) to her uncle's room, she knew
as.

nvui!ﬁubxthﬁu'ml his head
ng on his band, looking a little grave,
aps a little sorrowful.

it, the moment entered, he
ad up. and his face brightened.

and the

to bi: "nlad hlnod ber londly. ;
o my little girl is going to leave me,

id Lerhlg but wich an unmistek-
pathos in his voice, and Beryl looked
nth tears in her eyes.

)b, uncle! she said earnestly, ‘We will
r leave you alone. You bave been a
r to me. I could pever think of de-

ng you.!
o stroked her bair, with & half smile

is l‘iss.

couldn't have Misa Grey with me, you
w, dear,’ with & twinkle in his eyes;
Beryl lifted her head.

t doesn't do, my child,’ her uncle add-
still stroking the girl’s sunny bair, ‘to
 an old—'

i\derly, uncle! You aren’t old!

Vell, elderly fogey.’

fou're not a fogey, uucle! I won't
3 you call yourselt one!’

[at, tut! you little witch! No wonder
x bas gone over head and ears,’ said
general, laughing. ‘Will you let me
b now? Young folk are best by them-
es. My ways wouldn’t be Delmar's
s; and, in short, you'd both be shying
jomewhere, and I couldn’t be with you.
off active service now. Tbis wound of
d doesn't allow me to hop about as you

Well, uncle? The moral of all this
discourse?’ said mischievous Beryl.
ell, dear, the moral is this: Should
think your uncle anold foolit he

od some nice, sensible, clever, affec-

ate woman—

Some one like Miss Grey, for instance P’

| Mies Chevenix demurely.

Yes—well, yes' returned the genersl.

ould you, 1, think me an old fool

married at my time of life P’ .

Yor dear old darling!' cried Beryl,

pwing her arme around his neck. ‘No,

course not! You! why, you arve &
dred times nicer than all the young

—exoert Max—put together ! Why

 are 80 handsome, and upright as &

t—and—and—-"

Stop, stop | you'll make me quite vain,

 little puss,’ said her uncls, laughing.

 you like the idea P

Very much. I shall have a resl auntie,

n. Miss Grey hasalways been like

ther to me. Ob! but, sasid Beryl;

mdmn't ssy ‘Yes'? Ab, that's all
led, ng dear. Some time ago we
anged that, when you were married, she
vid do me the honuor to become my
o, said the genmeral simply. ‘I said
hing to you, dear, because I knew you °
ald um]ﬁuhly give up'your own position
make me bappy. But I didn’t t that
, and my dear Marian with me;
could wait, I knew Delmar was in love
h you, or thought it, at auy rate. Now
1 are settled, we can settle, too, and
| make no difference in your xolition.
u'll have Qlenty when I go, and plenty
ile 1 live.

Beryl looked up into the kind eyes that
t hers, with a mist of tears in her own.
Uncle, you are a hero !’ shs said, witha
ak in her voice, and laid her soft cheek
his, and was silent for a long tim.
antie Marian,’ she said after a while—
w nice that sounds—will bave one of
) most unselfish of husbands.’

Then she sprang “f'

‘Will she mind, it I go and—and hung
r P she concluded, laughing.

‘Aud, receiving permission to do this,
» ran og to find ‘Auntie,’ and tell her
w delighted she was with the state of
airs.

CHAPTER VIL

The eveniog of the next day, Max Del-
v sat in his rooms alone, reading, or
ring to read, for Beryl's sweet face came
tween him and his xgu, and he was
eaming of her more of ban following
» printed words in the book.

is evening be could not be with Beryl
she bad a long standing engagement to
fil with & friend in the country, so,
t caring to go out, he had elected to
end a solitary oﬂninﬁ.'
About eight o’clock his man entered.
“There is s lady asking to see you, sir,’
 smad ; she will not give her name.’
‘A lud¥ 1" Delmar said, a little puzzled.
Then it crossed him it might be some
xious relative of an officer or a man he
d known, come in the hope of hearing
'some last words of busband, or father,
 brother.
Such pathetic instances are not rare in
e experiences of soldiers.
«I will see her, Jameson,’ he said, atter
at brief pause.
And Jameson retired, s moment or two
g:d ushering in a tall woman, closely
| .
As the door shut bebind her, Delmar
se ; something in the carriage and figure
the lady struck him ss tesuliar, and the
yxt instant, when she threw back her veil
d closk, he recognized, with a curious
rill that was
 Lilith Harwood.
‘Don’t you know me P’ she said, advanc-
g with outstretched bands, her eyes half-
ted, her cheek flushing. ‘Don’t scold me ,
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The Portratt,

