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'NORTHERN MESSENGER.

TOM - CRIMP..
BY 1. E. DIEKENCA.

Mr. Crinip was a wiry, stoop-shoulder-
ed, ordinary-looking little man, with a
dried-up, wrinkled face, and a thin: brown
.beard. He was a poor man of no particu-
lar importance in the community. ' He was
so insignificant that society even denied
him the commen privilege of being address-
ed as Mr., bluntly and -unceremoniously
calling him Tom Crimp. -Strangoe as ib may
appear, Tom Crimp was a_member of a
‘rich and fashionable church. And why
Tom Crimp remained in it. and why he
had ever entered it at all, are questions
quite as impossible to answer as why he
loved it with such an unfaltering devotion,
and was so wonderfully true in all his
duties to it. .

Now it happened one Sunday evening,
as Tom Crimp stood in the doorway of the
chureh, that ho espied a black bundle upon
the stone step that led to the pavement;
and,curiosity drawing him nearer, he found
it to be the figure of an old woman.

As Mr. Crimp observed her curiously,
she beckoned to him with a beny hand.

“Jt must be a splondid church,” she
said. *‘Inside, I mean. How I should
like to see it 1"

“Why, that you may,” exclaimed the
little man with hearty kindness—*‘that
you may.” o .

Bub the 0ld woman shook her head.

“ No, no " she said. ‘*It's no place for
me. Ah, me! how times have changed!
You don't believe it, sir, perhaps, but
I've seen better days.” o

¢ And will again, Thope,” said Mr. Crimp.

“No, that can never be,” muttered tho
old woman. *‘I'm seventy-two yearsold,
and not long for this world. But fifty
years ago I knew this church well, and it
was smaller then. Y wasso happy init.”

“ And there’s no reagon in the vworld,
mother,” said Tom Crimp chgerily, *‘why
you should not be happy in it now. Come,
go in with me.”

“ Not to-night, sir !’ she said, rising
“hastily, —¢ not to-night,” :

“ Next Sunday then,”
Crimp.

« We'll see,” she said,~—*‘ we'll see !

« And I'll be here,” continued he, ‘*and
we'll go in together.” And then she said,
¢ Good night,” and 1eft him.

On the following Sunday evening, true
to his word, Tom Crimp steod waiting in the
doorway. ~ Oustof the shadows beyond came
a figure which his keen cyes quickly re-
cognized. He would have led her to his
own modest pew, but she shrank back into
the farthest corner of the church. And
Mr. Crimp was wise enough to respeet her
wishes, and left her undisturbed.  But af-
ter the service, he stepped down beside her
as she left the church, and, raising an um-
brella over her hoad, said, ** Mother, it's
beginning torain. Let e takeyou home.”

“Don’t pub yourself to any trouble,
sir.” sheanswered, hurriedly. ** I'm used
to bad weather.”

“ But there's a storm a-coming,” per-
sisted My, Crimp; *‘and it won't do, you
konow.” Not that Mr.. Crimp meant to
imply any eriticism of the weather, but
simply to express his convietion that it was
not right to let her go home unprotected
in the rain. -

** Youare too good to anold woman,' she
replied. ** Well—if you will—part way—
and many thanks, sir.™

At the corner of an alley, in an obscure
quarter of the city, she stopped him,

** Wao must pavt heve, siv,” she said.

“ Let me go with you to the door,” said
My, Crimp.

““No, no! It's not a good place for
gentlemen ; but nobody will hurt the old
womin,” “

“Take my umbrella, mother.”

“ No, thank you kindly, sir ; it's but a
little way. Good night.”  And Mr. Crimp
was left alone. _

The acquaintance thus strangely begun
was continued several months. He soon
discovered that she made her livelihood—
precarious, indeed, it scemed—Dby selling
soap and matches. She had, or claimed to
have, no living relatives—or friends, ex-
cept Tom Crimp.  She was old—very ; no
doubt as old as she had suid. After a
while he noticed that she was not only very
old, but very weak,-and growing feebler
every day. Oneday,~—well, he remember-
ed it long afterward, for it was their last

persisted M.

r

[ wall on earth togethér,—she leaned heavily
upon his arm, and’ treniblingly exclaimed :
¢ Mr, Crimp, how good you are to this
poor, friendless body ! You are the only
friend I have.” .. . ;

“Why, mother,” -he answered with ten-
der heartiness ; *“‘ surely there is another,—
a better one than I1”

1 do not know him,” murmured she,—
“T do not know him." L :

“Ah, yos, you do!” ho smilingly re-
sponded ; then gently added, ‘ There is a
Friend thatsticketh closer than abrother.”

She looked up’ quickly, with a sharp
glance at his face, then let her eyes droop,
and walked on, strangely silonb, by his
side But when they reached their parting-
place, she seized his hand with both of her
own, and exclaiméd, *‘Mr. Crimp—O Mr.
Crimp! your voice is like an angel’s.
That Friend you speak of —1 have forgot-
ten him so long ! But T will try to think of
him,—T will, indeed, and perhaps he will
not casb mo quite away.”

