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in a solemn volce; “here’s the.candle.”
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Tho Best For OChrist.

Give Christ the best! O young men,
strong and cager,
Aud"tt:onsclous of your own abounding
e,
Ready to throw your soul's fresh grow-
ing powers
loto some ncble cause, or lower strife,
Christ Jesus was a young man, strong
and brave,
Give bim your heart's alleglance, glve
to him
The best you have.

And you in whom the same young lite

is throbblaog,
But with a steadier pulse and guntler
flow ;
Whose hearts were made for sacriflcs
and loving,
When souls’ {deals grow with you as
you grow,
O givo to Christ your first, most sacred
love,
Andhot your hearts’ devotion give to
im

Tho best you have.

And i3 our best tuvo much?
let us remember
How once our Lord poured out his
soul for us,
And in the prime of his mystetious man-
hood

O friends,

Gave up his proclious life upon the

cross,
The Lord of lorde, by whom the worlds
wore made,
Through bitter grief and tears gave us
The best he had,

NEMO
The Wom;:rful Door.

BY THR AUTBOR OF * CARISTIRS OLD

ORGAN .

CHAPTER VII,
ONLY A TRAMP,

“Well, I call that a reg'lar bit of
ruman.s,” sald Crumpsets, when the old
man had finished his story.

*“ Ay, it would make a book,” said tho
man who was sitting next Nemo; * why
don’t you write one, Tom 2"

“ Nay, Dick, book-writing isn't in my
line,” said the old tman; “but I'll tell
you what I must be dolag, anad that's go-
ing home. Why, my daughter and her
husband will be abed and asleep if I
don't look sharp. So, good-night, gen-
tismen 2l1,” he saié, rising with a sigh,
28 ho thought of leaving Jemmy's blaz-
ing fire and of turning out ioto the
darkness and sterm,

* Wait a minute,” said Jemmy; “T'l
give you a light and 5 hand down, Tom;
the steps are siippery with the wet and
I'm going down with a basin of soup for
yon poor tramp, There’s a drop left in
the pan, and it'l! warm him and mske
him sleep, poor chap.”

“ You haven't such a thing as.a bone
or two you could spare for my dog,
master 7 gaid Abel. “Ileft him in the
cart, for he's lame, and I thought he
would be dest there; but he's done noth-
ing but bark and hovwr} the last hour. I
think maybe he’s hungry.”

“ Yes, poor beast, I'll take him a plate-
ful,” said kind-hearted Jemmy. *He
started barking when I took yon tramp
through the stable on the way up to the
loft; he tried hard to get out of the cert
to him, but he couldn’t manage it. 1
8’pose he took him for & Queer customer,
just as I d1d.”

Jemmy and the old man left the room
together, and turned out into the dark
night. When the landlord returned, he
haed left the dog’s bomes behind, but he
brought back the basin of soup.

* What, wouldn't be eat it ?” said one
of the men, - -

“He's gone,” said Jemmy:; * there
isn't a sign of him; and how he's gone,
that's the mystery. 1-saw him in the
loft myself, and I bolied .the door after
him, for I didn't much care for the looks
of him, and 1 thought maybe he will be
walking off with some of them basketa.”

“ Was the door bolted when you went
just now, Jemmy ?”

*Yes, §# was bolted =il right, but no
man was thero: he's clean gone alto-
gether.”

“It's a ghost, depend upon it, said one

of the men. My grandmother’s aunt
saw'a ghost one night, and he came in
and went out just like that.”
- “*Nay, 1¥'s' no ghost,” caid Crumpots,
with his hearty laugh: “ I don't believe
there is such things. He's under the
hay, Jemmy, depead upon it; he’s cov-
ered himself up to kaeep himself warm,:
and you haven’t scen him.”

“ Just you-go and.jook,” said Jemmy

“Givo me his supper, then,” eald
Crumpets.

* Not till you've found him,” sald the
landlord, laughing.

Crumpets was away for womo time, and
when ho returaed, all that he sald was,
" It's yory stracge—vory strango indeed.”

“ Well, hs isn't under the hay ?” sald
Jommy,

** No, nor nowhere e'se, noither. He
must have gono out of that shutter-
window, Jemnmy; I see it's only fastened
by a hook; and he's let himso)f down
the spout outside. That's the only
thing I can think of."”

