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A Fight Against 0dds

(Kate Aﬁderson, in the ‘Union Signal.’)

(Synopsis of preceding chapters.)

[The Kilgour family are engaged in a
desperate struggle to save the idolized
youngest son, Claude, from the curse of
cigarette smoking. After various drastic
measures and sickening failures Claude is
locked in his room. His brother Willie,
who lies at the point of death, after liv-
ing through a dangerous attack of typhoid
fever, has been thrown into a relapse
through the weakness of a schoolmate
watcher, who, after taking a drink of
brandy, gives to him the remnants of
Claude’s supper. ' A

CHAPTER VI.

When Alf. was summoned the truth was
learned. The young man’s utter misery
and distress were touching when he real-
ized his fatal mistake. He stammered and
stumbled for a possible explanation, but
finally broke down and confessed the true
one.
last drop of the accursed stuff.’

To Ralph and Alice the verdict was ten-
derly and pitifully given by the sorrow-
ing physician.

‘O Ralph, Ralph, how can we tell mam-
maP’ moaned the devoted and heart-brok-
en sister.

‘Alice, dear Alice; don’t give way like
this. You have been the bravest of us all,’
begged Ralph, as he supported the half-
fainting and grief-crazed girl to a couch.

Mrs. Kilgour herself, pale and dry-eyed,
entered the room at that moment.

‘I know all, my dear children,” she said
clamly. ‘Ralph, dear, go and tell Claude.’
She went to the couch and took the slight,
trembling form of her daughter. to her
heart.

‘My child, my little girl; would that mo-
ther could comfort you mow as you have
fried to comfort her all these months.
Hush, hush, child! There, lay your head
down.’

‘Mother, mother, can you know? Have
they told you?’

A strange light burned in the mother’s
eye. ‘Thank God!” she exclaimed without
a tremor. ‘One child safe, safe, safe! One
dear child safe forever from the snares and
sorrows of this wretched earth! Yes, my
boy is safe—‘‘safe in the arms of Jesus.”
Would that every child’s future were as
safe as our Willie’s to-day.’

Her mother’s unnatural calm and
strange words quickly distracted Alice
from her own abandonment to grief.

‘Mamma, darling mamma, you are ill;
let me call the doctor.’ ;

‘No, dear, I am perfectly myself; but you
cannot as yet understand the depth of a
mother’s love and a mother’s woe until

(though God forbid it!) you shall yourself °

be brought, some anguished hour, to the
point of cheerfully, resignedly preferring
to part with a child, knowing that he is
in the Heavenly Father’s arms rather than
to see him live on, to face the fatal temp-
tations of this life. There are worse sor-
rows than this of losing our darling Wil-
lie who is so ready and ripe for heaven
that God is taking him to himself, where

I shall never be parted from him through

all eternity. But Claude—Claude—’

At last came a flood of agonizing tears,
not for the dying, but for the living.

And so Willie Kilgour died, and went to
heaven, and thus was prematurely cut off
the earthly course of one of the most win-
some souls, ere nineteen years had been
counted over his head.

One more innocent victim of the fell de-
stroyer—drink! Was it some strange pre-

‘So help me, God, I have taken my
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monition of his own fate which had, less
than two years before, instilled that vague
horror of the accursed thing into Willie’s
soul, even before that soul had become
awakened to God’s truth?

* * * » » »

Claude’s two-weeks’ confinement before
his brother’s death, during which he had
been absolutely and relentlessly cut off
from even the slightest whiff of the mar-
cotic which had become to him a crying
physical necessity, had been days of un-
speakable physical and mental misery.
Though he had entered willingly and re-
signedly into his imprisonment, the first
day had scarcely passed before he would
have moved heaven and earth, had it been
in his power, to gain his liberty, if only
long enough to secure one smoke. With
all the cunning of a fox he watched for
a chance to escape. He was tonvinced that
ere. long, by patience and ingenuity, he
would attain his ends, as he had never,
sooner or later, failed to do. But Ralph
had been aroused to the utmost precaution
and determination. It was his theory that
could Claude be kept, if only by force, from
indulging for a few short weeks, until the
first acute stage had passed, he would then
be sufficiently strengthened to help in the
cure by an effort of his own will.

The family had been obliged to take
Miss Roberts, the nurse, into their confi-
dence, and in that determined and strong-
minded young woman they had found an
invaluable ally. Not once did Claude suc-
ceed even so much as in gaining the hall-
way, or in surreptitiously sending a note
to one of his choice friends, though the in-
genious and various methods he tried were
innumerable. At times, his narcotic-wast+
ed and evil, passions being roused to a
pitch of defiance and hatred, he would not
have hesitated to set fire to the house, or,
like his favorite character, ‘Bold Ben, the
Dauntless Darer,” to have fought his way
out with knives and pistols, but by his
utmost wiles he could not even securs a
match. On second thought Ralph had
changed his mind about allowing him the
tool chest, and had securely nailed the dia-
mond-paned window, allowing only a slit
at the top for air. Ralph slept with him
at night, and a lamp was never brought
into the room. These precautions were all
observed, although Claude was shrewd
enough never to betray by word or look
aught but humble resignation to his lot,
and the most apparently sincere wish on
his own part to aid in curing himself of
the habit which his family were endeav-
oring to break by the use of such extreme
measures.

