
FAMILY DEPARTMENT.
A DO R AT ION.

hY A. il MERCEJt.

Let rne lire ny love to Thee,
nles d, g lorious Trinity!

(id in One. Oh ! matchless Name,
C'hanigMig, yet fore'er the samine.

Perinenite each feeble sense,
:t, mey Fortress and Defence,
Dw ll wiiii .h is house or clay,
i wouild serve Thee n iglt and tkay.

I rThou dosi abide wtith nie,
lioly, ioly, loly, Thrve,
urkness thn nvst cli a to lighi,

Where Thon art, there is no niligi.

Tolrchr mny soir) with living ir ir,
As x cioui Love's hallowetl lyre,
Tiiai I ilv extol Thy praise
in Iinsp reLi,einrapt ared days !

Tlrtine Guri,'I erous Tiire,
iirrli rese(nt Uni- l
1 dare wtlî heavelv l ssi.
l'ai lier, Son and Htoly Girost

'ownulra, Peint. ,-Liinçg Chtrch.

TWO FRIENDS.
CIAPTER vii.-ontinued.

" But why should ho have changed so sud-
denly?"

"I1 cannot tell. Somo chance of discovery
that 1he had before fergotten, may have struck
him. I would give a good deal to find out any-
thing that would clear him."

"You will not speak to hlim again about it,
Arthur ?"

"No. I td iNm T believed him, as indeed I
did ai the time. If he was decoiving nie then, I
will not tempt him to do so any more. But I
will use every effort to d-scoVer the truth of the
case. Don't distress yourself about it, Lily."

"lI can't belpi it, Arthur dear. I will try if I
can find out everything."

"You may perhaps hear something from
him. The terrible thing is, Lily, that thera can
be no mistako. If ho did not speak the truth, it
was downright, deliberate falsohood, such as it
pains one to think him capable of."

Mrs. Lacy sighed. She could not believe it
of Reggie, and yet there was something weigh-
ing on his mind, of that site had no doubt. Was
ho afraid ho was suspected ? But in that case
why had lie seemed plcased and happy at
first ?

She only found confirmation for her trouble
whon she went to pay ber usual nightly visit
to ber boy. Thore were traces of tears upon
ber choek, and every now and thon came a
heavy sob. His mother kncit down by his bed-
side, and prayed eainestly that if he had in-
deed given w'ay to tenptation, he might yet
bo delivered froi the ovil.

When Reggio awoke the next morning, ho
felt that something had happened, and what it
was soon rushed back into his mind. If bas
father had chanced to go into the grenhouse
and ha'd seen tho ball, how could ho have b-
lioved him ? Anîd even now, suppose ho were
to ask him if lie hatd found anything thoro,
what could he say that would be truth, and yet
not draw down suspicion uipon hiinsclf ?

It was a very hcavy-hearted little boy who
went to scloolitat morning, and ie camo back
looking stil more dismal. For his mind was
so pro occupied that his lessons baid beau badly
donc, and he had gone down several places in
bis class. Thins went on no botter in the
aflernoon. Whenî e cane homo, he stole in,
dul and silout, to the roomi whore his mother
was sitting by the firo with baby on ber iap. I,
Vas generally a grand play-tinIe, Reggie would

juip about an play bo-pcep, and make the
littie oie slaout with delight. But to-day he
took no notice of lier, he did iot even eome and
sit in his usual x îy oit the rug ut his mother's
feet, but went away alona to a dark corner.
When baby Lad gone, Mrs. Lacy went over
beside hiiiii.

"Soeiothing is troubling you, Reggie," she
sa id " won'it vou tell ie whba t i is ?'

But Ugle said n'ting.
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"If it is somtthing you have doue wrong, you
will foe far less unhappy if yon confess it, dear.
Even if it is very wrong."

Reggie gave a little sob, but ho was stili
silent. Hie mother could not bear te ask him
a direct question, lest ho should be tempted to
give an untrue answer. She put her arrn
around him, drew him close to ber, and kissed
him. He leant against her, and she could feel
that ho was crying, but ho still said nothing.

The next day he did- net seem quite so
unhappy, yet this gave small comfort to his
mother. She did not want him to get reconcil-
cd to the idea of wrong. Nothing could be found
out about the broken glass. The gardener
fully believed that he had shut the door, but he
knew it sometimes did net catch, and he would
not he positive. There soemed no solution for
the mystery.

Sunday twilight was one of Reggie's happiest
times. He would sit by bis mother while ehe
told him stories and talked to him. And on
this Sunday seb did so just as usual, and yet
somehow ho felt more unhappy again. The
trouble that ho had been stifling seemed to
awake once more. He had always carried that
unfortunate ball about in bis pocket, it was
almost as if ho thought it could tell its own
tale if ho left it lying about, and now he foIt as
if it burned him.

Mrs. Lacy had ben telling him one of those
tales of Christian heroism of which, thank God,
there are so many lighting up the ages, and as
she finisbed the child's heart seemed to catch
the glow. Ha took the ball and laid it in her
hand.

" Mother," he said, "it was this that broke
the greenhouse door."

