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Hymn; ‘“Oh, Haste,”
BY FANNY OROSBY.

Thero comes a wail of anguish
Acrosg tho ocean wavo;

it pleads for help, O Christians,
Poor dying souls to savo;

Those far-oft heathen natlons
Who sit In darkest night,

Now stretch their hands imploring,
And cry to us for light.

We have the blossed Gospel;
Wo know its priceless worth,
Wo read thoe grand old story
Qf Christ the Saviour's birth,
Oh, haste, yo faithful workers,
To them the tidings bear—
Ulad tidings of salvation,
That they our light may share.

Go plant the croes ot Jesus
On cach benightéd ghore;

Go wave the Gospel standard
Till darkness relgus no moro;

And while tho gseed you scatter,
Far o'er the ocean's foam,

We'll pray for you and labour
In mission flelds at home,

Slaying?h;Dragon.

BY MRS. D. 0. CLARK.

CHAPTER XV.
THE MIDNIGHT ADVENTURE,

The result of the parish meeting was a
nine days' wonder in Falrport, and fur-
nished a topic of conversation for weeks,
Party feeling ran high, but the opposi-
tion dwindled steudily but surely. The
tidal wave of public opinfon had turned,
as Deacon Ray predicted, and it was in
Mr. Strong’s favour. ‘I'he large dona-
tion party, and the numerous gifts left
behind for the pastor and his wife,
spoke volumes. The Judge was too
angry at his defeat to appear very often
in publlc. He sent Reuben Palmer 2
notice the day after the parish meeting,
telling him that he could have a week
in which to ralse the mortgage on his
house., Otherwise the mortgage would
be foreclosed. The Judge suspecied
that Reuben and some of his other allies
had turned traitor to him, and he was
not far from right Tom Xinmon's
speech had put courage into the hearts
of the cowards, and the mode of ballot-
ing had made it easy for this class to do
its duty.

One night, a few weeks after this, Mr.
Strong was called to the Cove, iate in
the ovening, to visit tha dying daughter
of one of the fishermun. As he passed
the Maypole, sounds of drunken merri-
ment reached his ears. The windows
werc not screened, and as he passed he
could see John Chapman in the centre
of the room, half tipsy, attemptiog to
make a speech, greatly to thz amuse-
ment of the erowd, Charlle Chapman
was there also, with a glass of liquor
in his haand. Poor boy! Just start-
ing on the road to ruln.. No, not just
starting! The first steps were taken
in his father's kitchen when the great
mug of clder was passed around. It is
only a step from cider drinking to beer
and whiskey drinking.

So thought the minister, as he walked
on. Could he have known ail that was
transpiring in that sink of iniquity, he
might not have felt so unconcerned as to
his personal safety.

“1 drink this grog ter the downfall o’

thet cussed parson,” shouted Peter Mac-
Duff, as he held high over his head a
glass fall of poor whiskey.

“Thet's right! Go ahead! Them's
my sentiments!” responded his com-
panions.

“Why, MacDuff, don’t you llxe the
minister ?”’ asked .the landlord with an
insinuating smile,

“No,” crled the fisherman, uttering
terrible oaths and curses. ‘“He's a-
tryin’ ter take from us poor coves the
oanly thing thet makes us feel good an’
forgit our troubles, I hates thet man,”
he shouted. “ He's a-cheatin' me cut
of my rights. He's been a-tryin' fur
yvears ter git my secret, an’ he dogs me
round, an’ talks agin me, an’ makes my
family hate me, an’ I won't stand it
another day. The cussed deg better
look arter himself ef he don’t want ter
git hurt,” and Peter drew an ugly-look-
ing Jjack-knife from his pocket, and-
commenced sharpening it on bhis boot.
*“ Give me another drink,” and he threw
a ellver coin on the counter. The glass

of liquor was eagerly drained, and the
effects of it began to be manifest. Mac-
DulX raved about the minister, and cursed
him for ferreting out his. secret.

“Y tell you, boys, the secret’s mino, an*
the parsom hed better look out, or I'll

Gx bim.,” and the fisherman shook his
ns‘t. at'an Imaginary antagonist.
. ‘ Hg 8 Crazy as a loon," sajd AMatthews.

