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For THE YounG PropLE.

His Royal Highness

[By Rev. C. H. Meuad ]

Black yer boots, mister. Shine 'em
ip—only a mickel,” Such were the
cries that greeted me from half a dozen
boot-blacks as I came through the
ferry gates with my boots loaded
down with New Jersey mud. Never
did barnacles stick to the bottom of a
vessel more tenaciously, or politician
hold on to office with a tighter grin
than did that mud cling to my boots
And never did flies scent a barrel of
sugar more quickly than that horde of
boot-blacks discovered my mud-laden
extremities. They sweeped down upon
me with their piercing cries, until
many of my tellow-passengers gazed on
my boots with looks that seemed to
rebuke me for my temerity in daring
to bring such a large

supply of the city. My very boots
seemed to plead with me to let one of
thosé boys relieve them of the load
that weighed them down, But, behold
my dilemma—six persistent, lusty,
vociferous boys clamoring for one job,
while I, as arbiter, must deal out
clation to one boy, and dejection to
the other five.
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Silence ! Tall iato line for inspec-

Behold my brigade, standing |

{ tion !”

% " g 7 : ;
| o in line, and no two of them alike in
&

i it

\.

\ s1ze, feature or dress. All looked
eager, and five of them looked at my
boots and pointed their index finger:
at the same objects, The sixth boy
held up his head in a manly way and
looked me in the eye. 1 looked him
over and was affected in two ways.
His clothes touched my funny bone
and made me laugh before 1 knew it,
it those pants had heen made for that

boy, then since that time there had |

been a great growth in that boy or a
great shrinkage in the pants. But, if
the pants were several sizes two small
®ant him too little, the coat was
sei sizes too large and fit him too
my so that his garments had the
aprayce of being a small child from
hipist down, and an old man from
'%u'ul up., The laugh that came as
ense of humor was touched, in-
sftly ceased as I saw the flush that
fe to the boy's face, The other
boys wanted to get at my boots,
this one got at my heart, and I

Ipots as well, and straightway made
{nown my decision. This at once
brought forth a volley of jibes and
jeers, and cutting remarks, ““Oh, ‘His
Royal Highness' gets the job, and he
will be prouder and meaner than ever,
he will. He thinks he owns the earth,
he does.”.

The tlush deepened on the boy’s
face,and I drove his assailants away
¢re I let him begin his work,

“Now, my hoy, take your time, and
you shall have extra pay for your job;
pardon me for laughing at yoa; don't
mind those boys, but tell me why they
call you ‘His Royal Highness ' ”

He gazed up in my face a moment

with a hungry look, and I said, “you |

caa trust me.”

“Well, sir, they thinks
and stuck-up,’ ’cause 1 wo
pennies and play ‘craps’ with
they says I'm stingy and
own the earth, 'causc I won’t chew
bacco and drink beer, or buy the stuff
for 'em, They says my father must be
a king, for I wears such fashionable
clothes, and puts on so many airs, but
that I ran away from home ’cause 1
wanted to boss my father and be king
myself. So they cal's me ‘His Royal
Highness.’”

There was a tremble in his voice a
he paused a moment, and then he con
tinued:

“If I ever had a father, I never seen

trying to

to

him, and if I ever had a mother, I wish |

someone would tell me who she was,
How can a fellow be proud aad stuck
up who ain’t got no father, and no

mother, and no name only Joe? They | delight. His heart is there already, |

calls me stingy "cause I'm saving all the
money I can, but I ain’t saving it for
myself—I'm saving it for Jessie.”

“Is Jessie your sister ?” I asked.

“No, sir; 1 ain’t got no relati 4

“Perhaps, then, she is your sweet-
heart,” I said.

Again ne looked up in my face and
said wvery earnestly, “Did you ever
know a boot-black without any name
to have an angel for a sweetheart ?”

His eyes were fu'l of tears, and 1
made no answer, though I might have
told him I had found a boct-black who

had a big, warm heart even if he had |
Very abrubtly he said: |
“You came over in the boat; what |

no sweetheart.
kind of a land is it over across the
river ?”

“It is very pleasant in the country,”
I replied.

