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The Your Big Brooms.
BY MARY BAILING STRERT.

* Oh, mother, why does the big wind blow,
And rattle the window-pane ?

It I close my eyes to sleep just go,
It wakes mo up again;

1t I hide my head beneath the spread,
You speak so soft and low

That I cannot hear what you have sald,
Oh, why does the big wind blow ?*

" Let us play, my darling, a merry play,
The winds are four big brooms,

That sweep the world on a windy day,
As Mary sweeps our rooms.

The south wind 18 the parlour brush,
That sweeps in a quiet way,

But the north wind comes with roar and

rush

On the world-wide sweeping day.

* Like Mary sweeping the halls and stalrs
Is the work of the good west hooom,
And the sweetest odours, the softest alrs,

Float vver the world's wide room.
But to-night tho broom from the cast is
here,
And with it comes the rain,
Like John when he brushes the porch,
my dear,
And hoses the window-pane.”

The little boy laughed and cuddled close
In his varm and downy bed,

*1 hear the broom and I hear the hose,
And I like them both,” he sald.

And so, though the rain may pelt away,
And the big wind loudly roar,

He remembers the wide world’s swecep-

ing day,
Ard thinks of the big brooms four,
~—Youth's Companlion.

Slaying the Dragon.

BY MRS. D. 0. CLARK.

CHAPTER 1.

THE DRAGON STALKS ABROAD.

Fairport-by-the-Sea was a veritable
garden of Eden., Every gardea of Eden
has its serpent. Fairport was no ox-
ception; and although in every sense of
the word an earthly paradise, the trafl
of the serpent was visible to even the
most casual observer. The curse of this
village was the Aaypole Tavern. When
this nuisance sprang into existence it
wag dignified by the name of restaurant,
and for a time its true nature was hid-
den. But all disguises had long ago
been discarded, and the Maypole ap-
peared in its real character, a drinking
and gambling place. Sad to relate, the
place continued to be well patronized.

When times were bard and mouney
scarce, Landlord Merton's business con-
tinued brisk, and his coffers were rapldly
filling with the price of men's souls.
His best customers were the fishermen.
Fairport was a seaport town, and g part
of the community was composed of sail-
ors and filshermen. In the spring and
summer large numbers of these men went
out in fishing vessels for a longer cr
shorter cruise, ag the case might be. In
the wintcr the majority of them remained
at home and spent time and money at
the Maypole, loafing about.the fire and
spinning long yarns,

There was Rast Dow, an industrious
mechanic when he brought his wife
Phoebe from her English home and set-
tled In Fairport. Three happy years
passed, and then came the terrible war-
fare with the dragon intemperance. The
Maypole sprang into exiatence, and from
that time Dow was a cbanged man. He
frequented the tavern dafly, neglected
his work, aid was diecharged by his em-
ployers. He became a fisherman, and
hired a poor cottage at the Cove for his
family. His son Jamie inherited a love
for liquor, and young manhood found
him a drunkard. The case of Erastus
Dow serves as an illustration of the
havoc which the tavern made among the
fishermen. There were Peter MacDuft,
Tom Kinmon, Tyler Matthews, Tom Bar-
ton, and a host-of others following hard
{n the same downward path, It is no
wonder that the fishermen’s wives hated
Landlord Merton and cursed his terrible
trafiic, = .

Opposite the Maypole, and in striking
contrast to it in its aims, was a smail
church which had Jong been struggling
for existence. It was small in numbers,
poor financially, and wholly under the
influence of one man, Judge Seabury.
He was Judze of the Supreme Court at
Salem, and was a wealthy, aristocratic
man. He owned all that part of the
village of Fairport occupled by the fisher-
mesn and their familics, and he was a
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man who used hla power with iren hand
He did not consider the people at the
Cove worth any attention, and was op-
posed to having schools established for
thelr benefit.

