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XL~—A STRANGUE PROCESSION—Confinsxed.

A3 Joe was hastesing home with his treasure he overtook
a crowd of boys, shouting and mocking at an intoxicated
man, pulling his coat from behind, to see him try to tum
and ¢ them. He could scarcely do this without sway.
ing to and fro, almost frlling. When at lenglh he managed
to face them, ran screaming away.  His bruised face,
from which the blood was trickling, was to Joe only a pite-
ous sigbt. He could sec no fun in it, for he had once been
like him, under the curse of appetite,

*¢ Poor cretur’, somebody orter ketch holt yer arm ‘n’ help

hum,” sa'd Joe, mpidly by.  *“It's a shame |
WVhere in time's the taown ‘thoritics? Why aint they
tendin' to business 2 "

As Joe denounced the officers zloud and vehemently, he
was sufling voices within that denounced him for passiog by
the unfortunate man. It was somethisg the geperous-
benrted sailor never had doae, even before his symps.hies
were enlarped by his iate wonderful experience

It was Dagpie's Istter that overbore everything else just
then, as it nestlesdin his breast ct, inexpressibly precious

to lonely Joe. So when something said *—
** Here'sa chance for t!y‘-o::x to belp the fallen.” Joe argued,
—~*¢1 can? be at it all the time. Oaqe man can’t alluz be at

the pump. ‘Tzint fair! One o' the other boys must take
his tum.’

Joe's pace slackened a little, ho-glanced behind. That
pleading voice in his heart was szconded by what he saw—
the uncertein step, the swaying form, the red face—appeals
from the soul going downward, that no one could feel like
himeelf, *'the last of the Luscombs,” who bad once been
like him. . .

How hzd be been snatehed from the brink of the preci-

, palled out of the fire, as it were, ““a brand plucked
811; the buming,” by & lady’s delicate hand! What if
Mrs. Sheaves, when on a summer’s trip aboard that brig,
hed thovght it not worth her while to lsbour with sziler Jos,
had left him for somebody else, while she read something
that gave her plessure T Bot she had paused to help him,
and thus started a train of circumstances that bl magy
others. Could rescueed Joe now *“pass by on the other
2ide,” leaving the stranger defenceless, the poor man who
hzd ** fuien among thieves 27

 God forgive me ! " murmeured Joe, with sudden remorse,
and turced back to suddenly confront the boys.

 Ladve him alone, lads,” be said, with such infinite pity
in hig deep tomes ! *‘He's fallen among thicves, worte nor
the manin the Bible; they've robbed him o' money, ‘n’

'’ reason.t

They looked surprised, then ashamed. In silence they
watched Joe, while he grasped the man's arm.

= Which is wass, boys,” continued Jos, ** to take 2 man's
purte, or what thinks, in here?” tappiog the forehezd of
the drunkard, geeatly to the bewilderment of the Intter, who
evidently bad pever before been the zubject of a tempersnce

discourse.

It was a sort of object teaching that the boys understood.
They antwered rightly, 2s with oze voice ; and, greatly -
terested, followed Joo.  The Iatte? continusd his talk 25 they
walked, being, however, often interrupted by the man, who
7w lealy insisted that bhe wasn't drunk ! Joe would caly
gan pitifolly into bis feee, znd say soothingly :=— .

“Hi {:xh. friend, you've lost yonr bezrings; his
anchor’s afloat, boys; he's drifting with wind "n° tide, o’
don't know it, poor thisg 1™ »

Joc's tlending of the ze2 with moral questions completely
fascipated the boys. It was well for them that their sailor
fricod wes 2lways on the right side, that his infiasnce over
them was for good. . .

When not epgaged on a job Joe was always ready to in-
spect their rude czalts, build a boat for the poad, or whittls
2 mimic ship to =il in the washiob, or scttle 20y dispute ca
nantica] phrases. Many 20 entertaising yarn he spun,
taken from life passages in his twenty-two years before the
=zt

Il‘w-..sapic:urc, the odd pmcession headed by Jos and
the stzgpenog wan, that now wended 1its way slowly across
the vi

¢ grees.
".;Wholfgiz'th:sro‘bbed this poor cretar?” parsced Jos,
with o side plance at bis impromptz clas.

