Thy frown or thy harsh unkindnass,
As bitter as draught of gall,
Muzy sting thee as e of nettles
Ere lowers night’s sable pall;
; Beware lest thy tardy Kisses
Fall madly on Hps of day,
Or heart thou this morn couldst com-
fort
Be pulseless ere clozs of day.

Be kind while Life’s morn still lingers; |
Thy love and thy helpfal hands
Shall be as the founts of warsr
To wander o’er desert samds;
A word from the heard, In kindnoss,
May piercs the gray mists of paim,
And arch o'er the kills eternal
The rainbow of hope againm,
—Mary E. Killitea,

Prayer. .

Our God and Father, we o Thea
as those whom sin has ten and who
have beem made eick and blind by its
deadly stroke. Unless Thou shalt heal
and save us, O God, wo wast die. Wo
thank Thes that Thon hast provided =
vemedy. Wa bless Thes for Jesas Christ
Thy Son, whose suffering brings wus
health, and by whosa death we live. Help
s to lift our eyas to Him, exaliad once
upon the cress and now m the throne,
but everreors a Prince and Saviour, who
gives Tepenimnes to His peopla and the
remission of their sins. Believing in
Him, may we find forgiveness and daliv-
erance. May our lives be made purs and
strong and fit for the serviea of our
Heavenly King. May there begin within
us, evea now, that lifa eternal which
springs from the knowledge and love of
God. Amen.

Wear Your Troubles Inside.

Many a man gets into the babit of
carrying his troubics in Ms face. The
eyes tell it, the droop of the lip speaks
jt, and bowed head reveals if, and the
footfall is full of it. He has rum up the
flag at balf-mast, and he carries it every-
where, so that his whole littls world is
compelled to- know bis sorrow, Is this
patural? Possibly. Is it wise? Proba-
bly not Is it fair? Surely not, Is it a
gign of weakness? Undoubtedly it is. Is_
there a better way?! Surely there is.
First, a man must make up his mind to
expeot his share of trouble, and perhaps
@ little more. Then he should make up
his mind to bear his trouble manfully,
i. e, with patience, with courage, and
with hope. The world has enongh trou-
ble of its own; let us not add to its bur-
den! It should be the aim of every),

Cloistian man and women to become

strong, and when strength is won to use
that stremgih in bearing the burdens of
othera. Tvery  sorrow mastered, every
burden b 2 de Instead of outside,

makes us sfrapger, and leaves the world
briglier. Learn to smile, get the habit
of B3 ) to sing, make it also a
habit ; you will be sarprised  how
muea brighter it makes the world, not
oniy to others, but to yourself!) The
smila and the song Jes the burden and
light up tke way. ristian Guardinn.

2

Tha Paths of Death.
There are two folds upon the hill,
Ard one 8 lone and very still
Oniy the rustle of e lead
Gives happy sound of life and stir, .
And warbles bubbling bright and brief
‘Where the bird skims with fearless whirr,
Or a bee rifling on his way
The honey from a wil T
Sometimes » soft and summer shower
Drops gentle mausic hour by hour,
Or a long breath of wande:i air
Makes melanchely murmur there,
And all is calm and full of pea
There where the dead have sweel sue-

cease.
Withia that other place of graves
‘The wild rains fall, the wild wind raves
In every dusky alley med
Sad ghosis, who beat an aching breast
Vith anguished longing and regret,
Bemembor that they once were blest,
The heart gone ont of them, the soul
Fled onward to some unkniwn goal.
For them no glad and further year,
Ashos the rose, 2l beauty sere,
Wighout a wisk except to fill
Their eyes with dost—the dead who still
Witk ruined hope and joyless mirth
Go to and fro upon the carth!
Harris. Prescotf - Spofiord, in
nexr’s,

Serib-

The Omripresence of God.
Tt has been well said that there is no
part of the Bible in which the great at-
tributes of God-—His isci . His

|| mees and

| door world.

