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‘“Where's Mother.”

Bursting in from school or play,
This I8 what the children say,
Trooping, crowding, big and small,
On the threshold, in the hall--
Joining in the coupstant cry,
Bver, a8 the days E0 by—

““ Whero's mother 2

From the weary bed of pain,
This same question comea again;
From the boy, with gparkling eyes,
Bearing home hig carllest prize,
From the bronzed and bearded son,
Per{ls past, and honours won;

*“ Where's mother 2

Burdened with a lonely task,

One day we may vainly ask,

For the comfort of her face,

For the rest of her embrace,

l.et us love her while we may,

Well for us that we can say,
** Where's mother 2

Mother, with untiring hands,
At the post of duty stands,
Patlent, seeking not hor owi,
Anxious for the good alone,
Ot the children as they cry,
Ever, as the days go by,

** Whero's mother 7"
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CHAPTER III.
A PUZZLING PROBLEM,

** Attention! Take up arms! Fours,
right! Quick march " Boom, boom
from the drum; then, amid the lively
strains of * The Campbells are Coming,”
the men marched off from the troop-ship,
putting their feet for the first time on

}  Afric's coral strand.”

Corporal Harris had just bidden his
friend farewell; and, as Teddy Jones
looked over the ship’s side at the new-
born soul, he cried in his heart, “Oh,
Lord Jesus, he is thine; keep him, and
use iim for thipne own glory.”

How strange everything seemed to.

these young Englishmen, these soldier
B lads, as they landed; and they knew, from
§ all they heard, that tie war-cloud was
£ blacker than ever, and that they must
& cxpect, before long, rapid marches, and
‘an early initfation into the horrars of
¥ battle life.

Willy Wilson, the Ilittle fair-hafred.
blue-eyed drummer-boy of the company
t0 which Corporal Harris was attached,
was a general favourite. ‘There was a
child-like winsomeness about the boy, be-
P sides the fact that his voice was singu-
larly strong and sweet, and that he had
quite a gtore of songs—sokdier-songs, and
B touchingly sweet little home ballads, that
used to move mightily upon the hearts

i of thesp men,

F  Who shall say how much of open vice

and flagrant sin many of these men were
kept from by the restraint of pure senti-
ment, sung sweetly, whep added to the
memnNry of some personaliy pure, home-
hte assoctations ? Anyway, all among
them felt the better for the presence of
that boy and hils songs; and now, on this
first evening in a forelgn land, as they
lounged, or laid, or sat about in their
temporary barrack-rooms, tiregd out, most
of them, with the uausual bustle and
work of that busy day, they heard the
boy's volce, as the familiar potes and
familiar words floated upwards to their
earg from the guadrangle below :

**Home ! home ! sweet, sweet home,
Be it ever s0 humble,
There's no place like home.”

And then, In the fast-gathering gloom, a
hush fell upon them all, as they listened,
and as they thought of their homes far
away, and their loved ones; and, as face
after face came up before their minds,
B many a sigh was heaved, as the possi-
¢ Vilities of death, amid shot and shell,
spear or lance, arrow Or assegal, came
in rapld and telling thought upon them,
E und more than one wished he was “ sure ”
8 ag Corporal Harric was. )

The silenco and gloom became almost
painful, till a careless, merry-hearted
voung Scotchman—a geners! favourite in
the ranks, because of his light-hearted
galety and his queer pranks and antics—
suddenly sprang from his iron bedstead
on which he had been lying, and with
the “chanter” of his bagpipes, cvm-
menced to play in wildest manner the
merry strains of ‘“ Weel may the Keel
Tow,” ‘accompanied by such mad cupers
ag he danced xbout, that 'n 3 moment
the rcoms Schoed with peals of laughter,
and as lights were 1lit more than one
four or six joined In Scotch reel or Irlsh

Jlg and thoughts and cares wers flung to
tho winds,

Jem Horrls turned away with a sigh.
How bis heart yearned over these care-
les®,  light-hearted, frolicrome fallows;
how earncstly he longed to see them
* eplisted * yoder bis Captain.© Ho took
a turn In the open quadrangzle, flooded
now with a brililant moonlight, and
listened for o few minutes to the mucie
of the stringed band that was playing
in the officers’ mess-room, at a iate din-
ner.

