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The Two Villages.
BY DANIKL A. rOLING aGkD 15.

1es, this is the town of Benton,
A village that's clean and dry,

There Isn’t a man in the poorhuuse,
And the wages we pay aro high.

How do we bulld our sidewalks ?
How do we buy our lamps ?
\Vhy, man, we had no ridewalks
When tho license was taken from
Ramps.

Tho town was small and scattered,
Ot numbers very fow,

But when we banished whiekey,
We prospered, and Benton grew,

The poople read of our village,

They heard of our temperance home,
And, from the day we yoted,

Our Benton has flourished and grown.

Yes, stranger, that's the secret—
The people of Benton were wiso—
Twas temperance butlt our village,
And caused cur rapid rise,

Yes, this {s tho town or Dayton,
A town where whiskey runs free,
And, though we get tho license,
Weo've walks not fit to see.

Oh, we can’t afford any pavements,
And lamps come very high,

{ wonder how we'd manage
It the town were clean and dry ?

Yes, the place looks rather scedy,
And the streets are pretty old;
But I don't see what's the matter—
For the license 1s paid in gold.

The people come and visit,
But they never come and stay,
They say we're unprogressive,
That business wouldn't pay.

Would you live in the town of Dayton,
Where whiskey and beer are sold;

Or stay in the viilage of Benton,
Where no license is given for gold ?

Eﬁc’s G:og News.

By the Author of *‘ Probable Sons.”

CHAPTER IIL

*“ Hulloo ! little chap! you are look-
ing quite spry ! What have the doctors
been doing to you ?”

Eric's weary wistfulness had indeced
vanished, and there was a suppressed
eagerness and Interest in his expressive
little face. .

He put his little finger to his lips in a
quaint, old-fashiored way as he glanced
at his nurse, then held out his hand to
the captain. Looking up at his strong,
stalwart frame, he sald very winsomely,—

*“ Do you like me, Captain Graham ?

‘“ Who does not, you young fisher 2"

‘“ But do tell me ! are you fond of me?”

Captain Graham laughed heartily as
he gazed down at the boy.

‘“What is coming, Eric? Out with
it! Do you know that i have strolled
dowa on purpose to see you this morn-
ing ? Being one of the most selfish and
lazy of human creatures, that says a
good deal for your attractive power, let
me tell you!”

“T want you,” Eric said softly, as he
stroked the hand he was stiil holding,
“1 want you to lift me out of the car-
riage and carry me to that rock over
there, and let mo sit on your knee, like
father does. Only tell nurse you are
going to do it first, or she will be com-
ing after us, and I want t0 have a quiet
private talk with you !”

It did not take long to carry out this
desirc, and as Captain Graham held the
light little frame in kis strong arms, he
sald,—

** Why, Erlc, a puft of wind would blow
you away !

“1 am not very heavy, am I? Now,
then, you must listen, please—because
my mind seems so very full that I must
talk, I have wanted you so much. You
see, I haven't let nurse see it—she doesn’t
know X have it, and you and I understand
things together, don't we? You don’t
call me discontented and peevish, because
vou feel like it yourself, don't you?
You know what I imean-=you are un-
happy and tired just ke me, and we
want things to be new, instead of old.”

“Jgst 8o, old philosophier! Go
ahead! I'm listening!”

Eric’s eyes gxrew brighter, and the
pink flush deepened on his heeks, as
e drew carefully out of his pocket a
«ttle brown paper parcel.
<lowly he digcloced to Captain Graham's
~muged gare the few pages of tho Test2-
went he had taken home with bim.”

Opentng it; ven ?
Jesus was ‘reccived up into heaven at

“You sald it wap true, Captain ;
Grabam,” the child asserted with an
emplbalt:r nm!t.m" and it is wonderful " |

8 it, my ? Tam giad you have
found {t s0." ¥ & Y ‘

” But, Captain Qraham, have you ever
read {t?  Such a story, and such, oh!
such a good Man! I lovo him. I crled
when I was in bed Jaat night becauso I
dldn’t llve when he dld! Oh! it I only
had ! it T only could have just sren him !
and there §8 such a lot | dont under-
stand, and such a lot I want to ask you
about! Do you know, he could do any-
thing .  Fancy ! ho was going to cross
the sea one dny with some men, and he
was 80 very tired, ho just put his head
down and went fast to sleap, and the
waves got rougher and rougher, and the
water cameo into the boat, and still he
was 80 tired he went on siceplng—und
then the outher snen were so frightened
that they woke him up, and told him he
didn't care for them whether they were
drowned or net, and then what do you
think he did? He just stood up and
looked, and saw the rough waves, and all
the sea trying hard to tip the boat over,
and he told it all to be still at once, and
it was! ‘Wouldn't you ltke to have beuus
there ?  And that isn't all; he Just]
walked va wp of the waves anvther time,
when the other men were all In a boat
by themselves, and there was a storm—
he went to them like that !”

