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That same ven ing Helen Scannon vvaited Presently the door softly opened, and and

anxiously for ber.. brother's return. . She Helen. a book in her hand, stood In the yet.

* had tried to be both elder sister and mother entrance. 'You left this in my room, Harry,

to Harry, and it vas with a slight protest she said. *I did not know but yôu might.

that she hadý yielded to her father's , ish want it.'

that he should learn the routine of. the 'Yes, thank you. And, Helen; this is M'r.

workshops. Sterne, iny friend and fellow-workman that

.'It won't hurt him any. It didn't me,' I've tcld you of. My sister, Mr. Sterne.'

Mr Scannon bad, sai'd. 'He bas finished . The book had been an excuse to Helen, It'

the high school, and this will be another Vihat she wanted was to: see and judge for

school dnd equally as good.' lierself this -young man, now one of her

'But Harry isn't very strong,' Helen bad brother's daily associates. As she looked at

ventured, 'and there are all sorts of men bis face, stronger, more manly by contrmst A
among the workmen. He bas always been with Harry's slight fairness, she felt that

particular about bis assoclates, and I have it was a face that held as yet no evil, and

been, too, for him., the promise öf much good. And with this

'It will do him good; and toughen bis mus- dame a sense of the different conditions of

cle,' was Mr. Scannon's answer. 'The life, which had deepened its lines beyond A

rougli and tumble, the good and bad of life its years.
are tbings he will have to face. He is old Helen bad plaâned ta go to a musical

enough now to begin and show the stuff he club tbat atternoon, and ber hat and dress

is made of. wer laid out in waiting. But between A
'Well, Harry,' was bis sister's greeting, them and ber came the question-Was this

'and how have you got along to-day?' carelcss greeting enough? Ouglt she not
'As well, I guess, as a green hand couldt

expect. The young man I work beside was trne, ta ler brother and this stranger with-

very kind in showing and helping me.' lu their doors ? Tbey were entertaiing
'Does he seem a nice, young man,' she i

asked, quickly. tenevs teie emdasr;bt
asked quikiy.was Uc less insistent. To put aside self for

Harry laugbed. 'He might not exactly others was a grace Helen Scannon bad al-
ornament a five o'clock tea; but I guess he

is all right.' -ntbE oor, sbe said: 'You musýtnot dévote
Tat was at the very beginning, anda the e

althe ader came the quessi-as exti

two Young fellows liked eac other more o e e he ier

time to er brthe andtheisirange wit

and more upon acquaintance. 'Helen,; five o*'ciock.' ,M

iHarry said one day some weeks later, 'aat t'Is that an. invitation or acomrand2
Steotns, who worksa byg meH en an uncomoon

asked Harry, with, a uming tht 'showed bis
feolow. Do y.ouo hno si 'You mu t pleasdure.

ings studying. Up.force, velocity, .friction,

and gravitY as. appied ta machiuery. 1 'ý\Vhiçcv.%r. you -ch.ose ta eall it,'. she ans- A

tell' you it talces-a: pretty Ètif! determina- wered gayly;,'so long as you!come.X.

T

tion to 'dig. iuta snýcb tbings afiter -worklng "To Hugh the wholè thiùgwas a.new reve.é-

ten bours. I couldn'tdo' it.' latic; the tasteful robo; the cozy table

two young fellows lk'ed each other mor

I! he is interested that way,' said Helen,
'why not ask him bore somé time. Father

bas a case of books in the library along

those linos, and he might like to look at
them.'

'Tbat's a prime idea. Ilil do it.
In the meantime those weeks had not

been altogether easy ones for Hugh. He

was all the time noting habits, ideas, opin-
ions in Harry that not only seemed to set

them apart, in spite of natural liking, but

array them against each other. One thing
was evident, life to the son of the rich man

was far from the serious matter it was to

the poor boy who had his own way to make.

'Hugh Sterns is all right,' Griggs announced

one evening. 'He is golng to join the Bro-

therhood at the next meeting. Old Scannon

newer played into our hands better - than

when he sent that 1.ittle whipper-snapper
Into the shop. Ten percent more wages,

and an hour's less time, that's the word.'

But one day there vas an accident to the

machinery, and the shop shut down for the

day.
'Sterns,' said Harry, as he laid off his

.working-blousc, 'my father bas a lot of

books 'on momentum, force, and that sort of

thing. Come up this afternoon, and look

them over.'
The invitation came so unexpectedly; the

thought of the books vas such a tempta-

tion, that. before he fairly.realized it, he had

answered, 'Thank you, I'll be glad to come.'

