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The Japaness Boy.
BY R. L. GRANY.

A lttle 1ad, a Japanese,
Far oft in old Japan ;

An army boy with task assigned,
To pour out army winhe.

1t vas on the occaslon of
A cereinony rare,

When wine as a Hbatlon flowed,
A heathen ctistom there.

70 hilm It was repulsive work,
For he had vowed to be,
A staunch abstatner from the drink
That catises misery.
His father had a victim béen.
Through drinking * sake ** had dled.
And hie, his mother's only boy,
Was fofced to ledve her side.

He promnised hér hé’'d never touch
The 8rul-destroying cup.

Anhi on that day whef all {mbdibed
He would not touch a drap.

The Generdl-in-Chief observed
The littlo lad todk none,

Ana told hifti he must weary be,
To drink as 411 had dohe.

The boy fefused to take a dranght
Though urged to, for hig Realth ;

He wotlld hot breﬂft his word ifie sorhie,
For honotir, fathe ot Wwealth.

He gald hy did not care for wine,
And did not wigh to drihk,

And felt that he was free to act,
Not do as others think.

He did hot fear to d'sobey
The dignitary hich.

Though he mighi at the chleXs command,
Be called for it to dle.

‘The General was vexed to sec¢
‘The lad's persistent coursc,

'That he twuld dare to risk his wrath,
And sald with angry force :

“ Well, if you'll not doas 1 say,
You hever can become
A soldler, for they must obey,
What | command i3 done.”
An officer of lower rank,
Was standing near and Heard
The conversation, noted well
Each firmly spoken word.

He asked him how he dared to be,
So insudbordinate.
‘itat with his sword he'd throst him
through,
A well-deserving fate.
\Wath tearful eyes the boy declared
He could not drink th~ :ine,
For {ear he should a dru  ard grotv,
Therefore he must decline.

And that his promise he would keep
While Ged his life should spare,
‘that he would never, never drink,
Nor in its revels share,

And said a soeldier was not bound
Such orders to cb-y.

His country needed sober men,
To be the country's stay.

That he could keep bis word and serve
His countrr none the less,

And spare his widowed mother grief,
And undeserved distress ;

That ho could better wierld o sword
‘With unbeclouded brain,

\Would be a better soldier {ar
By letting reason rcign.

Thelr héarts relented when they satv
Hig quickly falling tears.

They saw the man in him portrayeaq,
Bfiive in the comine yests.

2 His firm re<olve and honest words

Cotimanded thelr respett,

B And never after was he known

R To suffer from neglect.

§ \nd in the army l& Y8came

B\ trusted officer,

= Who névér quatléd befdrdé a foe,

4 No danger could deter.

g \Whtle hig exampie served to check
4 ‘Tho drinking custom rife,

% lespected and dbeloved, men soufht
M To Imitate his lifc.

% Oh boys, resolve that you will do

B That which you know & right.

Be upright and b~ fearless teo.
Your 1jves will then be bright ;

Yield not to those who would allure
You {n the paths 6t sth : )
Make up your minds. God télptag v8u,
You'll never walk thereln.

Richmond HIIL

OLD MARTYN'S CHILDREN:

The House on the Hill
By Florence Yaroood.

CHAPTER 1X.

Tiny's father prajyod very earnestly
that his manv sins might be ull blotted
out for Ch:ist 8 sake, and that he migbt
have strength given him to resist strong
arink.

* 1 could never do it alone, 1iny,” said
he, when they rose, * but, with Christ's
help, | teel that 1 can.”

“1 am 8o glad, so glad !” said Tiny,
Joyously ; * if you don't spend any money
fu drink we can soon have some new
chairs ; these ure so dreadfully old and
rickety that they zan’t last much longer.
And who knows but what some day we
might afford a rocking-chatr, liko the
one I suw at the house on the hill "

“That we will, dear,” said her father.
* We'll have lots of nice, comfortable
th'ngs before a year goes by, I'l hire a
carpenter to fix up the house, or elso we'll
buy a better one somowhere. Ob, it's a
shame the way I've wasted my money
and neglected my family ! and his eyes
filled with tears.

* Being sorry s all that we can do,”
sald Tiny, thoughtfully. * We can't go
back and begin over agali ; the only
thing we can do is to try very hard to do
just what i3 right in the future.”

‘ Yes,” sai@ he, “1 bave mdde a miser-
able fallure of living ; but I shall do the
best I can with the rest of life that {s
given me. I promised your dear mother
that I would meet her in heaven, and, God
helping me, 1 will.”

The pext day, towards nigbt, Ernest
was sent on an errand down to the town,
go he slipped in to see how Tihy was
getting along.

“Where's father ? sald he;
drinking, as usual, 1 suppose.”

“No, he isn't " said Tiny. “Ie has
promised never to drink again; and he
is going to save his money, and we are
going to have a carpenter here to fix the
house up, or else we will buy a belter
one ; and we are going to have some new
<hairs, and a real rocking-chair {”

Poor little 'Tiny ! Lier idea of luxuries
consisted in possessing a rocking-chair.

