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A Word
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Once a little girl 1 know,
Said a little word ;

Whispered it so very low 
Just one person hoard.

And that person told it o'er,
Just to one or two,

Adding to it one word more,
As so many do !

And at once the two that heard 
Told it in a crowd ;

Each one adding one more word, 
Told it quite aloud !

Straightway every one that heard 
Shouted loud and clear,

-Till the hapless little word 
Floated far and Dear.

Then the maiden raised her head : 
She was very glad

That the little thing she said 
Wasn’t something bad !

The Stone that Rebounded.
« 0 boys, boys, don’t throw stones 

at that poor cat-bird,” said an old grey
headed man.

“ Why, sir,” said a little fellow, 
» ghe makes such a squalling that we 
can't bear her.”

“ Yes, but she uses such a voice as 
God gave her. and it is probably as 
pleasant to her friends as yours is to 
those who love you. Then ttiht hoarse, 
flat voice is not her only song. Early 
in the morning, on some bright day, 
you will hear her in some high tree, 
pouring out notes that are quite delight
ful. She is a species of mocking-bird, 
and often fills the air far and near 
with her varied and sweet melody. 
And besides, I have another reason 
why I don't want to have you stone 
her, I am afraid the stone will rebound, 
and hurt you as long as you live 1 ”

“Rebound I We don’t understand 
you, sir 1 ”

“ Well, come, and I will tell you a 
story ! ”

A Tonic
For Brain Workers, the Weak 

and Debilitated.

Horsford’s Acid Phosphate
is, without exception, the Best 
Remedy for relieving Mental 
and Nervous Exhaustion ; and 
where the system has become 
debilitated by disease, it acts 
as a general tonic and vital
ize^ affording sustenance to 
both brain and body.

Dp. E. Cornell Esten, Philadelphia, 
Pa., says : “ I have met with the greatest
and most satisfactory results in dyspepsia 
and general derangement of the cerebral 
and nervous systems, causing debility and 
exhaustion."
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Descriptive pamphlet free.
Kumford Chemical Works, Providence,B.I.

Beware of Substitutes and Imitations.

CANADIAN CHURCHMAN.

Health Built Up
“ I had a very had cold which nettled on my 

long*. I was under doctor’s care and was not 
aide to get out ol 
the house for eight 
weeks. I did not gain 
strength very fast and 
oilier remedies failing 
to help me or improve 
my ease, I w as induced 
to try Hood’s Sarsapa
rilla. I have taken 
several bottles and my 

, health is improved 
very much. Since I 
have taken Hood’s 
Sarsaparilla I feci
very much ntrongor
past. I have recoin-

Mr. Joseph Neiley 
than for a long time
mended Hood's Sarsaparilla to others, for it 
truly lias been of great hem-fit to me.” Joseph 
Neiley, North Kingston, Nova Scotia.

Hood’sfa/> Cures
Hood’s Pill.3 a mild cathartic. 25c.

deep a wound upon my memory ! How 
deep upon my conscience ! Why, my 
dear boys, I would make great sacri
fices to-day if I could undo that one 
deed ! For fifty years I have carried 
it in my memory, and though I have 
never spoken of it before, yet, if it 
shall prevent you from throwing a 
stone at the poor cat-bird, that may 
rebound and make a wound in your 
conscience that will not be healed in 
all your life, I shall rejoice !”

The boys thanked the aged man, 
dropped their stones, and the cat bird 
had no more trouble from them.

The Parcel Post-
Pat and Nancy cannot play in the 

garden, for it is raining fast, so they 
are having a game of Parcel Post in 
the nursery.

They have taken two chairs to make 
a van ; Nancy is the horse and Pat the

BOOK AGENTS WANTED — *100. A MONTH
for the grandest and fastest selling new book ever published,

Our Journey " ‘ l World
HV REV. FR ANCIS K. CLARK. President of the United 
Soviet 1/ or' Christian Endeavor 2-iO beautiful engravings, 
steel-plates, etc CT The King of nil subscription bools. 
It sells at sight in every home. C /'The beet chance ever offered 
to ogente. One sold 2IM> in his own township; another, a 
lady 5H in one Endeavor Society; another. 1 KÎ8 in 15 days. 
5000 men and women agents wanted for Fall work. 
qur IkUtance no hindrance, for We Pay Freight .Give 
Credit Premium Conies. Free Outfit, Extra Terms, and Ex
clusive Territory. Write at once for Circulars to

A. D. WORTHINGTON A CO., Hartford, Conn.

“ We sball^like that, sir. Is it a 
true story ? ”

