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BOYS, DO YOUR BEST.

Boss, do your best; it you hced this
advice,
It wil] never lead you astray,
Aund muny a friend
1t will galn in th3 end,
If the precept you choose to obey

If put on your honour, bo certain to
prove
‘That confidence in you was right :
Although long the day
“I'will abundantly pay,
And your sleep will bo sweetor
night,

at

Boys, do your best; it allotted a task.
Set about it, at once, with a will,
**A thing well begun,
1& nearly halt done,”
Is an adage of truthfulpess still.

Don‘t expect to be told every day of the
week
That commendable zeal
shown,
For praise to the face,
Is ofttimes out of place,
Yet your efforts for good, are all
known,

you have

Boys, do your best; how little you dream
That your actions are weighed every
nlght,
The balance each day,
You tip either way,
But be sure you tip it aright.

It a schoolmate should ask you to join
some scheme,
And your consclence should whisper
ycu * Nay,”
Just turn a deaf ear
When the tempter you hear,
And you'll find in the end it will pay.

Boys, do your best; wherever in lfe
Your pathway of duty may fall,
If you do with your might,
What is manly and right,
You'll be loved and respected by all.

And then, when the days of your pil-
grimage end,
It honest and faithful you've been,
You'll hear at the gate,
Where an extrancs you walft,
The sweet salutation, * Come in.”

NEMO

The Wonderfl Door.

BY THE AUTHOR OF “CHRISTIES QLD
ORGAN>

CHAPTER XIilL
THE MIDNIGHT KXNOCK.

Amos little thought, when he bade
Abel Grey good-night at the clote of that
sorrowful evening, how long it would be
before he saw him again. No sleep
came to refresh the poor little man that
night; ho tossed about on his bed, fever-
ish and i1}, and aching in every llmb.
In the morning he was obliged to knock
on the wall for his next-door neighbour,
for he could not get out of bed, and he
was afrald that he should dle before any
one came to him. She was a kind-
hearted woman, and at once seat for the
doctor, and undertook the charge of him
in his {llness.

The doctor was very attentive, but poor
Abel grew worse antl worse. It was a
bad kind of low fever, which had been
brought on by sorrow and anxlety, and
which was kept from abating by the sure
aching at his heart, as day by day ke
missed his boy more and more.

When, atier many weeks, the fever
left him, Abel was as feeble as an infant,
His kind neighbour came in and out, and
brought him all be needed, and he lay
at other times alone in his bed in the
sllent house, listening to the footsteps
of the passers-by in the street, and to the
ticking of Betty's old clock in the
kitchen,

It was during that weary time of
weakness that Nemo's prayer was an-
swered, for Abel Grey began at last to
knock at the door. God@ had not sent
him that sorrow in vain; it had brought
him to-himself. As he lay on hls bed.
he repeated over and over again this
prayer: * God de merciful to me a sin-
ner. Lord, Lorg, open to me!”

Very earnestly, very bhcm-.tly, he
prayed, but for some time no comfort
came. .Satan troubled him with doubts.
He could not balieve that.the door would
Ye opened-to him., He had niglected to
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. given him, now he feared It was too late;
ho almost fancled that he heard the volce
{ from within the door ssylng to him, “1I
| know you not.” But It was wonderful
j bow, at that time, all Nomo's texts and
’hymns. which had been taught to him
by Amos, and which he had so much
; loved to repeat, came back to his poor
i Nttle foster-fathor'a memory as he lay on
‘ his bed. And yot it was not wonderful,
for was it not tho volce of God speaking
| to his soul ?
¢ There was onc verse to which Abel
i especlally turned for comfort: * Every
one that asketh recelveth, and he that
sceketh findeth, and to him that knock-
eth it shall be opencd.” It does not say,
sald the poor )ttle man, * every one
that knocks early, or that begins to
knock as soon as ever ke sees tho door;
it just says, ‘To him that knocketh it
shall be opened.’ 1 suppose that means
any ane who knocks, at any time before
i the door s closed forever. [ should
think, then, it might take rae In, though
i I've been such a long time about 1t.”
And at last Atel could say. humbly
and thankfully, a verre of onc of Nemo's
favourite hymns—

“If T ask him to receive me,
Will he say me nay ?
Not till earth, and not till heaven,
Pass away.” .

