A Fight Against Gdds

(Rate Anderson, in the ‘Union Signal.’)

(Synopsis of Preceding Chapters.)

[The Kilgour family are engaged in a
desperate struggle to save the idolized
youngest son, Claude, from the curse of
cigarette smoking. The death of his bro-
ther Willie has aroused the remnant of his
manhood, and he is now himself resolved
to break the habit.]

CHAPT - B VII.—Continued.
Now the corijany of the roughest men

and boys in ti o yards amply fulfilled his’

gocial requireiient. Their language and
habits never disturbed him. He was quite
happy in the society of the commonest
Frenchmen in the yards and would have
been only tco glad to join them in their re-
creations after work-hours had he keen al-
lowed to do so. Ralph saw all this, but
still he worked and prayed: for better
things. One day he was enabled for an
hour to leave the office, where he was em-
ployed as head operator, and took a walk
over the shops. It happened to be a breath-
ing spell for a few ot tne hands, and
Claude was finally discovered in a freight
car, playing cards, and smoking a villain-
ous pipe. That night he stoutly maintain-
ed that there was no harm in a friendly
game of cards and that ordinary tobacco
wouldn’t hurt him. Antoine Mousseau had
given it to him. 4

‘Stop there,’ said Ralph. ‘I found out
that you traded off your silver cuff button
to Jim O’Donnelly for a supply. You came
bhome last night and told mother you had
lost it, and she had to buy you another.
Claude, Claude, what hope is there for you
when you will lie and steal?’

Ralph administered very potent medi-
cine to Claude in the shape of another
sound thrashing. Perhaps in some cases
this might not be found to work so well,
but, used as a last resort, with Claude it
had always proved a beneficial measure.
Ralph believed that when boundless tact,
prayerful wisdom, unfaltering kindness,
forbearance and helpfulness all failed in
their effort on a depraved or wilfully bad
boy, the good old-fashioned rod of the wise
Eolomon’s hearty recommendation posses-
sed an unquenchable virtue even unto this
day and generation. :

One day Mrs. Dalton called to Claude, as
he was passing to his work, and gave him
two dollars to hand to the foreman, who
was her landlord, this sum being the bal-
ance due on the month’s rent of her cot-
tage.

Claude took the money, and kept it un-
til he found an opportunity to play it in
a game of cards, hoping to turn from it a
few dollars on his own account before
handing it to the rightful owner. Though
he had become an expert player, consider-
ing his age, and had often won small
amounts, his play this time proved un-
lucky, and he lost the entire sum. He now
had sufficient fear of Ralph not to trust to
Tuck and time to straighten himself, but
he went at once to Mrs. Dalton, telling her
he had lost the money, but saying that if
she would be so kind as to wait the few
days intervening before pay-day he would
make it good. Mrs. Dalton, quite unaware
of the fact that Claude was not allowed to
handle a cent of his pay, kindly and hear-
tily agreed to do this, also promising not
to mention the loss to anyome. It crept
out, however, through the foreman’s ask-
ing Dalton for the amount on pay-day, and
his learning from him for the first time
that Mre. Dalton had sent the money by
Claude a week before. At noon Dalton
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learned from his wife of the loss and
Claude’s promise to pay, so when on the
next day the money was not forthcoming
to either landlord or to tenant, Dalton paid
Foreman Miller and went to Ralph for his
dues. The sum was promptly paid, with
an apology for the delay, Ralph, in his
wounded pride, never letting Dalton sus-
pect that he had not been cognizant of the
debt. ;
CHAPTER VIII.

It took some days of patient and per-
sistent effort on Ralph’s part to get at the
truth concerning the little coterie who in-
dulged in gambling during spare and noon
hours, for he was rightly convinced that
it was in this manner that Claude ‘lost’
the money. Ralph was lied to and hood-
winked by the Frenchmen who, with their
characteristic shrugs, knew ‘nodings,’
while the English-speaking hands consid-
ered it none of their business who played
cards.

In his own little ring Claude posed as an
injured martyr, tyrannized over by his
brother, who had succeeded in turning his
family against him and in depriving him
of liberty and wages. Even at his worst
Claude possessed more than a remnant of
the fascinating, lovable personality which
had won all hearts from his bahyhood, and
he had not a so-called ‘friend’ who would
not have stood up for and shielded to the
death the winning-mannered, golden-hair-
ed boy.

Upon this occasion, when taxed with his
theft, Claude was both rebellious and im-
pertinent. He vowed he would no longer
stand being interfered with and tyranniz-
ed over.

‘Claude, it is all to help you until you

get stronger, not to punish you, that you

are guarded,” pleaded Alice.

“Young man,’ said Ralph, ¢if running
away is your scheme, let me tell you that
I have exhausted every means to keep you
at home until you can come to your senses.
I can do nothing more, nor will I try. On-
1y let me tell you this: ‘When you grow up
the detectives and police in the country
will be upon your track armed with war-
rants for your arrest both as a thief and
a forger.’

Ralph had found a cheque, which had
evidently dropped out of Claude’s clothes,
bearing his mother’s imitated signature,
most skillfully forged.

‘If you have a spark of natural feeling
left for your heart-broken mother and sis-
ter, spare them that.

