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THE MATCH IN THE CRACK.

BY MARY F. MARTIN.

It was a very little match—just a harmless piece of wood, so
small and insignificant that Harry Belmont, from whose pocket it
fell as he changed bis cont to go to the base-ball matceh, did not
think it worth hunting for.

It was a very little mouse that crept stealthily out of his hole
that night to hunt for crumbs  His fur was soft and silky, and his
eyes bright, but his teeth were sharp, so sharp that, unsuccessful in
his search for crumbs, he tried to make his supper off” o little stick
with a rough end which he found wedged into a crack in the floor

The match was a l.ttle mateh, and the mouse a little mouse, but
the fire started by that little mateh and ‘hat little mouse swept
down a whole block of houses, despite the almost superhuman
efforts of the firemen.

In the midst of the confusion a cry is heard, “A boy at the
upper window ! and there, far up, with hands outstretel.ed for help,
stands Harry. Tired with the excitement of play, hc has slept
through all the noise and twnule, until when he wakenshe finds all
effort at escape useless.  As he leans fromn the window the angry
flames seem to leap higher to grasp their helpless vietim. In the
crowd where all the faces are distinet in the glare of the fire stands
his mother. She had thought him safe, and oh! what agony to see
her boy cut off’ from her by the cruel flames. Is there no help ? In
vain he stretches forth his hands for aid; brave hearts pity him,
and long to save him, but he is beyond their reach. Already the
flames drive him back at intervals, as the wind sweeps them against
the window ; the casing itsclf is blistered, and is only kept from
bursting into a blaze by the constant stream of water poured on it
by the untiring firetnen.

Is there no hope, no help ? | He hears as though in a dream a
cry that bas seemed only a low murmur amid the confusion, so far
removed is he from the crowd. In an instant’s lull comes louder
the cry, “Reach the fire-cscape, and you are safe” He is so weak
his knees shake beneath bim. Had he not better give up further
;:ﬂ'ort. to avoid the incvitable fate awaiting him if he stays where
e 1s? .

Once more he leans from the window as the stream of water
checks the flamne for an instant; once more he would look on his
mother’s face, but as he looks the ery rises louder: * Reach the fire-
escape and you are safe,” and though he cannot hear his mother’s
voice, her pale lips scem to be forming the same words.

One determined effort, groping his way through the blinding
smoke, scorched by the flames that have already found their way
into the room, ahnost yiclding even at the last, he reaches the fire-
escape; there kind hands grasp his, and though weak and wretched,
with scars that he will carry to the grave of the cruel fire kindled
by the little mateh, he is saved.

It was only a little harmless white roll of paper that was
handed to Edurund Arnold that day in the park by one of his
friends. Others were smoking cigareties, and why shouldn’t he ?
It was anything but agreeable at first, and the headache, for which
he accounted to his mother by his long walk in the hot sun, was al-
most unbearable. At the time he fully deterinined to leave cigar-
cttes in future to those who were used to them, but the little match
had fallen into the crack, and when next a cigarette was offered to
him he wes ashamed to refuse, and thought he might stealthily
throw part away before he suffered any ill effects from it; but this
. time it was more cnjoyable. He smoked it all, and his headache
was so slight that it was scarcely worth noticing. Weeks passed,
and part of the small salary that had helped his mother to supply
necessaries for the family was reserved for his own use, and he was
scldom seen without a cigarctte between his lips

Months pessed, and becoming inatientive to his duties he was
discharged by his cmployer, and spent his time at the corners of the
street with the commmonest kind of a cigar in his mouth.

At home he was not the same helpful son that he had once
been. At times he would sié moodily in the corner, and as he walked
his limbs would shake as though with age. )

Years have passed, and in a hospital vward Jies Edmund Arnold.
He is only seventeen. He way have many years of life before him,
but they will all be passed there.  His disease has been nronounced
an incurable brain trouble, brought on ¢ven at this early age by the

excessive uge of tobacco; and not only are his poorflegs paralyzed,
but his intellect is weakened, so that, talk to him asjyou may of the
fire-escape, his brain is too inactive to comprehend your meaning.

