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L fossm home.

.1 80T, and the la.mb's 'tlred
_‘father.” :
R ¥ t:hlnk sir he will be better in the

; morning, .said :the nurse, Temember<
-ing too well the night|that the. Little

Ty A
JHiS, plcture'..wrth its. keen, .clever
‘hangs  in- the “photographer’s

everywhere, and sometimes read, so

-thoughts and: opinions-are. . ..
- But -the ‘Little  Professor—?
That:is a different thing.

* His:. portrait’ stands only’on the”
i study table; and ‘when he takes’ pen
A'in hand' a,nd writes a letter, none.is

found learned énough to decipher the

‘writing, “and’ the housemaid consrgns" - you.’

it to ' the Waste-pa.per basket.
’l‘he Littie Professor was perched
on ‘the garden gate waiting for the

& tram wihich would bring the Big Pro-.
The perch was rather.

insécure, as his toes” balely reached
the bar on each- side.

he Little -Professor’ 8 sott sllky
hait fell on his- shouldels, and his
“clear blue eyes saw many things that
‘these around him never saw.

The heavy tram lumbered up the
hill, and the Little Professor was on
the othel side of the jgate in a mo-
_ment, Tushing towards the guiet man
who had spoken to no one on his way
from ﬁhe college. . -

- A sprmg and a shout, and then the
two turned “homewards. -

The vicar's wife, turning in at fher.

gate, felt the sudden rush of pity that

" women will féel for children who are

motherless, - but the Little Professor
was perfectly:happy.
:Half an hour later, ;when he ought

to have: been-in bed, he sat by his

father at the dxnner-tafble descrlbmg
_the events-of the day.

. The Big Professor was a wise man, -
and he expressed no doubt when the
. Little Professor told him of the lions:
- and tigers and fairies that he -had’
| seen and talked’ with,

‘tell the child that he was not speaking

the truth-and-send him away, for he

knew that.the Little Professor's Dlue>

eyes could see into 2 wmld ‘that was
closed to him. -

_ Then"Nurse ca.rrred the sleepy chlldz'
to bed, and at breakfast his dreams-
suited ‘conveniently . any toprc thet

was mentioned, . -
The . little head wrth 1'ts yellow

lecks -was in 'sight till the Big Pro--
fessor wa§ round- the corner on ‘his.
. way to-college; then. Nurse's Woice’
‘Master Clifford, Master Cllf—i

called :
ferd ¥

.. ‘He's commg, sa.:d the boy, who

generally spoke of hlmself 1n the‘

third person.
‘The Big Professor was busy correct-

ing the proofs of a book which would-
show the world how foolish it was to .

believe anything that could not bhe

. proved ; and people said it’ would be.
. one of tbe deepest books of the day.

But the Little Professor would have
made you believe twenty impossible
things in five minutes ; and you would
have learned what the bee said, and

" heard the butterfly talk, and seen
. fairies dancing on the la.wn

To the Big Professor the invisible
was unreal, but to the Little Professor
nothing was invisible ; and his blue
‘eyes had- a look whm‘h- his father’s
had lost long ago. Every night and
morning . he lisped his prayer that

" ‘God would bless dear father, and

make him a good little boy’; while on
the study table lay.proofs of the chap-

" ter which was to show how futile a

thing prayer was to alter the laws or

‘the, universe.

One evenmg when the Big Profes—
sor -came home, the Little Professor

- was not at the gate.

‘Tam early, he said, bwt he entered
the house hastrly, and called ‘Lnttlo
'Professor' :

The nurse- came to, hxm ’

‘Master 'Clifford. isnot - Well’ ‘she

said, and he followed her - into the.
- "darkened nursery; where the boy lay
_-in:his ‘erib;. huggzng aitoy lamb.

SHe's- tired,’ said the Little Profes-
Kiss him,

_Professor became. all that her. ma.ster

‘ ‘had in the morld to care for. i 1

‘wmdow,'and tells you.what his outer-.
jmam. - is" like'; his ‘books® are bought.

you . cah - find- from “them . ‘th.t h1s

1 ‘Oh, pussy,:denr PUSSY, .

