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" Tz‘nTeu Me About the Master

Tla,:lne about the Master,
e dg Weary and worn to-night ;

Ap o lies behind mein shadow,
Liﬁhg only the evening is light—
. ith a radiant glory
Bllt At lingers about the West;

An“&y heart is aweary, aweary,

I long like a child for rest.
Ofme about the Master—
Wh the hills he in loneliness trod, .
en the tears and the blood of his anguish

Topped down on Judea's sod ;
For to me ]ifg’s lwem'y milestones

el

Tell me about the Master—
Of the wrongs he freely forgave,
f his mercy and tender
compagsion,
Of his love that was
mighty to save;
my heart is aweary,
aweary,
Of the woes and tempta-
of tions of life, .
the error that stalks in
the noonday,
Of falsehood and malice
and strife.

For

Vet T know that whatever
0 of sorrow,
L pain, or temptations
Th b.efall,
€ infinite Master has
Sllﬁ'ered,
Axfd knoweth and pit-
So leth all ;
tell me the sweet old
Etory' :
Th*}t fallsoneach wound
Andhke a balm,
the heart that was
Gro brulse_d and broken
Ws patient and strong
and calm,
—The Advance.

THE STORY OF A
SUPPER.

B
Y MARJORIE S. HENRY.

DON’T  believe they
thema whole suit between
eithe~nor a whole home
e r, for that matter, if
&mﬂcarqs to go into the
QOrriy' history of three in-
x~e1gl‘ble little  Arabs,
by n:)’ and Jim and Flute
Rear me.  But they have
er: tucked away some-
innag I doubted it some-
o dem_‘myself until this in-
fely happened ; then I
f°\lnds T used to do when I
the hilla glade up among
Pokeg > 2hd scraped and
ungiy t.hwmh my penknife
big of © gray crust crumbled away and &
The the glistening garnet peepe out.

T :
tygy, OT€ Jewels and jewels under the

have

L g
Y gld not know this story until long after
hay PPened, or, perhaps it might never
boy digon & story, after all, for the good
AN d not get rewarded, as good boys al-
;Phere ) n story-books, but ate his poor—
hy teliiné must begin at the right end of
{,he I:ir:-were tickets to be given out at
s asmn rooms for a supper, and big
came.nd little boys, poor and hungrys
 anxious crowds to obtain the cov-
thep, " of pasteboard that meant to
%‘%d’n:) T once, the full satisfaction of a
! Ute ¢, eal. Greasy and Jim came too,
Nighy ouldn’t come, for he worked late that
Y .. 20d knew nothing about the orange-

ti :
?reasyc,ket that sent such a glow into
l‘u(zel‘a r eta. rt as he walked down the
) e
No. qivr .
7O 8ir 1® apgwered Jim, with a grid
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isfaction at his own good fortune.
?‘fT;f;'?re done givin’ ‘em ’out to-night, ful,l,
up, seats taken. Old Flute's out this time.
B say, Jim 17 returned Greasy ; | if
that’s so, you and me played a mean trick.
Why didn’t you speak for Flute when you

n ]
gOE‘);%lll;O(Kdn’t you?” retorted Jim, turn-
ing an extravagant hand-spring o the
flagstone pavement. ld‘;)We‘ re all right,
w. Come on, old boy: ]
ang}}:(e)asy tried to forget. All night he
hugged the pasteboard tight, and woke
once from a troubled dream muttering,

¢« Tain’t yours N
e

at all, Flute ; it’s mine.”
He tried to forget the next day when
went to duty down at the glass-works, but

somehow Flute’s hungry little face came
between him and the chips of glass he

S SE———

ticket was a mistake ; it was made oub i_n
my name, and 17”_-a bit of a tremble in his
tone, but only for a minute—* I allers has
a square meal enongh. There’s another
feller oughter to have this; he’s pretty

oor."”

Without further questions Greasy’s
ticket was made out in Flute's name. The
lady, satisfied that the *‘mistake ” had been
satisfactorily rectified, and with a smile for
the boy’s honest statement, turned to
other work.

Greasy went out to meet Flute down by
the old mill.

«By the way.”
ticket fur the supper.
get yer one, but [ did.”