It was only a glass of cider, and it rparkled and foamed tempt-
lingly, but it was a mateh in the crnck as Joe Bunting put it to his
ips.

: His mother when dying had exacted from him a solemn pro-
mise never to touch the first glass of liquor.  He knew not why
she had insisted so carnestly upon his promising, but it had been o
check upon him many a time when his companions had tempted
him to drink with them.

Yes, the remembrance of the pale face over which such a look
of anguish stole when at first he had hesitated to give the required
promise had again and again proved a safeguard to him, but now it
was only a glass of cider.

“No harm,” one boy said. “No liquor about it,” urged ano-
ther, and he yielded.

Well had his mother known that the dry wood nceded but a
little match and a serateh from the tooth of a very little mouse to
start it into a blaze.  As the look of anguish spread over her dying
face she had thought of one, the father of her boy, who filled a
grave—a drunkard’s grave. Yes, he had died from the cficets of
liquor, but never had she had the sad pleasure of soothing his dying
moments. No kiss had she given the man once su dear, so noble,
ere his spirit took its flight into cternity; no comfort had she in
knowing that her voice had cheered s last hours of death-anguish.
Instead, he lay in an unknown grave. In the very height of man-
hood, inflamed to frenzy by the wine-cup, hie had taken the life of a
boon companion, and his own life paid the penalty. Is it any won-
der that, as her boy hesitated to make the promise she required, the
past of one loved one and the possible future of another should
blend in one?

It was only & glass of cider, but 1t roused to activity the appe-
tite that had thus far been sleeping, and when next the ruby glass
was offered him he drained it to the dregsand longed for more.

The tlame once kindled burned brighter and brighter, and the
young life once guarded by the remembrance of a dying mother
was fast yielding to the pitless demon. Is there no help, nohope?
Will no one ery, “ Reach the fire-cseape and you are safe 2"

Day by day, week by week, month by month, year by year,
the flame kindled by that mateh in the crack burned on.  Instead
of the laughing boy, whose kiss had in her darkest Bours cased his
mother’s heart-nche the boy beeame the swaggering youth whose
boisterous laugh and coarse jokes polluted the quiet evening air, as
with others, grathered at the strect-corner, he passed insulting re-
marks upon the passers-by.

As the flame increases in volume, the swaggering vouth becones
the poor drunkard—not now satisfied with his oceasional glass, bug
thirsting even for the liquid fire thatis conswning his very life. Is
there no help, no hope?  Will no one cry. “ Reach the fire-escape
and you are safe

Sce, as the firc varns more and more fiercely cach avenuc of
escape seems closed. 1lis poor beclonded brain is lessand less active.
Hopeless and benumbed, he is ready to sink. But, hark ! a murmur
reaches his car, and as he listens the voice of his long-forgotten
mother swells the murmur to a ery of carnest, heart-piercing en-
treaty : “Reach the fire-escape and you are safe!” IHe gropes in
vain; for a moment he clings to the erumbling pillar of *“modera-
tion,” but the flnme touches that frail support and it falls, almost
burying him in its ruins.  Discouraged, he searcely cares to strugele
longer, but the cry comes more earnestly : * The fire-esenpe—reach
it and you are safe!” Trembling and weak, he totters to his fect.
He clutches at one and another frail, charred heam for support, bug
cach gives way at his touch, and unless upheld by a Hand, he sces
not, he would sink to risc no more. lle reaches the fire-eseape.
Over it is written “ Totad Abstinence,” and, spurning the hand that
is outstretched to help him, he steps upen the firm structure ; his
foot slips even there, and he falls again.  One more effert: the hand
he spurncd is beneath him still, and raises him when his strength is
all but gone.  Again he sbcs»; upon the ladder, this time with his
hand fast clasped in the hand of his all-powerful Friend, and
thongh bearing for life the sears of the fiery ordeal thrangh which
he has pnsscdﬁ:c is saved.

Trusting for help and for strength to the almighty arin of Him
who lnid down His life for him, he is saved on the fire-eseape of
“Total Abstinence."—National Temperance Society T'ract.
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