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¥.—~THE PILGRIN PREACHER.

As yet no one at the almshouse had aoticed the absence of
Winn. Joe, fearful and conscience-smitten, saw the
schooner set sail at last, winl the chiid vadiscovsred in the
hold. He bad gone supperiess that he might see every
figure that crossed ber decks.

I do miss the leetle chap dreadful bad,” szid Joe, as
he smoked beneath a ghady tree. ‘A month since I
wouldn't a believed 1'd kidnapped a pauper.  But how-
somdever I'v beea drawed 1ato tt, ‘o’ I've got to stan’ it,
reak ot no resk. I meant st fur kindness, bot 1 Sas my mis-

ivin's. Lt it's diskivered I'll be tumbled out o' this buth
§cch over head, oy characier spuled. Thete's Magge Han-
lan, tuc, she’d be awlul duwa vn me, ef she knowed 1 war
playin’ a game on our sup.”

J>e wassilent, but he mast have been sull thinking of
the sutject, for he broke out wath.

* 1 wa'g't no 'connt when I anchored xmong the paupers ;
but I've kerried myself like 2 parson, 'n’ kep’ the place
straight ; they think a sight o’ me now, sup. ‘n’ all the rest
the grands. But this ‘ere’l] be an all-killin’ black thing fur
me ef it comes to light.”

These were not zgtecable meditaticns for the philosophi-
cal Joc ; be conid pot regain his usnal seli-sausfaction, even
by frequently remarking, with & wise air, that * they'd find
st difhisalt o git anothes fellar ke me 1°

It wounld indeed haove been scarcely possible to *“get
another fellaz like * the shrewd, weather-beaten satlor, whose
steangely chosen aitue and yooer ways made him an odd
~specimen of mashoud.  He fuied an hombie but impornant

place in the almshouse. 1f anythipg was wanted atont thee

farm or baildiogs, Joe was the mae to ask. Despites fonds

ness for * breathin® spells,” he accomplished & vast amount

of work. He was willing to 2id ot any hcur, his sea-train-

ing makiog him as alert at midnight as poon. His kind

heart and willing service made him m=any frieads. 3Je was
also a useful kak between the inmates and the officials,
often giving the former wise counsel, while putting the latter
on geard. Joe usually scented the rupaway plots that the
r half-witted men or boys were foreser concocting.

_chwas sure to appear suddenly amonp the malconteats
with.

** Now look a bere ! Jot's pot sharp ears 'n’ be kaows
whet's up. Dod'tye tryat, boys ! Yecan't do better than

‘ to stick to the towp-ferm; mebbe ‘teint gintee], but it's
breed 'z’ cluthes o’ a roof toshelter ye. Jos's exled on many
sezs 'n’ been knuwia (o many sech plans. They oaly get
them as is in "ern into misery.”

Joe now thought of this.

“1{ bere I be the wust on ‘em zll, after prezchin’ at the
paupers ! 1'd ought ter be chained in the hald ! Thete’s
the sop. so kind, ‘2’ the overseer tellin® on me to keep a

sharp eye oot while the efer Quen isinl”

As Joe mused he did not nouice the approach of an old
oan whose silvery beard, staff, and buzdle of books were
familiar 20d welcome in many parts of the New Ergland
cosst—Father Gwynn, the pilgrim preacher.  For many
yearss he had travelied oa foot, & self-appointed mitsioonry,

reachis @ the Gospel to the poor. \What joy his woids

ave givio in humble homes, or how oftea his scanty purse
had been emplicd {or the destitnte, no one knew; Fatber
G=uo hid ail sach thinga 1o his own great heart. Whatlittle
income ke bad was all speat thes,

So secustomed was he to rexd faces that be knew some-
thing tronbled Joe, even belore bz heard bim sigh, and
saw him Jezn Bis head on his hand.

