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- streins of musie, sought a more secln-
' ded spot where they might spend an |
, | hour in conversation. Herbert had

Rf _1_'g \\rI]] TAKE I.) I]nr-al finished giving in detail the ad-

a | ventures of his lmua\mrd journey,
b . 1 RALEIGH N. C. and the prineiple affairs of the f reign
b 2 & ‘lands in which he Lad been sojourn-

. ?I’U}:LIMN«*/H:}

phaiis tear. To previmt, as far as pos-
! sible, the rising generstion by which I
am surrounded, from treading the
dangerous road of intemperancs down

to everlasiing disgrace and infamy.—
These, my friends, are some of the
cousiderations that actuate me to al-
tempt a faithful dischurge of duty in
the position you bave assigned me in
the couneil. And.I hope to have the

b TkRMS: ¢ |ing when Marion arose aud brought
i ety < e -“f f,'? [ two goblets of massive gola, exquisite-
three months. .. ..o beenvnn.., 5 | ly engraved, and well filled with wine. |

S CLUBS: * You’ll do me the honor of tll.ldnﬂ'll

Oluba unf Ten or niore names will pe taken | this, Herbert 2" she asked, at the same '
at 81 ¢ kur_d_h €18 00 | time extending toward Lim oue of the |
< : - | goblets which she had brought.
P — ! ‘I can only do now as I bave hereto-
’fore, be answered.
‘ What, refase 27 |
¢ des, Ma‘;;on your know that I do
not drink wine—no not even ' for vou
‘You won’t refuse me now,” she
replied ; this is my birthday, and you
. can certainly only this once, drink this
| to me, and wish wme ever so many
‘rutmus of the - present happy ocea-|
sion.

L rtgmal Stor.

'P\ ritten for the Sncml (‘1rclc

'BROKEN PLEDGE;

UR,

WIHOSE WAS THE SIN ?

BY L, T. CARROLL.
it XPT__‘- . |  “No one eould possiblly be more
§ -ty ER IIL |d -eply iuterested in .‘sour futare wel-
: r THE inuus 1'L!;.DGL.1 lhre than I am, yet itis impossible
Tot lil]u ars have come aud gone; | that I skould lltd'fe you any suck
and wigh their passing scenes have | | wishes with wine.

been al§o many changes. | Ficres war | A proud flash af indiznation lighted
Ao i t

hos rejactantly qmtted his bloody | her dark eyes, mul she replied in an
seat, arpl gentle | peacs has again been ‘ haughty tooe : *So
re’.»«__*.';.rr- "i.‘,u her olive-wreated  throne. that you cannot take even one little
Wilbergille was. a seene of unpusual

4o . b for 1) olass of wine, without fear of becom-
it-f { 4 y Sk ’ ull ‘n Ie A 5 |+ L4 . 0

QR Ipa gaveny, Jor there was to bf"mﬂr intoxicated? I do not exactly

a grand festal the Wilson

weak are you,

cive ¢ e
given at with

i honor is confided to our keeping,
| our rawards are to be

aid and hearty co-operation of not on-
ly all the other officers of the couneil,
but of each and every member.

“ Having enrolled our names among
the champions of temperance, let us
remember her cause is our cause, her
and
‘gathered from
her trinmphs.”

In taking aview of the past short
histor)" of our eounecil, we have reason
to be proud of the advancemenf we
have made in the glorious cause  of
temperance. Let our snecess in the
past stimulate us to greater exertions
in the fature. And now iu the begin-
ing of the year of our Lord one thou-
sand eight hundred and seventy-five,
let us gird on our armor anew, and
press on to viclory.

I would not have you ignoract; my
brethren, that arrayed against us, is a
powerful army, having at its head as
commander-in-chief the Evil One, the
enemy of all that is good and great.—

And I would not disguise the fact,|=—
{that in this army

there is talent,

: | eare to trust my intnre one Bso
3 i 1 e Ny “. ‘:':" ‘ b
Muansio .m h."u or of Marion's twenty | very powerless ; I blush even for the|
gecond Birth day.

