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THE DAWN OF A NEW DAY.
BY MRS. SUSAN M. GRIFFITH.

There was a revival in progress in
the old stone church at Rockport. Not
a revival either, but meetings held in

order that such a result might be ob-
tained.

Dr. Shepherd, the
church had labored faithfully with
his assistant, the consecrated Dr.
Gordon, for the two weeks past; but
so tar the result Had been a blank—
nothing positive had been accom-
plished; not a soul had been saved.

A strange sort of apathy seemed
to rest upon the congregation; the
hearts of the people seemed under a
spell; the ministers felt discouraged,
and Ur. Gordon was at loss to know
where to lay the blame.

“I think you would better let me
go,” he said, one evening, after an-
other fruitless meeting. “I am
crushed under the sense of rejected
effort. I feel that I am doing nothing
‘There is something in the way, and
unless the stumbling block can be
found out and removed, the blessing
will not come. I know God is will-
ing and waiting to pour us out one,
but ior some reason the people are in
no condition to regeive it.”

“I begin to think I know where to

place the trouble,” said Dr. Shepherd,
with a grieved sigh. “There are
grave rumors afloat regarding certain
~of our young men, and I have no-
ticed something very singular con-
nected with their presence when they
enter the meetings. There is a cold
wave sweeps over the whole congre-
gation. I am afraid, like Achan, they
are hiding something in the camp.”
- “[ have noticed that, too,” said Dr.
Gordon thoughtfully. “You refer es-
pecially to young Mansfield and Car-
ter, ‘T'hey are young men of strong
influence, I should say.”

- “T'hey are; and have been the glory
and beauty of the church in many re-
spects,” said Dr. Shepherd earnestly.
“Until- a few months ago they were
with me in every good work and they
go through the form yet, but the
~ spirit is evidently gone. There is
- something seriously wrong,
you will consent to remain yet a little
I wil try
interview what the trouble is. . I only
hope these rumors may be thhout a
~ foundation.”

The next day, as Dr. Stuart Mans-
‘field was starting out to visit his pa-
tients, he was accosted by the kindly
voice of his pastor.

-*Stuart, may I ride with you today ?
I have a little matter to talk with
you about, which cannot be very well
delayed.”

“Certainly, Doctor, I shall be de-

lighted to have your company, I do
not see half enough of you these days.
Get right in with me.”
* The gentlemanly tone was genial
and frank, and the pastor felt sick at
heart over his disagreeable duty as
he took his seat in the buggy. But
he knew that faithfulness to his
Saviour required that he, as physician
for the soul, should probe deeply the
- festering . wound; and with a prayer
~ that he might be enabled to speak the
truth in love, and with effective re-
sults, he said:

pastor of the

~ are his representative.

and if

to find out by a personal

“My dear boy, I have a very un-

pleasant duty to perform today. You

and Carter and the other boys are
very dear to me. I might almost say
you have been brought up in my
cnurch, for you are my spiritual or-
spring, converted under my own min-

istry. You have been such a help to
us as a church; you have been an in-
spiration to me, and an uplift in ev-

ery department of church work. But
I deeply regret to say there has been
a difference the last six months.
There must be a reason for it Stuart.
You still maintain the form of godli-
ness, but the power is gone. Lately
certain statements have come to my
ears which I do not want to believe.
Things which I find extremely hard
to believe of you, Stuart—things I
should not want to believe of any
Christian young man. It is said that
you are supporting with your money,
name and presence certain institutions
in this city that are not only dishon-
est and dishonorable, but the tend-
ency of which is to corrupt the
young. I want to know, Stuart, if
this is true. Are you trying to serve
God with a guilty secret in your
heart? Remember, you carry Christ’s
honor in your hands. In staining
your reputation you injure Jesus in
the eyes of the world, because you
Dr. Gordon
and I both realize there is something
in the way of the meetings. The

Spirit ‘has no liberty. Some one is

hiding a sin that must be put away
before the blessing can descend. Is
it you, Stuart? Are these rumors
true? The dear Lord knows I will
not forsake.you even if they are.
Only repent and return and ‘obtain
the pardon God alone can give, and
I, your old pastor, will stand by you
through it all.” And the good old
minister laid a tender, loving hand
upon the doctor’s stalwart shoulders.

The shoulder shook under his hand,

and Dr. Stuart Mansfield's eyes,
which had been fixed upon the floor
of the buggy after the first few open-
ing sentences, filled with burning
tears, and an agonized sob, that
threatened to 'tear his heart in two,
burst from his lips. “God forgive
me, Dr. Shepherd,” said he, “it is all
true, and more than you have heard.
I have been living the two-faced life
o- a hypocrite for more than a year.
I am at the head of the whole mis-
erable business. It was I that drew
the others in. We, none of us, have

any right to be numbered with you
any longer.”

