; It was there that : much of the money
that should have put the Bartons m good
circumstances , had been invested

\was their" “bank. . " The weak-wrlled ‘father .

had: foreseen this some time ago, and-saved

A " the roof over his head- by -giving - his wrfe -
It belonged to the- chlldren now, -
" and since Irving was book-keeper and Ora -

the-deed.

* cashier In-a down-town, store, little touches

of comfort and beauty were being added
“here and there,: il .you would not: know it -

for a drunkard’s  home.

‘A step approached Ora as she stood by
'the window, apd her brothers arm encir-.
.cled her.

“It's all right, sister, dear
is over.

"¢0 Irving, I'm so .glad—so glad !> and
she drooped her young head on his shoul—
der.
" Almost in the same mstant a dark ﬁgure
lurched round the corner of the house,
. reeling in- the storm
" over the threshold.
Ora shuddered and sickened ;
the sight. .
" There was the sound of a heavy form
gtaggering against the wall to the bed-
room, & low,, chuckling -laugh, and a loose,
careless’ thud upon the floor.

‘*Ha! ha! ha! I ﬁxed him, the little
whiftet! = I fixed him! My, but: Bealy
owes me a Sip or two for that! . As much
‘whiskey -as -there was depth to the water,

The struggle

she knew

he promised.  Ha! ‘ha! ha! But dido’t’
he plunge! ~Xer-soze he went! No
préeachin’  to-night! Ker-splash !"  'Oh,

if he'd only swore !
him, ~ Like enough he swore under water.
Ha! ba! ha! But the boys'll laugh ¥’

’ Marions white iace appealed in” the door-
) way ROW. :

‘gee here, girls, you go out there and
‘eat your suppers,’ said Irving.
door. TI'll get him to bed
with that poison of Bealy's.’

‘What. passed between father and son no
one heard, but silence gettled on the room.
The pale, fair-haired boy geemed to be won-
- derfully his father’s master in these moods.
A touch, a look, was often enough from his
son. ’

Ord paused a moment at the door when
she was rcady for church a half-hour later,
and the heavy breathrng within told of
slumber.

He's crazy

‘Do you suppose any mischief has been ’

done to-night ?’ she asked.
. ‘Hard to say.
- sister.) )

Brother and srster spoke little on theu‘
way to church, but he could feel the girl-
ish arm tremble as it rested on his. Scraps
of the conversatlon of passers-by reached
their ears occasionally, as: -

‘ Some brutal wretch.’

“* Qught to be caught and put in_jail.’

‘Will he be able to preach to-night ?”

‘It'11 lay .him up, perhsps,’ etc.

The little hand clung more .tightly " to
Irving Bartons arm,  and ' silently they
neared the church lights. Thcy were a lit-
tle late; the choir had already taken their
places, and the congregatron waited m an
expectant silence,

The stxllness oppressed Ora as she and
Irving took their places m the choir. Why
was Mr. Parker not there ? '
grew dizzy as their own pastor- entered the

“ pulpit, and she listened to the story of how

. some ‘ jll-meaning person’ had. waylaid Mr.
: Parker on Kentville bridge that evening as
he returned from a_country call, and thrown
him into the river. . He had nalrowly es-
caped drowning, as the usually shallow

That =

; Ora_ s -ear.,

* burning crimson,

~and half—tumblmg )

T’d like to ’av heard "

* ¢ Shut the "

We’ll hope not little.

Then her head:

stream was deeper than 1ts wont‘ j

but the ‘exposure in the f:old bleak' wind-j
“Mr. Parieer, .

d'been ‘followed by a chrl]
'however, insmted that he was able to. preach
that evening, and would be. there: shortly
“No trace of the culprit has as yet' been
found; bt it is to ‘be hoped he. will speedily

- be. brought to justice.” .-

Two people in that choir shuddered at the
“words.

¢ And now, brothers and sisters let. us |
not let the meeting suffer. by this' delay, but
frathei let us be the better _prepared for . it.’ )
i We will begin ‘with' a short service of song,’

‘¢ Dreadful ! isn’t it 2’ said Miss Miller in
.¢ Poor-Mr.. Parker, he has such
He ought not to preach to-

-a. cough, too:!
_His throat

night, after such”an accident
is very weak, anyway.’

Ora’s face-had. changed from whrte to
She was sure every eye

was fixed upon her. ~ She. dared at last
to look up.
no—no one. was . looking at “her.” ' 'Why
should ‘they ? - Had any one seen her fa-

ther on Kentville bridge that night ? Did

"shie herself know he had been there? No,

she did not. - Thus she sternly quieted her
fears. ‘The song service continued and in
the midst of it. Mr. Parker took his place.
His face was deathful white, and ghe” fan-
cied he trembled shghtly, but he proceeded -
with the service atter a brief apology for
brs tardiness, without blame to any one.
‘There were many that night who looked
‘at him, and thought they had never seen
a more refined personality in human form,
Allison Parker was in every~ word and Jook
a Christian and a gentleman. Nothing"of
the ranter, the. blusterer, or the egotist, but
a quret ‘and gentle spirit, and yet -a man

whose strength and power=made many a .
sinning brother pause and- tremble, 2 man

in“whom -the fire of the hvmg God failed
;not, nor grew dim...

