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u’yo“ l":}'lﬂ & chance, my brothers,
fo ig 5 0 are strong and true
 For y: full of blessing ’

W theq:’h and such as you.
Hs'in“ ov. ave been hurt and hinder'd

Sirloog, er they saw the light,—

Have s: of family folly

orched their lives like a blight.

GiVQ
Th::l:T & chance, my brothers,
Q ) or ads of city and town,
eedlsunen' or reckless,
Somg ofe:; of smile or frown,—
8 Some of em worse than orphan’d,
Ome of tlhthem pampered and spoiled,
oir em only cureless,
Young lives yet unsoiled.

Give th

Th
POSS i

em a chance, I pray you,
?SZ Younger broth}érs of ours,
ron men of genius,
Open %o‘md resources and powers.
ith them life’s pathways,
Show th‘vm‘thy goals in view,
1 them the way to the higher
ey may be and do.

The
T ;tOO, are made in God’s image,
‘X‘Gasly , too, are bright and strong,

" ires of unstamped bullion,—
« UhrWhom shall the coins belong!

| 15t and the Church ”’ demand them,
Wi e Devil ¢laims them too,

o shall decide the question?

Y brothers, it is you.

Jesus, the Elder Brother,
“ ;rpeuks to your hearts to-day,
‘hese are my lambs, go feed them,
Ere they wander far away.”
¢ asks of you but their birthright,
A place in the march of life,
e chance in the game for their innings,
Fair play on the field of strife.

.
()l’}e them a chance, my brothers,
Lith_ese lnds so bright and brave;
2 1s oo short for waiting,
On tdstcn that you may save.
Ti?l the rescue ! stay not,
Thesq illl through our lovely land,
Ay ads from the streets and highways
. e saved by the work of your hand.
h“ﬁdwhen the game is ended,
Whey, the last long march is done,
ndthe battle of life is over,
Thege 1:.}()18 well-earned victory won,—
Wil !hs, amony Christ’s ransom’d,
“Crow out, with hearts atlame,
A n these, O Lord, with ylory,
Tor y saved us in thy name.”
°nt’°: Ont.

The Wongg Boy in the Town.

4 CANADIAN STORY,

BY

Florence Yarwood.

CHAPTER IX.
IN TROUBLE AGAIN.

’ G«
'Eh m;‘::e ills we seo—
be dup B:H‘FB of sorrow, deep and long,
The a igma of permitted wrong—
his ytpans L one key ;
All g, schoﬁ‘f;“d world is
an
. ovc:r:nd Change his love shall gladly
ule.” Harergal.

N
Bop, & few
*li(:b Piereed?‘y' the talk of the town was that
ay “‘} Poare, 1ad suddenly and mysseriously
Rht o5 110 and no one seemed to know

but our Father’s

J s wi
te %‘ he tereabouts.
li@?f .\2;‘1.{%11 this. but he thought but lit-
if he thought at all it was with &

g of rely

lafrt‘hn e:::f to think ghat the fellow who had
Oshe tow:ted him unkindly had actually

the be dly .

hajg y2h, 'y

L1 ] .

“l,l:'pici ns 8n fishermen, and
« au%,:ﬂ_ces and odd gestures,
ey say, JHf’U ovf their conversation.
v T 'f“hlmg,” called” out one of the
S as Jack got opposite them,

“iy ere w)};::l-h“;l},“s where he is?” )
tepy, Y Boh, },l.s' asked Jack, in surprise.
ierce, of course!” was the

soom after, while walking along
ack passed by a group of rough,
he saw by their
that he

\Ig;‘ Wh&h
ko tdolk : )
"y lé‘na'.',““Zeln:SX about him ? ? demanded

Sad
d one of the men, ‘‘a great

- opinion i8 that you

— —

many people think you know & 1ot about it,
gince you were last seen with him.”

Jack stood motionless, staring at them in
blank astonishment, not comprehending the
drift of their remarks in the least.

The men laughed at his amazement, and
one of them tauntingly remarked :

<« He looks innocent enough, now, don’t he?
How easy it is to pretend !

