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Prohibition.
BY CIIARLRY P. BRATTIE,

pProhibition ! let the name

rhrough tho state—the nation name,
scribe it with a living pen

un dio hoarts and minds ¢ men,
1'rohibition, go and write

oun the dizzy mountains’ height,
Raise it on your banners high,

Paint {t on your asure sky.

i.et the namo go ringing forth,

jo tho chill and rugged north;

et it swoll from every mouth
rhrough the bright and sunny south,
Make it crown tho foto and feast

in the free and cultured east;

Give it room and volce and zest

in the gorgeous, rowdy west.

Brald it, malds and matroas falr,
With the flowers that dock your halr,
Mothors, kulit it o'er the head

0f tho crib and cradle bed,

Broider it upon the door,

On the carpet, on the floor,

On the celling, on tho dome;

let it shine in overy home.

pridegroom, on the bridal ring
Grave it, crown it freedom's king,
Soon to free tho slave and thrall
Ot the monster alcohol.
Husbands, fathers, hall its reign,
Breaking whigkey's galling chalin,
Prohibition everywhere

Lifting millions from despair.

City, village, hamlet, town,
Wreathe it with the laurel crown,
Let it shine upon the wall

0t the logislative hall,

Paint it in the halls of state,
Grave it on the temple gate,

Let it on the altar glow,

State and Church, against the foe.

Sailors, nall it ever fast

On the vessel to the mast,
Soldiers, let your banners be
Blazoned with its heraldry,
Patriots, let your standards wave
Prohibition for the brave—

With {ts flag of light unfurled,
Prohibition for the world.

A BOY OF TO-DAY
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CHAPTER 1.—Continued.

Certailn red banners of indignation
waved up into D'rexy’'s cheek.; she was
marching to her Waterloo.

** Urlas !” she exclaimed, “ do you sup-
pose I'd send my own blood, 2 little
.hild, my only kin, to a country poor-
farm as long as I'm able to do for him 7"

* 1 can’t have him here. I don’t like
Jhildren, D'rexy.’

" That's because you never tried ‘em,
Lrias. You don't care to.be paying his
voard to any one, do you ?”

" They don't ask board at the county
farm,” he said sulkily.

' Urlas Sinnet! Would our town offl-
cers take charge of the nephew of peo-
ple as well-to-do as we are ?”

*'Well, this s my I se, Drexy, and
1 have not invited himn.’

D'rexy kept on with her cooking, there
sas a sharp hissing and a pleasant odour
a3 she poured miik into the frying-pan
to make cream gravy.

“ Urias, suppose you turn him out!
i»o you suppose.- I'd let him go alone ?
He's a helpless baby, you're an able man.
1e's in the right ot i¢, and you're in the
wrong. What would all the peopls of
vur townshlp, what wcuald our church
fulk think of it ? They'd side with the
~voman and the child, Urias, they al-
says do.”

Urlas was sllent, D'rexy had spoken
undenfable truth. This gospel-civilized
ages sldes always with the woman and
the child in her nrms. The woman and
the child sit near the heart of things,
tbey are shrined at the springs of life.
Presently he sald weakly,

“1 don't know what you mecan, D'rexy
swnnet, fiying in the face of Providence
the way youdo! 1If tho Lord had meant
us 1o have children, he'd have sont ’em
to us. Sealng he did not, it's going
ccan agalnst him to take on the way
you're dolng."

Now Aunt Espéy had come along
swifly, and laid her band on her
nephew’'s arm. *‘'Rias, who sent this
cnild, if not God? 'Who called away
his mother? Who spared the child to
come hers, and offered no other home ?
Our Father i mosning blessing and

for you in this, sud & f» you

!.lmt rebel agalost Frovidence. Our Lord

took a littlo child and sot him in the
midst of them,' just as now ho has
stooped from heaven to set this child here,
Jesus sald, Their angels do always behold
the face of my Father which 18 In hee-
ven.'  He said, * Whoso recelveth one
such little child, receiveth me.’ Pha-
raoh’s daughter was not the last one who
sald, ‘ Take this child and nurse it for
me, and I will give theo thy wagos.'

“ Uras, you're a church member and
a dencon, and you are trying to escape
your privilege ot belng a co-worker with
God. We're like robelllous children, wo
baulk and cry against what Is good for
us, for our goul's heaith and learning, as
children flout at thelr medicine or their
leasons or agalnst golng to bed. Didn't
Paul hear it 8ald to him, * It i hard for
theo to kick against the pricks’ ? Urlas,
1t s better for you to run with joy the
way your Lord polnts out.”

