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WONDERS AND MURMURS.

Strange that tho wind should bo loft so freo,
To play wiih a flower or tear a tree—

To range or ramble where’er it will,

And, as it lists, to be fierce or still ;

Above and around lo breathe into life,

Oi to mingle tho earth and the sky into truth ;
Gently to murmur with tho morning light,
Yet growl like a fettered fiend ere night ;

Or to lovo and cherish and bless to-day,

W hat to-morrow it ruthless rends away !

Strange that the sun should call into birth

All the fairest flowers and fruits of earth,
Then bid them perish, and see them die.

W hile they cheer the heartand gladen the eye.
At morning its child is the child of spring.

At night ’tis a shrivelled and loathsome thing ;
To-day there is life and hope in its breath,
To-morrow it shrinks to useless death ;
Strange doth it seem that tho suu should joy
To give birth alone that it may destroy !

Strange that the ocean should come and go,
W ith its daily and nightly ebb and flow,

To bear on its placid breast at morn

The bark thatere night will be tempest torn ;
Or to cherish it all the way it would roam,

To leave ita wreck in sight of home—

To smile as the mariner’s toils are o’er,

Then wash the dead to his cottage door—
And gently ripple along the strand,

To watch the widow bohold him land |

But stranger than all that man should die,

W hen his plans aro formed and his hopes are
high

ilo walks forth a lord of the earth to day,

And to-morrow beholds him a part of its clay.

He is born in sorrow and cradled in pain,

And from youth to age it is labor in vain ;

And all that sovonty years oan show,

Is that wealth is trouble aud wisdom woe—

That ho treads a path of care and strife

W ho drinks the poisoned cup of life J

Alas ! if we murmur at things like these,
That reflection tells us are wise decrees—s
That the wind is not evor a gentle breath,
That the sun is often the boaror of death,
That the ocean is not always still,
And lhat life is chequered with good and ill—
If Wo know ’tis well such change shou d bo,
W hat do wo learn from things we seo ?
That an erring and sinning child of dust
Should not wonder and murmur and hope and
trust!
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PAKT I.
Continued from our last.

f. *Was je waitin’ for anybody, my

,bonnio laddie'?’ inquired ilic old
hag.
m ‘£ aii waiting for my brother

W alter,” he answered.
. W here is he ? she inquired coax-
*ingly.
“ He’s up stairs, lookin8 'or my
aunt Mary,” was the ready answer.
‘Oh, my dear, your aunt Mary
lives twa closes down—your brother
W alter has gone doon the back stair
an' got her, an’ they sent me to fetch
ye to them.’
‘Do you know my aunt ?’ inquired
»W illie, somewhat dubiously ot the
figure before him.

‘Ken her? Bless ye, I'm her
only servant. She teli’il me where
~-1'd get ye.”

This was enough. Up sprang
Willie, and the hag, catching him
by the hand, hurried him down one
dose, up another, down a third,
through by-lanes and fi'thy pigsty-
iookTng places unfit for human beings
«to breathe in, dens of pestilence, hur-
lor, infamy, and death till she reach-
ed a small cellar door ; when, drag-
ging him i ito tho cellar, she paused,
and, almost out of breath with her
Bpeed, looked st him.

‘This is not my aunt’s,” said Wil-
lie ; why do you lead me to a place
like this V

4Wheesht, baitn, wheest; ye
maun tak' all’ that jacket till I brush
it, an” mak’ ye clean ail’ neat before
~e see your aunt.’

11 will not take ofI'my jacket,” said
;Ihe boy, firmly ; “so let me go from
this place.’
<’ ‘Ye’ll.no tak’ afFyerjacket when

bid ye I yelled the old hag.

‘1 will not,” said Willie, who now

saw that he had got into a ditemna.