Such a careless, gay, young face
There above you on the wall—
8he was married, do you know,
Near a huodred years ago,
Here, within this very hall,

They made wives of children, then—
Bhe was not as old as you—

Just fifieen, said they that knew,
And her eyes, you see, were blue

As that morning-gloty, dear,

That the wind has tossed in here.

There came days, my little one,
‘When the merace of a shame,
And a levelled foreign gpun
Lighted all the land to flame—
And there came an hour when,
After sob, and kiss, and prayer,
In the little porch out there,
She was lefl alone, alone,

Just to make her useless moan,
Just to wait, and wait, and wait,
For the hand upon the gate,
For the stop that never came.

Ah, the pity of it, dear !

They made wives of children, then,
And of boys they molded men—
Men to put the love-dream by,
Men to do, and men to cie,

As he died, my little one.

Here, within this very bal',
‘Where she gave her girlhooi’sall,
Where ske played at wifely state,
‘Where she sobbed all desolate,
Dear, at last an hour came

‘When they brought him home to her,
And the gladnesses that were
Vanished as a sunken flame,

For they laid bim at her feet
With s sword-thrust in the breast
1n the old days, and the sweet.

Such a careless, gay, ycung face,
There above you on the wail,—

Near a century of deatb,

Sob, and prayer, and laughing breath,
How the face smiles over all !

The Passing of Little Eagle.

The ¢xalted and tender genius of Christ-
ianity spp in every incident of life and
death. It appears with more distinction
where a people but recently pagan illus
trates the discipline and spirit of its faith.
One of the letters of Miss Mary P. Lord,
long |a teacher among the Sioux on the
Grand River Reservation, North Dakota,
gives a "long sccount of s young Indian
who died at Little Eagle Villsge in Sep-
tember, 1899.

His name was Little Eagle, and he was
the Christian son of a Christian father and
mother redeemed from the heathenism of
their tribe. The elder Little Eagle—who
was the first deacon of the Grand River
Mission church—had been a United States
police soldier, and was killed in the fight
at the capture and death of Sitting Bull.
He was the the father of many sons, and
the place where they lived was called after
the family. .

Henry Little Esgle was his widowed
mother's pride and dependence, for he was
ber last living son. The boy studied at the
mission and government schools, and de-
veloped an amisble and manly character
that inspired effection and trust. The
Grand River church to which he belonged
made the young stock farmer its treasurer,
and the local Ycung Men's Christian Asso-
ciation elected him its preeicent.

In the midst ot his usetulness he was at-
tacked with hemorrhage of the lunge, and
sank intoa rapid decline. So universal
was the sympathy and the esteem for him
that his sick room became almost & sbrine.
His Indian {riends, and Cbsistians of all
sects from the settlements around his vil-
lisge, came to see bim in his brave and
gentle paticnce, and sometimes joined in
singing to bim his favourite Gospel hymus.
When the last moment came, it was his
own voice that sang ‘Jesue, Saviour, pilot
me ;’ and bis spirit prssed with a prayer.

His Sioux mother, a tall and stately wo-
an, had suffered it all with the silence of
her race. When she knew tbat ber boy
was no more, her sorrow cried out—in her
native tongue—the cry as old as the bu.
man heart: ‘Micioksi | Micitkei!! (My
son | My son !)

It was tte lamentation of David in ‘the
chamber over the gate.’

The thronged funeral, with its full heart-
ed tributes of speech and emblem and ten-
der song, might have honored a statesman’s
burial. And Henry Little Eagle had lived
but twenty two years.

In the cemetery, after the casket had
been lowered and the eolemn committal

Colds «: Chest

are dangerous; they weaken
the constitution, inflame the
lungs, and often lead to
Pneumonia. Cough syrups
are useless. The system must
be given strength and force
to throw off the disease.