“Is it a land of pure delight, where
saints immortal reign ?”

Having just come from New ]Jcrsey

where the infamous race track, and the

more infamous 1
law, would sink t whole State in the
)

Atlantic Ocean, if it were not that he

had a life preserver in Ocean Grove, I |

was hardly prepared to vouc h for it be
ing that kind of a land.
“Why do you ask that ?” I said.
“Because I hear Jessie sing about it
s0 much, and when I asked her about
land where there'’s
flowers that don't

t, sho said it's a
green ficlds, and

wither, and rivers of delight, and whe

he sun always shines, and she wants to |

ro there so much. 1 hasn’t 10ld any

vody about it before, but I cats as little |

as I can and gets along with these
clothes what made you laugh at me,
and I'm saving up my mouney to take

amount of soil |
to add to the already over-stocked |

n-traflic, legalized by !

Jessie to that land of pure delight just
Does yer

as soon as I gets enough.

know where that land is ?”
“I think I do, my boy

haven't told me yet who Je

»
> 18,

ot % y
She lives up in a room in the tene

out to work and take care of Jessie,

don’t see her, "canse she thinks she is
going to lose Jessie, but over in that

there gets well right away, and, oh,
sir, I wants to take Jessie there as soon
as I can. Itakes her a flower every
night, and then I just sits and looks at
her face, until my heart gets warmer
and warmer, and do yer think I could
come out of such a place and swear,
and drink, and ch tobacco, and
tell ies ? T tells Jessie how the boys
calls me ‘His Royal Highness, and
she tells me I mustn’t mind it, and 1
mustn’t get mad, but just attend to my
work. And—and--and, oh, sir,

always tries to look bright when 1
In to see fossie, and not let her kn
I am fretting about anything; but I
does want to take Jessie tothe land
where flowers alw loom and people
arc always well, That’s so littleforme to
do after all the good that’s con
from knowing Jessie. But, I beg yer
pardon for |

to me

ping yer so long, and
thanks yer for letting me tell yer abou
Jessie”

Ah, the boys named him better than
they knew, for here was a prince in
’ truth, and despiteihis rags “His Royal
|

Highness” was a more befitting name
than Joe.

“Where does Jessie live, my boy ?’

“Oh, sir, yer isn't going to take
Jessie to that land of pure delight, and
spoil all my pleasure, I does want to
do it myself. Yer won't be so mean
as that, after lisiening to what I've
been telling yer, will yer 7"

“Not I, my boy, not I, just let me
go and see Jessie and her mother, and
whatever I can do for them I'll do it
through you.” .

A little persuasion, and then “His
Royal Highness” and I made our way
to the tenement and began climbing
the stairs. We had gone up five flights
and were mounting the sixth, when the
boy stopped suddenly and mentioned
| for me to listen. The voice of
| womart reached my ear—a voice
deep grief in every tone—sayir
“God is our retuge and strength, a very
! pleasait help in ume of trouble.” A
{ pause—then @ sob—and the voice,
| wailing rather than singing:

)

»

Other refuge have I none,
Hangs my helpless soul on thees
Leave, Oh lenve me not alone,
| Still support and co rt me,
All my trust on thee is stayed,
All my help from thee I brings
Cover my defenceless head
1‘ With the shadow of thy wing.

The boy grasped my hand a moment
| —gasped ou' “that’s Jessie's mother,
| something’s happened” — and then
bounded up the stairs and into the
room, I followed him and found,
| sure enough, something had happened,
for Jessie had gone to the land of pure
delight, and the mother stood weeping
beside her dead. On the face of Jessie
lingered a smile, for she was well at
last.  In her hand was a pure white
roscbud, the last flower Joe had carried
to her the evening before. Her last
message to him was that she had gone
to the land of pure delight, and for him
to be sure and follow her there.

I draw the curtain over the boy's
grief. His savings bought the coffin
in which Jessic was laid under the
| green sod. “Where “His Royal High-
ness” is must remain a secret between
Joe and myself. His face and his
| feet are turned towerd the land of pure

You have his story, and it may helo
you to remember that some pauper
wear fine linen and broadcloth, while
here and there a prince is to be found

in rags.
X%
Former Elephants.

