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of money with which to buy the ne
cessities of life, while he left his 
debts unpaid This gifted man had 
weakness of will, irresolution, and 
the fault of never finishing anything. 
All his twenty-four books are frag
mentary. As a man sows, so must he 
also reap.

It * *

crushing the Devil. You remember, 
before the war, that one of our easy 
theories was that the Devil was al
most extinct. We find now that the 
Devil ÿ very much alive, and better 
at queuing Scripture for his own ends 
than most honest men.”

This man talks just like a min
ister, doesn’t he ? He tells people not 
to forget God, to be kind, and to live 
pure lives. That is just what mothers 
tell their children, too, isn’t it ? In 
his speech to the Americans he speaks 
of how necessary it is to crush the 
Devil.

“I notice,” he says, “that the Devil 
is better at quoting Scripture for his 
own ends than most honest people.”

Children who want to do something 
to help win this great war and to 
make the world a whole lot better can 
do so by reading the Bible and learn
ing portions by heart. May the next 
generation be able to quote Scripture 
“to beat the Devil,” as, when people 
can do so, that will be the beginning 
of the reign of peace and goodwill !

Joseph Freeman Tupper.

A RICH BOY

“Oh, my!” said Ben, “I wish I 
were rich and could have things like 
some of the boys who go to our 
school.”

Lyi say, Ben,” said his father, turn
ing around quickly, “how much will 
you take for your legs?”

“For my legs!” said Ben, in sur
prise.

“Yes. What do you use them for?”
“Why, I run, and jump, and play 

ball, and—oh, everything.”
“That’s so,” said the father. “You 

wouldn’t- take ten thousand dollars 
for them, would you?”

“No, indeed,” said Ben, smiling.
“And your arms. I guess you 

wouldn’t take ten thousand dollars 
for them, would you?”

“No, sir.”
“And your health?”
“No, sir.”
“And your hearing and your sense 

of smell are better than five thousand 
dollars apiece, at the very least; 
don’t you think so?”
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by repeated strokes of their beaks- V 
then, dividing into two parties,-thé 
attacked her head and her whiskers, 
without the gentle animal appearing 
to take the least notice of their g£a. 
hols. At other times, she wotd^W 
herself in the middle of the cage, and 
begin to smooth her fur witÇ 
gentleness ând satisfaction. The 
birds would sometimes even sett&jjèn 
her back, or sit, like a crown, upon < 
her head, chirping and singing aS it 
in all the security of a shady wjfad..

The sight of a sleek and beautiful 
cat seated calmly in the midst <rf-a 
cage of birds was so new and una* 
pected that when Francisco produced, 
them at the fair of Sussari, he-was 
surrounded instantly by a crosfiljil.-• 
admiring spectators. Their 
ment scarcely knew any boundtitiÉÿ 
they heard him call each 
favourite by its name, and sa* U\;ffcv 
toward him with alacrity.

Delighted with his ingennitpiffcfl; 
spectators rewarded him liljmB} ji 
and Francisco returned hoiffli|fl|™8 
evening with his heart swelling^**; 
joy.

This ingenious boy next 
some young partridges, one of.™#

Boçs anb <5trls
WHERE’S MOTHER?

Bursting in from school or play, 
This is what the children say, 
Trooping crowding, big and small. 
On the threshold, in the hall— 
Joining in the constant cry,
Ever as the days go by :

“Where’s mother?”
of pain,

* It *

THE SLAVERY OF A BAD 
HABIT.

From the weary bei 
This same question comes again ; 
From the boy with snarkling eyes. 
Bearing home his earliest prize; 
From the bronzed and bearded son, 
Perils past and honours won : 

“Where’s mother?”
Burdened with a lonely task.
One day we may vainly ask 
For the comfort of her face,
For the rest of her embrace;
Let us love her while we may, 
Well for us that we can say : 

“Where’s mother?”
Mother, with untiring hands,
At the post of duty stands; 
Patient, seeking not her own, 
Anxious for the good alone 
Of her children, as they cry. 
Ever as the days go by:

“Where’s mother?”
* It *

RUDYARD KIPLING.

“Your eyes, now. How would you 
like to have fifty thousand dollars 
and be blind the rest of your life?”

“I wouldn’t like it at all.”
“Think a moment, Ben ; fifty thou

sand dollars is a lot of money. Are 
you sure you wouldn’t sell your eyes 
for that much, at least. Let’s see, 
now,” his father went on, figuring 
on a sheet of paper. “Legs, $10,000; 
arms, $10,000; voice, $10,000; hear
ing, $5,000; taste, $5,000; good 
health, $10,000; and eyes, $50,000. 
That makes $100,000. You are worth 
$100,000 at the very lowest figure, 
my boy. Now run and jump, throw 
ball, laugh and hear your playmates 
laugh, too. Look with those $50,000 
eyes of yours at the beautiful things 
around you, and come home with your 
usual appetite for dinner, and think 
now and then how rich you really 
are.”

It was a lesson Ben never forgot, 
and since that day, every time he sees 
a cripple or a blind man, he thinks 
how many things he has to be thank
ful for. And it has helped to make 
him contented. — Children’s Com
panion.
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All boys and girls who are old 
enough to read know that the famous 
writer, Ruyard Kipling, believes in 
God and supports the Church with 
all his power because of the good 
work it is doing.

Almost everyone has heard the 
beautiful hymn, called the Reces
sional (No. 357), in which he calls 
upon people to remember that all 
power is of God, and that there is 
something better than worldly pomp 
and glory and so-called military 
might. He says :—
“The tumult and the shouting dies,

The captains and the kings depart; 
Still stands Thine ancient sacrifice.

An humble and a contrite heart.”
Another hymn by this author is 

No. 696. (Of course, I am speaking 
of the Book of Common Praise, which 
is the Hymn Book of the Church of 
England in Canada.) This is a chil
dren’s hymn. In the third verse he 
says:— - -
“Teach us to rule ourselves alway, 
Controlled and cleanly, night and 

day,
That we may bring, if need arise, 
No maimed or worthless sacrifice.”

Many other Christian expressions 
are to be found in his writings, which 
breathe the spirit of service from his 
first line of. poetry to his last line of 
prose.

Speaking at Winchester the other 
day to American soldiers, 'Mr. Kipling 
said :—

cited in animals by a course of 
Francisco’s birds atreatment. Francisco’s birds i 

ed to be sensible of the loss of| 
factor; but none of hiè M 
favourites manifested on his-t 
such real and disconsolate 
did a partridge known as Rosfl 

When poor Francisco was pb 
his coffin, she flew round arid 
it, and at last perched uposM 
In vain they several times J 
her ; she still returned, a»ej*B 
sisted in accompanying the| 
procession to the place of 
During his interment she JMg 
an adjoining cypress, to watçj 
they laid the remains of merj 
and when the crowd had 
she forsook the spot no muftÿ 
to return to the cottage of »gjg 
for her accustomed food, 
lived, she came daily to perw 
sleep upon thef .turret of an as 
chapel, which looked upon b 
And here she lived, and here | 
about four months after me o 
her beloved master.—ïoung 
Weekly.
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