‘Ye smatchet I shrieked the bel-
datfie, as she rushed at him— ‘1
son gar ye tak’ it afTIl’

The door was still open, and Wii-
‘lie instantly (led towards it. Dart
«ing out, he took the first open Way,

and, winged with fear, fled over
every impediment and through many
a queer looking place— up staiis, and
..down stairs, till he stopped fairly ex-
hausted. Having satisfied himself
with a hasty glance that his pursuer
was nol in sight, he began to walk
slowly ; bul still finding himself in
la laybrinth of dingy, ill-looking build-
ings, he hurried through the narrow
lane, and on a sudden the broad ex-
panse of the sea burst for the first
lime on his view. A throbbing at
the heart—a feeling ol %vonder and
awe came over him : he seemed at-
tracted towards it by some unknown
spell. Onwards he went, unable to
"tell by what strange power he was
* attracted. An indistinct idea lhat
he should meet with Walter crossed
his mind, and he wandered on till he
found himself at the sea-side. The
shipping in the po.it of Leith lay on
liis left hand and hurrying onwards
he soon reached the town. Wander-
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ing in betvildcrment amongst the
docks, he sat himself down upon the
fluke of an anchor, and gazed with
wonder at the high masts ofa iarge
vessel which was lying in the dock
before him.

While thus busily engaged won-
dering at the strange sights a-tourd
him. Willie beheld a negro suddenly
come on the deck of the vessel
This was the first specimen of sable
humanity which Willie had ever be-
held, and his curiosity was still far-
ther increased by observing thal the
negro carried a large basket filled
with oranges in one hand, and a high-
ly polished brass kettle in the other.
All the stories which his brother
W alter had told him about black
men, orange-trees, and gold, flashed
on his mind ; and Willie actually
thought that tho poor negro before
him must, of course, be some mighty
black prince come to Scotland on an
important embassy. The eager
looks. of the boy attracted the no-
tice of the negro, and as he came
up to him, the negro saluted him.

4Fine day dis, young massa.’

*Yes, Sir,” answered Willie, ris-
ing from the fluke of the anchor,
and returning the negro’s bow—‘a
very fine day, indeed, sir.”

4Sir ' When was poor blackcv
addressed so before | He stared,
aud the sorrowful look of the poor
boy struck him with surprise.

4You take an orange, young mas-
sa V he said, as he proffered one to
Willie.

“If you please, sir ;—thank you
sir ;” and YViliie applied the cool or-
ange to his burning lips,

The negro still lingered, looking
at him. “You belong to dis place,
massa V he inquired.

4No, sir. | have walked a long
way, and—and— I have lost my bro-
ther Walter and the recollection
of liis trials brought ihe tears to the
poor boy’s eyes.

The negro drew near to him, and
placing the basket of oranges and the
brass kettle on the ground, sat down
on the anchor beside him.

‘No cry, leely massa—no cry.
Mow vou lose your brodcr 1 he
kindly inquired.

‘He went to look for aunt Mary,
and a bad woman came and took me
away and wanted to strike me,and |
ran away from her, and I have losl
my brother,” sobbed Willie.

‘Poor shild I’ sobbed the good
hearted negro. 1No cry— I will find
your brodcr.  Where is your fader
and moder ?

4They are both dead,” said the
poor boy with a fresh burst of grief.

*Oh, dear —oh, me I’ cried the
negro, as he pulled out his handker-
chief and alternately wiped the eyes
of the weeping boy and his own,
which overflowed equally fast.

‘No cry, good leely massa :—no
cry—come to de vessel wid me. |
will make you all right—no cry—dal
a good child.’

W ith coaxing and caressing he at
length quieted little Willie’s burst of
sorrow, and, deeply interested
in the poor  boy, insisted
lhat he should go on board the
vessel with him. To this Willie
at last agreed ; and the negro pleas-
ed that he had restored the boy to
some degree or good spirits, rose
from his seat on the- anchor, when

suddenly recollecting himself, he ex- *

claimed

*Stooped nigger dat | is |
got my massa’s letter I’
he pulled a letter from his pocket,
and turning il over and over, edge-
ways, front-ways, and all, he shook
his head in utter despair.

4Don’t know where de debil dat
letter be for I' he mournfully ejacu-
lated. ‘ Quite forgot.” Willie saw
at a glance that his negro friend
could not read writing, and, afraid
of offending him, timidly said—

“If you please, sir, | will read the
direction oi the letter for you.”

The negre stared with distended
eves and open mouth at him, as he
handed the letter to the boy.

41t is addressed to William Ander-
son, Ship Chandler Leith Quay,’
said Willie; ‘and see,” he added,
pointing to a signboard, ‘yonder is
the place.”

4Goley I' exclaimed the negro with
a look of surprise.  “Can leetlc boy
line you read and write 1’

‘Oh, yes, sir.’

