
J_0
- . '..-' . - - - ' - I NORTHERN MESSENGER.

' THE ITTL E PROPESS OR

'Ï./There is no need ta describe the Big
Professor, for. every oe kno'ws him. -
/ f His picture, 'wi.t- its keen clever
look, hangs in the photographer's

!:wiîdowh nd tells you .what his outer.
manI is îlike; bis 'beeks are bought
everywhere and, sometimes read, so
you can- flnd- from them 'w-at bis
thouïghtsland opinions are.

But tihe" Little Professor- ?
That ls a different thing.
His portraitý stands oniy on cthe

study table; and 'when ha takes pen
« 'in band: and writes a letter, nona l

found learned enough. te decipher the
wi'iting, tand the housemaid consigns
it to the Waste-paper basket.

The -Little Professor was .perched
on the garden gate waiting for the
tïam which would bring the Big Pro-
fessor home. The perch was rather.
lnsécure, as his tes barely reached
th'e bar on each side.

e Little -Professor's soft, silky
ha feul on bis shoulders, and his
clear blue eyes saw many things that
thcse around him never, saw.

T e heavy tram lumbered up the
bill, 'and the Little Professor was on
the other side of the ;gate in a mo-
ment, rishing towards the quiet man
who had spoken te no one on bis way
from thc collage.

A spring and a shout, and then the
two turned homewards.

The vicar's wife, turning in at fher,
gate, felt the sudden rush öf pity that
women will feel for chIldren who are
motherless, but the Little Professor
was perfectly.happy.

Half an hour later, when he ought
te bave been in bed, ha sat:by bis
father at the dinner-tafble, describing
the events of the day.

The Big Professor was a wise man,
and he expressed no doubt whien the.
Little Professor told him of the lions
and. tigers and .fairies that ha had.
seen and talked with. He did not
tell the chiId that he was not speaking
the truth and-send 'bim away, for he
knew that the Little Professor's bue
eyes could see into a world that was
closed to him.

Then-Nurse carried the sleepy child
te bed, and at -breakfast his dreams
suited couveniently any topic -that

was mentioned.
The , little head with its yellow

locks -was in sight till.the Big Pro-
fessor Was round- the corner on his
way te college ; thon. Nurse's Wvoice*
called : 'Master Clifford, Master Clif-
ford !'

'He's coming,' said the boy, who
generally spoke of himself in the
third persan.

The Big Professor was busycorrect-
ing the proofs of a book which would -

show tihe worlcdhow 'foolish it was te
believe anything that could not ha
proved; and people said it 'would hae
one of the deepest booksief the day.

But the Little Professor would have
made you believe twenty impossible
things in five minutes; and you would
have learned what the bec said, and
heard the butterfly talk, and seen
fairies dancing on the lawn.

To the Big 'Professor the invisible
was unreal, but ta the Little Professor
nothing was invisible ; and bis blue
e* es -had a look whi-dhi 'bis father's
had lost long ago. Every night and
morning lhe lisped his prayer that
'God- would bless dear father, and
mike him a good little boy' ; while on
the study table lay-proofs of the chap-
ter which was te show howr futile a
thing prayer was te aIter the laws Jof

the universe.
One evening when the Big Profes-

sor -came bome, the Little Professor
was mot at the gate.
wI a early,' lhe.,said, but he entered

the bouse hastily, and called, 'Little
Professer t

The nurse- came 'ta bim.
'Master Clifford la s not 'well,' she

sa:d, and he followed her into the
darkened nursery, whcre the boy lay
ta his crlb, 'hugging a toy lamb.

He's tIrcd,' said the Little Profes-
ser, 'and the: lamb's tired. Kiss him,
faither.' -- .

I thik, air, he wlil be better in the
imornng,' saidd- he nurse, remember-

lng 'to e well tueenightithat the.Little
Professor became ail that her master
had in the world to care for, .

But when the moining came the
boy -was really ill, and bis father went
for the doctor instead of going to the
éolleze.

'Not mudh the matter. is ther ?'
asked the Professor, nervously, as the
two stood in the study.

II hope not,'. said the doctor grave-
ly. 'He must be kept quiet. I will
come in again this a.fternoon.' L

The Professor stood in, the same
placeafter he 'had left, looking stu-
pidly .t a child's top which lay on
some uncorrected proofs. -

There came a tap at-tie door, and.
the nnouncement: -

'Please, sir, Master Cliffeord wants
you.

·What is it, my darling?' 'said the
ProfessoÏ as le bent over the crib*.

'He's se tired,' said the child weari-
y, 'and something hurts bis head.'

'He will ba better soon. Father
.will stay with him.'

'Sing "The Cat and the Owl,"' said
the Little Professor, with a. child's
sudden fancy.

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

'Not now, dear,' -he said, feeling
that the nurse would not be an easy,
addition te the audience.

