-y e —

HOMIE AND SCHOOL.

The Hem of the Garment,.
BY CAKL SPEMUTR.

e wdi o the < a b and the heaven,
The Lotd o hes rnent Trght

Hie ol s anm-o 1 o f even,
1t 1s gobd 1o tne moanas Iight, )

And 1t tails on the dushy mountaing
With a silver fios e at night.

Iigh over the people tlaengmyg
Is the hght ot i< pure, cam faco
Cap thevtteamo t g o1 il lonnng
Come tronting that aw ful place?
But to touch the b antital gatmens
Is & cotafort aml a grace.

The tender sweep of the grasses
Is smoothing away the smart;
And the light, soft wind that passes
Is 4 baim to the very heart.
Ouly the hem of his garnn nt—
But 1 kiss it for my part.

The seamless blue and the border,
Where the carth and the heavens meet
And the colours n mystie order
In the ‘broidetics round his feet :
It is but the hem of his garment,
But virtue is there complete !

He turns and I am not hididen,

And he smiles, and biesses low ;
Did the gift come all unbidden?

Oh, to think thit he would know,
Through even the hem of his garment,

It was Faith that touched him so !

o

Wicked Bill's Pledge.

BY MRs.

GEORGIL ARCHLBALD.

Aun the children in town were afraid of * Wicked
Bill.” The more timid ran down side streets or
into the nearest yards when they saw him coming,
and though the bolder jeered him from afax, they
also took to their heels if he turned to look toward
then, as sometines happened. o was an old man
when T first saw him, who slept in jail as often ns
at home, and had served at least two sentences in
State prison. He had “never Leen any body.”
Uncle Levi Green said “he came of a hard nation,”
His father had been o thief, and his mother of no
account.  All his brothers were like him except
that their caveers had been shorter, because they
lacked his years, and his only sister was well known
at the police station.

A weak constitution would have succumbed in
middle life, with+* Wicked Bill” to abuse it. But
when he was an old man his natural force seemed
not much abated. His big and bony frame, sinewy
arms, and strong hands make him a terror when he
was quarrelsome from strong drink.

Hud he died nn one would have regretted him.
Yet he lived, spite of utter defiance of all laws of
health and life,

Aunt Betty Green declared “if there had been
any good in him he'd &’ died long ago.” Aunt
Betty and Uncle Levi had suffeved in garden and
hen-roost frotn the depredutions of the “hard nation”
and had been clear out ol patience for many years,

When Francis Murphy made his first tour for
temperance work through our part of the country,
Newton greeted him night after night with great
audiences, hundreds of whom signed the pledge,
Those who had once signed it enthusiasticaliy signed
it again, as an example ; temperate folks who never
needed a pledge with which to fight temptation,
signed it with an expression of sympathy ; men who
hoasted thai they could “drink or leave it alone”
signed it, to show they meant henceforth to do the
latber; and wuny men on the brink, but not over,
for whom the women dear to them bad offered
many prayers when none could see, went forward
with white faces, and wruto tueir names with trem

bling hands ; while, at the last struggle for hiberty,
poor wietehes whose staggering gait was familiar to
the citizens joined the ardent band.

On the night of the last meeting thero was sear-
cely stauding room,  The lower scats of the large
opera hiouse were all taken, and gallery was packed.
When the meeting was about half through, a door
opened with o a slow, disturbing ereak, and in walked
“Wicked Bill.” There was & titter of merriment
among those neavest the door; so little pity do we
have at sight of the imnge of God marred by sin.

But it soon grew quiet again, For oven the un-
thinking weve subdued by the cloquence of truth
from the lips of & great and carnest speaker,

That was a thrilling plea! I shall never forget
it. Many men wept! As for the women—women
are casily foolish—they had wept long before men
thought of tears, At last, after a forvent appenl to
his listeners to come and be saved, the speaker sat
down. Pledges were then offered and signers be-
gan to press forward. * Wicked Bill” stood with
his tall form against the wall and his hands clinched
tightly. His lips were compressed and his eyes
glitterad under his iron-gray eye-brows. Some
thoughtless fellow noticed him and said, intending
to be acute, * Cowme, Bill, better step up und sign | ”

Bill turned slowly toward the scorner ;

“I reckon I better,” he said deliberately, And
then all the spectators were electrified at sight of
his shaggy, white head moving down the aisle,
among those bound for the front. Opinions were
various as to the propricty of allowing it. One de-
clared it was sacrilegious for a man who had served
the devil for nearly seventy years to expect decent
people to countenance him now. Many thought he
would change his mind and turn back. One man
* guessed he was erazy drunk.”

But there sat a woman near the aisle who had
faith in God’s love for miserable sinners. When
she saw Bill stopped near the front by those ahead
who waited their turn, she rose, and, laying her hand
on his arm, suid earnestly to thuse near him :.

“In the name of the dear Loud, let this man
pa‘ss.”