‘Dat am most astonishing I’ cried
the negro. ;Now, massa, you sit
down till | come back—no go away.’

“No, sir; | will wait for you

‘Dat a good boy ;’ and, snatching
up his basket and kettle, the negro
set off at full speed to execute liis
errand; and, having returned, caught
Willie up in his arms and carried
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him on board of the vessel. Plac-
ing him on a coil of ropes on the
deck, the negro hurried to the lock-
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rascally plan to turn the state of af-j ter.’

fairs to their own pii/ate benefit,
It was agreed thatthe fiscal should

er, and cold fowl, bread, and wine jwrite to one of the Captains Stqn-

vvere placed before Willie in abund-

;house, requesting him

to come to

ance, whilst the kind-hearted negro. 1Scotland, and bring all tho docu-

dancing around him, and rubbing
his hands with joy, pressed him to

eat and drink to his heart’s content. [tion,
W hile busily discussing the viands jwrite to the

the captain and mate of lhe vessel
came on board ; and the captain,
gazing earnestly at Waillie,
lo IThe mate and said—
41°ratl, does that boy not remind
you of my poor William who died

last year ?
41 never saw a closer likeness,”
nuswered the mate ;—*‘the same

age, look,—nay, every gesture the
same.’

4 Whose son is this?’ said the cap-
tain.

‘Nobody’s, massa,” responded the
negio ; ‘him poor orphan boy dat |
find on the quay.’

‘Poor little fellow,” said lhe cap-

tain, ‘1 will be afather to you.” lie
took Willie by the hand. 4 Will you
remain with me ?

4Yes,” answered Willie,” looking

up in his face; ‘I will, if Walter
can be got.”

From thal hour Willie became
the adopted son of the captain.

Every effort to find out W alter prov-
ed in vain, and Willie sailed with his
friend to Calcutta.

Thus were tho two brothers se-
parated in early life.

PART Il
Twenty years elapsed, and the
boys who had deserted their native

village were completely forgotten,
when one day, to the surprise of the
villagers, an elegant marble monu-
ment was forwarded to tho care of
the session-clerk, to be erected over
the grave of Andrew Stenhouse ;
the particular spot was pointed out,
and a draft of £20 was enclosed to
defray exponses. Two days after-
wards another monument, equally
elegant, was sent for the same pur-
pose, and another draft, for £20 was
forwarded— both letters were signed

W. Stenhouse.” Puzzled beyond
all measure at this singular coinci-
dence, the session-clerk applied to
the minister of the parish, who,
equally puzz'ed, referred him lo the
neighboring town clerk. Eager to
know how he ought to act, the old
man set out. and afler some travel-
ling arrived at the burgh, and called
at the office of the town clerk, whom
he found in deep consultation with
the town-fiscal upon a very singular
aflair ; and the story of the two
tombstones seemed to perplex them
more and more. It appeared that
the town-clerk acted as factor upon
a large property in the neighborhood
the proprielor of which had gone
to India, where he had died without
leaving any will.  The town-clerk
had advertised for heirs lo the pro-
Perty, an‘l, lo his surprise, two fe-
male parties had come forward, each
claiming the property, and each stat-
ing lhat she was the only surviving
child of the deceased proprietor. To
add to the mystery, each was mar-
ried to a party calling himself 4°W.
Stenhouse” The letters were com-
pared, and the fiscal pointed out that
the husbands styled themselves both
captain.” When the session-clerk
told his story, the letters were taken

| for-jfrom him, compared with those held
So saying | by the town-clerk,

and the hand-
writing was found to agree. At
the mention of the £20 sent with
each letter, the eyes of the two
functionaries glistened ; and causing
the session-clerk to indorse them,
they advised him to leave both drafts
with him. He did so; aud civally
bowing him out, the two function-
aries sat down, and eyeing each
other shrewdly for a while, burst
into a fit of laughter.

‘Well I’ cried the
“this is what | call
ning.’

‘Cash them and half them.—Is’i
a bargain S replied the fiscal.

