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I watt pamnt you a sipn, 1um seller
And hoangat above yonr door;

A tewr and better signehoard
Than von ever had before.

1 will paint with the shalt of n master,,
And many shall pause to sos

This wonderful pices of paint.ng,
S0 like the reality.

I will paint you youvself, ruam-sellor,
As you wait for that fair young boy,
Just in the norn of manhood,
A mether’s pride aud joy,
He has no thonght of stopping,
But yon greet him with a smile ;
And you seeus so blithe and friendly
That he pauses to chat awhile.

I will paint you again, rum-soller 3
I will paint you as you stand
With a foaming glass of liquor
Holding in cither hand.
He wavers, but you urge him:
* Priude ! pledge me just this one 1
Amwl he lifts the glass and drains it,
Aund the hellish work is done,

And' T will next paint o druankard'y
Ouly o year lias flown,

But unto this loathsomo creature
The fair young boy has grown,

The work was quich and rapid ;
T will paint-as he les

In o torpid, deunken slumber,
Under the wintry skies.

I will paint the form of the motker
As slie kneels at her darling’s side,

Her beautiful boy that was dearer
Than all the world beside,

L will paint the shape of the coffin
Labelled with ene word—** Logt § »

with her swee, colf saceifion 5 it they nre saved |
van hoar anytlong,”

While 50 much in carnest she was mery, and
foud of out-door sperts  One day  after sliding
on the ica —sho enme into the house 10 grent gles,
exclutmuy -

*It's splendid sliding 1 »

“Yeu,” said the father, it’s good fun, but
wretehed for the shoes.”

The consciontions child saw how Lard it was for
the father to buy shoes, and never slid upon the
ico again.

This was much like Ralph Waldo Emerson, who,
when a lad, took a hook out of the cireulating
library, for wineh ho paid six cents. Deing re-
proved by an aunt for spending this monay when
his widowed miother was struggling, he carvi~d
back the book unread, and for yea.s could not be
prevailed upon to read 1t.

When Mary was twelve years old she bagan to
be eager to earn for her support, and to help the
family.  She loved books, and was not fond of
sewing ; but she thought if she could Jearn dress.
making, this would bring money. For threo
months she worked in n shop without pay to learn
the trade, and then, for threo months, she recet . od
thirby-seven cents a dny, ‘Lhis scemed such slow
way of earning, that she began to looi for nther
work,

She went to a large olothing establishment, and
asked for a dozen red fiannel shirts to make, The
preprictor wondered, probubly, who the little
twelve.year-old child could be; but she had un
honest face, and he did up the bundle for her. She
was to receive only six_and a quarter cents apiece,
and’ they must be returned at a specified time,

lien mnster, knew her noble pil enrnest, spime,
nid assisted her ingoing 6o the Charleston Femalo
Betore lony ane af the teachor GITR
and Mary was ahed to take hep plaes, resiting out
of sehool to tit. herself for hor elosses  Sho thus
earued enough to pay for her sehooling, and wag
bright ensugh to tnke the four-years’ course in two
venrs,

When sho had finished the enurse, she had the
opporturity of goinyg ta a Virginin plantotion ag n
gorerness,  Here she renuined for two veirs, and
came home at the end of that time with siy hundred
dollars, and a good supply of clothes, MHow proud
her fond parents must have been of her? Now
she was zblo to help them.

She became the principal of the high-school in
Duxbury, Mass,, and was an inspiration to overy
scholer in the school.  Yes! and an inspiration to
somebody olse in the neighbourhood -— g Yyoung
winister, whase church was near her school-house,
She beeame deeply interested in his sermons, and
he bheeame deeply interested in her The result
was, that at twenty-threo she marvied the Rev.
D. P. Livermore, and hns been a happy wife, and
mother of three children. .

Now past sixty, she looks and: seems many years
younger. Her homs is at Melrose, Massachusots,
—Our Yout).
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The Swiss Hero.

As one travels through Switierland he sees con-
stantly exhibited 'in the shop-windows a group in
bronze, marble, or wood carving. It represents a
man pierced with ten spears; and as ho sinks to
the ground, dying, his comrades press victoriously
upon their astonished foes,

ey

A I will paint all this, rum seller Rvery ni . in ki — i e .

v it painb it fres of vort, :3]‘;91{ mgh]t; ’?1’8 “’f”'k"? n her ropm t}s°"“(’tl“}"’s The group ovidently commemorated somo Swiss
3 ‘ il the ‘I’“y moriring loms'-;to ]ge)t 1080 SIS harg 5 and wo listened with pleasure as the Siviss
4 The sin ard the shame and sorrow, ready, that the pittance might help father and shop-keeper repeated, with patriotic pride, the old

mother. It is not strange that so heroic a child
has come to a remarkable womanhood !

