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Y Put ye in the sickle; for the Harvest is ripe.”
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KNOT OF WHITE RIBBON.

MINDAH E. MERRIFIELD,

The rain fell in a heavy mist and the wind soughed
mournfully through the trees, sweeping the dead leaves in
snowers over the fast fading grass and wet pavements
The street lamps gave out a faint, flickering light and the
pedestrians drew their wraps closcr and shivered as they
hurried along. For an hour or more the figure of a

woman might have been seen wandering up and down the |

streets, a'd the face upon which the light shone was that
of a young girl scarce twentv.  The brown hair was push-
ed back from the white face, and a pair of dark hazei eyes
looked with a frightened expression upon the passers-by,
wio did not seem to heed her presence in the least.

The girl leaned for a moment against a fenc e, and a

great tearless sob broke from her lips ; and at that moment
a lady who had just passed with several others, stepped
back, and laid a gentle hand on the girl's arm. A voice
sweeter than the sweetest music to a troubled heart, spoke,
and a face made beautiful by its love of God and human-
ity, with the same love shining in the kindly blue eyes,
bent over and asked :

* Let me help you, you are in trouble.”

The girl looked up with a bewildered air ; such words
she was not used to, but in a moment she found voice to
answer :

“No, you can't, unless you give me work, and my re-
ference is, I have been one week out of jail.”

Thelady gavea start, and the girl continued with a laugh :

“Iknew you would turn away ; no less than a hundred
have done the same thing the past week.”

“Surely,”” the sweet voice whispered, “you were not
guilty ?”

“Yes," she answered, “I will not lie to you, I was guilty,

The noble, loving heart gave a great throb of pity ; this
was her work, here was one of her chosen ones to whom
she was devoting her life work, A clear, cold voice, with
a sound like a bell on an icy morning, broke the momen-
tary siience.

“M dear Mrs. Barney, don't you think you are wast-
ing time, we will be late, and Dr. Ellis is so particular?”

For a moment she hesitated ; there was an audience
waiting for her, who, with God's help, she must interest ;
and yet this one must not be ieft without a word of com.
fort. She hastily thrust a card into the girl’s hand, toge-
ther with a shining silver plece, and whispered hurriedly,
‘“Come to me in the mording at this address,” and she

. was gone.

[
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Something fluttered noiselessly to the walk, and the girl
ran and picked it up ; it was a knot of white ribbon

“I wonder if she wants it,”” she soliloqiized. “  guess
not ; I'll keep it because she dropped it.””  She opered
her hand and looked at the silver dollar lying within.
“Now | can have some supper,” she thought, and she
hurried away in the direction the party had taken, but
they were well in advance of her.  After turning several
corners, she found nerself in front of a brilliantly hghted
church, and an illuminated card announced that Mrs. J.

K. Barncy would give an address. She stopped short ;
that was the name the lady had ="' her Loocfactor.
She looked at her card, and there it was, Mrs. J. K.
Bainey, Supper was furgotten, an he ant ‘nto the
church, and slipped into one of the back .eats. The
Center church was crowded, the organ plaved and the

choir sang, the pastor gave thanks for slessings past and
to come, and at last gave way to the speaker of the even-
ing, and a slender little black-robed lady, with blue eyes
shining likc stars, with their hope and earnestness, arose
before a church filled with a fashionable and critical audi-
ence, to tell them what the mission of the white ribbon
was, and how it led her out into the by-ways to search out
the despised and forsaken, and tell them of Christ’s love,
for He came to save the fallen, and, as she went on, the
girl in the back seat clasped her ribbon closer and her
eyes lost their wildness, and a look of content came into
her face.

Tue voice of the speaker rang out clear and sweet to the
listeners as she spoke of the enemy who stole away home
and happiness ; ard, if he did not darken their home,
someone’s household idol was sacrificed on the altar of
mammon which they would in a measure be called to
answer for, as the professing Christian would pray, “ Lead
us not into temptation,” and then give their influence for
that which destroyed both body and soul. “Thy king-
dom come, and thy will be done on earth as it is in
Heaven.” The voice was wonderfully pathetic as it re-
peated the precious words.

‘ How can His kingdom come amid such blighting sin,
and His will is not done on earth because it is not in
accordance with God's will to ruin,” and then the
speaker’s voice grew soft and pleading as she begged more
to vote right, to uplift the standard of right for the boys
to follow, and she showed the truth for women’s feet to
tread, to win many to the narrow way for Christ’s sake.

When at last the clear voice ceased and the speaker
took her seat, the Rev. Dr. Ellis arose, and after a few
complimentary remarks in regard to Mrs. Barney, and a
few more invoking God's blessing, the meeting was over,
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and the people were free to express their sentiments,
which they were not slow to do. Some had gone out of
curiosity, some to please the noble, earnest women who
bad instigated the meeting, and more because at the pre-
sent time Dr. Ellis church was very popular, and as they
looked at the address from different standpoints, the com-
ments were of eourse somewhat varicd,  ‘There were many |
who simly admired the gifted speaker, but there were a
fow who feit the responsibility of God's work, but among
the number who felt the need of a Father's strength and
Jove was the girl in the back seat, who still clasped in her '

|

|
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hands a bit of white ribbon. One by one the people had
left the church, or stood in groups and talked over the
meeting, till at last the girl seemed to realize it was over, |
and starting to her feet she glided away ; she walked
«wifily along till she reached rather a neat looking lodging
house, and entered for the night.

She lay awake counting the hours, as the bell in the |
adjoining steeple tolled them out, Ul at last she feli
asleep to dream of fair faces. )

‘The morning sunlight shone in at the window when at
last she opened her cyes, and springing up she made as
neat a toilet as possible, and descended the stairs to the
plain, though comfortable dining room, and after a hur-
ried breakfast made her way out upon the street, in the
direction given on her card. The number brought her to
stone residence, and her courage seemed to
leave her as she ascended the white marble steps and gave
a timid pull at the polished silver bell.  The smart maid
in a white cap and apron, with flowing ribbons, olevated
15 she reluctantly permitted her to enter the

a large brown

her nose ! ]
hall, while she went to inform Mrs. Barney of her arrival ;
<he soon returned, and directed her to follow. ~As the

ing back, and the slender, graceful figure |
and sweet face of her new found friend appeared, her
hesitaney vanished, but her eyes filled with tears as she
felt the warm hand clasp and the thrilliug gaze of the blue |
eyes,

“ Now, my chiid,”

library door sy

said the lady, “ tell me all about it
How is it you ar~ left to wander through the world, and
thus early tread the path of wrong?”" There was no with-
danding the kindly sympathetic voice, and so, seated
close to the lady, the gul told again the old, old story of
love and sin, old since the world begun, yet new to many
a trusting girl's heart that has no loving hand to guide:
the story of a woman's love and man’s perfidy, and when
at last she found herself friendless and alone, the wine
cup s ruddy light bade her find comfort there, and so she
had only to find the resuit which is always sure to follow.
' a’am, nobody will take a_jail-pird, so there
.. for me,"" she concluded.

