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THE leak in the church

A TRUE STORY.
Johnnie Carr was a bright, pleasant 

boyand a general favourite in the town 
where he lived. His parents loved 
him very much, but, like other boys, 
he had his faults.

One was, reluctant obedience. He 
always intended to obey his father and 
mother, but wanted to do it in his 
own time and his own way.

Ope Saturday afternoon he was 
sent to the store for oil. His mother 
said :

“ Go straight there, Johnnie, and 
don’t stop anywhere.”

Johnnie promised, but on his way 
he met Nicholas Barnes, called, for 
short, “ Nick.” He was a new boy in 
town, and had several times made a 
great deal of trouble for his folks. 
Johnnie had promised not to have 
anything to do with Nick.

But Nick had met Johnnie a few 
days before, and offered him some 
candy. Johnnie took it, saying to 
himself : “ Nick is not so bad as some 
people think.”

This time Nick met him as if he 
had been an old friend, asking, 
“ Where you going ?”

“ Store for oil,” replied Johnnie.
“How much money you got ?”
Johnnie showed a bright piece of 

silver.
“ All that for oil ?” asked Nick.
“Yes."
“ No change back ? Not a red, 

Johnnie I”
“Not a red,” answered Johnnie.
Nick thought a moment, then began 

to talk of something very different.
“ When we going to have some 

chocolate creams ?”
Johnnie's mouth watered, for he 

was very fond of that kind of confec 
tionery. He sighed as he said : “ Dun 
no, money is scarce down our way.”

They were now nearing the church
“ Let’s sit down here on the ‘ Old 

South ’ steps and talk it over,” said 
Nick. “ Let’s see, I treated on choco­
lates last time ; now its your turn.”

Johnnie had no thought of that 
when he accepted half the contents of 
the candy bag ! For the first time n 
dawned upon him that Nick would 
expect him to return the compliment. 
He said : “ I dun no when it’ll be, 
Nick. IVs sold one of his horses 
cause he was short for money ; he’s 
going to make one do all the work, so

don t think I’ll get much spending 
money this summer.”

Suddenly a queer look came over
, 8 face. He spoke quickly but in 

» low tone. J
‘‘You just keep still a minute, 

Johnnie, I’ll tell you something.”
He dashed away without giving any 

formation. Johnnie kept “ still,”
Hart; 6 7aa ,^re^ H ; and was about 
ne»* f°r store when Nick ap- 

very much excited.
some i. k® 8aid» “ we can have
wme chocolates to-day.”

How so?”
when\C!!meiuint<? my head just now 
into the 66 od 8ext°n going down 
left the 5hraveiyard’" 8aid Nick- “ He’s
unlockeS UrC> Tn’ the cellar door'8 
of w, ’ a°d *kere 9 a whole barrel

wrosene in there I”
mind hi. flaabed aP°n Johnnie's 

018 face grew very red. Nick

did not seem to notice this, and went 
on :

“ Let’s fill the can ; who’ll know 
the difference ? I gness two quarts of 
oil won’t kill nobody.”

Johnnie was greatly shocked, but 
before he could speak Nick disappeared 
with the can. When he returned it 
was full. He passed it to Johnnie, 
who shrank back.

“ I can't take the oil, Nick ; it don’t 
belong to me. It’s stealing.”

“ Stealing ? Oh, no,” said Nick, 
slowly. “ Now you look here ; this 
oil belongs to the parish, and your pa 
is one of them. So you see a part of 
this oil is his’n.”

He stopped suddenly with a look of 
fright the old sexton was returning. 
Evidently Nick thought his argument 
would not convince him, for he.„ said, 
hurriedly :

“ It won’t do for us to hang around 
here any longer ; he’ll know the whole 
thing. Let’s hide the can and have 
some fun up town.”

As they went, Nick, seeing that 
Johnnie did not feel right about it, 
said :

“ The * South church ’ folks are 
rich as mud. An old fellow died here 
once, and left them piles of money to 
run things with. So this oil don’t 
come ont o’ them. It won’t hurt 
them to give us a little once in a 
while, as long as they got a whole 
barrel. If the sexton don’t lock up 
the oil cellar I’m going to fill mother’s 
can.”

By this time the boys had arrived 
at the store. Soon their pockets were 
full of chocolates. Johnnie did not 
enjoy them as much as usual ; he 
began to feel sick. This was soon 
explained away by the bad boy. He 
said some of the oil on their hands got 
on the candy, and he was feeling very 
much the same ; which was some 
comfort.

That night Johnnie was very ill, 
and tossed sleepless in his little bed. 
Somehow he did not want to call his 
mother, neither did he feel like saying 
his prayers. He was not alarmed at 
his sickness, for what Nick had said 
about the oil seemed reasonable. Often 
he turned his pillow and closed his 
eyes, saying :

“ Of course, everybody knows kero­
sene oil and chocolate creams won’t 
mix !”

But this did not appease his stomach 
or his conscience, and give sleep. He 
longed to return the oil ; but this he 
could not do without being found out 
He thought it would be j ust as well 
to put its value into the contribution 
box as soon as he could earn it. He 
half resolved to tell his mother all, but 
something held him back. He de­
cided to confess to her when he had 
paid for the oil.

