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let any one take it -town you. Hide it 
next your heart, and—and when you
are eiynteen, open “ —'---- “

HU voice tailed 
breast and 
thing from 
out a email, 
covered with

communion may be refused a newly- 
harried pair who infringed the ecclesias
tical Uws in wedding under the de
ceased wife’s sister act.

The Society of Friends in England 
has home mission tents, a gospel car, cir
culation library boxes, a summer school, 
a temperance union and various other 
modern means of spreading their faith 
and good work.

The first mission at Kobe, Japan, whs 
established by Rev. John L. Atkinson, 
who went front Iowa in 1873 as a mis
sionary and recently died at hie poet 
after an uninterrupted period of 36 
years’ work among the people of the far 
east.

A MEDICINE 
FOR SPRING

The doctor nodded.
“Well, here’s luck to you,” and he 

deed an imaginary glass. “I most be 
oing.”
He half rosf, then sank down again.

! Haag it all, if I haven’t 
and forgotten what I'd come 

for,” and he smote hU leg feebly, caus
ing a great cloud of dust to rise. “You 
ain’t got a drop of brandy—real brandy 
—Cognac, you know—not old Mac’s— 
have you, young uni”

Neville hesitated and glanced at him. 
“Oh, it ain't for me, don’t you mU- 

take!” said the doctor, as promptly as 
the heat and hU jelly-fish condition 
would permit. “Mae’s pdUon U good 

enough for me; I want it for the etran-
*e,The what!” asked Neville.

“What, ain’t you heard t” rejoined the 
doctor, stretching himself.

"I've not been down to the camp for 
the last three days.”

“Not You ain’t very sociable, young 
Well, last night, or yesterday even

ing, the Souffler” (the gentleman so 
called was one of the idle vagabonds of 
the camp, who was always ready for a 
fight or a drink, but showed a marked 
disinclination for anything in the shape 
of work) “the Souffler comes down to 
my diggin’e

him. He touched his 
signed to her to take 
Me pocket, and she drew 

flat package. It was 
pansement stained and 

creased, but securely sealed at each end.
“Take it,” he whispered. “Put it in the 

bosom of your dress and—and keey it 
there. Some day—-—”

His voice faltered and broke and his 
head fell back, but he seemed to indicate 
by a gesture that she was not to call 
out and she remained silent, holding him 

her sob-shaken little breast, 
she waited with her anguished 

eyes fixed upon him a man’s head ap
peared in the space between two of the 
boards which formed the side of the hut.

It was a long, unpleasant-looking 
tenance, rendered all the more unprepos
sessing by a slight cast in the left eye. 
It was not only 
villainous-looking

THE USURPER >e Not Dose With Purgatives— 
A Tonic is All People Need.1i Not exactly sick—but not feeling 

quite well. That’s the way most peo
ple feel in the spring. Easily tired, 
appetite variable, sometimes head
aches and a feeling of depression. Per
haps pimples or eruptions appear, or 
there may be twinges of rheumatism 

Any of these indicate 
is out of order; that 

the indoor life of winter has left its 
mark upon you and nmy easily develop 
into more serious trouble. Don’t dose 
yourself as many people foolishly do 
with purgatives in the hope that you can 
iut your blood right. Purgatives gal
op through the system and weaken in

stead of giving strength. What you 
in spring is a tonic medicine that 

will make new, rich blood, build up the 
weakened nerves, and thus give you new 
health and strength. Dr. Williams’ Pink 
Pills is the one medicine that 
this speedily, safely and surely. Every 
dose of this medicine makes new, rich, 
red blood, strengthens the appetite, 
clears the skin, and makes tired, de- 
1 'reused men and w 
ive and strong. Mr 

Oshawa, Ont., says: 
there is anything equal to Dr. Wil
liams’ Pink Pills as a cure for 
vousness, indigestion and a run down 
condition of the blood. For some 
I was a meat sufferer from these trou
bles. i tried 
nothing helped me until I began tak
ing Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills. Before 
talcing them I felt like an old 
but by the time I had taken four boxes 
my strength had returned, my appetite 
improved, my nerves were steady and 
I wee feeling a renewed man.”

