
Ing i1 ept up for the sole purpose of rear-
o slmfxect for the trade, and are known
lan tga eries. In one, over fifty thousand
eq iC&n be seen covered with the richly-
Oact; Dsect known to science as Coccus
“—Californian Magazine.

HOW MOLLIE LED HIM.

Miss Winerow, I do wigh that I
Taygt ‘%p someone to be a Christian !
Noy, » 08, beautiful ; but I never shall, I
Prp: haﬂd Mollie sighed despondently.
)Y not 3 asked Miss Winslow. -
Soulq ¥, because I couldn’t. I never
to he) 8ay anything, and what could Ido
“1 l()l anyone that way?”
of 44 1° Mot know, Mollie. Perhaps none
:lgl . Gow just which acts of oux: may
ait e can only do ‘ye pext thynge’
It mi“llg; and leavye theyre’éults to ngm.
‘We we should help all others more
foge °‘° ht less of doin
Wiy being found faith

them and
wail an great
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CACTI.

u think Christ would want
Mollie, and I
d that you

to do just as yol
you to de in everything,
feol sure some day you will fin

have helped someone.”
« Mollie’s merry face was unwontedly

grave as she Dbade her Sunday-school
teacher good-bye and went her own way
alone. There were so many she wanted to
help—her brother Tom particularly. She
knew mamma and papa Wwere anxious
about him ; he was beginning to like to go
down the street evenings, and be round
with fellows they did not like. O if she
could only help him! But she couldn’t;
he would never pay any attention to her,

she knew. .
«“Well,” she thought rather sadly, “if
do as

1 ¢ het 1 will try to
L anne e aid, though I think she s

mistaken. I could not possibly help any-
one that way.”
Just behind

was Ton. o
¢ wonder what the midget is thinking

of,” he said to himself. ‘“She looks as
sober as a deacon. Something to do with
the silver cross business, I presume. It
won’t last long probably ; still, the little
puss is s0 sweeb and earnest about it now,
that it makes me feel ashained of myself.
I shouldn't like to have mother or her
hear the boys talk sometimes, " and Tom
sighed more gloomily than Mollie had.

She had very little idea how closely her
brother was watching her; she never
dreamed Jha& he ;sav:h fhflalr eﬂ'%rtn to (}:
every little duty faithfully. o was
tha kischan appiss” whes she put

Mollie, unknown to her,

the oatmeal pail up only half clean, because
she was in a hurry to get out with Annie
Smith. He gave a little low whistle when
he saw her hesitate, and then take it out
and wash it clean. He knew in some way
that she gave up going on a little picnic
with the girls because she found mamma
had planned to go away that day, and
could not unless she stayed at home with
Robby.

One afternoon when Tom and Mollie
happened to be at home alone, Will and
Clara Marshall, who lived across the
street, came over to call. Will was at
home from the city on his vacation, and
}]):_.)bh Tom and Mollie felt rather in awe of

im.

¢ Tell you what it is,” hesaid, presently,
‘‘let’s have a game of cards to pass away
the time. Play, don’t you, Tom ?”

Tom coloured and hesitated.

¢ I-—know how a little,” he said.

“All right! Come on, Mollie! -We
can show vou how in a trice. T've some
cards in my pocket.”

Poor little Mollie! How her heart
beat, and how she did wish that they had
not wanted her to play. For one instant
she hesitated. What harm could it do to
play just once? Will would be sure to
make fun of her if she did not, and it was
so hard for her to be laughed at. Then
she remembered her talk with Miss Wins-
low. She was to do everything just as
she thought Christ would have her. That
gettled it. He would never have her do
what she knew mamma would disapprove.

“T'm sorry, but I can’t play cards,
Will,” she said, bravely. *‘Mamma does
not like them.”

Will looked up with a half laugh, but
Tom stopped him.

“It is so, Will, and I ought to have
been man enough to have said so myself ;
but if my little sister will brace me up,
T'll try to be more courageous hereafter.”

1 say, Mollie,” said Tom when they
were alone, ‘I want to try with you.
Couldn’t you take hold of my hands and
help a fellow along a little §”

«Q Tom!” sobbed Mollie. ‘I am 8o
glad, but I couldn’t help you. I would if
I could.”

“\Vell, you have, and just keep on,
please,” answered Tom rather huskily.
i You have made me ashamed of myself
fortyﬁmes aday. I haven’t been just the
kind of fellow I ought to be lately, but
Tl turn over & new leaf if I can.”

«T'm so thankful,” said Mollie again ;
«put, Tom, you must ask God to help
you, won't you?”

«Yes,” whispered Tom, as he kissed
Mollie and then ran off upstairs to his
own room.

<O Miss Winslow,” said Mollie next
Sunday, ‘‘it don't seem possible, but Tom
says 1did really help him just by trying
to do everything, even the little bits of
things, faithfully, as you said. He says
he wouldn’t have paid any attention if I
had tried to talk to him ; but he watched
me, and those things made him think I
was really in earnest, and now he is try-
ing. Oh, I just can’t tell you how happy
T am ! "—Zion’s Herald.
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HOW MUCH FOR GOD.

A oty missionary in Boston met a
prominent business man on the streets who
stopped him, saying: ‘I looked over my
cash accounts and found this entry, ‘pug
terrier, $10," and in the next line, ‘gity
Missions, §5." I haven't felt quite easy
about the matter ever since, and hence give
you $56 more.” It is well to review our per-

sonal expenditures and consid o
ey ‘Iﬁimda:d. or bow thoy




