
templeswere swelling up. This was a sign,
of danger., So without further remrk lhe
took his eaŸe. Thie, with scait polite-
ness, Mr. Finch broke out again to his wife

iand t1re o!his five daughters *lio were in
the rom- -

'Thréd's.Joe Flacey, and Matt. King, and
Toby Sharp; let hii go and preach his tee-
totalism to.them. Tliey all want it, or any-
thing els, è- goodness knows, that'll keep
them decent and a'bit of bread- in their
mouths. Let him prate ta the publican and
the parson.'

EHe has no need ta "prate" ta himself on
the subject, my dear,' said Mrs. Finch

Oh, he He's only a sort of Methody-I
mea.n the church parson ; I know who wauts
talking ta, but it's not me. Why. look at
half the chaps on our own farm.'

Yes, my dear; but don't you think if you
Eet the eximple of going without beer al-
together, they might follow ? And don't
you think it might help them if, as Mr. Stan-
ley said, you would provide oatmeal or lem-
onade in harvest tUre ?'

No, I .don't, or else I should do it. When
I'n sure, of a thing I am sure. The men
have always had their becer; and what's
more,. I'm net going to have my own wife
"Mr. Stanleying'' it over me. I've got a
mind of my, own, and. know how te use i4.
I bate teetotalism. Let the men do as I do
-stop when they've had .enough, and not
want chains on their wrists and padlocks on
their mouths.

Mrs. Finch sighed. She could have told
of many.a miserable home, entirely through
the men being·encouraged te drink by their
strictly moderate master. Sbe- knew, too,
ô! the real 'bracelets' oftén'impoaed on thrn
by the lav, .and. the padlock- of the. r ison
gate.

-- - ,:id not Mr. Finch knonthese facts as well?
r and it was thi knowledge of them

at se often made imn crusty. But ta
'W traghten matters he nust have sraighten-

ed himself,. relinquished his own Will and
bis- wn-glass of beer, fallèn. Lu ith the
opinions of people, wiser than -himsel,- and
sat dowl;at the fet of Somebody'he- knew
very little, if ànythng, about, who once sàid
o! certain people living- ln his own. time-
'They bind- heavy burdens, and grievous to
bo bbrne and..lay them on men's shoulders,
but they .themselves --wIll .not move them
with one of thir fingers.'

Mr. Finch would not allow bis wife or
children ta become teetotallers. That would
have been:a reflection on himself. But lhe
said nothing when they all chose. ta tale
nothing but.Water with their dinner.

Mr.'Stan.ley .called as usual about once a
fortnight, endeavoring- to steer clear of the
objectionable topie in his conversation, for
ho wished ta retain the farmer's friend-
ship.

Several months passed, whon one day. a
farm servant, Toby Sharp, was UL*ing tur-
nips for the cattle when his hand got catlht,
and, before he could pull it away, It was
sliced up, bones and all.' The poor fellow
dropped on the ground, fainting with the
agony, and his.mates mn .for the master.
Toby was forthwith conveyed ta the in-
firmary. His wife was well-nigh frantic,
and weil she might be, with eight children
ta feed, and only the eldest boy big enough
ta carn a trifle.

She knew, too, that Toby had not been
sober that afternooa when he returned ta his
work. He had idled half his dinner-hour
at the , Green Goose,' and was, she said, 'hal!
seas over, and terribly cross ta the little
ins when he did come ln ta his dinner.'

Mr. Stanley called at the farm a week or
so after the occurrence,' and Mr. Finch
brought up the subject.

What's this fuss on at your schoolroom

to-night ? he Inquired. My Tom was say-
ing something aboût it; -and I saw one of
the great planaids as well.'

Oh,' rcped Mi'. Stanley, with a smile,
I am gaing te give a lecture upon the

wicked thing that bas 'evidint17 cost oor
Toby Sharp his arn, and night have de-
prived him o! his life.)

Mr. Finch was silent, and Mr. Stanley pro-
ceeded apologeticaly-' I shuld not have'
mentioned it,. but, as yeu brought it up, I

'Disgusting t, added another of the gfrls.
Bad smell, eh?' said the farmer. 'What's

it like ?'-

It's like nothing we can th Ïnk o,' criedi
Tom. 'We' ever smelt nyt hinŠ sl
nasty. Ugh

Along"tha cdge !f the road ràn a grass
ditch, whilb in front of Fariner Finohs, was;
crossed' by a. brick arch that formed the ap-;
proach to the garden, gate. It was here.
that the olfactories of the family bad been

was b6und to reply.' assailed.
Oh, it's all right!' snapped the farmer 'Ah-yes, I can tell you wbat It Is, said

'You can lecture on any subject you IIkie I Mr. Finch, after a pause. 'To.tel yon the
suppose. I am fnot obliged ta come and truth, I never saw the Devil -nd the Drink
hear it.' sa near together as I saw them to-night.

