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When the old man Luncs die swing of his buw

To the flaw of his favorite tune,
Aad he hears the voice of the long ago

Lathe npples of sweet ** Bonmie Doon,

And hus pale cheeks flush with a rusier glow

Like the clouds of a fall afternoan,
There's a plaintive wail to the thythmic flow
Of the dear old songs that our mothers know
Like the loving cruon when the sun isluw

Ol a dove in the month of June.

\Vhen his fingers thrum the forgotten strings
For the tunes his grandfather played,

Till the poor old tormented violin sings
The strains of the ** White Cockade,”

Andthe songs that float on the bluebird's wings
In hus deal ears warble aod fade,

‘There’s a thrill in the graybeard’s touch that

brinps

The clasp of the waist 10 the waliz that finps

The bloud to lus heant hike the hiss that clings
To thelips of an amorous maid

\Vhen he tips the bridge to his listening ear
For the chords that swing thereon,

And be feels a kiss on his thin white hair,
For bis ** Jo John Anderson,”

And the frost melis out of the tlosses thete
The ennters of life have spun,

There's a tender dream in the sweet old air

Of a rush ot lips when cheeks were fair,

Like adash of rain when f:elds are bate
And parched in the aviumn sun.

\Whea his hale old frame swiogs (o and {ro
Like the trunk of a swaying pine,
And the friends of his boyhood come and go
To the notes of ** Auld Lang Syae,”
And his comrade s call is a weak hallo
That faints to a fatewell sign,
There’s a toach on the strings as soft as snow
Ia the soughing pines where the shadows grow
Whaen to dysug eass the night winds biow
The moan af the shiveriog kine.
—Eduwary S, Hoplins in Fudge

ONLY A MUSIC TEACHER.

BY MRS, A C© VARIN,

Caroline Hunter was a fantfnl attend-
ant of the church of St. Stephen’s. No one
spoke to her or even ncticed her. Sunday
after Sunday she wounld return to her seat
in the gallery, and humbly gather up and
treasure the words of counsel and admoni-
tion that fell from the lips of the eloquent
preacher, Dr. David Rutherford.

Dr. Ruatherford was not oanly zn eloguent,
but a godly man.

His speech was rough 2t umes, aimost
fierce, then tender and imploning. His
ministry was looked upoa as emineotly suc-
cessful. The roll of commuaoicants reached
as high as eight hundred.

Sunday after Sunday throngs crowded
in to enjoy his eloguence, to smile a little at
his strange carnestaess, 10 return into the
fashionable world from which they came,
and forget all abowt it, but Caroline Hunter
would listen with beating heart aud throb-
biog pulse, and after receiving the blessing
with bowed head, would go forth stroog to
fight the battle of life.

Caroline had wandered through the
open doors with the unconscious simplicity
of a country girl that first lonely Suuday
after her anival in the city, and the im-
passioned cloquence of the preacher, the
sweet thrilling voice of the high-priced
tenor had brougbt her back, until now it
had grown iato a necessary habit—:he feast

. of her soul from week to week, the refresh-
ing shower that {ell upon ber yvoung life,
causiog it to blossom forth into fragrance
and beauty.

But Dr. Ratherford was not thiaking of
the lomely “lack-robed figure in the back
seat of the gallery as he delivered his fam
ous discourszs bul rather of that quiet,
composed muititude io the cushioned pews
whose faces were ever hifted towards bim in
unbroken sercnity.

Thesc faces were familiar to him ; men
and women's faces—members of s flock ;
he kacw the hives of its brulhizant women, ts
thoughbtiess young gurts, its busy merchants
and brokers,zilrusbiog on heeaiessipreckless-
1y, giviog nothought towardhat higher spiri-
tuatl life for which his soul yearaed, and for
which 12 the flush and ecstacy of yooth he
had rencunced a distioguished career.
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Thus month after month the deep bill-
ows of his nature would rise o great waves
and beat themselves against this wall of
apathy and indiffersnce. When he returned
to his place he would bow his head in his
hacds and cry out in the agoay of his spirit
—%“How long, O Lord, how long!" and
then bowing his head even lower he would
groan—* It is retribution 1" and as the
pleading, thrilling voice of the high-priced
tenor rose and fell, it seemed to him in these
momests that the waters of Marah were
s eeping over his soul,

The owners of the rustling dresses would
whisper one to another—*¢ Isn't it touching
to see him pray as he does after the sermon ;
so effective, so picturesque | ¥

But his two daughters, quiet, sad faced
girls, in deep mourning, would sigh and
murmur—"* Poor father! He is thinkiog of
brother Edward.” -

There were rumours afloat that shortly
after the death of the minister's wife, the
only son had disappeared—extravagance
and gambling debts had come to light—
there had been no mother's gentle voice to

interfere. .
It was the old story—words spoken in

anger by the justly irate father, a proud
bitter retort from the high-spirited son, and
then the boy had gone out into the storm,
vowing never to return. Since then, two
years ago, no tidingsYbad reached them.
The motherless girls—their young faces pre-
maturely sad—met their father morning
after morning with brave cheerfolness.
They noticed the feverish anxiety with which
he sorted over the letters, the quick sigh,
and the look of quiet despair that finally
settled into the agony of an ever-present,
unspoken scrrow. .