While the srory had been told, the listener’s heart had
been lifted to God in prayer, but she had not looked for
an answer quite so soon as it was received ; for as the
girl's words died away, the curtains partcd, and the
hostess stood before them; her eyes filled with tears as
she exctaimed : .

«(Oh, Mrs. Barney, I could not help but hear; forgive
I will take her and help her ;—no one knows how
have to answer for by turning a deaf ear to the
cries for help which come before our Christian people. I
will not stand back in the work any longer.” And it was
decided that Mrs. Judge B. was to take Nellie Harris in
her employ, and help her to do right.

Five times has summer’s sunlight shown over the
stately city of Elms, and five times have the streets, been
wrapped n their snowy mantle, and again the Center
chureh is crowded to listen to Mrs. J. K. Barney's words
which cannot fail to enthuse the hearts of her listeners,
but this time she has a warm place in the hearts of the
people ; seventy-five earnest, loyal women, with Mrs.
Judge B. at their head, are wearing the white ribbon for
“God and Heme and Native Land,” and this time she
spoke for them. Nellie Harris is still with Mrs. Judge
B., and she has proved faithful and true, and her name 1s
known to every poor unfortunate one, and many bless

““So you see, m
is no good way !

me.
much we

her ; but there are few who know of a little ebony box in
her room, which contains a card and a little knot of white
ribbon, over which she shed many bitter tears in her
struggle for right at first.

To-night she too wears a white ribbon, for the blood of
Christ cleanseth from all sin, and no one would recognize
in the quiet, lady-like looking girl the wreck of five ycars
ago. But Mrs. Barney remcmbers, and her greeting is
cordial as to a friend.

Mrs. Judge B. has found by blessed experience that a
few words, even on the bnsy streets, will bring forth
abundant frmit. Dr. Ellis' prayer comes from the depths
of his hearu this night, and his words are wonderfully
tender, for ha knows the little story connected with the
speaker's last visit, and when he ends with a blessing on
the white ribbon, which is fast encircling the world, ard
all members of the W. C. I U., there is a heartfelt and
earnest Amen,

Reader, there is many a Nellie Harris in sar crowded
streets, but there are few Mrs. Barneys: let us all en-
deavor 1o live closer to the beautiful life from which she
takes her example, and in a consecrated work for God
and humanity, find the rest and blessing of the promise—

“ Inasmuch as ye did it uuto one of the least of these
ye have done it unto Me.”

0

WARNING ECHOED AND
RE-ECHOED.

NOTES OF

We have thought, while reading with deep interest the
minutes of the last Annual Convention of the Maritime
W. C.I. U, how truly “the ficld is the world ;'" how
the same evils confront the White Ribboners everywhere,
and the same discouragements have to be met by untir
ing zeal, and the long-suffering love God sheds abroad in
our hearts.

Mrs. Dr. Todd, Superintendent of * Purity in Litera-
ture and Art,"’ writes :—* A few years ago the country
V... startled by the news of-a terrible floo that had swept
hundreds to death. For weeks the search for bodies
went on. One day a man was walking over what scemed
to be the unbroken surface of a field. Carelessly Kkicking
as he walked, his foot struck and dislodged a lump of
earth, when, to his horror, a dead face appeared.  Imme-
diately search was begun, and the entire field was found
to be a vast charnel house, fuil of death and corruption.
Just so, it seems to me, is the work of the department I
represent. A flood of literature has swept over the land,
carrying moral death in its track. One but needs to look
under the surface to discover enough to turn the heart
sick and faint.

“What has produced the almost numberless bands of
young thieves, murderers and train-wreckeis, of whom we
read in every day's paper? Dime novels indiscriminately
sold, and allowed to be read by children by parents who
are too careless to take time and see what kind of books
their children are reading. What about the impurity of
heart and life that is ‘ound among children of tender
years, as well as those who are older? The impure
papers, pictures, and books that are sent out to do their
deadly work, by those whose hearts are black and cor-
rupt, will account for it all.”

After showing the “ character of the men who deal in
the unclean literature of the day,” and the fearful extent
to which they circulate it among women and children,
she continues :—

“A good suggestion comes from Yarmouth, and all
fathers and mothers would do well to heed it. The post-
master requests parents to come themselves for their
mail, instead of sending their children; then they will
know what is sent to their homes. An instance of the
wisdom of so doing came to my notice, where a father
examined a paper, bearing a very innocent name, but con-
taining advertisements that were vile. The paper was
given to me. In order to test their genuineness, I replied
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to one under an assumed name, and back came catalogues
of obscene pictures, and advice as to the best way of order
ing, with a special caution to ‘our customers in Canada.’
Who are these customers? Are they your boys and
girls? How may you be sure they are not ? I have the
assurance from some of my helpers that these papers, and
worse things, are sent broadcast. School catalogues fur-
nish names—private schools, not the much berated public
schools, for their pupils' names are not printed.

*“ In one of our cities, four clubs of boys were discovered,
whose object it was to read and circulate impure papers,
books and pictures. The parents of these boys unever
suspected it. ‘Two have been broken up, and hopes are
entertained of the death of the others.

“An item in a newspaper, not long ago, said :—* The
cigaret ¢ makers have decided not to enclose pictures in
the packages, as they cost too much ; one firm paid well
up to six thousand dollars a year.' Think of it! Six
thousand dollars a year for the corruption of the minds of
the young, for those who have examined them pronounce
these pictures the vilest of the vile,

*In this, as in most of our departments, I am satisfied
that the one thing that cripples our work is apathy. If
we could once get the people aroused, we would reach the
end of our desires spaedily. Then let us all be active in
throwing the light of truth on onr work, so that all may
see the need of action.”

Yes. dear reader, we echo from the Province of Quebec
the cry of our sister from the Maritime Provinces. * The
thing that cripples our work is apathy. 1f we could but
set the people aroused !”

