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‘ said to himself, it was only just that he should he
left without hope, and without UGod, in n workl
where he hind brought all his misery upon himself.
At this time little Nelly was always o Ias
thoughta—thiv puny, pale little clnld; puny and
pale through his vice, hungry often, crying otten,
scldom merry nnd light-hearted ng other children
are, yet always patient and fond of him —always
ready to bo glad if he only swmiled upon her, Ob!
what o wreteh he had been! How often, too —his

' memory wns  vivid in aeealling it ~how  often,
b owhen Bo bl received any money, had he re

solved to husten homu with it, thut Nelly’s wants
might bo supplied, and those nccursed gin-palaces
had been strvwn so thickly n his path, that, when
he had reached home he had Leen penuiless, but
raging mad with drink -s.eking the guiet, putieat
little crentuve if slio only came in his way !

But one morning—so early that 1t was still an
hour or two befors the paupeis left (hew pauper
beds a whisper secmed to come Lo his troubled
conscience, partly, as it were, in a dream, wineh
said to his awnkening eavs: 1 will arise, and go
to my Father” Ho repeated the words over and
over and over agnin.

Had that poor, prodigal son, living among swine,
and eating of their husks, still a right to el diny
good and great being lus Fatherl Sull, it was
he who had said it, without hesitation, ax it scemed,
the word Father. Chrst, the Son of Gad, who
knew all things, and could mnke no mistake, was
he who in saying bad told the story.  Tho wiser-
able protligal, who hiaul spent every penny in riotous
living, just as he had done, when he came to him-
self, had said : “ T will arise, and go to my Father.”
Was it possible he could do the same?

Duay after dany Rodney pondered this question
over in his heart. TLong ago hie had known that
Jesus Christ had come to écek nnd to save thoso
who were lost; and now, if he would only sufier
himself to be found by him—f ho would only
eceive Christ and his love, he would give—even
to him—the power to become one of tho sons of
God! Oh! if Christ would but find him! Down
there, in his deep degradation and degpair! 1ind
he never known a deunkard like ‘him¥  If he had
not when he was & man on earth, hg knew them
now by hundreds and thousands in the strects of
Christinn cities. His pure eyes beheld them in all
their vileness, in thenr desecrated homes, and in the
gin-palaces thickly studding the streets,

The dny dawn that wis neaking upon his soul
arew strongeér and stronger, until the shadows fled
anay. There was neither drink nor the tempta-
tion to drink to make it diwm, or to quench it
He could think now. 1!le could repent, pray, and
belicve.  Reason and faith_ could work within
Iim; and therd was no subtle foe to steal away
. his senses.  The hour came at last, when fiom his

inmost soul-—drutikard thought he had been—
though s wife and ‘little Nelly bad perished

—
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TEUKE TO A PROMISE.

It was not winy duys after ‘this that Rodney
cuue to the conclusion that he ought not to stay
nuy longer withau  the shieltgring walls of the
workhouse, to Le o Lurdes upon the poor rates.
He was strong enoagh now to earn his o n living,
though he could ne.er rvegain the vigous he had
thrown away. Weakness of Lo y and a sorton
ful spivit within hiw, must be his purtion iy this
life, though his sin was forgiven, and bis heat
could call- God his JFather. | He khow also that
outsile the gates —within sight of tnew - a voie-
ment temptation would assul hiw.  Deen there,
within the refuge, if the thought of drink came
across him, he could only tind help against it in
cariest:prayer. Would, the denton. take him cap-
tive again if -he ventured out to confrout the
peril §

With a trembling heatt, and in an agony ‘of
prayer, Rodney left his shelt-r;"und foun.l hiv -elf
once more free and unrestrained in the strecus.
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through his sin—ne coutd look up to God, and’

:

breathe it—could not choose but s-a the swudy
amt- bright inteviots——=as his fect carried him trom
one liared assalt o anasther,  Somoetimes Lo folt
as it s should be ot o he did nat flea Lack to
the shelter o had left, and end his doys there
shamefully.  Bat he contun e lus cour=0 down to
tho. aucks, where hin le pei he neaghit happen on
work to supply his wants tor that day and wgh-,
for of e fmded he must 1ocurn to the casual ward
for a lodyging,

