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Finding Fault.
The winds refused to bdlow ;
*“ No us,” said they, *“to try,
From north or south or enst or wost,
‘These folks te satisfy.
The North Wind 'is too cold ¥
The West Wind, * bold and rough,’
The East is ‘chilly,’ they oomplain ;
The South, ‘ not cool enough !

And so the windmills stopped.
And ships lay idly by,

The sun beat down from morn till night,
Because no clouds could fiy.

‘The peoplo sighed for wind ;
“ Blow hot or cold,” sald they,

‘ From north or south or east or west,
'Twill be the wigest way !"

—Youth’'s Companion.
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The Wonderful Door.

BY THE AUTHOR OF “CHRISTIKS OLD
ORGAN"

CHAPTER VL
THKOUGK THE GATES.

It was a bright, beautiful morning, and
the village looked oven prettier than It
had done the night before.

‘“ Wouldn't it be nice, Abel,” said little
Nemo, ‘“ it you and me and Father Amos
could come and live in one of these little
cottages, and never go away ho more ?

Abel was {n good spirits that morning,
for they sold many baskets, and the cart
was growing far lighter and less crowded
than it had been when they left homae.
After going through the village from
house to house, they carme to the pretty
lodge, covered with climbing roses, and
standing just inside the park gates,
which they Lad seen the night before.
A carriage was just passing through the
gates as they came up, and a woman in
a white apron was holding the keys in
her hand, and was curtseying to the
people in the carriege as they drove
through. When she turced round to
go back to the lodge, she caught sight
of the basket-cart on the road outside the
gates,

“Oh, it's you !" ghe said; “I've been
watching for you passing all the morn-
ing. I was to tell you to g5 up to the
Hall, as my lady wants 2 basket-table;
but come inside, and let me have a look
if there's anything I want. I haven't
seen a basket-cart not for years, I
haven't,—not since I lived at Custing-
ham.,”

So the golden gates were thrown wide
open, and Abel and Nemo drove through
upon the broad carri~ge drive. Two
little boys about a year and a half old
ran out of the lodge and held on to their
mother's dress, as she looked at the bas-
kets and chose what she wanted.

* Now you must keep straight ap this
avenue, till you see the Hall,” she said;
“it's almost a mile off, but you can't
miss your way. Little Miss Elsle will
be looking out for you, I should think;
she came to tell me 1 was to be sure
not to let you go by; you'll maybe meet
her on the road. You ses I was nurse
up at the Hall, and I had her when she
was a baby, so she never misges a day but
she comes to aee me .and the twins.
Good-day. I shall see you &S you pass
through agafn.”

* Isn't it beautiful, Abel ?” sald Nemo.
as they drove up the lopg avenue of
beech trees, and saw through the trees
fresh beauties ewerywhere, bits of blue
hilis in the distance, streams dashing
over grey stones and moss, winding
paths with rustic seats, squirrels climb-
ing from tres to tree, rocks covered with
moss and fern, rabbits darting from side
tn gide of the road, and overhead,
turough the pale green leaves, tho bright
blue of the summer sky.

“Isn't it beautiful, Abdel 7 sald the
child, with & sigh of content. *“ Don't
you think, i{f w2 go on, we shall coms
to the city of God? Father Amos told
me one day that the gates were m=ads of

*No, Nemo,” said Abel, * there’s no
city up here that I can see; but look,
we're coming in sight of the Hall.”

They hnd left the trees dbehind, and
had come out into'a broad open park.
To thelr right was a lovely lake, shining
in the sunlight ke a large looking-glass,
and round the lake pink and white azd
lilac rhodcdendrons were growing, their

pretty Siowers dipping into the water,.

and reflected by the smooth, placid lake,
till it seemed as 1f they were growing
under the water as well as on the bank.
Close to this lake stood the hous?; Nemo
had never seen such a splendid place
befora.

“1 think it must be heaven, Abel,” de
said

** look,” Abel sald, ** here she oomes'’

It was the little gir) in pink, who had
given Nemo the picture. Sho was run-
ning quickly towards them, with her|
white sun-bonnet in her band, and her
long fair halr falling over her shoulders

“Oh, I'm 8o glad you've come !" she

sald.  “ Alfce told me she would sond
zoul.( . May I get in your cart and ride '
ack 7

Abel lifted her up, and put_her on a
small basket-chair near Nomo.