Peto's dangerous when he gits liko
this.  Ter tell tho truth, I wouldn't
care ter incet him ter-night out of the
village, et I was alone. 1e's gitting his
Jack knifo purty sharp fur somo pur-
pose. I say, Pete, put that knifo away.
Do you mean ter murder your fricnds 7

Aq ovil look gleamed in the fishers-
man’s cyes. “ I means ter try this blade
on thet cussed parson, who Is a-tryin’
ter do it. 1 tell you, boye, hos a thief.
Hog bin a-tryin’ ter git my secret, an
I bleeve he, gut it,” and Peter looked
anxlously In s overcoat pocket.

“Vut isch your secrot, meln goot
friend I fuquired Cari, 1n a conciliating
volco, his curlosity gotting tho better of
his good sense,

“It's tho tin box of—of-—I can‘t tell
you,” shouted the drunken man.
“'What you askin’' mo fur? Are you
ono of the parson’s string? Dog, I'll
kill you! and MacDuff sprang, kaife In
hand, upon the {noffensive German,

This was carrylng matters farther
than Landlord Chase desired, and he In-
terfered. “If you've got any fighting
ter do, MacDuft, you do it outside the
Maypole. 'What d'yer mean carryin® on
in this way ?  Git out of hore, quick 1"

Partially sobered by these words, the
fisherman staggered out of the door, pro-
testing that he meant no harm, but
thought he had got hold of the parson.

“ Do you supposc he means ter assault
Mr. Strong ?” inquired Steve Barton.

‘Oh, no,” laughed Chase. * Peto's a
reg’lar fightin’ cock when he's full, but I
never knew him ter do more than
threaten.”

*The parson's a-bed an' asleep now,”
added Matthews, “an’ it's time all hon-
est folks were home, I think. 8o, land-
lord, I will reduce your score by one. 1
declare on it! Those youngsters wiil
play billiards all night, I do b'leeve.
But it ain't none of my bizness. I ain't
their pa.”

Jn the meantime My, Strong bad
reached the Cove and had found Skipper
Griffin's daughter very low with con-
sumption. It was a question whether
she would live till morning. She was a
sweot Christlan girl, and had greatly en-
deared herself to her pastor. She had
been the flrst-frults of his labours in
Fairport, and to haer the right hand of
fellowship had first been given. She had
been sick for nearly a year, and owing
to her physical condition doubts as to
her conversion and final happiness
troubled her. She desired to ses her
pastor once more, that his words of
faith and courage might help to illumine
the dark valley which seemed so dark
to the dying girl. Tho words of prayer
had been spoken as rew could speak
them. Arnold Strong was a itowor of
strength on occasions like this. Tender,
sympathbetic, with magnetism in his
touch, he had soothed the last hours of
many a Christlan, and the last voice
they heard on earth was the volce of
this faithful under-shepherd. It was
50 in this case. Comforted by her pas-
tor's words and prayer, Alice Griffin fell
asleep never more to waken on earth.

It was about midnight when Mr.,
Strong left this house of mourning. The
night was cold and blustering, and not
a star relieved the inky blackness of the
sky. Buttoning his overcoat snugly
about him, he hurriv2 homeward. A low
flendish chucklo close at hand startled
him. The minister was no coward, but
the lateness of the hour and the trying
ordeal through which he had just passed,.
threw him off his balance. Before he
had time to turn around a blow was
dealt him by a powerful hand. It was
intended to strike his head, but provi-
dentially it fell upon his shoulder.

“I've got you now, an' I'll giv’ it ter
you. Take thet!” and MacDuff aimed
another blow at the minister, but the
latter was too quick for him, snd the
weapon only grazed his arm. Mr. Strong
had not practiced wrestling when a col-
legian in valn. He grappled with_his
powerful assailant, ridding him at once
ot his dangerous weapon. The battle
was waged only & brieft whilee The
drunken fisherman was no match for the
herculean muscle and calm brain of the
minister, MacDuft was goon senf, reel-
ing to the ground.

* Are you satisfled ?"* inquired the min-
ister. .

“No!" yelled the fisherman, in rage
and mortification. “An’ I'll be even.
with you vit."