He had snnad & few penee, nud was about to

j seek mdgings for the might, when lio saw a number

of docent workingmen  «rowding into a school-
rooi, which was well it up.  1le stopped one of
then to ask what was going on wside,

< Its w lecture,” he nuswered, *ton Temyperance,
by Mr. Radiond.  Tles always plenty to say—-
and says it out like n mwan. Coms in, und hear
him "

“Aye, Il come in” sud Rodney eagerly, for-
getting both his hunger and his fatigun  The lec-
ture hnd just bogun, and the speaker——whose fuce
was carnest and hemty, and who had a pleasant
voice—~hnd  gained the lixed nattention of his
heurers.

“I'N tell you what u promise once did,” he said,
towards the close of his lecture: * We had a
meeting of our Baud of Hope, some yenrs ngo, nnd
I saw amongst the cluldren a rough, bavofouted
little giil, staring about her with large, enger oyes,
as if sho could not wmake out what we were about.
I asked her what lier name was, and told her to
comw to my house—and I wrote down my addiess
for her. But T snid to her: ¢ Will you promise
00 not W tuste anything that wiill wake you drunk
till you see mo again ' Aud she promised me.”

“Thal’s Bessie Dingle!” eried Roduey, half
aloud ; and the lecturer paused for an 1nstant,
looking duwn kindly, but gravely, upoen his listeners.

“[ expected her to come tone within a day or
two, and I should bave persuaded her to juin gur
Baund of Hope—but she never came.  Nearly six
yeurs werg gone ; and one day last autumn, when
I was on the Janding-stage, 1 heard sowme une ciy
out: *‘That's hiw agnin!” and a girl of seventeen
or so, a bright, busy girl, came rushing towards me
trom an applestall.  ¢I've kept my promise, siv '
she cried; *I've never touk a drop to make me
drtink.  Isaid [ never would till I sce you agmain.'
The git] had been faithful to her promise.  Yes, in
her place, and according to her strength, she had
kept hicy prowmise, as God keeps his.”

Roduey scarcaly heard the end of the lecture,
so full was his imnd of Bessie, whom he hud
searcely thought of, but who was the only friend
he had Jeft jn Liverpeol. He could not go away
without waking svme inquiry after her , and when
the audience was dispersing, ho made his way up
to tho fecturer’s desk.  « Sir,” he said, “that girl
was Lesglp Diysle  Could you tel! me where I
could tind her this very night1” ° .

*8he lefy Liverpool last autumun,” he answered,
“Sha has gong to mc in the country, with an old
wamany df the yame of Rodney.”

“Why, that must be my mother!” exchimed
Rodney, involuntarily.

“ Who arp you?” inquired Mr. Radford.

“My o is Johw Rodney,” he answered.
“Dipssip kpows all qboyt mo. Oh, sic! I was a
dieadfd} drunkird; and one night I saw my Lttle
girl—sho was the last of them, and my poor wifo
Was dead ns woll, thinnk God I—and thie chdd set
hgiself on fige, yud we ing by so drunk T could
not move—J copld not stit 2 b no wwre i of
I'd been dead.  Qh, God! Ob, God! It was a
hotyible thing!"

ﬁm};;.ey graspey) the desk with both hands to
heep hinelf fioa falling, and nethoe Le nor the
struoger coudd speak again for some momneats.

41 understood sou were drovwned,” sall Mr.
Radiprd, avlength.  * Bessre buaesen so. ahe twld
e all avout, it

*No" wurmwied Roduey,  “1 went off with
the inteouun of putting an end 1w myself, Lat

He ‘was-compélled to pass tlie ‘places of his tewp- | thien. |

slipprgd un the pavement, and they corried we to
the fufoeas, | was thore o loug tune, aud
sebt duda |, and uther folks kad taken to

tation- not ouce ot twice ouly, but scords of tithes, | iy histi<e; wund 1 hbd 10 plave to 88 down in, a..d

with the funies of the liquors poissiiing tho at
1ospliere about them: e could act help but

the lu]gli.i‘ ihulis wive ths only ‘plagos opén to
such ai iue, aid I weuit in and got ded drunk again.”