But there is another side of ‘the shield.
The truth that §s full of comfort to the
ome who is seeking to his will in-

of terror to the .one ‘whose life fs in.an-
tagonism to ‘the great law of righteous-
ness, :and in whese dee) heart thers
‘is the wense of guilt wand unforgiven sin.
It s » commonplace and .yet an impor-
‘tant thought that & man, where he
will, ean never away from himsel
ar from Gad. The guilty man flees from
the presence of his fellows and seeks
to ‘bury himself out of the sight of yii
wlo know him, but many a man has re-
-alized in his own bitter experiencs the
truth of ths Pealmis{’s words: “If 1 say,
q;usly lgﬁb dxr#’non shall
the night shell be Tight about mo, Yea,
fle durkness hideth not Brom Thee: but
£l wight a:::nﬁh a3 i diugg: the dark-
Tight ero both @
Thee."—M. MoGregor, s

The Prver of Chrigs,

Thers s ‘an ‘invisiis sonres of ensr
af which everyons may _awal himsaly
It this energy is wwailbly only ot
#ood, never for evill o i wmore than
a match for all the evill forces which
combine to fura us away from the right
way. It 5 sk sufficient to -“F
Pﬂﬂuml‘u :iltlhz adversitios of this
bt t 35 y sdoquete to any bu
dens of duty which m:qvbthid:gn u:
Paul was groatly afifiotsd, Ho calls
his affliction a thorm in the flesh, What
that was we know not, “ except that it
was somp exceedingly sharp paln. He
prayed thres times for its remova), and
this 5 the answer e recelved, *My
grace is salficient for thea” The grace
of  Christ is an inwand caergy which
Hr bestows an all those who follow Him
and rust in Him.  Paul felt himeel!
stronger with his afffiction than withou
it, betawse of the support of this grace,

efora he mays, “I will gl ia my
infirmity” Yio had other mf-,{dnga in
which ha might glory. He had a ‘won-
derful vision. He was caught up into
the third heaven, whers he saw. and
Beard things which it was not lawful
to tell. But he would not glory in this
vision. He rather glories in his afflies
tion, becanse this furnishes a splendid
opporiunity for tha grace of God to
menifest itself through him: No matter
what comes so it be a channel foe the
graee of God to flow into the soul “I
will glory in my infirmity that tho
power of Christ may rest upon me.”
Tet no one flea from his affliction.
Let him not fear tribulation. Terrible
23 it may seem, grace is more than a
match for it. The power of Christ is the
chief thing. We may be weak and help-
less in onrselves, but nothing is -too
hard for ws if tha power of Christ shall
rest upon us,

The Gospel of the Out-of-Doors.
(od’s great, bright, free/ living, cut-of-
doors was meant for man, and man was
meani for it, and he cannot be separated
from it without suffering loss. The truth
of this the wearied nerves, the weakex!ed
muscies, the lowered vitality of the city
dwellers abundantly attest. It is hard
to live the artifisie life without paying
the penalty of ity 1§ Bcems natural for
A héalthyaman ta lovedsho out-of-doors.
The mountaing excite hith, the lake eh-
chants him, the fogest seems like h lofg:
forgotten ~friendy the freedom of  the
unpoisonad air as strange zest to life.
The quiet sunset hour is full of a never-
to-be-forgotten glory and a strange
welcome peacs;, ‘To the wearied sof“of
Adam’ coraes rthe /thought ~that Jpol}
voiced =0 long ago, “Lol God is hg‘re.
Tlerv is health, vigor, freedom, and, he
must be of poculinf. temperament Who
doea not feel the gladness of this gospel |
of the out-of-doors. It is sane gnd re- [
freshing; it is wise and true; it is pure |
end strong; it is freedom incarnate. |
Thank God for the sunny weloomul
wearied workers find*in this great out- [

A Tornado of Stare.

Scattered throughout the unfat.}mm-
able realms of infiuite space, somc trav-
elling in a defined orbit round the sun,
some spparently aimless wanderers of
the sether, some weighing many tons,
some not more than an u\m.cu or two,
are countless myriads of bodies, mostly
metallic, ever careering through the
void at @ velocity computed at sbout
twanty to thirty miles every sccmd of
time, (the speed of the swiftest projec-
tile fired from a modern canunon 18 con-
siderably lees than threo housand feet—
about half a mile—in a secend). And
ever onwards and onwards through the
wilderness of the illimitable these erraut
wanderers pursue their lightning career;
until, comng within - the attractive
power of some sun or planet, thoy
plunge headlong into its midst; .in the
former csse in a moment transmuted
into incandescent gas and adding to its
fuel; in the latter,if smali, burnt up by
friction with the atmosphere and chang-
ed into meteoric dust; if large, probably
ntense

omeipresence and His omaipotcuce—ere
simied with such impressive splendor as
in Peal m137. It is the vtterance of a de-
vout and revereni and moble soul, awed
and hombled by the thought of One
whose knowiedge embrases the whole de-
tails, and defore whose all seeing eye the
socret things of life are naked and open.
His mind is overwlelmed at the thoughi

everywhere n
great. Fizst Cauee, the 4 and
ecmtrolling foree at the heart cf the uni-

vemee.
Ard it 5 o Pantheistie eonception of
Gaod that. we fied in this psalm. God is
B in the uni , but, He zlso
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exploding by the sadden and i

hext ¢caused by that friction, or with a
roar as Of thunder—hence the name
thumderboli—burying itself deep in ihe
ground.

