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BROWN “JACK.”IAN MACLAREN THE BOY. book.
“I had been in this country a few 

year» when Dr. Wateon came to lecture 
for the first time. I must hear him for 
auld lang eyne. After the crowd in the 
ante room of the Academy of Mueic had 
thinned a little I went up to him and 
aeked him if he knew me. A long look 
and a kindly grip of the hand and a 
hearty Yee, I do, and 
A few words oi regret 
accept our invitation to vieit Lincoln. 
Then other® pressed to epeak with him. 
In the speech of the Glen he has clip
ped aw a’ and we ehall hear hie voice 
no more, but he haa left a rare remem
brance for all who love the true, the 
pathetic and the beautiful in humble 
life."

Jack wee a wee baby boar and lived 
with his mother in the nicest kind of 
a house in the aide of a mountain. One 
fine day Mrs. Bear told Jack <that ahe 
wae going out fox a while to find 
eomethiug nice for dinner, and that he 
must be a good little bear and stay at 
home; and, kissing him good-bye, she 
eVaried off.

Poor kittle Jack felt very loneeome 
after hie maman* was gone, end wished 
lie wae big eo he could go out, too. He 
tried very hard to be good ; but he did 
want his mamma eo very much, he 
thought he would just look out and see 
if ehe was coating, and, if she was, he 
would run to meet her. Bo he trôt- 
ted to the door. He did not intend to 
go out' un lees he eaiw his mother, for 
she had often told him what dreadful 
thing» happened to kittle beam thait 
went out in the woods by themselves ; 
but when he got to the door, and 
oould not eee hie mother, he> thought 
he would just go a little way for eure- 
ly she must be coming. 80 he went * 
little further, when all of a sudden he 
heard a dreadful noise which frighten
ed him eo that he did not know what 
to do. He called, "Mammal" but 
heard only the same aiwful noise, and 
when he tried to run home he muet 
have turned the wrong way, for he was 
loot.

Mm. Carr, wife of the Rev. Dr. George 
B. Carr, professor in Lincoln University, 
writes as follows on the above topic:

"Just fifty years ago Ian Maclaren and 
1 were going to school in the town of 
Perth, Scotland. Perth ie the Muirkon 

(ten mentioned in the etoriee and
the place where Ian Maclaren, or 
Watson, first went to school.

"John's mother and mine were friends, 
and as the whole town had to be croee 
ed in going to school, they arranged that 
we should go together. I wae a girl 
about 12 years old and he a wee laddie 
of 6. He then wo 
—black velvet 
eagles’ feathers, 
buttons, Larban with ribbed stockings, 
bare kneee and low shoe» with bucklee.

"As a child he had fair hair and blue 
eyes and was very sweet and gentle in 
manners.

"I have often wondered that in the 
many accounts oi hie early days no 
mention has been made of hie first 
teacher, Mise Margaret McTraughton, 
who, with her eieter, conducted the 
principal ladies’ school in Perth for 
about forty years. She wae no common 
woman and doubtleae had her own ehare 
in molding 
storyteller.

“We went hand in hand to school for 
over a year, and then hie father had a 
Government appointment to another

"When next I met him he had blos- 
eomed out into a Free Kirk divinity stu
dent, very opinio 
ceiled. We lived 
some weeke at that time and had many 
a tussle over the merits of our different 
churchee. I, being descended from two 
of the founders of the older Secession 
Church, felt that hie air of superiority 

quite unwarrantable. But 
both young and we all know how cath
olic were hie sympathies in later years, 
and since then the two churchee have 
united. It must have been twenty 
years after that when one day my hue 
baud brought me a paper, eaying: ’Tell 
me, who wrote that!’

“How I laughed and cried over ‘The 
lad o’ pairts,’ and felt all through that 
I knew the folk mentioned and had 
s|»oken with them, but I oould not 
guess who the writer was—this lan Mac

"Then we learned that my old com
panion wae the artist who wae making 
the people of the moor and parish live 
before the world.

"Drumtochty, or Logie Almond, is 
about ten miles from Perth, or Muirton, 
away up the foothill# of the Grampians 
at the edge of the heather. It wae there 
that John Watson had his first charge 
as a minister of the Free Kirk, 
grandfather had been many yeare Be 
cession minister at Methoven, or Kil 
drumnie, the adjoining parish. Our 
family burial place ie in the old church
yard there.

"Many a summer afternoon have I 
spent among the old folks of the con
gregation. The doctor there was a spec
ial friend of my father’s and one of the 
characters of the place. Our old nurse 
had retired there amongst her own peo
ple and in her sitting room we met Ja
mie Loubar and others belonging to 
both parishes.

"Mrs. McFayden wae no keener ser 
mon taster than our Lizxie Inwrie. 
etill think 
heard the story of ’The Wise Woman.’