Flute's eager grasp of the ticket spoke
volumes.

said he, ‘‘there’s your
Jim said I couldn’t

THE THREE LITTLE ARABS.

gorted, and shone out ht;zggtax('id :Elt}falég-
i every reflecte e.
seeching L d ang wiped away & big

Ouce he pause
ear that glisten

qmy face.
guI]::])\INas late when he was through that

) e o
pight, and quick an f%}st'hls feet t‘iewxzr :
the streets B0 the mission 11‘0011115;1 gi\"c;l

lady sat who ha
able where the lac ‘ a o
. t the tickets the night before, he stopped-
o ssis!” Then Le held his
S dgave ight squeeze o the
breath and gave one tight &1 ho
orange ticket For a moment lwciore sh
o > st punoont Aty
o] he’tl?ughsteg:c":]l ]lu Ilm»k up at ham
lute's face SeCICt ol hi
b;:zeF;nore ¢« Tainb NO use,” be muttered.
o .

¢ Say, missis !’ 1 as sho
« No, little hoy,” the lady said o
' i b .
turned, misundcrst:mdmg_ his pl;r}riven

< T'm sorry, but all the tickets aré g

then from Greasy’s heart,

ed white and pure on the

out.” N o
All hope weut f

i -oice went on :

the rough litthe voice wen L,
bu‘t‘ It: ain’t% that way, missis This ’ere

myself ter-day ; I'm
to take dinner somewhere else.”

«] ain't a-goin’

And Flute never questioned where
Greasy's < gomewhere else” was, but ate
his supper ab the mission rooms with satis-
fied delight. . .,

Greasy took his ““somewhere else’
down on an old wharf by the river with his
foet dangling over the edge, and his sup-
per was just one cold potato and a bit of a

half-stale bun.
W
MA-IN-GON.

BY FRED. G. STEVENS.

Tre first time 1 saw Ma-in-gon was at a
Jumber camp on the river Pickerel. He
was a large yellow dog, and was one of a
tpain that a man up there used to travel
with,  When I saw him he looked 50
fieree “hat L was afraid to go near him.

When he was little an Indian o\vqed
him and he gave him his name, which

-

means wolf. He had long, straight hair,
sharp ears, and long, sharp teeth like a
wolf. When he was angry he would show
his teeth, and when he bit his teeth came
together with a click, just like a spring
trap.

Soon after that I bought him and then
we became better friends. I found him to
be so faithful that I liked him very much
indeed. One time I went to a place where
he had lived before, and when he got loose
he went to his old home and lay on the
front steps. One day 1 wanted to duive
him and so went after him. T did not
want to whip him for going, so 1 shut him
up in a stable and talked to him. T =aid
«“Now, Ma-in-gon, I don’t want to whip
you ; but if you ever go there again I shall
give you a good whipping.”

Theu after a few hours
I let him out and went
away and watched L.
He went and stood on «
high rock and snifled the
air and looked wistinily
and long at his old home.
Then he heaved a si¢h
which was plainly and:bic
and came and lay diowvi
at my feet. He lovhed
so sad and hearthihen
that T was very sorry ior

him, He never wont

there again.  Was he not
o . '

good and obedient? oW

many boys are as goodt !

One day in the spr
poor Ma-in-gon was b vy
killed. We were ol
drive and a man v

old dog in the ti
glide to have him
through. As he wis o

ing down the poor fel!
foot caught in a crivc
the bottom of the
and he could gono furier.
The men rushed to
rescue, but we forgot
that was
through.
down and we all th:
that it would stril:
kill the poor dog; i .nit
passed quite elose and ey
took off ome claw. Wa
got him out, and 1 was
veory glad he was aliv..
Ma-in-gon had # sute
called Major, and iy
two spent the swer
on a tumber drive. 'ihey
became quite expert

HIb

Cloer
=

riding logs. At

they slept outside tix i+
where the friend wlhi kept
them lay. They alwus

lay just as near a Lhey
could to the place « v

his head was. Two o= ve
times during the night Ma-in-gon vwe 0
into the tent, followed by Major, aow 0

where their friend lay. If his face <8

covered Ma-in-gon would gently dran sy
the blanket with his paw and then coand
and look into his face. Then they soald
go outside, and lying down they vwould

thump on the ground with their tails for
very joy because their friend was safe.

When the man went to town the dous
accompanied him, and they always watched
over him when he slept in the woods. He
said that he always felt safe when they
were with him. After that 1 bad him with
me in town. The dogs were fed on bread,
but peor Ma-in-gon would not eat bread,
but would gather up all sorts of old bounes
and try to eat them. I would get my hat
and talke some money and say, ¢ Come, old
fellow, let us get some meat.” He would
just bound for joy and follow me to the
butcher's shop. When I got the meat I
would give it to him and e would carry it
up to the shop and there cat it.



