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Teach Me Thy Way.
Tur dark comes down ere it be late ;
Tstand amid the shades and wait,
Not knowing whether left or right
Will bring 1ne to the open gate
Where I can pass to home and light.
0 God, with whom is endless day,
(tuide thou my steps ; teach me thy way.

I am alone. DBut, onward borne,
With weary feet and banners torn,
What hosts have travelled where I go,
Laden and lonely, weak and worn,
Whom thou hast made thy will to know !
Lord, be thus merciful to me ;
For as they cried, I cried to thee.

Bid the light shine ; and call me where
Thy presence fills the strengthening air,
And wisdom, justice, love, and peace
Make all thy world serene and fair,
And righteousness and joy increase.
This is the goal. But far [ stray;
Oh, bring me back. Teach me thy way.

The distant lights like beacons shine ;
The city they illameis mine ;

The friends I love are gathered there.
tive me thy help, O Guide divine,

For hope and faith are in my prayer ;
And morn will break and I shall stand,
At daybreak in my fatherland.

[n Prison ;md Out.

By the Author of * The Man Trap.”

Cuarrer XIV.—Mags, Linnerr’s LopaiNegs.

Joux DubpLEY went away with a heavier

heart than when he came to bring good news
of Roger. If one boy was saved, the other
seemed irretrievably lost. He knew too well
one inevitable result of sending boys to prison,
—-the forfeiture of their only wealth, the
wealth of a good name. If David came out of
jail neither degraded nor corrupted by contact
with confirmed criminals,—a thing he hardly
dared to hope,—he would still bear about
with him, at the very beginuing of his life,
the stizma of being a counvict and a felon !

Dudliey’s blood boiled and his heart ached
with mingled indignation and sorrow, as he
paced slowly along the narrow and dirty
street which had been at once David Fell's
school and playground. Scarccly a decent
man or woman met his eye, and his ear heard
oaths and speeches such as had been the
common language surrounding David from his
carliest childhood. Yet what had the boy
been guilty of? Untaught, untrained, with
no instruction bus the vile and coarse lessons
of a London slum, he had kept true to the
only faith he had,—his faith in an honest and
industrious father. He had striven to his
utmost to be honest and industrious, and he
had not failed. His crimes had been—begging
for his mother when she was dying of hunger;
and resenting—hotly, perhaps, but hravely—
an insult to his mother’s good name, when
that was maligned by the man who had
robbed her.

Misery and degradation and crime lay all
about Dudley as he turned homewards; and
for the moment it seemed a hopeless task to
endeavour to raise this dead mass of a city’s
lowest population from its ignorance and
savagery. And what if the law did not aid
him? If the best of these young barbarians,
yielding to his natural instincts, broke the
jaws he did not know, and was arrested by a
Christian people, not Lo be wisely and gently

dealt with, but to be set forevermore against -

society, every man's hand against him, and
his hand against every man, what chanee was
there for him and bis fellow-labourers to work
any deliverance?

John Dudley paced along the streets, deep
in thought, yet taking unconscious notice of
the groups of loafing, ill-fed, ill-clad lads who
thronged the causeways. He had known
hoys and girls under fifteen years of age sent
to jail for breaking down a rotten feuce; for
throwing a stone, and unintentionally break-
ing a window ; for snatching an apple off a
stall, or a penny loaf ontof a baker's shop
or for stealing & few turuips from a feld, and
a handful of corn from a sheaf. .

By and-bye his thoughts turned to old
Euclid. It was quite plain that he must move
away from his garret, now Blackett’s hatred
was 8o greatly provoked. DBut where must
he go1 Could nothing better be found than
that miserable attic, with its thin roof of
slates and lath-and-plaster ceiling, as the sole
shelter against the frosts and snows of winter
and the hot sun of summer? No wonder that
girl looked like a ghost, with her small, wan
ace, and emaciated frame! Could nothing

done for them ?

At last hin face brightened, and he turned

hastily southwards, towards the river. He
went on nearly to the docks, and then entered
a short and quict street. A fresh breeze hlew
up from the water, clgjlly enough this February
night, but giving promise of a pleasant air on
a summer's day.  He paused at a little shop
with miscellancous wares displayed in a bay-
window with small panes, and with a door
divided across the middle, the upper part of
which was open. As he pushed open the
lower part, a sharp little bell tinkled loudly,
and in an instant an clderly woman appeared
in the doorway of an inner room.

