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come into 'he Room has been ar
rested and sent to prison for five 
years. He has shot a gamekeeper.

It was a long, thrilling story, fresh 
from the annals of the County Court. 
It was not lacking in tragedy, either, 
for the man appeared to have been 
desperate. “Oh ! how helpless I have 
been ! How I have wasted my oppor
tunity!” I exclaimed in dire distress. 
“I tried to do him good, and to per
suade him to another course, but I 
have had no influence at all. It is 
too distressing.” It certainly was a 
great blow to hear this news. But 
now the incident was closed, for I 
could do no more.

A few days later a message came : 
“Will you call on a gamekeeper who 
is very ill ? He was wounded by 
poachers in the discharge of his 
duty.”

It meant an expedition of some 
miles. But that afternoon the keep
er’s lodge was visited, an ivv-covered 
cottage bv the roadside, beside a gate 
which opened on a park and extensive 
woods. There on a bed, in a little 
room, lav the keeper, his wife in sore 
distress leaning over him. The man 
who had been the poacher’s victim 
was deadly pale, the result of severe 
hemorrhage from the lungs. His 
large, dark eyes were fixed upon me.

“Leave us alone,” he said to his 
wife in a whisper, and then he turned 
to me.

“Will you pray?” he said.
And then I remembered him. He 

had been present at one of our Satur
day prayer meetings, when the texts 
given for the evening were two 
bracketed together: “I am the Light 
of the world” (St. John viii. 12).
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the men’s prayer meeting on the Sat
urday night.

An astonishing event took place, 
foi who should walk in with a Bible 
and hymn book under his aim, fol
lowed by his wife, but the poacher 
of old days ! Benj 
him, as

jamin we will call 
we must not give his sur

name. He took part in the meeting, 
they all did in their quiet,a

Let your light so shine before men” 
(Matt. v. 16).

^ es, I said, as I sat by the sick
bed. “I will pray with you. But what 
am I to pray for ”

“Pray for the man who shot me,” 
he gasped out, for he could only speak 
with difficulty. And then he tried to 
explain the scene that had taken 
place in the wood at midnight.

“I knew he was my enemy. . . . 
I often prayed for him. . . . Now 
he is a burden on my mind ... in 
prison ... a cell . . . only 
think of it ! . . I cannot bear it

makes me so ill
worse than all my sufferings. Will 
you pray for him ?”

I did so and he joined in with a 
sort of intense fervour that seemed 
to rack his poor frame and brought 
a burning spot of colour to his pale 
cheeks.

A few comforting words of assur
ance from God’s promises, and the 
glorious certainty of trust with defi
nite declarations of answer to prayer, 
seemed to comfort him, such as:—

“Only believe ! All things are pos
sible to him that believeth.”

“I love that poor fellow with all 
heart,” he continued. “You see, I 
have prayed for him often before. 
That is why I seem to feel it so dread
fully.”

Time went on and the keeper began 
to recover.

“I feel that my prayer is answered,” 
he said sometimes. “But I wish I 
could see him. Oh! I wish I could!”

My home was now changed and I 
left the place. Two or three years 
later I was paying a short visit to it 
again, when I thought I would visit
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“I thank Thee, 0 God, that Thou 
didst let th light shine in,” was a 
sentence in his prayer.

Afterwards 1 told him of n,v de
lighted surprise at seeing him their.

tes, I have been in prison,” was his 
reply, “and have just come out on 
ticket-of leave.”

How did this change in your mind 
come about ?”

“Through this. Look here. Don’t 
you remember, under the lamp in the 
street Did you ever see that writ
ing.-” He took a brown notebook out 
of his pocket and from it drew a piece 
<>: paper.

“I here!” he continued in a tri
umphant tone. “Read that! It has 
all been granted !”

I read what I had entirely forgot
ten, this simple prayer 

“0 Lord, let Thv light shine into 
my heart. I am very dark, but Jesus 
can save me. Let me have the light. 
Amen.”

