~the wifs,

"7 was the first_to yield,

-g-}v. dled a.nd fa.ther, fa.ir besrde himself wrth
.- grief, tore up: the roots of the old home she.
-.._had made so happy. -

He" left- the Trading
. Company. a,nd-took us off to a distant set—
. tlement, where he set up a. pearling: station

of his own, -On our way a storm struck up;
'guch ‘a’ storm as you Britishers can’t pic-
. ture without knowing.the South Seas. We .

only came in for the tail end of it, but ’twas.

epough. Others feared worse. We sighted

Ta bxg lumbering raft in mid-ocean, and when -

the boat our craft sent out at once reached -
it they found on it a man and .a lad, des-
perate, starving, nigh insane, more wolves
than human beings. . They were the leavings
.. of a shipwrecked emigrant vessel that had
‘been knocked about for days and then gone
down. When the raft left the. shipside it
~ was crowded, but, one by one, men and wo-
 men, were washed -off by the wild seas the.
- raft had shlpped leaving only a boatswain,
_who clung grimly- to life, and 4 little lad,
who was lashed to the planks. That lad, -

the only one saved out of an entire family.

of emigrants, was Will Archdale, and that's
- how he came into our lives. Faihel took a
fancy to him and. adopted the hoy. e was
as smart a.chap as ever you saw, and when
little Clemmy grew to be a woman she gave
him her heart, and they were married. A
_year later we pearlers had prospered so that
Will get up an independent diving-plant.
. When money comes rolling .into one’s life
—as it sometimes does—it stirs up restless-
ness.
. must. take Clemmy and their bab}-boy to
the o0ld-country on a visit.
‘Some . folk must be. born to he drow ed,
..and Will Archdale. was one.
e - ‘From what you tell me, frrenos hlS Dones’’
‘and poor, Clemmy s .are lying. out: yonder. ut

them in the hungry maw of the sea: that
has taken so much from .us--taken. and
given!’ - Aaron put his hand on_the crisp
curls that poor drowned Clemmy had left be-
hind her—on the “1i’le ‘shaver’s. head., .

Tt took o'iys ‘and nights:for ‘the dazed' p'nl
- “Nat and Lyddy, to 1eahze the gzve and fal\e

of the sea.. ° ‘
" “Leave Shorshaven. I _they - crlcd \vhcu
Aaron proposed that they should return to
. Queensland with himself. -

‘Let’s 'all go back together he said cheer-
fully Why, what's gold good for but to
'spend ? 7

Leave’ Qlloreha\ en !

The handful of fishing huts constrtuted

“the world to Nat and his wife. They stoutly
retused ‘Then they faltered, for Aaron’s

Y arm went quletly round Barney’s neck, and ~

* they l\new what" that’ 1mplxed as Aaron
- meant they should

“The h'le ‘shaver is ‘all we have me and
Nat whlspered hoarsely
‘And he’ s all T want!’ tersely said Aaron,
If the -Almighty -had taken unto hlmself
* in a stroke, the little life that made their

" earthly sunshine, Nat and Lyddy would have

forced their sha.lnng lxps to say, ‘Blessc@ be
“the name of the Lord,’ after’ admitting that
‘it was the Lord who had taken as well as
who had given. But this—it ‘was giving
away out of their lives the ‘li'le. “shaver,’
warm ‘and livmg, they were paralyzed.

“Lyddy, my lass,’ sa.ld Nat, when they two

. were_ alone, ‘dost remember sayin’ as we are
* all so keerful to look aside for fear we see

the finger.o’ God p'inting the way 2
When he had said that, Lyddy. Lnew Nat

‘It all.do seem to ﬁt

Nothing would satisfy Will but he

1

An Tike.a pattern,’ he went on, _shamfacedly; )

" "then, plucking up, he added: ‘A’ it's all the,

’ sea’s, dojn’ from beg'lnning to, “end.’

