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Christme, which the boy had leoked forward to
o joyously, came with all 1ts brightness ; the glad-
ness of the outer world mingling with tho thanks-
gving of the Holy Catholic Clmrch,  Widow Mar-
tin’s ?z\cu wag sudder thun ever, ns on the morning
of tho great fostival sho walked to the Chureh with
Ned at hor side ; ho, puve fellow, with ne smile
upon his fuce, but brushing away o big tear with
tho sleove of his jucket.f

Johmmiv had left his home thaee days before, and
that morning his mother had had a letter from hun
dated from Soaford, a large seaport town sume fifty
mules away, whither ho had gone with O'Reilly ‘o
waorkin the docks; in his rough way he told tho
causo of his flight.

¢¢ Every ono laughed at 1ne gince tho day wewent
to the beast show, and they say I was tipsy, they
points at me when I walks along tho streets, and I
can’t bear it ; and there is lots of work in Seaford
and I'll earn some money and comeo back to mother
somo day.”

So Christmas camo with sorrow to Widow Martin
and to Ned ; and as the daya pussed on and thenow
year dawned upon the earth, the poor mother's sad-
3ie-s increased, and  her bodiy health seemed to bo
failing.

Wed knew now hewas as notlungto her compared
with Johnnie. The knowledge of this sent a pang
to the boys heart, for he was a loving affectionate
Iad, and tried vory hard to do lus duty, but theles-
son learnt on St. Andrew’s Day was showing itself
in every action of Ned’s lifo, thero was something
touching in that great rough boys’s gentleness to s
complaining mother.

The year was a fortnight old, and the two sat to-
guher over tho little fire in the cottage. XN ed por-
ing over some books which DMr. Bloore had
given him to help him in his preparation
for Confirmation and first Communion, for the
Bushop was to bo at Weatherstono again in a weck,
and Ned was one of tho caudidates for tho Sacra-
mental rite of laying on of hands. Widow Martin
sat Tocking herself to and fro in her chair, as her
custom was, every now and -then breaking out into
short, repining sentences at her son’s absence.

¢ Tfhe wasn’t there quite alone, if there was ouly
& anebody alon%' with him to look after him, and to
Yicep him from harm, I shonld be better pleased. I
cw’t yo myself, ’twould be of no good, I couldn't
follow himn.to his work and his companions. Oh,
Johnnie, my Johnnio, if there wa3 only some one
near you {o care for you !

‘Chere wasa sirange expression on Ned'siace as
hie looked up from hisbooks ; he was thinking of all
he loved 1in Weatherstone, of his home, the church,
iko choir, the night school, and Mr. Mcore—the
idea that had flashed across his mind for an instant
yas impossible when he thought of all he held most
d»ar's then the echo of ““a still; small voice™ whis-
perediinto his ear the Christian's watchword ¢ Fol-
lowme.”

The way before him lovked hard and difficult, but
it was the way of the cross, at least hothought soas
Thelooked at the sorrowing, suffering face before
him. He knelt at his mother’s fect, and in husky
tones ho spoke,

¢¢ Mother, there ain’t much work in Weatherstone
now, there's plenty they say in Seaford, if I was to
gothere I might get some, and be able to look afier
Johnnie a bitat tho same time.”

" Thé smile that Lit up Widow Dartin's face, the
fervens, ¢ God bless you, my own geod boy !” were
areward to Ned for his act of self-denial.

.. “XVhen shall you start, Ned 1™ she said cagerly.

‘¢ I must wait for the Confirmation, mother, and
for my first Communion; I will go the day after
that.”

He saw she did not Iiko the delay, but he felt he
musg receive the blessings for which ho so longed
ero went forth to the work whick he knew would be
one of trial and difficulty.

Another week passed away, “ holy hands” were
Iaidiupon the boy's hezd, the Spirit’sSecal” was
set upon him, he kneld at the Altar of God, to par
take of the ““ grostest blessing life can give,” and
there in the presence of his Lord, the knowledge
that thereligion he held so.dear was all-perfect, all-
satisfying descended upon him, and bado him go

forth in the strength of his right purpose, and gain :

his erring brother from the ways of sin. Andwith

started tho next day for Seaford. There lio -o-
mained for the next thieo years sending tho best
part of his wedes to his poor mother at Weather-
stone, leading an honest, godly life, amidst the
scenes of tomptation which were rife around him.
He could not save Johunie from the sins to which
he had unresistingly given himsolf up, O'Reilly’s in-
fluence was set agunst his, and for the time proved
tho strongost ; in vain ho tried to turnins brother
from his evil ways, it was all useless, thero was but
one th ng he could do and that he did with all his
heart ; andsurely ¢“tho effectual, fervent prayorof
a righteous ;man availeth wuoh,”

It was a dreary QOctober day, nearly three yedrs
had passod away sinco we saw tho brothers trud%'ing
so.merrily to the menagerio ; now we meot them
again, grown from boysjinto tall manly youths; Ned
with tho bright honest faco of old ; Johanie with
the fovered cheek and restlesss eye, w hich told mora
plainly than words would have done, how far he
had wandered from theright way. Thero was great
excitement at that timo in Seaford, some of the
ships-carpenters had struck for waﬁea, and amongst
the most obstinate and unreasonable of thom allwas
Johnnie Martin. He was a great man amongst the
Chmtistfzang to which he belonged ; he talked
arandly at the mechanics’ instituto about the rights
of tho working man, and the oppression of their
masters ; he had always been a sharp clever lad,
beating Ned hollow in his learning, and now he had
turned the gifts God had given himto bad-account.
O'Reilly prophesied great things for him, and poor
Jolmnio always keenly alive to flattery perscvored
in his ovil presutnptuous courae.

