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thus ased; the position must be secured, and
though the successful one is perfectly aware of
the unworthy elements entering into i, and
others about him are likewise aware of this, it
seems to many to make little difference.  The
thing aimed a1 is to accomplish the purpose de-
termined upon, and, as we have said, the means
of securing this may be far removed from the ap-
proval of the good and trae. )

It would be idle to deny that there is some-
thing about success which earries inspiration
with it.  No one enjoys defeat; it matters not

aleng what Jine his efforts may be directed, he

tkes to achieve a trinmph,
ambitious, he will rise from his disappintment
to try again and will keep on trying until, if pos-
sible, the goal be reached.  But the wrinmpl to
be of worth must be worthily won. It secins 1o
this writer that if any man, if any woman, us:s
ynworthy means to accomplish a given end, the
very consciousness of that fact must destroy the
real pleasure of the trivmph, Pulitical position,
for example, wou as a result of i.u_lhfnl and long
and upright service is something in a very high
degree to be valued. To be summoned because
of character and because of service, and because
Jf the promise of doing of that which is needed
10 be dene a man is summoned by the people to
high position, he has a right to feel a certain de-
gree of elation at the fact.  But the posttion that
s won io the face of righteous opposition, and
by . aeans which will not bear the light of day,
cannot carry with it in the thouzhtful moments
of a man, any real caunse of satisfaction,  We
<hould not fail to impress upon the youtl of our
land that after all there is something greatey than
mere stceess. M it does not carry with 2t the
ipproval of the best clements in the community;
it 1t does not carry with it atove all the approval
of the better t of the man or woman's nature,
then this success is not worth havieg, It is pur-
chased at o great a price, and sooner or later the
truit it proffers will turn to Dead Sea ashes
the grasp.  Winning trinmphs way be worthfuol,
but the winning of them worthily is aiter all that
which makes thew so.

Paul Crandel's Charge.

BY MOPE DARING.
CHAPTER V.

RECOMING ACQUAINTED.

he next week after his appointment Taul
Crandal went to Danesville.  He missed the
afternoon train, so ook a freight which landed
him at bis futare home at half-past seven.

He glanced quickly around.
passenger, and was eyed curiously by the men
and boys who were lounging around the depot,

““Can you direct me to the residence of Deacon
Hardy?"" Paul asked of one of these. o

“Course I kin. You must be the new minister,
hain't you?'' was the equivocal reply.

Paul smiles. T am, my friend. I hope we
shall become better acquainted. Now if you will
kindly tell me in which direction the deacon
lives, I will be much obliged.” )

“Right straight along that street, a right
smatt ways. When you come to a big squarre
house with lots of evergreens in front, that's the
deacon’s.  Goin’ to board to the deacon’s, be

you?"’
4 The face of the young minister flushed. He
(hanked his inquisitive new acquaintance and

If he fails, if le is |

He was the only |

strode off in the direction indicated without
replying to the last question,

A fine rain was falling,  Paul pansed midway
up the strect and peered about him,

“Not much of my new field of lahor visible to-
pight,” he said to himself, Al here is the
churciy, and it is lighted for prayer-meeting, 1
will goin

He crossed the muddy street and entered the
little vestibule which was lighted by a single
flickering kerosene lamp  The door into the
main room was ajar.  Paul advauced, then
paused.

The room was large.  Two lamps on the pul-
pit made a little vasis of light rendering the
| gloom of the rest of the room more impressive.
| A dozen figures were kneeling in prayer.
| 1t was a woman's voice to which Paul listened,
a low, sweet voice that trembled with a weight of
earnestness as the petitioner asked that God's
Spirit might come and dwell among them,

“A co-worker in thy cause, my Master,”" was
the ery of the young clergyman’s heart,

The prayer was finished, A nasal voice began
singing “On Christ, the Solid Rock, T Stand,"
and the worshipers fose to their feet,

Paul walked down the aiste anl tork a seat,
U After the singing of the hiymn, a tall, spare-look-
ing man, whose hair and heard had been silverad
by the finger of time, said:

SWe will now take a little time to tell of God's
i goodness,"” i

A strange feeling of solemmnity settled upm the
little congregation.  One after anather spoke of
God'slove and grace.  The voice of Lncile Paxter
; broke when she told of her trust in Christ, but
the tones of Marion West filled the room with
swestest musis as she dwelt upom the joy of hy
ing in his pres.nee,

Panl's gaze lingered upon Mrs, West's face,
| Hers w8 the voice which had so thrilled him in
| praver.  What had bronght to this woman that
" marked look of syrenity ?

After all had spoken, he rose, and in a few
well-chosen words told them who he was aod
what his mission was among them,

“] accept it asa happy augury of my labors
amoug yor," he said, in conclusion, “"that w
first come together in this manner.  This meet.
ing has been a blessing to me, 1 have come to
Danesville to do, with you, the work of the
Lord."

He sat down,  For a few seconds that eloquent
‘e, that tells more than words can, reigned
ar Loaile’s sweet soprano voce rang out in
*Jesus, Lover of My Soul.™

When the meting was over. all finzered to bid |

their new pastor weleome,  Mrs, West's words
lingered long in Paul's memory:

* 1 have been asking God to send ns the right
man for the work here,  Now I have begus to
thank bim for granting my request.”