The great northern eclephant
ished as a species in the prime
ife. It had lived under most pros
Its enemies were
impotent,

animals,

pe
of |
| perous conditions,
few and comparatively

| Alone among contemporary
the sabre-toothed tiger occasionally got
the better of an antagonist which must
sensitve to the flint

have beeu less
| tipp d arrows of mer
than Ship Surgeon Gulliver was to the
multitudinous  pricks of Lilliputian

missiles. ;
Inexhaustible supplies of feod, too,

» human assailants

were furnished by forests and swamps
to the

of the vast European continent
terrestrial leviathan, which accordingly
multiplied and throve exceedingly,
I'hen was the culminating epoch o
the proboscidean tamily. Thick h{.lu
animals with tusks and trunks attainec

larger size, ranged over a wider area
»and existed more

f
1
1

of the earth’s surfac
| numerously and in greater variety than
ever !I.L‘I\‘ or since,
Mammoths wandered Ireland
and Scotland, they tramped by the
core throuzh the thickets of the
| Weald they roamed in great herds
ong the flits and valleys of Central
x.?w, and across the endless oak
clad plains of Russia and the now
[ tundras of Siberia Italy reared
| elephants of its own, (Elephas mux«.!im)-
ldht.), another antique species of large

into

but you
“Jessie’s an angel, but she's sick.

ment, and I lives in the garret near by.
g

She ain’t got no father, and her mother

don’t get much work, for she can't go

too. She cries a good deal when Jessie

land of pure delight, Jessie 5ays no-
body is sick, and everybody who goes

wanted to tell somebody ail this, for I |
s | sky
|

as met with

Atlas;
my el
separate

size (Elephas antiquus)
from Yorkshire to the
Malta swarmed with pi
f tw if © not - tbree

inds, while the huge mastodon was
he chicf representative of the genus
in North and South America-—|The

Edinburgh Review.
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The Open Vigion.

One summer evening, while stopping
in a beautiful suburban
from our city, I was told this story by
one who had lately been an inmate of
the house:

A maiden, some 16 years
all her hfe been
tim of a blemish in her ey
dered perfect vision. A surgical
oper y agreed upon and
successfully made. The girl was kept
in the house until her eyes gathered
full strength, and was permitted
gradually and sparingly to go out of
doors, It so happened that some ti
elapsed after her recovery before
went into the open air after nightfall,
One evening she rushed into the parlor
with her face aglow with excitement.
The joy of a great discovery illumined
every feature.

“Oh, come !” s
out quickly to the
beautiful things have appeared in the

of age, had

es that hin

f‘come

exclaimed,
lawn, and see what

i
Her friends hastily followed her out

of dooi
I doors,

They saw nothing unusu-l

“Whatdo you mean ?”
her.

“Look !” she said, pointing eagerly
heavenward; “don’t you see those
bright things up there—sparkling all
over the sky ?”

“My dear child,” said one who
loved her, “those are the stars,”

Yes the stars, which she had not
{ seen before, Friends could hardly
take in the fact that, for all the yeas
of her life, the dear child had been
moving through God’s world with
limited vision seeing only what lay
close around here, utterly oblivious
that there were stars, host of stars, all
cver the sky, and all so very beautiful,
How strange it seemed !

I think of something far more
strange——aye, and pitiful. Heaven is
full of shining light that God has hung
out to charm the pathway to his eternal
home, to lure you upwards, to show
you how far eternity exceeds time in
beauty; how far heaven rises beyond
earth in value and glory. Yet, oh,
friends ! your eyes are still witholden.
You do not see, you do not compre-
hend. Oh, for the hand of him who
opened the eyes of the blind when he
walked this woiid, to touch your soul

| and give you sight to these realities. |
' [Gospel in Nature.

X%
Life in India.
! India is now a part of the British
Empire but many of its people are jet
but little accustomed to British laws

and usages.
Housekeeper shows how different is
the manner of living among the
Hindus from our Canadian methods:

The daily routine of housework does
not engross all the time and attention
of our cousins in Hindustan. Their
style of living is simple and everything
is done in the most primitive manner.