But how is it to be done?  We are constantly publish-
ing facts that are surely sufficiently startling ; *“ throwing
the light of truth” on the dangers that surround the
children on our strees, in our schools, yes, and in their
own homes also, where, alas | mothers think they are so
safe,

If the Christian mothers of Montreal would arise in the
God-given power of their mother-love, and say that such
pictures as have disgraced St. Catherine street of late—
with their suggestions to the minds of their boys and
girls of immorality and crime—should no longer be tole-
rated, th y would soon disappear.

If they should so gain, and hold, the confidence of their
children as to hear from their lips a// of their school life,
conversations in the playground, papers and books passed
from hand to hand, and frecly commented upon, &, they
would soon insist upon purifying the moral atmosphere
these children are breathing every day. If they would
take means to #now certainly what comes to their child-
ren through the mails, what kind of reading they indulge
in at night, and what is the habitual current of their
thoughts, how much evil might be averted, how much holy
influence be brought to bear upon them.

We know that many a mother will indignantly throw
down our paper, saying, “There is no danger to my
child.” Alas ! dear mother, in your own apathy, in your
fond assurance that your child is utterly unlike the many
children who have yielded to temptation and broken
hearts as confident as yours, lies the terrible canger. But
even were you sure your own were safe, what ahout the
hundreds of young feet that you acknowledge are treading
a downward path? Can you not awake to their danger ?
Can yon not do something to save them ?

In the minutes of the Maritime Convention, from which
I have already given extracts, there is a report by Mrs.
Turnbull, Superintendent of the Social Purity Department
Party, in which she says :—

* While teaching our own, let us not forget those who
have no mothers gentie teachings, no kindly voice of
warning ; the little girls who are tempted into a life of sin
before they are old enough to know its horrors. Very
recently, in my own city, a littie girl under thirteen years
of age was found in a house of infamy, Oh, think of it,
mothers| when you clasp to your bosom your own little
girls of that tender age, scarcely thirteen, and her young
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life blasted through the wickedness of men, who, if they
had possessed any of manhood's honor, would have pro-
tected instead of debased her; and oh, the shame of it !
that women are found base enough to entice and harbour
young girls in their infamous dens, teaching them the
ways that “‘take hold on hell.” We cannot shut our
eyes to these terrible facts that are being constantly ex-
posed through the daily papers. The time has gone by
when 'tis considered unwomanly to be intelligent or not to
shrink from duty. Perhaps you think that such instances
only occur to those in the lower walks of Lfe, Alas!
there are those who have been as tenderly cared for as
your own sweet girls, who have heen vicrims to man’s in-
If you could see a dear mother's (1ce, as I saw it,
when she told me of a cruel outrage to her child, her
sweet, fair girl, just entering girlhood ; if you could have
heard the despair, the heartache in her tones as she said,
“It he had taken my child’s life, I could have borne it,
but this, oh, this 1s TERRIBLE " you would feel as I felt.
Dear sisters, something must be done to stay this dreadful
evil, that brings a more deadly blight upon the home than
even strong drink alone could do.  If it is true that angels
weep, what bitter tears must fall in heaven over this most
cruel of all wrongs that can be committed by min. There
are few mothers who have not known the sorrow and suf-
fering of giving back a little chiid to God, but it can be
nothing in comparison to the agony of parents whose
innocent little girl has been a victim to man’s foulest
crime. Why should not Christian men and women seek
more earnestly to teach the doctrines taught by our Lord ;
to put into practice the precepts of the White Cross? Do
we dread the world’s harsh eriticism, its misrepresentation
and misjudgment > Remember how it treated Him whom
we desire to serve, He who is our pattern, and who bids
us—*“ Follow thou Me.”

There are many pictures representing the Man of Sor-
rows. There is one (a German picture, I think) where
He is represented with clothing soiled and torn, in the
act of rescuing a lamb that has straycd, while He tenderly
removes the brambles of the thicket.  His own hands are
wounded by the thorns. In secking to follow Him, to do
His work, we, too, shall be pierced by many a thorn,
wounded by the world’s harsh criticisms and discouraged
by its scorn ; but He bids us fear not. Oh, how many
victories are lost through fear ! how many opporuunities !
how many souls! We want workers, these days, who
know no fear but the fear of God, who will be ready for
every good work ; souls more willing to surrender all for
Christ, more ready for entire consccration. While we
wait and hesitate, the souls of our sister women are going
down into the * blackness of darkness for ever,” and
‘“the enemy lurketh in the thievish corners oi the streets,
that he may slay the innocent.” We must come to the
rescue, not trusting to our own strength.  Hast thou not
known, hast thou not heard, that the everlasting God, the
Lord, the Creator of the ends of the earth, fainteth not,
neither is weary? He giveth power to the faint, and to
them that have no might He increaseth strength.”

Again we say, we as workers in Quebec can echo every
word. We, too, have seen a mother rock to and fro with
a wail so bitter, an anguish so terrible, that we stood
stricken before her, poweriess to attempt to comfort where
comfort there was none, with only a silent prayer that
God, the great, merciful Father would somehow speak to
the heart o his afflicted one, and hasten the day when all
wrongs shall be righted, and sorrow and sighing flee away.
‘Ve pray, day by day, Thy kingdom come, and come it
uely will, for God has promised. But is not the Master
s ving to each of us, “ Occupy till I come,” and * Fol-
lov. thou Me,” and shall we not follow Him through good
report and evil report, bearing our cross and despising the
shame, occupying as He occupied, sorrowing as He sor-
rowed, working as He worked, loving as He loved, and, if
need be, losing our life, striving against sin, that at His
command we may find it again where the wicked cease
from troubling and the weaay rest with God.
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DEUT. XXX 25 2 COR. 1. 11
The glad New Year's motto is sounding,
Like bells chiiming sweet on the air
Let all who love the Lord Josus
Be helping together in prayer,

The world is &0 full of sin's darkness,
Of sorrow and trouble and care

Which cach may do something to brighten,
By helping together in prayer.

