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The Worst Boy in the Town.

4 CANADIAN STORY,
BY

Florence Yarwood.

CHAPTER XL
JACK’S INNOCENCE PROVED.

€&«
I kuow there is no error,
In this great supernal plan;
ut that all things work together
For the final go.d of man.”
—Ella Wheeler Wilcoz.
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" said Jack, quietly, **but I
ul 3;:;: "l‘)no chance whatever ; it is &
¥ tidy » * Put shut in by the woods on

set out together, walking
silently alony, for all were in deep thought.
The soft, mossy surf underneath their feet

ave back no sound of footfall ; it was a noige-
ess, silent walk, indeed.

Jack was walking with his head bent down
a little in advance of the athers, and as they
neared the spot Mildred caught his arm and
gaid in a hoarse whisper, «* Look, oh look !
gomeone is there [

Jack looked, and oh, how can I desgcribe to
saw-—a something that turned
and made him feel like
rees and shouting

So the three

ou what he
a1l his sorrow into joy
climbing oue of the highest t

forth his happiness.
with his back turned to

There before them,
them, and quite unconscious of their presence,
was an artist, with brush in hand, working ab

a large picture.

But oh, the subject of that picture {—what
do you think it was

It was the pretty
them, with the
through, and gra
while in the foregr

?

little hollow in front of
tiny stream wantering
ceful trees on each side,
ound, on a bank covered
with flowers, lay the outstretched figure of
the sleeping Jack. It had evidently been
eketched that afternoon he had fallen asleep
there.

Jack and Mildred were 8o overjoyed that
they stood speechless. Mr. Grey alone,
seemcd composed.  He stepped forward a few
steps, and the artist turned round, surprised,
indeed, to find that he had an audience of
three.  But his surprised look turned in a
moment to one of joyful recognition, as he
came forward and said, ** How glad I am to
see you, Mr. Grey!” -

«’\What ! can it be my old friend, Stuart
Granville 2”7 said Mr. Grey.

«The same!’ said the artist, and they
shook hands warmly.

“This is my daughter, Mildred, Mr. Gran-
ville,” said Mr. Grey. ¢ You have often
heard me speak of him, my dear.”

« yes, indeed 17 said viildred, as she gave
ner hand to her father’s friend, with one of
her bright swniles.

¢« And this is  said Mildred, intend-
ing to introduce Jack, but the artist inter-
rupted her.

¢« Ah, I have met this young man before,
though he knew it not; my picture, here, tells
you that. 1had been coming here for a num-
ber o. days painting a view of this beautiful
little spot ; and one day [ was somewhat sur-
prised to find a young man stretched out on
thay flowery bank yonder, sound asleep.
had put the bank of flowers in my picture the
day before; and as I stood looking at this
young man, with his arm under his head, and
his handsome, intelligent face turned fully
towards me, 1 yielded to the temptation to
improve my picture by taking a sketch of him.
I then left him here, apparently still sleeping
soundly. And I have worked his picture up
from memory since, as well as [ could. I do
hope you will pardon me for the very serious
crime of stealing,” and he held out his hand
to Jack.

Jack turned to Mr. Grey and said :

«T wish you would please tell Mr. Gran-
ville how much all this means to me; [ am too
happy to talk much just now.”

S0 they sat down on & mOssy bank, and
Mr. Grey told the artist Jack’s trouble, and
how the only thing that would really clear
him would be to prove that he was in the
woods asleep that afterncon.

Mr. Granville was a true disciple of Jesus,
and he was glad and thankful to hear how
much he had helped to lift the burden off
these three anxious hearts.

< Well, [ can prove that he was there,”
aid he, ““and L'l puta piece in to-morrow’s
paper that will hush up all these dark sus-

icions.”

« You must come home with us and stay
during the rest of the time you spend at Port
Hope,” said Mr. Grey. And Mildred heartily
seconded the invitation.

«1 shall gladly do so,” replied the artist.
« T had no idea you lived here or I should
have found your place before this.”