“What can youn teach such animals ¥
he asked contemptuously, when good
Deacon Ray pleaded with him to assist,
pecunlarily in ssach an onterprise.  The,
fishermen hated the man, but dared not
speak agalnst him outside, knowing he,
had the power to turn them out of doors
Moreover, they were nnxtuus to be em-
ployed by him when he fitted vut ex-
peditions to the Banks, or the Bay of,
St. Lawrence, or the West Indies, which
he frequently did. {

Tue Judge was not a member of the
church, but of the parish, and this
method of church polity, which has
proved disastrous in go many country
churches, wrought evil in the church at
Falrpurt.  The Judgoe dictated, and the
church submitted. It anything was done
contrary to his wishes, he threatened to
witbdraw his support. He had settled |
his bruther-in-law, the Reverend Phlneas.
Felton, over this little church, partly be-
cause he wished the reins in his own
hands, and partly because the reverend
gentleman was a man after his own
heart.

Mr. Felton was a type of a glass of
ministers not uncommon fifty years ago
He imbibed the social tendencies of his
English ancestors, and enjoyed a glass of
wino as thoroughly as did his kinsman,
Judgo Seabury. Indeed, when the tem-
perance question began to be agitated,
he declared the movement to be a speci-
men of ** bald fanaticism,” and the propa-
gators “ lunatics.” He considered it to
be an infringement upon his moral
liberty. It was dictating ns to what he,
in matters of conscience, should do—~a
right which be, at least, would not yleld
to any man or class of men, He there-
fore held his position with the same
dogged tenacity with which he held the
five points of Calvinism, and boldly de-
nounced total abstinence as a subterfuge
of the arch-enemy, and the pledge sys-
tem a8 & llbel on ona's manliness and
strength of character.

To be sure, he deplored the fact that
the Maypole attracted so much patronage,
and pitied thcse who Wwere so weak
morally that they could not drink just
enough and no more, DBut he made
no attempt to battle against this rapldly
growlng evil of intemperance, and dis-
missed the subject with the words, “Men
will not always make fools of them-
selves. They will learn moderation from
experience.” Such was the pastor of the
fittle church in Fairport-by-the-Sea, a
church which had stood for a score of
years, opposite the Maypole, baving a
name to live, and yet dead. And such
briefly was the soclal condition of Fair-
port, at the time our story begins.

It was a cold November night. The
wind howled through the leafiess branches
of the trees, and chilled man and beast
with its fcy breath. Ever and anon a
fresh gust brought with it a mixture of
snow and rain. ‘The roar of the break-
ers could be heard distinctly above the
howling of the wind. Altogether it was
a desolate night., The lights in the old
Maypole looked very inviting as they
sent welcome rays far out into the dark-
ness. .

*“ We shall have business enough to-
night,” chuckled the landlord, as he
looked out of the window, at the same
time rubting his palms together with
evident satisfaction. *Look here, Joln!"
adiiressing his nephew, who stood smok-
fnz a cigar, “put a lamp in every win-
dow which faces' the street, and spread
the curtairs, that all who pass may see
the good cheer which old Maypole can
give. Ha, ha! the mice are beginning
to fall into the trap,”” he muttered, as he
went forward to meet a half-dozen rough
fishermen who were starting for their
komes at the Cove, but could not get by
the Maypole without making an informal
call,

* Give us some grog, Quick! We're
almost frozen,” called out Rast Dow.
“ We've got & good two mlles tc walk in
this sleet. Fill her up to the brim,” he
cried. Several times he drained the
glass, with the rapidity of an old toper.
It was not long before the effects of the
draught became apparent.

“Long live the Maypole!" he cried
noisily. *I tell you, boys, I feel & good
deal more like s spinnin’ wheel nor I did
before."”

Loud Iaughter greeted Rosi's speech.

‘“ QGuess you're pretty we.. set up!”

“ Don't blieve you'll ever get ter the
Cove ter night !