'nnmo of man ; a b(uig SO hupe]csaly

Colofgel Ariington bad long “1(‘9 weak, as to lnc resiricted trom t'».km-?'
retarnefl homa from the war, 11111 for|a social glass, by the fear o becoming
two yesds had been absent on a visit| g drankard.’

to Burdpe ; thohgh « telegram just| ¢Bo that as it may,” proudiy retorted
veceived, stated that Le had arrived | Herbert, ‘ but, Miss Wilson, I can
 in port find would reach | home that | prove to you that my power in gov-
¢ eveningion theears. A carriage h“d erning. my appetite cxeeeds somwowhat
been "‘?’ to ihe depot for the loug|the limit assigned it by yourself.' |

absent ember of the Avhngton fami-| A gentlo hand was laid upen his
ly and gmh“ aud sister woreanxious- | arm, and the ealm voice of his sister
dy awaitjng the comirg. | pleaded, ¢ Herbert, do you not remem-
‘We i‘“"‘t lot Marion know it 00, | ber the promise you gave your dying

eid Mrj. Arbpgton to her d ulﬂhtu father 2’
who shioktly after went to carry her ‘Yes, Flora ; but my father did not
but found that she had

the newg,
1 a telegram at the same Llime
contaipipg the same words, and had
ed to help mother and dangh-
-ti-l' mak  {he’ welcoming com-

meas that I shounld wear the epithet of
of coward.’ '

‘Let others say what they" may, but
always dare t» do right ; and, oh! for
| his sake, do not take it,” the calm voice
| agaiz pleaded, but it was too late.
A frmh bun(,n of flowers had been| ¢Miss Wilson, I will drink

nore

your

wealth and influence to a great de-
gree. Neither would I have yon shut
your eyes to the anpalling truth that,
in the ranks of the enemy are those of
whom we should hope better things—
the protessed followers of Jesus, and
even those who profess to be minis-
ters of the Gospel of Peace. No, my
friends, I would not have you igno-
rant of these things, fur if we wunder-
rate the power of the foe, we may suf-
fer the bitter moitification of defeat.

Ir waging this warfare much, very
mwuch, depends on our conduct as
champions of temperance. We can
easily bring reproach upon the cause
and disgrace on ourselves. For God’s
sake, for humanity’s sake, and for our
own cake, let us not act the part of the
detestable hypocrite, and away from
the eyes of men, drink down that
which we voluntarily pledged, before
God, and in the presence” of angels
and men, to abstain trom as a bever-

placed an & table in bis room by the | wine, if you still wish it.’
ever—-aftentive. hauds of mother, and |
other liftle attractions had been care- | the face cf the fair beauty, ss she han-
fully arfanged by sister, yet Marion | ded the wine to him over whom she
Liad brought scme very rare and ex-| had trinmphed.
quisite géraninms from the o ;uamm-' to his lips and drained it to the bot-
tory, anil was tastcfully wreathing and | fom. She, meanwhile, lightly sipped
tuuhug{tnum over some of Lis favorite hers. Hestill held the goblet, a fOBe
. books. t;i at had |ust besn  brovght | mal sneer wreathing his lip.

from (i library, while Mrs. Arlington| Being long un: u.customed to wine,
ind I lm n\ufz still watching from the| - his brain grew feverish, and.he became
S aciolk piazza for Herbert’s return. | wild with excitement ; and as ho arose
Ere long the e arringe rolled-in sight | to return to the s;meious hall which
Wl befors (hé pate. Her- | he-had left, he reeled and would have
hur‘z'iml up

ud s a._m st

beri ;;fi;;htnl and

A proud smile of triumph lighted |

He slowly raised it |

leading  to ihe marble
hu tle spife his bmul was met |

;_ji':l"au wil!
!-'.1-1

badf way and ercircled in the muul
embrach of ‘mother” and ‘sister.” After |
4 numlser of kisses had been passed,
and seyeral quesiions. answered, he

went tg Lis room to divest himself of
some pieéiuus gi;fts bhe had brought
for thebdear. ‘ones at Liome, which,
‘_limir great value, he did not |