He did not

- But when the’ morning eame ‘the
boy was really ill, and his father went
-for the doctor instead of gomg to the
college.

“Not much the matter, is there ”

- asked the Professor, nervously, as the

‘two stood-in the study. : :

‘I hope not,’. said the doctor gra.ve-
;ly . ‘He must be: kept.quiet.- I w111
‘come ‘in- again this afternoon.’. :

The Professor - stood -in: the same

Aplace after he 'had left, looking stu-

idly “at:.a child’s top wlnc.h lay.on’
sume - uncorrected : proofs; -~
There came a.tap:- at-the door, a.nd

»lthe announcement

‘Please, srr Ma.ster Chfford wa.nts

" “What is it, ny. darllng P 'sa.ld the
Professor as he bent over the erib.:

“*He's so tired, said the child weari- .'

1y, ‘and something harts his head.’

‘He will ‘be better soon. Farther
‘will stay with him.’ .

‘Sing “The Cat and the Owl " sa1d
the Little. Professor, with: a - chlld’
sudden fancy.

“The Professor's vocal powers -were
small, and no ‘one but -his little: son.
had ever heard his somewhat chro-
matic rendering of a few songs.

‘Not now, dear,’ he said, feeling
that the nurse would not be an easy
addmon to the audience, - -

‘Sing. “The Cat. and the Owl »
please,” repeated the Little Professor,
in the same tone, and the Big Profes-

- sor sang with. complete indrfterence to

time— - .
“The owl and the puSsy-cat went to sea
In a beautiful pea-green boat. ~

;’lhey took with - them honey, and plenty

of money, .
“Wrapp'd up in a five-pound note, .
.The owl looked up to the moon a.bove,
‘And ‘sang to: the “light guitar, - .
oh pussy, my
loVe ’

. What a beautifufl pussy you are.”’ ' )
~ By the end of the chorus, the Pro-

.tessor was a tone and a half lower

‘Pussy sa.id to t'he owl, “You llligant
fowl,

‘How charmingly ~sweet you sing,

. Too long:we have tamed 50 let us geft

marrled

. But what shall we @0 for a ring?”.

So ‘they sailed-away for a year and a day
. Till “they came. where the Bong-tres
. grows,

And there in'a wood a piggy-wig stood.
vaLh a ring at the end of his nose.

¢ “Dear plg, are you willing to sell for a
shilling - -

Your ring?”’ Said the plg, “T willk”

So they took it a.way, and were married
next day. ’

> By the turkey thn.t lives on the hill, -

They fed upon mince and slices of qulnce
‘Whiich they ate with: a - runcible spoon, °

"| And hand-in-hand by the’edge of the sand

"I‘.hey danced by the lighi of the moon

‘The heavy eyes were closing.

‘Good-mg'ht father. Googd-night,
nursie,’ and the Little Professor was
asleep.

The doctor came aga.m a.nd he
locked grave Chxldren S0 qulckly

. fall ill.

.For days and nlghts he lay wea.kly
.delirious, asking for things they could
not understand, and crying prtrfully
- ‘He wants a runcible spoon he said
‘one day, and every spoon in the house
was offered him in vain. till his fatlier
.brought a beautifully chased silver
spoon from the study. - !

‘The poor Professor,’ said the doe-
tor to the vicar’s wife, whom he met
in the garden. -

- ‘No better 7' she said, thmlung of
the six healthy children. she bad just

“left, and of the tiny figure always

waiting for his father on the garden

gate. . .-

‘No . better. sa.ld the - doctor.

delicate child, too sensitive and imagi-

,na.tlve for the struggle.’

. In the study the father sat alone
‘He 'had -come down from ‘the nurs-

ery where so often-with failing voice

he had had to sing ‘The Owl and-the

'Pussy Cat,’ each time more hopelessly

~out’of tune than' the last..

Unanswered: letters.lay. in. dlsorder
.on the table, ‘repeated-requests from
the printer.for corrected proof. " .

He looked . at them- stupidly ; then

':he took: the: top in-his hand, -and

opened  a drawer: where - there. were
colored marbles, and a. toy whip, and

“a. battered tin train..

