
THE MESSENGER., 7"'

from the-neat and serviceable shoes .that Charile was. gone longer than a. >nomen. si-ght! A solitary white m loon ooked down
covered my cold feet to the sunlight shining When he came back he was very much in on a lonely white pond, and one,.boy on, thU
on, the hilltops My school-friends, my aarnest about a piee of -news the messenger pond. '. .. ' '

play, my fun, my- mother's kiss the baby with the musical boy-call'had brought. Why, where have the gone?' wondered
sister In ber cradle-all-these I learned to 'Oh, motherthe noon rses-at seven,-full Charlie. Our leader said he would keep
consider' separately, and of every ona ta say, moon, you know, and may I go Up Long nea us
" He gave' it t me."' -- Pond on a skate?' He was sounding the eal that had been

"'s practice taught me the habit o Oh, Charlie! agreed upon, when round a near point glided
thankfulness., It kept my heart near ta If Mrs Stevens had said No' that wouId a trm, compact figure.
him, kept It light and happy.' These every- bavé ended it, but- this "kind :of an answer ''harlie; *Charlie, huilo!' O

'day' bIessigs were not to me mare matters might lead ta a ?Yes,' and Charlie, pianting -'That you, BilIy?'
of course, but special, loving touches froin hirseif before the gates of gold, fast ëruinbi- 'y Iissed *you, and came back-
his paternal hand. No pain or sorrow could ing in-the fira excitedly begau: 'I thoÙggyou had forgouen -me.'
outweigh them.' o e othar, we are going-' ', haven't taken my thoights off from'you
- We all 'have a store of richer jewels thanmon it dasi't » ta me. you
the heathen king; and, unlike the, crown re- 'Wel, Dava',Pomcroy, Charlie Weeks, Ben knw I s 'd I d o aer u
galia, these jewels are our own, given us by Wr3ks, Tira Dove; ai nice boys-' * Giveus you and, Charia. Awaywa go!

hur Fatis I know thate Awof- a g f-away!
How .many af us. mutter aver, as.tha day -'And thon, there is Biily. Grant, hae is'goIng -Thce soui ine th' at0 h a

Yn inl)n the fire exciedl began:prt

bagins, sorea perfunctory words of thpLnks ta ba our leader, Dae says. Yauknw Billy and in a 't home.

t~~~'h ar going?'l al er'

which mean. nathifng?' *ow reany, number Is first-cls. ,i'la splendid skater and harlie round lis other still by the open
their mercias, tastingthe dilight.and.'ioy Wf ha knows ail Dabout Long Pond. He is firepace, herwork la ber lap.
each, and ôut of glad hearts thanking the. strong,. t0a, and hae is always ready ta holp.' 'Oh, reother, 1 t was fine!'
* Giver? Why, the. athar day,, when Joe Slden .gave 'You are a goad by ta ae bak.whn Yeu

-And how many quite farget ta think either 'Out; Billy J.ust- baosted hlm up and Look. hlm 'said.' -.

af the oro h?...'on hisI back. Wasn't that splendid?' 'We had a hood'eader.t
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iniwhich. ta égin aneta cuivate. a grate- 'He's that sort Af a feliar. wAadyhé w-la be wn bis enthusiastic wayy e tod about.the
fui tompar? Yosuths Coepanion. tur leader. Ho kns just where ta go, tOO, party, the waY and the eadership.

bo tnows ail aboutit. ie sa.ys hoe will k anP iCharlite, if I were a ne weay ta youa
rcghtnatm us and iead us, a d we nedn't d t new pond, and ilmy shouid comato you and
tfrade and ha guarantees, If wa starth a tely a t ha had bin. tap,

each~~~~ adutogldha.staknth stogtoadeis älays ady gtow elp. 'Oh, mot e it d was'fn!hread

Gve SkateUp ongWhoyd. v, tha i otet 'y wn Je i n go about the way,-ould you. hesitate about fo-
nh mn uiterforet'o tn e that sn't bad. .Bil ay hai doesn't'believe in. '

ich t ëgin at Heskat, sor skfatl w-n"th ile Iis at .or ethiatic hay he told mbut
tepry, sat -wayandnhe toadearip.TheY2-,sà.:......twiight, Oharlia Stevoe ailthin aud ao ill look ayter us.' 'Nwisll' ailriiay.. rigd hlsnsotrcsr,.atn eing busilye away whilter wond ea Bally sod comare'o yu mand

seven, e aill ge t hes back at e ght o b u h asM udy u eiaea otfl

ghtof the. open. fire fel ove'r them and know, and behind a good leader, not half a watche the fire intant y as ifaxpcting' the
draped-them with its robes Of, gold.. mile behind, but close up-isn't it a go watcesod th ra inonl an en' she

Hem!'exclired Charlie, 'I-I-wanted:.to case niothèr?' gates of goldthere wouldop.en. Thenshe
tell you-you-about It. Hem! I-I-weil, I yes yoslayg spoke:

a:n oe-to of. us-sboysthave.been ~-'At.sevenIthere.were -half a dozen o 'Charlie t before ou left for theépondy
interested in, -the meetings 'that have been forms an the ice ~clustered abt a stalwart îere talking about 'stan

