to’ spea.lc “to. the" men‘

in the old. city ‘prison &nd rubbed’ lns swol- ; :
len eyes ‘and. lgoked abowt lmm ina dazed wa.lkmg on the etormy Gahlee, when ewent

- “He triéd to recall the events that had wlégs d*:‘;il’ﬁi °VI°‘;);§° ::‘;f"ts
: preceded h.fts long, drunken: sleep He had'a. .2 rasuica ¥ :
“confused - remem:bra.nce of ‘Soms trouhle the 1€

1 Fo- . J ! ved many an audie
; ;fﬁ;:iffmxf ‘ot ‘bis drrest he,wu " sat in cuehnoued pews that Sabbath morn-

- He occupled o8 of a long row ‘of celis’ open- + 108 napping - or . dreaming, . through a, long
ing into a marrow corridor. ‘Thé door of his. theblogical ‘discourse.. . o ith
" cell was already unlocked, and Lie found that - waﬁﬁl ‘:}f:s drew’, nearer and lie eued w
:;b:i ?ﬁ:ew-ggn??ef:ie%ﬁ? sg:)?'tniszzf L Er.nest Cla.yton forgot the old prxson walls
- tences- for loitaring and drunkenness, some, - Once ‘more he seemed to stand. in ‘the’ "dear’
.. like" himself had. been. br: o-ught in the night - old hom amonv those who Toved hlm, ,wlhen'
- ‘before‘in. a-state of intoxication. He found -he ¥nelt at’ his- mother's side in prayer, and

his oy was all' go ne, and ne' eoncluded once more he soemed to feel her good-mght

_ “his prospeéts for spending’ the day_in..the - klmed ‘mt his, llliposhad}lfz saw..his dggg(:fi:;
. ‘Place, perhaps several days, were very good. ~haired sisters, w e 50, pro

Ernest Clayton was a young: mian tttle beiore 'tho demon of -drink had robbed that

“past twenty, fairly well dressed, and in epite. ‘home o its, dearest ireasure.

. Was, At the elose of her. ta.lk Miss Weston said
of his -disaipated a.ppearenoe, there a.n ‘He is here to-da.y, my brobher, 'bhe very

‘ 'mfrﬁf, rfg?:;‘ e:‘l,;: bﬁﬂ h;g:h essed him’ we.s game Jesus who: walked on- ‘the. strong waves .
- uoma to"be regarded - as a. reguler, .at the .of Galilee.. He. comes to. you over. the, dzurk
urison and he -csually, tried 1o get what . lnllowe of sin and doubt ‘and. despan ;He

’ .gtretches: out’ His:hands. to.you, to~day... WAll .

: 1d of the rather mo-.
zz:i?;:ng;;: hcgu sp:;t there 4 He was . You not come o him" Lot him. brea.k the

bit I. Wish all who -want .
. d officious with: stra;n ers .. bower, of sin, a,nd ‘hal

p;evcvligzeo:;dl;l,a;m:g Cl:;ton asked. - g < to seek him would kneel with us in prayer.' -,
On; this” is your first, 1§ it? One" never for ¢ Among, those: who kn.elt on the, damp stone .

: ﬂoor was. Ernest Clayton. Mrs; Dean went
i .,ets the place after a httle stay here ~sort - and lmelt at lus ‘side, and" la.l a her h am d

“of cherishés’ the memory ‘Tam collegeebred
R ently on ms shoulderr
“myselt (you wotld not thinicit; though), and - %%
I oould Kol soon forget my.. heloved ‘Ahna [} mg ba.ek to the Fa.th.ers hiouse th.is
-\I'a.ter, -ag-this old eity; prison ‘The- tea.rs-.-~mor nin g7
fill my. eyes. when. I: recall my -days -and - T broken 5‘ *enten oes the you:ng tol d'
Pjghts -here, The' gentle murmur Of the . " her of his former life, his’ loving mo'bhei ‘his
./ river as It washes the grim old walls outside, " p,51 ) sisters; of - his wild, sinfel career.
ihe tender, bewitehing music. of the’ crickets- ‘How he Had wandered Erom home eompletely

im the -chinks of the floor, the friendship of discouraged, trying to break away from. the 3

vhe falthful cockroaches .as they ' wander power of drmk then’ fa.llmg again, tnll he
‘about” my- pillowless head or stroll on’ th.e “had determined never. to g0 home again.