Little by little, very slowly and gradu-
ally, strength came back to him. He
was able at length to get up. to creep
downstairs, to put his own kettle on, and
to sit propped up by cushions nea: the
kitchen fire. But he had not galned
sufficient strength to cross the street and
to mount the stairs to Amos' garret, be-
fore & very strange thing happened.

Abel had gone to bed early, for the
evenings were loing and dreary for him
now, and he had fallen fast asleep. The
kitchen clock had ticked on unheard and
unnoticed, and had struck several hours
since Abel went upstairs. Nine, ten,
| eleven, and twelve had all gone by, when

there came a heavy krocking at the shop-
door. /

It soon awoke Abel, who slept very
lightly, and he sat up in bed trembling
with terror. At first he thought it was
a drunkea man who had mistaken his
house, and he determined to remaln In
bed and to take no notlce of him.

But the Kknocking went on so long
that at length he crept out of bed, and,
opening his window a little way, he
peeped cautiously out.

* Does Abel Grey live here ? sald a
loud voice from below.

*Yes. I am Abel Grey,” safid the poor
trembdling little man,

* All right: you're wanted,” said the
voice. ‘" Put on your clothes as guick
as you can, and come with me.”

“But I can't come,” sald Abel, in 8
volce shaking with fear; * it’s impossible
for me to come. I haven't been out for
weeks ; I've been very fll. Who it is
wants me at this time of night ?**

* Well,” sald the man., “what I was
told to say by them as sent me was this,
—*Nems wants you.’”

“ Nemo !” sald the little man, trembling
more than ever. * My little lad, Nemo,
do you mean ?"

** Ay, I reckon it will be the little 1ad,”
said the man: “a little chap of eight or
nine or thereabouts.”

t *It's my lttle Nemo ! said Abel,
, with tearg in his eyes. *If Nemo wants
+ me, I'll come at once.”

+ As fast as his trembling fingers would
i allow him, he put on his clothes., and.
 coming down to the door, he found his
{ midnight visitor—2a stout young country-
i
i
1
]
i
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man with 8 whip in his hand.

*“That's right,” he said. “I've
brought the trap to the door: jump in.”

It was a high cart, something like a
milk-cart, and the young man, seeing
that Abel was guite unable to obey him
by jumping in, lifted hiin in his strong
armos lilke a badby, and pat him in his
place on the high seat. Then they drove
away in the darkness as fast as the tired
horse could be urged forward.

On the way Abel tried to find out
lwhere they were going, and when and

how he had met Nemo, but the youns
man did not seem willing to tell him.
All he would say was that he had been
well paid for his job, and that his job
wag to fetch Abel Grey at once, and to
kecep a still tongue between his teeth.

They drove an for some hours, and at
length, just as day was breaking, they
caine in gight of a village which Abel
had never seen belore. *“We're just

- lelt the horse aud cart at the gate, and,
. opening the door, he called several times,
_*Mother! mother! mother !

there now,” sai{d the yuung countryman. !
He stopped before s thatched cottage, -

|

«  Eutering this baru, he again called,
| * AMother! mother I™
i
i

“1I'm up hore,” sald a volce. * Have
you brought him ?*°
i But befors the young man could an-
| swer, a child’s volco from above rang
{out with a cry of gladness that Abel '
would remember to his dying day, “ Ob, |
Abs), Abel, Abel, have you really come ¥
A steop ladder led up to the loft, but
Abel, n splie of his weakness, quickly
wmounted ft. No sooner was ho at the
top than two small arma wore round his
| neck, and bis lost child was in his arms
agaln, sobbing for very joy at tho sight
of him: aud there. on a bed of hay at

