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-tut man, dont mention it, the gratlﬁcation
of succeeding in such a puzzling case is all

the reward I want,’ he began to understand.'

The next day when a skilled nurse Lall
come in answer to their summons, when
the house had seemed strange and. stxll,when
Mr. Cameron trptoed about the krtchen in
keenest anxiety, and.Tom, unabie to bear it
al.l had fled to the carriage housge loft, where
the old harnesses would tell no tales of tears,
Philip learned the truth of the matter. His
eyes caught an initial on the handles of
gome little instruments they were cleaning
at the kitchen sink, for the young M.D's were
allowed to help just a little. . He. 'stared
hard a moment, then said: ‘Do surgeons
make a pratice of carrying their mstruments
with them when they leave home for a “brief
" vacation? -

Hermann looked somewhat disconcerted-

and started to speak, but Philip caught him
around the neck in a strangling hug, and
called him an old plotter, a culprit, and acted
. Bo strangely that his father began to fear
the day’s doings had unbalanced him.

Tm only trying to settle old scores,’ ex-

plained Hermann, when he stcceeded in dis-’

engaging himself from those muscular arms!
‘I am greatly in debt and always shall be
to you and your good mother. Father knows
_ &l about it now,and if she only lives and
gets strong!’
‘If only,’ echoed Phihp, closing his lips in
a hard, strazght line. But shedid, or the new
banner would never have been painted and
hang on the wall to mystify otbers, who by
the way never learned its significance.

“Tim Conner’s Conversion.
(W. B. Carnes, in ‘National Temperance Ad-
vocate -

; ‘Stand aside, you drunken bum -and-make
room for- thess gentlemen who want to be

waited on,’ 'grow{led the saloon-keeper, asold-

Tim Conner moved farther down the bar.

‘ ‘Give me some .more drink to cool this
burning thirst, and I will leave your house
- forever,’ answered the old man.

_‘Not another drop do you get in this house
unless you pay for it; and, what is more, if
you don’t get out and quit annoying me, 1
‘will call the police and have you run'in. Now,
get. I have no room for lpafers and- bums
who are in my way and have no money to
spend.” -

‘What will you have, young gentlemen ?
he asked, turning to the two well-dressed
young men who were standing at the bar,
The young men had ordered their drinks;
but before they had tasted their liquor, the
old man again walked up to where they
stood, and, addressing the bar-keeper, said:
‘True, I have no money. True, as you say,
I am nothing but a drunken bum.. I came
into this town three days ago in a box car
and for three days have begged cold morsels
from kitchen doors. My manhood is gone,
and I am nothing but the physical and moral
wreck you see me. - But it was not always
thus. The time once was when I could have
bought a dozen establishments like this. I
was a happy and prosperous business man,
with a happy little family, but drink has
been my ruin. I am alone in the world now;
po one to love, and none to care for me ;
but I will soon.be-out of the way. I am go-
ing now, but -before I go, I want to say to
you, young gentlemen, look at me and.take
warning. I was once as respectable as you,
but see me now! Ah! for heaven’s sake, let
the accursed stuff alone, for it will bring
you to the same condition.’

“With that the old man slowly left the
room, and the young men looked at each

other a moment when one said:
you can drink. 1f you want to; but I am done.
With that ‘he’ poured the contents of his
glass upon the ﬂoor . i .

‘Heré's 0 you, .Toe,, and ‘the other 'fol-
lowed his compa.mons example, ‘it you will
quit, so will I; but it remams to be seen who
holds ‘out the longest.’ - ‘

Wrth thrs they both left the saloon, while
the barkeeper bltterly cursed the old man
for interfering with his trade, and called the

.young men fools’ for listening to such an old

fogy.

After lea.vmg the saloon old Tim ~wandered
aimlessly about the street, passing a large
and handsome church, into which great
crowds were pouring. ‘This is no place for
me,’ he muttered; but, just as he passed, the
organ pealed forth and the choir began smg—

ing—
Jesus, lover of my soul,

Let me to thy bosom fly.

It had been a long time since old Tim had
heard that song, so he paused and listened.
It seemed that he had never heard such rap-
turous music in all his life. As the song
proceeded he felt drawn to the place, and,
turning slowly back, he stole around to the
rear of. the church and seated -himself on
the steps leading into the pastor’s study that
he might hear more of it. By the time the
gong- was ended the auflience had gathered
in the church, and he sat and listened, as
song after song was sung, and the minister
had prayed a:fervent prayer, in which God’s
mercy and pity had been invoked upon
those who were wandering in sin. There
was something in that prayer, as well as the
songs, that touched him, and the poor old

" man sat and wept as a flood. of - memory'
came rushing upon him. His mind went back

to a happy home, in the long ago, when e
had leard a happy young wife singing those
same’ songs. The minister began his ser-

