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“ Te, te, it’s too bed," said Johnson. " An* I have to

pes» over that bridge myself, too. Well, so long."
The two men started on, then, on their separate ways, 

but Elsie had already thrown on a dress and was ready to 
join them. Softly she unlocked the hall door and 
reached out into the dim morning light.

ED"°R' -.......................................J. B. Morgan, our.iucerity « shouid poor s, much o, devotion a, ou,
to town ? If yon do, will you please let me go with you ? "‘ Kindly address all communications for this depart- eoule possess into the words of oar songs. We should 

She had come quite dose to the wagon then, and by “*“* to Kev. J. B. Morgan, Ayleaford, N. S. To insure keep the mind alert and the heart in a spirit of devotion, 
the light of the lantern which she had quickly lighted the: publication, matter must be in the editor's hands on the *> that we may not be found eimrinv words withoutsurorSed man saw that she was haggürd and dîstremed. Wedn^day preceding the date of the laaue for which it is ll t£m T.Ur

You ain't runnin' away from home, little girl, are intended. putting our worship into them. As far as possible we
you ? " he asked anxiously. " Cause, if you are—" Л Л Л ЛапМ make them our own. The pastor can assist the

“ No. no, ’ she interrupted, I live in Pleasanton. I’ve Pnwr м..цп» Tnnir h to sincere singing of hymns by calling attention to the
been going to school here. My father—my father-" rrayer Meeting lopèc—March 19. thought expressed in them. An occasional comment on
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" I see," he said. " Homesickness. Well, jump right Л Л Л
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I’ll make pretty good time." , Daily BibU Rsaüngs.
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old man trig up a little." Since then Elsie had avoided 3 *** ‘ ^ (««d'^/banda of bridging lost souls from nature’s dark-
being seen in his company whenever it was possible, and Л Л Л uses idle His marvelous light and liberty,
when be came into Abbottsville for her, she had insisted 
upon his driving down back streets that were little
frequented. "And last of all came her refusal to receive ,
the bouquet that he had Uken such pains to gather. Self-mastery, i Corinthians 9 24-27. m ao co., v*io*
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fast next morning and put 
eating with his knife.

Oh, It seemed such • mean,
She was very, very sorry. She 
<>n the horn-hair cushions of Mr. Johnson's wagon, and 
vrayed again and again that he would live until she got 
home so she could tell him all this and let him know how 
dearly aha loved him.

Johnson keot 
was sea reefy six 

at the and of the lane 
thing seemed very quiet about the bourn when she drey 
near and she wondered if be were already dead. The 
front door was locked, and she went around to the 
kitchen. The back door waa ajar, and ahe saw that a 
freshly-lighted wood fire waa biasing in the cook-stove. 
She passed through the plainly-furnished rooms, calling 
asghe went, but there was no response.

" He isn’t here," she cried, with a terrible sinking feel
ing at her heart, " They must have taken him to one of 
the neighbors to give him better care, or, perhaps, to lay 
him oat."

Aimlessly she walked down the worn path to the bam. 
The wide double doors stood open and just inside she 
saw the little spring wagon, without an extra scratch or 
blêmiah. * 'Щ

And farther beyond ahe saw her father. One arm was 
resting against a wooden pillar, and in. the crook of his 
elbow lay his head. Elsie had seen him in that attitude 
onces before. It was the day her mother died. When 
she came back from Mrs. Dolan’s, where they bad sent 
her until it was all over, he was leaning so, against one 
corner of the smoke-house., She remembered how very 
white and set his face had 'been then. It looked some
thing like that now.

" Father, father,” ahe cried, " I thought you were 
injured—dead. I thought it was you who fell off the 
bridge last night. O father, father."

He turned round slowly.
" Why, Elsie," he said, " you home so airly? 

you dome ? No, t wa’nt I that got hurt. ’Ti 
Baker. He’d been in to the commencement, too. I 
happened along about that time an’ helped take him 
up. An’ you thought it was me, an’ come all the way 
home to see about it. Why, Blaie, little girl, don't take

When Elsie looked up again she saw that he held in 
one hand the bouquet of wild flower». They were 
withered and faded but they were fragrant still.

" I want ta tell you about these, father." 
touching them gently. " They’re tar pretti 
of the others I got last night."

“ Oh, pshaw, no they aint," laughed David. " Don’t 
you say anything like that. I know better. Why, they, 
ain’t a patchin’ to them roses an* Hliee."

*' Bat I love them better, anyway, father," said Elsie. 
" On, well," quoth David, " that's different.”
" Yes, Mis’ Dolan," he said, when later in the morn

ing, that good woman " ran in, just to âee how they were 
getting along." " Elsie’s come home to stay, except 
when I take ner over to Abbottsville Wednesday night 
fob.the ’lumni banquet. She says I've got to fix up-an' 
go, too, but la, I couldn’t think of such a thing. Yea, 
them’s my flowers, same ones I picked yesterday.

Isie prized 'em more'n anything she got, didn't yen. 
Elsie?'*

And when Mrs. Dolan noted Elsie's fond, deferential 
manner, she could not donbt it.—The Interior.

