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An Unmanageable- Boy.
II could get. oi very weIl with the rest c

the class, if it were not for port Rawson,
said Miss Laùra Jenness, a teacher ln a larg
Sunday-school in an eastern city, to Mr. Ai
'son, superintondent of the School. Mis
Jenness looked perplexed, and even distres
sed. Sho felt a huniliating and dscouiragin
sense -of defeat. The superintendent ais
looked troubled and perplexed. . He kuo
all about the unmanagable Bert Rawson.

'Have you tried everything wlh the boy
Miss Jenness?' ho asked.

'Yes, it seems to me that I have,' said Mis
Jenness. 'Methods that have been success
ful with other boys fail when applIed te Beri
There does not seem to be anything to ap
peal to ln the boy.'

'And yet there must be• omething to ap
peal to in a boy of but thirteen or fourteci
years. There le something to appeal to i:
every boy of that age. If we could onl
find out Bert's vulnerable point.'

'If.we couid!' said Miss Jenness. 'He fi
with ail his faults, a brIght boy; and h2e i
popular enough -with the other boys in th
class ta be able to inflence them, and whe:
he is present I find it almost impossible t
do anythIng with the lesson.'

'And yet there is something wonderfull:
likeable about the boy,' said Mr. Anson.

'So there is.'
This boy, this 'likable' but openly and de

fiantly mischievous boy, had been for abou
a yenr a inember of th'e Sunday-school, uni
had been in Miss Jenness's class most of th
time. He was a bright-eyed, recstess, harum
scarurm ,kind of. a boy, with apparently ni
conception of his duty as. a member of
Suiday-sebol. clas. .He was flippantly ir
reverent in his manrer.; he neither knew no
cared to know ,anything about the.lesson
and he admitted frankly that his chief ob
ject in coming to Sunday-school was to 'hav
some fun.'

I'll try him a Sunday or two longer, and i
I can't d.o anything with him, then I'l havi
to ask .you to put him into another class o
make sorne -othor arrangenent regardinu
him,' said Miss Jenness, at the close of ho
conversation wlth Mr. Anson.

The next Sµnday Bert came 1o school li
his usual mood. He was flippant to the las
degrce. He had attended a very excitinj
game of baseball the day before, and hi
whole conversation was of this gaine. HI
ga.ned the.attention of the other boys ln th
class and tôok their minds from tbh lesso
until Miss.Jenness was in despair.

Bert talked of the gaine al through th
opening exercises o! the School, and waý
about to begin on it again ait the close o
the opeaing prayer, wlhcn Mi.:s Jenuess lai
ber hand lightly upon his shoulder, and said
quietly, but firmly:

'Bert.'
'Yes, mra'am.'
'I'd really like to know just how that gam

came out, but this is not the time nor th
place for me to hear about iL. Won't you
come around to my bouse to-morrow even.
ing with the other boys of the class, and
tell us ail about this great gaine? We'd
like to,hear about it; wouldn't we,.boys?'

'Yes, ma'am,' said two or three of th(
boys.

'Then Bert shall come and tell us al
about it, and we'Il have a pleasant time, to
gether before I commence work with my
now. class next Sunday.'

'Your new class?'. saId Charlie Ray, while
ail the other boys looked at Miss Jenness in
surprise.

'Yes,' che said, 'this will prombbly be my
last Sunday with you. I, have a.sked Mr
Anson ta -give mo a new class-next Sunday.

'Why, Mise Jenness, what for?' asked Bob
Hooper, in a toe of surprise
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Interest in the bail gane ceased, and even light" regarding hlm, and I sha11 bc surpris-

Bert sobered down; while Thoo. Rayford said ed if we do not get along very -well together.

decidedly:. . They did get along very well together

'We don't want .any other teacher.' after. that. Ilt took some time for Bert to

'Perhaps you- don't, Theo, but there are give himself. up fully to a study of the les-

others in the class who have given me clear- son, but whenever he showed a disposition

ly and distinctly to understand by their con- to bring other topies into the class hour,

duct that I am a fallure as a teacher of this Miss Jenness would say.'

class; so It s evlidently my duty to give 'To-morrow evening is our time for ail

place to someone who will be a success.' that; Bert. Let us give this one hour 'holly

'Who says ycu're a failure?' asked Howard to God.'-J. L. Harbour, in 'Baptist Teacher.'

Burton, angrily.
'I must be a failure if I am unable to coin- Prayiii in a Cold (arret.

