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VEORGE'S PRATER,

BY NOFE DARING.
A day lnte In Osiober. - In the woods

and along the fences grest l-T of
erimsos and yellow lnh::‘ “{m

The rost hed bis on
hml;‘uu hings of the summer. The
wind was keen, #! the sun shone
16 My, William Mulligen, famlliar-
1y enlled “OMd Blady" rude boys
of the the e y

one. He was walking between the roms
of ¢ oorn, his hands
h-ml_hhukud his hoad beat jore
o was caleulaling bow many bushels
u

meadow. thelr sale would bring
aroll of orisp bills, Ob! Mr Mulligsn

+ oould ne be felt them in kis hand,
when & brought him bsok from
dreamland o reslity.

“Humph” ! be muttered, “I wonder
whom George Fiynt has found to talk to
now? Just the way with » boy.”

There seemed t:‘dboh::l‘ydou vo{oo'
Mr. Mulli stop, nd a stock o
oo ud.ﬁ‘nnod

8l y
The first words be heard : “You know
bow, poor we are, and bow hard mother
oried whan Mr. Mulligas wouldn't give
her more time on ihe mmTp, Ve
‘onjy s poor little_plecs, dear Lord, but
it our home, Do help us, Mother
says you will. And help Mr. Mulligan
nob 10 be s0 hard on poor folks
be's rich, Amen,"” .
o “Hamph | If he's snzious to earn
money I'd adviss him w0 ‘stick to his
<work and pot lose tme praying. And
ing for me, I wonder how long it
m{n« any one did that. Bomebow it
makes me think of my mother,” and
sway back (oo the past went the mind
of old man
His mother had been & widow, too,
And poor; shi she had known what
poverly was. How earnestly she used
1o pray that her only son might grow up
LY f:. man and
s Hoe was olose by Widow Flynt's
/ bome, 1t was littde better than & hut
! yot everything was is order, from the
whie muslin curwaios at the windows to
the shabby listle pen wherelsi o lenn pig
w ily devouring the potato par-
fngs Mrs. Flynt had just thrown into his
t h
How hard the poor woman had worked
through the long Hiness of ber hugband!

“1 foar it will wouble we 1o sell the
place for thac,” be said as he let himeelf
oul lnio the rond through the gate
“Humph ! hard on the poor.”

Is was & woek Ister when CGeorge
Flynt rang the bell st the door of . Mr,
Maulligan's home, The ring was answered
by Mollie, the dejected-looking domes
tio who eyed the suspiolously.

“Yes, Mr. Mulifgan is at home,"” she
sald in answer to his question. “Bui
he is in & dreadful ‘tewper over some-
thing and won't see you."

“Ploass, | must see him.” George's
tond was earnest. ““I've found something
1 think he lost.”

doors, Ishan't be to blame. He's in
there," and, pointing to s door, Mollle
beat a retreat,

George crossed the litile ball and
knocked upon the door.

“What do you want!?” demanded
gruff voioce,

The boy opened the door and entered
the dusty, cheerless room that Mr. Mul-
ligan called his “offige.” There was no
fire in the rusty stovg. Before it sat the
master of the hotse, his face pale and
baggard

“(lo away,” hesaid petalantly.

(eorge walked up to the table and
Jaid upon it & large, shabby-looking
pocket-hook.

“1 found this in the cornfleld. Your
name i on some of the papers.”

He was Intorrupted by s ory of joy
from Mr, Mulligan ish |nmbllng
fingers the old man opened the purse
and examined thé contents.

There was & large roll of bills but It
was to the papers the owner turned first,
He ran them over, counted the meney,
and then turned to George.

' Mumu know the value of what you

fou
“Yeos, sir. | counted the meney.
There is §500."
“Humph? Why dida’t you ke the

woney and snswer (he prayer you made

in the cornfleld the other morning”?

George's fair face reddened. “I could
pot sir. I asked God to help, me, and.
stealing would not have been an answer.
T'll go now."

