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fibe fit time he ever talked quite
¥ sriously to me, for I never pressed
¥tim into it I lot him take his own
$ine. 1 koew he would come some
by, for I saw he trusted mo.
g “Sar Mr. Wallace,” ho said, “is it
Il vrong to carry onf you know what 1
mean. 1'm an awful fellow, always
g sp to somo sort of nonsense. I can’t
g Lelp it somohow ; it's in me and hus to
wme out, you ses. Of course I don’t
8 do anjthing bad—Yut—oh well, you
know, some of the cld folks think I'n o
W regular scamp, scapegraco—and 80 on
—that way you know-——and well I was
¥l just wondering, I often wonder—is it
| wrong anyhow ¥
Ab! Jack my boy.

As I write 1

cs, [#] can see him looking into my eyes with
st. [l those grey ones of his full of sorious
ns @1 light, speaking in that impulsive rough-
id ! and-ready way of his that was full of
ick 8] earnestness and character, putting his
or [ thoughts in words as fost as they
I came, all in a bunch, like sheep.crowd-
41° B icg out of the sheep pen,—I can see
e ] bim, and I reach my hand across the
th, {fll space that divides us aud grasp his
1y- i bonest one, for my beart goes out to
og (B! him as it always did.
it- B “Well, Jack, you know old folks
nd 1 are wise, and they have a good deal of
up | expsrionce, but—"
for | “Qh, bother old folks, I want to
: /) know what you think” put in Jack
do ;8| impetuously.
es {f “Just wait till I finish my eentence,
k's ! sir, and perbaps you'll ind out what I
B think,—but I was going to say they
at i@ cften wear glasses and glasses magnify.
nn || You see, Jack, it is this way. They
lr Wil saw their own boyish days with
ok /] nstaral eyes, but they look at yours
rst-{lll snd mine through glasses, and so some-
:e;:{ times they are not good judges. But
er. /)] tall me, Jack, what do yow think about
e’ @il it yoursalf J*
an “Well,” said Juck, “T wasn’s just
lso'/flll suro. Yoni ss6 sometimes ma looks,
Ri{ vall not angry, but kind of grioved
th-{@|| like and I can’t stahd that. T'q never
e (@1l think it was wrong if it wasn’t for
to |§li that—T don’t think. Bgt that sots
is [§ ;a0 thinking, I don't wint to do

anything that way if it hurts tother
~—and—woll T thoupht I'd ask you.”

“ Lot kit devwn, Jack.”

Weo zat dovm there on the xide of
the hill looking vut over the ses,--
Jack in his usual .wsy, his hat stuck
‘back oni his head, leading well back
and supporting hiniself by clisping his
hands around odé knee, I lymg below
bix on thé gnm dnd ruising miyself
oa oaé elbow.

I put thy ‘hiand on his knéss over
his two brown ones, and looked up for
s momont at the grey eyos, and ear-
nest face. Inéver saw Jack so serious
before., Thingd were very real-to
Jack,

. “'What .doss Jesud -think, Jeckt”
The eyes grow:-moro cerious than aver
mow,.sad v momest looked away
from .mnine, away; awiy ont ovér the
durk “waved, e3d soon.-a raitt dame
‘stealing: m&o‘théu groy :depths; .and
then two-Vedey thecabled om ‘aach Hd

and were pushed over by those behind
thom to roll along down over Jack’s
freckled face, and drop ono after
anothor on the old worn ceat.

Jack didn't say anything, didn’t
oven wipe thow away, which he would
usually have dono, for Juck hated
tears, but sat there biting his Jips, and
thinking, thinking.

Soon ho drow himself down closer
to me, and hiding his face in his hands
leanod his head on my shoulder, so
that his cap fell off, and then o wei.o
on, thickly at first, for his voice was all
choked with tears and emotion.
“That's it, it's that more than any-
thing else, only I couldn’t tell you
somohow, I don't know why though.
I pretend to be a Christian, and I
don't see as I'm any different from the
other fellows who don’t, not a bit,
except I don't swear and lots of them
that ain't pious don't do that; and
‘then there’s another thing, I do things
sometimes that are foolhardy and
dangerous, and I might be killed.
I'm sure, (Jack choked a bit here),
Jesus wouldn't like anything like
that, and I don’t think I've any right
to do them, only you kaow the fellows
kind of expect it of ma. If it was
anything cowardly or mean I might
say no. I'd not be afraid to, but—
well its harder in things like that.
Why, ouly yesterday I told the fellows
I'd—and he told me all abeut the
proposed feat of crossing the ¢lost
link’ next Saturday, and then be
went on; the flood-gates were open
now, and there was no constraint.”
Jack had begun this thing and he was
going through with it.

“ Now, how am I going to get out
of it T'm not afraid to doit, and I
think I could, but—well—I don't
hardly believe it's right, and X feel
Jesus wouldu't like it.”

“Stop o moment, Jack,” I said,
“and let us look at it. What would
be gained if you did this thing in
safety! Your curiosity would be
sutisfied, your pride too, Jack—and
that’s all, and on the other side there's
the fact that you may be killed, and
also if you do it some others will try
it, and thoy might not be so fortunate.
Look at it, Jack, square in the face
and tell me what you think.” -

Jack was quiet for a moment, and
his eyes seemed to find something to
belp him away beyond the waves,
where the mist settled down on the
sea. X sat watching the struggle, for
it was a struggle, and how bravely
my boy came out of it. Only a
minute, perhaps less, when up he
leaped on his feet and dashed away
the last tear, though, forsooth, that
was needless, for tho clear fires that
shone there would have dried it up in
a shert tima. “FPI not do it,” he

say—and what’s another thing, I'm
going to bo u better sort of a Cliristian
after this thau T have been, so there.”

