RELIGIOUS INTELLIGENCER.

Help That Comes Too Late.

BY MARGARET E. SANGATE!

'Tiz a wearisome world, this world of «

With its tangles small and great;

Jta weed: that smother the springin;
flowers
And its hapless strifes with fate ;
But the darkest day of i1ts desolate days=
Sees the h:lo that com 23 too late
Al ! woe forthe word that is never said

I'ill the ear is deaf to hear,
the
Of the ringing shout of cheer !
Ah ! woe for the laggard feet that tread
Ic the mournful wake of the bier!

Aund woe for the lack t«

A pitiful thing the gift to-day
That i= dross and nothing worth,
Though if it had come but yesterday,
It had brimmed with sweet the earth ;
A fading rose in a death-cold hand,
That parished in want and dearth
Who fain would help in this world of ours,
Where sorrowful steps must fall,
Bring help in time to the wan ng powers
Ere the bier is tpread with the pall ;
Nor send reserves when the flags are
furled,
And the dead beyona your eall,

For batfling most in this dreary world,
With its tangles "small and great,
Its lonesome nights and its weary days,
And its struggies forlorn with fate,
Is that bitterest . rief, too deep for tears,
Or the help tha: comes too Jate,
— Harper's Bazar.
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Where is My Boy?

There are heart songs so intense-
ly and universally human and true
that they will always have their
occasion and their sympathetic
ministry. One of these is the well
known hymn, Where iz my wand-
ering boy te-night? The following
is condensed from a chapter of
autobiography in The Union Gospel
News :

A young civil engineer, who as-
sisted his father in his business of
railroad prospecting and surveying,
had contracted intemperate habits.
His work from place to place threw
him into the society of loose men,
much more than his father seemed
to be aware of, and being a gener
ous, convivial fellow, he paid for
his popularity by copying their in-
dulgences.

His dangerous appetite and oc-
casional fits of dissipation were so
shrewdly concealed that his parents
were kept in ignorance of them for
two years—until he was twenty
years old. They were worthy peo-
ple and constant churchgoers, the
father being choir leader and the
wmother a fine soprano singer.
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| the feeling of the song, but there | how we're goin’ to 1'.ve.. ] ) : Mool e
' . near to breaking | onlucky, to be sure, but it might be | strong, and ready for wor

was oue neart a

as her own. That he was present
she had no knowledge. She had
sung the last stanza :

. » 3 ’ . ¢ rht
“(Go find my wandering )y to night,

Go search for him where you will,
But bring him me with all his
!l.‘_,‘. o
And tell him I love him still !
Oh, where 13 my by to-nigh
| when a voung man in a woollen
' ghirt and orduroy trousers and

' jacket, made his way to the choir

istair.\ with out-stretched arms, and !

{ sobbing like a child, exclaiwed —

i Here I am, mother !

!  The mother hastened down the
{steps and folded him in her arms
| The astonished organist quick to
take in the meaning of the scene,
ipu led out all his stops and played
Old Hundred—Praise God from
whom all blessings flow. The con-
gregation, with their hundreds of

while the father, the pastor and the
friends of the returned prodigal

welcoming hands

The wayward boy ended his
wanderings then and there. That

moment a consecration, and
the beginning of a life of sobriety
and Christian usefulness.
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It Might Be Worse.

was

I confess that I rather dreaded
to visit her, said my friend, for,
during her early married life, she
was one of those over careful house-
wives who give all under their roof
a feeling the reverse of restful. I
found her, however, so greatly im-
proved that I would gladly have
prolonged my stay. I puzzied not
a little over the calmness of my
hostess, in meeting what in other
days would have vexed her sorely ;
but I did not learn the secret of
the change until on the eve of my
departure, I said : Your home is a
haven of rest, these days.

Now I did not intend to let slip
these days, but though readily
understood, they gave no uffense,
for they called forth the laughing
rejoinder :

You need not blush for hinting
at the truth, for I, too, realize that
my home was not restful during
those first years of my married life ;
and I can not find words to express
my gratitude that my eyes were
opened before it was too late 1o
brirg sunshine into it.

I did not venture an apology for
my thoughtless words, for they had

Once, while the young wan was
employed on a section of road forty
miles from home, it became neces-
sary to lie over from Thursday
noon till Monday. His father
would be detained till Saturday,
reaching home in time for the choir
rcaearsal, but the son returned at
once, and went to a liquor saloon
to c.mmence a three days’ spree.

