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CHAPTER V.
“ THE MYSTERY SOLVED,

An
Rong d he shaly bring forth thy righteous-
I e Il()0n~day.” R
gt ha
o’ev’s t
0 fiye

:’lf‘f’ng been a custom of Mildred
of requently take her work or book,
h“me afternoons when her father was not av
the), 24 8o down by the water in some
uel'e‘l nook.’
take, _Lhe following afternoon her father had
e a drive out in the country to look after
1oy pastoral work, which' he, when well
Mildgh’ took charge of. So being left alone,
¥ rtred locked up the, pretty cottage, and
o ed, with her embroidery and Methodist
Yazine under her arm, for the water.
]°0k‘e seated herself in a sheltered nook over-
ing the -vater, where she had a good view,
U yet courd not be easily observed.
Away, away before her, in all its solemn
Myjesty stretched the blue waters of Lake
ntario. The warm sunshine rested upon it,
Waking it spurkle like silver. Calm and
Wotjonless it lay--no white-capped waves
:;“-l‘e visible; it Juoked like some great mon-
er aglecp; its tiny waves washed slowly
back and forth on the sands, and there was in
:gentle motion no suggestion of the wild
. :‘l:ﬂt and seething foam it could so easily
Ange into.
dOh’ peaceful, sunshiny water 1” said Mil-
¢ to herself, as she watched it,  *¢ Thou
Q&u:s deceitful as thou art fair!  Thou hast
life el manv a wreck! Manya promising
Bas heen swallowed up by thee!”
{311 she thought of Jesus’ words—*¢ Fear
hem which kill the body but are not able
oostroy the soul.”
ani bhe Liquor shops are destroying both soul
Sept, ody  said she to herself. ¢ They pre-
is a‘i’ peaceful and harmless an exterior 88
lup sp-”‘c“l lake, but death _eternal death—
t,:§ their poisonous draught.”
I sitting for some moments lost in

dre,
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ang “l\lwtj she opened her Methodist Magazing,
a intercsted in the

soon deeply
. Ihe Dragon and the
Presen:lm""“r from the Sfm.” )
@ grouy, (f)’ sk heard voices approaching—
OWn op L,l merry '_\‘ch()ol.un‘ls came and sab
8an cha gy, 1e other side of the rock, and be-
Othgy. ering in a confidential way to each
tloge ) dUite unaware that Mildred was so
- (i)to them.
0 i:t:::slh’“g t~ be a listener to what was
U hep g, ded for her to hear, Mildred gnthered
Moy aw?”k and her work and was about to
Sation M'?-V when a fragment of their conver-
to rema,il;esbed her attention and caused her
“Whe very still and listen eagerly.
Rid got the prize in Mr. Seburn’s room?”
w“ I:)e to the other.
Over jy (.mj got it ; they had a terrible time
ang g0 ._'ack Harding's essay was the best
Sug nor,lfnlw was awwarded to him, but some-
“\ey all te4 an open history in his desk and
“Idq hought he cheated.”
}Lnf)th@._,f)“ & }"‘i“(:.\'e e’d cheat about it,” said
tlé t“)w‘n Y tie's said to be the worst Loy in
l.'.‘itt e i I:M I have heard lots of people say
ng 1, ‘nuuluneSb ; and one can see by tie up:
g o oy Wity hie has of carrying himself
“ L se .Su)r”_ to tell a lic.”
ll: Yetg \fel:‘?; f“s \‘V()l‘st fau ¢ is his temper,—
otter Yy (m‘““fély. and tien to wmend the
'l‘e[?( Y amd L;] (‘5. that was what he d}d yes-
[\Q‘}"“ Migy (il-(,“,lvl? he got thrown out of a rig
\Il home be? s, and she had him takeu to
®lho iy, Jecause he's in her class i the
. U Sunday-school.”

