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el T Py as we were about. to sleep, we heard
WS~ ML faint sound of a gun, fhed delibarately theee
f fhe times ol we abl knew that our young men with
(;:Z:hg fil were nat very far from us  The next morn-
Isome

n thant seven aomy, the bold and welvome phar-
hiood. |8 -

O Ill_\'
smaly

syors arvived ineamp with just enongh millet seed
v eeh sonl one gooa meal, 'llns the people
~an despatehed, and (ln o demaded that weshould
resume our journey that afternoon, so that net
morning we might reach Suna in time o forage,

(70 be continued.)
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1 Creeping Up the Stairs.
¢ I the softly-falling twilight

Of u wemy, weary day,
| one With a quiet step 1 entered
o tid Where the children were at play;

1 was biooding o'er some trouble
Thit hud et e unawares,

When a little voice eame tinging :

Wy ** Me i3 crecpin® up a staivs 1

Ab! it touched the temder heart.string
With a breadth and foree divine,
CRE And such melodies awakened
As words can ne'er detine 3
And 1 tuined to.see the darling,
All forgettul of my cures,
When Iaaw the Hitle ereature
Slowly crceping up the stairs,

Step by step she bravely clambered
On her fittle hands and kuces,

I\u.pmg up a constant dmuc'ml"
Like & magpic in the tiees—

. At Tall at Inst shie reached the topmost,
When o'cr all her world's atlairs

She, delighted, stood a victor,
After creeping up the stairs,

Fainting heart, behold an image

a] % Of man's brief and \tru-'-'lm" life,

When best prizes must lyc (,.Ipll.rul
With noble, earnest atrifes

, Onward, upweard, reaching ever,
e o Bending to the weight of careas
hien| Hoping, feating, still eapecting,
We go crecpang up the stairs,
wew On their steps may bo no carpet;
T, By their side anay be no 1aii;

ds te Hands and knces may often pain uy,

And the heart may aluost fail ;
Still above there is the glory

Which no sinfuliiess finpairs,
With its rest and joy forever,

After crecping up the stairs,
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dir The Story of a Brass Band.
I¥ the year 1861, I beeame a membaor of 51 brss
fand compored nltogether of the sons of farmers,
Tuis hand had-been organized about one year, My
arly 1ecollections of it are all of the plvm\.mtul
Kind  The average age of its members was twenty
vans  Life was nll before us, with its bright and
gorions expectations and possibilities. It was fo
3 a happs meoting when, every Tuacsday evening,
we assembled for our weekly music h:s:on, after o
bard day's toil, to drop for the time being all
thought of labour or care, and thoroughly enjuy
oar lesson and ench other’s company. And we
& truly enjoy both. 1 think there could not
te casily found fourteen young fellows who were
lapiéer in cach other’s company than we wera,
!xm" all, or ncarlg, 50, of a cheerful, sunny. dis
fosition.
The climax of our success was reached when, in
September, 1862, by invitation of the whole neigh.
tearhood, wo m.tcmlc(l and played for the farmers’
rvest-home picnic. It wasa grand gathering of
igends. There was no dxs(urbn g clement-present.
Evcr'.body -as sober, clothed andli in his right mind,.
ad, in copsequence, as happy s good crops, good
dalth, wid, above all, a gond conscicnce, couldl
ke him,

In my mind’s eye I can see the young band-—
in fact, T have an old photograph of *ao b md tnhen
ut the time—ans we stood up to play on che e
ground, before that large gathering of addring
fiicnds and relations, in all the glors ot new wne

forms, Inigi lmnullwlm, und ]lbt though not
least, the happy consviousness that we conld ne
taully play a few simple tunes to the dehight of our
fr n-mls and the satisfuction of oursshves,  No doubt
evary member of that gay band lookad confidently
forward-—as ho had goad reason—to u happy, pros.
perous life,

And now, dear reader, if you will neeompiny
mz, we will tiy to teace the history of each member
of that once mervy, hopeful par ty-——the pride of
the neighburhood —down to the present.

In this band there were three staunch testotn).
lees, Ong of than is now living on his own furm,
varned by hithself—still saber, prosperous, and
happy.  The second is n marvket gardener, ou his
own Jand —still & tempecnnce man, mmlv ately rich,
awd, judging by appenrances, he s certainly as
bealthy, happy, and aunuv-tt-mpwul as ever. The
third lwee: ame i mechraie, and in due time aot a
business of his own, which he has lutely -ml(l. and
vetived.  He, too, is both healthy and happy,
having added to temperanea the ImO\\'l(-d-'o of the
Lovd Jesus Christ.

