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Sparkling and Bright.

-Sparkling and bright, in its liquid lght,
Is the water In our glagses ;
'Twill give us health, ‘twill give you
wealth,
Ye lads and 1osy lasses !

Chorus—

-Ob, then, resign your rudby wine,
Each smiMing son and daughter,
There's nothing so good for the youth-
tul bleed,
Or.38 sweet as the gparkling water.

Better than gold i3 the water cold,
From the crystal fountain flowing ;

A .calm delight, both day and night,
To happy homes bestowing,

Sorrow has fled from hearts that bled
©  Of the weepling wife and mother.

“It'll make us drunk, won’t it ?”’ said
ance boy, horrified at the daring of tho
proposal,

“Oh, you little dunce! Have some
pluck ! I'm treatin’ ‘cause I got that
place with old Horton. Art, there, I8
mad and jealous ‘causo he didn’t get it.
Come on, I say " and Joe Coopor walked
with a roll and a swagger to the flat-
bottomed boat ho called a * skifft,” the
other boys jumped in, and they rowed
down the strcam, watched gloomily by
Arthur.

Arthur dld feel sort ot mad and jeal-
ous. Several boys had appiied for the
office-boy’s place with Mr. Horton. Joe
Cooper was the largest boy and ho was
chogen.

*“All bosh, those everlastin’ storles
about an employer looking at a boy's
finger-nalls, and watching him pick up

Ala't goln® to be bossed by nobody !”
asscrted Joo, and ho began to alng a
rowdy song. Mr. Horton's family were
having a Dplenle on Crow's Island in
honour of Robbie Horton's seventh
birthday, and thoy were much an-
noyed whon some rough boys landod
at the cove.

When the slnging began Mr. Horton
walked down to put a rtop to ft. He
stepped around the bank and saw his
offlce-boy elect holding a clgar in one
hand, a tin cup of beer in the other, and
shouting at the top ot bis volce.

*Well,” thought Mr. Horton, *“ is that
what ¥ hired ! Just because he was Iarger!
Ought to have taken that Arthur, I
guess."”

Joe stopped singing as a thought of
Arthur crossed his mind.

“That little preachin' Arthur Ball t—

WHO I8 THE ORIMINAL?

A ragged, shivering little boy was
brought bofore a wmagistrate for stealing
a lonf of bread from & grocor's witndow.
Tho grocer himselt was the informer.
The judge was about to pass sentence
on tho little wretch, when a kind fawyer
offered the following considerations {n
mitigatlon ot his oftence :

*Tho child,” he sald, “ was the eldest
of a misernble group; thetr father lles
low in a drunkard's grave. This wmora-
Ing, when tho act was commi‘ted, the
mother lay drunk on the flioor, and her
children were crying around hor for
bread. The elder boy, unable to bear
such misery any longer. rushed from the
hovel, resolved to odey that paramount
law of nature which teaches us the prin-
ciple of self-preservation, even In dfe.
regavd to the law of the land.
He scized the penny loaf from the

CUpn
Son, pusband, daughter, mother,
They have given up the polgon’d

TATHER MATHEW.

¥ather Theobald Mathew, known
- ag “The Apostle-cf Temperance,”
was born in Tipperary, Ireland,
October 10th, 1799, Educated for
the Roman ‘Catholic priesthood, he
was ordalned at Dublin in 1814.
* From Dublin he went to Kilkenny
and Cork, making the latter place
his permanent home., It was
while he was at Cork that he be-
gan his. great work in the cause
of temperance. Seeing that half-
" way measures would not serve, he
instituted total abstinence so-
> cletles, and went about the coun-
try urging people to join them.
Hls guccess was marvelous. In
nine months he enrolled no less
- thsn one hundred and fifty thou-
sand names. This was only the
beginning of his efforts to save his
fellowmen from the curse of drink.
From the year 1838 until his
de..h, he gave most of his time
and strength to the cause of total
abstinence. He bad not merely
. an eloquence wWhich won him the
rapt attention of great crowds, but
possegsed 8 wmoral influence over
those who listened to him which
it seemed impossible for them to
realst, In Ireland hé was looked.
upon-as a saint, and peosple of all
religious names regarded him with
veneration, Nor were his labours
restricted to.Ireland. He visited
Eugland at different times, and
al¥ays with the greatest success.
He spent two years (1849-1851) in
1his country, and was of great ser-
vice' to temperance workers here.
So faithful and unselfish- was he,
‘that he. became heavily iavolved
k2 debt; though Queen Victorla
.somewbhat relleved this by giving
him a pension of fifteen hundred
dollars a year. 'He- died fn 1856,
worn out with toils and cares.
Few llves have been .more useful.
It'is probable that he ‘was the means of
-the rescue of milllons from intemperance
and its. evil consequences. Let us give
‘him the honour due him, though we may
not 1ike the fact that .he was in the
prlesthood of the Roman Catholic Church.

“TURNED OUT RIGHT FOR OKCE.”
BY JESSIE X. WRIOHT.

« Arthur was 50 smart
He couldn’t keep it fn—
He said that drinkin’ beer
‘Was a tremenjous sin.”

