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turned eagerly to his compa.nion, lie saw a
tear, a real, swelling, boyish tear,,trickling
down the young man's cheek.

'O OClif! ' was ail the poor fellow coud
say, his voice was so choked by rising sobs.
How different it all looked ta him now !
What an Ingrate lie had been, ta think for
a moment of being ashamed of his dear old,
devoted father, and putting him aside- ln
selfish contempt ! *What a contrast between
the filial picture Clifford Hill had drawn,
out of his loving, sincere heart, and the
picture Percy had Imagined, of his disap-
pointed, grieved father kept In the back-
ground, or conducted ta the exercises- by
another student, while the unworthy son
took lis pleasure ln the society of a coin-
parative stranger, and strove by pitiful
subterfuges to avoid confessing the familly
relationship !

Clifford ill accompanied lis friend
across the campus, wisely saying nothing,
but keeping his sympathetic arm across
Percy's heaving shoulders.

'God bless you, Cliff ' said Percy, tremu-
lously, as they parted. 'You have preach-
ed me a living sermon that l'Il never for-
get !

He went up ta his room, and faund his
tired father asleep ln the luxurlous easy
chair, the very chair he had given Percy on
the young man's last birthday. Reverently
and tenderly the son touched his lins ta the
old man's thin white hair. Then he slip-
ped away and went over ta Miss Brown's.

'1 tell you I neyer had such a good.time in
my life ! ' declared Mr. Tuttle on his re-
turn home. 'Percy just laid himself out ta
make me proid and happy,-ntroduced me
ta the president, took me ta all the goings-
on, brought his friends in to see me, had me
eat with his chums at the club-house, and
almost cried when I told -him lie was the
best and faithfullest boy a father ever had.
You were always right about Percy, ma.
He's bound ta bec something extra,-eitner
president of the United States, or president
of the University and Stale Agricultural Col- t
lege, I don't know which.'

A Psalmn for New Year's Eve. t
Oh, Niew Year, teach us faith! t

The record of life is hard;
When our feet bleei, and scourging winds

us scathe,
Point thou ta Iim whose visage was

more marred
Than any man's; who saith, 'Make straight

paths for your feet,' and ta the
oppressed,

'Come ta me, and I will give you rest.'
Yet hang saine lamp-like hope

Above this unknown way, r
Kind year, ta give our spirits freer scope, nAnd our hands strength ta work while It

is- day.
But if that way must sIope

Tombward, oh, bring before our fading
eyes h

The lamp of life, the hope that neyer
dies.

o
Comfort our souls with love-

Love of all human kind;
Love, special, close, in which like sheltered

dove a
Each weary hoart its own safe nest may u

find;
And love that turns above CI

Adoringly; contented ta resign
All loves, if need be, for the love divine, m

aiFilend, come thou like a friend,
And whether bright thy face

Or dim with clouds we cannot comprehend ' <We'll hold our patient hands, each ln his
place,

And trust thee ta the cnd,
Knowing thou leadost onward ta those

spheres
Where there arè neither days nor months ta

nor years.
--Dinali Maria 31ulock. p

The New Leaf.
'Oh, yes, I know the New Year. l'il tell

you all about It It's a' good time ta "tuira
over a new leaf," dear children.' l'il just
tell you wbat I think, fellows. This anni-
verzary business is a clear humbug! If
you have a bii-thday or any other special
day, It's a good time ta turn over a new
léaf. I'm sick of that new leaf. They
began about it when we were little kids,
and have kept it up ever since. It's a plain
picce of paper just like the old leaf, and
you'll write on it just what you've learned
ta write on anything.'

They were five boys on a street corner af-
ter Sunday-school, The volable and ener-
getic speaker was perhaps sixteen years old.
The others, s6mewhat younger, were stand-
ing in various attitudes, every one of them
,with the comfortable atmosphere of home
and care about him.

'How old must a "kid" be before lie ceases
ta improve in writing ?' asked a quiet voice
behind them. It was their, pastor; but
they loved him, and wcre not afrald of him.

'Fellows get tired of the same thing year
after year, sir,' said Carl, the spokesman.

'Food, for instance? or, perhaps,.clothes.
'Well, of course, you know I mean exhor-

tations and-and-nagging.'
The pastor planted his back' against the

lamp-post, and looked at them with the
earnest, kindly eyes they all knew sa wéll.

'I .heard one of you say that before an-
other year lie would conquer those parallel
bars.'

The pastor looked nowhere in particular,
so lie did not sec Carl's quick color.

