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The Brakeman's ‘“No.

A fine young fellow was Tom
Jeffreys; strong, pleasant and
good-looking. Hewas but eighteen
years of age when he began “rail-
roading,” but he could set a brake
with the best. When his clear,
deep voice announced the stations,
people listened, and made no mis-
take. Old ladies caught the gleam
of his pleasant eye, and let him
help them onand off with grateful
surprise.  Mothers with more chil-
dren than they could manage, tired
women,burden Inden, and old men,
recognized a friend, and made use
of him. Norwere therailroad offi-
cials blind to the young man's help-
fultess and popularity, and, al-
though Tom did not dream of it,
his was one on the list of names
that meant promotion.

The young brakeman's easy-go-
ing good naturve, however, was a
drawback in one dirvection. He dis-
liked {osay “No.” When the train
reached Boston he alwayshad two
hours t~ =pave.  In that time some
one of the boys was sure to say:
“Come, Tom, let’s go to the baz-
ber's.” Now this sounded very in-
nocent but in the barber’s back
room was a green door which open-
d on a stairway leading down in-
to a drinking saloon. Here the
men used to gather, afew ata tiing,
to take “a little <omething.” Tom
wsunlly said his good-natured ““No,”
that meanta reluctant “Yes,” and
ended by going. He never felt
wholly at case when taking his
beer. He would not have gone for
it alone, Overand overagain he
acknowledged to himself that it
was the laughter of his chums that
took his courage away; and so
thing<swent on. A year slipped
by, and beer had become an almost
cveryday drink with him, when
one afternoon he was suwinmoned
from the “barber’s shop” to the
office.

“Jeffreys,” =aid the superinten-
dent, when e entered, “I have
been very much pleased with the
way in which your duties have
been performed in the past, and I
find we need another conductor.”
The gentleman suddenly stopped,
and then the pleasant smile was
gone.  “Mr. Jeffreys, your breath
tells me that you have been drink-
ing.”

“Only alittle beer, sir,” said poor
Tom, flushing erimson.
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“ITam very sorry,” replied the
superintendent, “but that will be
all to-day; you may go.”

The young man left the office
downeast, disheartened. What he
he had been wishing for, what he
had so nearly gained, had been
lost through his own misconduct.
As he thought of it the good-natur-
ed lips took on a firmercurve. The
next day one of the boyss=aid:

“Comin’ over to the barber’s?”

“No,” replied Tom.

0 come on; what struck yer?”

“That barber hasshaved me all
he ever will!” was the answer.

Although Tom's “No” scemed
very determined in itssound, there
was yet something wanting init.
He felt it, and when aftera few
days the real longing fora glass
of liguor made itself felt, itscemed
as if the “No” would be “Yes” in
spite of himself.,

*No use in lockin® the baru door
now,” said his chum;  “the hess s
stole, the ‘super® knows you've
taken a *smile” now and ther, and
he'll never forget it. Better be
young while you can,” Tom still
suid “No,” but the little uegative
grew weaker andweaker; the next
thing wouldbe “Yes.” When this
was almost accomplished, spurned
by his danger and remembering his
early training in the right, he
went into an empty  car, and,
kneeling on the bare floor, prayed
for strength to resist. “And then,”
he said, I learned to speak o *No'
that all the men on the road
couldn’t turn into a “Yes."™

Willie's Lesson in Politeness.

“I was so ashamed, Willie, when
I had to remind you to thank Mrs,
Foster for the book she sent you
Christmas,” said a Indy to her lit-
tle son justafter o visitor had tak-
en her leave.

“Why, mamma,” was his reply,
“youalways said you wanted me
to be honest and truthful. I don’t
like the book at all. It is too baby-
ish for me.”

“I do want you to be honest and
truthful,” «aid his mother, **but
youcan be so without being rude.
Mrs, Foster hasn't any boys, and
perhaps she doesn’t know very
well the kind of reading a boy
likes; but the book is bound very
prettily, and it certainly was kind
of her to think of you and send
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youa present. Don’t you think
s0?”
+ “Yes, mamma,” said Willie.

“Well, then, don’t you see how
you could honestly feel grateful to
her for the gift just because it
showed her kind feeling toward
you, even though you don’t care
for the gilt itself ?”

“I see now,” said Willie, “If X
had thought of that, I would have
thanked her as soon as I had a
chance. But I didn’'t know ho
to be polite and honest too.”

“Lam glad you are trying to be
trathful,” suaid his mother, “but
yYou must remember that although
God says lying lips are an abomin-
ation to Him, He also tellsus to *be
courteous’ and to *be kind one to
another.” ‘speaking the truth in
fove.”

“There is a little vhyme I would
like to have you learn, for it is a
very good definition of true polite-
neess

“<Politeness is 1o do and say

The kindest thing in the kindest way.” ™

Be Fair.

*See what a good trade I made
to-day!™ said Lucius to his uncle.
“1 traded my old knife with Jamie
Neil for his nice two-bladed one
that cuts twice as well. One of the
blades of my knife wax broken,and
the other would not hold an edge
two minutes. But Jamie took a
fancey to it beeause of the haadle,
and I was glad enough to make the
trade.”

“Iam sorry, Lucing, if you have
cheated him,” said his uncle, “but
more sorry for you than for him.”

Lucius hung his head a little and
asked, *Why so 2"

“Beeause one suceess of thiskind
may lead you to try it again, and
nothing can be worse for a boy's
prospects in life than to get into
the habit of over-reszching.”

*But, uncle. in all trades, doesn't
cach try to get the best bargains,
and don’t all merchantsmake their
fortunes by being sharp in trade?”

*No trade, Lucius, is sound that
does not benefit both pasties. Were
you cheated ina trade by your
playmate, yon would feel very
angry about it, atd probably quar-
rel overit. Now, don't trade any
mare unless the trade is fair all
round.”— Selerted.

———— et

The reason xome mencan't make
both eneds meet is because they are
too busy making one end drink.



