THE MESSENGER.

have no servant; and Joan shall be free to
carry out a plan of her own.’

“Yes, father, you must let us help. T've
only got one talent, I am afraid, but I can
trim hats and bonnets to perfection, and I
am going to solicit orders from all our
friends, and have a milliner's window. if
~you will let me, in our new abode.’

Mr. Fawley’s pride said no to both plans
for a moment, as he looked at the eager
faces before him. His girls had never
needed to soil their hands with work—could
he let them begin now? And Siella had
been paler than usual since young West’s
abrupt visit, and no word had come from
him since that evening.

Something in her pleading look answered
his thought, as he remembered that tnere is
no cure for trouble like hard work, and
plenty of it, and so he promised to let them
have their way. A tiny house in a cheaper
neighborhood was taken, and furnished wifh
their plainest Dbelongings; and though it
was hard for Mr. Fawley to begin life again,
at least there was no dishonor attaching to
his name.

- Summer-day friends left them
alone, but others respected their efforts, and
scon Joan's clever fingers had as much
work as they could do. ‘It is very strarge

that one’s own earnings seem to go so much -

further than the cheques you used to give
us, father,” said Joan, saucily, when six busy,
happy months had gone by.

‘And I never imagined that so many good
dinners could be carved from one small
jeint,” Stella added with a merry smile.
‘And I find a blacklead brush is quite as
‘good as a tennis racquet for exercise.

It was duite true. The little house was
brightr and pleasant as a home could be, and
in keeping it so, health and strength had
come to Stelia, and she was strozger than
in all her life before. Mr. Grey kad not
entirely wrecked the firm, and gradually
confidence and -prosperity came back.
Througk all the dark days Fred Neville had
been Mr. Fawley’s right hand, and by his
rare business capacity and tact had done
more than anyone tc get things right omnce
more.

So three years went by, and thea the
Fawleys moved back to their old home,
though Joan refused to give up her snop.
‘I will keep it till Stella goes away tfrom us,’
she said, ‘for I can earn money and do good,
and I could not bear to be idle again.’

In the old sunny room they often sing,
‘Oh, rest in the Lord’; and Fred Neville, as
he takes his rightful place at Stella's side,
thanks God for giving him his Meart's de-
sire.. The chastening of loss and the disci-
pline of hard work courageously done have
wrought nothing but good for the father
and his girls.

And their charity will be largex' and their
sympathy more tender to all in need be-
cause they have known the burden and the
difficulty of a workaday life.

Wise Sacrifice.
(James Buckham, in ‘8. S. Herald.’)

‘What do you intend to be when you are
a man ?’ asked an eminent surgeon of a boy
in whom he was interested.

‘I want to be a surgeon, like you, sir,’
was the quick reply.

The surgeon took the boy’s hand and Spread
it out beside his own. ‘You enjoy playing
baseball, he said.

‘Oh, yes !’ cried the boy. ‘I enjoy it bet-
ter than anything else. I play it almost all
the time when, I am out of school.’

‘1 thought so,” said the surgeon. ‘Look at
your hands. See how thick the fingers are
getting. They feel hard and stiff, too. Be-
fore you know it, they will be twisted out

geverely

of shape. A surgeon needs the most flex-
ible hand in the world, as sensitive as a wo-
man’s. If you keep on playing ball in the
extravagant fashion you are doing now, un-
tii you are tweaty-one, your hands will be
spoiled for a surgeon’s. Now I am going to
put you a hard question : ‘Would you be

willing to give up baseball for the sake of

being a hetter surgeon than you otherwise
could be 7

The boy’s face grew scber for a minute.
Then he locked up and cried eagerly, ‘ Yes,
sir, 'I would !
for the sake of my best.

The famous surgeon laid his hand approv-
ingly on the boy’s shoulder. ‘You will do,’
he said, with. a smile. *‘Yours is the spirit
that makes success sure. But you need not
give up baseball—only extravagant ' indul-
gence in it

~Willingness to sacrifice the lower to the
higher gcod is one of the surest tests of
character. It is something we are all called
upon to do. Every life is full of cross-cur-
rents of opportunity. Nine - times out of
ten, the question is not: ‘ Are both of these
opportunities goed ?  But, ‘ Which is the
better opportunity 2 Each is almost sure
to conflict with some other and we are ab-
solutely obliged to make a choice.

Wise, and happy, too, in the end, is the
boy or girl who, while the opportunities of
life are fresh and abundant, has the strength
and courage to seize those which are best,
and let those which conflict with the best
go. Happiest and wisest of all is the young
person who seizes the grandest of all oppor-

‘tunities, the opportunity of lifelong conse-

cration and service, at whatever cost of
plea,s_ure, or indulgence, or freedom from
responsibility. :

In A Far Country.
(By Bmma Herrick Weed, in ‘ Onward.”)