*Agreed I' said the town-clerk ;
and they adjourned to the Branch
Bank in the burgh, and having cash-
ed the two drafts, each party pock-
eted £20 sterling, with an air of as
much satisfaction as if performing
a most virtuous and praiseworthy
action. ‘ Now,’ said the town-clerk
after buttoning up his. pocket, and
slapping it gently to make sure all
was right—“ Now, | think we may
stand a beatsteak and bottle of wine
oft' this, and mature our plans while
discussing our dinner.”

So said, sodone. Thoy were soon
seated in a snu<r parlor in lhe town
inn, and tho result was a deep-laid

town-clerk,
a good begin-

,ments proving his claim

turned lcase.

and that
of his wife to the properly in ques-
whilst the town-clerk was to
other capttin to the
same eflect. Thus both were to
draw private emoluments from the
If the town-clerk’s client
should turn out lo be wrong in his
claim and the fiscal’s client happen-
ed to be right, ilien the fiscal was
to adopt criminal proccdings against
the town-clerk’s client, the expenses
of which proceedings were, as usu-
al, to be paid by the public, and
which expenses the worthy pair
wero to half betwixt them. If the
fiscals client were found to bo in the
wrong, and if he had money, he was
to be frightened out of a good round
sum and allowed tu escape. Thus
a double interest in any event was
to rise out of the affair.

They accordingly wrote their res-
pective letters and retired home-
wards, each resolved, in his own
heart, to try and dupe the other—
the fiscal secretly resolved to pounce
upon the town-clerk’s client the mo-
ment he arrived, and trick the town-
clerk out of the business— whilst the
tovvn-clerk secretly determined to
annihilate the fiscal by communicat-
ing to the lord advocate the slight-
est error he might commit, and there
by get him dismissed from his office.
The two rogues parted in the most
cordial and friendly manner each
maligning the other for a knave and
a fool.

Ten days afterwards the two
captains, accompanied by their wives
arrived in Arnoek. They put up
at separate inns, and having refresh-
ed themselves, each waited on liis

respective man of business. The
fiscal was waiting with impatience
for his victim when Captain Sten-

house was announced ; and a tall,
handsome-loeking man, with a fine
erect, military bearing, dressed in a
suite of plain black, entered the
room. The fiscal at first felt his
heart ulmost dying within him as he
glanced at the manly form before
him. The person appeared to be
about thirty years of age. Although
exposure to foreign climes had some-
what darkened his cheek, yet the
brow was lofty and white as Par-
ian marble.  Afler lhe usual salu-
tions were over, the fiscal, rubbing
his hands with glee said—

‘You are Captain Stenhouse?’

41 am.’

4From Calcutta V

‘Yes.’

‘You have retired from service ?

11 have.’

“Were you married in Calcutta V

“No ; in London.”

‘To Miss Grant, daughter of Col-
onel Grant, of Appleby V

*The same.’

‘She was the only child I’

“Yes; but you will find from these
documents all the information you
want,” said the captain. ‘During
the time you are perusing them |
will take a short walk. I will be
glad to meet you at the inn to din-
ner.’

Ho rose as he spoke J but the fis
cal, assuming an air of sly confi-
dence, said—

‘1 have no doubt that the docu-
ments you have handed to me are
all correct ; but 1 must inform you
in confidence, that theo is a fellow
in this town who is assuming your
name, your rank and character ; and
lie brings with him a female claim-
ingythc name and stalus of your
lad.

4Impossible I' exclaimed the cap’

,tain with indignation.

“It is true, rejoined the fiscal
4Rest there just one moment, and |
will convince you of the fact.’

So saying, he dispatched one of
his clerks to the town-clerk to as-
certain the result of his inquiries,
and the young man returned with
the following note :

4Dear Sir,— Secure your man
instantly. My client is a dashing
young fellow—the real Simon Pure.
He says thal he is Captain Stenhouse
lately from Calcutta. He has re-
tired from service, and was married
in London to Miss. Grant, daughter
of Colonel Grant of Appleby, who
is tho only surviving child.— Yours,
etc., A. C.’

‘Read that,” said the fiscal trium-
phantly, as he handed the note qg

Captain Stenhouse, who glanced itjher

over, and angrily exclaimed

else the person must bo an

‘Tli verv conclusion | have ar-
rived at.” crel lhe fiscal,

‘Take whatever steps you think
necessary,’ replied the captain. The
documents there are quite sufficient
lo prove our right.”

