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dear lieart, neyer fear, and It wvili lie
Infinitely better than preachlng to a
divided people."

idYes, it will be better,," shie agreed
and then t-hey listened to the clocc.

The littie churoh at Saxon had lts
feud. Itl had brought It a certain
lid of fame in ail the countryside.
Other chuirches, polnted to it witii In-
dulgent pity. Strangers over in Krell
and Denn1sto(wn were regaled wàtli en-
tertalnlng accounts of ilow the Saxon
congregation was d4vlded by the broad
aisie into two hos-tile factions, and no
man stepped across.

"It's the deadI-line," chuelkled the
Kreli newsmonger-in-chief. " Nobody
but the minister dares go across!
Those for the Cadn sie sit on one
side of the aisle and those for tlhe
Drink(water sicle sit on. the other. Tàhe
gallery Is reserved for neutrals, but iL's
aiways empty ! They makze it terrible
hard for -their parson over there in
Saxon."

The Krell newsmonger wvas riglit. It
was terribly bard for the minister at
Saxon. For eight years he and his
gentie wife 'had struggled to calmn the
troubled waters, but still they fiowed on
turbullentily. Stili there was discord,
whichever way one turned. Another
congregation miglit have separated fur-
ther than a -broad aisie's width long
ago, and wý.,rshipped ln two, churches
instead of one. But the Saxon congre-
gation hiad Its own way of doing things.
lIts founders bad been original, and
generation after generation had in-
herlted the trait.

Midlway in the week preceding
Baster, Julius Taft came into the litile
parsonage nursery, with signais of
freDh distress plinly hoîsted.

deWeii V"
Rebekzah Taft stopped rocking and

waited. The baby in bier arms lurched
toward the tal figure la the doorway
joyouisly.

deWell, Jul jus V"
dePlease, ma'am, may I corne in and

grurnble, ma'am ? I'mi 'thai' full I
cai't hold in ! Here, give me the
youngster. What do you suppose bias
happened now, littie woman V"

de The cburoh bias blowili up !"l
Rebekah answered naîvely.

"Not yet, but the fuse Is lighted.
I've just found out about the Easter
musiie. I hoped they wouid not have
any?)

"Oh, Julius, so did I ! It wiil be
sure to inalze trouble.',

".It's made it already. That's it!
I'vE juÉt found out that Mrs. Cain is
driliing bier littIe Lethia to sing an

El a.ster song ; yon know she lias a beau-
tiful littie voice."

idYes, oh., yes, as clear as a bird's.
Why, won'i it lie beautiful to have lier
slng, Jullus V"

Bd ecause Mrs. Drlkwater Is drill-
ing Gei-ry to sing-," the minister said
dry-ly.

idOh !t
idAnd it won't be a duiet, littie

woinan."

"dThe Lord only knows, Rebelkal."
They boib iaughed, and the shrll

crow of the baby chirned in. Only the
baby's iaugli was mirthful. The min-
ister's worn face sobered quickly.

iI don't Iznowv low It will corne ouit,"'
hie sighed. ' They are both very dleter-
mined and the hostile feeling is so,
strong. l wish it might bave hield off
a little longer--till you and 1 got back
to tbe srnit-hy, dear !

Out in the orebard, bacli of the par-
sonage, a littie rablile of chilidren was
collected together. The two factions
that pertained among their eiders were
distincUiy visible there. Two wvell-
defined groups of youngsters stood
aloof, eying each other wàtli familiar
scorn. Between the two groups, mid-
way, the minister's two littie chuîdren
stood, arpparently in a conciliatory
mood.

IdLet's play meeting," suggested
Julius Junior, the paiernai mantie on
bis small1, square shoulders. id'il
preach."

"dOh, do let's !-we're so, sick of
playing baille," urged Kathie, eagerly.
Battie was the favourite play, presum-
ably on account of the excellent oppor-
tunities it offered the opposing parties.

deSit down on the grass-tberes a
good place. Titis rock's my pulpit,"
bustied the littie minister, im-port-
antiy, and the children scurried into-
place. lIt was noteworthy that a broad
aisie of soft clover beads and timothy
set apari the rival factions. On elîher
sid.e squatted the divided congregation.

Julius Junior's littie lean brown face
assumed a serious expression. Hie
stood aiwhule &-n dçep thouglit. Then
bis face brigbtened.

idI know ! li preach you an Enster
sermon !"lie cried, softiy. " That
wiii lie very. ap-pro-perate, because
Sunday is Baster, you know. Now,
l'Il begin. My text to-day is-is-I
kinow !-' Peace on eartb, good-wvill to
men.' That's it : 'Peace on earth,
good-wili to men."'

lIt was cool and still ln the orchard
behind the parsonage. 'The rows of
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