“Come on, fellows, and leave that
preackin’ cad alone! He makes me
ek e

" Arthur’s no cad—he's stronger'n you
for his sge,” put im one boy, rather
weakly., )

_“K~ you've got it, too, have you ?
‘Jat's leave ‘em, fellows! Here's a nice
skifrt; we'll .go up to Crow’s Island, and
T've xot a little keg of beer, and we'li
‘Sive. & _regular btlow-ont I
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FATHER MATHEW,

a pin, and smelling tobacco on him,”
growled Arthur as he kicked stones into
the river. * There's that Joe Cooper—
ain't a boy don’t know twhat he is!
Swears, and cheats at marbles, and talks

dirty, and smokes, snd here he {is start- -

ing off ‘with- beer on a regular spree !
No use beln’ good. I might just as weil
gona along and had a racket too—might
Just as well learn to smoke and be nasty
like the whole kit and caboodle of 'em!
T'd like to, so there, if it wouldn't inake
mother so almighty tired ! Well—don’t
suppose T'll stay a boy all my life "~
and bhe walked on down the stream,
keeping the boat in sight. He could
hear the boy3s in the boat and recognized
an occaslonal cath from Joe, who was
trying to show off, and was acting much
worge than usual. They rcached the
cove Joe had {ndicated and leaped out
on the bit of beach.

“Now far the beer and we'll all have a i

smoke 1” o

‘I think there's a picnic on the island,”
sald one boy. .

*Who cares! we got a right here!
We'll raise Caln and drive ‘em out!

settin® up in morals and manners agin
| me! ‘Tain't virtue gits the cake! Just
1 wasn't he raving this moraning when that
! 0ld fool of a Horton took me!” Joe
noticed that one of the smaller boys was
as white as a sheet, and following his
glance, he saw Mr. Horton standing look-
ing at him. °

“Allow mo to Inform you that you
peed not come to my office to-morrow.”
sald Mr. Horton freezingly. * You boy
thére, empty that beer into the river!
Every one of you get into that boat !—

Now go !"

‘ Without a word the boys climbed inte
the boat and started.
On the other bank Arthur came out to
view the scene.
Mr, Horton saw him.
! “Is that you, Arthur Bail
| *“Yes, sir.”

* Come to my effice to-morrow at aine,”
and Mr. Horton went back up the path,
 While Arthur sald, ‘I do vow ! Turned
+ out right for once! Virtue rewarded
| —but such virtue, Arthur Ball—you a-

wigshing you were {n that very crowd—

I'm clear ashamed of youi”

gracer's window, aud returning to
that wretched bome, spread tho
usnexpected morssl befors his
hungry brothers, and bade themn
‘eat and lve He did not cat
himself. No. Consclousness of
the crime, and fear of delagtinn,
turnished & more engrossing feel-
fng than that of hunger. The
last morscl was scarcoly swal-
lowed before the officer of justice
entered the door. The ittle thiet
was pointed out by the grocer,
and he was conducted before the
public tribunal.

“In the midst of such misery as
this,” said the kind-hearted
lawyer, * with the motive of this
little criminal before us, thers i
something to soften the heart of
man, though I deny not that the
act is a penal offonce. But the
tale {s by no meuans told This
fittle circle, now utterly fallen
and forlorn, i8 the wreck of a
tamily once prosperuus. temperate
frugal, industrious, and happv
The father, strange as it may ap-
pear, was once a professor of re-
liglon. The very first drop of
that accuraed tincture of destruc-
tion which conducted him througzh
the path of corruption to the
grave, was handed him by this
very grocer, who now pursues the
starving chil@ of his former vie
tim for stealing a penny loaf
The farm became encumbored
the community turned Its dack
upon the miserable victim of In-
temperance—the church expelled

{ | him from its communion --the wife

sought refuge in the same tre-
mendous remedy f~r all distract-
fng care, an oblivion of her do-
mestic misery Ilome became a
hell whose only outlet was the
grave.

** All this aggregate of human
wretchedness,” sald the Jawyer,
* was produced by this very
grocer. Ho has murdered the
father—he has brutalized the
mother—he has beggared the chil-
dren—he bas taken posscssion of
the farm—and now prosecutes the child
for stealing a loaf to keep his brothers
from starving!

* But-all this i lawtul and right—that
is, it is according to law  Ho has stood
upon his license. The theft of a penny
1cat by a starving boy, where hix father
1ald down the last farthing for rum, is
a penal offence ! —Aunon.

A certajn boy, who had been taught
the nature of strong drink, and who had
promised ever to shun it, was sent to »
school the waster of which was not o
tcototuler. One day the master, belng
in a friendly mood, offered the boy a
glass of wine, which he dcclined
Wishing to sce how far he could be
temopted, he urged the bor to drink the
wine, and finally promised him the gift
of a witch if he would only drink. Tho
boy declined, saylng, ‘' Plesso don’t
wmpt Mo: if T kecep 3 teetotaler ¥ can
some day buy 2 watch of my own; but {f
1 drink and take your watch I may later
on have to pawn it to get bread ” Thot
answer taught the schoolmaster a lesxon
which he never forgot.