"iNo, Nat" the humbled . Lyddy lrfted her

,built for - Him in his old days.
.can watch, dancing lightly on the glancmg
.waves, his brand new yacht,

~.J1*HE MESS mxIGFR" .

~

h&d to say bravely.

Ha.ppen he wrll be as’ near to us-out away at
t'other end o’ “the ea,rth as. here at Shore-

‘haven!’

. They” sald no more in words, a.nd Aa.ron

'Forstler arranged the rest. A’ sta.lwart God-

fearing man such as Nat Bray would be "
God-sent in any cllme and the wealthy pearl-
er knew the worth of such, :

So once a.ga.in the sea was trusted a.nd
as if ashamed of its sullen storms in the
past, it smiled on the little band of four on
therr way to the great Colony

‘To-day, on one ot the stately hrlls that -
look down upon the blue waters of that

' magrc drearn-pmture Sydney Harbor is the

splendld home Aaron I“orster g pearling has -
From it he

‘The Li'le
Shaver.’ Its commander is the Englishman
whose eyes. halng out, in their vivid sea—blue,
the ﬂag of the old Viking blood, Nat Bray
The .‘1i'le shaver’ himself—for whom great

things are in store, seeing he will, one day,

be master of all-—is busy prepa.rmg at col-
lege for his future position. He is the_apple
of Aaron’s. eye as well as ‘his heir. . The
warm rush of his youth breaks up the ice-
bound stillnesses of age, and to the old man
the lad is, also, the ‘son of consolation.’
And Lyady? She, likewise, has found her
niche in the new world,
Torster’s trusted housekeeper, set up over
his stately home, to zuide it: a real treasure,
his friends- tell “him, whose 'price is ‘far
above rubies.’ She herself; conteiit and full

‘of humble JOY in the pleasant places’ tha.t

nowadays are -hers, hag come. ‘to- know and -

the Reef. But for, G-ocl's mercy in sending ‘to'say; in her own.fashion, what.a great
you to my help, mine would have lain beside  Doet, 2 ‘mouthpiece of humanity,”has. said .

for  us in language that at ‘Arst hea.rrnv
‘ gounds wanting in reverence, but is not, be-
cause we know God can do all things. But
we also know he wills that we, small and

" human 2s we are, should: be-helpers as. ~yrell

as believers in’ the great scheme of. life.

,Thme[ore it is a trnth to be humbly re- -
~.ceived, tha.t— AR A

. . . mot God Hlmself can nwkc ma.ns
best .

: Wxthouf best mean.to help Him,’

e e

Don’t Make the Wrmkles
Deeper-.
(Mrs. -Frank A. Breck in ‘Christian I-lcrmld.’)

Is father’s eyeslght growing dim,

‘His form a little lower?

"~ Ts mother’s bair a little grey,

Her step ‘a little slower?

1Is life’s hill growing hard to climb?.

Make not their pathway steeper,
Smooth out the furrows on their brows,
(o} do not make them deeper.

There s nothln*r ma.kes a face s0 young,
As joy, youth's fairest token;

And nothing makes a face grow old,
Like hearts that have been broken

Take heed -lest deeds of thine should mal\e
Thy mother be a weeper;

"Stamp peace upon a father’ s brow,

Don’t make the wrinkles deeper

In doubtful pathways do not go,

_ Be tempted not to wander; :

Grieve not the hearts ihat love you so,
But make their love grow fonder.

Much have-thy parents horne for’ thee,
. Be now their tender keeper;

.And let them lean upon thy love,

Don’t make the wrinkles deeper.

Be lavish with .thy loving deeds,
..Be patient, true and tender; .

And make the path that age:ward leads,
“Aglow’ with ' earthly splendor..

. -Some day, 'thy ‘dear ones, stricken low,

‘Must.yield to death, the reaper;

-And you will then be glad to know

You made no wnnkles dcepnr

! ’Tls God's own dom’ ‘
I begin to- see, and we’ll ot -sdy . “him nay.