In Nexember, 1888, our earth passed
through a\vast aggregation of these met-
eoric stongs, the result being a rageant
of weird aad unsurpsssed splendor and
sublimity. As night a2pproached, from
time to time a fawuatly appareat, curved
streak of light, almost as bright as the

more ard more startling and
@ very tornado, hurricane of fiery stars,
Aznd then t d ing the to t

to harmony with the divine will; is full |-

£

unseen skin

immediately
extra-load.
blood takes

KA

open the cl
the skin p

isBeautified.
opened and

n‘ -’vkl'nv'l‘fdéa'lhe systemof
more urea than the kidneys ?

A Kleuy one fifth of the waste products of the body is
eliminated by the skin. Suppose there is some unsus

X

trouble—the pores are closed—the skin is unable

S8 o r_it}rth“e system of its share of the waste,
0 hen the blood carries this waste product to the kidneys—

they are overworked—they strain to throw off the
What the kidneys can’t possibly eliminate, the
up again and deposits on the nerves.

Then come the dull aches in back, hips and head—the
nerves unstrung and irritated—the urine charged with impurities
and highly colored—and you fear you have * Kidney Trouble.”

Nonsense. Your kidneys are overworked—not diseased.
. What you need is

“FRUIT-A-TIVES?” to act on the skin,

(or Fruit Liver Tablets)

ed tart up healthy skin action—and let
orm its natural function. = This instantly relieves

the kidneys of overwork—the back-aches stop and the complexion

There is no excessive waste matter in the blood

% bring dull headaches—the urine is cleared—the bowels are

regulated—and the kidneys strengthened.

« FRUIT-A-TIVES”* act directly on the three great eliminating

./ organs—Skin, Kidneys and Bowels—make them well and keep them well.

“That is why, « FRUIT-A-TIVES"" cure g0 many cases of apparent kidney
discase that are really skin troubles.

“FPRUIT-A-TIVES'’ are fruit juices—in which the natural medi-

" ¢imal- action “of, fruit is many times increased by the secret process of

making them. Valuable tonics and antiseptics are added and the

whole ‘made .into tablets—the finest formula known to medicine.

Buy them—try them—and cure yourself at home. goc. a
box—6 boxes for $2.50. - At all druggists or sent on
receipt of price. B

Toon Cooncillor aboot the en’ o’ October.
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Our Scotch Corner

‘At Nar s # \l.ﬂ‘ WM
A HOGMANAY PARTY AT LAUCHIE'S,
(By Sandy McGlashan.)

“Sandy,” says Kirtsy to me twa three
nichts sin, “Mrs. Robison wis reond this

-

efternune.”

That’s wan o' Kirtsy's stock sayin’s,
Lauchie’s guidwife looks in aboot three
times a week, aythur for the nmme. o' -
tho plaisterer, or to see if Kirtsy kens
whaur her laddie Johnnie is, or fur the
len’ o’ the jeely-pan, or the coal hammer,
or a wed \thing o’ mulk, or the like o 2 ;

Kirtsy /aye waits till I say "Uhk‘-‘“'il Johnson, “you're awiu’ men.”
wis _shet?” o, i
wmean it afore she g

that.

So.on thig particular nicht I s#id, “*Ay,
an’ whit wis she wantin’ the day?”

“Oht she can’ ower to ask e an’ you
a kin’ o’ Hogtfadfiy perty—
Jamie Lohoar an’ the
wife, Wullie McNab an’ his sistgr, -an’
twa three mair's to be there;“an’ Mus.
Robison says tha Lauchie-an’ her'll be

rale disappinted if twa dom’t “gang .
ale disappited 1f -us : g ‘8; Jwaigt an’ begood & Séofeh ‘shotteesh, an’

to a perty
'8 nicht.

the morn

tae.”

