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Lost—A Boy.

Hjeavent from the otd home hearthstone,
Only six years ago,
A laughing, frollicking fellow,
It would do yon good wo kuow
Since-then we have not seen him,
And we say, with numeless pain,
The boy that we knew and loved s
Woe will nover sve again.

One bearing the nams we gave him
Comes homo to us to-dry,

Bus this is no¢ the dear fellow
W kissed and sent wway.

"Tall as the man he calls father,
With a man’s look in his face,
1s he who takes by the hearthstene

The lost boy's olden place,

We miss the laugh that made musis
Wierever the lost boy went;

This man kas & smile most winsome,
His eyes havo n grave intent 3

Wao know he is thivking and planning
His way in the world of men,

And we cannot help but love him,
But wa long for our boy again.

~ W are proud of this manly fellow

Wiio comes to take his place,

1Vish hints of the vanished boyhood
1p his earnest, thoughtiul faco;

And yot coniet back the longing '

** For the hoy we henceforth niuat miss,

AVlom wo sent away from the hearthstond
Toraver with a kiss,

A Looming Shadow.
A TRUE. STORY.

o doubt you will think this is fiction that I
am about to write, and I suppose when I tell you
abbut o very sad story, which happened when I

. way Hiving in a very pretty island,. about four

thousand miles from Montreal, Canada, you msy
say, “Why, that won't interest us 1 ’

But distance makes no difference. The tame is
taking place in Montreal every passing hour of the
duy, although some of us may not see or hear of
it, for this is a large oify ; but Brenton is o very
small place, and news spreads quickly.

The characters of whom I am about to write
acp still Jiving. Alas! but how 1 :

Years ago there was o very wealthy man, who
had a fine family of boys and girls. As soon as
his children became old enough to be taught, he
sent thom to England, thinking they would reoeive
bebter instruction than in their native land, al-
though there ars fine schools in the Island.

One of his sons, whom we will call Harry,”
was & good-looking Tellow, but very vain. Hix
father doted on him ; and, as he finished his eduea-
tion, gent and brought him liome; and instead of.
havipg him taught some profession, he filled his
pyrsg, allowed him every I?berby, and never checked
him jo his downward course. Very soon he be-
came ;wquainted with ‘bad companions, and, step
by step, Jie was drawn into the web of gambling
ang drinking, :

Saop the young man—who was once the pride of
his -home—ivas the skeleton of the household, but
ngy ope which could be draped out of sight by
hegvy enytains, or Jocked in a cupboard. Ah, nol
He was an everlasting source of sorrow to his
siglers, and a heart-rending grief to his young
wife. '

“Early in lifo he married a very pretty young
creature, and took her to a beautifully-furnished
home ; hut, sad to relate ! that fipe residence soon
became }paunted by o looming shadow, Yes, with-
jn. héy Dbeaugiful home the shadow of & drunken
husband reigned ! Her poor, young heart was
almost broken. Drink soon cleared the home of

all 1ty comforts, and left her with ouly the bare
walls. For to get drink he sold the articles, one by
one. Ho never worked—did not know how to do
s0, indeed

His father died in the meantime, and left him &
rich man, but the principal of his fortune he could
not touch—which was to descond at his death to
his children, of whom there were three —two sons
und one girl. Poor, neglected littlo things! who
would have starved if it had not been for thew
kind aunts.

Ac you can quickly imagine, no one associated
with them after the disgrace which had fallen on
them through the shameless conduot of their father.
He only received the interest of his noney, and in
a very short time every cent went in liquor.

They moved into o small house containng only
two rooms. The boys, when old enough, left their
home, and went out into the world. The younger
one, while trying to protect lis shrinking mother
from his drunken Father, veceived a blow which
chused him to lose the sight of one of his eyes.
They were often to be seen hovering around the
little shunty, trying to speak with the mother and
sister ; bringing them some help, and fearing lest
the father would drive them nway.

Day after day this poor, unfortunate man was
to be seen walking through the streets bavefooted
—the rags hanging on him, no hut on his head, his
hair dishevelled, while his whole appearance was
that of a sot.

Many were the efforts svhich wern mude to in-
duce him to sign the pledge, or ¢o reform in some
measure, but atl to o purpose—the raging demon
hiad complete wastery over his sinking soul. Yes!
it was sapping his life away ; decper and deeper
was he enticed into the -poisopous coils of the
deadly serpent ; lower and yet lower did he sink
into the fathomless depths of sin and misery. He
would turn o deaf car to sll who ware always on
the slert to give him a hand, and help him to rise
from his-evil surroundings. Satan had bim bound
fust in his chains, and only the powerful influence
of our Heavenly Father, who kent his Son Jesus
Christ our Saviour to ssve sinners, vould .rescue
this poor, fallen soul.

