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The Coming of Carol ne.

BY MARY K. Q. BRURIL

CHAPTER XNIL

N old terement stands overhanging the
river ju-t where the tide i I
whete there is a forest o0 =hitg
the

able fishy odors,
streets and alleys arn

Joading

)
U
'
2 aa "
ns and wazons Toll

swearing
the cargoes; greaty
down; Irish apple-wor
with Ttalian freit v
less noise-—that is, of the ho

But there are other sounds--st

stepi, shiill buorsts of unhaly ! r, th

tumult  of angry quarreling, often with  the

accompaniment of a shriek, a struzaie, 2 thed
the or oftency, unaybe, a )

P ement,
0 the water, witlh only the outw ard honnd
fact that a ciune has been

ol
splash i
waves to tecord the
co.mitted,
There is an evil
rumors ever larking ¥
ments. Foreign-looking sailors pass in and ont
of the doorways; bold women feer from the
windows; the rattle of dice, the paths of the
gambler, and the dlinking of glasses are heard
until the coming of t!
It was to one of these f
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She sat ‘here by the in the fourth
story, looking out upon , oily walers
telow - little figure, in and  pure,

strangely out of plice in tie dirte, untidy,
poorly furnished room Maw had sripped from
her the dainty dimity dress, the «ash jaunty
rosettes of pink rithon, the Vrorze slippeors with
their buckled bows, these, to2 ther with  the
daisy-garlanded hat, had all besn greedily ex-
changed for sundry baottles of v hiskey, rum and ¢
gin.  Now Caroline’s tender body was elad in an

ill-fitting, coarse calicn frock: ber little fect were
bare and her silken carls all a-tangle, Yven the
expression of the ‘hild's face sectied ehanged,

All the rose-tints were gone: all the spark
from the innocent eyes] all t sweet, langhing
curves of the red month,  Pale listless drooping
like a flower, the little girl sat there, honr ahier
hour, looking out on the wov.ng water and the
moving crowd of the strect b ing the river,

Once, aroused 1o sudden desperation, she had |
leaned recklessly far ont over the rotting window-
sill and called for help from a couple of sailors
rowing down the stream, for their honest. merry
laughter and good-natnred fasvs gave her a
gleam of hope that they might help ber,

The men did not hear the piti‘ul call-but Mag
did, uafortunately, and, rushing in from the
adjoining room, she scized he heipless child by
the arm. drew her back; then, shaking lier sound
ly, slapped her uutil there were red strcaks on
the little, white cheek.

“Do that again if you dare!” hissed the
woman. '‘And if you do, when night comes,
I'll pitch you down into the water!”

I'hus she threatened, then paus: 4, half-abashed
at the lightning of righteous wrath flasting from
the child's stern eyes.

Caroline drew herself up like a little queen as
she said in low, steady tones:

It is not I, Mag, who need to be afraid. It '
is you who are so cruel, so wicked, you need to
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The shadows detpened in the miscrable room;
they stcied tot ke grotesque shapes wito thense

Csetves and o datee, amp Bke on the wall and ws

femote corners.

From the saloons far blow there floated up
watd the usual wightly sounds of boisteroas
wmirth q-n:r-l ng am sing. It was all very
fonesome and depres and though not gener
aly a tiwid child vor a mor 1 one, Caroline, on

1

this pariicuiar oW filled with terror,
She crouched the m the darkness, a little
shivering heap.  Her vivid imagation pictured

_m,m\‘lh wsible and impossible. Suppose
Mag should drink—drink drink at the saloon
and come howe in furions passion and hurt her,
Caroline was afraid of Mag now; afraid of the

black eves; afraid of the
fierce f the evil dewon in the waman,
Sue had a tear, too, of the black, reckiag ieue
m-uts with thoir dispeputalile inmates—the noisy,
Satterns and foul-mouthed men -
afraid of the ugly, jeering children. She wus
afrail—yes, actually, afraid of the black shadows
lurking in yonder corners of the room.

