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MURIEL'S KEY-NOTE

BY AUNES GIBERNE,

CHAPTER XXV.

THE CRISIS.

There are iron natures which may

‘%o erushed or broken, but which wil
not bend beneath the strongest pres
sure.
“¥or the mass of cold unyielding iron

with ease into shape—after the fur
nace heat,

Mr. Rivers was entering into that
Nay, he stood in it already.
Butthemetal would not soften quickly.

furnace,

The heat had to be increased.

Did he deceive himeelf, any more
than others, with the thought that he

did not care ?

He sat alone one eveming in his
Rain pelted outside, and the
fire had burnt low, and the lights were

study.

Yet another mode lies open.

not yield.
““ Leave
haughtily.
“And you will not come 12
6 NO. »
“The carriage is waiting,
John I thought hie would see you.”
‘‘ Not by my authority,”

me,” said Mr.

1

earnestly.

“No. Go'and'leave me.”
ing the door behind him,

Then the flood-tide of woe, held
back so far by resolute force of will,
broke through all barriers and rolled
in upon the old man's heart. Oace
more aloue, he sat bowed beneath the
anguish of the yoka which he had put
upon his own neck, Verily the heav-
enly yoke is light and easy, while
Satan loads his servants with grievous
burdens.

‘* John dying—dying—dying 1”

How the words echoed and rang
through the air of the room. How

dim, H_’ did not wish the s e to they sounded in his ears, and thrilled
look bright. He could do mothing. through his brain, and wrung his soul
+Books failed in interest. Letters were with pain. Stern composure was at
a disgust to him. John filled the an end. He groaned, and rocked him-
horizon of his miud. : self to'and fro.

John ! ah, how that simple name| |, John dying! John !"

seemed to bg burnt in upon his brain !
John—once the pride of his heart.
John—once the delight of his life.
And suppose now that - ohn were
not to recover !
Mr. Rivers groaned aloud unknow-
ingly. He sat leaniug forward, a list-
less broken man —his hands trembling,
his lips parched. The seumd of his
groan came back to his own ears. He
was almost startled. What, did he
really care so much ?
He tried to think how John had
offended him, how Joha had crossed
his will, how John had cheeked his
It would not do. A pale
reproachful face seemed to haunt hin.
‘He could not shake it off. He could
not work up any genuine indignation.
His heart was aching bitterly for a
sight of John.
Yet when there sounded a decisive
tapping at the door, the old man sat
upright, stern and resolute once more.
Give way ! Confess himself .wrong !
Never !
Chesney came in, cloaked, grave,
hat.in hand.
‘‘ Father, I have driven over for a
word with you. I want you to come
back with me.”
Mr. Rivers met his eyes coldly.
‘“ What for, if you please ?”
‘““John is sinking. The docters do
not think he can live through the
night.”
‘““ Dootors are
taken.’
““They are. Would to God they
anight,be 80 now !”
Chesney passed his hand aoross his
face. .The old man was trembling
visibly.
‘“ Unlese this sinking can be arrested
—and the doctors give almost .20
hope—John is dying.”
There .was no reply.
‘‘ Father, you understand me ! John
is.dying. 4lo has asked for you—and

purposes.

occasionally 1nis-

you are comieg to see him. Are you
not
Pead silenoe continued. Mr. Ris-

ers’ face was rigid as steel.

““ Will yau refuse him his last wish?
I dov’t ask yorr as to forgiveness, [If
you have anytking to forgive, surely,
now is the time to put it aside. He!
snay be gone ;before morning. How ;
would you feel if you knew that he had |
died, longing for one kind word from !
you—and that word denied Lim ?”

An anawer drgpped slowly—hollow
and sepulehral in tone—from Me.
Rivers’ grey lips. “‘I have told you
before ! John Rivew is my grandson
no longer,”

““ He is the son of yeur old age."

‘““ He is not.”

