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IlIn a bad wayP You don't kflow, can't know, in what a bad,
way I have been for years anid yea.,rs," replied Arthur. etI an ikie
the prodigal 1 used. to read about when I was a littie boy. Only
1 arn -,«orse off than hirn. I have stayed -away so long that my
carthly father is dead, and if I have a Father in heaven 1 know
nothing about Hum."

"cBut I do," said Edward. I hiave found H11m, or rather Hie
bas found me. I can't tell yôu howv thankful I a-in that the good
Spirit has led you to speak thus, Mister Arthur; this is what I
have been praying and waiting for for days. 1 arn ignorant by
the side of you, but 1 cait showv the wvay to your Father. Speak
to Him yourself, Mister Arthur. Go to Hlm, tha.t was what the
prodigal did. Go to Muin in prayer through Christ, and Hie wvill
receive you."

But we need flot prolong the story. The young missionary
came on his periodical visit soon after the above conversation took
place, a visit which was greatly blessed to Arthur Jlardnut; and
with God's blessing upon earnest prayer and wise counsel the
young Squire carne, as the young woodrnan came before him, in
lowly penitence to that Saiviour who knows neither squire nor
woodinan, as such, but is rich unto ail that eall upon Hum in truth.
Hie carne flot in vain.

Wha.t wvas to be donc in the future was now the all-engrossing
question. Arthur feit there was but one course open to hirn-
namcly, to return to his native home, to cornfort hîs widowed
mother, and to redeern his lost character and rnisspent moments
past by a ne'v life. But Edward desired to stay in the land of his
adoption. fis mother was provided for, and lis past life had. no
special power to allure him back. But Arthur was obstinate.
,,No," he said, ccI cannot leave you behind. I waut somebody
to confirmn me in that which is good, and who can do that so
well as the friend. of rny boyhood ? Besides, the Home Farrn is
waiting a tenant, and that is just the place for you. There we
eau be neig-hbours again, you on the- Farrn and I iu the Hall;
you as the best farmer in the parish, and f the best Squire in
ail the country-side, as I humbly pray God 1 may be. And if
you don't go back, Edward, what will becorne of pretty Susan?
Ahi! I remember ail ab)out it."

"I'rn afraid t7uet's ail over," replied Edward; but lie arranged to,
go back. Ere long the twvo companions sailed. ceWhat becarne
of the rabbit ?" asked Arthur, one day. Il Oh, whIle we fougrht
the rabbit rau aw%,ay," said Edward. -lWise rabbit," r eplied
Arthur, Ilwisest 0f the three. How often do men figlit for that
which is gone ere the battie, ends! "

On Chiristmas-eve, in the year of our Lord 1850, Little Bubble-
ton wvas rnightity astir! Belîs pealed, bonfires blazed, and al
rejoiced save the "eBulL " and the IlBear," who were doing a bad
trade.

"-A fine 'orne-comn' this is," growled the ccBear, cc they've gone
an' made the young Squire teetotal arnong 'em, an' the orders is
as nobody us to be treated with any drink."
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