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~«THE WEAK BROTHER.”
BY CORA S. DAY.

Deacon Wilder drove leisurely
along—that is to say, he let the old
white horse jog along much as suit-
ed him, while the deacon was lost in

thought. of a soberly pleasant kind.

He was thinking, as he made the

daily trip to the post-office and store,
of the sermon the day before.
. " A good sermon—a fine, good ser-
mon, full of good sense and Chris-
‘tian doctrine,” ‘said the deacon to
himself, after the manner of those
who think aloud.

“*The weak brother,’ he called it.
It was a searching discourse, sure
enough. I guess I wasn’t the only
one who was set to thinking whether
I'd always seen and done my duty

- by them as are not so well fixed in

the faith as I be. I don't krow —
‘there’s so many things to look out
for and keep in mind—I'm afraid
I've mostly looked out to keep my-
self in the straight and narrow way,
and looked to others to do the same
for themselves. [I've been in fault
there, I'm free to confess, but I've
had my eyes open to my duties. But
I don’t just know whom I've neglect-
ed, either. I'll have to keep on
the watch now, though, and see if I
—h'm—" and the good old deacon's
meditations were brought abruptly
to an end by something his keen old

eyes had espised down the road ahead
of him. |

It was the figure of a man, . not
young, nor yet old, shabbily dressed,
walking with ambitionless, slouching
footsteps, and carrying in his hand
a small basket, |

“ Ben Loomis,” said the deacon to
himself, * going to the store. Or
that’'s where he's headed for just
now, to judge by the basket. But
I wouldn't be afraid to guess that he
will stop at the taverp this side of
the store; and by the time his errand
is done there, he won't have
money or brains left for the store
part. He's about the most worthless
man about here, I do think. With
his brains and good education he
might be rich and respected to-day
—instead of a drunken loafer half
the time.

Had not he, Deacon Wilder, as
much interest in this poor outcast,
weak brother as others? Had he ever
taken pity upon the man, and tried
to help him help himself in any of
his times of repentance and attempts
to reform?

- Then the old white horse was
startled out of his lazy amble by a
smart gathering up of the lax lines,
and a decisive “Get up, here, get up.
We've taken it easy and jogged along
comfortably long enough, you and I.
Get up,” and the old horse increased
his speed obediently. It was but a
moment or two before the slouching
figure was overtaken. The deacon
pulled up with the hospitable salu-
tation: * Hullo, Loomis, going to the

. store? So am I. Get in, plenty of

room, might as.well ride as

walk,
ch?”

and his cordial words and

- hearty laugh were not to be resisted.
Loomis looked up at him with gray

eyes which had once been called

. “fine,” and their first sullen resent-
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ment was covered up by surprise and
something else, something softened
and almost grateful.

The deacon did not miss that ex-
pression, but he did not betray the
fact. He only started in to talk in
-a neighborly, friendly way, as he
would have talked to almost any man
but Ben Loomis before to-day.
day he felt that-he must be more en-
tertaining and friendly toward him
than any other.

And then — he had not intended
this, but it seemed to start of itself—
he found himself talking of the sub-
ject that had filled his mind a few
minutes before the sermon. The
deacon was a good talker, and the
man beside him listened in silence,
yet showed by his expression that he
was interested. It was a long time
since he had heéard a sermon at first
hand. There had been a time, but
that was long past; and he listened
to the kindly voice and good words
with a curious stirring of long-sleep-
ing feeling. - ,

The deacon paused at length, and
then ended by saying reflectively,
“I'm an erring mortal myself, I
know, but I tell you, a.talk like that
makes a man feel that it is not enough
to be looking after yourself alone,
but that he must get up and be about
the business of looking after the
weaker brother, ‘for whom Christ
died,’” and he looked thoughtfully
off between the old white horse's
ears. T ' -

“And so one man takes it upon him-
self to look after—to see that oné of

these weak brothers is gotten safely .

past the tavern,” and the gray eyes
were fine with feeling now. :
‘The deacon flushed at the other’s
easy application of the sermon to the
case in hand. “ Well, I — you see,
pomis,” and he turned to look
squarely into the other’s face, “I

haven't done my duty by you, or any

one else -tempted more than I am.
I'm sorry I have not seen it more

“clearly befose, but if you will let me

now, and in the future if you will
look to me and come to me when you
need help—""-

“1 will, Deacon ‘Wilder. And I

thank God, and you whom I believe ;
~he sent after me to-day, for your

help and your offer. You did not
know—how could you?—that I had

just given up the last shred of hopc
—the frail straw which I have clung
to all these awful years. I am weak,

oh, so weak. But I have tried—no-

body knows how hard—to reform.

