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Selections.
“FOR SALE!"

——

For sale! A good saloon—fine business

place—
Good will included, too, its worth to
laud !
Hero's a rare snap—if wise you'll catch
it up;
Reason for selling out, I go abroad!"”
* * .

A “good saloon”_whonce camec this
aspect rare?
“ Fine place for business"—aye, 'tis
on the way
‘The totling nasses pass, when home.
ward hound—
A trap, devised to make the weak its

prey!

“A snap?” for whom?
up this pelf
Through daily traffic of this daily wage ?
It is the suttering wite and helpless babe,
Or sorrowing mother, bowed by grief
and age?

Who gathers

“@oing abroad!” ‘l'a scek luxurious
ease,
With cofters filled, 1egardiess of its cost
‘To countless lives, by a base traflic
wrecked,
And countless souls, perchance, forever
lost!

\nd yet, “the powers that he’ hold
slackened rem,
Yor check the rum-fiend that enslaves
the low —
Robs homes of want—builds up the
blostest base,
And mocks at sighs and tears of help.
less wce!

“Ior sale!” Can gold thus gotten move

that load—
The prayers, groans, curses of the

hearts it broke?

Can foreign scenes efface a sin.cured

past,

heaven's just

revoke ?

~I.. 8. Harris, in The N. Advocate.

O retributive lnws

OUR HEROES.
Here's a hand to the boy who lias courage
“‘'o do what he knows to be right,
When he falis in the way of temptation,
He has a hard battle to fixht.
Who strives against self and his com-
rades
Will find a most powerful foe.
All honor to him if he conquers.
A cheer to the boy who says “ No! "

Thero's many a battle fought daily
The world knows nothing about,
I'here’s many a brave Little soldier
Whose strength puts a legion to rout.
And he who fights sin single handed
s move n hero, [ say,
‘Than he who leads soldiers to battle
And conquers by arms in the fray.
Be steadfast, my boy, when
tempted,
To «io what you know to be right
Stand firm by the colors of manhood
And you will o’'ercome in the fight.
* The right,” be your battle cry ever
In waging the warfure of life,
And God, who knows who are the heroes,
Will give you the strength for the
strife.

you're

—~Phoebe Curey.

ROBBING THE 8ISHOP.

By Cuartes M. Sugrpox.

The Bishop was coming back to the
Slum Settlement very late from some
#athering of the striking tailors, and was
walking along with his arws behind him,
when two men jumped out from behind
an old fence that shut off an ubandoned
factory from the street,and taced him.
OUne of the men thrust a pistol into the
Bishop’s fuce, and the other threatened
him with & ragged stuke that had evi-
dently been torn from the fence. .

“Hold up sour hands, and be quick
about it!' said the man with the pistol.

The place was solitary, and the Bishop
bad no thought of resistance. He did as
he was commanded, and the man with
the stake began to search his pockets.
As he stoad there, with his arms uplifted,
an ignorant spectator might have thought
that he was prayingfor the souls of these
twomen. And he was; and his prayer
was singularly answered that very night.

The Bishop was not in the habit o
carrying much money with him, and the
man with the stake, who was searching
him, uttered an oath at the small
amount of change he found, and said :

“Get him behind the fencel We
ha'von’c half searchied hum yot.”

Chey pushed tho Bishop through a
broken opening in the fence,

** Now, then, have you got the wateh 2
asked the man with the pistol.

“ No, the chain is canght somewhore 1 '
And the other man swore again.

“ Break it, then1”

“ No, don't break it,” the Bishop said,
and it was the first time he had spoken,
“The chain is the gift ot a very dear
friend, I should be sorty to have it
broken.”

At tho sound of the Bishop's vaico,
the man with the pistol started as if he
had been suddenly shot with his own
weapon. With a quick movement of
the other hand he turned the Bishop's
head towavds what little light was shin. I
ing trom the alley way, at the sama |
time taking a step nearer. Then, to the
evident amazement of his compaion, he |
satd 1oughly :

*“ Leave the watch alone!
the money. Ihat's enought ™

“ Enough! Fifty cents! You «lon’tl.
reckon—"

We've got l

But that prayer struok me all 1he time,
My promise not to drink wae broken
into a thousand pisces inside ol two
Sundays, and I lost the job you found for
me, and landed in a police station two
days afterwards; but | never forgot you
or your prayer. [ don't know what good
it's done me, but | never forgot it. And
[ won’t do any harm to you or let anyone
else.  So you'ro free to go. ‘T'hat's why.”

The Bishop did not stir. Somowhere
a church clock struck one. ‘The Bishop
was thinking hard.

“ How long is it since you had work?"
ho asked, and the man standing up
answered for tho othor.

“ More'n six months since oither of us'!

did anything to tell of.”

“Suppo-e | found good jobs for both
of you.  Would you quit this and begin
afresh ?”

