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WILD QATS.

The lnost niagnificent sp)et*nien ai youngiimanhiood that I bave evcr
known, was ayoung fellow student named Henry Haines. As an athiete
on the campus, as a scbolar in the arena of debate, bie wvas facile priniceps,
everywhere and always. Ve werc not so mucb envious of bimzas proud of
bum, and we fondly fancied that there couid be no height af fame or fortune
tao difficult for bis adventurous feet ta climb, and that the time would camie
when be »'ould fill the warld with the echo of bis fame, and it would be a
proud tbing for any ai us ta declare that we had known him. A little ten-
dency ta dissipation was by sanie af us observed-a little dasb ai dare
deviltry-but this was only the wild oats sowing wbicb was natural ta youth
and genius, and whicb we did flot doubt that after years would chasten and
correct.

But the years came and the years went, and the young collegians were
scattercd tbraugb the world, and ever and anon would some ai us wonder
wbat bad become of Henry Haines. We looked in vain for bis rising star,
and listened long for bis comning feet. Sanie tirne ago, for a single Sabbath,
I was preaching in New York. My theme in the morning bad been, "T'he
Gbost ai Buiied Opportunity.» On nny way ta rny botel I discavered that
I was shadowed by a desperate looking wretcb, whose ganb, whose gait,
whose battered, bloated look ail unmistakabiy betokened the spawn ai
slums. WVhat could the villain want witb mie? I paused at my door, and
faced about ta confront him. He paused, advanaced, and then buskiiy
wvhispered:

"lHenson, do you know me ?"
1 assured bimn 1 did not, wbereupon he continued:-

'Do you remember Henry Haines!1"
"Aye, aye, well enougb ; but surely you are flot Henry Haines ?

"I arn wbat is left ai li-I amn the ghost ai bim."
I shuddered as I reacbed for bis bands, and gazing intently into bis

face, discovered still some traces of my long-lost friend, still doubly lost
tbaugb found again. I put my anms about him in brotheriy embrace, and
drew bira ta my rooni, and drew froni bis lips the story of bis sbattened lufe.
1 begged him by the aId loves and unforgotten niemaries ai botter days ta
go back witb me ta my Philadelphia home, and under new auspices and
with netv surraundings ta strike out for a noble destiny which 1 hoped
rnight still be possible. But, striking bis clenched fist an my table, be
said:-

"lHenson, it's no use ta taik ta nme. I'r a dead beat, and arn dead
brake. I'm a burnt out volcano, and tbere's natbing left ai me but cinders
now. I bave came ta New York ta bury myseli out ai sigbt ai ail that
ever ioved mie. I know the nopes bere, and shahl stay here tili I rot. I
live in a muskrat bale near the wharf. I shahl die as I have lived, and I
have lived lik,. a dog."

In vain were rny earnest protests and brotberly plcading. He tare biim-
self from, mie-and went sbambling off ta bis den by the wbarf.

He 'lad sown the wind and was i-eaping the wbirlwind. He bad sown
ta the flesh, and was reaping corruption. He bad sown Ilwild oats," and
the oats were now yielding a dread barvest ai woe.-P. S. Henson.

THE SERGEANT'S VOW.

A TEMPERANCE STORY TOLD IN CAMP.

13V CLARK D. KNAPP.

It was the evening after one ofithe greatest battles ai the Rebellion.
The surviving soldiens ai the battle were fatigued, and glad ta drap down
almost anywherc ta rest. Those wbo bad been on the reverse were caring
fan the dcad and wounded, and in the hospitai tent those who wore the
blue, and those wbo wore the gray, were gnoaning with the wounds received
in battie and were being tneated by the Union physicians.

Near the bospital, about a dozen Union moen were sitting upon the
ground, around a fine ai sticks and limbs, trying ta Ilcook caffee." They
had been at the front ail day; victory had been won. They were now up-
on the ground that bad been accupied b>' the enemy in the notning. It
was a victory ; but sucb a victory, and at such a cost ai hiuman lueé! On
the right and an the leit, in front ai therri and in the rean, could be seen the
dead bodies, dresscd in the uniforni ai the iniend and ai the foc.

They were just taking the caflce froni the tine when a soldier came up,
anddiscovering that the dozen mien were ai bis camp*any, said:

" How is it; boys, are you dry ?"
IlTrying ta cook aur coffee, Ned," raid anc ai the saldiens, <' but I guess

that it will bc Viginia rnud and waten niixed together."
I ve gat sometbing good," said the first speaker, producing the can-

teen, which bung acnoss bis shoulders.
"What is it ?" asked anc.
"Whisky," replied Ncd.

IlYou're a trump."1
" That's jolly."

Thrat± is just the stu if."
"That will revive us 1"

And other expressions of satisfaction and pleasiire were miaçe by thc
Inen.

IlHcrc, Sergeanit," said Ned, rcaching the cantcen toward a titi, .îoble
looking fellow who had bcpn sulent, "Ithrow aside your teniperanre piinriples
for once and taike a drink."