Tea-kettle,”
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.,“"a‘-( loo q‘:("l e tiesg givl again, “every-

0 Served g gaiust Lim i this case; he was
go in the room alone at noon, and
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on topiuion 15 that he got his hook

Ve 16t
”lf“J\xltnLQ"'“h“"S desk  then, and put it in
i e .
ey l:mlll.]m didn’t o any such thing,” said
“(\’(kun u;ii'l;]g‘rl in the group, who had not
) Vhat, t],:l()w) “and [ can prove it too 1
A dog you know about it?” asked
il o i Voleos at once.
{:,a,yihg);'i‘ L‘}‘S“ this,” said she; *‘we were
“)5”8@1 bhat d'lml's"'“k, and I just thought to
v and would hide in Mr, Seburn’s
Ce o slip ‘:)“ { would have a splve‘mlul
a soul il\lb |and get home free. K herve
I“a.p Pin the \v.ﬁ \.e romn, 80 I crept in and
Wh, 8. had o corner behind some rolls o
en | ouly been there a few mnoments

bip ear

L‘,:tty nem.a‘t'd fOU‘SLQ[H‘ and I was scared

tn\lc er, ﬂudo death, for 1 thonght it was the
nd I kuew he'd lesture me if be

3 ¢ hidine 1
“k Hyp 1-1.'!;““8 in there. l3ut it was only
g snd I gave n great sigh of re-

lief. He did not see me, but I saw every
move he made. He walked straight to his
desk, and put a bunch of violets in & bottle
ghere ; then he went directly out again. I
was about to make my escape when 1 heard
footsteps again, and this time it was Bob
Pierce. He did not, see me either, but I saw
him, and he took a blue book out of the
teacher’s desk and placed it in the very place
where Jack had put his flowers. Of course I
did not know then why he did that: and I
wondered why he moved so stealthily lest
someone should see or hear him, but I know
now, and I think it was a mean trick.

«’As soon as he had gone 1 slipped out and
got home free. You remember that time I
got home free, Maggie, and you all wondered
where I hid'? but 1 wouldn’t tell, for I knew I
had no business there ; but I guess it wasa
good thing after all.”

««Well, I should say so e
rest of the girls in a breath.

« T never likel that Bob Pierce,” said one.

«Nor 11" “Nor I1” shouted half a dozen
voices.

«t And I'll be real glad to see Jack Harding
cleared,” said another; for he is just as gen-
tlemanly as ever he cau be, when people let
him alone and use him right.”

«] think the first thing we ought to do
about it is to go and tell Miss Grey,” said one
of them. *‘She takes a great interest in him,
and she will be =0 glad to hear that his inno-
cence can be proved.”

On this they all agreed, and in another
moment they would probably have set off in
the direction of Miss Grey’s had not she sud-
denly emerged from the cave aud stood before
them.

“] beg your pardon, girls,” said ahe,
s for listening to your conversation,
was about to move away when you first came
here, but as soon as I heard Jack Harding’s
trouble at school mentioned, [ felt that I
must stay and hear it through to the end. I
am so glad that his innocence can be proved.
Mary,” continued she, turning to the little
girl, with whom she was acquainted, * will

ou tell the teacher just what you have told
these girls?”
¢ Yes,” said Mary, ** indeed [ will! But
you don’t think, do you, that he'll scold me
very much for disobeying orders about play-
ing in the school-room A

%‘No, | am sure that he will excuse you
ghis time since it has led to such a happy re-
sult.”

Mildred parted with the girls, first gaining
a promise from Mary to tell the teacher as
soon as she reached the school the next morn-
ing.
& And,” said Mildred, ‘Tl see that Jack
is there.”

She hurried back up town and went straight
to Jack’s home, determined to find him if

ossible and tell him the good news.

What a dismal-looking home it was, with
uo curtains to the windows, and everything
presenting such an untidy appearance. She
wondered not that Jack found life hard.

The coarse, rough-looking woman Wao
answered her gentle knock had a red face,
and eyes still redder. Mildred could scarcely
keep from drawing back from her in disgust.

