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the hours of his lonely leisure. Women
flattered him: inen did homage to his mil-
lions and to his business sagacity; but no
one loved him. He was a lonely man.

As Karl made his way up to the door
which to him seemed most easy Of access,
stories of the fair young mistress who had
died of a broken heart came to him.

‘I ruther think they must be fairy tales,’
he thought,

How could anyone die of a broken heart
in a home like this, where no one need
gc hungry to bed because there was only
bread enough to meet the wants of the
younger children?

‘I bet mum wouldn’t die of a broken
heart if she got into a place like this one,’
Karl said to himself, as he gave the door
bell an urgent pull. Somehow, as he stood
waiting at the entrance of the beautiful
dwelling, he seemed amazingly small and
ingignificant. His mother called him her
little ‘hero, her ‘comfort,’ and ‘pride,” but
where was his courage now?

An almost overwhelming des're seized him
to run away before anyone came to answer
his summons. In order to regain his com-
pcsure, he drew from his pocket a slip of
paper on which was written the name of
one of the world’s most famous surgeons.
He was regarding it intenfly when the door
opened silently, and a tall, grim-looking
woman stood waiting to hear his errand,

Karl summoned all his courage, and,
gpeaking in a tone whiclk he thought must
be very gruff and business-like, but which
was in reality a mere squeak, he said:

T Mr. Joshua Keene at homeé&

The woman eyed him critically as if to
discover the nature of his errand with her
master, then said crisply,

‘No; he is not in’

“When will he be here? It's just awful
important that 1 should see him.’

‘I don’'t know, “came the sharp reply.

Karl’s lips trembled. ‘Ain’t you some
1dea?’ he persisted.

‘None,” and the disappointed boy found
himself staring blankly at the closed door.
In spite of his eleven years and his coura-
geous heart, great tears filled his eyes as
he walked slowly down the broad stene
steps. He had not dreamed of this end-
fng to his plans. -

Once more, he turned his wistful gaze
toward the house, and wonder of woaders!
there, at the large window which opened
on to the balcony, he beheld” the face of -
the man whom he sought. :

Karl gave a low whistle of astonishment.

‘She lied to me; she did!’ he exclaimed,
indignantly. = Then came a more charitable
thought. ‘Maybe she didn’t know’

_Something, however, told his unsophis-
ticated soul that it would be quite useless
éo attempt to obtain an entrance by the
oor. ;

Karl was a lad of resources. .

His quick eye had noticed that not far
from the window where he had seen the
master of the house, grew a tall tree: which
a supple, clear-headed boy like Karl could
easily climb, and thence swing himself to
the small balcony outside of the window
of the room where he so desired to be. In

~the boy's mind, the end fully justified the
means, so glancing around to be sure that
no disapproving eye was upon him, he be-
gan the ascent of the tall tree.

It was more difficult than he had antici-
pated, but he was used to obstacles, and
kept steadily on, slowly ascending the tree.
Al last, when he had reached the height of
the window, he crept cautiously out on the
most eonvenient limb, and swung himself
over to a place of safety just outside ‘the
window of Joshua Keere’s study, Curious-
1y, Karl peered in,  There, in a chair by
his desk, in a weary attitude of despon-
dency, sat Bayleal’s millionaire. - :

Impatiently, he raised his head to dis-
cover the cause of Karl's gentle tap, tap
upor the window glass. ~ Then, at the sight
of a boy just outside the window of his pri=
vate chamber, he sprang to his feet in angry
astonishment. ~ Crossing the room he threw
up the window and eried:

“What are you doing heradens oy
. ‘She, she, she lied to me;. she did,’ Karl
siammered, quite forgetting his own care-
fully prepared speech in the excitement of

th}awlggnﬁ:é. to you, and what do 1 care if

ehe dia? Take your grievances where

they belong,’ thundered Joshua l.<_eene.
“Your servant said you wasn’t at home.
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I saw you at the window and I wanted to
talk with you, so I just shinned up that
tall tree; and here I am,” Karl explained
poldly. \

The great financier stared at the boy for
a moment. Perhaps memories of the dar-
ing days of his own boyhood swept over
him, for his face woftened while just the
faintest shadow of a smile passed over it, as
he said:

“You come by it naturally; your father
was the crack athlete of the class. Come
in, boy, and tell me what you wish.’

Karl needed no second invitation, but
bhopped nimbly into the room and stood at
the great man’s side.

Joshua Keene had resumed his seat, and
was looking fixedly at ‘/his young vigitor;
the steel gray eyes seemed to pierce Karl
through and through. How could he plead
his cause with that stern gaze upon him?
There was a moment of deep silence, then
Karl began bravely.

‘7 am Karl Godfrey. Dad used to work
on the “Good Tidings.” They said he was
the best reporter that they had; and every-
bcdy thought that when John Daws died
dad would get his place on the paper.’

‘Pretty slow work, waiting to step into
dead men’s shoes,’ Joshua Keene said grim-
ly. Karl’'s face flushed, but he went
steadily on with his story.

‘Last fall dad got hurt; there was a
little girl on the railroad track right in
front of the train; dad pulled her off. His
back has been bad ever since, and they cut
one of his arms off. Mum and me can get
enough for us to eat, and something for all
of us to wear, but that’s about all. There
is a new doector in Standish that folks say
could make dad better; but it would cost
an awful lot to get him to come over and
seo dad. T thought as long as you used to
go to school with™dad, that—that—'

Here Karl paused, confused by the sneer-
ing look which had come into the face of
the great financier.

