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simply “'””'l"””,ﬁ “'hult,u:uf‘r;:\"”r(tlﬁ f—c'l(ll call‘c'dl l'mn,' Miss  Margaret |all the trouble you are taking with| On the other hand, we should Bl ‘
next to k(*(‘l). “”I‘ int:) he 1o ‘“i; (ll”ﬁt ‘l ' ' that ad?” Mr. Templeton asked, [ be quick to speak if we have any- L
straight. I \““l’l“f | . _”?’*] [ and '.“ winced, but made no reply, as lns.(l;mghtcr scated herself be- | thing sweet and helpful to say. If
cry on my way home, anc and she added: side him, a friend is in trouble, let us not

learned that he has not  been at

lns work all (l.’l'\', |
“The best thing you can do in

the matter is Lo wash your hands
{ him. He is a black sheep, and
) 2 . i
(”Cﬁ‘on of yours can make him a
e ]

(hite one,” Mr. Templeton  de-
i :

clared. .
“Not mine alone, I know,” Miss

Margaret quictly answered, her
face lighting with a sweet smile as
though suddenly there had flashed
to her the thought of a Help that
would not fail her mn her effort.

Her father made no .rcpl_\', and
presently the conversation turnfcd
upon other things. But not for
long could Miss Margaret's atten-
wander from the boy who
had given her so much trouble,
and whom, in spite of his way-
wardness, she could not let shp
from her grasp without makl_ng
one more attempt to hold him.
Still thinking of Tim when she set
out for the Sunday school clu)'nr
practice, she purposely walkcd. n
the direction of his home, hoping
to catch sight of him. She was not
disappointed.  As she turned the
corner, Tim’s short, sturdy figure
could be seen hanging over the
fence. He did not hear the new-
comer’s light footsteps, and a sud-
den flush dyed his freckled face
when she stood beside him and
said quietly:

“Good-evening, Tim.”

A pair of brown eyes sought
the ground as the owner answered
in muffled tones:

“Good-evening, Miss Margaret.”

“I'm glad I've n.et you, Tim.
We can walk to rehearsal to-
gether,” Miss Margaret added in
her gracious way.

“I wasn’t going,” Tim said.

“Not going, Tim?” There was a
ote of distress in the speaker’s
voice. “But I'm counting on your
help to-night with that new song.
Surely you will not disappaognt
me?”

“I wasn’t at work to-day,” Tim
declared, looking up half-defiant-
ly. “Father don't know, nor Aunt
Nanny, either. I've been down in
the meadow; and I’'m going to be
a farmer, in spite of all anybody
@n say or do. I thought I'd tell
You, and then you wouldn’t want
me with you.”

“I knew before I saw you that
you were not at your work to-day,

tion

me  to-night,”
answered, quietly.

The lad hesitated for a moment,
and then, with a brief “All right,”
Stepped outside the gate and walk-
ed along with his teacher. Not a
word was spoken for two blocks,
and then Tim said, keeping his
e)'f-‘s on his shoes:
\ I wouldn’t blame you for not

AVIng any use for me, Miss Mar-
glafetxafter your getting me the
Place. Byt T couldn’t stand that
XInd of work any longer, and 1
Just had to cut and run.”

tke the soldier who wasn’t

"ave ‘enough to stick to his post

Miss Margaret

to be a grocer, Tim, I got you the
place in Mr. Berry’s. Farmer I ee
is a warm friend of mine, but if
[ were to speak to him about vou
[ fear he would answer: ‘I should
not feel safe in taking a boy on
ycur recommendation.’ 1

you know, Tim,

worth.”

by me is to stand by yourself, Tim,
and do what you know vou should.

always believed there’s the making
of a good man in you, and 1 be-
lieve it still, if only you wouldn’t
shirk.
me to try and make good the word

you are a boy he can rely upon to
do his work well.”

When the req] work of the baitle-

“When you told me you wanted

He might,
because every-
body has heard that I passed my
word for you at Mr. Berry's. IFolks

won’t think it counts for very
much.”
Tim  was silent for a moment,

and then said, throwing back his
head: “You've never broken your
word to me, Miss Margaret, and
I'll just stand by you for all I'm

“The best way for you to stand

You can do it, if you will. ['ve

I wish you would promise

[ gave for you to Mr. Berry, that

“I might promise you, Miss
Margaret, and then when the nt
comes on I'll just have (o break
loose and go as I did to-day,” Tin,
said, with a note of despair in his
voice,

“You can withstand the temp-
tation, Tim, if you accept the Help
I have so many times talked to
you of.” And now, Miss Mar-
garet’s voice was sweet and earn-
est. ‘When the temptation comes
to shirk your duty, will you turn
to God and say, ‘Help me to keep
faithful?” ”

They had reached the school-
house, and as they entered the
door Tim answered, slowly: “I’ll
try, Miss Margaret.”