Tte saloon-keeper understood his
case too well, and kept him hidden
in his own apartments. When his
father returned, expecting to find
the boy at home, a surprise awaited
him.  Trouble began when the
question, Where's Harry ? informed
the startled mother that he was
missing

For the Sunday evening service
she was to sing a solo, and by
special request—because she sang
it so well—her selection was to be
the s ong, Where is my wandering
boy ! Ivseemed to her impossii le
te perform her promise under the
circumstances ; and when, on Sun-
day worning, Harry was found by
a policeman, the certainty was no
more coinforting than the suspense
had been ,; but she was advised that
he would be all right
that

to-morrow

x“'i ~f’n-
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had better
wt see himm until he had sobered
“}l

Sl ontroiled her grief as well
as she could, took her part that day

the cholr a8 usual, and made no

! ange for the ‘W'hin‘_;,

Toward night Hu'l‘}' ht;g(\n to
come to himself. His father had
hired a inan to stay with him and
see to his r covery, and when he
iearned that his mother had been

told of his plight, the informatioa
cut him to the heart and helped to
sober him.

When the bells rang, he an-
nounced his determination to 2o to

church. He knew nothing of the
evening programme, He was still
in his working clothes, but no

given a hint to my true feelings.
So I merely said, Do te'l,me what
brought about the change,

I will, cheerfully, rejoined the
one 8o greatly changed, even if it is
rather humiliating that I firrt saw
myself, my foolish habit of tretting
over trifles, when I was brought in
daily contact with an ignorant
cook, who was such a sunny
creature that I tock pleasure in
going into the kitchen. Besides, I
wanted to see if the smiles did not
sometimes give place to frowns. I
soon lea'ned, however, that she
was hopeful and cheery under all
circumstances.

If company came unexpectedly,
when things were the reverse of
what she would have liked, or the
grocer failed to put in an appear-
ance, it was always met by, It
might be worse !

She was such a constant rebuke
to me that I one day asked her how
she cawe to meet everything so
bravely. Then she told me that
she was bouud out to a woman who

Jawed fruom mornin’ till night.
Sald her mistress so worried the

life of the best man that ever lived,
that he took to drink, and that her
only son ran away

But, said with a merry
laugh, her jaw was worth a sight

to e, for

1N are,

[ was that contrary [
ll“gull to be jist she other way, n’
when things went all in a heap 1
aughed 'n’ says, as how it might be
wor-e  So I kept on a sayin’ it, 'n’
plaze God, I'll say it so long as he
lets me live

After

a time, continued wy
hostess,

this veritable sunbeam
marricd, and I losv sight of her for
a while Then I heard that her
husband, who was a mason, had
fallen from a high building, and
had barely escaped with his life. 1
went immediately to poor Kate,
with no other expectation than of
finding her, for once, the reverse of

reasoning cou'd dissuade him, and
his attendant, after making him as!
presentable as possible, went with |
him to the service. |

Entering early by the side door,‘
they found seats in a secluded
corner, but not far from the pulpit
and the organ. The house filled,

and after the usual succession of |

prayer, anthem und sermon, the
time for the solo came. It was
probably the first time in that
church that a mother had ever
sung out of her owa soul’s distress :

**Oh, where is my wandering boy to-
night,
The cbild of my love and care 7
What faith sustained her, when
every word must have been a cruel

sunny. But greatly to iy surprise,
sbe came forward to greet me with
so beaming a face that I jumped at
the conclusion that if there had
been an accident it musv have been

lof a very triflng nature, but before

1 had time to inquire, Kate began,
as if telling me some good news, to
tell how her husband had fallen and
broken his right arm and two ribs.

But, Kate, how can you talk of
it in such a light-hearted way?
queried 1, a bit rebukingly; I fear
Mike will be laid up for months,
and that is a serious matter, to my
way of thinking.

voices, jolned 1n the great doxology,

stood by him with moist eyes and |

a.dience caught ! o' his body that I'm not thinkin’ o’ |

It"S a bit

worse, you know,

! ! . . H
“' As the years rol'ed on Kate's | were thrown aside, as unfit for |
' sweet spirit was sorely tested in g
but she faced every |

many ways,
trial with a cheery It might be
worse ! and in justice to her I must
confess that the change you note in
me was brought about by the bright
example of my humble Irish ser
vant ; all would do
well to alopt.—Presbyterian.
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Ring Off.

whose motto

CALEB WOULD CALL A HAL7

You will be telephoning. You
may just have got your man, or
thought you had him. Hello! you
willsay. Hello! the other fellow will
say; and iv will be the wrong fellow.
Who are you? you will ask. I am
5041, he will sav. And who are
tyou? I am 2029, you will reply
| with emphasis; and T want 526.
Central! give me 826! Hello,
Central ! will come from 5041.
You gave me the wrong number,
[ want 7623. Hello!

