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The Minister's Resignation.

et me see,” said Miss Eleanor Banks, on
the first afternoon of hey visit to her aunt ot
Farmington vil'age, “ehdi't von write to me fast
winter that vour mister had resigned ! 2

ST gness perhaps Tdid,” was the reply, in a
somewhat abses ¢ nonded tone

It seems by me that Lot the impression from
yvour letter that the resignation did not cause
universal regret " suggested the wniece, atter
waiting a momentfor her aunt to enlasge wpon
the theme.

‘Maybe vou did,” said the old lady, who was
apparently absorbed in learning how hard it may
be for a thread to pass thtough the eve of a
necdle

Presently she added. with the mauner of one
who, after all, is not quite willing to et the sub-
jeet drop, "There were some of the people wio
thought that My, Pease had kiad of lost his aeee
fulness. "

“He had been bere a long time hadn't he?
asked her niece,

“Yes, that was just .

Mr. Pease had been

here going on thirty vears; and as yon might say, |

we'd got him learned by heart. We alwavs
knew what he was going 1o sav next, and its no
use denying that he was getting ts be rather dry
inthe pulp t. 1 didn't mind it so much myself,
but your Unele Andrew did, and that was worse.
The preaching I conld stand, but what with that
of a Sundav, and Andrew’s taking cuabout it all
the rest of the week, T was heginning to get
about heat ont of myself

“Every now and then somebody would come
aronnd and want him to speak to the minister
about resigning.  Of couse, if anything of con-
sequence is to be done in the parish, it is alwavs
your Uncle Andrew that has to go ahead with it.
They would argue that Mr. Pease was comfort
ably off, and his wife had property besides, and
s0 it would be no hardship for him to step aside.

“Bat Andiew couldn’t make up his mind to do
it, so things went along with the society fast
running to seed, when all of a sudden, and with-
out any help from anybody, the minister did
resign,

“Well, I presume a good mauy felt to rejoice,
but [ guess nobody was quite so tickled as
Andrew. For a few days it seemed as if he
could not do enough to show how kind of grate
ful he was

“*He did the papering and painting that 1 had
been at him about for two years, and he bought
a new parlor carpet that I hadn’t so much as
asked for. Then he took it into his heal that
we must get up a farewell reception to the min-
ister,

*“Well, all the folks seemed to fall in with that
idea, and if vou'll believe me, they raised a
hundred dollars in gold for a parting gift.

“'Of course there wag a general invitation to
tha reception, and we had to hold it in the town
hall.  Well, after we had all shaken hands with
the minister and his wife, Andrew came up front
and made the presentation speech.

“I do wish you could have heard him! Of
course your uncle is gifted in speech, but 1 guess
he surprised himself that night.  Yet he didn't
say anything but the truth., Mr. Pease had been
a faithful minister—one that had visite | the
widow and the fatherless in their affliction, and
been helpful in sickness, and stood by us all in
trouble, and tried to comfort us when we buried
our dead.

*‘But it was wonderful the way your Uncle
Andrew worked all those good things Mr. Pease
had done into his speech. It took hold of us
more and more as he went along, until by the
time he got through and handed over the hun-
dred doltars in gold to the minister, about every-
body in the hall was having a good hard cry.

**As for Mr. Pease, he could hardly speak at
first. But when he found his voice I guess what
he said n.ade full as much impression as Andrew's
talk. i

**He said tuat he had been simply amazed at
the feeling that had been manifested, and it led
him to think that perhaps he bad been hasty in
the step he had taken. Perhgps it was his duty,
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after all to spend the rest of his days as the |

pastor of his dear flock.  He went on in that
way for a while, and finally he asked all those
who desired him to withuraw his resignation to

e, .
“'Well, there were some queer looks went over
a good many faces, but in a minute all those that
hadn’t heen standing before got up from their
Caeat e, .
. “"And “the choir had been rehearsing a very
* handsome song for a week. but it was all abont
parting, and they would't sing it.  When they
were called on they whispered together for a
while, and then announced that they would sing,
, ‘Blest be the tie that binds,' and they requested
all present to join,
“Then we partook of refreshiments, and the
' teception broke up.*