Then take every task the Lord giveth,
Nor ever sit down in despair

If He says stand aside or sit idle,
You sull cun be helping by prayer

Sometimes the Lord's weak ones are strongest,
They cast upon Him every care,

His wdle ones oftimes work hardest,
By helping together by prayer,

The Eternal God is thy refuge,
And underneath, everywhere,
Hig arms, eve tingly loving,
Are moved by our helping prayer

—F. Evans
R, S——

Dear Readers of Tue VoICE:

THE wise man says that “adversity proveth friends,” |

and truly the trouble that calls for this note of apolog
has borne some pleasant fruit.  So many friends have
come into the Girls' Reading Room, saying, * What has
happened to my Vorce? I have missed it this month ;

and, though regretting the delay, we have been glad to |

find the paper is appreciated and missed. January’s issue
was in the hands of the printer when that series of disas-
trous fires on Craig street occurred, and among the suf-
fercrs were the printers of our paper. As much of the
machinery was saved, it was hoped that the delay would
be shight ; but when new premises were secured, and the
machinery set up, it was found to be so injured by water
that new plant had to be procured. Hence the delay.
Now, we hope, all will be satisfactory and on time, as
usual ; but as our dear Editor, Miss Barber, and her most
active assistant, Mrs. Frost, are laid aside by severe and
dangerous illness in their family circles, there may be de-
lays, and we feel there is no need to ask, in ths case, for a
patient, sympathetic waiting in case of further delays.

MORTOINT & PI—IILLIPS,
s, Blank Book Makers and Printers.

Stationer

DEPARTMENT S. S. WORK.

“THIS YEAR FOR JESUS.”
Dear Fellow Workers of Quebee

Let us now, early in the year, decide that the above
motto shall be ours.  Having prayerfully resolved to lose
no opportunity to serve our heloved Master, let us see to
it that we slight not the field of Sunday School work.

Is the Union of which you a.+ a member dircetly in-
terested in this department of our work ; if not, why?
Docs the Sunday Schoal to which you belong have a
| Pledge Roll for teachers and scholars 2 Does your Super-
Iintendent make a stromg point of every temperance point

in the lesson?  Is temperance well to the front in your

monthly, quarterly or annual concerts or entertainments

given by the Sunday School children, oris it a subject

kept directly in the background?  As temperance workers,
| pledged to do all in your power to help forward our cause,

have you given these matters your personal thought and
{ your prayers? In many country places, where temper-
| ance teaching 1s a side issue in the day schools, and where
| workers find it difficult 10 sustain juvenile organizations,
| the Sunday School presents the most favorabie opportun-
ity for faithful seed-sowing.  Be sure that your field 1s not
lying waste when it might be bringing forth sheaves for
the Master,

Yours in His service,
| Beria M. CrLeveLann,
Lrov. Supt. . Work.

e () e

FLOWERS, SEEDS AND BULBS.

Who does not love flowers ? Every woman does, and

| the question is often asked, ** Where can we procure the

best?” We answer this by drawing attention to the hand-

some cataloguc of Tue Steere Bros. Co., Toronto. They

| offer the Mannellia Vine, a beautiful climber and a most

[ profuse bloomer at all times and in all places, also the

New Day-Blooming Moon Flower. Just imagine 1,000

flowers (about four inches across) all in bloom at once,

These, with very many other floral noveliies, are all fully

| illustrated, priced and described in their grand new book.

| Aryone sending 20 cents for their catalogue will be allowed

to deduct same from their first order, thus making it prac-

| tically free. 'This isa first-class house, and we recommend

ail our friends to send for a copy, which 1s an ornament
for any parlor table,

——g) v
SUBSCRIPIIONS 70 “A VOICE FROM THE
X FIELD.

()

Please remember that when you see a Red Cross, calling
attention to this notice, it means that your subscription
has expired, and we ask you to renew it.

Temperaance and Social Purity literature, also pledge
cards and pledge books may be obtained at the Girl's Read-
ing Room, 2260 St. Catherine Street,

Price per 100,
s e $0 30
o 15

Timely Talks..
Signal Lights
Loyal Leaflets
Leaflets for Mother's
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1768 & 757 NOTRE DAME ST., MONTREAL.

CENERAL ACENTS FOR THE CALICRAPH.
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"HIDDEN DEPTHS.

as if the struggle were already over, so like a marble statue
didshe seem, with her closed eyes and her unearthly white

ness.  Once only she spoke during this interval,

(BY PERMISSION.)

CHAPTER XXIL—(Continued).

“Is there no chance of Mr. Thorold’s coming?” she
said, turning anxiously to Mrs, Berry, who was standing ‘
near, with tears streaming down her checks. |

“He's sure to come, my dear lady, the moment he goes }
home and gets the message ; but he’s out among the sick |
and poor somewhere, and no one can tell where to find him
or when he will be back.”

“Well, you must not stay here, dear nurse, at all
events,” said Ernestine, who saw that the good woman was
feeling faint and ill.  ““I shall not leave Annie, and you
must go and lie down. I will call you if T want you.”

“1'll go to poor Ellen, then, for she is wonderful timid
at the thought of death in the house.  She says she's heen
such a sinner, it scares her ; and she can't bring herself to
come near the room, for all she's so fond of Annie.” [

“Yes, go anl make her take care of you.” But as she
went to the door to closeit after Mrs. Berry, Annie thought
she was going away, and shrieked out,

“ Miss Courtenay are you going to lexve me to die alone, |
and go our before God with all my sinsupon my head ? Oh,
why won't you help me? Don’t you see [ am dying; and
every wicked thing I've ever done is written on the wall there
in lettersall of fire ; and I'm obliged to sce it; I'm obliged
to read it. I tell you it's dreadful. And then, there's the
Lord Christ dying on His cross, and me flaunting pass
Him, laughing and mocking. What did I care ? [ took |
my pleasure, and let Him suffer in vain for me. O Miss
Courtenay, you have done your best fo. me; but I'm
lost. I'm lost!” Only exhaustion made her pause for a
moment, but the restless glancing of her eves never ceased
for an instant, or the convulsive clenching of her hands.
She was beginning to cry out agiin with her despairing J
words, but Ernestine forcibly took the trembling hands in
hers, and compelled her to turn her glance on her.

“ Annie, listen to me,” she said ; ** I have one word to
say, which you must hear. Listen to me quietly now for
amoment.””  Annie’s eyes rested on hers, and shesaw that,
for the time at teast, she was giving her full attention, and
slowly and solemnly Ermestine said: “The Lord Jesus
Christ declared, ‘1 am come into the world to seck and to
save that which was lost.” Do you hear me, Annie? He
He came to save that which was rost.”

“Lost!” repeated Annieslowly. * Lost ! and who so
lost as I am?”  She remained silent a moment ; then over
the bright, flashing eyes there gathered a mist of tears.