At the end of ten days, Claude was rea-
sonably chastened and had passed through
the first agonies of total abstinence. Bet-
ter thoughts were straying on the surface
of his perverted nature, and as much as
possible he was touched by the love, pray-
ers and unfaltering kindness of his devot-
ed mother, sister and brothers. He made
up his mind that he now would really give
up the use of cigarettes. He was getting
along very well without them, and he
would not mise them at all in another
week. He was glad Willie was getting
better. He was so sorry for the grief he
had caused his dear mother. Never mind,
he would make it all up doubly to her, and
everything would be happy again.

Willie’s unexpected death stirred to the
depths what remained of Claude’s original-
1y tender and noble nature. It intensified
his somewhat shallow remorse and also
sincerely strengthened his good resolu-

tions.
(To be Continued.)

Just What it Meant.

In one of the cities of Massachusetts no

drink license had been granted for two °

years, but at a recent election the restric-
tion was withdrawn. The effects were|
disastrous. Take the following:—A little
boy, when in a store, said—

‘Well, the saloons are open again.’
© ‘Yes,’ answered the merchant; ‘and does
it make any difference to you, my little
man?’

‘Well,’ said the boy hesitatingly, ‘we
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don’t have so much to eat at our house
when the saloons are open.’

—_————————

The Drink and the Bite.

‘The free lunch, it is sometimes said,
‘is the redeeming feature of the saloon.’
Hear what Mrs. Chauncey Depew says
about it: ‘The free lunch is largely respon-
sible for the enslavement of young men
to drink. As sure as a man eats a free
lunch, just so sure will he be a drinking
man, unless he is possessed of rare self-
control. A man takes a drink and a bite.
The bite makes him thirsty and the drink
makes him hungry, and many a man who
would leave a saloon after having imbibed
one drink, will stick all day as long as the
free lunch is there. It isn’t the drink that
keeps him, but the ingenious make-up of
the free lunch, and that’s why I say it’s
& blotch on civilization and should be wip-
ed out.’” We don’t believe in the free lunch
business, either, but we would wipe it out
by wiping out the saloon business. It is
the drink, not the bite, that is a blotch
upon civilization, and the same power that
can enforce the prohibition of the one can
enforce the prohibition of the other.—
‘Union Signal.’

—_———————

Any one of the many articles in ‘World
Wide’ will give three cents’ worth of plea-
sure. Surely, ten or fifteen hundred such
articles during the course of a year are
well worth a dollar. :

‘Northern Messenger’ subscribers are en-
titled to the special price of seventy-five -
cents,

‘World Wide.’

A weekly reprint of articles from lead-
ing journals and reviews reflecting the
current thought of both hemispheres.

So many men, so many minds. Every
man in his own way.—Terence.

The following are the contents of the issue
of July 4, of ‘World Wide':

ALL THE WORLD OVZR.

‘Americanization’ of Western Canada-The New York
* Evening Post,”

The Arrival of the Bemedictines in England—The * Daily

Telegraph,” London,

Two Important Bpeeches in the House of Lords’ Debate on
Preferential Tariffs—The English Papers, The Manches-
ter ‘ Guardian.”

Cun the Engl'ah-Speaking Races be Unified ?--M. W.H, in
the New York ‘Bun.’

Definition by Exclusion—M. 8, in ‘The Pilot,” London,

John Wesley—By J. B., in the ‘ Christian World,' London.

Waesley's Birthday—The ‘ Christian World,” London.

The Lynch'nz Madness—The ‘ Evening Post,” New York.

This Way Madness Lies—The * Daily gcws.' London.

SOMETHING ABOUT THE ARTA.

The Law for the Protection of Art Treasures in Italy—The
‘Times' Correspondent, Rome, :
Italy and her Art Ti@sures—The * Times,' London.

CONCERNING THINGS LITERARY.
Responsibility —Lytton.

Slow Through the Dark-Poem, by Paul Laurence Diinbar,
TX}Q Indigo Bird ~Poem, by John Burroughs, in the July

Century.’ g

Madame Waddington’s Letters—The *Standard,” London;
the ‘ Daily Chronicle,” London.

Eailor Critica-By W. L. Alden, in thy New York ‘Times
Baturday Review.’

The Fascination of Lamb—The *Outlook,’ London.

Tllx% Bibliophile'’s Kingdom — Roswell Field, in the Chicago

ost.”

The River—Froderick (. Scott, in the Boston 'Evening

Transcript.’

HINTS OF THE PROGRE3S OF KNOWLEDGE.

Bcinnc(l) and Vulgarity of Mind—The ‘Saturday Review,’

ndon.

New Ways Round the World By the Editor of *Bradshaw,’
in the 'Daily Mail,’ London. S

The Widening of Maa's Horizon—The ‘ 8pectator,” London.

The Heavens in-July—By Henry Norris Russell, Ph. D,, in
the ' Scientific American.’ ~ ;

CUT OUT THIS COUPON.

‘World Wide’

Will be sent to any

Sub-
i s R address for twelve

months for
Wide’ at the spe-
cially reduced rate of

75 Cents, $100‘

by sending this coupon, or
canhavetho ‘Messenger’ and t-l{‘c%ﬂd
Wide' for 12 months on trial, the tw

papers for a dollar bijl, o
JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
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