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The 8hopherd Psalm,
BY REV. 8Iit HENRY W, BAKER,

The king of love my shepherd is,
Whose goodness fafleth nover;
I nothing lack i1f 1 sm his,
And he is mine for ever.

Where streams of living water flow,
My ransomed soul he Jcadeth;

And where the verdant pastures grow,
With food celestial feedoth.

Perverse and foolish, oft I strayed,
But yet in love he sought me,

And on his shoulder geutly laid,
And home, rejoicing, brought me

In death’s dark vale I fear no ill
With thee, dear Lord, beside me;

Thy rod and staff my comfort still,
Thy crosas before to guide me.

Thou spread’st a table fn my sight,
Thy unction grace bestoweth;
And, oh, what transport of delight
From thy pure chalice floweth !

And so through all tho length o1 days
Tby goodness faileth never,

Good Shepherd ! may [ sing thy praiso
Within thy house for ever.

Slaying E?Dragon.

BY MRS. D. 0. CLARK.

——

CHAPTER IX.
AN UNEXPRCTED PROPOSAL.

* 'Tig true, that we are {n great danger.
The greater therefore should our courage
be.”—Shakespeare.

Judge Seabury expected that when he
allied himself with the proud Archer
family his happiness would be complete
and contentment would fold her wings
and abide with him. Clara Archer was
haughty, wilful and selfich to the heart's
core. She married from expediency, not
from love, A migerable home was the
natural consequence. The Judge spent
most of his time in his office, and left
the household to run according to the
dictum of the mistrass. Only in this
way could open warfure be avolded, and
the Judge disliked * scenes,” as what
man- does not ?

One afternoon Mr. Felton came into
the library to have a talk with the Judge
about Ralph.

“The child needs a companion,” sald
the ex-minister, ¢ It is not a good plan
ta bring up children alone. Ralph does
uot take the interest in his studies that
he would if there was some one sharing
them. Hoe i8 very backward, very ! and
Mr. Ielton shook his head dublously,
“ Now there's the boy Mrs. Dow adopted.
He’s not as old as Ralph, about five now,
1 should say. Probably Mrs, Dow would
be delighted to have soma one take the
Loy, as she i3 not in circumstances suffi-
cient to warrapt her assuming this extra
burden for any length of time. What
do you say to takipng this boy and edu-
cating him with Ralph ?"

The Judge looked thoughtful, but made
no reply.

‘It would he a very benevolent thing
to do, besides being an advantage -to
your son,” pursued the minister, touch-
ing his brother-in-law in his weak point.
Nothing s0 pleased the Judge as to have
people say, ‘“Oh, what a benevolent
man !’ He prided himselt on giving
large sums to sundry charitable and
philanthropic objects. Mr. Felton had
touched cha right chord. *

“Yes3, yes, I think you’re right,”” he
said. 1 will go at once anu see the
woman. There 18 no doubt but what
she will be giad to get rid of the boy.
Am glad you spoke to me about it.”

Many attempts had been made by Mr.
Strong and others to find out the rela-
tives of the litile waif, but in vain. The
circumstances of the shipwreck, and the
recovery of the child were duly adver-
tised, but no. one appeared to claim kin-
ship. As over & year hed passed and no
light was recelved on the subject, Phoehe

hecame convinced that God had sent this.

child to be a-son to-her {n the place of
the one whom .she mourned as lost. She
tcok ‘him into her heart with 2 tender-
noss which ‘smrprised hergelf, azd gave
the boy her name, Maurice Dow be-
came, {rom ihis time, a settled fact in the
commmunity.

Not long after taking the walf to her
home, Phoebe made an ucnpleasant dis-
covery. As she was coming from an
adjoining wood lot with a large bundle
ot sticks on her arm, she saw Peter Mac-
Duff & little way ahead, examining some-
thing ‘which was hidden behind a large
vock. Maurice was walking to meet his
foster-mother, when he came across

-kitchen floor.

Peter.  \WVith a child’s curlosity, he stop-
ped to watch the man. MacDuft rose
suddenly from his stooplng posture, and
meoting the {nnocent eyea of tho child
fixed on him wonderingly, he uttered a
terrible oath, and lifted his hand as
though he would strike the bLoy.