At break of day one is awakened by
the sound of the handmill grinding the
grain for the day’s supply. This work
is always performed by the women, it
being beneath the dignity of the men,
After the wheat is thus ground into
coarse, sweet flour, the women of the
lower caste will prepare breakfast for
their family while those of the higher
castes will have it done for them by
Mohammedan women, who come each
morning and return to their homes
each evening,

There is indeed quite a difference in
the style ot lite adopted by the high
and low castes. Not that there is
always more wealth and luxury among

the higher classes, for sometimes the
reverse ig the case, but the general
make-up of their houses is different, the
{ trend of life and occupation is not the
same.

A Mohullah is the name applied to a
collection of mud huts occupied by
near relatives belonging to the lower
caste. They are sometimes built in
long rows on either side of a narrow
street, although they are more oiten

whatever. These rooms—a room is
house—are very low, very rough
insecure. They are almost utterly de
void of furniture. A low, rough bed, a
mud stove and a box for extra clothing
if there be any, comprise the entire
i list.

! I'he stoves are fashioned of mud.
| shaped somewhat like an office chair
Picces of charcoal or bits of dried cow
chips are then placed on the “seat”
then the vessel 1n which their food is
to be cooked is placed upon the fire,
| Should the weather be pleasant
1 cooking is usually done outdoor

| during the rainy saason tli
| be kept in the house. I'’hen the
smoke completely fills the room, but
they being accustomed to it do not
mind it. ‘The women prepare the f od,

1

for their husbands and wait upon M
during the meal® Whale ilies 1gve
on from $1 to $2 a month, M ny a

!m;».n is thankful to receive evew this
| small sum regularly during the /entire
| year
| yDuring the cucumber s
1'6f them
| because they
why they are
l cholera ! A
| $2 a month, by

n many
ist on cucu alone,
re cheap, then wonder

tricken /down with
weaver cgn earn about

working diligently at

LONDON, ONTARIO, ("A fo D’A:

even |

home mnot far |

the unconscious vic- |

wondering what raight have |

they asked |

The following from the |

seen without any regularity or plan |

With
rice or
alt, some

| his loom from dawn till sunset.

a few Bice
alt ,1)\

can buy a it
ome coarse flout, a pinch of s
curry powder and a few red-pepper
pods. he wife willthen go into the
field and gather mallows, wild mustard,

other kinds of wild

1n
1 boiled and seasoned

lamb’s quarter

herbs; these, whe
| with the salt and curry, will be added
{ to the rice and eaten with the ‘“chap-
{ patties” with evident relish,

very deftly with neither
nor chopsticks;

"Mu‘“‘.
being tough un-

{8,

“‘chappatties

their
leavened pancakes, a piece of mmfl‘rc‘-t
duty nicely as a spoon. Sometimes
each member of the family is provided
with a brass drinking cup and deep
material, though
eche” will suffice
Atter use, it is

!{;I‘xtu of the 33
often one bra
jmr the househ
| rinsed carefully
s of the higher classes are

The house!
all bui ound an open square or
“court,” The Zenana, which is the
general term for tire house, is
built - of sun-dried brick or mud, the
floors invariabl g of the latter ma
terial. The | ng is two or three
stories high, according to the number

the er

|
[in the familty, When a son marrics
| he does not leave the paternal roof,
| but brings his bride to his father’s
EINH:!'. Thus there are often at
| grandfathers, gran s, fathers, and
 sons all living un one roof.  The
| building is usually surrounded by a

order to exclude public
of the rooms have a door
ning into the common court; into
e various sisters-in-law, with their
numefous progeny, congregate from
[(hy to day. One will expect to find
their rooms furnished with some de-
| gree of comfort and refinement, but is
greatly disappointed. They are but
little if any better than the rooms of a
mohullah, They are more dark, dis-
mal and illy ventilated. The walls are
literally covered with soot and cob-
webs; nor can these be removed, it b_e-
ing a sin to kill a spider or destroy its
work,

A great diffcrence often exists be-
tween the apartments of a wealthy
native and those of his wife. His will
be elegantly furnished in the latest
English style, but it would be entirely
out of the question to permit her eyes
| to rest upon this elegance, or her feet
[to tread upon the soft rugs. The
| women are so accustomed {o this state

ffairs they never think of rebelling,

{ high w

| gaze.