‘mon, but old Tim heard it not, for he was

dreaming of the past. He saw the bloom of
health and happiness fade away from a fair
yoing face as the demon of drink slowly
won a husband from his wife. He saw the
peace and happiness of a home slipping
away as the husband plunged deeper and
deeper into ‘ruin. He saw the elegant home
and its elegant furnishings all go to satisfy
a demon’s craze for drink. He saw a sagd-
faced little woman slowly pine away as she
toiled day after day over the washtub to
earn a scant living for herself, her baby boy
and a drunken husband. He heard her ‘pray-
ers and saw her tears fall unheeded, and at
last saw her laid away in a plain pine box
in the potter’s fleld, and her child given into
the fostering care of an orphan asylum. He

‘'saw a drunken, depraved man, wandering .

for more than twenty years,a drunken tramp
begging from door to door, while manhood,
health, self-respect and respect for his fel-
low men had all slipped away.

‘0O God, why didn’t I die before sHe did?’
he moaned. ‘What have I to live for? I
am not fit to live among decent people and
God knows I am not fit to die.’

The services in the church were over, and
he heard the minister announce that tRe
evening services would begin at 7.30; so
slowly the old man moved away before the
well-dressed throng should see him.

The hands of the great clock in the tower
of the neighboring City Hail had: just passed
the hour of seven, and old Tim.was again
seated on-the-steps-of the pastor’s study.

‘I must hear more of that sweet music, if
nothing ‘more,” ‘mused the old man, ‘and I
want to be here in time to hear it all.’

He had fully determined.to move on after
the song service; but before it began a sweet

‘Charley,'

little "u'l of ‘twelve yeais came running up
the’ steps, and, thinking he-was ‘the jamtor,
said ‘Won't you please opén the study door
for me, Mr. Johnson? I want to get a book®
-for papa before the services begin’ o

‘1 beg your pardon, miss,” sald old Tim, .
rismg ‘and’ lifting his tattered . hat. ‘I am-'
not Mr. Johnson, but—" ' -

‘Oh, excuse me, sir, I thought you weré
the janitor. - i

‘I only. stopped to lxsten to the ‘singing,”
said the old man ‘apologetically, as he pre-
pared . ‘to move on.

*‘Ob, won't you come inside where you can
get a good seat, and you can hear: it so much
better? They will begin m a tew moments !
said the little girl. e

"‘No, T am not fit to go into such a nice -
place as that, replied the old man; ‘besides;
they would not want such as I in there’

‘Oh, yes, they do, sir,; said the little girl,
‘My papa is the pastor, and he always likes
to have the old people come near him.’

‘It is not because I am old, but because I
am not fit to 'be with such nice people., I
am ragged ,and dirty, and I am afrila I am’ '
not a good man.’

As the old man uttered these words the
child saw tears trickling down his withered
cheeks, and, ‘going up to him, she laid her
little hand in his while she looked up into
his face and said:

‘Jesus loves you, and is able to make you
a good man, just like my papa, if you ‘will
let him. Do come with me and you shall
hear all the sweet songs and hear papa
preach, and I know it will do you good.

Like one in a dream he suffered himself
to be led around and into the church where
he seated himself far back and shrank from
all who entered. The house ‘was soon crowd-
ed, and the choir arose to smg Never had
he heard such musrc, and “the prayers that =
followed were so earnest, so tender, ] lov-
ing, that it seemed that each one was offered
in his behalf.

The minister arose and read his text: ‘1
will arise and .go.to my father, and will say
unto him, Father, I have sinned against
heaven and before thee, and am ao -J00TO
worthy to be called thy son; make me as
one of thy hired servants. And he arose
and came to his father. But when he vaus
yet a great way oi‘f his father saw. him, and
had compassion, and ran and fell on his
neck, and kissed him.’

Then the preacher portrayed the love ot
-God for lost sinners, and his wonderful
mercy and goodness, in such a way as old
-Tom had never heard it before. He drew a
picture of the wretchedness of the prodigal,
his yearnmgs for. home, his .final resolve,
and how that resolve was put into 2xecution.
“When the preacher reached the elinax, in
which he pictured the prodigal clasped in
his loving father’s embrace there was
scarcely a dry eye in the house. .

‘Thus,’ said the minister, ‘our lovmg hea-
venly Father stands ready to ‘welcome the
wanderer to himself. He stands with out-
stretched arms to-night, ready to receive the
most sinful and give them the kiss of
pardon, and place upon them the robe of
righteousness, if they will only come .¢ him.’

‘With an earnest appeal he closed his ex-
hortation, and the choir' began singing.
Numbers of men and women went- forward
to confess their faith in Christ; and as old
Tim looked-up, through his tears, he saw the
two young men whom he had-seen in the
saloon, give the preacher their hands. They,
too, had gone forward t{o confess the Say-
iour. . o
At the sight of them the poor old man's
head dropped forward, and he sobbed like a .