- moonlit ﬂoor Yes, it is a wonderful place “I thought every good impulss was: doad‘
. here:- And some- wonderful people drop in . till you came in this ‘morning. The old .

here for 2 might or ,two But_ youd bette ~ hymns brought it all 'back: to me, and"your
_.,ct ready ?f’or church. , o . kind, motherly words thrilled me-with a‘new
Church? C _ hope, and I listened: to the gospel message.

-#Yes, the m!ssioma.ries wxll be here soon’ it is true, there is- hope for me, ‘and T am -

, ‘I am not anxious to see them,” replied going to try.

I Dmest Clayton, indifferently. - ‘It ls bad "y pifew words: Mrs; Deen poured in his‘
enough to be here, if we are let alone.’ - . «ear the old, old story of Jesus' pardoning .

T used to feel that way. - I thought if I ‘love and sustaining grace; and like sweétest
could -get-along. without the gospel outside . 1.0 came the voice that called over the

N I could-in: here, but I am.glad to see them . waves of Ga.hlee, huslnng a.ll doubts and -
_ now. . There is no cant about them.  Thoy foars,’ a.nd a faith barn of -the'need of the
aro real square genuine men and women. . - hour, came to Ernest Clayton, and he step~ -

" Just then.the blg iron’ door swung open, red out on, the promises of God;- he went to

and several, ladies: and two young, men’ ea- - ‘the wa.it.ing Savxour over the dark: waves of,

tered the corridor., Commg 'ha.lf-wa.y down the sin. ;

' "a.ng\e, they ‘hegan to sing.a familiar hymn:-. . Away in a’ dist'i.nt State a’ mother bowing%

A middle-aged lady, with a_ sweét, sympa- 'ln prayer for her wandering boy, felt a swe"t‘

thetic face, acted as leader. Severa.l of t'he :semse_of peace ‘and-prust, . oo ‘.
men . greeted her i.‘a.mlha.rly, ca.llin= her Mrs . ..'The bolls from a2~ dozen. . churches in t’he i

'Dea,n S ' ' c1ty rang. out to the clear m,olmng au' cal-

“sh eBald ‘I "sea some stra.ngem here, and ' ling. to the regular. morning: service crowds
I will explaj.n to.you why we come here,’ We .of people who, hurfied:: to -their: places . of
always come at this hour for a little service, , worship -with. devotion and reverence,-and-a

‘The day seems long here with nothing to- do dim eme of-the real meaning: of Jesus' life .
. Bo.we Have brou"ht .vou some papers to mad . and. death, . Jbut knowmg little--of - the rea.l
‘and we a.re gomff ‘to sta.y and - smg and pray .Christ, who stood that morning:with the -

a.nd tell you'a little about the Ch.rxst Who i8  tle company bowed in -the- 0ld ‘city: ‘prison,

50, precious tous. I am sure we ail come touching: into. new-life- the . soul  that’ was..

'..hls. mol'mng fﬂom: ‘choice, and because ‘Wwe - dead in: sin.; And. angels carried ‘to- heaven
I0Ve . “our Master an.d we-love: the dear sou1S»~bhe glad news that the wa.ndermg boy had

he died to save. . . " *.come home. .

