
THE SON OF TEMPERANCE.

to Timothy alone, on what ground 
do you object to my interpreta
tion of the Apostle’s advice to 
Timothy to drink wine as being 
purely local and personal, and, 
as such, no command to me or 
you I The two things equally
and alike apply to us, and that 

at all.is—not
C. Caught, — fairly caught ! 

Well, if you will promise not to 
quote Timothy to justify your 
journey to Troaa, I will promise 
not to quote Timothy to justify 
wine-drinking any more. Good
bye.

The rarsea's »ri«a.

tCAME home from my day’s 
labour on Sunday evening, 

feeling more than usually weary, 
and iaeling also depressed and 
discontented. My careful wife 
had prepared a comfortable sup
per, but I sat down listlessly in 
the old easy chair, because I was 
just too tired and sick at heart 
to do anything else. Just then 
baby cried, and the wife hurried 
away to soothe him ; so I was 
left alone with my thoughts. The 
room grew darker and darker, 
but I did not light the lamp ; I 
preferred to ait dreaming, moodily 
gating into the firelight I 
thought of my ten year’s minis
terial work, of the joyful enthu
siasm with which I had entered 
upon it, of the glowing hopes I 
had entertained of its results, of 
my plans for the benefit of my 
people, of the labour sjient on 
lectures and sermons, and of the 
hundred and one failures, dis
couragements, and disappoint
ments I knew I was not a lazy 
parson—I had certainly worked 
hard—and yet my congregation 
was no better than other congre
gations My people had their 
quarrels, and divisions and differ
ences; and my sermons (alas, 
for my pride therein !) often fell 
flat, or were preached to a small 
and unappreciative audience. I 
asked myself whether I did right 
to go on working year after year, 
with such poor results I knew 
tliat the same amount of earnest- 

and jiereevei-aiice in any
Other profession would have

yielded me an abundant har.est ; 
and I wondered whether it would 
not be worth my while to give 
up {.'reaching, and turn my ener
gies into some more profitable 
channel. I was still pondering 
this matter, when I found myself 
becoming very chilly, and was 
thinking of rousing up to stir the 
fire when I noticed a door in the 
wall of the room that seemed 
somehow strange to me. I arose 
and opened it, and found myself 
in a dark, cold passage, down 
which I walked as if compelled 
to do so. I remember a dim 
feeling of wonder that I had 
never discovered this place before, 
although I had so long lived in 
the house ; but I soon forgot all 
that when, at the end of the 
passage, 1 entered a hall of grand 
proportions, which was evidently 
the studio of some great artist. 
I found there pictures of wond
rous beauty, some finished, some 
nearly so, and some only just 
begun. There were also works 
in stone, marble, „nd bronze, 
rough models in clay, tools, and 
artists’ materials of every kind. 
But my glance was soon rivet ted 
on a statue in white marble at 
the further end of the room, 
upon whose pedestal I read the 
word “ Humanités.” It was the 
figure of a noble ycuth, so fair 
and well formed that it first 
appeared to me tbeolutely per
fect As I drew nearer, how
ever, I observed certain stains 
and cracks upon it, which the 
artist was working to efface. I 
seemed to be fascinated by the 
figure, and longed to talk with 
the sculptor about it. Presently 
he turned his face towards me, 
and I ventured to ask whether I 
might assist him at all. He 
replied by pointing out various 
dark-looking excresences, on the 
surface of the marble, and telling 
me that they were caused by 
some of his workmen having been 
too hearty and violent in the use 
of a certain tool called religious 
opinions, he gave me a composi
tion marked True Christianity, 
with which he bade me rub the 
spots until they disappeared. I 
began to rub very vigorously, 
but the artist checked me, saying,

“ Be not over hasty, or you 
spread the spots instead of 
moving them ; mix a little 
this Oil of Patient Endui 
with the composition, you 
manage better then.” As I gi 
mere and more interested in 
work the artist conversed wii 
me frequently, telling me that 
all tho works I saw in his studi 
this statue was the one he lovi 
best He said he had been 
gaged upon it for many 
years, and that he had employ 
hundreds of workmen to

mans

him ; that he had gathered tooMooni
possib

i then

him i

I foun

ami materials from every [ 
source, and that he should 
tinue to labour on so long as t 
was one flaw uniemoved, or i 
touch more to be given to 
stone. I ventured to ask ' 

he never felt weary or discour 
as time went on and he still 1 
the figure imperfect, but he saidgwoi 
he loved his work too well evei 
to grow weary. Sometimes 
said his workmen would throw 
down their tools or leave him foi 
a while to serve another master! 
but they mostly returned agaii 
and worked more earnestly tha 
ever. “ But,” said I, “ do yo 
never give your workmen a holi-l 
day 1” “Oh, yes," replied he,I 
“sometimes I call them away fori 
a short time, and when they an 
refreshed I send them back again ; 
but when I see that they are quite 
worn out with the burden and 
heat of the day, then, in the quiet 
twilight I send my messenger to 
whisper words of comfort and 
hope from me, and often and 
often when my servants endure 
to the end, I fold about them the 
strong arms of my love, and bear 
them away to a haven of ever
lasting rest” Somehow the 
thought of my weariness came 
over me just then, and impulsive
ly said, “ Sir, I should like to be 
one of your servants.” Then the 
artist laid his hand kindly upon 
me, and said, “ Son, you have 
already worked for me, though 
as yet you have not realized the 
fact ; henceforth you will under 
stand your duties belter. Come 
now with me and see the mater
ials and tools that I have gather 
ed in my storehouse towards the


