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will be this afternoon, how much lighter and 
pleasanter you will feel, although I dare say 
you have, some of you, eaten enough for 
six” (great laughter), “than you do when 
you drink the beer; in short, how far more 
capable you will find yourselves, whether 
for work or for enjoyment. You shall 
honestly tell me to-night if it be not so, and 
we will talk further, another time, about 
the expediency of your adopting it for your 
midday meal.”

Symptoms of applause again, but Mr. 
Danesbury continued..

"I am truly gratified to hear that, during 
my month’s absence, none of you have de­
serted to the opposition house over the 
way; but that two or three have voluntarily 
returned to mine. My men, what motive 
do you suppose I had in instituting this 
evening refuge, and in drawing you to it!"

"Our good,” responded a voice.
"Just so. Your good, and that of your 

wives and families; your good in this world, 
and your good in the next. Oh, my friends, 
I have your welfare very much at heart; 
believe me, it causes me many a sleepless 
and anxious night. I have a duty to per- 
form to you, as you have to me, a duty ap­
pointed by God; and in the next world, 
whither you and I are alike hastening, how 
shall we answer to Him, if we have neglect­
ed it? I want to lead you toward that 
better world; to show you how you may get 
there. So long as you were sunk in your 
previous bad and careless habits, you were 
not advancing to it. Were you?"

No. Conscience rose up before them, and 
they hung their heads.

“But I do think many of you are advanc­
ing now. A little bit; it can not come all 
at once; there must be a beginning to all 
things. One of the greater of the prophets, 
in speaking of men who have erred ‘through 
wine and strong drink,’says that, to those 
who would learn knowledge and understand 
doctrine, precept must be upon precept, 
line upon line, here a little and there a 
little. And, by persevering on, stop by 
step, a little and a little, it will come to you. 
I hope; I trust"—he looked from one table 
to another affectionately—“that the time 
will come when you will all spend your 
evenings with mo, without one exception. I 
say with me, because I shall often look in 
upon you. Some among you," he added, 
“still remember my mother. My good 
women, I speak now to you."

Yes, many did. They looked up eagerly.
"And you remember that she was all 

kindness to you; she would have been ever 
so, Lad she lived. But she is gone, and 
others have gone, and there is now another 
Mrs. Danesbury, my wife, whom I hold 
upon my arm. She will be to you and your 
families what my mother was. She is 
anxious to be so, to befriend you all; and 1 
know that you will welcome her for my 
sake, until you have learned to welcome 
her for her own."

A deeper shout than ever filled the tent, 
meant for Mrs. Danesbury, and Mary turned 
her hot face toward her husband, hoping to 
hide her raining tears.

"Courage, my darling,” he whispered, 
fondly glancing down upon her. "Be not 
ashamed of their seeing your tears, Mary; 
tears are pastports to hearts, you know."

And when the murmur had subsided, Mr. 
Danesbury resume d to the men.

"You have been pleased to say that you 
have hitherto found me a considerate 
master; and you shall find me one. If you 
do as I wish you, and strive to be good men, 
single hearted in the sight of your Maker, I 
will be more indulgent to you than I have 
yet been. Will you not strive to be so for 
your own sakes?"

“Ay, that they would !” Though some of 
them could scarcely promise it; for their 
hearts and eyes were full.

“Oh, my dear friends,” concluded Arthur 
Danesbury, with solemn earnestness, 
"listen to my counsel, for it is borne of 
anxiety for you. By the exercise of a little 
perserving self-denial, you will find great 
reward. I will do what I can to encourage 
you to exercise it. Your Saviour—your all 
merciful Saviour—is looking down upon us; 
now, as I speak and you listen; he is wait­
ing for you to choose the good and reject 
the evil; waiting to aid all who ask for His 
help. May you—and I—and all of us—be 80 
strengthened in our labors here, that, when 
they are over, we may find Him waiting to 
receive us hereafter; waiting to welcome us 
with his own blessed words. Well done,' 
thou good and faithful servant, enter thou 
into the joy of thy Lord !‘"

"Amen, Amen !"
[THE END.]

to month, was also somewhat unusual; but 
what else is there to complain of ?"

“Why—it’s a completely Upotian scheme 
altogether, you know, Danesbury. There’s 
so much of the ideal in it.”