OWing

here aother meeting took place togl
sacred Jor pen to pictare ; for Murion, |
unconspious of the appreach of tbe|
carriage, was still busily engaged in |
grrapgipy the flowers which she bad
Lrongl ; and ae we :can not witness
this mekting of lovers, after so long
a separjtion, we will dvaw a veil over
the *ephe
Four falll!lt fiours afterward we find
" the bandsenie Colonel Arlington slow-
ly pucileg the well filled and brilliant-
ly lighted bells of the Wils.n Maa-
sion, the pioud, stately Marion lean-
ing liglitly on his arm, while his sister
Flora, followed necompanied by Ma-
ron’s. pecomplished young
~ Howard. *
Soon%st.ramb of music nvaling in
~ nchnes§ 1he .softest notes of Eolian

- nymphs, broke forth en tle stillness
and 1a g out,‘-letu and wide on the

just drihking the fiist sweel draughts |

ot Life’s pure cerystal streats of Hope,
were ::i:mg the gay

lal

never k? found in the giddy dance,
15
3

brother

the  fallen, had it not been for Howard,
' who eaunght him.

fCclonel, allow me to say that yom
.are druuk. Please bo seated, while I
‘take charge of the ladiss.’ |

‘ Drunk 2’

A fiery gicam of hate shot from bis
eyes, at the

ed light, dealt a crushing blow,
Howard fell heavily forward, the blood

cars toMrost with his bagzage ;- and | streaming from a ghastly wound in his

forehead.
(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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Ladies and Genilemen
Council :

of Ml

me. If there

| duty, this alone should be sufficient.

] But theré are other and hizher con-
crowd as scekers | , siderations by which I am inflaenced
re, something alas! which can | to endeavor to do my whole daty—to
rescue poor fallen man from a drank-

v

same moment a heavy gob- |
let raised high, glittering with reflect-
and

" .| suggestions of the'Devil. Listen not
After Being Installed President of the

Moriah

| On entering upon the arduous and
| delicate duties of your presiding offi-
cer, allow me to tender youn my tha_;l.a
for the confidence you have reposed if
was nothing else to
ba! wy vening Rir ; youthiful bhearts prompt me to a faithful discharge of

age.
And though it is important that we
have zezal, in a large measure, yet our
zeal must be accerding to knowledge,
for we may fail in doing a good thing
by not possessing the requisite knowl-
edge for its proper uccomplishment.
In the struggle in which we are en-
gaged, we must expect conflict after
conflict, and Lhow important  that our
conduct in the face of the enemy dis-
play courage and fortitude.
be watechful and vigilant. The great
commander of the. opposing army,
with all his Lellish ingenuity, will as-
sault us in every conceivable shape
and manner. He will suggest that it
is a foolish waste of time to attend the
meetings of the council, and that it is
a reckless waste of money to contrib-
ute to its funds. But ke is careful not
to suggest fc the poor inebriate that
it is a foolish waste ot time spent in
visiting the rum-siop, or that it is a
reckiess waste of money, spent in al-
coholic driuks. He will sngeest that
the task is too great, you never can
accomplish it. That others before us
labored in the same field and accom-
plished nothing. He will suggest that
you have little or no influence that but
a little way from your own home men
do not even so much as know that you
exist, and therefore you can do mnoth-
ing. Heed not, I beseech you, the

to the song of the tempter. Forit is
not true that those that labored before
us did not aceomplish anything. How
much good temperance organizations
have been the means, under God, of
doing heretofore, capnot be written in
languag?, nor expressed by figures.

It is not true, that because we have
but little influence, and are poor and
obseure, that therefore we can do
nothing, for great effects resnlt from
little causes. A spark of fire is a small
thing, yet it spreads the field of -battle
with the dead. Communicate it to
powder magazines, and in 2 moment
massive walls of wood and stone, the
pride of war and the labor of years

We must

My lady friends, a word fo you.~-
The degradation, shame and misery
endured by your sex, on account of
intemperance, will never be known
antil it is revealed in eternity.  And
whatever man may do in this strnggle,
you should never falter. I do mnot
wish to be understood as aund

ing the power of the press, or the elo-
quewnt and fervid appeals -of man in
behalf of temperance, but in my hum-
ble opinion, woman, by her teachings,
prayers and influence, can accomplish
more, under Providence, in the cause,
than all other human agencies com-
bined. Will she do it?