You who have seen the small results
and the failure at the end of each
effort, will never know the fight I
made before I went under, each
time. [ have been sober for a week.
To-day I felt that I must drink or go
mad. [ started out with this basket,
making an errand to the store, an
excuse to get away from the house.
But I was going to the tavern and
felt that [ did not care what became
of me, if only I might drink, and
drink, and drink. You don’t know
that feeling, deacon—and under it all
was the thought that no one cared

’fhe deacon interrupted him.
caré, and Christ cares, m
Nenf say, or feel that.
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True to life.

No one will believe how
perfectly—Bhow true to the

: originalt—the Berliner Gram-
o-phone: reproduces sound
until they have heard it.
That is why we let all good
Canadians try it before they

bay it,

The Berliner ﬁrm-—-o-fphone '

reproduces bands, orchestras,
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with the same quality of tone as the original.

Don’t coniuse it with the ordinary talking-machine—
others have made that mistake before they heard it.

Its repertoire is practically unlimited. :

It is the only talking machine made in Canada.

Guaranteed for five years. -

Thé hard flat maroon discs are practically indestructible.

Prices from $15 to $45. Can be bought on the instal-

¢ ment plan, $1.00 cash and $2.00 per month for 8 months,

Write for catalogue and oyr easy payment plan. :

E. BERLINER, 5505 v Cuhostns 32,
EMANUEL BLOUT, General Manager for Canads.

MCMURRAY & CO . AGENTS, FREDERICTON, N. B..

instruments, singers and talkers

one to blame; ﬁelp me to make it

right with my conscience by letting .

I will. I won’t give up the fight.
I've been trying in my own strength.
Now I'll look to the Lord to help me
—through you, if that is to be the
way,”  and the two clasped hands
‘over- the compact. v N

And Deacon Wilder was not to be
disappointed. ~ In after years the
weak brother to whom he had first
held out a helping hand, stocd’ an
honored man among men once .more,
a living testimony to the power .of

me help you.” 4

God, and the fellowship of man. —

An‘cerican\ Weekly.
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._WHAT THE WORD DID.

I was born in a poor man’s house
on the coast of Cornwall, England.
When nine years of age I was sent
into a ship-building yard to work
for my living. = My surroundings
were of the most sinful kind: Soon
‘my young life drank in these influ-
ences. I drifted along up to the age

crowd passed down the street.
I after them out into the

for sin followed. A desire to be
saved entered my life, and two weeks -
after that I found Christ. The old - =
‘man 'is in he!van ’ong - 4 I ‘m? : e

- here, doing what I can to make the

N

world better—Rev. R. Stevens. 5

Spring is the season when .your ‘
system needs toning up. In the
Spring you must have new blood, just g
as the trees must have new sap. With =~ =
new blood you will feel sprightly. =
happy and healthy. Many people
take purgatives in spring, but this is
~a serious mistake, as the tendency of
all purgatives is to further weaken
the system. The one and only sure
way to get new blood and new -
is to-take Dr. Williams®
Pink Pills. They actually make new
rich, red blood—thcy are the great- =
e‘:,tmspring lg‘_onic Pl:l the world. Dr.
Williams' Pink Pills-speedily banish
all spring ailments. Miss Belle Co- -
hoon, White Rock Mills, N. S, says: = °
“1 have found Dr. Williams’ Pink =

Pills a splendid spring medicine. 1

cine Co., Brockville, Ont. Do not
let any dealer persuade you to take s
~ a substitute. Substitutes never cured ;&