If yon need a medicine this spring 
—end most people do—try Dr. Wil
liams’ Pink HU» and see how speedily 
they will make you feel a new 
person. Sold by all the medicine deal
ers or by mail at 50 cent» a box or aix 
boxes for $2AO from the Dr. Williams’ 
Medicine Co., Brockville, Ont.

real name or anything about him.
____ wire two or three women in the

camp, mostly old and battered, who eyed 
the young man curiously end admiringly, 
but not even the youngest and least ill- 
looking of them had ever received more 

a smile or a civil “Good morning”

CHAPTER I.
Neville Lynne leaned back on his,pick, 

and, wiping the perspire tien from hi» 
face, gated in a ruminative, not to eay 
melancholy, fashion across the plain.

It was not a particularly pleasant 
View; in fact. It waa as hideous as can 
be imagined, and would have given a 
scene in our own English black country 
points, and beaten it easily. Ear it was 
an Australian gold field; an arid, dusty 
plain, which would have basa ugly at 
any time; but wee rendered simply ap
palling by the dirt, confusion, squalor 
and poverty of a digger's camp.

The sun had been glaring down upon 
this cheerful prospect during the whole 
of what had seemed an endless day, and 

was now sinking In n bed of #*>, 
stoke up for the next day^e scorching. 
There were a few trees inthe valley, but 
apt a parched leaf of them moved. A 
fird or two flew listlessly across the 
Waste, but dropped with heavy wings on 
to the scorching rocks or the cracking 
tent poles. If they had dropped mto the 
tente themselves no man would have 
molested them, for every man was too 
tired, too dead beat and utterly ex
hausted even to knock down a bird.

A group of horses, whose bones stood 
nut under their akins like the lineh of a 
Gothic cathedral, stood sleepily in what 
remained of the river, and the only 
sounds that broke the natural stillness 
of this aggravating, soul-crushing heat 
were the click of a pick in some claim, 
the listless bark of a dog, and now and 
again a feeble shout from Sandy Mac- 
gregor’s grog tent, where some men were 
drowning care, and poisoning themselves 
with the liquid which Mr. Macgregor, 
with a facetiousness which was beyond 
all praise, called “whiskey.”

Lorn Hope Camp was very much down 
on its luck. There was gold in the 
ravine, everybody believed, or said he 
did, but for some weeks past no man had 
succeeded in finding it, and but for tho 
heat what remained of Lorn Hope Camp 
would have up sticks and departed for 
some other Hope less forlorn ; but the 
heat had burned up the energy, melted 
the purpose, sapped the perseverance of 
nearly all, and the men of Lorn Hope 
Camp still clung on, digging occasionally, 
sleeping often, quarrelling at times and 
drinking whiskey always.

Neville Lynne’s “claim” was at the end 
or the ravine, half an hour or more from 
the camp at which he gazed. A rough 
hut of planks and canvas stood at a 
tittle distance, and in this Neville and 
his partner and an old woman—so old 
that the “boys” had christened her Mrs. 
Meth, as short for Methuselah —had 
lived. “Had,” for the evening before 
Neville’s partner, disgusted by the run 

,/tn bad luck, had cleared out and de- 
z parted.

Why Neville Lynee had not gone, too, 
he could not have told. Hie belief in the 
presence of this hidden gold was certainly 
no stronger than that of the other dig
gers, and as certainly he had not grown 
to love the hideous, sandy, dusty, 
stricken plain ; but something, some feel
ing he could not have defined if his life 
had depended upon his doing so, had 
made him reluctant to leave the Lorn 
Hope, and there he stood, penniless, soli
tary and most utterly bored, on the edge 
of his barren claim, with the last rays 
of the sun spitefully smiting him on the 
head, and the flies buzzing round his

against
While For 70 years a town 

carried on at Yarmouth, Eng., at e ceft 
of about *600 a year, «average of 600 
meetings annually being held, add' the 
expense including not only the missio*- 
ary’s salary, but lighting, heating arid 
repaire.