In conclusion, let harmony and
friendship ever chaiacterize the mect-
ings of your council. Be punctual in
your attandance. Let nothing of an
ordinary nature keep you zway. We
cannot adopt a more sure method of
destroying the council, thaa by staying
away from ifs meetings. If we plant
a field and cultivate it not, it will be
vain to expect to reap in harvest.

Let us ever remember the cardinal
principles of our Order, “ Faith, Tem-
perance and Charity,—Faith in the
truth of God’s Eternal Word,—Tem-
perance ia all things, and Charity to
all mankind.”

Selected Stoxp,

Berenice.

¢ Suppose we give it up, Berry, and
stay at home,” suggested the young
husband, laying aside ¢the dainty in-
vitation cards as he spoke. ‘You
wouldn’t care a great deal, would
you?

Berenice put up her cherry lips in a
childish pout. ‘Of course I would
care, Bruce,” she said reproachfully;
wverybody else is going ; why can’t
we go? Why, the ball at Belvidere
Place is all the talk. Carrie Dubant’s
going, and she’s got the loveliest dress
that human eyes ever beheld. And
such lace—real point—and a bran
new tourquoise set, and her husband’s
not near so well off as you are.’
“Well, well, don’t fret, Berry,’ said
her husband, with a sigh; ‘if you've
set your heart on it ycu shall go. Eut
I thought,’ he added hesitatingly, ‘I
mean—well, the plain truth is, Berry,
that I'm a little bit cramped tor cash
now. That heavy note comes due on
Friday, and my affairs are not quite
so steady as I like. And this ball—
‘Oh, nonsense,’ interposed
youug wife, giving her red gold ring-
lets a toss ;
that way. Papa always did, I remem-

money. But you can’t impose on me,
I'm too well posted.
eneugh ;
that.
the ball at Belvidere.’

‘Very well ;

Bruce Dunbar kissed his wife, and
went down {own to his place of busi-
ness.

year, and Bruce Dunbar conld not

down the cheerfal, sun-lit street.

spare dollar in his till.

lile was changed.

opportune time.

‘If Berry would only give up the bali!

yield to the frightful explosion, and

eyes from the dreary ledger.

the
‘you men always talk
ber, when mamma went to kim for
Yon've money
there’s no mistake aboul

And I shan’t need a fortune;
so thie matter’s settled ; we shall go to

you shall have it your
own way, he rephed and, rising up
from his bright little breakfast table,

They had not been married quite a

find it in his heart to deny his pretty
child wife a single gratification ; but
he locked moody enough as he walked
He
told the truth when he said he was
cramped for cash ; there was not a

A few years back tbe same band-
some Bruce Dunbar had been what is
termed in fashionable parlance *fast.’
He drove a blooded horse, indulged in
cards and champague suppers, and
sowed his wild oats pretty bountifal-
ly. Bautin the midst of all this he
tell in love with pretty Berenice Hol-
brook, und the whole manner of his

. Since the hour of his marriage, he
had given np all his bachelor indal-
gences, and valked unswervingly im
the narrow path of rectifude and vir-
tue. He was doing his best to redeem
the past, and to retrieve his fallen for-
tunes. Aud here came the invitations
to the Belvidere ball at the most in-| her

He reached his office with & heavy
beart, and set about his work, count-
ing over the long list of unpaid bills.