“The ideal !” repeated Arthur; ‘‘you must 
mean the real. Many and many a British 
master, employing numbers, has opened a 
place for his men of an evening, where they 
find lights, fires and appropriate literature 
to while away the leisure hours. My father 
opened a reading room; but it did not take. 
In what does my plan differ? Save that I 
take a personal interest in it, and give them 
coffee and bread and butter.”

“Ah !” said St. George, shaking his head, 
"I fear it is that coffee that has done it.”

"In two senses of the word," returned the 
magistrate, smiling. “Done the men out of 
their evening beer, and done Mr. Danesbury 
out of his reputation as a sane man.”

“My poor operatives were going headlong 
on the downward road, as all must do who 
drink beyond their means,” interposed the 
quiet voice of Arthur, “and I felt that I was 
in a measure answerable for them. Vision­
ary again, you will say; but I am naturally 
of a thoughtful nature, possessing, I believe, 
a large share of the bump that phrenologists 
call conscientiousness; and past events in 
my family have tended to make me reflect 
deeply, more so than many do. I, gifted 
with a full portion of intellect, of intelli- 
gence, of means, was placed in authority 
over this body of unthinking people; I paid 
them fair wages for the work they did for 
me, and I often give them good council; but 
the conviction arose, and pressed itself 
forcibly upon me, that our relations ought 
not to end there; that I ought to endeavor 
to help them out of their darkness. I de­
termined to try some scheme; I formed my 
resolution"—here his voice faltered in hesi­
tation. but he rallied from it, and proceeded 
in a low, impressive tone—"as I stood over 
the tomb that contains my father, my 
mother, my brothers, and my father’s second 
wife; all of these had strong drink, either 
through their own failing for it, or the fail­
ing of others, contributed to hasten to the 
grave. I was standing there without pre­
meditation. I had been walking through 
Eastborough, a night walk, and had seen 
the men flocking into the public-houses, and 
there I made my resolve—to try—whether 
I should succeed or fail. A faint notion of 
the scheme I afterward carried out dawned 
then upon me. The difficulty was, how 
could 1 draw them from the public-houses? 
What possible inducement could I offer in 
their stead? Whatshould you have done?"

"I !” cried Mr. St. George. “Don’t ask 
me. The terrors of the law, a five-shillings 
fine, and the tread mill, are the only per­
suasions I understand.”

Another smile went round; it would have 
been a laugh, but for Mr. Danesbury’s 
solemn earnestness.

“I pondered over it long,” he resumed. "I 
thought—“If I am to wile away these men 
from one indulgence, I must substitute 
another, and I must see if I can not bring 
them to like the substitute as well, in time, 
as the lost indulgence.’ It is all very well 
to put a reflective man upon his own good 
sense; to impress upon him that to be tem- 
perate is a duty that he may not transgress, 
unless he would offend God, and injure him­
self; my poor operatives had not attained to 
reflection, and 1 knew it would be of no use 
going to work in that way. Therefore, I hit 
upon the coffee scheme, and the binding 
down the men to it for a certain period. I 
could not think of anything better; and I 
honestly confess that, were it now to fail, 1 
do not believe that I could devise any better 
plan. It was an uncertain venture, but it 
was worth the risk."

“It will not fail now, Mr. Danesbury,” 
said Squire Hanson.

“I don’t fancy it will, squire," observed 
Mr. St. George. "The binding down the 
men to attend; that binding down accom­
plished the business. But this will be a 
pretty cost out of your pocket yearly,” he 
added to Arthur.

“Not very much. Little, indeed, in com­
parison with the welfare of so many souls. 
Ought I to begrudge it to them from my 
ample means !"

"Mrs. Danesbury may be less generously 
inclined; and may lot you know that she is, 
in sundry curtain lectures.”

"Mrs. Danesbury married me with her 
eyes open, and my plans with me," returned 
Arthur, nodding to his wife with a merry 
smile. “I expect she will be wanting her 
share of cost also, when she begins upon the 
wives, and the schools for the children.”

“Your treasure will never weigh down 
your banker’s chests, if you go on at many of 
these ‘costs’," said Mr. St. George.

“There is such a thing as another sort of 
treasure to be accumulated,” answered 
Arthur, gently; “a treasure that will stand 
us in good atead when that which we lodge 
at bankers’ houses shall take itself to wings 
and flee away."