I-Ie touched these thlngs gently, and-

“'Goto .sleep, dear

“us: to.say them out loud.’ .
‘What was he to say to so.tlsfy the
" child ? .

[ It is the crisis.’

YA

,then he rested his weary head on the

desk before him, - -
- A knock came at ‘the door.

: ‘Please, sir; Master Clifford, isask-.
«_1ng for you. Nursé has sent for the’
little - house-
‘maid, who had loved the child as they.
‘,all loved him, found ¢hat her voioe

doctor,’ and the poor:

vva;s tarlmg

g The Little Professor lay: stlll erasp-
‘1ng his ‘runcible spoon ¢ and he no:
“longer babbled: rthe nonsense he had :
‘talked for so long = ‘

- ‘Fagher. .. -
My ‘Little Professor 1 VIy da.rhng
“He's- so- tired.’ -

here.’
‘He hasn’t said hlS players :
*Never mind now, dear.’ :

“*God will ming,’ said the th‘tle Pro- |
‘fessor, and in spite of all.his. learning
:'the Big Professor knéw that on these |

subjects the child’s wasdom was deep-

“er than his. . .
‘But He won’t mind i you sa.y theln
’stead; o
The doctor had come into the room
4qu1etly and saw tho-change. :

said the child gravely,

‘You say  them; and he will say

J“Amen,”’ said the Little Professor,

" “Shall Nurse ? whispered the Blg
Professor, but  the. child a.nswered

"No, you, father.”
- The - Blg Professm knelt down by,
uthe .erib. " - o

‘out loud,’ sa.ul 'the boy.

‘Ot loud,’~ came again from th.e
eril, and the poor father said:
" “What shall I say, darling 7" -
‘Oh, .don’t you know ?’
Cod, bless dear father—'
- ‘Pray, God, bless dear father.

‘And make me .a good little boy— .

“And make me a good litle boy.”
© ‘And make him better to- mom ow-—'
v',‘And_ s jmake: . -
. *“hetter to-mmorrow . .. .
‘.T esus Christ’s sake.  Amen.’ {Phat? s
all.
fessor in exactly the same tone..
ter . " to .MOITowW. -.

‘Bet-

room.

‘He is sleeping,’ sa.ld the doector ati
I will stay here..

last. ‘Qo down

Not a-sound in the qmet house.
- A notice hung on the knocker aghk-

ing vrs}tors not to knock or ring, and.

the tearful housemaid waated about
the hall.

“Master sees no one, Sir, she said
to the vicar, ‘and Master Clifford is
so ill as he can be, and the doctor 5

here,” -

In the study the Professor 'had at

-last fallen asleep, and he dreamed of
 his fair young wrfe,\and da.ys that

would never come again, |

Wasg his life to grow quite lonely,'_

and was the house to be always quiet?
The .door opened gently, and the
dector came in ; then he waited pa-

-tiently.

Suddenly ‘the Professor started up.

Yes, I ana here, I am comxng, he
said quickly.

The doctor had often had to break

,bad news, yet a lump was in is

throat now. -
The - Professor looked at him and

"senk back in his chair.

“The crisis is over, said the dootor
nlsteadily ‘He may live now.’ ~ And
the Big Professor sobbed like a child.
‘He may live,’ said the'little house-
maid in the Kkitchen, and the cook
subsuled suddenly into a chair, and
sald ‘Thank God.’
L% . * ® * ¥
Into the da.rkened nursery the Pro-
fessor stole ‘with noiseless tread.
. ‘Father,” said a.weak little voice. .
‘My darling.’ .
s it to-morrow 'Z'

".'*Yes, Little Professor.”

‘He is better.
_.‘Yes, dear. . Father is so. glad’
- For.. the ﬁrst time for many. deys

the, Professor turned to his work, and .

he bega.n to correct ‘his proofs. .
. The printing was, careful, a commsg,

here—a capital there—yet he lingered
_over the pages.: ..

- Why -had that eha.pter on Prayer

-come before him .now ?