¢ Have you trouble, fnecd 2 * he 2sked, 10 hisown graiat,
winning way. Evesy ose whom he met was **fnend,™ zad
it rarely happened (dhat they did oul berowme 50 after know-
ing the rarge spisit of the evangelzl,

Joe instantly pulled off Lis ap, bot with 2 shakieg bard.
He felt a sceret diead of the staiely strznpes, whose maneer
xnd zdd-ess inspired him with awe.

¢ Joc's all sight, be allos is, sit, ‘o thank ye kundly,” he
stemamered, addicp anxiousty, ‘I hope I haint ssid northn,
Cap'n, to wake s thick there's summat wroog. 1'ma
waster hand at poaderin’ alond, siz, somstimes n's stonss
I mikes zp out o' me own head, somcuxes ut's them as
the paapers tell me,” indicating theu oesgbbozshood wuth 2
backward motica of the thaeed, * someumes it's what 1ve
sced o3 bigh se2s. 1 war afore the mast twenty-lwo years
afore T =nchaced bere, ®m17, "2° thal gives 2 man a wipht to
drezx on.”

Jos spua this of 1@ a r=pid, honsst fashion, but bis
facs wore 2 lodicgusly distcrbed look Be wmet the quiet,
peoetrating grie of Hiker Gwyoa. He zdded serw

**A persoa can'i sever depend oo what joe Lascombe says
when be's pondain’, ef they abozld, he d getiato tronble.
Be yoa 2 panon, Capn?™

*No,” replied Father Gwiza, ‘“batl have people to
whom I prezch.”

“*So §e ben't & parsoed, yei je preach—now thar ere's
qaite a consndiucs .7 observed éoc.

** The people call me Fathe: Geyao,” conunsed the pil-
gri, with geatle diguity. **Italk to those who will not
£o to hear 2 parsog, becanse they do wol care for those
things, or xrc oo poot and o far awzy from charches.
30d k23 given e 2 message o soch a3 thege™

Joe's Seams were fast giviog place to cariosity.

“ Wal, I va-:2!” kesud. Theo recolletizp the grave
presence of the prescher ke apologwzed  ** That ‘err im"t
swand ¢3po, I g taat p whes § hove w bese 1
ksowed 5t wonidotdo 21 D & ook’ arter the patpes:.
baoa-aglove with thesTp. a 2 62 e ™ Jor wid this
cres . bt ®ith 2 secaet bope of tmpressing bis visitor.

E{ you know the sup. o1 &27 o the r=st o them grards

{ou’ve probably heered ‘em tell o' Joe. Mebbe ve never
cered sech & neme throwed in by way o' tatk 2 "

Father Gwyon did not appear to remember such a clr-
cumstance, which brought back Joe’s depression.

“1 am trear wilﬁ a long walk,” added the good

map, ‘*and will sit baside you and rest, If agreeable to

> !

‘¢ Sartin, sir, sartin, But you'll find me dreadful poor
comp’ny. I haint a plous turn — ben knocked about too
wuch, sir, as ye wust see, with twenty-two year afore the
mest ‘0’ no bringin® up. I hed a good mother, sir, butlleft
her, stecred my own boat since T war & dozen year. There
war a leetle chap here, as you'd a doated on, sir, ‘ud made
i',cr eyes water to bear him speak his lectle pleces from the

ible, 'n’ say his prayers 1eg’lar as victusls.  He got among
the cg:u rs by reason o’ a stoopid jedge, 'n' he’s got g0
much religion you coulda’t get him to cut 'a’ run "thout any
Poorbouse sigo & Plu!cxed to bim. \Whenever 1 says,

You'll be vobody “o’ oothin' ef ye stay here ** says he to
me, 88 ser'us as a2 man, * Mister Joe, it wouldn't be right to
sun away!'"

