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Noble Boys.

s~’LL have no
f hand in it—ao
hand in it, Car-
ter—it is unfair,
unkind, absolut-
ely wrong, aund
I. tell you you
had better give
it up.”
¢ Mirable dictu!
The jJester profes-
sional of our school
is alarmed at the
prospect of a good
® practical joke, and
all at once astounds us
with great words of
caution. You may go
your way, Lane; I am
only sorry that we let
vou know of it at all. ‘e shouid
not,” he added, with a sinister
smile, ‘had we not known how
well you like a joke.”

« Tyrue, Carter, I have induiged
in jesting quite too much (though
‘harmlessly I trost) but 1 have
joked but little lately, and from
this time less than ever—mark me,
from this time less than ever. But,
Carter, I do not recognize any joke
at all about this crucl plan of yours.

To invite a schoolmate to a sail,
and then to plunge him into the
river, to wet lus clothes and make
him tardy, or absent, because he
gets more meritsthanany otherboy,
is no joke; it is—”

¢ Oh, pass on, passon, Lane ; we
have had lecture enough for now.”

Master Carter’s mocking words
reminded Aurther Lane of those
beantiful passages that should rest
i’ the mind of every youth— My
son, if sinners entice thee, consent
thou not. Go not in the way of
evil. Avoid it, pass not by it, turn
from it and pass away,” and he
said, more meekly than he,could
have spoken -a moment before,
“1 will pass away.” After ad-
vancing a few steps he paused and
called to the boy that was with
Carter on the bank, waiting for
another that was coming with the
ursuspecting victim. Hugh New-
man, the lad with Master Carter,
was one of that numerous class, of
of boys who are easily influenced
for good or evil—whose character
is stamped by association. But
Arthur Lane belonged to that ad-
mirable class who can do 7right
under azy circumstances, who can
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take atvodpriglit conrse ‘in opposis
+ tion 'td ‘wnytassocintes, who if they
caniiét disuade~ their - comrades
from'an evil course will turn from
thern and pass away. Such are
noble boys—such will, with God’s
blessing, become noble men; and
it is the noble, upright, and Zoly
men, who, with clean hands and
pure hearts, stay the torrents of
vice that would otherwise inundate
the world.

“Yiugh, Hugh,” called Arthur,
and it was the feeling of kind,
earnest entreaty that swelled the
tone in which his name wascalled
that made Hugh throw the oar on
the bank,and bound towards young
Lane, before Master Carter dould
utter a woid of remonstrance.

It is too bad, too bad to treat a
schoolmate so! Hugh, would you
like to be in Ansel’s place, and be
thrown ‘otit "of the boat?’ asked
Arthuy, as the two walked on to-
gether. ‘

« I don’t think I should.”

« Why then, did you consent to
accompany these boys?”’

« Oh, they asked me to go with
them, and told what rare sport it
would be, and so I went without
thinking much about jt.*’

¢ But you snwst think, Hugh.
When one asks you fo doa thing,
you must ask yourself is it kind?
1s it honorable ? 7s ¢t 72ght? and if
your whole heart does not say yes,
then you mnst not do it ¥’

¢« Well, 1T guess Pll do as yon
say the next time; at all events,
P’m glad you called me away, for
it would be dreadful if Ansel should
be drowned.”

Arthur hurried on in silence.
You might have known, however,
by the occasional side nodding of|
his fine head, that important cog-
nitions were within it. Nor did
he slacken his rapid pace until he
called at the Principal’s door, and
then he pulled the bell-knob so

violently it would have nade - ihim
blush with shame "at any ' pther
time. A moment aftér, he' stood
before the Irincipal with cap in
hand, and modestly but darnestly
related Master Carter’s wicked
scheme. Prof. Leland was highly
indignant, saying warmly, that
Ansel Stearns was one of his best
boys. He could scarcely believe
that there was a student among
his number that would engage in
aught so low, so wrong! But
when he recalled the general
character of the aggressor, his it
credulity vanished, and he would
have hastened at once totheriver
bank, had not Arthur suggested thé
necessity of procuring dry ecloths
for Ansel, that he might appear-in
school at the usual hour. Apparel
was soon obtained from a friend1gf
Arthur, about Ansel’s size, and
then the Principal and pupil walls
ed rapidly to the river, impelted
by a desire to arrive thiere in“time
to arrest the perpetators: But the
“ joke” was finished, and the low-
minded boys immediately left the
river, feeling less pleasure than
they had wickedly anticipated in
laying their vile plan.

Ansel was standing with uncov-
ered head and bared feet upon a
rock that projected into the river,
while his coat, vest, and stockings
were hanging upon a tree to dry.
Poor boy ! he presented a very sad
picture, standing there in the burn-
ing sun, with wet garments, and
an expression of mingled grief and
pain upon his usually cheerfiil
face. The kind-hearted Professor
was affected almost to tears, and
accosted him with great tenderness.
A blush akin to shame came over”
Ansel’s fine face, as he beheld Prof.
Leland, but it vanished a moment
after as Arthur with moistened
eyes, assured him that it was no
disgrace to h#m, and more and .

better, that he could be in his seat
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atthefnsual, time, and he slyly
whigpered with .much kindness,
that . their  beloved Principal had
galied him one of his best
boys. How Amnsel’s dark eyes
sparkled, and how rapidly he dres-
sed, and how prettily he looked
tuo, walking modestly along by
the Professor’s side, looking up and
meeting every now and then a
look of respect and love from that
estimable gentleman.

“ How did these misgnided boys

get you into the water?” inquired
Prof. Leland.
;. % Oh, sir! they rested on their
oars; and called my attention to a
bit of scenery that 1 could enjoy
by standing in the boat and look-
ing. through the trees. It was a
charming  view, sir, a beautiful
igreen. lawn, with two or three
bows grazing, while another, a
graceful animal, was reaching up
hex-head and eating leaves from
a.tree., T . was just saying that I
wiould like. te sketch it, when one
«of the. boys propelled the boat sud-
denly, and the other swayed viol-
ently against me, and knocked me
out. He said it was accidental,
and I might have believed it had
it not been for their unkind laugh.
It was so stinging,” he said softly
—turning to Arthur.