After such a miserable night and the 
pleadings of conscience, one might 
suppose that Johnnie would never 
have been tempted again. His in­
tentions were good ; but Nick’s influ­
ence was bad ; having taken the first 
step in wrong-doing, the second and 
third were easier.

The boys filled their cans again and 
again, bat one day they filled them 
for the last time, for, as they 
knelt before the great barrel, a heavy 
band was laid upon them, and they 
were both in disgrace.

That night Nick disappeared and 
was never seen again ; but Johnnie 
had to come before the Parish Com­
mittee. The church people heard the

story, and it was on the lips of all 
the school children. Johnnie felt the 
disgrace keenly, and to be called 
‘ oily ” at school seemed more than he 
could bear.

Not long after, Johnnie’s parents 
removed to another place ; but Johnnie 
learned a lesson he never forgot. If 
he had obeyed his mother’s command 
on that Saturday afternoon, he would 
not have been tempted to sin, and the 
South Church would never have had

leak in its oil.—N. Y. Observer,

An Obstinate Case.—“ In the spring 
of '83 I was nearly dead, as everybody 
around my neighborhood knows. My 
trouble was caused by obstinate constipa­
tion. One bottle of Burdock Blood 
Bitters curet^me entirely.” This state­
ment is made by Walter Stinson, of 
Gorrie, Out.

THE LITTLE PEOPLE.

A dreary place would be this earth, 
Were there no little people in it ; <

The song of life would lose its mirth, 
Were there no children to begin it ;

No little forms, like buds to grow,
And make the admiring heart sur­

render ;
No little bands on breast and brow,

To keep the thrilling love-chords ten­
der.

The sterner souls would grow more stern 
Unfeeling nature more inhuman,

And man a stoic coldness turn,
And woman would be less than woman

Life’s song, indeed, would lose its charm, 
Were there no babies to begin it,

A doleful place this world would be, 
Were there no little people in it,

A Cure for Drunkenness, opium, 
morphine, chloral, tobacco, and other 
kindred habits. The medicine may be 
given in tea or coffee without the 
knowledge of the person taking it, if 
so desired. Send 6c. in stamps, for 
book and testimonials from those who 
have been cured. Address M. V. 
Lubou, 47 Wellington St. East, Tor­
onto, Out. Cat this out for future re­
ference. When writing mention this 
paper.

—A kind little thought, an un­
selfish little act, a cheery little 
word, are so sweet and comfortable 
that no one can fail to teel their 
beauty and love the giver, no 
matter how small they are. Mothers 
do a deal of this sort of thing, 
unseen, unthanked, but felt and 
remembered long afterward, and 
never lost, for this is the simple 
magic that binds hearts together, 
and makes home happy.

—One good mother is worth a 
hundred schoolmasters. In the 
home she is the load-stone of all 
hearts and loadstar to all eyes. 
Christianity should be taught at 
the mother’s knee ; it is seldom 
really taught elsewhere save in 
the school of suffering.

A Fair Proposition.—There could be 
no offer more fair than that of the pro­
prietors of Hagyard’e Yellow Oil, who 
have long offered to refund every cent 
expended for that remedy if it fails to give 
satisfaction on fair trial for rheumatism, 
neuralgia, sore throat and all painful com 
plaints.
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*4KlHc
POWDER
Absolutely Pure,

This powder never vanes. A marvel of purity
oonomioalstrength and wholeeomeness. More economic 

than the ordinary kinds, and cannot be sold in 
oompetlon with the multitude of low test, short 

t, alum or phosphate powders. Sold only 
Royal Baking Powdbb Co. 106 Wall 8s

N. Ï

SELLING
OFF!

We are selling “ Dry Goods ” at much 
lower prices than you can bay " Wet 
Goods,” as our whole stock mast be 
cleared out within sixty days. Petley 
and Petley.

Fancy Goods and small wares selling 
at 40o. on the dollar at Petleys*.

Millinery, Flowers, Feathers, etc., 
selling at 40). on the dollar at Petleye’.

Ladies’ and Children’s Mantles selling 
at 50). on the dollar at Petleys’.

Silks, Velvets and Satins selling at SOo. 
on the dollar at Petleys’.

Dress Goods and Mourning Goods 
selling at 00c. on the dollar at Petleys.’

Hosiery, Gloves, and Corsets selling 
at 60). on the dollar at Petleys’.

Blankets, Flannels, and Woollens’sell- 
ing at 70). on the dollar at Petleys’- 

Table Linens, Towels, and Napkins 
selling at 70). on the dollar at Petleys*.

Cottons, Sheetings, and lace curtains 
selling at 80). on the foliar at Petleys*.

Carpets, Floor Oilcloths, etc., selling 
at 80). on the dollar at Petleys*.

Men’s and Boys* Overcoats and Win­
ter Suits selling at about half price at 
Petleys*,

This is no hmnbng or advertising 
dodge, bat a genuine Clearing Sale, 
which a visit to onr stores will prove.

Petley & Petley,
128 to 132 KING ST. E.,,

Opposite the Market,
TOROlSrTO

Quick Relief.—“ One bottle of Hag 
yard’s Pector 1 Balsam cured me of a 
sore throat and loss of voice. One trial 
relieved me when all pther medicine 
failed,” says Miss J. McLeod, Belfountain, 
Ont.