“The old fool don't know when ter
stop drinkin’}”

Such wers the remarks which came
from the group of men who had accom-
panied Rast. The drunken man seemed

to realize the fo_rce of thelr words, rqr.

stralghtening hiarelf. and buttoning his
coat with trembling fingers. le staggercd
toward the door. :

* G-Guess I'll go now an' see what the !
o-0li woman's up ter. Jesa lkeo's not |
eh-ghe'l lock me out, or s-set the young !
rageal t-ter play some t-t-tricks on hlt’
old dad,*” i

With this attempt at Joking,"he turned X
tu go. But the wily landlord &1 not’
care to havo his gnme slip through hia’
flugers su casily.  He had designs on the !
ruwd of fishermen before him. tie
kaew they had toat morning disposed »f
a luad of fish, and he had reason to sus-
pect that the money was in thelr pockets
Once get the party drunk, and the rest
could bo managed without difficulty

" Youre not golng home so early, are
you, Rast ? Phoebe won't cara about
your staying a while longer, it ysu don’t
break orders again. Boys,"” he x'umcd.l
a8 Rast lifted the door Iatch, “ hero is n
specimen worth lookingz at--a man tlcd,
to his wife's apron atrings Ha! hn“
Has to mind Phoetic ! Ha, ha ' 1

These stinging rds, together with
the shout which ..s0 from the nolsy
crowd, took lmmediate effect. ‘Turning
upon his persecutor, Rast crled, ** Who
eays I'm tied to my wife's apron strings ?
Let him say It agaln, it he daro !

‘“Let him alone, Cap'n,” growled Tom
Kinmon, a burly fisherman, who had
been a silent spectator ot this gide show.
‘' What d'yer want to mad the crazy
coot fur ? He'll mako things llvely fur
ye ef ye git him started. Rast, old fel-
low, ye'ro all right ef yo keep cool. Mer-
ton’s only chafiln’. But ye're got enough
drink inside ye fur one night”

“ Guess I-I Xnow wh-when I've go-got
enuff,” gtamracred Rast, leaving his post
by thu door, and going with unsteady
steps toward the bar. *1'll dare ye ter
shake fur drinks, 'ferton !

The landlord ac:epted this challenge,
and produced the dice.

*That Merton,” muttered ‘fom Kin
mon, ‘‘ meuns ter git all the money from
this crowd. He sha’n't git any more of
mine then I'm willin’ he should. 'Taint
my business to look after Rast or his
money, He's in fur it, now. Phoebe
‘Il never see a cent fur this week's work.
The Cap’n’s an old thief !

“What did you order ?*” safd Merton.
*I thought I heard you say something.”

“Umph!” replied the fisherman. *“Give
me a glass of gin-sling, and mind ye,
Cap'n, ye needpn’t bring me the kind ye
bulldozed Rast with. Ye give me the
best, or I'll teach ye the one lesson of
ye'er life. Ye'ro the curse of Fairport,1
and ye know it, and we know {t, but wa're
fools enuff to come here snd drink ye'er
pison. But our money isn't all yers, and
ye'vo no right to fleece us as ye do. And
mind ye, et ye try yer cranks on me ye'll
ketch 1t.”

The iandlord cowered before the plain
words of the old salt, and ordered his
nephew, John Merton, to wait on Tom.
Kinmon was not a man to be trified with,
as the inmates of the tavern well knew.
He rarely got drunk, although he was a
regular customer at the Maypole. Tom
drank his potion leisurely, then placing
his glass on the counter, stood watching
the different groups ot card players.

‘While the landlord, who had enticed
Rast to play, was busy with the game,
his nephew quietly emptied the contents
of the till into his own pocket, and stole
into the outer darkness.

The bell in the church steeple struck
the hour of midnight. The chimes rang
out slowly and solemnly, still the old
tavern echoed with shouts, oaths, and
drunken revelry. At last there came &
sound upon the night wind which startled
the noigy crowd into sllence and blanched
the faces of the debauchees. An agoniz-
Ing shriek rose on the air. Again and
again it sounded in the ears of the
affrighted crowd. ,Hurrying feet came
up the steps. The door was flung open,
and on the threshold stood Phoebe Dow,
her face white as death and her long
black hair hanging loosely about ber
shoulders. Her great anguish had driven
her cut in the storm to seek her husband.
There she stood, looking wildly around,
but uttering no word.

Rast Dow sprang to his feet, sobered
by the sudden spectacle.

“What is the matter, Phoebe " he
cried.  * Ye look as though ye had goue
clean daft. Out with it, girl!”

