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“What do you mean by that, Mr. Melbourne ?
What sort of a one, sir?™ clamored the boys.
For the session was over, and they were just
crowding around the teacher for the easy five-min-
uteg’ after-school talk they all liked.

““Oh ! I must leave that for you to decide. John
Hancock didn’t ask his Sunday-school teacher what
“to write,"”

And that was all Mr. Melbourne would suy. It
‘was « way he had, leaving the boys to find out for
themselves.

““What in the world did he mean 2™ they asked
one another on the way home. They thought over
the little unpleasaatness with Chili, when the
black keadlines in the newspaper had induced them
to form & militia compaay, which disbanded in
warrior-like disgust on receipt of the news of that
doughty little republic’s dignified apology.

The Behring Sea dispute had raised their hopes
again : but unfortunately England and America
were too civilized to go to war over a drove of
scals. Everything at wWashington looked particu-
latly peaceful. -

“I’'ve got it ! ” shouted Fred Russell, suddenly.
‘““He means a sort of a moral independence, I
guess.”

“H'm! I knew ’twould turn into something like
f\ha.b,”ﬂsaid Tom Marden, indignantly. ¢ Might
now.*

After the first feeling of disappointment, how-
ever, the boys became rather interested in the idea
of a declaration, and during the week Fred, en-
cumbered by much advice from a volunteer ¢ con-

tess” of his classmates, produced the following

ocument, with its heading neatly printed in Ol
English text, and his own signature below, leading
the rest :

DECLARATION OF INDEPENDENCE.
July 4, 1892,

When, in the course of human events, it Fecomes
necessary to dissolve the bonds which have kept a
fellow in the habit of doing things he ought not to,
and to assume among his fellow-citizgens that con-
dition of freedom from bad habits of all sorts to
which he isentitled, it then becomes proper that
such a fellow, and all the rest that want to join in
with him, should declare themselvez FREE ANDp IN-
DEPENDENT Boys We hereby declare that wewill
not be servants to any wrong thing that shall hin-
der us from living the best and happiest and noblesy
life that we havea right to. We will throw off all
allegionce to untruth, idleness, impurity, intemper-
rmee, and cigarettes. In witness whereof, we here-
by affix our names and pledge our lives, our for-
tunes, and our sacred honor.

¢ That cigarette businessis o dig at me,” com-
plained Tom. “I donit care, though. Mother
hates to have me smake ‘em any way. Here goes.”

And down went Tomn’s name, in big, scrawly let-
ters, under the rest.

On Sunday, July 3, the “ Work and Win” class
presented the declarativn, neatly framed, to Mr.
Melbourne. It was signed by every member of
the class, and nearly twenty outsiders, who had so
entered into the spirit of the thing that the
“YWorkers and Winners™ had to let them join.

As he read the document, and glanced around at
the eager, half-laughing, half-serious, boyish faces
looking into his, Mr. Meclbourne was silent fora
moment  Perhaps be was too much touched to
speak. When he did, it was not in his own words:

¢* Now, being made jfree from sin, and become

\
servants of God, yo have your fruit unto holiness,
and the end everlasting life.” And, after another
pause, he added, solemnly : ¢ Stund fust therefore
in the liberty wherewith Christ hath made us free.”

DBostoir, Mass.
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Grandpa's Way.

My grandpa is the strangest mun !
Of course I love him dearly ;
But really it ‘does seem to me
He looks at things so queerly.

He always thinks that every day
Is right, no matter whether

Tt rains or snows, or shines or blows,
Or what the kind of weather.

When outdoor fun is ruined by
A heavy shower provoking,

He pats my head ard says, * You see
The dry earth needs a sonking.”

And when I think the day too warm
For any kind of pleasure,

F. says, ““ The corn has grown an inch—
I s>e without a measure.”

And when I fret because the wind
Has set my things all whirring,

He looks at me, and says “Tut ! tut!
"This close air needs a stivring ! ”

He says, when drifts are piling high,
And fence-posts scarcely peeping,

¢ How warm beneath their blunket white -
The little flowers are keeping ! ”

Sometimes I think, when on his face
His sweet smile shines so clearly,
It would be nice if every one
Could see things just so queerly.
—Yowl’s Companion.

h———
Little Minnie’s Prayer. -

Let me tell you about the fruit yiclded by the
prayer of a little child. Her home used tobea
very happ” one ; but her fathexr had taken to drink-
ing. Thishad brought them to great poverty, and
almost broken her poor mother’s heart.  One
cvening he came home just as Minnie had kretled
down to say her prayers. Hearing her littidWieg, - -
he stood still : moment, as he cntered the ri
and listened. The dear child was praying thus?

0 God ! make father leave off hisevil ways ; make

him my own dear father once again. Make dear

mother’s sad looks go away, and make her old :
smile come back; byt thy will be done !» Minnie’s
mother burst into %ecars, as she threw her arms
around her husband’s ncck, and said *‘Oh, my
husband, for the sake of that dear cliild let us all

be happy again !” The poor man howed his head - .
and wept. Then, clasping his hands, said, “By )
the help of God, you shall have no more Sorvow on < \
my account.” And he kept his word. Dear little
Minnie's prayer saved her father from going.down

")

to 2 drunkard’s grave.
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Jumps at the conclusien—The sleepy 1
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