“What's the use?” the man on the
stone spoko sullenly, ¢ ['ve relormed «u
bundred times, Bverv time I go down
deeper.  1t's too lute?”

“No!” smd the Bishop. And never
before the most entrancod audiences had
he telt the desire for souls barn up in
him so strongly. All the time he had
prayed, “ o Lord Joesus, give me the
souls of these two for Theo! [ am
hangry for them ! Give them to me!”

“No!" the Bishap repeated. ** What

warehouso dray mauufacturers not {ar
from the Settiement,

It was the afiernoon following that
morning when Burns was installed in his
now position as assistant caretaker that
ho was cleaning oft the front steps of the
Settlement fouse, when ho paused a
moment and stood up to look about him.

‘I'he first thing that ho noticed was a
beer-hcuse sign just across tho ualley.
He could almost touch it with his broom
from where he stoad. Over the straet,
immediately opposite, were two, large
drink shops, and o httlo farther down
were threo more.

Suddenly the door of the nearost
shink shop opened and a man came out,
[ At the same tnie, two more went in, A
strong odour of beer flonted up to Burns,
as ho stood on the steps of the Settle-
ment,

e clutehed his broom handle tight
and began to sweep again,  He had one
oot on the porch and another on the
step below, e took another step down,
still sweping.  he sweat stood out on
| his forehoad, ulthough the day was frosty
and the air chill. the doar apetocl
again and three or four men cameo out
A child went in with a4 ean and eame
vout o moment later witio o quart of beer,
I'The eludd went on by the sidewalk just
valow him, and the odour of the bLeer

Before the man with the stake could jdoes God want of yon two men! It!came up to him. e took anather step

say another word he was confronted
with the muzzle of the pistol, tuinod
from the Bishop's head towards Ins own. |

“Leave that wateh be! Aund put,
hack the money, too,
Bishop ! The Bishop, do you hear? "

“And what of it? The Uresident of),
the United States wouldn’t be tos goad, ,
i _!l

“ [ say, you put the money back, or
I'll blow u hote througn your head"
said the other.

For a second the man with the stake
seemed to hesitate, ‘Then he hastly
dropped the money back into the Bishop's
pocket.,

“You can go on. You needn't stay
any longor on our account,” ‘the man
who had acted as spokesman turned and
sut down on 4 stotie.

“That's just what I'm staying for,”
replied the Bishop.

“ You must like our company. It is
hard sometimes for peoplo to tear them.
selves away from us,” the man standing
up said, laughing coarsely.

“shut wp!” exclaimed the’ other.
“We're on the road to hell, though,
that's sure enough. We need better
company than ourselves and the devil.”

* It you would only allow me to be of,
any help —" the Bishopspoke gently,
even lovingly, ('he mun on the stone
spoke slowly, like one who had ﬁlmlly‘

!

decided upon a couise he had first
rejected.

Do you remember cver seeing mo !
before 2 |

# No," smud the Bishop. i

“Don't you remember one day back
in ’81 or 'a2, a man cume to your house
and told a story about his wifa and
cluld having been burneld to doath in o
tenement fire in New York ?

“Yes, | begin to recall now,! mur.
mured the Bishop. The other man
seemed to be interested. o ceased
digging his stake in the ground, and
stood still histening,

“ Do you remember how you took me
into your own house that night and apent
ull the next day trying to find me a job ?
And how, when you suceecded in getting
me a place in & warchouse as toreman, |
promised Lo quit drinking because you
usked me to?”

“f remember it now,” the Bishop
replied gently. “I hopo you have kept
your prou.ise.”

‘The man laughed savagely.

“Keptit! I'wasdrunk inside a week. |
I've been drinking ever since. But I've!
never forgotten you or your prayer. Do
you remember, the morning after [ came
to your house, and after breakfast you
had prayers, and asked mo to come in
and sit down with the rest? ‘That got
me. But my mother used to pray! |
oan see her now knceling down by my
bed when I was & lad. Father came in
one night drunk and kicked her, while
she wus kneeling there by me, But |
never forgot that prayer of yours that
morning. You prayed for me just as
mother used 10, and you didn't seem to
take count of the fact that [ was ragged
and tough-looking, and more than halt
drunk when [ rang your door-bell. My
God! What a lhife I've lived! ‘The
liquor shop has housed me and homed
me, and made hell on earth for me!

doesn’t so much matter what [ wam,
But e just wants what 1 do 1 this case.
You two men are of infinite value to
Him,”  And then the Bishop's wonder

remembered the man’s name,

* Burns, he said—and ho yearned over
the men with an unspeakable longmyg
for them both—+if you and your triend
here will go home with e to night, [
will find you both places of honourable
employment. [ will believe in you and
trust you. You are both coniparatively
young men. Why should God lose you?
It is » great thing to have the love of
the great Father. It 1s u small thing
that [ shouid love you. But it you need
to feel again that there is love in the
world, you will believe me when 1 say,
my brothers, that | love you, and, in the
nume of Him who was crucified for our
sing, | cannot bear to see you inis« the
glory of the heavenly life! Come! Be
mon! Make another try for 1t, God
helping you. No one but God and you
ard mysell’ need ever know anything of
this to-night. He has torgiven it. The
minute you ask llun to, yot will tind
that true. Come! We'll fight it out
together—you two and 1. It's worth
lighting for, everlasting life is. It wus
the sinner that Christ cimeto help. 'l
do what [ eun for you. U Gad! Give
we the souls of these twomen!”

