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WHY THE IMIN ISTER DID NOT RESIGN.

.AN AVIE STOIIY.ý

BY A'NNIE 11. DONNELL.

E wa.ited until she put theHbaby down, then he met
hler ia the middle of the
sunny room, and said it.

IlI shal] *do it next
Sunday, Ibebekalh."

"lOh, Juius, flot next
Sunday !" she écried out
in dismay. "\vny, next
Sunday Is Easter,
Jihus !'"

Julius ?aft's smooth-
shaven lips curled into a
smile.

"Well, why not, littie
woman ? It wou]d be a new way to
celebrate ]Daster. Everybody ]ilies a
4 new way.' The lilles and the carols
are so oll !

"Juljus !
"Forgive me, dear ; but my heart

is bitter. 1 cannot bear it any longer.
1 ehall do it next Stinday, RebezaÀh."

IlBut afterward, Jul jus !"
The mnother's eyes wandered to the

row of littie chairs against the wall,
each with its neatiy folded little
clothes. There were tbree littie
chairs and the baby's crib. Afterward,
what about those? They argued
xnutely against this thing.

IlAfterward l'Il dig clams for tlhe
babics-don't worry, littie mother !"
ho laughed, unsteadily. Thien hoe drew
her down with him on the sofa.

IlLet's have it out, dear. VIve borne
it alone as long as 1 can."

"lAlone ! " she scolded. softly.
"Judjius Taft, you know V've been bear-

ing it with you !"
I lcknow it, dear; but we've both

kept stili. Now let's talk it out. It's
ne use beating about the bush,
]Rebeliili; IVve got it te do.""lOh, Jullus, tif we could only peace-
niako !" she walled.

"'But we can't-not even the min-
ister's littie .peacemakz.er wife. T.hey
-%on't lot us do it-they'd ratb.er
wranglo."

She put lier hajnds across his lips to
stiflo the ugly word ; but sho knew It
appliod.

IlThey don't reaffize, Jullus. If Mrs.
Cain and Mrs. Drinkwater would only
roalize ! They Inluonce ail the rest.
Evorybody would make up, if they

would. They're the ones to peace-
make, Julus."

IlYos ; but Drinkwvaters and Cains
won't «'peacemaie '-you can't makze oïl
and water imite. Thero was a gi'dge
botwoon thom Lhree generaticns ago,
and it'sdelscon(hing. It can't see any
wvay out cf It."

"'Bu-t on Eastor Sunday, Jullus!
'Poaco on earth, good-will te men,'"
Rebek'ah Taf t murmiured, soft]y. Tht,
minister sîghed hoavily.

"lThere isn't any "peace, good-will'
in the Saxon Chureh, Robelzah. It
won't be Eas-ter 'Sunday bere. It wili
be just Iike ail the other Surndays, only
the minister will resign."

"lBut lie iih preach an Easter ser-
mon, Julus ? Tell me ho wvii t"
pleaded the minister's little peace-
m.alier wife.

IlYes, doar, he will preaeh an Easter
sermon te ploase his littie wife."

They sat quito sulent awvhule. The
sleeping babe nestled and threw out
a small Pink and white hand almlessiy.
The elocki on Mihe pailted mantel sald :
"Bedtime, bedtimo, bedtlmo !" with
monotoious repetition.

They were both. very tired, but they
stili sat side by side on the bard little
sofa, th'inking the same sorrowful
thoughts. Tt ivas the wife who brokeý
the silence first.

IlDoar, there are so inany things tor
thinkr about," she wbispered.

He smiied down at lier from his
superior hoight.

"FPour thing-s," hie countod, on biis
fingers, IlKathie, Juldus Junior, Hp-&'-
Thumb, and the >ajby !11

" Yes, I meant the eh-ildren. If you
cou'ld not get another charge, dear, for
a good wbdlle-")

Julus Taft was big and broad-shoui-
dered. Ho drew himself u-p and faced
lier. bis bean, good face was the -face
of a man who would croate the oppor-
tunity that hoe could r ot find ready tor
bis hand..

IlDid the children's mother thlnk ail
I could do was to preaeh V" hoe cried
gaily. Ho cou'ld net bear tho worry
in bier face, -"I She's f orgotton I blew
the beflows in my father's smithy. I
can blow them again, tell bier! I eau
find good, honest work in Ged's world,-