K whypitiably low thing to do. 
sobbed ont her anguish appetites and passions, 

keepeth his temper.
ambitions and impulses, in a word, who. is sovereign of 
himself will command respect.

In ordre to ranlist in *.«'• UN hi. poreihiUttae of Kl-*-A D- Coakdih., SvcrvUry
uwfnlnreo, one moat bn master of re If. This ess oee ■ / * jt Jt

eh, St. Peut fought end kept his hod, under When b the Benin si Ш Best
eoatml. lest failing to fulBl God's purpose in hie apostle- The brain tehee ж longer tisse to develop iM it. htghW 
•hip he should he removed es a enmberer of the ground capacity than any other organ in the body. Like the
end become i caste way from the apeetolete. limbs. It increases in strength and pSwtr, or falls into

9- Every victory over self такеє another victory decrepitude, just in proportion as it is exercised or ne- 
easier and more probable. - gleeted. ,

to. Whoso would gain mastery of himself may count 
on God’s help and should not fail to seef'it.

The Parsonage, KentviUe, N. S.
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controlleth his affections.
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The late poet Laureate was fifty years of age when his 
idylls, " Elaine, " " Vivien, " and "Guinevere," were 
published, and bis series was not completed until the 
poet had reached his sixty-second yj*r. Macaulay’s 
says take a deservedly high place in English literature, 
but these collectively are not works by which the great 

“ It never rains but it pours." A few weeks ago we thinker and writer would have been remembered. They
Bad such a rush of reports from societies that we could were the outcome of his early manhood, and pale into
not find space for them, and now behold, none last week insignificance compared with bis tnagnum opus, the
and this week a single report. As the good colored "History of England." And it must be remembered
sister said about the church of which she was a member. that although the first two volumes were issued when
I guess we’s beckslidin’ gettin’ ready for another revival.’» Macaulqy was forty-eight years of age. the two following
Let us have these encouraging reports without any did not see the tight until he was fifty-five,
abatement. ’ Swift was fifty-nine when his brain gave birth to "Gul

liver’s Travels," and John Stuart Mill fifty^six when his 
eesay on "Utilitarianism" was published, although his 
"Liberty" waa the child of bis fifty-three-year-old brain. 

In recent numbers of the Christian Endeavor Herald Milton’s mind rose to its highest capacity when the blind 
the editor has been putting into the form of a story the poet was between fifty-four and fifty-nine. It was et
troubles of a young man oyer the singing of hymns the this period of his existence that he offered the world that
sentiments of which he could not subscribe to. Hymn sublime brain-fruit, "Paradise Lost." Sir Walter Scott
sfter hymn was announced which Contained expressions waa forty-four when his "Waverly" made its appearance,
of faith or feeling which did not agree with his life con- and nearly all those stories which hfve conferred lasting
viction. He therefore remained silent, and excused his fame upon him were composed after the age of forty-six.
silence while others were singing by saying within him
self, " Why I cannot sing that and mean it." This 
might be s case of extreme conscientiousness or simply
sn illustration of the working of many minds daring the "Robinson Crusoe." 
singing of hymns. Most people sing thoughtlessly.
Their minds are not occupied with the words that come remarkable women writers who ever lived, was near her
from their lipa. There might be more or leaa emotion in fiftieth year when she wrote "Middlemarch" and this'
the heart, but no intelligent devotion. Most of onr favorite waa succeeded by that powerful book, "Daniel Deronda." 
hymns are far too fervent and ecstatic for average-Chris- Darwin’s "Origin of Species’ ’ was evolved by the phil-
tians to sing with absolute sincerity. They are, in many osopher When he had reached his half century, and his
cases, the highest utterances of men and women of pre- "Descent of Man" when twelve years older,
eminent saintliness, and it laliÿgl^tbe language in which Bacon’s great work took fifty-nine years to mature, 
they wrote was over-atraineffTand over-expressed their and Grate’s "History of Greece” some few years longer
innermost life. Few can sincerely adopt the sentiments Every reader and literary critic will admit that of all
of each writers as Faber or even Frances Havergal. We Thomas Hood*» works, the two which stand pre-eminent

persons ceasing to sing " Nearer my God " are "The Son^of
when coming to the line " E’en though it be a cross. Yet these were written at the age of forty-six.
that raise!h me.” Bat this kind of conscientiousness is Longfellow wrote "Hiawatha" at forty-eight, and 

Whst-rewntodo when coming to .
For every suffering heart there is at hand, or can be variance with our present experience and feeling ? For appear that the intellectual faculties of manhood, apeak-

found, юте noble trek into the energy necessary for еТ*гУ to ««V einging.at words or lines with which tog generally, art at their brightest and best any time
the doing of which it can transmute the energy ef its he could not sgree would be to destroy harmony and “d Mty ST* y“r* of *«e -The
grief and pain -John W. Chadwick. • render the service of tong Taintless. In order to protect ppy inougni.
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Cowper bad turned the half century when he wrote 
"The Task” afid "John Gilpin," and Defoe was within 
two years of sixty when he published his wonderful
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