« What do you mean?” t
beginning to get Very angry.

hundered Jack,

¢ Why, just this,” said one of the men
poldly. ~ “Bob Pierce has suddenly and
he was last seen

mysteriously disappeared ; v
with you, the both of you were just ready to

get in a boab. Now people all know that you
were not good friends, and the common
got into another quarrel
while out in the boat, and you got so angry
that you chucked him down to the bottom of
the lake. You have & little temper, you

koow,” said the man, meaningly.
Yes, Jack had a little temper—in fact &
roat deal of it, and he was now 8o angry
that the men drew back in fear. 1

X3

“Itsalie!” shouted Jack fiercely.
¢ is at the bottom of

has been the torment of my

life, but I never put him there 1”
Jack was too angry to0 weigh his words or
care what he said.
« Be careful, young man 1” said one of
them. ““The authorities are gathering evi-
dence, and if they find suflicient against you
they will arrest you, and such remarks will
pot, be much in your favour.”
T don't care what 1 say 17 foamed Jack.
« T was not with Bob Pierce in the boat that
afternoon, at all.”
« Where were

quesnion.
«] was in the woods, sound asleep,” said

you then?” was the next

Jack.

« What a slick story !” laughed one of the
men, scornfully. *¢ And who will prove that
you were there 2

And Jack’s heart sank within him as he
remembered that there was no one at all to
prove thig —no one but the flowers, the stately
trees, and the silvery stream, and they were
all suchsilent witnesses—they would notspeak
either for or against him.

«Tgke my advice, young man, and skip
out of here as quick as you can. Everything
looks against you, and they’ll have you
arrested in o few days,” said ope of the men.

« T ghall stand the consequences, whatever
they may be,” said Jack, walking proudly
away.

As ke passed through the streets bhe was
aware that many people cast strange, sus-
picious glances at him. 1t had been hinted
all over the town that he knew more about
Bob Pierce’s disappearance than anyone else,
and public opinion was strongly against him
—_not that people thought that he would wil-
fully do such & dark deed—but they kunew
what a terrible temper he had, and they sus-
pected that he had been too angry at the
time to know what he was doing.

When he entered Miss Grey’s both Mildred
and her father were 80 atartled at the look on
his face that they sprang to their feet with a
cry of alarm, for he was still so angry that
his face was a8 white as death.

« Jack, what i8 the matter?” they both ex-

claimed.
heard that Bob Pierce has sud-

<« Have you )
denly and mysteriously disappeared ? Well,
pecause 1 wus last seen with him, and know-

ing we had not been very good friends, they
hink I got in a temper with him about some-
thing, and threw him into the lake,” said
Jack desperately-
¢ Both his Ksteners turned very pale when
they became awareé of the serious nature o
the crime their young friend was in dangetr of
being charged with, and Mr. Grey anxiously
gaid :
« Bat surely, Jack, there is not enough
evidence against you to warrant an arrest? ?
«] think there is plenty,” said Jack.
« Everything looks against me; no one will
pelieve in MY innocence but you two. And
it will comfort me 2 little if you will assure
me that you believe me when 1 tell you tlm}’;
1 know nothing of Bob Picree’s whereabouts.
«\We do believe vou.” said both Mildred

Mr. Gre earpestly.
aut]‘ i[ll:upc I'Ye’ i» ab tl{e bottom of the lake,
for he has been the torment of my life!” ex-
claimed Jack, fiercely 3 < but ] never put him

g2 . .
th“E‘NI:Iush, Jack, hush !” said Mildred gently.
« Don’t you know that such remarks would
go very much agninst yoth were they to get

n‘t‘.I can’t help it, Miss (irey; you can’t
imagine how much that feldow has tormented
me ! and I firmly believe that the trap 1 have
ot into now is One of his own planning.

And Jack told his friends how hard he had
urged him t0 accompany hin for & boqt-rlde,
< [t looks very muc like it,” paid Mr.

thonghtfully.
Gr‘e‘y}'iut);‘;% wereyin the woods all that after-

9 »

noon,” said Mildred, eagerly. «Can't you
think of some way of proving that you were
there?”