® -

will do this. Itstrengthens
the lungs and builds up the
entire system. It conquers
the inflammation, cures the
cough, and prevents serious
trouble.
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Saying this, ske stooped and lsid two
little purses on the ground at the head of
the grave. It was a slight offering, but it
was the last gift of ber dead boy.

EXTENT OF FORBIGN MISSIONS.
The Vast Woik n—.ﬁ_m ing Carried on in
Otber Lands by Our Mi.slona ies.

Some valuable compilations of facts con-
cerning missionary work are to be found
in & book by Dr. 8. L. Baldw.n, just pub
lished by Eaton & Mains and entilled
«Eoreign Missions of the Protestant
churches.” Dr. Baldwin bas been a care-
tul student of missions for many years and
was secretary of the Executive committee
which had in charge the recent great
Ecumenical council in this city. In his
book he discusses the nature and scope
methods and administration of foreign mis-
sions and then goes on to tabulate in his-
torical foxm the origin and -work of the
various foreign missionary societies. In a
chapter ot sixty pages he gives a brief ac-
count of the important foreign missionary
bocies in the nation.

First in chronological order and one of
the most ¢fficient in achievements is the
American Board, which is the Congrega
tional missionary organization. Formally
installed in 1810, it really took its rise from
the historic ‘haystack prayer meeting’ o
Williams College students in 1806 to ask
for guidance in the matter of sending out
missionaries to the heathen. Five Commis™
sioners and an audience of one p: rson at-
tended the opening meeting of the Ameri-
can Board of Commissioners for Foreign
Missions, as it was entitled ; yet from that
small beginning there spread a movement
that inspired in almost all cases end foster-
ed in many cases the foreign missionary
efforts of other denominations. At present
the board has 101 principal stations, 1,271
out-stations, 465 cburches, 47,023 commu-
nicants, 1,270 schools, §6,641 persons un-
der instruction, 539 American laborers and
2,975 native laborers. Its yearly income
is $644,200. ‘

The Presbyterian Board was organized
in 1837 end has at present an income of
nearly $900,000 with which it supports 111
principal stations, 1,081 out stations, with
85,995 communicants and 21,516 persons
under instruction. There is aiso a South-
ern Presbyterian Board with 40 principal
stations, 176 out stations and 3,378 com-
municants.

The American Baptist Missionary Union
has the larg: ber of t
128,294, in 91 principal stations, and
1,495 out-stations supplied 1,028 churches.
Toe anoual income ot the union is $563,-
494. This is the next to the oldest society
in the country, having been tormed in
1814

The Methodist Episcopal Church Mis-
sionary Society was founded in 1819, and
is now one of the largest having 134 prin-
cipal stations, 500 outstations, 676 church-
er, 124,611 communicants, and the largest
snnual income of any. missionary society
$954 063.

The Protestant Episcopal church’s so-
ciety was formed in 1885. It has now 200
principal stations, 45 churches, 5,682 com
municants, and an income of more than s
quarter of a million dollars.

The Diciples of Christ, a small but
strong denomination particu'arly devoted
to foreign missionary work, maintain 91
churches, with 5,280 communicants and
an income of $144,783.

The und inationsl American Bible

and benediction had been said, the p pl
were turning away ; but the mother, calm-
od now by her Christian faith, stood be-
side the grave and addressed them in the
Indian language.

<] am lonely,’ she ssid. We were &
large family, and now only one is left me
—a married daughter. But they all died
trusting in God, and I rejoice, 1 want to
help you more. I have something that my
son meant to give—a dollar for the Rock
Creek people and & dollar and s halt for
the Wotanin Waste mission paper.j Take
it from his own hand.’

Society, founded in 1816, has an income of
$152 696, upon which it supports 33
American workers and 243 native workere.,

Among other denominations having mis-
sions in the foreign field are the Dutch
Reformed, United Presbyterian, Covenan-
ter, Cumberland Presbyterian, German
Reformed, Southern Baptists, Southern
Methodists, Evangelical Lutherans, and
American Friends. Dr. Baldwin also gives
statiatios of British and Continental foreign
misgionary societies.

