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Ths Bloodless Sportman.

I go a-gunning, but take no gun,
I fish without a pole;

And I bag good game and catch such flsh
As sults a sportsman's soul,

For the chicfest game that the forest

holds,

And the best fish of the brook,

Are nover brought down by a ritle-shot,
And ar2 never caught with a hook.

I bob foy fish by tho forest brook,
I huat for game in the trees,
For bigger birds than wing tho alr,
Or fish than swim the seas.
A rodless Walton of the brooks,
A bloodless sportaman I;
I hunt for the thoughts that throng the
woods,
The dreams that haunt the sky.

FThe woods are made for the hunters,
The brooks for the filshers of song;
To the hunters who hunt for the gunless
game,
The streams and the woods belong.
There are thoughts that moan from the
soul of the pine,
And thoughts in a flower-bell curled;
And the thoughts that are blown with
the scent of the fern
Are as new and as old as the world.

So, away! for ths hunt in the fern-scented
wood,
Till the going down of the sun;
There is plenty of game still left in the
woods,
For the hunter who has nc gun.
So, away ! for the fish by the moss-
bordered brook
That flows through the velvety sod;
There are plenty of fish still left in the
streams,
For the angler who has no rod.

Eric’s é—o:)g News.

By the Author of * Probable Sons.”

CHAPTER VI

The weather broke, and there were very
fow mornings that did not find the young
soldier on the beach by the side of his
little friend. Sometimes Erlc would ask
to have a chapter read out of his Testa-
ment, and then would follow an earnest
discussion; at least, it the carnestness
was only on the child’s side, Captain
Graham did not let him see it, and the
questions and deductions that sprang up
struck the captain as startlingly fresh
and conclusive.

But the last morning came, zad Eric's
bright little face grew very sad when
the time of-parting drew near.

“Will you write to me sometimes,
Captain Graham ? I sball De thinking
ot you so often.”

«+1 promise to send you 2 line mow
and ther, my boy.”

« Apnd, Captaln Grabam, I've been very
puzzled lately—I can't make it out—and
I'm go sorry.” - .

Hare Eric paused, gazed wistfully up
at the face of his frlend, and then shook
nis head very sorrowfully.

“Wwaat 18 up now ?” inquired Captain
Grabam in an amused tone.

Pric slipped his little hand into the
strong one that was laid on his shoulder.

“ 1 wonder why you are so unhappy,
it vou have known all about Jesus. I
should never have bzen if I had known
before, and yet you were just as tired
and uphappy as I was.”

It isn't go fresh to me as it is to
you, Bric.”

The captain’s tone was hesitating; ho
could not bear that the boy's faith in
himself should be shaken, and yet truth
compelled him to undecelve him.

«] had forgotten all about these
things, my boy. Thes doa't touch me
a5 they do you. It is my own fault, I
suppose.
them already than I ever did."”

«“YWhy.' sald Eric, with open eyes,
* you have told me all yourpelf! And
sou have explained all the hard things
g0 beautifully. Why, Captain Graham,
§¢ it hadn’t been for you I siould neve:
have known about Jesus.”

“Jt isn't the knowing about him, Erle;
all we proYessing Christians have the

You know much more about,

head knowledge, but the majority in our
country are not much tho better for it
Don't puzzle your littie bead over me.
You aro a happy little soul in your be-
llof, keop 80, and when you pray to your
new Frlend, don’t forget me."

Erlc nodded brightly. “ Ho knows all
about you, Captain Graham. I have told
him everything I will ask him to make
you happler 1o is sure todo it Oh'!
must you go? Gh! Captaln Graham '

And though it was on the beach t*
young soldler wag not ashamed to stoop
down and have two little clinging arms
round his neck, and two little quivering
Mips pressed {ightly against his bronred
cheek.

“Qood-bye. I'll try not to miss you
1 don't mind disappointments so much
now.' but I shan't never, never, forget
you "

Poor little Eric’s ungrammatical sen-
tence rang in the captaln's ears as he
walked away: “T shan't never, never,
forget you,” and he grimly wondered
what his brother officers would say it
they knew in whoso socloty the latter
part of his leave had been spent.

‘“ Ah ' well '” he muttered, I envy that
child’s faith and happiness, ‘and more
than half feel inclined to follow his ex-
ample. It i8 not a religion he has got
hold of, but a real Person—it makes »
vast differenco, I fancy !”