Of ¢
| Yet their style of life, their want of|

employment, their close confinemen’
makes them peevish and fretful, w.
’ healthy and unhapply.

Each house—there are no homes—
has its househould god or goddss, to
which they offer oblations syecially
sickness or distress,’Dyring

an epidemic o smallpox, thev; re afraid
| to take medicine lest Ih{..',gv‘)d‘h-:g of
| smallpox would be angryif they spoiled
{ her sport. »\\.ni;: _‘_‘hfilua is raging,
| they will offer sacrifice: of goats and
| lambs or even elephants tigt the demon
| may be appeased. doiatry is uni-
| n"a!!_;md every month has 1ts wpecial
l‘ \\w.\ln;\. Amih dn{mg' each mynth
| from all parts of India devotees come

!tu worship the especial deity.

|
|
|

|

| in times of

| . .
| caste is destroyed for the time being,

11\\'h|lc in the walls which surround his
temple Hindoos of every caste eat to-
‘}gclhvr from the same dish. But as
| soon as they leave the temple this
equality disappears.
v
About Gas Boring.

Here are some of the depths to
which boring for gas has been prose-
jcuted in several localites in this

One near Niagara was

| Province.
drilled 3,150 feet and then abandoned.
A well at Simcoe was sunk to a depth
of 2,700 feet and then abandoned. In
St. Thomas a well is now being drilled
and a depth of 2,900 feet has been
reached, but without much success. It
is the intention to go to 3,000 fee¥
unless something satisfactory is fourtd
first, !
over 2,000 feet in Hamilton last/fal
when a small flow was obtained which
though not large, was thought té be
enough to pay the interest on the in.
vestment. The great well near Kings-
| ville, the most successful yet struck in
{ Canada, is about 1,000 feet} deep.
Those in the vicinity of Port Colborne

are, we believe, all less than 1,000 feet, |

| about 8o As soon as granite: rock is
anywhere struck drilling ceases as it is
well understood no gas is found in it
and no rock lies below it.
a - o &
Tact.
| Lack of tact is a great hindrance to
Guy Mark

England’s

{any good cause. Rev,
{ Pearse, one of
| preachers, seems 10 think tact comes in

even in religious work, I ¢

5ays:

| “There are people whom I meet
[ with sometimes who don’t do me any
rood at all; strangers who, abruptly

[ and without any preface, demand in a

peremptory voice a statement of my
religious conviction, It is a kind of
‘stand and deliver’ that one resents,
There is a sacredne and privacy
!:ﬁu-ul religion which the Lord recc

nises when he bids us go and pray in |
A man |

| our room with the door shut,
[ can be a light of the world without be-
{ing a policeman’s bull's-eye flashing
{out upon the darkness—a glare that
4\|‘ $ not guide, but only binds and be-
| wilders, One may be the salt of the
{ earth without giving people a mouthful
j unmixed, as if it were medicine.  Salt

| may be a good thing by itself, but it is

nice improves it,”

l\\-nwicr(ul how a dish of something |

nd dried in the sun. |

One
| remarkable thing about the June “mela”
{is that in the worship of Juggernauj

A well was sunk to the depuly/ of

famous |

Just for Fun.

Unlike the photographers, the dark
room in courting is Z.A;LL»ly used for
developing affirmatives. {

o e .
“Have you heard how the
race has gone ofj

; they're all saveal !

niles

swimmi
“Oh, y
! - g

An eminent brow-beating barrister

birds 1n the air.”

o+
Raps

: Y |
It is an odd and sometimes melan-

his mind” when he has no material on

| hand to work with.

“All cold snaps,
Spatks, looking in a confe
mood at his thermometer, nlike
in kind. They differ only §n degree.’