Tho ploty of Aunt Espey was such that
her words had weight. Urias saw before
him the duty of eolf-conquest. Tho
child, with childhood's preaclence, had
percelved itself the subject ot controverey
and on tho verge of unpopularity. He
scrambled up, ran, lald.his arms on tho
kneas of Urlas, and looking up in his
face, innocently demanded, * Does oo
yike me '  Urlas could not say * no;”
he would not say “yes” Ho took a
middle course. 1 iiko good boys,” he
said grimly. *“ Nen oo ylkes me. I'm
dood,” said the child, as he ran and gath-
ered up the cobs and tumbled them back
into tho basket behind the stove, and
seelng D'rexy setting the table, began to
run to and fro, carrying knife, fork,
spoon, cup, what not, and laylng each
on the tahle In promiscuous dlsorder.
D’rexy followed him up putting things
straight; he turned his happy little pluk
face to her, calling out cheerily : “ How
you gettin' on, darlin’ 7"

This was as the rod of Moses that
smoto the rock. D'rexy suddenly sat
down on the ¢t ‘ner of the woo box, hid
her face in her apron and rocked back
and forth In a tempest of sobs and tears.
All her life-long repression, 211 her pri-
vate disappointment, her loneliness and
yearning for love, pouted forth {n that
agony of weeping. Urias was amazed,
alarmed, prefoundly moved. Cold and
hard in his ways, he still had a heart,
and D'rexy fllled i{t. She was hls, all
his, and all he had. That she was cap-
able of such profound emotion ne had
never guessed; that she suffered, was
overwhelming. D'rexy crying in this
way! He went to her jn al} the awk-
wardness of a man untutored {n gracious
ways, sllent, socretive, ignorant how to
express the best that was in him. He
1ald his big, hard hand on her head.

“D'rexy, woman, what's hurting you ?
What's wrong, girl ? Don't take on so,
D'roxy.” He patted her shoulder.
‘“You'll hurt yourself, woman. Don't,
don't do it. I can't bear it! Yes,
you’ve lost Selina; but I'm here. I care
for you, D'rexy. Dldn't you know it ?
I'm poweiful slow of speaking, but I
care.” Aunt Espey had been setting
the dinner on the table, putting the child
on a chair built up with two cushions;
she poured out the cups of tea. * Din-
ner's ready,” she sald in her soft, glow
voice,

*“Come, D'rexy, come, my girl,” eatd
Urlas, pulling the apron from his wife's
face and wiping her eyes. “ Come, a
cup of tea will settle your nerves.” He
put his hand under her arm and raised
her up, leading her to her place at the
table, as he had not done since the first
weeks of thelr marvied life, Perhaps {f
he had kept up those litUe courtesies
and attentions his heart wouid have been
softer and his wife’'s happler. He felt
better when he saw her in her own chair,
The most terrible part of her break-
down had been to him that forlorn sit-
ting on the edge of the wood box! He
gave a relieved sigh, ard gave the bless-
ing in a more fervent tone than usual.

** Did oo bess ‘at 7" demanded the in-
fant, pointing to the golden dish of the
ple; “ nen dim me some.” But D'rexy
had her own views of ralsing children,
and was wmindful of the debris found in
that frock front; she bestowed upon the
boy a glass of milk and & piece of bread
and gravy., “ There, that will make a
big boy of you "

When Urias came back from his work
that evening he glanced snxiously at
D'rexy. Had she kept on crylug? Was
her passion of griet a sign of coming ili-
ness and speedy dissolution? D'rexy
seemed the same as ever, except that
there were dark circies about her eyes
and less smile at her Hps. 1t was borne
in on Urigs that these foo'.srints 0f woo
were not all for Selina dead, but for tho
biiterncse of disappointment in him.
He had not showed up well that day, and
ho knew {t. When he came from milk-

ing ho gave hls wife a sprig of honey-
sackle,

“It stiells powertul peart,” he
sald awkwardiy.

|
[ That night when all waa dark snd
silent in the house, tired as ho was,
Urlar Sinnot could not sleep. 1o was
t wakeful becauso ho know that D'rexy.
i though absolutely qulet, was alxo awake,
i and not only awake b ¢ weeping silently,
) bitterly.  Ho wondered if in all theso
{ years she had spent other nights erying,
and ho bad not known it.  Why did ahe
mourn Sellna, or want tho child wheu
sho had himscit 7 Ho wanted only her.
" Women are curlous,” ho said to him-
selt. " But I'll break my hoed before I
cross D'roxy.”

