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PUT DOWN THE BRAKES.
(For Recilation.)

JO matter how well the trnck is luid,
N No matter how strong the engine
a is made,
| When you find it running on a downward
: grade
Put down the brakea

It the demon Drink has entered your soul,
And his power is getting beyond your
control .

And dragging you down to a terrible goal,

Put down the brukes.

: ke’n’icmber the adage, “Don't trifle with
S o

16 Temptation, y;m know is always u liar :

If you want to crush out the burning de-

sire,
Put down the brakes

Are you run;xing in debt by living too
fast

11:Do you ook back with sheme on a profit-

less past, -

| And icel that your ruin is coming at last ?

| Put down the brakes.

‘Whether for honour, or knowledge, or gain,
| You aic faet wearing out your body and
]l - brain,
|| Till nature no longer can bear tho strain,
: Put down the brakes,

o

_é K LONGFELLOW'S CHAIR.
'ﬂNSIDE Professor Longfellow's

house is ut ouce an art museum
and a cabinet of relics. Among
the gifts presented io him on his
11.72nd birthday is one very beautiful
1in its design, and singularly touching
M [-in-its history. It is a chair made from
{]:the- wood of the chestnut tree which
g [: overshadowed the old smithy referred
fi[+t0" in  “The Village Biacksmith.”
~From tho wood of this old tree the
schildren of Cambridge procured to be
‘made a stately throne-like chair. “The
.chestnut is atained black; the up-
‘holstering i3 of green loather; the
8l |- carving is something exquisite. It is
-gcostly chair, aud it was purchased
B1{:by the.contributions of the little chil-

-dren of Cambridge—little contribu-
‘tions of little children ranging from
‘one-penny to ten cents. each. All the

1

-tribiited—no child so poor as not to
give its ite. I think no gift eover
‘went to Proféssor Longfellow's heart
a8-this one. He called it his throne
-when pointing out its beauties, He
.bes written 'his thanks to the children
‘in the following beautiful poem :—
I8 Mgrs. H. C. SaNpEess,
Bl | Lakefield.

FROM MY ARM-CHAIR.

- “To the children of Cambridge, who pre-
sented to ue-on my -seventy-sccond -birth.
day, Fooroary 27tb, 1879, this cbair, .1nade
i1 fiimn the wood of thé Village Blacksmith's
~chestuut tree.

:Am I a king that I'should call my own

©  Thuis splendid ebon throne ;

¥ |.Or by what reason, or what right divine,
77 Can'] proclaim it mine?

o

81 |: Gnly, perhaps, by right divine of song
{_.-- 1t may belopg tome ;

I} 1. Unly because tho spreadiog chestnat tree

7 " Ofold was sung by me.

|1'Well I rédneinber it in all its prime,

1.~ When in the summur-time

~The §Bacnt folisge of its branches made-
v, . A cavern of cool shade..

1 Thero by the tblacknmi;h's forge besido the
Bl - - [} reet,

11: . Its blossoms white and sweet,

R {Entiood the bees antiliit scemeéd alive,

By . And-murmured like 8. hive.

~children in the public schools con- |

¢ stop 'er,” and’ ¥ turn *ér astern,” you

‘middle of an excited’ érowd, fighting’

| steamer, and I am gquite .eure;. if you

And when the winds of autuinn witha sbout
Toased its great anus about,
The shining ?hrsgnnh, burstiog from the
sheath,

Dropped to the ground beneath.

And now somefragmentsof its branchea bate,
Shaped as a stately chair,

Haveby my hearthistone found a home at last,
Aud whisper of the past.

The Danish king could n- t in all his pride
Repel the acean tido s

But scated in this obair I can in thyme
Ltoll Lack the tido of time.

I sco again as ono in vision sees,
Tho blossoms and the bees,
And hear the ﬁhildrcn's voices shout and
ca
And the b;own chestnuta fall.

I sce the smithy with its fires oglow,
I hear the bellows bilow,

And the shrill hammers on tho anvil beat
The iron white with heat.