“He's a rog’lar cat, If lo's climbed
down there,” sald Jemmy. “ Heo might
do {t, that's true cnough, but whatover
made him do it 18 what puzzles mo; it
beats me out and out, that does.”

Abel Gray had started from hils seat
as this conversation went on, and now,
white and trembling, he laid his hand on
Jemmy's arm, and asked what the man
wag like and how he was dressed,

“Oh, he was n queer-looking fellow,
tall and thin, and he had a long tattered
cont and a soft felt hat, and his halr
hanging all down his back.”

*“it's him! it's our man,” cried little
Nemo. “ Oh, are you sure he's gone ?**

*“He's gone, sure enougn.” said the
landlord. * I went all round the house,
but I could see nothing of him."”

Abel then gave the little ¢company an
account of the encounter with that
strange man on thoe moor, and told them
how positive the child had been that he
had seen the same man looking out from
amongst the trees of the park as they
drove by. .

“Seems just as it he was some kind of
a ghost,” sald the man who had related
the story of his grandmother’s aunt.

It was time now for Jemmy to close
his house and for the little company to
disperse, and this nervous man did not
at all like ¢arning out into the darkness
of the night, lest he should meet the
ghost on the road; but the cheery
Crumpets offered to see him home, and
Jemmy stood at the top of the stone
steps, holding the candle and shading it
with his hand, as the four men made
the best o? thelr way down to the road.
Then he gave the candle to Abel, and
showed him & neat little place, more ltke
a cupboard than a room, separated from
the large parlour by a lath-and-plaster
wall, $n which were two small beds for
himsel? and Nemo.

The child wes very tired, nnd the
sweat smell of the hay, with which his
plllow was flled, made him very sleapy,
but he did not go to sleep without kneel-
{ng up in bod to say his prayers. First,
Abel keard him rppeating the little
prayer Father Amos had taught him,
and then came the words—

“0 Jesus Christ, you are the great
door; pleass let me come {nslde. Amen.”

It was his Jast thought at night, as i
had been his first thought In the morn-
ing.

Ag for Abel, sleep fled far from him;
visions of the strange man in the long
cloak seemed to f11 the room, apd he Iny
listening to the rain beating pitilessly
on the roof, and the wind shaking the
rickety windows and banging the pig-
sty door, and, oh, how hd longed for
morning !

He was. up as soon as Jemwmy was,
and shat was before five o'clock. The
maid-of-all-work, wko was also Jemmy’s
niece, a stout country girl, had been in
bed the night before with a headache,
but had row made her appearaunce ou
the scene, and was busy with brocx and
duster in the long parlour.

8o Abel went with Jemmy to feed the
pligs and to milk the cows, and then he
brought out his basket-cart, and put all
in readiness for aa early start. Nemo
did not wake antil breakfast was ready,
and a grand breakfast it was—Jemmy's
good coffee, fresh eggs laid on the pre-
mises, and hot rolls which the niece had
baked that morning.

Abel felt less mervous than he had
done the night before. Fe was glad to
fee! that their adventures were well-
nigh over, and that they would soon be
at home. He found that if ho went
slowly, and let the donkey rest by the

way, it would be quite possible for
him to reach home that night, and their |
store of baskets was now so small that
it was useless to think of doing more
business without having a fresh supply.

So, when bdreakfast was over, they
took a friendly leave of Jemmy, who ran i
after them with more bones for the dogz,
and thon stood watching them from his '
high steps till a tura In the road took
them out of 3ight. I

“Now for homo, s&aid Abel, with a
righ of content. .

“Won't we have 8 Iot to tell Father
Amos,” satd Nemn, “ and woa't ho like |
my pietare ?  Abel, are you knocking
at the door ?” l

“1 don’t know,” .sald Ahel. “.Are
Fou ¢ )

“ Yes.” said the chlld, “ I knocked (ast
night, and I knocked this mornlog. and
1'm going on knocking till I get inside
Do you think he'll soon open tho door,
Abel ¥

“I can't tell sald the littlo man;
*you must nsk Father Amos; he'll tell
you a deal bettor than me.” *

0ld Amos gave tho traveliers a hearty
wolcome, and thoy sat long over his fire
the next morning, giving him a history of
thelr adventures in tho new country.
He was much pleascd with Nemo's ple-
ture, and very glad to hear that he was
knocking at tho door, for ha felt sure
that tho Lord’s words were true,—~* To
him that knocketh it shall be opened.”