CHAPTER IL

TIOREK GROWN-UPS AND A ROZ.

* D'rexy, the Lord's been mighty good,
sending that child to you,” sald Aunt
Espey one day. * You're tho kind of
women that just need a little chlid to
do for. If you hadn't felt it wrong to be
pining after what tho Lord did not send,
you'd have frotted aftor children. Slnce
littlo Heman cameo here you'ro as cheerful
again.”

‘ And that seen:  ‘trango when Solina,
that was llkea v!.  tome, and I brought
up sinco I was fifteen, {8 dead.”

*Ob, no,” sald Aunt Espey. *In ten
years you'd been obliged to get used to
not scelng Sollza; and it appears to me
You folt her farther off than you do now
that she's in the hoavenly land. You
know, too, she had her troubles and
hard work, and now glory is her por-
tion. It's true, D'roxy, and we ought
to fecl it so0. *Blessed aro the dead
that are already dead, yea, moro than
the living that are yet.allve’ 1 belleve
too, D'rexy, that tho Lord sont tho little
child here on an crrand to Urias, to ex-
pand him, to make his heart bigger.”

“T really think Urias likes him moro
thah he lots on to,” sald D'rexy. “It {s
a point of not knuckling down yourself.”

" He'll cowme round,” sald Espey, “for
one thing, he's glad the boy has the
same name his father had. My brother
Heman was an uncommonly good man.
He was drowned off a schoner when
‘Rias was pretty small, and we all saw
hard times, for 'Rias’ mother was weak-
1y, and I had my mother to support, and
she was bed-ridden. In thoso days,
D'rexy, folks that oould live as we do
now ..ould have scemed to mo like kings
and governors of the earth. Women
hasl poor chances for work, and mighty
small wages. Many's the week I've
nursed somebody all the week for a
dollai. Up early and late, nursing and
running the home too, and when I was
golng home with the dollar, if any one
sald, * Miss Sinnet, here's a sack of corn
meal, or a peck of potatoes, or a leg of
pork,’ besides, I felt well off. When I
wasn’'t nursing I made rag-carpets or
sewed. I was at scmething all the
time, angd often I thought food and drink
at our home were liko the widow's meal
and oil, always down to the last, but
never quite out. O D'rexy, we learned
to trust the Lord by the miaute then,
and go hand in ha- with huw”

1 don't make a duubt,” safd D'rexy,
* that ‘Rias’ bard times when he was a
boy made him industrious and bhardy,
and saving, and prayerful like tou, but I
believe they made him anxious after
money, and setung too great store by
riches. ‘Rias craves to be rich, and I'm
alwuys fearing he'll take some terrible
risky ways to get rich.’

Aunt Espsy shook her head over her
knitting; it was ber private opinion
that her nephew was a child of God, yet
with a large part of his training in the
ways and manners of the heavenly house-
hold yet to come, he lacked much of the
graclousness of a follower of the gracious
Galilean. Perhaps D'rexy detected some
of these thoughts, for wife-like sho spoke
up for Urias. “‘Rias has very good
views, and I want to train up little
Heman so that 'Rias will ltke him, and
take comfort in him. Aunt Espey, what
do you think are the chief points in
training up a little boy ? You've seen
many boys come¢ up to bo men, some
good and some bad, more's the pity.”

** Well, I¥rexy, it appears to me, re-
verenco {s a good deal less out of train-
ing now days. Folks wait on them-
selves, and on children too, when chil-
dren ought to be brought up to ba wait-
ing on thelr elders. It don’t hurt a Loy
a mite to fetch a chalr, or open a door,
or pick up what {3 dropped by his grown
folks. It does h'm good; heips him to
bo qulck-eyed, industrious, unsclfish.
Children aro let to be saucy, and §* is
laughed at when they're little, and
growled at when they're big. It's just
a9 easy to have ‘em polite-spoken when
they'ro little. It makes ‘em popular too;
folks like to bave ’om round. First of
all they ought to be taught to give God
Toverence; to respect his day, his Book,
his pame. Then, D’rexy, if you fetch
the boy up to de truthful, and honest,
and indestrtous, and tidy, I dom't sue brt

you've got all the foundatioh yon want
for a proper charanter. Fur, Dirvxy,
1I'm pot supposing the bny can he any
of theso things unless he's ebedient, hn
neals to be that first of all

