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she answered. ‘‘How do you know the
Sunday-school does not ‘need you? Have
you ever been there to see?”’

*You knowIhavenot, mother; but what
could 1 do? I can’t take a class as you
have. I am not old enough to teach.”

*“ You certainly are not, but are you too
old to be taught ¥ Could you not go intoa
class” :

. e made a little grimace and shrugged
his shoulders. His mother answered the
action in words, =~ - -

**Yes, T know it would be rather a change
from dear Mrs. Mason, with your own
companions at school and play as class-
mates, and your attractive room. Old Dea-
con Small is not very well educated and
perhaps not always very interesting, and
the Sunday-school is pretty hot and stufly
in the afternoon, and perhaps there is just
a little fecling that a fellow from the city
cannot learn much from an old country
farmer—" '

Ted laughed heartily. :

‘¢ Stop, mother, do stop. You'rea regu-
lar conjuror. Who told you all that ?”

“T have notb studied one boy from baby-
hood without understanding him a little,
Ted.” '

‘T suppose it was sort of mean to think

An that way, but after all I don’t believe

There would be any good in my going.”
There was a deepening carnestness in
her manner, as Mrs, Rivers, laying her
hand upon the curly head, said gently :
“Ted, dear, I am sure there is work for
you in this place. It may be a very little
onein your cyes, but God does not sec
things as we do, fortunately for us. It
may not be as exciting as waking up
churches or running missionary méetings,
but it may lead to the salvation of human
beings, I have noticed that the village

1 boys have made you a leader among them,

and I wonder how you will use your influ-
ence.” .

“Not much influence, mother. They
think me rather a good player and enjoy
using my new bats and balls.” :

It is more than that. They copy you
in many ways, many more than you think..

reason from the good old deacon, he said
they had been at one time very faithful,
but had gradually drifted away, through
the influence, he feared, of the young boy
who came here in the summer.”

The color flashed into Ted’s face.

¢ Mother,” ho said, indignantly, “I did
try to make them go. Only last Sunday
morning I wanted them to promise me they
would.” :

*“ What did they say ?° .

He laughed awkwardly as he answered,
**To tell you the truth, mother, they had
rather the best of it. They said if I'd go
first they’d sec about it, but I'd better
practise before preaching.”

*“ My case is now complete, Ted, and I
will hand it over-to the jury for a verdict.
Do youneed me to point out your work
more plainly, dear boy ? I think not.”

Mus. Rivers had the rave tact of planting
her seed and leaving it to take root with-
out too much troubling of the ground ; so
after her last words she rose quietly and
wenb into the house, leaving Ted alone on
the porch.

He was lost in thought, and not very
pleasant thought either, judging by his

expression. Ted was struggling with him-
self. e did not want to go to that-Sun-

duy-school, so different from his own,
where a cultured Christian woman met-her
boys each week to give them food for
thought and work. Yet the last wordsshe
had said to him, when the school closed
for the summer, were, * Do not forget you
are a professed and confessed soldier, id-
ward, and be sure your influence is felt for
good wherever you may be.” .

He wished his mother had Iet himalone.
It was always so hot on Sunday afternoons,
and that shady nook by the stream was the
very place to read and doze ; much better
than that stupid old school. He knew.
Deacon Small could not teach him any-
thing,

But hero a new direetion. was given his
thoughts. Was not the old man a soldier
in the same army?  Ilad he not been fight-
ing the good fight many years before Ted
wag cven born? Had he not fought and
conquered temptations Ted was. yeb to
meet, and could he learn nothing from his

experience? ~ Was it right to think meanly

Now, lnst Sunday not one of those larger
-.| boys was in school, and on inquiving. the

of any one’s abilities, when he compared
his own advantages with theirs? -,

~Here the color crept into his face again
and burnt redly, The struggle was nearly
over. He -was reading his orders pretty
plainly now, for u message had gone up
quickly to Headquarters, and oven now the
answer was being received.

‘‘Even Christ pleased nobt himself,” it
said. When herose to his feet he had con-
quered, and although not another word
upon the subject passed between them, his
mother knew that all was well.

The usual Saturday afternoon base-ball
mateh was more than usually exciting, and
it seemed as though the boys would never
be tired of discussing it in every detail.
They were stretched under the trees in all
sorts of lazy attitudes, quite the pick of the
village boys, sturdy young fellows, willing
to acknowledge Ted as their leader, but
quick.to assert their own independence, too.

At the first pause Ted. spoke, and the
sudden change of subject startled many. of
them into activity,. -~

ic BO}"B, bH
school to-morrow.  You fellows told me to
practise first, so that's what I'm going to
do ;- but after that look out, for I'll preach
for all I'm worth.” :

There was silence for some time, then
the oldest boy among them answered him.
‘I like that in you, Ted ; and as it would
look pretty -mean to let a strange fellow go
all alone, I'll join you.”