The Mexican tour of Bishop Berry and 
Dr. H K. Carroll ended at Mexico City, 
where wee held the twenty-fourth an
nual conference of the Methodist Episco
pal Church of that country, this year’s 
gathering being the largest of any ever 
held there. v

neuralgia, 
t the blood

or
that

from him.
i young on’s as foil of pride aa 

Mac’s whiskey is of fusel oil,” remarked 
the wit of the camp; 'that’s* what’s the 
matter with him. Shouldn’t be surprised 
if he was a young dock in disguise. Some 
of these days he’ll skip around 
coronet on his head and then flop up to 

That is, if some of the boys 
of his pride and bore

but a 
and the expres-

and

aion of eagerness and craft in the eyes 
as they glared watchfully at the dying 
man and the girl would have provided 
a very nice model for a painter who 
wished to paint—say, Junes just before 
the act of treachery. And it would have 

a very low type of Judas at that.
“Are—are you there still, Sylf” asked 

the dying man. “Have you hidden the 
packetT Remember—hide it! keep itl 
guard it! It is the secret of your life, 
Syl—the secret of your 
old are you, Sylf”

lips former “fifteen.”
“Three years, then!” he murmured, 

my dear, my dear, if I could only 
stay with you. All alone in the world. 
All alone! and such a child. But God’s
will----- ” He stopped, his face working,
hie eyes fixed on her with jntying love 
and tenderness. “Good-by, Syl, good—”

The doctor came In with a hand of 
greasy cards in his claws at her cry, 
and the unoouth dust-stained figure of 
the Souffler stood at the hut door.

“All over. Doc!” he asked.
The doctor nodded with a gravity 

which would not have discredited his 
flourishing profeseioal days.

“All over, Souffler,’’ he said. “Fetch 
one of the women; the child’s fainted.”

The Scuffler turned, and. in turning, 
nearly stumbled over a third person; 
it was the owner of the face which had 
been thrust between the boards.

“Hullo, Lavarick,” he said. “Ia that 
you! Out o' the way.”

“What’s on, Scuffler !” asked the in
dividual addressed. “I’ve only just corns 
up. Anybody bad.”

“Yes, bad and worse!” retorted the 
Scuffler, with a chuckle of surprise at 
his own wit.

“Dear me,” said Lavarick. "I’ll go in 
and see if I can be of any assistance.”

And softly rubbing his hands together, 
he entered the hut. , ,

(To he continued.)

with a

don’t gat too 
a hole him.”

many, doubtless, would 
have liked to have perforated the young 
■is, no one had yet attempted it; the 
reflection that he was a very quick hand 
at the perforating process himself de
terred the desperadoes.

The son sank at last, and Neville, as if 
he had been waiting for its disappearance, 
dropped into the hole and resumed work. 
But there waa not much heart la hie 
strokes, and he seized the appearance of 
a solitary figure coming slowly across 
the plain toward him as an excuse for 
stopping again, and, once more leaning 
upon his pick, waited and gazed.

The man came up with a lagging gait 
and threw himself down on the edge of 
the hole. He was inexpensively attired 
in a pair of trousers made out of meal 
sacks, a shirt frayed and torn and rather 
blacker than a tinker’s boots, which no 
•elf-respecting tramp in England or 
America would have deigned to pick up. 
and a chimney-pot hat so battered and 
.napless ana i.vmi.vss ns to convey tne 
idea that the man who would wear it 
could only have insanity as an 
for doing so.

He was the doctor of Lorn Hope—there 
is always a doctor, a barrister, not 
frequently a baronet and occasionally a 
clergyman in a diggers’ camp—and he, 
too, like Neville, was nameless, answer- 

to the abbreviated cognomen

through
though

In Scotland involve^«Theand says he’s, got 
as wanted me, wanted 
thought at first the Scuffler had been 
on one of his sprees and was a bit wan
dering, but he took his oath that he 
hadn't had more than half a pint of 
whiskey the whole blessed day, and I 
went along with him. And it was gos
pel truth, for there was a new chum 
lying there a-handlng in hie cheeks as 
fast as he could. Scuffler said he’d found
him «ml the gal----- ”

“What girl!" asked Neville.
“Didn’t I say aa there was a child!” 

said the doctor. "Well, there waa, a bit 
of a girl, like a young colt. And—where 
am I now! Oh, ah, yea, the Scuffler 

gent—for he’» a real gent, 
I’ve forgotten in this God- 
how to tell a gentleman—

n docomplyBut $10,000,000
of which

ëüsttsïSS&r?
mu

of
litlte

life! How—how than *1,800,000, the rest going 
the 1,100 congregation» that adhere 
the Union.

