Aug. 30, 1907.

Tommy and ¢ Gov’ner.’
{(Ernest Gilmore, in the ‘Christian Intel-
ligencer,’)

Tommy had just Deen delivering some fresh-
ly-ironed clothes at Mrs. Perry’s back door
when he saw ‘Gov’ner’ for the first time. He
had never been at the Perry’s before, conse-
quently did not know that the winding walkse
were so confusing that he had ‘lost his bear-
ings,” so to speak, and was going out of the
yard on a different path from the one on
which he had entered. Suddenly, as he was
swinging the empty clothes basket back and
forth he uttered an exclamation of delight. n-
rectly in front of him—as he turned into a
winding pathway—stood the nicest goat ne
had ever seen, harnessed to a pretty waggon,

‘Olh!” he cried out; ‘oh!’

No one was in sight, : ;

‘I wonder whose it is,” he said, talking aloud
without being conscious of it.

A man came around from the back of a
shed at this moment. He had ovenheard the
boy’s remark and now, seeing the radiant
fact, smied grimly.

‘You wonder whose it is, do you? he said.
‘Wall, I'll tell you whose it was. 1t belonged
to little Gene Perry who died.

Tommy’s face clouded. He felt a great pity
for little ‘Gene Perry who died.

‘It’s too bad he had to die and leave thi
eunning goat and the pretty waggon,” he re-
marked. ‘I’'m sorry.’

The man, smothering a desire to laugh at
Tommy’s original way of expressing sympathy,
came near choking, but rallied sulliciently to
8ay:

“Yes, it is too bad that little Gene had to go
and leave us, but so far as “Guwnor” is con-
cerned, | guess he’ll get along all right with-
out him.’

‘Who's “Guv’nor”? questioned the boy.

The man laughed,

‘Gov’ner is this goat—dont’ you see?” . he
said.

‘Oh, yes, I see. Well, | think Gov’ner is the
micest goat 1 ever saw.

‘Do you? asked a sweet voice, and Tommy,
turning quickly, at the sound of the voice, saw
Mrs. Perry (whom he had met when he de-
livered the clothes) beside him.

‘Yes, ma’am; don’t you?v

‘1 certainly do,” ehe said, a sad look coming
into her eyes; ‘and so did my Little Gene, who
died.’ $

Mrs. Perry and Tommy were alone, Klint,
the man-of-all-work, having gone to the rear
of the shed.

‘I'm sorry your little boy died, Tommy
®aid, real pity shining in his blue eyes.

Mrs. Perry’s heart went out to him for hid

ready sympathy.

“You like the goat so well that you camy
drive him around the grounds if you want
to’ she remarked, to his great joy and sur4
prise. 4
This was the beginning of a new life for
Tommy. ulint, at a call from Mrs. Perry, ap-
peared again and, after giving T'ommy somel
instructions, ordered him to jump into the
goat carriage and take the lines.

Such a merry ride as. that was! After it
wae over Tommy went home with the clothes

basket. 1t was a very poor home that Tommy

went to—just two little bare rooms (with Oh
80 many things needed!), a hard-working mo-
ther and a small crippled brother. But he
brought a bit of cheer with him when he told:
them about ‘Govner’ and his ride.

He brought more cheer as the days went
by. Mrs. Perry, whose interest continued in
the boy who had sympathized so readily with]
“her, told him to come every day when he
could, which, of course, ba did. 'I'hen when he
‘expressed a desire to clean and rub ‘Gov'ner,’
®he allowed him to do so, and he did so re-
gularly. When the first week of taking care

of ‘Guv’ner’ was up, Mrs. Perry gave him some

money, much to his surprise. .
‘What’s it for? he asked. y

‘For taking care of "Gov’ner,””’ she said, and
smiled. : FEE :

‘1 love to do that,” he said. ‘I'd do it with-
out pay, you know, but—but——" a thought
coming into his head that made his face glow.

‘But—but? Mrs. Perry repeated.