In his chapter on ‘False and True Con-
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coptions of Mission and Missionary; Work,’
the suthor declares that for s missionary
to look upon his work as a civil:zing and
elevating agency for the barbarous or semi
civilized nations is ‘s low and unwortby
conception of the work.” The missionary
he says, must have in mind simply the
carrying of the Gospel, and nothingjelse.
Civil zation and elevation may come inci-
dentally, but they are no part of mission
work. Inregard to Chins, the chapter
having been written, of course, before the
peesent outbresk, he writes :

“The great dislike for foreigners, in the
prevalent superstitious, the bitter antagon-
ism of the literary class, the opium habit,
and other difficulties have barred the way
of Christianity, but it is gradually over-
coming these obstacles. * * * Christ
ianity is surely gathering momentum, and
its outlook for the twentieth century is
very promising.’

MY DAD'S THE ENGINEBR.

A Three-Year-014;, Boy Who Acted ss En-
gineer on His own Accouat,

There was an exciting time on the motor
line between St. Johns and Albina, (s part
ot Portland, Oregon, lately. As the story
is related,by the Portland Oregonian, en
engineer on the motor-line, W. B Evans,
bad left the motor-engine on & switch at
the water-tank at St Jobns while he went
to get his luncheon. Dming his absence
his son Fred, three years old, climbed up
on the engine, He had often ridden on it
and had observed the way in which his
father operated it.

Little Fred had no sooner mourted the
engine then it occurred to him to open the
throttle and see if it would start. He pul-
led itiopen,wide, and the ergine did start.
It wae full ot} coal and water and steam,
and moved cff at a high rate of speed im-
medistely. Several persons saw it going,
and saw that a child alone was on the en-
gineet’s seat, but no one was cear enough
to stop it.

Word ;was at once taken to the boy’s
father. He reached the track just in time
to see the locomotive disappear around a
curve. Although wild with grief, he went
to a telepbone, and the operator begap
telephoning snd telegraphing down the
line in an attempt to get the locomotive
stopped. Little Fred’s mother came, too,
but shejwas almost fainting.

Meantime the locomotive dashed down
the road.} Some  people near St. Johns
heard theflittle boy crying, ‘Mamma !’ and
saw that he was weeping. Presently the
locomotive] passed Portsmouth station.
The telephone, message bad already been
received there,[and an operator rushed out
but the speed of the locomotive was - ter-
rific. The operator caught s glimpse of
the little boy sitting upright on the engin
eer's seat, not crying now, but looking
very well pleased.

Word of the sffair spresd, and at St.
Johns a crowd collected. Women were
crying and wringing their hands.. The lo-
comotive sped an. It psssed Peninsular
station at the same rate of speed as that at
which it had passed Portsmouth. No one
dared to throw it on a switch. Word came
by telephone to Albins before the engine
had resched that point, and a party of men
ran out along the line to meet it.

The approach to Albina 18 by a long up-
grade. On this up-grade the steam had
gone down a little, and the speed of the lo-
comotive diminished, although not to any
marked degree. As the engine neared
neared them, the man from Albina stepped
aside. Could any one of them board it P

Jobn Woods, a motorman on the City
& Suburban Railway, did board it, at
frightful risk. He caught the hand-rail
and swung up, although in doing so he was
drsgged  seventy feet, and the observers
for an instant were sure he would lose his
life. He at once turned off the steam, and
the engine slowed down and stopped.

He found the little boy full of delight. ‘I
can run an epgine like papa I' he exclaimed.
He was sitting erect on the engineer’s seat
and was not a bit scared.

The gage indicated s pressure of eighty
pounds, which proved that the speed of
the engine was very considerable when
Woods boarded it. He told the crowd
which gathered that he was much surprised
that be had succeeded in getting on. The
locomotive had travelled several miles at &
rate of st least thirty miles an hour. It was
promptly run back to St. Johns, and the
little engineer was restored to his almost
trantic pareants.

]

MR, MUSERAT AT DINNEE.
Ae Eats bis Succulert Rush Exactly as &
Boy Eate his Banana.

1t you know where there is s colony of
muskrats— and[if you don’t know you can
easily find out, any famer or hunter will
show you their village of grass houses by
the river—you can bave no end of ei joy-
ment by goingftbere at twilight and call-
ing them out. Squeaklike 8 mouse, only
louder, and if there is & pointed noee in

sight making a great letter V in the water,

last longer.

