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Choice Literature,
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LAICUS,;
OR THE EXFERIENCES OF A LAYMAN IN
PARISH,

CHAVTER XXVI. —FATHER RYATT'S STORY.

If you had known Charhe P, and had scen s little
struggle, and had felt as 1 did the anguish caused by his
tragic death, you would not talk of moderate drinking as a
remedy for intemperance.

1 was away frum wy parish when 1 first heardof it, 1
very well remember the start with which 1 read the first
line of the note, * Charlic I is dead”$ and how after |
had timshed the account, wrtten 1 haste and partaking of
the confusion of the hour, the letter dropped from my hands,
and 1 sat in the gathering darkness of the summer twi-
tight, rehearsing to mysell the story of Iis life and the
sad, sad story o§his tragic death,  Years have passed since,
but the whole 1s unpressed upon my memory 1n figures that
time cannot fade. ll'l were an agust, I could pant his port-
rait 1 am sure, as 1 see huneven now.  bSuch a grand, open.
hearted, whole-soulea fellow as he was,

It wasabout a year before that 1 first saw lum in my
church.  His peculiar gait, as he walhed up the centre
aisle, first attracted my attention.  He carsied a stout cane
and walked a little lame.  His wife was with him.  Indeed,
except at his office, 1 rarely saw them apart.  She loved
hira with an almost wdalatrous affection § as well she might,
for he was the most lovable man I ever knew; and he
loved her with a tenderness alwost womanly. I think he
never for 2 woment forgot that it was her assiduous nurs.
ing which saved his life. His face attsacted me from the
first, and I rather think 1 called on the new-comers that
very week. At all events we soon became fast friends, and at
the very neat comiuumion husband and wite united with
my church by letter from . but no marter where s I
had best give neitker names nor dates. They hived in a
quiet, simple way, going but little into socicty, for they
were soctety to cach other.  They rarely spent an evening
out, if I except the weekly prayer-mecting.  They came to-
gether to that.  He very soon went wnto the Sabbath school.
A Bible class of young people gathered about him as if by
magic. Ile had just the gemal way, the svcial quahues and
the personal magnetism to draw the young to lum. [ used
to loak about sometimes with a lund of envy at the eager at
tentive faces of hus class,

Judge of my surprise when, one day, a warm fiiend of
Charlie’s came 1o me, privately, and said : ¢ Charlie P. is
dsinking.”

“* Impossible,” said |

“Alas!” said he, * stootrue. I have tatked withlam
time and again.  He promiscs reform, but keeps no promuse,
His wife is almost broken-heanted, but camnes her burden
alone. You have influence with hum, moure than any one
clse 1 think., I want you to sce him and talk with him.”

1 promised, of course, 1 made the effurt, but without
success. 1 called onceor twice at his office. He was always
immersed in business. 1 called at tus house.  But I never
could sec hum alupe. I was realiy and greatly perplexed,
when he relieved me of my perpiexity.  Yerhaps he sus:
pected my design. At alt events one murming he surprised
mo by a call at my study.  He upened the subject at once
himself.

¢ Pastut,” saud ke, ** 1 hase cumne to s wath you about
myself.  1am broging shamc un the Church ana disgrace
on my famly.  You aiuw aiiacuit si. Lverybody boows
all about it. 1 wonder that the claldren du aut pornt at me
in the street as I gu alung. UL my gaut wale o iy pout
wife ! what shall 1. dv 2™

e was intensely cautad. 1 suspeuied that he had Leen
drinking tu acrve homscif 16 what he sqaruca as a disagee-
able Lut uaarudalle duty.  Dialmicu bum as welias 1eoula,
and hc 10ld mc his story.

He was formerly a temperate thuugh ncver a total absun-
cnce man. lle was empluyed on a raitread 1n sume cap-
acity —express messenger I think. The cars ran off the track,
That in which he was sifting was thruwn duwn an cmixanh:
ment.  He was dreadfully Lruised and mangled, and was
taken up for dead. It scemed at aurst as though he had
hardly a whole bone 1n his buds ; but by one of thase mar-
vellous freaks, 2s we accwunt them, which deteat ail phys-
icians’ waleulauons, hic sutvived. Usadualy he raiicd. For
twelve munths he lived un sumulants.  His wate s assiduous
nursing thrvugh these tuelve monuns vt anxiety prostrated
her upun a bed of sickness.  From his couch bie atnse, as he
suppused, tu gu throupgh Life on cruiches. But rciurming
strength had enabled lum (o sunuiate a cane. Her atack
of typhuid fover Ieft et an anvalid, arver (o be strung agan.
Alas? his twclve months’ use of aamalants had hindled 2
fice within him which it seemed impussibile to quench,

“1 cannot do my wourk,” said he, “wahout a huile, and
a little is cnough to uverset me. I an nvr a hard dnakes,
pastor, indeed [ am not.  But half a glass of liquor will
somelimes almost craze me.”

