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(Feeble poetry, but strongly suggestive.)

He was old a1.d poor, and a stranger
In the great metropolis,
As he bent his steps thitherward
To u stately edifice.
Outside e inquires, “ What Church is this?”
“Church of Clrist,” he hears them say;
“Ah!just the place I am looking for,
1 trusthe is here to-day.”

He ] ussed through the spacious columned
ooy
And up the carpeted aisle,
And as ue passed, on.many a face,
He saw surprise and smile.
From pew to pew, up one eutire side,
Then across the broad front space,
From pew t0 pew doWwn the other side
He waiked with the same pace.

Not a friendly voice had bid him sit
To listeu to gospel truth,

Not a sign of deference had been paid
To the aged one by youth, /

No door was opened by generous hand,
The pews were paid for—rented,

And he was a stranger, old and poor,
Not a heart to him relented.

As he paused outside a moment to think,
Then again passed into the street,
Up to his shoulder he .ifted a stone
That lay i the dust at his feet;
And bore it up the broad grand aisle
In front of the ranks of pews,
Choosing & place to see and to hear,
He made a seat for his use.

Calmly sitting upon the huge stone,
Folding his hands op his knees,

Slewly reviewing the worshippers,
A great confusion he sees.

Many a cheek is crimsened with shame,
Some whisper together sore,

And wish they had been more courteous
To the stranger old and peor.

As if by magie, some fifty doors
Open instantaneously,

And as many seats, and books, and hands
Are proffered hastily.

Changing his stone for a crimsoned pew,
And wiping a tear away,

He thinks it was a mistake after all,
And that Chaist came lute that day.

The preacher's discourse was eloquent,
The organ in finest tone,
But the most impPressive sermon heard
Was preached by a humble stone.
*Twas a desson of lowliness and worth
That iodged ic. many a heart,
And the Church preserves the sacred stone,
That the truth may not depart.

FROM PRINCIPLE.

A TRUE STORY.

ANNIE A. PRESTON,

“You have left Clark & Upham,
Henry, after all the pains your father
took to get you the situation?”

‘““Yes, mother, I obeyed father dur-
ing my minority. I am twenty-ene
now, and it is right that I should act
for myself.”

“Why do you objeet retaining your
present situation, my son? Mr, Clark
teld your father only yesterday that
he was thinking of making you con-
fidential elerk, in place of Grant, who
bas left om account of ill-health; that
umplies am increase of salary, of
eeurse.” |

“The subject was breached to me
last night, mother, but { refused the
situation. I don’t wish to make any
outside talk about it, but I leave
Clack & Upbam from principle.
They are, I am sorry to say, neither
Christian men, nor temperance men.
In-the elegant little apartment, half
office, half reception-room, off the
great sales-room, where they enter-
tain their coumtry customeers, there
are kept a variety of nice fruits and
liquors. Many an unwary bat well-
meaning young merchant has lest his
bead there, and gone out to be drag-
ged into the yawning pitfalls of this
great city because he had met the
moral eourge to refuse the hospitali-
ties of vrosperous merchants with
whom .he had been dealing.

“If I accept the situation of comfi-
dential clerk, I shall be obliged to
entertain the customers in that way,
and sometimes to take them out to'

see the city sights, which, with some
people, means all that is fast and
‘lond’ and bad. [ have'.oceasionally
been required to take Grant’s place
when he has had one of his ‘bad
spells,’ o I know all about it. ' Poor
Grant’s ‘bad spells,” by the wayy are
caused by too much wine, instead of
“heart disease” He was a ehurch-
member and 3 temperance maa when
he became an employee of the hbue
ten years ago, He took the position’
of confidential clerk, when it was of.
fered to himy under 'a conscientious |
seli-protest because he felt that he had |
grown up with the  basiness, under-
stood it perfectly; and had earned the
right to the increased salary.

“I also began at t.hotm of the
ladder, so I have the same gyom
for. feeling that I htve;em tha
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“Father. will be greatly disappoint-
ed, of eourse, but when he under-
stands the dtnauon lie may feel dif-
ferently.

“Who am- I that I dm to my
daily, ‘Lead us not into temptation,’
and then go into that room and handle
those dainty crystal wine cups, and
those exquisite, cut-glass decanters?”

Mrs. Benedict said no mere on‘the
subject. She had been very proud
of her son’s situation in one of the
largest wholesale houses in the ocity,
and had thought it all over, how ' she
would say, when Henry was inquired
for, “Oh, Henry is Clark & Upham’s
confidential clerk.” = But she felt that
her child was right, and knew in her
heart that she had now more cause
for pride in him than she had ever
had before.

Henry was not out of a situation
for a single day. While working his
required “notice,” he founda place as
subordinate clerk in a great shipping
warehouse at wages barely sufficient
to pay his board. He took the situa-
tion with the understanding that he
was to leave on a week’s notice when-
ever he could better himself. One
cold winter morning Henry was much
surprised at being sent for to come to
the private oflice of the senior mem-
ber of the firm. This gentlergan was
8o seldom at the warehouse that
Henry was by no means the only
clerk who did not even know him by
sight.

Going forward, and being announc-
ed by one of the juuior partners, the
young man was surprised to see, sit-
ting in an arm-chair, behind the ma-
hogany desk, an old gentleman in a
rough-cloth morning-coat, whom he
had seen frequently at prayer and
temperance meetings, not taking part
in the exercises, to. be sure, but sit-
ting quietly, watching the proceedings
from under his shaggy eyebrows,
while on the opposite side of the
glowing grate sat Mr, Clark, his for-
mer employer.