'eld, and think it's about time- for you-for young fellow o whose musculr p t hevenly gatés.were
us to start. boys were proud, and'they wer alafrad you' might' not hold aut. No you

prou an thy wre al poudta ave. Ona that offors ta ha' your leéaderan
'What, thoze special services in the be intimate enough to cal hiin 'Billy,' and veand

churches?' . each ona recognized in him an xcellent kind the Lard Jsus. He knows. ail the
'Yes, that is it, mother.' of per.onal friend. way. .He promises hot ta leave you. You
And you think it..is time to start to serve ''All réady, :boys!' shouted the leader. said your leader to-liht thought of you ana

God?' 'Skates just right. Now foilow'me. I dof't came, back for you. Will .Jesus. do lees?
'That-is it-that is-it, mo her! I wantcd mean to get ahead .muh, but If I do, any Can't you trust-him? Don't hesitate'totake

ta tell you.' ana behind just-sing out, 'Billy,' or give.tr;e tum or yoleader and gu ide. You will
'I am delighted ta have you,- Charlie, and whistles. 'I am back thcre.with'you. Ready! tat him and h , w il you sper?'

I would start out now. Haven't you decid- One, two, three! Hum now.' What word, soft and low, Charlie wisper
ed?' Long Pond -was like an oblong ihield of ed, -his mother did Ilot clearly hear. But ho

'Well, I am thinking about it, mother.' purest silver, while above it, in the sky, was gave an answer ta Anoher when he -knelt
'What keeps you from dociding? Where is and:her silver shieÍd, but circul and the down n prayer thais chmer,

the hitch, Charlie?' two shields, the moon and the pond, shone and the light of the moon fell over him as if
Well, it seems a good deal ta do. It is at one axiother, not in rivalry, but in a glow it were a softened lustre stream. He had

starting out,'well, the.way seems a long one, of mutuai admiration. set his face that way, and le took Jesus as
and I know how other boys feel and I feel. Ail the boys had' recently been studyig his leader and guide.
and we.sort of hold back, for we don't know
as we-will hold out.' Tom knows it-is' long
way.'

'But, Charlie, it'isn't just your way, It is
God's way. There 'are lots of helps in the
way-and Oh, you . will come out right!

'Why, the way runs to the heavenly gates-
why, sitting.,here, it seems ta me as if I.
could see right ta the end. It is our Father's
way-to the Father's house!'

Hare Mrs: Stevens looked at the open fire,
as if the fiames sweeping up from the burn-
ing logs she could see gates of^gold shining
afar. .

'That's lovely, mòther, but-'
Then'came a pause, a long pausa.. Mother

and son sat 'ñ silence before the opén fire,
looki'ng at tle golden gatés' shining afar
Soor Ïhere caune fron without the soind of
a all, "a cleàr, sweet boy-call. Chailie rose
and"want;to tihiwhidow."'"

'Just excuse m'e a moment. I thliiik that:
Is one of the boys wanting me.,: Sounds like
SDave Poereoy's, call.' Yes, I can malée out'
Dae thore ii the electric light. He is beck-
o ing- Just' a mnoment, excuse me.'

about ancient Athens, and Billy had proposed
th'at they call differnt localities along the
shores of the pond, after :places of inierest
in old-time Athens.

As the partyswept up the icy way, Dave
called out as they neared au old boulder
about four feet high:

'This, boys, is the mighty Acropolis of
Athens.'

The name was grca'ed with a shout.
A' slight rise ,was next approached, whe e

Farmer Jones' fiock:of she3p lovcd to browse
for soin ehow- it had the-sweetest-grass in ali
that neighborhood.

'Mars' Hill,' cried Joe Sheldcn.
This was recelved with a shout
'Grove of the Acadeiny,' called out Ben

Weeks, as they passed an orchard of gnarled
old apple trees.

A shout" welcomed tiiis also.
So they skated on,' reaching the jÔurney's

end; and then turning about,- struck meriily
homeward. At 'one point .Cha.rlie's skates
began to weaken. 'He slted, knelt to
strengthen their. hold on his feet, 'but when
he arose he wax alone. 'Not-a skater was in
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EDWARD A. RAND.

Nevei Worth While.

It is never worth while ta be cross. Do
you know why-? F or one thing, it makes
you a coward. If you have trouble and are
cross, It shows You are no bold enough to
meet it. If you are cross with those who
love you, it proves 'that yeu do not appre-
claie their kindnios.' So it goes on; it 'is
never worth while to be cross, 'no matter
what happens.-Sunbeam.'

When Queen Victoria: ascended the throne
of England sixty ycars ago, the Fiji Island-
ers were a race of peculiarly feroclous. can-
nibals. It-was net safeefor a white man to
set foot on the shore. Through missionary
labors the islands are wholiy Christianized,
a,nd the grandchildren Of these:flerce c'anni-
bals have sent $4,O00 for relief of the famine
sufferers, lu India.
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