'I beard another say lie hoped '87 would
find hlm in college. Ah, my dear boys, it
s not the anniversary, or the hopes and
lucsticns that trouble you, It is the "spi-
ritual things," It is the unspoken wish to
ise the muck rake, like the man in Bun-
yan's 'Pilgrim's Progress,' groveling in the
hings about you, and never looking up.
3oys, throw away that muck-rake! ' .

And without another word the pastor left
hem, and they went ta their homes. Is
hat a muck-rake ln your hand?-American
>aper.

The Minister's Son.
(By the Rev. Alfred Rowland, LL.B.,

B.A., ln 'Sunday Companion.')
o

He was the son of a well-known minister. o
black-haired, briglit-faced lad-up ta any a

art of fun, and popular among lis com- t
ades. In business, however, where I first o
et him, lie always kept an eye on the
ain chance,, and, ta use a more recent a

hrase, was decidedly 'pushfiul' In our w
mail debating society he was a leader, for la
c was ready of speech, while many of us h
oundered hopelessly through sbeer nerv- le
usness.
For years I lost sight of him, and occa- re

.cnally wondered what had become of him st
nd other boy companions. My eyes were ce
nexpectedly opened. One night at a social
athering held ln connection with my ho
hurch, a well-dressed, gentlemanly-looking h
an made his way ta me through the crowd re
id abruptly askod me if I remembered a:
im. I was sorry ta confess that I did tu
ot. l
'Why,' said he, 'don't you recollect -- in

- ?
'To bc sure, I do,' said I. And then, with br
warm handgrip, I added: TIm glad indeed ob

meet you again, and see that you have ea
cspered.' ru
'Yes, I chould rather thil I have; but sa:

I. don't suppose you Vould quite approve of
ny line, because you are a parsoni. The
fact is, I'm a professional bookmaker. A
few weeks ago I came to 'live in
House'-mentioning one of the largest in
the neighborhood., 'I'm afraid that I'm not.
quite one of your sort. I doii't go ta
church or chapel myself, but I like my cli-
dren la go, and have applied for sittings in
your place because they seen ta have taken
a fancy for IL'

'After wIbat you have told me I must
withdraw.my remark,' I said looking him
straight in the eyes. 'You have not "pros-

-pered" as I hoped.'
He brbko out inti a merry laugh, and

thon told me how it was that lie had taken
to the turf. ln brief his story was this:

When in a London warehouse a sweep-
stakes was got up among the young fe1-
lows there. As le did not like to be out of
arytbing .going on, he joiled in it. Unfor-
tunateiy for himself, lie won a considerable
sum of money. From that time le betted
frequently, and wI.th'considerable success.
He made himself familiar with the sport-
ing papers, and with sporting men, secured
tips from those 'in the know,' and again
and again was put on a 'good thing.'

Then le thren up his humdrun ware-
house life, went in for the chances of the
turf, and soon won a reputation for smart-
r-ess and success among the b6tting frater-
nity. For several years he lad lived lay-
ishly, and was evideitly flush of money
when I saw him.

A few months passed, and then came the
inevitable crash, Luckr, as hie would call
it, went against him. With starding sud-
denness his creditors were down on his fur-
niture. and belongings, and ·he suddenly
and mysteriously disappeared.

I could find no trace of him or of lis
family, and those I inquired of told me,
with a grim smile, that they probably had
better reason for mourning his lss than

had. He had completely gone out of
ight, as many another has donc ln the
vhirlpool of London life.

It was nearly a year before I heard any-
hing more of the sequel. Unknown ta
ne, le applied for help ta certain good
riends of his and of mine, and they, with

kindness which is more often displayed
han pessimists believe, had raised a sun of
ver three hunucked pounds for the benefit
f his children. This they refused ta make
ver until ho,had most solemnly promised
hat he would not risk a single penny of It
n the turf.
Alas! the old habit proved too strong for
man who had spurned the grace of God,
hieh alone could have made him victor-
us. Ho argued with hinself that with
is past experience al professional know-
dge, he might quic- y transform , the
undreds into thousands, and ho doubtless
esolved that if he did succeed he would
art in some honest business with the pro-
eds.
He put his money on a certain harse, and
st every penny of the suin contributed for
s children in less than a fortnight after
ceiving it. A few weeks Inter, lie died in

obscure lodging, utterly bare of furni-
re, surrounded by starving children, and
fore any of us heard of it le was buried
a pauper's grave. It Is no wonder that

me. Of us who have such terrible incidents
ought. before us, ln the sphere of our own
servation, should protest ln desperate
rnest against the gambling mania, which
ined hlim and threatens the ruin of thou-
ndas,


