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“Very good, then, I'll try and put up with you. Take the
bill down.”

Tommy thanked Mr. Prindle (such was the grocer’s name) most
warmnly, and speedily did as he was bid.  Then Mr. Prindle calied
him, and delivered the following oration, as was his custom when
he engaged a new boy :—

* Now, my young friend, just listen t)» me, and be very careful
not to forget what you hear. Your wages will be two-and-six a
week, dinner and tea provided.  Your duty, mn the first place, will
be to do what you're tuhl, and never be impudent when you have to
do something you don’t like. Your duty, in the sccond place, is to
keep the shop clean always without being told, and mind you never
have to be tolil that the place is dirty and uatidy. Your duty, in
the third place, is to come here at cight o'clock every morning, and

o home at nine every evening (Sundays excepted ; but on Satur-
gay you must stay till eleven o'clock. Do your duties cheerfully
and willingly, and I'll be your friend. Be slovenly and impudent,
and I'll be your enemy—you understand ; then tidy up the prewmi-
ses” Tommy set to work with right good will, and speedily ac-
complished his task, which was done to his master’s satisfaction,and
he was then packed off with a basket full of goods to deliver at
customers’ houses.

He went home to his mother that evening in very joyful spirits,
and his brightness cheered up the poor widow very considerably.
Hers had been a sad lot, and may be summed up in few words :—
Drinking husband, blighted, impoverished home, rained prospeets,
carly widowhood, deep distress, and poverty She had one boy,
Tommy, and he was “the one link that bound her to carth,” and
made life to her still worth living. Brought up to sce the ill cfieets
and ruining capabilities of the drink, he had carly shunned it, and
learned to detest its very namie ; and it pleased his mother mightily
to see himn building on the solid rock of total abstinence, instead of
on the shifting sands of so-called moderation.

Tommy resumed his duties the next morning with a light heart,
and all the forenoon he worked cheerfuliy, tidied here and there,
put this and that straight,and kept himself busy. Itseems to me that
this keeping yourselves busy is one of the great secrets of succes in
life. Boys, see to it, that you never let yoursclves be idle.  If you
seem not to have anything to do just look round and something will
suggaest itself, and if 1t docs, do it—don't shirk it and think there's
no need to do it yet awhile.

Dinner time came, and Tommy was quite ready to do justice
to the dinner. It was brought out to hiin in the shop, and as soon
as it was deposited at *he end of the counter he went to it. What
was his surprise when he saw standing by the side of his plate a

lass of ale! He turned very red, and by his manner scened
about to catch up the glass and fling it into the street. But his
sense of respeet of his master overruled this outburst, and quictly
pushing the gl&%_bch.ind some packages so that it was quite out of
sight, he ate up his dinner and resumed s is occupation. By-and-byve
Mr. Prindle, having finished his meal, came out of his shop parlour,
and went behind the counter.  Almost the first thing his eye light-
cd on wans Tommy's untouched glass of ale, and he looked rather as-
tonished to sce it there.

“Boy " he called out sharply.

“Yes, sit,” snswered Tomuny, running to his master smartly.

“ Why haven't you drunk your ale, ch? Isent it to youasa
mark of favor because vou've behaved yourself so weli”

“Thank you, sir,” answered Tommy, “ but I never drink ale,
si.”

*Why not t”

“ Beeause I'n a tentotaler, sir”

“Oh! you'rc a tectotaler, are you ?” said Mr. Prindle sarzastic-
ally; “and when did you sign the pledge, may I ask

* Last manth, sir, at the Falcon-street Band of Hope.”

“ Very well, my Jod, now justlook hiere.  Incever deal in tectotal
boys,” said Mr. Prindle; “they're always too clever for me, and
know a great deal too much. If you want to keep the place drink
that glass of ale; if you want to los: it, play the fool and refusc.
I'll give you five minates to make up your mnind.”

