tored, my uncle, in his bluff,hearty
way, rose, and shaking his hand
warmly said, ‘Come, David,
my friends and I wish to drink
the health of a man to whom I
and my nephew, at least, must
ever be deeply indebted.” Uncle
Ruthven suited the action to the
word, and then filling the massive
old goblet beside him (an
heirloom in our family), handed
it to Henderson, thinking that he
would doubtless be glad of the
opportunity of returning the
toast. Imagire, then, hissurprise
when David replaced the goblet
on the table untouched, saying,
modestly but firmly, that he had
not tasted spirits since h's mar-
riage,and would rather be excused
fromn doing so now.

* ¢ What nonsense! " cried my
uncle, who scemed very mech
displeased at his gardener's re-
fusal; “here, Heoryv, m boy,’
turning to me ‘seceif you cannot
persnade your Constant compan-
lon and rural hero to diink
single gliss to the health of om
whose life he has so lately saved.
If his attachment to yvou is real,
and not politie, he cmnot but
want vou this _I.lll'(ll‘.‘ Now |
had mu'\' own reasons for wishing
to presenie peace between gy
uncle and David, and vesides, 1
was foolish and vain enouch 1o
wish to show myv uncle’s cuests

what an attached follower t Lipd
in David Hendersonus so, in spite

of the pleading look in bis honest
brown cyes, I hed up the faral
goblet 1o him, saviay, ¢ Oue 2liss
on such anoccasion surely cannot
hurt vou, David; do not let such
a trifle come between us to cool
our friendship or 1 shall really
think that, after all, you do not
care much for the life you so
gallantly risked your own to save
to-day.” ¢ Will you answer for
the consequences?’ was David's
only reply, as he took the goblet
into his trembling hands. < To
be sure, David; I'll settle matters
with the little wife down at the
lodge.’

‘¢ Such a solemn question, and
so lightly answered!

« Henderson returned the old
goblet to the table with a now
light in his eyes. *Justanother,
to show that there’s no ill feeling
between us, wmaster,” he said,
with a strange, nervous laugh.
‘Ah! I thought your scruples
would soon give way,” said my
uncle, filling a smaller glass for
him. Ilow cften this was repeat
ed I cannot tell, for at last I
could so longer bear to see
David’s fiushed face and excited
eye; 8o, stung with remorse, 1 left
the room and went to order a
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down to his wife and little ones,
at the lodge.  How my guilty’
heart leaped when in passing,
the door of the housclcccper’si
little parlor I saw Mrs. Hender-
son sitting there by the fire. I
would gladly have escaped, but
she saw me before I turned away,
and coming forward, asked me if
I knew where her hushand
was.”

““In the dining-room with my
uncle,” | said falteringly. 1
suppose she must have seen the
grief in my face, for she grew
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white, woe-stricken face will
never, never leave me. 1 have
mo idea how that miserable day
eaded, for I fell ill, Never a
strong lad, the accident cof the
morning, with the after-excite-
ment of the day, proved too much
for me, and I succumbed to a
low fever, which confined me to
my quict room for a fortnight.
I)In'inf_r the first week, T believe,
Henderson was scarcely ever seen
suber. The old craving, c¢nce
vielded to, seemed to be irresisti.
ble. So my inconsistent uncle
dismissed him summarily, as I

suddenly whitqg and leaned
against the wall for support.

faaw S

¢ Oh, Mr. Heuory,” she cried, ¢ you
don’t mean to say that they have
Leen tempting him to taste spirits
Tell me anything but that. He
1s so exritable, that the smallest
quantity is quite enough to mke
him lose his self-command. 1
never saw Davie so bad as he
was on our wedding-day, and he
promised me then that he would
never be the same again. He has
kept that promise faithfully for
five year; surely, Mr. Hcury,
the laird has not persuaded him
to break it row ?" The wife's
anxious question, accompanied
by the mute entreaty of her eye,
piercew my very heart.  Never
till that moment did 1 realize
what it was to have such a s
brought home to onc. Turning
my guilty face away 1 cried out,
in an agony of sclfireproach,
< He has indeed broken his pro-
mise, Mrs. Henderson, but it was
not the laird who tempted him;
it was I, his friend.” 1 fled up-
stairs to my room be.ore the
poor woman could speak again;

basket of good things to be sent

but I thick the memory of her
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heard afterwards. Since then,
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in spite of many enquiries, T have
heard nothing of my boyhood’s
friend, whose character and life,
in a thoughtless moment, I fear
[ruined. Tshall alwaysconsider
myself to have been David Hen-
derson’s worst enemy.  And now,
Harry, do you wonder that I
was s pained and hurt by your
conduct this morning ?”

“Oh, papa,” said the boy
with tears in his eves, “ I never
thought such a litile thing could
do so much haim. 1 shall never
forget about poor David Hender-
son. llow splendid it would
be,” conunued Harry turning,
as youth will, to the hopeful side
of things, *if we could find him
out yet and bring him back to
Ruthven, to begin his life over
again! ”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
“GOD SEES YOU.”

Many children have read the
swecet tales of the Danish writer,
Hans Christian Andersen. A
pleasing story of his childhood is
told in a sketch of is hlife:—

5

Little Hans was one day, with
his mother and some other poor
neighbors,gleaning in the field of a
man who was said to be very harsh
and cruel. They saw him com-
ing, and all started to run away.
But Hans’ clumsy wooden shoes
came off ; the stubble, or short
stumps of the grain.stalks which
had been left by the reapers, hurt
his tender feet, so that he could
not keep up with the others, and
he found he must be caught.
The rough owner of the field
was very near, and could now
almost reach him with his heavy
whip; when Haas, whose hope-
less case now suddenly filled him
with new courage, stopped, and
turned, and looking into the man’s
face said : “ How dare you strike
e when God sees you?”

The anger of his pursuer was
sublued at ornce. Instead of
striking the boy, he gently stroked
his checks, asked his name, and
gave him some monev. The truth,
of which little ans reminded
him when about to do a mean and
cruel act, seemed to make him
ashamed of it at once, and to
cause him to speak and act Lindly.

How many wicked words and
acts children as well as grown
people might be kept from say-
ing and doing, if they could at
the right time be reminded, as
that man was, of the presence of
God! When you rise in the
morning ; through all the hours
of the day; when you wo to hed
at night 5 in the darkness when
rouare fast asleep ; when vou are
fatthful in duty ; when you are
careless; when you are Kipd and
loving, and when you are unkind
and selfish and sinful—always,
everywhere, God sces you. When
you are tempted to speak harshly
to your little brothers or sisters,
or undutifully to your parents;
when you are tempted to lie,
cheat, or steal, to speak a profane
or naughty word—ask vourself,
“How dare I do this wicked
thing, when God canseeme? "—
Mother's Magazine.

—A poor woman had a supply
of coal laid at her door by a
charitable neighbor. A very
little girl came cut with a small
fire shovel, and began to take up
a shovelful at a time, and carry
it to 2 sort of bin in the cellar.
We said to the child : —

“Do you expect to get all that
coal in with that little shovel?”
(Clald, quite confused with the
question), ““Yes, sir, if 1 ework
long enough.”

—Secek not to be rich, but
happy. The one liesin bags, the
other in content, which wealth

can mnever give,