« Falsehood and crime! An,sc
it is, boys; the former always ac-
companies the latter. How very
important it is, then, that we
always speak and act truth, even
xespecting the most trivial matter.”
The boys cordially assented, and
entered the academy, feeling grate-
ful that gcod angels had kept them
in the way of integrity.

Ansel Stearnes lost no merits
that afternoon, but Master Carter
and his accomplice lost their places
in the school, and gained, alas,
that , badge of dishonor most dis-
gracefual to a scholar—expPELLED.

But our noble boys, Arthur and

Ansei, continue.in the:sghool; gete
ting honors everyotermuand.in
years to come they . iwill;doyhtless
occupy honorable places among
noble men. May they give their
hearts to God, and then shall they
receive the

“Stamp und signature of Heaven
Truth, mercy, patience, holiness and love.

All's Well.

S HE  following  exquisite
gem is worth retaining
and preserving. We
doubt if the whole range
of English or any other
literature can furpish anything
more simply beauntiful — more
purely eloguent :— . :

“ Twelve o’clock at night and sll's well.”

False prophet! Still and statue-
like at vonder window stands the
wife. The clock. thas -told .the
small hours; yet her face is closely
pressed against the window-pane,
striving in vain with straining eye
to pierce the darkness. She sees
nothing, she Lears nothing—but
the beating her own heart. Now
she takes her seat, opens a Bble,
and seeks from it what comfort
she may, while tears blister the
pages. Then she claps her hands,
and her lips ave tremulous with
mute supplication. Hist! there is
an unsteady step in the hall; she
knows it —many times and oft it
has trod on her very heart-strings.
She glides down gently to meet
the wanderer. He falls heavily
against her, and in maudlin tones
pronounces a name he had long
since forgotten to honor. Ch! all
enduring power of woman’s love—
no reproach, no upbraiding—the
light arm passed around thatreeling
figure, once ecrect in “ God’s own
image.” With tender words of
entreaty, which he is powerless to
resist if' he would, she leads hum
in. It is but the repetition of a
thousand such vigils! It is the
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pedformance o1 u vow with a hero-
ism ‘hnd patient endurance, too
common! and every day to be
chronicled on earth ; too hdly and
heavenly to pass unnoticed by the
* registering angel” above.

¢ ALL’S WELL.”

False prophet! In yonder lux-
urious room, sits one  whose curse
it was to be as a dream of Eden.
Time 'was when those clear eyes
looked lovingly into u mother’s
tace—when u kind, loving father
laid his trembling hand, with a

blessing, on that sunny head—

when brothers® and sisters’ voices
blended with her own heart-music
around the happy hearth. Oh!
where are they now? Are there
none to say to the repenting Mag-
dalen, ¢ Neither do 1 condemn
thee—go and sin no more ! Must
the gilded fettor continue to bind
the soul that loathes it because
man is less merciful than God ?
“ ALL’S WELL.”

False prophet! There lies the
dead orphan. In all the length
aud breadth of the green earth
there was found no sheltering nest
where the lonely dove could fold
its wing when the parent bird had
flown. The brooding wing was
gone that covered it from the cold
winds of neglect and unkindness.
Love was its life, and so—it droop-
ed!

“ ALL’S WELL.”

False prophet! Sin walks the
earth in purple and fine linen ;
honest poverty, with tear bedewed
face, hungersand shiversand thirst,
“ while the pnblican stands afar
off!?”” The widow pleads in vain
to the ermined judge for “ justice;”
and unpunished of heaven, the hu-
man tiger crouches in his lair and
springs upou his hopeless prey.

“ ALL’s WELL.”

Ah,yes,all is well ! for He* who

seeth the end from the begining,”
holds even the scales of justice.—

“ Dives shall yet. beg Lazaraus.??
Every human tear is counted.
They will yet sparkle as gems in
the crown of the patient and endu-
ring desciple! When the clear,
brond light of eternity shines upon
life’s crooked paths, we shall see
the snares and pitfalls from which
our hedge of thorns has fenced us
in! and, in car full-grown faith,
we shall exultingly say, « Father,
not as 1 will, but as thon wilt —
Fanny Fern.

A Reascn Why
NE, and I believe the
principal, reason why so
many persons engage in
the traflic of intoxicat-
ing liquors is, on account
of the immense profits accruing
from so small an outlay of capital.
Men are inclined to look wholly at
money. and disregard the mighty
and oft repeated appeals of con-
science for principle. They do
not hesitate to think whether the
traffic is per se right or wrong-—
honorable or dishonorable—injuri-
ous or beneficial o the community.
All their narrow minds can com-
prehend is, the paltry pittance
which the poor mebriate pays for
his grog.

Search the catalogue of rum-sel-
lers through, and few, very few,
indecd, would be found who would
persist in selling a beverage which
they know ic daily depriving the
social circle and the State of their
brightest ornaments, the country
of her noblest sons, and the world
of her jewelled intellects, were the
sale of it but one-fourth as lucra-
tive.

Let us refer to facts and figures
for one moment, to show what the
profits of liquor venders really are:

One gallon of whiskey, costs 40
cents. There are 60 drinks ina
gallon, which at 5 cents per drink,

bring $3, leaving a profit of $2.60
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toithe .véuder — he mualking 'six
Jndred und fifty percent. Agains
one- gatlon of ule costs 33 ~ents.
I 1t there are 24 drinks, which.
at 5 cents per dnink, will bring
$1.20. In this, as in the former
instance, the profits are enormous,
being 86 cents, and the seller
realizes a gain of two hundred and
sixty per ct’-‘nt.

Beer costs 16 cents per gallon.
There are, at least, 30 glasses in a
gallon; and allowing two glasses
for 5 cents, the retailer receives 75
cents a gallon for his beer, making
a- profit of 59 cents. Thus his
money brings him two -hundred
and sixty-five per cent. - ‘

‘This is * the reason why” so

many men engnge m the traffic.
when they kaow that they are in-
Juringosociety. douey vields -
sreater apcume when mvested o
hlgtwors, thun s ahnost any other,
article’; and-some persons are so
wrapped up in this. thewr winf, that
they saerifice every noble principle
and attribute of their bemg. upon
the golden a.tar of their money-
god.
‘The traffic cannot be checked
suceessfully ontil these enormous
profits are, in some manner, over-
thrown.—Crusader.