“Will'you, Joe ? Thank you.” I was
a little put out at the idea of going alone,
but now I'm all right.” -

So on Sunday afterncon Ted. and Joc,
manfully turning their backs on the en-
ticements of shade and books, walked.into
the school and found places. in Deacon
Small's class.” How delighted the old man
wasg, and when, a few minutes later, two
more of the. older boys dropped, half
ashamed, into their old places in the class,
he fairly beamed on them through his
glasses. Ted found himsclf rewarded, for
the lesson was taught with an earnest sim-
plicity that wenthomo to the boyish heart,
and he entirely forgot to beshocked by the

grammatical errors in the homely but sig-:

nificant illustrations. B} .

The boys all promised to come again,
‘and Sunday after Sunday found them in
their places, the band gradually growing
laxger, until the class overflowed its bound-
aries and had to be given a little room all
to itself. One by one those boys came
back, and this time came back to stay, feel-
ing that they were wanted, and really
necessary to the success of the deacon’s
class.

Ted’s part in this work was known to
only a few; his mother, the boys, and,
above all, at Headquarters, from whence
that order had been received and so
promptly obeyed. But, although our
young soidier was not working for thanks,
he felt a throb of joy inhis heart when, in
the spring of the following year, he re-
ceived in his city home n letter from Joe
Peters. ’ _

Most of it was taken up with village
news, and expressed the pleasure the boys
would have in seeing him back again, but
crowded in at the end, boy like, was the
real reason for writing it.

“On Sunday,” Joc wrote, ‘I am going
to unite with our church, and so will Ed,
Dick, and Will. Wae fecl this has come to
us through the Sunday-school and the
deacon’s teaching, but wo none of us forget
that it was‘you that led us-back again, It
scemed-a little thing to you, maybe, but it
meant a lot to us.”

Tit ending for this simple story is that
closing sentence in the village boy’s letter.
—New York Observer. o
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LOSING AND FORGETTING.

‘A .successful business man. said there
were  two things .he learned when he
was eighteen, which were ~ever aftor-
wards of groat use to him, namely ;

"¢ Nover -to 10se anything, and never to

forget anything.” An old lawyer sent him
with an important paper, with cerbain
instructions what to do with it. ¢ But,”
inquired tho young man, ‘‘suppose I lose
it, what shall I do then? **You must
not lose it.” - *‘I don’t mean to,” said the
young man, *‘but suppose I should happen
to?” ¢ But Isay you must not happento ;
I shall make no provision for such.an

occurrehce ; you must not lose it 1’ This

he said, “I'm goingto Sunday-|.

put a néw train of thought in the young
man’s mind, and he found that if he was
determined to do anything, he could.do-it.

He made such.a provision against every
contingency that he never lost anything.

He found this equally true'wbout forgetting.

If a certain matter of importance was to be
remembered, he. pinned it down in his
mind, fastened it there and made it stay.

He used to say, ‘ Whén a man tells me he
forgot to do something,- I tell him he

might as well siy, ‘I do not think enough
of my business to take the trouble to think
of it agdin.’” ‘I once had a young man-
in my employ,” said another gentleman,

‘who deemed 1t suflicient excuse for neg-
lecting any important task to szy, *I for-

got.” T told him that would ndt answer,

If he was sufficiently interested, he would
be careful to remember. ‘It was because
he did not care enough that he forgot. I
drilled him with - this . truth. He worked
for me three years, and during.the last of
the thiee years he was utterly changed in
that respect.”—Selected. ‘
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NEW CLUB RATES. -

The following are the New Crun Rarks
for the MEsSENGER, which are considerably
reduced :

. Leopy...oiiiiiii 8030
10 copies to one address..... 225
20 ¢ 7o o 4 40
5O e e e 10 50
100 ¢ ¢ “o 20 00

Sample package supplied free on applica-
tion .Jonx Dovaary & Sox,
- Publishers, Montreal.
———emna

MonTREAL DATLY WirNess, $3.00 ayear,
post-paid. MoNTREAL WEEKLY WITNESS,
$1.00 a year, post-paid. Jouny DoucaLr
& Sox, Publishers, Montreal, Que.

THE WITNESS.

A Daey ParEr mailed to any address in
Canada and the United States for $3.00a year,
thatcontains thelatest newsand most interesting
reading, valuable market reportsand ceverything
that any person who wants to be kept fully in-
formed of the cvents happening all over tho -
world, cares to know. -

A WEEKLY PAPER mailed to any address for
$1.00 & year, with the world’s news summavized
much interesting reading for the home circle,
valuable hints worth many dollars o year to the
thoughtful, Question and Answer columns by
eminent specialists which are mueh thought or
by subscribers, and a circulation of 34,000 copies,

b

showing its great popularity. N
“CHRIST BEFORE PILATE."

A perfect copy of & picture which was sold by
the artist for $120,000 cash, a single copy being
sent to any subscriber to the Daily ov Weckly
Witness or Messenger for 25 cents in addition
to the subscription prices. .

Send for sample copics of the papers and sub-
scribe for them.