“ Out 0° my sight, yer good fur nuthin’
brat ! What yer gapin' at me fur 1

The chlld uttered a trightened cry and
rau to Phoebe,

“ Bo careful, MacDuff, how you frighten
one of tho Lord's little ones,” sald the
woman sternly. “ It Is evlident you are
drinking too much. Can you not learn
a lesson from pcor Rast’s death and shun
the same fate ? Take heed before it is
too late, and the dragon has you so fast
in his clutches that you canrot escapo.”

The surly fisherman cowered at these
secarching wosds and muttered a sort
of an apology. There was something
in_hls manner which mystified Phocbe.
“The man 13 golng mad wlith drink,”
she thought. * But why should ho dise-
ltke Maurice 7 The child certainly has
done him no harr, His face revealed a
half-terrified, half-deflant look as he saw
the lad. Singular! Hereatter I must
keep my eyes open.”

The day was full of surprises. As Mrs.
Dow sat knitting a sock for Maurice and
planning for his future, a shadow dark-
ened her doorway, and looking up, she
saw, to her great surprise, Judge Sea-
bury. As It was the first time he had
visited her humble cottage, it was no
wonder that the widow was a trifle dis-
turbed.

“Qood afternoon, my good woman.
Pray keep your sitting. No, I do not
care for the rocker, I sit very comfort-
ably by the door. Doubltless you are
surprised at my call.”

Phoebe nodded assent.

“ Ahem; well, my call is a trifis un-
usual, for with all my duties I have very
little time for becoming acquainted with
my workmen at the Cove.” He stopped,
and then glanced about the room, as
though in ssarch of something.

“ By the way, Mrs. Dow, Where is the
little waif who created such a gensatfon
in these parts some months ago ?”

“ Maurice {s out with Tom Kinmon's

girls, They came to take him to the
beach. It is about time they were re-
turnieg. There they come now.”

Over the hill and down the footpath
which lay between the rocks came the
children. Thelr shouts of merry laugh-
ter floated into the cottage, and caused a
sigh to escape from Judge Seabury.
* How happy these simple-hearted fisher-
men are,” he thought. * They get more
enjoyment out of life than 1. What
makes the difference ?”

Ah, my learned Judge, happiness is
from within, not without. A conscience
vold of offence toward God will prove a
source of perennial enjoyment to the
possessor.

The Kinmon girls shrank back as they
caught a glimpse of Phoebe's dis-
tinguished visitor, ard ran away, leaving
the boy standing in the middle of the
He made a pretty picture
as he stood there, in the unconsclous
grace of childhood. His round, rosy
face was lighted up by a pair of sparkling
black eyes. Hig dark curls were pushed
away {rom a noble forechead, and his torn
straw bhat was dangling from one l'ttle
brown hand. In the other were his shoes
and stockings. Evideatly he had been
playing in the sand.

‘“ Come here, my brave little man,” said
the Judge, holding out his hand. ‘The
child looked earnestly at him a moment,
and then ran to Phoebe. A frown fiftted
across the gentleman's face.

“You must excuse the child’s actions.
sir,” sald the widow. “ Maurice was
frightened only this morning by one of
the fishermen. 1 expect ft will make him
shy of strangers for a long time. Come,
Maurice, go to the gentleman.” But the
little face was clogely hidden ip the folds
of Phoebe’s dress, and no persuasion
could induce him to raise it.

“The object of my visit, Mrs. Dow,”

_gaid the Judge, clearing his throat, “was

to tell you thkat I am seeking a com-
panion for my son. Mr. Felton recom-
mended your adopted chlld, I have
come, therefore, to offer this walf 8 good
home and superior advantages. I dowoot
mean that I shall adopt Maurice, for his
blood may be tainted, for all we know,
and the name of Seabury cannot be
linked with one of plebeian stock. I
thought that as your circumstances were-
pot of the best, you would be glad to be
relioved of your charge. How does the
matter gtxike y¢ ?”

Phoobe sat like one stunned. Then,
as she realized what Judge Seabury had
been saying, she groaned, and covered
hor face with her bands

“My good woman,” said tbe gentle-
man, “1I percelve that my proposal comes
unexpectedly, therefore I will not press
you for an answer.

Tale pleaty of time-

to conslder tho matier, and then let me
know your declslon.”