As the summer drew to a close,
Miss Margaret and her father were
scated on the porch enjoying the
cool evening air, when Tim But-
terworth made his appearance at
the gate and stood hesitatingly
there.

“Do you want to speak to me,
Tim?” Miss Margaret asked, ris-
ing and making her way down the
path. ‘

“I just wanted to tell you, Miss
Margaret, that Mr. Berry is going
to put me on the wagon to-mor-
row. He says I'm steady enough
to be trusted there now.”

“Oh, Timy, how glad I am for;

you! And you always did want to

“It has paid,” Miss Margaret {leave him
answered, a tender look stealing svmpathy.
into her eyes, as she leaned for- fight with the lower nature in him-
ward a_ml watched the sturdy | self, let us find something encour-
figure disappear around the corner. aging to say before he fails be-
cause his strength is exhausted, or
wins a victory without our help.

without a word of
If he is having a hard

WHEN IT PAYS TO SPEAK

PROMPTLY.

It is curious how quickly a bad

mepulse  gets  control  of one's
tongue. A gust of anger sweeps

over us, and in an instant angry
words are spoken. Envy stirs in
our hearts, and out comes a spite-

I[f we have done a wrong to any-
one, let us be quick to say we are
SOrry. FForgiveness is given
grudgingly sometimes, when peni-
tence is long delayed, but it is wen-
derful how quickly resentment will
be wiped out of a heart when close
upon the heels of the wrong done

ful speech. The thunder-peal does | fo!low the words, 1 am " sorry.

not follow the lightning any more Forgive me.”
promptly than wrong words fol-
low wrong thoughts.

The strange thing is that we are
not in such a hurry to speak out
the good that is in us. When it
15 a question of sympathizing with| A fox was once caught in a trap
somebody in trouble, we seem to by his tail, and in order to get
be afflicted with an impediment in away was forced to leave it be-
our speech. If we are sorry for |hind. Knowing that without a tail
something we have done, how hard | he would be a laughing-stock for
it is to put our penitence into|all his fellows, he resolved to try
words!  Week after week people|to induce them to part with theirs.
go about with heavy hearts, scarce- | So at the next assembly of foxes,
ly able to eat or sleep, and quite |{he made a speech on the unprofit-
unable to enjoy themselves, just|ableness of tails in general, and the
because they cannot make up their |inconvenience of a fox’s tail in par-
m:inds to say the two-little words, | ticular, adding that he had never
“Iorgive me.” felt so easy as since he had given
Things would go better with us|up his own. When he had sat
if we shculd just reverse our ordi- {down, a sly old fellow rose, and
nary way of doing. If an im-|waving his long brush with a
patient or resentful spirit is in our | graceful air, said, with a sneer, that
hearts, let us shut our teeth down !ii, like the last speaker, he had lost
over the disagreeable words that|his tail, nothing further would
are clamouring to get out. If we|have been needed to convince him;
have to choose between keeping|but till such an accident should
still and saying unkind things, let|happen, he should certainly vote
us be dumb for a time. in favour of tails.

THE FOX WITHOUT
A TAIL.

Good Work

Counts in
Business

Adeline H. Rowland,
with Gourlay,
Winter & Leeming,
writes :

“Jam s&roki:ls ntxltlm:

tifyin ow tha
g::r {)‘n glls hold such
good tions in the busi-

1 ” Miss Margaret ex- | ness world, and are so
(lnye a horse.‘ MlSS g ‘ ‘ — Sod aro 8o
claimed; adding in lower tones: sults attending & course
“You are growing stronger, Tim. atthe British American.
A i i in “1 have been pleased
And the dear Christ is helpir g | o re L have been pleased
you; I have seen it for a long, to eeveral of my young

time.”

“Yes, Miss Margaret,” the boy
said, and now the brown eyes met
“I'm getting
it slowly, and it isn’t as hard as it
‘was at first.”

A moment later he passed on his
way, and Miss Margaret returned

hers unflinchingly.

to the porch.

“Will it pay, my dear, to take

friends who contemplate
a business life, and have
' been able to truthfully
i say that I have found it
well adapted to give one
a thorough education—
the teachers most pains-
taking, and their recom-
mendation the means of
l securing for me a perma-
nent position.”

In our preparation of
students for business we
put conscience into the
work and are never satis-
fied with anything short of
the best.

—Stenography,
—Typewriting,
—Penmauship,
—Business Law,
—Advertising,

—And the Theory -
—And Practice

—Of Business

=All Taught under
—Experts.

I35 Write for new Prospectus.

British American

Business College

Y. M. C. A. Building, cor. Yo
and MoGill Sta. Toronto, &

DAVID HOSKINS,
Chartered Accountant, Principal.
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