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Paul Crandals’ Charge.

BY HOPE DARING.

CHAPTER VIL

‘The minister was conscious of a feeling of re-
lief. Now it would not be necessary for him to
intrude himself upon the family at this trying
time.

No explanation was needed. A muttered oath
broke from tbe father's iips. A moment later he
said, half apologetically:

] intend mo insult to you, Mr. Crandal, 1
realize there are two classes of those who call
themselves Christians, and I am sure you belong
to the same class as my wife and daughter,
Perhaps you can overlook my indignation when I
tell you that the saloon here is supported and
shielded by the church.”

Not by the minister,’”” Paul's voice rang out,
¢lear and firm. ‘I have had a lesson tonight,
Mr. Baxter. If you will briog action against
French, I will aid you in every possible way."

The father shook his head despondently, *'It
would be useless. Several trials have bees made
to convict him, tut all in vain, Milo is only one
of many. My boy is ouly nineteen. He tasted
intoxicants for the first time @ year ago when he
was employed by Deacon Hardy. There is al-
ways cider there, and it was cider which first
tempted my son. Then French's soon completed
the lesson."’

Paul uncovered his bead ard turned his face to
the steel-blue wintry sky.  *'Jtmaynot be God's
will, Mr, Baxter, that mine shall be the haud to
do away with this giant evil, It is his will, howe
ever, that 1 do all in my power, and o this 1
pledge myself, One thing more: Do wat judge
Christ by us, bis jwpertcet tolloswers  Ounly by
fearning of him ¢an you know the cotipletaiss
of his life,”

Mr, Baxter did not speak, Te pressed the
hand of the young minister,  Mily's incoherent
sautterings bad ceased, and he leaned heavily
against his father,  Paul bade the sorrowing
yarent good-night and hurricd away,

Oun arriving at home he found his mother read-
ing. He drew a chair to her side and told her
all,

1 am econvinced, mother,” he said, in concin.
sion, “‘that this is the first duty which presses
vpon me. ¥ may lose friends, 1 may even invite
dissensions in the church, but I mnst cey ont
against this sin,’"

Mrs, Crandal's hand stole into that of her san,
They sat for a time in silence; then Pand weut on,
a strange note of longing in his vaice:

“Tell me you will help me, Jittle mother, 1
crave human sympathy tonight.*”

She rose, and, coming to his side, drew his
head to her bosom. Her words were few and
broken, but they gave him the unspeakable com-
fort of mothier love, and also pointed him to the
Divine One who alone can fortify the soul aga nst
hours of loneliness and fear. Togother they knelt
in prayer. When they rose, the light of a holy
purpose shone in Paul's eyes, and he murmured:

“Thou shalt worship the Lord thy God, and
him only shalt thou serve.””

Paul stopped Mt. French on the street the
next morning. The minister's words were few.
He narrated the events of the previons evening,
and when the saloon-keeper began to make light
of it, interrupted him:

“‘Mr. French, further conversation is useless,
You know and I know what you are doing. 1
am going to wage war against your saloon and

shall show you vo qusrter.”

““You!" and the face of the man darkened with
wrath, *“What can you do alone?’

‘I aw not alove, My people—'"

A barsh laugh broke frow French's I
“Just try them, I've the mopey and the infln.
ence in this village, and it won't be well for the
church to nrn against me.”

Paul lifted his hand. *“Neither I mor the
church can do aught without God's assistauce,
und'} claim that in the battle between you and
we,

The minister hastened on to the postoffice. He
bad written a brief statement of the case to his
presiding elder,

The next eveniug Mr, Carveth's repty came:

‘1 secured your appointment at Davesville for
two reasons,’” he wrote, *'First, 1 saw the
church there was doomed to spiritual death un-
lesc it could be roused.  Second, you were in
danger of drifting into an absorbing love of cul-
ture and study Yot may suffer much, the
church may suffer more, but the Lord's work
must go on in Danesville. Never falter; God
will give you strength and wisdom.”

Suoday morning was clear and frosty, The
church was crowded, and cven the most thonght-
less could not but note the rapt lok that rested
on their pssor's face,

His text consisted of the words he had repeated
to his mother, *Thou shalt worship the Lord thy
God, and bim only shalt thon serve,”’

It was a sermon long remembered by those
who beard it.  Paol touched upon the joy and
beauty df true worship, suon passing on to show
how useless was attempted worship without ser-
vice, *'Him only'’ wasa prelude to a searching
testapplied to service. Serving God was serving
humanity, and serving was life and delight, The
service of evil-—ah, some present cringed when he
turned fearlessly to them,

Nor did he pause st general principles, Paul
Crandal opened his heart to his people that Sab-
bath morning. He told them of the impression
that came to him when he first knew he wasto
labor among them, following this with a recital
of his convictions concerning the state of things
in the village. K

‘I have promised God to wage war against the
single place bere where drink is sold,” be said.
*‘You know of what I am talking. Awong you
are those whose hearts have bled because of this,
As a beginning, 1 am going to ask every man,
woman and child in the village 10 take a pledge
] abstinetice,  Alone I am weak, 1 need,
I expect your help,
present whose names are corolled upon the class.
book, besides many others to whom 1 look for
assistatice,  This iy the Lord's work,  Remems
ber, Do vot insist that you shall work in my
way,  God will lead you,  Let all preseut who
will join with me rise,”

TO BE COXNTINUED,

Reiand's Present,

“What is the matter, dear®® asked mamena,
when she went into her toom and found a very
dismal looking little Loy standing by the window,

“Nuflis' much, wamma,” answered  little
Roland. But brave as he tried to be, mamma
knew that he was almost crying, and taking him
an her lap she questioned him tenderly.