The boy s facec was enthusiastic as he
looked seaward, and stretching out hls|
hand, he snid as 1f to the ocean . No,
one can manage you now, but you have
been made to be stili once, and it was
grand, grand !"

“Your father fs8 right—you would bea
Itttle enthusiast 1{—
paused, but Eric looked up earnestlv.

*Who §s God, Captain Graham ¥-

“My boy, you are gojry Into matters
tuo deep for yuvu—better give me that
book and forget all about it,” and the
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there was a hoaven up there. and 1
asked father what it meant, but he sald
heaven was another word for sky. Oh?
Captain Graham, [ want (o know such a
ot of thiigs—do be quick and tell wme!
And do you think Jesus is still alive ?
Now, to-day ¢ is he ! DBecause, do You
know, it was so wonderfull He was
killed—oh, such & dreadful storv it is!—
1 erled, and I crled, and I cried cbout it,
but I never thought it possible for such
a happy cnd to come, and after he was
burled he came alive again, and 1
shouldn’t like him to dfe agaln. I8 he
alivo to-day ! Was this story written
a very lopg tliue agn ?”

*“You should ask ono question at a
time, my boy. And what an excitable
little mortal it is! Wby, you are
quivering from head to foot! S.ppos
ing we change tho subject. Nothing in
this worid is worth such excltement.”

* But this {s about another world, and
that's what I want to know. 1Is there
another world? And how can we get
to it? And I8 Jesus there? Oh®
Captaln Graham, you might tell me if you
know "

The back of Eric's small hand was
-rushed hastly across his eyes, but 1t
did not hide tno tears already welling
up, and Captain Graham began to realize
that the very depths of the child’'s soul
had been stirred, that this wes no light
matter with him,

“Erte, 1 will tell you what has been
told me, my boy. Now llsten!”

Slowly and haltingly, but gathering
strength from the Intensity of longing
and expectation from the blue cyes' up
ward gaze, Captain Graham told the
child the old, old story. First a few

Captain Grabam , words about the creation, then about sin
| entering the garden, and the plan of ral-

vation, and the future life for each be-
lieving sonl,
The time suun slipped away, and Erics

I nurse soon appeared on the scenc.

“}3OLLOO § LITTLE CHAP!”

captain looked uneasy as he ran his
fingers through the curly golden hair
resting against his shoulder.

“ But I must know—forget it?! us it I
could! And it is all true, I feel it is
true, and you sald it was!”

“Did I? I don't think I did.”

“ Captain Graham, isn’t it true 2"

The startled lovk in the blue eyes, as
they were raised in all trustful inno-
cence to his, stopped the denial already
on the young man's lips. As yot, though
the little faith he possessed had been
nearly extinguished by his wilful accept-
ance of the doubts that had assailed him,
thera was in the depths of his heart the
remembrance of a mother’s faith and
teaching, and of days gone by when he
too had listened to the same old stories
that were now absorbing the interest of
the child on his knee.

*“It will be interesting to watch the
influence of the teaching on him,” he
muttered, adding aloud,—

“Yes:; 1 will not say that it is not
true, Eric, to those who are able to ac-
cept it.”

“Then who is God, Captein Grahawn °
for this Man was his Son.”

“God made the world,” the yuung
man sald reluctantly, “ he made every-
thing you see, aud is still—so peopic say
—ruling over all, though invisible to
mortal eye.”

* And s he alive somewltre ?” asked
tho chiid.

“He wwer can die”

“ Where is he 2"

“ He is supposed to be everywhere."

“1 don't understand—where i3 hea-
Up in the sky ¢ Becauss it srrs

tha right hand of God’ ; 2ad I heard some

one say once that it was & good thing

“I am sure it is very kind of the
gentleman to be troubled with you, Mas-
ter Eric. It's rarely, sir, ho takes to
strangers s80. He's 3uch a child for
keeping to himself "

“ Captain Grabam, will you be here to-
morrow 2"

‘ Perhaps I may.”

“My head Is so full that I want to
have one of my thinks now. But there's
a Jot moro I want to understand.”