Her heart gave a leap, and thon came a

pang. She was thankfui that ho Lad. as ehe
thought, confessed. And yet see had hoped
that he might bo innocent, though it seemed
most unlikely.

" Tell me all about it, Reggie," ae said; "it
will 'b better so."

I can't, mother, I don't know. Father
said J might go in and get a flower for yen-
when ho went back to the bouse, yon know-
and wben I was looking about I saw this. And
it must have broken the glass."

" Had yon thrown it thon, Reggie?"
"No, mother. I threw the other ball over

the treo. I only throw one, and I had it there
too. I don't know how the other could have
got therè, indeed, I don't."

"And this is what yen have been so miser-
able about ?"

"I thought if father saw it he couldn't help
believing it. I don't see how you can holp,
mother, for how could it get there of itself?
But indeed, indeed, I didi not, mother."

"I am sure yoa did not, dear."
"Oh, mother, how I wished I had told you

before, for I have ben se very, very miser-
able."

"My darling, you must try and remember
that ftather and I are your best friends, and in
any trouble it will be best to tell us, even if you
have ben wrong, Boggie dear,"

"And will you tell father thon, mother ?"
Mrs. Lacy tbought for a moment.
"Reggio, I lad rather yeu told him yourself.

Yïou have no need to he afraid."
"But suppose ho doen't believe me," said

Reggie dolefully.
"Wby should ha believe any more because I

tell him ? Be brave, deur."
Reggie summoned ail bis courage, and he

felt that ho needed it, when Le hoard lis fathor's
ste1) coming across the hail. Mr. Lacy came in
and walked towards them. The boy looked
appealingly at lis mother.

"Reggie wants to speak to you, Arthur," she
said. Thon Reggie repeated lis stery in a very
low voice, whien ho had finished he looked up
at lis father, ewho bad said nothing, and then
he added, "I don't se how you can believe me,
father, but mother does."

"Could you not have doue it before without
knowing, Boggie ?"

"But, father, the glass was only broken that
day."t

aYes. indeed, it is very mysterious. But
yen have so many balls, some one olse must
have found one and thrown it. Over the wali
perhaps."

"Oh, father i do you think so?"
"Well, it could not have thrown itself, could

it ? And as you did not throw it-"
"Oh, father," interrupted Reggie, "how 1

wish I had told you ut once, but I was su
afraid."

"My boy you must try and learn not to be
afraid of anything except doing wrong"

Reggie thought he had never been se happy
as ho was that evening, and he never forgot tie
lesson that he had leurned. [t seemed to hin
impossible in future net only to deceive, bu:
even to hide anythin.g from the father and
mother who put such generous trust in him.

The mystery was not cleared up, but Mr'.
and Mrs. Lacy were satisfied that Reggio had
nothing to do with it. And very thankful too
for ail the good that came out of what had ap-
peared for the first time to be evil.

CHAPTER VIII.

Reggie lad many companions about bis new
home with whom ho greatly enjoyed playing.
Thon there were collections of all sorts to be
compared, for each was sure to collect sone-
thing. Stamps, crests, butterflies, birds' eggs,
shells; and some collected everything that
came in their way. Reggie might rather be
classed among the latter, as ho had so many
pretty and interesting things among his Inlhan
uresents which now wore really his own. And
to tbem he added many more, which under
Hannah's rule would certainly have bon called
rubbish, and ruth!esslv swept away. But
happy as ho was, and much as ha enjoyed his
new surroundings, yet ho never forgot Nat,
and would often speak of him to bis mothier,
though he had almost ceased to hope, or at
least te expect, that they should evor find him
again.

There was no clie but bis Christian naine
and probable age. Boggie did not know whe-c
ho had come from, or how bis life had beci
spent, and Nat on lis side knew no more of his
friend.

"It is such a pity, isn't it, mother?" said
Reggy one day. "Becauso you sec he wanted
so much to learn, and if you could have maîn-
aged it for him it would have been so nicc.
And oh, I am sorry."

"So ar L, dear," said Mrs. Lacy. "We
must hope that ho may find some other friend
to help him. I cannot but think that he is the
sort of boy who will help himself. And you
know if ho does go back to Wosthampton, Sain
is sure to let us heur."

"And I looked ut ail the travelling tinkers
and basket-makors I see," returned Reggie,
"and so does father. But there are so maty!"

Nat the while was vory far from haviug for-
gotten Beggie. He did net think of' looking'
out for him lu his wanderings, because ho Lad
no idea of bis having left Westhampton. But
much he longed for some chance of seeing his
little friend once more.

Hie had been a sud life, poor boy; at icast
after the frst few years. His father dici
when ha was an infant, and his mother wenît
back to service, leaving him in the care of an
aunt. As long as he remained with her be was
happy enough. It was a rougi lifo, and he
couid sometimes have oaten more bread than le
got, but he fared as did bis cousins, and waýs as
kindly treated as they were. Hie mother sent
her sister money for his keep,and as she got goud
wages was able to lay by some by as well. But
seb was anything but contented. She forgot
any trouble that she had had in her married
life, and imagined that seb had been perfectly
happy thon. At any rate she had been inde-