The Rum Fiend.
BY CHARLES MACKAY.

The rum fiend cast bis eyes abroad

<. :And Yooked d'er all the land,

And numbered his myriad worshipers
_With his bxrd-hke, long nght, hand.

He took his place in the teemmg street,
And watch the people go

Around and about, witha buzz and ashout,
Forever to and fro;

¢ And it's hip!’ said 'the rum fiend, ¢ hip,

hurral ?

For the multitudes I see,

Who offer themselves in sacrifice,
And die for love of me.”

There stood 2 woman on a bridge,
She was old, but not with years—

Old with excess, and passion and pain,
And she wept remorsetul tears,

As ghe gave to her babe her milkiess breast,

Then goaded bw:its ceuys wntpigt Jiug
Made o desperate Loap,s dia it 119y Aecpy o
JITI R 3hy.
fandid, lO £im hend ‘)up,
HTLE u!’
She sinks, and let her be—
In life or death whatever she did,
Was all for the love of me!”

There watched another by the hearth,
With sullen face and thin,

She uttered words of scorn and hate
To one that staggered in.

Long had she watched, and when he came,
1lis thoughts were bent on blood ;

‘He could not brook ber taunting look
And he slew her where she stoud ;

¢ And i’s hip!” cried the rum ﬁend, hip,

hurra !

My right zood friend is he,

He hath slain his wife, he hath give his

.

Aud .dl for the brve of me!”

And every duy in the crowded way,
He tades hix feavtnl st 1nd, :

And nu xb< R m\ uyrid y\orsln;mpers
Wt Lis hanelivg, ! g x;zu. Land ;

Lad ‘u\ duy . ¢ weal and strong,
Widuws aind maids ad wiv 3, =

Bl md warm, blood cold, young men and

Oﬂ‘u the fiend their lives.

« And it's hip!" he says, © hip, hip, burra.
For the multitude I see,

That scil their souls for the burning drink,
And die for the love of me!”

Idleness.

HERE is a fault we all con-
demn in the young, and too
often indulge in without re-

morse ourselves.  That fault is

idleness. There is a busy idleness
which sometimes blinds us toits
nature—we seem to onrselves, and
to others, to be occupied, but what
is the result of it al}l? What Han-
nah More calls “a quiet and dull
frittering away of time,” whether
it be in “ unprofitable small talk,
or in constant idle reading, or saun-
tering over some .useless piece of
work,” is surely not “redeeming
the time,” and yet how many days
and hours are thus unprofitably
wasted, and neither ourselves nor
others benefited. All women who
have much leisure are liable: to
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this ﬁnu; 5 and bes;des its own sin-
fuluess, for surely waste of time is
4 sin, it encowrages a w eak, un-
energetic frame of mind, and is apt
to produce either amthetxc content
in a trifling occupation, or restless
desire of excite,ment and amuse-
ment, to help on the sound, “like
the cars,” which so frightened

weary time these trifles cannot kill ;
and those who have their time en-
tirely at their own disposal, with

perhaps no definite duty to occupy
them, should guard resolutely
against waste of time. Make
duties for yourselves ; fix hours for!
your different occups.uons do with
your might whatever your hands
tindeth to do ;and carefully, consci-
entiously ascertain which of your
employments is not worth all this
care. Have a motive, a reason for
all youn do, and frequently examine
yourself as to what you are doing,

and surely you will find time too
precious to be either squandered,

or fritted, or idled aw'ly

My First Temptamon.

“’ and as he left
us but little of
this world’s
goods, it soon
became neces-
sary that |
should find
some employ-
ment. I was then
thirteen years of age,
and not very stout or
strong, but yet wi‘h
a will to do anything
that could be found
for me to do. At length
my brother made an ar-
rangement with a car-

; penter by the name of
\Ioms, and I was taken into his
shop as an apprentice. With him
I remained two years, but at the

end of that time I became so wom
down by the hard work imposed
upon me, thut my mother resolved
that I should remain there no lon-
ger. My sister Lucy, who was
two ycars older than myself, had
long detected my failing strength,
and it was mainly through her
efforts that1 was removed from the
place, for Ishould never have com-
plained.

I was now fifteen—tall, slim and
pole, and I knew that I could not
stand any sort of work which taxed
;my physical strength, to any great
extent. But fortune favored. me,
A Mr. Joseph Evered, who kept 2
dry goods store near by was in
want of u salesman, and throuwh
my sister’s influence I obtained the
place. Mr. E. had a daughtey,
Julia, about my own age, who was
very intimate with Lucy, and.jt
was by her intercession with her
father that Lucy gained her poin,
] was duly installed in my place,
and I was soon happy and content,
ed, for my employer was kind and
an intimacy sprang up between
myself and Juba, which afforded
me a purer bliss than I had ever
before experienced. Thus inatters
passed on for a year, and at that
time my health was restored, and
1 had so far gained upon the con-~
fidence of Mr. Evered, that he
trusted me with some of his most
particular business. Only onething
troubled me. I was not receiving
such wages asI fancied my services
entitled me to. In factI wasip
debt. T had purchased a suit of
clothes of a tailor in the neighbor-
hood, and was owing for them.
The tailor wanted his money, and
I promised him he should have it
at a certain time, but that time
came and passed—I1 could not pay
him. He threatened, and 1 pro-
mised anew. O, how I wished 1.
had never bought those clothes!
I could have got along without
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them, and T resolved that never
again wonld I buy suything which
I could not pay for on the spot.
But that did not help the case.

One evening I sat alone in the
store. Tt was Saturday evening,
and the day had been a busy one.
We had sold a great quantity of
goods, and the money drawer was
well filled. Slowly a demon rose
up before me and began to advise
me. He pointed to the money
drawer and whispered—There are
the means of paying your dcbt.
I kuew that Mr. Evered had no
knowledge of the amount of n..oney
there, for he kuew not how much
T'had sold. Icould take even fifty
dollars, and he might never miss
it; for I had sold a great quantity
Sf' stuff which he had no accennt
6f. ' Thad promised the tailor that
e 'should “have the money 1nat
vety night, and I bad plannel to
get Mr. Evered to advance m« the
necessary sim. I had not been
spending money foolishly, but from
my poor pittance supported my
mother, and that ate it all up.

