o 'No, wd the. local pmacher 1T never have

'la.id anything a.bout it. I never told mY
wife a.bout i’ L e
" Why™ o

‘Becaus‘e I- didn't think it was a.nythl.ng to :

__:ta.lk about Som people mght ha.ve thought
that. I was telling a falsehood or trymg to

. -give an 1llu,stra.tmn of my. bravery or some-.
_thing of that kind but the ‘thing occurred,

just as. re]ated - ‘Mich:g*an Advocate.

A Serpenf in} the 'Home. .

(Mary Rowley, in Michigan Advocate.’)

Such -a’ bi'ight and ¢heery home it was in
R "whlch Helen wag cradled, cared for, watched

_over and gmded with tender, motherly coun-
‘giel, until Just on the threshold of woman-

hood. You' -would not “have thought that'

she herself would have.been the one who

~ wotld have brought the first trace of trouble.
and care to ‘their homae, but such was - bhe'

case. .
Just enten.ng womanvhood w:‘-h a heart

filled with falth amd: trust-in all mankind, -
ghe was  won by .a young man whom the.

world called worthy. .To him she surrender-

-od her wholo life with a depth of love and

devotion whiéh can -only .come. from one in

‘whom tenderness and love have always been.

-cultivated:

Richard Earle was mﬂead decnmed Worbhy
He occupicd a responsible and profitable po-
sltion, moved in the. best circles of society,

seemned to prediet that this new home would,

be very. happy.

hearth, and was slowly but sursly fastening

' its fangs in the very heart life of this bright.

home.. It had come to stay.

Strangs, you say. Perhsps you.would not
-have ealled it a serpent, this habit which by
.means of his genial nature had been-able to

fix itself so securely upon Rlcha.rd Darle
Like go many. fortume-favored young men,
-he -would - occasionally take a -social -glass
with' his. companions,- and imperceptibly ‘it
was becoming a fixed habit. - Shall I prove
to you how truly-this was a serpent?

Then years passed away. We wiil glance

at two differemt scences in this town.

It is Sabbath evening, and a man and wo-
 mpan -sit talking in a subdued tcne by the
shearth: - ‘Silvery white-are the locks which

cover tho brow .of the mother, while the
hand of the father trembles and is uncertain.

Has age made all this change in the parents.

of sweet Helen ? .Nay, verily, But ten
short years have. passed since she.had left
and entered upon her life of promise. = Sure-

1y not enough to draw such lizes of care and

trouble in their faces.
"We will turn to the cecond scene for the

cause of all this c-ha,nge, for do.you think a.

deep sorrow can -enter the life of a child
without tracing furrows of care on the faces
of a true mother and father?

In a back alley, up two flights -of stairs,
in a dimly lighted room,.we-will ind our
soesond picture.. The room is spotlessly noat
and clean, for Helen, in spite of.her free and
‘happy girlhoed, had been .carefully-trained
by her mother. On a stool neer the window

sit’ two children, the tieasures which had-

Jbeen.sent to brighten-this shadowed home,
‘though the brightness. they breught was pax-
“tially darkenéd by a terrible cloud of fear
" lest that aerpent that . terrible appetite,

_should be handed down to these innocent-

‘little boys. Very near them sits the mother
handing over the sewing which is besoming

. séeing One.

. He stops, he. lingers.

pierced. for him!
with his thorn-crowned brow -and bleeding-
hands and feet, looking. down on him with-

B «r H E M E =‘. cs B N G P‘ R e
l':her mce‘-xsa.n't compamon She is the brea.d-'
winner now, -and ea.x]v and - ]ate she to.ls,-.
.A“fbl' tho serpent mhlch enLered ten. yea.rs ago
has, stea,dx.ly and mercilessly oont,i.nued his_‘
and: Richard Ea.rle, yzeldim,,
- more and moxe ﬁrst becomes careless and

deadly work

neglec.,tul in his work and ﬂnally, retuming,

after & weck. of.debzuchery, finds he has lost
-his pasitmn The pleasant ‘home also slips.
away, a.nd we find them as they are a.bove

o - younger omne-
'vspen.ks ‘3023 papa. really love.us? :

"Ma.mma, “suddenly thé

Ah, tho child had touched upon the tecret

Ofit all.- When a man. is.tender, affection-.

ate.and thoughtful 10 his fa:mily one day, and

‘then bocomes a perfect fiend under the in-.
fleence of liquor on the next, does he really

love them? Richard Lazle in. his foher mo-

-ments. saw how he was more and more be-.

oaming a burden instead of a help to his

,tcu<eho]d and one memorable day he left
.them mtendlng never to return. . i

‘Good rmda:m:e I mn sure some one 15
: tempted to say. Not so the faithful wife,

whose devotlpn had followed . him even- to

.mow,.and who from the secret place.of prayer .
~moment the cruel serpent stealthily, as.if in -

had sent up agonizing petitions to the all-
Now was-her faith to be put to
ihe severest of tests.

Ten. more. long -years. pass away.

ing along the strget. You would not haye

Tecognized in this ragged, unkempt cresturs,.
.old before his time, the person -of | Rlc.ha,rd

Earle. He does not realize that he is pass-

ing.-a small church wlnch i3 hghted ‘He is

". sober. to-night and what is more,
.Ome thing,- however entcred into the home e

of which the young wife was.ignorvant for
“many weeks. It was such a trifle, as viewed.

by the werld at. Jarge, it would scarcely. seem .
wmth‘mentxonmg, but a -serpent.:s0- subtle ot

g0 deadly and cruel.coiled: iiself up on. the’ )
.Hands of a father. to meimory dear,

thinking. Suddenly there come ﬂoating to
him these words, .;uug m a. tendel ’Loudnng
strain:. :

‘Beckouing hands of a’ mother whese love
Sacrifieed life' its davotion to prove,

Bockoning up higher the waiting ones here.’