‘“ He was,” said Chesgey sadly.

““I bave nething to de with that.”

‘ He is a sulerer, if no more. That
alone is a claim. Would eny humane
man refuse another’s dying wish—so
easily granted "

*“ I do not believe he is dyiwg.”

““ And if you hear to-morrow that all
is over —"

No answer came,

** Have you at least no message to
send him !”

I have—not.”

*“And this is your final decision i”

““ Yes.”

“Then may God forgive you,
father,” said Chesney, with indignant
sorrow hardly to be controlled, ** If
this is the drop too much, and John
dies where a word might help to save
him, who will be to blame then 1"

Mr. Rivers’ head had sunk on his
chest.

** Will you not think better of it "
pleaded Chesvey. ‘‘ To-morrow may
be too late. To-night is not. If John
dies, you will never be bappy again.
What can you gain by holding out !
Forgiveness is noble, This is simply
& misery to all.”

gragh within, John's own manly face
met the gaze,
eyes smiled pleasantly back into his,
A thick mist spread over his sight, | latch, and stumbled feebly in. The
and two reluctant tears fell heavily,
For John was dying.
been parted long by the old man’s
will, but now that the parting threat-
ened to be final, apart from his own
control, a change came.
alone had been stronger than love,
yielded beneath the furnace
Love, once
fiercely up, burning and melting the
heart in which it had Leen so long
buried from the light of day.

He began to realize what this John
was to him. Feeling had before been
without realization. = A diorama of the
past rolled slowly before his eyes.

Not an unbroken suceession of pic.
tures, Some parts were dim with the
uncertaintly of an aged memory. Some
parts were blurred with passion.
Other scenes stoed forth, clear as day-
light.

He seemed again to see the bright-
haired boy bounding into this very
room—coming and going unchecked,
where no living person beside might
venture without leave. John oeuld
never intrnde. John could never be
in the way. Once again he heard the
Joyous-toned voice which had been the
very music of his life. Once again he
seemed to see himself finding interest,
happivess, sympathy, in that satisfying
companionship. He had wanted no-
thing when John was near. John had
seemed to want nothing when he was
near. The two had been most closely
bound together. John's marriage and
settling into a home of his own had not
shaken the bond. Something else was
needed.

Something—but what else ? Mr.
Rivers, spending this hour in vivid
memories of earlier days, found ecertain
after events fading into nothing. What
had John done, to cause such grievous
offence ! He had insisted on following
the leading of his ewn conscience.
Was that unreasonable? He had
helped Muriel out of a difficulty.
What of that ?

Mr. Rivers could hold himself to no
steady train of thought. He went
back to the recollection of the bright
face, the shining brown hair, the buoy-
ant step, the merry laugh. Hew !
deadly silent the room was! Even
the pattering of the rain had ceased.
Not a murmur of sound was audible.
Would John's voice ever ring through
 that houseagain ! Sucha cheery voice
in health. But now-—the
failing, the eyes were dim.
“John dying! My boy—John !

}

. |
volce was |

But the iron was not yet vﬁ‘t for the
weldisg. The shackles of pride would

Rivers
I sold
‘ Father, do come !” said Chesney

’ Chesney sorrowfully withdrew, clos-
upon which the mighty steam-hammer

shall be used in vain, can be moulded

about? John dying ! John pyixg !

the old man. He walked to and fr

thing, hearing nothing. His eye

heart-breaking anguish was upon him

bear it? John dying !—and he hac
refused to see John again—had re
fused to send one kind word !

their He had

true light.

need of John'’s forgiveness! For the
first time this was made clear to him.

neath it.