Joe stopped sudden! He was on dapperous ground ;
then he sdded with f{rvonrr “1 declare, I never did sec
sech & likely chap 1™

Father Gwynn, of course, did not imagine thai Joe had
given the clue to bis secret. Perhaps he did oot think it
possible that such a wondesful child had got amoog thepan-
pers © by reason 0° 2 stoopid jedge.'" fur he did not pusue
the subject, but questioned Joe about himself. There are
some people reticent to others, who unburden themselves
frecly Ito one like Father Gwynn. Tbe evaopelist often
had family secrets copfided to him. Such coohdence was
always sacredly kept to bimsell.

Joz zeemed plad to tell bis story - 1t was not oftea that
people troubled themselves 1o hear it —in his own guoeer
w2y, to be sure, but Father Gwyap urderstood him.

‘hloc w1s the only sop of a wealtby farmer in New Hamp

e,

* Ogr folks wa'n't alluz so well off,” said he, *‘lime twes
when if the corn 'n’ taters didn’t tumm.out well we wzs
up. Bat the old man said he wa'n't 2 goin® to alloz be
waitin’ for crops, 'n’ wortitin' "bout the weather, ’a’soforth 3
30 he up 'n’ turned the old corn-house into a cider will, 'a’
Iaid in with a city fellar to supply bim with genuine cider.
Father be got his pame up right awey. * No more corn
;iz;'tt'z'ﬂcrx far me,’ he says a pullin’ in the money band over
._Joe unconsciously illustrated with his owa fists the ** pallin’
in "’ process.

‘** "Twan't long afore he ‘o’ graod’ther set up a brandy
"stillery.

“ Mother she never took to the basiness,” he 2dded, in &
meditative way. ** Her 'n’ father waralics 2 argufyin’on't !
She war allvz 2 =tkip’ father did be think he war a doin’
rigkt to make drangards far & livin’; "o® suthin® 'bout pat
tin’ a cup to the lips o' a peiphbour, o’ tech.  Father be'd
get dreadfnl riled.  Then they'd hev it out ‘bout me,” con-
tinted Joz, takicg out his knoife, and begisniop to whittle.
* Mother, she'd say + *If vou don't crze for otbers, think
of little Joe. This is a goin’ to be the rin of oar boy, 1
fear.” Saysz father, *Don’t yor fret about Joe; be's doin’
fine. Lamin’ the busizess, ‘a'll be able by-"o"by to carry
it on whale tbe old folksrest 1’ Mapy’s thetime Y've heered
‘em a jawin'," s3id Joe, * whilst T lay on 2 banil suckin’
e’t throogh a straw.”

He wes ailent 2 moment, then repeated, with tuddea in.
tepsity 2

¢4 Lernin’ the burisers!®  Yes little oo lamt the brii-
pess fac Y

**That was aot 2 favourable hepicning fev 2 boy,™ ob-
served Father Gwyno.

Joc's bread chest heaved with & big sinh.

** T war a leetle skaver, ‘sir, what wa'a"t o’ mzch “conat
loop’s T kept ont o the ©en's way Pohaps 1 wonlda't
m2de much o' 2 man, =0y way, but it war that old cdermill
what busted Joz Luscomb ™

Father Gwyza did not zmile at Jar's queer wiy of -
pressing the wreek of his mashooé.  He was silent, baut
his decp-zet eyex were £xed upon Joe with yearning compas-
s:00.

After 2 moment, Joeo resumed his story.  He argrired 2n
appetite for drak atac exrly zge.  His father atlastbecame
aizrmed, 2nd josed the mother in plezding with dim.  He
wzs forbidden 1o enles tbe dutillery: bur Lintle Joe forcd
means to satsly his appetite, despite botd parents.

Fically be left home, decoped by the stories of 2o old
saor. The delcded boy expecied to retuwro with wroeh
glory tome day. It wes a good way to satisfy bis crossience
when be bad vninoss of the gricf of his loviog mother. Ba*
the day of trinmph bad never come  In Joe's ztory, it was
plaznly to be 3221 that a3 the child had been, 30 wasthe man
—Xkept dow by sppetite.  He had pever retarned to his
native place.

