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deceive the world.
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DID !’-IIJ DO IT ON PU’RPOSE ? You are sure

The owmr of 'an old lheepdog 4. Treasure your health. Avoid
tells a good story of his intelligence. | excesses of all kinds. Keep from
The collie had been. much annoyed |drunkenness. Arise early. Sleep
by the conduct of & neighbor’s dog, | enough.

With a business experience, frugal-
ity, a good reputation and  health,
opportunity for advancement in pros-
perity are sure to come.

which is too lazy to hunt bones for
jts own comsumption, but greatly
enjoys unearthing the treasures of
others. When Dash had been de-
prived of several choice stores in
this way he evidently meditated over
the vexing matter, and at last a
brightvldea. came to him. One day
after dinner, when the neighbor’'s
dog was out of the way, Dash began
to dig a hole not far from where his
master sat watching him, and in it
he deposited a big and still eminent-
ly desirable bone. Then he covered
it well with earth, disappeared for
a moment, and came trotting back
with & small bone, which had seen
its best and second-best days, but
was still good enough, in Dash’s
opinion, for a thief. The bone he
Jaid on the earth which hid the big
pone, and scraped the earth over it
with elaborate care. His master
had the satisfaction of knowing that
the ruse was successful, for the next
morning, he saw the thief hastily
leaving the premfses with a small
bone in his mouth. Later in the
day Dash reaped the reward of his
wisdom as he sat munching the big

bone at his leisure.—‘Presbyterian.’
e oo oe
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AN INDIAN LEGEND.

An Indian story that has been
banded down, and is till believed by
many Indian tribes, is one about the
transformation of leaves into birds.
Long years ago, when the world was
young, the Great Spirit went about
the earth making it beautiful. Wher-
ever his feet touched the ground love-
ly trees and flowers sprang up.
All summer the trees wore their
short green dresses. The leaves
were very happy, and they sang
their sweetest songs to the breeze as
it passed them. One day the wind
told them the time would soon come
when they would have to fall from
the trees and die. This made the
leaves feel very sad, but they tried
to be bright and do the best they
could so as not to make the mother
trees unhappy. But at last the time
came, and they let go of the twigs
and bramches and fluttered to the
ground. They lay perfectly quiet,
not able to move except as the wind
would lift them.

The Great Spirit saw them and
thought they were so lovely that he
did not want to see them die, but
live and be beautiful forever, so he
gave to each bright Ileaf a pair of
wings and power to fly. Then he
called them his ‘“birds.”” From the
red and brown leaves of the oak
came the robins and the vellow birds

HOW TO GET ON.

A young man asked. ‘‘How can
I get om in the world?”’

1. Get at some work for which you
are suited. Learn it from top to
bottom. Excel in it. Know more
about it than any other man, be
more skilful in it than any of your
competitors.

2. Save money. Begin to hoard
the cents if you can mnot afford to

from the yellow leaves, and from the
bright maple leaves he made the red

lay by $1 a week. Acquire the ha- birds: the browm leaves hecame
bit of thrift. | wrens, sparrows, and other brown
2. Get a good reputation for hon- hirds. This is why the

truthfulness, regularity and birds love the trees and always go
It is business cap-|to them to build their nests, and
Don’t try to’1ook for food and shade.

esty,
trustworthiness.
ital. Deserve it.

TTLE 0DDITY

Served Out.”

of gongs, the influx of visitors and
bustle of attendants, prevented the
absolute quiet that was so necessary.
How they all longed for the
country home that seemed so far
removed from them by all this ill-
mess and trouble. Some of them
iwondered if they would ever see it
again,

Poor Liese was left quite alone
now. Madame Bruder proposed to
her to go home and remain there
with only the maids—who were all
kind and good;uxxtu they could all
come; but Liese could not bear the
thought, and begged to stay.

lovely

By the Author of “

CHAPTER XVII.—Continued.

“Auntie Clara, do come here a
minute,”” she cried softly.

The little mother came to the door
and when she saw Bonny, shut it

Numerous inquirfes were sent to
softly behind her. the hotel every day as to the  pro-
“He's been so funny and wild allfopope of the great violinist,  and

day,” Liese said; “he doesn’'t mind
me a bit, Auntie.”

Madame Bruder took Bonny by the
hand and led him back into the sit-
ting-room. There she took him on
her lap by the fire, where he re-
mained quietly for a few minutes,
but then started up amd began chat-
tering again.

