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. ‘the’ pooriprodigal: did 2. I am:sure’that. he

: will not, only. betglad,to Jhave: youcome, butu
.. 'hei .wil} keep.you from harm.'- .. :
“Now,. thatis; the- trouble, 1 replied ‘1.

‘have: rio workmg faith, - I know that ‘what

“you;.say is: “true;: but T eannot. apply it to
It .is all.right for you who rhave .
"po-temptation, and do what isiright natur-_

‘ally!; but: you donit .know:, the struggle : be—
tfore: me.’ ‘

: ‘I have ‘some: xdea., she ".sald'rearn_estly,

and I am -sure that heican:keep you. - )
“in sproprise.

have my- own ‘temptations, and 'know that

~1 .could not .overcome = them- but for- his |
~-help.’

I wills try, 1. smd buf I am: ashamed to,
.1 dare not pray, so what am I to do? ?”

‘Do as the prodigal-did,’ she answered.

. See how. pleased- dis" father was to.have
- him Dback, and he: Wlll be. ‘pleased to ‘have

_youl- Is your father . living ?'
¢Yes but I have not heard from him for

. yem‘q

fAnd your mother——

‘She is dead, and I ha.ve often been
glad, for it would have broken her heart
to know of my life’

¢ Thank God she 1s sleepxng the rest of the
dead.’

‘She knows not the sins of her Wandermg
son;

* She cannot be weeping her lost Ilttle one,’

quo..ed -the girl.

It made the tears come to my eyes to

“hear her speak of my mother, for I remem-

"bered how she used to talk of-holy things.
When I told Nan that I could write, and

" had not written to my father for so long

she made me promise to do so at once,
The truth was I had been ashamed tc do it.
I wrote the letter, tellmg the whole story

: "of my Iife, and of my repentance and de-

termination to do better. = The letter was
yeturned to me. My father was dead.
‘Befsre I left the house I promised to go

. .to ‘Gud for strength and to trust my case

fully into his hands. Nan advised me to
look for some steady work at once, and as
much as possible to keep clear of my old
companions. I realize that this was good

advice.
IL.

I had worked for six weeks without los-
ing : day. I boarded with a good family,
and spent my evenings with them. I was
fast forgetting my past life. I went to
¢hurch every Sunday, often with Nan, and
-really did énjoy the services. One Sunday
afternnon she asked me if I read my Bible.
¢ Sometimes,” 1 replied. ) ‘I am taking a
course of reading from the Public Lib-
rary row, and do not get time for much
alse.’ .

«You must be careful,’ she said very ear-
nestly, ‘I am more afraid for you every
day. Your real temptation has not yet
come¢ ; do not relax your guard for --one
moment, for if you do you are in danger.
Do no: trust your own strength, ‘but put

: —yourseif in God’s hands for safety.’

1 prcmised her to do so-; and-that night
I began to think on what she had said.
Was 1t on God’s strength I was leaning ?
It was not, it was on her. 'She had stooped
to help me out of the gutter ; she had faith
in me, and I was trying to show her that
it was not wrongly placed. I was as a
drowning man. A rope had been thrown
to me, I had' grasped it and was saved ; and
yet I-did not honor the One who had thrown
the rope. This was not right, and I. knew
it; but T comforted myself with the thought

" that i? 2 man.would not do right for the

\]

:Wonlt yow.go: to - your: father' Iike »
'-‘anyhow
but-T -did not know it.-

* The ‘next week after. this conversatxon oc-
-curred, I was.-laid."up . with..a. severe’ cold,
‘and the: foreman, writh- whom I had become

. never suffered.such: an awful thirst.

I perish,” was all I could cry.

favor of a gxrl like Nau he wo.nd not do 1t
.1 was' on. very dangerous groun.l

very iriendly, . called to :see me, After a
littie tallc he produced ‘a 'pocket flask -which
he opened, saying that it was good: mechcine
for a cold.

last.drop, then I got up and began-to . dress.
- ‘What's the matter k asked the foreman

‘I'ra -going out,’ 1 g.tsped My = brain

and blood .were on.fire, and I would have -
" called, they-told me that she had gone away

risked. my lifer for a drink of liquor.. I
In
the camps I knew I could ‘not get it, so it
dil1- not trouble me ; . but -now it could . b2
-obtaiz ¢d, and I would have it. '

M:; companion looked -the door 'and put
'the key into  his pocket. ‘I thought aa

-muci when- you -first -came to work,’ v he

said, ‘but changed my mind later om, I am
awful sorry that I did not know.

‘You have no right to stop me from go-

ing, I cried, ‘let me out. .
*Na, I won’t, he said firmly, as he forced
me dcwn on the bed.
you are and I tell you that you shall not
go.’ ‘ .
Tor a while I lay there glaring at him
with murder in my heart. Then. it all camo
back tc me; my reformation and my mis-
erable. fall. I buried my face in the pil-
lows and wept. O, What shall she think
of msz,’ I groaned.