Bill trembled a little, Thankee, mum,” he
gaid humbly, “T'm a gittin’ there.”

At thisplenty of hands began to push him ahead,
and when he mounted to the platfoom o hearty
cheer grected him. Some one quickly handed him
@ pen. He looked at it awkwardly, He could
swing an axe or o sledge with the best, but that
little pen—

“ Ain’t they no other way of doin’ it1” he asked
huskily.

A young man standing near said kindly :

“Can’t you write, Bill 1"

“Well, you see,” said Bill, with a hesitating man-
ner, “I ain’t made no lotters in so long, it seems as
if I do kinder forgit how some of em go.”

“Let me write it for you,” offered the young man,
“and you make your mark. Lots of men do that.”

“I g'pose it'd do,” said Bill, “but wouldn’t it be
more bindin'er 1f I done it myself "

“I think s0,” put in another bystander 3 Ctryit
Don’t be afraid.  Bill King isn’t o long name.”

Bill mustered up courage, dipped the pen in the
ink, and stooping over the little card, wrots a clumsy
@ W.”

The young man looking over his shoulder said :

“ What's ¢ W for, Bill ”

Bili laboured<on as he answered, * It's for William
it I haiut forgot how to spell it.”

Presently he straightened up with a sigh of relief,
holding the card carefully between a great thumb
and finger, eyeing it critically and with some pride.
Then & lady tied a blue ribbon in the ragged buttone
hole, for which there was no othor use since thic
button that matched it was gone, and scores of

friends crowded up to sheke hands with L Al
spoke encournging words though few bulieveg |
would hold ont n woc k.

in the temperance army,

By and by the hall was emptied and he w.
through the dark to his wietclied home to begiy
new hife. A doubtful beginning for an old 1,
whose birth, life, appetites, and old eronies were alf
against him! A poor outlook ! Yet God and Ins
promise made Dill stronger morally than all L
onemies. T'rom the night of his pledge until the
night of his death he never drank a drop. M
who thought themselves better than he outlived
the good impulses of that hour when they, too, had
made a solemn vow,  Christians forgot in the luarry
of business and individual intorests the stroggling
soul who had so much to fight. Weak and foolih
minds sought such diversion as was fitted to them
by calling out to him, “Have & drink, Bili1” To
these he would reply with o repreachfu), pathetic
smile, “I don’t drink now, boys;” and laying his
hand against his blue ribbon he would go wmeekly
by.  Everybody wondered about him for months.
But by and by some new wonder took his place,
and he passed out of the sight and memory of theo
majority,

Only God and Bill knew the battle his life be-
came. Having given over sweeping out bar rooms
and doing chores nround the saloons, hie often found
it hard work to earn his bLread, Such old hands
for years unaccustomed to regular work, could do
but little. But he did what he could find to do,
and with the help some kind hearts vendered him,
now and then, ho lived and walked uprightly. Ifo
never complained. The whole mnn seemed miracu-
lously changed. And every Sunday, clean shaven
and clean shirted, with his hair combed ns much as
it would submit to, he was found in his plice at the
“Gospel meetings” held by some mission workers
of the city. Here he was - devout listener to pro-
claiming, exhortation and testimony. It is recorded
that once he said “ Amen” at the end of a purticu-
larly fervent prayer offered by a good brother.

One morning « conspicuous call was made in a
city paper for Bill's relief, He had been very sick,
of pneumonia, and was destitute. The paragrapher
spoke warmly iu his behalf, calling attention to his
latter blameless days, and responses were immediate
and full.  Bill had plenty of nice company, too.
Peoplo often orly need reminding. But it was
plain that he would soon be beyoud wanting dona-
tions of cheer, for hisdays were nearly ended. He
knew s condition. Once he would have met death
with wicked defiance; now he met it liko n Chris-
tian, i

“I aint sorry,” he said, “I've tried to be
decent as long’s twas convenient for the Lord to
spare. me. DBut if he's ready to let me off from
fightin's soon as this, why, I ain’t sorry. He knows
T done’s well’s T could, considerin’.”

His gratitude wns touching,

“I thank 'm all,” said he. © A good many nice
folks haint scemed to despise me a mite sinca I got

more respectable. I've took notice, and I thank
‘em all,”

Also ho felt great satisfaction at thought of leav-
ing n good naue,

“They can’t put it 5n the papers I died o’ drinkin’,
can they? I kep’ my promise. I haint touched a
bit for seven yeass, ~ You put that in the papers,
will you? And when you see any of ‘the boys’ you
Just tell ’em T said, q1it drinkin’.”

So Bill died. And they wrote him brave obitu-
aries; and they buried him where grave-room is set
apart for the poor. He was rough of exterior and
unlesrned. He had no calling toward culture, his
life was of the lowliest,

But among those who have kept the faith, and
won the “Well done” of the Father, I am persund

Hr

And thus Bill was cuioeg

tiat his sowt has found an exoeeding great reward,
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