Little did he think that he hlmself was
just then the subject of an carnest and
animated converzation botween two of
the oflicers of the regiment. Dinner was
over; they had drawn aside from the
table, and with coffce and fruit, or smok-
ing, they wero engaged in little knots
talking and laughing together. Two of
them appeared to have a difficult subject
under discussion, a subject, too, on which
there was an evident slight difference of
opinion; and as we draw near we catch
an impatient exclamation from one of

them,
“Pghaw! Fiddlesticks! All bosh, I
tell yout Of cuurse as a youngstor I

was brought up to go to church, and was
confirmed, and all that sort of thing; but
did that help me at all in such matters as
you speak of ? Not a bit of it. There
are just two things that our family has
been noted for for hundreds of years:
pride and temper. Well, now, you say
you beliove there s something in re-
liglon that will cure these things. Comc
now, old buy, that won't wash. Why,
there’s my old * mater,’ the marchioness,
she has turned awfully religious thls last
thicd years, but her temper geis worse
and worse; and as to her pride, why,
Satan himselt couldn’'t be stuck more
full of it Not that I mean any disre-
speet to her, dear old soul; but truth is
truth.  Well, now, here's the problem I
want solved : if religion will cure, and s
supposed to cure, how is it that the most
religtous people I krow appear to be the
most fincurable Iz reference to these
things 2"

His companion officer was a handsome,
aristocratic-looking man, about forty,
with a rare physique, over six feet in
height, straight as a lance, with muscles
of iron, marvellous nerve and powers of
endurance; with an eye keen and penc-
trating, and tbat firm lcok about the
mwouth that speaks so much; and yet
withal there ever hovered about that
mouth and those eyes a certain expres-
sion which always betokened a readliness
to smile, and the power to asopreclate
quickly the bright and the beautitul.

For a moment ht was silent; then,
taking the cigar away from his mouth,
and slowly allowing the smoke to escape
from half-closed lips, apparently watch-
ing the ever-changing form and hue of
its floating, blueish, grey cloud, he slowly
and thoughtfully said :

* Well, Gus, you know I don't go in
for these things, and don’t profess to un-
derstand them any more than you do. I
confess I have just the same sort of difi-
culties that you have about the matter.
1 was only telling you what 1s.an evident,
undisputed fect; that is, that ever stnce
Harrls' wife died so suddenly, and he
took up with those rehxious notions, he
has been another man altogether.”

“ How do you mean, Hal 2"

" Well, first of all, he has completely
lost, or conquered, or something else,
that abominable sulkiness he had. You
know, as well as I do, we often talked of
getting him shifted, or else brought he-
fore the Colonel, for the contempt he
showed for all rule or order when these
suiky moods were upon him.”

" That's so, Gus, it used to be awfully
aggravating.”

* Then, agaln, Hal, he was the foulest-
mouthed man in ail the detachment, and
when he commenced to swear it fairly
made one tremble. But all this §s com-~
Dbletely changed; and I confess that, after
watching him most carcfully for the past
month, I am puzzled to know the secret
of this life of his. Then, too, he is now
so thoroughly trustworthby; and, i 1 mis-
take not, he will come ‘nto some pro-
minence over this campaign, unless he
gets * popped off,” which would be a thou-
sand pitfes.,”

* By-the-bye, Gus. do you know apy-
thing about his early life ? What heas
he besn ? 1 pever saws in my life such
a fearless and perfect rider as he s, and
he seems to be g0 thoroughly handy at
anything he has to do. You see ue is
quite young yet—uot more than thirty, I
should- think, ~h ?”