And then the fun will begin.
With a whir the telephonic flood-
gates will fly ‘open. You will
p'unge into the midst of a score of
conversations covering all parts of
the city. Is that you, Harry!
What did you— No, Tuesday,—
I say Tues— Helo! Aund did
you hear that about— Give me
826! You, Harry? Thisis Lucy,
and— Hello! Hello! Who are
you? Who istalking? —went to
New York, andso— I want 7623;
yes, 76— Harry? This is—
Hul—lo? Tues— Harry— York
to see— 826— Who are— Hello,
Cen— voices, male and female,
pitched high and low, gruff and
sweet, angry and patient, and
through it all a whir and a clatter
and a buzz; it is pandemonium
broken loose.

And what to do! There is but
one thing to do: ring off, go back
to your desk, and wait until Cen
tral, at her complex kevbosrd, with
its hundreds of little holes and
metallic pegs and flexible wires has
straightened things out again. You
will do that, and Lucy will do that,
and the man who has been to New
York will do that ; and one by one
you will all go bpack again when
Central has her wits about her.
That is the only way out.

And that is the only way out of
just such experiences, when they
assail you in the business of life.
You know what experiences I mean.
The days when everything is piled
in upon you at once,—when every
unfulfilled promise comes home to
roost, and pecks at your conscience;
when the bills all fall due ; when all
the clerks are cross; when a score
of conflicting engagements press
upon yvou with equal 1nsistence ;
when callers flock in, and stay and
stay ; when your head aches and
your brain quivers in every convo-
lution ; when you discover that you
have not furnished enough copy by
half a page, that the ledger won't
balance by two dollars and forty-
two cents, that the faucet leaks in
the laundry, and the cook has been
stealing in the kitchen, that the
moths have got into your best
dres?, and here ¢ mes Mre. Long-
wind to spend the day. Such times
as that, [ mean.

Then there is only thing to do:
ring off Let go. Loosen your
hold. Put your hands in God’s
Get away by yourself, out of the
distraction of it all. If you can’t
do that, stop and think. Make an
oratory of your soul. Talk it over
with ot Father. Yes : although
you have time for nothing but,
Dear Lord, I am tired and con-
fused ; but thou wilt straigten it all
out, and I will wait. Ring off
Drop the reins. Let go the plough-
handles. Go away from the tele-
phone. Euter into your closet and
shut the door. From it you will
come in an hour, a balf tour, a
minute, with head that has

a

In the church are many crooked
' pins—pins which were good and
till
something bent them. Then they
service !
Sometimes, however, we see that
' a loving hand raies them frow the
‘du-t, and gently bends them till
|they are nearly as strong and
:lszn;ight as before, puts them into
| sume niche of service where they
| are as useful as ever, only needing
| a little tender care ;
| strain of hard, rough work, bat

z
|
?ir: some important chain—ho'ding
f stronger ones together,

I Let us then be very tender not
| to wound each other ; let no hard
im' unthinking hand bend another
lout of his right course, and if we
do tind one so displaced, that we
gently strive to set him straight,
remembering there is work to be

lected. »
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Good Business Maxims.

Sound business advice is abund-

usually the first to ignore or vitiate
it. A book could be made up of
maxims which successful men have

throughout their careers, but good
busitess maxims are no assurance
of success. The individual must
have the sense and the courage to
enforce them in order to secure the
rich results they are sure to yield.
Here is a dozen rules and regula-
tions which any man will find it
advantageous to apply to his busi-
ness life. They are those of the
president of the London Chamber
of Commerce, who has proved their
value :

1. Have a definite aim.
Go straight for it.
Master all details.
4 Always kaow more than you
.are expected to know.

5. Remember that ditficuliies
are only wade to overcome.

6. Treatv failures as stepping-
stones to further effort.

7. Never put your hand out
farther than you caa draw it back.

8. At times be bould; always
prudent.

9. The minority often beats the
majority 1n the end.

10. Make good
men’s brains.
11, Listen well; answer cautious-
ly ; decide promptly.
12. Preserve, vy all means in
your power, a sound mind in a
sound body.
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Called to Choose.