For a long time I sat and looked
upon that drawe¢, and all the while
the tempter was persuading me.
I knew that young clerks often did
such things, and that sometimes
necessity compelled them to do it
—at least, so I thought. How
could I meet my ¢reditor again
withont the money? I could not
—and at length resolved and re-
resolved that I would not ; I opened
it and saw the bank notes which
had been jammed in there; my
hand trembled and my heart beat
quickly as I counted out twenty
dollars. 1 thrust the notesintomy
pocket and theu hastened back to
my seat, and not long afterward
my employer entered.

“ Well, Charles,” said he, «1
guess we’ll shut up now.”

T arose. we ut out and put up the
shutters. and when [ came hack 1

found Mr. Evered engaged 1m
counting the money. As T ap-
proached him, he eyed me with a
sharp, searching look. I trembled
like an aspen.

% What ails you 1’ he asked.

L ¢ Nothing, sir,” I answered try-
ing to composc myself.

“ But there must be something
the matter,” he resumed, “ for you
look as pale as a ghost.”

“T am tired,” I said.

« Well, well, you have worked
hard to-day and you may go. Il
attend to the rest.”

With a desperate endeavor to
compose myself, I thanked him
for his kindness, and then seized
my hat and left the store. The
fresh air revived me somewhat,
and T hurried on to the tailor’s.

1 paid my bill and for a ynoment
my heart was lighter; but it was
only for a moment. When I reach-
ed the street again, the thought
of what T had dore came upon me
with overwhelming force, and I
was riserable.  When I reached
home 1 professed to be sick, and
retired at once. But my mother,
weak and sick herself, came up to
my bed, and wanted to fix me
some medicine. She gave me a
simpie preparation, drew up the
clothes snugly about me, and
having kissed me she said — Be
careful, Charles for t>would be
painful indeed to have you sick.
God keep and bless you. Good
night.”

O, how these last words rung in
my ears. What would my mother
say—how would she feel if she
knew that her son was a thief! Tt
was a Jong while before T could
not keep it back. Thief! thief!
rang in my soul till an agony was
npon me so intense that all other
conception of pain was as nothing.
The night passed away in sleep-
less, phantom-making restlessness ;
and when the morning came, ¥
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nad.: };:alkcd out before my [found my mother as pale'dfd as

mother or sister was up. I did not|deathly as death itself. TFor the

return until breakfast was over,
and then [ had overcome all out-
ward signs, so that little remark
wag made upon it. But the worm
was gnawing at my heart.

'That forenoon 1 went to meet-
ing with my sister. As I entered
the little church I met the gaze of
Mr. Evered. He watched me
sharply, and I saw marks of pain
upon his face. After the service
was over, I saw him in conversa-
tion with the tailor. I noticed
how earnestly they spoke,and once
I saw the tailor point his finger to-
wards me. T felt sure, then, that
all was discovered. !

“TFor merey’s sake, Charles,
what is the matter?” cried Lucy
as she caught hold of my arm.

“ e’ faint! he’s faint!? 1
heard a low, tremulous voice ; and
on turping, I saw Julia Lvered.
She was frightened — and at that
moment came the couviction that
she loved me. But that other
thought came with it; und then
I knew ere long she would dispise
me.

Sick aud faint, I hurried away,

and to all the anxious inquiries of

Lucy T only replied that I was not
well. O, how nuserable 1 felt, for
I knew that my employer had de-
teeted the theft.  1hs gaze at me
in church was proof cnougn ; it
his conversation with the talor
made it sure. ‘That afiernoon |
dared not go to church, und my
mother worried over me. Ifshe
would only have let me alone, 1
might have been less miserable;
but she clung close te me and I
had to lie to her—the first lie ]
ever spoke to that noble woman.
Another night of sleepless agony,
aud then I came to the severest
part of all. T must meet my em-
ployer! It was late when I
deseended to the kitchen, and I

moment I forgot my own pain and
hastened to her side. She gazed
into my face with such a look as I
hope I may never see again.

¢« Don’t ask me any questions,
Charles,” she said, “ but goat once
to the store. Mr. Evered wants
you immediately.”

I could not ask a question—I
could not speak. Without breakfast,
without waiting tosee Lucy I start-
ed from the house. People whom I
met gazed at me sharply,and once
I'heard the word thief pronounced !
O, Mr. Evered had told the story
of mycrime! How could he? No,
no, ’twas the tailor who told it, for

'my employer never would have

done it. Yet it was known. I
stopped and suddenly the thought
of flight occurred to me. Why
should | stay longer where shame
could only be mine? T rurned to
flee, u..d just then iy sister carme
rushiug atter me with her hair
fluating waldly in the morning air,
and her face as pale as death. )

“ () Charles!” she uttercd,
¢ come with e at once! Couie,
come, our mother 1s dyng 17

My sister seized my hand, and
by force dragged me away. 1
reached my honre. | know uot how,
tor my reason had alwost lefl me,
wiedl ity the iittic beod-room Lllcy
dragged g ——tuere dwy my mo-
tuer, siark aod coldt !

* U, Charics, you have kiled
her?1” sobbed wmy sister, us she
threw hierself'upon the bed.  *+ She
could not stand your disgrace !”

One monent, I gazed upon that
pale, cald form, and theu a wild,
unearthly cry broke from my hps.
1 plunged madly. forward upon the
bed.

“ Charles! Charles I”

I started up. 1 felt a heavy
hand upon my shoulder; againmy .
name was called.

it



V. THE

.S What is the matter? Come,
spuse np.  For merey’s sake what
ails you 17
« It was Evered who spoke. %
was still sitting upon the stool be-
hind the couunter, but my head
had fallen forward upon a pile of
goods that lay heaped up before
me. Instinctively T cast my eyes
upon the money drawer, and slow-
ly the trath worked its wayv into
my mind. A cold, elammy sweat
was fipon my brow, a pain in .ny
limbs, and I trembled like an aspen.