‘Lyddy is Aaron
: ' 'solos.

FARL llere I am, Mo*her
(Thorpe Gr eenleaf in ‘Union Sxﬂnal ')

" Tn 1884 I was in one of -the ‘Ohio river

-~ counties of western Kentucky, and for-some
" weeks stopped ‘at a hotel where a yeung civil
-engmeer had headquarters.

Hany Gendrin
was one of those. mellow, ‘cpcn natures who

‘ have populanty for a’ birthright, and was
He -

soon a favorite in the town and hotel.
liked to come into’ my room angd smg His

‘voice was a deep bass; my room-mate; Manis,

sang a part that I was never musxcal ‘enough

rich tenor; and I tried to carry the air: We

sang ‘Suwance River,” ‘Old Kentucky Home,".

and such pieces occasionally, but the old
hymn tunes were best adapted to our style
of quartette, and I am obliged to..say that
we made some good ‘music on ‘Old Hundred,
'Sessrons,’ ‘Coronatlon and hl\e pieces.

" . to name; Harry's room-mate Jervis, sang a. -

"~

On one occasion we sang, “Where is my -

Boy To-night"' and at its ccnclusion IIa.rry
said:

‘If .you care to -hear .the swry T will tell
you where I first heard that song.’-

‘“Tell it by all means,’ said the rest of us.
" ‘I will have to hegin by saying that until
reecently I~was a prefty reckless .chap. My
father has always been a railway prospector
and surveyor, and I have been with him in

~ camp ever since I was a mere kid. Heis a

good man, the leader of a choir in Dvetts-
burg, where. my mocther frequently. sings
I never hope 'to.hear amything this
side the glory.gates.that. will satisfy me as

well as' my-mother’s voice in'the First Cum-

berland Church, at Evettsburg. - .-

‘Father was not careful enough about my
coiripanions in camp, and-soon I had ‘drif ted
a- long way -from the right.- But I learned
" his ‘business, and when I was about exghteen
years old he put me to work’ on one: of ‘his
jobs.

to understand the proper disposal of se much.
I got into the habit of spreeing when I went
to Tvettsburg, or when father was not in
ca.mp 1 ma.naged to- ¢onceal the’ most of
" my bad conduct from. him, wlnle ‘mother

- .mever ‘suspected my.wild ways, a.lthough her
. : pastor’and {three-fourths of the congregation

were ‘well acquainted 'with my shortcomings.

‘Well, when I was. about twenty, we reach-
ed a point in a job where we had been two
weelks in the rain and mud, and,got to the

end of a section one Thursday noon. Father
said that we would have to lay off until the

next Monday morning because his plans for
the next section were not _matur_ed I deter-
mined then and there to put in the best part
of the next three days at Dvettsburg, on a
great old jamboree. So I walked back to

the terminus, and the two o’cloclt’ frexght'

bumped and banged me forty miles to Evetts-
burg Here 1 disappeared in a saloon down
town, and was soon oblivioug to surround-
ing events. The saloon-keeper was careful

" that my- -whereabouts should be kept quiet,

ahd bundled me into his own hving rooms

" when I became unable to care for myself,.

‘Father stayed at hls job preparing the

) ner:t week’'s work untll Sa.turday nftemoon

when he went to Bvettsburg to be present

. at bis choir meeting at seven in the even-
. ing. His train was delayed and he. went’

dxrectlv from the depot to the church By

Ca. strange destmv, it seemed mother was
,,seleoted to sing, Where is my Boy To-
_ night?” for the evenlng gervice, - -

-‘On the way home father aslced for. me
and mother replied that she had not seen

‘me.  They voth became. YETY uneasy, tather
with an inkllng of the truth, mother with
-.all sorls of nameless dreads,

As I did not
turn up that might father started a private

' The" pay was not large, ‘but it. was:
nearly all clear money, ‘and ‘I was too young