“Well,” concluded Mr. St. George, break- 
ing a pause of silence, "I shall convey word 
back to Serle that you arc neither insane nor 
a visionary; but a man who has had the 
wisdom to look his responsibilities in the 
face, and the courage to act upon them. And 
all I can say is I hope your much cared-for 
men will reap permanent benefit; and you, 
a rich reward.”

“And when you hear my scheme laughed 
at for its extravagance, by those who, like 
yourself, are placed in authority over the 
ignorant and improvident, relate to them 
what mine is doing. Tell them that the ex­
travagance consists only in the idea, not in 
the working, and that Arthur Danesbury 
hopes to seo many others such, raised by 
the masters, in his native land.”

When they rose from luncheon, Lord 
Temple linked his arm for a moment within 
that of William Danesbury.

"Let me have a word with you, William,” 
he said. "Is it all serene? Isabel declares 
it is. She says she can read it in your face.”

"Quite. For six months I have touched 
nothing. I begin to wonder now at my for­
mer marvelous infatuation, and at the diffi- 
culty I experienced in tearing myself from 
it. I can truly say I have conquered.”
"It was difficult at first."
"Ay," answered William, with a deep 

breath, "it verily was difficult. But the 
difficulty is over. You might put wine, and 
beer, and spirits before me now, all poured 
out in glasses, and I should withstand them 
all. 1 like water now.”

“As I told you you would. What a happy 
company we are to-day!” continued Lord 
Temple; “thinking, rational, beings, aware 
of our responsibility—as St. George re 
marked in regard to Arthur—and striving 
to act up to it, firm in our self-reliance. 
God has been very merciful to us; you and 
I, William, have especial cause to say it."

"I thought the only face which bore a 
shade was that of Mrs. St. George."

“She was contrasting things here with 
her own family, I imagine. Her brothers 
are squandering their father’s money, and 
one or two of them drinking wholesale. 
There goes Arthur; I never was so proud of 
him as I am to-day. Pratt is right, in say­
ing that there’s hardly such another man on 
the face of the earth.”

Arthur Danesbury had given his arm to 
his wife, and was proceeding to the tent. 
The guests followed. A hearty English 
dinner of roast beof and plum pudding had 
been disposed of by its occupants; but their 
drink was water, succeeded by a cup of 
coffee. Tea, with ample accompaniments, 
was to come in the evening. It was the first 
meeting of master and men since the for- 
mer’s return; they rose in a body, ard their 
acclamations rent the air. Not one around 
stood as proudly as did Thomas Harding, 
who was at the head of one of the tables; 
proud, like Lord Temple, of Arthur Danes- 
bury, of the master whom he so loved and 
reverenced. Mr. Danesbury held up his 
hand for silence.

"My men, I am delighted to see you all 
again," he began, in his cheering way. 
"Have you relished your dinner?"

To assure him that they had was need­
less; and he made another motion for 
silence.

“I did not order you beer; I expressly 
desired that it should not be given to you. 
Not that I had any pleasure in depriving 
you to-day of your ordinary dinner drink, 
or that I hoped to force you to relinquish it. 
But I wished to afford you one self-convinc­
ing proof, how far more full of energy you|

667“that since the men have been brought Into 
contact with enlightened conversation and 
intelligence, their minds, short as the time 
is, have opened in a remarkable degree.”

“Say, rather, since their leisure hours 
have not been rendered useless, and their 
senses stupefied, Arthur,” interrupted Mrs. 
Philip Danesbury. “Formerly, it was work 
all day and drink all night; how could they 
grow out of their ignorance then ?”

"I can tell you, better than anybody, how 
the scheme works in private,” cried out old 
Mr. Pratt, “and that’s first-rate. There 
have been no beating of wives since the 
master’s house was opened, or calls upon 
my sticking plaster. Formerly they used to 
sulk home, half stupid, or reel home, swear­
ing and abusive, all of which was vented on 
the unfortunate wives. Now they go home 
like cucumbers, cool and tranquil, upon 
good terms with themselves, and conse­
quently upon good terms with others. Some 
of them are positively putting by money 
toward buying blankets for winter; a thing 
they never did before.”