A heart-rending moan from his white~
faced mother struck Claude to the heart.
He looked at her. Two years before she
had been a young-looking, pretty little wo-
man, with tender, brown eyes sparkling
with love and gaiety, with shining brown
hair, pink cheeks and erect, graceful fig-
ure. Poor little mother! (Oh, poor, poor
mothers and wives all over this sin-cursed
nation!) Her shoulders are now stooped
pathetically, her bright hair is whitened,
and is drawn back from a forehead lined

with anguish, the sad, lustreless eyes gaze ;

piteously upon her boy, her cheek is white
and wrinkled, and her pretty mouth droops
sorrowfully.

Something of all this flashed across
Claude’s heart in that shamed glance—his
dear mother, who had suffered such an-
guish for him yet never had failed in ten-
derest love, unfaltering kindness! Claude
turned away and broke into a passionate
torrent of sobs: ‘Oh, why don’t you kill
me, or turn me out, or send me to jail? I
am not fit to live. I am the vilest wretch
that ever breathed. There is no use in
trying to do anything with me; can’t you
see it? I will kill myself,’

‘Claude, can’t you pray for yourself?’
whispered Alice, softly. ‘Jesus can save
to the uttermost. Only place yourself, like
a helpless little child, in his hands, and
he will do all for you. Can you not do
that?’ :

‘I could now, and mean it, too, but to-

morrow I would not care. I never can
care. I want to care, and I wish I could,
but I can’t make things really matter to
me, I would just as soon lie or steal as
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not. I don’t get interested in anything
but smoking or talking to the train boys.
You take me to church and invite nice
company here for me, and put me in the
way of all the good and interesting things
you think will help me, but nothing seems
to make any lasting impression on me. I
tell you, my mind is destroyed.

The reformatory had been frequently
discussed as a means of redeeming Claude.
Ralph had made all the private investiga-
tions possible—had consulted the old and
honored fountain-head of shrewd, kindly
wisdom, Magistrate Tarblett, and had
written to the rector at Penetanguishene
for information as to a depraved boy’s
chances #o be permanently reformed and
become an honest member of society.

(To be continued.)

—_—

Your Own Paper Free.

‘Northern Messenger’ subscribers may
have their own subscriptions extended one
year, free of charge, by remitting sixty
cents for two new subscriptions.

Special Clubbing Offer, ‘World Wide’
and ‘Northern Messenger,” $1.00, for Great
Britain, Montreal, and foreign countries,
except United States, add 50 cts. for post-
age. :

B

Any one of the many articles in ‘World
Wide’ will give three cents’ worth of plea-
sure. Surely, ten or fifteen hundred such
articles during the course of a year are
well worth a dollar.

‘Northern Messenger’ subscribers are en-
txtl:;i to the special price of seventy-five
cents.

.4

‘World Wide.

A weekly reprint of articles from lead-
ing journals and reviews reflecting the

current thought of both hemispheres. =

So many men, so many minds, Everg
man in his own way.—Terence.

e

The following are the contents of the issue
of July 25, of ‘World Wide’:

ALL THE WORLD OVER.

l'feo’n Epitaph—'Bunday Sun,” New York.

The Passing of a Pontiff, Strange Old Formalities at the
Pope's Death-Bed—The New York ‘Sua.’

The Last Btate of Pekin—By Mrs. Archibald Little, in the
Manchester ‘Guardian.”

The Worst, Postal Service in the Civilized World—By James
L. Cowles, in the ‘Outlook,” New York.

Wall Street—The * Rvening Post,’ New York,

August Bebel, the Leader of the Strongest Party in Ge
many—* Fortnight'y Review,’ Abridﬁed.

The Great Race in Retrospect—By Henry Norman, M.Pe
in the ' Westminster Budget.' *

SOMETHING ABOUT THE ARTS.

James McNeil Whistler—The American Papers.
St,o;sieslAbout Whistler—The New York ‘Sun,'—Brooklyn
‘Eagle.’

CONCERNING THINGS LITEB.AB%.

80 Be My Passing~ Poem, by William Ernest Henley,

On the Grassh and Oricket—John Keats.

A Summer Morning -Poem, by Katherine Pyle,

The Poet’s Charter, or the Book of Job—By W, L. Courtuney,
in the ‘Daily Telegraph,’ London.

Autobiography of Leigh Hunt—The ' Standard,’ London.

A Ohallenge to the Critics—By an Ungrateful Author, in
the ‘ National Review,” Abridged.

The Waking of the Birds in England—By E. K. Robinson,
in the ‘Daily Mail,’ London.

HINTS OF THE PROGRESS OF KNOWLEDGE.
The Mystery of Matter—T e *Spectator,” London.

Gold in Trees—The ‘ American Inventor,’ Washington, D.Ov
An Ingenious Caterpillar—' Daily News, Loudon.

CUT OUT THIS COUPON.

N_‘World Wide’ |

Will be sent to any
address for twelve

months for
cially reduced rate of

=5 Cents, $100'

by sending this coupon,
% h:'r:r t.hl; ‘Mesac“r:g%z' a.n‘:lr t‘r{’?'{:rld
mo i
rs for a donlla:ronltl:lal' e S

scribers
tnt.hoéMea-
senger’ ma

lmv‘e “Vm!ld
Wide’ ay the spe-

L 25

. y b
JOHN DOUGALL & SON, Publishers, Mon{real