It seemed that tha denr Selina had
begun well with her child in all the
polnta of tralning Aunt Eapey demanded

Litile Heman,” thoy caliel him, but
the admiring D'rexy thougxut him well
ou the way to bu *big Heman,' ar she
watched him playing under the treee,
usually with a big sllco of corn cako or
brown broad In convealeat reach.
D'roxy had contrived a littlo waggon out
of a starch box, four big spools, and a
plesro of twine.  Heman enjoyed (it as
heartily as it it had cost a dollar.
D'rexy instinetively felt 1t not well to
vox tho prudent "Rlas by laying out un-
nece~gary money on tho chlld. She
mado hia toys. and solved the qurstlon
of a bed for himn by buying a crib from
a neighbour, and paying for It with cur-
rants and poars from her well-stocked
gardon,

(To be continued.)

Whea I Survoy tho Wondrous Cross.

When I survey thoe wondrous crosas,
On which the Prince of glory dled,

My richest gain I count but loss,
And pour contempt on all my pride.

Farbid it, Lord ! that I should boast,
Save In the death of Christ, my Goud;
All the vain things that charm moe most.

I sacrifico them to his blood.

Sce, from his head, his hands, his fect,
Sorrow and love flow mingled down;

Did o'er such love and sorrow meet,
Or thorns composo 80 rich a crown ?

Were the whole realm of nature mine,
That wero a present far too small;
Love so amazing, so divine,
Demands my sou', my lifo, my all.

Readable Books.

The Miracle at Markham,
How Twelve Churches Bocame Ome,
By Charlos M, Sheldon. With numer-
gg; 1llusteations. Paper, 30c. ; oloth,

A now story by Sheldon will juterost a
world of roaders.  The succoss of hils books
is without s parallel. Fifteen London
publishers aro compeii~: for the market.
Already 4,000,000 copios atw reported as
sold. ‘‘Tho Mirscle 2t Markham ™ is said
to bo Mr. Sholdon’s beat.

Yesterday Framed in To-day.

A Story of the Christ and How To-day

Reoeived Him, By ¢ Pansy’ (Mrs. G. 2.

Alden). Cloth illustrated, 70c.

This 18 ono of tho most cemarkable
books Pansy has yet written. Her book
18 unliko anything elac 1n lprmt.. Into the
- to-day of mnlmuﬁ and tolegraphs, ptono-

phs and electnio hights, the author
rings a central figuro—Josus the Chriat.
It 1san appropriatc sequel to her beautiful
lifo of Christ, which appuared last soason.

The Cross Triumphant.

By Florence M. l{inf;:loy. suthor of

“Titus,” *Stephen’ and *‘Paul”

Paper, 60c. ; cloth, $1 00,

Tho oxtraordinary {):Fuhrit.y of
“ Titus,” which enjoyed a salo of nearly s
million copios witi;in a yesr. made Mrs
Kingsloy's a houschold name in all
Amcrica. Tho now story 1a wull worthy
of tho excollent seriea to which it forms a
compler mt.

A Double Thread.

By Ellen Thorneycroft Fowlor. Paper,
75¢. ; cloth, $1.25.

Muss  Fowler's ¢Concorning Isabel
Carnaby " was ono of the most succossful
books of the pest year. Tho London
Spegker remarked of 14 : ‘¢ ‘ Tho novel of
tho scason’ will probably be the verdict
upon this a.muinﬁly witty and brilliant
story. Tho book positively radiates
humour.”

I, Thou and the Other One.

%y Amelia E. Barr, Author of *Jan

cdder’s Wife,” “A Bow of Orange

Ribbon,” ete., eto. Tllustratod. Paper,

t0c ; cloth, $1,00.

Alrs. Barr well maintaics the popuarity
won with her carliest stories, Tﬁil now
one is said to bo tho best she hay written
sinco A DBow of Orange Ribbon”
sppoared.

We pay postage. Send orders to
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Methodist Book aad Pablishicg House.
Toromto
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