The First Methodist Episcopal Church 
South, which has jnrt dedicated a new 
*126,000 building at Fort Worth, Tex., 
has the distinction of having raised the 
largest single day’s collection ever taken 
in the southwest, *47,000 having been 
given at once toward the building.

For 40 yea*

about flee rafles from Nottingham, Eng
land. and in that time has tolled the 
deatnkneil for three sovereigns—George 
IV, William IV. and Qneen Vletoriar- 
besides assisting 
baptism» and 1,000 funerals.

tobright,
. Harry Huggins, 

“I don’t think

ac te
Herh

"Ah.

several remedies, but
EUjahlindlay h

found the old 
young un, or 
forsaken hole 
lying in the road, and Scuffler, doing the 
good Samaritan, helped him into hi» 
shanty, and not having any oil or a 
penny to bless himself with, does the 
next best thing he could, and went for Usee for Austrian Recruits,

Like the . ...
heir to the throne has a frugal 
and, it has been malbuoneiy 
pared, sees great chance» to exer
cise this virtue at the expense of the 
poor recruits.

Scores of these who come 
country are drafted oft to the arch- 
ducal estate end do their military 
service there, much of it consisting 
in gamekeepers’ duties in the Arch 
duke’s pheasant preaeryee. The re
cruits are also

me."
John Gilpin, the 

‘ mind 
whift-

Who ia he?” asked Neville, not cal
lously, but with that lack of keen inter
est which becomes natural to a man who 
has spent many months in a digger’s 
camp, especially when tha camp hap- 
tpens to be one like the Lorn Hope, in 
which sickness and death are always 
present or very near.

The doctor carefully stopped his pipe, 
using his begrimed finger as the stopper, 
and shook his head.

•Not knowing, can’t eejy. Visitors to 
the Lorn Hope don’t, a» a rule, bring 
letters of recommendation with 'em, or 
call around dropping visiting cards, and 
the stranger ain’t no exception. But he’s 
a gent, I'll swear, and it occurred to 
that you, being also a gent, might feel 
inclined to part with a drop of the real 

stuff—that is, if you’d got
“There is no resisting such a conlpli- 

ment as that, Doc,” said Neville. “I 
think there is a little Cognac left; if so; 
you are welcome to it.”

He put his strong band on one side 
of the pit, and leaping lighUy to the top, 
went toward the hut. The doctor fol- 
liwed him and stood leaning against the 
apology for a door, while Neville un- 
locked a strong box. and, alter eome 
Rummaging abdtit, found à bottle con
taining a Btüall quantity of brandy.

"There you are," he said, toesing it to 
the doctor who caught it as dexterously 
•* he had caught the tobaeco pouch. 
“Is there anything else I can do, Doc.!”

“No, not as I knows on, and I’m think
ing no one else can do anything.” Then 
hiding the bottle under his tattered 

•shirt, he patted it meaningly.
“Don’t you be afraid I’m «mi we. 

young un, anà Pve been tetiing yc«a v... 
gospel truth. Every drop the stranger 
don’t drink I’ll hand back,” and confirm
ing the asertion with an emphatic digger 
oath, he shuffled off.

It took him some time, notwithstand
ing the distance was so short, to reach 
the camp, and, passing right through it, 
he stopped at a shanty rather more 
ruinous and tumble-down than the rest, 
and after a knock by way of announce
ment, pushed aside the tatered canvas 
that served as a door-and entered.