In answer to Mildred's inquiries about
Jack, she replied that he was upstairs, and
she radely allowed the door to go shut, leav-
ing Milived standing outside, while she went

to call him.
A little ch

exclaimed the

ild of five or six years was play-
ing avound the yard, and Mildred at once
supposed that it was Jack’s little half-brother,
Charlie, whom she had often heard him speak
of. The child did not resemble his miserable
mother in the least ; he had a sweet, trusting
face, and innocent blue eyes. )
Mildred said a few kind words to him, and
won his heart completely by taking from her
urse a shining quarter and giving it to him.
Little did she know that it would go where
most all the money from that home went—to
buy luxuries for the hotel-keeper’s family.
Jack soon appeared, and as he stepped out
and closed the door after him his fivst words
were
¢ Oh, Miss Grey, how could you come bere,
in such a place as this?”
« T was determined to see you, Jack, I have
much to tell you. Come, walk down the
street with me.”
It was with feelings of intense pleasure that
he listened to what she had to tell him. How
glal he was to hear that his innocence could
e fairly proved !
He was somewhat 2
go to school the next morning,

hesitation he consented.

« You see this is pmvident.ial,” said Mil-
dved, brightly. «God moves in a mysterious
way his wonders to perform, and it does seem
to me that everything has unmc.a.l_)out to prove
-our innocence it the most satisfactory way.

«1 it certainly very thankful,” s_md Jack,
¢ for not only did 1 want my ipnpocence

reluctant to promise €0
but after some

proved, but I also wanted tbat handsome
book very much.”

They walked silently on for & little way,
but before they parted, Mildred abruptly
asked :

«]s your little balf-brother
Jack? Isaw him out playing,
he looked so very pale.”

A shadow crept over
answered bitterly :

¢ No, Miss Grey,
uneasy about him for s
restless and feverish at
to his mother about it,
thing she cares for is liquor.
sadly neglected.”

«'Well,” said Mildred, «if he should get
worse—if he should get real ill, do not hesi-
tate to let me know, and I’ll do all I can for
him.”

«Thank you, Miss Grey. You are indeed
a true friend,” said Jack.

(7o be continued.)

A Chain of Songs.

Ta1s is the song of the bee;
«Qpen wide the sweet enclose
Of your bosom red to me?
T would enter in, O rose,
I would come to dwell with thes.
All the sweets of wild-flowered field,
All the wealth the gardens yield,
All these shall the guerdon be .
For thy love,” sings the restlesa bee.

nite well,
and I noticed

Jack’s face, and he

he is not; I have been
ome time ; he seems 80
night. I have spoken
but honestly, the only
Poor Charlie is

This is the song of the rose:
¢ You are nothing to me, O bes,
For at night there’s a wind that blews;
In the dark he kisses me,
And no flower the secret knows,
O wind, that wayward darts,
Take my hundred glowing hearts !
Thine are they, to wear or lose,
So thou love me,” sings the rose.

This is the song of the wind :
«T love you not, wanton flower s
1f I kissed you, count it sport 3
There’s a young tree near your bower,
And to her I pay my court.
Fold me, sweet, in your swaying arms;
1 will praise your maiden charms
East and west, if you are kind
To your lover,” sighs the win

This is the song of the tree:
«Naught care I for wind that woos}

There's o lark that flies and sings,
And him for my love I choose ;

A, fain would I clip his wings !
Draw near, love, and build thee a nedt
Right here, love, upon my breast,

And safe shall thy dwelling be;”
This is the song of the tree.

This is the song of the lark s
«Q tree, 1 regard thee not}
Higher, higher, 1 aspire
For L long to reach the spot
Where I see yon ball of fire,
Glowing, flashing, flaming, burning,
And my heart is madly yearning
Just to be & tiny spark
Of the great sun,” sings the lark.

This is the song of the sun:
QO children, with hearts to break,

As ye lie on the world’s broad breast,
1 can see you quiver and ache,

With longing that’s never at rest ;
Only love that burns upward is living,
Such love liveth on with the giving,

Though love in return ne’er be won.”
This is the song of the sun.

A SMOKER CURED.

