
T[HE EXPOSITOR 0F HOLINESS. 2

Site stayed that thouglit and looked at in.
"They say hie hiasn't a very pleasant

,home,»"erfiected the teacher. 1I pity 1dm!
Sitave a great mmid to "

Site hiesitated agyain.
There are moments whien heaven seetis to

-descend upon oui' human. hearts, and it
presses theni to action. XVe should be
like iron on the earth side, %vhcen it is the
tempted side, but towvard heaven let schere
be a door ever ajar, swinging readily on its
hin<ves.

Alice yielded. She stcpped up to Oharlie,
laid lier baud upon him, said gently, sympa-
thetical]y, IlCharlie, don't forget the lesson!1
Do-do-"»

Suddenly, site wvas enîbarrassed. Why,
she expectcd to flnd it very easy to make an
appeal to, Charlie. It hiad been easy in the
class. Then, she talked officially. Now,
zirged by a profound persoizal interest ini
this boy's sou], site w~as trying to influence
him. Site continued to stammer, IlDo-do
-do-"J

The next wvord would not conte. Almost
eaucily, grinning as hie spoke, «lie replicd,
c"Do whvlatl"

His rudeness hurt lier feelings. Sie
Nvas ini no mood for hanter. Site was very
seriously in earnest. The tears camne into
.ber eyes, and wvith thcm -%vords came also.

IlChiarlie - 1l wanted - to tell you - I
wisbed -you would make -Christ your
Refuge."

"Lid try once," lie sulkily replied.
"Do it-again- "

Site wvas crying nowv so that she could only
£ob. IlOnly-trust-Himi."

Shie could say no more, but hurried ont
into the storm that seerned to rage harder
than ever. Sie wvas overwhelmcd with too
violent emotions to notice any details of the
storin, or she would hiave seen that, the river
-%as swollen angrily by a freshet. Site would
.have noticed, too, that Charlie hiad taken
the street leading to the bridge crossing the
-river.

That very afternoon ail thîe twn wvas vio-
Iently disturbed by the tidingQ that the
bridge bad been swvept away. Something
ýelse ;vas rcported. An older brother of
Alice brougbt the sad news.

"IAlice," ho said, looking up eagerly as lie
.entered1 the bouse, lus cheeks flushed, bis
eyes flashing, "lAlice, bad-news! They say

<Jbrle-Alîrof ~asgoing-across the
bridge wben it-Nvas carried--a-vay-"

"And bie wasn't drowned?
"They say lie - was - rescued - but

Iammed betwveen the tinibers.."

"O, y poor Oliarlie' I must g~o to hlm
now." b

Yes, rescued after thîe fashion of a ship
that lias reachced thîe shiore, but lies not in a
liarbor, only on the beach, brîiiscd, battcred,
hope'essly torii by thîe mangling breakers.
Alice could îîot sec lier seliolar. "lShe must
wývtit," said thîe doctor.

Wlien lie liad his moments of conscious-
nese, Charlie fastened his eyes on his inother
and said: Teaclîer-told-me to tî ust-
1{imn."

"lWould you like to sec bier, Clîariie'h"
askect 1 is motiier.

le nodded his head.
WVlen Alice camne at bis bidding site was

shockzed to sec the qbadow of the end that
wvas darkeningy bis face.

But there came a lighît into it.
"lTeacluer - you - told - ite,» be spoke

slo'vly, 'vearily, gaspingy for breatlî-" to
trust IIim-only-trust H-im-and I arn
trying---hop-1-do -trust 1-liin." As
lie spoke lie looked up, reaclîed up) his bands,
sntiled, and wvas gone! fIe lîad taken bold
of thîe tender hands wvounded for our salva-
tion, and let dowvn aloîîe for our grasping.
Hie had died, clinging.

Wliat wvas the feeling la Alice Farnbam's
heart as she recalled tie experience of her
after-school talk wvith Chai-lie 'I

Iii that montent wben ail thinge buman
wcre swept awvay as a refuge, wvhcn thîe
tbings sure and divine were grasped, did
that Sunday-school teacher regret those
wvords of faithful, affectionate pleading v
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$ALVATION OF A GAMBLER.

Sec ini yonder room a godly mother on
her dying bcd and biear lier pleading tonies.
Site says, IlO01, Thomas, Thomas, the doctor
bas been here, and says tlîat I am soon to
die. If you wvere only a Christian, Thomas,

could die lhappy. If you would give up
gmbling and drink, and repent of your

sins and believe on the Lord Jesus Christ,
%vho loved you and died for you, then I
slîould die hîappy."

"«Mother, if you do not stop talking to
me in tlîis wvay, I ;vill tbrow this knife at
your bcad." She continued to plead with
him wvith tearful tenderness. Thîis only en-
raged in ail t'le more, and at last in a fit
of passion lie dashied the k-nife at bier bead,
and as lie flew out of thîe room be said, I
'will neyer darken your doors again," and
wvent away to the Liverpool docks and wae
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