And my own heart leaped: for glad-

said; “I don’t care what the'fellows’

_“Qood for you, my boy,” T suid..

ness, -abd I Yoved the .paoble. fellow:

moro than ever now. * Good for you,
I knew you'd come out right side up
—you always do. Now don't you feel
as though you'd conquered a city!?
Can't you kind of chum in with Alex-
ander and Cresar, and say, old fellows,
I know how it feels to be a conqueror,
I'vo been thero wyself. I congrntu-
lato yout”

“] don't know but what I do”
snid Jack.

Wo walked home then, but did nat
talk much on the way. Jack spent
most of the time in picking up stonex,
sowe big ones, and finging them out
over the biufl'into tho sea.

Heo had workzd his cnergy up to a
high pitch, and had to let it down
easy. Jack nover collapsed.

He came to me that night while I
was reading, and told me how he got
on with the fellows.

“I went right after tea, ’cause I
wanted to have it dono with, and
over. It wasn't so very hard, you
know, when once I'd make up my
mind. Of course some of them said
I was afraid, and they knew how I'd
back out. BitTsaid I guessed they
knew me well enough to know I wasn't
generally afraid to do things, and then
they shut up. But the hardest came
last when I told thems about the—you
know—other resolve I made. But I
got it out, and no one said a word,
till in a littlo while some fellow started
on another line and that was the end
of it—and, well I guess they like me
better than ever,” and Jack laughed
half-sheepishly. I lsughed too, at
this last touch. It was so like Jack,
a wee bit of pride, but with something
to back it up.

“And now, Jack,” I said, “about
this other resolve, as you call it.  You
can't keop it yourselt. If you do
you'll make a small show, and be
down in no time-—like the fellow at
the fair last fall who tried his flying
machine and nearly broke his meck.
Youn know, Jack, the devil hasn't got
done with you yet, by a long way.
You will bave to be very carcful and
live close to Jesus, and always ask
him for help. Now come, let's kneel
down here and have a talk with the
Master about it.

And we knelt down there, iny boy
and I, and my heart went out in a
prayer that Jesus who was once a boy
with boys in Nazareth years ago,
wonld guide and guard Jack, and
would teach him the great loveliness
of Christian boyhood and Christian
manhood by revealing himself.

When wo rose my eyes were wet as
Jack's, and I couldn’t trust myself to
speak, 80 I just grasped his hand in
mine and said * Good-night, Jock.”

“ Good-night, sir,” said Jack, and
went out.—Z%e Wesleyan.
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Heppy is the man that findeth
wisdom. ’

3 axt not afraid of the dark,” said
Bess; “J never did anything to-the
dark, and it won't hurt ma.” -

Child of a King.

l’bﬂ’()n chifldeen of Zinn be jaytul In thelr King ©
0

My Father ia rich in houses and ianly,

He hobleth the wealth of the world in s
hnds,

Ot rubics and dlamanda, of silver and gold,

Hia cotfers aro full, ho has richea unitold.

CloRTR,
I'n the child of & Kiag,
The child of & Klug ¢
Witly Jesus my Savionr,
I’ tho child of & King.

My Father's own Son, who saves us from
[,

Ouce wandered on earth as the poorest of
men;

Rut uow ho is reigning forever on high,

And will giva me & home with lumnself
by-and by,

Cito.—1'm the child, ote.

1 onco was an outcass stranger on carth,
A ainver by chaice, an *ahen” by birth,
But T've been *adopted,” iny name’s written
down,
An heir to a mansion, a fobe and a crown.
Csto. —1"tn the child, cte.

A tent or a cottagoe, why should I care?
Thoy're building a palace for ine over there;
Though ¢xiled from home, yet iny heart
still may aing :
All glory to God, I'm tho child of a King.
CHo.—I'm the child, eto.

TOO GOOD TO KEEP.

A New Zearasp girl was brought
over to England to bo educated. Bhe
became o true Christian. When she
wns about to return, somo of har play-
mates endeavoured to dissuade her,
Thoy said, “Why dos you go back to
Now Zealand? You are nccustotued to
England now. You love its shady
lanecs and cloverfields. It suits your
health.  Ilesides you may be ship-
wrecked on the occan. You may be
killed and eaten by your awn people,
Everybody wiil havs forgutten you.”

“What{” she said, “do you think
I could keep the good news to myselft
Do you think that I could be countent
with having got pardon, and peace, and
cternal life for myself, and not go and
tell my father and mother how they
can get it too3 I would go if I had to
swim there. Do nob try to hinder me;
for I mmust go and tell my people the
good news.”

A LORD IN THE PAMILY,

A roxirous, silly school-hoy was one
day boasting how many rich and noble
relations he had ; and haviog exhaust
cd his topic, he turned with an im-
portant air and asked one of hia school.
fellows, *“ Are thero any lords in your
family 1”

“Yes,” said the littlo fellow, “ there
is onc at least; for I have often
heard my mother say that the Lord
Jesus Christ is our Elder Brother.”

The boy was right ; and a8 he grew
up it was his privilege to koow wiore
of this Elder Brother, and to tell the
perishing multitudes the tidings of his
grace.

Blessed are thoy who have one Lord
in the fawily, and who know him =s
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their Elder Brother and their over-
lasting friend.
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