‘DIl give it to mother to help along.

One day there were some specially fine large
red apples sent to Mrs. Perry. She gave one
to Tommy, who thanked her, but laid the ap-
ple aside to take home, and, by close question-
ing, she found out that it was laid aside for
Tommy’s little erippled brother kred. Soon
after that Tommy was allowed to take ‘Gov’-
ner’ outside of the grounds and bring Kred for
an ocuting in the Perry grounds. ‘I'heir outing
was followea by many more, until little erip-
pled Fred’s slender form and happy face were
frequently seen by the Perrys and their
guests,

As the days passed on Tommy was given
many little things to do on the grounds. Some~
times it was weeding, sometimes raking, often
sweeping the paths. 'T'he little home of two
rooms was beginning to bloom. 'l'ommy’s small
earnings were ‘helping  along.’ ‘'he tface ot
the hard-working mother had become less
weary and there were often smiles on her
face. Fred’s little face was no longer sad, for
there was something every day to divert him.
He saw many delightiul things when he went
out in the waggon w... Tommy and the ‘Gov’-
ner,” He even ‘helped’ sometimes when he was
in the Perry yard, for kind Mrs. Perry had
told him &0, and gave him bright pennies when
he helped Tommy weed. Kven when he did
not help she often gave him something—once,
some fine lettuce, once some ripe strawberries,
frequently something appetizing for the family
table or a delightful toy or picture book that
had been dear Gene’s. :

As for Tommy, as the weeka and months
roll by he is steadily earning momey, slowly
to be sure.

‘But,’ he assures his mother, hopefully and
cheerfully, ‘I’ll be earning more and more
while 'm growing big, and when 1 am big
yow’re not going to ever wash any more—not
even one piece. 2

The mother laughed.

‘Won’t I be grand!” she said, entering into
his spirit. ‘Who’d a thought three months ago
that things would have come to us as they;
have?”—looking about the two sma'l rooms
thankfully. ‘’m thankful to the Lord for the
change, and—and’—smiling at her elder son,
‘'m thankful too, to Tommy and the ‘Govw
ner.”’ Y e %
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PLL: NEVER STKKL AGALN,

1 want to tell you how some of the chi-
dren are treated in the cities where many do
not have nice homes and lots of good ‘things
to eat. 1 saw some children n Philadelphia
that often are hungry beciuse the parents
drink beer and vii.kiy. ‘Lbe parents often
treat the children cruelly, simply because the
parents are not Christians.

L will tell you a true story: ‘A certain man
in a large city got into the room of a tene-
ment house. It was vacant. He saw a lad-
der pushed through the ceiling. ‘Ihinking that
perhaps some poor creature had crept up
there, he climbed the ladder, drew himself up
through the hole, and found himself under the
rafters, There waé no light, but that whicn
came through a knot-hole and the cracks in
the place., He soon saw a heap of clips and
shavings, and a boy about eleven years old
‘lying on it. :

‘Boy, what are you doing here?

‘Hush! don’t tell anybody, sir, Don’t tell

~anybody. 1 am -hiding.’ g

‘What are you hiding from? Where’s your
mother?” . : "

‘Mother is dead” ;

‘Where’s your father? T

‘Hush! don’t tell him. He is drunk, but ook

“ here.’

He turned himself on his face and through

the rags of his vest and shirt the man saw _

that his flesh was bruwed and the skin broken.
‘Why, my boy, who beat you like that?’
‘Father got drunk and beat me because 1
wouldn’t steal.’
‘Did you ever steal?
‘Yes, sir, 1 was a street-thief once.
‘And why don’t you steal any more?’
‘Please sir, 1 went to the Mission School
and they told me there of God and of heaven,
and of Jesus, and they taught me, "“I'hou shalt
not steal,” and U’ll never steal again if father

- kills me, but please dow’t tell him, sir”

‘My boy, you must not stay here; you will
die. Now vou wait patiently here for a lit-
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tle while, 1 am going away to see a lady, and
we will get a better place than this for you.”

