THE SON OF TEMPERANCE.

curse rather than a blessing. To
live for others is the only true
life in society, the church, but,
wost of all, in the home, and
failure to do it has been the ruin |l
of tens of thousands.

“You don't think it mended
matters to tell Wilbur James you
hated him,” said Mrs, Chester. |]

“No,” said the young wife|i
slowly. }

“ Let me tell you an incident |fi
in my life, Hetty, of which I
rarely speak, but which has
taught me a lesson, such a one as
1 pray may not come to many.
Ten years ago when I married
Mr. Chester, I was very much
like you. Both my husband and
myself had strong ungovernablo
wills, and were quick in temper.
When our buby was two years
old a friend came to visit us, and
together we planned for a day’s
excursion.

“+¢] wouldn't take the child,’
said Mr. Chester ; ¢ the jaunt will
be a long, tiresome one, and I
would rather you would not go.’

“ ¢ But I have promised,’ I said,
‘and besides, it won's harm me
at all or the baby either.’

“ Words soon passed between
us, and then tears came, but the
stormy debate ended with the as-
sertion on my part that I would
go, and take the buby, too, come
what would.”

Hetty's eyesopened in astonish-
ment as she looked at the gentle
woman before her.

“ It was a warm but windy and
disagreeable day, one of those in
the late spring when you are
dressed too warmly for summer
and too thinly for the cold, and
get tired easily. I had a sense
of dissatisfaction when Mr, Ches-
ter left the house, half-angered at
him und half at myself, yet I had
said I was going, and I should
lose any power I had if I gave up
now. That day I shall never for-
get. The baby grew tired and
fretted, and my heart and body
both ached. Those long hours
when I tried to be cheerful, even
jubilant with my friend, I should
be glad to effuce from my memory.
My husband met me kindly at|
tea, but there was a gulf between
ua

(

a

t

i

less and feverish, and the next
day and the next he grew worse,
My husband was well-nigh de-

only child, and I imprudently had
been the ceuse of his illness. He
foiled rapidly.

hands, the past forgotten, Mr.

darling child, saw the eyes close
with a long last look for help
which we could not give and then

God's.

since then, but I learned a valu-
able lesson at a bitter cost.
Other perplexing times have come

as | have overlooked them or per-
haps yielded some point, ‘It isn't
a matter of life and death,’ so it
has not paid to have dissensjons
or be self-willed.
that most things come right and
best with a little waiting, There
are only a few matters in life that
are of vast importance, and in
minor things what does it signify
whose will is law? Not that a
woman should always be the one
to yield. Kind reasoning usually
makes one sex as ready to surren-
der as the other, but where no
priuciple is involved peace is the

ness is as mellow as sunlight in
its influence,

all can be led. Try the motto 1
heart, ‘It isn't a matter of life

and death,

ask  Wilbur's forgiveness,

“That night our baby was rest-

irious with grief. This was our

It is agony to
ive over again those baby-moan-
ngs as he looked up into my
slanched face, appealing for ease

With clasped

rom his pain,

Jhester and I knelt beside our

sked each other’s forgiveness and

“That week aged me more
han all the years that have come

n life, but I have 'earned to say.

I have found

better way at any cost. Gentle-
Few persons can
be driven in this world ; almost

have had for years graven on my

I see,"” said Hetty, “where the
mistake lies. But I never carlx
never can humble myself like
that. He ought to ask mine.”

“ O Hetty, Hetty | the world
will be a rough one if pride mas-
ters you like that, Good-bye, my
child.”

And Mys, Chefter still young,
but rich with lite’s experience,
went out of the dainty room and

After all Wilbur James was a
noble man, she said to herself—

not faults? She had left father

his affection she might develop
him about as she chose. Could
she reglly ask his forgiveness
Just then a slight knock ws
heard. The door opened, and be
fore she had time to reason with
herself she had said,

“ Wilbur, I don’t hate yo
I'm sosorry ;” and this time the
tears were of love rather than
bitterness.

And Mr James did just what
ninety-nine out of a hundre
would have done, folded her
his breast, and said,

“1'll tukeall the blame, Hetty,
I was hasty. We will go to Ver
sailles some sunny day and invite
the friends to go with us,”—Ilus
trated Christian Weekly.

Our Divigions.
Grand Division Meeting.,

From the ** Caskel.”

@HE Annual Meeting of the
Grand Division of Ontario
was held at Oshawa, on Tuesda
days. The attendance was larg

present, representing Divisions i

various parts of the Province
and about half as many visitors
who came to attend the delibera
tions of the session. Among the
members we noticed several gen
tlemen whose names and counten

for over a quarter of a century i

they are not yet weary in well

other representative gathering
in Uanada is there snch 2 larg

experience as in the Grand Div
sion.

Oshawa Division room —a ve

left the young wife alone,

commodious and neat hall, and

too wilful at times. But who hasf

7th Dec., and the two following
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work, and by their presence an [ f!!?
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