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WHY TOM LOST HIS
PLACE.

BY CARLISLE B. HOLDING.

Tom Lemasters was a
bright boy, industrious,
and very fond of his
mother. His father had
been dead about a year,
and Tommy felt the re-
sponsibility of helping
to earn a living.

‘“Mr. Harrison wants
a boy in his store,”
Tommy’s mother said
one afternoon, coming
in from down town and
putting several parcels
on the table,

“Did you tell him I
wanted a place ?” Tom
asked excitedly, Jump-
ing up from the chair
where he was reading
a book.

“Yes, and he sald you
should come down at
once to see him about
it,” she replied.

“1 will go now.”

Tom seized his hat
and was bounding to-
ward the door, when his
mother called, “Wait ;
black your shoes, wash
your face, and I will get
you a clean waist to put
on. First impressiots
are lasting.”

“ All right, mother,”
he said cheerily, hurry-
ing out to do as she
bade him.

In an hour Tom was
home again. He rushed
Into his mother’s pre-
sence, tossed his hat up
and caught it, and ex-
claimed,

“I got the place! I
got the place !”

“Sure 7’ his mother
asked delightedly.

“ Sure I’ Tom said. I
am to go to work in the
morning. Mr. Harrison
sald it was on your ac-
count, raother, for while
he did not know much
about me, he knew you,
and that was enough
for him.”

“ How very kind; and,
Tommy, you will not do
anything to make Mr.
Harrison sorry he took
you and break my heart,
will you ?”

“Indeed not, mother.”

So Tom went to work
determined to please .
his employer and to honour his mother.

“Here, boy,” the cashier called one day;
“ take this note over to Lawyer Parson’s
office, and fly, I tell you, for he is going
away on the nine o’clock train.”

The manner of the cashier was cross
and his words sharp, and Tommy grew
red with anger ; but he took the note and
ran every step of the way to the office,
and in fifteen minutes was back agaip.

“ Mr, Parsons said, ¢ All right’” he re-
ported to the cashier between gasps for
breath.

“Good boy,” the cashier said, and
turned away to his work.

“ Here, Tom,” Mr. Harrison called ;
“ take these letters to the post office, and
be quick, for the mail closes at nine; it’s
five minutes to nine now.” .

“Q, dear,” Tom sighed, as he hurried
out; “I just went by the office. Why
could not I have done this when I went

A DAUGHTER OF THE NILE.— (See nex$ page.)

to Mr. Parson’s 7’ Nevertheless he ran
again, and the letters were mailed at the
very last minute.

When night came Tom was thoroughly
tired, for he was kept busy all day long
running here aud there for this clerk and
that.

“ Mother,” he exclaimed one night,
“ people think because I am a boy I never
get tired. I just must give up that place.”

« Please don’t,” his mother said. “ We
need your wages, and then it is a starter
for something better.”

“ Well, mother, suppose you pray about
it. I must have more strength or I can
never get through another week.”

Hig mother smiled at his simple faith
in her prayers, and that night she did
ask the Father to give her boy patience
and strength for his daily task.

And so the weeks went by until the
holidays.

Then there was a rush in the store for
sure. Everybody was busy. Crowds of
people came to buy armfuls of things.
Many weary tramps Tom made to the
trains carrying parcels for customers who
lived out of town. Many hurried runs
were made to the express office, to the
bank, to the post office, and elsewhere.
‘When Tom came into the store, there was
always something to be done, and he
did it.

It was in the latter part of January;
the great rush was over. The big store
seemed very quiet, with only here and
there a customer where hundreds had
crowded the counters & few weeks before.

The floor walker found Tommy one
morning in the basement straightening
ur. the reserve stock. )

“ Mr. Harrison wants you in his office,”
he said.

Tom went to the office and found there

[No. 7.
four or five heads'ot de-
partments and the
cashier.

“ Tom,” saild Mr. Har-
rison, looking at him a
second and then whirl-
ing his office = chair
around so Tom econuld
not see his face, “it.is
the opinion of these
gentlemen—and I agree
with them—that you are
not wanted as errand
boy any longer.”

“8ir,” said Tommy,
bursting into tears, “my
mother ¥’ He could say
no more.

“ There ! there !’ said
Mr. Harrison, in softer
tones ; “ I did not know
you would feel so bad
about it.”

“I would not, sir,”
said Tommy at: last,
drying his tears and
trying to be very brave;
“ but I promised mother
not to lose my place if
I could help it.”

“So I see,” said Mr.
Harrison; “but, Tommy,
there is one thing I did
not tell you. The
cashier is at the bottom
of this, He says he
does not want you to
run errands any more,
for he wants you in his
office to help him. Now,
if you don’t care, you
may go there at five
dollars a week instead
of three, as now.”

“ 8ir,” Tommy began.

“That is all, . gentle-

men,” Mr. Harrison
gaid, rising, and the
men went out, the

cashier taking Tommy
with him.

And that 18 how
Tommy lost - one posi-
tien to get a better one.

PRAYING FOR PAPA.

“Did you see that,
mister?”’ said an elevat-
ed railroad guard to a
.man who stood with
him on the rear plat-
form of the first car the
other night.

“Yes.”
“Well, then,” added
the guard, “you saw

my three little children.
They were kneeling at
a trunk in front of the
window of that house we passed. Over
them stood their mother. She was about
sending them to bed, but before they go
she teaches ’em to pray for me. Yes,
and she brings ’em there so0 as I can sec
’em. And,” he added, with a manly at-
tempt to stifle a sob that welled up in his
throat, “ she has told me what she tells
'em to say.” .
“ What is it ?” inquired the auditor.
“1 hope you won’t think me foolish,
gir, but as I guess you are a married man
and a father you may care to hear it.
You see, it is this way: The children,
they go to bed at nine, That’s about the
time my train goes by the house. It’s
right on the line. So just about that
moment she brings the little 'uns up to
the trunk in their nightgowns, and make
‘em kneel down with their hands clasped
o,l;‘tyhei'f faces. And then they . pray and
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* For you ** wau the interruption.