* What's that 7" she sald fearfuily, as
she looked at the bottom of the cart

*Oh, it's only a dog, little miss, 3ald
Abel, **Ho's very quiet; he hes got
shot, and he's very necar dying, so we've
ooversd him up with an old coat.”

‘1 have a dog,” said the child, “and
his name is Prince; what {a your dog's
name ?”

‘1 don't know, miss,” said Abel. “He
isn’t ours, you see; we've just toox him
in thil his master comes for him.”

All this time Nemo had been look-
fng at the lttle glr) without speaking:
but now ho asked the question which
had been on his mind the whole of tho
day. ‘" Did yon eovor see yon talking
Jdoor ?” he sajd.

‘What does he mean 7 sald E!sfe,
turaing to Abel with a very puzzled face.

‘“ He means his plicture, little miss; his
mind's been running on it ever since you
gave it to him."”

**Oh, I see ! she sald.
door ;* you mean that ¥’

** Yes,” said Nemo; * but how can &
door talk 7

‘“Oh, {t fsn't a real cwvor,” she said
*it's Jesus, you know.)”

‘* But 1t says, ‘I am the door,’" said
Nemo.,

‘ Yes, but it means that Jesus lets us
in. Oh, I know what It means quite
well, but I can’t tell it rightly; Aimold
will tell you, I'll ask him. Oh, hete he
18 " ghe cried, as she caught sight of
the ycung man who had spoken the
night before, and who was coming to-
wards them on a path by the side of
the lake.

‘“ Arnold,” she called, “ come inside
this funny little cart, and look at this
poor dog; he’s been shot; Isn’t it a pity ?
And the little boy in the red cap wants
to know about the picture, and 1 can‘t
tell him, and I said you would tell him
hetter than me.”

* 1I'm glad you've come,” sald the young
man to Abel. *“ My mother wants a few
basket tables and chairs. Oh, I seo you
have some—that's right. If you will
come up to the house, I will send them
in for her to sce. Why, there's the lit-
tle boy I saw last night. What's his
pame ?"

‘ Nemo, sir,” said the child, touching
his little red cap.

* Nemo ? what a very curious name !
said the young man.

** Yes, It's rather a queer name,” sald
Abel, “but then it's uncommon, that's
one good thing about it. There's such
a lot of Dicks and Toms and Harrys and
Bitls, but I never heard tell of another
Nemo."”

“Do you know what Nemo means 9"
asked the young man,

** No, sir, I didn’t know !t meant any-
thing,” he answered.

* Oh, yes, it does; it §s the Latin word
for nobudy. So you ara little Nobody,”
he sald, smiling, as he patted Nemo's
rosy cheek.

* Little Nohody 2 Why, that's very
strange " sald Abel,—very strange, in-
deed ! Little Nobody ? Why, I never
know it meant that before!

“ Now you must tell him about the
door, Arnold,” said the little girl; “he
can't understand how a door can talk.”

“ Nemo,” said the young man, “ come
out of the cart and walk with me to the

“*I am tho

house, and I will tell you all about ft.” |

So, with Nemo holding one hand, and
Elsle the other, Ammold walked up to
the great porch, beneath which was the
high door leading into the beautiful
house.

“This is my home, Nemo,” he said,
“and 1 am going to take you into {t;
how must we go in 2"

“ By the door,” said little Nemo.

 Yes, by the door. Can we get In
any other way 7"

** No, the windows are too high up.”

*“ Then the door is the only way in, i3
it 7"

“Yes,” said Nemo, " the only way.”

* Now,” sald Arnold, “I am golng to
gshow you something in my pocket.”

He took cut a bundle of letters and
pspers, —ud from amongst them he
brought _at a photograph, and held it
up before the chlld.

‘' Who {s that " he asked.

“Oh, T know,” aald Nemo; “it’s the
little pink lady,—it's her,” he added,
pointing to Elsle.

*“ Yes, it's me,” sald little Elsie.