grief and distraction for John. He
wanted nothing but John. He had no
interest in life but John. From head
to foot he was burning and throbbing
with a devouring thirst for John., As
the furnace-fire grew hotter, the man's
frame was racked with sorrow of heart.
What could he do? How should he
bear it? The grief he had brought
upon himself was past endurance. He
had no helper,
“0O God! O God!” The sound
broke out at intervals, with gasps of
woe. For men in deep extremity do
commonly call upon God, however
lightly they may. reject Him and de-
spise His love in easier days. Thus
often they compel Him in very pity to
plunge them into the furnace, simply
that they may call upon Him. And
Mr. Rivers, knowing practically no-
thing of prayer, in the helplessness of
his deep distress took up the ery of so
| many, and moaned aloud, ‘“ God help
me! O God, help me !"”
John dying—but not dead yet.
That thought came to him suddenly.
The morrow would be too late, but
this evenirg was not.
His resolution was taken instantly,
and acted upon without delay. Diz-
| zied, distracted, half-blind, looking
like a man demented, he staggered out
of the study. He saw no one by the
| way. Mechanically taking his hat, he
| put it on, and went forth alone into
| the darkness.
| He never thought of the carriage.
| In his overwrought state, the delay of
waiting for it would probably have
been insupportable. Rain had ceased,
|and the clouds were clearing away.
He hurried on his way rapidly, with
uncertain steps, making no caleulation
as to the four miles’ walk and his own
failing limbs. For John lay at the
end of the four miles. Johu was his
goal. No weakness might hinder his
advance.

Mile after mile he went, stumbling
and staggering often, sometimes al-
most falling, then gathering himself up
to fresh effort,

John might die before he arrived.
That thought ever pressed upon him,
and urged him to speed. *‘ O John—
my John!” was his mutter as he
walked.

He knew the direction well enough,
There was no need to leave the high-
way. No one passing recognized him,
or if any did none ventured to speak,
He saw nobody himself. A vision of

The old man muttered the words |
heavily. He rose and went to thei
writing-table, in a mechanical way, |
supporting himself by the baeke of |
«chairg, for he could scarcely stand. |
A small side drawer, carefully locked,
was his aim. His shaking haods were

slow to get it opened.

Withia lay a knot of twine, and |
some dried daisies, curious remnants
of John's baby days. Also a small |
weoden bax, John's first carpentering !
attempt, and three or four childish |
sketches, and a packet of achoolboyl
letters. Mr. Rivers had not been to |
this deawer for a very long time. - He l
had kaown the things were there, and |
he could not resolve to destroy them,
80 he kad just let them alone.

He took up a small roll of paper,
and from it dropped a long fair curl,
John had been sudh a pretty little boy.
Mr. Rivers remembered the curls, and
the ruffles, and the rosy cheeks, and
his own pride in them all,

A moroceo case was amongst the
up, opened it, and looked at the photo- ,

John's frank brown

The two had

Pride, which

heat.

more set free, sprang

*“ My boy John !

What have I been

all were over ?

tainty, was almost more than My,
| Rivers could bear,
little collection. ~Mr. Rivers took that | handsshook like the leaves of an aspen,
““John ! his quivering lips said.
| ““John !”

one heard him,

house was very still.
the matted hall, where John had so
often played with his boys,
to-night.
heart of the old man,
surely be dead.

upon it, unable to stand.
to speak or move went from him, and
numb confusion filled his brain. A

it. The consciousness of where he was
had almost forsaken him.

a dying face lay before his eyes, and
nothing else eould come between. His
Keeping of the road was altogether
mechanieal. As the moon came out,
the old man hurrying along, with his
faltering steps and white hair and
strange expression, must have had a
weird look. He took off his hat after
a while, that the night-breeze might
cool kis burning head, and the loose
white hair was tossed about in the
breeze. But he never stopped. On-
ward and onward, stooping, staggering
and wmurmuring to himself—still he
went pressing forward,
checked him.

The four miles camo to an end at
last, and the Rectory was reached. It
was years since he had passed through

this gate. He looked up at the house,
with dim eyes.