“ Yes ; every word is true. Fifty 
years ago I was a boy like you. I 
used to throw stones, and as I had no 
other boy very near me, I threw them 
till 1 became quite accurate. One day 
I went to work for an old man by the 
name of Hamilton. They seemed 
very old people ; then they were very 
kind to everything and everybody. 
Nobody had so many swallows making 
their nests under the roof of the barn. 
Nobody had so many martin-birds in 
their red box at the end of their little 
red house as they. Nobody had so 
many little chattering, flitting, joyous 
wrens as they. Nobody so many pets 
that seemed to love them as they. 
Among other things was a very tame 
phebe-bird. For seven years she had 
come, after the long winter was over, 
and built her nest in the same place, 
and then reared and educated her 
young phebes. She had just returned 
on the day that I went to work there, 
and they welcomed her back. She 
had no note but to repeat her own 
name, and she cried, ‘ phebe,’ * phebe,’ 
as if glad to get back. In the course" 
of the day I thought I would try my 
skill upon old phebe. She stood upon 
a post near the spot where she was to 
build her nest, and looked at me with 
all confidence, as much as to say,
* you won’t hurt me.’ I found a nice 
stone, and, poising my arm, I threw it 
with my utmost skill. It struck poor 
phebe on the head, and she dropped 
dead 1 I was sorry the moment I saw 
her fall. But it was all done. All 
day long her mate came round and 
called, ‘ phebe,’ ‘ phebe,’ in tones so 
sad that it made my heart ache. Why 
had I taken a life so innocent, and 
made the poor mate grieve so ? I said 
nothing to the Hamiltons about it. 
But through a grandchild they found 
it out ; and though they never said a 
word to me about it, I knew they 
mourned for the bird, and were deeply 
grieved at my cruelty. I could never 
look them in the face afterwards as I 
did before. Oh that I had told them 
how sorry I was ! They have been dead 
many, many years, and so has the 
poor bird ; but don’t you see how that 
stone rebounded and hit me 1 How

driver.
They often see the parcel van pass 

their house, and sometimes it stops at 
the door.

On Pat’s last birthday it stopped 
and left a brown paper parcel address
ed to Pat, which contained a large 
box of soldiers ; and one day it brought 
Nancy a pretty doll’s tea-set.

Pat leaves the parcels in different 
parts of the room, and then puts his 
little horse “Nancy” in a corner, 
intended for a stable, and feeds her 
with sugar, which she much prefers 
to hay.

After playing in this way some time, 
Pat suddenly said—

“ Nancy, let us make a real parcel 
and send it by the post ; you remember 
mother reading to us about the sick 
children in the hospital, and how glad 
they are of toys ; we will send them a 
parcel.”

Nancy was delightedf at the idea, 
and they both went to the toy cup
board and collected picture-books, 
dollies, and other toys.

When Mrs. Burton came to the 
nursery, she was very glad to find her 
little boy and girl remembering the 
sick children.

Nurse helped them to make up the 
parcel ; and she wrote on a piece of 
paper—“ With Pat and Nancy Bur
ton’s love.”

A few days after a letter came from 
the matron of the hospital, saying how 
happy their parcel had made the little 
children, and that they all wished to 
send many thanks to Pat and Nancy.

A Knock at the Door
“ A knock at the door, who can it be ? 

Lily, love, run and see who it is.”
Little Lily shyly opened the door, 

but saw no one there,—only a horse 
and cart.

Presently the knock was repeated, 
and Lily’s father went himself. There 
at the door was a horse and cart, the 
horse close to the door, with his ears 
pricked up, looking very eager.

“ What a funny horse I” said Lily. 
“ What does it want ?”

“ I don’fct know,” said her father. 
“ Perhaps he expected to find friends 
here.”

“Yes, sir, that is just it,” said a 
man who came up at the moment. 
Master’s sister used to live here, and 
she always fed Jennie with a slice of 
bread, or an apple or a bit of sugar, 
and the horse got accustomed to knock 
at the door whenever we came into 
town.”

“ But we have lived here for six 
months, and the horse has never done 
so before.”

“ Perhaps not, sir. Master has not 
sent me in this direction for some time 
till to-day, and Jennie was laid up 
with a bad knee for some time, so she 
did not come out at all. 1 was some 
way off just now ; I had got out to do 
an errand, and never thought she 
would remember her old trick, but 
directly 1 missed her I guessed she 
would be here.”

“ She is a fine, intelligent creature,” 
said Mr. Baynes, handing the horse a 
slice of bread, which Lily had brought 
from the kitchen. “I hope she will 
come again whenever she likes. She 
shall always find some dainty ready 
for her as a reward for her cleverness.”

Little Gleaners.

Gleaning is not so often seen now 
that the corn is cut by machinery. 
When it was done by hand, all the 
village children used to go out to glean. 
The man with the sickle went first, 
cutting down the golden corn ; then 
another man followed to bind up the 
corn into sheaves. Of course, in do
ing this many stray ears fell on the 
ground, and the farmers allowed the 
poor childen to come into the fields 
and glean these stray ears, and in that 
way many a poor household had quite 
a nice supply of flour.

It was hot and tiring work, for the 
ears were on the ground, and the child
ren had to stoop for them ; but it was

Scrofula
Is Disease Germs living In 
the Blood and feeding upon 
its Life. Overcome these 
germs with

Scott’s
Emulsion
jBawpwMMaiM—iy

the Cream of Cod-liver Oil, 
and make your blood healthy, 
skin pure and system strong. 
Physicians, the world over, 
endorse it.

Don’t be by Substitutes!
Scott & Bowne, Belleville. All Druggists. 60c. <fc$L

Three New Subscribers
We will mail to any person sending ns 

three new yearly prepaid subscribers to the 
Canadian Churchman, beautiful books ar
tistically illustrated in Monotint and Col
our, worth $1.00.

FRANK WOOTTEN,
“ Canadian Chur ohman. 

Offices—Cor. Church and Court 
Sts., Toronto.

wuOiiCI £1 
Bells, Peals and Chimes.l
Best Ingot Copper and E. India 
Tin only, and so warranted. Best 
Hangings and Workmanship in 
the Country. Highest Award at 
World's Fair and Gold Medal at 
Mid-Winter Fair.

BUCKEVE BELL FOUNDKT,
E. W. Vanduzen to.. - Cincinnati, Ohio.
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