‘* But you are not made of paper and
cardboard, are you, Elsie ¥’ said her

brother, laughting.
Is notding but paper and cardboard; how |
can it be you, then Y’

“ But it is me,” satd Bisio,—" at loast,
{t's itko mo, imn't it

** Yes, that 1s {t—It {s a picture of you,
80 ITke you that we may, ‘' That's Elsie.’
Now, Nemo, you remeraber your picture.
There stands a dosr, and that door is a
picture, not ot Elals, but of the Lorl
Josug Christ; it is so ke him that he !
himself says, ‘1 am the door.’ How is
it ltke Aim ? It 1s Ilke him bocauso of
what it does, and bocauso of what it is.
What does the door do? 1t lets us in.
What is the door ? It not only is the
way {n, but it {s the only way. Just so
the Lord Jesus lets us into the way to
hoavon, and he is the only way In. No
other door, no other way., Wo must
ct:!me to him, or we shall never get (n-
aide.

“*1 am the door: by Me if any man
cuter in, he shall be saved.'”

" Do you seo, Nemo 1

* Yes, 1 sce now,” said the chlld.

“‘Then will you come to him, my little
lad 7 gald Armold. *‘Knock, and it
shall be epened unto you; he will not
turn you away.”

By this time the door had been oponed
by a footman, snd Arnold led tho chil-
dren {nsaide, whiist the man followed
with some of Abel's basket chairs and
tables. What an afternoon of happlnoess
that was for Abel and Nomo! The
1ady bought nearly everythiag they had
in the oart,—not only the chalrs and
tables, which she wanted for use {n the
gerden, but clothes-baskets, and stools,
and a work-basket, and a number of
smaller things beside. Then Abel and
Nemo had dinner in the servants' hall,
and the poor old donkey had some hay
in the stable; and afterward Arnold and
Elsle showed them the beautiful gardens
behind the house; and Nemo was more
gure than ever that they must have ~ome
to heaven—he did not think any other
placs could ba half so beauntiful,

As they drove down tho avenuo late
In the afternoon, the bright cunshine had
passed away, the hills were covered with
mist, and & cold, damp wind met them
as they went towards the lodge, which
mgdo Nemo shiver as he sat by Abel's
slde,

Qo farther into the cart, chlld,” said
Abel; * you're gs cold as ice.”

“ But I like to see out,” said the child.

“ Look out of the little window at the
back, then,” sald Abel. *8eo, I'll put
your chair there. We've got plenty of
room now. 1 never had such a clear-out
of baskets {n my life.”

So Nemo went to the other end of the
cart, and peoped out of the tiny square
window, which was not so big as his
face, and for some time they drove on
in sitence. Abel was reckoning up the
money in i3 bag, and was thinking that
after all it was a good thing that he
had come to the new couuntry; and Nemo
was pepeatiag softly to himself the text
he bad learnt, and which he now under-
stood so well—

“1 am the door: by Me i{f any man
enter in, he shall be saved.”

Suddenly, however, the child sprang to
his feet. * Stop, Abel, stop, stop ! he
cried. " He's there! I gsaw him '

“Who, child, who ?” said the Iittle
man,

*“That man who came in the pight,
Abel! I know it's him. Stop the cart,
ang let’s give bim bhis dog.”

Abel hastily pulled up, jumped from
the cart, and loeked down the avenue

“There isn't anybody in sight!’ he
sald,

*“Oh, I know he's there—Y saw him.)”
safd the child. * Lift me down, and I'l1
show you where he is.”

Ho took Abel's hand and dragged him
hastily to some rhododendron bushes,
which were growing under the trees by
the si{de of the road; but, though they
looked carefully behind them, no man
was to be seen.

* He must have run away,” sald Nemo.

* Nonsense !" safd Abel ; * what should
he run asway for 2

“Well, I'm sure he was thore—qutte,
quite sure; he put his bexud out from be-
hind this pink bush, and he looked out
after the cart.”

“ Nonsensge, ¢hild ! you’'ve been dream-
ing!”

*“No, I baven't” said little Nemo.
* Why won't you belleve me? Call
him, Abel.”

The little man shouted several timos,
tut there came ..0 answer; he went
amongst the trces for some distance, but
he saw no sign of the man, and at length
he told Nemo agnaio that he was sure he
hed made a mistake, and they drove on
as before.

But the child was s0o firmly convinced
that he had seen the owner of the dog,
that, as they passed through the lodge-
gate, Abel asked the woman if 3 man
in a ragged cloak and an old felt hat

- thia?