*Agan'” pepeated Mr Radford,

“Aye, ngain,” he said, with n deep groan, “but
it was the lust time. T pray God it may be tho
Inst tune  ‘Then I knew there was no hope for mo
us long ns 1 could seo or maetl donk, nnd 1 went
mto the wurkhouse to bo out af the way pactly,

Pand partly becauso I had no other place to go to.

1 only enme out thix worning.”™

* And whero are you going to now1” nskad lus
now fitend.

“ Anywhere,” ho answered , “but I'm afraid of
going whete they'll be drinking.  Thete scown to
be deink everywhere  You don't know what it s
down in the tow parts of the town, sn

“Yes, 1 do,” sard Mr Radiord ; “ but 11} spe ik
to a friend of tmne here, who will take you to lis
place for to-nightt  Ho was one of the tinst te jo u
us hiere, and ho was as grent a slave o drink os you
ever were hefore”

“8in" gaid Rodnoy, earnestly, *1 belteve Gud
has forgiven me, and I believe he will holp we
Ho has heiped mo this day, or T should nover have
been here. Jf you will let mo join myself to vou
with a promise, 1l try to keep it ns Bessio kept
hers, God helping ma” .

“ I beliove from my heart it would bo of great
uso to you,” answered Mr Radford after » mne
ment's thought.  * Mack! I do wot say it will
save you, but it walt help you. You enn give it ha
a resson for not drinking to your old comendes;
but the chief thing will be, that 1t will Lring you
into ncquuintance with new comrndes of your own
way of thinking, who will not tempt you to drink.
Rawmember, too, if you should break ‘it, that's no
renson why you should not promise agnin. Yes!
and again aud again, if you fall again and again.
Most of us promise God very often to give up our
fuvourite sinyand when weo forget our promne he
does nnt forbid us to renew it.”

With trembling fingers, and with deep, unspoken
prayer in his heart, Rodney signed his nnme to a
form by which he pledged himself to abstain fiom
all intoxicating drinks; und then Mr Radiord
committed him to the care of his friend, who was to
take him home for the night.

“What are you going to do to-morrow$” asked
Mr. Radford,

“T make my way down to my mother's,” ho
answered.  “I shall be safer out of the town,
though I oughit to Le ashumed to Zo to her in these
rags.  DBut it's no moro than I deserve, and she'll
be overjoyed to see me.”

“ Go down by train,” snid Mr. Radford. 1 will
lend you the fare, and you ean mpuy me when you
are in work agin.  They all think you are dead
down there”

*Yes,"” he answered, smiling sadly, *my mother
will say, ‘This my son was dead and is alive again,
he was lost and is found.” "

With these words he went s way ; and ofter
& night's rest—moro reirtsling than any L had
had for years, ha started by thq gacliest traus down
into the country.

A BRAVE LITTLE DAUGHTER.

Turae is o vay pretty story told by M
Strickland, ip Yer * Queens of Bngland,” of a Ifiz?;
girl who saved her father's life.

Jt was in the time of Qpécn Mary, and Lord

j Preston, the father of the gliild, wiy W”d@'l!!'.éjl lo

duath for conspiring to Lring Lack the eatled Ring
Junes to the throue. Her pamo was fady Cith
aring Grahnw, aud she wus only nine years old.
The poor clild was duting the fiial of her' fafliep
left in tho quein's ppastiment in ‘\'mdiol; _Cus'{ﬁ:.
‘Lhe day after the condemnation of Jord Preston;
jthe queea found littke Lady Catharige 1 8t
Oeurge's Galury, gazing earniés(ly on the whols.
length picture of James LI, which still refanins
Stnere. Struck with the weurnful expreasion on
the young gals fac, Mary wnked gt |-.ul0!y what
,sha saw in that picture which wads i look 6:. it
_so particalacdy. T waw thinking,” said the inno-
, cent child, « how hard it is that py falt.cr niust die
,for loving yoqurs.” Tio gugel, pric o I con
science by this artless seply, .'p,..pai.te;,' s-gnid

i the pardon of Lord Preston,
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