“ What ails yon, Charles 7 Mr.
Livered kindly asked.

« My soul, such a dreaun!” [ in-
voluntarily gasped.
C“Well, well—if its nothing
worse than that L am glad. But
eome, I want to have a few words
with you before I g0.”

LIFE BOAT.

T was fully aroused now ; Tlook-
ed at the money drawer, though,|
many times, cre [ could realize,
that I was safe. The tempter had
come, but an angel had met and
beaten him away. ‘The doors and
shutters were first closed, and
then my employer sat down by
my side.

“Well,Charles,” he commenced,
¢ Julia has been teiling me this
afternoon that you wholly support
your mother.”

“ Yes, sir,” I tremblingly answer-
ed. ¢ My sister thus far has only
been able to support herself, and
the rest comes on me.”

“But how do you get along?
Surely, your salary here is not suffi-
cient.”

“ 1t has been sufficient, sir, to
find us in food and fuel. For—for
clothing—I have-—»

“ Run in debt, eh

“ Yes, sir ; but'I will never do it
again. I will go ragged, if need
be, but T will never run in debt.”

“ Right — right, my boy. But
we will fix that all right now. I

have been thirking for some time
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of increasing vour pay, and T will
do so now, not only 50, bitt' T st
put it back to wheré T fitst'thoughit
of it, and that was more than three
months ago. Let’ssec: three dol-
lars a week for, thirteen weeks
would be thirty-nine dollars,” he
said.  “ Will that square up your
debts??

«O ves, sir, and more — more

. too I”?

“Then you sholl have that, and
hereafter you shall have that
amount over each quarter.”

He said something more about
making mc his head clerk at some
future time, but I did not fully
understand him. I received the
money, paid the tailor, and when 1
reached my home, T had become
ealm and happy. T told my mo-
ther and Lucy of my good fortune,
and they wept with joy.

Yet T could not help shuddering
fearfully, whenever { thought of
that terrible vision which came
upon me while the tempter was
with me. DBut-—Ilet me say it
again—’twas an angel’s visit.

Years have passed away since
that time. Mr. Evered isan old
man ; my children are his grand
children, and the store that was
once his, is now half mine. He
has retired, and the other half ot
the extensive business belongs to
Lucy’s husband. My mother still
lives, and, thank God, can yet bless
her son that he hasnever called
one drop of sorrow to her life-cup.

AN Arabian having brought a
blush to a young maiden’s cheek
by the earnestness of his gaze, said
to her: )

“ My looks have planted roses
in your cheeks— why forbid me
to gather them? The laws per-
mit him who sows to reap the
harvest.”
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An 0ld Poem.

TWho shall judge a man from manners?
TWho shall know hsm by hig dress?

Paupers may be fit for princes,
Priunces it for something less.

Crumpled shirt and ditty jacket
May beclothe the golden ore

Of the deepest thoughts and feelings—
Satin vests could do no more.

The~s are springs of crystal nectar
Hidden, crushed, and overgrown,

God, who counts by souls, not dresses,
Loves and prospers you and me,

Winle he values thrones the highest
But as pebbles in the sea.

Man, upraised abnve his fellows,
Oft forgets his fellows then ;
Masters—rulers—lords, remember
That your meanest hinds are men,
Men by labor, men by feeling,
Men by thought, and men by fame,
Claiming equal rights to sunshine +
In 2 man’s enobling name
There are foam-embroidered oceans,
There are little weed-clad rills,
There are feeble inch-high suplings,
There are cedars on the hills
God who counts by souls, not stations,
Loves aud prospers you and me;
For to him all vain distinctions
Are as peebles in the sea.

Toiling hands alone are builders
Of a nation’s wealth or fame;

Titled laziness is pensioned,
Fed and fattened on the same,

By the sweat of others’ foreheads,
Living only to rejoice,

While the poor man’s outraged freedom
Vainly lifteth up his voice.

Truth and justice are eternal,
Born with loveliness and light ;

Secret wrongs shall never prosper
While there is & sunny right;

God, whose world-heard voice i3 singing
Boundless love to you and me,

Sinks oppression with its ties,
As the pebbles in the sea.

“ Where there is a Will there's
a Way.”
ENRY BURGETT was
If not quite twelve years
=91 of age when his father
died; and fast as his
tears fell when he knew
that his papa would be with him
no more, he wept, if possible, more
violently when his mother told
him they must leave the pretty
cottage, the only home they had

e

ever known, and that heregfter he
was to live with Farmer Howard.

“ We are poor, Henry,” she said,,
“ very poor, and young as you are,
my boy, you must now earn your
own support. But keep up a stout
heart, you can doit. Fie on those
tears !” and she turned hastily that
he might not perceive the grief
that was piercing her own soul.

Farmer Howard was a bard
master, and a sorry time had poor
Henry during the long summer
days that succeeded this interview
with his mother. It was work,
with no relaxation, from the earli-
est dawn until the twilight had
quite faded. Often did his courage
fail, and dispondency and indol-
ence urge him to stop, but a stern
necessity was upon him, he must
do or starve ; and hence he kept
at it, wearily enough to be sure,
until the last appic was in the
cellar, the last ear of corn in the
crib, and all things secured against
the winter, with the most pains-
taking thoroughuess.

The winter, tardy as its approach
appeared to Henry, came at lest,
with its three mo...hs’ priviiege of
school, and :is gl .ious long even-
ings that he might spend as he
chose, with no spectres of huge
heaps of corn to husk, or vast fields
of potatoes to dig, looming np in
the distance.

How well those hours for study
were improved, or how highly
prized, the bright light which the
blazing pine splinter shed from the
attic window, until long past the
hour of twelve, might tell. (A
pine splinter, because the mistress
was a careful soul, and saved the
candles to light Henry to bed.)
IHe advanced with surprising rap-
idity in his studies, and what won-
der? Ardent, persevering effort
was never unsuccessful. When
spring came he was quite master

of the Latin grammar, and was be-
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gipning to read in this langnage
with somie degree of ease. The
summer, with its wearisome ronnd
of duties, could not damp his desire
for knowledge. Every spare mo-
ment was carefully seized and
sedulously employed in his favor:.e
study.