he thought every time he raised Lis

bad no such thought-as that. Just
befere the hour for closing, she came
flitting into her'young husband’s office
such a radiant creature in her silks
and jewels, that he forgot his cares,
and looked up with a smiling wel-
come. :

| ‘I've been out shopping, love,” she
said, touching her ripe lips to his
brow ; ‘getting our things for the
Belvidere, I've pot you an exquisite
vest and tie, etc., and 1L do wish you
could see my dress! I bought it al-
ready made—a Paris affair, you know,
silk tissue and rése-buds, and knots
of Paris green. Oh, it is too lovely!
Carrie Dabant’s won't compare with it
at all! And Madame R—— said that
I must—I positively must—have an
emerald set to match it ; a light wem-
erald, you know, to suit my complex-
ion, And, darling,’ touching her lips
to his brow again, ‘I was sure you
wouldn't mind, and I got these’—un-
closing a casket, and flashing a blaze
of sen-green splendor before the young
husband’s eyes—*‘at a real bargain,
too. = Ain't they exquisite? And the
whole bill, for dress and everything,
is only five hundred dollars! Now,
haven’t I been -an economical little
wife ?’

Bruce Dunbar almost reeled where
be stood, TFive hundred dollars, and
he with scarcely five hundred pennies
at bis coramand! But he uttered no
word of reproach. He kissed the pret-
ty face looking up to him, and then
called a cab and went home, with his
happy wife chattering beside him.
They went {o the.ball at Belvidere
Place, and Berenice Dunbar took the
palm for beauty, in her shimmering
robes, with her fresh cheeks and red
gold curls, aud childish manners. Her
husband followed her lead, forgetful
of everything but the joy of the mo-
ment.

The ¢ Beautiful Blue Danube’ Lad
ended, and they,were in the refresh-
ment room.

¢ Come, Bruce, let’s have a glass to
your beautiful bride’s Lealth and hap-
piness,” said an old friend, meeting
him for the first time since his mar-
riage.

The young man shook his head, and
was on the point of nftering a polite
refusal, but his wife pinched his arm.
‘0, Bruce, don’t,’ she whispered ; ‘it's
so old-fashioned and saintish. Why
don’t you drink like other men?’

Bruce Dunbar’s cheeks flushed. Tt
had cost him a great struggle to give
up his social glass, but he had con-
quered for his wife’s sake. And this
was his reward! He seized the glass
and drained it at a draught. The
glowing liquor ran like fire through
his veins, arousing all his old thirst
all his old craving for strong drink.—
Before the great ball at Belvidere was
[ over his cheeks glowed and his eyes
flashed, and his step was a trifle un-
steady ; but pretty Berenice did not
mind—all the gentlemen in her set
drank champagne. '

Two weeks after the bali Berenice
waited impeatiently for her husband’s
return. Dioner was spoiling ; the sal-
mon steaks would be utterly ruined in
ten minutes more, and the young wife
was dreadfully impatient. She had a
new dress and fickets for Nilsson.—
Why did not Bruce come? On the
bed lay her lovely new dress. It was
cruel in Bruce to treat her so. She
cried till her eyes wers red and swol-
len, and at last, in order to beguile
the dreadful hours, she picked up the
evening paper.

There it was in great, glaring capi-
tals, the failure of the firm of Dunbar
& Chase. Her husband was bankrupt.
A sharp ery escaped ber lips as the
, terrible truth flashed upon her. And
where was he? Why didn’t he come
home ? '

Midnight came—a black snd stor-
my midnight—and still the young
wife sat there watching and waiting.

At last there camc an unsteady step
on the porch below. She hurried to
the window and threw it up.

‘ Bruce, is that you?

A thick, unnatural voice answered
¢ Yes, it’'s what left o’ me, Berry;
let me in ; the police are after me.’

Berenice flew down and opened the
door. An officer mounted the steps
as she did so, and laid his hand heav-
ily on Bruce Daubar’s shoulder.

¢ Mr. Dunbar, you are my prisoner.

[ 0ld hiome, and from her mother’s lips

‘gambling house, where he was trying

‘ For murder.’

She looked down at Bruce, standing
in dogged silence, and by the light of
the ball lamp saw that his hands were
red with blood, and with one awfal
cry she fell white and senseless on her
own threshold.