. The pi,étur_e of -his
sa.in-ted: mother and . patient fabher, both
brought to an early grave through him, rises

-before-him.. While his mind is still dwemng.

on t]nrs the sweet voice oontmues

'-‘Beckonjng ha.nds ‘of a little’ one see, i
.;Ba.by voice oa.umg, (0] father, to. thee, o

Rosy checked dm'ling,
. home; -
Taken so early, is beckonmg, “Come ”e

the light of your

Now he remembers, now he thin'ks of dar-
ling baby Helen, the sweet flower that had
come to his heme and faded so quickly. He

remembers the soft baby caresses, and also.
“the night when she left them, and he had.

sought to bury -his blind grief in drink. And
hothinks of little Helen’s mother; his faith-
ful wife, whom .he had so shamelessly de-
serted, her brightness and her devotion, a
flood of temderness sweeps over him, - His
heart is softened. He is still standing by

the churzh, and now, as if to crown the -
sacradness .of the moment, -there comes- in-»
tones of melting tenderness: o

‘Brighitest and best of that beautiful throng,
Centre of all and the theme of our song, .
Jesus, our Saviour, the pierced ome, stands,
Lovingly calling with beckoning hands.

His forgotten. Saviour;  the Divine ~One,
‘He can almost -g2e him

such a sad, reproachful look, but with a look
withal .so-tender; beseeching and full of love,

With a heart almost broken .he walks.into -

ihe church, thinking of . his lcathsome past
life.
the Sa.vxour, how despicable, how weak, how
low.. his: past life seems. AS, _he enters the

_two manly sons
. geated in the pleasant sitting-room of this

Ina
mining town in +he West a man is stumbl-

he s,

In the light of the actual -presence.of .

door the soug is ended a.nd the leader rises.
‘ “He is able to save to -the uttermost.” Wi]l

“you come? ..

Down to the front down procfra*e at the
altar. the }pen;tenat ‘goes, and there we will -
leave him and stop just one moment before-
another scene.” It.is in a tiny Home many
miles. away. A sweest-faced mother with her
< Just - past boyhood are!

‘home, secured ‘with much self-denial. - Helen.
Earle’s faith though severely lested. with.
n.g‘ard to her husband, still bul_z;_s brightly, .
for many assurances has she received that
God hears and answerg prayer. ~And now,

_in the selfsame hour in which Richard Earle

starts thoughtfuily past the church, his faith-
ful wife and their sops have met in the sit-
ting-room to plead with God and claim his. .
Fromises. qormenvhere in some place known.

-only to God, they know their. wa.nderer is,
and while they togebher plead comes the as-

‘surance of ams\vered prayer. Verily when -
God speaks devils tremble and fall, for when.
they rose from their knees with this glad
agsurance, written on each face, in that holy

shame, glided from .the hearth, and left-fo‘r— -

. ever.

I wish I might p?mt to you tn WOI'da which
would adequately describe it, that mee'ing.
which occurred just three weeks later in this
same tiny home. How sweet Helen, with a .
face. perfectly ra,dlant first greuts the w&n-
derer, then the sons welcome their fa’uher,-
rnow for the first time a father to them in
truth; how the aged paremts of Helen grant
pm-don and give. theu blessing to the ong

. Who. has caused all their woe. Words fail,
_but truly, ‘There is joy in the presence of
the angels of God over .one smner that.re-
: peuteth ’ - .

The thtle Drummers Last
' Call. ’

A pa,thehc story of the le War was re-

“lated by a.corporal of an, Tllinois regiment
.who was captured by the Confederates at the

battle of ‘Wilson's Creelk, and is repeated in -
‘Womnn .of the War.’ .
- Tke day before thi's regimemt was ordered

'by Géneral Lyons to march toward Spring-

field, the drummer of tho company fell ill,

_There Was no.one-to.dake hiz place and

while the captain was wondering - how: he -
should supply the .lack, a  pale,  sorrow-..
stricken woman appeared. at his tent. doc«r
begging an interview, She brought with her
a little boy of twelve or -thirteen years,
whom she Wished ‘to place in the regiment
as drummesr-boy. Her husband had beéen
killed in the service, and she thought that
the boy, who was eager to ‘join the army,’
might earn something toward the support ‘of
the family. .

‘Captain,’ she said, after the boy had heen
accepted, ‘he won’t be in much. danger, will
he?. OO T

‘No, I think not, rephed tho officer, ‘We.
shall be disbanded in a fuw weeks,. I am.con- ..
fidemt.’ "L

The new drummer soon beca,me a favonte,

and there was never a feast of fruit or other . .

hardly-procured dainties that “Eddie,” did not
get his share first. - The soldiers were stirred
by the child's enthusiastic devotion, and de-
clared that his drummmg was, different from
that of all the other drummers in the army.
After the engagement at Wilson’s Creek, .:
where the Federals were defeated, Corporal’
B., who had.-beea.thrown from his horse,
found himself lying concealed from view near
a clump of trees. As ho lay there, with his
ear to the ground, he lieard the sound of a
drum.distinet, but rather faint, In a mo-

ment he recognized the stroke ot,Eddl‘e’, the