“But it bears better fruits than blankets,” 
observed William Danesbury. “Many of 
them, after a three months’ trial of coffee, 
do prefer it to beer or gin, as their evening 
beverage. You may not easily credit this,” 
he added, lifting his eyes to the strangers 
present, "but nevertheless it is a fact. The 
next improvement we intend to havo a try 
at, is to make them water-drinkers in their 
own homes at midday."

“When my wife shall have persuaded the 
women into rendering their homes some­
thing like homes, which she will sot about 
forthwith,” interposed Mr. Danesbury.

“And not pigsties and scolding dens," put 
in the old surgeon.

"But do you consider that beer with their 
dinner can do workmen harm f” inquired a 
voice.

“It will do them no good,” said Arthur 
Danesbury, “even if they should confine 
themse ves to a moderate quantity. But you 
very rarely find a workingman to do this, 
whatever may be his grade. I pray yon not 
to mistake me,” he hastily added; “I do not 
imply that a steady workingman takes too 
much with his dinner, in the meaning we 
give to the term ‘too much’; but his taking 
it at dinner leads him to take it afterward. 
Suggest to an artisan to leave off his beer. 
‘Leave off my beer !’ he will answer you; ‘I 
should never have strength to go through my 
day’s work.’ There lies the fallacy. It is a 
most mistaken conclusion. Beer gives a 
passing excitement, which lasts for the 
moment and appears like strength, but the 
effect goes speedily off, leaving the man 
weaker than he was before and insupport- 
ably weary. Inquire of any workman 
whether, after drinking beer, he does not 
feel a lassitude creeping over him at his 
work, an inclination to sit down and bo 
idle. He does; and he believes he wants 
‘supporting,’ and sends for another pint and 
drinks it, to give that support; and so it 
goes on, beer and lassitude, beer and lassi- 
tude, and beer again all the day through."

But allow me to put in a word myself, 
although it is interrupting Mr. Danesbury. 
Workingmen, you who read this—and I 
hope a great many of you will read it—have 
you ever tried to do without beer at your 
dinner? Never; you have always believed 
it to be as necessary to you as the dinner its- 
self. Oh, try it now! Substitute water; 
make the effort, and give it a fair trial; it 
you find my theory wrong and yours right, 
take to the beer again. Do not drink the 
water for one single day; that would be of 
no use. For the first day and the second, 
and perhaps for five or six days, you will 
make a wry face over the water, and gulp it 
down, as you will say, “against the grain,” 
and protest that you dislike it, as compared 
to your much-relished beer. But persevere. 
If you have fought the battle for solong, you 
can tight it still, and you will find that you 
are losing your dislike to the water. Per- 
severe a little while, and you will begin to 
doubt (in spite of your prejudices, your 
wondering disbelief) whether you are not 
getting to like the water; Still a little 
longer, and there is no doubt about it, and 
you find your body is stronger for work, and 
your head clearer; no lassitude, or inertness, 
or disinclination for labor will creep over 
you now. And when the battle is won, and 
you find you have persevered, persevere on; 
if ever you relapse, it will be your own 
deliberate fault.

And now I will tell you another thing. 
Were it convenient for you to drink a small 
cup of coffee after your dinner, before leav­
ing for work again, the support and energy 
it will give you, both mental and bodily, are 
wondertul; and it is not a false energy that 
will fade away; it will do you good service 
till evening. He who is here called Arthur 
Danesbury, one a vast deal wiser and better 
than I am, knew its invigorating properties; 
knew it by self experienoe. Tell your wife 
to make a small cup ready for you, and one 
for herself, if she likes, not for the children; 
and in a short time you will thank me for 
having suggested it. In summer, when the 
midday fire is out, it can be made at 
breakfast time, and taken cold; never mind 
the milk. It will not cost much; not half 
as much as your dinner beer. And that’s all 
I wish to say to you.

“One good result the plans has effected,” 
resumed Squire Hanson, “is that two 
public-houses and three beer-shops have 
been already obliged to shut up, lacking cus­
tomers. "

“1 am glad to hear that,” said Lady 
Temple. “There were so many.”

“I have done what I can,” said Arthur. 
“I will do what I can, so long as I am spared 
health and strength and means. I felt that 
it was incumbent on me to try to raise my 
dependents out of the degraded habits they 
were pursuing; a positive duty laid in my 
path; a sin that would rest at my door, if I 
supinely neglected it.”

