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The Coming of Carol ne.
BY MARY E. Q. BRURIL

CHAPTER XL

Thus came the melody in a mighty blast from
the cornet, while the drim thumped eest dically
and a chorus of voices tock up tie grand old
song.

Suddenly—almost abruptly, the music ceasuld,

“Halt”” came the steady commwand of the
leader. Then the Lttle company of S
ists stood still, first forming nto a e

living cordon dividing off the wass of haman
h,

beings thropging the street, A noisy, fou
jostling mass 1t was—the very scum of societ
sullen-browed men with wicked eyes and ser s
mouths: hardened gamblers with bard, suenng
faces: bold women staggering here and there
swearing and scolding m high pitched vaices
Red-nosed topers, taudi or b Thgerent as thetr
mood happened to be, lurked in fond groups near
the saloons.

These formed the congregation of the street
preacher —an aged man with a long, whtte beard
sweeping his broad chest, o man whose face was
singularly pure and childiike, though the dark
eyes peering from beneath bushy, white brows,
had the fire of the soldier in them and the tali,
gaunt figure was as erect as a ve eran's,

Fragmentary senterces of his discoutse floated
up to the window where httle Caroline leancd,
listening.
friends, though I know not your namwes,  Lven
more, I call vou brothers and sisters! For we
are of one family-~children scattered here and
there. But ah, some of you look sad and frieed-
less, so let we tell you of a Friend™:

a Friend!

I've fonrd & Friend; oh, sucl
He loved me ere 1 knew Hin
He drew me with the cords of love
And thus He Lound me to Iim!

rang out the clear, sweet veice of one of the
“‘hallelnjah lasses,””

“Yes, some of yon Yook sorrowful,’ continted
the preacher. *‘Bitterly sorrowiul as though
you had lost all things—home, fricnds monev,
good name, honor-—even vour souls!  Let me
tell you of the pitiful One who will wipe all tears
from your eyes; will take your bruised licans
and apply to them the balm of his torgiveness,
his comfort and his love,  But' - heve the
speaker's  voice thrilled with  carnestness,
while his glance of penetsating power was like a
flash of lightning ptercing the darkness--""my
dear friends, so many of vonr fuces are the faces
of sinners! 1 see the ‘matk of the beast’ —the
scars of moral wonnds, the <izns of «oul leorosy
—the cancer of foul maral distise eating into
your very life! Oh, I speak trmlr ! Yo need
not tury away'  You carry your face with vou,
It is the same face when yon pnt oat you lamp
in your room tonight and ali is in darkness—the
same face when you hide 1t n your prllow
Perhaps some of you may have no pillow, ouly
the cold stones like Jacob of old!
God grant that like him, you may sce the visions
of the angels. I repeat, your face tells its own
tale and that same face shall lie in the coffin
some time, wearing the death scal and the sin-
seal mingled. Do you want to bear the mark to
your graves?
to co.ne to you, to purify you and make you as
a little child again, mect for the kingdom of
heaven? I say, do you mot want Hmm? He
will come to you, oh, so willingly! Rcach out

to Him! Edicve on Him!"”
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i wy deit, dear Captain!

“Friends,” he said=""uye, I eall you |

If so, then '

Or, do you want the great Healer
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The crowd thickened, pushed forward, jostled
each other, langhing  goodenaturedly, then
hooted derisively and  moved on, one one,
cnriosity gratified Jut amid the Linghter, low
sk were sometin heand, and figures in filthy
rags and tatters kuelt on the hard stoues of the
pavenent,

Ab, some victories were gained by thess Salva.
tionists, these humble rolliers of the Cross, who
were S0tk ighting azainst the hosts of sin,

Tands met wi

! said, se ot eople are s
v great fact, ey are doi
D tieir homes, t! ksh

the greatest wark that bas feen atte
time,  They will e aad pot turn to erystal
like the Francisean fiiors, their
becamse they ask no alms and 1O 110y
cand dive ou the poorest wage that will suppornt
thom,™
But lintle Car
groeat forces bat

¢ was not thinking of the

g, the great issues at stake,
To her the woll-kuown  usttorm represented
symipathy, help and protection,

Fagerly she gased fron the window, her soft
haiv dreveted with night WK,

‘AL, if the C 1 were only there!' she ex-
claimed, e paused and  bistened
intently,

For the white lired preacher had coaved
speaking now, aud a woman’s voice hiad taken
up tie teme==a P netrating  voice, wondrously
NN every toue clear and musical, vibrat-
g with intense fecting.

