(By Maude Pettit, - B. A;,

The ‘Harvest of a nght"

) A STORY or A REVIVAL |
m ' Onward ’)
‘And Mr Parker thmks you realiy ought

,'-"to‘devote your life to evangelrstic smg—
o ing P
v ‘Yes, Ora, and ot course 1t would be a

fﬁgra.nd thmg 1f one:’ were really an active
: ,Chrxstian and people -who! sxng for evan—
_-gelists. do“a world of good, and all that.

‘But’ it .does" seem’ ‘like getting out of the

““world  altogether, _and you ‘know a fellow
'Zdoesn’t want to be. old before he s young,

g and after all one. has such good times sing-

‘ ~ sgat. resting her head on her brother s shoul-

ing at W1ggins concerts : Theres such a’
jolly crowd,. you - know.’ T

The girl only mghed for reply, as . she ;'

see you 'in a- work' like that 'v‘—,

,oh Irving; thmk what it would -be"to- meet

‘ o mother some’ day, and have all those peo-

ple you had saved commg up to you 4n hea-
—'ven' And to work with a man hke Mr
.Parker"_-..:.' L ;

.But Irvmg Barton only shook “his head
w1th a’ doubtful air and a: look of unrest
'on ‘his young face. IR g

They could hear the melody ot a hymn
\ﬂoatmg across the street in the stillness of
‘the’ wmter thhght. :
. very" ‘air. “of Arvrlle You heard hymns
ﬂoatmg from almost every home, even from
:the wretched 11tt1e hovels down on Barnym
street. " Men passmg you‘ on the sidewalk
were- talkmg edrnestly  of. Christ .and _his
kmgd_em _ It was not that Arvrlle was ex- -

ll

THE GIRL ONLY SIGHED FOR REPLY, AS SHE SAT. RESTING HER
HEAD ON HER BROTHERS SHOULDER '

der.: It was such.a natural thing to be

Aquiet at  that hour, as the - November twi-

- light darkened ' the fallmg Snow.
- was.a_ qmet ‘home on:one of -the- sedately B
‘Tespectable side- streets of ‘the: town. : '
-quiet home, ‘and & quiet room, though cosy,‘
. fag-carpeted, plamly furnished,: but” with
’ pretty curtains and plctures, and ‘a ‘touch,-

Theirs

or,rather a sort. of feelmg in the room that

S e hallowed -presence had. left its influence

‘ '—and a. 80b’ choked her for ‘a moment,’

there - The. sweet -faceof a. grey-haired

) woman looked. down from. the picture frame
. 'Om. the wall, and brother and . mster were

elad in mourning. ... .- -

’ ‘But, Irving, if ‘mother were here agam’
" ‘Oh,
it seems to me ‘she: would give anything to

A.,‘

clted It had never: ‘been qu!cter * But
.everywhere was that exireme temsion of
mind and spirit that filled the.very . atmos-
phere with the~earnestness of living

= ~They. remembered the revrval last
They - Te-

B "fore
year, when mothér was there

membered- how she had pleaded with them. -

On, - if they had turned to” Jesus: then how
miuch happier would.- her last year. have
"been. - Too late'nmow!'. If they-had .only
known'!  And, young as they were, they
felt the bitterness of regret tug at, their
heart- strings. )

'Well Irving, I have come to this point
.‘I must own.I.amia Christian.. I have been-
trying to ‘be for months, you' know, and 1-
’ don’t feel that I can srng in that choir any'

There are.:
g0t many people won by a. good singer, and

. Ora;

Revzval was: in thev

~ rible!

o

Irvmg and Ora Barton felt it as never be— .

‘was. Bealy against Parker. .

longer without~ confessin'g gt But oh
Irving, it would- make it 'so” mueh easier x!
-you own that you are, too) .ot .
But it does seem .so-hard In our case,
- Theére are boys wrth Christian fath-
ers and mothers praying for them;” and
here-look ‘at father. . ‘It seems to me I
could do it, 1f it wasn't for him and the
concert boys. But there doesn’t seem
much use in trying when you’ ve a father. BRI
that' drinks. . I. heard “Jack Cartwright ~ - = o
- speaking - yesterday about that . drunken TR
printer Barton - Pm . afraid every week 2
he’ll get discharged at the prmtmg—house.
£ Poor - father ; ‘he’s drmkmg S0 much
worse since mother ‘died.’ :
‘Yes and- it seems useless when every- :
body knows about it to try to be’ any bet
ter.’
‘'We mxght save him Irvmg
‘ Mother would have done that it~ any one
could It's hopeless Ora' ’
‘Oh no—don’t say that!

It's too hor-
People are never hopeless He
‘“would be “as' good as .other people if he
would only let drink alone, * Besides; her
memory may save him yet especxally if he e
sees us followmg her. ‘Isn't there some-
thing "in ‘the. Bible about’ peoples works
‘following after them '~

The youthful face wore a very perturb-

ed look as he paced the room thhout re-
Dlying.. - .

‘It’s this way, Ora,’ he said at last, ‘r s
don’t just feel that I_can be the yery: best : SRR
kincl of, Chrvstian and keep .on smging “at. )
Wiggms concerts. .In faet—in’ fact I just . -
feel, Ora, that it's my ‘duty to. consider- -
what Mr. Parker said; and" use my voice tn
God’s service, and yet it's a’ sacriﬁr-e And
thmk how people wouldssay, “l:ook at his
father there.” RS

‘Because our: father—oh I can't say At :

but you know what I mean—is that any. Tea- - I
son why we should not do our best‘to uphft A o
others ? ' And, O Irving, is it really a sacri- o .y
fice ? * 1f ‘mother could only see you there !
How.do we know she doesn’t see? I al-
most feel as if she were here now, and——-
‘But a sob interrupted her, and Irvmg glid~
ed quietly away to his own room. )

She could only pray that all would . bo__
well with him, and -she rose with the peace
wherewith God comforts his own., It was
_quite dark now; the snow was driving and
flurrying in long white lines outside the
window ,and -a- bleak wind shook the pane.

There was the occasional clink of dishes

from the dimng—room as Marion, the’ eld- .
er . srster, (the one now looked to in.mo- oo
ther’s ‘place) added httlc touches - to ‘the - - co
long—warting supper. ! o

Then-a startled look ﬂlled Ora's eyes.’

Why . was father so late to-night ? The
printing-house must have been clogsed an
hour ago. And. he was not home to din~ |
ner either, though to be sure he often took
his dinner out on busy days.- But still the
anxiety deepened.on her girlish brow. She.
could’ see so.plainly a frosted window down -
town, with great starmg black letters :—
‘THE BEALY HOUSE BAR-ROOM.

It did seem as 11! the deeper ran the re-
ligious life of’ Arvrlle, the more boisterous
grew. the r¢velry in Bealy’s bar-room. It
. If the church
llghted her lights ‘and warmed her corri-
dors every evemng, Bealys hearth: must'be . )
glowmg, too, and Bealys laughter must be . _

heard.. If Parkers crowd grew, Bealy must
keep pace Never aid the liquor fiow. more o
freely. : Never ‘did he smile more gemally

on the gathermg crowd B