She awoke to consciousness in her

she heard the terrible story. Her hus-
band had failed, and in order to drown
his trcuble had drunk deeply. In a

to retrieve his losses, he had got into
& brawl, and had given his adversary
a deep wound upon the temple.

“And it is all my faunlt, not his/’
wailed the poor young wife; ‘all
reine ; I lured him to his ruin !’

The morning before the trial a little
slip of paper was found beneath the
windcw of the chamber in which Bere-
nice lay unto death. It ran thus:

* Good-bye, Berry, I won’t stay here
and disgrace you. I've managed to
escape from prison, and I'm going—
Heaven knows where. Forget me, and
be happy. Bruce.
Five years afterward a pale, sweet-
faced woman sat in the cottage that
had ones been Bruce Dunbar’s home,
with a little child playing at her feet
—a very different woman from the
frivolous Berenice of days gone by,
yet we know her by her pearl-fair
cheeks and red-gold hair. Sorrow
and suffering had done their work,
and at last poor Berry saw clearly.—
Her remorse had been deep and bit-
ter.

And now, day by day, with thelittle
boy who bore his father’s eyes, his
father’s face and his i{ather’s names,
she hoped and waited. Her husband’s
crime was not murder ; the wounded
man did not die ; and the way was
clear for Brucs Dunbar fo return ; yet
he did not come. He was dead, his
friends thought ; but Berry hoped
with the faith of a deathless love.

One summer day she sat at the cot-
tage window with her child at her feet.
A royal summer day, the skies blue
and cloudless, the sun-lit air sweet
with the breath of the roses and pur-
ple lilacs.

She had worked hard and faithfully
in those dreary five years, poor, re-
monseful little Berry. Jewels and la-
ces, even her father’s dowry, had gone
to pay off her husband’s debts and
clear his name. Her work was done
new. She ownhed the cottage, andin
the shadow of the nurple lilac bloom
she sat, her sweet, sad face full of an
unutterable despair. Would he never
come back? Would heaven never for-
give her ?

The laich of the wicket gave a uha.rp
click, and the old house dog darted
forward with a peculiar cry. DBere-
nice looked up. Atall, gaunt figure
in threadbare garments was coming
up the walk. The haggard, nnshorn
face and bleared eyes bore no resem-
blance to handsome Bruce Dunbar,
but the wife’s unerring instinet could
not be deceived. She darted through
the window with a lew, passionate
¢ O, Bruce, my husband, at last, at
last ?’

Sho put out her arms to clasp him,
but ke held her back.

‘Don’t ; I am not worthy,” he said
hoarsely ; ‘I'm a lost, degraded
wretch. Bat, Berry,” his poor, hag- [
gard face full of inexpressible tender-
ness, ‘1 couldn’t die till I had seen
you once more. Let me look at you,
and I’ll leave you forever.’

But her young arms canght him in
a close embrace, her fond lips covered
his white face with kisses.

‘No, you won’t,’ she cried; ‘you
shall never leave me again. Yout name
is clear, your debts are paid, and there
is & new life for us to lead, my hus-
band. Oh, I bave waited so long!—
It was all my fault, Bruoe, the ball at
Belvidere dil it. Can you ever for-
give me ?’ '

Hé held her in his arms and sobbed
upon her shouider, like 8 woman, in
his weakness. She turned to the open
window and beckoned to the child.

« And there’s something else, Bruce,’
she said, ‘for you to live for now.—
Look here !’

He raised his head and saw the lit-

his wifs
and child in his arms, looked up to-
ward the far off summer sky, asking
heaven to give him strength to begin
tbe new life he intended to live.

And the strength must have been
vouch-safed to him ; for in five years
more he was one of the first men in
his native tawn ; and if ever any fem-
inioe weakness or temptation assailed

—c i h—— = - — ——
RALEIGH," N. C., WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 27, 1875. | NO. 36.
, As the night wore on our newly- |ard's grave and a drun]:a.rd'a hell. To |shattered into a thousand fragments | Bat pretty Berenice, with her peach- | nice. ‘What are you arresting him| And Broee Dunbar, with
| . s met f-iends becoming tired of danclpg, hash the wilows wail, and dry the or- | spread terror and destruction. bloom cheeks and red gold ‘tresses, | for '
3« ¥ mﬁﬁ 131 « jmﬁﬂaunf 'and  wearicd | by the ever-soanding | ‘

‘Berenics, sha had bat to eall to mind

the sad results of the Ball at Belvi-
dere.
—_————————————

THE STRANGE PRAYER.