‘Most happily, sir—proud to serve
you, sir,” said the fiscal, bowing as
if his backbone went upon a spring

4You dine with mo then ?” said the
captain, as he rose to depart.

The fiscal mumbled something
implying a consent, and the captain
walked forth. No sooner was he
gone than the fiscal congratulated
himself on lhe clever manner in
which ho had outwitted the town-
clerk’s client, to have him appre-
hended and committed for trial on a
charge of *falsehood, fraud, and
wilful imposition.

After leaving the fiscal, Captain
Stenhouse walked towards the
churchyard, but had scarcely got
beyond the burgh when he encoun-
tered an elderly man leaning upon a
stick. The captain paused and fixed
his eyes on the face of the old m”n
who slightly touched liis hat and re-
turned the scrutiny, whilst his fea-
tures changed into rigid astonish-
ment.

*John Thomson of Brookmyre,
if 1 am not much mistaken ?” said lhe
captain, as he advanced and held out
his hand.

‘Merciful Providence I’ exclaim-
ed the old man. ‘It canna be

*Your nephew, W alter Stenhouse
who ran away from you about twen-
ty years ago,” said the captain, kind-
ly, shaking hand* with him.

‘God bless you, my dear laddie I’
said Thomson, as llie tears rolled
down his cheeks. 41 havo prayed
night and day for this, and my pray-
ers have been heard at last. But
where is my bonnie Willie 2—is he
with you V

‘ Alas I’ cxclaimed the captain, as
the tears came to his eyes, “ | lost
him on the streets it>Edinburgh, the
day afler we left your house ; and,
from that day to this, have never
heard of him. Long and weary
have been my searches after him ;
but alas! all have been fruitless.”

*Woe’s me, woe’s me I" exclaim-
ed the old man, weeping bitterly ;
‘1 was not prepared for this. Ah
me ! grief is still mingled in the cup
of joy '

To be Concluded in our next.

ANTIPATHIES OF REMARK-
ABLE CHARATERS.

Almost every person who has liv-
ed in history has had some particular
antipath)’.  Julius Caesar couldn’t
eat a perwinkie, and Alexander al-
ways fainted at lhe sight of a
blackbeetle.

Chaucer would be unwell for days
if he heard the cry of ‘mackeral
and Spenser never saw a_leg of
mutton without shivering all over.

Boadicea hated red whiskers : it
nearly cost Caractacus his life be-
cause he came into her presence one
day with a tremendous pair on.

The smell of pickles sent Cardinal
Wolsey inlo hysterical fits. lie
called upon llenry VIII. once while
the monarch was lunching offsome
“old meat, and Welsey fell down
un ler the table as soon as he smelt
there was pickled cabbage in the
rooim Henry, thinking he was in-
toxicaled, had him locked up in the
Tower immediately.

Cleopatra couldn’t look at a person
with freckles; Antony had all his
soldiers who were at all freckled
painted black to please her.

Napoleon took a violent hatred
against any one who didn’t take
snuff; it is said, the cause of his se
paralion from Josephine was be
cause she would never take a pinch
from him.

Alfred the Great could not bear
the taste of sunt dumplings.

Artaxerexes had such an intense
horror of fleas that he would not go
to bed without a suit of armor.made
like a night-gown, to fit close to hit.
skin, lie would lose his reason for
days when bitten by one. There
vvas a reward of ten talents during
his reign for the apprehension of
every flea, dead or alive ; and mer-
chants would come from far and
near to claim the reward.

Queen Elizabeth had the strong-
est antipathy to a sheriff's officer ;
alie would run away as fast as she
could directly she Saw one, and
|continued running for miles, until
guards, who knew her weak

jness, slopped her.
‘There is some mistake here, or)

Old Parr would turn pale if he

impos- touchcd a piece of soap ; this is the
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reafon hi never shaved. Cicero had
such an antipathy to the Wednesday
hat he used to remain in bed all
day ; and Anna Bolena could not
hear the word * potato * pronounced
without turning violently red and
feeling low spirited for weeks after-
wards.

Charles the Second could never go
through Temple Bar. It used to
take the whole strength of Villiers,
with Rochester and Nell Gwvnne,
to push him through it. Cromwell
never could pass a tripe shop with-
out bursting immediately into tears.

A TRICK OF THE ZOUAVES.