And thus, dear children, bave yemnade for me
This day of jubilee,
And to my more than threescoro years and
ten
Brought back my youth again,

The heart hath its own memory, like the
mind,
And in it aro enshrined
The precious keepaakes, unto wiiuch aro
wrought
Theo giver's i’oving thought.
Only your lova and your remembrance
could
Give hfe to this dead wond,
And make thege brancles, leatless now so
long,
Blossom again in song.

THE CALL-BOY.

Blake if you were to see
him now ; why, I bad to
Jook twice, and then 1
wasn't quite sure.

A few years ago when
he used to turn *cart-
wheels"” along the busy
streets, and staud on his head at street
corners for a hall-penny, he was the
roughest Jittle ruflian that ever upset
an apple-stall or dodged a policeman
round a lamp-post. But now'! why,
ho's a perfect gentleinan—of course I
mean compared with what he was.

1 was walking up to town one
morning, when I first s5aw him in the

like a little madman with & young
crossing-sweeper about his own size,
I never could find oyt what they were:
quarrejling about, but X fancy they
couidn't quite agreo. as to whose pro-
perty -the: crossing was, and so were
trying to settle it in that silly way.
1 helieve the matter was really settled
by policeman-X., whose two wuyes fell
upon them just as I came up, aund
whese two hands followed suit with
very startlipg results,

Jim didn't stop to argue with Mr.
X., not he, but started off Jike a small
express train, lest he shonld find him-
self X-pressed to the wrong station.

The next time I saw bim he-was at
a Boys' Home, with & face as bright
and clean as the dish-covers' that used
to hang above the mantelpiece in my
old grandmother'’s kitchen. You sex,
like.these- old. dish-covers, be-had- been
polished wp a- bit, and though when
they had bim bright and shiny they
didn't hang him up above the mantle-
shelf, they put him in the way of]
beirg quite as useful, for they made
Jim. “callboy” on -board. a river

h?ard~him cglligg ont‘ “@?? )91,’:’

would agreo with mo that tho biggest
dish-cover over yet invented was nover
hall so useful as is Jim Blake.

‘To tell tho truth, Mustor Jim is just
a littlo bit proud of buing * call-boy ”
on a steamer. Why, I fancy some-
tames ho almost thinks hinuself as im-
portant as tho captain himeelf &s ho
shouts out the orders to the engineor
below, and what is botter still the
captain i4 80 plensed with him, that I
heard him say tho other day that ho
would not mind cruising all round the
world with Jim to help him manago
the ship.

The fact is, Jim lknows almost as
well as the captain does, how to ~om-
m«nd o boat. He knows when to
call out “Go on ahead,” without wait-
ing to be told, and do you know ho
told me one dny as he was leaning
ngriust the birnss railings of the engine-
room stops, that somehow it seemed to
him a8 if ho'd got a littla sort of
“csll-boy” inside him, Said he:
“8ir, you wouldn't hardly believe it,
but ag [ was an-walking past somo of
them fino shopa ashoro t'other day, I
see a reg'lar strapping’ pilot coat
a-hangin’ up quite temptin’ like out-
side o sbop, and I ges to myself, I ses,
it's getting a bit cold a.mornings now,
aboard, and there ain’t nobody ‘ud
seo me if I nicked it. You know, sir,
[ ain't one to stop long a-considerin’
about most things, 50 I just heaved up
alongside to haul it in, when this yer
little “call-boy’ inside me, he says,
says he, ¢ Euse ‘er, stop ‘er, turn ’er
astern,’ and X tell yer, sir, it fotched
mo right stmight up perpendickler-
like, and turned me right round, and
then without stoppin’ a moment, thig
yer little chap he ssys, as plain es ever
I said it myself, says he, ‘go on
ahead,’ and X we 1t on ahead, sir. I've
‘been goin’ on a..ead, sir, ever gince,
and ’cept when a:nger's near I don't
mean -to stop going on ahead for any-
ont, and maybe some day I'll be cap-
tain of the smartest steamer afloat.”