“I’m coming in, Mrs. Linnett,” he said.

The small kitchen beyond the shop was
scantily furnished with an arm-chair cashioned
with home-made patchwork, two Windsor
chairs, a table, and a kitchen piece, combining
a chest of drawers with a cupboard.  But the
walls were decorated with many cheap foreign
curiositics; and over the fireplace hung a
highly-coloured engraving of a three-master,
all sails full set, and four little black figures,
representing the crew, standing at equal
distances along the bulwarks. A burning
mountain im the distance, in a territic state of
eruption, and the intense biue of the sea and
sky, suggested the Bay of Naples. Under-
neath were the words, -* Barque Jemima ;
master, Thowmas Linnett.”

There was no light in the little kitchen,
except that of the fire ; but there was enough
to show the placid anl pleasant face of Mrs.
Linnett, though it was partially concealed by
a green shade over her eyes, John Dudley
smiled as he looked at her.

«] think DIve found you a little maid,” he
said, “and a lodger, if 1 pay a small portion
of his rent. He’s an honest old fellow, or I'm
much mistaken; and he gets his living by
selling water-cresses,”

“1ts a poor trade,” remarked Mrs. Linnett
tranquilly,

“ He's as poor as a man can be, and keep
off the parish,” continued Mr. Dudley ; *‘and
be has a daughter very sickly, who will grow
well and bappy with a little mothering such
as you will give her. And there's a strong,
bright girl, whom_ they have adopted, and
‘who is the little maid I spoke of.”

““Three of ’'em !” said Mrs. Linnett.

“You like to have plenty of folks about
you,” he answered persuasively; ““and by-
and-bye the elder girl will help you to keep
shop, and Bess will clean and scrub, and you
will be at leisure to be my Bible-woman,
You shall teach sick and miserable people
what you know about God ahd our Lord Jesus
Christ.”

“And them three,—do they kmow?” in-
quired Mrs. Linnett.

*“They know nothing,” he said. ‘ None of
them can read, and the old man has only one
idea in his head,—how he can keep off the
parish, and bury his children and himself in
cofling of their own. Try them, Mrs. Linnets,
Old Kuelid goes to the market every morning,
and Bess might still go with himn, and bring
back a basketful of fruit or vegetables for the
shop fresh every day. Only prowmise me to
try them.”

““You were pretty sure o’ that afore you
came in, Mr, Dudley,” she answered, with a
quiet laugh. ‘L conldn’t say ‘no’ to you, as
befriended me when Thomas Linnett died
away at sea. ‘Where would my twenty pounds
a vear ha’ been but for you? There’s the
front room upstairs, and a closet as’ll do for
the old man to sleep in, and Bess'll sleep with
me, I've kep' them for old shipmates o
Thomas Linnett’s; but they’ll find lodgings
close by, and my heatrt goes after those two

oung lasses as have everything to learn.
They’ll fill up my spare time when trade's
slack.”

““ How often is trade slack?” asked Mr.
Dudley.

““ Not as often as you'd think, sir,” she said
cheerfully. * Bein’ so handy to the docks,
there’s always some old mate or other droppin’
in as knew Thomas Linuett. They step in
here, or, if it's fine, they sit on the counter,
and we talk of old times on the Jemima ; and
most of ’em "ud spend more money in the shop
than I let 'em. Some of 'em leave their money
-with me for safety, and I've six or seven sea-
chests in my room to be took care of. So
there’s not so much slack tume for me as you'd
suppose,”

Old Euclid visited the new lodgings pro-
posed to him the next day; for there was no
time to be lost.  Some caution was necessary
in making the move, so as to leave noclue by
which Blackett could trace them. To make
sure of perfect security, the old hedsteads
once belonzing to Mrs. Fell were privately
disposed of, as well as the broken chair and
empty boxes. The rest of their possessions
were packed up, and stealthily conveyed
downstairs at four o’clock in the morning,
Fuelid's usual hour for being about; and a
band-truck, sent by Jolin Dudley, quietly
carricd them off.  Later in the morning,
Victoria, pale and trembling, descended the
familiar staircase for the last time, and,
-olinging to Wess, passed Blackett's apen doar.