The echo of retreating footsteps f{ell
upon Phoebe’s ear, Sut she heeded thom
not. ‘The litle clock on the shelf ticked
londly, as it moasured the fleeting mo-
ments, bat the busy fingers for once were
{dly crossed upoa or keece. Rven the
ceascless prattle of Maurice fell upon
deat ears, for Phocbe was sottling a
question which touched the deepest
springs of her nature, Should shs re-
1inquish the little orphan to tho care of
Judge Seabury ? Did she not love the
child better than life? ilad sho not
taken & mother's place, and was ho not
her own?  For 3 long time sha battled

with theso solfish fecllngs; then, with a-

prayer to God for help, she tried to 100k
at the matter !mpartially. What would
tho child gain by go!ng to the Scabury
mansion? Ho would secure position,
wealth, influential friends and superlor
educational advantages. He would un-
doubtedly be quallfied to take a position
In life which he might never attain it
reared in bhumble circumstances. 8o
much fo " is glde of the question. But
when ti. .aought camo to her that the
Judge was & moderate drinker, and that
wine was a dally visitor upon the elegant
dining-table, she reallzed that the child
had also much to lose by exchanging
homes. He might lose his spoticss char-
acter, his soul, eternal life. Could she
glve her consent to this flattering offer 7
No! A thousand times, no! She would
work her fingers to the hone before she
would see that Innocent child thrust into
the dragon’s clutchoa.

The warm pressure of a child’s arms
about her neck brought her thoughts to
the present moment. Clasping the boy
to her heart, she crled :

“They shall never take my precfous
lamb from me! God has given him to
me in trust, and he shall be tralned to
serve his Maker.”

Although Phoebe had declded the ques-
tion In Ler own mind, she wished the
advice of some trusted friend. She
sought the counsel of Pastor Strong, and
& heavy load was lfted from ber heart
when he heartily asproved her decision.

“ Judge Seabury’s home is a dangerous
place to bring up a boy, and Mr. Felton
i3 a dangerous teacher for a boy to ‘mi-
tate, If the avenues to sfn are not closed
to protect the Judge's son, think ycu that
the orphan child wiil fare any better ?
Mr. Felton is a Christian man, I sincerely
belleve, but on the temperance question
he is terribly mistaken. We have had
several hot discussions on the subject,
and I fear Mr. Felton thinks me obstinate
because I will not let the mooted subject
rest just where he does. 1 pray, hirs.
Dow, that you may say some word to
the Judge and the minister which shall
lead both to see thelr error in tolerating
intemperance.”

Phoebe 1eft the parsonage with a light
heart, conscious that she had the sup-
port of one for whom she entertained the
most profound respect and reverence.
She was ready to face the displensure
even of a judge or an ex-minister.

Judge Seabury’s lfbrary was an favit-
ing place to- one who had been battling
the atorm of wind and rain. ‘The heavy
crimson curtains were drawn close about
the windows and a bright fire glowed In
the grate. That worthy gentleman was
pacing back and forth, his head bowed
upon his breast, apparently lost in deep
thought. Near him sat Mr. Felton, writ~
ing letters. The Judge came forward
graciously to meet Mrs. Dow as she was
ushered into his presence, Phoebe waited
for no prellminary remarks, but came
at once to business.

“1 have come, Judge Seabury, to give
you my dectsion in regard to relinquish-
ing Maurice. After looking at the mat-
ter from all gides, and giving it a prayer-
ful consideration, it hag seemed best for
mo to decline your kind offer. 1 have
come to-night to give you my final an-
swer.”

‘; Madam, your reasons,” said the Judge,
{clly.

“In the first place, sir, I desire to have
thig child trained to bs a staunch tem-
perance man. In the second place, I
lova the child too well to give bim away:
thesc are the main reasons why I wish
to retzrin the boy under my humble roof.”

The Judge rose in & towering passlon.

“What do yon mean to insinuate by
your words, woman? Am I not a teny-
perance man ?  Cannot I instil temper-
ance principles into this child, I should
like to know 7"

“No, sit, not while you keep your wine-
cellar. - Having seen all that I have of
intemperance. I am convinced that noth-
ing short of total! abstinence will save
the coming generation. I dare not place
this hoy in your home, for fear he may
bocome one of the dragon’s subjects.”