I
1
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the other end of the loft, lay the strango !
{ gaunt man who hnd tracked thelr fool-
| sleps, gasping for breath, and cvidently )

dying fast; whilst beslde him sat the old i

woman of the cottage, wiping his face i

with her handkerchicf, 2nd trying to
| mdke him take a spoonful of milk from ’
} & cup that gtood on an old box beside
i her; and a. hin feet was stretched the l
lost dog, which recopnized Abel at once,
and came forward to mceet him. Poor l
little Nemo told his foster-father after- i
wardg, that in the long miserable timo ,
which he had passed, the poor dog bhad
been his greatest comfort; in the midat
of his terror at being carried away it had
comforted him a little, and he bad feit I
that, whilst he had the dog. a little bit
of the old happy life with Abel was left
to him,

The dying man held out his thin hand

to the dwarf, and told him ha was glad
that he had come, for he wanted to tell
him something before he died.

“Leave us alone a bit, goad people,
will you ?* he sald. * A blessing on
you for your kindness to a poor out-
cast !

**1 needn’'t go, need I ?" said Nemo,
who was clinging to Abel as if he was
atraid to let him go out of his sight.

**No, you must hear it, too, Nemo,”
said the dying man, “ for it is your story
I am going to tell.”

\Vhen they were alone, the. strange
man bade them sit close to him, so that
they could easily hear what he had to
say, and then began his strange story.

“You remember Everton ?* was the
first thing he sald.

“Yes, Abel, you know,” sald Nemo.
*Where the little gir! in plak lives.
And it was him I saw peeping out of the
dbushes that day, when you wouldn't be-
Yleve m2.  Abel, it was him, because
r2"s told me so0.”

*“Yes,” sald the man, “I1 was there.
Now, mark my words—that house, that
park, that estate, every inch of it—be-
longs of right to that child, and to none
other:” and as he spoke le polnted with
his thin finger at Nemo.

Then, with the greatert diffculty and
with many pauses, he told them all he
had to tell. He sald that his real name,
though he had passed by many others,
was Mark Weston. He said that he was
brought up to service, and after belng
in several famlilies he became the valet
of a Mr. Gilbert Prescot. His master
told him, when he engaged him, that he
travelled a good deal, and the very next
summer they spent in Switzerland and
the north of Italy. One day, when they |
were among the mountaing, staying at
a small hotel, his master pointed out to
bim, in the hotel garden, a gentleman
and a lady.

He told him the gentleman was hls
cousin, Mr. John Oakley, who had been
married 2bout a year, and who was tra-
velling with is bride abroad before set-
j tiing down on his father’s estate in Eng-

land. He also told him, either on that
occzsion or soon after, that he himselt
was the next helr to that estate, and that
it his cousin had not married he would
bave succeeded to that property.

Soon after this the cousins became very
| friendly, and jiaaned many expeditions
| together on the mountains: in <ome of

these a guide accompanfed them, but !
others, which were lesz dangerous,
they attempted alome, only taking Mark !
with them to carry thelr luncheon and
coats. On one of these expeditions an
awful thing happened. The valet was
left behind by his master at a roadside
spring, and told to fill several small
bottles with water for them tc drink by
the way. His master and Mr. Oakley
wont on together, saying that they would '
walt for him at the top of the hill
TWhen they had gone, he filled the bottles
as qulckly as possible, and hastened after
them. The narrow path lay on the side
of the steep mountain, a cliff siretched
’ overhead, a precipice lay bdelow. It

was a winding path, not much of ft
could be seen at once, and for some
{ time Mark saw nothing of the two young ,
men. But at length, just as he turned

e —— e - -
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B.: as | a cormer, he suddenly came in sight of | not know.

——

preciplece. The servant rushod forwand
but was too late to savo him, and a2 he
looked down he saw bhis mangled body
a hundroad feet below,

Znd then his master temptod him.
He was offered an enormous bridbe to
say nothing of tho affalr, hut to stand by
his master as If nothtng had happoned
A largo sum of money was o Lo d to
him every year on that fats! day, 1t he
held uis tougue.