Perhaps some one may read this short story who
thinks it no harm to take a small glass of Jiquor,
and who, through friendship’s sake, will offer it to

Ahis or her friends,—then, my dear sister or dear

brother, I would warn you, ere it betoo Jate, boware
of the futal sip! Ove sip will give to them and
yourselves a taste for more, and may thus ruin a
homs and break the heart of some loving relative,
It will in time take the bread from the trembling

‘lips of starving children, poor little things, with

hungry eyes and shrunken forms.
Oh, reader! Is not your heart touched, and do

not the tears spring to your eyes, when you gaee on:

their pale, pitiful faces? Does not your heart bleed
when you behold these little ones running awuy
from their father the instaut they catch sight
of him; for the terrible reason that he is not hiwm-
self? ~Despised by his own family, who, fearing
him, shrink away into the remotest corners of thoir
miserable home ! ,

To return to our story, I must lead you to ono of
the principal streets. It is evening, and we take a
view of a magnificent home. Here resides Harry
Lacy’s sister, Mrs, Wenton, and to-night—being
her eldest daughter’s birth-night—it is celebrated
by a grand party. The rooms are all ablaze with
brillinnt lights, Sweet-scented flowers adorn the
several apartments,

The house is crowded ; from the broad verandah
sweet, melodious music floats out, and is borne
away on the wind. Gay, bright forms flit to and
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| fro. apphing laughter vesound? throngh he wide
halls  rieh vorwes peal forth joyous wmelodies; joy,
comfort, wenlth, sud prile reign within At tha
warden-gate, with wild eyes and unga*ly dress,
wo bohold the intovieated brother, Harry. He
halts, nnd bistens to the merry sonnds within.
Then, with his eyes fixed on the front -loor—
which hus been thrown open to admwit tho cool
breeze from the garden—-he totters up, swaying
from side to side; his long hair blown by the even-
mg wr, and his soiled and worn garuents hanging
in raga!  Yes, years ugo, this poor, degraded
mortal was once the pride of this very homel

Perhups through his beclouded mind rushed
visions of the past, which woeve impelling him to go
onward, and enter into the mirthful group, for—-
slowly but surely—! o tottored on. Step by step
he was gaining, without discovery. At last ho
veached the house, and, with his bare feet, walked
fnto their midst, und in o shaky, drunken voice,
he sang the two lines of thut grand old song:

< Rule, Britannin | Rule the waves,
Britous never shull be glaves 1

Ah1 poor, deluded wretch ! he was singing of
freedom, while he was tie greatest slave of all.

Sudden silence fell on the several groups. Some,
seeing this unsightly object, shivered, and turned
away in disgust;-while many of the young imen,
not being aware of the relationship between him
and their hostess, called out, * Asway with you,
drunken Harry Lacy!” while others, in jesting
tones, called him a slave.

Still standing, he looked around, and was about
to speak, when Mrs. Wenton’s sons and their groom
drew him by force nway. It was hard work to
struggle with him, but they got him down the
gtreet, o good way from the scene they had left,
ufter which they returnedl to their guests. Nu-
inerous wers the questions s to how they had suc-
ceeded which grested the young men as they en-
tered. ) ’

Most of the guests knew but too weil that this
poor, fallen man was Mrs. Wenton's brother, and
aceing the annoyance and shame stumped on her
pale face and trembling limbs, mustered their
forces together, in trying to drive away t” is gloomy
jpression which had intruded in their midst.
For awhile all secmed forgotten in the excitement
and pleasure. The supper was pronounced excel-
lent; but, alas! on that sumptuous table gleamed
the sparkle of the treacherous serpent. Wines
and champagne fiswed freely. One by one they
would sip the nauseous poison. Glass after glass
was drained,

Talk now of the poor brother who had been
rained by strong drink! Who ought to huve been
an example to hig sister to bid her drive the ser-
pent from her doors ; instead of which she smilingly
raises the poison to her lips, while her sons and
daughters and guests follow her example. Mean-
whils her husband, Mr. Wenton, could be seen
stretched on a low sofa, in & sideroom, lying in a
drunken slumber.

staggered back antil he once more upproached
the garden gate. Tottering on, he reached the
path leading to the house, when he stumbled nid
fell, and not being nble to vise, sunk into his
drunken stupor, from which he did not awaken
until next morning, when, st an carly hour, the
guests began to depart, *

Saunteving down the garden path, they were
astonished to behold their unwelcome visitor of the
ovening before, stretched on the gravel path at
their feot, Shuddering, and crying shaihe on him,
some of them rushed quickly by, nnd after being
seated in their carringes were driven quickly-hofié }

Harry Lacy, finding he was left ulone, slowly
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