There was a pause. It was broken by Mr. 
St. George.

“Now that Mr. Danesbury has had his 
say, I must have mine. Do you know, sir, 
that when the report of these doings, this 
wild scheme, reached town, you were looked 
upon by practical, matter-of-fact men, as 
being a little touched here ?”

Mr. St. George tapped his forehead as 
he spoke, and bis keen eyes twinkled with 
merriment.

“I dare say it was so,"laughed Arthur. “I 
believe a debate took place in Eastborough, 
among my brother magistrates, whether it 
might not to prudent to send for a doctor 
and keeper from Bedlam.”
"I assure you,” resumed Mr. St. George, 

“I had my own doubts. Not as to your 
sanity; no, I don’t say that; but as to 
whether you were not subsiding into a 
Visionary; and the fear has chiefly brought 
me down to day. ‘You can't go,’ said Serle 
to me, when the invitation came. ‘I’ll try’ 
said I, for it’s right that somebody should 
see after Danesbury;’ and in spite of the law 
courts away I came.”

"Wa ter ! how can you utter such non- 
sence? remonstrated his wife.

"Nonsense? Well, I’ll go to sober fact, 
then," said Mr. St. George, changing his 
tone to one of earnestness. “Danesbury, I 
don’t know if there’s another man living 
who would have thought of such a scheme; 
or would have dared to put it in practice, if 
he had thought of it. He would have feared 
ridicule."

Mr. Pratt put his hale old face across 
the table, and spoke meaningly. "Is there 
another man living such as Arthur Danes- 
bury? And can ridicule approach him?”

“I can only say, then.” said Arthur, in re­
ply to Mr. St. George, "that if I have been 
the first to set the example, I hope others 
will follow it. But will you mention to me 
where lies, or may appear to lie, the insane 
points of the plan ?"

Mr. St. George considered. "I suppose 
they lie in the supplying of coffee and bread 
and butter, "quothed he, rubbing his nose. 
"Serle said that was a proof which no’ 
lunacy commissioner would ever get over.’

A general laugh went round. "That’s the 
only part I deemed to be extravagant,” 
observed Lord Temple, when it had sub- 
sided. "It did certainly strike me as being 
so."

“Singular, not extravagant,” returned 
Arthur. "Or—well—if you like—let us
admit that the coffee racket is extravagant 
—but there are two meanings to the word,. 
you know. And, if you like, I will allow 
that my binding down the men from month

her sweet pleasant eyes. See! he walks 
bareheaded.”

It was the bride and bridegroom, now 
Mr. and Mrs. Danesbury. She wore a rich 
gray silk dress, a white bonnet and veil. 
The rest of the party followed, but nobody 
regarded them. Very good and noble did 
he look as he led her through the sea of 
faces to the chariot, placed her in, and took 
his seat beside her. The post-boys touched 
their horses, but th / could only move at a 
snail's pace, unless there bad been outriders 
to clear the road, and the crowd burst into a 
simultaneous shout, men waved their hats, 
and women shook their handkerchiefs. One 
woman, in her eager excitement, shook her 
baby by mistake, until the poor little thing 8 
breath was at, the last gasp. "Blessings on 
the future of Mr. and Mrs. Danesbury.

Mary sat back in the chariot, but he 
leaned forward and bowed around him; and 
the crowd shouted again, as they caught his 
genial smile.

And then when the post-boys had cleared 
the throng, and put their horses into a can- 
ter, a perfect shower of old shoes few after 
the carriage for good luck; ver it amid the 
horses; hundreds they looked, whirling for­
ward through the air. It seemed as though 
every man woman and child had brought 
with them their old shoes, to throw after the 
bridegroom and bride.

Just as lovely a day, only hotter, arose a 
month later, in July. Preparations were 
making for a feast at Danesbury House. A 
large tent was erected in the adjacent field, 
and tables upon tables were set out in it, 
for all the workmen and their wives were to 
dine there, and spend a joyous holiday, in­
doors a table was laid for guests. Mr. and 
Mrs. Danesbury, who had just returned 
home, had some visitors staying with them; 
Lord and Lady Temple, their young children 
and Mr. and Mrs. St. George, the two latter 
having arrived by that morning’s train, the 
others, including Arthur and his wife, the 
previous night. A few intimate friends 
were expected from the neighborhood, and 
the first to enter was Mrs. Philip Danes- 
bury. Following close upon her, came Wil­
liam and his wife; William with a clear 
bright countenance, very different from 
what it used to be; and next arrived old Mr. 
Pratt, bringing with him a tall gentlemanly 
young man, with a fresh color and intelligent 
countenance. Mr. Danesbury, calm, noble, 
kind as ever, met them on the steps.