1 told bim he must jave up the hitle.  For hum there was
but one course of safety, that of total atstinence.  He was
reluctant to cume to s, His father’s sidchoard was nevers
cmpty. It was bard to put assde the notions of hospitahity
which he had Jearned in hus clnidhiond, and adopt the pnn-
dples of a tutai alsuience which hic had amays been taught
to tidicwic.  Humover, he toswiveu oravely, and weni away
from my stady, as 1 tunwy biogru, a saved man.

1 had not thea learned, as 1 have since, the mecaning of
the declarauun . The spnast indeeu i3 wail.og, tut the flash
is weak.”

I saw him cvery few days. e nover showed any sigas
of liquor. I asked him casually, as 1 had opportunity, how
he was getting along.  lle always answered, *“well.” 1
sounded othiers cantiously. N ane suspected him of any
evil hahit. 1 cancluded he had ranquered it Though [
did not lose him from my thoughts or prayers, I grew less
anvioas. 1le kept his Rible class, which grew in numbers
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and in interest,  Spring came, and 1 relaxed a litile my
labours, as that climate—no matter where it was, to tne
the climate was bad enough—sequited it.  Despite the
caution, the subtle malaria laid hold of me, I fought for
three weeks a hard battle with discase.  When Uacose (rom
my bed the doctor forbade all study and all work lor six
weeks at least.  No minister can rest in his own parish,
My people understood that, as parishes do not always, One
bnght sprng day, oneof my deacons called and put a sealed
cavelope into my haud to be opened when he had left, It
contained a cheque for my travelling expenses, and an official
note from the officers of l‘\c chuich bidding me go and spend
it.  In three days I was on my way to the White Mountains.
It was there my wile's hurried note v -d me the story of
Chavlice’s death.  And this wasit:

The habit had proved too strong for his weak will. e
had resumed drinking.  No one knew it but his wifeand one
confidential friend.  He rarely took much ; Yever so much
as to be brutal at home or unfit for business at the oflice ;
but enough 10 prove to him that he was not Yis own master.
The shame of hus bondage he felt keenly, powerless as he
felt himself to break the chains.  The weekafter §left home
Ius wife left also for a visit to her father’s.  She took the
clnldren, one a young babe three months old, with her,
Mr P owas o &Ilow her in a fortnight, She never saw
i agam,  One might he went to his solitary home—pos:
sthly he had been drinking—no one ever knew—apencd
lus photograph album, covered his own photograph with a
picce of an old envelope, that it might no longer leok upon
the picture of his wile on the opposite page, and wiote
lu:rl.l on a scrap of paper torn from a letter, this line of fare-
well

** I have fought the battle as long as I can. It is no use.
I will not suffer my wife and children 1o share with
me 2 drunkard’s shame.  Good-bye. God have mercy on
you and me.”

The next morning, longafier the streets had assumed their
accustomrd activity, and other houses threw wide open their
shutters to admut the fragrance of flowers and the song of
birds and the glad sunshine and all the joy of life, that house
was shut and still. When the office clerk, missing him, came
to scek him, the door was fast.  Neighbours were called
w. A window was forced open. Lying upon the bed,
where he had fallen the night befure, lay poor Charlie P.
A few drops of blood stained the whitz coverlet. 1t cozed
from a bullet wound in the back of his head. The hand in
death still grasped the pistol that had fired the fatal shot.

CHAYTER XXVIIL—OUR VILLAGE LINRARY.

To that prayer meeting and Father Hyatt's story of Chatlie
P, Wheathedge owes its library.

‘¢ Mz, Laicus,” said Mr. Gearas we came out of the imneet-
ing tugether, “*1 hope this temperance movement 1sa't going
12 end 10 a prayer meeting.  The praying is all very well,
but [ wan? to see some work go along with it.”

*Very well,” said 1, “what do you psopose? ”

*“1 don't know,"” said he. *“But I think we might .lo
someihing. [ believe in the old proverb: The guds help
those who help themselves.”