“One night,” he went on to ex
plain, with emphatic gestures, as we 
stood there, “I was in such misery— 
my soul so miserable ! You know I 
tried to murder a man, a keeper over 
there in the Markham Woods. Well,
I knelt down and said, ‘O God, I want 
an answer. I must have an answer. 
Here in . this cell, O God ! let the 
light shine into my heart.’ I prayed 
that little prayer. And there, yes. 
there at that very time the light came. 
Yes ! it did. It shined right into my 
heart, and I became quite different.
I was a new man. I wanted to do my 
tasks now. I wanted to do them well.
I did, indeed. I used to hate them 
before. And I wanted to learn to 
read, too. I was a very bad scholar. 
So I set to work—and mind you—the 
light was shining in my heart all the 
time—and upon my word, I did get 
on well ; I learnt so fast. And T got 
good marks, too ! So here I am.”

His hearty smile as' he wrung my 
hand, thanking me for that “bit of 
paper,” of course, I can never forget.

But the sequel had yet to come. A 
week later he called on me, twirling 
his cap in his hand rather awkwardly, 
as though some difficult question was 
about to be discussed.

“I have had an invitation to Bur- 
wood.” he began. “My uncle lives 
there. He is a farmer. (This was the 
village on the, property where the 
keeper was employed.) He wants to 
give me a supper and ask all our re
lations and friends. Then tfter sup- 

he wants me to tell mv experi- 
Shall t go or not ? Will you 

advise me? Tisd ! Letter keep away ?
What do vnu •Link ’”

Mv advice was that he should ac
cept the invitation and give his testi
mony very simplv, how God had an
swered his praver and shown him the 
True Light : that bis soul was saved 
and now he wanted others 
saved, too.
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le said he would think about it. 
lie described very well, later on, what 
had happened and made quite a pic
ture as he stood there, so animated 
with a look of real ioy on his face. 
“I was just going to stand up,” he 
said, “when I saw, standing at the 
door just outside”—for the door was 
open, and the moonlight was shining 
in—“Mr. Jones, the keeper! ‘I can 
not speak,’ I said ; ‘1 cannot go on, 
for I see someone at the door.’ Then 
I stopped and asked right out : ‘Mr. 
Jones, can you forgive me?’ I could 
say no more. But Mr. Jones, he came 
striding through the room, a head 
and shoulders over everyone else, and 
he said, ‘Yes!’ This was what he 
said : ‘Forgive you, mv brother ? 
Why, this is the most wonderul night 
of my life. God has, indeed, answered 
my prayer. I have always loved you, 
my brother, and so often prayed for 
you.’ Then I just stumbled on and 
told my broken story,” Benjamin con 
tinued, “as best I could. I think it 
went down pretty well. For they gave 
us both a good cheering.”

From this time these two stalwart 
men, both over six feet in height, one 
dark and the other fair, used to be 
seen in the evening constantly to
gether. Thev were always called “the 
brothers,” for their friendship was a 
David and Jonathan one.

Much Pain From 
Kidnev Disease

Doctored In Vain Until Dr. Chase's 
Kidney-Liver Pills Were Used.

Kidney derangements are often as
sociated with disorders of the liver 
and bowels, and under these condi
tions ordinary kidney medicines usu
ally fail to effect cure. It is because 
of their unique, combined action on 
the liver, kidneys and bowels that Dr. 
Chase’s Kidney-I.iver Cills are so gen
erally successfuL/gveii ' in the most 
complicated ca^eS.

Mr. Emanuel Bernard, farmer, St. 
Paul’s, Kent County, N.B , write* • — 
“About eighteen years ago my wife 
was bad with kidney disease, and suf
fered greatly from headaches, pains 
in bowels and stomach, and her heart 
was affected. For a year she was 
treated by her doctor, with no appar
ent benefit. She then used five boxes 
of Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills with 
most satisfactory results. This gave 
us such a good opinion of Dr. Chase’s 
Kidnev-Liver Pills that we always 
keep them in the house to be used.for 
all derangements of the kidneys, liver 
and bowels.” Dr Chasp’s Kidney- 
Liver Pd!s, 25e. a box, £ for $1.00, all 
dealers, or Fdmansoh, Bates & Co., 
Limited. Toronto.
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