"Not any, Ned, thanks," replied the one addrcssed as Sergcant
'Cone> now 1 you have fouglit like a tiger ail day. You do nioYkiîow

but what you may have ta rally in ive minutes"
"Truc, Ned, but excuse nme."
"Not a drop ?"

«.N'ta drop J"
IlSay, Sergean t, " said Ned, «"If it is agreca bic to the boys, we will ad-

journ the drink for five minutes, and you tell us how you corne to be such
a miglity advocate ai temnpera.nce.".

"I second the motion," said another soldier.
"And sa do I11"
"And I, too 1"

W'eil, boys," said the Sergeant, "Il wiIl tell you It is a short story, and
therefore soon told. W'hen 1 was nineteen I hiad ta Icave school, awing ta
the death af nmy father. I came home ta help my miother, who needed sie.
My father liad been a prosperous fariner; he liad that frugality and sturdy
industry characteristic af the Verniont farmers. My niother I always con-
sidered the rnost handsoine wonman on earth, at least she appcared s0 ta nie;
and as a mother there neyer was a botter.

IlAftcr my father had been dead about a year, soinhow I acquired a
passion for hunting, fisbing and especially cooning. There was nothing
that delighted me so much as it did ta take my dog and go out with some
af the neigbboring boys and bring home a number af coans. One niglit
three af aur neighibors came ta aur house atter nie. They thoughit
they -had found a nev place, a corn field, where there was plenty af
game. I needed no urging. 1 kissed my mother goad-by, tald her that I
would not be late, cailed my dog and a%.ay we went.

"'One ai the boys had a bottle af whisky in bis pocket. J ust how it
came about I do not know, I bad drank a little whisky before, but that
nigbt 1 drank tao much, and became beastly drunk. ThIe boys led me
home and left me at aur gate, 1 staggered througb and staggered around
the yard a littie in a vain attempt ta find the steps ta the bouse. I stumb-
led over sonietbing, fell down and wvas unable ta get up. After a wbilc 1
went ta sleep-a regular drunken sleep.

"lIt scenis that in the niglit, sometime, niy motber becanic anxiuub be-
cause I did flot corne bomne. She had not been ta bed, but hiad fallen into
a slumber upon the couch. She awoke, as I said before, sonie time in the
nigbt, and fearing that han bad befallen anc arase from tbe caucb, put lier
shawl over hier head, and started out ta find me. And she fund me in a
condition most deplorable, indeed. At first she tbought I was dead, or
that 1 had been brutally treated by a highwaymnan. BJut wrhen she stooped
down ta look at mie and saw, by the rnoonligbt, nîy face, she knew that lier
anly cbild was drunk. She tnied ta waken me ; she tried ta get nie into
tbe house, but she bad not the strcngth. She went ta the bouse and gat a
pillow, and placcd it under my bead. She covered mie witb blankets; she
protected my face frani the dew by placing an open umibrella over me. She
drew her shavl tigbtly araund her shoulders and sit dovn by myside. In
tbe rnorning 1 awoke just as the suni was rising, I found her thcrc. Great
tears were ri asing each other down her checks. I saw at once that my
mother bad cared for nme ail nigbt. She had faitbfully kept bier ior.cly vigil,
watcbing bier drunken son, îvecping and praying.

I1 arn awiul tbirsty,' I said. My vaice sounded strange, weak and
unnatural. 1 gat up; rny motber rose, went ta the wclI and brauglit me a
cup af water. As she banded tbe cup ta me she bowed ber head that I
rnigbt not sec bier grief; but I saw a tear camne down bier pale chck and
drap into that cup. 1 took the cup fram ber band and drank its contents,
tear and ail. Ves, boys, 1 drank my mnotber's tear, and I made a solenn
vow that I never again would cause bier toams.

tg1led my niother into the bouse; I ]ed bier ta tbe arm chair; and as
soon as she was seatted I gat down upon nîy kncs.

1Mother,' said I, ' This is the first. It shail bc the last.'
«'Chales,' said she, running hier fingers througb niy bin, ' I hope so.

God bless you?1
Il1 looked up, and my niother bad faintcd. I took bcr in rny ais, as

ane r.ight take a child, and placed bier upon a bcd. It wvas the bcginning
af %wbat camne near bcing ber deatb. Days, and nigbts, and weeks I wvas by
that sick bcd. I board hier, as ber mind wandcrcd, praying for me and
plending for my reforniation. And at times sbe would imagine that sile
was talking ta niy father. She wauld tell himn af the plans whicb she bad
for ber son, and th.-t sbe boped be wauld be a sober man. E,ery word sbc
said was like a knife-cutting nie, and niany a tume I wislied tbat I biad died
b'p.fare I ever tasted liquor. BEut, thank God, rny niather gat %,rll. It %vas
a long tirne befone she was able ta ]eive her room. 1 was lier constant
canipanion. Soniehow, it secmed ta me, that bier lufe depended upon rny cane.

IlWlhen the war broke out, 1 made up my> mind that 1 ought to cnlist.
1 told rny mothen about it, and asked bier advice.

d~ cChanlie,' she said, 'I a1 aifraid ta lçct you go.'.
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