He scowled at them as they went by, and
muttered an oath ; but he did not rise up to
follow them. When they had safely gained
the corner of the street, a cab took them up,
and set them down at Mrs. Linuett’s door.

One of the wany old shipmates who had
sailed in the Jemima with Thomas Linnett,
had papered the front room with a cheerful
paper of red roses, and had festooned the
window with strings of some foreign beans of
a bright scarlet. The old egg-shaped grate,
with high hobs, had been polished till it
glittered in the tirelight. Victoria’s bed stood
in the corner, ready-made ; and luclid’s was
also ready in a little closet opening at the top
of the narrow stairs,  Over the chimney-picce
hung an oval looking-glass, cracked across the
middle, which had once belonged to some
ship's cabin, and had found its way into Mrs.
Linnett’s possession ; and on each side of it
was a picture in black frame.  Victoria stood
on the threshold of this sumptuous dwelling-
place, gazing at it with wondering eyes, tll
she suddenly broke down into tears.

“Oh, it’s too grand!” she sobbed,
can never pay the rent here.”

“To be sure you can,” said Mrs. Linnett,
soothing her tenderly. ¢ And by-and-bye
you'll more than pay the rent, my dear, when
you are strong enough to help me in the shop;
and that won’t be long, my poor precious!
There’s the fresh breeze blowing off the river:
that'll make you strong.  And there’s me to
look after you, poor dear, that never knew
what it is to have a mother! And father’ll
be as happy as a king to see you picking up
your roses.  And there’s Bess—why she'll Le
as good as a fortune to me, 1 know; she'll
save my old legs and arms so. And it's a
mile nigher to the market ; and Bess shall go
and buy me apples and oranges and grecn-
grocery for the shop; and we'll sell all the
cresses as Mr. Lluclid brings home of an even-
ing. And vou'll see if he doesn’t more than
pay the rent!”

(To be continued.)

THE CHANGED COMPOSITION.
BY RUTH ABBOYT.

“Wnat is a forger, father 1" asked Har-
old Boies, as he looked up from his book one
night.

¢ A forger,” said Mr. Boies. ‘I never
hear that word without thinking of some-
thing that happened when 1 was thirteen
years old.”

“Just my age,” exclaimed Harold, all
interest in his book forgotten in his eager-
ness to hear one of his father’s stories.
‘Do tell me about it.”

Mr. Boies laid down his evening paper,
and turned with a sober face to his son.

¢ Harold,” he said ‘it is something I
have wished for years I could forget, but I
suppose I never shall.  You know, I was a
mischievous lad and was happiest when
playing all sorts of pranks; but the only
really serious result of my sport occurred,
as I said when 1 was about your age. My
mother never sent my sister and me to
public school, but she taught us herself
until we were prepared for college. One
winter my little cousin Jennie was sent to
our home in the sunny South, hoping the
warmer climate would benefit her, for she
was a delicate child of ten.  She and sister
were such good friends that 1 began to
think that Mary was learning to love Jen-
nic better than rhe did me, and 1 can
remember how angry 1 used to feel, and
how, in many ways, [ teased that poor
child.

“One evening mother had us all hand in
our compositions.  For over two weeks we
had toiled over the task, and at last it was
ended. Mother was to look them ever be-
fore school-time next morning, when we
were to meet and read them. Oursubjects
were a great secret, and no one was te
know anything about them till the morn-
ing they were read.  So, when the papers
were inomother’s hauds we were eager for
the tinme to come so we could hear the
“stories,” as weealled them. That night, I
can't tell how it ever happened, but { must
have been just wicked. 1 slipped down to
wother’s desk in the school-room and found
she had left the compositions just where
we had-put them. I took sister’s and Jen-
nie’s, and went back to my room.  Noone
heard me, and 1T didu't stop to think how
bad wy plan was. Anyding to annoy
Jennie was all | scemed to eare about.