Through this gnawing, self-accusiog
heartache the heart of the pastor, the father
of his flack, grew more tender, his exhorta-
tions more earnest, positively vibrating with
the thrill of human sympathy, oanly called
forth from the deep sounding chords of
self-suffering and self-knowledge.

Again and agais, as ke glanced into the
sea of faces uplitted to his, waiting for the
first word, a pang shot throngh his heart as
he recalled that young boyish face, the face
of his only son, that he bad not seen for so
maoy weary months. How proud, how
handsome, how manly it had looked that
stormy December night, as with head thrown
back and lips drawn and quivering he bad
said—

¢ Father, I bave done wrong. I have
asked your forgiveness ; you will oot listen
to me. You are cruel, unjust.”

Aund then the lad had left, and when he,
the father, bad held out bis arms and said,
** My son, return,” it was too late.

Cruel ! Unjust! He had never forgot-
ten those words. They bad sent his lad ont
into the world withcut money, without
friends, without home—and since then the
burden of his cry—the pause in his prayer—
the quiver in his voice as he blessed the
koceliog multitude, was ever the muttered
“ My boy, my boy 1 come back tome!™

Dr. Rutherford was about to close the
little meeting held once a week in the side
chapel of tha great churck. A score or more
of carnest workers wese gatbered together—
the cherlshed lambs of his flock. He kuew
them—zealous, noble-hearted, self-sacrificing
Christian men and women. What shounld
he say to them ? he asked himselfin bitter
humility. Urge them to greater zeal? Bat
as he glanced about him, he noticed the
presence of strangers—women with placid,
expressioaless, vain countenances. As usual
his beart burned within him, and with that
fire which they called eloquence, and which
bad the power to please even if it did not
stir their calm paolses, be spoke outin his
rough, fierce way ; he looked straight into
those proud, cold eves, and spoke to allas if
to cach onc alons; he orged them to awake
from their apathy, to use their wealth, their
cuiture, their refioement to the glory of God.

* You all posses some gift, some taleat.
1 don't know what it is; you do; God
does I" ke cried in passionate vehemence,

" death.

‘* and of that talent on the great reckoning
day He will demand a strict account, Pre-
sent it to your God. It is His most precious
gift, Plant t, cherish it. Some day it will
bring forih fruit meet for the Master’s use.”

‘“ What can I do ? What shallI do?” re.
peated Caroline Hunter as she wended her
way to the crowded street on the East Side,
where she had her home. * Alas, I have no
gift, no talent 1"

Wact was she ? Oalya poor little music
teacher .>rning her daily bread amoag the
tich. Herstory was asimple one. When
her father,a man of more than ordinary
talent, was stricken with paralysls, it follow-
ed, as a matter of course, that Caroline with
her sweet fresh voice, whose sweetness and
freshness were so well known that it had be-
come comrmon property inthe village, should
take the burden of the common sapport
upon har shoulders, by teaching music and
singing in her native village and the uneigh-

bouring town.
The earnest, conscieatious teacher, with

her firm yet gentle maoner, had a number of
regular pupils at the great fashionable hotel
during the season, and when a year ago the
great blow came and her beloved father was
laid away, what more natural than that, in
her first terrible loneliness, she should listen
to one of her patrons and decide to follow
ber pupils to the city, where at least a living
was secered and old ties were severed. That
was a year ago, and she had lived a loaely,
busy life and yet contented, coming and
going amoug ber pupils, gaining strength
and courage from the great, preacher’s pas-
sionate speech-—offering her solitude, her
tears, her vague aspirations on the altar of
her Christ—her pure and beautifut fife rising
fair and spotless as a lily amidst the turmoil
and sin of thegreat city.

In the evening she would sit at her little
old-fashioned piano and play the music
taught to her by her father—the master-
pieces of the great masters, Beethoven,
Handel, Mozart. That evening, after taking
off her hat and cloak, she kaelt for a mo-
ment by the side of her snowy bed and
breathed a prayer that her talent might be
revealed to her. Asshe arose, she looked
across at the crowded tenement, at the care-
less, laughing faces at the windows—the
street was so narrow she could see the child-
ren in the dim lamplight playing on the floorn,
the fathers with tankards of frothing ale, the
mothers laughing and talking loudly. On
this beautiful day of early summer had one
of them thought of God? What was her
talent? Was it to overcome ker timidity, to
plead with these rough-voiced men, these
hard-visaged women? Wonld they under.
stand ber faltering speech if she said out of
the fulness of her grateful heart—**Seck
God, love Him, praise Him, serve Him.
Heis jov and rest and peace.” Would they
oot mock her simple words? No, to; she
possessed no gift. * Singl Carolinze Hun-
ter, you can sing.’ She started ard hid her
face in her haods as though a voice had
spoken. Yes, she could siog, but she had
anot lifted ber voice in song since her father’s
Could that be her talent, her little
gift to be used for her Master—the voice her
father had loved and trained, the voice that
bad lulled bim to sleepl “Your voice will
never be great, Caroline,” he had said, *¢bat
it will reach human hearts, and that is
better.”