Without wasting any more words up-
on the miserable drunkard, Mr. Stroang
pursued his way without farther 1. oles-
tatfon. As he turned down Parsonage
Lane, he saw & lamp burning for him,
and he knew his fafthful little wife was
watching for -him. “God bless her !
he murmured, a strange giddiness creep-
ing over him and benurmbing his senses.
Hce openod the front door, walked jnto

A Td R & e v i

the sitting-room, and then did what he
had never dono before In his lifo—
fainted,

(To be continued.)

TWO KINDS OF FUN.
BY BYDNKY DAYRE.

*Oh, what jolly tun?!"

“Yes, it was, To sco that lttlo tad
running after us——"*'

The Luys came in with a rush after
au hour's brisk play after school. Thelr
sister Bertba was ready, as usual, at the
ibrary tablo tv encuurage tho sliort half
hour of study which, once over, left tho
twoe with nothing on their minds till the
next day.

“What was all the fun ?” sho asked,
whon coats and caps had been 1ald aside.

“Oh,” sald Ned, “It was that poor
littlo rat of a Jimmy Murphy. When
wo boys were coming homo from school
and had got to the top of the hill, thero
was Jimmy with a big sledload of
branches and roots he had got out of
tho woods; and just as we ~ame on with
a whoop, he had stopped - amp round
a littlo and rub his bands (o warm him-
self.  We all pounced on his load and
started it down tho bhill, and Jimmy
came running after, squealing at the top
o? his volce.”

‘“ Ag It ho could have done anything
against so many of us,” put {n George,
as Ned paused to laugh at the recollec-
tlon. ‘“We sent it ahead of us, and
near the bottom {t took a turn and ran—
as slick ! —right into the creck, breaking
into tho fce. The ice was thin, you
know,"

‘“The last we saw of him,” resumed
Ned, * he was shakinz his fistg at us.”

Bertha did not largh, as the boys ex-
pected she would,

*Is Jimmy Murphy that little fellow
ahout you. size 1 have scen near tho
shanty down by the creek ?”

*Well, I don't think he's quite as tall
as 1 am,” sald Ned, who was proud of
his height.

“He always looks as it lifo were a
protty hard struggle for him," continuea
Bertha.

It must be,' put in mother, who was
lying on the sofa. *‘ His mother i8 a
widow, and I have seen Jimmy doing
things which necded almost a man's
strength.”

The two boy faces grew a littlo grave.

“You sald he appeared rold,” Bertha's
comments went on. *I suppose he wag
not half clad for such weather. No wnit-
tens on—or overcoat?”

“No,” saidl Ned, his volce a little
lowered.

‘“ So benumbed as to have small chance
of looking out for his load when all you
boys set upon him—a dozen or more
against one, I think you said ?”

What a way of putting it! No fault
found, yet how differently thoe whole
thing looked! Could the most severe
reproach have made thom feel more like
cowards ?

They settled to study without any of
the usual gentle urging. Later in the
evening, after their lessons wero learned,
Ned carried his sober face to his sister.

* I—hate to think about that poor little
Jim,” he saild, “It didn't look so to
me till you began to talk. We—really,
Bertie—we Cidn't think—-""

“ No, dear,” she said, as he paused;
“1 am surc therc was not one of you
boys wha would have been deliberately
cruel if he had stopped to think. The
trouble is,” she went on, *“ beys are easily
led when once there is some.one for them
to follow. Now, if thero had been any
ono there to say : ‘ Hello, Jimmy ! you've
got more to do than your share. We'll
take hold and help you out,” then, I feel
safe in saying, thero was not a boy
among you who would not bave been
ready to give poor Jim a helping hand.”

* Bertha, you are great!” exclaimed
Ned, with an admiring look.

Half an hour after school next day a
sled brigade wended its way toward the
small shanty, in the rear of which Jimmy
could be seen cutting up such wood as
he had reccovered after yesterday's on-
slaught,

As he caught sight of his tormentors,
he started to go Into tho house with an
armful of wood. But with a shout they
prevented his escape.

“Ho, Jimmy ! drop that wood !

It was impossible to forbear the
miagling of a little roguish fun witk the
atonement for thelr unkind dea)ings.
With shouts of glee ther rushed on the
dismayed boy and bound him band and
foot with their scarfs.

Then as he gazed in helpless perplex-
ity, sied after sled was drawn up. Thoy
were well loaded with stove lengths of

seasoned wood. Half a dozen axes were

soon fiying busily st the splitting. Then
another descent was made on Jimmy, and
he was released.