'Sing "The Cat and the Owl,"
pIease,' repeated the Little Professor
In the same tone, and the Big Profes-
sor sang with complete indifference ta
time-
'The owl and the pussy-cat went te sea
In a beautiful pea-green boat. ,
Tbey took with them honey, and plènty

of money,
Wrapp'd up in a five-pound note;
The owl looked up to the moon above,
'And sang te the ligh guitar, y'Ob, pussy, .dear pussy,- oh' pussy, 'ny,

- lote
*What a beautifull pussy you are."

By the end of- the chorus, the Pro-
fessor was a tone and a half lower.-

Pu-ssy said to the owl, 'You Illigant
fowl

How charmingly -sweet you sing,
Too long we have tarried, se let us get

'married;
aBut wat shal we do for a rtoŠ?" .

So they sàl-led away for a year and a'day
Till they came. where the Bong-tree

'grows,
And there lu a wood a piggy-wig stood.
Witlh a ring at the end of his nose.

"Dear pig, are you -winling to sel for a
sîhiling

Your ring?" Said the pig, "I will."
So they took it away, and were married

next day-
By the LurlCey that lives on the hill.
They fed upon mince and s1ces of quince,

Whihtheyf ite witli a rmnille spoon,
And hand-in.band by 'the edge of the said
They danced by the light of the moon.'

The heavy eyes rwere closing.
'Good-night, father. Goo(-night,

nursie,' and the Little Professor was
asleep.

The doctor came again, and ho
looked grave. Children so quickly
fall iii.

For days and nights he lay weakly
delirious, asking for things they could
not understand, and crying pitifully.
- 'He wants a runcible spoon,' he said
one day, and every spoon in the house
was offered him in vain till bis father
brought a beautifully dhased silver
spoon from the study.

'The poor Professor,' said the doc-
tor to the vicar's wife, whom ha met
in the garden.

'No btter ?' she said, thinking of
the six healthy children she had just
left, and of the tiny figure always
walting for his father on the garden
gate.

'No. better.' said the doctor. 'A
delicate child, too sensitive and imagi-
native for the struggIe'

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

ery, where se often-with failing voice
he had had ta sing 'The Owl and the
Pussy Cat,' èach time more bopelessly
out'of tune than- the.last

Unanswered: letterslay 1ni disorder.
on -the table, repeated requests from
the print'er, for corrected proof.
- He looked at them, stupidly; theni

he Ttook the top in his bhand, and
opened a drawer wherea there 'were
colored marbles, and a toy whip, and
a battered tin train.

He touched these things gently, and

then he rested bis weary head on the
desk before him.

A knock came at the door.
:.'Please, sir, Master Clifford, is ask-

ing for you. Nurse bas sent for the
doctor,' and the poor - little bouse-,
maid, who had loved the child as they-
allioved him, found ithat her voice
wças tailing.

'The Little Professor lay still, gras)-.
ing. 'bis 'riuncible spoon ;' and:he no
longer babbIed cthe ñonsanse he ha(i
talked for so long.

Father.'
'My Little Professor My darling.
He's. so tired.'

'Go to sleep;,dear.. Father wiIl stay
here.

$He hasn't said bis prayers.'
'Néver mind now, dear.'
'God will mind,' said the Little Pro-

fessor, and in spite of all-his learning
the Big Professor knew that on these
subjects the child's wisdom wasdeep-
er than bis.

'But He won't mnd if you say them
'stead;' said the child gravely.

The doctor had ceme into the room
quietly, and saw tho change.

'You say them; and he will say
"Amen,"' said the Little Professor,

'Shal Nurse?' whispered the Big
Professor, but the- child answered,
'No, you, fathèr.'
S.The -Big Professor. knelt down bry

the crib.
'Out loud,' said the boy. 'God likes

us to say them out loud.'
What washe to say-to satisfy th.e

child ?
'Out Ioud,' came again from th.e

crib, and the poor father said
What shall I say, darling ?'

Oh, dont you know ? "Pray,
God, bless dear father-'-

'Pray, God, bless dear father.'
'Aid make me a good little boy-'
'And ma'ke me a good litle boy.'
'And make him better to-morrow--'
'And . . . make . . hiln

. . "better to-morrow . .
'Jesús Christ's sake. Amen. That's

ail. Good-night,' said the Little'Pro-.
fessor in exaetly the came tone.- Bet-
ter t. . t . . morrow ..

and then there was silence in the
room.

'He is sleeping,' said the doctor at
last. :'Go down. I will stay here.
It l the crisis.'

Not a sound in the quiet house.
A nôtice hung on the. knocker asl-

ing visétors not to knock or ring, and.
the teirful housemaid waited about
the hall.

'Master sees no one, sir,' she said
to the vicar, 'and MaSter Clifford is
se 11l as he can ha, and thedoctor's
here.'

i the study the Professor had at
last fallen ssleep, and he dreamed of
his fair young wife,, and days thiat
would never come again.