‘] see, he said, with a laugh which was
not good to hear.

‘You thought as
happiness of being in
your father was, 1 shou:a be
his doctor’s bills.’ .

‘No; I did not think that at all’  Karl
was almost choking with anger and dis-
appointment.

‘1 ain’t begging. We would pay back
every cent of it, mum and me would, even
if dad couldn’t help. Dad wouldn’t have
let me come to you, it
but his back hurts just awful. He ant
nc coward; he lies ctill day after day and
never says one word about the pain only
once in a while when he just can’t stand
it any longer; then he says “Oh!” real
quiet like, so he thinks we wont hear.
Dad is awful brave. When a man’s whole
like you,are, Sir, he don’t know how it
feels to have just one arm, and your /back
all crooked so you can't walk at sall.’

While the boy was speaking a change
passed over Joshua Keene's face; in plager
of the hard expression came a look of sor-
row and remorse. :

‘How much do you want? he asked in a
{one so unlike any that he had used before
that Karl stared at him in wonderment,

“They said it would take an awful lot;
maybe—seventy dollars.”

‘As Karl named what seemed to ‘him such
an exorbitant sum, the man of the world
smiled, and drawing a check book toward
him wrote rapidly for a mcment, then
pussed to the astonished boy a cheque for
three hundred dollars. :

long as I had the great
the same class that
glad to pay

“Give that to your father, for me,’ he
said, ‘with the best wishes of the old aca-
demy pitcher, and tell him that when a .
man has livell a straight life, when he has .
wronged no man, when there are no accus-
ing ghosts of a bitter past to mock him, -
when he has kept his account right with .

© his Maker, when a man’s soul is whole,
bey, he ean afford to have a crooked bhack.”

So intense was the bitterness in the man’s
veice that it touched Karl’s sympathetic
- +Boy though he was, he realized
something of the remorse and agony that
ng the soul of the man "before .

heart.

were stin
him.
ful whirling chair, Karl
gently on Joshua Keene’s arm, ang@ said:
‘But there’s no call for you to feel
“bad, sir; there’s Him, you know, and

pointed timidly to a large picture which -

if he had known it; -

Moving a little closer to the wonder-
laid his - hand -
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hung above the fireplace. It was ° h‘r@
and the Rich Younnguler.’ g 2
Many, many months had it kept its plaee
there, ever since one glad day in that bli :
ful honeymoon when Joshua Keene's
young bride had placed it there; to be, sh
gaid,~a ‘Guardian Angel’ for the man shi
loved. Because with all that was best im
his nature, the great financier had loved his
beautiful wife, he had allowed the picture
to hang there, as a silent reproach to him
through all the long, long weary yedrs
which had passed since she went away to
that land where sorrow is not known. o
Now,. he turned to look at it, while
memories sweet and bitter flooded his sou
Presently he spoke to Karl again: .
‘It’'s no good, boy. Humphreys may be
able to patch up your father’s back, but
there is no patching up a man’s soul. 5
‘Dad could tell you all about Him.
Cculdn’t you come home with me? He
would be awful glad to see you; mother
would be glad, too. You know yon went
to school with dad. 3

At length the boy’s pleadings prevailed,’
and before long the multi-millionaire and
Karl Godfrey were walking down the broad
stcne steps side by side. As they passed
out through the gate, Karl turned to see afi
a window the astonished face of the woman
vho had refused him entrance. He gave
her a patronizing nod, accompan’ed with a
smile. He could afford fo forgive her,
even if she had lied to him, since the suce
cess of his efforts had so far exceeded
expectations. ¥

A few months later, Joshua Keene joined|
the -Congregational Church on  Shifton
Street, which, considering his wealth and|
pesition, was exactly the church which M 5
ghould have joined. R

There were many who | wondered whﬁ
from that time there flocked to the member-
ship of the church, by tensandby twenties,
those who had been worsted in th2 battlel
of life, whose souls had been scorched in :
the flery furnace of temptation, whose eyes
bad been blinded by the false light of sin,
whose ears had become deaf to the call ot
salvation. There were those, however;,
who realizéd that to Joshua Keene m&,«
come an almost divine conception of the
pitifulness of sin; aud that as the lea\vcnf:
of old leavened the whole lump, so the con-
secration of one heart had touched the.
hearts of the multitude, s

The church on Shifton street soon  los
its prestige; it was mo longer pointed out
to the mew resident and to the chance yisi-
tor as the home of wealth and culture. It
was spoken lightly of by many as the ‘ot
pital Church,’ but little cared its members,'
for with their hearts filled with the lom
God, and on their lips the story of Him wno
forgiveth all our iniquities; who healeth
ali our diseases, they went forth to seek
those whose souls were sick with sin, ands
thiough the wards of the ‘hospital church’
there walked the Great Physician.—‘Morn-
ing Star.’ : &

The readers of the NORTHERN MES-
SENGER will confer a great favor of%ﬁ;
publishers by always mentioning the
NORTHERN MESSENGER when replyin
to any advertiser who uses its columntﬁ
and the advertiser will also appreciate it.
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