“Yes, go. Rat, listen first. The papers
in here were“of great value nnn( were
oconfided to me for safe keeping. Iad
they been lost, money eould not have
replaced thew. Then tell your mother
you bave done the best day's work of

our lite, And—I—I wish you would

sep on praying for me. It, it—well, I

liko it, and [ think your prager will be
answered.”!
Goorge und his mother were not dis

furbed In' their little home, Moreover,
Useorge was enabled o attend school, be-
ing s0 well pald for the work he did for
Mr. Mulligan out of school bhours that

many comforts came to the dear mother

{]

“Vnri well, If you get turned out of

This was not sll; Gearje's prayer
= 2
with the money bim
. = Christian Intelligencer.
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THE PEACEMAKER
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be nesded
today. Butshe took is. Bright
filled her little head and happy
feelings her heart as she trl along
10 school. At recess Mand Banks came

3

"V'.n“, she said, “do please show me
how to do this example. I have worked
it six or seven times, and each tinfe the

“l sm so sorry, Maud”, snswersd
Veva, “but [ do not know how to do it,
either, It is a very hard one and nearly
all the girls wilt get it wrong, I believs.
But I beard Stella Hamilton say that

beostise | ber brother showed her how to do it

She will tell you, Maud,"

“No", ssid Maud, “I don't want Stella
Hamiiton to show me."

“Why, Maud, you ssked me; why not
her?"”

“Beosuse,” said Maud, “I love you; I
osn't bear her, she's hateful and. dis.
agreoable. We don't speak at all any
more,”

“0 Maud! Maud !" exclaimed Veva.
T:cl:“‘h:r m-uhouno to her mlgg:
- are the peacemakers.” 3
would say no more now lest she might
only arouse more bitter feelings in
In::‘homh ‘Bn:l :‘N m7llv.nd to do
»Om to bring the two girls together
k .f:r‘ they onos thpnn-t!
much loved esch other. That alternoon
Yeva snd Siells ‘;llh“d;qbo-‘? h;a‘::
sohool or, A8 nen y
nulh'-mm lying b."youd that ’ul her

“Btella’, said Veva, “I know you love
me ; don’t you?"'

“Of oourse”, sald Stells; “who don't,
will you please tell met
“Btells, ] im gind you love me, but
do you love me e to do something
for me this aflernoon 1"
“0f sourse,'’ sald Biella agaln. 1 love
{:u Vevs, sufficlently to anything

"

<

Wery well, Bislla, then will you come
into the o with me whils I outs
ot of roses for Maud Banks, and
wil fake thom (0 her for me!"’
“Toke yoses 1o Maud Banks 1" said
Blella, a8 hor eyes opened wide with as
tonishment st  firwt; then the lide
dboppod;l.d her gase was riveted upon
the

"4-"..-‘4 Voraj Yshe hrlu 0 &
birthday party to-night, and I xnow she
is 0o fond of roses. It Is & long way to
ber house, I kpow, but if you will do it 1
shall be sure that you love me."

“Vova", sald Stella, very slowly, “I
wish I could show you how mueh *

ou in some other way; but If I musi
yes, | will take the roses, but I take
them because I love you."

As Stella walked n’lan with the frag
ragt bouguet she com| her own
coBduct and Maad's with that of Veva,
snd she resolved to try to be more like
the Iatter. “Yes'", she thoughi, “and [
will make up with Maud if she will let
me, for 1 belleve that's what Vewa
thought 1 would do If I brought the
ron:‘-. h‘n]txl Jike bor.”‘h 4

aud was dressing for the tyin n
besutiful creém-colored mnw}?n'l which
vontrasted well with her black eyes and
heavy braids of halr, '

_ "Mamma,” she sald, “if only I had
some roses, Oh, how I love roses!

the gate with some now—big red ones —
Just the color I love,"”

Maud rushed to the door ; she did not
wall to see who held the flowers, ‘but,
throwing out her arms, held roses,
bearer and all in & loving embrace.

was just whhln“ #0 much for big red
roses like these.

“But, Maud,” sald Btella, “it was Veva
who sent them —Vava, whom you love
8o well, and whom 1 love, and |-
brought them,"

“Stella Hamilton 1" oried Maud, “is it
you?”

“Yes, Mand”, was the answer, “sad
for Veva's snke lot us try to be good to
ench other again, for she loves us and
we love her,and I am sure that we still
love ench other. Let us, see how the
roses look againat the cream.”