Ernest sighed deeply, and shook his
head, as ho replied: *“ He can't do f{t,
Tiny ! he can't let drink alone !’

*Yes, he can.” said Tiny, with deciston,
* for he has asked Jesus to help him.”

“ Did he ?” said Ernest. * Well, the:.
that makes all the difference. Father 18
very weak, but Jesus is strong, and if he
depends on His swrength I have great
hopes that he will conquer.”

“ People can do anything {if they just
depend on Jesus to help them.” said Tiny.

* That night, after you went away, Mr.
and Mrs. Har ton had a long talk to-
gether, and .ue next morning they told
me that they, too. had decided to live for
Christ ; and they read the Bible and have
prayer,” said Ernest.

*1 am so glad,” said Tiny. " 1am sure
they must b~ so glad, too, io know that
they are ready, no matter what happens !~

“Yes. they don't seem like the same
people. thev are so changed : but that
Roy—he’s real dad ! he sits and smiles
a hitle, and curls his lip up when his
father reads the Bible, and he don't seem
to want to be geod at all.”

“ I hope he will change. and try to do
dust what fg right,” safd Tiny.

* Yes.” said Ernest, T hope so. Well,
I must hurry back with these nails ; what
a grand thing {t will be {f father really
comes homa sober to-nizht ? 1 hope he
does.” and Ernest hurried up the hill to-
wards Mrs. Hampton's.

“of?

. - - . . .

‘The winter and spring slipped quickly
away, without ansthing of particiiar In-
terest happening, aave that Tilly's iather
kept his word and remalred sober :ahd
industrious ; and thelr shabbf hotne was
being rapldly transformed ihtd a teat,
tidv one, botH ontside and in.

The warm wedther came <tith its Hoft,
delicious breczes, its cpening flowdrs and
sunshiny days.

Erncst still wotked at Mr. Hampton's,
although his father told him tha’ he
might return to school if bz wishdl bat

be Mked bis place voty much, anod he de-
vided to work there during tbe summer,
and by winter he could go back tc school,
an.) have money envugh saved up to buy
a jot of now boOkS.

oy Hampton wae still very recklees,
and spent a good dcal of his time in the
bar-rooms, with low, rough soclety.

One sununer evening Ernest found his
fittle reom so warm that he lifted tho
window up very high, apd left 1t that way

all nizht
In the middle of the aight he heard
voices direc'ly under his  window

Ernest crept notsolessly to the window
and lstened ; and, although they talked
in a very low volce, ho managed to guther
enough of their conversation to know that
they were robbers. He was about to
glnrm the household, when suddenly tae
ront door below opened, and to his grest
gurprise, Roy Hampton came out and
Joined the burglars.

“I've got the money.” sald he, in a low
voice. **Now, I'm to have haif of it, and
you are to have the other half. I'm
bound to have some spending monoy,
some way, and this {s ono way of getting
’Lh

* Yes,” sald one of the men, ** and you
are to go back to Led and not give the
alarm until after wo've been gone an
hour: I'll risk them catchlng us then.
You see we shoulder all the blame, and
you get half of the profits.”

Ernest listened breathlessly to this con-
versation, wondering all the time what
he had better do to alarm the houschold
1t was {mpossidble to reach Mr. Hampton's
room without going down the front stairs,
and the men would cce him.

There was a low verandah directly un-

er Erne-t's window, so he noiselessly
stenpred out on it.

Blowly, &teaitlily, ué crept along, not
knowing every nioment but what the men
would sc¢ h.m and perhaps shoot him.
At length ho reached the edgo ; he was
withinh arm’'s length of the men now.
Ons of the men had taken the half of the
tnoney Rouy had given him, and placed
it in a Jong pocket book. which he still
held In his hand.

“ We'll divide thia between us after we
get away {rom here,” safd he to his com-
rade.

** All right.” replied the other.

They were about to turn hurriedly
away, when Ernest's small hand Jjust
above them suddenly reached out and
grasped the pocket-book out of the bur-
Elar's hand, which so frightened the men
that they ran to the road. and jumping on
thelr horses, galloped away as fast as
possible, while Ernest crept back to his
room with the money safely in his hand.

CHAPTER X.

The two robbers were very much
frightencd. but Roy Hampton was muck
mare so

He crept back to his room. shaking and
trembling in every limb with fear. He
did not know whose hand had snatched
the pocket-bzok. but he fully expected
that it would all come to light in the
morning. His own part in the robbery
wqu}l 2150 be toid, and he shuddered to
think what the consequences mivht be.

He could not sleep or rest : his head
%as so hot he did not know what to do :
and when morning came his parents
heard him moaning, and, entering the
room, they fo'ind him burning with fever,
and unconscious.

“1 did take the meney. father. said
he, “and gave it to these horrid men !
I am very sorry : do forgive :ne. pleaso !

“ ¥What mon«¥, my boy ?" asked Mr.
Hampton, kindly.

