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Keep Nothing from Mother.
TIi Yt a? thie îspinomtt togetli.

And ther impan the fin %%hite titi
Od1e fate u' % .1. luîanl the .-tlht r y'uumîL

A godi anl ilver lad

At ttînes the young vý'e lîî..ke in wn
Thait %% as wetsintg fullly su -t i

Aid the iiother's hteartlt t ,Ieep an.l , ahi
For her joy u as lost 4amp11lete.

Thero was inanly a holy les-ont,
Interwoven witlh silent prayer,

Taught to her gentle, listening chiId,
As the two Mat spinintg tihe e.

" And ft all that I speak, my darling.
ion my older hemi and heairt,

Gotd giveth to le oneu lst thing to say,
And witih it thou shait not part

i< Thon wilt listen to many voices,
And, ah 1 that tis moust be I

The voice of praise and the voice of love
And the voice of flattery.

"But listen to Ie, mîy little one,
There's ene hing that thon slalt fear--

Let never a word to ny love be said
Which her nother may not hcar.

"No matter how true, mny dailing one,
Tle words may secm te thee,

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

"'If thou'kt ever keep thy yonng leart pare,
And thy nother's heart. from fear,

Brnmg ail that is said to theo by day
At niglt to thy inotlier's car."

A BOY'S FRIENDSHIP.
A Story of Boy Life in England.

CIlAPTER III.

AN EXCITIN1 SCENE IN CIIURCII

MEADoWs.

N speaking of the st-eam which
ran through the Church Mea-
dows, George Christie had not
over-estinated its attractions
fron 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.
At, 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-
prss without permission, for his mother
had always warned him against giving
way to temptation, reninding him
that "'the path of duty is the path of
safety."

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

The truth was, that this boy, Bill,
had in times past been only too ready
to do any odd jobs, nome not very
coditable, for the Squire's son.

HOME AND SCH00L.

" T wihsyer good monn.Maqter

Well, it isn'ît a goodbtl mormu1 îî i * and
P'm outt oIf sorts, so le-t's h.nýe il. mlore
of ytur iîking, i ye liea r

" Ail riglht, M lster Gecorg . No
of fecet, sin i.ly."

" I tay, Bill, you lknlow Franmk
Darreil l"

IRalher; w t of him Want any-
thin' doing 1'"

" Oh, not mctl. I e's got a decent
ishing-rod, and I quito forgot t'O ask
him to lend it me for a bit of sport
Il g4oiIg tio have to morrw evening."

" I'Il run antd ask him for 't, in a
jifley."

"No you woni't. Now lIook lire,
Bill ; can I ti-usit you to do a bit of
business fo- mie'?"

Well, Master George, yer knîow
we've bad dealings together, and I've
allers kep' it dark, and (lonie what's
wanted."

" Now listen to nie. T want yon te
go on the quiet to that shed in the
garden where Frank keeps lis rod,
and bring it to Ie."

It's a ticklish thing,1 Master
George, to do, yer know."

" What do you mnean 7"
" Why, if I was niabbed hviile get-

ting it, yer kntow, it might go hard
withi nie, like whien I got thein chick-
ens at Farimler Bassett's."

" And it served you riglt, you
young thief. But I'l take care of you
this time ; and, whel it's done, here's
t bright shilling fou youî."

The small, black eyes of Bill briglt-
i'nel at the sight of the silver, and he
faithfully promnised that iight te get
the rod, and that Frank should be
ntole the wiser.

Now, it so happened, that as Bill
was going back across the fields,
Frank met hin se suddenly that h'
turned crinison with the tlought of
the evil design lie hald 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, is that you? It seems a
long time since I saw you about here."

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

"I'n glad to hear it. Try your
best, Bill; and, above ail, ask God to
help youî te do what is riglut."

"I aiui't religious."
"That's a pity, Bill. I think if you

knew how much God loves yo, and
is willing te help you, your face would
look a bit brigiter than it does."

"Well, Master Frank, you wouldn't
look se if yon had'nt had nothin' to
eat for four or five honrs, like me."

"How's tý at, Bill V"
" Oh, it's nothin' perticular ; only

mother ain't got nothin' in the cup-
board, and I've no monuy in ny pocket
-not a blessed ha'penny-so that's it,
yeu see.'

"Bill, are you really in want of
something to cat?"

"Oh, never mind; if you thinks
I'n taking you in, I don't want ta
btg."o

uil go t n the words .i w i tiiii

'uilty, fir wallit litttl cnseiw l 114w

siote im w n hiiti lie renteimbi-ered liow
all rounidi the illage lie waî known as
living, not4t by his hamînis, but by hi-
gIlIb tongtie -oIg..giig r 1-ur-. Ilit

Frank puit aside t te i 'givinig lt fe'li
for thel monent, and hlievel the tale,
Iuttitg sixpellco in Iill's hand, and

paqseI 011 his way.
A grin of satisfaction caine ovel

the lad's face, and lie chuckled at the
thoughit of what he was going to do0
in taking the special treasture of the
tunistisIectinig Frank.

captain Starkie was net a hard
mlan, and, as a magistrate, no one in
the neiglhbourtlood cutild say that lie
was unkinidly sovere in his treatiment
of the culprits Who, from tiMlle to
time, came before him. His park was
not an extensive ene, but was thickly
*ooded on that side whicl lay nearest
to the old church.

