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: « A Plea,

. Morner? wateh the little feet

That restlessly do roam g {
Keep them, mother, near to thee,

Near to thy heart and home, i

Dangars lurk oh every hand, '
When from thy sight they stray ;

Guard, oh! guard thy little band
Cease not to watch und pray.

Keep them from the haunts of sin,
Amidst thy other cares § i

Teach thiem ot to tater th }
Shield théem With a Wother's prayers,

Food and shelter are not all
Little ones of thee will ask ; :

Careful wateh, lest they should fal); |
Must be thy daily tark:

. =3

The Sandwich Islands.

. THis is an exceedingly interesting
group of islands in the North Pacific, |
sbout midway between Mexico and
Japan.  They contain the largeat vol- |

feet high } with a crater of boiling lava '
tbont eight miles in circumference, and '
1,000 feet deep. |
. When discovered by Captain Cook '
the peoplo wete very degraded and
trtel cannibals, But (through the

influence of Christian missionaries the

Islands have undergone a moral trans.
formation.  The people are how de- -
ently clothed, and are exceedingly !
smisblein character. A fow years wgo, !
when the King wished to send some of !
their ancient idols a8 specimens to !
 Great Britain, there was not one to be |
ffoand in the island, and he had to |
fend o a tnuseum in Boston to procure |
8 single specimen.  Churches, banks,
i ewspapers, every mark of civilization
wow characterizos theso once savage
jalands,

3' Coals of Fire.
-
i BY MRS. H. E, BLAKESLEE.

I\ Fauuen Dawsox kept missing his
jorn. - Every few nights it was taken
from his crib although the door was !
 well secured with lock and key. f
i “It's that lazy Tom Slocum,” he ex-

ano {n tho world, Mauna Toa, 14,000 .
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[Suimed one morning, after missing |
feoro than usual.  “ I'vesuspected him | ¢
fall the time, and I won't bear it any
i boger.”

;' What makes you think it’s Tom ?
uked his wife, pouring out the frag-
mat coffee.

e for that matter. He spent the

Mighbours were at work. Now they

Nm just right, too.”
."“But Lis family are suffering,” re-

! bitter fruits of his folly is it not the
; " Because he's the only man around | very time to help him to a better life?’
Yho hasn’t any corn—nor anything suggested the wife.

mmmer at the saloons while his | most effective,” replied the farmer.

Mvo plenty and he has nothing—aerves | better. Try the coals first, William ;
try the ooals first.”

joined his wife ;  they are sick aund in
need of food and medicine ; should we
not help them "

“ No,” growled the farmer; ¢ if he
finds his neighbours are going to take
care of his family it will encourage him
to spend the next season as he did the
last. Better send him to jail and his
family to the p-orhouse,and I'm going
to do it, too. I've laid a plan to trap
bim this very night.”

~-

“Now while Tom is reaping the

“ A little course of law would be

¢ In this case coals of fire would be

Farmer Dawson made no reply, but

- -

GATHERING ORANGES 1N THE SANDWICH ISLANDS.

*ﬁnished his breakfast and walked out
of the Louse with the decided step of
on¢ who hus made up his mind, and
something is going to be done,

The farmer proceeded to examine his
cribs and, after a search, found a hole
large enough to admit a man's hand,

‘“There's the leak,” he exclaimed ;
“T'll fix that,” and he went to work
setting a trap inside,

Next morning he arcee earlier than

usual and went to the cribs. His trap | on Dawson's place. He stopped drink-
had caught & man—Tom Slocum— the | ing and stealing, attended church und

very one he had suspected !

He seemed to tuke 1o notice of the | came a respectable member of society.

thief, but turned sside into the bam

and began heaping the mangers with [ once wus!” remarked the farmer's
bay—swcet scented from the summer’s | wife one day.

harvest-field. Then he epened the

crib door and took out the golden ears | the coals of firs that did it."—ZRoyal

All the time he was thinking
what to do.  Should he try the law or
the coals? The law was what the man
deserved, but his wife’s words kept
ringing through his mind.

He emptied the corn into the feed-
ing-troughs, then went around where
the man stood—one hand in the trap.

“Hello! neighbour, what are you
doing here " he asked.

Poor Tom answered nothing, but his
downcast, guilty face confessed more
than words could have done.

Farmer Dawson released the im-
prisoned hand, and, taking Tom’s sack,
ordered him to hold it while he filled it
with the coveted grain,

“There, Tom, take that,” said the
farmer, *and after this when you want
corn come to me and I'll let you have
it on trust or for work. I need another
band on the farm, and will give you
steady work with good wages.”

‘“ Ob, sir,” replied Tom, quite over-
come, “I've been wanting work, but
no one would hire me. My family
was suffering, and I was ashamed to
beg.  But I'll work for this and every
ear that I've taken, if you'll give me
tho chance.”

“Very well, Tom,” said the farmer,
“taks the corn to the mill, and make
thingy comfortable about home to-day,
and to-morrow we'll begin. But there
is one thing you must agree to first.”
Tom lifted an inquiring gaze.

“Youn must let whiskey alone,” con-
tinued the farmer, “ you must promise
not to touch a drop,

The tears sprang into Tom’s eyes,
and his voice trembled as he said:
“You aie the firct man that's ever
asked me that. There’s always enough
to say, ¢ Come, Tom take a drink,’ and
T've drunk until I thought there was
no use in trying to be a better man,
Bui #izca you care enough to ask me
to stop drinking, I'm bound to muke
the trial ; that I will, sic.”

Farmer Dawson took ‘Iom to the
house and gave him his breakfast,
while his wife put up a basket of food
for the suffering family in the poor
man’s liome.

Tom went to work the mext day,
and the next, and the next. In
tinie he cime to be an efticient hand

Sunday-achool with his family, and beo-

““ How changed Tom is from what he

**Yes,” replied her husband, ¢ 'twas

—the fruit of his Lhonest toil

Road.
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