“Yer, y u're right ‘I'hey pray (DAt
pupn will re good and kind and sober,
and brng home all liw money, and "
The bl prard’s volee trembled, but he
contitimed with an effort

“1"'m rough, tough, and all that, but 1
love my wife and I tose ny chitldren
‘Ihey are the enly oner on earth that
keop me gtrafght.  Bleeck-e.e-er! iood
mght, air ;° amd  the truin proceeded,
leaving at least one man with tears In
hig eyor  New York Daily Recorder,
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TWO BOYS AND A HORSE.

When Jim flist made acquaintance
with Sam Wood, he had a  very bad
cpinfon of stable boys tn general’ and
Bob Mawkine 1 pathealar, ety had
been stabie hoy before Sam, ard LeSore
btm had been three or four others, all
tad boys, who had given the horse-a
dgishike to the sight of a boy, and sourcd
Lis temper entirely.

Bob used to think it delightful to pinch
Jim’s ears and under Up, or to tickle him,
which annoyed Jim exceedingly, and
taught him to snap at people’s fingers.
1i0bh ttsed to put pepper in Jim's salt and
oats He knew of a certain little soand.
something like a very young puppy whin-
ing, that made Jim almost wild with
anzer and fear.  \Why he wasg <o afrad
uo one could find out, but Bob used to
hide bhehind the hay, and just as Jim
reached out to take a e from the rack,
Bob would make this sound.  Then Jim
would start and snort, and would not
teuch the hay agmin.

These, and a handraed other mean and
el trielrs, t'ob pieved off against Jim.
His master knew notlung of it, but won-
dered how the horse's temper came 20 be
so bad of late.

But one dav BolW's master found hiumn
out, and he was turned away in disgrace

You can imagine how cross 1his dailv
worry had made Jim: so when Sam
Wood came he looked on hin enlv as an-
other tormentor, whom he had best ante
md Kick as often as there was 2 cnanee

The first time Sam cante to the stable
he brouvznt a nice plece of hread
i his hand - but ahen be Liebd b ot te
Jim, the horse fasd back Ois ecars and
showed his teeth. as if to say = Look out,
'l bite you™  Sam sood quite still,
with his hand stretched out, tll Jim
iought hie might as well lock at the
thing, whatever it was He was eareful
about snifting at it. poor fellow, for he
had burmned his nose wiih pepper from
Bob's hand : but his curlosity was gr-aL,
and at last he touched the bresd with i
lips.

= Good
friendly volce.
carg. He looked carefully

[RRH

Zollow.” safd Sam tnoa land.
Jim hardiv believed his
at  this

strange hoy, and then, making up his
mind to risk a peppering, he took the
bread In s mouth. [t taated very good,
ang presently Jim found Sam rmoothing
s neck, and gent!y rubbing the back of
bia ear in o way the horse particularly
liked, but which no one but his master
ever treated him to,

I'rom that Umo a firm friendship grew
up between the boy and the horse.

At fist, Jim could not hetp heing dis-
trustful ; but by-and-bye he cegsed to 1ay
back his ears and enrl his 1ip whenever
a Land was lald on him He no longer
sturted at any strange sound in the barn,
and he whinnied with delight when he
heard Sam’s volce.  Sam never came to
barness him for work without Lringing
a bit of bread or sugar. or an apple, or
salt, to make him welcome, and Jim tried
to show his grateful feeling fn cvery way
1 horse could.- Selected.

DEEP-SLA WONDERS.

BY EMNA J. WOOD,

When reading the many storles of
* Deep-Sea Wonders,” did you ever think
of the world in which these cuorjous
creatures live, and question as to what
gort of a place the ocean may be ?

It is a big, big place. So big that it
Mr Elephant and Mr. Whale should each
make up his mind to take a journey—
the one to travel all over the land and the
other all over the ocean—Mr. Elephant
would get through his trip, and have
time for another, before Mr. Whale
reached home again ; for there is twice
as much sea as land. But, then, the
whale, would have the best of #t one way.
He would come to no land that he could
not swim around ; for the oceans are s0
Joined together as to be only one body ot
water, while the land is so divided up
that it is {mpossible to get to every coun-
try without a boat.

The occan treveller, looking down,
woitld sce where the corals, in all shapes,
sizes, and colours, made a perfect garden
of beauty., He zvould notice the glitter
and sparkle of their scales, as the bright-
coloured fish swam around over the soft
carpet of sea-weeds, which many a pearly
shell held in piace. In some spots he
would sec tiny white specks, like the
smaliest snpow 1lakes, falling, falling all
the time,  These are little shells that
are piling upon each other, : nd making
great beds of chalk, He would go on
and on, the water getting colder as he
went, till he came to the ice-regions of
the north or south, where he could
scarcely gct along for the huge icebergs
and great masses of fce so thickly
crowded together on the surface. But,
may be, Mr. Whaje could manage to dive
under, and So get up to the very pole,
and find out all the secerets that men
have tried 82 long 1o discover, but have
not yct found out.