* Abei says Lo don't know whother ho
is knocking or not, Fathor Amos,” sald
the child.

*It's a funnv sort of knocking, then,”
sald the old wman, ** if he can do it with-
out his knowing about {t. He knows
woil onough when ho knocks at yon
door of mino; doesn't thee, Abel, my
laq ?*

**Yes, Amos,” he said, “you'ro right
there, of course; if a fellow knocks, he
must know he's knocking, and I'm glad
enough that Nemo has boegun to knock.
But you sec I've nover been brought up
to think of theso tl.ings; it's differont
for mo.”

*But, Abel, my lad, thee wculd llke
to get safe to thy journey’'s end, wouldn't
theo 7 Thee would like to arrive at the
city of God, whethor theo has been
brought up to walk on the road there or
not, wouldn't thee, Abel 1"

“ Yes, Amos, yes; of course I would,”
said the little man uncasily.

“Then begin knocking to-day,” sald
tho old man. *‘Knock, and {t shall
be opened unto thee,'—unto you, Abel,
my lad--unto you."

* Yes, do, Abel,” said little Nemo.

“Well, I'll gee about it Abel an-
gwered. “I won't make any promises
about to-day; thero's plenty of time yot,
and some day or other I'll think about
it. But there's Jots to do to-day; there's
baskets to buy—we've sold out, Amos,
clean sold ont; and there's the house in
a flithy mess with being shut up; and
there’s Nemo hain't a tidy pinafore nor
a clean shirt. Y1l have to be busy early
and late to get all straight. So I'll be
off, Amos, and leave the lad with you
awhile.”

“Do you think he will knock 7' said
Nemo, when he had gone.

*}Maybe he will, maybe not,” sald the
old man sadly.

“But you think he will, don't you,
Fathar Amos ?* said the little follow
earnestly.

“1 hope he may,” salG the old man,
“dut I'm afrald not.
think they're geing to knock, and say
they will knock, and mean to knock
some day; but some day never comes,

Nemo, and then the door {8 shut, and it's |

too late. That’s just what I was read-
ing in my Testament last night; fetch it
here, and we'll read it, Nemo.

‘*Many, I say unto you, will sceX to
enter in, and shall not be able. When
once the Master of the house {8 risen up,
and hath shut to the door, znd ye be-
gin to stand without, and to knock at
the door, saying, Lord, Lord, open unto
us; and he skall answer and say unto
you, I know ye not, whence ye are.’

“8o it will be too late to kuock,
Nemo, thee sees, when the door !s shut;
and who knows how soon the Master
wili rlse up to shut it 2"

“Oh, I do hope Abel won't dbe too
late ! said the child.

And from that time, almost every day,
he would ask his fester-father very anxl-
ously, and sometimes with tears in his
eyes, ‘“Have you bezun 9 Kknock yet,
Abel ?* and when the answer came
which disappointed all bis hopes, he
would say, “Oh, Abel, do ba quick!
He'll be shutting and boiting the door
soon, and me and Father Amos will hear
you knocking outslde, and we won't be
able to let you in.”

Sometimes Abel trouid laugh when he
szid this, and tell him old Amos had
filled his head with strange aotions,
sometimes he would pat him onr the
back, snd tell him to cheor up, for he

.would be all right some day. buot most

often he simply turned the subject, or
went on with his work withont speaking.

As for Nemo, ke constantly repeated
his little prayer, he knocked day by day
at the door, and he looked very earnest-
Iy for it to b2 opeced to him.

“ Amos,” he sald one day, " it's a long
time.”

“ What's a long time, my lad 7° asked
the old man.

“ That door,” said Nemo, “ it's a long
time coming open.” .

“ I thiok it is open, Nems,” sald Ameoes,

“Open now 7” asked tho child, “ open
for me, Father Amos? Why do you
think it is open 7"

* Becaase the Lord's word wouida't be
trus ¢ the door was still ghnt, Nemo.

Lots of folks |

I He says, ° Knock, and it shal} bo opened
unto you." You havo knocked, and »g I
am quite sure he has opened.”