A few moments later Panl found himself walk.
ing alung the dark sireets in ¢ mpany with the
feader of the mecting, who had proved to be
Deacon Harly. ‘The rain had ceased, and a few
. stars shone fitfully out through the light clouds
I\Alw‘» the rising wind sent rapidly across the
taky,  Paol yuickened his steps and threw back
i his head.

[ *Somehow, Deacon Hardy, T feel strongly
| that Gud is about to give us power lo do a
| mighty work for him here.”

| The deacon sighed.  ** 1 hope you are right,"
" he began, in a tone which plainly expressed his
{ doubt, ** but do nt build your hopes too high,
! 1 am older than you, and know Danesville better,
! The work here requires great caution, for there
| are many strange obstacles in the way.”'

‘I'hey had reached the deacon's door by that
| time, and no more was said. Paul was led to
the sitting room and introduced to the wife and
daughter of his host.

Mrs Hardy inquired hospitably if he had had
supper. Even when the micister assured her he
had partaken of this meal in Knowlton, the
deaxon sent Carrie to the pantry after " a bite of
something for us all.”

The girl came back with a tray upon which
was a plate of donghnuts, a golden-brown pump-
kin pie with its rim of flaky crust cntiously
crimped, a pitcher of cider, and glasses.

“It's almost sweet,’” the deacon exclaimed,
apologetically, when Paul declined the cider.
"Oul,y a bit of tang; not emough to hurt a

Paul was firm. He never touched intoxicants,

and it surprised him to see the relish with which
the deacon replenished his own glass,

The clock had struck ten when the gunest was
shown to the ** spare room™* of the house. He
tooked at the staring red and green figures of the
carpet, the sepulchral-looking  marble topped
dresser, and the bed covered with a gay patch-
work quilt,

*It's like the deacon,’’ he murmared, a grim
smile parting his lips  ** Comforfable, uscful,
and all that; but it grates on me a little.”

He threw up the window and sat down where
the tresh, damp air fanned his face.  ** It may be
a hard battle, but victory issure,"” he said, ** be-
cause of the promise * I am with thee, ' ™

Attraction, n-t Propulsion.

VERY gencral dosire scems to obtain
among our ministers and churches for

a revival of veligion,  Effortsare being

made to sccure this, and doubtless

these «forts will maltiply as the weeks go by.
The results, however, that will be secured will
depend very much tpon the methods that are

nsad,  Oftentimes the nature of a true revival is
! forgotten, and means are employed to propel the
fehurch and eonggegation into a more advanced
pesition i the Kingdom. Tiings are not very
enconraging in the thought of thase in charge,
and something must be done, and hence some-
times efforts are mwade to drive the work into a
more flourishing condition,  Meetings are held.
lixhortations are delivered,  Motives perhaps
| mot the highest are appealed to, Hence, some-
! times, without an inner feeling, an external ad-
vance seems to obtain,  The experience of the
church of Jesus Christ, written on many a dis-
eouraging page in its history, will show the real
fut:lity and harrenness of such an efforr,

A better way by far is that which is hrought
about by attracton.  Draw the chureh aund con-
gregation to Christ rather than drive.  The
i thought of doing this will prompt pastor and
i people to get so near to Christ, and become so
i fused with his lifc and spirit, that no magnet can
| be more charged with attractive power than are
i they. It was ever in this way that Jesus Christ
| wrought when amoug men. Come, he said, not
i go, and as they saw his wondrous power they
U tollowed hinn,  ‘That was the thought that Christ

impressed upon his disciples,  “And L if I be

tifted up from the earth,” he said, “will draw all
. mien unto me.**

We want the church in a more spiritual frame
of mind.  We want for it a more consecrated
{service, but we also want those who come with
us, and yet are not of us, to yield all, and crown
| Jesus Christ King.  We wan. it as pastors, and
[ in many instances we want it as people.  For that
| today prayers are being offered; for that desires
Iare being upraised,  Let us be sure then that
| there 1s only ove true way in which to bring this

about, We cannot foree the result.  We ca nnot

propel to the cross.  Propulsion was never more

out of place than here.  We must draw and not
| seek to drive.  Come must be our invitation as it
| was our Lord’s, We must get so near to him,
| and get so alive with him that, with the same
| unwavering power as that with which the sun
| draws its train of planets, we shall draw those
about us to Jesus Christ.  No blighting reaction
will come then. No abortive efforts will bring
discouragement then. Then no careless world-
ling will be able to say Ha! Ha! The advance
thus secured will be vormal, and the fruit will
abide,

?
!
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Soul Liberty.

FEW days ago the Boston Globe published

a series of contributions from eminent
clergymen on the question: *‘Isit ever
necessary to use force in the spread of
Christianity?’ To a Ba

liberty and the separation of Church and State,
hold that it is morally evil to use force to spread

whatever,
it ever necessary to do wrong ?

ist the very form of
the question betrayed a fatal misconception, for
we, who believe in the doctrine of religious

Christianity in any conceivable circumstances
To us the Globe's question meaus, Is
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