It was the, first time he had ever .been

inside a handsome bouse, and he looked

around at the lux~urious appointments with

the inward sense of Injustice rising higher
than ever. It was with a smart at bis

heart that he sat down beside Harry at the

table in the spaclous library, and turned the

eaves of the volume before him.

(not te convenl oe .n pa
wafer, for Helen knew young men's appe-
tites better than that), and more than all,

the atmosphere of cordial kindliness that

she knew so well how to impar.

He heard there, too, something of Mr.

Scannon's early life, the struggles that had

beset it, and the responsibilities that still
burdened it. And bis own reserve yielding,

he hardly knew how, bis listeners caught a

glimpse of the odds against which he had

made hic way ,and felt a real sympathy
with bis courage and force.

'I am glad to have met you,' Helen said,
as he rose, to leave. 'I am.always glad to

-know young men in whose future I can

hope.'
. Hugh walked down the street with a glow

at bis heart ho had seldom'known. Helen's

kindliness had touched him deeply. And

what energy and perseverence and charac-

ter had once accomplished In the elder Scan-

non's case, could they not still do it, In some
measure, in his own? Hugh had come to

the point where a hand's weight could' turn

the scale. That had been.given, and review-

ing some of the problems that had vexed,

him. he settled then for himself, then and

there.

'No,' said Grlggs, in the Brotherhood Hall,

that evening, 'Hugh Sterns wouidn't come.

He gave me a lot of twaddle about the .mu-

tuai need of labor and capital for each

other, and the duty of a workman to perfect

himself in his line. More than that, .he

came out square, and said ..that he would

have nothing to do with any' strike,. and

would use bis Influence against one; and as

the younger ones will all follow him like

sbeep, that means we can do nothing.'
So, merely-from a business point of view,

Helen's cup of- tea had been worth while-

its larger consequences are not ended

('Noömad,' in 'Toilers of the Deep.')

ou vant me to tell you a story,
Of the times when I was a.lad;
s a -very long time ago,. sir,

And my mem'ry's gettiug ba.

111, I'11 do the best I cnu, sir,
Though the story's a soriowful one;
nd it brings the tears to my eyes, sir,
Once I've fairly; begun.

was boss of a North Sea 'coper,'
Just twenty and three years ago;
sbig a bell as afloat, sir,,
No worse could be found, I know.

he fishermen used to board us,
The youngsters as well as thé men;
nd would drink till they rolled on the

deck, sir,
Would sleep, and then drink again.

ow well I remember their forms, sir,
As over the rail they crept,
nd tumbled into their boats, sir,
Some sprawled in the bottom an€.

slept.

quite got used.to their faces,
Some youthful and ail aglow,
thers all puckered, With traces,
Of drink's sad havoc and woe.

any a fisher I've known, sir,
Fine.brawny men, and brave;
et drunk as could be on a coper,
Then go to a watery grave.

clòud of vice 'and shame, sir,
Hung. over the .great North Sea,

illi came the good-' ship Ensign,
And set our fetters.free.

Twas' thought that she would not
succeed, sir,

The wiseacres shook their headls;
ut right, not might, must win, sir,
As the banner of truth outspreads.

vient aboard the vessai,
And board the Missioner talk;
felt quite like a babe, sir,
.A babe just on the walk.

ut when they knelt for prayers, sir
I felt my knees give way;
nd down I went on the deck, sir,
.And then commenced to pray.

od's light had entered my soul, sir,
Such soul as was left for good;
nd .when I rose from the deck, sir,
In my Maker's presence I stood.

made a lasting vow,-sir,
To straightway. change my life,
nd become an honest toiler,
And honor my children and wife.

bis is my humble yarn, sir,
But it means so.much to me;,

t tells of my conversion,
From the vice of the .wild North Sea.

For years the 'Enisign' labored,
Doing good to all arou'nd;

And to-day no sign of a 'coper,'
Can be seen on the flshing ground.

The cloud of vice and shame, sir.
ls removed fromi aur fisberlads' %ea,

lAd, thanks ta the Missio's vesseîs,
The fisherfolk now are free,

Free in. body and. soul, sir,
Free to look all in the face;

Free to enter God's kingdom,
Free to receive Christ's grace.

When I go down to the grave, sir,
My dying prayer shall be;

God bless the noble Mission,
And the fishermen on the sea.'
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