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American citizens!’ exclaimed Mrs. Van
Dusen in her deepest tones.

‘Why, Aunt Judith!’ said Katherine.

‘Yes, but you just wait,’ continued Mrs.
Pierce. ‘None of our Union women forgot
their promise. - I went past that saloon on
an average probably four times a week, and
always remembered; couldn’t forget it if I
tried. Well, twice towards the last, when
I was passing after prayer meeting I heard
such a moanin’ and groanin’ as couldn’t be
explained, and no light inside neither. Our
minister heard it, too, cne night. 'To make
a long story short, in less than six :aonths
the saloon was shut and “To rent” was nail-
ed onto the door.

‘How did you account for it?' asked Mrs.
Van Dusen.

‘Why, it was in answer to prayer,” was the
reply, and the narrator looked more than
surprised. ‘Didn’t I make it clear? I asked
Mr. Thompson, our grocer, how he explained
it, and bhe said, “It's queer, but Conners
couldn’t get the boys there, though he tried
his best. Most of his customers were those

that couldn’t get trusted anywhere else.

Then his wife took sick, and his little boy
died—that was a dreadful blow to Conmers.”
When Thompson said that I knew what the
moanin’ and groanin’ had meant, “Then,”
says he, “Conners himself got rheumatism
g0 he could hardly move, and he had to give
up. It’s made lots of talk on the street, for
everybody knew what a ‘set to’ we had down
to the office.” 1 says to him, “He’s bcen

" prayed out, that's what ails Conners,” aund

Thompson sort of nodded as he tied up my
coffee, as if he’'d suspected something of the
sort.’

Mrs. Van Dusen gave a sniff of unbelief or

'dieapmo:val
...Lhere’s g chance for an argument on that,

poln-t aald she,

‘Not so far as I'm ooncermed' returned
Mrs. Jud:ith Pierce, and the little * companion’
smiled approvingly over the meshes of white
wool growing under her busy fingers. =

‘I've never happened to hear a narrative
which explained any such effort on the part
of the people, and it is very interesting.
I'm sure it seems praiseworthy on their part
and as if it ought to be encouraged, said
Mrs. Harcourt, so vaguely, so evidently
without knowledge of the vast subject that
the Connecticut woman drew a long sigh
out of sheer pity.

But the younger lady from New York
leaned toward her eagerly.

‘Then you really think that the great God
heard your petitions and closed that saloon
himself?’

‘Why, certainly! What else could he do?
I believe he calls upon us to do our utmost,
and then what we cannot do he “finishes
in righteousness.”’ said Mrs. Pierce.

‘It’s very queer; I can’t understand how
¥ou can venlure so far,” was the puzzled an-
swer. :

Mrs. Van Dusen’s judicial face turned full
upon her as she inquired aggressivelv:

‘Why doesn’t he close up all the bad

_places, then? Tell me that.”

‘Because we don’t do our part’ was the

~ quick reply. “When Christian men and we-

men do all they can by law and gospel he
will finish the work and we can get out our
timbrels and start the song of victory.

There was a little silence, and Kath-

erine Vance whispered, ‘Aunt Judith, T had

no idea that half a dozen women could have
such different view points.. I wouldn’t have
asked for the story if I had known.’

“That’s all right,’ said her aunt serenely;

‘it 'does people good to exchange views.

Katherine nodded, for she noticed that the
four boarders appeared to be in a brown
study.

To the Dandelion

Dear common flower, that grow’st beside
the way,

Fringing the dusty road with harmless gold,
First pledge of blithesome May,
‘Which children pluck, and, full of pride up-

hold

High-hearted buccaneers, o’erjoyed that
they

An Eildorado in the grass have found,
Which not the rich earth’s ample round

May match in wealth, thou are more dear
to me

Than all the prouder summer-blooms may
be.

Gold such as thine ne’er drew the Spanish
prow
Through the primeval hush of Indian seas,
Nor wrinkled the lean brow
Of age, to rob the lover’s heart of ease;
"Tis the Spring’s largess, which she scat-
ters now
To rich and poor alike with lavish hand,
Though most hearts never understand
To take it at God’s value, but pass by.
The offered wealth with unrewarded eye.

Thou art my tropics and mine Italy;
To look at thee unlocks a warmer clime;
The eyes thou gives? me
Are in the heart, and heed not space or time:
Not in mid-June the golden-cuirassed bee
Feels a more summer-like warm ravishment
In the white Ely's breezy tent,
His fragrant Sybaris, than I when first
From the dark green thy yellow circles
burst.