“Ay, an’ whit is it to be—'Ay,” or' ‘Né,’

1 or~*Imphm '/

g

up t' Miss J

»

“Oh! you

gauyn on.™

.50 he whupi

afore ye con

kind, on ane ¢’ the horse ferries) gaed

shop ‘an’. baith klamed ’er.
“It's me that’s th’ pertner, Miss John-

Waet, when, (I
son (youwee,sliort-sight&d buddy wi’ the
lang nose) unnerstodd ig-wis fur a dans,

He had forenenst himsel’ a plate o’ coo’s
tung, a’ cut up into bits an’ reddy for
servin’ oot, an’ the big turkey lyin’ on
its back in a plate afore wee Davieson.
“Mr, Davieson,” says Lauchie’s gude-
wife, “maybe you'll be sae kind as t’
serve oot the turkey.

Noo, t* nyr nolidge, Davieson kens as
muckle aboot cuttin’ up a turkey as oor
Kirsty unnerstauns the parteeshionin’ o
Bangawl, (I dinna ken that at the time,
Bilje, bit I got the nolidge that nicht.)

ohnson that keeps the milk

son,” says Wullie. 'V ite % i 9 jes
R, by ; % Hbéoever, t' gi'e ’im his dew, Davieson
It’s a dagont Jee,” says M'Phail. An’ o:;:l‘ anml Ph\:n—!hr(-e times, an’. then
Mirg ‘.1ohnsun. Tikin" awful ~pleaséd ~at savs, “0’ rticht, Mrs. Robison, TNl dae
!Ir.‘ n’ twa mu-u":umrr«-hmg)ycr_Jnrr, 8aY8 | v l;est. \\'lmf;viur turkey 1”
\t:]'m;.:h ?hl':hh' v8 Waullie. “see’ Mrs. Lohoar says, “Jist @ sma’ piece,”
ere, Lauc says ie, “see’s a » : 2, pot
luk at that programme o’ yo . an’ Davieson, affer a short struggle, go

up, cast his koat’ an’ turned
sleeves. g
The turkey had only got sboot eich-

up his

sailors, you sailors,” says

13 1 ’ t 4 o i p’s g i g . = 2
o L I g ¥ oM acelodeon——the ides.bein; | teen inchies aff the place a1 cowpit &
B8 0ny Vaurgieg '\ f‘KuNnni\ )“\\'JIO said she kent that basket o’ shortpréjd When Davieson.got
."S“bllvfg Angshnins there bid t' maesick ”": "‘f’.]]"g "{! ‘:_I. .:{P ‘:;r:'g;.:"“d ,1:'“.“({'
wiitn. the péxt ¥'s assemblin’ in the an- ;“"o ]llr:«‘i:: ‘:I“‘l;‘ t;u: ;i':‘ > m;m l“_ R
nml.s_,f}xhlmg:r-r, an’ the timg the denner's wings. “Stick in,” says Davieson £’ Mrs.

Lohoar, clappin’ it on t’ her plate. “Ony
mair for turkey?”

I wush he had seen Mrs.
face. “Lauchie,” says she, in an awfu’
Kauld kin' o' vice, “maybe if ye'll len’

é'madsick sterted, Davie-

t-hjserm Foon his pertner’s

Id wink twa-thre¢ ither Kup-

e kay
d+—in, ain apairtment, -mind the leddies t' turkey aoff

Lelp some o

rstv?” says L ples followe _ i Ciel e
“Oh! pl:-‘}\'"- versel’,” says Kirsty “Tm-{¥e, jist twal by nine, an’ mineteen folk ](!w ‘lmnf that Mister Daviesan hes gi'en
' S 4 22 o1 i g her.!
,gn::"' doon (o the dressmaker’s the | in lt:ndor the ‘head “Advertising Foolos- The quateness wis deefeni ,»ntl I)i\'u‘;
] P i
p . : y hy,” . Brown contributes | gon wis doon on the flure efter the res
Of coorse, Bille, that settled it. So, on | AP1Y, Robert C. Bro o o ”“‘. turkéy, go widna hear’t. He reap-

00T ¥
door,
bell

roon.

men, an’

bedlam.

mix up.
MPhail

the auspeeshus nicht, Kirsty an’ me, in
y claes, stood ootside Lauchie’s
an’ hauf a meenit efter ringin’ the
were inside, shakin’