The tempiation was too strong for him.
e accepted the bribe, and, ns he told
Adel and Nomo, he had never kanown
o moment's peace or happiness sinco

Thoy wont back to the hotet, and
broke tho terrible news of her huse
band's death to the poor young wilo.
It was an awful scene which followed;
and he shuddercd on his dying bed as
ho thought of 1t. ‘Then tho noxt day
fresh dificulties arose, for a littlo boy
was born, a new helr to tho cstate.

Tho child scomed to be healthy an tikely

10 live, and Qilbert Preacot had com-
mitted the murder for nothing. Ever-
ton wns as far from his reach as ever.
Mark, too, saw that therc was little
chance of his master belag able to pay
the eaxormous annual bribe he had pro-
mised him, and he kad almoat determined
to go tv a magistrate and reliove his
consclence of the secret.

But as he was wandering about the
iittie Itallan town 8 man begged of him,
av Englishman, who lmplered for help
from a fellow-countryman. The man
told him that he had come out to Italy
as gardener to an English gentleman,
who was a resldent there, but that ho
had been suddenly dismissed from hls
service, and had no money to tako him
back to England. For this ho wanted
help. Mark would have passed him by
without notice, had not the man gono on
to say that his case was the more sad
because his wifo had had a little baby
born a fortnight before, and it was now
lylng dead In the house, and they had
no money with which to bury it.

Another temptation of Satan was now
spread before Mark Weston Herc he
thought, was a2 way out of the difficulty.
The babies might be changed. Th»
young mother was unconscious, and ap-
parently dying, sho could know rothing:
the dead baby might be laid by her side,
and the lving child, the lttle helr, he
made over to the gardener. His wicked
plan was laid before his master, and wasn
approved by him. The gardener's wife
was brought to tho hotel as an Eoglish
nurse for the baby. Soon after, the
poor young mother dfed, and the next
day it was given out {n the hotel that
the baby was dead also.

(To be continued.)

“The Bipesed Leaves”

BY MARGAMET E. SANGSTRH.

Said the leaves upon the branches,
One sunny sutumn day :

* We've finished 21l our work, and now
We can no longer stay.

So our gowns of red and yellow,
And our sober cloaks of brown,

Must be worn beforo the frost comes,
And we go rustlicg down.

“ We've had a jolly summer,
\With the birds that bullt their nrats
Bepeath our green umbrellas,
And the squirrels for our nests.
But we cannot walt for winter,
For we do not care for snow,
When we hear the wild north-westira
We loose our clasp and go.

* But we hold our hecads up bravely,
Unto the very last,

And shine in pomp and splendour
As away we jlutter fast

In the meliow 2utumn noontide
e kiss and say good-bye,

And through the naked branches
Then may children see the sky.”

TAKE OARE OF THEZ MINUTES.

In an iron mine was a boy whose work
it was to open and shut tho gates as the
carts passed. Sometimes there would
be arn hoar between tho carts, It was
very tiresome for the Iittle fellow, untfl
one day he found on the road an English
history. Then as by maglc the time
grew short. He read over and over the
stories of kings and quecns. He lived
in a wonderful new world. Next he

| borrowed from a kind minister a history

o! Greece. Soon therc was scarcoly a
story of olden times that this 1ad did
Ho did oot st2y long in a

, no one answered the call, he beckoned { them- and s terrible sight it was. He | mire. Such a wise mno as he grew to

i-to Abel to foilow him, and led the way
- through the house into a little farmyard,

long, ‘he had turned away | at the end of which was a barn or hay-

¢
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{ saw thom before they saw him, and he
saw that a struggle was goiug on, and |
that his master was in the act of push-

ing his cousin over tho brink of the | honoy.

be was ncoded up in the sunlight. Jtlis
not well to waste the minutes. Each is
like the cell of 2 bee-hive! stere It with