'I should be very glad if you would,' said What I see, I see, and I resolved, no more
Mr. Stanley, ' for more reasons than one. DevIl in that shape for me.* I ran heme as

'What's the one to begin with ?' fast as I could, hauled down tbe eightcen.-
'Wall, yeu see, this terrible accident has gallon cask off the stand, and rolled hlm

caused much trouble to Toby's family. I am out to the gate, stove in his head, anud jet the'
aware of your great lindness to them in con- contents into the- ditih. That's the secret
sequence, but you ~cannot be burdened al- of the horrid smell!
ways; therefore, while the sympathy o! the Mr. Finch and the whole of his famnily
public is at boiling point, I reeolved ta give signed the teetotal pledge in Mr. Stanley's
a lecture and take a collection for them. I book the next day, and, what is better, they
have etery reason ta believe that Toby him- ail ,became thorough Ch.ristians.
self will never touch another drop of what They worked hard and heartily in the
bas been such an unmitigaed curse te him.' cause or Christ and teetotalism for years,

'He was a; fool. Why need lie go tuddling when the farmer and then his wife we'e call-
at an alehouse instead of home te eat his ed up higher.
dinner?' ~ Those of his family-remaining are carry-

'Ah, why indeed ? But, Mr. Finch, you, ing on the Éod work te this day.-' Scottish
I believe, knew poor Toby's mother ? Temperance League.MOntly Pictoral Tract.

'Rather ! the wicked oid:fish-!u
' Poor thingl Deluded by her moderato- tis o

drinking husband Jnte breaking:her pledge Toward Evening.
she developed what bad- hitherto been un-- Aide with me, O Christ, thou- m-ust not go
suspectéd ta exist within her 'system-the .Forife's brief day ls now fàrdown the
drink crave. As you are awaré, the fle' west

once lighted, was only cxtinguished by In dark'ning clouds xny sua i n inkiig 1o;.v.]
death. Lord, stay and sootie thy~fetel c'hildt

Fariner Finchý snorted and frowned; and rest
the veins in hibforehead 'beginning to look bid
ominous, ýMr. Stanley. quietly farewelled. M th me re I. can fall on y sloeep

That afternoon over the teatable Mr. y throbbing head must on thy. breast
Fineh thus delivered himself ta his wife :- T reline,

"I have made up my mind to go to that T I may hear anew thy voie, and feel
lecture to-night. .Of course you will come, . .he thrill of thy pierced bands in touch
too,. and the girls and Tom. I hate teeto- . - it mine.
talism, but as the -master of Toby, I don't Abido withme;-so then shall I haye peace

ish it to be thought I wouldn't do all as a The world' can neyer give nor take.from
good master should to help lu such.aîn. emer- me

gency. So we will put something- hand-. Nor life nor death cen that calm pence dis-
some in the plate.' turbs

Quite an attraction was the Finch fanily Since life and death al.ike are gain
parading through the village at an early through thee.
hour, and many In consequec.e turned out
te the lecture who would not otherwise have In lite 'tic well for thougb in paths of
thought of lb. pain.

Coming upon the scene soon atter the Ia desert place afar I'mled aside,
opening of the do-rs, the Finches were shown Yet bore 'tis jey my.Mastere cup ta ebare,
ta the seat immediately under the platform . And s0 1 pry, O Christ, -with me
which they just filled. 'The hall was speedi- abide.
ly full to overflowing. 'Tic gain if death; for la that far-af

When Mr. Stanley came upon the plat. land-
forn, and saw the farmer and his family, No longer far-no veil of flosh wIlI dim
ho, like Nehemiah, raised a momentary For me the ry
.prayer fòr special help. idoSbatOfheKn

- pryorfôr pecal hlp.As he abides witb me and i with hlm.
Thé lecture was rendered forcible by col-

ored diagrams and attractive pictures, and Abidc with ne; l've tied gladly on,
God put into the lecturer's mouth words of A little wbile, in stir of care and strife;
love and fire. The task is laid aside at tby commnd,

Several times Farmer Finch's veins swell- Make. tbeu fil perfact wibb thy perfecti
ed up a bit; and he:oast a hurried glance in lite.
the direction of the dèor; but there was no Friendly Greetings.'
escape and he had te sit It out.

The collection was taken. before the clos- A Prayer.
ing hymn, and the meeting ended' with (By Mary G. Woodbull.)
prayer. When the little bustile of going Love'e! Christ wbieh pascebh kaewledgc,
out began, the farmer was ýnet ta be seen. Peace ef -(ld, se rcsbful, swcet
His wife wondered for an instant, but : she Preince of th Holy SpIrit,
bad plenty of company and they aIl retura- Blessed, tender Faraclete,
cd home leisurely, where they found Mr. May tby joy, thy pence attend is,
Finch Till lifec plgrimage be e

'Oh, fa.ther,' exclaimed bis eldest daugh- And tho fee that oft hava wandered,
ter, as she entered the sitting room; 'there Frem-thy love shaîl roam no mon.
le nucIa horrible liefl out'ide the hou; fo -' Forwardth
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