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THOSE THREE CENTS. you clean. You should try so to live that you may be

always sure of the smilr of Jesus. Then you will be
We want to tell you a story we heard the other day. happy, and then you can be blessed.

Itis a true story from beginning to end. A clergy-

man told it, and told it about himself: LOOK UP, MY BOY.
He said that when he was a little fellow he

was playing one winter day with some of his boy There is hope in the world for you and me;

friends, when three cents, belonging to one of them, There is joy in the thousand things that be;

Thero is fruit to gather from every tree—

suddenly disappeared in the snow. Try as they Look up, my boy, 1ok up |

would they could not find them, and the boys finally

gave up the search, much to the disappointment of There is care and struggle in every life;
the one who owned them. “ The next day,” said the gh:h zel!thel‘ *:ﬁd 80"&? ﬂ‘]t% WO{I& is Nf_?;
clergyman who was telling the story, “I chanced to | u n°fo;‘]’{ngp’ g?l?oy,v;;okoﬁp! o strife ;
be going by the spot, when suddenly 1 spied the
three coins we had been looking for. The snow There’q a place in the land for you to fill;
which had covered them the day before had meited, %ﬁgrgvlzrwctgget: g‘ggl:l}:eat?n“orlill lWl_ll;
and there they lay in full view. [ seized them, and Look: up, my boy, lookyupl
put them in my pocket. I thought of the candy I ] )
I could buy with them, and how fortunate I was to There are bridges to cross, and the way is long,
have found them; and when conscience would not gggpae?xgga; ;;’rlg;:;“d:’:ﬁ% f’::n?fmg;
keep still, but insisted on telling me what it thought Look up, my boy, look up!
of me, and above all, what God thought of me, 1 just . )
told 1t to be quiet, and tried to satisfy it by saying iﬁ?iail:;&ifhg%g:&igedeéﬁg g;dggshizl;zt
that Charhfz B'ell had given up thinking about his To o what your hands find with our u,light;
cents by this time, and that the one who found them Look up, my boy, look up !
had the right to them.

“Well, to make a long story short, I spent the BE KIND TO-DAY.

money, ate my candy, and thought that was the end ) ) - )
of the whole matter. But I was never more mistaken. | A litle child may brighten scores of lives every
Years passed on. I grew from a boy into a man, but |day.  There is not one of us who may not
every now and then ‘ those three cents’ would come g.lgdden and st'rengthen m‘j“Y a heart between every
into my mind. 1 couldn’t get rid of them. They Tising and setting sun. Why should we not live to
would come. However, in spite of them, I had all along bless the living, to cheer the disheartened, to sweeten
a strony desire to be a good boy, and to grow up to: Cups that are bitter, to hold up the hands that hfmg
be a good man—a Christian man. This desire grew down, to comfort tﬁose who mourn, to bgar joy into
stronger and stronger, for God never left me, and so 'Joyless homes 2 Kind words will not spoil man. If
I gave myself to Him, and finally, when I grew up, 2 sermon helps you, it will do the preacher no harm
became a clergyman. Now perhaps, you may think;;to tell him so. If the editor writes an article that
my trouble was over. But no; every now and'’ does you good, he may write a still better one if you
thvcn ‘those three cents’ would come up into my | send him a word of thanks. If a book blesses you, do

mind as before. Especially when I would try to get  you not owe itto the author to write a grateful acknow-
nearer to God, there were ‘those three cents’ right 'ledgement? If you know a weary neglected one,
in the way. |would it not be Christ-like work to seek an oppor-

“At last, Isaw that God had all along been try- | tunity to brighten and bless that life? Do not wait
ing to make me see that I must tell Charlie Bell that | till the eyes are closed, the ears deaf, and the heart
I had taken them! To be sure, he was a man by'still. Do it now. Post-mortem kindness does not
God told me, | cheer.  Flowers on the coffin cast no fragrance back-

this time, and sn was I, but no matter.
ward over the weary days

as plainly as I am telling you now, that till (hadl'
done this He could not bless me. So then and there !
. - . 1 03 > EH

I sat down and wrote to Charlie, inclosing in my note . _, T#E ‘I’)"‘;‘;)Ah%m1’%”5‘?‘JLE’;&12"&*’;}?3"@&9%&-0?dgm’;
twenty-five cents—the three cents with interest. Since ! month, and will be sent freo to any part of Canada or the
y i United States for ons.dollar per unnum. Published solely in
then I have had peace, and God has blessed me.” ! gze ti'nterefsts t?t mﬁo Con%mr%uu(:lnal cuum't;gia of the Domti]uion.
- N . : he. | Xastors of churches, uni 16nds in goneral, are earnestly re-
Boys and girls, a very little thing x‘nay come 1,? | quested o send promptly Lo $on Bon omtiroh Doy ro-
tween you and God. What are your ‘three cents’? énufncgﬁwns of goneral mp&rgiak To snsare nsertion seng

h . arly, € news coiumn ~
God will show you if he has not already. Don’t ever | twonty-Btth of buch monie) opt open o tonth an

ever let any sin, however small, come between you AU communicetions, editorial, business, or otherwise, will
A .. . lbe addressed sumply “ CANADIAN INDEPENDENT, Box 2548,
and Him. Confess it right away, and He will make | Toronto.”