9
&,
3.

ue of other

In one vil'age writes the Rev,
Mr. Simpson, ot the Wesleyan
Mission in India, we had to baptize
some forty people. Two nights be-
fore the baptism the head men of
the vl'age came down, angry,
furious, because this work had been
going on, with all the bitter antag-
onism of Demetrius and his fellow
craftsmen because their craft was
in danger. They came down at
ten o’clock at night, called the men
out of their houses, and said to
them :

Now, then, those men that are
going to become Christians, stand
on one side ; those who are going to
be with us stand on the other side.
From the men who become Chris
tians we take away work and land,;
we deny them the village washer.
woman ; we deny them the village
barber ; we deny all we can. Now
those who are going to be Christians
go on that side.

Every one that was under in-
struction for baptism went and took
his p'ace asa Christian.

e el >t G

A lie is the devil’s sign that he is
still doing business in that neigh-
borhoced,

With every step the Christian

takes, he should think of the weak
brother who follows him.

ceased throbbing and a heart
is at peace. You will take up
the wire of life, and find s
currents running through it.
will give your message, and
wil get your reply.—Christia
deavor World.

The Crooked Pin.

D —

It’s only a crooked pin—th
away | The speaker threw it
and I stopped to pick it up,
just then needing a pin,
looked at it doubtfully, ben
litile s raighter with my fi
and used it for the purp)
quired.

Now I am keeping the &
straight pin which I was ab
use, for somet-ing else, w
crooked pin wi, ht not do

Ah'! here is a lesion for me to
learn, thought I. If we were more
alive to things around us, we should
bs always learning—there is a ser.
mon even in & stone, Everything

Sure’n you are right! was the

cheery answer, but ail the samn,‘
'm thankful that the ugly fa'l’

dida’t knock the b-eath clane ous

has a voice, but we are so b'ind and
deaf and self absorbed that we do

not hear.
The crooked pin told me this

tale :

of the

T era are so many couzh medicines
in the mark+t, that i is rometimes
diffisult to tslt which to buy ; bat if
we ?d ac ugh, acollo-any il ction
of ‘he throat or lungs, we would try
Bickl 8 Aut-Consump ive Syrup.
Tho-e who have usel it think ivisf r

not fit for the |

forming, perhaps, the necded link |

pa—

done, even by a crooked pin.—Se- |
| long breath it would cause death.
. breath,

| composure,
| and dizziness.

: | much better.
ant, but those who need it most are

adbered to more or less rigorously
LAYS-LIVER PILLS CURE CHRONIC CONSTIPATION AND DYy

ahesd of all other preparations re:om- |
mended for sauch complaints. The |
little folis like it as it is as pleasan- |
as syrip.

]
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:
|
!
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I have suffered from weak act

When my children made a

is restored to
vanished.

Mrs. James Constable, Seaforth, Ont., writes :—* Ever since I ca
ion of the heart,
worse. I frequently had sharp pains under my heart that I was fearfy
Ingoing up-stairs I had to stop to rest
noise while
nervousness and weakness that I could not doan thing and had to sit doy
My limbs were unnaturally cold an!
My memory became uncertain and
** I have been taking Milburn's Heart and Nerve Pills, and as a res
I have improved in health and strength rapidly. The bless
me. My heart is much stronger,
I can now go up-stairs without stoppin
and I no longer suffer from dizziness or headache. %t
my blood has become normal, thereby removing the coldness from my lig
truly say that Milburn's Heart and Nerve Pills have done me a world of g
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00

Headquarters for High Art Ready-to-wear
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The Fit Reform Wardrobe
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any permanent benefit.

been without them since.

a day., The
commenced using them.
more refreshed than formerly.
Ripans Tabules will help,
condition | was and | would not

honestly consider them the cheapest-
they are also the most beneficial a
I am twenty-seven years of age and
same as most farmers, both early and late and in all kinds of W

I am a farmer located near Stony Brook, one of the most m:
 districts in this State, and was bothered with mal
so | could not work, and was always very
years | had malaria so bad in the spring,

be without them at

have worked hard all my

and | have never enjoyed such good health as | have since last

fact, my neighbors
said,* * Say, John,

ave all remarked my improved condition and
what are you doing to look so healthy ?
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aria for years, &
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when engaged in plo
I must have taken abouti
of quinine pills besides dozens of other remedies, but never ob
Last fall, in peach time, | had a most §
attack of chills and then commenced to take Ripans Tabules,
friend’s advice, and the first box made me all right and I have
| take one Tabule eac

) morning an
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