We commend the following auth-
entic story to the attention of the in-
numerable admirers of the French
Zouaves, who have won such a con-
spicuous place in military history.—
The Arabs of the Beni-Suassen tribe
are great amateurs of gunpow'der,
and never neglect on opportunity of
prowling about the French camps
and offering the soldiers large sums
for the coveted article, They
pretended to be Arabs of the neigh-
borhood, friendly )to the French, and
say they only want powder for
hunting.

One day it was discovered that the
Zouaves had been selling their pow-
der. To paint the fury of the officer
in command of the Arab bureau is an
impossible thing, but he resolved to
discover the culprits and punish
them severely. An Arab in the ser-
vice of the bureau went in a myste-
rious way in quest of powder. An
old Zouave brought him four cart-
ridges and asked him twenty francs
for them. The bargain was struck,
but the spy instantly disclosed his

official character and brought the
carlridge-vendcr before the com-
mandant.

‘It is you,’cried the officer, tow -
ard and knave,who would have your
comrades assassiualcd by the Beni-
Snassens!”

‘ Yes, commandant, 1 did it.

‘You have committed a base
action.”
*1 admit it, commandant; but

with this same powder lhat | sold, |
am a going to blow my brains out ;
thal will save the trouble of a court
martial, and the Zouaves will not be
dishonored by a public sentence.’

Willi these words, the Zouave
took a cartridge, loaded a pistol with
it, put in a round ball, and with su-
perb coolness put the muzzle to his
head, and pulled the trigger. The
weapon missed fire, and the Zouave
burst into a hoarse laugh.

4The judge has acquitted me,”
said he.

‘How so?’ asked the commandant.

‘Why, you see, eommandant, that
the powder I sell to the Beni-Snas-
sens is only ground charcoal ; tho
balls are made of clay, the whole
done up in genuine cartridges. You
have just seen a proof of it.”

It was true. Zouave had cheated
his customers, and he added, wiih
an air of triumph :

4The first lime the Beni-Snassens
come into action, all their pieces
will miss fire, and you will gain a
battle.

4Then you have sold a good deal
of powder 1’

‘Rather.” And the Zouave ex-
hibited a formidable pipe set with
solid gold. Though the Arabs may
be pretty sharp fellows, they arc no
match incunning for the * Zou-Sous.”

“Thk Would me a Liv-
ing.”— Does it? Really,young man,
we would like to know the reason of
the World’s great indebtedness to
you ? And who do you mean by the
4 World 1" Is your reference to all,
or any, who may be persuadod to
trust you for segars, oyster suppeis,
livery horses, new coats, &c. ? Shall
we understand, that while you earn
little or nothing, you have a right to
spend your thousands? Queer jus-
tice, that ; wonder, if all the world
should act upon such principles, it
would keep right side up ? Yes,you
who sport your cane, by an extra
twist, upon the side-walk, and pay
two shillings per day for segars;

Owes

who forget your tailor and shoe
bills ; whose hands are too soft to
labor for an honest iiving~~you

should hesitate before making such
an assertion. Don’t be too certain,
then, that you are right. Let us
ask. What have you done, to bring
the world in debt lo you? How
many more blades of grass grow for
your toil? How many trees have
you planted ? How much have you
added to tha productive wealth of
the world? What have you dis-
covertd ? What invented ! What

widow’s tears you dried —
W hat orphan have you rescued from
poverty and sin? To what youth,
sorely tempted, have you extended
the friendly hand, and kept them
from falling ? Is the world, to-day,
richer, wiser, better for anything
you have done, by toil of hand,
heart, or brain ? If not, then cease
your silly talk about the world’s
owing you a living. It owes you
no such thing. It owes you only a
fair chance to exercise the powers
God has given you, and that it has
bestowed wupon you, and if you
don’t improve it, the worse will be
your own.

