
.7. ïîl"$!WS$- 1- jji III

March 14, 1895.1 CANADIAN CHURCHMAN,

f-'( _/ y-^XCi -«^Xs

ÿl

g-9 
°.'. iili
Lr

It’s Provoking
to be deceived ; it’s annoying to have a poor article of 
shortening. You can avoid both by seeing that your 
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healthful food. Other manufacturers try to imitate 
COTTOLENE, that’s the best reason 
why you want this original article.
Look for this trade mark—steer’s 
head in cotton-plant wreath—km every 
package. Made only by
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Wellington and Ann Sts., MONTREAL.
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A Noble Child.
Johann Gottlieb Fichte—that is John 

Theophilua Fichte,—was the name 
of the boy we are now going to read 
about. Perhaps some friend will tell 
you how to pronounce the word Fichte 
—all that I can tell you here is that 
it is a word of two syllables,—that the 
e is sounded much like the e in the, 
when you cut the short in common 
talk (for instance, when you say the 
sky, or the house, or the man); and 
that the ch is sounded something like 
k, only with a sort of check, or half 
cough, in the throat.

Fichte lived to be a great philoso
pher, and, though few people agree 
with all he said, he wrote some books 
that everybody loves and thinks good.

When Johann, John, or Hans (it is 
all the same) was little, his father made 
him present of a German story-book, 
called “ Siegfried the Horned.” This 
book is a great favourite with young 
people in Germany, and he was soon 
head over ears in the adventures of 
Siegfried. Indeed, he found that the 
book took off his attention from his 
lessons, and that he spent too much 
time over it. He felt that it was doing 
him harm, so, after many tears, he 
made up his mind to part with it, in
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order to get rid of the temptation to 
read it when he ought to have been 
doing hia lessons.

There was a river that ran close by 
the house, and poor Hans could think 
of no other way of getting rid of this 
pretty story-book but that of throwing 
it into this river. His father happened 
to come behind him just as it was 
floating down the stream, and was so 
angry that he beat Hans, who did not 
know how to explain what he had 
done. Poor little Hans I

*****
Perhaps you know what fagging is 

at public schools. It means that the 
bigger boys are allowed to make ser
vants of the smaller ones, and some 
big boys are often cruel. Figging is 
not near so common now as it used to 
be in such schools, but there was a 
great deal of it in the great school to 
which Fichte was sent when he was 
about thirteen. In fact he was very 
cruelly treated, and he was put under a 
hard, unkind, pupil-teacher. He hap
pened at this time to read “ Robinson 
Crusoe," and he made up his mind to 
escape from school, for he thought he 
would be able to find some island in the 
sea upon which he could live as Robin
son Crusoe did.

But Hans was too honourable a boy 
to sneak away, so he one day told his 
unkind teacher that he intended to 
leave the school at the first opportun
ity. He could easily have gone off 
secretly, but this he would have thought 
a mean thing to do. When his teacher 
and the other lads heard Fichte give 
notice that he intended to run away, 
they only burst out laughing, and made 
game of him. But as he had given 
fair warning, he thought he was now 
at liberty to do as he pleased.

He got a map, found out the road to 
Naumberg, and one night he started 
off, leaving school and schoolmates be
hind him.» He had heard the clergy
man say that we ought not to under
take anything without asking God's 
blessing upon it, so he knelt down on 
the grass by the roadside and prayed.

While he was praying it suddenly 
struck him that his father and mother 
would miss him, and would be broken
hearted about it. He bùrst into tears 
and made up hie mind to go back to 
school at once. He felt sure he should 
be severely punished, and he was cer 
tain that his teacher and the other 
boys wouM make game of him without 
mercy ; but this was nothing to the 
good John, when his conscience told 
him what he ought to do.

The head master of the school had 
sent forth scouts to look for him, and 
was glad enough to see him back.

John then told him the whole story 
from beginning to end. The head 
master was a good man, and did 
not punish the boy at all, but treated 
him with great kindness, and placed 
him under a new teacher. After this, 
young Fichte was much happier.

When he was about one-and-twenty 
years old he began to write books, but 
he was very poor for a long time,— 
very poor indeed, so that he often did 
not know where his next meal was to 
come from. In a few years he be
came a celebrated man, but very few 
people could make out his love of truth 
and duty, aud he was often in trouble 
from their unkindness or their envy.

When there came a war between 
France and Germany, Fichte fought 
for his country, with other volunteers. 
Bis wife went with him to the wars, 
and nursed the sick soldiers. She 
caught a fever from them, and died of 
it. Her husband caught the fever from 
her, and died also. This was in the 
year 1814, not long before the battle 
of Waterloo, when Fichte was fifty-two 
yeais old.

‘ Featherbright.”
Every day we used to feed the tame 

raven, my brothers Paul and Osborne, 
my sister Amy and I. He came 
around one morning, a year ago last 
spring. We put some crumbs out Tor 
the birds at the foot of the steps, and 
then we all came out to see them feed. 
It was a chilly day and we were all wrap
ped up. The birds were hot used to 
us, and as Amy suggested, perhaps 
seeing us with furs on, made them 
think that we were some sort of bird
eating animals. Anyway, all of them 
seemed roared, and off they flew, ex
cept this one large, black bird, which 
father said was a raven.

