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dur Poung Folks.

ONE OF GOD'S LITTLE HEROES.

A TRUE INCIDENT.

The patter of feet was on the stair,

As the Editor turned in his sanctum chair,
And sald—for weary the day had been—
“Don't et another intruder in.”

But scarce had he uttered the words before

A face peered in at the hall-closed door,

Aud 2 child sobbed out—*Sir, Mother said

1 should come and teil you that Dan 1s dead.”

¢ And pray who is Dan ?” The streaming eyes
Look questioning up, with a strange surprise ;
» Not know him? Why, sir, all day he sold
The papers you priat, thiouzh wet and cold.

The newsboys say they cuuld not tell

The reason his stock went off so well ,

1 knew ! With his voice so sweet and low,
Could any one bear to say him *No t*

N

B Aud the money he made, whatever it be,

B He carried straight home to Mother and me.
No matter about bis rags, he sud,

If onty he kept us clothed and fed.

And be did it, Sir, trudging through rain and cold,
Norstopped till the last of his sheets was sold ;

Bat he's dead—he's dead ! and we miss him so !
And Mother—she thoughtyou might want to kaow.*

In the naper, next moraing, as ** leader,” ran
" A patagraph thus—** The newsboy, Dan, -
One of God's little heroes, who
Did nobly the duty he had to do,
For mother and sister earning bread,
By patient endurance and toil—is dead.*
—Margaret §. Preston.

SADIE'S THANK-OFFERING BOX.

Ciiok! Cliok! Mrs. Graham with a happy
face dropped some silver into her already
heavy thank-offering box, then sat down to
ber.sewing, singing softly to herself.

¢ There, mother has gone to her box again !
shé’s always being thankful about something,’
thought Sadie, ‘who sat looking frowningly
out at the bumble bees ¢ bumbling * about the
lilacs.

‘Yonr box onthe mantelis still empty,
Sadie.

" * Haven't anything to be thaokful for that
I know of,” answered Sadie sullenly.

‘ Why, Sadie, what a wicked thoughtf’
exclaimed Mrs. Graham. Evidently . Sadie
was in a bad humor.

‘ There's Louise Howard now,’ continued
Sadie, * who has more money spent oo her ia
amonth than I-bave in a year. She’s having
an elegant blue summer silk made, and the
loveliest hat—but I can have nothing but old
sateen or gingham I' Sadie gave the footstool
a2n indignant push from her.

‘You must remember the Howards are
very wealthy ; besides, you thought this sateen
Tam making very pretty when we selected it.*
Mrs. Graham questioned the wisdom of

@ allowing Sadie to be so much at the Howards.
f ifthe sight of so much magnificance excited
B covy in her heart, it would ba daogerous to al-
g8 low ths feeling to take deep root. ‘Thkereis
B¥ nothing thet undermines all virtoous and
g noble qualities more surély or more insidions-
g 17 than the indulged vice of envy.’ This Mrs.
B Grabam koew ; also that ‘there is no bad
R quality meaner, more degrading than that of
B covy,’ and that, ‘unless it is early detected
B8 and vigilantly controlled, its rapid growth s
B jocvitable.
® _ But Sadie bad ot yet reached this fatal
B pitfal), and by 2 series of mental flashlights,
B ber mother now determined to show her the
B danger she was nearing.

¥ ' Wedon't haveeventhe common luxuries
B of life,; mumbled Sadie,
B  Mrs. Graham glanced about her pretty
& kome. Nothingrich or costly met her .eye.
By Stillit was handscme enough to bs happy in.
[ Presently sheasked :
j ‘Do you thiok a blos summer-silk woald
make you happy, dear
§ . 'Ob,my, yesI' exclaimed Sadie, brighten-
& iop.
8 ' Then 1 think we will manage to get it for
E yon.
_A *Ob, will you? Now that's just lovely of

f ¥ou. Tl run right back and tell Lonise. She
wished I could have one off the same: picce,
R 20doow'l can I' Sadie snatched up ber hat

§ 22d 7an down the streel.
| Mr.and Mrs, Grabam bada confideatial
f 4k 10 the library before 102, Whea they sat
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down to the table Sadie impatiently exclaimed ;

* There, Eliza has forgotten the butter 1 I'l
go down cellar for it myself.’

