THE CANADIAN INDEPENDENT.

made, but hitherto Mark had put him away with kind words
and promises, none of which he kept,

On this night Mark was very much the worse for drink,
and Stephen, who entered the tap-room boldly to rescuc his
children, said a few hard but justifiable things to the elder

members of the assembled company,  Some of them resented |

it, the landlord came in and gave his opinion, and finall
Mark with only a few preliminary words got up and struc
his father. Luke, who was sitting in a corner, was between
them in amoment. Marck, grumbling and cursing under his
breath, resumed his seat, and Stephen Daker went sorrow-
fully home,

From this houi a uﬁrcat change came over Luke. Horri-
fied by the unnatural scene he had witnessed, which he
rightfully charged to the influence of drink, he gave up the
public-house, abandoned all intoxicating liquors, and ex-
erted himself to the utmost to induce his bruther to do the
same,

But Mark would not listen.  Perversely he kept up his old
courses, and would have lost his work again and again if it
had not been for Luke, whose food character helped them
both, Their employer feated if he sent one away he would
10’“11 the other, and Luke was too good a servant to be parted
with.

At home there was much sorrow. Stephen Daker and
his wife moused over their wild son more than they would if
he had been dead, and Luke came to see them and join in
their griet.  After that night when he struck his father,
Mark never came nearhis parents, or even asked after them.

From bad to worse the doomed youth went. Lower and
lower down the scale—less at his wotk and more at the pub-
lic-house as the weeks sped by, Through all Luke never
deserted him, or ccased to persuade him to turn his back
upon what was causing his ruin, Lukc would not enter e

ublic-house except to usge his brother to leave, and the ri.

1d jests of the taproom and the angry reproach of his

brother did no more than send him outside, where he waited
in all weathers to take home the fallen Mark.

But was Mark indiffcrent to this affection? Was all that
was and noble dead within him? No; for when sober
he would talk to his brother as he did of old—call hum
 Dear Luke,"” and listen with attention to his exhortations;
but anon, some dreinking companion would come that way
and hold out the old temptation, and Mark would fall again.
Through all and in all Luke never deserted him until one
winter's eve.

They were homeward-bound from their work, and Luke
had hopes of getting his brother past the public-house, for
he had no money left, and his credit was asgood as stopped.
Mark had been drinking during the day, and was, as drunk.
ards say, *‘a little gone ; * not intoxicated, but on that dan-
gerous middle-ground where a man has his ears open 10 the
voice of the tempter, and sees naught but the gloss he puts
over the ad ruin. ““ We will go home to-night,”
Luke kept saying. “ Ay, ay,” replied Mark, “we will go
home," but the tone was that of indifference,

The shortest way home was unfortunately past the inn, and
owing to the gres® rains, the path across the fields was very
heary travelling ; but Luke would even then have gone the
latter way if he could have induced Mark to doso. Mark,
however, was firm.

.‘;ll’l’l not go in,” he said ; *‘there’ll be nobody there to-
night.’

Opposite the public-house they met one of his old com.
panions, an idle, dissolute fellow, some twelve years the
scnior of the two brothers, ruined in mind, body, and char-
acter, and fallen to the terribly low level of one who took
delight in compassing the ruin of others, especially the

oung.

‘“Ha ! Mark,” he said, “*I am glad to see you ; come in
and have a glass,”

¢ 1 have no money,” said Mark.

¢ Nay, lad, don't let that hinder you,” said the other *‘I
have a shilling—it's enough for two. The soom is empty
to-night, and 1 am loncly there?”

* Why not go home 2" asked Luke; ¢‘ you will not find it
lonely with your wife and children.”

“1 want the company of men,” was the answer ; “not
drivelling women and crying children. Come, Mark, onc
glass, and you shall go home in half an hour.”

“Don’t go,” pleaded Luke, clutching his brother by the
arm ; ** it's no good to you, and the money that man is go-
ing to spend is wanted at home.”

** Nay, he'il :g:ﬂd it all on himself if he give nonc tome,”
replied Mark, ing off his brother. *“1've stood to him
many a time, and it’s now his turn to stand to me. You go
home, and I'll follow.”

More urgent pleadings had no eflect. Mark went insid=
with his sottish companion, and Luke was left outside. It
was a bitter niﬁht, early in winter, with a wind unusually
cold—heavy dall clouds in the sky, and & few flakes of snow
falling. For a moment the glowing fire of the taproom had
{ts allurements for Luke, but he shook them off, and walked
quietly up and down waiting for his brother. His heart was

vier usual ; there was the dim shadow of coming evil
iwhich we call presentiment upon him, and he could not put
t away.
s l'ﬁ wait for him if be is there till midnight,” he said.

But he had to leave, for presently onc of the villagers
came by, and asked him if he had heard the news at home.

S\What news? " asked Luke.

“Your mother is m ill,” was the reply; taken this
mom'iggand has been bad all day, The doctor is with her
now.