‘When he came to himself he said, T will
arise ! s

About are the parched plains,
leaden skies,

While his heart, like a caged bird, beats
its bars with homesick cries.

above the

Last night he dreamed that she came, that
she gave him a mother's kiss ;

That her soft hand smoothed his brow with
its touch of balm and bliss,

And swept away from his brain its awful re-
membra.nces

He dreamed that she led him forth, back,
back over moor and fell ;

He heard the drip of the stream, in the cool
cf his native dell ;

And he saw the sunrise break on the hills he
loved so well.

He stirs in his sleep—he wak‘es"—»a.nd with
kim wakes Despair !

And Hunger, and Thirst, and Death, and
the snarling swine are there!

And the swineherd’s reeking garb—O God !
must he longer wear ?

Why, the hired servants at home on his
father’s bounty dine!

They have bread enough and to spare—the
fruit of the field and vine—

While no man giveth leave to share the
husks with the swine!

Then I know not how, but I know in that
hour of mightiest stress,

A hope leaps up in his heart, like a spring
in the *wilderness :

The boy has come to himself !
he says.

‘I will arise!’

The message is thine, O boy ! ‘Afar from

thy home and kin,

The blossom dead on the bough, and bitter
the wages of sin !

Return !
will let thee in!

I would give up anything

There’s a path across—and Father

(reat Bargains.

Readers of the ‘Messenger’ who are nog
now taking the ‘Witness’ or ‘World Wide’
would profit greatly by taking advantage of
one of our Trial Trip Club Offers, announced
on the last page of this paper. The ‘Wit-
ness’ has kept pace with the times and con-
tinues to be the standard of responsible
journaiism in this country. Both the Daily
and Weekly ‘Witness’ have credit through-
out Canada for promptness and accuracy in
the publishing of news, and for sincerity and
independence in the matter of Editorial Com-
ment.

Those that have not taken ‘World Wide’
will make its acquaintance with great pleas-
ure. The publishers will appreciate the as-
sistance of the ‘Messenger’ subscribers in
making known the interesting offers on the
last page. Perhaps some would be so good

“as to pin them up in conspicuous place in

store or office.
JOHN DOUGALL & SON.

World Wide.

A Weekly Reprint of Articles from Leading
Journals and Reviews Reflecting the
Current Thought of Both Hemispheres.

So many men, so many minds Every
man in his own way.—7Terence,

The following are the contents of last
week’s issue of “World Wide '

All the World Over,

The Empress Frederick— *The Spectator;’ London,
The Empress as a Correspondent—* Morning Post,’ London.
fhe Emperor Francis Joseph--* Le Figaro.
AEenmn Imperialism—By Sydney Brooks, in the * F ortnightly
cview.
The Benefactions of & King—New York ‘ Tribune.’
The Passing of a Fascinating People—* Daily Mail,’ London,
Mr Dooley Again,
The Making of American Jockeys—By Allen Bangree,
‘ Ainslee’s Magazine.” Extract,
A Grand Jury—By H. B,, in ‘The Westminster Budget.
Millionnaires Bons—"l‘ho Spectator,” London, g
An Englishman --Defoe.
Commercial Education and Met.hodshBlrminxh‘m ‘Post,'
The Stupidity of Cleverness— ‘ The Globe,” London.
The Good Old Times—* Journal des Debats,’ Paris.
The Forbidden City—Extract from the ‘ Cornhill M;
Apathy ot Miners—By Bert M. Hogen, in *The

Mus ee—kqe win-ni-nee—* The Weéstminster Budget.’

Scmething About the Arts.

Art at the Glasgow Exhibition—New York * Kvening Post.’
Btory of Old St. Paul’ 5— 8t. James's Gazette.’
Church Music—Boston * Evening Transcript.’

Concerning Things Literary.

‘ At she Burial of a Dog--By Arthur Ransom fin *Literature.'

Bong—By Robert Loveman, in ‘Hu‘per s Magazine,’

A Refrain—By M. A. Gurto i8, in the ‘ Gentleman's Mmﬂnﬂ.

Verse, ‘A Kerry Stag'—By Edward Sydney Tylee, in *The
B8pecvator,” London,

Mr. Ag((}ull'.h on Literary Taste—"* Daily Teleguph, London,

Plain United Btates—' The Academy.

'Che 8tory of Charlotte Bronte— ‘From the *Young Woman.’

George Eliot—‘Daily News," London.

The Evolution of Mr. Anthony Ho] e~Birmin2hm ‘Post.’

The Fallow Fields of Fiction—B g‘ . B., in ‘The Academy.,

iy"hlh.delph

Responsibility—‘Public Lelger,’

Oliver Oromwe —By Bamuel Bawson Gardiner, M.A. Extract,

The Bearch-*The Xcadem

New Tests::ent Criticism und the Faith—By Canon Gore, in

A Fubhful Creator—Abstract of a sermon by T. G. Solby.

Hints of the Progress of Knowledge,

The Morbid-Bensitiveness of Modern People—The Manchester
‘Guardian.’

Science. Noter—Canute Redivivus, The Eclipse of Ze
Atmospheric Hydrogen, Town of vos, Patriotism

Geogra%yy— The Westminster Budge&
Another New E ement—New York * Evening Post.'
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