“Then do you think ['vo got inside
the door, Amoa? Ab, 1 do wish I
knew I was ingide i

“ Yes, Nemo, 1 bellove you are inside.
\Why, the Lord longs to let you in much
more than you long to comoe. Ma diod
that ha might ba able to opan that door;
Ho could never have lot us into tho way
it he badn't dled. And now hls hoart
Jongs for overybody to come to the door.
And, Nomo, you have come to Josus, the
only Way, the only Door, and I belleve
he has sot your fcat In tho way bf peace.”

* Oh, Amos, what have 1 got to do
aow ¥

“ Just to keop In the way, dear child,
til you rveach tho city ot Qod.”

A strango naw light and joy camo in-
f to the boy‘'s face, a sunshine that was

of heavon and not of carth, Whon ho
went homo sgain, he sald solomnly and
gravely, “ I'm inslde, Abel”

*So I see,” snid tho littlo man, laugh-
ing: “you're not In the stroot, that's
clear enough.”

“I'm instde tho door,” sald Naomo;
* Father Amos says 80."

* Oh, that's what you'ro aftor,” sald
Abel, “is 1t 1

*“Yes,” sald tho chlild. “I wish you
were inside, too, Abel—I do wish you
wore 1"

“ Well, {¢'s washing day to-day, and I
must not stop to talk,” said the little
man. *“ Fotech mo all tho airty towels,
Nemo, and we'll set to work.”

Tho sunshine on the child’'s faco was
not quite so bright after that, He
thought he would bo so happy If only
Abel would come lasido tco, and would
walk along the road with him. And
he was very much afraid lest tho Mastor
of the houso should rise up and shut tho
door, and Abel should de left outsice,

Abeol had told old Amos all about the
strang> man they had met on the moor,
and Amos dad sald nothlng whilst Nemo
was thero; but as soon as he had left
the room he had shakon his head
solemnly, and had doclared that he dfd
not ke it at all, he was sure that that
man was up to no good, that was clear
1 enough for any one to see; and it was
y the oid man’s opinfon thet ho know
'aomethlng of Nemo's history, and had

taken the opportunity of finding out
what the child was like. .

“I hopa wo shall never sco him

again,” sald Abel
l *WWas he at all liko that man you saw

in the house when you took it ?' asked
; Amos,—* the man whom the woman
| called Alexander, I mean.,”

“ No, not a bit llke him—not the leasat
lttle bit. I think I shouid knuow that
man again anywhere.”

The poor dog soon became a great
favourite, not only with Abel and the
child, but with the old man alse. As
; for Nemo, ke was devoted to him: by
i day he followed him about everywherc
y he went, and by night he Iay stretched
, at the foot of his bed. He quite lost hils
, lameness, and when for some time he
, had been well fed and cared for, he bo-
, came siroeg and heaithy, and altogother
a different creature from what Ae had
been when he was brought to them on
the meor. They tried to give him the
name of Trusty, but he would not an-
swer to it; and If Abel wanted to call
him, he was compelled.” though soraly
against his will, to call him Nemo, for
in spite of all his efforts ho would an-
swer to nothing elge.

‘The strange ring Abel locked up care-
fully in the box in which he kept his
money, that it might bo rafe until such
time as be might hsppen to sco its
strange owner again. But he could not
he' hoping, from the bottom of hlis
; fearful Jittle heart, that that time might
; be far distant.

(To be continued.)
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DYING YOR HER BROTHER.

A tender story is told of a French girl
only twelve years old, who succoeded {n
saving her little drother from wolves.

It was during a sovere winter, In a
somote vilinge of France, cand <wolves
wero constantly scen prowling about.
One day a wolf with five little once burst
into the cotlage, attracted by the smoll
of tho bread which the girl had been
baking.

By means of & heavy stick, the brave
girl had almost succeeded in Sriving tho
mother wolt off, when, seeilng one of tho
cubg about to attack her brother, she
gefzed the boy, thrist him into a cup-
board, and buttoned tho door, .That
gave tho wo.t time to fly at her, and In
a moment she was the prey of the sav-
age beasts. Her brother remained quite
safe, and was reicased "from the cup-
board by sume aeighbours.

He lived to be an old man, cherishing
the memory of tho sigter who had dicd
{ to save him,
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