“Oh, is it possible, that me, even me ! so lost, He would |
seek and save?” She drew her hands out of Ernestine's |
grasp, and folded them together as she had been taught to
do when a little child, she repeated her evening prayers,
and in a trembling voice she said ,—

“Lord Jesus, I am lost indeed ; oh, seek and save me,
even me Lord Jesus !" Theu she remained perfectly still,
her eyes closed, and tears slowly coursing down her cheeks,
now grown deadly pale. Ernestine remained kneeling at
her side in perfect silence. At last Annie whispered
softly,—

“ Do you think the Lord Jesus would like to save me?”

“I am sure He would, my child.”

“But so bad as I have been?”

“ His love is greater even than your sin, Annie.”

Then there was silence again for a long time. The
terrible restlessness was gone, The feverish flush had died
away. The calm which often precedes death had set in;
and, but for her laboured breathing, it would have seemed

“ Do you think Mr. Thorold will come and give me the
sacrament now ?"”

“I hope so, dear Annic; we have sent for him ; he was
out, but he will come the moment he gets the message.”'

“Too late!” she said, with a quict movement of the
head.  “ He will be too late.  But it is only just I should
not have it now ; I r2fused it so often.

Then she relapsed into silence.  So passed some hours,
Sometimes Ernestine thought she slept ; at other times her
lips moved as if in prayer : but her breathing was growing
perceptibly fainter, and it was plain that death was very
near. Ernestine knelt, with her back to the door, looking

| sorrowfully on the white, sad face, and feeling as if she

ought to be speaking some words of comfort to her ; while
at the same time she dared not break in upon a silence in
which the departing soul might be listening to the very
voice of God. Suddenly she saw Annie start as if she had
received an electric shock.  Her eyes opened wide, clear
and bright as in her fairest days, and fixed themselves
intently on the door, which had opened a moment pre-
viously, though Ernestine had been too much absorbed to
hearit.  ‘The powers of the girl’s failing life secemed to
rush over her sinking frame once more. She gazed to-

| wards that spot with a smile of ecstasy, and stretching out

her arms, exclaimed,—

“ You are comet Oh, God be praised, who has heard my
prayer ! You are come, that I may tell you I forgive you
with all my heart, with all my soul, as I pray the dear
Lord may forgive me too. Come to me; come to me
quick. I have but a moment, and I want to take back the
bitter words I have said against you ; let us part in peace,
though you wronged me so cruelly, who loved you so well.”

trnestine was utterly astonished at the sudden outburst,
and at the strange words Annie uttered, and for a moment
she almost thought her delirious ; but it was evident from
her look she was indeed addressing some one actua ly pre-
sent, and turning quickly round to see who it was, she gave
asu; ressed shrick, while her heart seemed to stop beating,
and saefelt as if turned to stone. It was Hugh Lingard

| who was standing there in the doorway, witha look of hor-

ror and dismay on his face such as no words can paint,
while his eyes were fixcd on the dying girl with unmis-
takable recognition ; his arms fell slowly to his sides, and
the one word, “ Rosie!” escaped involuntarily from his
lips. In amoment Ernestine saw itall. The truthflashed
upon her soul in al! its details, with that irresistible con-
viction which seems almost hike an inspiration from heaven,
She knew in that moment, with a terrible knowledge which
could never pass away from her, that the destroyer of this
child, whom God had sent her to seek throughout the
world, was that very man who was dearer to her than life
itself, and in whom herwhole earthly happiness was bound
up only too fatally. It was like the shock of an earth-
quake to her thus to learn that the truth and goodness, in
which she hadbelieved so fondly as being his special char-
acteristic, had in fact never existed. Kneeling as she was,
she had to catch hold of the bed to keep herself from fall-
ing, for there was a mist before her eyes, and a roaring as
of thunder in her ears; but through it all she caught the
tones of Annie’s voice, fainter than before,—

“Oh, why will you not come to me? 1am going fast,
Why do you look at me so? I could not live any more in
this world. But come quick. I wantto ask God to for-
give you. My breath is failing. Come.”

Her faltering words died away. Her breathing came in
long gasps, and Ernestine, forcing herself to look up, saw
that an awfu! change was passing over her features, There
was no time to be lost. No earthly thoughts or human
feelings must stay the work of charity in that supreme
moment. She rose up and went towards Lingard, who
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had staggeied against the wall, and covered his face with

his hands,

*“Is this true” she said.
trembled as she spoke.
to ask her forgiveness ? »

He let his hands fall and turned towards her, —

* Itis true, Emestine.  God, in whom you believe, has
brought this judgment on me."”
“Then come as she wishes

ing.”

He lovked towards Annie, and saw that it was so indeed.
Her head had fallen back, her shadowy blue blue eyes were
partly hidden beneath the white Lids, and

“Is it indeed you who have need

come quick--she is expir-

heaving tide falling ever lower and lower on the shore it is
deserting.  Lingard rushed to the bedside, and, sinking on
his knees, exclaimed,—* Rogie, Jorgive me—forgive "

Slowly she turned her dim eyes with a last look of life
towards him, and, with great difficulty, lifting one thin
white hand, she let it fall on his head as if in token of par-
don and blessing. It rested there for a few more awful mo-
ments, during which her dying breath still sighed into the
silence ; then suddenly a light broke over her face like
morning on the distant hills; and with one low sob the
spirit passed away from the worn and weary frame, and
Annie Brook was beyond the reach of mortal 11l

CHAPTER XXIII.
CHARITY SUFFRETH 1ONG, AND IS KIND,

Yes; Annie Brook was beyond the reach of mortal ill,
but not so Ernestine Courtenay. The scorn of the world
could never moie bring the flush of shame to thht cold
white cheek, nor its cruel hate or deadly love rend the poor
heart that lay so still beneath the hand of death; but life,

with its terrible capacity for suffering, was strong in the |

sensitive, palpitating frame of her who now beside that
quiet corpse was entering on a silent agony which could
only terminate with actual existence on the carth.