A man was lying upon three upturned 
empty boxes covered' with sacks, and as 
the doctor had said, he was dying. The 
doctor had called him old, but though 
the man’s hair was grey, almost white, 
and his face thin and wasted, he was 
this side of fifty. There was that unmis
takable look of refinement about the 
face which denotes the gentleman; the 
hands clutching the ragged blanket were 
thin and small and well-shaped. Beside 
him knelt a young girl, a thin slip of a 
child, with great grey eyse and a wealth 
of dark hair that swept over her pale 
little face. She was not crying, but there 
was a world of mute anguish in the big 
grey eyes as she turned them from the 
dying man’s face to the whiskey-sodden 
one of the doctor.

excuse

un

til*
ing always 
of “Doc.”

“Well, young un,” he said, mopping hie 
face, seamed and hollowed by a long 
and uninterrupted course of camp whis
key. ‘Still bangin’ on?”

“Still hanging on, Doc,” said Neville, 
with as cheerful a nod as could be ex
pected under the circumstances.

The doctor stared at the handsome- 
sun-browned face with its short, crisp 
hair looking almost yellow against the 
darkened skin and the clear blue eyes 
that met him squarely, and then let his 

blinking, undecided ones drop mto

General Church 
Notes mente in the parka and grounds axe 

being made. According to one story 
squads of them are marched about 
and made to do duty as dummy tree* 
while Che heir to Vie throne stands 
at a distance and 
to where a clump of 
look best.

The soldiers, being merely 
object all the more beoan 
are no extra rations for tl 
of duty. They have gêner _ 
shift for themselves and their miser
able pay only procures them food- 
far poorer than that which they weald 
get In barracks, although that I» not 
very sumptuous.—From the Lady» 
Realm. " \

«>»**♦♦♦»»*♦♦♦
For 60 years Bishop George Moule and 

his wife have been working together in 
China.

DRUGGING CHILDREN
A SOURCE OF DANGERit.”old

Henry of Battenberg has-giv
en the Battenberg Chapel in the Isle of 

a sculptured figure in stone of 
portrayed with uplifted hand as 

if bestowing a blessing.
The Bishop of Chichester, England, who 

has just been consecrated, is the ninety- 
fifth incumbent of the see.

PrencessWhen you give your child a so-call
ed “soothing” 
ing it» aid

own 
the pit.

“Seems as if there weren’t any^ 
luck for this yere camp, don’t it!”

“Yea, it seems so,” assented Neville, 
listlessly, as he took ont his pipe.

The doctor’s eyes glistened.
"Ain’t got any 'baca to spare, I sup

pose!” he remarked. . ,
“Oh, yes,” said Neville, and he tossed

The doctor caught it with eager, shak
ing hands, crammed a blackened briar as 
full as it would hold, hid another pipe
ful in the palm of his hand with eharm- 
ing dexterity, and tossed the pouch— 
with just half a pipeful remaining—back

Imedicine you are n<* cur- 
kneee. You are merely 

drugging it into temporary insensibil
ity. Soothing medicines contain opi
ates and an overdose may kill the 
ehlld- When you give your littte one 
Baby’s Own Tablets you have the 

of a government analyst 
medicine is safe. And you 

have the word of thousands of grate
ful mothers that this medicine will 
promptly cure all the minor 
ai childhood. Mrs, L. W. Smirt, St. 
Giles, Que., says': “I have used Baby’s 
Own Tablets for my little girl for con
stipation and other troubles and have 
found them the best medicine I have 
«Vet used.” Sold by medicine dealers 
or by mail at 25 cents a box from The 
Dr. William»’ Medicine Co., Brockville,

Wight
Christ kindmore

to

The Baptists of Atlanta are planning 
an April campaign on the lines of the 
great revival now going on in Philsdel-

nuarentee 
that tins

phis. TO CURE A COLD IN ONE 0ÂYailments Gypsy Smith, the evangelist, who made 
such a successful tour of this country, 
has broken down, and will be forced to 
take a long rest.