As our aailor roes along. he will find
himeelf in a great stream, whose rushing
waters carry him on like a river—which
indeed it is—for there are rivers in the
ocean as well as on land, only Lere they
are called currents If he geots into a
current going toward the poles, he will
find it warmer than the water around
him ; while, if it is going the other way,
ft will he very much colder These
ocean rivers are larger than any on land.
One of them is said 10 be aver thirty
miles wide Iin some plares, and nearly
hatf-a-mile  deep Stranye  is it not.
thut these currents go right along through
the a.can without getting 2" mixed up
with the rest of the water 2

He ean tell all about the saltness of
the sea, but < not wise epoesel 10 know
that if this «at  were 13ken out and
placed evenly over the earth it would
make a laver over thirty feet high. But
he knows that the water is salier fn some
places than in others; for up there §n
the {ee-recions f: did not taste sv very
sut, and swhen he came down where that
grea! niver ran in from the 1and §t was 8o
very fresh that he had to hurry out of it
as fast as he econlad

Pnt there are a great many things dis-
rehed §n the sea besides salt. and among
1he 2 I8 siiver 1t 18 said there are over
two mulllon fons of it enough to make a
gr a2 many Shoy dallare Ask h'm tha
co'aur of the acean. and he beging tn gav
c.er every colour he can possibly thirk
of, for he had seen It look ail sorts of

ways.  Although generally it I8 a bluish
green, yot if you put a lHtule in n vase it
will be cotonrless  So it must be clther
the bottom, or sumething in the water
ftsolf, that mukes it look so different in
different places and at different times.
1t 18 n Hght-green near shore, where that
beautifnl white rand covers the bottom ;
while if the sard {8 yellow, the green
will be very dark. If there I8 red carth
nt the bottomn, or the sea swarms with
Httle animals, or there is a covering of
gea-weed down below, the waters will ba
red, yellow, or green, according to what
18 In them ; and, e« course, at night the
phogphorescent anfmals do thelr part to
make an ocean of fire.

Mr Whale would almost laugh if you
should ask him If the ocean islike n great
basin, with stoping sldes and a flat bot-
tem ; for he knows so well that in it are
level plains, deep valleys, ittle hills, and
high mountains ; some so high that they
stick out of the water, making islands
‘Then, too, down beneath the waves, are
cavies and caverng, and even springs of
fresh water bubbling up—for the ocean
is only land with water over {t; and
seologists tell us that, thousands and
thousands of yecars ago, the very spot on
whicn we now live was an ocean, too.

\While talking abont his travels, Mr.
Whale might tell how the different sea
people live, On the very bottom are
shell-fish and worms ; next, some fish that
stay just about that deep, never going
any higher or lower; above them still
others ; and so on, to the top, like a great
tenement house, three or four miles high,
each tenant baving his own story to live
in There are a few that secem to be
rich enough to afford a whole house to
themselves ; for they are found sometimes
at the top, and then down at the bottom,
stupping to get something to eat, or to
frolic about a little on the way down.

And the great waves! Mr. Whale
krows all about these, for was there not
a great storm while he was taking his
long journey, and did he not sce the
waves riso 1" they were thirty feet
high ? At least it seemed so to him.
To be sure, that vas only once, and he
did not measr ¢ them that time:
but often and c ten he saw them when
they rose twice as high as a very tall
man. He did not fancy these great
waves very much. They were so strong
that, heavy as he was, they could toss
Pim up and down like a ball. When
near the shore they would carry him
straight along, and he would get some-
where; but out at sea they just rose
and fell, and he would be carrfed back-
ward rnd forward, and finally left in the
Dlace from which he started.

WHITTIER'S FIRST POETRY.

After he had made the acauaintance of
Buwins' poems, Whittier began to scrithle
rhymes of his own on his slate at school,
and in the evening about the family
hearth. Cne of higs boyish stanzas
lingered in the memory of an elder sister:

Ard must I alwaye swing the fafl,
And help to fill the milking-pall ?
1 wish to go away to school,

I do not wish to be a fool.

With practice he began to be bolder,
and he wrote copies of verses on cvery-
day events, and also little ballads.  One
of *hese, written when he was sevenicen,
his eldect gicter liked so well that she
sent it to the weekly paper of Nevwbury-
pert, the Iree Press, then rccently start-
cd by William Lloyd Garrison.  She did
this without telling her brother, and no
cne was more surprioed than he vwhen he
ojencd the paper ard  found his own
varses in * The Peets' Corner.” He was
tiding his father to menl! a sivne w. N
by the roadside as the postman passed on
horseback and tassed the paper to the
youns man. “ His heart stood &'ill a
moment when he saw his own verses.”
r~vs 1 hiogropher.  ** Suech delight as
kis comieg only once in the lJifetime of
ory aspirant  to  lterary fame. His
father at last called to him to pnt uyp the
paper and keep at worll”

‘The cditor of the Free Press was only
tliree vears older than the poet, although
far more mature. He d:d more {or the
young man than merely print these boy-
fsh verses, for he went to Whittier's
father and urged the need of giving the

youth n little better education. To do
this was not possiblo then; but two
years Inter, when Whittier was nineteen,
an acndemy was started at Haverhlil
and here he attended, even writing a few
stanzas to be sung at the oponing exer- ¥%
clees,  He studied at Haverhlll for two EM
teims, and by making slippers, by keep- i
ing books, and by teaching school, he
earned the little money needed to pay his
way. At Haverhill he was able to rad k3
the works of many authors bitherto un- ji8
known to him, and he algo wrote for the
local papers mu-* prose and verse.—Pro’.
Brander Matthevss, in July St. Nicholas.
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A Momory of the Nile.
BY EMMA SMULLER CARTENR.
Dark-eyed daughter of the Nile,
Stf11 in dreams I see thee stand
With the river at thy feet
And the green of growing wheat
Lying softly o'er the land.