Nothing

Which room was John's? How if
He might be too late.
That question, awful in its uncer-

His head and

But no answer came. No
He found the front door on the
A light burnt in
No games
A dark dread came over the

John must

He clutched at a chair, and leaned
The power

tep sounded near, but he did not hear

A strong amaze took possession of |ed to the hall-table.
‘with tottering footsteps, seeing no- |said :

were dazzled, his thoughts wild. A
What could he do? How could he |

1, The aged frame was swaying like a
Chesney caught.| B

He began to look upon things in
¥ some | The aged parched lips tried to move.

glimpses of his own evil temper and its

evil work.
Forgiveness ! There was nothing
to forgive. It was he who stood in

The anguish deepened, till the old
man felt a3 if he must almost die be-
His whole soul, set free
from its pride-shackles, cried out in

heart which no severity could subdue.

Jordan, aod is never the sweeter, and
the ocean all other rivers, and is never
the fresher, so are we apt to receive
daily mercies from God, and still re-
main iosensible to them, unthankful

" | Chesney came down-stairs, and walk
o | him faintly.
s “ Poor John !"

in astonishment :
‘* Father !”

. | tall elm about to fall.
him, and held him up. The aged dim
eyes looked at him, seeing nothing.

“John,” was the only word said. Then
he sank heavily in his son’s supporting
arms—helpless and senseless,
God’s stroke had fallen upcn him.
. ——— R
THE ART OF LISTENING.

We learn more by listening than by
talking, as a cistern fills up by what
runs into it, and not Yy what runs out
of it. :

Yet few good listeners can be found.
To be a good listener does not mean
that we should never speak. A cistern
that never gives out is not only use-
less, but its contents grow foul. To
be a good listener it is necessary to
keep the mind on what is being said,
and not let it ran all over the world.
Some persons are continually saying
what shows that they have not been
listening at all.
Never talk, except to ask a question
or show approbation, when some one
from whom yow can learn any thing is
willing to talk,

If you can’t see what is meant, after
the speaker has paused, politely ask for
further explanation. And when the
conversation is over refer to any book
or dictionary that you may have at
hand for more light.
Never correct persons older than
you are so that others can hear you.
You may be wrong. You may hurt
their feelings. You will not be ap-
proved by ethers. 1f you think that
they are mistaken ask them privately,
if you know them well enough, and
they will thank you,
When they cease speaking, if you
have amything to say, proceed with it,
and be sure not to carry it too far,
The beauty of conversation is not to
wear one thing out, but to have new
subjects springing up all the time.
When the company breaks up ask
yourself these questions :
What did I hear that was new to me,
and who said it ?
What did I find that was wrong that
I had thought was right, and what
right that I had thought was wrong ?
Listen in this way and you will learn
to the last day of your lives.
But those who understand the art
of listening are not as numerous as
those who can merely keep still.
And those who can keep still are not
nearly so many as those who cannot.
—Selected.
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MARRIED PEOPLE WOULD BE
HAPPIER,

If home troubles were never told to
a neighbor,
If expenses were proportioned to
receipts.
If they tried to be as agreeable as in
courtship days.
If each would remember the other
was a human being, not an angel.
If each was as kind to the other as
when they were lovers.
If fuel and provisions ware laid in
during the high tide of summer work.
If both parties remembered that they
married for worse as well as for better.
If men were as thoughtful for thair
wives as they were for their sweet-

hearts.
If there were fewer silk and velvet
street costumes, and more plain, tidy
house dresses.

. - o
RANDOM READINGS,

The talent to sing is one of the
richest of God’s gifts, and he will re-
quire it at the hands of those who pos-
sess it. —Golden Rule.

It is a shame for a rich Christian
man to be like a Christmas-box that
receives all, and nothing can be got

out of it till it is broken in pieces. -
Dr. John Hall,

No occupation is so holy that the
devil will not tempt us right in the
midst of it, and no name is so sacred
that he will not try to use it to cover
his vile ends.— Mys, E. T, Morgan.