YN0 vou still have the same minister,’ said

Eleawor, with a smile

“Why, ves, i one sense we do,  But, really,
Mr. Pease has seemed like a new man ever siuce,
1t's wouderful how that reception seemed to
fresben him up.

seems to be alive again,  As for your Uncle

vobody Jike Mr. Pease.  Vou see, he's bound to
stand by that presentation speech, So in oune
sense, | suppose, we've got our chauge, after
abl. ==l

C The Bottle. .
A ross. whoee windows—windows
every vesiige of glass Tud vanished,

in uame only, sinew
i way have been
years ago, ity place heing supplied by rags —qattled their
+ sheletons of frames in u stitf November gale. A few cruzy
tiles upon the roof kept up an intermittent accompaniment,
while every now and again small eascades of mortar coursed
down the chimney into the rusty and broken-batred grate.
With his head upon his arm, Iying over an old table, was
aye, it mauy be said, happy
rour of the elements made no 1
1 awoke o expre

!
|

o man, apparently contented
with lus lot, since the

e nee, or disturbed

fon of wnnoy

s divams, for he slept soundly.  His fuce wus not a good
face to look upon, sodden, with pendulons, trembling lower
| lip and twitching features, that told < nly too plainly what

Be

hold w slave more bound than by fetters of steel, mwe

seaffolding had veared it. - Viee, passion, and drink.
puowerless than if held in granite walls, more helpless than
Upon the table behold his fetters,
the bottle.

|
if guarded by an army
| his dangeon, and his gaoler

Upon the hoor was the child, wide and  hotlow-eyed, '

@annt with hunger, und vainly striving to get some warmth
by huddling the straw upon which it lay closer to its

ving body.
Evidently it was no relation to the mau, else, surely
such a night as this, he would have clasped it to his

| breast for warmth and comfort; but he took no notice,

though for a moment he stivved uneasily, then stretched
out a hand, as if blindly groping for something that he
| loved.
| taits bare feet to go towards the man, but at that moment
he found what he was searching for, and clasped it tightly
to his heart —the hottle.  The child, looking through eyes
that had long forsuken weepings as of no avail, fell back
shivering upon its wet, straw pullet; yet though you may
believe me not, the man was futher to the child. The
s puahd room, the drunken man, the starving child, and,
trinmphant over all, the bottie, 1t was a picture fit for
the pen of Hogarth,

An lhiour passed, two hours, and awoke some semblance
of animation in the man.  The child had managed to get a
tittle sleep, but, at the tirst movement of the man, awoke
alert wud ready.  Seeing the h was not yet awake, but
heavy in drunken stupor, the child rose stealthily and
withdrew the bottle from the arms that hugged it to his
heart, and hid it underncathZthe straw of his pallet, and
then lay down upon it. A few minutes, and the man
uwoke. This time he looked around, searching for his
treasure, then he lurched heavily towardsX*the wretched
hed, and dealt the child o heavy kick,

“Whersh bottle, you young devil?” he stammered.

“Futher!” came from the child's lips. Father! Oh! the
mockery of that aame! *‘Father, | haven't it; and father
you've hud plenty tonight. Don’t drink more! You've
had it all. The bottle's empty.”