Man, sich a crood in a two-ro6m-an’-
kitehen hoose ye never saw.
Lauchie an’ the wife, an’ their laddie an’
lassie, there wis seeven weemin an’ aichf
the lauchin’ an’ roarin’ wig Jike

s

Just afore aicht o'clock Lauchie an*the
wife cam’ intae the kitchen frae ben ‘the
hoose (we were a’ in the kitchen ‘atsthe,
time), an’ Lauchie begood t' read aff a
bjt o" paper the/names o' the deeferent
pertners fur the tea table.
ecksited, an’ cried them oot as fiust as
he could; aw’, of coqrse, there bid t’ be'a
Wullie M'Nab an’ a chap eca’d
(a mate, or something o' tha

lines to Pro
of his latest
hauns a’ Keep up

Adverti
keep o man

Forbye

second ones.
“Gude gra

think that's
Here, ¢ome
stert made

s table fair

He wis kin® o’

blessin’,

some exceeding scintillant and snappy

will keep you up.
Depend on yotnr first sales to make the

“Drop it: D’ve hear? Drop it.

So ben we gaed jist onywey, an’, efter
& wheen gtruggles, got squeezed in afore

plate ® tung, shortbreid, black bun, hot
pies, an’ ‘the Jave, an’ Lauchie askit the

Man, Bilie, Tauchie’s as cunnin’ as a

peart sweetin' like a powny, an’ M’Phail,

A few .
who wis gittin® hauf-wey into the “an-

»fitable Advertising.
-ones follow:

advertising and advertising | necks,” erien w\(.‘intvr-:ﬂwl like, “Hiv

ye gotten ’er, Davieson?” |

ing, like cork, will always “Naw,” says Davieson, “’\:n‘\'or heed, |
¢ 'ﬂ at ¥ tho'; I'm fur ng onyway.

o An he got it tae. Bilie, frae Mrs. Rob-

inson the same nicht—Dbit that's anither
story (as Lord Rosebery
Hauldin’ cam’ awa’ wi' a new ane aboot

the Scotch Greys).

slius alive!” yelled Lauchie.
Maybe ye
funny, Davieson, but it's no’.
on ben in a lump, en’ get a

f ’thing’s cauld.” the kitchen, an’ Lauchie oot wi' the pro-
afore & %

gramme again.

“Mr. M’ Nab'll gi'e us a sang,” says
he.
Man, it wasna bad at first, but Wul-
lie sings sangs aboot as lang as the 119th
Psalm, Efter the ninth verse some o’ us
got kin’' o' restless, an’ M'Phail stage-
whispered t' Sandy Bannatin that “it

groanin’ wi’ a big turkey, a

shani jof
kle fur Wullie. He jigged up the sang,
an’ wis fur gaun hame, bit Lauchie asked
him t’ ben t’ room, t’' see a mew
canary ad gotten. cam’ back
in five meenits, bit I noticed Lauchie
gaun oot twa-three times wi’ the men
folke t’ let them see the kanary tae.
Whan he cam’ back t’ the kitchen ane
o' the times he gi'ed me a luk an’ a

toss o’ the heid. So I gaed
oot, an’ felt the better o’ the kanary. As
fur Davieson an’ M’Phail, they were in
an’ oot as if they had been at a kirk
bizawr.

Man, it wis a breezy feenish up. At
hauf-past twal’ we a’ sang “Aul’ Lang
Syne”—at least, them that wis able
sang. Lauchie, Davieson, an’ APhail
did their best, an’ shook haund wi’ ane
anither every half meenit.

“Sphlendid nichtsh ever shpent,” says
M’Phail. “Itsch fine bird, Lauchie, yer
karparysh.”

Ia'uchie sat doon on the flure, an’
Jamic Lohoar opened the door fur the
periy t' skale.

“Man, man, the daysh—hic—gettin’
short,” says Davieson, trippin’ ower the |
bass wi’ a jerk that brocht oot some
weekday senfyments. “Winter'll be here
—hic—afore we ken whaur we are.”

1 reminded him it wis the winter time |
an’ Lauchie whuppit oot his watch. |
“Thatsh so, Sandy,” says he; “ye’re—hic |
—richt t’ a meenit."” |

“Mind the steps,” cries Mrs. Robison, |
seein’ M'Phail walkin’ on as ;’thingl
|
|

afora him was uphill.