But Roy's mind was wandering too
much to .nswer questions directly. so he
talked fn a confused way for a while. and
then he =gaid :

“ Those wicked men ' I met them first
in the salosn, and they set me up to get
them some money out of the house, and
they would give moe half of it. 1 was
dete:mined to have some money to spend
as 1 p'eas>d. and I thought I could get it
in -h t way, and throw all the blame on
them a%d you would never know but
what they got all of it. But they didn’t
g£et 1t for some one out on the verandah
snftthed It awa? from them : I think it
was Ernegt ; ask him to tell you nbont
1t. Pleas? forglte me; I'm so sorry '
Oh. fear ' iny head arhes 80 ™ and the
;gimﬂhg boy to2ted and moaned with

n.

Mr. Hampton went and looked where

he slwars kept bis money. and fouvnd §t

goae ; but on looking eround the rootn
tie found the purse 1ylng ot tho dresser
Then Lo went to Ernest and asked him
to tell =hat ke knew about it. * Toil me
all.”” gald ho; ~ don't shield my pour doy
any ; 1 seo by his wandering Eﬂk that he
{8 in the wrong, in some way

“1 did not intend to speak unless I hao
to, for Ruy's sake,” rald Erneat, slowly.
“ bt stnes he has told you a part. |
supp so 1 must tel) you the rest,” and he
told him all he knew gt what had hap-

ued the previous night.

Pl You are a bravé boy.” sald Mr. Hamp-
ton, when he had finished. “ I'll teward
you for that, soma day. 8inece the men
did not get any of tho monby, we wiil,
for poor Roy's sake, koep the afrair quiet,
and say nothing abodt 1  He I8 avi-
dently sorry and | hopo this wiiil be a
lastinug lesson to him.”

For three long weecks Rory Hampton
tossed and moeaneéd with fever, and they
had but littie hopes of hia recovory, But
at last ho took a change for the better,
and slowly bosan to creep back to Mo
agaln

“1 have been vory near death, and 1
was not ready for it,” sald he, one day,
when he was eglowly recovering. but
still very weak and {1l

* 1 want t0 be ready after this, will you
tell me tho way 7" aald be to his parents;
and theyv knelt down and prayed for their
boy, and Rov praved {or himsoif, and his
heart was fille! with joy and peace in de-
llesing tn Jesus,

When he got able to be about again, he
was a changed boy In every senso of tho
word.

Ho no longer lojtered around the sa-
loons, wasting his time, and throwling his
young Ilfe away. He took an iIntercst.
and waaz 1eady to lend a helping band.
in every good work, and grew up %o bo a
noble. useful iman, alwara lstting his
lirht shine thnt otkers might seo It and
glotify his Father in heaten.

What a grand thing It is to see & young
life (onsccrated to the Master's service !
—to walk hooceforth only in paths of His
choosing ; to ltvo only for his glory ¢

Dear, boys, if you want to bo manly,
8ive your young life up to Jesus. You
will receive rich rewards just in this lifo,
even, and In tho great hereafter. oternal
lite, full of foy and ungncakable glory,

Jesuasgald: ~Iam the way, the truth,
and the Nfe. If any man follow me he
shn:‘l Eot walk in darkness ®

! osoesver bLelieveth on
W:;lk in darkness.” me shall not

3rsutiful promises are theso ! Ha
aod sufe 13 the heart that trustcthw;:
them !

There 1s much more to tell ahont B
and Tiny Martyn, but I must stop m‘.’“

It would do you good to step into Tiny's
Reat itle home, and see how many com-
forts. and even luxuries, they now have.
It te, Indecd, a pretty home—n picture of
neatness outs de and {o.

I made g vast differenco when the
father quit leaving ii3 darnings at the
tavern, and brought them home to be
spent for the interests of the family.

He hired a house-keeper, and Tiny had
the chanee she had so longed for to attend
school regularly, and obtain a good edu-
cation

Ernest, too, spent 2 number of ears at
colirie and his ~herished dreanf o!'sbz-
coming highly educated was realized,

Many happy days were spent by Tiny
at the house on the hill, ahd when. a fow
years after, her father died. Mr. ané Mra.
Hamuton coaxed her to live with them
and fll). in a manner, the place thelr own
iittle girl would have fled, had she lved.

My little story is now told, and, ag 1!
lay down the pen, the carnest desire of
my heart is tLat all the dear boys and
Rirls who read it may give their bearts to
Jesus and live for his srlory.

If you walt until late In Ife to grek
2im, you wil} deeply regrot §t.

it 18 a sad thing te have to look back
over a misspent ife.

“ God pity the one, who, leoking back,
Sees no frult on lfe's beaten track :
Nothing but leaves at the set of sun H
Notbing but leaves when the day is done.”

In the monrning of lifa may you givo
your hearts to the blessed Mastor.,

THE END.

To-morrow you have no business with.
You steal {f you touch tn-morrow It is
God's. Every day haz in it enough to
:(:epi o“;:rly m'afnw’oemg:od, without eopn-

ning himse th the thiiigs
ik g8 that le