“Yes, 1 will sing to-might,” she said
simply; * I will sing for God."

And then she took her hymn-book and
sat acar the open window, where she ap-
peared in the semi darkness, with her pare
face and earnest eyes like some painting of
St Cecilia.

The voice was low and faltering at first,
bt as she torned over the leaves the beauty
of the swest, simple melodies and words
eotered her heart, and her tones grew: rich-
er, stronger, and floated on the summer air
into the noisy tenement beyond Many a
lond voice silenced its coarse wetort to
listen—mothers tired, worn-out, embittered,
hoshed the uaraly child ren, and for the first
time maay a babe fell azleep lalled to rest by
the melody of a hymo.

"words fell upon hisear.

(MaRrcH 13th, 1895,

At one of the upper windows a youog
man started vp as the sweet, thrilling voice
reached his ears, and leaued against the
casement. His face was sct and hardeaed,
seamed with lines of care and anxiety, a look
of despair darkened his eyes—although
young his hair was already streaked with
gray. The scowl deepened upon his browas
he listened. He muttered under his breath
—' It was unjust, cruel, and I was so youag,
so young. No, no; I cannot forgive or for-
get. Qae kind w-rd and I should have
been saved these years of wretchedaess and
sin”

What was that voice so sweet, so peae-
trating, saying now? How distioctly the
¢ My son, return,”
pleadingly, wailingly. Would it never cease?
# Return, my soo, my son I” When was the
last time he had heard these words? Ah,
how well He recalled the scene—the comfor-
table family room, the two weeping girls,
two angry voices, his own and his father's,
then the ominous silence and be had fled
from the brightness and warmth ioto the
darkness of the beating storm, but not before
he bad heard that last cry of love and for-
giveness—** My son, return.”

But he had said, ¢ I will never return.”
So he had rushed on, facing the keen wind,
in spite of his heartache. But ever during
past years in hours of wretchedness and
despair, in scenes of midnight revelry, he
had heard that cry—*‘ My son, my son.”
Poor father! Had he changed? Did he
miss his face in the church looking up to
bim from the accustomed seat? As that
father stood in the pulpit, so noble, so com-
maanding, so earaest, haw oftea be, the son,
had repeated witk a thrill of love—" I am
proud of my father, I will make my father
proud of me.” Ab, how wretchedly he had
failed ! Ye looked about him with a shud-
der—the bace, miserable room of the little
tenement—his own home how bright and
even beantiful it was. How plainly bhe
could recall each picture on the wall, the
chairs, the table. The week day meeting
was just about over now, and they were
gathered together for the evening prayer
Dud they ever speak of him ? the two absent
ones, the mother’s place empty, his place
empty. His mother, what made him think
of his dead mother ? He had schooled him-
selfto banish that sad, beautiful memory.
Why, he was cryiog like a child !

* Lead, kindly Light, amid the encircling gloom
Lead Thou me on,"”
rang out the penetrating voice with its
pathetic quiver. When wasit he had last
heard those words? Was it atthe bedside
with the calm pale face bravely smiling be-
tween the gasping breath 7 Was it Lena
who was sobbing, or Helen? Which of the
two was singing with pitiless sweetness :—
** The pight is dark, and I am far from home,
Thou me on.”
And then came the hoarse, broken voice
that was father’s— Hash, children, mother
is in heaven. The angels will fnish the
hymn.”

Father had suddealy grasped his band as
ifseekiog help, and he, the weak, foolish
boy, had in that moment bacome 2 man. In
the sadden flosh of this new-born stzength
he bad said to himself, * I will confess my
sio to father. Iwill lead a different life
kereafter as mother wonld have me.”

Aund atibe foneral agaip, in the great
crowd, amidst the keavy fragrance of flowers
a voice like this had thrilled him—

**T was not ever thos, nor pray'd that Thou
Shoaldst Iead we on.”

And then bad come the quarrel andits
bitter ending.  He here, bis father there,
his mother in heaven. Sweetly, softly, ten-
derly came'the words throngh the silence
of the summer evening—

o ** Nearer, my God, to Thee, Nearer 10 Theo.”

O, be was far away from God, far away
from father, far from mother, far from
home.

The youog mzn fell upon his knoegs—
* O God forgive me ™ he cried © Father,
T will retum, zeceive thy erring child”



