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HISTORY.

GovERNESS-" Can you tell me why the Orangent en parade on
the 121h Of JUiy?"

FR051ISÎNG SON,-" Yes. 'cause thalle Orange-waik day!"

THE TRUE STORY ABOUT A CALL.
TisE preacher hisedin bis solemnest tone:
"lDear people, I've jest lied a cait "
And bis voice kinder choked-oid Deacon Stone

Sort o' grunted, Il is cotlar's to0 tati."
Thc preacher, yuu sec, wore a choker most higb ez a garden qwaii.

Fur the deacon he hated soft-sawder stuff,
He was rough, he was curt, he wvas plain,

An' field hearn the facts ail stratght enuif
'Bout that call-'t went against bis grain

To sec enny woman's doin's in a up-and.up biz. explain.

"My stay with you here ez a pastor
Hez been full t0 o'erflowin' witb joy;

I iiev iabored 'mongstyou fur the M aster
With pleasure unmixed with alioy! "

lBut you wvent, ail the same," sez the Deacon, "bt preach fur
n cati, My boy 111

"And Io.night, my dear friends, I'm nlot certain-
I 'most coutd pray fur tu sec

Away back behind thet 'ire curtain
Thet bides from us futurity t"

Sez the lieacon, IlYou reatly don't bev to-wvhy can't you ltl
w4ei enougbc b? "

"You air ioving, united an' growin'-"2
The young man hie wcnt on 10 say,

"But mebbe you'tI Eind b y my goin'
More lucl< in the sPirtt'ai way.

Vot-" " Oh, go ! " the Deacon tie blurted ; get out ef you
don't want te stay !"'

"Ennyways, thar's a caîlthIet hez corne here
To nie in tbe reg'lar way-

Ez te wbether I stay or go frum bere
I'm agoin', (an' I want yetis) te pray!"

But the Deacon be botlered, IlNot much, 1 don't-It's simpiy
fur Iie 10Say iII

"The cal] is a bearty an' strong one;
Thar wa'n't one dissentient pew-

They say, ' How kmn our choice be a wrong one
WVhen we air al[ struck dead on you il'"l

Th'ie Deacon: . lAnother candidate-be declined-thet's îvhat
they totd him too !t"

"When we thinik of thet patient, shepherdless flock
A-wandetin' about unied,

Our beats wouid indeed be bard ez rock
Djd we neot a tear fur them shed."

The DeacOn snorted, IlA city cati îurns enny young preacher's
hiead."1

" Corne over and beip us ! ' they plead with nme,
' For your comfort pray bave no féat:

We'ii love an' cbetisb you faithfuly-
We wilt strengthen you-wî iit cheer "

"An' give yen "-the Deacon iaughed, ha t ba t-" a few bun-
dred more a year! "

"No thought of the wortdly bonor kînferred
Must the minuster's seul enttance,

I-is dooty lies ez bis heart is stirred
Biy the Master-NÙs cal] the chance!"

"lJest tell 'cm," said Deacon Stone, right here, Il thet besides the
taise there's a mane.,"

"Tese air my lain-spoke words to you,
M>' people. An' now l'il try

To make a decision fa'r an' true-
Shaît I tet the caîl go by? "

"Tbey promise you, toa," said tbe Deacon, "a month's vacash
and suppiy."

0f course, the Deacon he sot by me,
An' 'twas; jest fut my speciai ear

Ttiet he mcd bis comments so fuit an' fice
Et I bey reoorted heue.

The Deacon îva'n't no ruffi'n ta set a bull church by tbe car,

The young mnan fin'lly cum to the p'int-
The churcb it was crowdcd tbet day,

An' we ait sot netvous an' out o' j'int
To Iearn ef be'd found a way

Out of bis great diieminar, an' wbat he iîad got t0 say.

I-feel-thet-the-cali's-tbe-Lod 's--
An'-my-path--of-dooty-is-plain-

Frumn -the-country-citywards "-
An' tisen lie sot back 's if prayin'.

The Deaconl be whisperect t0 me, "lAll down-set ecm up
again."

An' tbis is the lesson I've studied out-
Thet a preacber's no more'n a man,

An' a IlcatlI" is a pow'fui turnabout-
Kin draw from Beersheba t0 Dan.'

But-sedoocin' a minuster in this way's no part of the Gospet plan.

An' et r was a gambier I'd stake rny pile
On the ttuth of what hete I ssy :

Thet it's migbty huiman to reconcite
A isetter job %vitb Ilthe way. "

'N so, 'taint ailus the case thet a "lvacant desk " means onty the
devii t0 pay. T. T.
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