JoRN DOUGALL & SoN,
: Publishers,
Montreal, Quo. |

TEMPERANCE  LITERATURE.

UNION ITAND-BILLS,

Published by the National Woman's Christinn
Temperance Union. Prico $1.30 per thousand,
including postage. .

 FOUR-PAGE TRAGTS,

Published by the National Téxniicmnco Society,
83 per thousand. - .

CHILDREN'S XELUSTRATED  TRACTS, -

Published by the National Temperance Society,
$2.00 por thousand. : .
- UNION LEAFLETS,

Published for the Woman's National Christian
Temperance Union, 2,000 pages for $1.

JOIN DOUGALL & SON,
Montreal.

{2 -
Y ful article for

f# murking linen, books, cards, etc., 25c.
Agents sample, 20c.  Club of six, 81.00.

v EacLeE Stanr Works, New Haven, Conn.

THE NORTHERN MESSENGER is printed and pub-
published every fortnight st Nos, 321 and 323 St. James
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THE PRICE OF A DRINK.
“Five conts a glass!” Doecsanyone think
That this is really the price of a drink?
*Fivo cents a glass,” I heard you say,
“WWhy, that isn’t very much to pay.”
Ah, no, indeed, ’tis a very small sum
You are passing over 'twixt finger and thumb;
And it that were all that you gave away,
It wouldn't be very much to pay,
The pricc of a drink! Let him decide
Who has lost his courage and lost his pride;
And lies n groveling heap of clay,
Not far removed from a beast to-day.
The price of a drink! Let that ono tell
TWho sleeps to-night in & murderer’s cell,
And feels within him tho fires of hell.
Honor and virtue, love and truth,
All the glory and pride of youth,
Hopes of manhood, the wreath of fame,
High endeavor and noble aim. )
These are the treasures thrown away
At the price of  drink, from day to day.
“Fivecents n glass!” Iow Satan laughed,
As over the bar the young man quafled
The beaded wine, for the demon knew
The terrible work that drink wonld do?t’
And before morning the victim lay
With his life-blood swiftly cbbing nway ;
And that was the price he paid, alas!
For the pleasure of taking o social glass.
The pricc of a drink! If you want to know
What some are willing to pay for it, go
Through that wretched tenement over there,
With dingy windows and broken stair, |
Where foul disease, like n \'rimpire crawls
With outstretehed wings o'er the moldy walls.
There poverty dwells with her hungry brood,
Wild-eyed as demons for lack of food 3
There shame, in o corner, crouches low ;
UThero violence deals its cruel blow;
The innocent ones are thus aceursed
To pay the price of another's thivst.
“Tive cenfsa glass!” O, if that wereall,
The sacrifice would, indeed, be small !
Bub the money’s worth is the least amount
Wo pay ; and whoever will keep nceount
Will learn the terrible waste and hlight
That follows the ruinous appetite,
“Fivocenis a glass!” Docs anyone Lthink
That this is really the price of o drink ?
~-Josephine Pollard, in Harper's Bazar.
—_——— ‘
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WHAT ONE BOY DID.
BY MARY M. GROSVENOR. .

¢ This is rather a disappointing book,
mother,” said Ted Rivers, putting it down
with -« little sigh. .

¢ What is the matter with it, Ted. The
author's name is very familiar, and it looks
interesting.” : .

“Oh! it’s all right in that respect, but
you sce in these hooks the boys and girls
do so much it'sa little discouraging, They
go offin the summer and wake up churches,
start hook clubs, run missionary mectings,
allby themselves. Now, you know, mother,
T really do want tolielp. I do not wantto
bo an idle soldier, but what can I do? In
the Arst place our church here is all alive ;
the Sunday-school don’t need me, and I
don’t sce what my work is,” and the boy
lovked up in his mother’s face with a really
troubled expression.

"~ Ted Rivers was only fifteen, but ho had/
been for so many years the constant com-
panion of his widowed mother that he
seemed much older.. He hadlately publicly
enlisted in the army of the Great Captain
and, although a young soldief, he was a
faithful one; full of the desive to be truo
to his colors and obedient to orders. -He
was noue the less boyish for all that, just
as fond of o game, full of fun, and alittle
given to mischief, so his friends had unani-
mously decided that ** religion had made
Ted Rivers a better companion than he
“ever was.” .

Now they had come away from the city
to spend the summer and autumn inalittle
village among the mountains, where Murs,
Rivers had bought a cottage; a quiet,
orderly place, whose people were indus-
trious and indopendent ; among whom, as
Ted said, there really seemed no work for
him to get at. It wason tho cottago poreh
this conversation took place, as Ted snb on
the steps at his mother's feet. Mrs, Rivers
looking down into the handsome, oarnest
face, felt she had great canse for thankful-
ness that her boy so early realized the
Christian profession was not a more empty
title, but a call to earnest, practical work

.for others. .
-+ You aro wrong il ono thing, I think,”
ne : _

st, Montreal, by John Redpath Dougall, of Montreal. .
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