*It's ram =nd whiskey and such, iem't it, Mr. Lus-
combl”

© Sarlin, sartin, boys; yoo've hit the nzil sqeare there !
Bntwge dowa lo&c@nc ping, t0 goc!::fndswn. to the

tlom o' it, boys—=who gin our— " signs of a coxing re-
l;owmc: frcny:l-gc sobject, made tke lecturer 2dd, with
daliceey, ' fAe presest cempeny, the Tum 20d whiskey 2

Even this delicate allosion was vigorously rescoted.  Joe
w23 shaken off with stdden force, and requested to attzad to
his own coacerns, while the man strove to stand alone. At
any other time such = 3ceoe wonld have been reccived with
shozts of lazphter by the childrcn.  Batzow no caesmailed ;
E:’ vely 2od sileatly they stood, while Joo apain possessed

of higara. devend .

*Doa't yo 3¢ yo 20t de | w0 pegs,
friead ? " qu_ried Joe, adding =§§§. Its x;:.xath:::;,. 01
thi:z,:swc‘lgcuhisgud. An‘bc}:gt the hag:cbcm :1;
wroRg, FU°  erery w w2y, 22 £703D:
mmmm steps, 20 wonder ke cra'tstand.”

Aftex this explanation of the drmkaxd's. srartzin pro-
geess, tke children’s eyes watched every tep with iaten:e
ioterest,

€' Who gin the drink to him, boys? ™

«Ths rggs:nc:l 01a Es. Proaty,” scversl shouted.

**He koeps the tuvern, M:. Lucomb,” added oo ezxges-
ly: "a:gbodybcmbcscn:ﬁqw. but they cxn't cstch
him 2t it

“Jev’ so.”  Joc's glaboe went scross the green to theold

tavern, and he added : “ That's ‘cause they hy 't sot thelr
best traps.”’

*“ Do you believe they sell drink there, Mr. Luscomb? "
queried a little boy. :

Joe shook his head and pursed up his lips.

*‘ I don't know, boy ; that's what they say. But of & was
:ga gio my opinicn, 1 should say thiogs look a mighty sight

t way.”

‘¢ This way , be lives down here, Mr. Luscomb,” said the
childrep, leading Joe up a lane just out of the village, to the
drunkard's home,

What peed to describe its desolation—the nl::.ﬁ_cs that
the father's appetite had made! There was a -grown
boy, {ll clad and miscrable, attending to his mother, who
1a; oni poor bed with a sickly, wailing infant. Joe saw it
nlf as the door opeoed, heard an exclamation of horror from
the sick woman as her husband stumbled in.

** Ye hedn't best come ip, boys,” he sid, hoarsely,
* there’s too much misery in there for yer tender hearts.
I'll jest stop a bit till he's asteep.” -

So they dispersed with a strong temperance sermon to
deliver at their several tea-tables, and Joe, with never a
thought of Maggie's enticing letter, estered the stranger’s
house. It was not the first time he had bound up such
bruises and put the drunkard 1v bed, averung from the de.
fenceless a storm of bling fury.

Then Joe turned his attention to the sick woman.
sx.l‘d‘ 3" split ye up a few sticks 'n’ Lile ye a cup o' tea,” he

Joe found then, what he had shrewdly guessed, that there
was pothing in the houss.

** He was going to bring us some money to-night ; he's
been farming,” she said, feebly, * but I suppose he conld
0ot pass the tavern. And when once he goes in be forgets
his family, You would not believe it, bat he wos a kind
husband once, before be got this appetite.”

‘¢ Sartin,” said Jos. **Don't ye fret; jest hold as to
hope ; we'll &ry to zave him.” As Yoe dashed cut of the
house and towards the store, he aunathematized the tavern
and fxt old Prouty, who sat aalmly smoking under the
pisrzs.

Joe returned wiih a few articles of food, lighted the fire,
and prepazed tea and toast. It was a feast to him to ses
what comfort this small outlay pave. A little glow came
into the sick woman's cheeks, and the boy smiled as he £t
ggidibt:c tall:‘!lc, tl.xca.m" g b;c.d and buncr.m_loc bore the

y about while they ate, humming one of sailor zongs
that had often been heard above the waters as he bent to the
oxr. Woaderingly the baby’s eyes Jooked up into the
strange face ; she forgot to cry, and fipally forgnt even to
listen, and fell asleep.

It was dark when he left, promising to call in the mom-

ing.

“1' rup in afore 1 begin my work,” hezaid.  * Mebbe ¥
c20 get hold o’ him sfore he starts out.  He'll listen to we,
« mamm, fur I°ve bea through it all.  ‘We'll pray and work for
2 change in him 1"

Do you think Joz, as he walked dbriskly homeward with
their grateful thanks ringing in his cars, was sorry that ke
had turped aside to help the stranger home? Something
sssured Joe that this sinning soul would yet t and bri
comf{ort and peace to his family, ins! of desolation an
cruelty.  For that end he woald laboar.

