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THE 150V AND HIS CHANCES.

Many a hoy dreams of the great 
thincs he would do if only he “ had 
! chance" A teen homely duties 
are crowding about him, but 
wants a chance to show that he is 
different stul! from ordinary boys, 
and so he dreams and chafes at his
commonplace surroundings until his 
oDDortunities are gone and he takes 
up the wail of, “if only I had a
chance ! , .

The hoys who succeed in lite are
the boys who make their own 
chances, or who see in every little 
thing about them a chance for faith­
ful conscientious work. Are you 
poor ? Poverty is a stern teacher, 
but her lessons have been prized by 
manv great men who have passed 
through her school. Have you no 
influential friends to help you along & 
Turner, the painter, was a barber’s 
sortT l’rideaux, the scholar and 
theologian, scoured pots and pans 
while working his way through col­
lege. Sir Isaac Newton, the great­
est astronomer of his time, once 
peddled cabbage on the streets. 
Martin Luther when a boy at school, 
sang in the street for the pence 
which passers-by might give him. 
The late Judge Bradley, of the 
United States Supreme Court, was 
the son of a charcoal burner.

There is more in the boy than the 
chance. A thousand chances may 
pass unheeded by a careless, unob­
servant lad, where the boy with the 
right sort of stuff in him would seize 
the first one. Patience, faithfulness, 
truthfulness and downright honesty 
count for more than chances.

A STORY OF MODERN 
MARTYRDOM.

She was always fond of books and 
study, and, as she grew older, she 
became more and more eager for 
education. She determined to go 
to college and to study law. She 
was not like other girls, and I never 
saw the least sign of pity, tenderness 
or weakness about her. 1 used to 
think she must have been given a 
double allowance of brains and no 
heart.

She was a ready and brilliant 
speaker, even at that time ; and I 
suppose she never used her powers 
of argument and eloquence more 
earnestly than when she persuaded 
the old folks to furnish the money 
to carry out her plans. They had 
a good farm and a few hundred 
dollars, but of course they didn’t see 
how they could possibly educate her 
as she desired.

But she told them that they could 
mortgage the farm, and in a few 
years, when she had finished her 
education, she could earn plenty of 
money for them all. “ I am sure to 
succeed ; there isn’t even a possi­
bility of failure for me,” she said 
proudly, with a fine flash of con­
scious power in her eyes.

She was their only child, both 
beautiful and gifted ; and as the old 
folks looked at her and listened they 

that it must be as she said.felt
Nothing that life might hold for 
them was too great or good to lay at 
^feet. And so they mortgaged 
the farm and she went to college.

I was a near neighbour and friend, 
and I knew all about the years of 
sacrifice that followed. They had 
0 make out the interest money and 

save what they could for her extra ex­

penses, for she must not be pinched 
The first winter they bought 
themselves no new clothing, but 
made their partly worn garments do 
extra service ; they sat in the kitchen 
to save an extra fire ; they used 
skimmed milk that they might sell 
more cream, and they used no eggs 
but sold them all. Still it was very 
hard to make out the interest money.

The next winter they sold their 
chickens and pigs and went without 
meat, rigidly observing all their 
other econojnies. They shivered 
around their one fire in the big cold 
house, clad in the thin worn flannels 
of two winters ago, and I often found 
them sad and despondent, although 
they never complained. Yet how 
quickly mention of her progress and 
her successes would light up their 
pale, worn faces !

The next winter was a cold, hard 
one. We had a big snow early, and 
it drifted us in for a couple of days. 
When the roads were open I went 
over to them, for I had been anxious 
about them of late, they had grown 
so feebled and aged.

I found them both very sick in 
bed. They had taken cold ; and 
somehow, they said, a great weak­
ness had seized them, so that they 
could not get out for help.

Well, we did all we could, but 
they both died of typhoid pneumonia 
within a week. They had become 
too much enfeebled, through insuffi­
cient food and warmth, to have a 
chance of recovery. She came 
home and stayed a few days after 
the funeral to direct the settlement . , 
of their affairs. It was wonderful-^ 
how well she managed. She sold 
the farm and all the personal 
property, so that, after paying off 
the mortgage, she had money enough 
left to carry her through to success.