W

Teacher—What happenkd when the
man killed the goose tFat laid the

|
|
|
|

golden egg?” ¢
Dick Hicks—His goofe was cooked.
—[ Brooklyn Life. »
e

Mamma (to little [Jimmie, who is
saying his prayers)-—Now. Jimmie, ask
Ged to bring papa home safely.”

Jimmie—Please, Dod, bring papa
home on a safety.”

af
-+

Miss Flirt (to bfr young admi
Why, Charlie, yofdon't even know the
A, B, C, of lave!

ah infidel ? !
Dilly—VYes/ he said he don'’t believe I
there’s any >

ant the income tax;
But thefilea they've reversed,
all agreed that they greatly

of the income first,

-
-

of.
er—What|did he do?
lair—He wiote love letters without
aking a fool & himself.—[New York
erald.

o
s

She—No. J¥don’t prefer men who
are known to bj rich.

He—How ch that be ?

She—They dbn’t spend their money
as freely as mejwho want to be known
as rich.—[ Trut{

As he assumg to be, 't

Miss Antiq| poor Miss
Simple has beefp wallflower ever since
| I've been in sogty.

Mr. BlundergDear me, how well
she carries herflge. No one would
take her for ove
Ocean,

Nervous old@ntleman (in restaur-
ant)—Such negflence is unpardonable,
sity, I orderedl raw and you have
breought me a f;

aiter (inted
dory’t get in a;

iy P
pting)—Well, please
over it.—[Boston

Coirier.
) 2
duittle Johnr44Our new teacher is

just as pretty : #he can be, and gets
talien out mosc¥bry night to concerts
and things, Id§ust lovely !

Wike pretty teachers,

Little' Johny4&Yes'm; they always
has a good tin, @h’ don't feel so much
’ like givin’ bad\#

! Mrta. Doubtfi
| the mail? 3
Dicky Doubf
tions, ;
Mrs. Doubtft
Dicky Doubuf
Harlemite; he v
some time. 'h¢
tailor; he wantsuié
right away. ]

From whom ?

ne is from Jack
mts me to come up
other is from my
to come down-—

ling ceremony at a
fashionable chi in Harlem, Birdie
| McGinnis, onc @& the bridesmaids,
wept Dbitterly, Bfter the ceremony
Dudley Canesuc@r, who was present,
said to Birdie:
“What are yu

During the 4

cying about, Miss
| Birdie? You wi® ot the bride.”
“I know it,”:&plizd Birdie, with a
[lump in her B0t “That’s what
broke me all up's=| I'exas Siftings.

4.
5

|
! Daughter— 8t man who advertised
| all the latest pphlar songs for $1 is a

once described certain individuals as |
“living from hand to mouth,]ike the |

choly to see a man trying “to make up |

| the other ship braced
L) e v,

{ ing, despairin

| were saved.

Dip and Drink,

I wonder if all ‘of you haye hegrg
the story of the sailors Who wera j, 2
ship off the cast coast of South
America when their .water gayg g
Nothing more terrible can happen oq
board ship, except fire.

I'he men made all sail they gouly.
"Their thirst 1
every hour. The ho
tropical sun beat down upon the d('z‘
antil it blistered their bare feet to wal
} it. Their  throats becam
| parched, and when the second mor
|

{

and steered due.west,

fierccr

( e

upon

ng of this dreadful sufferng dawneg
| they could barely speak.
Suddenly one of the crw, stagger.
[ ing to the bulwarks, pointel and cried
hoarsely, “A sail {”
Oh, how they watched tht speck of
aming white, growing la ger and
ger. They hoisted their lag “ynjon
lown,” as a signal of distress,
{ At last the strange ship came near
| enough to speak to them.
“What's the matter ?” caled out the
aptain of the new-comer, wien he had
thrown his vessel up into tie wind to
stop its headway
I'he poor, thirsty, dyhg fellows
could not answer. ‘They ti:d in vain
with their swollen tongues to call out
“water " - They could only show by
desperate motions of their hands to
their lips what they wanted
And then—how cruel it seemed—
1 her yards: and
y on her course ‘aain. But
the stern whee the star-
ors wer: gathered,

Charlie (stoutlf)—Well, I know the | the captain called out more,
U and I of it, afyway ! { pointing downward to the as he
b4 { did so;
Dilly (in a hgrified whisper)—Mam- | “Dip and drink ! {
ma, Willy is atfinfidel. | It sounded like  terrible mogkery.