¢* Soxme chaps as seis oat to hupt their forchizs bas Iock,
‘s’ cozes boze with flage 2 yin’,* =id Joe, **butlwa'nt
that kisd, Czp'n. Jest 2ssoos 25 T bed a chasce, scthin’
‘cd step in ‘twixt me "o’ it, "o 1'd lose my forckin T never
:czjdin:ﬂmyt::x}algacl:hp what bed sech triads 1"

oz e a3 if he lozged for thy ; poor Joe
whose m-!i& tzd beed x:nf:?:.fh!c.y He :éged:
tiltezly:

** 1 zever could get throsgh me what the Tord made Joo
Luzscomb for1”™

As his listeper was still silent, Jos2dded :

** Peshaps it gis ye 2 stazt, soch dep'rite talk, buta man
like ¢ bainl cobody to comfort ‘em. 1 pever s'posed,”
$2id Joc, with 230b ke the cac that startled Wiz in the
forecastle of the Hater Qurem, **that I shozld be brznp s0
low zs to go whicia® round a panen, o3 tell aoybody wy
story. Bzt semce the lecte fellar left, ke ss war plomsas
Tipike on, Joo Leseowob’s all oF bis peps °  He aiat hirself
wtedt He'd teed 3 potty ey o s<yin a3 bow X wxs
good, ‘o’ the bes® Giznd br bed — sothln” dike what seme
e’ :irt: doesz, "o’ ef "uln? trus, it maker them try to do
better.

1 ¥o3 voed so? fezr to tall frecly with me,” sid Fathn

Joe.

Gwynn. ‘It s a part of my work to comfort and counsel ;
patt of the blessed message He has given we to bear to
those T meet. It is little mattes, filend, whether you bave
been successful or not in movey aflairs; although we arc
told that *he who provides not for his owa houschold is
worse than an fnfidel! ™

*But ye see I haint no household, ‘o' no wife—long o'
roamin’ about so0!* iatetposed Joe.

**Bat you should not have left your mother to watch and
vrait all these years for tidings from her child,” said the

man.

No one could bave taken exception to the gently uttered
veproof. Joe's face brightened with a threwd, comical look,
as he said:

¢That leetle matter kinder fixed itsclfup !

1%e brig he shipped in had been lost on the retutn trip,
soon after he had been dischaiged by the captatn,

*So the old lady she thinks I'm dead,” sud the incom-
puhz;fnible Joe ; “‘she hgint wornted 'bout me this ten

L.

Father Gwynn’s benevolent face Jooked disappruval of
this nove! way of curing a muthes'’s grief.

Then Joe went on to tell how a good lady had interested
hersclf ip him, persuadiog bim, when ill 2t 1he hoapital, to

ive up the sea, and obtained for Lim his present sitcation,
§l’erc. away from his peculiar tempta.fon, he had gaiced
the confidence of all. Ia this story of his life, Joe on-
consciously gave plimpses of a frank, penerous disposition.
It gleamed through the sed histery Jike the silver lining of
a cloud ;it sppealed to ti.: tenderest sympathies of the grees-
hearted man who had listened, and enconraged hm to talk,
that he might know how to help him. Very tenderly did
Father Gwyan now speak with bim of his wasted years,
and the great wiong he had done his mather.

**YWhile you lived she cucnld hope and pray for you;
even that comlfost you took from hes, leaving ber almost cer-
tsin that you died 2s yon had lived? ™

‘There was a long tilence afterwards. At Iast, Joz raused
his head, his face strongly marked with suffering, as he said,
hoarsely :

*Yon're right, parsdn. Joe Luscomb’s ben 2 mistake
all throngh.” His pipe dropped as he slowly ro3e 5 it was
instantly and ficzcely groand beneath his heel. ¢ Joz lost
his charce years ago, went back cn the best o' mothers, 'n’
ben livin' 2 poor, miv'rable lie. 1 thought perheps it ‘ud
case me to tell ye all, bot it doa't.”