“Take care that little head doesn't
burst! I fancy the brains Inside are
too big for it now.”

And as Captaln Z.«ham wat~hed the
little carriage being wheeled away, he
drew himself up with a stretch and a
laugh, saying to himself,—

1 think the world and his wifs wonld
be slightly surprised if they bad heard
1me holding forth this morning! It may
be worth my while to take up preaching
as a vocation—anything for a change!”

(To bo continued.)

IT'S ON THE INSIDE.

While walking down the street one
day, I paased a store when the proprietor
;ras washing the large plate-glass win-
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There was one golled spot, which defied
all efforts to remove it. After rubding
hard at it, using much soap and water,
and failing to remove it, he found out
the trouble. “It's ova the inside,” ke
called out to gome one in the sfore.

Many are tryilng to cleanse the soul
from itg stains. They wash it with tears
of sorrow; they scrub it with the soap
of good resolves; they rub it with the
chamois of morality, but still the con-
sclousness of it i8 not removed, The
trouble s, “It's or the inslde’ It is

tha heart which 12 bad. It the fountaln
is bitter, the atream will not he sweet.

Nothing but the blood of Jeaus, appited
by the mighty hand of the Holy Spirlt
van cleanse the lnside, for God's Spirlt
alone tan reach the  ingide ™

Smoking and Joking.
tA True Incident.

A Gospel minister. o some tenown,

Once took a journey o a diatant town,

1i1s name and errand I'll not atap to gay:

*Twould only check n y story un its way

Well, he got scated in tho warm staxge
coach,

And watcked the other passengem ap-
proach,

First came a Jady, young and DAssing

falr;
And next, a whiskered beau with dashing

slr.
Thoy placed themssives insido, the vul-

gar crow

Swarmed to the top. All's right ' now
oft, Jehu'

Smack waot tho whip--off started horses’
hee)s—

Out splashed the mud round went the
dizzy wheels.

They clear the town, the rattling stones
revede;

And nought but country then retards
thelr speed.

Our spruce young spark, now feeling
quite at ease,

Ever Intent hias charming self to please,

Produced a tube, a vile obnoxlous weed,

Called a Jdgar most 11 behaved Indeed *

The man of peace was shocked beoyond
compare,

Aund, turning, sald, * Sir,
declare

Smoking In conchics never was allow’d,

And with a lady, too " The lady bowed.

The whiskued bour made very quick
reply.

*What, do you preach in coaches, dear
old boy 7

Do not insult me, sir, or do you joke ?

I've pald my fare acd have a right to
smoko,

Or do what else 1 please with what's my
own:

Do you the sam¢, let cther men alone.”

The sago, observing well the creature's
head;

Percelved his puppy bralns were cased in
lead;
So, finding reason for the task unfit,
Resolved to polut his arguments with
wit.
Sllent he sat,
changed,

Then, while that bustling business was
arranged,

He swpynnd Into the bar: * Good hostess,
'mel

Let me have two small tallow candles—

1 must needs

untll the ktceds were

nay, .

Don't look surprised; I am in ecarnest
quite,

And one of them be kind ecnough to
light”

“To light the candle, siv! you surcly
Joke ¥

“Oh, no, 1 don't, I want some candle
smcke,”

The obedient dame upiifted handz and
oyes,

And, to the other passengers’' sururise,

Brouggt l:ilm the lighted candle safe to
and,

And from the sage recejved her due de-

mand,

The gentle lady scarce knew what to
think,

Uniil she saw one eye give half a wink,

Which spoke of some sly joke he had in
hcadv

So qultt;ddemure she sat, end nothing
safd.

The burning candie left an inch of wick;

Then lighted he tho other—what a trick !

Soon as the mantling lame was fixed and
true,

The elder burning candle out he blew,

So that the smoke towxards the dandy
rose—

O what a fume saluted his poor nose !

Out broke his wrath—*Sir, what d'ye
mean by this 2

The sly old man sald, “ Prey, slr, what's
amiss ?

I've pald my fare, then Jet me smoke, T
8ay.

The candlo’s mine, mind yoor cwn busi-
ness, pray !

The lady laughed—who could a laugh
refrain ?

The beau. rebuked, with all his might
arnd main

Threw his cigar Into the turnpike mud.

Whero it lay hissing in the puddly flood.

He laughed a5 btlushed, owned the re-
tort was duo,

And kept good fellowghip the fourney
through.

Ye who to teaching ieaden heads aspire,

Charge your hright arguments with
smoke and fire.

—Cadet’'s Own.
%