Just in proportion as you gain a vie-
tory over the evil which you have be-
come aware of in yourself, will your
spiritual eyes be purged for a brighter
perception of the holy One.--Channing.
The warm sunshine ard the gentle

zephyr may melt the glacier which has
bid defiance to the howling tempest,
So the voice of kindness will touch the

— Herder,
As the Dead Sea drinks in the river

for them. — Bishop Reynolds,

Mr. Rivers saw
Chesney sighed, and

Then he looked up, and exclaimed ,& \
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LIFE

following Statement :

The rapid progress made by this Company may be seen from the

INCOME, ASSETS. Li1re ASSURANCES
-} IN FORCE.

L DR $48.210.93. .. ... 8546,461.95..........%81,076,350.00
1874 64,073.88......... 621,362.81..........:1,86,4392.00
1876 AUSDIRIE.. . ...t % 715,944.64.......... 2,214,093.00
1878, oo s BETPUOOT . . 0k | oti TRIRDRETL i s cirr bor 314, 685.43
1880, I EUROYL, M L RIS . . L 3,881,479.14
1882, 204841373, . ... ... 1,073,677.94.......... 5,849,8R89.19
1884 . NS, ST0.8Y!. . XK., 1,274,397.24. ......,.. 6,844,404.04
1885. .819,087.06:. 4. . 1,411,004.33. ... ... 0. 7,930,878.77

THE

SUN

Issues Absolutely Unconditional Life Policies.

THOMAS WORKMAN,
President,

J. B. GUNTER,

MANCHESTER,
ROBERTSON
& ALLISON.

Silk Department.
PLUSHES. COLD PLUSHES,

We are now showing a full line of these
Goods, just received for our

EARLY SPRING TRADE,

In Burgundy, Caroubier, Sultan Bronze
Blue, Dark Olive, Florentine Gold,
Dark Gold, Venetian Red, Light
Blue, Crimson, Sappixire,
Paon and Black.

FOR DRESS COMBINATION

We have the latest novelties, both in
Stripe and Broc¢he designs, for trimming
both Woellen and Silk Fabrics.

N. B.- -We shall from this date be in
weekly receipt of Novelties wnd New
Shades in DRESS SILKS and SATINS
personally selected })){) ]{Ir. Manchester.

eb 10

McMurray & Co.

BOOKSELLERS,
STATTIONERS,

AND DEALERS IN

PIANOS,ORGANS AND SEWING
MACHINES,

We handle only first-class Instruments,
which we sell at very low prices ard on
easy terms. WE EMPLOY NO AGENTS, but
give the large commission paid agents to
the buyer,

Call and see our Stock, er write for Prices
and Terma,

WE MAKE A SPECIALTY OF ORGANS

l‘miuﬁ furnished over twenty churches
in New Brunswick and Nova Scotia with
Organs, for which we make a special dis-
count both to the church and clergyman.

Any person in want of any of the above
Goods, will find it to their advantage to
write us for prices, terms, ete,

MCcCMURRAY & CO.

P. S.—Reference, by permission, to the
Editor of this Paper, who has two of our
Organs in his Church,

McoM. & Co.

marl0 1y

W.FENWICK,
COMMISSION MERCHANT.

FREDERICTON.

Agent for the Sale of all kinds of ]

AGRICULTURAL PRODUCE,
BUTTER,
CHEESE, |
EGGS,
OATS,
BUCKWHEAT,
FLOUR,
POTATOES,
TURNIPS,
CARROTS
PORK,
POULTRY, &o.

NORTH MARKET STREET,
SAINT JUHN, N, B,

BARRISTERS-AT-LAW,

gotiated on good securities.

To Arrive :—The Cargo of the ** Levose:” (

J.A.& W. VANWART,

Queen Street, Frederictom.

& Accounts collected and loans ne-

mar3l—ly

Established 1857,

R. MACAULAY,
Managing Director,

General Agent.