The worst man in the village was
Jack Ranney. He had a comfortable
home, but it was not a happy one:
As soon as the big gate opened, his
two children, Milly and Rob, ran into
the house, exclaiming, “Father iscom-
ing,” and into a corner they crouched
and there they stayed until they w-
ordered to bed. There was no clap-
ping of hands, no ruby lips turned up
tc recieve father’s kiss in Jack'shouse
No, his children stood in terror of -
him ; for ofien, after a dsy's work
was over, did he go home drunk, and
then he was cross, and would strike
the first one who came in his way.

One day Jack was driving his cart,
when the harness broke, and the hor-
ses backed until his new cart was
pushed into a deep gutter and broken.
Jack sprang from his seat and began
to beat the borses most unmercifally
with his whip-handle, while oath-after
oath rolled from his tongue, calling on
God to “damn his soul.”

A little boy had been rolling his
hoop up and down the paveinent, but
when he heard the sawful words, he
caught his hoop in his hand, and
stopped. Stepping up to Jack, while
bis beautiful eyes were full of tears’
he said in:a trembling voice :

“O pir, is that the way you pray?,
Jack turned in perfg¢ct astonishment
but said nothing.

“QOh!” continued the little fellow,
lowering his voice to a whisper, “didn’t
you ask God to damn yoursoul? Oh
sir, hadn’t you better take it back be-
fore God hears it ?”

An impatient exclamation was the
only reply, and the little boy walked
away. There was a strange tenderness
about Jack’s heart that he had searce-
ly ever felt before, and as he looked
down the street, he saw that the little
fellow walked slowly along, forgetting
to roll his hoop, and then a strange
mistiness crept over his eyes.

Ah! the few kind words of that lit-
tle boy set Jack to thinking, and made
him feel his sinfulness as he had never
feit it before. They brought him to
repentance, and made him a changed
man. _

Ah! little reader, a bright star will
shine in that little boy’s erown in the
kingdom of heaven, for his words were
blessed to the saving of the precious
soul of the worst man in the village.

THE SILVER BELLS.

In Eastern poetry they tell of & wou-
drous tree, on which grew golden ap-
ples and silver bells ; and every time
the breeze went by and {ossed the
fragrant branches, a shower of those
golden spples fell, and the living bells
they chimed and tinkled: forth their
airy ravisbment. On the gospel treo
vhere glow melodions blossoms ; sweet-
er bells than those which mingled with
the pomegranates on Aaron’s vest ;
holy feelings, heaven taught joys ; =n
where the wind bloweth where !
listeth, the south wind waking, wien
the Holy spirit breathes upon that
soul, there is the shaking down of

sweetest music, where gentle tones
and joyful echoings are wafted through
the recesses of the soul. Not easily

to define, these joys are on that ac-
count but the more delightful. The
sweet sense of forgiveness ; the con-
scious exercise of all the devout affec-
tions, and gratefal and adoring emo-
tions Godward ; the lull of sinful pas-
sions ; itself ecstatic music ; an exult-
ing sense of the security of the well-
ordered covenant ; the gladness of
surety, righteousness, and the kind
spirit of adoption; encouraging to say,

tle fellow at his feet looking wup in
grave, childish wonder.

‘Qur own boy, Bruce, sobbed Ber-
ry. ‘Darling, this is papa, come home
to us at last!’

‘ He's my husband,’ shrieked DBere-

R

“Abba, Father,” all the' delightfal feel-

| ings which the spirit of God increases

] or creates, and which are summed up
in that comprehensive word—"Joy imx

' the Holy Ghost.”

mellow fruits, and the flow of healthy
odors all around, and the gush of

explained to others, and tvo ethereal -

-
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