“But are you willing to forsake
this thing, Stuart, and as far as in
you lies set things right?” asked the
good old pastor. Remembet God
says, ‘Return unto me and I will re-
turn unto you,’ and ‘Though your
sins be as scarlet I will make them
as white as snow.”” Then followed
a long, earnest, heart-to-heart talk,

such as Stuart Mansfield had never

held with any man before.
There was a meeting that night in

the old Rockport church—a very sol-

emn meeting, for from the first hearts
seemed to be melting, and the Spirit
seemed to be brooding over the great
congregation, waiting to pour them
out a blessing so great it would be
hard to fintl room for it. As they were

singing “I Am Coming to the Cross,”
down the aisle headed by Dr. Mans-
peld, came four young men, all of
them brilliant fellows, the very flow-
er of the community and church, and
the very ones about whom the ru-
mors had been afloat. The chilling
effect which had attended their pres-
ence  heretofore, had fled, and in its
place, as their firm, manly tread
sounded down the aisle, it seemed as
if they brought something beautiful
in their wake. As soon as the hymn
ceased, Mansfield was on his feet,
trembling, pale, but with the soul of
a conqueror looking out of his eyes,
and triumphant.

“I have been fighting with Satan
all day about coming here ‘tonight
and doing what I must do, viz.: make
confession.” Then followed a broken,
heartfelt, laying bare of the sinful
living of the past year—of the dis-
honorable and secret means he and
his associates had used to “make haste
to be rich;” of the support given to
the institutions which were a blot to
the city, and of the struggle to keep
up appearances in regard to their re-
ligious life, when in reality, they were
daily becoming broken, withered and
fruitless branches of the Great Vine.
But he said he knew the world had
had its eye upon them, and because he

felt that he had offended against the’

world as well as the church, he wish-
ed to make this publxc acknowledg-
ment.

The effort upon the congregation
was electrical. A mighty wave of
feeling swept over it, charged with
sympathy and heavenly charity, and
some one started in a soft, low voice,
that was distinctly heard all through
the audience, although it was not
much above a whisper, and in which
all joined:

“If ever I loved Thee, my Jesus, ’tis
" now.” '

It was the dawning of a new day
to Dr. Stuart Mangfield. He had
wrestled through the night of tempta-
tion and had come off a Prince with
God. The effect of his humble con-
fession in behalf of himself and his
companions rolled away the stone at
the grave’s mouth, and there was such
an awakening among the dead in sin
as had never before beén known in
Rockport. The two ministers climbed
the heights and gazed with throbbing
hearts into the Promised Land, while
over in the .ast there dawned an
Eternal Day.—Chris. Observer.
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Time has Tested it.—Time tests all
things, that which is worthy lives;
that which is inimical to man’s wel-
fare perishes. Time has proved Dr.
‘thomas Eclectric Oil. From a few
thousand bottles in the early days of
its manufacture the demand has risen
so that now the production is running
into the

bottles. ~What is so eagerly sought

for must be good.

We “are persuaded that there is no
book by the perusal of which the
mind is so strengthened and so much

enlarged as it is by the perusal of the

Bible.—Dr. Melville.

As Fire Spreads in dry grass, so

does an inflammation in the throat,
grow down into the lungs. Deal

promptly with a cold as with a fire,
and when you begin to cough use

Allen’s Lung Balsam,

The first Protestant

missionary
reached Japan in 1859.

. substitutes.

hundreds of thousands of

October 12, 1004. '

" The Surest R'e »
Allen’s |
Lung Balsam

" 1t never fails to cure & SIMPLE | i-.
| cCOLD, HEAVY COLD, and.

g all BRONCHIAL TROU-

4 BLES.

' Bottles $1.00.
e ;r:nllorTrlal Size 26¢.

Endor.ed by all who have tried it. |

Medium Size 60c.

Disorders
Are no

of -
pmons.
People in every walk of life are » troubled.
Have you a Backache? If you have it
is the first sign that the kidaeys are not
working properly.
A neglected Backache leads to serious

Kidney Trouble.
Check it in time by taking

DOAN'S KIDNEY PILLS

“THE GREAT KIDNEY SPECIFIC.”
They cure all kinds of Kidney Troubles
from Backache to Bright's Disease.
50¢. a box or 3 for $1.23
all dealers ‘

THE DOAN KIDNEY PILL 00..
Terente, Ons.

GLAD TO HEAR IT. -

A gentleman who was discussing
with the late Dr. {[Parker the problem
of a future existence, exclaimed:
“Ine fact is sir, ] am an annihila-
tionist. I believe that when I die
that will be the enid of me.”

“Thank God for that,” Dr. Parker

replied, as he showed his compamon
the door.
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For the little ones Pain Killer comes
with quick relief. The bumps and the
bruises, the pains from green apples,
are quickly eured by its use. Avoid

There is but one Pain
Killer, Perry Dayvis’. ‘

“A true gentleman is true every-
where. He who has courtesies for
those only who are of equal or super-

ior station is lacking in the graces of
genuine nobility.”

ARE YOU RUN DOWN?

Trade mark.
Puts new life into you.

Builds up Nerve and Musdle.

Adds pounds of sohd flesh to
your weight. '

Positively cures Ansmia, Gen- §
eral Debility, Lung Troubles,
including Consumption  if
taken in time. | *

Besureyou get “The D&L ”
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