61 Prince William St., St. John, and Queen Steeet, Fredericton, N. B.

TO OUT OF TOWN
CUSTOMERS.

Special Advertisement,

THE} Usravyoriep WHITE SHIRT
. at $L.00, manufactured by MAN.
CHESTER,ROBERTSON & ALLISON,
St. John, has now become a standard pro-
duction, giving employment to a great
many of cur own people. It is a better
Shirt in every way tian any imported
garment that can be sold for the price.

We claim that this Shirt is a perfect fit-
ting garment, every size being proportion-
ate throughout,

It is made from an extra c“uality of
White Cotton ; the Linen in Frouts and
Cuffs, is specially selected for its good
wearing qualities. Every Shirt is Re-
enforced or made with a Double Thick-
ness of Cotton in Front, where the strain
of the Braces is most felt, and the best
workmanship is used on every part—Sizes
13} to 18 inch neck—Buy the same size
neck for Shirt as you wear in collar.

SPECIAL.

As there Shirts may now be had from
dealers (to whom we allow a very small
discount) in many of the principal towns
of New Brunswick, Nova Scotia and Prince
Edward Island, at the same price as if
bought direct from us, viz., £1.00 each,
out of town customers can save express
charges by buying from their local dealers.

Be sure and ask for MANCHESTER,
ROBERTSON & ALLISON’S White
Unlaundried Shirt, at $1. 00,

Try one as a sample and you will be
eonvinced it is the best value in the Do-
minion.

M. R, & A. will send one Shirt as sam.-
ple, post free, to any part of the Dominion
on receipt of 1,00, Give size of Collar
worn when ordering.

Manchester, Robertson & Allison,
apr7 27 & 29 KING STREET.

St. John

BUSINESS
COLLEGE.

Odd Fellews', Hall, Saint John, N.B,

We give as full and thorough a course of
study as any Business College in Canada
or the United States,

Students do just such work as will be
required of them when they enter a merch-
ant’s or accourtant’s office, preceded and
accompanied by such training as will fit
theltln to do that work intelligently and
we .

Circulars, containing terms, course of
study, &c., mailed free. Kerr's Book-
Keepin% mailed to any address on receipt
of 81, Students gan enter at any time,

Evening Classes re-open on MONDAY.,
Ocr, 12,

10 Par Cent. Discount will be allowed

those who enter for full Evening Term
(6 months,)

NO VACATIONS.
8. KERR, Priu.

The GREAT

CHURCH l-'GH]

 Our Ggei-houso BEstablislunent at
Jersey City fs tho most e<icnsive in K
America. - Anntal Bales, 2)5 Milllon B
2
tong

. -
-

FRINK’S Patent Reflectors for

Gas or Ou, give the most powerful,

, noftesteh & Best light know:,
~" for Churches, Stores, Show i"mduws
\ Banks, Theatres, Depots, etc. New an]
\ elegant designs. Send size of room.
st circular and estimate. A Liberal
dlscqunt t0 churches and the trade.
Don't be decesved by cheap imitations,

L P FRINK, 551 Pearl 5t., N. Yo

e ————————

FISH.

— . S—

FISH,

STOCK of Fish in our warehouses Feb.

BARBADOS MOLASSES.

PUNS, TIERCKES AND BBLS.
GILBERT BENT & SONS,

18th, 1886 : 275 bbls. and hf-bb;ls

Mackerel; 41 bbls. and hf. ]
L Lo 8. and hf-bbls, Mess Sad.h

Shelburne and Bay; 300 qt] . Codfish
| Pellock: 18,000 boxes Slgo:od (he:rin:glil

| Grand M vy«
apr28 South Market Wharf, | 1g ' een and Dighy Chickens,

and hf.bbls, Herring—Canso,

GILRERT RENT & SONS,

Assurance Gompany. |

Head Office-=~=MONTREAL.
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