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PLEASANT HOURS.

~

01¢ Rys Makes a Speech,
BY £ CARWERLL

I wns made tn be caten,
And not to be dranik;
‘To be thrashed In a barrn,
Not sonked in n tank:;
I como as & Llessing,
When put thiough the mfil;
As a blight and a curse.
When run tarough n stll:
Make me up Into loaves,
And your children are fed;
But if into drink,
1 will starve them Instead:
In bread I'm a servant,
The czter shall rule:
In drink T am master,
The drinker a fool.
Then remember the warning @
My strength 1)l employ
If eaten, to strengthen;
If drank, to destroy.
—Plttaburg Christian Adveeate,
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THE TEMPLE OF CHILDSOUL.

A certain good King bullt a number of
very beautiful and costly temples for
himselt, called Mansouls. Some of them,
smaller than the others, were called
Chlldsouls. He loved to dwell in these
temples, and always did so when they
were kept pure and fit for his presence.
But there were enemfes who sought to
defile and des‘roy his beautiful temples,
the boys and girls, and men and women.
" One of these enemlies, named Alcohol,
was a flerce, flery imp, who was deter-
m:ned to desecrate and destroy as many
of these beautiful temples as he could.
Knowling that he could not gain entrance
as he was, he disgulscd himself as a
fairy named Wine, who had a beautifui,
sparkling complexion, and mild, in-
offensive manners. Once in, the doors
were soon unbarred, and he was master
of the place.

He first called all his vile, wicked com-
panions, Hatred, Vulgarity, Gluttony,
Passlon, and Folly, to come in, and they
made the beautiful temple of Mansoul so
foul and offensive that they compelled
the King to leave. Then he preceeded
to strip the outside of its beauty. He
made the foundations (the legs) to bend
A/nd totter  He disfigured the front (the
face) with horrid red blotches. He
dimmed the windows (the eyes) with the
dust and stains of foolishness and pre-
Judice. and made the whole structure sc
ugly and untike itself that those who
saw it were disgusted. and the good King
mourned that the temnle had not closed
its doors against such an eaemy.

Meanwhile the enemy, Alcohol, was

not satisfliedt with what he had done. He .
sald, 1 must Lra this temple down.” '

50 he kindled fires ia the refectory
{stemach) and on the altar (heart) and
in the dome {Lrain}. and kept them burn-
ipg until the beautiful temple was con-
sumed in flames (delirium) and the King
WwA3S Tobded of one of his holy temples—
a human body.

But all this need not have happencd
had the King's cominand been obeyed.
There wore three keys with which the
temple should have deer kept Jocked—
*“Touch not. taste not. bandle not, the
unclean thing."—Christlan  Endeavour
World.

THE GREEDY BOTTLE. ;

A poor, undersized Vv, nawmed Tim,
sliting by a bottle a1 .ng In, gaid :

, 1 wonder If thero can be a palr of,
His mother had mended ,

shoes in 1t 2
his clothes, but gald hig shoes were so
bad he must go barefoot.

were no shoes in 1t, and he was fright-
ened, for it was his father's Lnttle, Thin ,
sat down again and sobbed so loud that,
he did not hear a step behind him, until
“ a vo'ce sald ¢

' *“\Well! what's all this ?”

up in great alarm; it was his father.

g “Who broke my bottle 1 he said.

| 1 d1d,” sald Tim, catching his breath, i
i

1]

i

He sprang

half In cerror and half between his sobs. |
* Why did yon ?"
Tim looked up, The volce did not '’
' gound as he had cxpected. Tha truth
© was, his father had been touched at the
' sight of the forlorn figure, so very small
~and so sorrowful, which had bent over:
the broken Yottle,

“Why,” he satld, "I was lcoking for o'
pair of new shoes; I want & palr of now
shoes awful bad—all the other chaps!
wear shoes.” '

* How came you to think you'd find.
. shoes In the bottle 7" the tather asked. ’
, “Why, mothur sald so, I asked her,
for some new shoes, and she sald they
had gone {n the bhlack bottle, and that
lots of other things had gone into it, too
—coats and hats, and bread and meat,
and things; and I thought that {f I broke '
it. I'd find ‘em all, and there ain't a thing ,
fn ft!' I'm real sorry I broke your bot- |
tle, father, T'll never do it agasn.”

‘ No, I guess you won’t,” he gald, lay-
ing n hand on the rough lttle head as
he went away, leaving Tim overcome
with astonishment that his father had
not been angry with him. Two dayvs
after he banded Tim a parcel, telling
him to open it.