B SRR A

Here beslde my Northern fire,
Pictured clear beforc my eyes,

I can sco the changing shore

And the storjed stream once nore,
Arched by cloudless Eestgrn gkies.

Gliding, gliding ever on,

Tomb and tower and town pass by,
Golden glow on distant 13073,
Weary call from far shadoofe

Mingled with the boatman’s cry.

And thou, vision young and fair,
Standing where the rippling waves

Sing their ceaseless. lullaby

To the hallowed shores where lie
The dead centuries in their graves.

Gazing down this st.~ema of time,
Fain thy future to forecus:

What to thee the gathered “.looms

Round the old world’'s rock-i."wn tombs,
Buried dead of long-dead past.

Lovely vision, this I read
In thy cabr, expectant smile,
ID the sweet hope of thine eyes,
Luminous as midnight skies
Bent above this river Nile :

Hope immortal still shall rise,
Goddess-like, on Time's worn strand,

Full of promise fresh and sweet,

Ev'n as living grains of wheat !
Drepped from mummy’s withered band.

Future gain from former loss,

Good from seeming 11 shall spring ;
Crumbled kingdoms of to-day
Shall to-morrow pave the way

For the coming of the King.

THE DIFFERENCE.

A business firm once emrloyed a young
man vhose cnergy and grasp of aflaire
soon led the management to promote him £
over 1 fafthful and trusted employee.
The old clerk felt deeply hurt that thbe 553.
younger man should be promoted over B3
him, and complained to the manager |53
IFeeling chat this was a case that could
not be ergued, the manager asked the old .
clerk what was the occasion of all thef:
noise i. front of the building. Thet-H
clerk went forward, and returned with i g
the answer that it was a Jot of waggons § =3
going by. The manager then asked what §:3
they were loaded with, and agaln the §3%
clerk went out and returned, reporting
that they were loaded with wheat. The FE
manager then sent him to ascertain how
many waggons there were, and he re-
turned with the answer that there were
sixteen. Finally he wus sent to see
where they were from. and returned say-
ing that tley were from the city of
Laucena.

The manager then asked the old clerk
to be seated. and sent for the young man §-8%
and said to him : “ Will you see what (s }&%
the meaning of that rumbling uolse in §
front ?* The young man replied : “Six- {-'4
teen waggons loaded  with wheat §:
Twenty more will pass to-morrow. They §
belang to Remero & Co., of Lucena, ard } =
are on thelr way to Marchesa, whe ¢
wheat is bringing one dollat and a quar-
ter a bushel for hauling.”

The young man was dismissed, and the
manacer, turning to the old clerk, safd -
“Mv friend, you soe now why tho young-t §:
man was promoted over you.”—Populart
Science Monthly. 2
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Prohibitior Battlo Song

=3 nave heard Truth's silver clarfon,
in the watches of the night ;

.n 8ee her purple summits

IMush with morning's golden Hght,
bave scen the bow of promise

2 Over human doubts and fears,

A% \nd 1 hear the trump of Progrees

S Sound the battle-march of years

33 ¢ rihng through the din of traffic
And the clamour of the street,
Lave heard the clang of armour
4 1 ing burnished for the fight,

od bave read the startling challenge
Of the champions of right.

have heard the ringing anvils
Where tho Mastor's will §s wrought,
¥and the harvest-song of reapers

1 ja the higher fields of thought

4 an sos dark storm-clovds gathier
uver Error’s devious path,

Q.\ud have caught the low, deep warning
4 uf tie thunder of God's wrath,

“§1.t no man henceforth hold poison
3 1o his brother's lips fur gold,
JOr a nation’s fRhameless sanction

2 Of imquity be soid,

E@\+ver more let want and famine
i \ll the land with mourning fii),
AW tule the blessings of the harvest
lurn to curses in the still.

3 \nd childliood’s cry of pain

%1iush to silence in the tumalt

% 0f the strife of greed for gain,

v&1'or the olden voice is cryng

=3 Inthe wilderness of wrong,

2 Vake ye straight Jehovah's pathway,

Vengeance waits not over long.”
—W. H. Mellen, in the Voice.

{1 STORY 0F JESSICA

CHAPTER L
THE COPFEP-STAL: AND ITS RPEPEE.

3 In a screened and seclnded corner of
Rone of the many raliway bridges which
“Pspan the streets of London there could
Zhe seen, & few years agn, from five o'clock
% morping until half-pasi ejght, n
Fudily set-out coffee-stall, consisting of «
¥trestle and board, upon which stood two
iwrge tln cans, with a small fire of char-
~fuoal burning under cach, so as to keep
the coffee bofling during the carly hours
of the morning when the work-people
Jwere thronging fnto the city on their
Wiy to their daily tojl. The coffee-stall
Awas a favourite o. e, for besides being

-wuader shelter, which was of great conse-

quence upen rainy mornings, it-was also
tn so private a niche that the customers
taking thefr out-of-door breakfast were
not too much exposed to notice ; and,
tmoreover, the coffee-stall keeper was 2
jquiet man, who cared only to sgerve the
i busy workmen, without hindering them
He was a tall, spare.
elderly man, with a singularly solemn
X face, and a2 manner which was grave and
secret. Nobody knew either his name
or dwelling-place ; unless it might be the
g1oliceman who strecde past the coffee-
3stall every half-hour, and podded famil-

Ff1arly to the colemn mun behind it. There

‘ore very few who cared to riake any in-
quiries about him ; but those who did
ould only discever that he kept the fur-
fture of his stall at a ncighbouring
be wheeled his

g'av, not later than half-past eight in the
®uorning ; after which he was wont to

‘Mciide away with a soft footstep. and a

mystegious and fugitive alr, with many
ackward and sidelong glances, as if he
« Ircaded observation, until he was lost
3-wmong the crowds which thronged the

streats. No one had ever had the per-
severing curiosity to track hiin all the

=& War to his house, or to find out his other
';gmvans of getting a lvelihood ;: but in

<¢neral his stall was surrcuinded by cus-
tomers, whom he served with silent
serjousness, and who did not grudge to
pav him his charge for the refreshing

¥ coffee he supplied to them.