The bishop broke into a prayer to
Gol that was a continuation of his
appeal to the men. tlis pent-up tellings
had no other outlet. Before he had
prayed many moments, Burns was sitting
with his face bured in his hands,
sobbing. Where were his mother's
prayers now? ‘They were adding to the
power of the Bishop's. And the other
mun, barder, less moved, without a
Prevlous knowledge of the Bishop, leaned
back against the fence, stolid at first.
But asthe prayer went on, he was moved
by it. What force of the Holy Spint
swept over his dulled, brutal, coarsened
life, nothing but the eternal records ot
the Recording Angel can ever disclose,
‘The Bishop's prayer seetmed to break
open the crust that had for years sur-
rounded these two men and shut them
off from divine communication, and they
themselves were thoroughly startled by
the event,

“ Come, my brother! God is good.
Youshall stay at the Settlement to-night,
and [ will make good my promise as to
the work.”

‘I'he two men followed the Bishop in
silence. When they reached the Settle-
ment 1t was after two o'clock. ‘lhe
Bishop let them in and led them to a
room. Atthedoor he paused a moment.
llis tall, commanding figure stood in th.
doorway, and his pale face, worn with
his recent experience, was illustrated
with the divine glory.

“God bless you, my brothers,” he
suid, and leaving them his bLenediction,
he went away.

‘frue to his promise, the Bishop
secured work for them. 'The caretuker
at the Nettlethent needed an asmstant,
owing to the growth of the work there,
so Burus was given the pluce. The
Bishop suoceeded in getting his com.
panion s position as driver for a firm of

down, stili sweeping desperately.

Then suddenly he pulled hnnselt up
one step and swept over the spot he hal
Linst eleanad, 1o then dragged hunself

This i3 the | ful memory came to his aid.  1le hae | by & tremuendous effort back to the floor

of the poreh und went over into the
corner ol it furthest from the liguor shop
and began to sweep there. 0, God 1"
he eried, it the Bishop would only come
back ! The hshop hid gone out some -
where, and thero was no one about the
Settlement that he knew.

Ho swept m the corner for two or
three minutes.  His fance was drawn with
the ngony of the confliet.  Graduully he
edged out aguin towards the steps and
began to go down them. He looked
towards the sidewalk and saw that he
hud left one step unswept. 'I'be sight
seemed to give him a reasonnble excuse
lor going down there to finish his sweep-
ing. ile was on the footputh now,
sweeping the last step, with his face
toward the Settlement and his back
turned partly on the drink shop across
the alley. He swept the step a dozen
times, ‘The sweat rolled down his face.
By degrees he felt that he was drawn
over townrds that drink shop. e could
smell the hquor as the fumes rose around
him. It was like the infernsl sulphur
of the lowest hell, and yet it dragged
m, as by a giant’s hand, nearer its
source,

Ie was down in the middle of the
footpath now, still sweeping, e cleared
the space in front of the Settlement and
went out into the gutter and swept
that. lle took oft' his hat and rubbed
lus sleeve over his face, Hig lips were
pallid and his teeth chattered. {lo
trembled ail over like a palsied man and
staguered back and forth, as if he were
;\lreudy drunk. His soul shook within
1,

He had crosse over the little pece
of stone flagging that measured the
width of the alley, and now he stood in
tfront of the saloon, looking at the sign
and staring into the window at the pile
ol whisky »nd beer bottles. lle momstened
his lips with his tongue and took a step
forwurd, looking asound him steadily.
The door suddenly opened agnin and
soma one cmmne out. Apiin the hot,
penetrating smell of the liquor swept
out into the cold air, and e took another
step towards the saloon door, which had
shut belund th.- customer. As he laid
his finger on the door handle, a tall
tigure came round the corner. It was
the Bishop.

He seized Burns by the arm and
dragged him back upon the footpath.
The frenzied wan, now made mad for
drink, shrieked out a curse and struck
at the Bishop savugely. [t is doubttu’ if
:nle really k,uew alt‘ﬂrst- who \I;ls sgmhiug

im away from his ruin. . 1he, i
upon the Bishop'stace and cut’a gas‘ihilu e
his cheek.

He never uttered a word. But over
his face a look of majestio sorrow awept.,
tle picked Burns up as if he hdd been »
child, and actually ourried him uap the
steps and into the Nettlement House,
He placed him down in the hall, snd
then shut the door and put his back
against it.” : - :

Burns fell on his knees, sobbing and