** Yes, that. abou* his age,” replied his
companfon; “ but, my dear fellow, he has
Just the sort of training that will stand
by & fellow, and wnich will be likely to
make him & most aseful hend amid the
wild bush-fighting we are all destined to
know pretty ruch about before we are
any of us many wecks older. I asked

him once about himself, and he told me

’ he bad been rather wilc in hle boyhaod,

and that ho found hia way to Amerlea,
and there, in the South, among tha Reds
and wild eattle, he learned to keep hls
aeat in a saddle so marvellously Did
you ever seo him do that handkerchiet
hit * I remember ance, at some of the
garrison sports, he astonlshed every fue
with it  He was mounted on a fiery
little horse, that no one hardly dared to
mount, but on which he scemed ag much
at homo as it he wero sitting {n an arm.
chair.  He first rode about half-way
round tho course very slowly, shaking
out of their folds, as ne 1od+, four white
handkerchiefs &t about cqual distances,
As he dropped tho laxt one, ho aprang out
ot the saddle to the ground, undid ths
girth, and took =addle, and girth, and al}
off, then leaping acrogs the bare back
of his flery little animal, ho touched her
cides with his spur, and while sho rushed
round the course at a mad gallop. he
feaned over hor stde, till {t scemed as {f
Iig face almost touched the yxiound, and
picked up each handkerchief with his
finger and thumb; then, amid the cheors
of v ‘ellows, he quietly alid from the
back <. the uorse as it it was the most
ordinary thing in the world ho had done,
instead of a feat that not cue of us, either
o;ncer or man, had perhaps ever dreamt
of.”

** Really, old man, is that so ? I shouid

“AARRIS, ARE YOU BUSY "

think {it's likely, it this is known at
* drum-head,’ he is likely ty Le made use
of, unless his religion Is that sort that
makes a milksop of a mam'’

.“No, I don't think that. I believe he
would recognize a higher motive thanp
even the military diseipline and the sol-
dier’s duty. Dut .-e’ve got right away
from our problem : wbat is the power of
thig fellow's religion ? for, ‘pon my soul,
after all, a fellow ought to be prepared
to go somewhere safe If he got popped
off. ‘Bvery bullet has its bhilet,’ we
siug, and, as for me, I feel to-night that
if my life came to an end now, I've noth-
ing certain to think of in the future.
But, I say, this room is awfully hot;
shall we take a turn out of doors 7"

“I don't mind If we do, old boy."

Together thoy strolled out, just as Cor-
poral Harrls crossed the quudrangie. He
was passing them with the salute, whua,
ag it a sudden thought had struck the
officer who had been addressed as “Gus,”
he.stopped, snd safd ;

* Harris, are you busy ?”

*“ No, sir,” replied the man.

“Come hers, then, a few minutes,
Captain Elcombe and ! have been talk-
ing about you, and we were just trying
to golve a problem : how it was that you
had altered go in temper, and speech, and
—and—well, in fact, every way. uf
course we’'ve heard that you've turned
religious. That's so; I8 it not 2

“ Well, po, gir; I don’t think that is it
exactly. You see, sir, I did try to turn,
«Ver g0 many times, but ‘twas no use, till
a young chap on the ship that we came
out in—you may remember him, sir, he
used to sing 8o sweetly, and play the
concertina. Well, it was just as 1 was
in such awful grief over my wife's death,
and I was tsying to turn—but 1 did not
seem to make much of 2 job of it, for the
more I thought about myself, tho worse
I seecmed. But 1 believe God sent that
seaman gunper to me, as much as he sent
©hilip the Evangelist to the eunuch that
1 was veading about this morning in the
Acts of the Apostles. Weli, this salior
upset all my notions of ‘urning religlous,
and he showed me that the very first
slep was for me to look right away from
myself, and look at Jesuas Christ as hav-
ing borne my sin, and jledged his life,
as well as his word, to give me eternal
life through himsel?, But I hope you
Jon't mind my speaking like this to you,
gentlemen 2

“Not a2 bit of {t—not a bit, Harris.
Go on; I am intensely interested.”

And, in truth, both officers appeared

s their eager looky, seen in the pover-
ful southern wmoonlight, helped the eor-
poral tq open hig heart tully.