CHAPTER XIL
THE METHODIST PREACHER.

ure can hold no terrors
1, while the stars revolve,
d firm on the grave of his

¢ | tell you the fut
To any sad sou
If he will but stan
errors,
And, instead of regretting, resolvel re-
2"

solve!

Tug next day there app
aper an interesting item
ing that he could prove beyon«
a doubt that Jack Hardin%
when he said that he was as
on that never-to-be-forgotten afternoon  of
Juue 6th, and if they doubted his word just

cnll at Mr. Grey’s, and see the portrait
had painted of him while sleepiny there.
And the people wha condemned Jack the

eared in the town
by the artist, stat-
1 the shadow of
told the truth
cep in the woods

loudest were now the loudest in shouting his
praises, and they said they never really be-
fieved it of him in the first place.
So inconsistent is human nature !
And what did really become of Bob Pierce?
Port Hope, he made his

Well, after leaving
way down to the city of Kingston, sailing
only in fair weather, and putting in to ghore
When he

when he saw a storm approaching.
got there his money was about gone. and he
was obliged to go to work for a living.

That did not suit him at all; he had been
accustomed to getting good food and fine
clothes at home, and all the
to drink, out of lis father

nothing.
He lived a miserable, degraded life at

Kingston, spending almost all his wagyes for
drink, and before the summer was over he
dragged himself back to Port Hope, there to
die of consumption, brought on by drink and
exposure.

Mildred Grey no

's bar room, for

longer lives at Port Hope
—in ‘act she is not Mildred Grey at all now.
She is the happy wife of Stuart Granville,
the artist, and they live in the beautiful city
of Toronto, where her father also lives, happy
in his declining years, in having his only
child always with him.

Before I close, just a word about Rev. Jack
Harding, the Methodist preacher.

Can it be possible that the lad who was
once considered to be the worst boy in the
town now holds such an honoured position?

It is even so.

One lovely evening toward the close of a
gummer day, Mildred Granville stool watch-
ing a youny couple slowly wulking down the
street.

One is the lad who used to be called the
worst boy in the town, but is now an earnest,
Methodist preacher.  And the other is Mary
Stanton, the little girl who once stood up be-
fore the class and confessed her own fault in
order to clear Jack.  She has now grown to
beautiful young womanhood, and boards
with Mildred while attending college in
Toronto. As she is a true disciple of Christ,
and & life-long friend, Jack finds her society
very congenial.

Dear readers, the moral of my story is—
that it is not the falling that disgraces a per-
son, 8o much as the staying down.

Though a person may fall a dozen times
and rise again, he is much more commend-
able than the one who just falls once, and

never atlempts to rise agnin.
Let us ever 1emember the promise of God:

¢« To him that overcometh, will 1 give to
eat of the tree of life, which isin the midst of
the Paradise of God.”
Tue END.

THE WASTE OF WAR.

It has been estimated that in the last
thirty-seven years the number of human
lives sacrificed in wars reaches the great
total of two millions and a quarter. The
direct cost of the various wars to the gov-
ernments engaging in them is reckoned at
over twelve thousand millions, without
taking into account the indirect losses to
the vavious industries and business of the
countries by taking so many from their
usual occupations, When the kingdom of
God shall have universal rule, and ** the
nations shall learn war no more,” all this
will be changed, and peace will shed sun-
shine and blessing over all the lands of the
earth.

M
SAVE THE BOYS.

Ix dealing with the temperance ques-
tion, we are not to think only of the
drunkard. 1t is a noble thing to work for
his reformation, but it is a greater work to
strive to throw around the young those
gafeguards which will prevent them from
becoming victims of strong drink. But
there are many who do not seem to think
of the children at all In speaking of
license, people argue sometimes that as
much liquor is sold under Prohibition as
when licenses are granted. ““ It is sold on
the sly,” they say. No doubt many an old
toper will have his liquor anyway. ©
will dodge in at back doors and through
dark alleys, if by se doing he can get a
drink. But this back-deor trade does not
tempt the young. The open saloon is a
constant menace to the young people of
the comnunity in which it oxists. Forthe
sake of the children let us battle with this
evil, never thinking of such n thing asa
compromise, but with all our might and
our power labour for the utter extermin-
ation of the drink curse. Save the chil-
dren of to-day, and you save the men and

women of to-marrow.

liquor be wanted

HOW FRITZ GREW.

