
THE DOWNW'\ARDJ PATI. L

The humorist, R~obert J. Burdotte, undor the titie of Il Little
WVay T)own Street " lias poiirtrayàed tho traps which lie ini
wait for the boy -%hlo is allowed ont at niights, by the idulgeit,
parent, andf it lias bociî suggested to place bis sketchi ini the
baudiics of teachers who happen to be la.blouring iihi a conîîunity
where suecb tomptatioiis tend to counteract bis influence.
Blsewvhere it lias boon issued as a iMýoriii Exorcise 1ieip,
anUd as sncbi it is reproduced biere:

My boy, you camne lu rather late last iiight, and whien your
inother asked iviiere you wore, you said: " 1)own sti-eet."
'1'hon shie Nvantedl to kovwhore about dlown the struc~t, and
you said ' Oh, *1just aI littie îvays."

Now 1 <Ior't tink you nioant to lie to your mothor ;wheon-
evcr a boy coînos homie late at niigflt and is afraid or ashaînid
to, tell just whoere hoe bias been and what hoe lias been do0ing,
1 kiioîv as wvell as hoe doos, and bis inothier kniows, and eN-ery-
body wbo khnows aiiythingiç about boys, knows that hie lias been
clown street.

But miore than that, my boy. I know that lio lias been a
long way down street, a loiiîo lon<(r wvay. Have you a mnap of
your route last evening? No! Nve1l, noever mmid; sit do0wnl
hiero aud ve'Il i iake a înap, i a inuite and sec hiov far a boy
travels wheiu hoe laves homie after supper, and goos just dowvî
street a littlo way, and doos iiot get back tili ton o'clock.

Here is your bomne, this brighit littie spot like a star on the
înap. ruile sweetest, purest, safest place thiis side of boeaven
whiero from father to baby, they love you botter thanl ail the
rest of the people lu the big, ivide îvorld.

Now from here, the streets ail have a, down grade, wvhen
you sneak ont after (lark. Soc how far you are froni respect-
ability whieu yotu reach this corner whiere you loafed-ehi ?
WTell, l'Il sa.y loitered if you prefer it, last nighlt. Here are
the fellows you wore îvith. Sîveet gang for your fiather's son
to loiter wvitb, isii't; it ? It's a lonig ways fromn your respectable
home, frorn your father's friencis and your mnothicr's guests to
this corner down street, niow isn't it?

Thoen, look on the rnap, nmy boy, sec hiow far it is fron
nmanliness and decency. Tîvo ladies hurried past, friends of
your mothor. Thank hieaveii they did not; sec you, for you
shnik back into a dlarki doorîvay, feeling( like the sileak that
you wvere. As tbey passed by one of the loafers shouted after
thieni au insultig remnark. Your cheeks burnied ini the dark
at that. I)id not your home and sisters seemn a thousand miles
awaý,,y, just thon ?
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