Then think I of deep shudows on the grass,
of meadows where in sun the cattle graze,
Where, as the breezes pass,
The gleaming rushes lean a thousand ways;
Of leaves that slumber in a cloudy mass,
Or whiten in the wind; of waters blue
That from the distance sparkle through
Some woodiand gap, and of a sky above
Where one white cloud like a stray lamb
doth move.

My childhood’s earliest thoughts are link-
ed with thee;
The sight of thee calls back the robin’s song,
Who, {rom the dark old tree
Beside the door, sang clearly all day long,
And I, secure in childish piety,
Listened as if 1 heard an angel sing
With news from heaven, which he could
bring
Fresh every day to my untainted ears,
‘Where birds and flowers and I were hap-
Py peers. 3

How like a prodigal doth Nature seem
When thou, for all thy gold, so common art!
Thou teachest me to deem ‘

More sacredly of every human heart,
Since each reflects in joy its scanty gleam
Of heaven, and could some won.drous secret
show,
Did we but pa.y the love we owe,
And with a child’s undoubting wisdom look
On all these living pages of God’s book.

—James Russell Lowell.

A Bagster Bible Free.

Send four new subscriptions to the ‘North-
ern Messenger’ at thirty cents each and
secure a nice Bagster Bible, suitable for
Sabbath School or Day School. Bound in
black pebbled cloth, with red edge, measures

~ seven inches by ﬂve and three-quarter in.ehes

when open.

To-Day.

Sunday.—Thou shalt keep him in perfect
peace whose mind is stayed on thee;
because he trusteth in thee.—Isaiah
xxvi., 28

Monday.
‘Wherever truth abides
Sweet peace is there;
1f we but love and serve the Lord
Our heaven is everywhere,
—Miss Fletcher.

Tuesday.—I could not live in peace if I put
the shadow of a wilful sin between my-
self and God.—Gearge Eliot.

‘Wednesday.
I know not what may yet unfold
Beyond the morning’s gates of gold,
This is my heaven, Thy hand to hold,
My life, my light.
—Lucy Larcom.

Thursday.—To be patient under a heavy
cross is no small praise; to be contented
is more; but to be cheerful is the high-
est pitech of Christian fortitude.—Bishop
Hall.

Friday.
For him is the ‘New Name’ written
Who safe through the furnace passed;
To him that overcometh
The glory comes at last,

Clouds and storm on the foothills,
Light on the mountain’s rim—
Brave with the faith that fails not,

Thus should we follow Him.

—Rosetta Lunt Sutton.

Saturday.—You needn’t pack up any wor-
ries. You can get them anywhere as
you go along.—Mrs. Whitney.
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Any one of the many articles in “World
Wide’ will give two cents’ worth of pleasure.
Surely, ten or fifteen hundred such articles
during the course of a year is well worth a
dollar. 3

‘Northern Messenger’ subscribers are en-
ut!ed to the speclal price of seventy-five

’ World _ Wide.’

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

S0 many men, so many minds. Every
man in his own way.—Terence.

e s

The following are the contents of the issue
May 10, of ‘World Wide':

ALL THE WORLD OVER.
The Debate on the Corn Duty—'The Spectator,” London.
The Open Door—*The Nation,” New York.
Monvm to lmperml Federat'on — By Capt. Alfred T. Mahan,
U.8.N.,, in ‘The International Monthly." Unabridged.
The It.ah&m in Africa~By I, G. Archer, in ‘Navy and

work of a Russian Woman -' Revue des Deux Mondes,
Paris,

Christ's Hospital : Old and New --' The Graphic.' Condensed.

Mzr. Balfo ir on Commercial Education.

Blaves of the Oar—~Abridzed from ‘ Maomillan's Magazine.

n ita! ‘!li‘;:y in Mexico—Correspondence of the Boston

BO!(ITBING ABOUT- THE ARTS.
0Old Masters in Russ

° pome Sensations in em Art World—By A Wallace Meyers,

in ‘ Chambers's Jourpal.’
CONCERNING THINGS LITERARY.

—By Robert Herrick.
: ﬁ‘{l&ﬂogoih“_ om ‘The Pleasant Comodie of Patient

Ag%nd Sir Walter B * Aoad and Literature,’

Lond
Greatness in Literature’'—By W. P. T|
“&M" o e in ’l‘ he lntamuonal’Mont.hly
mhinl land "l'ho ‘Acad vy’ London.

HINTS OF THE PROGRESS OF KNOWLEDGR.
Btars in May—*Commercial Advertiser.’
%?’; mrr'mhm‘:fog Francis J. Rowbotham, in * Journal
don.
The * pecialist and the Physician—* American Medie'ne."

‘WORLD WIDE'
$1.00 a year.,
Speqml rate to subscribers of the ‘ Messenger,’
Only 25 cents.

JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
'WITNm' BUILDING,
i Montreal,

.