The oldest parish priest in France is 
M. Gadenne, of Roches, who, although 
102 years old, is In full possession of all 
his faculties.

lake LAXATIVE 3HOMO
*.MU to

W. OROVE’B su-tare is eq eato torn Ma

Women’s Rights In Brazil.
“The cures of Brasil lies in the greet 

illiteracy of its men and women.’ de
clared Edward B. Norris, _
m... who has been many yean a reef- 
dent of Rio Janeiro.

“According to the official 
figures the" illiteracy is eighty 
Certainly a country where only 
in five can read and write and only-one 
woman in twenty, has cause to Mirth at 
the ignorance of it» people. A country 
of enormous size, yet with a population 
of only 16,000,000, Brazil ia sadly handi
capped by lack of modern enterprise and 
an enlightened citizenship. One of the 

encouraging features of the 
try is the low esteem In which w 
is held. A great many Brazilian girt» 
marry by the time they are twelve 
years old and are grandmother» long be
fore they are thirty. Woman is re
garded as a chattel, and in many a 
household of the republic never open» 
her mouth except at the bidding of her 
huebend.”—Baltimore American.

sto its owner.
“Partner’s cleared out, am t ne 7
Neville nodded ss he lit his pipe-
“Tired out at last, eh! Ah, well, I m 

not surprised. Why on earth the rest of 
the boys don’t up sticks and out it, l 
can’t make out. Appears to me Lorn 
Hope is clean played out. Why dont 
you go, young un?” .

Neville Lynne leaned against the 
of the pit and looked absently across the 
plain.

“I don’t know,” he replied at last. l 
suppose I shall presently.”

• That's what most of ’em says, re- 
marked the doctor, squatting on his 
haunches and puffing away with pro
found and sleepy satisfaction in the 

“Seems to me

i

Hie Year Book of the Church of Eng
land shows that during 1907 the turn of 
$37,500,000 was given by churchmen for 

^general parochial business.
The London County Council has order

ed the cl 
longing

ears.
There were two reasons why Neville 

Lynne's claim was at a distance from the 
camp. The first was because he believed 
in the upper part of the ravine; the sec
ond, because he was different from the 
rest of the men who composed Lorn 
Hone.

To put It shortly, the young fellow 
■—lie was very young, younger than he 
looked, a mere lad just under twenty— 
was a gentleman, and the rest of the 
camp were not.

Now, the one gentleman in a society 
of blacklegs, lags, roughs and ruffians is 
always regarded by them with a certain 
amount of envy, malice and uncharitable
ness. It is very painful and disadvan
tageous to be the only honest and well- 
bred man in a party, whether it is a 
picnic party or a party of gold diggers, 
and it was very much to the relief of the 
majority that Neville pitched his tent a 
mile and a half from the main body.

And yet, though they regarded him 
with a groundless dislike, and a not alto
gether groundless envy, they respected 
him. There was not a reckless, desper
ate, dare-devitfamong them who possessed 
more pluck than the young ’un, as he 
was called. He was. in their expressive 
language, “all grit,*’ and they knew that 
he was as ready with his revolver and 
his fists as any of them, and though 
slow at be«rivmin<? a fight, was slower 
•till at leaving off.

his first joining the camp Bully 
regular desperado—had 

“gone for him*’ with the altogether un
looked for result of laying the bully on 
his back for rather more than a fort
night, and since then the young ’un had 
been severely let alone. There were 
some, the best of the crew, who would 
have been friendly with the lad who had 
go effectively shown that he *0uld hold 
his own, but oil and vinegar will not mix 
easily, and though Neville Lynne was 
civil and courteous to all, he was not 
“sociable.”

Even with his partner, thé least dis
honest man in the camp, Neville had been 
reserved and reticent, and the man had 
worked with him, slept _n the hut beside 
him. shared his meals and hopes and 
disappointments, without learning his then----- ”

Ont

Where I Come In.
My little bay has learned a lot since 

first he started off to school;
Much that Ï long ago forgot he ha* but 

lately learned by rule;
I once knew how to parse, but now the 

knack somehow is gone from me;
He fairly chews xthe grammar up; he 

knows the whole thing to a T; 
Sometimes he is inclined, I fear, to look 

me with disdain,

side of 79 voluntary schools be- 
j Church of England be

cause the buildings are not fit for use.
Special mission sermon* are being 

preached regularly by Rev. Thomas Lord, 
of Lincolnshire, England, who in a few 
weeks will pass the century mark.