At et abmen

“Now, Jimmy, wo can't have you
tdling here any longer whils we'ro all
working so hard. Hero's an armful
ready, Carry it into tho house”

Jimmy's faco beamed with quick ap-
preciation of tho situation.  As the plite
of wplit wood rapldly increased, he
carrled ft in untl ho announced that
thero was no moro room {nside. ‘Then
activa bands joined In plling the re-
maindor against tho back of thoe houso.

As the morry crew at length took
Icave, Ned sald to Jimmy :

* Now, Jimmy {f ever wo find you on
tho hill with that wrotched green wood,
unless you havo dry wood at homo to
mix with it, wo'll serve you juat as wo
ald yestorday.”

Tu th.s day Jimmy has never Laen adbla
to determino In his own puszled mind
from which day tho kindnoss of tho boys
dated.—-S, 8, Visitor,

THE BEST WAY.

We sometimes hear busineas mon say
that 1t 1a Imposstble to bo strictly lon-
o8t it ono Is to Lo succesaful. But thore
never was a statement wider of tho truth.
God makes this plain jn overy part of
bis word, We got our morning paper
at our raliroad nows-stand, settling the
account overy Monday morning. Sick-
ness had disarranged tho course of things,
and wo fancied threo woeeks had olepsed
without payment, and bhanded In that
sum. The following Monday the news-
man sald, " Your account Iz square. I
looked it up in my Look, and you only
owed for two woeks when you pald for
them.” *“I should never have known
tho difference.” ‘' That may be,’ was
the answer, “but 1 should, and I've
found I my eoxperionce that Loneaty
really 18 the best policy.” Wae clip from
an exchange tho following incldent,
which 1Hustrates tho same truth :

A young man in a Boston dry-goods
stors was doing his best to soll a cus-
tomer some goods. He had a quantity
on hand which ho mucih desired to dis-
pose of, as thoy were not of tho freshost
style, and the man seemed inclined to
take them. When tho goods had been
examined, and the bargain was about to
be concluded, the customer inqulired,
* Aro these goods of thg latest style 1"

Tho young man hesitated. Ho wanted
to sell the goods; but he could not tell a
1ie, and replied, * They aro not the latest
style of goods, but a very good style.”

The man looked &t hiwm, examined
gome other goods of later style, and said,
* 1 will take those of the older style, and
some of the new also. Your honesty in
stating the facis will fasten me to this
place.”

Tho young man not only sold his
goods, and kept conscience, but he also
retaiped a customer whom he might
never have seen again if he bad not
sroken the exact truth.

CONSEORATED TO HIS WORK.

As the world goes, the first question
in making choico of a calling Is, * \Which
one pays best * But earth and heaven
measure human work in very different
ways, and devotion to a right service s
never repregented by the dollars it earns
or by the honours it brings.

Dr. S. A. Steel, of St. Louis, says that
he began his career as a preacher with n
fortunate lesson. One Saturday, while
a student {n Henry College, he was rid-
ing over the mountalns to fill a Sunday
appointment at a village church, when
he fell in with Dr. White, a veteran min-
1ster.,

Dr. White was a man of fino appear-
ance, eloquent, 8. «0larly, and high-bred.
put thoe humbdls work he was engaged
In had hig whole heart,

The two men traveiled side by side,
convercing pleasantly together. Dr.
White made some refercnce to a cgil he
had received to the presidency of a col-
lege.

*“You bave accepted the ecall, of
courge,” sald hls young companion.

“No; I have decllneg 1t*

The position was one of high honour,
influential, conspicuous, and command-
ing a much larger salary than his pres-
ent support. Youug Steel could not
disguise his astonishment at such a re-
fusal. But the doctur’s reply sllenced
him. Gazing far away over the panor-
ama of lovely velleys and majestlc bills,
ho said, gently,

My brother, 1T would rather preach
Jesus to these simple-hearted peop'e liv-
fng in these mountaing than be President
of the Urited States.”

Twenty years afterward Dr. Steel had
forgotten -he says- bis college 1rssons
in psychology and logarithms and Greok
roots, but the lesson that the brave old
clergyman's answer had taught him
nevar faded away.
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