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now to drink, and you make shipwreck of your dearest hopes. It
is only for this once. Yield, yteld "

But a moment, and then courage, God-like, came to the front.

Steadily, yet modestly, his dark eyes met those of Mr. Welling-
ton, in which an ominous, half-angry light had gathercd. The at-
tention of all at table was on the two, and in their midst therc was
2 brief silence.  On that silence the young man's voice fell, low and

rm.

“ Mr. Wellington, when T was a boy too young to write, my
mother took me to the old Methodist church in our village, and
putting a pen in my little hand, guided it with her own, and so
signed my name to a temperance pledge. That pledge 1 have
newer broken.  Shall 1 break it to-neght 7°

QOver the face of Mr. Wellington a wave of emotion swept.
“ Give me your hand, Merrill. \Why, my boy, I had rather lose
all I am worth than to sce you break that pledge, Far better go
to your grave,” were the first words his lips could frame.  “ Truly,
truly, Merrill, you have proved yourself a hero 1” were the next, and
they were spoken with misty eyes.—Selected.

THE FIRST FRUIT.

—

A little girl was once made the owner of some grapes upen a
Jarge vine in her father's yard. Very anxious was she that the fruit
should ripen and be 6it to cat.  The time came.

“ Now for a feast,” said her brother to her one moming, as he
puiled some beautiful anes for her to cat.

“Yes,” said she, “ but they are the first ripe fruit.”

“ Well, what of that 2"

* Dear father told me that he used to give God the first fruit
out of all the moncy he made, and then always felt happier in
spending therest ; and I wish to give the first of my grapes to
God, too.

“ Ah, but,” said her brother, “how can you give your
grapes to God?  And if you werc able to do such a thing he would
not carc for them.”

“ Oh, 1 have found out the way," she said, “ Jesus said: ‘Inas-
much as yc have donc it unto the least of these my brethren ye
have donc it unto me; and 1 mean to go with them to Mrs.
Martin's sick child, who never sces grapes, because her mother is
too poor to buy them.”

And away ran this little child with a large basket of the “ first
fruit™ of the ving, and other good things all beautifully arranged
to the couch of the sick child. '

« I havc brought Mary some ripe fruit,” she said to Mrs. Martin.

* Dearest child, may God bless you a thousand-fold for your
gift! Here, Mary, sce what a basket of good things has been
brought to you!

The sick onc was almost overcome with cmotion as she clasped
the hand of her young bencfactress and cexpressed her sincere
thanks.—Sclected

A WORD FOR THE BOYS.

Take carc of yoursclves, boys, in all matters pertaining to
personal cleanliness.  When you were little feliows somebody did
this for you ; mother, or older sister, or nurse, saw that you had
clcan bodics, cican hands and nails, and wcll-brushed hair, at lcast
three times a day ; and I have known of nice mothers who made it
four timcs, because, no matter how soiled the children became in

their play, they would never let a disty child be put into a nice’

clcan bed. That's not 1 bad plan cither, because boys are some-
times in a hurry just before meals, and arc apt to shirk a little in
washing, but there is always time cnough to go properiv to bed.
Some people think that children take naturally to dirt, and I have
known people so absurd as to say dirt was good for childran, It
is good not to be afraid of dirt, so that onc shrinks from anything
that onc ought to do on that account, and we would let children
play in the dirt and dig as many holes and make as many mud
picsas cver they like, but they should do this for love of the play
and not for love of the mud. *“Don't be afraid of soiling your
hands,” we say to dainty boys, and we ought to add, also, “dont
be afraid of washing them after they are soiled.”  OF onc thing be
afraid, and that is, of not knowing or caring whether they are
soiled or not.

There scems to be in juvenile humanity a natural disposition
to ¢scape the trouble of doing little things. I know boys who will

be quite heroic in the way of hard work or of sacrifice, who will
not brush their teeth without being told, and who say, whén re-
minded of soiled finger-nails, “ Ob, its too much bother, if 1 do it
now I'll have to do it again, just the same.” That’s just it, you
will certainly have to do such things again and again as long as
you live, and the only way to take the hardship out of them is to
make up your mind, once for all, that you are going right on being
clean just forever. Stop thinking how to shirk, and half the
“bother,” as you call it, is taken out of the task. Walk up to the
washbasin like a hero and go at once. Don't make befieve be clean
and leave a rim of dirt round the rim of the car and up under the
hair and across the knuckles.

And one great help in all this will be to have your own combs,
and your own towels and soap and brushes, for hair and nails. 1If
you have the care of your clothes—and it will never hurt you to have
that—you want your own clothes brush and shocblacking, and brush,
and a bottlc of some nice preparation for taking away spots of grease
or dirt, and your own sponge for applying it. And not only must
you have these of your own—and, sooner or later, any boy can get
them all, but you must have a place of your own to keep them in
and keep them where they belong. I know one little fellow, the
son of a working man, who also works with his hands, who has no
better place than an old soap-box which he got at a grocer’s, and
some paper boxes that hold his comb and brush, and the soap box
slips under the foot of his bed. He never has to neglect himself
because ke cannot find his things.
difference between being dirty and clean is often the difference be-
tween being agreeable or disagrecable to the rest of your little
world. You cannot be unwashed and have nobody know it If
people do not see the dirt they smell it, which-is more unplcasarnt.
It is meant that human beings should be sweet and wholesome,
and it is not necessary to be rich or to wear fine clothes in order to
be clean. It is only necessary to like to be so and to go on being
so until you would as soon think of coming to the table with your
hat on as of coming with a row of dirt under your finger nails.
Big boys can do a good deal to help younger brothers to form
these habits of neatness, and some older person can ahways be
found to help a lad choosc his brushes, and to tcach him, if he
docs not know, the best methods of bathing and caring for himsell
and his clcthes. But ‘most boys do know, and could tell us older
people about the best way, almost as well as we could tell them.
Let us sce who will be the most cager to practice his knowledge—
Tutor Fohn, in American Reformer.

THE PLEDGES.

——

THE TEETOTALER'S PLEDGE

A pledge I make no wine to take;
Nor brandy red that turns the head ;
Nor whisky hot that makes the sot;
Nor fiery rum that ruins home.

Nor will I sin by drinking gin;

Hard cider, too, will never do;

Nor brewer's beer my heart to cheer;
Nor sparkling ale my face to pale.

To quench my thirst I'll always bring
Ccld water from the well or spring ;
So here 1 pledge perpetual hate

To all that can intoxicate.

THE TRIPLE PLEDGE.

We will not buy, we will not make,
- We will not use, we will not take

Wing, cider, beer, rum, whisky, gin;

Because they Icad mankind to sin.

We will not smoke the smoker's pets,
Those little things called cigarcttes.
We will not chew, we will not snuff,
Or wastc our time in playing puff.

We will not curse, though many dare
Open their lips to curse and swear.

Qur words shall be both pure and plain ;
We will not take God's name in vain.

—Ofcial Orgax,

Think about it, boys! The