Thorold came hurriedly into the room, almost imme-
diately after Annic had breathed her last, and Lingard,
hearing his step, rose up at once from his kneeling posture
from the bed, and walked quickly to the door; but there
he paused for a moment, and, turning round, he looked on
Ernestine. Their gaze met, and though not a word was
spoken, both knew that it was and cternal farewell which
was pussing between them ; yet he saw there was not one
shade of reproach in the sweeteyes that were looking their
last on all that made life dear,—only mournful regret and
anguish, which he rightly judged was far more for his sin
than her own sorrow, " He could not bear the sight ; a
spasm of pain contracted his features, and hastily turning
from the room, he rushed downstairs, and Emestine knew
she would never look upon his face again.  Thorold was
astonished at his abrupt departure, for he had heard from
Mrs. Berry that Mr. Lingard, finding that Miss Courtenay
was detained to so late
home ; but when he turned and caught a glimpse of the
dumb agony on Ernestine’s face as she flung hersclf down
by the dead body, with her hands clasped above her
head, he understood it all, Very gently he asked her a
few questions as to Annie’s last moments, and she lifted
up_her head and answered him in a strange, half-stifled
voice ; then he bade her take comfort in the thought that
she had been able to carry out her mission to the last,
and that she might hope the poor lost wanderer, now lving
before them with so quict a smile on her pale face, was
even then at peace at her pitying Saviour’s feet,

A faint light stole into Ernestine's mournful eyes, as he |

thus said the only words which could have given her com-
fort at that moment, and she looked up gratefully to him,
but did not speak. Then he asked her if she wished any-

over her parted |
hps the breath was coming each moment fainter, like the |

an hour, had come to escort her |

| She softly answered ** No,"”
in her low, sweet voice, which |

| dark as the grave,
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one Lo assist her in performing the last offices for Annie.
e saw that indeed it was
best for her at that moment to be alone with the dead, so
he quietly withdrew, giving Nrs. Berry many directions
for her comfsrt when she shoul 1 have finished the last act
of charity . her whom she had s¢ long sought, and found
at last, at the cost of ail her own happiness on earth,

The glad sunshine of the carly summer morning was
pouring into the room when Ernestine began to compose
the limbs of the dead, and spread over them the fair white
linen, type of the wedding garment, which she trusted even
this poor erring child might win from the tender mercy of
the sinless Lord; and, as she saw that a new day had
begun, a strange fecling took possession of her, as if she
herselfl had died with Annie—died forever to the sweet
life of the past, with its love and hope and joy, and as if
the whole earth would henceforth be for her cold and
whither that dead form must descend.
She seemed to be acting out in a mournful drama her own
future existence, as she performed her last duties to the
corpse.  When she closed the cyes she felt that her own
also could look no more on all that had been beauty and
brightness to her in this world; and as she crossed the
hands, in token of meek submission, on the lifeless breast,
so she felt must she, in calm resignation, accept the death
of h~pe and gladness in her heart, and only wait with
Annie for the blessed resurrection, when the sorrows of
earth would vanish like fleeting vapors in the light of the
eternal day.

Very quietly she went through her task ; only at times
the bitter pain at her heart found vent in a choking sob.

| With a lingering tenderness she combed out Annie’s fair

hair till it fell like a golden shroud over the lifeless form,
then she took a lovely white camelia from her dress,
which Lingard had given her the night befuie, when,
radiant with happiness, she had hurried to meet him, and
laid it upon Annie’s breast.  She knew she had done with
the flowers of life for ever, When all was finished, she
kissed the marble brow, and, kneeling dow n, lifted up her
whole soul in one earnest supplication, that she might be
able to turn the love she still must feel for Lingard, while
life lasted, into one long, unwearied prayer for him, that
when he too should be a silent corpse upon the bed of
death, his soul might win forgiveness from his God, as she
trusted this his victim had ; then she bowed her head on
her hands, and said in a low, calm voice, “ Now, Lord, I
am Thine alone ! and so remained motionless, as if her
spirit too had »assed away to the land of perfect rest.

She found Mrs. Berry waiting anxiously for her appear-
ance, when at last she ‘left the death chamber. Thorold
had desired that Miss Courtenay should not be disturbed,
and the nurse had not ventured to disobey ; but now, as
she came ‘orward to meet the lady, she started back, as
much appalled as if, to use her own words, she had seen
a ghost. ~ And truly Ernestine might almost have passed
for one, with her white dress shining in the morning light,
her face perfectly colorless, and a shadowy look in her
eyes. as if they saw nothing near, hut were gazing into
some far-distant realm, unseen by others. When Mrs.
Berry spoke to her, there was a peculiar quictude in her
manner, which never again left her; it was as though
nothing wiich could now befall her would have power to
wound her any more, and she were merely passing through
the world, with her hopes and heart elsewhere.,

My dear, dear lady, you do look so iil ! whatever can
I do for you? " said Mis. Berry. “ The carriage is wait-
ing for you ; but I am sure you are not fit to go home.”

“Lam quite well, dear nurse. Don’t distress yourself
about me. But I must £0; 1 have nothing more to do
here now.”

“But you have had no rest,
morsel of food.”

“It will not hurt me.” What indeed could hurt her
now! *“T do not want anything, dear nurse. Mr. Thorold

my dear lady, and not a



A VOICE FROM THE FIELD.

229

will help you with all arrangements for the funeral, 1
shall be present at it myself.”

“ Indeed, ma'am, you are aot able for it ; you don't
know how ill you look.”

“ It will not hurt me,” she still repeated ; and quietly,
though with a feeble step, she went into the carnage, and
drove through the streets as if all were vareal arouid her,
and the people whom sie saw but moving shadows in a
dream.

That same day, as Ernestine expected, a packet was
brought to her from Hugh Lingard. It contained her
letters, and a few ftle things sae had given him, all
arranged with a degree of tender care which touched her
very much, and there was a note which contained only
these words :

1 Enow that | must never look upon your face again,
I know that my presence wouid henceforth be utterly un-
supportable to you ; nor could I now myselfl endure to
link my guilty lite with yours, so innocent and holy
Ernestine, you will believe me that 1 never for one mo-
ment guessed the truth, or dreamt of the horrible ven-
geance that was pursuing me, waile you, in your guile-
less charity, were tracking out the unhappy girl who, Lzst
in all the world. coild teacih you what 1 was,  You always
spoke of Annie Brook, and 1 knew only Rosie Brown,
But I did know, from the first man:nt that your intense
desire to save her revealed to me the depths of your pure
soul, that I was totally unfit to be your life's companion,
that you would have shrunk from me with horror had you
known my previous history, and that | was in truth
cruelly deceiving you in suffering you to bind yourself to
such a one as | am. The honorable course would have
been 1o have given you up, even if I could not have
brought myself to tell you the hateful cause of so dreadful
a necessity ; but, Ernestine, my one, m; only love, you
were dearer (0 me than words can ever tell, the very light
of my life. I could not part with you ; rather, every word
you said, which showed how mistaken you were in your
opinion of me, made me loug to hasten the time when
no such discovery as this could have torn you from me,
though it might have broken your heart. But your God
has taken care of you. My own deeds have risen up be-
tween us, and thrust us asunder for ever. 1 acknowledge
the retribution to be just. My only love, farewell !