¢ None of your cant for me,” was his over ready
answer to Ned’s carnest pleadings, ‘‘men of genias
and liberal ideas want somethingmore than church-
going.”

Tho great strike was fixed for the 15th of October.
Very late at night when 1most of the inhabitants of
Seaford were asleep, a wild reckless set of fellows
with torches in tgxeir hands walked through the
streets to the houso of the best and kindest master
inall the town. What their ictentions wero none
ever knew, but wild determinationwas expressed on
their dark faces and there were those who stood
near, who told of one, the youngest of them all, who
had tried to set fire to thehouse, and only failed in
the attempt when ho cameface to face with a police-
man. Then there was & struggle between the mob
and the authorities, theformerresisted bravely, the
latter did their duty like men, and were victorious
at last ; only one of the assailants was earried off as
though he were dead ; one or two of the ringleaders
were taken up, the others dispersed somewhat crest
fallen, to their several homes.

Very carly thenext morning, Ned on his way to
his :irork met Tom O'Reilly looking pale and fright-
cned.

¢ Ned" he said, ‘‘have you been to thehospitall”
* No, why should I go therol”
The grcat‘big bully a8 was aliways called, rubbed

the sleove of hia dlouse across his grimy face as ho
answered ‘‘there was a row last nigﬁ? and Johnnie
washurt ; hurt vesy bad; they took him there at
once.”

¢ My poor old mother}!” were the only words Ned
uttered, wrung from him unconsciously in his
misery.

Perhaps Tom at that moment rememembered the
mother he had lost when he was quite alittle child,
perhaps Ned's unfailing patience and gentleness
had done their work at last.

¢ Ned,” ho said, ““I've led Johnnic into many a
scrape, if ho comes out of the hospital alive, I'll
never lead him into another.”

And then those twe whe for years had not spoken
to each other, shook hends in token of forgiveness,
and walked to the hospital.

“ He's mortal bad,” was the answer to Ned’s
eager enquiry, asto how it fared with his buother,
“ bat don’t take on se, my lad, he’s young and
hearty, and whilst there’s lifo there’s hope and God
is very good™"”

\ecks passed on, Novenmber came with its mists
and fog and darkness, and Johnnie dartin walked
out of tho hospital outwardly so changed that none
would have known him ; but that wasasnought
cuinpared with the change in the lad’s heart.

Ned’s prayers, Ned’s watchfulpees through all the

his mother's wbisﬁcrcd words of Dblessing and Mr. | long weary time-of his brothers convalescenee had

Muore's priestly

encdiction ringing 1o his ears he | dono their work, and the years tho youth had spent

away from all o held moat dear seomed now but as
a swglo day to him in his happiness.

Ned wroto to his mother ; not n very ecstatic
cpistle, ho had lost much of his imyetuosity and
was & quist reserved fellow now, but ho said at the
ond of his lotter,—

““Wo hopo 10 bo in Weathorstone by St. Androw's
Day, Johmniv wants to como to Church with us
then ; ’twill ho happier than three years ago, dear
mother, atter nll tho sorrow and the parting.

The Church Lells pealed ont merrily, the banners
waved, tho air was bright and clear and frosty, all
the fog and damp had disappeaved, the sun shone in
all its unclouded brilliancy, as Widow Martin with
atall sou un each side of her walked through the
sucots of Weatherstone, on tho first feast of the
Christian year.

¢ Ned,” shosaid, *iis to youIowo this happi-
ness ; Ifeel it all now.”

¢ No, mother, indeed I did nothing.”

‘€' Tis no good for you to tallk, boy, Johnnie says
’twas along of you ho learnt tothinkof better things,
be may not have thought much of them at the time,
but they came to his mind afterwards when he wag
lying sick in the hospital ; and "taint only him, they
say as how down in Seaford you kept many a lad
from going wrong.”

Ned's faco was crimson as he said, ““Hushmother,
here wo are at church.” -

There we must leave thom, the mother and Ned
to their joy and thankfulness, Johnnie to his true,
honest, hearty repentance; they know that their
earthly path may be fraught with grief and caro,
but thereis hope in the thought of the world to
come, to cheerthem on their way. One word more
andI have done.  As Johnuie isleavingthe church,
a rough hand is laid upon his arm, and Tom O-
Reilly with dirty face, pnd uncombed hair stands
before him.

¢ Jack,” ho said, ‘“I'vecome to see how'you are
getting on,and to askyou totako me to yourgparsou,

wants to learn the things Ned knows I wants to
find out what makes him good.”

Tears were in Johnnie’s eyesas he answered,

¢ We'll both go and speak to Mr, Moore this
ovening Tom ;:T hope *taint wrong, but somehow L
couldn’t help thinking in Church that Ned was like
St. Androw, ho seemed to have found Christ him-
self and then made us think of Him.”

This was rather too deep for Tom, who only re-
peated, :

¢ I wants to bo like Ned, ask the parson to show
mo the way.” T

Whatever wo say of Johusons Anodyne Liniment is
strietly true, and time will verify it.
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