The. sermon’ was neanng 1ts end when
Ora fancied there. ‘was something like .a
catch in his: voice. -An occasional Bt of
coughing interrupted him for a ‘moment, tut
he went bravely on, and his sermon passe
ed, as it often did, into song, for he was a
sweet singer,

But he had pitched his voice too high at-
ter the exertion of preaching. The tremor
was quite audible to the congregation,

_¢TTell mother I'll be there
In answer to her prayer,
. Tell- mother—'

A cough interrupted. .

ingly. at some one behind Ora's chau with -
an upward movement of -his hand.

‘Tell - mother, lovmg mother,. .
I'll be there . L

" 'Without an mstant’s delay a clear, bell-
like veice had taken up the strain.’
Irving’s voice. .Down the alsles and along
.the galleries the sweet words echoed- and
lingered: - The last:line died away. - Tha

church was still; it was the sweetly. solemn

moment when men are. called upon to con-
fess their God.

Ora was conscious ‘that’ Irving was rising
behind her—the first in all that throng.

1 praise God for the assurance of meet-

ing again a-sainted mother. I praise him
for the strength he has given me this day
to lay. my all upon his altar. s

“The words were spoken® calmly, -but-Ora
could feel that he trembled as he .uttered
them.> She knew they had .cost him that
.effort that the first confession costs to near-
ly every luman soul. -

S

)
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"In the gallery, down the aisles,-

He turned to thu ’
" choir, unable to. speak, and.’ looked appeals

It was |

---part about Bealy, of Bealy House, o

And now it was her turn. .
one else was speaking, then another Then
came a pause

" chair back. ] She made ‘one ternble eonrt .
She was. really -on her- feet "The- lights
swayed and changed color the crowd rock-
She was not’.sure
just what she had- said except that it was’
not the words she 1ntended to say, but she’
sat down with~the satrsfaction of one who
has sealed” her vows in the eyes of men. ,
The meetings contrnued for three weeks
from’ that night,. but under Mr. Gray, the
residing pastor. .. For Mr. Parker did not
stir from his bed.
walk in the cold had ‘been too much for a-
fhroat already weak and  diseased, . and in-
f'ammation of the larynx had been the re- -
sult. But whether he was more powerful
alone with. God in the srck-room, .or ‘whe-
ther Mr. Grey was _ freshly endued . with
strength, certam it was that- the work did
not fail, nor ‘the workers faint. No trace
-of the offender on Kentville bridge had-
been found, . Mr. ‘Parker alone knew any-
“thinz about his appearance, and Mr. Pare.
_ker, for some: reason was very uncommuni-
cative Meanwhile, every night Irving
" Barton was in his place, singing for the
voice that was still. - And men flocked to
hear. = An Arville boy' Who would have
thought they had such talent m their
midst'? . - o
It was the last week-night servxce Mr,
Parher was in the pulpit again, pale, but
able to utter a shOrt'm'essage Irving be-
gan wrth a “well-known hymn A Lo

‘ Some one will enter the pearly gate,
Shali you ? Shall I I Shall you ? ? Shall 1 ?’

A disturbance at the door broke the strll-
ness.- A drunken man was striving to -ene

»-'tel‘.‘*" Lt

41 tell you hee my boy' "Let me hear
him sing !’ -

Irving signed to the usher to let the man
‘enter, and, druuk though he was, James
Barton grew still as he listened. - He had
heard the samc thirng -at home dozens ot
times, ‘but it irapressed him strangely here.
The silent crowd banging upon. the words .
cf his boy—+his own boy.

¢ Some one will greet on the golden shore;

Loved ones of earth, who have gone be-
fore, . i

Safe in the glory for evermore.

Shall you ? Shall I? Shall you? Shall 1?7

There was a sob, at the:end, and the.
drunkard glided out, and made his way
‘homewa.d. They could hear him .pacing
the floor’ and sobbing when they returned.
And on the following Sabbath morning a
strange sight was seen. Jas. Barton, printer,
gismissed from the Cartwright Printing
House for drunkenness, now -sober, respect-
ably -clad, sitting in. the pew where he
.vsed to sit with his young wife nearly thirty,
.years .ago, and where he had so seldom
been. seen since. Ry

At the after-meeting that njght the Ar-
ville congregation heard the" confession- of
the- scene’ on Kentville bridge, all but thé
offering
a keg of ‘ good rye whiskey to the man:that
would give Parker a duckin’’ That was
pot told till Bealy's gang told it themselves.
"But Arville Church -heard~something else
It heard also a confession of sims fargrven,-
~and the hand of the law was laid: not upon
the man that went out, redeemed, into.the ‘
star-light of that. winter, nlght T

Irvmg was . “called
ctudy for a few minutes atter the service.

There, some’ '} -

Now was her chance. But,v
oh, it seemed as’ if she were nailed to that L

The. wettrng and the

mto the parsonage S