That very week M, Mapleson called at my house to ex-
press the same wdea. ** What can wedo toshutup Poole’s 2"
saud he,  **It's dreadful. Hall our young men spend helf
their evemngsthere, lounging and dunbking away theirtime.”
He proposed half-a-dozen plans and abandoned them as fast-
as he proposed them. He suggested that we organize a
Suas of Temperance, and gave it up because neither of us
vehieved 1n sccret socicties 3 suggested orgamung a Band of
f1upe 10 the Sabtath schouol, but withdrew the suggesuon
uh my remarhing that the Sabtaih scaovl would not touch
the class that made Poule’s bar the busiest place in town §
hanied atinying o get John B. Guugh, but doubted whether
he could be obtuned. 1 old him 1 would think it over.
And the neat evening 1 walked up to Yoole s to survey the
ground a ude. 1 ?uund. Just as you turn the corner from
the mamn street to gu up the hidl, what | had never noticed
before—a sign, not very legible from old age and dint,
** Free Reading room.” H:\wnﬁ some literary predilections,
1 went in, A bar-roum, with three or four loungers before
the cuunter, occupicd the foreground.  In the rear were two
round wooden tables,  On one wese half-a-dozen copies of
notortous sensation sheets, one ot two with ifamous 1llus.
trations. A\ young lad of sixteen was gloating over the pagzes
of onc of them. The other table was omamented with a
backgammon board and a greasy pack of cards,  The at-
musphcre ol the oom was composed of the commingled
tumcs of tiad liyuor, tad totacco, kerosene ol and coal
gas. It did not take me long tu gauge the menss of the free
reading-toom.  But 1 sawardly thanked the propnctor for
the suggesuon 1t afforded me.

** A free reading-toom,” sard 1w myscll 5 ** tnat s what
we want at Wheathedge.”

The same thought had for, natcly occurred almost simul-
tancuusly to my friend, A1, Rotey, though his reasons for
deunng its aatablishment were quite diffcrent from mnc.
His family spends every summer at Wheathedge.  His wife
«nd daughters found themsclves at a loss how té spend
their time.  They had nothing to do.  They pestered Mr.
horley 1o bnng them up the 128t novels.  But his mind was
too full of stocEs ; he always iorgot the novds. Qn Satur-
day he went over to Newton, heanng these was a circulating
hibrary there,  He found the sign, but no books.  *“1 had
some books once,” the proprictor explained; ** but the
Wheathedge folks carried them all oft and never returned
them.” Thus it happened that when the week after my vant
to the tine reading-toom, I met Mz, Kotley on board the
train, he semarked to me: ¢ We onght to have acirculating
hbrary av sVheathedge.”

** And a reading-room with i, sd 1.

“Well, yes,” said he.  ** What's a fact.
room would be a wapital thing.”

* Think of the scorcs of young men,” said I, ‘‘that
are going down 10 tuin there.  They have no home, no
decent shelter cven for 2 wintee’s eyening, cxeept the grog-
shop.”

& 1 don’t care so much about the young men,” said Mr.

A good reading-

Korley, *'as I do about the middle-aged ones. My Jennic
l)tslcu me alatost to death every time I go down, to buy
\er somcthg toread.  Of coutse I always forget it.  Be-
sides, I would like a place where I could see the papers and
Feriodicals wyself. 1 would give fifty dollars to sec a good
ibrary and readivg-room in Waeathedee,”

“\’cq good,” said I, ‘I will put you down for that
amount.”  So I took out my pocket-bock and made a mem
orandum,

‘* What ! are you taking subscriptions?” asked Mr.,
Korley.

** Have taken one,” said 1.

That was the beginning.  That night I took a blank hook
and diew up a subscripticn paper. 1t was very simple. It
read as follows:

** We, the undersigned, for the purpose of establishing a
library and reading room in Wheathedge, subscribe the sum
set opposite our names, and agree that when $500 15 sub.
scribed, the first subscribiers shall call a mecting of the others
1o fonm an organization.”

I put Mr. Korley's name down for $30, which staned it
well.  Mr. Jowett could do no Jess than Mr, Korley, and
Mr. Wheaton no less than Mr. Jowett; and so, the subncrip.
tion once stasted, grew very rapidly, like a boy’s snowismll,
to adequate propontions. The sccond Tuesday in July, 1 was
cnabled to give notice to all the subseribers to meet at my
house. My parlours were well filled. I had taken pains to
get some lady subscribxers, and they werrshete as well as the
gentlemen. ) read to the company the law of the State
providing for the orpanization -of a hbrary association.
Resolutions were drawn up and adopted.  Stock was fixed
at $5. that everybody might be a stockholder,  The annual
dues were made $2, imposed alikq on stockholders and on
outsidess. A boawd of trustees was clected.  And so our
little boat was faiily launched.