* No, dear,’ said Mrs. Graham, laying her
band on Sadie's arm, *butteris of no con-
sequence compared to greater needs towards
making us happy, so we will dispense with it
for a time. Besides, twenty cents a day will
be quite a saving towards the dress.’

Sadie flushed painfully. She was very
foud of butter and crackers, and it nearly
choked her to eat them dry. Butter had not
been thought a * common luxury’ by her be-
fore.

At breakfast next morning tea aond milk
took the place of coffee, cream aud sugar.
Sadie said nothing, but her mind was busy.
She began to see that many things she had
taken for granted were actual luxuries. Then
she thought of her empty thank offering box
with shame. Nothing to be thankful for !

The next afternoon she discovered ber
mother engaged in ripping ber last summer's
bonnet to pieces.

‘ Why, mother, what do you intend to do
with that old thing ?* asked Sadie anxiously.

 Y've been looking my material over and I
find Thave cuough to make this do for this
summer.

‘ But you were t> have a black lace bonuet
this summer.’ Sadie’s voice sounded very
neartears. A black lace bonnet was the height
of elegance to her mind.

‘ Yes, I koow you wanted me to bave one,
and I would like to please you; but then, it
doesa't matter about me and that will be five
dollars towards your dress.”

It did matter. Sadie despised girls who
allowed their mothers to go shabby that they
might have all the pretty things for themselves.
She beganto hate that long coveted dress,
and herself for her selfishness.

1t was Mr. Graham's custom to take bis
family to drive one eveming 1o the week.
Thursday eveniog came and the hveryman
failed to appear.

1 * Father, shall I run down to the stable and
see why they haven't sent the carnage? And
where is mother?’ asked Sadie coming into
library where her father sat reading.

‘En? Ah! I believe your mothet decided
notto go. She wished to save the money for
anotber purpose. She has gone to the dress-
maker’s.’

Not go! Sadie knew this was a pleasure
looked forward to every week, and it had been
sacnficed for her! It 1s true she bad called
the carriage a rattle-trap, and thehorse a hop-
toad, because she was always comparing them
with the Howards' elegant equipage ; but how
much she had enjoyed those restful drives
she pever realized unul now. We often fail
to realize onr blessings uolil they are taken
from us. This was 100 much! Sadiz ran
down the street towards the drcssmaker's,
half blinded by tears,and met her mother
coming up the street.

‘ Why, Sadie ! you bere? Miss Smuth and
1 have been looking at the styles. I think
you can have your dress mext week. She
thinks a pretty way to make a dress for a girl
of your age, will be 10 have—'

‘O mother! I won't have that dress. I
hate that blue silk dress. I'll never have a
blae silk dress as long as 1live—never, never,
oever!” 20d Sadie threw herself in  her
mother’s arms in a passion of tears.

* * *\Why, Sadie, are you sare you don’t want
it? You thought it wounld make you so
happy I'

‘No, Ijust won't have it?' ske exclaimed,
dryiog ber eyes. Il never want aoything,
X'm sure, if we can only get backto our old
happy times again.’

. ¢ Well, then, roa-along and order the car-
riage,’ said ber mother briskly. .

Ste did ‘ran along’ with a bop, skip and
jump, and soon drove up to the gate with a
fine\lourish, !

What a delicious drive they had. Oud
Hickory jogged lazily along with his tail
stretched {oll leogth on the lines. He knew
who bhis indulgent drivers were, and never
failed 10 allow them to carry his tail for him.
Sidie thooght she had never been so happy
before. They metdbe Howards! elegant torn-
out, the much be-battoned cozchiman driving
tho spirited borses which were skimming over
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the ground in fine style. She bowed beam-
ingly to the girls, whose attention was given
to the holding on of their bhats, and not a
throb of envy disturbed her. A restful jog-
trot with a contented mind, was far preferable
to cutting through the air behind thousand-
dollar bays, she thought.

