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The Minister whose Day was Done

By Hugh 8. Eayrs.

had enough of it. One of them said

he didn’t want to be un-Christian,
put there was a limit to human endur-
ance. Another made remarks to the
effect that some people didn’t seem to
know when they were due to retire. A
third said he had thought for a long time
that the minister would really have to go,

THE board of elders at Ebenezer had

" but he had kept silent, sacrificing himself
" and his convictions on the altar of charit-
© gble thought, but that now, when Brother

Mandell felt it time to speak, and Brother

" Talbot really could not restrain himself,

he (the conviction-sacrificing one) was con-

_vinced that it was his duty to open his

mouth. He trusted he wouldn’t be ‘mis-
understood, but really—and a shrug of the
shoulders proved even more expressive,
The situation was this: The Rev.
James Postelthwaite had come to Eben-
ezer twenty-five years ago. He accepted
o unanimous invitation to the pastorate.
He was then a man of forty-five, with a
ood record behind him, and a glowing
Future before him. In the city church
where he had ministered before he came
to Ebenezer he had been acknowledged a
ood preacher, and a better pastor. He
ﬁad seen the work of his Master prosper
under his guiding hand. He had preached

. sermons that did men good, plain, un-

varnished sermons on how to live, and
not so very much on how not to live.
His life had been the embodiment, week
by week, of the texts he had chosen on
the Sunday before. He was known
throughout the length and breadth of his
cure as a good man and a true, and his
usefulness was undoubted. He had no
time for higher criticism; he had no time
for anything but the pfain, simple, but
beautiful gospel, which had made saints
of men and women from time immemorial,
and which, faithfully construed and faith-

_ fully preached, would go on making saints

as long as the world provided the raw
material. This same gospel he preached.
Hence his call to Ebenezer,  in 1889,

" when the religion of the fathers of the

ewholders in Ebenezer was good enough
or those who worshipped then and there.
He had ministered for twenty-five years.
His people had wanted him to stay. At
first he was invited elsewhere, but he
gave up his chances to stay with the
people he had come to love. Latterly,
the chances to move up higher had come
less frequently. Invitations ceased to
come altogether, and James Postleth-
waite began to feel that he would end his
days ministering to the folk of Ebenezer
in the quiet country town. But for two
K/([aars now there had been murmurings.

r. Postelthwaite was getting old. His
sermons were ‘‘behind the times.” The
religion of the fathers was not good enough
The younger
element became more and more prominent
in the church, as chairs on the board of
elders and seats at the trustee board
were vacated by those whom God had
called to himself. The younger element
wanted a new leader. A block further
down Main street, the vicar was a young
man fresh from college, with a young
man's enthusiasm and a young man’s
predilections, and a young mar’s meth-
ods. The congregation at Ebenezer be-
gan to say: ‘““Mr. Postelthwaite is getting
old. He no longer preaches interestingly.
Very often what he has to say is suited
not to 1914, but to the needs of twenty
years ago. We want a change. We want
a young man. Mr. Postelthwaite should
go.” And the board of elders, innocently
for%qt ting the long service of a man who
had grown old in their midst, and who
had spent his energies for the Detterment
of their very selves, decided that Mr.
Postelthwaite should be asked to resign.

II.

A deputation waited on the old man,
at his house one day. With business-like
rusqueness, the subject was broached.
h? speaker didn’t want Mr. Postelth-
waite to think that Ebenezer,was unmind-
ful of what he had been to and what he had
done for them. O dear no! But
didn’t Mr. Postelthwaite think the church

Deeled, perhaps, a younger man? Didn’t
Mr  ostelthwaite " think that, perhaps,
e reoded a complete rest? Didn’t Mr.
Postclihwaite feel that he had come to

th- “1ie when he might take a house

somewhere, and enjoy the twilight of his
days free from the cares and anxieties of
a_charge? All these and many 'more
hints were thrown out by the kind elder
to the old minister. It was astonishing
how solicitous the elder was about the
minister’s twilight days.

And James Postelthwaite knew that
he must resign.

