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Keep Nothing from Mother.
Ty sat at the spinnmy together,
Aud they spun the fine white thread,

Onie face was ol ad the other youny
A gold and silver head

At times the young veice hroke in song
That was wondeifully ~w =t

Aud the mother's heart heat deep and « alm g
For her joy was most complete,

There was many a holy lesson,
Interwoven with silent prayer,

Taught to her gentle, lstening child,
As the two sat spinning thee,

** And of all that I speak, my darling,
From my older head and heart,

God giveth to me one last thing to say,
And with it thou shalt not part.

“Thou wilt listen to many voices,
And, ah ! that this must be!

The voice of praise and the voice of love
And the voico of fluttery.

““ But listen to me, my little one,
There’s one shing that thou shalt fear—
Let never & word to my love be said
Which her mother may not hear,

¢t No matter how true, my datling one,
"The words may seem to thee,

They are not fit for my child to hear
If they cannot be told to me.

“1f thou'l ever keep thy young heart pure,
Aund thy mothier's heart from fear,

Bring all that is said to theo by day
At night to thy mother's ear,”
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A BOY'S FRIENDSHIP.

A Story of Boy Life in England,

CHAPTER III.

AN EXCITING SCENE IN CHURCH
MEADOWS.

,?T

A N speaking of tha stream which

ran through the Church Mea-
dows, George Christie had not
over-estimated its attractions
from a fishing point of view.
Kept strictly private, only occasion-
ally in the season did the float bob
up and down at the nibble of the
roach; or the fly, with its hidden
hook, sail along the ripples to tempt
the trout rising to its evening meal.
A# these special times, the fishing-rods
were held only by the ftiends of
Captain Starkie who happened to be
staying at the hall. The place was
jealously guarded and watched, for
Captain Starkie took a special pride
in the value of this water. Frank
knew the place well, but never for a
moment had he felt the desire to tres-
pess without permission, for his mother
had always warned him against giving
way to temptation, reminding him
that “the path of duty is the path of
safety,”

A day or two had passed, and young
Christie was sauntering through the
spinuey, when he met a rough-looking,
iﬁ-éénditioned country lad, who touch-
éd the rim of his ragged cap with a
grin of recognition.

The truth wasy, that this boy, Bill,
had in times past been only too ready
to do any odd jobs, some not very
oreditable, for the Squire’s son,

“T wishes yer good morning, Master
Geopge,”

= Well, it isu't a good mornmg, and
I'mout of sorts, o Jet’s have no more
of your smirking, d ye hear!”

AN vight, Master Gearg . No
offence, surely.”
“1 say, Bill, you Lknow PFrank

Darrell }”

“Rather; wot of him? Want any-
thin’ duing 1"

“Oh, not much.  e's got a decent
fishing-rod, and T quite forgot to ask
hin to lend it me for a bit of sport
I'm going to have to-morrow evening.”

“I'N run and ask him for ‘t, in a
jiftey.”

“No you won't. Now look here,
Bill; can I trust you to do a bit of
business for me?”

“Well, Master George, yer know
we've had dealings together, and I've
allers kep’ it dark, and done what’s
wanted.”

“ Now listen to me, I want you to
go on the quiet to that shed in the
garden where Trank keeps his rod,
and bring it to me.”

“It's a ticklish thing,
George, to do, yer know.”

*“What do you mean 3”

“Why, if T was nabbed whilo get-
ting it, yer know, it might go hard
with me, like when I got them chick-
ens at Farmer Bassett's,”

“And it served you right, you
young thief. But I'll take care of you
this time ; and, when it’s done, here's
+ bright shilling for you,”

The small, black eyes of Bill bright-
eneid at the sight of the silver, and he
faithfully promised that night to get
the rod, and that Frank should be
none the wiser.

Now, it so happened, that as Bill
was going back across the fiolds,
Frank met Lim so suddenly that he
turned crimson with the thought of
the evil design he had in his mind,
and he hardly cared to look into the
face of Frank, lest in his very eyes he
should read his secret guilt,

“Why, Bill, isthat you? 1tscemsa
long time since I saw you about here.”

The boy muttered somthing about
having a job at the hall garden.

“I'm glad to hear it. Try your
best, Bill ; and, above all, ask God to
help you to do what is right.”

“ I ain’t religious.”

“That’s a pity, Bill. I think if you
knew how much God loves you, and
is willing to help you, your face would
look a bit brighter thau it does,”

“Well, Master Frank, you wouldn’t
look so if you had’nt had nothin’' to
eat for four or five hours, like me.”

“ How’s t}at, Bill}”

“Oh, it’s nothin’ perticular ; only
mother ain’t got nothin’ in the cup-
board, and I've no money in my pocket
—not a blessed ha'penny—so that’s it,
you see.”

“Biill, aro you really in want of
something to eat ?”

“Oh, never mind; if you thinks
I'm taking you in, I don’t want to
beg.”

Master

HOME AND SCHOOL,.