It was n knotty point for Vommny to settle.  He did not there
and then refuse to drink it. He had lus way to make in the world,
and he had made a goold Leginuing.  His mother was zlad he had
gt a good situation, and she had urged him to do “all he could ™ to
keep it Would it be doing all he canld to keep it if he refused to
drink that glass of beer 7 He handly thouzht it would! He argucd
with himself in this way )assisted a little by the tempter) for full

-

three minutes out of the five, and then .conscience seemed at last to
be able to get o word in cedgewnys, and it whispered sofily,
“Tommy, you have simel the pledyge! DBe brave and stand your
ground I* "He gave m to conscicnce almost immediately, and then
he remembered that his mother had urged him on all oceasions to
stand his ground and trust in Providence. Before the five minutes
had expired, he stood before his master, and without flinching he
suid to him—

« If you please, sir, I've thought it over, and I can’t drink it.”

Mr. Prindle’s brow darkened and he said, testily, “ Very good
then, you leave at the end of the week. That will do, get on with
yorwork.”

All that afternoon Tommy's heart was sad and sorrowful, yet
there was o proud consciousness of duty done, which prevented him
from giving way wholly to despondency. He was but a boy, and
he naturally felt losing his place 2lmost as soon as he had got it,
very deeply, and in the slack part of the afternoon he did creep
into a corner of the shop an' had a little ery to himself. It re-
lieved his feelings, and he realty did fecl all the better for it. He
was wiping his eyes with the cuff of his jacket when he came away
from his corner, and he did not see the little figure that was watch-
ing bim very intently ; and it was not till a thin, girlish voice
asked, “ Boy, why do you cry ?” that he opened his red cyes, and
saw his master's little dnughter. wh had come out to talk with him,
as she had talked with the other boys when My, Prindle was not in
the shop.

She was an old-fashioned little maiden of six years old ; not a
beautiful child by any means—her eyes were too small, and her
nose and mouth too large for that, but she had a way with her that
was irresistibly attractive, and Mr. Prindle doted on her. She was
an only child, and young as she was she had great influence over
him.

“ Boy,” she asked again, “ why do your cry ?”

Tommy smiled, and said he supposed it was because he couldn’t
help it.

P. I expect you've been naughty, haven't you?” asked the little
0:¢ naively.

“ Well, miss, I don't know whether I have or haven't. I did
what I thought was right.”

“Did you? And what makes you cry then?  You ought not to
fret if you did right.” .

*1 can't 1elp fretting, miss; it scems very hard that directly
T'd cot this place I should have to leave it again. Mother was s0
glad I'd found it, and now I shail have to tell her that I've
lost it again.  She'll be so upset about it, for we're very very poor,
miss.”

* Poor hoy ¥’ said the little girl sympathisingly; « tell me what
you did, will you, and if it's nothing very bad X'l tell father not to
send you away ¥

Tommy very neariy laughed at the remark, and the positive
tone in which little Floren ¢ s.iid it ; so just to satisfy her curiosity
he told the story of the glass of ale aund u few of the reasons why
he had refused to drink 1t

When she had heard him to the end she came close to him,and
said. “ Shake hands with me, boy: I'm o tectotaler too, although I
haven't signed the pledge yet. I like you very much; you're very
brave and good, and I like you better than the good Loys in the
story-books, because you're real. My name's Flo, what is yours "
Tommy told her.

“Tommy's a nice name,” she cent nued.  * And now I must go
in. Don't cry any more, because you sh-m't go away. Good-byc,
Tommy "  And little Flo tripped merrily into the shop parlor, and
left our hero standing gazing after her, wondering very much
whether her words would coare fiue.

My Prindle returned asout half-past four o'clock and found
Tommy quietly dusting all the she ves and cammistars in the shop.
He smd nothing to him, lat after lonking round once or twice, went
straight into the parlor to get his tea

Tommy outside felt very anxious, and wondered whether the
family group round the tea-table were discussing his case; he felt
his cars were burning and he thought probably they were.  And he
was right.  Little Florence lind opened fire upon her father dircetly
he came in, and by degrees she persuaded him to let Townmy speak
up for himself and explain why hie became a tectotaler. Mr. Prindle
had taken a liking to the new boy, there was no doubt about that
and when the child of his hea ¢ pleaded fr him it was no very hard
matter for the grocer t2 accede to her wishes.




