
stition, ignorance and sin, will encourage our
associates in this great struggle, will stim¬
ulate them to more earnest endeavor, and will
thus hasten the coming of our Lord and Sav-
ious Jesus Christ.
To this end we work. For this purpose

we pray. To this consummation, with over¬

coming faith in the living God, we confidently

look forward. It is a task that challenges
every member of the Southern Presbyterian
Church. Find your place. Do your best.
Pray and work and prepare to share the joys
of a great victory.
"It is not by might nor by power, but by

my Spirit," saith the Lord of Hosts.
Louisville, Ky.

Our Boys and Girls
MASON'S "TOBACCO" TOAD.

Johnnie Eaton was helping the gardener,
picking np stones and bits of sticks and carry¬
ing them off in his little cart, when an old
toad hopped out of the bushes, and sat blink¬
ing solemnly at him.
"Hallo, old fellow, where did you come

from?" said Johnnie, stopping all operations
to look at the intruder.
"Here's a toad, Uncle Mason," he called

to the gardener, "shall I put him out?"
"No, no; my boy; let him be. He catches

bugs and flies and helps to keep away the in¬
sects that spoil our plants. See him run out
his tongue and snap up that fly? He never
fails to get him and the first time trying, too.
Suppose we sit down on this bank for awhile
and watch the little fellow, and I will tell you
how he made me stop using tobacco."
"Why, Uncle Mason, how could a toad do

that?" asked Johnnie, with wide-open eyes.
. "Well, I'll tell you. I used to smok.e and
chew, but I've stopped for good now, and this
is how I came to do it :

"One day I came' across something a great
doctor had written. He said that there is
enough nicotine in one cigarette to kill two
toads. I didn't know what nicotine was, but
it set me thinking, and I kept asking 'round
until I found out that it was a poison that
is in all kinds of tobacco. That sounded kind
o' scary, and I got out my pencil and did a
little figuring. A good-sized toad weighs
about half a pound, and I weigh one hundred
and sixty pounds. According to weight, it
would take just one hundred and sixty
cigarettes to kill me.to say nothing of chew¬
ing tobacco.and I'd get them smoked up in
about a week. When I looked at it that way,
I said to myself, 'Mason, it's time to quit,'
and I did quit then and there.

' ' Of course I knew there were men that used
tobacco, and yet lived to be older than I was,
and I'd used it a good many years myself and
hadn't died yet. But then I thought, 'maybe
there are toads that it takes more to kill than
it does others, and anyhow it isn't safe to take
chances with that sort of thing.'
"Then I got to wondering whether a toad

that was stuffed half full of tobacco poison
would be much use in killing flies and I said:
" 'Mason, that's just what's been the mat¬

ter with you. When you went to school you
were always at the foot of the class. You
weren't quick at seeing or hearing what was
said, and you didn't seem to be more than
half awake any of the time. The boys that
didn't smoke could run faster and play bet¬
ter and they were always ahead of you.'
"After I left school, it was just the same.

The others boys got good places to work, and
J didn't get much of anything, and when I
did I couldn't keep up with the other men.
Now I've stopped, I can see better and hear
better and work better. I've got this goodjob and I'm doing well at it and it's all on

account of a toad, so you see I'm fond of the
creatures and like to sec them around."
Uncle Mason hobbled off to work again, and

Johnnie went, too, but he smiled at th,e toad
under the bushes and decided that he would
uever begin the use of tobacco..W. C. T. U.
Tract.

GUSSEE'S HYACINTH.
Gussie Magee heard the news in school and

he immediately raised his hand, saying, "I'll
be one of 'em."
Hastening home to his mother, he said,

"Muvver, there's a rich gentleman has sent
a lot of hyacinth bulbs down to our school and

the boy or gyurl as grows 'em the best is goin'
to get a prize. I'm goin' ter be the boy."
"Very likely, ain't it?" said his mother.
"Very," he answered. "Where can I find

a pot?"
His mother stared.
"The flower pot, I mean, muvver, to put

the bulb in."
"I ain't got none," she answered, and re¬

turned to her work.
"Muvver," coaxingly, "lend me a cent until

Saturday. I'll hold some one's bag and give
it yer back. I must have a pot or I can't put
this 'ere bulb in."
"Can't," she said, "I've no money to