Si)eaks for itself -

—Pearline. That accounts for its quick and large
success. A five cent package of Pearline
(follow the directions) shows you
the.ease, comfort and quickness

of washing with little or no rub-
bing. You won't see all the wear
and tear that it saves, perhaps.
will later when you find that the clothes

But you
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it turns instantly toward you. And if the
place is all still yon have only to hide and
squeak a fow times, when two or three
muskrats will come out to see what the
matter is, or what young muskrat has got
into trouble.

It you go often and watch you may see &
good mavy curious things. See ‘musquash’
(that’s his Indian name) digging a canal or
building his house, or cutting wood, or
catching a trout, or cracking a fresh water
clam, or rolling a duck’s egg along on the
water’s edge 80 as not to break it, to this
little ones in the den far below. And if you
like bananas you may sometimes smack
your lips at seeing him eat his banana in
his own way. This is how he does it:

First he goes to the rushes, and diving
down, bites off the biggest one close to the
bottom, so as to have the soft, white part
that grows under water. This he tows it
to bis favorite eating place. This is some-
times the top of a bog, sometimes & flat
rock on the shor', sometimes a stranded
log ; but, wherever it is he likes to eat in
that one place, and always goes there wken
he is not too lar away or too hungry to
wait.

Crawling out to his table, he cuts off a
piece of the stump of his rush, and sits up
straight holding it in his forepaws. Then
be peels 1t carefully, pulling off strip after
strip of the outer husk with his teeth, till
only the soft white pith remains. This he
devours greedily, holding it in his paws
and biting the end off and biting it off
again, until there isn’t any end left—exact-
lyas a schoolboy often eats a banana
Then he cuts off & second piece, if the rush
is a big one, or swims and gets another,
which he treats in the same way.

And if you are a boy watching him your
mouth begins to ‘water,’ and you go and
cat a rush for yourselt, and eat it as a
s muiquash did. If you are s hungry it
is not very bad.

Stronger Than Appetite.

The New York Commercial Advertiser
reports that an elderly gentleman, with
bald head and a full grey beard, recently
took & seat at a table in a down-town
restaurant, and ordered steak and coffee.
This done, he produced s pocket chess
board, with flat paper men, and proceeded
to lose himself in the consideration of a
problem. Having placed the men, he
looked at them, moved one after another,
muttered to himselt, shook his head, then
replaced them as they were at first, and
began over again.

His steak and ccffee came and shed their
aroma unheeded. He heard nothing, saw
nothing, but the problem before him. One
youog man, sitting behind him, finished
his meal, and while wating for his check,
turned to watch tte chesss player. But the
bishops, queens and pawns could not be
made to accomplish their destiny.

At last the young man grew tired of
watching, and in a voice a little lounder
than was absolutely necessary to attract
the attention of the waiter, he called,
*‘Check !’

The chess player almost jumped from
his seat, *Nothing of the kind, sir’ he ex-
claimed. ‘Nothing of the kind ! Why—P

‘I beg your pardon,’ said the young man
politely, ‘I merely asked the waiter for my
check.’

The old gentleman was too much sston-
ished to say anything but ‘Oh I’ Yet he
looked disturbed, disappointed and angry
He took a few swallows of lukewarm ccfice
tried to eat his cold steak, and hastily left
the restaurant with the dejected manner of
& man who had missed a chance for victory.

A Business Vestryman,

A clergyman who failed to recognize the
fact that his ‘sottlement’ included business
as well as spirituality, was reminded of his
relapse by s parishioner wko did not think
a two-thousand-dollar man could afford to
allow a fifteen-bundred-dollar man to do
his work. ‘Harper's Drawer’ tells how
the clergyman was made to see the busi-
ness side of his calling.

Some years : @ in one of my parishes,
Ihad a vestryn.n whe was an excellent
man sud my warm L epsgnal friend. In
the neighborhood lived & Li.xiga! brothert
an excellent and popular map, with whom
I often exchavged pulpits. His salary
was filteen hundred dollars and s rectory,
while mine was two thousand dollars, with
a similar provision for my shelter.