The crime and want and woe,
That are born there in your rum-shop,

story of Arnold de Wiukelried.
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No hand can paint, you know.
But I'Hl paint yon = sign, rum seljer,
And many shal)l pause to view
This wonderful swinging sign-board,
So terribly, fearfully true,
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Girlhood of Mrs;, Livermore.

BY SARAH K. BOLTON,

Mary A. LiveeMork, the famous lectuver, is a
striking example of & self-made woman. She was
descended frém ancestors who for six generations

"had been Welsh preachers; and her
mother were earnest Christians also, Ay school
she was a great favourite, bacause she was es-
pecially kind to all poor children. If o boy ov
girl wore shabby clothes, or was ridiculed, she
always showed them espeeial attoution ; or if thoy
had meagre dinners, she shared hers with them,

She was a mother to the five other children in
the home. As they were in straitened circum-
stances, 4nd there were very fow playthings, she
used to entertain the others by hblding meotings in
her father’s woodshed—making benches of logs,
and setting up split sticks for the people.  She
would pray and preach, and the rest weve dolighted
to Jisten to what they considered wonderful elo.
quence,

The mother—Mrs. Rice—would smile at the
pecubar spectacle; but the father would look on
reverently and sadly, aud sey + “T wish you had
been a boy ; you could have been trained- for the
ministry.”

So atixious was Mary for the conversion of the
rest, that she would awakéit hér father and mother
ab taft o'clock at night, and bog them to pray for

her sisters. “It's no matter about me,” sho said
]

father and’

When the day came on which the work was to
be done, she had made only half the shirts. There
was a knock at the doox

“Does Mary Rice live hero?” asked s strange
voico of the mother, who had gone to the ddbr to
open it. :

“Yes,” was the reply.

“ Well, she took a dozen red flannel shirts from
my shop to muke, and she hasn’t returned ’em |
said the mar, somewhat annoyed. ™

. “If can’t be my daughter,” said the astonished
Mus. Rice. : .

The man was sure, but did not know what an-
swer to make, when Mary appeared on the scene.

" “Yes, mother; T got these shirts-of the mar.”

“You promised to get ’em done, Miss,” said the
now reassnred man, “and we are’ in g great
hurry.”

“You shall have the shirts to-morrow night,”
said the mother,

. When the man had gone, Mrs. Rice burst into
Lears,

“We are nat sa poar as that, my dear child,”
she said.  “ What is to becomo of ‘you, if you take
all the caves of the world upon your shoulders ¢”

8he did not dream that her little girl was somo
day to wateh over dying men on battlo fields, wuke
them home to die in the mrms of their motlers, or
let them die in her own, become one of the most
active helpers in raising 6ifty million dollars for
the sanitary and Christian conumission in our civil
war, become one of the most eloquent lecturors
of the country, travelling twenty-five thousupd
wiles annually in her worl,, and hanoured nnd be-
loved in twe lromisphares.

Little Mary Rice Jonged for an education, and
the way to obtain it finally opened. Dr. Neale,

In 1836 a large Austrian army invaded Switzer-
land.  All the patriots gathered at Sempach to re-
sist them. The armies fronted ench othor in
silence, There was no point'in the unbroken front
of the Austrians where the Swiss could make on
attack,

Suddenly Winkelried, shouting ¢Make way for
liberty 1 charged alone upon the Austrians, Fx-
tending his arms, he gathered ten spears  within
his grasp. Their points pierced his heart ; he bore
them to the ground; but the breach had been
made.  The Swisc rushed through the opening,
and, stimulated by Winkelvied’s ex‘mnple, defeated
$ha Austrinns with terrible slaughter,

How often in moral advanges some hero draws’
the attack upon himself, and falls & martyr, while '
others march to victory through the opening he
has made, '
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One Brick Laid Wrong,

Somk workmen were once building a very lnrga
brick tower, which was to be carried up yery
high.  In laying u corner, one brick—either by
aceident or carelegsness—was sob o very little out
of line. The work wont on withont its being
noticed ; but as sach course of, bricks was kept
in line witl thosp. alveady laid, the tower was. not:
put up exactly straight, and the higher they builg
the more insecure it beeame, '

Cno day, when the tower
about forty feet, there was
Tho building had fallen,
ruins |
Do you ever think what ruin may como of one
bagd habit, one brick laid wrong, while you are now
building a gharacter for lifeY Remembor that in

had been capyied up .
8 tremendops crash.
burying the men jp the .

youth the foundatian is laid,
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