“ New shoes! New shoes !” he shoute
ed. “Oh, father, did you get a new
bottle, end were they In it 2
, “No, my boy, there ain’'t going to be a
; new bottle.  Your mother was riglt—

the things all went Into the bottle, but
You see getting them out is no easy mat-
ter; 80, God helping me, I am going to
keep them out after this.”-——Arkansas
Methodist,

SWALLOWING A FARM,

) This paragraph has been floating
i around in the papers. We do not know
i who wrote it, but It coxatalns much for
| young men to think about : “ My home-
less friend with the chromatic nose, while
! you are stirring up the sugar in a ten-
, cent glass of gin, let me give you a fact
, to wash down with it. You may say
; you have longed for years for the free,
independent life of a farmer, but you
lhave never been able to get enough
: money to buy a farm. But there is
| where you are mistaken. For some
; years you have been drinking a good
, improved farm at the rate of one hun-
dred square feet at a gulp. If you doubt
thie statement figure it out for yourself.
An acre of land contains 43,560 feet.
Estimating, for convenience, the land at
! $43.66 an acre, you will see that it brings
i the land to just one mill per square foot.
i Now pour down the fiery dose and im-
; agine you are swallowing a strawberry
patch. Call in five of your friends and
have them help you gulp down tbat five-
i hundred-foot garden. Get on a pro-
lenged spree some day and see how long
it will take to swallow a pasture land
to feed a cow. Put down that glass of
gin; there is dirt in ft—three hundred
feet of good, rich dirt, worth $43.56 per
acre.”

A TIPSY BABY.
BY LEWIS ALBERT BANES.

There is a2 man in Brooklyn who kesps
a boarding-house. There is8 nothing
very strange about thst, because there
are lots of people in Brookiyn who keep
boarding-honses; but there are very few
people In Brooklyn who would sleep well
nights if they opened thelr house to the
kind of boarders this man takes in it
fs a boarding-house for wild animals.
Circus people and theatrical troupes that
have snakes or animals that they are not
using for the time in their shows hire
him to take care of them and board them
for so much a week.

About six months ago a baby elephant
; Was brought over from Burmah and made
a summer tour, extending into the late
autumn, wht a travelling show  Then
it was sent to the Brooklyn boarding-
bouse to spend the winter. The elephavt
took 2 dbad co'd. and the landlord dosed
him with whiskey and quinine from a
demijohin. The elephant did not 1like
the liguor at first, but he scon acquired
the labit, and the other night, feellng

Then he took

A brick and broke the bottlo, but there | yying gsleep.

thirsty, he knocked the head off the
l demijohn, which had been left in his

quarters, and sucked out atl there was
left.

There was not enough to make him
dead ¢runk, but just cnough to make
him feel big, and want to break some-
thing and have a great time. In his
hilarity he overturned a glass-covered
case in which a twenty-foot python was
Tho blg snake was angry !
when he waked up, and, with a viclous
sparkle in his littlo eyes, he went for
that tipsy elephant and cofled himself
around its body.

As tho colls grew tense about the ele-
phant it trumpeted In agony, and strug-
gled to shake the python off; but the
snake had neither mercy nor fear.

The boarding-liouse keeper was awak- i
oned by the nofse and rushed into tho
room, club in hand. He saw the perll
of the elephaut, and when the snake .
raised its head avgrily at his intrusion,
he hit it a savage blow. The colls
loosened and the python fell to the floor.
The elephant gasped and fell likewise.
Its ribs had been crushed in, and in half
an hour it was dead. The snuko was
put back into its box, but an hour later
it was dead also.

The empty demijohn In the corner told ;
the cause of the tragedy. . !

Alas ! how many tragedies como from
the demijohn! Boys and girls think |
they can play with it, and take a glass ;
of beer or wine now and then without !
danger, but it soon gets to be master, and
their ruin follows.

There never was a wliser appeal than -
that of Solomon, in.his book of Proverbs, -
when he says: “ Look not upon the,
wine when it 8 red, when it glveth his |
colour in the cup, when it moveth itself ;
aright, At the last it biteth like a ser-
pent and stingeth like an adder.”

ANOTHER 8HOT AT THE
OIGARETTE.

A prominent railroad man is the latest
to throw down the gauge of battle to the
cigarette. He is a general freight agent ;
on & large railroad, and employs many ,
young men as clerks. He has an-
nounced that, in the future, he will not
employ any young men who are addicted
to the cigarette habit, and, further than
this, he expresses his intention ot getting
rid of all cigarette fiends now working in
his department. He gives the following
as his reasons for this decislon: “ Among
the 200 in my service, thirty-two are
cigarette flends. Eighty-five per cent.
of the mistakes occurring in the office
are traceable to the thirty-two smokers.
They fall behind with their work, and
when transferred to other desks, which
men who do not smoke handle eastly, |
they immediately get along just as badly, |
showing that it is not the amount of |
work, but the inability or indolence of
the performer. The smokers average
‘two days off’ from work per month,
while the non-smokers-average only one-
half of a day in the same time. The
natural conclusion is that the thirty-two
young men are holding positions deserved
by better men.”-—Michigan School Moder-
ator.

THE DATE LINE.

A mapmaker asks The Sun it the Date
Line, or the imaginary line drawn to
mark the change in the calendar day re-
quired of circumnavigators of the globe,
follows the 180th meridian. He adds
that he has been unable to find the Date
Line on any map. .