We began in a very humble way.  The school trustees
loancd us during the summer vacation a couple of recitation
rooms which we converted into a libraty and cunversation
room. The former we furnished in the first instance with
the popular magazines aud two or threc of the daily news.
papers.  We forthwith began also to accumulate something
of a library. Mr. Wheaton presented us with a 7l assort:
ment of Patent Office 1eports, which will be ver, valuable
for refercnce if anybody should ever want to refer to them.
We also have two shelves full chicfly of old school books,
which a cominittee on donations succeeded in maising in the
neighbourhood.

But aparnt from these treasures of knowlege our collec
tion is eminently readable. Maurice Mapleson is on the
library committee, and Maurice Mapleson is fortunately a
very sensible man.  ** The first thing,” he says, **is to get
books that people will read.  Valuable books that they won't
rcad may as well stay on the publishers’ shelves as on ours.”
5o as yet we buy enly current hiterature.  We rarely puc-
chase any book in more than two volumes. We have a
gouod liberal assortment of modern novels—but they are
selected with some care. We sprinkle in a good propor-
tion of popular history and popular science. The conse-
quence is our library is used.  The books really circulate.

ur conversation room has proved quite as popular as the
bibrary. It is furnished with chess and checkers.  What
is whore important it is furnished with young ladies. For
the Wheathedge library knows neithe- male nor female.
And the young men 6nd our checkers ¢ attractive (han
Tom Poole’s cards.  They are ready to uachange the stale
tobacco smoke and bad whiskey of his bar-room for the fzir,
fresh faces that make our reading-room so attractive. The
boys, too, as a class, are very willing to give up the shame
less pictonal literature of his free teading woom fnr Harger’
and the Zlustrated Christian Weekly. 1In a word, the
\Wheathedge library became <o univessally popular that when
the operung of the school thrcatened to crowd us out of
our quarters, there was no difficulty in raising the moncy
to build a small house, large encugh fur our present and
prospecive needs.  The only objector was Mr Hardeap.
For Mr. Hardcap docs not approve of novels.

This objection came out when 1 first asked him for a sub-
scription payable in work on the new building.

** Do you have novels in your library 2 said he.

¢ Of course,” said I.

** Then,” sud he, ‘‘don't come to me for any help.
I won't do anything to encourage the reading of novels.”

‘“ You do not approve of novels, then, I judge, Mr, Hard
cap?” said 1.

‘“ Approve of novels!" said he, energetically Y If T
had my way, the pestiferous things should never come near
my. house. I totally condemn them 1 don't sec how any
consistent Christian can suffer them.  Thev're a pack of lics
anyhow.”

“ Do vou not think,” said I, *‘that we ought to discrim-
matce; that there arc different sosts of novels. and that we
ought not to condemn the good with the bad?*

*1 don't behieve in no kind of fiction, nohow,” said Alr.
Hardeap, emphauically.  ** What we want is facts, Mr
Laicus~hard facts. That's what I wrs brought up on when
I was 2 boy, and that’s what I mean to bnug my boys
up on.

1 lhouﬁht of Mr Gradgrind, but said nothing.

“Yes,” said Mr. Harggp, half soliloquizing, ** there is
Charles Dickens. le was nothing in the world but a
novel writer, and they buried him in \Westminster Cathe-
dml, as though hc were a saint; and preached sermons
about him, and glorified him in our religious papers. Saltie
15 crazy to get a copy of his works, and even wife wants to
read somc of them.  But they'll have 1o go out of my
house to do i, I tellye. Why, they couldn't make more to
do if it was Bunyan or Milton.”

* Bunyan?” said 1. ** Do you mean the author of * Tit
grim’s Progress '2 "

** Yes,” maid hes “'thatsr a book. \Why,it’s worth a hun-
dred of your modern novels."

* How.is that?” said I.
wistake noy, is fiction.”

*Oh! well,” said Mr. Hardeap, “‘that’s 2 very different
thing. Itisn'tanovel. Isaallegory. That's altogéther
different.”

¢ Pilgrim's Progress,’ if I
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