Luke thanked the bearer of this sad news, and hurried

into the taproom where Mark and his friend were drinking, | that he

Matk was now oa the high road to intoxication, He heard

the tidings of his mother's illness with drunken indiffierence,
and supposed it was a ** Httle attack of something,”

* But you go on, Luke,” he said, * and I'll come di-
rectly.”

** No, now —this moment,” replied his brother,
a fecling in me that this is ho cominon illness. "

But Mark would not come, and Luke went alone. At
home he found his sad presentiment more  an fulfilled. His
mother was at death’s door, and in half an hour she was gone,
She died with one hand in Luke's, and the other held by her
husband, blessing them both.  Of the decp sorrow which
Maik's absence must have caused her she made no mention.
Ske asked a dozen times simply if he had come, and her at-
tention was often directed to the sound of footsteps outside,
hcri'g they migﬁ:)l be his; but that was all,

ake's grief, born of a double sorrow, was intense.  That
hu. mother should die so suddenly, and his brother be so in- .
different, bowed him down, and {)roughl such tears from his
heart ns strong mien shed in their agony.

Two hours clapsed, and Mark not coming, Luke set out
again in quest of him. Ontside the night had grown very,
dark and cold, and the air was full of sleet and snow.  Luke i
with his head bent down to meet the wind, plodded back to
the inn, The taproom was empty, and the 'lamllonl in the
bar, smoking, without & customer to converse with.

““Whereis Mark 2" asked Luke.

* Left an hour ago,” teplied the landlord, slowly. ¢ 1le
said something about going home to see¢ his mother, but 1
fancy he was a little too far gone for that.”

Luke could have said something not very pleasant for that
landlord to hear, but he refrainzd, and hurned off to the
house where he and Mark lodged.  There he learncd that
his brother had not been near. From there he hastened
home, but gained no news of Mark.

He spent all that mght in guing to and fro in search of tus
brother; he also went over to the house of the man he had
left hun with. There all was dark, but he heard sounds of
quarrclling, and the voice of the dissolute drunkard ngh
above all, curstng—oh, so fearfully !

* Mark is not there,” he said, and went home again sor-
rowf(ully, to console his atflicted father, as best he could.

A sad night—a long, weary night, andthen the cold dawn,
Father and son sat by the fire hand-in-hand.

“Mark has not come home,"” said the father.

4 1 will go and seck him again," said Luke.

He went back to their lodging-place, to and fro, to this
place and that, where Mark was likely to be found, but there
were no signs of him. The morning passed, ana afternoon
came, and he was still away.,

But why dwell upon that dreadful time? Martk was miss-
ing for two whole days, and then was found dead in the |
niver that ran through the village.  His body was discovered
near the mill, but it was conjecturcd that he had mistaken Ins
pathin the darkness, and walked into the water much higher
up. But, however it came about, he was dead, and all the
world could not bring him to life agan.

An inquest was held, and I with many others attended it.
1 call to mind now that scene. Theinquest, mark you, was
held in the very room where Mark had taken the poison that
lured him to death. The coroner, a kindly gentleman at
home 1 have no doubt, but used to such scenes, and anxious
to get away to escape a cold drive through the country inthe
dark ; a dozen labourers summoned to act as jurymen, my-
self and half & dozen lawyers, and the few witnesses who had
anything to say about the case were present; Luke in a cor-
ner of the room weeping bitterly.

Mark’s loafing {riend was tﬁcrc, the worse for drink of
course, and from his stuttering utlerances it was gathered
that he and Mark left the house together, but parted outside,
as their ways were in different directions.

¢ Was he sober ? " asked the coroner.

] dunnow,” replied the sot ; /7 was drunk, and maybe he
was about the same.”

¢ Ah! a clear case,” said the coroner. ** What say you
gentlemen of the jury? These lamentable accidents are of
frequent occurrence.”

he jury took the hint {rom the coroncr, and returned a
verdict of ¢“ Accidental Death,”  But the moment it passed
their lips, Luke stepped forwand to protest against it.

4 Call that an accidental death!” he said, with a facc
burning with indignation, and speaking with forcible rugged
pathos; **zccidental death! why I tell you he was mur-
derad!”

¢¢ Murdered ! exclaimed the coroner.

“ Yes,” continued Luke, **by the poison he drank here,
He was as good as a dead man before he left here, as he had
gg‘t‘s so much reason and sense left as ought to be in a brute

"

*Well, that’s a social question I have nothing to do with, *
said the coroner, calmly putting on his gloves.  * The death
in the eye of the law is accidental. Twelve intelligent men
have returned a verdict to that effect, and I have nothing to
do with yuui j..vate opinions upon the question of drink.”

Then he buttoned his gloves and went his way; and the
jury, half inclined to smile at the words spoken by Luke in
his agony, weat into the bar to spend the money allowed
them i'aw for their attendance.