“Huen LINGARD "

A postscript merely stated that by the time Ernestine
received this letter he would have left England. And so
terminated her life’s brigh: dieam, in a darkness which
had no ray of light, save in the hope that by the wreck of
her own mortal happiness she had secured eternal peace
for Annie Brook.

past came back upon her, with the deep lessons it had to
teach as to the true use and meaning of the life which, for
50 brief a time, is entrusted to each one of us, to make it
in its fruits an eternal blessing or a curse.

Slowly she turned her wearied eyes to the future that
might yet stretch out before her many years, and forced
herself to consider how she meant to spend it. It was
now about the time when her marriage would have been
over, and Lady Beaufort had always intended after that
event to take her two daughters to spend the winter in
Rome ; and she still adhered to her plan, though she
would have been quite willing to let her niece accompany
her. 'T'his, however, was what Ernestine feit she could
not do. She knew that if she went with her aunt and
cousins she would have to enter on a round of gaieties, for
which the events of the last f2w months had totally un-
fitted her ; and, besides she feit she had arrived at a
turning-point in her life, which had changed the aspect of
the whole world, and her own position i it altogether.
The natural happiness to which a woman looks in the ties
of wile and mother could never now be hers.  Hugh Lin-
gard had alone possessed her love, and she knew that she
could love none other while existence lasted.  The life of
mere society and amusement had always failed to satisfy
her, and now the very thought of it was utter weariness to
her; for her recent experiences had opened up to her 4
glimpse of the vast universe of sin and sorrow round her,
and she longed with all her heart to make her life of some
use to those who so sorely needed help, fecling that it
would be only too short for all she should like to do for
others in her course through the world.  She thought of
what she had seen in the gaol and the workhouse, and of
the terrible necessities of that unhappy class to which
Lois and Annie had belonged ; and it seemed to her as it
her difficuity lay only in a choice among so many who
needed all that she or any one could d) for them. She
had a sufficient income to live independently in any way
she pleased ; but, while she was revolving many different
plans in her mind, she found the whole matter sudden!v
taken out of her hands, and a claim of so urgent a nature
made upon her that she could have no hesitation in giving

| up all else to it

Tidings arrived from India of a terrible accident which
had befallen Colonel Courtenay and his wife.

The very day after their arrival at Calcutta, he had been
driving herout in an open phacton, with a pair of fiery
horses, little uced to harness. Something had frightened
them at the top of a steep ascent.  They had run off at a
tremendous pace, and had dashed the carriage against a
stone wall at the bottom. It had been smashed to pieces,

| and both Colonel and Mrs. Courtenay were thrown out to

For the next few days Ernestine moved about at her |

usual occupations, calm and still, speaking very little, and
seeming to hear and see nothing of what was passing
round her, She told Lady Beaufort quietly that the
engagement between herself and Hugh Lingard was
broken off by mutual consent, and bore without a word
the storm of indignant and astonished remarks with which
the various members of the family met her announcement ;
still less did she heed the varying reports as to the cause
of the rupture which were circulated in society. In her
late experience she had gone far above and beyond all
that the world could do, either for or against her.  But
her physical strength was not proof against the shock she
had undergone, and the long mental strain which had pre-
ceded it. She came home from Annie Brook's funeral
chilled and shivering, though it was a warm summer day.
In the night fever came on, and for some weeks she was
too ill to b nscious of anything that had befalien her,
or was yet to come,

In the long hours of convalescence, however, all the

a considerable distance.  When persons came to their
assistance, it was found that the young and beautiful Mrs,
Courtenay was quite dead ; she had fallen with great vio-
lence on a heap of stones, in such a manner as to cause
instant death, while her husband had received a biow on
the head which rendered him completely insensible. He
had ofter a time regained consciousness ; but there had
some fatal injury to the brain, and though his life
was in no danger, he had subsided into a state of hopeless
imbecility.  Of course, all that his friends in India could
do for him was to send him home at once to England,
under the care of a doctor; and at the time when the let-
ter reached Ernestine, her brother might be expected to
arrive any day.

7o be continued.
e () e
It is the most reasonable thing in the world to believe

that God, being what He is, He will do as He promised
to do.
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WORRY AND HURRY.

It may, perhaps, safely be said that
the average Christian life is an un-
restful one.  Iret and worry enter far
too largely into its composition When
we consider the life of Him who has
given us the only perfect example of
holy living, and notice the calmness
and total absence of worry that always
marked Him, we know that it is pos-
sible for us to live in the same way,
for He has made it possible for His
Spirit te dwell within us.  Therefore,
to be free from worry means to have
more of Jesus within us. There is no
good in fighting the worrisome thing,
whatever it may be, and there is no
good in trying to subdue the spint
within that gets worried. These things
always result in failure, and it would
be wise not to try them. The only
thing to do is to take a good. long
look at Jesus.
closer to Him, leave the orriment
and care for Him to manage, and the
peace of God will soon begin to steal
quietly into the spirit. One victory,
however, is not enough. We are told
to let the peace of God ru/e in our
hearts.  God doesn’t want us all the
time fighting battles and gaining vic-
tories. The enemy would like to

Nestle up a little |-

i lmunl‘y occupwd mlh ourselves, pre-
| vent us from doing much good in any
| other direction. How can we be kept
| in petfect peace according to ous pri-
| vilege?  First, steadily refuse to see
| the difficulties.  Sccond, keep the
"mmd stayed upon God. These are
| two simple words of advice, but, if

followed; they will bring the soul into

a perpetual®state of victory, in which
| there will be abundant leisure for
helping others, and also for becoming
| furnished for every good work.