¢ Never mind,’ said the foreman, ‘no onc
shall ever know. When first you came to
work 1 thought you were turning over a
new Ilcaf; but when you kept on so steadily
I changed fy-mind. You will forgive me
for offering you the stuff.’ h o

“Yey, I said, ‘of course
know, but you sized the matter up about
right the- first time, I am feeling better
now . and you need not be afraid. ™

I put in a mxserable day. The temptad
tion was still strong on me.
mighty chain does the drunkard forge for
himself, " Returning frcm my work I met
Nan, [ dare not look her in the face and
she well knew that all was not right. After
suppes I went up to my rcom,; but could not-
r-ad. The hour of my final trial was at
haad. I wanted liquor. I could smell it.
I must have it. And what of Nan, she
nced not know. My heart wasparching and
my blood was on fire. I threw myself on
tl.e bed in an agony of despair. Only those

who have been through the flery furnace
can know what I suffered. *¢Lord save me,
Nan could
do nothing: for me now ; all things earthly
was of no avail. Was there mno 'help?
Must I give way ? I knew that God could
save me; would he ? ?  ‘Lord if thou wilt
thou canst make me clean, I cried out in
my despair ; and the voice that whispered
peace to.the wild waves of the sea spoke
¢o my agonized soul, ‘I will, be thou clean,’
and there was a great calm. The wild
thirst was all gone and a peace settled over
me that I never knew before. -

Now I knew that it was true.
could and would help ; he alone could save,
and I felt a joy and comfort in that faith.
Now 1 felt secure, -

_Tha battle was fought andfthe victory
won, and I had a clear xnowledge of the
fact that it was not any of my own strength
that had given me the ‘victory. '

From this time I took pleasure in read-
ing my Bible and in searching out:the pro-

~

' 0 tae hynm,
“way Lis wo_ndels ‘ts petform,”

“tory.
The -fumes -of it entered. my -

_brain, I-took -the flask and. drained it to the
“God.

‘I am stronger than

'y‘o.u' did not .

Oh, what a -

God~~

miscs it contamcd 1. s'\v g all in 2 new
liz ¢, and nn.ch cf what [ had learned in
my childhood’s Cays’ came back ‘to me.. I
couid see 'mox: ‘and more clearly the tluth
¢ .rOd movas in a mysier ious

Neco.t Siunday I told Naa about it, of my
templation and fall and ‘of the. final vie-.
She reJomed that at last' I had coma
‘to a full knowiedge of my weakness, and..
toa knowledge of the streagth of Al'mghtv
. She told me.that she felt sure that I
was safe; and as long as I trusted myself

{fully into-his keepinﬂ' I would never. again

havz'tnr make a confessxon of failure,
I never saw: Nan agiain, - When I nest

to her home in the ‘country. She left a
message to say that she would pray-for me
and tc keep close to him for there alone I
wouid be safe. 1 missed her- iery' much,
but she left in my heart a holy memory
whick is always frcsh. Thoueh I -may
never see her again in this world, I feel
sure that on the happler shore, there will

. be many to bless her as the.means of lead-

inz them safely over the dark’ river to the
‘better land, and.I among thc number.

Georgia Lowlallds,

WHERE THE NEGROES CHANT AS
THEY WORK.

(By Louize Palmer Smith.)

The singing angel, Israfil,
The leader of the heavenly choir,
Stcod silent on his shining hill,
Rehnqulshed at his feet: the Iyre.

TFor, from the rice field’s soddeh sedge,
Up from the brake of tangled cane,

Along the sea’s low southern edge, .
In plaintive minors rose a strain.

"Low breathmgs‘from the heart ot ‘toil,

Of souls that pant in scething suns, -
Of forms that crumble tp the soil,
Unheeded as the stream that runs

Its’slhggish current through the sand, '

And sinks, -the useless journsy done, -
Beneath -the barren, friritless land
That thrives no better for the boc-n. T

To change this sighing breath for song
That were a task for Israfil !

Heaven needs not music all day long,
High throned from pain and mortal 1iL

The singing angel took his lyre,
And floated downward where the day -
Had paled in night its searching fire
And the low world in sllence lay.

To every dusky, listening heart
There stole the song of Israfil ;

He sang of ‘that high world apart,
Where morning stars togzether still

Sing. of the land without a night,

* Which feels no heat of earthly sun,

Where all stand white in God’s clear light
With tears and toil and parting done!.

Now chants of labor all day long
Float up from ditch and field and fen,
The-note of hope is in the song, e
As hand to hand the dusky men

Fill their low calling with their might ;
The light heart gilds the empty lot,

‘When songs are given in the night,
The ills of day are counted not.

The glad, bright angel, Israfll,.
The leader of the heavenly choir,
Sings with them on his beauteous hill,
Triumphant in his hands the lyre

———e .
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