
THE CANADIAN EPWORTH ERA. February, 1912—1640
I’m hungry," piped a timid" Pleas 

voice, at
“ Boy, what's your name?"
" Please, ma'am, Billy—Billy Dug­

gan."

e, l 
last.

E0 OUR STORY Q2
you here 

you must go." 
ip me?" asked

Well, William, I shall keep 
to-night, b 

“ Are 
the boy,

an hour or more on the nature and “ No! child,
attributes of God. " Then, why do you call me Wlllla

Was it any wonder, then, that most Mother only called me that when s_.
of the congregation should be " weak was cross at me,” and the little voice
brethren ” in her eyr ? And she firmly trembled. " I think I d like to be called
believed that were It not for her watch- Billy best. Uncle Hiram calls me that,
ful admonition and her striving to bol- " Who's Uncle Hiram, pray?"

«wvtnnw GREGORY was a church ster UP these weak ones and to coerce "Why, the doctor man who brought
\YZ ID°mhS.RETh?t omHd not be and Prod them up to her standard, that me. lie says he s my uncle.
W TnRMered a seriouJ fa£°t on the church would collapse just as utterly "Oh. he does, does he; well you

. t u ilnerallv deemed though the main supports were re- might have a better one. I m thinking,
the other hand, it is generally deemed mf>ved from the building itself. "Oh, he's a good man. He was kind
quite proper end hjsjdjlShe delighted to hark heck to the to ray mother, and brought her clothe, 
it was the one important fact in tne „one bv “ Those were the days! " and food, and he teiled me nice stories,
widow'. Hie. end the clrcutn erettco «ràelned There were no Are you going to be my mother now,which hounded her eomewhet limited sra\eeU0"e8"„“PS“^e klid they need to my really mother’, gone? ’
V'«LW- _f her rlllir„h W(>11M give have. Those were the times of a " free •• Fine stories he'd tell you!" ejacu-
h,.7hmiïî"indication of her religious and full salvation," and she spoke of It lated the widow, Ignoring bis question. 
Vleei mdïï her erred eremed . com upon every cccaalon poaelble. until one •• Yes, he did.” pereleted the
views. Indeed, less of day old Dr. Higgins had remarked: "About a good man who was always
v^ ,u, t,'n™ PSe é flre-retlng " Well, Cynthia, It’s my opinion «1- doing good thing,, and he loved poor 

A hard shelled Baptist and a vallon Is more free than full In your people, too, Just like mother and me.Z SnnL? Preahvterlan in one these case, and 1 guess the church treasurer Uncle Hiram said his name was Jesus, 
5îh .TSÏSïatÜÏ of Purl Un- will back me up.” and he wanted me to be a good boy all

him nf^hLUdavs o^tfromwel 1 combined From that time forth Dr. Hiram Hlg the time. Say, don’t you think Uncle 
1 mïU her I. ^verybo”? thoSht ÎÏÏ *««*> became the subject of her most Hiram Is Just like Jesus, for he loves 

she herself believed, the most religious virulent attacks. He r®c"|v®d l”,ce Jj* P°or Pe°P,e and 18 k,nd? 
nersou in the community. Old Dr. Hlg- many warnings and lectures as his widow Gregory did not reply, for she 
gins said she had more religion to the neighbors. The minister was taken seri was thinking. The little chap sat on the 
BGuare inch than any one he had ever cusly to task for his Intimate associa- j,oor beside her, and then his little head 
ïnown and the dVtor knew most every- Hon with the “ unbel ever. " Bpt the ne8tled against her skirts and he was 
K ’ doctor regarded himself In the light of aeieep. Gently she lifted him to a couch.

a public benefactor, for he said, That night when she put him to bed
" The more time she spends on me he 8llpped to his knees, 

the more rest some one else will have. .. l waJlt to say Uncle
So time went on, and Widow Gregory er » be said. " He held me on

still preserved the church from absolute an’d tejled Jt to me Gne night—t
decay, and wondered why It was that hef(>re mother died," and the 
consuming fire from heaven or bears cntch jn his voice when he star 
from the loreet bad not been the lot of .. Dear Jeeus , am just a ,mle lamb.
Hiram Higgins. onnmi„.. _nr and I want you to be my shepherd and
-’«.ed SÆWW -a., to.ee ,hê »?“»«■„& b“‘

ÜffTSfSttM k U. you :m„,tohme
■ ^ 'MiirÆ ST-S SX ma. jmad buy day 

manner- were. Amen."

ut to-morrow
you going 
half frlghi•ignt

no."The Conversion of Widow 
Gregory.

WILLIAM U. VAUGHAN, Tononrn
(Read at the Christmas Service of the 

Woudgreen Methodist Sunday School, 
Toronto.)

m?

child.

boday.
But could not help It. It 

Before she
he had been 

Allens for 
to set the 

and religion in 
As a girl she 

and everyone won- 
hat fun-loving, good- 

regory had been attracted 
hen the wonder subsided 
he might perhaps draw 

her out of her serious ways. But not 
He became a candidate fui the original 
Mr. Hen peck. The years had not turned tne rra 
the lines of her firm mouth upward, but 

zard, until a decided melancholy 
droop was always seen on her face.

