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See, too, hiow far you wvere .fromi purity. Some of the boys
tol(l somne stories ; do you think you cotild repeat thiem to your
sisters ? Don't you wishi now in thie pure lighit of the morning
that you could forget thern forewer ? l)on't you know thiat
your mind wvill neyer again. be as pure as it wvas before yoti
went Iljiust a littie way clown street " last nighet? While you
were listening to tiiose stories, punctiiated witli oatlis, the
dear ones at home grathered iii the sittingY rooin, yotir father
openied a book and read. They kiieit and conimiended theni-
selves to the kzeeping of the I-lea.venly Father, tenderly remiem-
berig their boy whio wvas " a littie wvay dowvn street." Mhen
the lighits -%vent out, and only a loving miothier waitecl anxiotisly
anc sleeplessly for hier boy. Il; wvas more thian teni million
miles away froin the swveet 01(1 chapter that your fathier read,
down to those stories you hie.atcl, my boy. And whiat a steep
"radeC ail the way! And it wvas a long long way fromn truth.
WTheii you evadec] your mother's question the lie in your false
heart loolzed gutiltily out of your eyes, as it rose to your
cowardly lips. Jnist see wvhere you \vere; you, ordinarily a,
brave, inanly, truthiful boy, tirned into a liar andi a cowvard
You wvoul fighlt, I knowv, if tny boy called you suecb namnes,
but just tell yourself the truthi; don't, lie to yourself. Were not
you asliamed to tell your mnother whiere yon were? Yes, w'ell,
does not thiat miake you a sneak ? And wVCUC not you afraici
to tell your fathier? Yes, well wv1îat does tha.t mnake you?
Anci dici yon tell the hionest truthl whien your inother asked
whiere you were ? No, wvell wvhat are you thien ? And let mne
tell yon that the Il'hall trithl " and Ilhlall lie " you tolc iher is
likze ail hiall-breeds; it hias ail the worst traits of the vilest
race, and none of the virtues of Vhe best.

But you say, a boy does flot hiave to gro with tonghls and rif-
raif; thiere are sone, rnighitv iice boys go down street at ighrit.

Myboy, I knowv it; there are somie inighty nice, boys gro out
of niglits, but they are not so nice wien. thiey corne back.

You can't select your company on the street, the corner is
free to everybody. There is no sale corner for you alter
nighit, except the cimniiey corner. Anidwhien yo-t leave that
and spend your evenings whiere you eau give no account of
yonrself save the bald statemient thiat you were "Ijiist down
street a little, waeys," we kilow with pain and sorrow that our
boy lias locked up in bis immid shamielul gruilty thingys, hie dare
noV tell at home. Xeep off the street alter nighit, my boy.
Other people will tinkil better of youi, and what is far more
important, you wvii1 thiink beùter of yourself.
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