Was bis life to grow quite lonel-y,
and was the bouse te ha always quiet?

The door opened gently, and the
doctor came in ; then he walted pa-
tiently.

Suddenly the Professor started up.
-'Yes, I am here, I am coming,' he

said quickly.
.The doctor had often had ta break

bad news, yet a lump was in b.is
throat now.

The Professor lookled at him and
sank back in his chair.

'The crisis is over,' said the doctor
unsteadily. 'He may live now.' .And
the Big Professor sobbed like a child.

'He may live,' said the littlel house-
maid in the kitchen, and the cook
subsided suddenly Into a chair, and
sald, 'Thank God.'

Into the darkened nursery the Pro-
fessor stole with noiseless tread.

iFather,' said a weak littIe voice.
'My darling.'
'Is it to-morrow '

* Yes, Little Professor.'
He la better.'
'Yes, dear. Father la se glad.'
For the first time for manyd,. d7s

the Professor turned to bis work, omd
heegan,to correct his proofs.

The printing was careful, a comnia
here-a capital there-yet he lingered
over the pages.

Why had thst chapter on Prayer
come before hlim now ?

A month ago a, belie! lai prayer

seemed au absurdity; nothiig could
be more conclusive than~ bis argu-
ments againstit, bt-

The Professor wrote ta the printer
and said thait he must have -some time
in order tbat. he miglit careful.y .re-
vise the work ; and the world is still
waiting for it.

People say it will 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,
looking whiter and fairer than ever,
and the Big Professor, whose artistic
skill is oni a par -with bis musical
powers, bas covered- -the 'backs of the
proofs with wonderful drawings of
cats, and owls, andI rancible spoons.

These pictures the Little Professor
looks at while bis father sings the
song, pointmng ta each object in turn.The printer is-still expecting the re-
vised proofs ; p'erhaps under the Lit-
tie 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 Littie Professor,
shrieking with delight and brandish-
ing bis whip, is riding the Big Pro-
fessor round and round the room.

'Poor man, he is wasting his pow-
ers,' said those Who looked for the
book in vain. !He might have. been
a great man.,

But they little knew; for in the king-
dom Of the great,ones the Professor
has at last found au entrance through
a doorto the ]and of childlike spirits,
held open to him by the tiny -hands
of tie Little Professor.-E. M. Green,
in 'Suncay at Home.'

POOR BOYS WHO SUCCEED.
Robert ,J. Buirdette gives so many

instances of great men who were
poor boys that itwould almost seen
as if poor bbys haÝe' a monopoly on
success. .He, says'My son, the Door man takes ail
the chances withoùt waiting to have
one given him. If you give him
any more- chances than he takes, he
wilF- -soon own everything, and run
the Texas man out of the country.
He bas crowded the rich out. But
for the poor man the world wouId
have cast anchor six thousand years
ago, and .be covered with, moss and
liebens to-day, like a United States
man-of-war. Edgar Allan Poe was
the son of ; strolling player; George
Pe-a body was a boy in a small gro-
cery; Benjamin Frànklin, the'prin-
ter, was the son of a- tallow chan-
dier ; John Adams 'was the son of a
pcor farmer ; Gifford, the editor- o -
the 'Quarterly Review,' was a com-
mon sailor; Ben Jonson, rare Ben
Jcnson, was a bricklayer ; the father
of Shakespeare couldn't spell and
couldn't write his own name ; ne!-
ther can you ; even bis illustrious
son couldn't spell'it itwice alike ; Rob-
ert Burns was a child of poverty, the
eldest son of seven children, the fam-
ily of a poor bankrupt ; John Miltoný
was the son of a scriVener ; Andrew
Jackson -was the son of a poor Irish-
man ; Andrew Johnson was a tailor;
Garfield was a boy of ail work, too
pooir to even 'have a trade ; Grant
was a tanner ;. Lincoln was a rail-
splitter, and the Prince o! Wales is
the son of a queen. It is his misfor-
tune, not bis fault; he couldn't help
It, and he can't heip'it nuw. But you
see, my dear boy, he's just the Prince
of Wales,- and he's only that because
ha can't help it. Be thankful, my
son, that you weren't born a prince ;
bec glad that you did not strike twelve
the flrst time. If there's a patch on
your knee and your elbows are glossy
there Isisome:hope for you, but neyer
again let me hear you say that the
poor man has no dhance. True, a poor
lawyer, a poor doctor, -a.poor printer,
a poor workm.n of any kind, bas
no chanée , he deserves to 'have none;
but the poorman monopolizes all the
chances there are.'

SOMETHING TO THINK ABOUT.
Canada spends an average of $16

per head nnally on liquor and con-
tributes an average of. 'ten cents .per
'head, to missions. _What are you do-
ing to decrease the former and In-
crease the.latter?