David Grimsîtont, the ganekeeper,
vas walking across tin meadovs, ini

Company with his master, next day.
"IThe water at the foot of the trees

yonder looks well, Grimston."
"Yes, sir, full of fisi, I sihould say;

and when the gentlencn comne downl
to-norrow, they'll catch well, ill be
bound, sir-."

" I hope se. Keep an oye on th'
place, Grinston, and don't let any of
those rascally boys of the village poach
in the streai."

"Oh. no, sir. l'il have thema, you
may safely reckon, in a jiffley, if tley
comie prowling about here."

" That niglt, when the sun had set,
and it was just dark enougli te hide
the flowers in the grass, Grimston
took up his short whip, and thought
lie would take a turn round the
ieadows. Sweep-the black retriever

-junped up, and followed close at
his matster's heels.

They walked on through the grass
et with dew, and across the quiet

fields, over which a grey mist was bo-
ginnîing to gather, like a thin mantle
of sioke.'

Grimston was gnmoking his plie, and
his thoughts were far away, at a town
seme miles off, where, in a few days,
lie was to attend a sale (f horses 01
his master's behalf.

"I réyther faney1
t" III murmniured to

hiuself, "I rayther fancy the roani
mare will be the one-sBhe was a regu-
lar fine un, in ny opinion."

Sweep lad stopped short, and his
master almost fell over him.

" What is it, lad ?" whispered Grim-
ston.

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

" That's odd,"> meditated his master.
I shouldn't wonder if he isn't after
something. At any rate I'il go with
hlim."

Ail at once there was a rush and
scriamble in the thick brushwood on
the other side of the deep stream.
Sweep barked loudly, and tore his
*ay ta the water.

" let'tl hiin1 , lad ! G on, Su '
Th loîg hlitt taleni the wate, c'l;î

wa I tleding ipples and eddie tg, th
Ianii maknîg t he water lies't1 anJ
foîrge't-m' lnots dlance in their sleep.

i îmston's îick eye a-,ught a gio
t ryiig to escape in the shadows, tini,

ing uverythiig au ny in its teriuor.
Stop, you youing vagabond, fii

horsewhiip you when I cathlî yoit."
" And Griiiston, rm brin g il.

Captain's words, looked as thîotgl he
tuent it.

But thero was no voice, andi It
figure-that of a boy -hald got fai 1,
into the field, and w%%as running at tiepl
speed. GJrimiston knlew vver-y inhl of

the groind, and ran itckiy toîwn,
the old footbridgie to cut oil the io
rOtreat.

A few minutes more, and sweep-1,
had the trespasser by the leg-h i
master being just in time to call "If
the dog before much hari was do% .
But lhe was not to get oi scotfree.

"I told you what I'd givo you, and
you shalll have it."

In vain the lad expostilated, antd
tried to exphtin who lie was. (rim-
ston's telmper was fairly up, and lash
after lash of the whip crossed tihe
back of young Christie, for it was iv,

Then, taking hi by the collar, tie
ganekeeper dragged the boy bak to
the bushes, and made himîî colleet his
scattered things.

I" Was anybody aise here ?"
The lad iwts silent for a monent,

and then he saw in his craven mind a
chance.

"Well, lier's a rod-it isn't mine
-- so you mnay guess, if you like, wlho.'s
been here besides."

Grinston took it in his hAnd, lit
the light was too far spent for liim to
discern any special mark on it, so,
taking possession of it, withi other-
mnatters, including the cap of his pri-
sonuer, mîarked clearly inside with his
nane, he lot the boy go.

I But look here, yountg Christie, if
it hadl been onle of those rougit lads of
the village there would have been somne
excuse, but you ought to be aslhamied
of yourself for doing such a thing.
lowevern you've got a bit of punish-

ment, end I'il sue whuat the Captain
his to SAy to it to-morrow."

That night Grimuston told bis wife
all about the adveiture, and dwelt
specially on the fact that there wias
an acedmplice, who lad left lis rod,
and might prove the bigger rogue."

" Lt me look at it, Davie."
It was brouglit forth, and there,

under the light of the candle, could
be read the words, neatly carved,
"Frik Dart'ell, his i•d, 1869.'

The worthy couple stared, specch-
less, at each other in astonishimient
and dismtay.

(To be continued.)

CIrAnI'et is hever lost. It may nmect
with ingratitude, or be of no service to
those on whom it was bestowed; yet
it ever does a work of beauty and
graco upon the heart of the giver.
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