_That night, he drew his chair before
his fire, and gave himself up to thinking.
Twent)ﬁﬁvle ()lrears he had been at Eben-
ezer. He had seen some changes, aye, he
had helped to bring those cha,rglge:s. yMcn
and women had grown older. The very
elder who had voiced the feeling of the
people had been a curly-headed laddie
when James Postelthwaite first came to

benezer. He was an old man, an old
man, now. Perhaps the young folk were
right. Perhaps Ebenezer needed a new
and a-younger leader. But it was hard
to go. Of course, it was natural. Men
do come, and men do go. There are some
things ‘that are constant in the world,
but they seem to be narrowed down to
a very few. He thought he had done his
duty. He thought he had done what he
could. Of course, it couldn’t be as good
as a younger man’s best. But he had
done what he could. For twenty-five
years he had worked, and toiled, and
grayed for Ebenezer. He knew every-
ody there. He bore their sorrows; he
shared their joys. Those twenty-five
years had been a means of grace to him.
He had hoped they might have been a
means of grace to his people. He had
become wrapped up in Ebenezer. He
hardly knew how he would bear to leave
the dear old church, with its so precious
associations. But he would have to go.
And he was an old man, an old, old man.

It is significant that in the ruminations
and reflections of this old minister he
never thought once that Ebenezer had
been ungrateful. He never thought that

_ his being asked to make ro6m for younger
blood was but slight thanks for all he had
been, and all he had done. The thought
never entered his mind that such treat-
ment was but slight and scant reward.
Never for a moment did it occur to him
to think that there was something wrong
with a world that treated an old man so.
For James Postelthwaite was one of those
kings among men who are single-minded,
who see but the best in a man, whose
vision can never include the ulterior
and the inferior. He had never once
thought of the' ingratitude of the folks
he had lived with, and lived for.

I11.

He took down his hat from the peg in
the corner, and went out. There had been
a time when there was a young wife to
kiss fondly, when he left the house—but
that was many years ago. God, in His
infinite mercy, had called her away, and
her husband had never cared to think
|of another in her place.

The night was harsh. The wind, swirl-
ing round the corners, caught up anything
that came in its path, sweeping it up and
throwing it down. It was raining, too,
fast and hard, and James Rostelthwaite
buttoned up his meagre overcoat, and
prepared to face the elements. It did
not occur to him that his ingress into the
repelling night was suggestiv_e of the
journey he must take, when his resigna-
tion from his charge took effect. He did
not know why he came out. He did not
know where he was gping. Somehow he
felt impelled to get into the fight, between
the wind and the storm. On and on and
on he walked. Suddenly, startlingly, he
heard a cry. He was passing some cot-
tages on the outskirts of the little town,
and he fancied the cry came from some-
where near at hand. -He stopped to listen.
The cry came again, and he thought he
located it. On his right was a cottage
standing alone. There was a light in the
window, and the minister crept close to
listen. The cry, more of a moan than a
erv. came again and again. He lifted
the latch and entered. In a corner was
a4 bed, with a man upon it. He seemed
to be in an agony of sweat. Pale, emaci-
ated, shrunken, he was an awful replica
of what he might have been, what he once
must have been. The minister paused
a minute, and went up to the moaning,
sobbing figure on the bed. In a moment
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Saves Kitchen Waste
There will be no more throwing away of good food if
vou keep a bottle of Bovril in the kitchen. ' Bovril,
with itsfine flavour and ease of manipulation helpsyou
to make delightful dishes out of cold food. Better soup,
better stews—Iless expense. But it must be Bovril.

CLARK’S PORK & BEANS

The value of BEANS as a strength
producing food needs no demonstration.
Their preparation in appetizing form is,
however, a matter entailing considerable
labour in the ordinary kitchen.

CLARK'’S PORK & BEANS save you
the time and the trouble. They are pre-
pared only from the finest beans combined
with delicate sauces, made from the purest

ingredients, in a factory equipped with the most modern
- appliances.

THEY ARE COOKED READY—SIMPLY WARM
UP THE CAN BEFORE OPENING
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Blackwood’s Raspberry Vinegar
Something Delicious

To be obtained of all Grocers
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. Manufacturers of Blackwood’s Celebrated Soft Drinks
. The Blackwoods Limited Winnipeg

Listen to What Nurse
WINCARNIS says about

Nerve Troubles

UR. nerves are like an intricate
network of telegraph wires—con-
necting the brain with every par¥ of
the body. These “Wires” are controlled and
nourished by a portion of the brain known as
the nerve centres. And the condition of the
nerve centres depends upon the condition of
the body’s health. ~When your health is
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and headaches, nervous prostration, neuralgia,
and kindred troubles result. Nothing, then,
can'equal WINCARNIS. WINCARNIS is
Quart Bovtles - $1.50 a powerful nerve food—acting upon the deli-
cate nerve centres and giving new life—new nourishment—new vitality. The result
Will you try it?

is wonderful.

If you camnot obtain Wincarnis from youk dealer, write to our Cu.lo
adian Agent, Mr. F. S. BALL, 67 Portland Street, Toronto, who will
send you the name of our nearest representative.

lowered all the nerves suffer in sympathy— .
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