Captain Graham rejoined his regiment,
and his life went on in tho old way.
Yet he looked forward with a strange

- -

mo, for T would forget it all very soon.
I don’t understand what he moans, do
yot? Hs has got & fever in Africa?
I am asking the Lord Jesus to mako aim
better aud send him back quick. My
dear captain, aren’t jou mora hADDY
now ? I get happler every day. I tell
Jeaus about you, and I feel that ho is
sorry for you, too. He lkes people to
be happy, my Good Nows says. Have
you told him what's tho matter with
you? I exrpect you havo, but there is
nothing be can’t 4o, is thero ? The won-
dorfullest thing he has dono for me was
finding my knife. I lost it, and it's got
my name on, and faher gave it to me,
and I have lost it for months, and when
1 know ho would give mo anything I
wanted, 1 asked him to find my kaife.
1 told nurse I should get it, but she
laughed, end yesterday Rex brought it
to me in his moitth- ho bhad found it in a
heap of dry leaves In the garden. It
was kind of Jesus to toll Rex whero it
was. He knows how fond ho {s of find-
ng things. Rex was so pleased, and so

as 1. 1 must aot write any more, nurse
BAYB, Your loving triend, Bl

" c"l

“Have I told him what !5 tho matter
with ma? Of courso I have not. I
don’t know it myself. If this Book Ia
true, I shall never bo at reat till I have
done 0. And I do belleve tho truth of
it in my soul, only how to set to work is
the dificulty. Erlc slipped into it easily
enough. It one were a child again it
would be easy, but as I am not—"

Captain Graham hero started. He had
a Blble in his hand, and had been care-
lessly scanning {ts pages, but now here
before him were these words, and they
burnt themselves into his very soul as
ho gazed :

 Bxcept Yo be converted, and hecome
as little children, ye¢ shall not enter into
the kingdom of heaven.”

** Whosoever thercfore shall humble
himselt as this little ohild, tho same is
greatest in the kingdcin of heaven.”

Long dfd he ponder. When midnight
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pleasure to the letters tbat arrived from
Eric, and valnly endeavoured to stifle
the uneasy, restless longing in his own
heart. J¢ was after recelving one of
these quaint epistles one evening that
the young man retired to his roora with
a flxed purpose in his mind—that ot
settling, once for all, whether there was
anything in this religion for hlm, or
whether it was only suitable for inno-
cent chbildren and weak, credulous wo-
men. .

“¥ cannot stand the worry of it much
longer,” was his angry thought. “1
cannot imagine why it has taken such
a hold on me—do what I will, T can get
no rest from it, night or day!”

Angd then sgain be spread tho child’s
Jetter before him, .

“ My Dear, Dear Frlend,—

«3 war 89 happy to get your nice let-
ter, and . like hearing about the bugles
and the soldiers and your clever horse.
T'm getting well so fast that my doctor
wrote and said perbaps I could ride on a
pony soon, instead of telng drawn in my
carriage. I should like that. My dear
fatber is very il}. He bas nover wril-
ten to me since I wrote to him and told
bim what a Good Nows I had found, He
wrote to nurse and told her not to scold

.

came it found Captain Graham on his
knees,

“Lord, I believe; help thon my un-
bellet 1

CHAPITER VIL
My Dear Friend,—
“I am in trouble, and X have been cry-
ing all day; my dear, dear father is dead,
and I shali not see him till I go io hea-

‘ven,  Nurse heard it yesterday, and my

doctor came to ses me ta-day, and my
aunt, who I don’'t know at all, because
she said my father asked her not to sce
me, only she was with bhim when ho
dled, because he was cominyy back, and
he did nut dfe tiil he Janded at Ply-
mouth, My aunt knows all abont
Jesus, and sho lov' 3 bim like you and I
do, and I am so glad you are quite
happy now. My aunt gave me & part of
dear father’s letter that he had begun
to write to me, but Lo could not finish it.
And he told her to take mo to lve with

her, or else she was to comeo and live,

with me, so she has come here because
I don't want to go away. My aunt says
I can send you fathers letter. I told
her next to father I loved you, and she
said yoa would lke to see it, and she
told me you would understand father’s

lotter dest if you saw mina that I wrote
tn him, which he kept under his pillow
and gave to my aunt when she came
away from him. [ dont quite under-
stand, but 1 send them both, and will
you oomo and see me? [ am really
quits unhappy to have dear father div,
but I have told the lord Jesus, and I ait
quiet and be comforts me.
* Your loving friend,
" m&"