“Itsh a’ richt,” says he, gaun doon
heid first three at a time, an’ birlin’ like |
a motor kaur t' the fit, “Itsh richt |
enuf.”

Jist then a clock ootside chappit ane. |

“Naething—hic—like gettin' t’' bedsh |
early,” says Davieson, “t’ keep rosesh
or yer cheeksh. Noo fur the stepsh,”
h> proceedid, liftin’ ae fit as if he thocht
he wis gaun up them, an’ haudin’ on t’
the door in astonishment whan he faud
he hadoa touched ane. “Gosh! thatsh
funny,” says he.

“Ye’re no’ comin’ in,” says Wullie M-
Nab; “ye’re gaun oot.”

“Oh! I shee,” says Davieson, swingin’
rovn the post an’ facin’ the door, as if
he aye gaed backwards insteid o' furrit.
“Thatsh better,” he says, as he walkit
int) the hoose again an’ sat doon aside
Lauchie.

Man, we had an awfu’ job wi' him, an’
whan we got him doon to the street we
fand M'Phail wi’ his arms roon’ the waist |
o’ a lamp post, sleepin’. We waukened
im up. |

“I'm ash drysh haddick,” says he,
staundin’ on the pavement as if wonder-
in’ whit had brocht him there.

“Sho'm I,” says Davieson, linkin' his |
erm in M'Phail’s an’ movin’ aff in a
windin' direckshun. “Goo nictsh.”

Kirsty wis terrible angry, Bilie. “Black
burnin’ shame,” says she. “It’s the last |
perty I'll gang t’ wi' men folks—a wheen |
drucken sumphs.” |

“There, there, Kirsty,” says I, as I
lockit the door, “don't be ower hard on
us at this time o’ the year. T'wm shair |

|

altho’ we didna get the turkey’s mer-
ridge bane, we'll gang awa' t' oor bed

else in Glesca’ll hae a Guid New Year.”
—The Bailie,

(By Catherine King,)

It was a bitter cold night when I land-

|

Robison’s |

Mrs. Lohoar yer big knife an’ fork she'll |

said whan |

|
‘Weel, efter the tea, back we gaed t'|

ed at T , that lovely little fishing vil-
lage on the west coast of Scotiand. It
was there an old nurse of mine lived,
{and 1 had promised to spend a day or
it\\‘n in the place under her hospitable
{roof. Her husband was a fisherman.
| Theéy had evidently no family, and yet—
I seemed to remember hearing my mo-
ther talk of “Janet’s son.” 1 had never
seen Janet since she got marriec
was quite a stranger in these parts,
night of my arrival being Saturday,
| was at home. *“The Viilage Belle
out in the bay at rest till Monday’s sun-
rise, when she would again set sail. Janet

had a grand “country tea” ready for me, |

which I'm sure I did justice to. About

' nine o'clock 1 heard that good soul come
creaking up the rs to her own room,
“Are you all right, Master Jim?” she
alled in to me.

“Come in, Janet, and see how cosy I
{am,” I replied, rising to open the door
{as-I spoke.

“If you're feeling a bit lonely,
\dinna mind the kitchen, Dan’ll be
| & chat.”

[ “Thanks, Janet, I will go down. Good-
night.”

‘ “Good-nicht, Master.”

| I put out my lamp and went dowa-
| stairs in search of Dan. I found he was
‘\'PT.\' willing to chat. We lit our pipes,
and soon were talking like old friends.
i}nvgath\'alvd !rl?":l his conversation that

Yy memory had not ey alse
about Janet’s son. sbake

‘Is your boy at home, Dani” I ven-
:urul_, f:larinﬁithe-n- was some grave :n:
ow,in the old man’s he: i i
row s heart regarding his

“No, no, sir. It's mony a lan ;
syne we've seen ’im. He's lmenggl(l\:i
these fl}'e years, but his mother’s heart’s
ﬂulnt sair ;e never mention him.”

saw that Dan was worked u
when he asked if T'd like to hiar fho
story, hastily replied:

:\f" if th_e tellin’ won’t trouble you.”