“¥Yery complimentary, 1 must say.”
sneered Mr. Felton, looking up from his
sheet ot paper. “ Pray, my gocd woman,
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to which ot us does your remark refsr ™

Phoebe paid no attentlon to the inter-
ruption,

**This iz an exproesion whieh I heard
first from my mothet's lips, n reference
to tho terridlo curse of intemperance.
This great dragon walketh about our 1t.
tle town, seeking whom he may dsvour.
My home s humble, and my mesnx
scanty, but this child will never ste or
tasta any intoxicating liquors under my
roof. God helping me, tie shall learn to
hate the accursed stuff, and be stimulated
to labour for those who have succumbed
to the Inaldious enemy, I beg to be ex-
cused It I have offended you. You know,
full well, that 1 have good reason for
feellng atrongly on the subject.”

1 have no patlonce with yoy temper-
ance fanatlcs,” replied tho Judge, disre.
garding her closing worde. * You will
put aside this child’s future prosperity.
deprive him of superior educational ad-
vantages, for the sake of a quilble on
the temperance question. IBah! I have
no paticnce with such a procedure.”

“*You surely do not intecd to docline
this munificent offer " gald Mr. Felton, in
his impressfve way.

*“ Most certalnly I do,” replled Phoobe,
without fiinching. Then turning to
Judge Scabury, she sald: *BIr, you are
proud of the Scabury name, take care

that your son does not disgrace that .

bame by lnking it with that of a drunk-
ard.  Banish your wine cellar. Re-
maove tomptation from before your family
and before the young pecple of this place.
Throw your great influence on the side
of temperanco. For Jod's sake, for your
boy’s sake, do thisl®

Before the astonished man could reply,
Mrs. Dow had faced the ex-minister.

* Reverend sir, may God forglva you
for being a2 stumbling-block In the way
of temporandce progross in Falrport. May
ha convince you of your error one day—
but, oh, good slr, may you never suffer
as I have.”” Phocbs paused, overcome
by her emotions.

“ Woman,” safd the Judge, angrily
“ do you dare to dlctats what I shall or
shall not do? I do not know to what
you refer by your insinuations. You
had botter reserve such for the fishermen
who make hogsheads of themselves and
fill them with poor rum. This s the
outcome of such fanatical nonsease as
Parson Strong preaches, Ho has got
to stop it, or he will be asked to send
in bis resignation, When it gets to
this, that one (s Insulted in his own
house by a temperance bigot, it is time
something was done., Don't you agree
with me, Phineas ?”

* Most certainly I do,” replied Mr. Fel-
ton, a brighy -1 spot glowing on either
cheek. ‘' Strong is carrying this thing
too far. 1 have told him 30 repeatedly,
but he is young and hoadstrong, and
thinks the old pastor {s terribly behind
the times. For my part I am #ick of the
word ‘Reform. These temperance fan-
atics are golng from house 0 house,
lighting their torches at every fireside.”

*“ Thank God !" exclaimed Mrs. Dow.

*“Go,” cried Judge Seabury, to Phoebe,
faorgetting all courtesy in hls anger, *Go,
keep the outcast child, It you will, but
vacate the house you Uve in. I will have
no tenant who dares thwart my will.
Go, but beg a sheiter at the house of the
ranting minister who advocates your no-
tions. Go, but never darken my doors
agaln.”

Mrs. Dow waa only too glad to icave
the Seabury mansion. Filled with
anxiety for her beloved pastor’s wclfare,
she stopped at tha parsonsge and teld
him wbkat bad been gaid.

“You will work cautlously, will you
not 2” she entreated. “ I fear theso men
will brew mischief in this place. They
make excellent friends, but deedly
cnemies.”

“ Do you remember the words which I
quoted frcm the waster-poet, only last
Sunday 7" he asked, with a slight smile.
*«'Tig true that wo are in great danger.
The greater therefore should our courage
be. Bo assured, Mrs. Dow, that 1 shall
do nothing rashly, and many thanks for
your timely warning. I will be on my

guard.'
(To be continued.)

True Love to One's Nelghbenr.

Who {s thy netighbour ? He whom thou
Hast power to aid ot bless;

Whose rehing heart or burning brow
Thy scothing hand may press,

Thy neighbour ? °Tis the fainting poor.
Whnse eyes with want is dim,

O enter thou his humble dpor,
With atd and peace for him.

Thy neigkbour 7 :Ie who drinks the cup
When sorrow drowns the brim!

With wvords of high, sustaining hope,
G thotu and comfort him.
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