For several years the crowd of work-
g i~ople had pausel by the coflee-stall

under the rallway arch, when one mern-
fng, in a partial Jull of his business, the
owner became guddenly aware of a pair
of very bright durk oves being fastened
upon him and the slees of bread ana
buttar on his board, with n gaze as hun-
gry as that of a mouse which had been
driven by famine into n trap. A thin
and meagre face belonged to the eyes,
which was half hidden by a mass of mat-
ted hatr hanging ove tho forehead, and
down the neck , the only covering which
the neck or head had, for n tattered
frock, scarcely fastened together with
broken strings, was slipping down over
the ghivering shoulders of the httle zirl
Stooping down to a bashet behind his
stall, he caught slght of two bare lrtle
feet curling wp from the damp pavemens,
as the child lifted up first ove und then
the other, and lafd them one over another
to gnin a momentary feeling of warmth.
Whoever the wretched child was, she did
not gpeak ; only at every steaming cupful
which he poured out of his can, her dark
eyeg gleamed hungriYy, and he could
hear her smack her thin lps, aa if in
fancy she was tasting the warm and
frissrant coffee,

* Oh, come now ! he said at last, when
only onc boy was left taking h 8 break-
fast leisurely, and he leamtd over bis
stall to speak in a low and quiet tone;
“why don't you go away, little girl?
Come, come ; you're staying too long, you
know.”

*I'm just going, sir,” she answered,
shrugeing her smal! shoulders to draw
her frock up higher about her neck;
“only it's raining cats and dogs outside ;
and mother's been away all night, and
she took the key with her; and it's 8o
nice to smell the coffee ; and the police
has left off worriting me while I've been
here. He thinks I'm a customer taking
my breakfast.” And the child laughed
a shrill littie laugh of mockery at herselt
2nd the noliceman.

* You've had no breakfast, I suppose,”
sald the coffee-stall keeper, In tho aame
low and confldential voice, and leaning
over his stall till his face nearly touched
the thin, sbarp features of the chilg.

*“ No,” she replied coolly, “and I shall
want my dinner dreadful bad before I
get it, I know. You don't often feel
dreadful hungry, do you, sir? I'm not
griped yet, you know ; but afore I taste
my dinner it'll be pretty bad, I tell you.
Ah ! very bad indeed !"

She turned away with a knowing nod,
as much as to say she had one experi-
ence in life to which he was quite a
stranger ; but before she had gone halt
a dozen steps, she heard the quiet volce
calling to her in rather louder tones, and
in an instant she was back at the stall

* Slip in here,” saild the owner, in a
cautious whisper , * here's a little coffee
left and a few crusts. ‘There, you must
never come again, you know. I never
give to beggars ; and if you'd begged. I'd
have called the police.  There ; put your
poor feet towards the fire. Now, aren’t
you comfortable 7

The child looked up with a face of in-
tense satisfaction.  She was seated upon
an empty basket, with her feet near
the pan of charcoal, and a cup of steam-
ing coffee on her lap ; but her mouth was
too full for her to reply, except by a very
deep nod, which expressed unbounded de-
light. The man was busy for a while
packing up his crockery ; but every now
and then ke stopped to loock down upon
her, and to shake his head gravely.

*“ What's your name ?”" he asked. at
length , ** but there, 2ever mind ' 1 don't
care what it fs.  What's your name to do
with e, 1 wonder 7

* s Jessied,” rald  the girl;  bue
mother and ererybody calls me Jess.
You'd be tired of beidg called Jess, if
you wag me, It's Jess here, and Jess
there ; and everybody wanung me to go
errands. And they think nothing of
giving me smacks, and Kicks, and pinches.
Look here!”

Whether her arms were black and blue
{rom the ¢old, or from ill-usage, ne could
not te!l ; but he shook his head again
seriously, and the child felt encouraged
to go on.

“ 1 wish I could stay here for ever and
ever, just as I am !" she cried. ' But
you're going away, now ; and I'm neser
tn come aga.n, or you'il set tbe police nn
me !”

* Yes,” said the coffee-stall keeper, very
softly, and looking round to see if there
were any other ragged children within

atght . “if you'll promise not to coma
asaln for a whole week, and not to toll
anybody elve y0ou IMAY Come ol more
11l give vou ope other treat  But you
must be off now

“1m off, gir,” she anid sharply ; * but
it vou've an errand | could go on, I'd do
ft al) right, 1 would. Lot me carsy some
u? your thinge*

* No, no” cried the man . “you run
away, like a good giri: and mind ' ['m
not to mee You agnin for a whole week ™

* All right ** answered Jess, setiing off
down the rainy streot at a quick run, s
{f to show hor willlng axreement to the
bargain ;. while the coffee-atall keeper,
with many a cautious glauce around him,
removed his stock-in-trade to the coflve-
Louvee near at hand, and was soen no
more for the rest of the day in the ueigh-
vournood of the ratlway-dbridge,

CHAPTER IL
IFSNCATS TEMPTATION

Jonsica kept her part of the dbargain
fatthfully ; and though the rolemn and
sitient man under the dark shadow of tho
bridge looked out for her overy morntag
as ho served his customers, he caught no
glimpse of her wan face and thin MNitle
fiane. But when the appointea time
was finished, she presented herself at the
stall, with her hungry eyes fastened
again upon the p.les of buns s8nd bread
and butter, which were fast disappearing
before the demands of the buyvers. The
business was at its height, and the fam-
fshed child stood quietly on one side
watching for the throug to melt away
But as soon as the ntarest church clock
had chimed eight, she drew a little nearer
to the stall, and at a signal from its
owner she slipped between the trestles of
his stand, and took up her former posi-
tion on the empty basket. To his cyes
she seemed even a little thinner, and cer-
tainly more ragged, than before ; and he
laid a whole bun, a stale one whirh was
left from yesterday's stock, upon her lap,
as sghe lifted the cup of coffee to her lips
with both her benumbed kands.