A SCRAP FROM GOUGH.

| was lecturing in a small town
once, and when the lecture was over,
persons came up to sign the pledge.
A number of young ladies wero
standing by and looking at the sign-
ers with interest. Directly some
of them came to me, ‘Mr. Gough,
go out there at the door and get Joe
to sign Ihe pledge.” ‘“Why, ] don’t
know Joe.” ‘Well, he is standing
out by the door.” Out | went, and
standing there was a poor follow,
with an old tattered cap on his head,
torn shirr, dirty clothes, old boots,
and a woe begone look. Says | to
myself this must be Joe. 1How do
you do, Joe ?" said I. ‘How doyou
do, sir?” ‘Joe, 1 want you lo sign
lhe pledge.” “What fori® “Why,
Joe, those ladies in there sent me af-
ter you.” 4VVhat, who ? why |
didn’t think | had a friend in the
world.” “Come on, Joe, come on*
said I. He stopped, and said, ‘Look
here, some fellows told me to bring a
bottle of liquor in the meeting to-
night, and get up and drink. and say,
“here’s to your health.!” They said
they would give me fifty cents if |
did. Them’s ’em all along the gal-
lery up there; there they are. |
ain’t going lo do il.” He went to
the door, and we heard him smash
the bottlo on the steps. He came in
and went up to the table and com-
menced to write his name, but he
couldn’t do it; so he braced himself,
and caught hold of his arm, but he
could not.. Says he, ‘Look here,
that my mark.” Then the ladies
came up and shook hands with him,
but he pulled his cap down over his
eyes, and now and then wiped a tear
away. “Stick to it,” says one.—
“All right, Joe,” all right.’

Some three years after that | was
in that same place, and whilst going
along the street, | saw a gentleman
coming along dressed in a good suit
—nice black hat, boots cleaned, and
a nice shirt collar, with a lady on
his arm. | knew it was Joe.;*Says
I. 4You stuck to it, didn’t you?'—
‘Yes, sir, | stick to that pledge, and
the girls have stuck to me ever
since.’

Some people think when they have
persuaded a drunkard to sign tho
pledge, they have done. It’sa mis-

take ; it’s then he wants your help
He is at the bottom of the hill,lower
than the common level ; he must
climb ; it’s hard work ; he com-

mences tremulously, feeble, doubt-
ing ; he raises his feet, he gets little
way, and becomes faint; you see
he’s aboul to give way ; run and
put a little peg right under his feet;
there, seo he rests, he’s tired ;. ho
starts again, fearing as he goes
higher, he gazes around him and
looks wearied ; he has worked hard
and stops ; pul another peg right
under his feet ; he rests; help him
up ; peg him right up; and when
he gets up, he’ll look and see those
little pegs all along, and he will not

forget them, but bless and remem-
ber you.
HOW EVERY ONE MAY PREACH .-

All cannot preach from the pulpit ;
bul there is a kind of preaching that
is permitted to all men. and often
times this kind is most effectual. Of-
fices of kindness to the bodies and
souls of those around us, words of
encouragement to the weak, instru-
ction lo the ignorant, of brotherly
kindness to all, hearty devotion to
the services of religion, in our fami-
lies and our closets, as Well as in
the sanctuary ; in a word, earnest,
active, self-denying love to our fel-
low beings, springing from our love
to God—this will form a most im-
pressive sermon, a most convincing
proof to tho world around us, lhat
we have been with Jesus. All
Christians arc called on in this way

to preach the gospel ; and woe lo
Ihem if they neglect the call.
Seeing the Elephant.—‘That's a werry

knowin* hanimal of voui’'n* said a cockney
gentleman to the keeper of an elephant.

1Very,* was the cool rejoinder

“He performs strange tricks and hantics*
does he V inquired the cockney, eyeing the ani-
mal through his glass.

“Suprising»’ retorted the keeper, 1lwe’vo
learned him to put money in that box you seo
up there. Try him with a crown.”

Tho cockney handed the elephant a crown-
piece, and sure enough, he took it in his trunk
and placed it in a box, high out of reach.

*Veil, that is wery extraordinary, hastonishng,
truly !I” said the green one, opening his eyes.

1Nfow, let’s soe him take it out and ‘and it
back.

“Wo never learned him that trick,” retorted
the keeper, with a rogush leer, and turnod
away to stir up tho monkeys and punch tho
hyenas.

An Irish emigrant, hearing tho sunset gun
asked a sailor,” W hat’s that ! {Why, that’s
sunset ‘was the reply. ‘Sunset!” exclamed
Fat; “and does the sun go down in this coun-
try with such a bang as that V. Ocli ! wirrale !
wirrale 15 but it’s the mighty great country this ;
and sure it’s as quoer as it’s groat ! The Sainl9
tave us.