Vo Veva saw her two friends to-

other again, you may imagine how glad
she was thutshe took the “peacemaker's
veorsef? that lovely spring morning. —Ex.
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HE SAID HE WOULD,

In » little town about twenty miles
from Glasgow lives Widow Ross and her
two boys. She was wont to say. “Eb
they're good boys enough, but I'm
Boore; ey’ age 8o plaria’ sooet

ouse | they’re aye r pla about In
yon stream, or awa' in tgn l-ldn.

g

Mammn, here is somebody coming in | 00

“You dear, darling girl!" she said. “I | poots

through, Jimmie was asked, “What did
you &3 ;

“I went to Jesus, and
1 was, and asked to be forgiven,”

"Xnd do yon think he heard you and
forgave you your sins P’

“No,sir,” said Jimmie ; “I don't think,
1 know he did.”

A frown shadowed the face of the
oxaminers at such boldness. “Be oare:
ful what you say, my son, How do you
kno; that the Lord Jesus has pardoned

ou "

y

It really looked as if they were pu
llnmblhl'-blmh in the way of Ji t':n‘m
acknowl t a8 & christian,
“He sald he would," sald the boy, with
» look of surprise,

“He sald be would—what do you
mean 1”7 they asked.

“He said that it I confessed :{ sins,
he was faithful and just, sand would for-

forgave them, sir; 1 know he
would."”

oause he said he A

They belleved him this time; but he
was nearly orying now.

“Never mind, sonnie,” said his ¥
“they wanted to be quite sure that
knew, I know you as s ohristjan |

id not.”

“Eh, bat yon iaddie has got the right
of it," sald one of the elders. “Flesh
and blood have not revealed it 1o bim,
but God."~The London Christian.
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A LOST PLEASURE,

BY EMILY TOLMAN,

Some of the usefal arts omoe kuown
o mankind have long been burled In
oblivion, There are lost pleasures as
woll ne lost aris. s enjoyed
by ove generstion wre devoid of interest
o another. It must seem sirange to
the sverage modern mind that smong
the delighis d-pl:ud by I%A‘re'u‘l(:‘mm
uulmm ot oasures, ro,”
should be that ol: soeing

“The great sun begin his state,
Robed in mu and amber lPt
Tbl?‘ﬂ‘w“ in thousand Iliverles do

bt "

We inour advanced stage. of “youthful
Jollity" are far more conversant with gas
and slectriolty. Who now adays heoeds
“The breesy call of incense-bresthing
morn 1"
or thinks of leaving his bed to witness
the magnificent t of the summer
“You reslly think®” saps E

parent lbobo{ut of the onk in lts |

loveliness of the unfolding leaves of

u'g.pod with coral. The

hillside bave a differ-
from which

W
nzl Richter, “were }1
plot

to see it, still I should ory
ren) ‘Once more, onoe more,'”

pastor.
‘When the examination was about half
hen you felt were asiuner?”’
V1 want o, Jesus, and told him how,

“1 don't believe I oan ever be much
of » christian,” asid a little girl to her

“Why P her mother asked,
: “Because '.“I:o;‘l 0 n:noh me: dolno
f one wants good,” was '
“One bas got teroyercomme 80 mnohr,'znzi
bear s0 many burdens, and all that,
e minister told all about it

“How did your brother
id he do it all st onoe, or liitlmt

ve them; and I oconfessed them, and | A “‘LitUe by litile, of course,” answered
[ ] ala, De- | the girl

dens won't bome at one time,
overcome those of toda)
tomorrqw alone till we come to them,

A MINTLITERR. 3
—
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1 bird | -

wpurs Love's gift so givia. d

SNATCEED TRON DRATE

Dr. Aguew's Cure for the Heart
Saves the Life of a Lady Resi«
dent of the Northwest,

His Wonderful Ontarrhal Powder Oures »

Nova footia Nesident of Oatarrhai
When'heart fallure overtakes » -

mi
with heart failure, lndlng it almost im-
possible to sleep or lie down for fear of

suffooation. best dootor’s akill in

re-
commended e of '8
e, L sl E

result t mm

enso, and after taking further m.o!
the medicine the trouble left me. The
fmrtls, kuowing how serious was my
conditlon,

this remedy saved my life.”
1t would be » mhu‘c to suppose
Dr.A'now‘ der will

tions to God, and the dischar,
duties thatdevolve upon us, but

When tomorrow comes we will ask again.
He will give sll we ssk for, and a8 we

A little gain in pationce
tomorrow:
christian life grows.—N. Y, Observer,

They Deserve

Safity ad Lk Depend Upm
Paine’s Celory  Compound.

