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SAVE THE BOYS,

" It's ton (ate for 100 " ekl & poor olid drunkard
when urged 16 rel.con s €00 cate for g, but, ohl
for Gud’s sabe sace the Loys * **

‘-.L{I?'l“s too late for me,” was the poor
»,
¢4 drunhard's ory ¢
“Ive fullen too low for forgiveness or
peare,
For the Do of Dok holds my soul
o'er th I.rml\.
And never o gan reprieve or nlease,
I've a rmned frune and a aime-blackened
e,
A sunlesg old age anel & dernlate even,
In exchange for my life, my home, und
my wile,
My childhond's deep trust and my soul’s
hope of Leaven
IT sowe one bad only warned me to beware
OF the first futal glass that taupts and
destrons,
I'd have taken a vow.
NOW——
Too late, but, oh! for God’s sake sare
"

the boys !

It's too late for me

'Tis a grand, God-like mssion to rescue
the souls
That are wandering in mazes of dashness
and sin,
To lead them up higher, with courge in-
gpire
Each faint-bearted, struggling one vie-
toury to win.
But by far "tis n higher, a holier work
To protect the dear children wiale yet
they are pure—
T Did them Leware of the Drink Demon’s
snare,
Whotee glittering meshes their young
feet allure,
O mothers and fathers ! keep vigilant
guard ;
The black welf's ablroad, crudl, treach-
croug, and hold,
And its fange may devour in one carcless
hour
Some innocent lamb of your precious
home-fold.

e Y washerwoman had
finished her duy's work,
and I had given her
her money, and seen
her tie it up in the cor
ner of her coarse cotton
handkerchief, and stil)
the lingered. Sheroll-
ed and unrolled tho littlo hundle cn.
tuining her apron, and lovked with a
dissatisfied air at the puper 1 had given
her to wmp it in. 1 wondered what
conld be the mauer.

“That was n wonderful good paper
you*gave mo list week,” sad she, at
length, Ay futher used to take that
paper wlien I was o gurl and hved to
home., T can’t ney er got out to meetin’
in tho forenoon, what with the dinner
and the baby , and wy man am't no
one $0 go. But he read the paper out
loud to me all the farcuoon lust Snn.
day, and though I couldn’t hear it quite
all, being 8o Lusy, I heavd enough to
know it was wonderful 1mprovin’;
'most as good as a sermon,

“1 prayed in my heart that the Lord
woul.l make it a meansof goad to Sam,
and T am sure if it only just kept him
to home, "twould be worth while. If
"tisn’t askin’ too much, conld you give
mo nnother.

‘Wo had all finished reading the last
religious weekly, and asI had that very |
morning had occasion to use some |
papers in packing away furs and wool- §
ons to keop from ,moths, 1 rather
thoughtlessly appropriated that. A
twingo of conscienco was felt at the
time, for I goneraily try to put good
newspapers in the way of somebody's
reading after T bave done with them.

Tt was sote trouble to get it for Mrs.
O'Hare, but I went up to the attic,
opened the great cedar-chest, and sub-
stituting o duily for it, brought it
down to the poor woman,

“1'm afraid 1'vo wmade you a heap of
trouble,” sho smd, looking disturbed
and uncomfortably s she wok it. “ 1
wonbin’t have asked, but T thought
like enovgh you'd just as soon I had
that ag the other, it you knew [ wanted
it

“To bo sure L had ! "said L.« You
shall have it every week in future.”

She winiled as she wrapped it around
her apron, and said in & meek way :

1 uint uble, you kunow, to take it
myself, withall T huve on my shoulders
beside, or I would and not trouble no-
body.” .

She weno away satisfied, and 1 took
care ufterwards to save my paper for
hor every week. Oftenin the intervals
of her work we talked oversomeof the
stbjects of interest we had found there
for,.though illiterate, she was a Chris-
tian, und a woman of excellent sense.