Aud so, trembling thronghout every fiber of
her little body, she sat there as hour after hour
passed.

Suddenly, there was a louder voise below—a
There came the tramp of many
fect on the stone pavements, mingled with the
sound of fife, drum and cornet.  With alittlecry,

¢

red gl-ams in th
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* fear death! O, if the Captain were here, you '; Caroline ran actoss the room, and, scrambling up

| to the window, looked down,

There on the street, which led to the bridge
crassiig the viver, was a lickering tine of torches
wavine this way and that: unw and then arose

! hearty shont of **Praise the Lard?” *Hallelnja
heard hetneen the blasts of the little hand that
was doing s best to bring out the stivring strains

Cof ¢ Onward, Chiristian Soldicrs,"

cOh, it's the dear goud Salvation Army!

CCaroline exclaimed joyously, and somchow a
intenee relef and of seenrity cane over her as

St Lo hield the swedl knoswn nniforme---that aniform

wirts s to peaetrate even where that of the

W o to go.  “Ob, if my Captain

wete  only among  them!™ Caroline sighed,

Standing on tip-toe, she yerred out, But the

fickering light of the torches and the wind-
tluttered gos jot of the street lamp on the cormer,

didd nat make it easy to recopnize sty pasticular

wearer of the dark-blue garb,

Onward then, ve faithful,
Joit our happy throng
Blond with ours your veices
In the tiumph song!

7o be Coniinued.

Rcknowledgment.

Puosday evening Jan, 13 a large representa-
tiots of the church met at the varsonage at Upper
i Jemse.  Tables were set and o ded with good
| thing The spirit of happinesss prevaded the
! gath After justice had been done to the
+dainties provided, the pastor and wife were made
! pich-r in material lessing s to the amount of fifty-
taixn doliars, thirty-seven ot which were i cash,
We wish to make mention for this kindness, We
appreciate these gifts for the good-will they
ceveal,  May the Master ““that giveth to all men
Liberally, and upbraideth not’ enrich his people
_in His own way, that they may receive a hundred
i fold, Ruv. W, J. Gornox,

Queen's County Quarterly Meeting.

The Queen's Co, Quarterly meeting ¢mvened
with the Upper Gagetown Baptist church ot
1 Jan. gth inst. p.om. Pastor W. . Gordon
{ preached from Matt. 25:23, after which anumb.r
part At 1o 3> Saturday morning, Pres.
led devotional service, after which the
business of the Quarterly was taken up  The
Ouarterly Conference met at 2,30 Pastor F. N.
Atkison presiding  In the evening the subject
was Home and Poreign Missions,  Addresses
were heard from Pastors Atkison, Mutch and

’

Gordon.  Dea Hoben and Pres. Colwell, Sun-
dav at 40 4. m. Devotiona! service led by Pastor
! Muteh,  Quarterly sermon at 11 by Pastor
| Atkison, Text b Cor. 3:9. At 3o'clock the

Sunday school session met, quite a number of
!.xw-’.nv‘w were heard  from  different workers
tpresent.  Also reports from the schools repre-
,sented, At in the evening Pastor W. J.
Gordon preached from Psl 39015 The collec-
tion for Pome and Toreign missions amounted to
eight dollars and forty cents. After the usnal
vote of thanks to the church and friends.  Also
a vote of sympathy to Mrs Cottle, widow of the
late N. B. Cottle, the meeting closed with prayer.
W. J. GorpoN.
(See. Pro Tem )

WAITING FOR ANSWERS.

"Phe apostles were told to wait for the gift of
the Holv Spirit. It had been promised and
prased toi; now they had nothing to do but
wait. A Weleh preacher once compared most
| prayers *‘to the mischievous tricks of children in
| a town, who knock at their neighbors' houses,
and then run away. We often knock at Mercy's
door and then run away, instead of waiting for an
entrance and an answer. Thus we act as if we
were afraid ol having our prayers answeied.”