The Date Line does not follow the
180th or any other meridian for its en-
tire course, but takes a somewhat devious
route through the Pacific. It is strange
that it is shown on so very few maps of the
world. Tae reasons why a crooked
course was given to it and why it was
piaced in the Pacific are interesting and
easily understood.

Suppose the. Date Line had been run
through our country on the meridian of
Chicago. In that case, when it wus
Monday in New York. Cleveland and In- |
dianapolis, it would b3 Tuesday all the,
way from Chicago to San Francisco aad ,
out on the Pacific. Of course that would .
be.a gerious business inconvenience. It .
is evident that the Date Line sheuld not ,
pass through any continents. It is prac-

i
|

ticaily a necessity trat such a line had
to be fixed somewhere, but it obviously
had to run through an ocean.

It should 2ot pass through the Atlantic
Ocean, because, in that case, when it was
Monday in London, Paris and Hamburg,
it would be Tuesday in the United-States;
and thi, would be inconvenient in re-
gions that have such enormous interests
in common &nd are 5o closely united by
telegraphs and cables. The best place }
for the Date Line was in the Parific;
Ocean. It we follow the * .e through }
the Pacific we shdll o #.ve that the;
ideas above -éxpressed snave had die .
weight in marking its course. H

Paseing through the middle of Behring |

Strait the line suddenly turns to the
south-west tiil it reackes 170 degrees east
Jongitude., In this way Mehring Tsland
and the entire Aleutian chaln,all a part
of North America, are kept on the Am-
erican side of the llne, When it is
Monday in New York it i{s also Monday
in Attu, our most western American pos-
geasion,

Then the line sweeps eastward again
and followe the 180th meridian far znuth
till it reaches the neighbourhood of the
FIj1 Islands. As this group and other
{slands round about belong to Great Brit-
ain, and are closely urited in business
relations with New Zealand and Australla,
the lino takes a wide sweep to the east
50 as to give them all the same calendar
day. It then returns to the 180th
meridian, which it follows to the Ant-
arctic—New York Sun.

The Nution's Call.
BY EMMA PLAYTER SEABURY,

“Wanted,” a half of a million more
Ot boys, as brave as boys can be;
To fight our battles from shore to shore,
To fight our battles upon the gea,
Boys who will start at the bugle's call,
Who are never afraid to face a foe,
Strong and manly, and true withal,
Who stand for a principle where they
go.

“ Waauted,” a half a million or so,
To 1ttt thu ensign up for the right,
Unturling, and tossing it to and fro,
Agalnst the hosts of evil to fight,
Legion and regiment, square on square,
Proud, invincible, never a break,
Stern, deflant, and tall, and fafr,
Daring to die for the truth’s own sake.

The nation calls, and her need is dire,
For half a million of boys to come,

With bayonets drawn, and souls on fire,
To fight and vanquish the fiend of

Rum,

The boys sre falling along the line,
Thick an fast, and the trampled sod
Reeks with the blood of its victims

splashed,
And the nation’s call is the call of God.

“Wanted,” & million, or two or three,
Ot boys who never will tell a lig,

Whose souls are pure, and who dare to be
Opposed to wrong, and opposing die,

Temptatlo]n attacks with her serried

steel, .

The fortress wavers, and we must hold;

Wanted,” a million boyg to feel

That right is a better thing than gold.

4"

“Wanted,” a million to bear our arms,
Not for the pearis of the westérn seas,

Not for the horrors of war's alarms,
Not for the slaves of the Antilles,

But patriots, who are staunch, true men,
‘Who will stand by the armies that do

not toam,

To fight life's battles over again,

Thehdauntlesu armies that stay at
ome.

“Wanted,” a million of boys {o stand
By the slaves of passion who plead
and pray,
The slaves of appetite need a hand,
And the slaves of poverty, every day.
The bravest of patriots ever known,
Have fought their battles in twos and
threes,
With right and duty, or stood alone;
Anc God gives victory unto these.
~—VUnion Signoal.

FOR THE LOVE THAT IS IN IT.

A poor Arab, travelling in the dasert,
came to a spring. of pure water, and
filled hig leather cup to carry it to the
caliph. He kiad o go a long way before
he could present it to his sovereign.
The caliph received the gift with plea-
sure, and pouring some of the water into
a cup drank it, lhanking the Arab and
rewarding him. The courtiers around
pressed forward, eager to taste of the
wornderful water, but the caliph forbade
them- to touch a single-drop. When the
poor Arab had departed with a joyful
heart, the caliph told his courtiers why
he had forbidden them to taste the
water. In the long journey it had be-
come impure and distasteful in the
leathern bottle. It was an offering of-
love, and as such the caliph had-recaived
it with pleasure. But he knew tkat i¢
any other should taste the water, .he
would have shown his disgust, and thus
the poor man's feelings would have béen
wounded. - : )

Does not thie beautifully ilustrate the
spirit with which Ohrist receives the
gifts and servicus-of those who love him?
The.gifts may be worthless, and the ser-
vices may avail nothing: but for the love
that prompts them, he accepis thewa
:'hlth real gladness and richly rewards

em, : N ‘ '

S