Near Coal City, Ind., stands Salem 
Church, which was built of logs 
1840, and, although abandoned now aa a 
church, is still in habitable condition.

osing o 
to the

But I still come in handy here—I earn 
the pleasures that we gain.

back ineleemosynary tobacco, 
there won’t be many of us left to go, 
if we don’t look sharp about it. Two 

waiting for the undertaker this 
morning—sunstroke; and there’s three 
lying low7 besides. Guess we’d better 
wait and bury ’em all together ; it's a 
saving of time, though time don’t appear 
to be money in this yere camp now.”

The doctor was not an America^—no 
knew exactly what country could 

rightly claim the honor of his birth ; but 
he had been in the California gold fields 
and had caught the tone of that country 
and half a dozen others as well.

follows other ill-

Preparations are being made in Phila
delphia for the observance of the twen
ty-fifth anniversary on May 6 and 7 of 
the founding of the American McCall 
Mission.

I cannot name the boundaries of Burma 
or Beloochnstan ;

He does it with the greatest ease, and 
proudly shows me that he can;

He works out problems that I shun, al
though 1 could have solved them 
once;

Sometimes I more than half suspect that 
he regards me as a dunce;

Perhaps I might go back and learn if I 
had fewer daily cares,

But, after all, ’tis I that earn the food 
he eate, the clothes he • wears.

Rev. Thomas Spurgeon, the former pas
tor of the great Metropolitan Tabernacle 
in London, is still at Meran, Austria, 
trying to regain his health, but with lit
tle success.

The Collegiate Church of the Covenant, 
in New York, a congregation formed by 
the union of three Baptist churches, is 
now a reality, as the papers have all 
been signed.

The unrest in China is such that the 
Sisters of St. Vincent de Paul, in charge 
of* the orphanage near Hazeh, have been 
forced to take refuge at Shanghai for 
the present.

Applications for tickets for the Eu
charistic Congress, tp be held in London 
the coming summer, are already running 
into the second thousand and are coming 
from all over the world.

The Foreign Mission Board of the Re
formed Dutch Church plans to spend 
$124,000 this year and increase the 
amount annually by $30,000. so that in 
ten years the sum will reach $424,000.

Since the death of Cardinal Richard, 
the distinction of being the oldest mem
ber of the French Episcopate has fallen 
to Monsignor Monnier, Titular Bishop 
of Lydda, who became a priest in 1843.

The recent rojral memorial service at 
St. Paul’s Cathedral, in London, was 
based on the “Dirge” in Queen Eliza
beth’s primer of 1559, solemnly used in 
that year in the same place for Henry 
II. or France.

Giving Him e Pointer.
“Naggusl” said Boras, ‘you've seen 

that story of mine that's running through 
of the magazines. How would you 

advise me to wind it up? I want to 
give it a happy ending.”

“Put all the characters in the etorv,” 
answered Naggue, “aboard an excursion 
steamer for a moonlight ride. Send the 
boat out to the middle of the lake-----*

“Yes!”
“And blow it up.”

f
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“Sickness always 
luck,” said Neville.

“Not much sickness about you young 
un,” remarked the doctor, eyeing the 
t»rn but well-knit frame approvingly.

“No I’m all right enough/’ asst vied 
Neville “I trouble the baker more than 
your profession. Doc.”

“Kind of a teetotaller, ain’t you?” 
said the doctor. “Don’t see you often 
at the poison shop.” *

Neville, smiled absently.
“No, but I’m not a teetotaller/' he 

said.
The doctor smoked on in silence for a 

minute or so, then, without any move
ment, remarked:

“Well, I must be going. And so you 
to stick on here, then?”