“What's your name ?’° she asked, look-
ing up to him with her keen eyves.

*Why,” he answered, hesitatingly, as
it he was reluctant to tell so much of
himself; “my christened name §s Dantel ™

* And where do you lve, Mr. Dan'el 7
she inquired.

*Oh, come now ! he exclaimed, {f
you're going to be impudent, you'd better
march off. \What dburineas is it of yours
where I Ihhe® 1 dom’t want to know
wkere you live, I can tell you.”

*1 didn't mean no offence,” said Jess,
humbly, * only I thought I'd like to know
where a good man Illke you lved.
You're a very good man, aren’t you, Mr.
Dan‘el

1 don't know.” he answered, uneaally;
“1'm afraid I'm not.”

*Oh, but you are, you know,'” con-
tinued Joss, " You make good coffee ;
pume!  Aund bunstoo! And I've been
watching you hundreds of times afore
you saw me, and the police leaves you
alone, and never tells you to miove on.
Oh, ze5 ! you must be a very gzood man ™

Daniel sighed, and fidgeted about his
ctockery with a grave aund occupied air,
as if he were pondering over the chlld’s
notion of goodness. He made good
coffce, and the police left him alone !
It was quite true , yot still, a3 he counted
up the store of pence which had aeccu-
muiated in his strong canvas bag, he
sizbed again still mmore heavily. He pur-
pnscly let one of his pennies fall upon
the muddy pavement, and went on count-
ing the rest busily, whilo he furtjvely
watchied the little girl siting at bis feet
Mathout a shade of change upon her
small face, she covered the penny with
her foo!, and drew it in carefully towards
her, while she continued to chatter luent-
Iy to him. For a moment a ferling of
pain shot a pang through Daniel's heart;
and then he congratulated himsel! on
having entrapped the young thief. It
was t.me to ¥ leaving now ; but hefore
he went he would make her move her
barc foot, and disclose the penny ron-
ccaled heneath it, and then be wounid
warn her never to venture near his stall
again. This was her gratitude, he
thought ; he bad given her two break-
{a<tg and more kindness than he had
shown to any Zellnw-creature for manv s
Iong year: and, at the first chance., the
young jade turnc¢ upon him, and robhbed
him ! He was dbrooding over it painfully

In hig nun when Jegsica’s apliifted facs
chavgmd awttenly, and a dnrk Quah crept
over her pale cheeks  and  the tears
starred to her cyen She stnoped down
and plelhing np the ooln fm amonget
the n.1d she rebbed 13 bright and clean
upen her ragr and iatd U upoen the ntrll
close to his hand but without spreaking a
word antel looked down upon her
mlemnly and searchingly.

W hat s this *" he asked

* Please, Mr Daniel,” she answored, “it

dropped and vou didn’t henr 1t 7
“Jean  he wnd, aternly  Ctell me all
about fu°

* Oh, please,” ahe nobbed, ** 1 nover had
a penny of My very own but ence . and It
rolled clone to my foot ., and you dida’t
ace {t; and 1 hid it up sharp, and then
1 thought how kind you'd bwen, and how
good the coftee and buns any, and how
you let mo warwy myself at your Qiro;
and please, I couldn’t keep the penny any
longer  You'll never let e comne agaln,
1 guean™

Dantel turned away for a misute, busy-
fng himselt with putting &ia cups and
raucers {uto the hanket, while Jessiea
stood by trembling, with the large tears
rolifng slowly down her cheeks The
snug, dark corner, with {ts warm firo of
charcoal and its fragrant smell of coffece,
had been a paradise to hier for theae two
brief spans of time ; but she had dbeen
guilty of the sin which would drive her
from it All beyond the rajlway-arch
the streets stretched awny, cold and
dreary, with no friendly facea to moot
hers, and no warm cups of coffes to re-
fregh her ; yet she was only lingering
sorrowfutly to hear the words spoken
which should forbld her to return to this
pleaxant spot.  Mr. Daniel turned found
at last, and met her tearful gaze with a
look of strange emotion upon his own
solemn face.

. Jess,” he said, I could nevar have
done 1t myseif But you may como here
overy Wedneaday morning, as this I8 a
Wednesday, nnd there'll always bo & cup
o! coffee for you.”

She thought he meant that ho could
not have hidden the penny under his
foot, and she weat away a little saddened
and subdued, notwithistanding her great
delight tn the expectatign of such a treat
every weck . whilo Daaiel, poudering over
the strurgle that must have passed
through her childlsh mind, went on his
way, from time to time shaking his heaq,
end muttering to himsel!, 1 coulda’t
hasve done it myself ; 1 uever could have
done it myseif

(To be continued.)

FOR WANT OF A LATCE.