Drink the salt seaitself . One of the
sailors, with a bitter laugh, let dgwn 2
bucket, and drawing it up full, placed
it recklessly to his lips.
Then what a cry of joy he gave!
The water was as sweet as that §hich
used to come dimpling up frof the
mossy well on the old home farnj The
others crowded around, h: il gal~
lons of the glorious dancing wat® and
drank again and again, until liff and
strength and hope came back.
Without knowing it, their shi

brought them into the mwouth f the
mighty Amazon, so wide that itsfanke
were out of sight on either hanfy like
the shores of the ocean. Thelfresh

water was all around them, a

So do people
weary and distressed and perp!
this life, until God calls to ther ©

“Poor little child ! My lovesfwhat
you are thirsty for ! The happiéss of
knowing you are my child, and ¢ doing
my will, is what you need. Loif#s all
about you. Whoscever will, 3¢ him
take of the water of life free'y.

And then we hear the sweet @¥ds of

'

Christ echoing down throughdll the
centuries: {
“Whosoever drinketh of th fjvater
that I shall give him shall neve [ghirst;
but the water that I shall gi@ him

shall be in him a well of water §pri
ing up into everlasting life.”

—Not once or twice in our rou
story
The path of duty was the way to/g:
o TEN

A writer in a recent nm
Scribner’s magazine gives a o1
different view of life and actiit

5 ¢ i
capital of Turkey from th:
imagined here in Canada. 1
being the stagnant and exclul
that so many of us have suppsef
represented as quite the revesed
writer says: ‘

The most striking peciafity of
Constantinople is the immen2 ¥itality
which has carried it throughs0f many
deaths. Tt is common to speak ot
Turkey as the “sick man,” a1l $0 asso-
ciate ideas of ruin and dac: Wi”_) one
of the most intensely living ci@8 in the
world. But no one who has 6% spent
24 hours on either side of t: $older
Horn, could ever conceive o/aflything
even distinctly approachingdtagna
tion in the streets of Staml
Galata Bridge, or in the busy
of Galata itself, or of P

1

Coming from Europe, whe'l

Italy or Austria, one is forci!!f§struc
by the universal life, livel _an
activity of the capital, ‘I 18 no

city in the world where
ent types of humanity me
each other and the stranger lt ever
turn. Every nation in BurojdIs rej
I'L‘M‘H(C(], and every nation ¢ i\\‘\ﬂ as
well.  The highest and lowest fypes «
living humanity pay their penif to th
men in white who take the tolls «
Galata Bridge. There is not kven a3

| swindler,

Old man—EB! Didn't he send |
anything for yuf money? TI'll report I
him to the aun@itics at once. [

“Yes, he st tie latest popular
| songs, just as slyertsed, but they were
only the words ! N> music at all, | {
can read them Of ourse, but I can'’t |
sing them,”

“My dear, that man is not :11
| swindler, H¢ls a philanthropist.” I

R ¥ Tiy i

—Let no lbague tempt thee, no
{ ambition cor¥@pt thee, no example |
{ sway thee to 40 &rything which thou |
| knowest to hal evi: o shalt thou al-
| ways live jolliigy fora good conscience
is a continual {Chrstmas.—[ Benjamin
| Franklin,

| eration of

there isin so many cosmopolitan ca
tals, any general predominant type
feature or color, Of the Turks the
selves, it may be doubtec whether th
should be called a nation, or an agglo

f individuals f many rac
who find one common bond in Isla
In the first mosque you m2y (‘I\}(y'r
haphazard, you may see he pure Tui
often as fair and flaxen agny Norwegi
rostrating himselt and repeating |
prayers beside the blackest of bla
Africans. And as you erter the sacre
place, both at the selfsam: moment w
instinciively glance at yoir feet to seo
whether you have taken f your shm
or have slipped on a dusy pair of t
babuj which will generaly be offercd
you at the door,

o T =