“May I introduce somebody else, as well 
as myself ?" demanded the old doctor, in his 
quaint way, as he shook hands heartily 
with Arthur.

Arthur took the young man’s hands. "It 
is not your grandson ?”

"Yes, it is. He is come to stay a fortnight 
with me, out of the poisonous smoke and 
smells of London. He tells me he once saw 
Mr. Arthur Danesbury."

"Yes," replied Arthur, looking kindly at 
him; “it was in Mr. St. George’s office, the 
day he was about to enter on his new em­
ployment. How have you got on?’

"Got on," interrupted old Mr. Pratt; “he 
is the right hand of his master they tell me; 
never was such a head for construction, 
drawing and the like. And what's more, he 
is steady,” he emphatically added.

Edmund Pratt stood listening with a 
pleasant but embarrassed smile. Arthur 
turned to him, and spoke in a low tone.

"I heard Mr. St. George make a bargain 
with you. Have you kept it?”

“Strictly, sir,” was the ready answer, 
while his color deepened. "I am, in the 
strict sense of the word a water-drinker.”

“Good. And how is your—” Mr. Danes­
bury hesitated. It was painful to a son to 
be asked after such a father.

“Don’t inquire cried the old surgeon; 
“don’t mar our minds’ peace on this day. It 
is down, down, and down with him; and it 
ever will be."

Mr. Danesbury turned away, for other 
guests were close upon them; and now they 
came rapidly.

When all had arrived, they sat down in 
the dining-room to a slight midday meal, 
cold with chocolate and coffee Arthur pre­
sided. His fair wife, truly a helpmeet tor 
him, both in person and mind, sat at his 
right hand, Lord Temple beyond her. and 
Isabel on the other side of Arthur. They 
were all anxious to know how the "scheme" 
worked, Mr. St. George being especially 
eager, not to say satir ical in his inquiries.

“Arthur’s gin palace,” merrily put in Mrs. 
Philip Danesbury.

“You opened it in April," cried Mr. St. 
George. “How did it answer, and how has 
it progressed ?”

Mr. Danesbury smiled. “I made use of a 
ruse to keep them for the first month,” he 
began; "tickled them into it, as the men 
now, good-humoredly, say; and I think that 
was my strong point in the plan. Had they 
been at liberty to secede at pleasure, few 
would have remained beyond a night or two; 
when the novelty had worn off, away they 
would have gone again, to their dearly loved 
beer-shops.”

“Yes; undoubtedly Mr. Danesbury was 
wise enough to hit upon the right course, 
when he bound the men to him for a whole 
month,” interposed Squire Hanson, a neigh­
boring gentleman and a magistrate. "I had 
my doubts about its succeeding; I confess it; 
for I was in his confidence almost from the 
first; but I am rejoiced to be able to say that 
my doubts have been dispelled, and his 
hopes realized."

"All the men who had embraced the pro­
position to patronize my gin-shop," con­
tinued Arthur, laughing, "remained firm to 
their word passed to me, and came regu­
larly.”

"Then the whole of your operatives did 
not embrace it?" interrupted Mr. St. 
George.

"More than three forth of them did; the 
rest hesitated, alarmed at my conditions. 
At the month's end, they had become, most 
of them, reconciled to the change; they could 
not fail to perceive the great benefit it was 
to their minds, their bodies, and their 
pockets. The public-house, intoxicating 
drinks, confusion, and expense; the master's 
house (for that is what they have taken to 
call it), clear heads, sociability, peace, and 
economy; besides, a few had actually begun 
to prefer the cup of coffee to the jugs of beer, 
and not a few were gathering a g immering 
idea of the solemn fact, that they were 
different from the brute creation, and per­
haps had not been sent into the world to 
live as such, and then die off and bo for­
gotten.”

Mr. Danesbury paused. But none in- 
terrupted him, and he resumed.