waste."
"You'd giv' it ter dad if 'e wanted it fer a

drink."
"I'd have ter," she replied, briefly. "That's

why I can't give it you. A flower pot's a

luxshery."
"Luxshery or not, I'm goin' to git it," he

said, and went out, looking round with sharp
eyes for a pot, but it wasn't there to see."
"I've got ter make one, I suppose," he mut¬

tered, and into the first florist's he saw he
went, and tapped with his finger on the
counter.
The man came out and Gussie stood there

and smiled.
"Well," said the man at last, "what do you

want?"
"I want a flower pot, but I can't pay fer it,

so I'll run an errand fer yer," said Gussie.
"Don't mind how fer it is. I want to earn
that flower pot. Chink's scarce at home. I'll
post yer a letter, take out a parcel.anythin'
yer like.fer a cent. I'll do it twice fer a

cent, and four times if ye '11 giv' me the mould
in."
The man smiled. "What's it for?" he asked.
"Hyacinth! Prize! Two dollars!" said

Gussie.
"Right you are," said the man. "You can

have a pot and welcome, just to encourage
you."
"I ain't beggin'," said Gussie. "I'm strong.

I'll work it out." And the man let him.
So he got his pot, put in his bulb, and be¬

gan the care of that flower every day, and
every night dreamt what he'd do with the
prize money. It needed ft lot of care, but On*

sie's father came home one evening in a state
that he could not see straight, and he knocked
the beautiful thing over. In the morning when
Gussie got up it lay there in pieces.

Gussie set his lips and forgot to whistle for
some days. One day as he was passing the
florist's the man stood in the doorway.

4 4 How's the hyacinth?" he cried.
"Dead," said Gussie. "Got knocked down."
"Oh, accident?" said the man.
"Yes," Gussie answered. "Public-house ac¬

cident."
The florist stood there watching Gussie 's

sorrowful face, then, as the boy moved to go
the florist stopped him, saying, "Come in a
minute. How old are you?"
"Why, d'yer want a boy?" cried Gussie.

"I'm ready fer yer. ' '

"Stop a minute," said the florist. "I'll
tell you what I'll do. You deserved that prize.
I'll take you on Saturdays, and give you fifty
cents every Saturday for four weeks. After¬
wards we'll see."

Gussie has been there now many more than
four weeks, so you see the Lord saw to it
that even that which nearly broke his heart
opened a door to something better..Lutheran.

Children's Letters
HOSPITAL QUILTS.

Previously received, 967 ; Ladies' Aid, Bur¬
lington, W. Va., 2; Mrs. C. N. Kryder, 3; no
name, 16; Edith B. McNeill, 2; Mrs. Hugh
F. Simms, 8; Miss M. D. Beale, 4; Mrs. James
T. Scott, 10; Miss Lucy Ott, 6; Mrs. Virgie
Arney, 1; Mrs. Homan, 1; Una Homan, 1;
Mrs. S. R. Ramsey, 4; Mary Elizabeth Jones,
4; a friend, 4; Miss Kate Brooke, 3; Junior
Missionary Society, Fairfield, Va., 47 ; H ,

10; Mrs. R. B. Lawson, 3; Elizabeth Swoope
Hall, 4. Total, 1,100.

"We want especially to thank the Junior Mis¬
sionary Society of Fairfield, Va., for their
splendid work. Theirs is the biggest bundle
that has come yet. All the squares were so
very pretty, so well made and so accurately
measured. These are a great help and will
make about half of a quilt. Our tenth quilt
is on the way to completion now. The pack¬
age received this week from Mrs. Homan and
Una is their second. If their names haven't
been in the list before it was just a mistake,
which I regret very much.
The squares which were reported from

Lewisburg, W. Va., last week were sent for
Susan Graybill, Canton, China.
Be sure to put your own name on the out¬

side of the package in the upper left hand cor¬
ner, and address it to Miss Helen Argyle, care
of the Presbyterian of the South, Richmond,
Va.

I am sure eaoh of you is enjoying the work
you are doing for our soldiers. I enjoy your
letters about the work so much.

Helen Argyle.

FLORIDA TO NEW JERSEY.
Dear Presbyterian : The last time I wrote

to you I was in Florida. I am now in New
Jersey. It is quite different here. We have
snow, ice and sleet up here, while down in
Florida the nearest approach to "weather"
is a light frost, and that not very often. One
morning up here, around eight o'clock, it was
twenty-one below zero! The people up here
say that this is the coldest winter in six or
seven years, and from reports we hear it seems
to be colder than usual in lots of places. I
was twelve last November. This Christmas I