WaeN quite young I learned to smoke,
but later I went to worl in a store where 1
could not smoke. I then commenced chew-
ing tobacco, but afterwards I chewed and
smoked both for thirty-six years. I finally
decided that chewing was a filthy habit, and
stopped. At that time I was a travelling
galosman, and learned to drink liquor.
For ten years I was a slave to drink. After
losing everything worth living for I quit
drinking, and then for two years I was
unable to do anything. But I thank God
for those two years. I have not made a
practice of drinking for twenty years now,
but I kept on smoking until last New
Year's day. Last year I went east to see &
sister whom I had not seen for twenty-one

ears, and after talking of the goodness of
God to us, she said, us I brought out my
pipe to sinoke: «] cannot see how you
smoke, thinking as you do.” That is the
first time I had_ever thought of it in &
religious light. T thought the matter over,

and after returning home 1 took my Bible
and looked to see what 1 could find about it.
First of all I found it an idol. Then Iread
1 Oor. 3. 16, 17, and 10. 3L After that
my smoking was no good to me. It wasa
sure cure. 1 had smoked forty-five years,
but I have never smoked since.—.L).
Nicholls, in Witness.

RAINY DAYS.

SoME constitutions are powerfullyaffected
by the weather, growing mnervous and
irritable when the wind is blowing in
shrieking, nofsy gusts, and hopelessly de-
pressed when the splashing raindrops are
making mournful musiec. Others tell us
that a walk in the rain is a beneficial spray-
bath, so long as we do not lounge about ;
and in glowing health and spirits they set
off for a *‘Macintosh walk.” To most of
@s it is an effort to be merry when through
long hours the monotonous rain has been
falling ceaselessly ; we console ourselves
with the quotation that ‘‘some days must
be dark and dreary,” and find a sort of
coziness in settling ourselves assiduously
to indoor occupation. Yet there is a
beauty, too, in the showery dance that
bathes the woods and waters the earth.
Al.dnch sings of ¢ tremulous skeins of
mn;f’ and there are times, after heavy
brooding, threatening hours, when with
delight and relief we thankfully watch the
raindrops goftly dimpling the pools and
beating down into the street. Only the
wisdom of God could so have arranged that
the air like a sponge should pour out the
water it can no longer retain, and thus the
spreading glains should be abundantly
watered. od knows when the earth needs
rain ; God knows when, across the sun-
shine of our life’s prosperity, it is well that
the clouds shall brood, and disappointment
darken the prospect, and trouble come
upon us iike a storm. The dark days are
blessed 1hat remind us of our nest within
the wsve that maybe in prosperity we
scarcely held so precious, ¢ Hope thou in
God ; wait patiently for him.” The rainy
glomny days are passing from us. Even
now. if we lift our eyes to heaven, we shal)
seo in the sky *“God’s glowing covenant ”
prism of his tender smile and our human
tears ; there is set God’s bow in the clouds,
zad we own that it was worth all the sor:
row;ful fraip }t]o behold its ** afterward,” the
arch of light and peace. in 1
shadow at all.—The Ibuive’r. wherein is no

SNAKE-CHARMERS.

A Noisg, something like the *‘buzzer”
of a factory, produced by the ¢ rubbin
shioke” on a native drum, calls everyong
to the door of the bungalow. Here we
find the snake-charmer has established
himself with a row of little flat baskets in
front of him. Uncovering one of the
baskets, he drones away on his pipe, made
of a dried gourd, a monotonous air, and
the snake, which seems to appreciate the
music whether we do or not, raises itself.
extends its hood, and waves its head about
as though beating time to the measured
drawl of the primitive bag-pipes. Other
baskets are uncovered and the place is soon
alive with venomous serpents, which the
snake-charmer permits to twist around his
limbs and coil about his body and clasp his
peck. The cobraisone of the most poison-
ousof Indiansnakes,andits bite meansdeath
ina very few minutes. DBut the charmer
does not trust altogether to his music ; he
has probably rendered his venomous pet
harmless by extracting the poison fangs.
1t is not safe, however, to presume on this
go far as to touch the snakes, for the
operation may have been performed im-
perfectly.

The snake-charmer will undertake to
catch all the serpents in your compound
and carry them away—for a consideration.
He plays his Dbag-pipes and performs
his incantations before an old ant-hill
which the gardener says has been nppro:
primed by asnake, andhe managesto induce
the inmate to crawlout. Putting him into
a basket he claims the reward and disap-
pears. 1t by no means follows, however,
that your garden is free from snakes, for
gome people say that the snake-charmer
only catches a trained snake which he had
himself previously introduced, 8o that
snake-charming may be little better than
jugglery after all.