As" he wes going, a firm bzt gentle hand detained

* Do 1ot leavs me thus, friend,” said Father Gwynn, the
magnetism of his godoess and earnest purposs constrzining
¢ No man ever haslostbis chance while he can rezson,
Listen while 3 read the messzpe I o2ar to such mistaken
opes as you."”

« The messzgpe *’ was io 20 zacieot book, that bore marks
of much stody.  Joe listened, but wozld talk 20 more that
pight. So the wise evacpelist did not pres the truths
x:ponl him, but gave him something to zead from his
bazdle.

¢ My Mester's business is urgent ; I mustnot tarry longer,”
he said, in his quaist way. There was 2 rapt cxpresxion
on his face o3 he looked across the river, where the sunse®
clonds were emblems of the glory of Him be served, acd be
2dded: **1f my Lord will, 1 shall come again.”

So saying, the pilgrim took op his st2ff und bandle, and
journseyed o3.

( Todecontinued, )

“PUT UP FOR REPAIRS.”

In these days of asuficzl himng, 1t 13 pot sarpeisiep thet
there 2se many devices by which mankind seck to make up
for tacit over-lax, od so have tospezd = pood portion of
their time in se=king restoration. ¢ rights of maz, 2gan
anirma), are, 10 2 great degree, ovetlooked. The chiid has
ro soopes zrived «t an age of possible impression, than it
is chirped snd chattered at xs if the brain were 1o danger of
collzpse. 1t is too oitea pampzied with this or that aciicacy
befoiz it kas anived at ao age fus jediciots chotce.  Appe-
tites become trained in the wicdg airection, Tae greed for
education 1eads 10 2 too catly tax opoa the mestz! servozs
systed, tatd, inthe L -, ia the vy cFe, thereis = lapguid
expression of untest and exbzustiocn.  How often ft 15 Bap-

ipg that the bloom of youth is lost in childhood, g0 that,
1a the place of vigear, there 13 a waa debility which 13 wore
than the feebleness of ape.  Afaoy a2 child who is oot wery
sick mest thas be pat aside for repzis ia the very penod of
hfe whea basyzocy sod heslth are as pataral as to the skip-
Fiog lazb or the blushiop rore.  How refreshucg is fs now
and then to mest with a perfectly patoral family. Pather
204 mother cara their foxd, and know little if zmy
serious @ ure from healdh. The children, seated oo
simple food, relish their home-made bresd 20d ther bowl
of milk 23 if, izdeed, there was = perfet Steess of things bes
tweea appelite s0d aliment.  We reeenlly attended the
faners) of = mzn of seventy-seven.  For over &fty years ke
azd kis zopay wife kad oover koowa of sickoess.  Seyen
sons and one dxopbier furmed tho faz=ily group. No death
had eve occutred ; and, with the m:::nmlhmi. they
21 3tood around Uie coffin with the Jook of perfect kealth.
Frec comntry life 2ad good food and a good bome kzd piven
them =h:tn.-.—.::g"=c= Iack. Alasi how commoa &t bas
become fx mea wommea toaccept a plan which reafly
zme=oc3 that every ear the body must be gut ap fov repass.
Wit is 207 aalled szmmer secreation mezss, fa vy mrey
cases, that there is such exbasstion of wital forcs thattbhe
roztice of lifs mast bestopped in order 1o paich Tp. We
bave nrver been willing to 22cept this 2s the normal order of
2 hamea Yife. The world bazs never sezn 3~ perfect 2 in-
sirement a3 a perfecily oatorad homan being,  The forees of
aatare are $9 amacged that waste and sepeir follow ewch
otz wih & shythexm which readers both alike i
ihle. Dclood’a convested into foroe. and the toil of
dzy i the sloep of the pight, with stch order that the toll
i3 23 mach a pant ofihe harmooy sstathesost.  Thewondess

fol cepacity of codomnes which ooz soted Tpes bob ©
12273t #0d opnuiTe powes 13 DOt ety wonderinl thxn the