This was Kric's letter to his father:

“My Darling Father.—

“1 have a lot to tell you to-day, and
you will bo so glad to know I am Lappy
at last. 1 have found the wounderfullest
book, which means Good Nows, and it s
all trua. It cameo from the sea, and Rex
brought it in hls mouth, and Captain
Graham told me a lot more. 1 wish £
could tell you what's in 1, but I can’t
writo 80 much., There's a wonderful
Man, 50 gond and kind, fn §t. I loved
him when I read about him, and he
roaily was allve once, only he was killed,
but he camo allvo again bdecause no ona
had any businoss to kill him. 1le was
Qod, and ho went up to heaven In the
sky, but he has not only stayed there,
ho goes all abcut the world sulil, only
we can't see him, and he loves every-
body, and ho loves me and he loves you.
His name {s the Lord Jesus; have you
hoard of him, dear father ? becauss you
nover told me. My captaln told me all
about it : how ho died bocause ho wanted
us te go to a beautiful place in the sky,
and we could not havo gone there it he
hadu't; ha didn’t mind huw much ho was
hurt as long &8s he could make us happy
by being hurt himsell; and ho llkes us
to speak to him, aud he always hcars,
and Doctor Parker says ho will give me
anything 1 ask tor 1t it's good for me.
My QGood News says ho likea sinners,
and I have found that I am a sinner, and
80 18 my captain, Are you a sinner,
dear father ? 1 hope you are, bocause
Jesus dicd for sinners. It iz so lovely to
have Jesus to talk to now. I tell him
all, and 1 nover feel lonely no more, and
he loves me, I feel ho does. Nurse says
you will be angry; you won't b3, will
you? She npever tells me why, Her
niace's daughter has got a husband. He
{s our keeper's son. Slmmonds says
she's a wonderful smart girl. Rex
killed a little chicken yesterday. RBob
beat him, and ho came crying to me. 1Is
a dog a sinner, dear father? I hope
you will write mo a nico long letter and
come back soon.

“ Your cwn loving sou,
- (1] mrzc.n

The father's lotter was this:

*“ My Decarest Little Son,—

“1 havoe been walting to write to you
a long time, snd I have torn up three
letters, and your aunt has refused to send
another, 8o 1 must begin ngain. Your
poor old father s very {il, Erlc, and I
am afrald you will never sco bim agaln.
I recelved your last letter, and have read
it many, many times. I am so glad to
hear from Dr, Parker that my boy (s In
better health and spirits. I hope you
will grow up a strong maon yet, able to
manage your life better than your father
bas done, for, Erlc, 1 feel I have made
a mess of mine. One dves pot realize
{t till one s bronght upon a dylag bed.

* Yes—belfeve in what and in whomn
you please, Eric; may it make yon hap-
pler than my creeds have made me! 1
never talked to you about the things
that are filling your little head at present
gimply because—there! I will write no
more. Think gently of mo, and when
you pray remember mo In your prayers.
One thing I lay upon you as a command :
purn every single book in my llbrary
and every MS. you flad, all my letters,
all my notes—spare nong.

*“ Good-bye, my little son.
aunt—"’

(*N.B. Your father Is too weak to
finish tkis, Eric. I--your aunt—wiil
come and tell you all.

“ Florence Wallace.”)

Captaln Grabam read these letters in
his room.

“ Poor lttle chap! 1 wonder if his
tather found the light at last! Ah!
Erlc, 12 that were so, you will have
brought two wandersrs into the kingdom
of heaven.”

Your

The End.

Knowledsge is proud that he has learned
s0 much;

Wisdom {8 humble thaet he kouws no
more. —Willlam Cowpet.

Love is better than 2 palr of spectacies
to mako overything scem greater which
s seen through 1t.—€ir Philtp Sidaey.

Omne of the highest of spiritual laxuries
iz tho onjoyment of pure and exhilarat-
ing and sublime thoaghte—T, I, Cuyler.
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