“Good morning, Benedict, good
morning,” said the old gentleman,
rubbing his hands in a satisfied way,
“I have known you for some time be-
fore you were employed here. Per-
haps you may remember of. having
seen me?”’

“Your face is quite familiar, I
have so often seea you at our church,”
replied Henry truthfully, “but I
never thought to ask your name.”

“Ha, ha,” lamghed the jolly old
man, “of course youdidn’t think such
an old fogy as I am was of much con,
sequence, but you seated me in a
warm, cesy place, near the register-
ene cold night, I remember. I have
always been a little particular about
the clerks I take inte my warehouse,
and I never hire a man until I know
where he spends his evenings. I have
had my eye on you for some time. I
snapped’ at you quick enough when
the opportunity offered, and I don’t
intend to let you go umless you dis-
appeint me in some way. Now, my
young friend, how would you like, in
conjunelion with your present duties,
to attend my private bar, the bar
where I “bart my oustem-em.’ I mean?
Your salary would 'be doubled, of
course,”

A look of blamnk surprise over-
spread Heonry's honest face. Were
the two men making game of him?
But he replied quietly and friendly,
“I thought that you was a temperance
man, sir. I understood that there
was no such objectionable apartment
in your establishment.” ~

“Haj ha, ba,” laughed the old man
again. ‘“You were informed rightly,
my boy. 'My son-in law, Clark, here
—perhaps .‘{ou duhi’t know Clark was
v

“No, sir,” admitted Hem'y, more

and more surprised.
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“Wonld you dare b George
Grant?” asked the old an in
surprise.

“Yes sir. He has ngnod;t& plodge
and he will endeavor to keep out of
temptation. He is older than I, has
rare business capacity, md&u been
longer in the business ¢t o I have.
The best way to set him upon
again is to show that yon
dence in him.” X

The transfer was made i
ly, with as little noise
That was some time S
Benedict and George Gnnf) are both
partners now. The business has pros-
pered without the wine, but there is
always good cheer in the Qhanmng
little room where a great m*y heavy
bargains are closed weekly,

There is always conspic y post-
ed in the counting-roem, = list of re.
ligious services, temperance-meetings,
lectures and all the moral entertain-
ments in the city, and there is always
some gentlemanly young fellow
among the clerks, detailed to keep
the stranger company ‘if he desires,
and show him the good side of city
life. This has been the established
custom fer years, and you cannot find
a firm where a better feeling exists
between merchant and customer than
that of—Grant & Benedict. .

ELSIE'S VICTORY;

There was no light in Mrs. Henry's
house, except in the dining-room ;
thence a feeble ray issued from the
almost tightly-clesed blinds:"

“There must be some one sick,”
Uncle Hugh said anxiously, ‘as he
stamped the snow from, his heavy
boots as lightly as possible, and then
rapped at the side door.

“Oh, Uncle Hugh, I’'m so glad to
see you,” Elsie Henry said, putting
her arms around Uncle Hugh’s neck
the moment he had crossed the thres-
held.

“ What's the trouble, l’nss.? Any
one sick?’ he mqmred, retnrmng
Elsie’s caress.

“No one sick now. Wbat. made
you ask?” Elsie asked soberly.

“ Because the house is not lighted,
and your face is so doleful, and. you
are sitting here alone in this forlorn
dining-room.”

“Oh, Uncle Hugh!” - Elsie wailed.

“Well, my dear? her umcle said
questioningly, as he threw aside his
coat and sat down in a large arm-
chair:

“Do you wonder that my face is
doleful, when you know that my darl-
ing sister is dead? And what do I
care for the house being lighted,
when I'm doing nothing but just
sitting here, brooding and mourning
over Ellen’s death ?”

“ Surely I do not* wonder at. your
doleful face, or your darkened house,
if that is all. I had hoped better
things of you,” Uncle Hughnud ten-
derly:. ¥

“ What had you hopod 2 | Elsie
asked.

“ Hoped that you wonld lnan homn-
ly on Him who hassaid, ‘I willnever | .
leave thee nor forsake thee ;i hoped
that you would cheer your saddened|
mother, who has had so many:crosses
to bear that they have borne heavily|
upon her; heped: that yom wonld
brighten up the houa—:pot make the
darkness more intense.” ;. Elsie logked:
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Eugh rubbed his Mt?m dahght, i
a8 he opened the door, into the warm, |
.| pleasant room. Elsie_met him with
a smile ; her face was no longer dole-
ful, but full of peace. -

“1 tought a battle last night, Unole
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was in the wee, sma’ hours, before 1
‘won the. viot.or],” she whuporod :

“ Ah, my dear, thank God that you
won,” he answered heartily, looking

at the sweet _home pioture
mother busy with some

bright worsted work; Elsie’s father
umhg near her with 3
in his hands; while all around were |©
evidences of Elsie's lovmg ‘theught-

pleasant book |

The tea-rose in the vase

upon the table, the dish of rosy apples
near by, the shppou warming by the
fireside, were all voices proclaiming

victory. While Elsie ran up to_her

room for

ed:

a little gift she had been

preparing for Unc[o Hugh, he remark-
“You look very peaceful and
happy here.”.

“Yes, and we feel so.
so lonely for us all, since Kllen died.

Ithubeel

Elsie, poor child, grieved herself al-

most sick.

We thought until to-day

that we had lost beth of our daughters

—-t.he house soemed like a tomb ; but
we've found. our dw Elsie again—

brxght.er, nobler, sweeter forher pass-
age throught the fire of affliction,”
Mrs. Henry said feelingly.
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preparation, an unequalled blood purifier,
decidedly superior to all others,
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