The late lamented James Grei 
ays referred to her husba 

died a few years previous, leaving her 
at fifty with a very comfortable portion 
of this world's goods, a wonderful fund 

Ice, which she always kept o.n tap 
ready to distribute Indiscriminately, a 
will that could brook no Interference, 

a temper which generally rose to 
occasion.

She was a self-constlt 
critic of the conduct of t 
borhood, and laid down ve: 

ning alt phases of life 
her neighbors.

t, then, she 
was horn In her. 
married Jim Gregory, i 
Cynthia Allen, and the 
generations had essayed 
standards of morals 
the neighborhood, 
had been serious, 

hy It i 
red Jim G 
er; but w 

thought

i'l
Hiram's pray-

hls
tha

ted:

dered w

whüe I 

, so that
a good man, like ;

nd

boy, for he Is 
ood man." The little head nodded.

closed, and he was fast

regory retired late that 
t she was thinking we do 

ulfllled hopes, 
within 

to sleep she 
hall call him

They talked 
widow ejaculated 

“ Hiram Higgins,

and thelie.for
l with ------------

I tell you It's im-
possible. I'm sorry the child's mother “
1.3 dead, but I can’t help it. Do I look 
like a likely person for a matron of an Wld r 
orphanage asylum for little children . .. wh_, 
whose fathers may be drunkards, and do "‘f L * perhaps
not care for them? Hiram. I tell you "erhaSs the moU,e.
It's according to scripture. ' the sins of E!"abPuV juaT as b 
the fathers visited upon the children,' ’ . C ,f .. j 
and you can’t go against scripture." ,,

" That's right Cynthia, you can't and Aymonth passed. and

:„?,th. —’there 7= till — *»
ell, Cynthia, here !s 
onth’s expenses, and 

find Billy a home." 
have I," she said, as she tore 

ito small piece s. And as the 
tor went down the street he mur- 
red: “ A little child shall lead them." 

Christmas drew near, and Billy talked 
of Santa Claus and candles and toys. 
He had never known a real Christmas, 

Uncle Hiram had said that Santa 
would come, and he believed It 

11 his childish heart.
The night before Christmas, Dr. Htg- 

a gins, laden with mysterious parcels,
ht went to the widow’s home. There he

found an enormous pile v)f parcels, and 
the minister In deep consultation with

ess Uncle Hiram said that 
he was a little

" Idownw

ind. had blue eyes
•P.
/id

r heart stir 
she went 
I think I sh

t
again the doctorutf-d arblt 

the who-le
ry strict rules 
! for the guld- 
nd woe betide 

any one who fell short of her standard, 
for they were sure to receive some of 
her ever-present admonition In phrases 
more forcible than charlta 

She showed no partiality, 
young, male and female, all a 
must conform to her ld> 
church member, or be assigned a place 
In her black books and be subject to 
dreadful warnings and dire condemna- and it
tlon. It was not surprising, then, that need is a
her sphere of operation was large and 1er. and something
her circle of friends small, for there brought him to
were few Indeed who escaped her crlti- self, but I'm too

Inspection In the church or out bachelor ca
ft. I’m going to
Indeed, the minister himself was a afford It, I’ll pay 1 

poor, deluded soul, not well grounded In out another word 
faith, because he preached twenty-mln- the poor little chap, 
ute sermons on such commonplace topics Widow Gregory started after him. asset 
ns your duty to your neighbor and Chris- paused, then sat down, and apparently wnat
tlan citizenship rather than discourse for forgo-t the child. She was lost In thought, witn

ne! scripture i 
done it un
done It unto me.’ ” .. w

" The devil can quote ucripture, you . 
know," she replied. d t"

" So he can, so there’s a pair of us," .. ^
' led the doctor.

gins, It'.i not to he 
1 can’t afford It. I am sure 
I fled In spending the

th­ in conversa-

check fo* 
ave man-I* h

ance of

chuckl 
" Hi

Old and thought of. 
ry. I am not just 
lef the late lamented James G re 

so hard for, In any such va
" Cynthia, you have a big home here 

's empty and cheerless. What you 
child's face and a child’s laugh-

. t0I’d tak 

usy, and, 
in't bring a ehlk 
o leave him, and if you 

his board.” And

the check In
ram Hlgble.

ked
nd sundr 

eas as ch.

and so I 
c him my- 
besldes.o°b

cal 
of 1 can’t 

wlth-
he was gone, leaving the wld

" Now, have we forgotten any?” she 
d, just as the Doctor entered. "Wh 
t’s all this?" he asked, his eyes 
asto-nlshment.

hy.
Ml
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