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THE LITTLE FOLK.

‘The Battle of Life,

Go forth to tho battle of life, my boy,
Go while it is called to-day :
Fotr tho years go out and tho years come in,
Regardless of those who may lose or win,
Of those who may work or piay.

And the troops march stoadily on, my boy,
To the army gone betore ;
You may hear the sound of their {alling feot,
Qolng dowa to the river whero two worlds mest :
They go, to return no more.

There’s a place for you in the ranks, my boy,
And duty, too, assigned.

Step fnto the front with a cheerful face ;

Bo quiok, or another may take your place,
And you may be left behind.

Thero s work to bo done hy the way, my boy,
‘That you never can troad again—
Work for the loftiest, lowliest mon ;
Work for the plow, plane, splodie and pen ;
Work for the handa and the brain.

The serpeut will follow your ateps, my boy,
To lay fcr your toet a snare;

And Pleasure sita in her fairy bowers,

With garlaods of pop?&ea and lotus flowers
Inwreathing her golden hafr,

Temptations will wait by the vur, my boy-—
Temptations without and within ;

And spirits of evll, with robes as fair

As those which the angels in heaven might wear,
Wil lure you to deadly ain.

Then put on tho armour of God, my boy,

Iu tho beautiful days of youth ;
Put on the helmet and bredstplate and shielgd,
And sword the foebleat arm may wield

In the cause of right and trath,

Ard go o the battle of life, my boy,
With the peace of the Gospel ahod ;
And before high heaven, do the beet you can
For the great rewazd and the good of man,
For the kingdom and crown of God.

Jexxie F. WiLLive.

The Two Knives.

Barry snd Leo Farloy hed the same birthday, though there was
a difference of five yeara in their ages, Their uncle Stanton, who
was very fond of both the boys, never forgot them on the tweaty-
fifth of May. They were ulways sure of somo trifle in the way of »
gifc from him.

So, on tho morning of tho twenty-fifth, when Harry was twelve
and Leo seven, thoy were both eager to go to the post-office to sce
what the mail had brought. But, as it was a mile to the village,
and the weather was quite warm, Mrs, Farley decided that it was
100 long o walk for Leo, and Harry went alono.

*I'll walk fast, and get back just as scon as ever I can, leo,”
said Harry, ‘*and you can go as tar as the big oak, und wait for
me.,”

All the way to tho village Harry was wondering what his uncle
bad sent, and felt ve:y mach excited when the poat-master hanided
through the dolivery window & amall box divected to ** Harry and
Leo Farley.”

It had been agreed that he shenld open it without waiting for
Leo to share that pleasure with him ; and s0 he tore off the paper
cover to the box at once, pulled off the lid, and tound two kaives.
On ons wzs a alip of paper bearing bis own name; on the other a
siip with the naing of his little brother.

Harry looked puezled and surprised as he examined bis kaife.
It was an old knife, though it bad once been handsome, and baro
uamiatakable evidence of having been used a great mapy years.
What did uvacle Stanton mean by ssuding bim an old, worn-out
kalfe? He opened the one sent to Leo. That was a knife any boy
might be prond to own. It bad four blades, and was handsomely
mounted {n pearl. Harry's heart rebelled agalnet the distinction
which had been made. Ho told himsslf that sarely there wassomo
mistake, aud the old knife had beea intended for Leo, who wasso
little that he really ought not to be irustod with a handsome kaife
havlog fonr sharp blades.

¢¢ I can chapge the ollps of paper, sod bo will never know any-
thing abeut it,” thought Harry., ¢* He will bo pleazed enoagh tc
have any sort of & knife at all,”

Ho stoppsd undor a tres to thinkabout it ; and as hostood ther
debating whether to give Lso the old or the new knife, somo stils,
small voloe ssamed to whisper to him : * Do what is right; you are
oa your hosour.®
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Hos face flushed.

“ But Leo would never know,” ha muttered, in auswer to that
silont voloo; and at once tho volco seomed to say: * That has
nothing to do with it. You aro on your henour.”