The winter came again,and with
gleeful heart Henry bounded away
to the village school. On the way
a classmate overtook him ; one who
had often cheered him for his bash-
fulness, and plain homespun attire,
and who, with every advantage,
had uninterruptedly pursued his
studies.

.% Ha, ha, how are you Hal 7 said
hes «don’t yon wish you could
read all that ? trinmphantly hold-
ing up a Latin Reader, and spread-
mng. his palm completely over the
open page. Henry kept his own
cgunsel, and together they pio-
cgeded toward the school house.
-:Soon after the opening of the
morning exercises, the class in
Latin was called to the recitation
bench.

“ Henry,” said the master, “I
think you will not be able to go

-on with the class you were in last
winter, you must fall back with
the beginners.”

“ T should like to enter the Vir-
gil class, Sir.”

“Virgil class! Nonsense, boy,
you could not read one word. Just
et me see now,” opening the book
and placing it in his hand.

« How far shall I read 2’
<« As far as you can,” replied the
master, with a sharp twinkle of
his gray eyes, and an involuntary
sarcastic smile.

Henry commenced unhesitat-
ingly to read, and had turned the
first, second, and third leaves be-
fore the master had snficiently re-
covered from his surprise to arrest
him.

“Stop, sir? , Where did youn
learn all this? * »¢ (4

Henry told him whére. Taking
him by the arm, the master led
him to the centre of the room, and
placing his hand upon his head,
said:

« Attention, boys; here is a
greater conqueror than was Caesar
or Napoleon. Give him a rouud ;
three times three, now.”

Cheerily, heartily, rang out that
applause, penetrating the farthest
recesses of that timeworn building,
making the windows fairly shake
again. What a proud day was
that for Henry! How his heart
leapt and almost bourded out of
his bosom—how the boys shook
hands and envied him—how the
girls nodded and blinked their
pretty eyes at him, he has not yet
forgotten ; and although at the
present time the laurels of a coun-
try’s regard are clustering thick
about his brow, he often says,
“ That was the victory of my life.
It was at Farmer Howard’s I
learned to labor unflinchingly.”

Children this is no fancy sketch.
Such a lad as I have described
really existed, and from his ex-
ample may we not learn to plant
for ourselves elevated standards,
and never give over until we have
mastered every obstacle and reach-
ed our aim ?

It is not always lessons to be
learned, or wooud piles te be de-
molished or rebuilt. There are
bad hearts tv govern, vicious incli-
nations to restrain, selfish disposi-
tions to overcome, many, many
wrongs to be righted. There is
room for a life-long labor in our
hearts. Up then, my young friends,
with a strong purpose of life.
Shrink not at the sight of difficulty.
Remember that “ where there’s
a will there’s a way,” and that
perseverance is a sure guaranty of
success.—NN. Y. Independent.
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11 The Llie of. a. Drunkard.

J;T, you, would mark the misery
t which drunkenness infuses
into the cup of domestic hap-
piness, go with me to one of
those nurserics of crime, a
common tippling shop, and
there behold, collected till
midunight, the futhers, the hushands,
the sons, and the brothers of a
neighbor. Bear witness to the
stench and the filthiness nround
them. Iarken to the oaths, the
obscewnity und ferosity of their con-
versation.  Ohserve their idiot
Jaugh, record their vulgur jest,
with which they are delighted,
and tell me what potent sorcery
has so transforined these men,ithat
tor this loathsome den, they should
forego ull the delights ofan inno-
cent and lovely fireside.

But let us follow gome of them
home from the scene of their de-
bauch: There is a young man
whose accent, and gait, and dress,
bespeak the communion which he
once has held with something
better than all this. Heisanonly
son—oit him the hopes of parents
and sisters have centred.  LEvery
nerve of the fumily has been
strained, to give to that intellect,
of which they all were proud,
every means of choicest cultiva-
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'is heard.
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huld those a«ed parents, surronnd-
ed by children ,Jovely and beloved.
Within that circle reign . peaee,
virtue, intelligence and refine-
ment.  The cvening has been
spent 1 animated discussion, in
innocent pleasantry, in the sweet
interchange of affectionate endear-
ment.

‘T'here is one who used to share
all this, who was the centre of this
circle. 'Why is he nothere? Do
professional engagements, of late,
so estrange him from home ? The
Lour of dcvotion has arrived.
They kneel before their Father and
their God. A voice that used to
mingle in their praises is absent.
An hour rolls away. Where now
has all that cheerfulness fled ?
Why does_every eflort to rally
sink them deeper in- dispondenoy !
Why do these parents look .50
wistfully around? and why do
they start at the sound of every
footstep *—Auother hour has gone.
That lengthened peal is too much
for a mother’s endurance. She
can conceal the well-kiiown cause
nolonger. The unanswered ques-
tion 1s wrung from her lips;
“ Where—Oh, where is my son 7’

The step of that son and brother
The door is opened—he
staggers in before them, and is

tion. They have denyed them-
selves, that nothing should be;
wanting to enable him to enter his)
profemou under every advantage.!
They gloried in his talents, thevv
exulted in the first buddings of his'
youthful promise, and they were |
logking forward to the time when
every Tabor should be 1 paid, and
every self-denial be rewarded, by
the joy of that hour, when he
should stand forth in all the
blaze of,well-earned, and indis-|
putable professional pre-cminence.
Alas! these visions ure less bright
than once.they were!

Enter that family circle—Dbe-

stretched ount ac their feet, in all
the loathsomeness of beastly n-
toxication. —Smyrna, Times.

The Yonng HMan’s Story.