“At the month's end, I bargained with 
them for another month; I knew it was use­
less to demand, or atten pt, too much at 
first; for our fellow-men must be led, not 
driven. I spoke to them, as Ihad spoken at 
the onset. After touching upon the advan­
tages of the plan, which had then become 
obvious to themselves, 1 said, ‘Will you be 
my guests for one more month, and oblige 
nie ? but, remember, if you enter upon the 
month you must complete it.’ Nearly all 
assented."

“Nearly all ?"
“I think there were seven or eight only 

who did not. I suppose they had given way 
to the old longing for liquor, and could not, 
or would not, resist the returning to it But, 
as a set-off against these deserters, four or 
five of the first refusers voluntarily joined 
us, and are with us still. At the end of the 
second month, the men spoke up, of them- 
se ves, and said they hoped to stay on at 
the master’s house for good, and never go 
from it again. I told them that nothing 
should be wanting on my part to in uce 
them to patronizei ; that fresh supplies of 
books, as they were required, should be fur­
nished, with the daily and weekly news- 
papers; that 1 should be very frequently 
among them; and the light and warmth, the 
cup of cof e and bread and butter should 
we come them. I consider it a wonderful 
victory, and am thank ul for it. I trust—I 
do trust"—here his voice trembled a little— 
“that,even in this short period, they and I 
feel within me a perfect conviction, that a 
higher help than any poor efforts or pains of 
mine has been sending a bless ng upon it." 
What was the matter with Mrs. Danesbury? 
Her eyes were cast down, and the tears 
were dropping on her flushed cheeks. 
Arthur glanced at her, and knew that her 
em tion arose from love to him.

"I will say this," resumed Mr. Danesbury.

jerman 
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House.
Curiosity was excited to the utmost to see 

the inside of the famous gin palace, and 
they crowded in, but in an orderly manner, 
and were shown to their appointed room, 
each apartment being conspicuously num­
bered. The place was brilliant with gas, 
and with an immense fire in each room, in 
ornamental open grates, quite as brilliant as 
the old gin palace; tables, small and large, 
and chairs and benches were scattered 
about; busts of great and good men 
were standing in niches and corners; a 
few pictures, maps, etc., were on the walls; 
the better sort of the dear and the cheap 
periodicals, monthly and weekly; also, there 
wore several sets of chess and draughtsmen. 
A more complete picture of comfort the men 
had never entered on, although it wanted 
the bottles and barrels and shining taps of 
the gin-shop.

So ! that was their master’s gin palace 1 
▲ comfortable asylum, where they might 
enjoy each other’s society, bear the news, 
and be well lighted and warmed, all at his 
expense. “They might have knowed that 
he never would countenance a liqu r traffic 
—where were their wits to have believed 
such a thing?"

“The coffee, too, that was at hie expense.
Wall, it warn’t had.”

Bad I it were deadly good.”
“Yes, it were; and so were the bread and 

butter. But about the beer ?"
“And the gin ?"
Nobody could say any more than that 

they had passed their words to their good 
master, and they must put up with the 
evening coffee for a month.

"And at the end of the month we will 
talk again,” said Mr. Danesbusy, appearing 
just as the last words were spoken. "Per- 
haps we may enter on a fresh agreement 
then. Did you find the coffee to your 
liking?”

They had never tasted the like — for 
coffee.

Mr. Dmesbury laughed. He sat down 
for a little while and conversed cheerfully 
with the men; not about his hopes and 
schemes, he had done talking of them for a 
month, and now left them to their own 
working; but about indifferent topics of 
interest. After that, he passed into the 
other rooms successively.

“I think it will answer, William," he 
whispered, as they were crossing the well- 
lighted hall to leave.

"So do I,” answered William, "I did not 
gee a dissatisfied face among them."

"If, at the month’s end, we have only 
gained over a few, it will be something 
effected; and we must hope on, and work 
on.”

“It will come, it will come in time," said 
William, "Perhaps not with all of them, 
but with a g reat portion."

“The next step will be to try and induce 
them to leave off beer at home. Not yet; 
we must go to work gradually, little by 
little,”

"If we can but do that,” eagerly 
answered William, “that they may get out 
of liking the taste of it, and so out of the 
craving for it I You don’t know, Arthur, 
now much lies in that; what a help there is 
in it."