T could imitate handwriting anusaally
well, so I deliberately copied sister’s comi-
position in Jeunic’s handweiiing, sirned
her name to it, and then pat all the papers
back on mother’s desk as they had been,
except Jonmie's own, which- [ hid. At

“We

school-time next morning we three met

mother, who had read over our work. She
seemed sober and quite unlike herself, and
the girls did not understand what was the
matter, but I guessed she would have some-
thing to say about Jennie’s fraud.

¢ Sister’s story was about something that
had happened in our home before Jennie
came to us, so Jennie couldn’t possibly
have known about it, yet there was her own
handwriting and all. Mother talked long
and earnestly about the wickedness of de-
ceit, of defrauding others, and how such
sins led to forgery in business and great
crimes and sorrows, Even now I can see
how Jennic looked, her face growing white
as she clasped her hands and said, ‘O
auntie, truly I didn’t do it. That isn’t my
story at all.”  Oh, it was terrible. Well, to
make a long story short, Jennie went to her
room sobbing, and when she didn’t come to
dinner, mother went after her. She found
Jennie in a high fever, tossing on her bed
and crying in her delirium, ¢Oh, I didn't
do it. It wasn’t mine.” She was sick a
long while, and for a time we fearcd she
would die. I can't tell you how 1 felt. It
was too dreadful. Of course [ couldn’t
stand it, and when Jennie was be‘ter and
could talk, mother told her how it hap-
pened, how sorry T was, and how T wanted
to ask her forgiveness.  The dear girl held
out her thin, white hand as I went into her
rooin, and hefore I could say a word she
said : ‘It’s all right, cousin, don’t worry ; !
and then with an attempt to cheer me up,
she added, *You'll make a nice forger
when you're a man.” T can remember just
as well as if it happened only yesterday,
how I answered her with a single word,
*Never.” She laughed at my vehemence
and declared ‘ That word must weigh a ton,’
but to m it was no joking matter then.
Ever since 1 have had a horror of copying
anything that would in any way defraud
another, or wrong my own sense of justice.”

When Mr. Boies had finished his story
and turned to finish reading his evening
paper, Harold sat for some time quietly
thinking. His active counscience recalled
several examinations in school where he
had not been strictly honest. He thought
of the essay he had paid another boy to
write for him, and how deceitfully he had
handed it in asg his own. At last, when he
had made the firm resolution to be true to
himself, no matter what happened, it sud-
denly occurred to him tLat he hadn’t
spoken to his father since the story was
finished. He simply said, ‘‘Father, I'm
glad you told me that story.” Mer. Boies,
with rare tact, smiled but said nothing, for
he knew Harold’s carnestness meant a new
determination not to be a * forger.”—
Junior Herald.

JUNIOR LEAGUE WORK.

Tur interest in work for the children by the
League is the chief feature of our Epworth
movement to-day. The rise of Junior Leagues
israpid. They are found now in every part of
the country, Thisdepartment does a work not
attempted by the Sunday-school. [t fills a
hitherto unoccupied place. It is a fitting
supply to a greal demand. We give at this
time a few instances of successful junior
work :

Mrs. Luther Freeman writesin this interest-
ing way:

“QOur Junior League has a membership of
forty-five. 'The meetings are held Tuesdays
at the close of school. Torty badges have
been sold.  We have no age limitations what-
ever. Our meeting opens with singing and
reciting in concert either the first or twenty-
third Psalmn, the Apostles’ Creed or a verse
containing the twelve Apostles. After the
roll-call the leader gives a little talk, some-
times about some Bible story or some incident
of the week., IFollowing this are the testi-
monies of the children and then a prayer ser-
vice during which all kneel. Many of the
Junior Leagne are here beginning to pray pub-
liclv.  The last few minutes before closing
the programme varies. e often have some
one take a Bible character, and by questions
we seek to tind out who it is. Some days we
Lave a story read or a piece spoken, and after
our secretary’s report is read, our new mem-
Lers recognized and our various committees
heard from, we close with singing.”

Tuere is a Naw England woman whose
pastor recently asked after her health,
lier reply was: “1 feel very well, but
I always feel bad when I feel well, because
I know 1 am going to feel worse afber-