Tt's & guid thing to open yin’s heart
whiles, sir,” he said, then went on: “He
was t,h.e han’somest - lad in the eﬂ;mh'-
aye wild and into every mischief, He
was jist turned sixteen when he took
to the fishin’. That didna suit him. He
left the smach at Greystones, Efter that
he tried his haun at joinering in Dundee.
Mon: that was a bad day for him. Puir
laddie! He got in wi’ bad companions,
ran into debt, an’, of coorse, went frae
bad to worse, till yae day him an’ some
o' his freen’s were paid off—disgraced.
It was then he cam’ hanle. My! but he
was the changed laddie. I ‘thocht it
would hae kilt his mother, but she was
aye patient wi' him, and never com-
plained. She slaved and toiled for that
boy till I got wild wi’ her. He had been
at hame close on four weeks; there was
never a nicht but he was brought hame
drunk. The parson up-bye,” with a back-
ward nod, “was a young man then, and
a finer charaicter niver was—he's that
yet—God bless 'm! Janet begged him
to try and save Erchie. He came doon
yae Sabbath nicht efter the service.
Whatna things he said to our lad God
knows! but next mornin’ Erchie disap-
peared, an’, hard as we've tried, we've
niver heard tell o’ ’'im since. It fairly
broke the wife's heart. Noo, she
thinks he’s died, but for three years she
lookit for ’im every boat that cam’ in.”

When the old meu had finished his
long and. very strange story. I noticed
his merry blue eyes were dim. It was
one of those things we poor mortals cun-
not understand, and I felt powerless to
comfort him.

“It’s a ead etory, Dan,” I said.

“Ay, eir! an’ yin that we dinna ken
the end o' yet. Weel! weel! I hooe I
bavena kept ye up owre late. Ye'll be
goin’ to the kirk morn, sir? There's

sir, and
glad o

| while I kept Dan and his handsome =on

Lauchie an’ the wife did their best, an’!

hopin’ that them an’ theirs, an’ a’body |

| —and is rimmingstill.—Le Terre.

i
|
“THE PRODIGAL” !
i

] dawned
fair. After breakfast I went for a

ust arriving at the little church on
ill as the parson gave out the first |
. Looking round me I soon discover- |

ed Janet and Dan seated far hac™ in the
wing. l‘ln;l par;r:\ took us as far as the |
&ermon, then missionary stepped in |
to the pulpit. He was as handsome @
n;n? f!.;hl have ever seen, with a shock
of fair hair and very bright blue

".\l{ text this mornmrg‘8 is Wq‘i
Love.” rang out his clear young voice.

and Janet sit? Looking up I saw Janet
being led out; then :I%e %l doceor
left his seat and hurried after her. “Sure-
ly Javet is ill,” I thought. However, I
Was so much taken up with the sermon
that until it was over, I'm afraid I hur-
got Janet and everything else. After tke
benediction had - been pronounced I har-
ried back to Dan’s cottage,
“What’s wrong, Dan?’ I asked. .
v(:'l;he:elis naething wrang, sir; it's a®
richt at last. Or Erchi
God be thankit!” T Te
“Is he here?”
“Ay; he's wi?
preacher, sir.”
All through that night the docior sat

a4
his mither. He’s the

company round the kitchen fire. It
seemed as though the shock had proved
too much for the poor mother for & time
but when morning dawned she was al-
most hewself again.

As I was leaving by an early steamer
1 went in to bid her “Good-bye,” ae-
companied by her newly found son, Go-
ing forward to the bed 1 took her withe
ered old hand in mine.

“This is 3 great day for you, Janet,®
I said. i s 1
. Sit; ye're jist richt. It's a
Y. 1ve just been thinkin’ what's the
guid ©’ us puir things worryin’ aboot
oor troubles ard trials. We micht ken
tlmt.. as Erchie said last nicht. ‘God is
love,’ and He's sure tae mak’ thi
richt at Jast for us a’"—Saint Andrew.

e
MUSCLES FULL OF PAIN.

You were overheated, cooled too quick-
Iy and caught cold. Cure comes quickly
by rubbing on Polson's Nerviline. This
penetrating liniment never fails, Large

bottle for 25 cents.
———,——— ..
The Killers. i

It happened that once a man ran put
Socrates armed with an axe. He was in
pursuit of another who was running
trom him at full speed.

“Stop him! stop him!”
cried.
Plato’s master did not move.
“What!™ cried the man with the axe;
‘couldst thou not have barred his way?
He is an s  bo

“An a n? What meanest thout”
“Play not the idiot! An asassin is &
man who kills!”

“A butcher, then?”

“Old fool! A man who kills another

the pursuer

«,

man!”

“To be sure!™ A soldier.”

“Dolt! A man who kills another man
in times of peace.”

“I see— the executioner.”