He reflooted bow often his tather had said to bim that ho must
do right for right's sako, lot the conscquences bo what they may ;
and that his niothor had warned him against yiolding to tomptation.
* \Weakuoas briugs its own mivery,” she had sald. ¢ Be strong,
howaver much it may sen tu your fatercst to visld to the volce of
the tempter.” The debate with hia conscionco onded as Harry ree
mombered his mothor's tender mdvice. He sot off down the road

. as fast as he could go, and in a few minutesaaw Leostanding under
tho old oak, waving his handkerchief.

The little boy gave a whoop of delight when Harry handed him
the new knife.

*“ What a beauty 1" ho said, ** and just what I wanted, too. I
hopo mamma won't take it away from mo—it's pretty sharp.”
‘T'hen ho kold out his hand for the other knite. **le yours like
mine 1" he asked.

As Harry, rather roluctantly, lot him take the kuife, and the
littlo brothor eaw that it was old and worn, his eyes filled with
sudden tears.

“ Unolo- Stanton made a mistake,” ho said, at once. **He
meaant tho old knifo for me, Harry. Ho was afrald I mightcut
myself with & now kanife. You must let e have tho old one.”

But Harry refused to take advantage of his littlo brother's
Roaerous offer, and was deaf to all Leo's pleadings.

41 would be ashamed to tako tho new ono,” he eaid, romembar-.
ing tho debate with his consolence. ** It was sent to you, Leo, and
you muast keep {t.”

¢ Aud 1 don't want it,” sald Leo,” I know I would cut myss\l.
My fingers are all soratched and cut up now, just using the butcher
kaife to whittle.”

Again Harry was tempted, but again ho was strong; and he
shook his head resolutoly;

** You can’t make me take what was meant for you,” ho sald;
and he had raver felt happler than he did all the rest of that day,

‘¢ It’s just becauso X dida't give in about that kaife,” he thoaght,
as, on going to bed he reviowed the events of the day. **What a
mcan snoak [ would have folt if I'd taken it, and changed thoss
phpers 1

The next morning camo another packags and = lstter. Uncle
Stanton wroto that he had bought tho konives on his way down
town to his office, and, on atriving there, had used his own knife
to cut off the price tags, carelessly leaving it upon his office table
on hsing called away suddouly, rnd putting one of the now ones by
mistake into his own pocket. He had directed his office boy to
label the koives, and niail them at once, and bad not discovered for
twenty-four hours the exchange that had been made. ‘. As my
kni‘o is ono gtven me by my old grandfathor twenty years ago,”
ran tho letter, **1 valuc it very hizhly, and will ask that it be
roturoed to mo."

Tho package coatained a pearl.mounted knife similar to the ona
Harry had so desired. ’

A fow hours later Harry had to go to the village on an orrand,
and he went to the mirror fo bis mother’s room to brush his halr.
His pleasant, honear face was refleoted thero, and he smile.l as he
poticed ft.

L guess I'd have been ashamed to lock at mysolf {n s glase it
I'd exchanged those knives,” he thought. “‘ How glad X am I
stuck to thoright! Its going to be o2sy the next time, tod.”

And then he ran whirtling down the stalriray, his heart as light
as o feather.—Christian Soldier.

Jack the Soldier.

“Caun'tdo it. Iv's againat orders. I'm a soldic: now,” said
one nowsboy to another.

¢ Yes, you look ltke s goldier 1 was the mocking reply.

“J aw, chough, all the aame,” and Jack straightened himselt
and Icoked steadily into Jim's oyes. ‘¢ Jesus is my Captaio, and
I'm going to do everything oa tho squars after this, 'cause ho says
80"

*“That won't last long,” sald Jum. *¢Just wait till ~ou’re in
bdd Juck and awtul huogry, aod you'tl hook somotbing tast
enough.”

*No ; my Captain says, *Don’t atoal,’ and I won't. What I
can't earn I'll go without, and if I'm likely to steal any time, I'll
just call co him. Ho's always watchin' to aee if any of his zoldiers
need help, and hao's ready with it as soon as they ask for it. He'll
halp me to do anything he's told mo to do.”

Wiss Jack! He had learnsd ths secret of & happy, usefnl
Chrlstlan life,
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