“Nay, never that,” said Mr. Crimp,
softly.  * Him that cometh to me I will in
no wise cast out.’ :

* The tears of gratitude were in her eyes;
but she only pressed his hand without' an-
other word, and then passel slowly oub of
sight. .
On the next Sunday night she did not
appear ; and Tom Crimp, going home with
heavy forebodings in his heart, was not

| surprised to find awaibing him a well-known

physician, whose benevolent work among
the poor had made him famous,

“Mr. Crimp, Ibelieve?” said this gentle-
man, rising, as Tom Crimyp entered.

“Yes, sir.” :

 Mother Shelton, the old lady whom
you have befriended, was taken suddenly
ill to day—" .

“Ts she very sick ¥’ cried Mr. Crimp.

“Tt is over,” said the doctor: ‘‘she is
dead.” SR

After the first solemn hush which suc-
ceeded’ these words, the doctor drew Mr.
Crimp aside, and showed him an iron box
upon a table in'the corner of the room.
"+ When she kiew that she was about to
die,” said the doctor, *‘she gave into my
keeping this ivon Dox, which she charged
me to deliver to you. She suid all that
this box contains she freely and gladly gave
to you, because you have been so kind to
her, and especially because of the last
words you spoke together. She wanted

me to tell you that she believed on and

trusted the friend you spoke of, ~—what she
meant I cannot say,—and that she died
happy. Therefore, my dear siv, [ now
hand you the ey to thebox, in accordance
with herlast requoest.”

With conflicting emotions, in which sor-
row for her sudden and lonely death
mingled with joy that sho. had found her
better part before she died, Mr. Crimy:
chrust the key into the lock, and opened
the iron box. . .

What was his astonishment to find it
packed completely full with money !

“ Mothor Shelton’s savings,” cxplained
the doctor. ¢TI have long suspected that
she was not as poor as she scemed to be,
She has evidently been hoarding for years,
and this money has slowly accumuisted.
She will not need it now.”

* No," said Mr. Crimp oarnestly. *‘She
has a better fortune.” |

A snug little sum for you, though,”
continued the doctor. ¢ What will you do
with i67” .

Tom Crimp thought a moment.
he answered :

] know what I will do with it."

Then

On the corner of a block in a quiet and
retived but withal beautiful part of the
city, stands a large brick house. It has no
architectural adornment, bub 3t is. vory
commodious, and looks extremely comfort-
able. Sunning themselves at the open
windows or upon the broad stone steps, or
leisurely strolling through- the spacious
grounds around the house, one may see on
pleasant days cortain superannuated peoplo,
of both soxes, who seem to have nothing
further to do in this world but to take Jife
easy and prepare for the next. Over the
doorway 18 a broad white stone upon which
are engraved those words

HOME FOR THE AGED AND FRIENDLESS. |

" Founded by
TrHOMAS CRINP
With the bequest of

SUSAN SEELTON.

And thus has honest Tom Crimp con-
tinued liis kindness to the old-and helpless.
It must not be-supposed that he was able
to carry on this enterprise alone.
when the story had been told, and it was
known that he intended to use his sndden-
ly acquired wealth for this purpose, it was
proposed that others should help him in
his undertaking. . e

And the movement became at once im-

-..nsely popular, especially in Tom Crimp’s
church, which, from having at first simply
tolerated him, now began to honor him, and
extol his virtues in  manner thabt were
both very pleasant and very emibarrassing.
And to this day there is no name in all its

‘membership so honored and respected as

homely, simple, plain Tom Crimp.—§. §.
Times. "
ORI

A CAUSE OF CRIME. -

At a late Prison Association mesting in}-

Saratogn, Warden Brush, of Sing Sing,
said that one cause, greater than any other,
that leads to pris~n, is disobedienco in the
family. Some time in life cvery onc must
Ie rn to obey, and when I hear a child say

a parent, “Iwon’t,” when told ta do
something, I sce a candida e for prison.
The governor -of 1,500 convicts believes
that the want of family government and
subsequent disobedience of children is the
most frequent cause of erime.

U

Question Corner.—No. 9.

PRIZE BIBLE QUESTIONS.

31. What man met his death hanging in a tree?
aad how came ho o ba in such a posttion?

32.. What two men were sold for money 7

33, What caused Pauland Barnabas to separate
as they were starting on their second missionary
journey % *

WHAT THEY SAY.

A young girl from Ottawa, who is taking
part in the Bible Competition which is to
continue’in the Messenger during this year,
writes, '

“When we come home from Sunday
School we immediately set to work at the
Quostions. Wo want to thank you very
heartily for giving the Bible competition,
as -in searching the Bible to answer the
questions, we have learned more about
what the Bible contains than in almost any
other way, and if all che subscribers to the
paper knew what real pleasure there -is in
looking for the answers, they would all
enter the ranks of competitors.”

This is but one note of themany we have
received during the past few weeks, and
we hope to receive many more,

All communications to this paper should
be addressed.

Northern. Messenger,
Joux Dovaanl & Sox,
Montreal.