morning and evening ; and the -fact is
morning and evening have not begun to
be desoribed.” This is especially true
of the former, The sunset has been o
popular theme of poets and artists; but
ratively fow of them have drawn
inspiration from the most inspiring event
of whdle day. Odes to evening are
ﬂomy; but most of our modern writers

ve ignored the “song: and sunshine”
ofmonﬂni. “Ii is quite surprising,”
says one of them, ‘‘how chary our later
are of using dew for dampening
their materials; they seem to.: prefer

oll."

Yg\ there are notable exceptions.
the dawn thau that in Browning’s "Pippa
Passes 1" beginning :

“Day !

Faster and more fast,

(er night's brim, day boils at last.”

hope and cou
oll inspired his verse. We are not sur-

ofus would be a country walk when

he dew

“‘that nothing new oan be said about |

miserable and almost wn-
bearable in the bot weather,

The healthiest of us bave all we can
do to withstand the emervating effects
of scorohing days snd sweltering nights.
The sick morials—heaven
must suffer increased agony d

The troubles that bring low the ma-
people at this season are nery-
ration, neryous Jdablllty, dys-

b .

Balesman-—''Do you want to have your

sent ? any lar axpross P

ustomer—~'‘Cartalinly, If you oan find s
portioular express. [ oan't.

Kidney = Disease, Rhoumatism asd
ftomach Trouble Oenquered b)
the Three Great Sonth
Ameorican Remedles

Prompt Rellef for Bvery Sutterer,

Bafoty (0 the suferer from kidoey dis-
onse s in dﬂv& the from

)

y o

and it is only » remedy lke South
Americsn Kidney Care that will do this.
Mr. Miohaol MoMullen, & well-known
resident of Chesley, Ont., was & viotim of
kidney disense, so severs’ that at times
he oould not lie down, or remain in any
m.puluubrAMdM. Where
other medicines acoomplished nothing,
he secured immediate relief *

Amerioan Kidoey Cure, soreness

8, an
nﬂ of trials that resalt from impure

above troubles attack men and
women because their suj
foroe is almost exhaust
nerve foroe and fesbleness is at the root
of nearly every case of siokness.

A true nerve medicine is what is need-
od if health is to be restored
dark .':(;.l. avoided.
Com) a
i
weakened and debilin

prostration,

the !whoud' oned blood and gl
permanent vlullty‘ln.':;

's Colery Compound combines

Where oan we find a finer description of

No wonder Browning was s poet of
rage. No sickly midnight

prised to read in his journal: “Every
morning st six I see the sun rise, far
more wonderful to my mind than his
;:'mom setritg which everybody glorl-

What a novel enterteinment for most

“ The amber morn
Forth gusbes from beneath a low-hung
olovd 1"
It might be worth one's while at lenst

Sarsaparilla

s the One True Blood Purifier. All draggists. §1.
Prepared only by C. 1, Hood & Co,, Lowell, Mass.
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THE EXHIBITION ASSOCIATION

FOURTH ANNUAL FAIR
ON ITS EXHIBITION GROUNDS,

Opening Sept. 224 and Closing Oct. 24, 1896,

of Machinery and Manufnetu

e B

ernment herd of Live Stock,
he

Large Prises in all the Usual Dopartmenta.

hbdaa

APROLAL PAMEROER RATES ON ALL LINES OF TRAVEL
AR TR

voo gy CUSLEITL

T b S
Intercolonial Railway.

o
dose of South American io Cure”
says Mr, Gibson, “gave me instant relier,”

0 nervous prostration that comes to
mml women can be quickly overcome
m 0 use of Bouth American Nervine,

me to .
tinue the medioine, with the result thal

dealer [ it was not long before 1 was completely

cured.”

D

I learned to thrum & bié at Harvard,
ke yoloeKokece T L5
or

oouldn’ lagine what BwE.
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GATES T T
| » INYIGORATING
i SYRUP.

Home Testimony From
" Aotual Experience Js
Always The Same.
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