Ab, it's wonderful how useful a
good “call-boy” may be, for you sre
what the ‘little ¢“call-boy * inside Jim
Blake did for him.

‘Why, if it bad not been for him,
Jim Blake would have becomo a thief,

think he would ever have held up his
head agaih. How thankful Jim Blake

now is that this little ¢ecall-boy”
‘within him was on the lookout and
-warned him of his danger !

We've all got little ¢ call-bnys”

.somewhere inside our jackets, and the
-way to keep them on the lookout is to

attend to wkai they ssy. If the
engincer-on the steamer paid no atten.

“tion to-Jim Blake, I am quits sure

Master Jin would soon get tired of
calling out to him, aud T am certain
the boat would soon go wrong; and if
we do' not mind what these litile
“call-boys ” inside say, they will very
soon- Jeave off calling, and these little
ships of ours, with which we are travel-
ing upon the sea of life, will very soon
be wrecked and cast away.

Itis a grand thing for us when we
learn in carly hife to listen to the voice
of conscience.

>

Do not wade far ont intp. the
dangerous sea of this world's comfort,
Take the good that God provides yon,
but say of it, “It passeth away, for
indeed it is but s termporary need.”
Never suffer your goods to becoms
your god.~Spurgeon.

and if_he had. become a thief I don't |

WOMEN'S LOVE WREOCKED BY
DRINK.

ABLHE appotito of strong drink in

§ man has spoiled tho life of
more womcn—ruined moro
hopes for thom, scattered moro fortunocs
for them, brought to them morosorrow,
shamo, and hardship—than any other
evil that livea. The country numbors
tons, nuny hundreds, of thousands of
womon whoare widows to-day and sit
in hopeless weedsbecauso their husbands
have been slain by strong drink. Thero
ars thousands of homes scattored over
the land in which wives livo lives of
torture, going through all tho changes
of suffering that lio botweon tho ex-
tremos of fear and despair, because
those whom they love, love wine better
than they do the women they have
sworn to love. Thero mra women by
thousands who dread to bear nt the
door the step that once thrilled thom
with pleasure, becauso that step has
learned to reel under the influcnce of
the eeductive poison. Thero are wo-
wen groaning with pain, whilo we
write these words, from bruiscs and
brutalities inflicted by husbands made
mad by drink. Thero ¢an be no cx-
aggeration in any statement in regard
to this matter, because no human
imagination can create snything worso
Chun the truth, and no pen is capable of
pourtraying the truth. The sorrows
and borrors of a wife with a drunken
busbend, or a mother with o drunken
son aro a8 near the realization of Hell
as can be reached in this world, at
leagt. Tho shame, the indignation, the
sorrow, and the sense of disgrace for
herself and her children, tbo-poverty,
and not unfrequently the beggary, the
fear and the fuot of violence, the
lingering, lifelong struggle and despair

of countless women with drunken hus-

bunds are enough to make all women
curse wine anc. engage unitedly to ap-
pose it overywhere ag the worst enamy
of their sex.

TOINTEREST YOUR SCHOLARS.

ANY of you are Sunday-school

teachors, and it is for you par-
wid ticularly that I would make a
few guggeations.

“Would it not be pleagant and profit-
able to have your scholars spend an
‘evening at yout home once every week,
two weeks, or as you judge would be
advisable$

Am a teacher mysslf, and have tried
this plan for almest a year, finding
that 1t has been a grand success, and
that it has been the means of binding
the affections of teachiers and scholars
together in n manner which could not
otherwise have been accomplished were
it not for those pleasant evenings spent
in each other’s society.

True, we may somectimes incon-
venience ourselves to have them como,
but think of the pleasure it will afford
them, and devote yourself entirely to
them, , -

If they are fond of ‘readings,.hunt
ap vour choice sclections and read'to
them. Ifibeylove music, even thoogh
your knowledge may be limited in
that direction, do the very best you
can.

WREN a rural resort landlord thinks
a city man is putting on t6o many airs,
ho merély says, as ho bands him ths
key tu his room &t night,” “Bo earcful |
to turn ont the gas; don't blow it out,”-
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