———
NOTICE TO SUBSCRIBERS'IN THFE
UNITED STATES.

Qur subscribers thronghout the United
States who canmot procure the mternation-
al Post Office orders at their post-office
can get, instond, a Post Office order, pay-
able at Ronse's Point,N. Y., which will
prevent much {uconvenience hoth to our-
selves and to subscvibers, )

[P N

NEW CLUB RATES.

The following are the New CLus Rates
for the MEssexaER, which are considerably
reduced :

1 copy..... e ...5.030
10 copies to onc address..... 2 25
2 ¢ t oL, 440
5 *o,.... 1050

00 ¢ .« #o..... 2000

Sample package supplied free on applica-
tion Jorx Dovcarl & Sox,

Publishers, Montreal.
P ——

MonTrEAL Datny Wirxess, $3.00 a year,
post-paid. MoNTREAL WEERLY WITNESS,
§1.00 a year, post-paid. Joay Doucarn
& Sox, Publishers, Montreal, Que.

TORTHERN NESSERGER PREMION LIST

But{

VALUABLE BOOKS AND USEFUL PRIZES.
The Messenger premium list for 1887-88
is-an-entirely new oneand has been selected
with great care. N |
Read the following list of prizes offered
for the Northern Messenger and see. how.
anyone with very little .ffort can-become

oy

the owner of anice prize. _.,

To the person sending us FIVE ﬁEW
SUBSORIPTIONS or SEVEN RENEWALS At
30 cents each we will give their choice of
any one of eight bsautiful prizes, as fol-

lows :—
1. Uxcte Tou’s CABIN, .
2. BUFFON'S NATURAL HISTORTY,

8. Fasr 15 tat Ios,—~The thrilling story of Arctie ad.
venture, by R. M. Ballantyne,

4, JLLUSTRATED NATIONAL PRONGUNCING DICTIONARY.
6. A SILTER-PrATED SuaAR SHELL.
6. A Siuver-Praved Burter Kxirs.

FOR TEN NEW SUBSCRIBERS, or
FIFTEEN RENEWALS at 30c each our workers

will have their choice of the following i
1. A Kxteur or Tae Nix v N M
N é\-, T 1;) .nnoe.mmzmn CENTORY, 'By the
OPENING A CHESTNUT BURR,
Tur HoME AT GREYLOCK.
Bex Hog, by General Lew Wallace,
T Prgr or Day,
. MR8 Sononon Switir LOoRKiNG ON.—By ‘‘Pansy ;
. Tne PockeT MEASURE.—By ““Pansy ; ¥
, THREE PEOPLE.—Dy *“Pansy ;"

. SLICED ANIMALS.—A larwe hox of hri)lian'tly color-
ed pietures of a)l sorts of animalson strong pasteboard.

10. A SILvER PLATED SUGAR StELL aND BUTTER KNiPR.

FORFPIFTEEN NEW SUBSCRIBERS
or TWENTY RENEWALS AT 30¢ cach :—

L. Tom BrowN AT Rughi.—By Thomas Hughes,

2, Draytox Hatl—By the author of * Little Katy
and Jolly Jim,”

8. Tug Lavpuiguter.~—By Marla 5. Qummins,

4, Tur Revisep Buue.—~A neat, stiff, cloth-covered
edition,with red edge,

PRNp s oD

When working for prizes mark each let-
tor 1x CoaPETITION 8o that it will be placed
to your credit. ' .

Sample copies and blank forms supplied
on application by post card.

Remittances should bemade by registered
letter or money order and each name with
P. O. address and Province should be writ-
ten very plainly so as to avoid sny mis-
take. : '

In selecting the prize be crreful tu men
tion correctly theone earned.

Alddress all communications

Jonx Doveart, & Sox.,
Watness Oftice,
Montrenl,
MAME neatly printed on 25 New
Frorar, HIDDEN NaMe CaArps,
and 3%p. Book of Agents Samples
sent pust-paid for 20 conta.
RAY CARD QU., Clintonville, Conn.
Qyer 5,000,000 PEOELEUSE
RY'SQEFDS

>
* 0.M.FERRY&GO,

aro admitted tobethe
: LurFest Seedsmen
n the world,
D. M. FERRY & CQ'8
SNy, Dlustrated, Deserlpe
tive snd Priced

SEED
ANNUAL

For 1888
\_ will e mailed
YAFREE TO ALL
applicants, and
to lest sonapu's
cnstomers with-
out ordering it,
¢ tnvajuabietoall,
Every porson ustag
carden.Fieldor'Flawer
q ( totld send
e SEE DS e
D. W, FERRY &C0,, Windsor,Ont.

EPPS’S

GRATEFUL-COMFORTING.

COCOA

THE NORTHERN MESSENGER ia printed avd pub-
l;:ggtg e;ci;.y;l ggrt-u;:isf. n} l;ll' 08, 321 nn;ll 323 g&c‘ James
eal, by John Dou Sotl, com-

sed of John Redpath Dougall, Kgr Mountreal, gzl;:i

ames Duagan Dougall, of New York,
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