“No; but you do, now."
"Yes, thank God."
Arthur pressed his arm with true affec­

tion; but what he would have said more was 
arrested; for, on going out into the street, 
they found themselves in the midst of a 
crowd of women.

News of the astounding truth had been 
carried to them that the new place was no 
drinking place but one to keep their hus­
bands and sons from drink. The tidings 
had spread from cottage to cottage, from 
house to house, and the excited women, 
full of joy and thank ulness, had flown to 
the now place, and stood flocking round it, 
eager for more particular confirmation. 
Even the respectable Mrs. Gould had gone, 
and she was the first to address Mr. Danes-

"Oh, sir,” she said, almost in impassioned 
tones, “I don’t know how to forgive myself. 
I gave ear to the wicked, disreputable re­
port that this was to be a gin shop; and 
after watching your goodness, as I had, all 
through so many years ! We shall never 
thank you enough, sir, for opening it what 
it is.”

“We all joined in the delusion sir, more 
shame to us for doubting you," cried 
another. "We never thought it was going 
to be nothing but a gin palace."

“Yea,” smiled Mr. Danesbury, “the re­
port did get about. Not from me; I cer­
tainly never said it was going to bo a gin- 
palace. But when I found that you had 
picked up the notion, I did not contradict 
it.”

“Well, sir, I suppose we jumped at the 
thought through seeing of it a-doing up so 
nice. 1 hope all the blessings in the world 
will rest upon you, sir, tor trying to do 
something to reform our toping pigs of 
husbands.”

"Perhaps I shall try something to reform 
you next,” said Mr. D mesbury.

The crowd looked at him wonderingly.
"My good women.” said he, in a low, 

clear, kindly tone, which reached the ears 
and the consciences of all, "how many of 
you have done anything to induce your hus­
bands not to tope—except in the way of 
scolding and abuse ? Have you I speak to 
you all individually—made his homo com­
fortable and peaceable? have you kept it 
clean and cheerful; have you ever met him 
with kind words? I fear not."

They were fearing not also, just then; and 
scarcely an eye dared to moot that of Mr. 
Danesbury.

"There has been faults ou both sides, he 
resumed; “I am trying what I can do to 
mend your husbands’ faults; perhaps in a
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little time I may see what can be done
I epeak in alltoward mending yours. TOkindness.”

“B ess Mr. Danesbury I forever bless Mr. 
Danesbury I” was echoed around, "we shall 
never know another gentleman like him.”

Arthur raised his hat, and, passing his 
arm within his brother’s, walked away.
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CHAPTER XXVI.
CONCLUSION.

It was a lonely day in June; the sun shone 
on the green trees, and the blue sky was 
without a cloud. All Eastborough, high and 
low, rich and poor, had gathered round the 
church, eave those who had be n able to get 
inside it, for it was the marriage day of 
Arthur Danesbury and Mary Heber. In 
deference to the recent melancholy deaths 
in the family, the wedding was as quiet as 
possible. No ceremonious breakfast was 
given, and Mary was plainly attired, for 
they were to go ot from the church door.

They were in the church now, a small 
party only; and the officiating clergyman 
was Mary’s brother, the R v. Henry Heber.

"May all good lack and prosperity attend 
them I" ardently uttered old Mrs. Harding. 
"If any man ever deserved it in this world, 
it is Arthur Danesbury."

"He does that," acquiesced the listeners. 
"On y think oi having loved this young lady 
for years, yet he put aside his own wishes 
for the sake of his family.”

“For them two good-for-nothings, poor 
lost young fellows! It’s-not many as would 
consider his brothers before himself, and 
help them to the money he wanted to marry

Not mom for their sakes than for his 
father’s,” rejoined Mrs. Harding. Had he 
breathed a wish to marry, the old gentleman 
would havo lived upon a crust himself but 
what he shou d have been enabled to doit 
n I locked up ill his own breast. He de­
serves happiness now, for he has waited for 
it patient y, and done his duty by every­
body before himself. Ay, and happiness 
will be his; he is one who may sit down 
under the shadow of his own vine and his 
own fig-tree, as was promised to the obedi- 
ent under the Old Dispensation.1

“Hush! here they come! Look ! they are 
first, she leaning on his arm. How pretty 
she looks with her flushed rosy cheeks, and
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