An old stepladder lcrson, setiing forth
the sad import ot little neglects, 8 worth
a hundred repetitions :

“ Far want of a naji the shor was lost ;
For want of a shoe the horpe was lost ;
For want of a horse the rider was lost,
And all for the want of n horseshoe

natl >

Thia 18 satd to be ongtnally taken rom
actunl history—of a certain afde-de-camp
whose horse fell lame on a retreat and
delared hizn unul the encmy oyvertook
and killey him.

Hepe §3 another case sald to havo ac-
tually happened. Once on a farm thers
was R ghte  enclestug  the  cattle and
poultry, twiicl: was constantly swinging
open for the want of a proper latch.
The cxpnditure of & penny or two and a
few minutes’ time would have wmade anl
right.  The gate was on the swing crery
time a Purson went out, and, pot being
in a condition to shul readtls, mans of
the poultry we « froth tine to tifiteg Jost,

One day a fire young porkes nawje tus
excape, and the whole famnily, with the
gardener, covk, and muikm.d, turned out
In Quest of the fagudve. he gardener,
who was first (o  discover the pig, In
laaping a diteh to cut off ©is eseape,
sprained his ankie, which Lad dim up for
a forinight , Be cook, on returning to the
house, found i1he hawn bLurned, that she
had hung up before tho Sie to dry , and
the mi.knad. having forgotten to tie up
the cattle in the ¢0o% house found that
one of the cows had kicked and broken
the leg of u colt,  The limen burned aned
the ¢ardener 8 work 108, were worth
tully twenty doliars, and the colt was
wor'h nearly double thai money, g0 that
there nas a Joss In a frw minutes of a
lerge suin solely for want of g emall
latch.—S S§. Messesnger,
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PLEASANT HOTURS.

My Hero.
BY JENNIE M. BINGHAM,

If ever you'd known my Robert,
You'd wonder not that I call
Him now the first of my heroes,
Noblest and kindest of all,

*Twas a glorious morn of summer,
And only one year ago,

Thet I lost my heart to Robert,
Listen and you shal] know,

The short, sharp clang of the fire-bell,
Rang out to the firemen’s band,
at morn as I walked the highway,

Holding my baby’s hand.

And soon down the nois
Y pavement
. oAr &id%ning path was made,
e firemen’s hurrying phalan
Already in sight arrayed.p *

And now they were down
u
With clatter anq Toar so 1(!;’1(1’(!11 .us,
Enginery, trained men, and hors'es
Rush through the surging erowq,

My bagg I;Vad slipped from my dingacs
a8 ? b gave
e she ? My heart gave ga
Dath of the fire
looked around, men

1 conld not stir ¢

rom the pave
her deag ment,

21l were ypop her,

a8 ahead,

Far out in the
She smiling

The horses and

The huge engine cart w,

Then Robert, the first of the horses

€ engine,

A p;lsh with hig head at tjl;l:tbi?)ve

Push her ope side, ang o say\;e
Her )ife from

t

Snchmsh her, he wheels that would

shouts

ronp a8 went up from the

But Robert Seemeq

n
A8 faster pge hum:;e:lt:ngear them,

My arms Wwere

oul
¥ arms helg tstretcheq for my haby,

my breast,
my Robert

2]
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M
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X £850n and this,
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drowniy o failing faith and
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come to him (Heb. 4. 11-16).
Lesson Hymn.

QUESTIONS,

1. The Father’s Plea, verses 41, 42—
41. What office did Jairus hold ? What
were his duties ? How was it shown
that Jesus was held in respect ? 42.
Why did the people throng Jesus ? Did
the Jews treat daughters better than they
Wwere treated by most Eastern nations ?

2. Asleep in Death, verses 49-53.—49.
Why did the family send a message to
Jairus 7 §0. What did Jesus mean when
he said, “Fear not ¥ Were any miracles
wrought without faith on the part of the
seeker ? 51, Why was the crowd kept
out of the death chamber ? 52. What
were the signs of grief at an Eastern
funeral ?

3. Restored to Life, verses 54, 55. —54.
What proof did Jairus give that he be-
lieved in Christ’s power.? With what
words did Jesus call the girl to life ? &5.

‘What did he tell them to give her ? Why
did he do this ?

Sing the

TEACHINGS OF THE LESSON.

In trouble we should go to Jesus. God
delays blessing to try our faith. Christ
has power over body and soul after death.
Because people laugh we must not cease
to do good. Spiritual life is to be fed
through the means of grace. All who
sleep in death will one day come forth
at Christ’s bidding. The greatest works
are done without much noise. Knowing
who Christ is, and what he has done, we
ought to have strong faith in him.

he looked as if he believed it, too, small
a8 he was,

“Well, why do men and boys do it
then, ’stead of girls ?”’ asked Harry, look~
ing very wise.

It was Paul’s and Fred’s turn now to.
answer “’cause,” and they grew quite
gerious, for they could think of no good
reason.

Just then the factory whistle blew and
the boys ran for home and supper.

Harry Gray had a feeling that he had
beaten his mates in their little talk, still
for some reason every man or boy he
now met with a pipe or cigar in his
mouth seemed different from what they
ever had before. They didn’t look so
clean and manly, and he could but think
how dreadful it would seem if the girls
and women he met carried a smoke-stack
in their mouths, too.

Before bedtime some older heads were
set to work at this puzzle by the boys’
questions at the supper table.

Mr. Gray said in reply to Harry, “ that
he should feel very sorry to see his

mother or sisters use tobacco, or Harry
either.”

“ But what makes you and Frank and
Tom use it then ?”

At this Mr. Gray “’caused” and
coughed and told Harry to stop his talk
and flll up the woodbox for morning.

“He can’t give a good reason,” thought
Harry, as he went about his task, “ and
I believe Fred and Paul are right.”