“Feel his hands, Liese,”” she said:
‘“they are burning hot, and his eyes
are wild and restless. Alas! alas !
the child is ill, I fear me. Ach me!
this is trouble on trouble!””

She rang for Fr#z, and sent him
to wait on his ‘master, while a mes-
senger of the hotel was despatched
for a doctor, nnda.lso %o bring from | i)} for anyone to be long with him
one of the ng of pt my aunt, and I am not allow-
the great city a competent nuree. lad to see Johann yet.”

Madame Bruder was right: Bonny| “Dear me! that is very sad. Ask
Wwas very ill. It was no wonder he|gour aunt to allow you to  come
had not stayed in bed, for no such| (o our room so long as we remain
here, which will be for a few more
days. You don’t mind, Robert, do
fyou ?”’ she asked of her husband, a
grave, stern-looking man, of whom
-| Liese felt more m half frightened.

most of the visitors who were stay-
ing there came to the Bruders’ pri-
vate apartments every morning to
hear the latest accounts. Among
these were a lady and gentleman,
who had often talked to the children,
and when Bonny was taken ill mo-
ticed his absence.

‘““Where is your little brother ?’’
the lady asked. She was fair and
delicate-looking, and leaned heavily
on her husband’s arm.

‘““He is very ill, too,”’ Liese said,
with a half sob. ,

‘““That is sad for you,” the lady
said kindly. - ‘““Are you much alone?"

‘““Yes, very often. My uncle is too

{able that I couldn't understand

much worse when the time came.
And  then afterwards, you know,

deaf, and that was the reason
played badly.

better s0 nicely. Johann never
seemed the same after that evening
he tried to play, and I believe he
has been fretting about it so that he |
has made himself ill. My auht th.lnks
so, too.”

‘“He is very fond of his father?’ |
the gentleman inquired.

““Oh, yes,” Liese replied. ‘“He will
do anything for Herr Papa; but then
you know, everyone is fond of him.
Johann is not fond of mamy people,
and he can be very disagreeable when
he likes;”” and then Liese told them
of the way he served the doctor a
long time ago; ‘“‘but if Herr Papa
only looks at him Johann runs to
him directly. That’s how it is
played so well, because Herr Papa
had taught him, and Johann would
practise all the day to please him.

‘“He did play beautifully,” ILiese

went on. ‘“‘Everyone said it was
wonderful, but now he never touches
his violin.”’

‘“Poor little fellow, it is very sad
for him,” the lady said.

“I think - it is dreadful!””
said warmly.
he will do when he gets well, be-
cause he was always playing or lis-
tening, to Herr Papa, and he can't
do either mow.””

“Perhaps he’ will become a com-
poser, and so find amusement,’’ the
lady replied.

Liese

always call him Herr Papa, and my
aunt we call ‘‘miitterchen’ (little

might have learned
equally well,”” the gentleman re-
marked. ‘‘“He evidently inherits his
musical talent from his father.”’

‘““Yes.”

“Do you know,”" the lady said sud-
denly to Liese, ‘“when we first saw
him he reminded us very strongly o!

a little boy we lost.”

“Did he die ?”’ Liese asked sym-
pathetically.

““We do not knmow,” the lady re-
plied.

‘“Don’t you think Liese would like
to come out a little while and see

said quickly.
evening. You
choose a doll.”
“Just as she likes,”” the lady said
languidly. ‘‘A little stroll would
not hurt me, perhaps.”

ae e »

CHAPTER XVIII.—THE BREAK-
ING OF THE CLOUDS.

“It is a beauriful
might get her to

One | day Bonny, who had been
asleep a long time, woke up and
looked all round him. Madame Bru-
der was standing by his bed.

He looked at her a great meany
times very curiously. At last he
said—

“Little mother, I have had a bad
dream.”’

She stooped down and kissed
tenderly.

Agafn he lay still, with a curious
absent expression on his face.
Suddenly he jumped up, and asked
her quickly—

““Where is Herr Papa?"”

Madame Bruder pointed to the
room beyond, and smiled.