««No, Miss Grey,
own word for it, an
1 told the men where
but they only Jaughed at me.
that it does sound like & made-up story,
it ia not.”

«Rut, Jack, can’t you think of anyone
who might have seen you either enter or come

out of the woods?” said Mildred, anxiously.

¢ Yes, my boy,

1 have nothing but my
d it isn’t worth anything.
1 was that afternoon,
I am aware
but

» gaid Mr. Grey, ‘“if you
can just prove that you were there that after-
noon, you will have no more trouble.”

« T don't think a single soul saw me, and [
can’t prove that I was there,” said Jack,
gloomily. It sounds exactly likea made-up

story.”

CHAPTER X.
A HEART AT REST.

«s There is no ruined life beyond the smile of
heaven,

And compensating grace

given.

« Tr was & late hour that night when the
three dispersed to their various rooms for the
night. hey sat up trying to think of some
way of helping Jack out of his trouble; but
all the planning they could think of amounted
to naught. They felt that the only thing
that would clear him would be to prove that
he was asleep in the woods that afternoon;
but if no one saw him how could they prove
it? And when at last they geparated for the
night they were still deeply puzzied.

Jack felt that it was impossible for him to
sleep with such a terrible weight on his mind,
20 he put out his light and sat by the open

window.

Tt was & clear, beautiful night, and softly
the silver moonlight rested on the silent
town—all was restful, calm and still, while
Jack’s heart was well-nigh broken with 1ts
weight of care and anxiety. Toknow he was
innocent and yet not be able to prove his in-
nocence—how torturing the thought !

He fancied to himself how trying it would
be—if the worst came to the worst—to stand
rowded court-room and tell them
that he was asleep in the woods that after-
noon ; how they would all laugh at him, and
call it a made-up story.

And another thing which would help to
condemn him was the fact that he was con-
sidered to be the worst boy in the town. He
was continually getting Into some racket—
gometimes it was his own fault, sometimes it
was someone else’s- - mostly the latter.

The more Jack thought of his awful posi-
tion the more dejected he felt over it.  His
anger was all gone now, and in its place was
a feeling of heart-broken sorrow-—a feeling
that life and the future were quite beyond

his endurance.

« T certainly canno
himself, in bitterness of heart,
up into the starry sky above.

And the atars whispered back these sweet
words of Divine consolation to him :

«Like as a father pitieth his children, so
the Lord pitieth them that fear him.”

¢ Ag one whom his mother comforteth, so
will I comfort you.”

«Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace
whose mind is stayed on thee, because he
grusteth in thee.”

« Jome unto me all ye that labour and are
heavy laden, and I will give you rest.”

All these consoling promises flashed through
his mind one after the other, and, with a
heart yearning for help and comfort, he ex-
claimed :

« Oh, my Saviour, I feel ashamed to call
upon thee now in my greatest need—and yet
1yet I feel that I cannot bear this awful
orrow unless thou dost help me !
1 beseech thee to blot out all my transgres-
gions, and take my life——my miserable life—
into thy dear keceping for evermors !

And while he was yet speaking, his prayer
was answered. A great peace, such as the
world cannot give, neither can it take away,
crept into his heart, and it geemed to him
that the loving, tender face of the Savieur
smiled down upon pim from the starry sky
above.

He was surprise
had never dreamed
and joy would be his, or
this resting-place long, long ago-

Alas, how Jitlienly 16 08 o make unsaved
people understand how great is the joy of
abiding in Christ ! Heorts would turn to the
Saviour much quicker if they but fully com-
prehended it.

Jack no longer dreaded the future. With
Chvist, the Royal Prince of heaven, on his
side, what mattered it to him how many
were against him ?

He wenb to bed and siept peacefully, and
when he awoke next morning and 8AW the
sun shining in his room he felt that it could

for every loss is

t bear it!” he said to
as he looked

—an
weight of 8

d at his own happiness ; he
| before that such peace
he would have souglht

not be compared with the sunshine in his
heart.
. When he went down to the dining-room his
ace was 50 joyous and peaceful i
face was 20 p ul that Mildred

“Why, Jack, what has ha

, , ppened? H

you tl:o\i’ght_of some way out of your troublzz":

¢ No,” said Jack, ** but I have found rest—
thi re?b ?J(Iild ;f)ea;e that Jesus gives, and I am
not afraid of the future no i
Hildper et w, with such a

ildred was too overjoyed to speak i
& ; whil

Mr. Grey s;'a:xd, ““Let us kneel a.gd give G:)s
the praise,” and very earnest and touchin
was ghe prayer that followed. .