*“The boys don't want me to play with them,”
he said at fast; *‘they say I's too small, and they
are whittling splendid things, and 1 wanted to
whittle, too, and they said they couldu't have me
wasting their wood, and I conldn’t get the littlest
picce, nor any koife nor nuffin’,”” he sobbed.

“Don’t cry, dear; mamma has some nice wood,
and you can sit right here and whittle. Let's
spread a paper down, and you and I will have a

| fine time making things; let’s make a boat.””

Roland soon forgot his grief, and, with mam-
wa’s help, he made a nice little boat, that floated
very well on a basin of water.

“l am sorry, boys,’ said mamma, later,
“‘that you are not nicer to your little brother. I
hope if Roland ever has any wood he will be more
generous with it.””  The bigger boys, Fred and
Charlie, hung down their heads and looked
ashamed.

For their Christmas present Fred and Charlie
had a nice Sloyd work-bench with knives and
many other tools. Little Roland had a Sloyd

There are fifty persous !

kvife, too, but what do you think he had for his
biggest preseat?

Why, he bad a whole bundle of shingles!
Just think of it! Two hundrad and fifty shingles,
all his very own! g

Now he bad plenty of wood, and did not have
to ask any of the big boys for any; instead, they
often begged wood of him, Iam glad to say Ro-
land is very good, and gives them all they want,

Such vice times as they have playing together
tow, all cutting and whittling ts aud wany
other things

I think Ihad just the micest kind of a pre-
sent,”” said Roland, one day. “I wonder who
tells Santa Claus just what litile boys want. I

.l think the mammas and papas must bave some-

lhigg to do about it, dou't you thiok so mam-
ma?

*Yes, indced,"” sald mamma *‘I really think
they do.""—ZE/izabeth Robinson,

"Ths Drunk.rd’s Sha .

The products of o ie bushe! of corn made into
| whisky is four galluns, worth §16, out of which
| the government gets $3, the farmer gets 4o cents,

the railrond gets $1, the mannfacturer gets $¢

and the saloon keeper gets $7 The drinkers
. share is delirium tremens, But there still re
. mains much to be apportioned, The drinker’s
 family hasa share—misery, poverty and sufering.

\

Sabbath Dam.o.tion. . .

—— o '
A Faris correspondent «f a New York daily
paper gives the effect of the continual Sabbath,
A stronger secular proof could not be desired:
*'Suvday is pot a day of rest in Paris; itisa day
of activity,” I have beard some Americans ap-
plaud this wanner of spending Sunday, as they
ridiculed the old-fashioned American way of
ballbwing this day. They do uot ktow the
sequence of this feverish activity, There is no
old stooe-muson, no old shoe-maker, no old can
penter, uo old paioter, mo old artisan in Paris,
Medical men say this prematuare decline is o
.buoklu:ely to the want of a day of rest ouce a
week. '

Tiue Riches.
———

As certain persons were returning from the
butial of a friend the remark was made, *‘What a
sad life our friend lived! How unfortunate he
was! Poverty seemed to accompany him. He
, died poor.”  **Had he not some little success?'’
| one inquired. **No,"* was the answer; “every:
{ thing was against him; his life was a failure,”
“T do not understand vou,” said a voice which
had thus far been silent; ‘I was with him in his
last moments, and 1 thought he died rich."
“You are mistaken; his estate amounts to noth.,
Ing at all.”"  *'But surely he left a good name,
and a legacy of noble deeds, and a holy example,
and lessons of patience in suffering, of hope in
adversity, of heavenly confidence, when no sun,
beaws fell upon his path.” ““T'hen he died rich,"”
was the emphatic declaration, “‘richer than the
millionaire who went to his long home the same
day, miserable i all but his gold.”

Love in the Sunday School,

The absence of love has broken up many a
‘ class, and made barren much teaching. Its
| absence has turned teaching into a weariness of
the flesh, and Sunday School attendance into an’
| early morning funeral occasion. Christ the
| Master must be loved, the scholars must be
loved, work must be loved for their sakes, But
the love springs not up at will for this or that,
God or man.  True, but the love of which we.
speak is shed abroad in our hearts by the Holy
Ghost which is given unto us. If love

not your footsteps, opens not your lips with
warm messages, warms not your heart into a
glow of desire—then—then where is your per-
sonal standing in the love of God.—Zwwngelical
Sunday School Teacher.

Mingled praise and tears make up the religious
history of (g;d's people. i