A month- wgo a, beliet in prayer

Father wlll st.ay,

i ers

‘God hkes

“Pray,
hlm’

"Good-night,’ Sald the Little Fro-.

and’ then_ there was’ sxlence in the,

_the son of a queen.
‘tune, not hig fault ; he -.couldn’t help

“the first time.

secmed an a.bsu.rdity nothmg oould o
be more. conclusive than” hls argu-

ments against it,: but——- el

The Professor ‘Wrote. to the printer
and said that he mist have-some time: '
in order that he might carefully re- - |§-"
vise the work ; and the world is stxll |

waiting for it.

. People say rt wall ’be a great loss' .
to the world if it never appears, but .

the Little Professor thinks differently.

‘He is down again now in the study, '

locking -whiter and fairer than ever,

‘| and the Big Professor, whose artistic -
"skill is om & ‘par -with his musical

. powers, has covered: the backs of the

- proofs with - wonderful drawings of

cats and owls, and runcible spoons.

- These pictures the Little Professor
looks at while his father sings the
song, pointing to each object in turn.

‘The printer is.still expecting the re-
vised proofs ; perhaps under the Lit-
tle” Professor’s influence the revision
‘will be.so. complete that little of the
original will remain, . « .

-But the pages are "scattered on the

study ﬂoor, and the Little Professor,

shrreklng with delight and brandish-

ing ‘his whip, is riding the Big Pro-

fessor round and round the room.
‘Poor man, he is wasting’ hxs pow-
said those who looked for'the
book in vain. ‘He might have been
a great man.’
But they httle knew; for in the kmg—

dom of the great.ones the Professor .

‘has at last found an entrance through

- a door to the land of childlike spirits,

held open to him by the tiny hands
of the Little Professor—E. M. Gr een,
in ‘Sunday at Home

_ POOR BOYS WHO SUCCEED.
_ Robert J. ‘Burdette gives so many
instances of ' great men who were

poor boys that it would almost seem

as "if poor boys ha.ve a monopoly on
‘success, He, says:
“‘My son, tlie poor man takes all

the chances without waiting to have.
-oué given: hrm

If you give him
any .more- chances than he takes, he

will':soon - own evexythmg, and run’

-the Texas man-out of the country.
He has crowded the rich out. But
for the poor man: the world would

have cast anchor six thousa.nd years -

ago, and:be covered with moss and
‘lichens to-day, like-a_United States
man-of-war.” Rdgar- "Allan Poe was
the son of i strolling: player ; George
Peabody was a boy. in a small gro-
cery ; Benj:tnun Pla.nkhn the™ prin-
ter, was the son of . a tallow. chan-
-dler ; John Adams ‘was the son of a
pcor farmer ; Gifford, the editor<of
the ‘Quarterly Review,” was a com-
mon sailor; Ben' Jonson, rare Ben
Jenson, was a bricklayer ; the father
of Shakespeere couldn’t’ spell and
cculdn’t write his own name ; nei-
ther can you; even his illustrious
son couldn’t spell it twice alike ; Rob-
ert Burns was 2 child of poverty, the
eldest son of seven children, the fam-
ily of a poor bankrupt ; John Milton.
was the son of a scritrener Andrew
Jackson was the son of a poor Irish-
man ; Andrew Johnson was a tailor;
Garﬁeld was a boy of all work, too

‘poor to even have a trade; Grant

wajs a tanner; Lincoln was a rail-
splitter, and the Prince of Wales is
It is his misfor-

it, and he can’t help it now. But you
see, my dear boy, he’s justthe Prince

. of Wales, and he's only that because-

he ‘can’t help it.  Be ‘thankful, my
son, that you weren’t born a prlnce H
be- glad that you did not strike twelve
If there's a patch on
your knee and your elbows are glossy
there isisome hope for you, but never

‘again let me hear you say that the
poor man has no chance. True, a poor
lawyer, a poor doctor, a.poor printer,

a poor workmén of any kind, has
no chance , he deserves to have none;
but the poor:man monopollzes all the

chances there are.’
—————

'SOMETHING TO THINK ABOUT.

Canada spends an average of $16

:per head annually on liquor and con-.
-tributes an"average of_ tencents.per
-head. to missions.
ing to decrease the former and .in- -
-crease the latter ?. -

_What are you do-
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