“*My boy, my Jamlie!’ shrieked the
woman. “This ix all I've got letl of
him,” holding out a sheet of paper on
which was some writing. ‘“He's run
away to sea. I shall never ses him
agaizi My boy! my boy! Curse tue
Maypole tavern ! Curse you and yours I
she cried, polnting her finger to the
frightened landlord, * You tempted my
boy to drink when yon knew his weak-
ness for it. You have ruined my hus-
band, body &nd soul. You have robbed

i

me of all 1 held Cear in life. If there be

a Cod may he aveage my wrongs
specdtly * With therse aordg Phoebe
{ell to the floor senscless

(To be continued))

CIGARBTTES,

The incrcasing u+o uf cigarettes by the
youth uf Canaua 18 ant a hopelut sign or
an omen of healthy, robust manhmwd tn
coming gencrations, Very young boys,
and, 1t is sald, girls too, are b ogming
subject to the smoking habit, and the
bhght 1s on budy and mind.  Wo have
on our statete books A law prohibiting
the sale of cigareties to mipors. Pate
ents, school-teachers and law  officera
should take an intercst in knuwing that
it 18 enforced.

A paragraph froin a Japan paper wid
show what enlightened sentiment in the
far [Sast is propusing concerpiog sauug
smokers. - The tireatened i far
chedking the vico ot twbacce smeking
among the young has actuauy been intro
duccd in the House of Represeniavives.
Its fatroducer 1s Mr, Nemoto Shoe, an tu-
fluentinl member, and its provisions are
that if any person of less than fuarteen
years of age is found smoking tolaceo,
the ‘appurtcnances’ of the simoker shall
be conftreated, and, in the event of a
sccond offence, or of continucd smoking
after warning, a fine of from 10 men to
1 yen may be impesed.  Dealers witting-
ly sellinz tobacco In any form !0 young
persons shall bo linble to tho same
penalty.”

Wo may add to the above a description
given In The Gooil Health Magazine for
October of the ** snipe-shooters * of Chl-
eago,  Theilr work 18 totimately cone
nected with tho cigaretto industry, and
Is to gather up the castaway stubs of
cigarettes gnd cigars. It is thelr busi-
nesy to gather at least three pounds of
stubs a day, for which they receive some-
thing to eat ancd miserable Joigings, It
Is estimated that there are picked up
dafly from the fiith of tho streets of Chi-
cago, by boys working under one man,
twelve hundred pounds of cigar stuba, to
be re-made into clgarettes. David Paul-
gon, M.D., {8 the authority for this state-
ment.—Guardian,

—

The Sparrow’s fong.

I'm only a little sparrow,
A bird of low degree;
My llfe is ot little value,
But the dear Lord cares for me.

He gives me a coat of feathers;
It I8 very plain, I know,

Without a speck of crimson—
For it was not made for show.

But it keeps me warm in winter,
And it shields me from the raln;

Were it bordered with gold and purple,
Perhaps it would make me vain.

And now the spriugtime cometh,
1 will build me a little nest,
With many a chirp of pleasure,

In the spot 1 like the best.

I have no barn or storchouse,
I neither sow nor reap;

God gives me & sparrow’s portion,
And never a seed to keep.

it my meat is sometimes scanty,
Clean picking makes it sweet;

1 bave always enough to feed mo,
And life is more than meat.

1 know there are mmany sparrows-——
All ove. the world they are found—
But our heavenly Father knoweth
When one of them falls to tho ground

The Johnstown flood was repeated on a
smaller scale at Austin, Texas, April 7,
when the accumulations of sixty hours
of terrific rainfall in the headwaters of
the Colorado river swept away tho huge
dam in Austin, and let loose the contents
of & reservoir thirty miles long, hialf a
mide wide and sixty feet deep. It is
thought that nearly fifty lives were lost.
The property damage will reach $2,000,-

My friend, have you heard of the town
of No-good, on the banks of the river
Slow, where the Somsatime-or-other
scents the air and tho soft Go-easys
grow 2 It lies In the province of Leter-
slide; that tired feeliug is native there;
it’s the bome of the reckless Idontcare,
where the Giveltups ablde. The town
is as old as the humzn race, and it grows
with the flight of years; it is wrapped in
the fog of the i{dler's dreams; its streets
sre paved with discarded schemes and
are sprinkled with useless tears.
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