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8ave the Boy.

Once be sat upon my knee,
Logked trom swect eyes into mine;
Questioned me go wondrously,
Ot the mysterles divine;
Once pe fondly clasped my neck,
Pressed my cheek with kisses sweat:
O nmy heart ' we little reck
Where may rove the preclous feet

Save the boy! Obh, save the boy!
To the rescue swiftly come;

Save the boy' Oh, save the boy
Save him from the curge of rum*

Onee his latgh, with merry ring,
Filled our house with music rare,
And nis loving hands would bring
\Wreaths of blossoms for my halr.
Ob, the merry, happy sprite !
Constant, ccaseless source of joy,
But to-night ' O God, to-night,
whebre, ob! where's my wandring
oy 7

‘Midgt the glitter and the glare
Ot the room where death is dealt,

Scarce You'd know him, but he’s there,
He who once so-rev'rent knelt

At wy knee and softly ‘spoke
Words into the ear of God;

Oh, my heart is smitten—broke !
Crusheq, I bend bepeath the rod.

Ob. this curse that spoiled my boy!
Led him down and down to death;
Robhed mé of my rarest joy,
Made a pang of every breath.
Mothers, fathers, hear my plea!
. Let your pléadings plerce the sky,
Pray ‘and work most earnestly—
Let us save our boys or die!

A UASE OF CONSBUIENCE.

“He's pald me too much.’ :

Ned’s fingers were rapidly turning
over tWo or three.bllls.

“yes—three dollars toc much. He
must have thought this five-dollar bill
wag a8 two.” )

The boy sat for a few moments in
deey théught.

“Y don't care. It's no more than my
rightfol due—only I don’t get it. Twelve
‘dollars a month for my ‘whole. time out
of achoal,
all T do, gnd 1 weuldn't stend it if I
could kelp myself. Everybody says old
Curtis is a real grind. O course, X
sba) Keep this,” He gave.it to me. It
he has made a mistake that’s his own

Jookout. That ‘settled, what shall I do 3

with this jucky windfall ? T'm to have
& half-holiday the last Saturday in the
monthk. This would give me a run down
to the shore: I mever get out of the
city, It seems as if this had come just
t0 give me a chance.,”

Carefully laying the ‘monex in a safe .|§

place, Ned. quickly absorbed bhimsclf i
study. All the week he took little time
for thought. It ‘was easy 'to avold it,
for. petween work anc study few boys
Were 80 busy as ke. Night found him
so **dead tired’” that the sound sleep
which blesses labour was his rick re-
ward.. Then cale a night or two in
which he .had to fight hard against a
trogplesome, intrugive thought. By the
ald of some intricate calculations he suc-
ceeded in refusing entertairment to the
ubwelCome visitor. As the time drew
neayr, he 1aid all his- plans for his sea-
shore frolic. And when early sleep
seeed.to evade him, ho strove to fix.his
ming -upon: his anticipated pleasure. But
far {nto the last Friday night in the
month, he ‘got up. ‘lit his ‘lamp, and
g82ed-fxedly Into his mirror,

*“Ned Harper, You'rc.a thief.”

Pausiag for-a moment; as {f to famil-
iarize himself with thke sound of his self-
accpsation, 'he resumed :

_“vyou-are, and you kmow ft. That
is, you are as Jong.as that money is in
your hands. It Is mot yours, and all
your fine talk can't make it.so. You're
on-the right side.of ‘it now, but in one
day “‘you would have been on-the wrong.
side. You would have been a thief,
thief;_thief, ‘all your life. Nothing could.
ever “have' put you back where you -are-

‘It doesn’t begin. to pay for -

payment,” said Ned, golng with the
money to his employer.

“Ah, did I When did you find it
out 7

He looked keenly at the hoy's painful
flush as he asked. Ned had hoped he
would not ask. For a moment he
thought of evading the question by balf
truth, Then came the thought. * Be-
cause I came next door to being a thief,
{! needn't come next door to being a

ar."”

‘ l—saw it soon after,” hs sald.

“ Like enmough he’ll Qischurge me,”
was Ned's conclusion in the matter.
But he was not discharged. Little by
little Mr. Curtls placed more important
work in his hands, and by slow degrees
led him up to a position of trust and
confldence.

*“1 have kept him,” ke explained to a
friend, " because 1 llke a young feliow
who has a consclence.”

to make her grandmother happy and save
her trouble in her old age, if she only
tries,

THE LAST S8TRAND Or THE ROPE

In the year 1846, on St. Kilda, one of
the islands of Western Scotland, there
iived a8 pcor widow and her son. 8ho
trained him in the fear of the Lord, and
well Qid he repay her care. He was her
stay and support, though only sixtecn
years of age. They were very poor, aad
to help thelr scanty meals, Ronald, her
son, used to collect sea-birds’ eggs upon
the neighbouring cliffs, The feat was

accompanied with considerable danger,
for the birds used often to attack him.
One day, haviag received his mother's
; blessing, Romnald set off to the cliffs,
, having supplied himselt with a stroag
) rope, by which to get down, and a knife
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way for the old lady in our picture to
“walk, and 80 when the other members of
-the household have gone her little grand-
¢ .ld places a comfortable arm-chair in
front of the porch and makes her grand-
wother nice and comfor{able with a pil-
low. Then she brings a stool for her-
gelf, and taking on her lap the old family-
Bible, their most precious .book, she
reads aloud some of the pas-
sages the old grandmother knows so

agalp. . Her life has been & long one,

"has many a time sought comfort from
its golden pages, and is never weary of
‘lstening to the same old story. Whata
pretty .picture it malies, with the little
girl reading reverentiy and the old Jady
-listening thought{ully, .and the old-

now by the grace of- God.”