Z LEAD it, youth, and be-
1§ /§) warc; read it mothers,
=S and beware :—

\H “I am twenty-three
L\, years of age, and in me
you see the miserable wreck of a
man, whose evil destiny was
caused by a mother’s ill-directed
influence, and mistaken views of
etiquette ; nay, she was the blind
slave of a pernicious fashion.—
When I was eighteen years, I was
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shyoung rhan of promise ; my
ddueation was liberal and my ad-
vantages had not been rieglected.
T~wisa close and attentive student.
T had -entered Coliege, 10
compiete my studies, which were
pursued with special reference to
the ministry. At the age of six-
teen, I joined the Young Men’s
Total Abstinence Society, which
had been recently formed in the
town of wy residence ; and for
three years I scrupulously observed
itspledge. In my nineteenth year,
during my summer recess, I visited
the place of my nativity, and high
and cheering were my anticipated
joys as I neared the home of my
boyhood. But how deeply were
these hopés blasted. I was wel-
comed home with every demon-
stration of aflection, aud for a few
days my happiness was unbroken.
T'visited old iriends and old scenes
and old walks. T strolled through
the woods in which my boyish feet
had often wandered. I satonce
again in the old school house, and
looked with almost reverence upon
the village church—but my bliss
was of short duration. I found
that wine was almost everywhere
profiered to iriends, and 1 aiways
refused the oftered glass, until, in
a moment of evil, my mother pres-
sed me to throw away my foolish
seruples, and to drink wine with
my vyouthful friends! nay, my
mother’s hand filled and presented
me with the first glass of any in-
toxicating drink T ever remember
to have drank. Now look at mc,
look at me! ‘'wenty-three years
old, and all my prospects blasted—
my education thrown away—mny
manhood dishonored, and me, a
poor, miserable wreck! a poor,
drunken sot! Yes, I am a drun-
kard, and my mother made me
what I am. My mother caused
me to break my pledge—she urged
me to drink—she made me what

1 an—a poor; Tnisde Bl d¥hikard.
Had she not put thewine glisy 1o
my lips, had she not bandied e
with her jokes and rallied me with
her sarcasms, I should now. hiive
been a sober, respectable, and use-
ful man.”

I Did as the rest Did."”

HIS tame, yielding spirit —
%E this doing “as the rest did*
has rnined thousands.

A young man is invited by vici-
ous companions to visit the tavern
or the gambling room, or other
haunts of licentiousness. He be-
comes dissipated, spends his time,
loses his credit, squanders his pro-
perty, and at last sinks into an un-
timely grave. What ruined him?
Simply, “doing what the rest
did.” .

A father has a family of sons.
He is wealthy—other children in
the same sitnation of life do so and
so, are indulged in this thing and
that. He indulges his own in the
same way. They grow up idlers,
triflers and fops.

The father wonders why bhix
children do not succeed better.
He has spent much money on their
education, has given them great
advantages; but alas! they are
only a source of vexation and
trouble. Poor man, he is just pay-
ing the penalty of ¢ doing as the
rest did.”

‘This puor mother strives hard to
bring up her daughters genteelly.
They learn what others do, tosing,
to dance, and several other uscless
nmatters.  In time, they marry.
Their husbands are unable 1o sup-
port their extravagance, and they
are svon reduced to poverty and
wretchedness. The good woman
is astonished.—* "Truly,” says she,
¢ I did as the rest did.”

Grear eflort from great motives is
the best defination of a happy life.
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Antumn,

*BY ALICE CAREY,

Through the window shows the stain
Of the onk grown redly sere;
Autumn frost, and auturan rain,
Fall a month too soon this year—
Fall & month too soon, my dear.

Were you sitting near me,
O, my friend this dreary day,
Brownest fields would seem tq be,
Sweet with speckled pinks and hay,
And the maples twice as gay,

In their yellow caps they stand,
Down the ridges two by two,

Looking very proud and grand,
As if God had made them new—
As I should be, loved by you.

From its bower of biting thorns,
Will the sweet brier break in May,
Like a thousand little morns
To one round ard rosy day,
Never, with my love away.

A Cigar-

R. M , asskillful
"a physician as New
York can boast of,
\ tells us the following

2 story, which the meds-
cine man vouches for, and which
we feel safe therefore in endorsing
for a fact.

Two or three years ago, a
Spaniard {from Cuba, came to this
city to be treated for a disease of
the longs. HecametoDr. M ,
described his symptows, and put
himself in the Doctor’s hands.

Well, said the Doctor, if T under-
take your cure, I shall be obliged
to impose one condition—and that
is a rather hard one for you to
comply with.

What is it ? said the Cubaa.

That you entirely cease smoking
until I give you permission to re-
sume.

- Never! I’d ratherletthe thing
kill me. What pleasure is there
in life if one cannot smoke ?

The Doctor was a smoker him-
self, and felt some sympathy. So
he said:

Well, perhaps that is beyond

{

your power. But you must solemn-
ly promise me to smoke but one
cigar per day, or I will not under-
take your case. k

The Cuban promised; it was
his only chance. Four or five
daysafterwards,the Doctor thought
he would call upon him as he
passed his house, and thussave him
a walk to his office for the day.
He walked up stairs—knocked—
come in—behold the Cuban with
a cigar about eighteen inches long
and a proportionate thickness !
He confessed that he had that
brand made to order for him—but
said he: .

Doctor, I smoke but one a day,
as I promised.

Drunkenness in France,
W)L is a great mistake t. say there
g is no drunkenness in winé
countries. Says Dr. F. R
Lees, of England, to the Allzanc
Weekly News :— .

“ The Freneh, especially, have
no just views of Temperance : and
indeed are, in the strict sense, a
universally intemperate people. I
have indeed, seen less of sottish-
ness than in England, but far more
universal drinking of wine, and
beer, and eau de wie—far more
excitement.

But even drunkenness as we
have itisvery common. In walk-
ing down’ the Rue Censier, near
the Jardin des Plantes, at four
o’clock in the afternoon, I met five
blouses reeling, two carters affected
with liquor, and several others
« merry with wine.”