“Give it 'ere,” he yelled. You've emptied it, but I'l

He preaches a new sermon |
almost every Sunday, and the whole parish |

Andrew. you'd think to hear him talk there was

The child 'saw the movement and serambled up on |

i

toach you to denl my drink,”  He wized the child by the
i weck anid dragyed it youghly off the steaw, and i so doing
disclosed the bottle that the child had Tain upon to hide,
Grusping the hottle by the week, b dealt the child a fear-
< Aul Blow upon the temple. With w Jow moan it fell hack,
i bleeding from w trightial wonnd, wud the man, muttering

U himselt and elasping his treasure, once more sat again
u
f moonlight refleeted on the
of . Dasilisk, cold, malig-

at the table, took a Joug dranght, and relapsed indra

neonsciousness, while s gh
© hottle made it appesr as the ey
sant, and still trinmphunt, gazing upon the scene,

f Unyhweak.  The man woke slowly from his dehaueh,
| N e swids N, la, cowe bere.”
i Noanswer.
| “Ned, lud, here,” ‘
f o Agin no answer,
“Ned, my bl.” Sutely those tones, wo gentle, could
nover come from hin And yet they did: they were

kewas it he held a world of love for the lad that lay dead
< apon the tloor, und, sunk, debased, and murderer  though
o e was, be dud Toved bis vactim dearly,

¢ “Ned! He mnst fwve goue out,” he muttered.  Then
¢ staggering up, he went 1o et some fow sticks to muke u
ndful of fire, What was that that lay across the floor,
o @ dark red steeam still lowing feebly from its poor head.
! He pressed lis hunds ta his temples,

My tiod,” be eeied, “my God, he is dend” He has houn
¢ killed! Gl have merey, h.-wklll..d i !

Inow woment he wis dowa upon his knees, with the poor

¢ hody pressed tightly o his hrewst, vocking to and fro in
anguish, crying wildly.

“Ned—my  Ned!" - Kissing  with fearful energy the

dend ligs of bis on, as 1)

| Bring back Fite v how,

ieh hy every passion he could

Alus, there was 1o answering kiss,
sk the chila that bao hungered for o word only « few
i short hours ago had now o thousand endearment s showered
And the man who spurned him
with a Kick was now a broken suppliant for one lust Kiss,

Gazing roul, his eyes fell npon the hottle, the dirty
luhel, smenved a dull ¢ With a lowd ery, as recol-
| lection foreed itself upon him, he seized the accursed thing

and flang it across the room to shatter it in ten thousund
| piecesT Tl it struck the straw pallet, und with u sneering

ring rolled undamaged to the Hoor,  And the man, with a

piercing screan, fell senseless by the hody of his son.
wht. voke to  conscionsness to find two
policemen bendiug over him, the light from a **bull's-eye”
thrown upon his fuce,

Said one, “He has murdered the lad with the hottle,
Nee where he hit him, and the label is bloodstained.  That
was his weapon.  Come, my man, up you get,”

They had placed the bottle upon the table, and, eateh-
ing the reflection from the “bull's-eye,” it seemed to show
the dull red gleam of murder in its wicked eye of light,

With a shuddering cry he hid his face in his hands and

agon its deat, dewd care,

~on.

Again he

passesl with his captors out into the night.  And the
hattle stood triwmpnant uy on the table.  Trivmphant over
honor, over duty, over love, over life itself. The un-

crowned king, whose monarchy was absolute, nay, whose
power is supreme when onee its subjects hend the knee
its allegiance. —E. W. Tower, in Reynold’s Newspaper.

“‘Let us not waver from our purpose; victory
is at hand, and will come triumphantly when the
church membership shall feel its responsibility
and lend a helping hand.”

*‘Our people used to spend in strong drink the
entire valuation of the state in every period of
twenty-five years. But now one million dollars
will far more than pay for all the liquor smuggled
into Maive and sold in violation of the law."

When I was getting signatures to the petition
for a prohibitory law, I found about five times as
many women as men ready to affix their names.
This fact led me to seriously consider what the
value of woman's ballot would be on moral re-
form q and 1| an advocate of
woman's suffrage.’”

‘‘We forbid the bans between rum, religion and
litics of whatever party and whatever sect, and

in the name of God and Humanity, we proclaim
a union holy and indissoluble, of affection as well

| as of interest, between temperance, religion and
‘l Eso"'cs of every party and every sect.—Neal
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