The village church is probably a long:

well, and yet loves to hear vyer and over:

‘and- in her troubles and dlfficulties, she-

~
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to strike the bird, should he be attacked.
Hiow magnificent was that scene! The
cliff ross several hundred feet above the
sea, whose wild waves lashed madly
against it, dashing the glittering spray
far and near.

Ronald fastened one end of the rope
firmly upon the top of the cliff, and the
other round his waist, and was then
lowered until he got opposite one of the
fissures in which the birds balld,
when he gave the signal to bis com-
panions not to let him down any farther.
He planted bis foot on a slight projec-
tion of the rock, grasped with one heand
‘his knife, and with the other tried to
take the eggs. Just then a birg flew at
him and attacked him. He made a
tlow with the knlife; but, oh ! horrible

Jashioned cottage-window behind them, ,
“You made a mistake In your Jast} with tho roses climbing up the wall. A, few tikreads of hemp,

to narrate, in place of striking tho bird,
he struck the rope, and, having severed
some ot the strands, he hung over that
wild abyss of raging waves by only a

i
thoughtful grandchild can do a great desl

) bis first agonlzing cry, and then,

{ supporting him.

. o,

. rative, to sce your own condition.

————

plercing exclamation which was heard
by his companions above, who saw hia
dangor, and gently tried to draw him
up. Awful moment! As thoy drew In
each coll, Ronald felt thread after thrend
giving way. *“O Lord! save ma,” \_\'.aa
fLord ! comfort my dear mother.” He
closed his eyes on the awful scenc as
he felt the ropa gradually breaking. He
nears the top; but, oh ! the rope is broak-
ing. Aunother and agother pullt then s
spap, and now there is but one strand
He nears the top, his
friends reach over to grasy him, he is
not yet within their reach, Ono more
haul of thc rope. It strains, it un
ravels under bis weight. He looks bo-
low at the dark waste of bdoillng,
fathomtess water, and then above to the
glorfous heavens. He feels he 1s golug.
Heo hears the wild cry of his cora anl.ns,
the trantlc shrick of his fond mother,
as they hold her back from rushing to
try to reacue her child from destruction.
He knows no more; reason yiclds: he te-
«omes Insensible.  But just as the rope
1s.giving way, a friend stretches forward
at the risk of belng dragged over the
A strong hand grasps him. and
Honald 18 saed.

Dear reader, if you are unsaved, I
want you, ‘in this true and simple nar-
If
liviag for this world, you are frittering
away your precious moments {in pursuing
perishing trifles, By the cord of life
you are suspended over the awful abyss
of cternal perdition.

At year after year passes away, the
rope of life becomes amaller and smaller.
Lirand after strand snaps as the knell
of each departing year tolls its mourn-
ful notes. How many threads are now
-1eft, can you tell ? Do you realize your
awtul position? It cannot bho worse.
tlow vividly Ronsld realized hiz position

' in that fearful moment when the last

strand was gl7ing way, thread by thread
-~when, overcome by the sense of hia
danger, and when that danger was most
imminent, a strong hand was stretched
out to save him, which brought him
safely beyond the-reach of further dam
fer, and placed him {n the loving arms
of his parent! May the Lord reveal
to you, dear unsaved one, your danger
that you may flee at cnce to the Saviour
of xinners,

. TOW GRANDPA BOILED TEE BGGS

‘It's half-past eieven,” sald grandpa.
‘“ and the masen will not have the chim-
ney fixed bofore three o'clock.”

*Then 1 suppose we must get along
with a cold lunch,” sald grandma.

* Well,”” sald grandps, afler & moment.
“ perhaps I can boll some eggs. I wil)
m.-'lz.l)

“But fsn’t it too windy to make 2
fre out-of-doors 2" asked grandina.

* I shall not need a fire,” said grandpa

** That sounds like a joke,” sald Edith.

** No jokeo at all,” £aid grandpa. ‘“Come
out and gee. Bring the eggs,” he added,
“and a can with a tight cover.”

\Vhen, a few minutes afier, grandma
and Edith went out in the back yard,
grandpa was putting some fresh Hme in-
10 an old pall,

He took the can of eggs thoy brought,
and filled it nearly full of cold water.
Then fitting the 1lid on carcfully, he set
it In a hollow place he made in the {ime.
Editk watched him curiously.

. *Will the lime bura ?” she asked.
*Shall I bring the matches 7

** You forget,” sald grandpa, 1 waa
not to use any fire. We'll start it with
cold water.”

“Now I Lkoow you'ro foking,” sald
Edith.

“Wait a moment.,”
“and you'll see.”

He poured in the water and put s
board over tho pail.

“0On ! cried Edith, when, in a very
gshort time, it began to bubble and stear
as if. 2 hot fire were burning under the
pall, and ** Oh !” she cried, a great desl
Jouder, when a white, ercamy mass came

gald grandpas,

pouring over the-top and down the sidec
of the pafl.

It did not last long I six minutes

He uttered 3, the bubbling ha' n'most stopped, 3¢