Alter this experience, Sadie’s box began
to fill. She gradually grew into the habit of
counting her blessings instead of her imagined
troubles, and the heavier her box grew the
highter grew ber spirits, the sweeter her dis-
position, the more kind and generous ber
heart.—CAROLINE MOSHER, Advance.

SAVED BY 4 PARROT.

Itis seldom that that rare old bird, the
parrot, gets credit for rendening the worid or
maonkind individually, a service. It 1s gener-
ally looked upon as a sort of amusing puis-
ance. Butat umes the parrot can nise to an
occasion and petform an act of inestimable
service, as the following pretty hittle story
baoded down through ages will show.

It appears that the Greek Emperor Basil-
lius had condemned his son Leo to death on
the false accusation of a couple of trusted
courtiers that he kad formed a plot against
the life of his father. The Empress, in ber
sorrow and anguish, tried her utmost to melt
her husband’s heart, but in vain. Oa the day
before the execution she sat surround'cd by
ber Jadies, bemoaning her soa’s dreadful fate.
A favorite parrot which occupied a cage in the
Empress’s apariment was removed by her
orders to a lonely spot in the grounds of the
palace because she could not endure chatter-
ing and screeching in her grief and despair.
Not long afterwards the Emperor entered the
park and seated himself on a beach. He had
not been sitting long, when he heard a plain-
tive voice utteriog the words, *Oh! Leo, my
son, my son !’ The Emperor started up and
listened, and agaia the voice was heardtosay,
‘Oh1! Leo, my sop, my son !' followed by a
heart-rending cry. It was the parrot, which
bad heard its unhappy mistress repeat noth-
ing but these words during the last few weeks.
Deeply affected, the Emperor hastened back
to the palace, and immediately ordered his
son to be set at liberty. Not long afierwards
the matter was cleared, and Leo's innocence
established. It is to be hoped that the fortu-
nate Leo was grateful enough to his feathered
benefactor to see that Polly had all the crack-
ers she could possibly want, as well as a pau-
eat listener to her every word.

ORIGIN OF THE MAINE LATY.

Miss Willard furnishes the following ac-
count of the occaston whick led to the crea-
tion-of the famous Maine law :

¢ There was a certain Portland citizen who
occupied a Government position and who was
addicted to periodical intemperance. Oae
evening his wife came to young Neal Dow,
who was even then a power in temperance
circles, and told bim that-her husband was at
a certain saloop, and that if he was absent
from his doty on the morrow he would surely
lose kis position. Would Mr. Dow go after
bim and try to indace the rumseller not to seli
him any more liquor?

** Mr. Dow found him in the saloon, and
said to the proprietor, * 1 wish you would sell
no more liquor to Mr. B.'

‘¢ Why, Mr. Dow, said he, ¢I mast sup-
ply my customers.”

¢ Bot,’ was the reply, ‘this gentleman
bas a large family to support. If be goes 10
his office drunk to-mormrow, he will lose his
place. I wishyon would sell him no more.’
The rumseller bacame angry at this, and said
that he, toc, bad a family to sopport, that he
bad a licease to sell liguor, and he propossd
to do it, and that whea bhe waated advices he
would ask forit. “Soyonhave alicensetosell
liquor2* said Mr. Dow, *‘and you support
your family by impoverishing otbers. With
God’s help P'll change all this’ He went
home fully determined to devote his life to
suppressing the liquor traffic. * The Maine
law,’ says be, *originated in that rumshop.’ ”

Trao ghdnéss_ doth not always s;;cak;
Jjoy bred andborn but in tho tongusis weak.
~—Ben Jonson.
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THE JUDGE'S STORY.

Hon. John M. Rice Tells How He Was Cured of
Sciatica Rheumatism—Crippled for Six Years.