They had eaten supper when ke arrived st Mr. Patch's.
- But his food was kept bot ; and now, as be ate, Jerry and ha
tatked this new case over, planniop together, as often before,
how to kelp the fallen.

So it was quite Iate before Moagpie's letter was opened.

It contained only 2 fem lines about himself. Sheinquired
if he had found his parents; said tkey missed him at the
2Imshouse ; nobody filled bis place ; and ended by asking if
ke was not aimost tired of hile among the hills.

Joe was pondering over this in the large kitchen, where
he spent many an eveninf. Mrz. Patch's kitchen was kept
&3 neat a8 wax ; the windows weze fall of blossoming plants.
After the day's work was doae, = brightly tinted cover was
laid over the scoured surface of the table, = shzded Iamp
plzced in the contre, and several comfortable chair drawn
up beside it. Herc Joc took solid comfort ; with his head
sesting on his elbows he read and stadied, striving to satisfy
the longing after knowledge that had developed since his
soul kad been divinely illomined. .

Joe was oftes joined by diferent members of the family,
who gave him maoch assistance—~¢ither Mr. or Mis. Patch,
oz the young daughbter, or thz * help,™—the latter the intel-
ligent danghter of a farmer, who kzd been h zchool,
and lved with Mrz. Patch for the sake of being self-sappact.
inp. From onc and all Joc picked up some nseful informa-

tion.
On this particalar evening the kitchen was deserted—Me.

gcae to a peiphbour’s, and the * belp » wrs out riding with
8 smart youog farmer—s0 Joo had & Snc opportuaity to read
hisg letter. Ib truth, he needed time and quist for soch an
uowoated tesk. Joe did not often have vecasion to resd
haod-writing.

o tMkl d&w b-ak,!ro:nb:gmn{:ewggx?—!d
Magpis's lelter, withoat be inuingtoend. He
gr=w 30 ebsorbed io this agreeable task thet he began to
read slcad.  Fically, the earnest tones rezched the sitting.
toom end Mr. Patch’s esss.

** Who is talking with Joe? " ho zsked of his wile.

Mz, Patch looked much axzused.

* He hzs received 2 letter from some lady, I'think., It
woald be sliphtly embarrassiog if she shonld follow hes
cpistle and hear it thus loedly m‘ﬁg&"

Both wese silent & momesnt, lisienieg to the dacp, sonor-
ous loacs.

* * Hopiog 5003 10 hear that you ase coming back, I am
erer yoars, ie Hadlen,” N’z dreadfed pooty letter
-ye've writ,” 2 Joe. “*I wisht I had such power with
the pea ! 1'd composs ye & letter that "od reach from
to Bzt I'm afeered ye'll never know, withoat
Joe clexr dowa to gc t;w:.;:h:m" come orer
's got & messsge e PP5 in’
Gwyzal”

§

and M. Patch were in the sittisg.room, the davghter had -

XIl—IN CHARGR OF THE TOWN-HOUSK,

After M-qic's letter Joe en to zhow symptoms of
uneasiness 3 he talked more of the cosst, and se’;?;:gd to re-

riember, almos. with regret, his position at the almshouse,
These remiplscences now filled his mind sud-talk, except
when thete was an QIghponunny for him to testify {or the
temperaznce cause, en all else was forgotten, and he put
forth every endeavour,
‘? Joe won't stay with us long, 1 fear,” Mr. Patch told his
wife. ¢ Wenust devise some plan to keep him,"
** Indeced wo must ; this town needs his earpest, faithful
wotk for others,” replied Mrs, Patch.

* Just as long a3 Joz is bm'll stay,” continued her hus.
band ; * bat once let him that he isn’t needed and he
will be away. Latcly, it seems tome that hefeels that thess
isn't much to keep him heze, We all know about thoss be
is trying to seform. Somebody was complimenting him
yesterday on seversl cases that Bebed helped. ¢ It'ss great
thiog for our town, your being here,’ they gaid.  Joz looked
pretty zober as he replied : ¢ Wal, I.d.-kyow, somelimes I
think there woulda't be a very big hole ef 1 wa'a't here 1°”

** He has greatly improved our place,” said Mrs, Patch,
“‘That mexdow pitce—who else would have persevered
antil it was reclumed fro.n water and weeds into a valuabls
garden-spotl  And my shed foll of wood, neatly piled, that
13 a solid treasure {

Mr. Patch smiled. It was onc of his wife’s favoutte

oints 10 have plenty of wood of different degrees of fineness,
or quickly lighting fires oc hezuny the oven, So he gaid,
mischievously :— .