The first notes brenght a stattled look to
Caratine’'s  conutenanece, She peered  down,
Lioping tosee the speaker,  Just then there was
alittle nift i the crowd made
persons who knelt down and over the owed
heads, Caroline caught a glimpse of the **halle-

Tujah lass,””
U The tace, seen in the ruddy glow of the
torchies, was pale, pove, glowing with inspiration
and tender ecompassion,
[t0h, it ise—it s the Caplam!™ Catoline
screamed in a wild horst of joy, O Cuptain,

I

Her exclamation was faintly heard in the
street below.  The yonng wotiou who nad been
speaking left the sentence unfinished while she
gared u;word

But just then there wis a commotion in the
crowd
count-nance was forcing her way through, wsing
fists a:d elbows reckless manner
painted face was purple with wrath: th was
an evil gleam in her oves; Dke a ficrce beast,
eager tor p he made her way alone, throste
ing this on one o clless even
taat shie tray I tents,

S e el the brat!” she was rd tomutter.
I her a lessoa she won't fo t."
ied the Jow, dark doorway of the

tetement; went up the rickety statrs--a very |

Cdemon of wrath! Uasteadied by drink, her
Chand eontd oardly vl the door, bat at last
the kev tuzed

S teach vou-=', but My, far it was she
did uct guish, £ before the door was bately
a-jar, a snall figure bad fore-d its way through
and itde Ca her feet winged by fear hope
joy. desperation, went flving down the staircase!

The Caprain! Ol if sbe could only get to the
Caprain!

Mag turnel, 2 Jonk of devilish malignity on
het tace, and purseed the ild, Down the first
flight of stairs she went and gained oo her inthe
sccond; 1w the middals of the third flight she
eatght Caroline and shook her asa hage moastiff
wight shake a tiny kitten; she dragged her this
way aud that, merciless i her drunken rage;
finally she threw hor savagely down the half

" dozen steps remaining,

There was a sound of a thod io the darkness
below ~then all was still!

Tv be Continned,

licre are two good rules which onght to be
writteti on every heart—never to believe any-
thing had about anybody unless you positively
know it to be true; never to tell even that unless
you feel that it is absolutely necessary, and that
God is listening while you tell it.—Dr. Henry
| Van Dyke.

though there methods |

Yy otie of {wo

a bald Yhick eved creature with brazen !

Her |

A part of the following poen was put in the

i last issue of this paper, half of it was overlooked

by the compositor, It expresses our own feel
ivgs 50 thoroughly that we want the wlole of it
given in this number.  The author is an old
retired Baptist minister,  He has composed
Cmany hymus, and published several valuable
bouks.
RESTING.
i -

| “There remaineth a Rest,

i I'm resting in the shadow,

i The shadow of the cross;

! No earthly power can harm me—
I canvot suficr loss;

My Saviour sees me resting,

He bids me trust in him;

"He knows my carnest longing—
When earthly joys grow dim,

I'm resting in the sunshine,
Of God's eternal love,
No darkness can alarm me,
For all is light above;
My Saviour sces me watching,
I know I need not fear;
He koows how mich I luve him,
And be is ever near,

I'm resting in the morning,
Or 'neath the noon-tide heat;

Or when the day's declining,
Still resting at his feet;

I'in trusting in h's promise,
Whatever may betide—

In all my jovs or sorrows,
Tobe wy friend and guide,

Still trusting then my Saviour,
'l ealmly rest and wait ;
Thll be shall cowe and call me,
And meet me at the gate;
Then resting "een forcver,
1u my appointed place,
How sweet will be the ending
1o see him Jace to face,
Tuomas L. Bary,
Atlautic City, N. J.

Dec. 1902,

Yerk snd Surbury Quarter'y.

The Vork and Sanbury Onarterly Meeting
convened with the Lower Kingsclear Baptist
church, Jan 16th, at 7. 30 p. . Pastor N. B.
Rogers preached the opening sermon, taking for
fiis text “Rejoicing in hope.”*  The four founa~
tions of Jope were, the atonement, the cternal
choiee of the Father, the possibilities of human-
City and the final consummation (¢ John 3:2.)
I after which a testimony service was held,

At 10,30 Saturday morning, in the absencs of
I the Moderator ¢ B W, Manzer,) Bro. M. 8. Hall
{ was elected pro tem. After a service of prayer
{the business of vhe Ouarterly was attended to
:mml noon, when the meeting adjourned until
{2 p o The business was concluded in after-
! noon session with much enthusiasm, while much
D of denominational interest was discussed,
The Couference was led by Bro, Mallory of
A season of refreshing was en-

Jacksontown,
Joyed,

In the evening Rev. W. R. Robinson gave a
stirring address on Home and Foreign Missions
which was followed by Rev. G. H. Howard on
Temperance, At the close of the service a
unanimous vote was given in favor of the appoiuts
ment of a Scott Act Inspector for York County,
| also that the Council be requested to proceed at
| once to appoint the sawe.

Devotional service at 10 a. m. Sunday worn-
‘ ing led by Bro. D, F. Knight,