The other two boys, we are glad to tell
you, got answers that helped them and

THE RAISING OF JATRUS’ DAUGHTER.

THE “ WHITE CLUB.”
BY ESTELLE MENDELL.

“ But my sisters don’t smoke, nor my
ma nor grandma,” said Harry Gray, Just
a trifle angry because his playmates, Paul
Bryan and Fred Faton, said, “it was
wicked and awfully nasty to smoke and
chew tobacco,” and then had told him
that his father and brothers did both.

These three boys had been playing
leapfrog and were now resting under the
shade of a beautiful oak ; and they fell
to talking about matters and things very
much as big folks do—though each was
but about ten years of age.

“ Most all men smoke,” Harry went on,
“ that ain’t anything so dreadful, but my
ma and risters are just as good as yours.::

“ My father and brothers don’t smoke,
gsaid Paul Bryan, in a way that showed
he was very proud of the fact, “ they're
just as clean as my ma and my sister.”

“ Nor mine,” added Fred Eaton.

*“ But men don’t have to be 8o good and
clean as women,” said Harry, stoutly.

“Why not ?” asked his mates earnestly.

“'Cause they don’t,”” was the ready
answer ; “ girls is girls, an’ boys is boys.”

“Well, my teacher in Sunday-school
says boys ought not to be rough or swear
or smoke or drink any more’'n girls ; and
when I asked papa about it he said she
was about right.”

It was Paul Bryan that said this and

made them more sure than ever that boys
should be as clean and pure as girls.

“Oh, did you hear about Tom Burke’s
getting pretty near killed last night ?”
asked Harry, as the three playmates met
the next afternoon under the oak.

“Yes,” said Paul, “a horse an’ waggon
run into him an’ his sister both, and the
doctor says Tom’ll die but Kate'll get
well.”

“I don’t see why, long as they're both
hurt just alike,” said Harry.

“ Well, the doctor told papa that Tom’s
blood was all poisoned and killed with
liquor and tobacco, but Kata’s wasn’t, 8o
she’d heal quicker.”

‘“An’ that’s what teacher
know,” added Fred.

“Well, 'm just going to tell papa,”
thought Harry, “if he does make me fill
up the woodbox hefore i's time, an’ I
guess he’ll think it’s as good for men not
to smoke an’ chew ag women, when he
hears this.”

But Mr. Gray didn’t tell Harry to stop
talking and bring in the wood this time,
but he said in a very kind and manly
way :

“It's all true, my son,” for you see he
had been thinking over Harry’s question,
“and what do you say to starting a little
society here at home with the motto that
boys and men should be pure and good
as well as women and girls ?”

“ All right, papa,” cried Harry, dancing

said, you

for joy, “I'll join, an’ 80 w'i'll Fred &
Paul an’ a whole lot o' boys.

do a thing it is done ; an hich
reason this little society, W T w0,
called “ A White Life for d g
“ White Club ” for short, grew 81 ";al
and oh, how much good it did, B A

among the boys, but the men 2
for it set them to thinking *mm;
them ashamed of their bad hab! Onit?

more than one broke from them.
Signal.

A THRIFTY PRINCE-

ft
The truly German quality of tl;fl
an amusing trait of the Eml’e"‘t’he
liam’s little sons. Occasionally o8
press takes the three older prince®_
her on her shopping expeditions,
the boys are allowed to sper e
pocket-money just as they please
short time before Christmas thGYho
to inspect the delights of a large %ut
Berlin. One of the princes picked O,
object of his choice, and at once P i,
ed to the cashier’s desk. Her | ne 55
asked him whether this was all B4, &
tended to buy, when he rebortet 1%
most business-like tone : * No, buteliv -4
fer to pay for everything sepal'aw goti
that I shan’t spend more than :
—The Lady.

THE WALKING LEAVES OF  }
AUSTRALIA.

There are some funny leaves ’l:‘ At d
tralia, which the people therewhene
think could walk alone! quedt
there came a gust of wind the“e . A
leaves blew off in a perfect shoW e‘-_ X
leaves generally do, they turngddov ']
over, and rested upon the grouiC. rd
they would seem to crawl towa. ol
trunk of the tree from which theg
Since that time it has been tomtl - |
these leaves, as they were though! . ]
were real Insects, and lived uDOl‘-li y
very trees. Their bodies are (34} !lliko
flat, and their wings veined Just o |
leaf. If they are disturbed, thei{,od
which are folded away under thell;ike 1
leave their whole shape exactly * |
leat of a tree, with stem and all. ar 8
green in the summer, these singh i
tle insects slowly change their 0010b i
a dingy brown, just like a frost-b: :
leaf. Strange that with wings they &
not fly, but rather walk or crawl 8%
the ground.-—Mrs. G. Hall. 5

TWO NEW BOOKS.

A Vietory Won.

By Annie S. Swan.
Cloth, illustrated, $1.25

This new story by our favourite authof'|
is one of her best, and is having *3
rapid sale. Miss Swan loses none °‘7‘
her power to charm. ;

Cot and Cradle Stor!

By Mrs. Oatharine Parr Tr#%

i

With portrait and illustrations by A. PI°3
Patterson, R.C.A. .

Cloth, with title and design i
$1.00.
A new book from Mrs. Traill i8

announcement of glad interest to G:’ o
adian children. These stories e

largely drawn from the animal wor
—birds and bees, spiders and but'’z
flies and other little creatures ¥
doings and sayings are related it
author’s most charming style., on
undoubtedly one of the best ju¥
books issued.

WILLIAM BRIGGSs

MartionisT Book Anp PusLisHiNg Houss %°
C. W, CoaTes, Montreal, Que.
8, ¥. Hussris, Halib¥"
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