"Jamie Toubar, the mole catcher, was 
to ue familiarly ’Molie,’ and quite the 
outspoken, independent, kind hearted 
fellow we read of. Many others I might 
mention, all characters. We often said, 
Oh, that some one would put them In a

my maiden name, 
that he could

re the highland drees 
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velvet coat with
with

WHAT WOULD YOU DO?

Now if you should visit a Japanese home,
Where there isn’t a sofa or a chair, 

And yoilr hostess should say: "Take a 
seat, sir, I pray,"

Now where would you aitf Tell me

And should they persuade you to stay 
there and dine,

Where knives, forks and spoons are 
IUnknown,

Do you think you oould eat with chop
sticks of wood,

And how might you pick up a bone? 
And then, should they take you a Japa

nese drive
In a neat little "rickshaw" of blue, 

And you found, in Japan, that your 
horse was a man,

Now, what do you think you would dot
What I Would Do.

If I should visit a home in Japan, 
Where there isn’t a chair or divan,
And my host should say "O kake nanare,"

U)
I’d sit on a futon, (2) that’s where.
And what if to dinner I’m asked to re- 

Where 1 look for knives and forks, but

Why I in my right hand I’d take up 
O hashi, (3)

And fare very well on rice and 0 
kweshi, (4)

And if out ad riving they ask me to go, 
Ichi-nin-nori (5) or ai-nori no I (6)
A man for a horse I omoshiro (7) my ! 
But for the riksha (8) man, 0 moshiroku 

nai. (9)
1. Be seated. 2. A cushion. 3. Chop 

stioks. 4. Sweetmeats. 5. Riding singly. 
6. Riding doubly. 7. Pleasant. JB. Lit
tle two-wheeled buggy pulled by a man. 
9. Not pleasant.—The Independent.

the character of the future

Poor little Jack l He oould not run 
very fast, and the dogs were very dose 
now, for the noise that Lightened him 

the barking of Mr. Hall’s dogs. 
What should he do I Before he had 
time to think, Mr. Hall picked him up 
tuid put him in a big bag, and Jack 
heard him eay: "He will make a fine 
pet and plaything for Harry."

Who was Harry, and what did pet 
wandered the 
I wish I had

native and rather con- 
in the eame houee for

and plaything mean, 
poor tittle bear. "O, 
stayed in the houee I" cried Jack. Af
ter awhile he heard Mr. Hall eay: 
"Well, here we are; and what do you 
think I have an this bag for you, Har
ry I" Of course Harry oould not gueee, 
so his psps opened the bag and out 
rolled the little Ixrown bear. At first 
Harry was afraid to go near him; but 
after Mr. Hall had put a collar on 
Jack, to which wae fastened a long 
chain, he was not eo frightened. He 
was delighted when hie mother gave 
him a bowl of bread and milk for his 
new pet, and saw how eagerly the tit
tle fellow ate it up.

Harry and his father made a little 
houee for the beer, and it wee not 
long before Harry end Jaok were the 
beet of friends. Harry taught him 
many tricks. He would take Harry’s 
arm, and walk about the yard on hie 
hind legs, and he oould turn 
ereault as well as any boy. He would 
sit up in a chair and beg for a lump of 
eugar and, if he did not get it, would 
put his foepaw over his face and cry. 
Then he was pretty sure to get the sugar 
lump. When he grew large enough, Mr. 
Hall had a wagon and harness made, 
and Jack would take Harry fine rides.

Jack had such a good home that he 
forgot all about the house in the 

woods, and Harry often wondered how 
he ever got along without hie little 
brown bear.

we were

My THE MAN WHO LIVES IN THE 
PANSY.

In the middle of every pansy there 
lives a little old man. He must be 
a very cold little man, too, for he is 
always wrapped in a tittle yellow blan
ket. and even then has to have an ex
tra covering of velvet pansy leaves to 
keep him warm. And he sits in the 
flower with only his head uncovered, 
eo that he can see the world.

But the queerest thing about this 
little old man is that he always keeps 
hie feet in a foot-tub. Such a funny 
little tub, too—so long and narrow that 
you wonder how he manages to get his 
feet in it He doee, though, for, when 
you pull the tub off, there you will dis
cover his two tiny feet, just as real as 
can be.

The next time you pick a pansy, see 
if you can find the man and his little 
foot-tub.Ex. n.

It is not what we earn, but what we 
It is notI

save, that makes us rich, 
what we eat, but what we digest, that 
makes us strong. It Is not what we 
read, but what we remember, that makes 
us learned. It is not what we intend, 
but what we do, that makes us useful. 
It ie not a few faint wishes, but a life
long struggle that makes us valiant.

hear her speaking as I
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