“Thank you, sir, but please, sir, would you
like to hear me sing a little hymn?

Bruised and battered, forlorn avd friendless,
mother dead, hiding away trom ar angry fa-
ther, he had a little Liymn {o sing.

‘Yes, 1 will hear 7oa eing jt’

He raised himself on his elbow and sangs

‘entle Jesus, meek and muld,

Look upon a little child;

Suffer me to come to toee,

Fain would 1 to thee be brought,

Gracious ‘Liord, fortid it not;

In the kingdom of thy grace,

Give a little cuild a place’
"That’s the little hymn, sir, good-t'ye.’
The gentleman came back in about two
hours, but the little boy had fallen asleep in
Jesus. |

Dear little children, he was a little martyr
for the truth he had learned. He will receive
his reward when Jesus comes.— Christian
Standard.’
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TOADS IN LIVIES.

A friend of mine, who has a noble house 1n
Derbyshire, told me that on one ocecasion
there was a total failure of the water-supply.
The house is supplied with water by a main,
which runs under the road in front of the en-
trance lodge, and they had never heen trou-
bled by failure. But on this occasion the sup-
ply suddenly stopped, and there was not a
drop of water to be had. ‘Ihey went up to
the main cistern, and found that the ball cock,
and tap were working perfectly. 'L'hey went
through the house, and could not discover, in
any part, the cause of their misfortune. ¥in-
ally, in desperation they took up the joint be-
tween the house pipe and the main, and in
the joint between the two they found a great
toad squatting, imperturbable and gtolid. ‘I'he
mystery was how could it possibly have come
there. lts size was enough to fill the orifice,
and accounted for the blocking of the water;
but its history seemed impenetrable. Kinally,
a workman who was well acquainted with the
district said that it was not the only case of
the sort with which he had .zen familiar, and
that in two or three instances a similar ob-
stacle to the supply of water had been discov-
ered. He said that almost certainly the toad
had come in as a tadpole, had become fixed
in this joint, had lived there by feeding on
the nutriment which the water supplied, untit
it had become large enough to choke the pipe.

The moral of my story is obvious, and 1
have often used it as an illustration of the
way in which some little thing may creep in-
to a man’s or a woman’s life, 1nsigniticant as
a tadpole, so tiny as to be hardly worth serg-
Ous notice; but, as the weeks and months
grow into years, it increases until 1t becomes
€0 considerable that the whole flow of Gods
grace and life are bloeked, and for some rea-
son, which the dearest friend may not be able
to explain, the spiritual vitality of some pro-
mising soul is suddenly arrested.—1he Kev. I\
B. Meyer, in the ‘Uhristian Kndeavor World.

A Good List.

N reader of this advertisement may
:'g.::y one of the following premiums
by selling the required number of .Cana-
dian Pictorials’ at ten cents a copy, and
‘sending us the proceeds. :

Sell 18 and get No. 1 size camera; ple-
tures, 2% x 2%. :

Sell 36 and get No. 2 size ; pictures,
2% x 8%, - :

Sell 5 and get one film roll,six exposures,
Always mention size of camera in order-
ing films,

The old favorite premiums, too, at lower
rates than ever. b

Sell 9 and get a fine Rogers’ Jackknife—
‘two blades. §

Sell 14 and get a fountain pen, gold nib.

Sell 20 and get a reliable nickel watch—
(chain thrown in during summer months).

Sell 6 if you have a watch and want the
chain only.

We trust you with a package to start on
—write at once if you want the August

number,

Fuli instructions and hints to agents sent
to every applicant. Orders promptly filled,
Address: John Dougall & Son, fop
the ‘Canadian Pictorial,’ ‘Witness’ Block,

Montreal. 5
N.B.—This offer is not good for Montrea}
or suburbs, but Montreal boys away on theip
" yacation may earn their premjum by eell-
. ine the ‘Pictorial’ at any seaside or sum-

mer resort in
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