“I did dream it, then,”” he said.
“A man came and saild he was to
play, but Herr Papa was ill, and
the doctor told me a secret: that if
he played he would die. Then he
said I could play for hfm, and when
I u\lsdtaoplgvleould not, and they
drove me away, and called out that

him

.Humwutooome They sent

men who took Herr Papa away, and

’_wmthqwtmmmwu

dead.
"Ith-dreqnmyohﬂd’ ‘Ma~

‘dame

and

stand,
‘He

at all,”” Liese went on. ““I was very
frightened at first, but Jobann was

Herr Papa found that he was quite |
he “Not yet.”
| Then Herr Papa, wa.sl
©obliged to play, and he was taken him?’’
ill again, after he had been getting

he |

“I don’t know what |

““Herr Bruder is your |
uncle, is he not ?’
“Yes,” Liese answered. ‘‘But we

mother).”

“Little Johann is your cousim,
then 2’

“¥es."!

‘““But you both speak English as
well as German, how is that?”

“My father was English, and I
lived in England till after my pa-
rents both died. Then Herr Papa
brought me here. Johanmm had lived |
in England too, T think, when he
was a baby.”’ !

‘“If he had TEnglish nurses he

both languages

the shops lighted up?”’ the gentleman |

’Umdmnnholhmﬂd be[ lﬁdmulgnedtoumwtalk
it more.

2 ot e Hromis

““Where is Herr Papa?”’
The little mother replied as
fore.

““Take me to see him.”

be-

“You are sure they didn’t kill

| “He will come and see you
soon."”

The child turned over with a
[heavv sigh, and presently closed his
eyes in sleep again. After that he
slept a great deal, and was quiet,
and was quite and tractable when he
awoke. When Madame Bruder spoke
| to him, he generally understood and

very

|

answered, from which she gathered
,that his deafness was not so com-
plete as they had supposed, and
that with the aid of his eyes he

would soon get to follow anything
said to him.

One day, when he woke from his
usual morning nap, his slowly open-
ing eyes fell on a figure standing by
his bed. The child uttered a little
Icv'y of joy—

‘“Herr Papa! Herr Papa'

“My little Johann.”’

Bonny ' looked at him curiously.
“Did you say ‘My little Johann’ ?"’
he asked.

; “Yes,’!

[ “Herr Papa. I heard you then."”

; ‘““Thanks be to God, the child is
getting better, and if he may get
better he may get well, perhaps,”

| the professor said devoutly

‘; Jonny reached out his hand to he

i taken by the Herr Papa’s.

Then he feebly dragged him on to
| the bed.
| “Herr Papa, did vou play to the
people that dreadful night?’’
| “Why, yes, Johann; you know
that.”
| ‘“Yes, T remember: Liese and I sat
alone while you were gone. T knew
‘you would never come back, and 1
{ would not go to bed.”

i “But I did come back, you see.”

' “But you were ill, and I knew
:\Oll would die, and now you are not
| going to, are you ? It is all right
lnm\ is it 2

; “T am getting quite well.”’

! ““Oh, Herr Papa, why did the doc-
| tor say if you played it would kill
{you. I did think he knew, and I
‘Lhmlght it must come like he said
Doctors don’t know anything.”’

The professor laughed. “Poor little
one,”’ he said tenderly, ‘“‘you did
{not want Herr Papa to leave you.’
| “I can’t  be without you,”” Bonny
Is:\i(l. “I can’t, Herr Papa, and 1
f'won’t.””
| “Hush, my little one,’”” the pro-
| fessor said; ‘“you know not what
you say. We will talk of this an-

other time. But God has been good
and restored us both.”

‘““To play our new piece together,”
Bonny said eagerly.
could you play me a dear little soft
piece of music, like you used in the
evenings at home.”

The professor looked
child seemed so happy that he did
not Wwant just mow to bring back
the sadness of his inability to hear
plainly.

But Bonny was hungry for music.
Think how long he had been without
it, and for the last four years music
had been as much a part of his daily

‘““Herr Papa,

doubtful. The

llife as food is to all of us. Now
that the misery of these last few
days had given place to joy, he

wanted only this one thimg to com-
plete his happiness. Alas, poor

child! How unspeakahly great the
loss to him of even a part of his
hearing!

Herr Bruder sent for his violin and
began to play a soft, sweet melody.
Bonny listened delightedly.

‘““Herr Papa,’” he said presently,
‘‘you are playing louder than you
generally play that.”

Herr Bruder stared at him incre-
dulously. Then he took up Bonny's
own violin and gave it to him.

