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the presence of death and did not couie near
the house to sec hiim. This suited him very
weIl, for what good -,ould they do hini ?
Ro cared not to sec hemn; hoe had been
softened for the tin.e 1heing. Days passed;,
lie grew lonely. Once more he wvent to the
club. He rccived such a hearty wvelconie
that it wirs not long bofore hie went every
night, as odfore. But now there wvas some-_
thing cont.inually ringing in his cars: - i'll
wsait for 3 ou in heaven; I 'l wait fur you
in heaven, my son."

On.e evening, when theyr wero having an
unusually hilarious time, hoe suddenly rose
up and said, "Boys, IPm going home."

"Going home 1 What's the matter with
you ? It's only half-past ton o'clock."

"Nevertheless, P m going home; mother's
waiting for me."

"Yozir mother-your mother is dead."
"Yes; but she's waiting for me in hoaven,

and this kind of living will nover take ne
to heaven."

The joors of his companions had no effect
on him; hie was being drawn by a higher
power. They did flot know, they could flot
soe the golden thread of his mother's pray-
ers drawing him onward toward a higher
and a better life.

From that day he avoided his former
companions as much as possible, and froni
that day ho began a nohier and a botter
life. His path Nras not an easy one, and
of ton and of ten hoe was almost led away by
temptation, but the thought would corne to
hirm just in time to savo hlm, "She wvait-
ing for me; she's waiting for mie in heaven."
Thon hie would conquer, and in this way hoe
was helped ovor many a rugged path.

AU through lifo theisweetest and the sad-
dest w ords to hlm wore, " l'Il wait for you
in heaven; VU'1 wait for you in heaven, my
son. '.-Preshytorian Messonger.

FLEASE MEND IT.
"Oh, please mend the basin; please mend

it. I didn't mean to break it ! " and poor
littie Emma, on lier knees by the sofa,
poured out hier whole soul in this petition.
Thon she opened her eyos and looked round
te soo if the broken basin was rnended.

No; there it lay ail in fragments just
where she had dropped it, and she prayed
again.

"O0h, my Father, 1 dîdn't mean to break
the basin, and You can mend it ifYo
want to. Amen." And she looked round
again, bu, it still lay there unmended.

Thon the poor littie girl prayod once
more.

"Oh, please mond ýt. If you don't, mamn-
:na wvill know 1 took the sugar after sho
told me not to. Pleaso do makze it whole.
Amen." Again she loohed. But the basin
was brokon as bof oro, and sho rose fi-omi hier
knecs.

'There 1 1* won't pray any more, nover,
nover, nover ! Yoti hiateful old thing, stay
i)roken, if you want to !"And sho gavo
the basin a spitoful hick.

At that moment Emma's mother came
into the room. "Whiat ails my littie girl ?"
she*said. "Why, Enia I how came my
sugar-basin here, and broken, too ? Have
you l)Oen at the stîgar again ?"

'Buit I prayod about it," said Emma,
sobbing, "I prayed threo times. Why did
not God mend it ? You said Ho would
answer prayer. "

"My dear child," said hcr mother, "we
cannot escape the consequonces of our
wrong acts by asking God to holp us
cover them. That would really be praying
that Ho would holp us to decolve; and Ho
cannot do wrong. 'Lead us not into temp-
tation,' is a prayer that He dolights to
answer. Remember that the next time,
dear. "

Emmna has grown to ho a woman now,
but she has nover forgotten the losson of
that day.-Youing People's Paper.
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