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111e praylng for mie; and I hiad forgottor tIl
a moment ago, that Song recalled It ail ; I
arn lost, fbroyer loUt."

"Not If that song be trme, XiII. 1 hind a
praylng mother inyseif, once, and God
knowvs I loved hier; though 1 hiave neyer
soughit to foiloiw lier counisel.''

Thie youmîg meni gazed at eachi other la
blanli dospair.

&"6 Vhat Is thiere lii the imne of .Iesus to
Save ?"1

Rev. W. R. Fonte.

As if ln answ'or, the sweet, cliiillh
reached theni stîli:

v oice

Oh, the proclous namne of Josus,
IHow it tlîrills omîr souls wlthi joy

When Hîs loving arms roceivo us,
And Hîs songs our tonguos empioy.

The young mon waiked sllently down tlîe
stroot togetlior.

"cI can't givo drink up nowv," sald Witt, as
ho hlasped his handis ln nmute despair.

"Oi1, Will, let Us break awvay froni It al-
togethier; It Is destroylng our livos."1

" 4If I oiy could, oh, If 1 oniy couid t"1
"If thiat song be true we need not despaîr.

The dylmîg thilef wvas saved on the tross, and
ive lîaven't got that far yet. Corne to my
roonu; I've a Bible tiiere lu mny trunk that
mother gave to me."

Togetiier the young mon entered the room
and bent over the open book which liad
been sealed to thieni so lonig.

''Wliosoevor- %vil] let lîlni corne 1 " Hot
every one that thirsteth corne !"1 "1 came
not to caîl the rigliteous, but sînners to re-
pentnuîce."1 Whiat nie% and wonderfui mean-
lng the words hield ! ITow they thrllled the
hiearts of the young moen wvithli ope and
courage !

"'Tlioughi your sîns ho as sca.rlet,' that's
nie," sobbed XVill.

"But read on, read on, hoe says, 'They
shial be as whilte as9 snow.' Oh, the beauty
uf suchi a religion, whleli can Miot out ail
the lnlqulty *of the past and prosorve us
fromn future cvii.''

It is thiree wvceks later, andi ln a quiet
and humble honme far from the dîn of the
clty, a sad-facedi niother Is performing lier
usuai roundl of (litios.

"It i,; so long nio%, sînce last I heard
from XViI," site gighced, "and thon It was a
more lune statlng hoe %vas welol. O Godi, pro-
serve ni% boy, an(i bring hilm unto Thy
Klnigdomi.''

"G ood-day, noighbor, boere Is a letter for
you,"1 cried a checry volce outslde.

''From WiI," slie sald, as slie soatod lier-
soit, 811(l %%itIi qîm!voring tlngers tore the on-

"iSaved ! O Godi, I .thank thce,"1 she cried,
a moment lator, "aind ny faith had grown
so weak. I slial nover douht agaîn; but
rost foroyer ln flic tulncss o! lils words."1

Little Bossie the saloon kceper's daughter,
nover knew the wonder!ui Influence exorted
by ber simple song; but Wlil and Tom nover
passed by the attractive room where Brown
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