“ 1 wonder where his mate is,” 
father said. “ It isn’t often that a 
raven is seen alone this way. He 
seems tame, too—probably he has 
been some one’s pet.”

Every day after this we looked for 
the raven, and he hardly ever failed to 
come. We lound that he could say 
the word “ more,’’ and he took great 
pleasure in repeating it over and Over, 
when he perceived that it amused us. 
Then Amy undertook to teach him 
some other words. We boys tried to 
help her, and by the end of the sum
mer he could say “ meat,” and “ good- 
by,” and “ nice time.” Sometimes 
we used to talk of making a cage and 
keeping him with us, only letting him 
out every day for exercise ; but my 
father thought that would be cruel, 
especially as the raven did not seem to 
need any cage to make him faithful to 
us. 7

The next year he came back to us 
in early April, but one day in August, 
the raven, which we had named 
“ Featherbright,” because his plumage 
was so glossy, did not come at Ms 
usual time to eat and chat. We did 
not worry much at first, thinking that 
he had, perhaps, become interested in 
the pursuit of some sort of wild food

CONSUMPTION CURED
An old physician, retired from practice, hav- 

ad placed in his hAids by an last India 
formait 
speedy

Consumption, Bronchi!

Ing had placed in his Mhds by an Bast India 
missionary the formula of a simple vegetable 
remedy for the speedy and permanent cure of 

~ tie. Catarrh, Asthma, and

It Is Not 
What We Say

But What

Hood’s par’ma" Does
That Tells the Story. Its record Is 
unequalled in the history of medicine. 
Even when other preparations fail,

Hood’s Sarsa
parilla

Cures
____________■%%%%%%%»%%%
Hood’s Pills are purely vegetable. 26c.

WANTED 1000 MORE BOOK AGENTS
for the testent selling book of the times

Police. With an account of his thirty years experience as a 
great detective written by himself. *411 pages. 5450 superb 
^lustrations from photographs of real life. With * ' *

vuuDUUipwuu, JJtvuvAMBin, vawutUi oovuuiBi nuu
all Throat and Lung affections, also a positive 
and radical core for Nervous Debility and all 
Nervous Complainte, after having tested ite 
wonderful curative powers in thousands of 
eases, has felt it his duty to make it known to 
hie suffering fellows. Actuated by this motive* 
and a desire to relieve human suffering, 1 wilr 
send free of charge, to all who desire it, this re
cipe, in German, French or English, with full 
directions for preparing and using. Sent by 
mail by addressing with stamp, naming this 
paper, W. A. NOYES, 800 Power’s Block, Bochee- 
e,. N.Y ei

By Rev. Lyman Abbott
Pure and high-toned—full of tears and smiles— Ministers 

Bay ‘ God speed it.' and Agents are selling it by thousands. 
tfc#** IHwlanve no hindrance» for We Pay Fieight. Give 
Credit. Premium Copies. Free Outfit and Exclusive Temtoi'y. 
Write for Circulars and Specimen Engravings to

A. Ik. WORTHINGTON & CO., Hartford, dona»

Don’t Forget
that when you buy Scott’s Emul
sion you are not getting a secret 
mixture containing worthless or 
harmful drugs.

Scott’s Emulsion cannot be sec- j 
reffor an analysis reveals all there 
is *0 it. Consequently the endorse
ment of the medical world means 
something.

l introduction

Emulsion
overcomes Wasting, promotes the 
making of Solid Flesh, and gives 
Vital Strength. It has no equal as 
a cure for Coughs, Colds, Sore Throat, 
Bronchitis, Weak Lungs, Consumption,

Scott & Bowne, Belleville. All Druggists. 60c. A St

A

which he liked better than he. liked 
ours ; but as several days went on, and 
he did not appear, we went out to look -> 
for him. He had made himself a neat, 
or he had taken an old neat, we could 
not quite make out which, in a tree 
over-hanging an old salt-house in the 
midst of an open field. The nest was 
a ragged affair, not like the nests 
usually built by ravens, and, my father 
and other naturalists had speculated 
over it a good deal. They had finally 
concluded that the raven had lost its 
mate, and had not much interest left 
in life, and had settled down in the 
first place he found. We need to wish 
that he could talk enough to tell ns all 
about himself, and we used to make 
up all sorts of stories of Me former 
life, and ask him if they were true. 
He would look at us out of his small 
bright eyes, in which we fancied we 
could see no end of expression—but 
the poor fellow could never dispute 
nor confirm our theories.

After that day in August, we never 
saw our pet again. We always thought 
that somebody shot him. Perhaps he 
had formed a taste for apricots or pears, 
andi|>eoked the fruit of some of oar 
neighbors.

It will seem strange next summer 
not to have Featherbright come to the