« Granppapa l” shouted a little boy,
bounding into a sunshiny porch, where an
old, white-haired man sat reading his
paper, ‘‘grandpapa, T'm seven years old
to-day ; and 1've got on trousers, and I'm
going to begin school.”

“«Why, why 1”7 said the old gentleman,
laying down his paper, *how many things
are happening all together ! "

Grandpapa was about as far from the
end of his life as Fritz was from its begin-
ning ; and there scemed a wide difference
between the bent white head and feeble
gait of the one, and the shining bright
curls that shook and nodded at the bound-
ing steps of the other. Yot grandpa
and Fritz were great chums, and%ovedpml:;
understood each other very well indeed.

‘fAud now, grandpapa, measure me up
against yowr wall,” continued our new
schoolboy, ¢“so that 1 can tell just how
much 1 have grown by the beginning of
another term.”

So grandpapa took out his pencil, and
while Fritz stood with his hack to the
wall, very stift and stili and straight, grand-
papa put his spectacle-case on the boy’s
hgad, to get his exact level, and marked
him off on the clean, white paint; writing
his name and age and the day of the month
and yenr.

“But stop, Fritz,” said grandpapa, as
he was runuing off, ““I've only measured
one-third of you.”

Fritz looked puzzled.

¢ Ts your body all of you?” asked grand-
papa.

“* No, grandpapa ; T expect I've got a
mind too,” said Fritz; but he spoke
doubtfully.

““Yes, a mind to do your sums with, and
a heart to love God and his creatures with.
Don’t you see that 1 have only measured
one-third of you / Come, and I'll measure
your mind. How much arithmetic do rou
know ¢ “As far as multiplication. Good.
And you are in the second reader? Very
well.. Now write your name down here in
my note-hook, and put these facts down,
that T may take theYneasure of your read-
ing, writing, and arithwetic.”

Fritz, highly amused, took the pencil
and wrote in « very clumsy hand, ¢ Fred-
erick Jones, multiplication and second
reader.”

«« But what about my heart 1" the little
boy asked presently.

Grandpapa looked very grave, and was
gilent for a minute. Then he sait: *“ Did
you please your mother by getting down in
time for prayers this morning L

“No, granipapa”

“Did you look for little sister Lucy's
doll that she lost yestorday 7

« No, grandpapas”

¢« Did you carry Mrs. Parsons the honey
she told you to ask your mother for, to
help her cough #7” '

« Why, grandpapa, I forgot all about it.” .

The old man did not say a word, but
began to write in his note-book; and
Fritz, looking over his shoulder, managed
to spell out these words : *“ He that loveth
not his brother whom he hath seen, how
can he love tiod whom he bath not seen ¢!

A year passed away, and again we find
Fritz at grandpapa’s knee. Grandpapa’s
step is slower, and his voice weaker, hig
eyesight dimmer. Fritz is somewhat
changed too. His curls are shorter, and
his trousers are longer, his shoulders
broader, and wlen he backs up to the
wall, behold ! he is away abuve fast yowr's
mark. He reads in a fourth reider now,
and knows something of fractivons; and
when he writes his name the letters do net -
tumble down and sprawl around as they
did last year. ;

i And how abous that other measure ! R
asked grandpapa. o

Fritz is silent ; but the old maun puts his |,
arms around him, and says tenderly : ‘' 1 N
heard mamma say yesterday that Frite
was her greatest comfort, Lucy cried when-::
she found Fritz's holiday was over, and
old Dame Parsons said she would be lost
without that boy's helping hand.” E

Jdittle

Again grandpapa wrote in  his
book. And though the writing was very :
shaky, Fritz could read it pla.iu}: this tiwmes
«Tf ye fulfil the royal law, Thou shialt
love thy neighbour as thyself, ye do well.”
« Now, Fritg, boy,” he said, ** that's the ~
best growing you've done this year.”