< After several hymns, in which the men . In ‘the ﬁrc:t pea:oe a.nd JOY tha.t tho
'Jolned hea.rtlly,»and proyers offered by the knowledge of forgivemess a.nd deliverance_~
young men and’ women, Mrs Doan asked. one. . from . the nower ot eppetite brought Ernest ’

tion ‘giomo and ‘a’ Conithand’ to. lee.ve._the ity :
at onee or be re-a.n'ested tor loitering, -
- But his new-fou.nd ‘hope seemed too precl-: S
‘Comé to7 - '

Cla.ytom forgot the perplexing. questlon. ot

ous to lose. . Mrs. Dean ‘had' said
‘the’ mlssiom wmen you are fry
Ohrlstlain young men had Wh per
be discoura.ged I was, a hopeless drimkard

One.of the .-

“'and the Lord saved e, and has kept me ﬁve'_ R ‘

long years.”. . y
“After a few da,ys our hero was dxscharged
witfh the a.dvme to leave the city. a,t once, -
Sta:ndmg at the. door of ‘the' prison a §OITY .
hero he seemed. But’ there wa.s a new pur--

..pose in his heart. He ‘was ‘weal ‘from his.

.bread-andwater. diet a.ml la.me from lying on.
a hard bed in. the damp cells, and the future .
looked anythmg but -hopeful, .. =~ - . .
~*You might' get lodging and- boa,rd a.t the_ o
‘mission,’ ‘one of ‘the men had. said. to ‘him,

4but who wants"to, work ﬁve hours. a- ‘day

“ for tha.t" "Why; I have seen the-time “When

Y-could. earn my four dollars a day. -+ You. -

Won't catoh me coming:down.’ to0-that, - You
‘are oo tony a. ohap to sleep m theLr bunks )
there e

‘I would think it would be inﬁmtely better
tha.n our beds here, sza,rd Ernest,. 7o

Yet 1t cost lum a. severe struggle to go to
the lodging-house But he went and apphed'
for work wwh a mmnly spirit that won the
conﬁdence of th gentleman m charge ;

He felt 0. free amd gla.d m hlS dc«lwera.nce -

~from drink and- the dreery old pI'LSOn tha.t the’

L3 WOTK. seemed no;drudgery. The meetingsn
i+, the zmsston hall. were a: deligiht 'ao him,, Mrs :

: Dea.n recogmzed him, and: ga.ve him a” kind

motherly greeting, and sought every little.op-
portunityto make his acquaintance, - Héewas "

- given a place of .trust in his work amd for a
few weeks' all went well. -

‘One ovening Mrs. Dean missed him ﬂrom"
Ythe meetmg, ‘hé' caime - in -Tate, however, but
‘on. th.e ‘mext night he was again abzent.

‘Do yoru know where Ernest Cleyton is?

 she asked the janitor.

‘I am not centam wa:s “tho reply ,‘He
fvwent down town om. an errand:. Some ome
satd he was mMemkin’s sa.loon last night. :
Yoru know there isa. fellow. tending ba.r there :
who used to be here.’ i .

A little. later Mrs. Dea.n and Mlss Weston
slipped out. quxotly and tumed down a side -
street a.nd went dlrectly to the saloon m
. queetion ‘ .
‘You are not gomg m, Mrs Dea:n ..a.id her .
,'compamon
‘That depends on whether it ls nece&e.ry.
 If:he is there I shall see him before I come
‘away. -Satan has .come straight into our
. ranks and sna.tohed the . poor boy a.wa.y, _eml
-1 can’t stand with folded hands amd see him
go- ba.ck into" the hfe he . has been saved’l'
from. A

. The women knocked at the saloon door
YA young ‘man opened it with a.pparent sur--
-prise

Is Ernest Cla,yton here"’ asked ‘\Irs Dean. .

i will see,’ was the reply, :
“Who wants him?' gaid the proprietor
© ‘Some of those mission women ' :
“Tell ’em “no.”’ . ... ' -
Mvrs. Dean pushed. the door open and. step-
ped. inside;. She was not ‘mistaken, Ernest .
-was' there. LT ATH ! . .

He spr a.ng to: his feet
: ‘We ‘want to see you,. Brnest," said Mrs,

. Dean, quietly. . ‘Without a word the young

man followed the ladies outside.
’ ‘Ld: us walk down the street a little, sald i

ered, ‘Dom’t ...