The other members of the baud were all ver v
moderate drinhers, and at the time of which T have
written they would have been ashamed to be seen
at all under the intluence of liguor,
ever,

1 wmust, how.
tencher, the bandomaster.  “The
caemy had wastered him. He had an appeute for
whiskey.  We watehed him closely, w guard him
frowm t(-mpmtuon, and succeeded pretty \ull #s long
as he was with us; but after a time his mumc.il
talent—which was of a very high ord(,r—-pmcmc(l
for him more remunerative unplovment in a large
city, where the temptation was much greater, nnd
he was soon laid ina drankard’s grave,

Taum very sorry to have to velute that the mode-
ate drinkers liwve, in almost every case, followed
our poor band-master.  One got employment on the
Girand Trank Railway., ]Io,: was warned that it Jie
did a0t stop driuking be would lose his situation,
Poor Jou did not heed the warning, and ver Y s00n
fter lost not only the situation, but his life, while
sader the mﬂuunu. of intoxicating liguor. The
sucond, a hrother of puor Jod's, went into liguos-
selling, and died drank, in lus own tavern. The
thivd was .the finest specimen of 2 strong, healthy
wan, 1w the whole band. e served with me, in
the Volumeers, on the Niagnea frontier, in 1566,
eseaping unhurt the Fenian bullets and bayanets,
and withstow! the bardslups of one hundred and
cight days of cunp bfe, appucntly unmjured.
Two years later he succumind to the smme old
vnemy that killed s bandanaster. The fourth
begaw to drnk hard, and was specdily changed
from a very Kind-hearted, pleasant young fu!ow
o A qu.xrr(-lwnu- incbrinte.  He went we ost, got
killed in 2 tavern fight, and his heart-broken
parents received home and buried the bruised desd
body of their once bright boy. The fifth left the
furm, and came into the city to drive a team.
tere the temptation was too great for him to with.
stand, and he was soon overceme by the same cruel
vnemy that conquered his comrades before him, 1
do not know when the death of the sixth occurred,
but 1 have been told by his friends that it <was the
usual end of a moderate drinker.  Death slew him
while he was still a young man. The seventh 1
met a short time agn, on King Street, Toronto, for
the first tite in lwuxty fiva years. He recognized
me at once, and remarked that X was lnrdl}
changed at'all. I am sorry-to say that I could nqt

except. our

rotura -the compliment. I did not know who he

was until he grasped my hand and called e by
e 5 then 1 oremembered the tones of his Vaive,
and deteated @ semblanes of the goot-nuturid swile
he usedd to wear in the days when he was my com-
tade mothe hand.  He was transformed from a
sprghuy, good-looking young fellow to a bloated,
g1y -bearded, pmplc-fu.('d old man. T wopdered
woat hiad alteved him so much, In the course of
conversation he told me that he had been keeping
tarern up the country for a number of yewrs, 1
marvelled no more at the change in his appearance,
The eighth kept o tavern in Toronto for 1 number
of years. He patronized his awn bar witil he be.
aune o drupken ote—n shame and disgrace to him-
selt and his still loving friends. But | have oo
reason to helieve that hc 15 now rescued from the
downward path, and is no longer a dranken tavern-
keepery hut asober grocer. May Gad help him to
continue such ! He hay suffived enough from the
acenrsed Gratlie in his own person, and in the fact
that number fivem—ewho perished as above siatedom
was his brother. Numbers nine and ten ave still
what is termed * moderate drinkers,” with an oc.
casinal spell of vumoderate tippling.  Their cir
cumstances are quite as moderate as their liabit of
drinking,

Dear reader, this 1s ue fiction, but as tree a his.
tory of facts as can bhe given from a retentive
wemary, unimpaired by tl--uhuhc Qevernges, My
vecollections of the carly days of the bl are to
mie very pleasant, and bring back some of the L
pivst days of wy life; but to tenee the histor v and
downfall of the m.||ontv of time once jolly erew,
who have heen sacrificed to the liguor tratlie, is to
we painful in the extreme. The histor ‘v of these
friends is to me a good and suflicient reason—if no
other could be given—for loathing hating, with
undying hatred, the trafic—not the }OOr creatures
e-n-_'.x-vc-d in it—which has destroyed so many of my
companions.  When that traflic restores the lost,
wembers of that band to their loved ones, and the
positions they would have occupied i the liquos.
tratlic had bheen destroyed  instend, then, and not
till then, 1 mny pulmp; entertain the iden of com.
pensation to xln: agents who are cgged dy the
destruetion of my friends.—Canadee Citizen.
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The Man Who Took Himeelf {o Pieces

Mu. Livrne, in his Look on Mad: wasear, teiis an
amusing story of a {riénd who, on « Journey from
the const to tlu- interior, was mueh troubled by the
curiosity of the natives, Beiug a tine IouLm" nan
with a flowing beand ln-a\uu-d the ulmu"mon and
amazement of 'l" Natives crowded the doors of his
hut and jostled one another ta gut apeep through
convenient chiuks, giving him alt the time their
opnuou of his eves, nose and general appearance.
In Vain did he shut the door of his hut They
crowded back again, and at last sat down in ritgs
outside the hut to discuss his want of zood wan.
ners in sending them away. At last the stranger
conld stand it no longer.,

It was a bright woonlight night ; he suddenly
rushed to th: door of his hut, tlncw it opwm, and
with » loud shout spraug toward the natives. At
the same time he drow from his mouth two rows of
fadse teeth and waved thcm in the air,

The natives took one' look at the dreadful sight,
and then fled in horror from the presence of “a man
who could take himself to pxcccs."

o

Tur work of chaacter-building is worth all' it
costs of ‘time and toil. Reautiful lives are warth
more than palaces.  Bright, buayant, well-balaneed
girl and boys ave what wé want among the crowds
of weary ones we meet everywhere in life.
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