Another evil, perhaps as great as
the demoa of worry, is the spirit of
hurry. If oneis leading a very busy
life for the Master, how the apparent
necessity for making haste does again
| and again present itself. If this spirit
is yielded to, it greatly mars the
work. How comforting it is to think
of the abundant leisure our Saviour
possessed in the miast ot His crowd-
ing work.
need for His reaching the sick
" daughter of Jarius that He could not
stop on the way to heal and comfort
the poor sufferer who touched the
hem of his garment. Work will be
done far better, and in ihe end more
quickly by refusing to hurry over it.
The instant the least inclination in
this direction is detected, let the spirit
stand still and refuse to listen to the
suggestion.  God is never in a hurry,
and yet how much work He accomp-
lishes. While He is controlling the
vast affairs of the universe, He has
time to stop and listen to the fecblest
whispers of His children. ‘The soul
that, like God, is never either worried
or hurried has learned some marvelous
lessons and is in a place where won-
derful service can be done for the
Lord.—Christian Alliance.

There was not so great

—_——

CONSECRTTED SERVICE.

In the beautiful Greck language the
word servant, and the word for the
highest servant for all is the bond
slave. The highest service is render-
ed to Christ by one who is not his own
but the absolute property of His Lord.
Our service is of little value to Christ
until He owns us utterly, *““Whose 1

am, and whom I serve,” be this our

keep us at it, and, by having us con- | glorious motto ever.
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rudely and intentionally to repulse
him. This is the secret of enjoying
the Lord's presence. Recognize His
presence and He will respond. Re-
cognize Him in your heartand He will
respond from your heart. Many per-
sons are waiting for the Lord to re-
veal Himself, but they themselves
never recognze His presence in them
“Know ye not,” says the apostle
| Paul, “that ye are the tewaple of the
| Holy Ghost, which is within you?”
;Rccngnizc this fact. Speak to Him
{in your heart, and He will speak to
{you. Call His dear name; wait in
| silence for Him to speak from within,
|and sweet and quick as the echo will
fcomc the answering whisper of love,
|4 Here am L.”

\

[ s () w—

| Our lives should be as pure as
| snow-fields, where our footsteps leave

a mark and a stain.

T

HE CLEEBRATED HEINTZM.;\N”i’lAN()S. AWARDED GOLD MEDALS, PHILADELPHIA, 1876.
LONDON, ENG., 1886, erc, ON SALE AT C. W. LINDSAY'S, 2270, St. CATHERINE STREET.
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U
A VOICE FROM THE FIELD.

OMINION WIKRE MATTRASS,

THE BEST! CHEAPEST! MOST DURABLE! |

Y=

—MANUFACTURED
G, GALE & SONS,
WATERVILLE, Qu.

For sale by all denlers.

JOHN DATE,

Plumber, Gas & Steam Fitter,

Brass Founder and Co wpernmth, Manufacturer |
of Patent Dry Earth Closet Commodes, Diving |
Apparatus, &o,

Agent for Zimdar's Patent Pneumatic Bells,

664 & 656 Craig St.,, MONTREAL.
HENHY BIRKS & €O,
JEWELLERS, Et~,
WATCHES A SPECIALTY.

FINE JEWELLERY,

DIAMONDS,

CLOCKS, |

STERLING SILVER. |

BEST ELECTRO PLATE, Erc. |
235 ST. JAMES ST.,, MONTREAL. |

W‘\l,’l'l-lli PAUL,
FAMILY CROCER,

2353 §t, Catherine, Corner Metealfe,

Braxcn : Corner Greene Avenue & St. Catherine,
Cote St. Antoine.

2&~Dusiness condueted on Strietly Tempes-
ance Principles

CRAY’'S SYRUP

—OF

Red Spruce Gﬂm,

The popular remedy for

COUGHSANDCOLDS

SOLD EVERYWHERE.

i
|
|
|
|
|

Price, - - 25 Cts. per Bottle.

sa¥-Sce you get the Genuine Article.

WILLIAM SNOW,

MANUFACTURER OF

Ostrich Feathers

-—2020—
NOTRE DAME ST,

MONTREAL, P. Q

| Feathers Cleaned, Curled and Dyed to Sample

a Speetalty.

LADY CHARLOTTE

GELATINE.

Woman's Exchange,

—-2260—
ST. CATHERINE STREET.

Useful and Fancy A» ticles.

HOME-MADE BREAD,
CAKES,
PIES,
PRESERVES,
AND CANDIES.

Orders for Embroidery, Painting, |

Plain Sewing, Knitting, Mending,
Dyeing and Curling Feathers, Clean-

| ing Gloves or Cooking promptly filled

Church and Temperance Societies.

OU WILL GET FULL VALUE FOR

your money by buying your

BOOTS AND SHOES

—AT—

FEATHERSTON’S

SHOE STORE,

A, M.

Up-Tows:
Queen’s Hall Block, 2243 8t. Catherine Street,
Cor, Vietoria Street.
Dowx-Towy :
No. 1 8t. Lawrence Main 8t., corner Craig St.,

MONTREAL.

F YOU WEAR PANTS, TRY A PAIR
OF SEATH 2 CFLEBRATED $4.00 TROUS-
ers mnde to measure.
I817.NOTRE DAME STREET,
Oppmnne St. Helen Street,

| MISH M. F. BYRNE,

792 and 794 Dorchester St.,
===IMPORTER OF~——
FRENCH AND ENGLISH

MILLINERY

PATTERN BONNETS AND HATS.
THL ROYAL STEAM DH,
ESTABLISHED 1870,

7068 CRAIG STREET,

WUl(k\

, i# the place to get Dresses, Suits, Shawls, &¢.,

cleaned on the shortest notice.

Trrernoxk No, 732

REMOVAL.

The CITY PRINTING & PUB-
LISHING CO., LTD., have removed
their office to the grcund floor of
No. 759 Craig St., one door west of
their former premises.

WILLI.\'()N BROS,,

GROCERS
| 33 UMIVERSITY STREET
—AND—
533 ST. LAWRENCE STREET,
MON r REAL.

'SOME COOD BOOKS

‘ Mackay’s Grace and Truth...........30 cents.
Christian's Seeret of a Happy Life. 20

| Moody's Way to G 30

Moody on Heaven. .

Vital Questions. ...

FOR SALE BY

American Bible Text Book. ..
Murray’s Abide in Christ. .
Pearse’s Thoughts on Holir v
Letters of MArcus. ......oovvvvennens

W. DRYSDALE & CO.,

232 St. James Street,
MONTREAL.

ARGE \’l‘()(l\ OF NEW AND SECONI) HAND PIANOS ANi) ORGANS ALWAYb ON VIEW
at C. W. LINDSAY’S Piano Warerooms, 2270 St. Catherine St.

Special reduction to members of