“You gee,” sad Jack, “I felt that
couldn't bear my life alone, so in my grel:tes{
need I appealed to Christ to help me and he
has lxalen so merciful.” ¢ ’

“ All of us can truly say that. Heh
not dealt with us after our sins, or rewear:(tel(;
us after our transgressions,” said Mr. Grey.

(To be continued.)

IN THE WOODS.

Waat folly to suppose there is no life
about you because it eludes your search !
1 might have searched in vain for half a
day, yet found nothing among the trees
1t would seem as if every creature antici.-
pated the possible visit of a Paul Pry, and
was cunning enough to outwit him. "Mhe
greater the cffort made by the intruder
the less are his chances of seeing much.
Let him be patient. Often & momeut or
two st]l)ent lcaining against a tree effects
more thana mile of noisy ploughing thr
the brittle, crackling lgages.g Thge Ll:rz‘llegjsl
snapping of a twig may not startle you, bu
it telegraphs your whereabouts to creafures
many a rod away. How do I know this !
In this way : Not long since T was watch-
ing a weasel as it tripped along the rough
rails of an old worm-fence. 1t was intenay
engaged, following the trail of a ground-
§qu1rrel,.perhaps. Suddenly, as if shot
it stood in a half-erect posture, turned its
head quickly from one side to the other
then rested one ear on Or very near the
rail, as I thought; then resumed a semi-
erect position, gave & quick, barklike ery
and disappeared. There was no mistaking
the meaning of every movement. The
ammal.had heard a suspicious sound, and
recognizing it as fraught with d;nger’
pr(})ﬂmptly s;)ughc safety. '

xtremely curious myself to lear :

t?e weasel had heard, fgr I was ]:ullr:l:v\l\ia::
the sound of an approaching object, T sat
p‘crfectly still, awaiting coming e’vent{s
The mystery was quickly solved ; a man
drew near. In about two minutes T hea(rd
footsteps, and in two wmore saw the man
approaching. Calculating the element of
time in the succession of events, it appeared
that the weasel heard the approachin
footsteps first fully one minute before %
did. and about six elapsed before the u;m
rqached me, from the time of the weasel's
d:sappeumn.ce ; in all, some seven minutes
Now, allowing twenty paces to the minute,
and two and one-half feet to the pace this
man was considerably more than one hun-
dred yard_s distant. Indeed, I think he
was walking faster and took longer steps
than I have allowed in my calculation axln)«‘l
was really still further away than 116 )’rax'ds
when the weasel caught the sound of his
approach. Ts it any wonder, then, that
the woods scem silent as we saunter’ care-
lessly along ¢—The Christian Union.

THAT LAST WORD.

A yvouxu gitl once heard a bit of wisdom
from the lips of a very aged woman—a
woman who had rounded the full term of
ninety years, and with eyes still bright
and clear looked out upon the iurullri’no
waters of eternity. The gl was im-
pressed by the ¢umphasis with which th
vencmb]e dame said to  her, “Be%siee
never insist on having as .
The determination tonl{j- Fhe 1;‘-81_3 o
1 wve the final word
eads to wore gquarrels and more bitternes
of fL_mImg at home than almost anythi .
elxze in domestic life.  The fact is th);tlmg
may x0 control her tongue and "her eOIle
that she may allow her opponent %'Ies
pleasure of this coveted coneluding th 1‘8
and yet placidly retain her own %) )in?ubt
and, in the homely colloquial parl;lt»n(‘;oz’f
the up-country, where one finds strong-
willed  people living  together in gr g

ed ¢ y great
pence with the most pronounced diversit
of charactcm‘?t‘lcs, ‘(o as she’s a mind to.’)j