“This plotograph ] * No,” she satd, langhing; ** 1 shoalda’t

open tho gates to such as him.*

** Now, Nemo.” said Adel, " you sce (2
must have been a shadow you saw, dear,
don’t think of h'm agatn”

Abel was, however, vory thoughtful
himselt as they drove on. It waa very
strange, ho thought, the child seomed
80 sure that he had scen the man, ang
yot {2 it were he, why wns ho hiding
from them, and yvt following them ke
Then there was another thing
which Abel wawn turning over in  his
mind, and that was the name of Nemo.
He snw now why that name had Leen
givea to the chlild,

Nemo, . . . . Nobody,
From Nemo, . From Nobody.
For Nemo, . For Nobody.

The poor child waa to bo Nobody, with-
out a namo; he was a present to him
from Nobody,—for it was never to be
known who had loft him; he was left
to tho caro of Nobody, or anybody, aa
tho case might be; the ono who had left
him not caring {n the lcast what might
become of him. Poor little Nemo!
Abe} felt that ho would love him more
than over, now that he know what his
name meant.

As the night camo on it grow coldor
and colder, the wind was so strong that
the poor donkey could hardly get along,
and the raln came driviag into the cart,
Juntll everything Inside became damp
and chilly.

‘* We can't sleep in here to-night, that'n
clear.”

** Where shall we go ?* askod Nomo.

“1 don't know,” said Aboel. “ Thoro
cught to be a village somewhere hore-
nobouts, but 1 can't seo any lightsa*

Presently, however, they passed & dark
shadow on the road, which Nemo made
out to be a man with a bundlo on his
back.

* Hulloa there ! cried Abel.

* Hulloa !" sald thes man in & cheery
voica.  “It's a rough night, master.”

It {8 a rough night,” gald Abal. "1s
there any plac» near where wo can get
a bit of shelter 7

*“ Well, you've a mile to go yet, maa-
ter,” sald the cheery volice, " and then
you'll get to Jemmy’s, and Jommy wiil
take the best caro of you 2 man can.”

“Is Jommy‘s an inn *' asked Abel.

* Well, yes, {t's a sort of & kind of an
fnn,” he sald; * but it’s vory comfortabloe,
very comfortable indeced, as cosy a place
as any man could wish,”

‘“ Are you going that way *' sald Abel,
* will you have a ttt ?’

** Nay,” sald the man, laughing;: “1
can walk & bl quicker thap your stoed.
I'll go on and tell Jemmy you're coming.”

As they went on their way towards
the inn, something happened which gave
Nemo great pleasuroe. Tho poor dog.
which had been Iying at the bottom of
the cart ever sinco his master loft bim,
and which had been clther sleeplng un-
casily oo monning with pain, got up on
its feet and wulked to Nemc¢, who was
sitting at the back of tho cart, and laid
ita head on his knee.

‘* Good dog, good dog,” sald the child,
as he patted him. * Fio knowa mo now,
doesn’t he, Abel 7 What shall we call
him 7

 Wo must try and find out what his
proper pname §8; he will never answer
well to a new one at his age. Try a
few names, Nemo.”

So the little boy called out, *“ Rover,
Carlo, Dash, Fido, Prince, Major, Lion,
Trusty,” and all the other daegs' names
which he could remember; but tho poor
animal took no notico of them; it was
quite clear that nono of these was the
name by which he had been called.

But when, a few minutos afterwaris,
Abel called out suddenly, ” Nemo, Nemo,
there’s Jemmy ! the dog started. turned
round, and limped at once to the front
of tho cart, where Abel was sitting

* 1 belleve Jommny 18 his name.” gald
the chlld; " 4id you se¢ how he turncd
rouad when you spoke? Jemmy
Jemmy, Jommy !

But though Nemo ropeated the narme
again and again, the dog nsver moved
“No, it cant be Jemmy,” he said ; * yet
didn't he turn mund quick when you
called ¥ Wasn't §#t funny ?”

“1 hope his name fsn’'t Nemo,” said
Abel in &n awestruck volce.

* Oh, I wonder if it 8 ' gald tho child
* Nemo, Nomo, Nemo "

At once the dog obeyed the call, and,
leaving Abel, turned round and iimped to
where the child was sitting.

. lt| is Nemo,” said the boy; ** I'm sure
it fs 1"

1 don't like it at all,” sald Abel fn a
solemn vofce, I don't like It at all.”

(To be oontinued.)

Artificial clouds produced by ths com-
bustion of liguid tar and solidifed petro-
leum, have been used with ¢uove
prevent froat on tho Swedish-Norwegian

had passed through a short time befora

frontier,