1 fear your solid treasure will rapidly disappear in smoke
it t?ayk?n? l:]. it and pi

il2 baki erry’s favcarite biscnit and pies?*’ re-
tosted his wife. »

““\Well, th:i::: relty nice, that's a fact. Mexnwhile,
how shall we keep foc? " s2id Mr. Patch, reverting to the
sabject. ‘' We must think seriously of it. I will talk with
those who are interested in having him stay.”

So there were many private confercnces smong {Oﬁ'l
friends, unkoown to him. At length they thought of tke
town-house. It needed 2 man to take eare ofit ent-
ly, 2 regular janitor. There had been zeversl who spes.
modically opened the building for lectures and concerts, but
it was always done in a shiltless, ill-trained way ; the lam
were dim, or drip oil on bonpsts and broadeloth,
stoves smoked, the andience-yoom was balf ventilated,
gnst the right person had never attempted to take the town.

** I'll guarntes that if Joe Luscomb takes ths job, it'll be
propedly altend 1 to," said Mr. Patch,  “ He isaccustomed
1o just such work. I suppose there are no better-Xept boild-
ing;ﬂthxn &zg.lmshousc where ke kes been employed for
sev

“ Lat us engage him by all merps,” sxid the other sclect.
msn.

So Jerry went home empowered to offer Joe the situation.
The latter was evidently surpnsed and perplexed. He did
rot immedirtely sccept.

¢ Thankee, thankee kindly, Jerry; I'll think it over 2
zpcll '’ 1t ye know which way the tide tarns.”

Later he cems to Mr. Patch,

** Look = here, Jerry, my tokin’ it won't tumn no o.her
ch2pont, zillit? I don't want to thip with nobody to
turn out somebody as pesds 2 job. Mebbe some family
maan's sot on the tsown-honee.”

Even after this point was settled Joeo was irresolute.
Finally it cams cut. o

*¢T hed thought o' goin' back to the paupers, Jerry, 1got
2 lettes from there, a spell back,”

¢¢ Which made you a little bchzick.‘g:rhaps." said Mr.
Pstch, quickly. ** Was it from one of the offcials 2"

**Well, 0o, 't wa'n't, bat seems thongh somebody was
sorter lookin’ for Joe back. Somebody “—Jo= hesiteted—
*somebody as I didn’t 3 vould 1®

This somebody would have been involved in mystery to
Ms. 131@' only' (or*iu;lzzlat ke heard on the night that Joc
persued Mapgie's epistle. .

“¢ There's one thicg aboat it, Joe,”—Mr. Patch 1aid his
hand upon his friend's shoulder—*¢ the longer you stay avay
the more you'll be missed 1

**Doyou think w? Wen't she "—Joe forgot himself
eaoxgh to pat in the feminine pronoim-—**forget ma2”

*¢ Not if she reslly cares for yov,” sud Jenry. ** Youcan
write to ber, or get Mrs. Patch to, and it will be very. plezs.
ant to get ber answerz.”

" Szxt'.'}n," ¢jacalated Joe, ** she's pot mughty power with

* With you, donbtless I ” 1anpbed Jerry, then sobering, be
added : ** And you are growing every day, Joe ; jou'ze not
God I leszing you o bighers oy s Ko s oo i

is leading vou up 7, daily ; He is teaching you in
the wotk you are doicg here. m{kwiomlyo{ is, JToe,
before you decide 3 question exrnestly whether the time hes
iet come £07 o1 to po to the cosst ; whether by waiting &
ittle 3oz will not kave = foller blessing and jug.”

I did indecd eem 30 o Joo, 23 be listensd, deeply im-
g:medbyhisgoodfricad‘:czm:s:words. Ard then Mrs.

atch prined his confidence, and promised to wite 21l par-
tical=rs ta Mapyic, which was 2 great comfort to:Joe. He
decided to take the towa-homse..

‘When cace the keys were in hishznd gnd Joe was pledged
to the truse, all his exerpics awoke.

“ I'll do my best with these 'ere, friends,”52id Joc 3 “ they
tkan’t Jock ©p 2o dast ; what's behind these must be zhip-

chape.

S after Jo= wes'wen taking loog, rolling thrides
lom tctn{!:mx, joined ca the g:fbyhh é:ﬁ;&hlc

% Szay, Mr. Luscomb, can't we go i, 10027 they sked.

HIV may, lo-dey, bot when 1 gels everythieg in
onder, %-?mz &3 uzn: ‘ad It 'ncgtteed\'c compoy.
“This "ere’s teown prop'ty ’a’ doo't beicep to me. Wieg 1
gt my boxe y2'd be wekome, any tize, 1ads” .

( To é¢ continssed, )