“For the present—yes,” said Neville.
“It ain’t no good. There’s nothiig at 

the bottom of that, young un.”
“I don’t think there is,” assented Nev

ille, looking down at the hole. “I shall 
stick to it for—say two days longer, and

My little boy is learning fast, while I 
forget, year after year;

The records of the. misty past, to me eo 
vague, to him are clear;

He writes a better hand than I, his 
letters are more plainly made ;

He spells words that I cannot spell with
out the dictionary’s aid;

He is inclined sometimes, I fear, to think 
my boyhood was misspent,

But I still come in handy here: I foot 
the rent.

“Hullo, here we are again!” remarked 
Shat gentleman, with a ghastly at
tempt at cheerfulness. “And how are 
we getting on now? Is there such a 
thing as a glass about? Ah, no, the 
Scuffler don’t go in for such luxuries.” 
He held the bottle to the man’s lips and 
a few drops passed them. “That’s better. 
Now, missie, just raise your father— 
he is your 
which?”

“Father,” said the girl.
As if her voice were more effectual 

than the spirit in rousing him, the dy
ing man raised his head and looked from 
one to the other. Then he made 
tion which the doctor accepted ab 
of dismissal.

“Want to be alone a bit, eh?” he said. 
“All right. You give me a call if you 
want me . i’ll go and take a hand at 
beggar-my-neighbor with the Scuffler. 
Just call out ‘Doc,’ missie, and I’m with 
you in a crick.”

The dying man waited until the canvas 
curtain had flapped to upon the doctor’s 
back, then he signed to the girl to come 
nearer. She laid her head upon the pil
low, a sack stuffcck with grass, and 
wound her arm round his neck.

going to leave you, Syl,” he said, 
feebly. “My poor chi. 
child! It is hard. But God’s wtiti be 
done. Don’t cry, byi. 
cry, for—for when 1 think of you all 
alone in the world, without even me to 
help and protect y . 
long -sigh, and the tears filled his eyes. 
“But listen, Syl. 1 a... g. to g. ,i 
something. It is somethin? very 
cious, and I want you to guard it as if 
it were your verv l:f - / . it

< in
Swanger— a

Certainly Was Bad.
“Confound it!” growled Mr. Stubb as 

they started off to the theatre.
“What is the trouble now?” queried 

Mrs. Stubb, buttoning on her gloves^
“Why, I have broken my cigar 

that too bad?”
“Well, I should say so. It is too bad 

to smoke in 
away, John.”

And Mr. Stubb never said 
word the entire evening.

father, or grandfather,
the bills anpay

. Isn’tOn the Road.
“In order to achieve success,” remark

ed the sage of Sagevillo, “it behooves 
a young man to be at his desk early and 
late.”

“That’s me,” rejoined the office boy. 
“Sometimes I'm there early, but more 
often I'm late.”

my company. Throw ita mo- 
a signmean

another

Rural Philosophy.
“A crow,” said the farmer, reaching 

for his gun, “is a good deal like an Injun. 
Sometimes you can make him good by 
giving him a little trinket.”

Thereupon he drew a bead on the bird 
and gave it a present of small shot be
sides.

m

(i❖ 8 One of the landmarks of New York, 
St. Mary’s Episcopal Church, built in 
1825, lias been closed, and the first free 
church in America will give way to a 
fine large structure to be ready for use 
in September. ")

The formation of a choir of 200 for 
the new Cathedral of St. John the 
Divine, in New York, has been started, 
though it will not be required until the 
crossing is completed, which is likely to 
be* two years off.

Ccrisamption is less deadly than it used to be.
Certain relief and usually complete recovery 

will result from the following treatment:
Hcpe, rest, fessh air, and—Scoff’s 

Emzrfsion.
ALL DRUGGISTS ; BOo. AND «61.CO.

■4 Floored.
“You say there’s no such thing as 

matter ? Then there is no such thing 
as a g.ia meter. Yet you are paying out 
your good money for 8,000 feet of gee 
registered by a machine that doesn't 
exist.”

“Certainly ; there is no such thing oe 
money.”

'The English Court of Arches will Never be doing nothing.—Sir Walter 
shortly be called on to decide whether Scott.

“I'm
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