Well enough 1 know **all that she
had upon her shoulder~.” Her eldest
daughbter was an idiot, her aged mother
a partial paralytic, and her husband,
though trained by religious purents,
wag addicted to strong drink. The
money that went out of his wagea to
indulge his appotite. she was obliged
to wake up by washing. To do this
and care for the feeble nand little ones
in ber home, she toiled early and late.

One day I spoke to her of the work
of the missionaries in Africa, and the
great opportunities for doing good
which that new field offers,

¢ Tt just harrers mo up to read about
the missionaries, and how the fields is
all white, aud so0 few a veapin’ of ’em,”
she replied.  *“If I could give evon a
little, but you see I can't. T don’tsee
how Sam can read it ro cool. T ’most
wish he'd skip it, sometimes. If I only
hiad money, do you suppose I'd tighten
up my purse strings, and turn away
my face? 1'd jest rejoiceto send them
a good round sum.” .

* ‘There is something you can give,”
Isaid. * Never you wish that Sam
would skip any, but when you are long-
ing to give, lift up your heart to the
Lord, and ask ‘him to bless the mission-
avies, and belp on their work. If you
give a prayer, it may do more good than
some people’s money. I would putin
a penny if T did no more whenever 1
gt the chance.  One leaf of the Bible,
with the Holy Spirit’s blessing on it,
might lead a soul to God, and that soul
might lead others, and a penny will
pay for more than one leaf.”

“So it will; cheap 13 books are now-
a-days 1" said she, with a happy smile.
“Pm glad T had this little tulk with
you, I have my health and earn my
own mouey, and I know I can spare
onc ceot now aud then.”

She went uway smiling and grateful,
One day, weeks afterward, I had occa-
sion to g> to her house.

“ 1 want you to look in here a min-
ute,” shesaid, wotioning me away from
the family into the bit of a bedroom
where shoslept. When we werealime,

she drew out from a hidden coraera
smll bag wade of siriped ticking.
“That's my missionary bag,” said
she ¢ 1'vosavedfive cents out of every
washing, and put it in there. Solittle
wo never wmissed it, but you see it
counts up to quite a sum. Thirty-five
cents! 1shouldn'thave thought X could
give that much, but here it is and no-
body tho worse off. Thank the Lord

PLEASANT

that I've got it to give. I want you

HOURS.

—_ - . —— e

to
take it to the meetin’ for I can't go to-
morrow, aud I hear there is to Lo acol-
lection.”

I took the money, and as I dropped
in those five-cent pieces into the col-
lection nextday, I wondered if uny like
sum wag given at anything like thed
samo cost.—Joy Allison, in the Watch-
mun, :

“BIBLE FIRST, PAPA."

\
¢« IREROUT forly years) ago, n
:/L\; Christian man #it at his
ka8 fireside in Phjludelphia.
Near by\bim, playing on thd floor, was
his only \child, & beautifu] little boy.
It was eprly iu the morning. The
day’'s work had not yet/begun ; and
waiting fot his breakfust, it may be.
the father Yook up the  daily paper to
rend. The Yoy at onge climbed into
his lap, snatqhed awaz the paper, ex-
clainifg: ¢ No, no, pApa! Bible first—
Bible tirst, paba!’ Xhat lossan taught
by a little cbily, wys probably a turn-
ing peint in the/life of that mmn.
Death soon camefand tore away the
sweet littlo preather, but bis morning
sermon was uevex forgotien. The busi-
ness man, in biy lpnelinass and sorrow,
is work for Churist.
was over ringing in
the motto of his
excdedingly prosperous
Wealth accumulated ;
riends multiplied.
But upperrgost in that man's beart was
ioug word of God. He read
and studied it. As tqacher and Super-
intendent in the Sabbath-School, he
taught it. Hedid mdre than this—he
pructised 18 precepts.

The gentleman referred to was the
well-knowr locomotivp engine builder,
Mazrthias W, Baldwirg of Philudelphia.
Would not the chijd’s cry, ‘Bible
first ! bean excellant motto for every
Sunday-School teacher in the land 9—
S.8. Témes.
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GOVERNING A BOY.