The Hon. John M. Rice, of Louisa, Lawrence
county, Kentucky, has for many years served his
native county and state in the legislature at ¥rank-
fort and Washington, and until his retirement was a
noted figure in"polilical and judicial circles. A few
days ago a Kentugky Post reporter called upon
Judge Rice, who in the following woids related the
history of the causes that led to his retirement ¢ ** It
is just about six years since I had anattack of
rheumratism, slight at first, but soon developing into
sciatica theumatism, which began first with acute
shooting pains in the hups, gradually exteading
downward to my feet. My condition became so
bad that I eventually lust ali puwer of my legs, and
then the liver, kidaeys and biadder, and 1o fact my
whole system became detanged. I tried the treat-
ment of many physicians, but receiving 0o lastog
benefit from them, I went to Hot Springs, Ack. 1
was not much benefited by some months stay there,
when I returned home. In 1891, I went to the
Silutian Springs, Wakeshaw, Wis. Istayed there
some time, but without improvement Again I re
turned home, this time feeling no hopes of recovery.
The muscles of my limbs were now re Juced by atio.
pby to mere stnngs. Sciatica pains tortured me
terribly, but it was the disordered condition of my
liver that was I felt geadually wearing my life
away. Doctorsgave me up, 2l kinds of remedies
had beea tried without avail,aad there was nothiog
moze for meto do but resign myself to fate.

“ 1 lingered on in this condition sustained almoast
entirely by stimulants uatil April, 1893. One day
Isawan advertisement of Dr. Williams® Pigk Pills
for Pale People. This was something new, and as
oce more drug after so many others could do no
harm, I was prevailed upon to tey the Pink Pills.
The cffect of the pilis was marvelous, and 1 could
soon eat hearuly, a thing I had ,not doge for years.
The hiver begaa to perform its functions, and has
done so ever since.  Without doubt the pills saved
my life, and while I do not crave notonety I caanot
zefase to tesufy to their worth.”

Dr. Williams® Pink Pills are sold by all dealess,
or will be seat post-paid, on receipt of price {50
ceats a box, or six boxes for $2.5¢) by addressing
the Dr. Williams Medicine Company, Brockwille,
Ont., or Schc‘ncctady, N. Y.

CHILDREN WHO SUFFER

from scrofulous, skin or scalp diseases,
ought to be given Dr. Pierce’s Golden
Me/cal Discovery, for purifying the blood.
Fot children who are puny, pale or wealk,
the “ Discovery " is a tomic which builds
up both flesh and strength. What 18
said of it for children applies equally to
adults. As an appetizing, restorative ton-
ic, it sets at work all the processes of diges-
tion and nutrition, rouses every organ into
natural action, and brings back health and
strength. TIn recovering from * grippe,”
or in convalescence from pueamonis, fevers,
and other wasting diseases, it speedily and
surely invigorates and builds up the whole
sysiem,

For all diseases caused by s torpid liver
or impure blood, as Dyspepsia and Bilious-
ness, if. it doesn’t cure in every case, the
money is returned.

Platinum has hitherto been considered an
absolute necessity in the fabrication of in-
candescent electric lamps, for the leading-
in wiresmust pass through the substsnco
of the glass, and any metal that expands
faster or slower than the glass would erack
it or admitair. Flatinum expands nearly
at tho same rato 2s glass, hencoits use for
this purpose. Now, however, a lamp is
being made in Boston, using iron wires.
Before these aro sealed into the glass a
flm of silver is deposited on the glass,
which, it is claimed, makes s tight joint
between it and the iron. Tho metbod,
which is the invention of Afr. £ Pollasd, is
considerably cheaper than the one now
gencerslly in ase. )

May 2ad, 1894.
My Daar Sirs,—I msy say that I have
used your Acetocurs with gread resalts in
wmy family. It hss given great relicf, es-
pecially in Nervous Affections and Rheum.
atism, and I can confidently recommend it
to any troubled with theso complsints,
Iam yours truly,
J. A. HexDERSON, MLA.,
Principal of Collegicto Tnatitute,
: St. Catharincs.
Courts & Soxs
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