*Yes, aira, I found out that salvation
wasn't ateady ways, or Dible readings, or
saying pravers, ur turning aver new
leaves, but it waas just simply delleving
what God sald—frst, about myselt, that
1 was a alnner, and then what he sald
about his Son, that he was my Saviour
The fat was, gentlemen, T had always
lad & Qod, byt T had an Saviour”

* But, atop & minute, Ilarris! Iow
do you miean, youy had a tlod. but ne
Savlour 7*

* Why, sir, T belleved in a general way
In God's existence; and, of course, 1 know
that Jesus Christ had dled upon the cross,
but it nover occurred to me that person-
ally I could have no benefit from that
dcath unlcss 1 bellaved with all mny heart
what Qod said avout my sius, and his
Son’s atonement for them.  This waa
the frst thing, and then, with & power
I cannot describe, yet so simply, the
truth came to me, that though my sina
‘did as mountains rize,” yet that the
Lord had lald on his Son Jesus my sin:,
and that, It lald upon him, and I woull
by simplo faith accept that work, they
counld not rest on me.”

* Waell, ’pon my word, Harrls, this is a
strango story. Do you mean to say that
you had nothing to do to got this peace—
thig rest, as you call it 1"

“ Mo, sir; nothing. That's just where
I was making the mistake. That young
sallor laughed at my dolngs. He asked
me what I had been dolng, as X called it,
for my saivation, and I told him, reading
the Likle and praying, wma '.1g good re-
solutions; and cven crying a little; ang
he safd to me, * My Father is a King, he
gives, hs does not sell; you have bery
dealing with him as & pedlar might deal
with you: you have been ssylng, Here,
Lord, | want salvatfon, I want pardor
for my sin, I waat peace, and if you wilt
give mo this great gitt I will give you
all these works and tears of mine.’ And
then he quite laughed at me, hut a*
the same time he showed ms Christ:
wondrous love—Nhilg death upon the cros:
for mo, his last words, ‘It i{s finished
and God did for me, thzough that sailor's
personal dealing with tho stmple word
ot Gad, what all tho sermons I ever heard
failed to do for me "'

* Well, Harris, wo are both very gla.
of your good fortune, I am sure, and re-
Jolce in your fmproved temper, ete. Ane
now, I suppose, you feel at perfect res

| <S8 to your future, even (¢ ¥au should b-

stot or die of fever ?”

*Oh, yes, sir! But, pardon me just
a moment,” (for he saw they were turn
fng away, *nd would soon bring thi.
conversation to a close), 1 hope yon
won't bo offended, but these are ticklish
times, some of us may soon be killed. |
you do not know Jesus as your Saviour
please turn to him, so that, come life o
death, all shall be well."”

Just at this moment, an orderly crossed
from th¢ mess-room, whbere he had been
to seek the officer known 0 us as * Gus.~
Recogrizing him, the orderly saluted
him, ard then gald : * The colonel wishes
to Speak to you, Captain Morgan, on
urgent busliness.”

** All right, orderly; te!l bim I'l] comen
at once,” and only waiting to say to Cor-
poral Harris,  Well, Harris, I will talk
with you again of these things,” heo
turned qulickly, and foilowed the mes:

senger,
(To bo coatinued.)

The deocper Christians we become, the
more profound and rich fn fts sssocla
tions and suggestions becomes Christmas
Day. The more Christ §s to us, the mor-
this day, which gatbers his whole 1ife ug
and holds it in the light, must mean
Each year, if that figure in history bde
comes more centrsl, the first appearance
city of David was born a Saviour mus
grow more interostlng. Each ycar, if
our salvation by the SBaviour grows mare
complete, the day when unto us {u the
city of Dalva was born a Saviour mus:
break upon our lives with more myster!
ous angd gracfous power —Phillips Brooks

It is not uncommon %o hear the devo
tion and liberality of Roman Cathollcs,
mn the spread of thefr religlon, highly
Jauded in contrest with wbat is sald te
be the spathy and Darsimony of Protes
tants. Bat what gre the facts® The
annual giving for missions by 210 660 00N
Roman Catholics {3 $3,600.0060, while 160
000,900 Protestants give nearly $16,000,000

Green Apples.--“ Do you make much
out of your apples " asked the visiior
* Oh, pretty consideradble,” answered the
farmer, “but I've g4t 2 s03 up ‘n the
towa who makes more out of the apples
in 8 month than I mako the whole see-

eéon.” ‘A farmer, {8 he ™ “No; he's
a do?wr; I'm talking about gresn apples
now.*”