S ET hold of the boy’s heart.
LW Yonder locomotive with the
wew? thundering train comes like a
whirlwind down the track, and a regi-
rment of armed men might seek to
arrest it in vain. It would crush them
and plungd unheeding on, But there
is o little leyer in its mechanism that
at the pressire of a man’s hand, will
slacken its spked, and itf a moment or
two bring it panticg apd still, like a
whipped spanic), at your feet. By the
same little leved the ;é.sr. steamship is
guided hither an\ yoh on the ses in
spite of adverse windg or current.

# boy’s life is contrylled 18 his heart.
With your grasp .geutle and firm on
that helm, you can fpitot him whither

soo~where ben
sin, or ULehiud of pride.
ot at that
beart, keep hol sympathy,
confiding in him, manifestl} working
only for Vs gbod, by littlé indirect
kindnesses to his mother og/sister, or
even pot dog. Seo him at his home, or
invite him into yours. Provide him
somo little pleasure, set him to do
some little service of trust for you;
love bim; love bim practically. Any

way rule bim through his heart.
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GUNPOWDER AND
GOSPEL

T is estimated that the Unitd
States, in fourteen yean,
from 1865 to 1879, expended
$22,680,000 in fighting q
few poor Indiau savages;in.
nearly or quite every i |
atange thowars being causal
by the rascality of United
States of¥icials, the violation of solemy !
treaties mado by the United State!
government, and the evil conduct of |
the whites who came in contact with|
the Indian tribes. Theso inttuencey’
combined with whito men's whiskey,
rovsed all the devilishness in thel
Indian nature, and brought upon the
helpless and uofortunate frontiers men'
all the horrors and savagery of India
wars. Thie system of oppression anq |
treachery, with its consequent indis.
criminate slaughter and rovenge, hy
gone on for more than half a century,
and untold millions have been expended
in the prosccution of Indian wars,

In 1870, two millions of dollars were
appropriated for the civilizajion of tbe:
Indians, and for ten yeavs this fund
has been drawn upon to assist in |
civiliing the Indian tribes and teach.
ing them the way of peace.  Many of
them have thus become peaceablo and |}
industrious citizens, and nol a few of
them bave learned the way of salvation
us revealed in the Gospel.

Statistics show that it nrobably costs |f
mare to kill an Indian on the frontier, |
than it would to civilite him, clothe |
him, educate him, and board him all
his days in a first-class hotel in New
York. So much for the gunpowder
policy.

There is just one thing that will
make men righteous, peaceable, and
decent, whether they be white, black,
red, or yellow, and that one thingis
the Gospel of the Lord Jesus Christ,
which is the cheapest remedy that was
ever applied to heal the woes and
sorrows of humanity. Without the
gospel, a white man will become a
suvage, a8 were our auncestors in ages
gone by; and with the Gospel the
wildest lion of the forest becomes likea
lamb, and can be led by a little cbild.

The blind spirit of fiercs revenge,
which is based upon an innate though
perverted sense of right and wrong,
when enlightened, cultured,and brought
under the sway of divine grace, be-
comes a foundation among the great
principles of truth and righteonusness,

without which society itself could not

well The Gospel is the best
remedy fo ¥ wars and fightings among '\
you,” w are conceived in sin and
shapen in iniquity ; for it is the power
of God unto ralvation toevery one that
believeth.—Te Armory.
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RUB OR RUST.

<y DLER, why lic down to die?
Better rub than rust,
Hark ! the lark sings in the sky—
Die when die thou must !
Day is waking, leaves are shaking,
Better rub than rust.

In the grave there's sleep enough—
Better rub than rust.

Death, perhaps, is hunger proof,
Die when die thou must ;

Men are mowing, breezes blowing,
Better rub than rust.

He who will.not work shall want ;
Naught for naught is just—

Won't do, must do, when he can't,
Better rub than rust.

Bees are flying, sloth is dying.
Batter rubntgban Tust. 8
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