Yes, it was as she had said. She 
did succeed, and is making money 
now. Once she came down from the 
city and spoke at a public gathering 
here, and all the great city papers 
sent down reporters to get her 
speech and artists to sketch her face 
and poses. They gave her columns 
next day.

They s^id it was a wonderful 
speech, brilliant, magnetic, irresist­
ible. At its close the great audi­
ence rose and shouted in wild en­
thusiasm. But, although I was 
present, I did not hear (the speech, 
nor see the speaker. I could see 
and think only of those two gentle 
and unselfish lives that had been 
sacrificed to the achievement of this 
intellectual ambition. Was it worth

You May Well be Alarmed
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Cures Indigestion and Constipation
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Inclined to indigestion and constipation.”

I. B. FOR 1 ER, Denver. Colorado
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An Indication of Wasting Disease, of Exhausting 
Nerve Force and Declining Strength 

and Vitality.

Note Your Weight and Test the Flesh-forming, 
Tissue-building Effects of Dr. Chase’s 

Nerve Food-The Results Will 
Surprise You.
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Can you imagine a more severe test of any preparation 
than that of adding firm flesh and increasing the weight 
of the body ? It is possible, of course, to add fat 
use of fish oils, but the tissues created by the use 
Chase’s Nerve Food are firm and natural. The blood is 
thoroughly enriched and the nerve force replenished. 
Pallor and weakness give place to a healthy complexion 
and strength of mind .and body. Languor and discourage­
ment are driven out to make way for vigour, new hope 
and confidence.

It might be worth your while to make a test of this 
great food cure as a builder of flesh and muscle. Note 
your weight when beginning the use of Dr. Chase’s Nerve 
Food and watch the gradual increase week by week. At 
first the increase may be slight owing to the wasting 
process, which must be stopped. Then, naturally and 
certainly, the whole system is built up and perfect health 
and vitality restored to every part of the body. Especially 
during the hot, withering weather of summer is this 
preparation found to be of inestimable value in keeping 
up vitality and preventing heart failure and nervous collapse.

Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food, 50 cents a box at all dealers or Edmanson, 
Bates & Co., Toronto. For chafing and all itching skip diseases Dr. 
Chase’s Ointment is remarkably effective.

while ? Her influence might be like 
a great light illuminating the minds 
of mankind, but theirs’ would have 
been a gracious warmth, stealing 
into the hearts of humanity.

She placed a costly monument 
over their graves, but she had no 
tears or flowers to offer. I trans­
planted thither from their own 
garden the sweet, common flowers 
they had loved, and I used to go 
there often and tend them. It was 
like a holy shrine and a pilgrimage 
to me.

Once I met her there. She had 
come to "see if the workmen had set 
the monument straight.

“ They suffered much for you,” I 
ventured after a little.

She looked surprised.
“ Suffered ? Well, I suppose 

there was some difficulty about 
meeting the interest, and no doubt 
it worried them. But, you see, it 
was quite unnecessary. Even if 
they had been obliged to give up the 
farm it would not have mattered, 
since they could not Hive. And if 
they had lived, I would have pro­
vided well for them. I told them -
ma 99SO.

Then I saw that she had not com­
prehended their sacrifice and their 
great love had made it a happiness 
to them, so that only within my 
heart had its simple pathos been 
written. And I went my way and 
said no more.

—To love God is our happiness, 
to trust in Him is our repose, to 
surender ourselves entirely to His 
will is our strength.—Charles 
Beard.

—We shall never be sorry after­
wards for thinking twice before we 
speak, for counting the cost before 
entering upon any new course, for 
sleeping over stings and injuries 
before saying or doing anything 
in answer, or for carefully con­
sidering any business scheme pre­
sented to us before putting money 
or name into it. It will save us 
from much regret, loss, and sor­
row always to remember to do 
nothing rashly. *