Dogs.
MONG the mental pro-
blems which occupied much
of the attention of Ampere
was the vexed question of
the nature of the faculties
of animals. He originally
decided against their capa-
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city ‘to reason, but he abandoned
the opinion in deference to a single
anecdote, related by a friend on
whose accuracy ke could rely.
Thisgentleman, driven by a sturm
intoa village public house, ordered
a fowl to be roasted. Old fashions
then prevailed in the south of
France, and turnspits were still
employed in the place of the
modern jack. Neither caresses,
threats, nor blows, could make the
dog act his part. The gentleman
interposed. ¢ Poor dog, indeed ! ”
said the landlord, sharply; “he
deserves none of your pity, for
these scenes take place every day.
Do you know why this pretty fel-
low refuses to work the spit? It
is because he has taken it into his
head that he and his partner are
to share alike, and it is not his
turn.”  Ampere’s informant beg-
ged that a servant might be sent
to find the other dog, who made
no difficulty about -performing his
task. He wns iaken out after a
while and his refractory partner
put in, who began, now that his
sense of justice was satisfied, to
work with thorough good will, like
a squirrel in a cage.

A similar incident was related
by M. de Liancourt tothe great
Arnauld, who with other Port
Royalists, had adopted the the
theory that dogs were automa-
atons and machines, and who, on
the strength of this conviction
dissected the poor creatures to ob-
serve the circulation of the blood,
and denied that they felt. «1I
have two dogs,” said the remon-
strator against this cruaelty, * who
turn the spit on alternate days.
One of them hid himself, and his
partner was about to be put in to
“turn in his place. He barked and
wagged his tail, as a sign to the
cook to follow him, went to the
garret, pulled ont the truant, and
worried him. Are these your

machines?7” Thy great Arnaunld,
mighty in controversy and re-
doubtable in logie, must have had
o latent consciousness that the
turnspit had refuted him.—Arago’s
account of Ampere.

The Way to Cape Anxn.

X} OME forty yearsago there
lived in Boston a Fiench-
man, who had been It a
short time in the country,

2/ and who spoke our lan-

gnage very imperfectly. He had

orzasion to visit Gloucester, Cuape

Ann, and in those days therc were

no railroads, consequently he had

to make his journey by some other
conveyance. Accordingly he pro-
cured a horse and started off on
horseback. He found but little
difficulty on the road until.aftex he
had passed Beverly Bridge, when
not knowing which way ‘o turn,
he did as any other “wise man
would have done in such z case,
inquire of the first person he met
which was the right road. There
happened to be a free and easy

Yankee passing along just at the
time,and our traveller raised his
hand to his hat aud howed, as

Trenchmen often will do, and thus

addressed the Yankee:

“ Voulez vouz tell me de vay to
Keep On !”

“ Well,” was thercply,“ 1 don’t
know any better way you can keep
on unless you tie your legs to-
gether under the horse.”

¢ Be gar, I no vants to keep on
the horse ; I vants de place Keep
Oon!?»

“Oh? you want the place to
keepon,doyou? Now,down this
way, we always think the place to
keep on is the saddle ; and I guess
yow’re in the right spot.”

“ You no understand ; I novant
de horse nor de saddle; I vants
vat you call de Keep On de Keep
072.”




176 THE LIFE BOAT. [Vor.
¢ Well now, stranger, you are Patent Safety Valve’ attached to

anold rogue. Thisisa very moral
town, and our Select men won’t
allow anybody to keep Ann or uny
other woman.”

“You be von tick head, you
rascil 5 1 no vants your \me Ann ;
“tis de town, de place, Keep Ann.”

“ Worse and worse; you want
the town to keep Ann, do you?
No, Monsheer, thut won’t go down
at all; youw ould ruin the re puta- l
tion ufthc townof uncient Beverly.
"Twon’t do, stranger.”

“ I vill vight you, sare ; you in-:
sult me. I ask you de vay to
Reep Ann, und you tell me about
de horse, de suddle and de voman.
Mow sare, vill you tell me de vay
to Keep Ann, de Glosset-her??”

“Oh! ho! now 1 take. Isup-
pose you want te know the way to
Gloucester, Cape Ann, don’t you?”

« Oui, oui : dat’s it.”

“ Well, why in thunder didn’t
vou say so at first? Keepstraight
aliead and turn to the right.”

“Tanke vou, tanke vou, Mensier;
T no vights yeu now. DBonjour.”

And the traveler went on his
way rejoicing.

The Best Safety Valve.
T lb Ixuuwn to sume of our

bwtlu r W ashmgtunmn,Arch.
W Gorduwn, Ilsq., lately bought
W out the new steamboat called
the Tasir, which we noticed some
time ago us huving no place to
cautertun the ¢ Bible Luin.? Cap
tain Gurdon was conunander of
‘this bout o few trips. lic states
thatatone time a gentleman called
upon him iu the cabin and inform-
ed him that himself and about
twenty in lus company were an-
xious to go on in his boat. ¢ But,
says he, T eun't do it, neither can
my company ; for I have been be-
low examing your machinery, and
I find you have not ¢ Evans

your enmnc, and we cannot go
with you.

Captain Gordon remarked to the
gentlemen thathe should be happy
fo have their company. ¢ Come
below,” said the Captaiu, ‘and I
will show you the bhest Safety
Valve in the world.” They walk-
eq down together, and step;nng up
to his sturd\ engineer.and clupping
him upon the “shoulder—s There,”
said the Captain, ‘is wmy Safety

|Valve, the best Safety Valve, in

all creation—a man who drinks
nothing but pure, cold water.

¢ You are right,” said the gentle-
man, ‘I want no better Safety
Valve than that. We will come
on board sir.’

Steamers that ecarry. pure»c\old—
water engineers, Larry the _bgst
Safety Valves in a]l thé’ wc‘)glcfe

P2 Don't Dnnk, and I Wo’ii’ﬁ
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called npon to’ he)p ong of

my neighbors raise o, barn
frame, and a{ler the hands werc
collected, the rum bottle was pass-
ed, as was customary in those
days, and after the men had drunk,
the ram was handed to some boys
who were collected and looking
on.  They all tuok of it except one
little boy about seven years old,
who refused to take any. Ie was
urged very hard to take a little,
but all to no purpose. 1lis mind
was fixed. He was then asked to
cive some reason for uot drinking,
and the little lad said bravely,—
« Pa don’t drink any, and I won’t.”

A MmaN with a small appetite
diued at a hotel,aud after eating
the whole of a pig, was asked if he
would not have some pudding?
He said “he did not care much
about pudding, but if they had
another little hog, he'd thank him
for 1t.”?