‘“Play it yourself, Jahann, and
show me the way you can do s0,’’ he
said with a smile,

Bonny raised himself up and took
the violin in his thin white hands.
With trembling fingers he drew the
bow across the strings, but gradual-
ly the melody bewitched him, and
he forgot everything, weakness and
difficulty alike, in the intense desire
to make it as perfect as it could be
—the true spark of gentus, which is
never content with imperfect or in-
ferior results.

~ (To be continued. )
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Mr. J. C.
one of the best known Presbyterians
in the Palmetto State.
the following extracts from this edi-

tor of which, Hemphill, is

We make

torial:

““Appeal as we may to our reli-
gious prejudices, and rejoice as
some of us are accustomed to do
at/ the discomfiture of the priests
im this case, because our fathers also
passed through the fires of persecu-
tion for righteousness’ sake, there
is no mistaking the true temdency of
‘the revolutionary conditions in
France.

“If it were only the Roman Ca-
tholic Church, the outcome of  the
struggle would not greatly distress
some of ‘the separated brethren’ at

1f is not the Roman Catholic
but Christianity,
It does

least.

Church,
that is at stake.
make the least difference,

however,
not
therefore,
or

whether we believe in the Pope

not, what our denominational
views may be, the fight in
France is at the bottom the fight of
the Christian world, whatever
regiment or division or branch of the
service to which we belong. The
Protestants have as much at issue in

nor

this struggle, in principle, as the
Roman Catholics. They will not
lose so much in property, their
churches, or meeting-houses, and

schools and seminaries and asylums
will not be seized and confiscated by
the State—this time, they may even
profit to a certain extent by the
heavy hand which is laid on
Catholic temples and means of reli-
gion; but the State is setting a pre-
cedent which will in time affect all
religious societies in the freedom of
itheir worship and the security of
their property.

It is urged by the Government that
the present aggressive measures have
been resorted to omly to bring about
separation between Church and State.
That is & plea that would deceive
the very elect, but # is absolutely
without foundation. The fight in
France is for no other purpose than
the subjectiont of the Church to the
absolute control of the State in all
matters relating to the freedom of
worship, for the present, with = the
purpose, doubtless, of finally direct-
ing the Church in matters of doe-
trine, so that when Christ # run
out of Framce the S.crlﬂm of the
Mass will be sucoeeded by orgles of
the flesh.

““This is, we belleve, a true repre-
untuﬂon of the nligloul side of the

the |

the {.
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' the title to any other property in

A SUUthB[n P[Lshytenan the coumtry, was confiscated and
turned to all sorts of profane uses.

S k fth E lh l' Ch h After the Revolution had passed, the

pea SU e a UIC l”[: { F'rench Assembly pledged the State

to make some return to the Church

el for the property which had been

taken from it by providing for the

We have commented several  vimes | support of the clergy and the main-

on the silence of the press of Boston | tenance of worship, the sum appro-

on this I'rench matter. We recows- | priated for this purpose only equal-

mend to the atteution of Boston edi- | ing, however, about ome per cent. on

tors an editorial which appeared in {the value of the property confiscated

a recent  issue of the News and [ by the State. The agreement thus

Courier of Charleston, 5.C., the edi- | voluntarily entered into by the re-

presentative body of the Krench peo-

ple was the -basis of the Concordat
between the Church and the State in
the time of the great Napoleon, and

lasted for one hundred years through
all the political changes which have

come to France

During this pe-
riod there were many threatemed and
actual departures from both the
letter and spirit of the agreement,
the State steadily all the while en-

croaching upon the prerogatives of
the Church until finally the Concor-
dat was broken flatly by the State.
There in the history of
the world, we believe, a more con-
spicuous example of national perfidy
and dishonor.

was never

“What will be the outcome of
present: struggle in
can tell,

the
nobody
but the aggressions of the
State are so outrageous that we,
who are descendants of those who
passed through the fires of persecu-
tion, must sympathize with the Ro-
man Catholics in their resistance to
the materialidtic hosts which have
apparently very nearly accomplshed
the overthrow of Catholic France.
The issue is deeper and more far-
reaching than the suppression of
priestly influemce: it touches the
very life of the Christian religion. If
it can be settled only by revolution,
the Church should not shrink from
the struggle in which event many a
so-called heretic will be found mnear
the colors, because, whatever we
may say, Christianity by whomso-
ever taught, is better for the world
than infidelity.—Sacred Heart Re-
view,
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are mild, sure and safe, and are a perfech
regulator of the system.
pﬁymlonkthmdm
away all effete and waste matter from the
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