Bl got out these words with difii
eulty, for what litte conserenee hie il
smote him when he remembered how
all round the village he was known as
living, not by his hads, but by hiv
ghb tongue —hegging everwhere,  But
Frank put aside the misgiving he folt
for the moment, and believed the tale,
putting sixpence in Bill's hand, and
passed on his way.

A grin of satisfuction came ovel
the lad's face, and he chuckled at the
thought of what he was going to do
in taking tho special treasure of the
unsuspecting Frauk,

Captain Starkie was not a hard
man, and, as a magistrate, no one in
the neighbourhood could say that he
was unkindly severe in his treatwent
of the culprits who, from time to
time, came before him.  His park was
not an extensive one, but was thickly
wooded on that side which lay nearest
to the old chureh,

David Grimston, the gameckeeper,
was walking neross the meadows, in
company with his master, next day.

“The water at the foot of the rees
yonder looks well, Grimston,”

“Yes, sir, full of fish, I should say ;
and when the gentlemen come down
to-morrow, they’ll catch well, I'll be
bound, sir.”

“I hope so. Keep an oye on the
place, Grimston, and don't let any of
those rascally boys of the village poach
in the stream.”

“Oh, no, sir. I'll have them, you
may safely reckon, in a jiffey, if they
come prowling about here,”

“That night, when the sun had set,
and it was just dark enough to hide
the flowers fn the grass, Grimston
took up his short whip, and thought
he would take a turr round tho
meadows. Sweep~—the bluck retriover
—jumped up, and followed close at
his master’s heels,

They walked on through the grass
wet with dew, and across the quiet
fields, over which a grey mist was be-
ginning to gather, like a thin mantle
of smoke.”

Grimston was smoking his plpe, and
his thoughts were far away, 4t a town
some miles off, where, in a few days,
he was to attend a sale of horses on
his master’s behalf,

“T reyther faney,” he murtured to
himself, “I rayther fancy the roan
mare will be the one—she wus 4 regu-
lar fine un, in my opinion.”

Sweep had stopped short, and his
master almost feil over him.

“ What is it, lad " whispered Grim-
ston,

The dog gave a low, muffled bark,
and slowly made his way along the
pash to the trees of Church Meadows.

“That's odd,” meditated his master.
I shouldn’t wonder if he isn’t after
something. At any rate I'll go with
him,”

All at onco there was a rush and
seramble in the thick brushwood on
the other side of the deep stream,
Sweep barked loudly, and tore his
way to the water,

“ Jfotel him, lad! Clo on, Sweey

The dog had tahen the water, 4
was sending ripples and eddies to tie
bank, making tho  water lilies
forget-me nots danee in their slecp,

Qrimston’s quick eye canght o fivo o
trying to eseape in the shadows, thia
ing everything nway in its terrop,

“Btop, you young vagabond, m |}
horsewhip you when I eateh yon,”

“And Grimston, remembering the
Captain’s words, looked as though pw
weant it.

But there was no voice, aud the
figure—that of o boy ~hnd got fairly
into the field, aud was running at top
speed, Urimston kuew evecy ineh of
the ground, and ran quickly towasd,
the old footbridge to cut off tho boy's
ratreat.

A fow minutes more, and Sweep
had the trespasser by the log—hi
master being just in time to eall off
the dog before much harm wus done,
But he was not to get oft’ scot-frec.

“I told you what I'd give you, and
you shall have it.”

In vain the lad expostulated, and
tried to exphtin who he was, Grim-
ston’s tetnper was fairly up, and lash
after lush of the whip crossed the
back of young Christie, for it was he.

Then, taking him by the collar, the
gamekeeper dragged the boy back to
the bushes, and mado him coliect his
seattered things,

“Wuas anybody else here?”

The lnd wus silent for & moutent,
and then hoe saw in his ctaven mind a
chance.

“Well, hore’s a rod-—it isn't mine
-=$0 you may guoss, if you like, who's
been here besides,”

Grimston took it in his hand, but
the light was too fur spent for him to
discetn any special wmark on it, so,
taking possession of it, with other
mabters, including the cap of his pri-
soner, marked clearly inside with his
name, he let the boy go.

“ But look here, young Christie, if
it had been one of thoso rough lads of
the village there would have been some
excuse, but you ought to be ashamed
of yourself for doing such a thing
Howevery, you've got a Lit of punish-
ment, end Il sce what the Captain
hits to say to it to-morrow.”

That hight Grimston told his wife
all about the adventure, and dwelt
specially on the fact that there was
an accomplice, who had left his rod,
and might prove the bigger rogue.”

“ Lot me look at it, Davie”

It was brought forth, and there,
under the light of the candle, could
be reid the words, neatly ecnrved,
“Frank Darvell, his vod, 1869.”

The worthy couple stared, speech-
less, at each other in astonishment
and dismay. )

(7o be continved. )

Cuanrey is hever lost. It may mect
with ingratitude, or be of no servico to
those on  whoin it was bestowed ; yet
it ever does a work of beauty and
grace upon the heart of the giver.
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