>mand the respect and attention of the boys
In my class. I must be a failure when My 'What's the matter, Philip?' Can't you

boys turn a deaf car to my attempts to sleep, cither?' ,

teach them God's Word, and give eager ear 'No. What keeps you awake?

to an account of a bail gaime. I must be a 'I hardly know; yes, I do, too. .That ser-

fallure when I am unable to maie any im- mon to-night started me thiuling, and I

pression whatever on a scholar who cornes cannot stop.'

every Sunday, and who is far from lacking 'That's what's troubling me. I mlght as

in understanding. I must be a failue when weli own up; I believe I'm the worst sinuer

that boy's influence ln the class is greater in the world.'

than my own, and ho refuses ta use bis in- 'No worse tian I am. Unless I change

fluence for good. Yes, boys, I must give up . soon, I must be loest. What shall we do?'

this class, because I am a failure as its 'The preacher said we must pray.'

teacher.' 'But -we pray every night; we did before

'I don't sec how you can be a fallure whèn coming to bed to-night.'

we like-you botter than any toacher we ever 'Yet, that's not enough, We must pray as

bad,' said Joal Reed. sinners needing a Saviour. Ever since lie

'I don't see how I can regard myself as a said that I have wanted to talk to soré one,

succoss while there le a single scholar in my but did not dare on the way bome, or to the

class upon whom I falil t maie an impres- folks, or yet you. I want some one to pray

sin.' with and for me. Shall we get up now and

miss Jenness looked at Bert as she spoke. pray?'

He cast down his eyes. The other boyshlook- 'What;here, now, lnthis cold garret? We

ed at him with disfavor in their faces. would freeze. Botter wait till morning.
a . Let us wvait until thon. We can go out to

'I hve adeup m mbd t giv upthethe barni and nobody will - hear.or -think
class if I cannot be given the attention a ayhng au itio y seeur orether.
tombher shouild command. 0112cr classes wiîî a.nything about il: if thcy c us togother.

t h A w If they hear they will suppose .we are talk-
r be courteous to me, anu perhaps r.

eau find a teacher for you whon yeu will
- respect more than you bave respected me.

e I bear you no ill-will, and I want every boy
in the class to come to0 my bouse for a mer-

f ry social time together before we separate.
e Thon we'll bear the rest of your bail game
r story, Bert.'

'We don't want to hear any more about it,'

r said Joel Reed.
'No, we don't,' said Harry Payne. It's

n Bert's fault that you're goig t leave bhe

t class,-isn't it?'
Before Miss Jenness could reply Bert said:

s 'Yes, it is, and if you'll stay with the class,
a Miss Jenness, I'i leave.'

'I would rather ]eave the class myself than

n have you leave the Sunday-school,' said Miss
Jeues.

'Could'tit ho arraugeci sa 'bat neither o!
us wouid have 10 louve t 11e -dace?' asked

f Bort.
1 'Easily,' repliod. Mies Jenness.

S'Thon let's fix it that way,' caid Bort; a-id
thalles the way il wvas 'fixed.'

Mise Jennoss toolc Bort homo wlth bier
a! 1er Sunday7SChool, é.nd tlîoy a.-reod upon1
what tbey iaughingly called la troaty o!
ponce.' Wben Ber and th2e other boys carne

ta1 Miss Jenness's bouse ou Monda-y oveuiag,
- ho aunounceci that sho and Bort -wou]d bath
jromain lu the close, and thut.they haci corne

l to au 'understanding' with caich other.

'And you arc ail ta corne hoe evory Mon-
day evonlag,' added Misà Jennece, 'and -we'Il
have a reguhar class organization, amd cîct

1 B3ert secretary. On Monday evonîngs wo'hh
-discusse bacebail and anytbing cîso lu whlch

r you are interested, and devete our hour ta-
gether on Suuduy entirely t0 th2e besson.
Are you. agrced upoil that? If. you are Say

t laye!'
Every boy said 'oyem,' heartlly, and -When

r Miss Jenuess met Mr. Ansonou 1the street a
day or two haler she eald:

'I bave decided 10 koup rny class, Mr. An-
soli, and I tbink that you can louve Bert
Jý.wson te -me. 1 have had sorne Inew

The. two, Philip and Theodore,-in- their
teens, were brotbers, and fairly good -boys,
though not Christians, They had attended
wbat was called at that time - more than
flfty years ago - 'a protracted meeting,' la
the little Presbyterian church on the bank
of the Hudson river, and had .bcn aroused
to sce themselves -sinners, and now were
troublcd because of sinfulncss.

After deciding to wait until morning tho
boys! fell.asleep. The next morning they
sald nothing of praying. and hurried Into
their cl.othing, and out of the cold garret,
where their'bed was, to the warm roon be-
10w. Nor did thcy go to the barn, nor even
speak of praying there before school time.
Othor tboughts filled their minds until they
took their tallow candle and went again te
bod in the cold garret. The chilly air set
jheir teeth chattering, and they hurried out
.of their clothing into bed, and covered them-
selves with bankets. For a few minues
they lay in silence; then Theodore said:

'Philip, are you aslcep?'
'No.'
'We forgot to pray together to-day.'
'That's so; but we meant to.'
'Yes; and put it off, as the preacher said

last night, we would be likely to do. He
warned us not to put it off. Shall wc start
to-night?'

'It's so cold. We'l freeze. Yet I want to.
Can't we wait until morning and -not put
off?'

'If sure that we would not forget or no-
glect; but I don't want to risk It. The ser-
mon to-night did not stir me so; yet I want
to start to-night. %I say, let's get up and
pray right here and now.'

'How shall we keep froma freezing?'
'We can wrap blankets around us. I mean

to get up, for I can't take the risk of another
nigh.t. A single night may settle the fate of
My souL

'If you mean to, I will'
Wrapping thomselves with blankets, the

lads kieeled down by the bed and began to


