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THE LORD'S SUPPER.
Corne ini, O Christ, corne ini1

Thie door we openî fling;
We know Tlîy bl essed knock and voîce

A joy and blessing bring.
Our board is scant and leaui,

But simple wine and bread;
Corne sup Nwith us and it shiah seeni

Abundant feast insbead.
0 1 precious drop and crunmb,

weetest of any clîcer;
M fy overtlotving soul ls dumnb

WhnThou, O Christ, art near.
We, through Thy poverti,

Have more than Ophîir s gohd;
We know that with Thy righteousness

Thou wilt our souis enfold.
Corne, Prinice of Pence, conte ini,

And evermore abide;-
Make spotless white the blood red sin

Of hiuran strife and prîde.
-C'aroline L. Post.

SOMETHING FOR BOYS.
13Y GIEO. W%. ARM>,STRONG.

For the Ghtillret's Record.

cialj ourney, 1( stayed at the Raihway
Hobel in the towvn of 1L-. Dinnier
wvas just over, and I was left in the
commercial room with but one other

gentleman. We lîad not been lonîg in con-
versation before a -v oubli was usbered in who
lîad to transact somne business ivith my coin-
panion. After the boy lhad stated hie message
and was on the poinît of retiring he was
asked the question: IlWlîat will y ou take ? "
Thie lad stood in amazement, wondering whab
he should repiy, when certain intoxicatiîîg
beverages Nvere suggested to him from whichu
to select; rum, brandy, port, sherry, etc. The
boy ivas evea now more beivildered, and
mechanically said, "IBrandy, please sir,"
wlîich wvas immediateiy ordered.

1 sat thinking wvhat I oughit to do under
the circumstaîices. Etiquette suggested,
'Mid your own business!1 Duty seenied to
say, Speak to the lad; a word of warning
xnay save hlm fromn rin. I waited unt il the
brandy appeared, and just as the lad was
about to lfttthe glass, I made bold bo speak;
IlMy boy, before you drink that brandy, 1
shîouhd like you to lîcar wvhat I have got to
sav. "-ou are not accustomed to have brandy
ofl"ered to you, are you?" IlNo, sir," ivas bis
relîj, then, before you put that glass to

your lips, thinik for one moment that that
which thîs gentleman lias been kind cnough

to ofler you is the cause of more niechiof and
inisery in the, world than anytbing else; that
and drinks of a simniinr nature, I our prisons,
poorhouses and asylunis -%ith tlieir inmiatcs,
and more persons flnid a premiature gra';e
fromn drinking thiese intoxicating drinks than
fromn ail), other cause - 'and,, turn iîg to tie
gentleman, 1 said, 'Is not what 1 say
correct? " H1e replied, I amniot ini a position
to deny it."

Thein speakiîîg to the lad I said "No"',
nly boy, if drink causes ail titis rnisery in the
wvorld, and you hear this gentleman cannot
deîiy wvbat I say, don't yoiî think it the
wvisestpoiicy to have notiîing to do withi it?"
Hfe simply replied, IlYes, sir," and tiien left
the. rooim.

Three monUis aftcrwards, 1 had buÈiness in
the saine toivn. Walkiîîg along oune of Uic
streets, I saw a boy srniling ail over his face,
andlhis eyes intently fixedon me. Wlîen.we
met lie accosted nie with, " Good moriin,
sir." "Good niorining, îîîy boy," I ele1
"y ou seem to kîîow me, but for the momient,
1 -don't remernber you; have you met nie
before?' He iîeartily and wvitli boyish sin-
cerity said, l es, sir: don't you rernember
me corning to the Railway Hotel one day, two
or three montbs ago?' 'Well, yes, 1 do
remeniber a boy coming there, and 1 think
something I saîd to hirn prevented hM fronm
drinking a g]ass.of brandy. Was it you? '
IlYes sir, it %vas; 1 was so glad you spokze to
me, for I didn't want the branîdy, but 1 didn't
knowv how to get away. 1 have thouglit a
good deal about vhîat you told me, and your
wvords led me to join a Band of Hope at our
Sabbatlî sclîool. 1 signied the pledge, and 1
intendto keep lt.1'

"A word in season, how good is it."

A SPARTAN BOY.
WHAT did this boy? According to tbe

story lie stole a deadly -,veapon and concealed
it in lus tunic. By an accideittal fail, bliat
weapon Nvas driven iîîto lus body. Discov-
ery and confesion woîild have rebulted !i
imraediatc death, so with true Spartan bra-
very lie continued laugiîing and playing while
his lite-blood was slowliy anîd surely oozizig
aw,ay. Are there îîot some boys coîîcealiîîguiiier blîcir clothlîig stilettos of grief and
recollections of sins comînitted during tue

utyear, ivhicli are stabbiiîg the quivering
~eart, causing the rose to fade from the cheek-

driviîig gladness from the countenaiice, chias-
ing away ail joy from the life, anid bringiiig
the victixu down to an early grave ? My boy,
corne to bhe Great Captian of salvation, for
lie alouue can lical the wound and make you
wliole and glad %vith a great, indeseribabie
gladness .- Boy's Brigade Courier.
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