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suddenly aiway, mnuttering betweeuî bis teet-li,
"IIe's beon awaitin' and awitinii' for lier 1"

IPoor Ilittie chaip P" said Jack, seatiîug in-
self oui the iniscrable bnd. Il Silo cried be-
cause shie cotild itot conic to you, and sxe lias
sent mac to tell you. low sorry 8lic is."

IlI wnntcd to sec lier àtwful! 1 wanted tù.
nsk lier soiiietint'." Thon nfter a ionîcut,
lookciîg up inito Jaek's face ais the Younig nîanl
took thîe dry, hot little lin( between lus
cool ones lie said : '-But I 'speet you could
tel, uIc. You'rc go(1 Loo, hike shue is."

"The diekens rani 1" tliouglit Jackz.
You're not like nIe, tliat lias stole lots, an'

lots of Limies nil' dolue aIl sorts of bnci, lie
ivent on in a tlia, feelîle voîce. "lBut I w'ns
a.ti'yii'-tcll lier I ieccs at-tryii'-buit iL was4
aw'ful liard whiîc you'rc, hligry mnostly and
aiuî't liait uotliin' ail day. But 1 w'ished I'd
stayed lîuuîgry ami' not stole 1 But w'Iit I
Nvalit to nsk- ver is, do0 ycr 'spose 1101'lot1e me
iii? Sile saià Ili vas sorry fur- mle, and do
yer Lhiiuk Uce knows I ivas n.Li'yin' an' iay-
bc c let nie ini up tMore Liait slip told me

about, wlierc no pcrsoîi ain't iiever huuigrj'
any miore, an' ivlîcre yer don't waîit to steai
îîor nothin'? Say, do yer tlinik lie vilI'
andic Ltie little liaiti(1 ehiitchic1 ,lnck's ivith
feverislî sLren l anid lus eyes lookced ahiîîost
ini agoîîv iîto ilis.

0. nec ! Jack! WVliat ean yýou say ta coin-
fort Luis poor, pcriitcnt little sinnor ? Whliclî
of you two, tluiîk you, lins thic botter chance
of an euitraiiee into Lhe lueaveiihy iiîîansions?
Wrhiicli lias made the nîiost of lus opportuni.
tics? The clasp of the boy's lîaiid tiglîteuis
and lus eycs sti Il question pitifully. Aîîswer
lie must.

"Yes, Bob, yes 1" saici Jack, alniost witli
sobs. "llie Nvill let you in, lie stircîy wvil1 if
you ask liiii 1"

"lThoen I wihî 1; you're good like lieu-, an' yer
lcmîow fur sure P'

nhe tlîin, hiot hands were folded, the bIne
oyes elosed, and Jaek AlcotL, watclîiîg iii the
cii liglît of onîe p)oor enîdle, saw% flic lips
inove. he eyes were opened agan, and a
radiant sîîuilc fairly glorificd the little face.

Il 've nskccl iii ail' le's goin' Lo ]ot rine
in HoIf suîrely is !'

"lTell lier," lie woant on presently, Lhe voice
growiug faint and w'eak uiow%, ' ' tell lier tlint
you Nvur worry good to nie, anîd Lell lier 1 wnr
ii-Lr3yin' likze sieo Loi' me, and tlîat l've asked
iit, ani' H's ýoin'Lo lot nie in." Arîiouncnt".ý

pause, thoen, 'You'l kiuider look lifter Sani,
o't yen"
"Yes, Bob, l'i look after Sain, 1 promise

you 1 ivill," nd Nvith great toars ini lus ianci-
soine eyes, tMie first that lînd coulc *to blcss
Llhem since ho w-as a boy, Jack Alcott lear.od
over and kissed Lhe whlite forehead. The
blue oves opomîed once more wvith a lookz of
deep gratitude as the lips mîurinured, "lYer

good, wereygood, to nie;" theri a deep clralwil
breath, andi Biob liad becu Il lt in."

JIack Alcott did not. go back to rep)ort to
Dorothea. Ltat îîighit; lie senît this note :

ILittle Bob is gonle. Rie Ieft. youl this ]nes-
sagec 'iTell lier tiîa ti 1 %Ur n. trîyiu, al; shle toi'
Ie, and that I'Ve ask1ed M ini, anid lie'$ goin'
to let nie in.' 1 shail sec to eveî'ything liere.
SQ (Io miot wvorry. I

Dorotlîea read thec note, anid, witli lier eyes
full of. temirs, passed it to lier husband.

IDolly,'" lie said as lie laid it down, Il 1
think our question for, .aec is zisweredl."

Yes, Llîings hiad golne dec1> %witlî jack Aleott
lit last. Ever present 'vas that pitiful little
voice : IlYou're good ; yov'ro flot like nIe
that's stole lots an' lots of tiimnes 'ni' done aIl
sorts of >iad." Sittincvg in bis dazîî rooi one
xîighit %'ith Sali, w~ho, wornl out by his grief,
,%vîs asîcel) on tiae sofa b)eside lii, Jaek
flîially faceci the great question of life.

Poor littie Bob witlî bis baby sins 1 Ali,
yes ! lic hll been "let ini." But w'itli oppor-
tunities so basoly inisused, w'liat hope %%as
tiiere for onie hike likze hiiscll? Get thîc
bohinid Iiaii, Satn, -,vitl your vile tenipta-
Lion to himnit thic p)ower of God I But dowxî
on your knces, Jack Alcott, anid tlîere bcg for
nicrcy. Listen ."'Tliougli your siv's bc ais
scarlet thîcy slhal bo as wvhite as silo%% tlîougli
tlîey be î'ed like erimsoîî, they shah ho ais
wvool." "For il iittlc m)omient have iforsaken
tlîe i but %vitlî great ieicies wviIl i gatlîer
tlie. "Iii a littie Nrath lîid nîly face froin
Llîce for a moment; but witlî overlnsting
kiîidness Nvihi I have incrcy on thee, saiLli the
Lord Lh3' Itecleernei,."

Ah, you niay wvelh tremnble, Satan, anîd slink
aivity, for lie is on ]lis knlees, and your
wretclîed reign in that soul is over for ever I

It began to«bc noised abrond soon after flhc
pitiful funeral Lliat Jack Aheott lni thirown
up luis pretence of business and ivas workzing
niglit and day doivn ini the sluins ainong
newsboys, boot-blaeks, anîd worse, and tlîat at
slîadow called Sain N-as eo'er beside hiln as
lus riglit-hauid nau.-A.TLL. in Fiece Ghut-cit

THE MEASURE 0F OUR DAYS.
i1>5&Lm xxxix. 4.

Iii ail our walks, ini ail our ways,
Thiîk not the mensure of our days
Is gauged by figures nid by mIes,
As erst Nvas tatught us in thie sclîools
But, ais ive help a brother's needs
By noble nets and gencrous deeds,
By g iving comifort Nvherc ive nMay,
By lightin g up a îîiournerý sway;
The sum of mens whieh ive employ
To turn a felhowv's ilîs Lo joy-
This is tie measure of our days.