One very hot summer, not being in
good health, I exchanged several times
with him, so as to save preparing sermons.
One day I went into the large store of
my vestryman to haves chat with him,
which he opened as follows:

‘You have lately exchanged s good deal
with Mr.—'}

‘Yes, air,’ I replied. ‘He is a fine
preacher, and every one in the parish ad.
mired him.’

‘I know that,’ said he. ‘I like him very
much ; but what is his salary P’

‘Fifteen hundred dollars and s rectory.’

‘But what are we paying you.’

I told him.

‘Well,’ he put in, ‘have you consicered
how much this parish loses by these ex.
changes P’

I told him I had made that calculation.

‘Nine dollars and sixty cents is the loss
per Sunday,’ was the statement of this
carefu! guardian of the financial interests
of his parish.

Consumption’s Victims

CAN OBTAIN NEW HEALTH IF
PROMPTLY TREATED.

It Was Tiought Miss Lizzie Smith, of
Waterford, Was in Consumption, But
Her Heulth Has Been Restored—Ad.
vice to timilsr Suflerers.

From the Star, Waterford, Ont.

Throughout Canada there are thousands
of girls who owe the bloom of health
shown in their cheeks, the brightness of
eye and elasticity of step, to Dr. Williams®
Pick Pills for Pale People. There are few
girls in the first years of womanhood who
do not suffer more or less from armmia.
Wq see them everywhere, and they are
easily recogr’z:d by s ssllowness ot com-
plexion, or perlul» extreme pallor, they
are subject to b Fesigge et pi-
tation of the heart, and fee) tired and worn
out on the least exertion. To those who
suffer in this maoner Dr. Williams' Pink
Pills offer speedy and certain relief. Proof
of this may be bad in our own town. Miss
Lizzie Smith, daughter of Mr. Wm Smith,
is todsy the embodiment of health and
activity, yet not so long sgo her friends
feared that consumption had fastened its
fangs upon her. A representative of the
Star recently interviewed Mrs. Smith as to
the means employed to restore her daugh-
ter's bealth. Mrs. Smith’s unhesitating re.
ply was that Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills
were entitled to the credit. Mrs.
Smith ssid: “My daughter is mine-
teen years of sge. For some years
she has not been very strong and was sub-
ject to sick headach Last she
went to work in ap establishment in Paris,
and bad not been there long when her
health grew much worse. She consulted a
doctor there who ssid that her blood was
in such & bad state that the trouble was
hkel_y to develop into contumption, and on
hearing this L'zzie at once returned home.
Wten we saw her we feared she was in a
decline. She suffered very much from head-
aches; was as white as chalk, with dark
circles under her eyes and the eyes shrunk-
en. Her appetite was very fickle and she
ate viry 14!e. She was very despcndent
and at times said she did not care whether
she lived or not. I decided to give Dr.
Williams’ Pink Pills, which I heard were
so higkly recommended in cases like hers,
s trial. She had only taken the pills fors
couple of weeks when we could see an
improvement. By the time she had used
8 conplg of boxes her lpp?ite was much

P , ber headaches leas f
snd the spirit.of degrenion pessed away.
Four boxes more fully restored her heal:h,
and to day she is as welland as active as
though she had never had & day’s illness.
I really think Dr. Williams’ Pick Pills
::v_:d lgr;ile, andhlinlieve tll::y |l-ﬂre worth

eir weight in gold to girls suffering as
she did."F ’ ’ i
Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills make rich, red
blood, strengthen the rerves, bring the
glow of health to pale and sallow cheeks,
and make the feeble and despondent feel
that life is once more worth living. The
genuine are sold only in boxes, the wrap-
per bearing the full name *‘Dr. Williams’
Pink Pills for Pale People.” May be had
from all dealers or by mail at 50c. & box or
six boxes for $2 50, by addressing the Dr.
Williams’ Medicine Co., Brockville, Ont.

‘He isn’t mearly so bright as he thinks
he is,’ said the young woman who discuss-
s her acquaintances.

¢Ne,’ answered Miss Cayerne,* and that's
a very fortunate circumstance. If he were
we couldn't look at him without usivg &
piece of smoked glass.

Magistrate— You are charged with talk

ing back to an cfficer, sir, have you any
‘Jﬂ to sy P
Dayvil s wurd, yer honoe;
mooch already.

Oi've sed too
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