“Thon ass! A mamwho kills another

in hi

an with the axe fled

———eee—

Men are wondrous beings until they
are called upon to enditre pain or heal a
sartorial breach, wherpupon they are
poor creatures.

| YNOPSIS OF CANADIAN NORTH-WEST

HOMESTEAD REGULATIONS,
| NY even numbered section of Domlalon
Lands I{n Manitoba ar the North-West
Provinces, excepting § and 2, not
may be homesteaded by wdy person the sole
head of a family, or maie over 18 years of
age, to the extent of ome-quarter section, of
160 acres, more o» less
Application for homestead entry must be
made in porson by the acpilesnt at the of-
| tice of the al Agent or Sub-agent. Entry
| by proxy m bowever, be made on certala
{ conditions by the father, mother, son, daugh=
| ter, brother, or sister of an intending home-
| steader.

An application for entry or inspection made
personally at any Sub-agent's office may be
wired to the local Agent by the Sub-agent,
at the cxpense of the anphoant,

| land apoliad for is vacant on receipt of the
{ telegram » application is to have priority

d will be held until the neces-

sary papers to complete the tral on are

received by mail
In case of ‘‘personaticn’ the entry will be
summparlly cancelled apa the applicant will
forfeit all priority of claim.

An application for inspection must be
made in person. The applicant must be eli-
gible for homestead entry, and only one ap-
| plication for inspection will be received from
an ‘ndividual until that application has beem

cnder whose eatry I In good
| standing and not lable to cancellation, may,
subject to approval of Department, relin-
quigh it in favor of father, mother, som,
daughter, brother or sister, If eligible, but
to no one eise, on filing declaration of al
onment.

Where an eotry
or voluntarily abando
stitution of cancellation proceedings, the ap-
plicant for inspection will be entitled to prioe
right of entry.

Applicanis for Inspectivn must state in what
particulars the bhomesteader is ia defauk,
and If subsequently the statement is found
to bg incorrect in matemal particulars, the
applicant will lose any prior right of re-entry,
sbould the land become vacaat, or if entry
bas been granted it may be summarily can-

lled.

is summarily cancelled,
ned, subsequent to Iin-

ce

DUTIES—A settler Is required to perform
the conditions under.one of the following
plans :—

(1) At least six monwns’ residence wuponm
and cultivation of the land In each year dur-
ing the term of three years.

(2) It the father (or wmother, If the father
is deceassd) cf a homeswader resides
a farm {n the vicinity of the land em
for by such homesteader the req t as
to residence may be satistied by such pers
son residing with the father or mother.

1) If the settler has his permanent resie
dence vpon farming land owned by him ig
tha wicinity of his homestead, the
ment may be satisfied by residence upon such
land, 3
Before making application for patent the
setiler must give six months’ notice in writ-
ing to the Commissioror of Dominion Lands
at Ottawa, of his |ntonn]o:Nto dN‘:)l.to‘l'ﬂ
SYNOPSIS OF CANADI &

MINING REGULATIONS. e

COAL—Coal wuining rights may be leased
for a period of twenty-vne years at am an-
nual rental of $1 per acre. Not more than
2500 acres shall be leased to one Individua)
or company. A royaity at the rate of five
cents per ton shall be collected on the mes
chantable coal mined.

QUARTZ—A person eighteen
or over, having discovered mineral in
may locate a clalm 1,500 x 1,600 feet.

The fee for recording a claim fis 35

At least §100 m;:l-tt bomtxpenﬂluo:‘ m”.
ench year or pal 0 the ml
lieu t%rr!'ol. When 3500 has been
| or pald, the locator may, upon having g
survey made, and upon cemplying with othee
requirements, purchase the land at §1 per
acre.

The patent provides for the
royalty of 2% per cent. on th

Placer mining claims generally are 100 oot
square; entry fee $5, renewable 5

‘An applicant may obtain two leases to
dredge for gold of five miles each for a term
of twenty years, renewable at the discretion
of the Mlnls'.erh nl'l l:a Interior. o

lesseo sha ave a dredge ope

g eason from the date of the

r each e L
m:mh(or each mile of river mu Dee

1 t the rate of 233 per cent. collested
t.n:’ v.uh;ut after It exceeds 000,

b Minieter of the I:i-g.-
t the .
Rol‘!‘:uon-:mm uul-u: of this |

") LIRS

]

years of age,

Dlace,

payment of §
e sales.




