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moment’s reflection changed this purpose. 1 conld not give a large enter”
tainment, and leave out my nearest friend and her family.

The pain and wild agitation of that moment were dreadful. 1 think
all good spurits and angels that could get near my conscious life strove with
me, for the nake of a soul in peril, to hold me back 1rom taking another
step in the way I was going; for it was not yet too late to abandon the
party. s
: When. after the long struggle with right convictions, T resumed my
work of filling up the cards of invitation, 1 had such a blinding headache
that T could scarcely see the letters my pen was torming ; and, when the
task was done, I went to bed, unable to bear up against the double burden
of intense bhodily and mental anguish.

‘The cards went out, and the question of the party was settled beyond
recall.  But tlus did not soothe the disquictude ot my spirit. 1 felt the
perpetual burden of a great and troutling respunsibility. Do what I would,
there was for me nc ease of mind.  Waking wr sleeping, the thought of
Alfred Martindale and hus mother haunted me continually.

At last the evening cane, and our guests began to arrive in party
dresses and party faces, richly attired, smiling and gracious.  Among the
carhiest were Mr. and Mrs. Martindale, their son and daughter.  “The light
in my friend’s eyes, as we clasp:d hands and looked into each other’s faces,
did not conceal the shadows of anxious iear that rested on them.  As I
held Alfred's band, and gazed at him for a moment, a pang shot through
my breast. Would he go out as pure and manly as hehad come in? Alas!
no; for I had made provision for his fall,

The company was large and fashionable. I shall not attempt a de
scription of the dresses, nor venture an cstimate touching the value of
diamonds. I have no heart for this. No douby, the guests enjoyed them-
sclves to the degree usual on such occasions. 1 cannot say as much for at
lcast one of the hosts. In the supper-roum stood a table the sight of which
had smitten my eyes with pain.  Its image was perpetually before me. All
the eveming, while my outward eycs looked into happy faces, my inward

gaze rested gloomily on decanters of brandy and bottles of wine crowding -

the supper-table, to which it was soon to invite the young men—mere boys,
some ot them—and maidens whose glad voices filled the air of my draw-
ing-rooms.

1 tricd 10 console myself by the argument that 1 was only doing as the
rest did—{following a social custom—and-that socicty was responsible, not
the individual.  But this did not lift the weight of concern and sclt-con-
demnation that so heavily pressed me.

At last word came that all was ready in the supper-room. The hour
was cleven.  Qur guests passed into where smoking viands, rich confec-
tionry, and exhilarating draughts awaited them. We had prepared a
liberal entertainment, a costly feast of all available delicacics.  Almost the
first sound that greeted my cars after entering the supper-room was the
“pop” of a champagne cork. I looked in the direction from whence it
came, and saw a bottle in the hands of Alfred Martindale. A little back
from the young man stood his mother.  Our eyes met.  Oh'! the pain and
reproach in the glance of my friend! 1 could not bear it, but turned my
face away.

( Zv e continucd.)

For Girls and Bops.
DRUNK AT FOURTEEN.
Drunk in the streets ! Oh ! saddest sight,
A boy of fourteen years. <
Some mother’s darling fallen low;

In vain her falling tears.

A father's hopes were fondly raised
That his young son might grow

To be a bright and shining light,
And cvery virtue know,

But now upon them unawares
Haus crept this deadly foc, .
And brought to loving, trusting hearts
This awful weight of wor.

And sadly o'cr their fallen boy
Most bitter tears are shed;

And loncliness comes o'er their hearts
As though "twere for the dead.

No words can comfort in this hour.
We leave them to their grief,
But pray to God from cursc of rumn
To send us quick relick. .
—Cousin Fm. i Y. T. Banner.

WILLIE'S LESSON.

“In a maute”  That wasalways Willie's answer when he was
told to do anything, and the consequence was that he Sory often
furgot to do it ne all.

Not that he meant to be disobedient, for he always fully
inte .led to do ag hewas to'd, but the minutes woulil slip awn.i'
before he started to obey, and so he would eithier be too Inte 10 be of
much use, or some one else, tired of waiting, would have done hig
work for him.

“Don’t trust Willie to do it, for it will never be done,” every-
body said, if an important 'etter was to be sent to the post-office, or
a message was to be delivered before a certain time, and so Willie
acyuired a very unenviable reputation for earclessness

In vain mama talkad serivusly witl him, and urged him to
overcomie this Lnd habit of prociastination ifure it was tou late.
Willie would always prowise to do better, and really intended to
struggle against it, but he would svun forget wl about his good re-
solutions and be as antrux worthy as before.

“I am afraid you will have a hard lesson some day, Willie,”
said mamma, after one of these talks.  Something will happen
that will teach you how dungerous this habit of putting ofi is.”

One day her words came true.

* Willie,” said his father one morning at breakfast, * here is a
letter that I want you to post before school. It isan important
letter, o you inust be sure to remember it.”

Willie put it in his pocket as he started for school, and walked
along briskly, that he wizht have plenty of time to go down to the
post-oftice without being late.

“1 say, Willie,” called a Loy, as he went past the house where
two of his schuolmates lived, “come in here and see my birthday
present.”  Willie hesitated.  He knew that if he went in he might
not have time to mail the letter without being late for schivol, but
he yiclded to the temptation, saying to himself as he pushed open
the gate.

“Well, I will only sty a minute, and then I can wun all the
way to the post-oflice to make up for it.”

But he forgot all about his errand in adwiring the beautiful
silver watch that George proudiy exhibited.

The ringing of the school bell reminded him that he would
not have time {0 mail the letter without being very late for school.
“ Never mind,” he thought to himself. “I can 1un down to the
post-oflice at recess. It will only make a few hours' difference m
the time the letter starts, and father won't know anything about it.
I can't be late for school, anyway. I shall lose all chance of the
prize if I am late once more.”

By the time recess came, Willie had forgotten all about the
letter, which was snugly hidden away in the depths of his pocket,
and not until that evening did he remember it.  He was sitting by
the table, preparing his lessons for the next day, when his father
glanced up from the paper he was reading, and asked, “ Wel),
Willie, did you remember to mail that letter 7"

Willic's face grew very red, and he put his hand in his pocket.

There was the letter,and he drew it out and laid it on the table.

“ I forgot all about it,” he said rather faintly. I will mail it
in the morning, father.”

“ No, you need not mail it now,” answered his father, quictly.
*It is only your loss that the letter did not go. It is an order for &
little printing {:rcss that I intended to give you the day after to-
morrow, for a birthday present, but it is too late now.  The arent
to whom I wrote for it starts for New York to-night, and 1 don't
know his address there.”

“ Oh, father, can't I have it " exclaimed Willie, starting from
his scat, his cyes tilling with tears.

.. “No," answered his father, gravely. “ Now, Willie, I hope this
will bo n lesson that you will remember. 1t is just as easy to do a
thing when you are told as *in a minute,’ if you would only think
so. 1 know this is a hard lesson for you, but if it breaks you of
your habit of putting off, I shall not be sorry that it happened.”

A printing press had been the great desire of Willie's heart for
mouths so that it was a hard trial to him to realize that he had lost
it through his own carclessness. He began in carnest to tryv to
break himself of this Lad habit, and this time he did net foract to
ask God's help in conquering himself, so I think before long he will
have entirely overcome his habit of procrastination.—Minnie k.
Kenney, in Cluurchiman.
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