And Luke, what of him? He went home and wailed all
night over the dead body of his brother. The jury returned
a verdict of *Accidental Death,” but Luke said it was
$¢ Munier.” Was he right or was he wrong 2 1 personaily
have examined the scene of this untoward disaster, and can-
not conceive how a sober man could have mistaken his way.
His road to his house was to the right, that to the stream to
theleft ; one way uphill the other downhill. It was suggested
committed suicide ; but does that make matters any

"1 lmvcl

better? \Would he, a sober man, have gone that datk night

dclil»cr:\lcl{' down to the stream and destroyed the hife God
had given him 2?2 Centainly not.

It was a piful story from beginning to end.  The great
tic between the bruthers as twins made the sortow of Luke
all the greater, 1 any case it vould have been bad enough,
but in this it seemed as if s heart had really bioken,

Mother and son were buned together, and Luke and his
father were not the only mourners.  Many fricnds came to
l)ay alast tnbute of respect to the really noble woman who

had saved Stephen Daker from rum. e had said so ity
times in her hearing, and ot is lus belief that she would
;:vcnlually have drawn her son out of the pit if they had
ived.

In the telling of this story [ have not dwelt much upon
her cfforts, as it was my purpose to depict the relative posis
tions of the two brothers; but all that a tender-hearted
mother and a Chatsttan woman could do was done n van,
we hnow, but that dues not in any detract frum het love and
goodness.

After the funenal, Luke Daker could not rest in the place,
and went over the scato Amenca.  Thelast I heard of him
was in the columns of a New Yotk paper, wheren 1 learned
he had becume one of those rugged but powerful speakers
who have their whole heatt in the cause they espouse.  The
subject of the lecture was, ** The Murder of Mark Daker,”
wherein he charged the laws of this country and the perm-
cious sale of intoxicating hiyuors with the death of his Lrother,
Was he right, or was he wiong 2—2Zrutisk Workman,

SOME WONDLERFULD FACTS ALOUT YOUR
BODY.

Supposing your age ts be fifteen years, or thereabouts, you
can be figured up toadot.  Y.u Lave 160 bones and 500
wuscles.  Your hlood weighs twenty-five pounds. Your
heart 1s nearly five inches s length —it beats <eventy times
per minute, §,200 limes per hour, 100,800 times per day,
36,792,000 times & year, .\t each beat a hittle over two
ounces of blood is thrown from it ; and cach day it receives
and discharges about seven tons of that wonderful fluid.
Your lungs will contain a gallon of als, and you inhale 24,-
000 pallons per day.  The aggregate surface of the air-cells
of your lungs, supposing them to be S}Mc:\d oul, exceeds 20,
000 square inches. The weight of your brain is three
pounds; when you are a man it will weigh about eight ounces
more. Your skin is composed of three layers, and varies
from one-cight to one-fourth of an inch in thickness, The
area of your skin is about 1,700 square inches, and you are
subject to an atmospheric pressure of fifteen pounds to a
square inch.  Each square inch of your skin cuntains 3,500
sweating tubes, or perspiratory pores, each uf which may be
likened to a draining-tile, one-fourth of an inch long, making
an aggregate length in the entire surface of the l:afy of 201,-
166 feet or a tile-ditch for dramning the body almost twenty
miles long.

THE LARGEST ISLAND.

Immediately north of Australa, and scparated from it at
Torres Straits by less than a hundred miles of sea, is the
largest island on the globe,—New Guinea,~a country of
surpassing interest, whether as regards its natural produc-
tiuns or its human inhabitants, but which remains to this day
less known than any accessible portion of the carth’s sur-
face. Within the last few years considerable attention has
been attracted toward it by surveys which have completed
our knowledge of its outline and dimensiwons, by the settle-
ment of Lnglish missionanes on it svuthern coasts, by the
exploration of several European naturalists, and by th visits
of Australian miners attracted by the alleged discovery of
gold in the sands of its rivers.  From these various sources
there has resulted a somewat sudden increase i our sull
scanty knowledge of this hitherto unknown land ; and we
therefore proposc to give a general sketch of the island and
of the peculiar forms of life that inbabit it, and to discuss
Liriefly some of the interesting problems connected with s
indigenous races.

It has hitherto been the custom of geographers to give the
palm to Borneo as the largest island in the world, but this is
decidedly an error. A careful estimate, founded on the most
recent maps, shows that New Guinez is considerably the
larger, and must for the future be accorded the first place.
In shape, this island differs greatly from Borneo, being ir-
regular, and much extended in a nosth-west and south-east
direction, so that its greatest length is little short of 1,500
miles ; 2 distance as gicat as the whole width of Australia
from Adelaide to Port Darwin, or of Europc from London
to Constantinople. Its greatest width is 410 miles; and
omitting the great pemnsulas which form ats two extremities,
the central mass is about 700 miles long, with an average
width of 320 miles; a country about the size of the Austrian
Empire, and, with the exception of the course of one large
nver, an absulute blank upon our maps.—JFopular Science
Monthly.

It appears that in the late contest n the Insh Presbyter-
ian Assembly cn the usc of instruments in the church praise
service, the majutity of the ministerial delegates were in
favour of their introduction, while a large majority of the
lay delegates were opposed, and succeeded in maintaining
the Assembly’s testimony aganst the innovation.
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