T THE- MESSENGERM o

geientific. men, but the. eminent men of

~Wales are her bards, her literary men, her’
and her:
-to begin on now, however.

‘her hymn-composers,-
" What do we see in the cotfage

* musicians;
preachers.

“homes of Wales? Not pictures’of horse-.
. races—not portraits of prizefighters. .
no; but portraits of the pulpit giants of the

No,

Principality, portraits of Gospel heroes, of
the warriors of the Cross, the messengers
of peace.

“As a nation we have many faults, but
there are spots even on the sun.. Show me

‘a, nation with higher natlona.l character—
"istics: a nation among whose” people the

Word of God has such a power in family
and social life: a nation in which law,
sobriety, honesty, and industry so prevail

the Sunday is better sanctified and the Sun-
day School upheld: a nation which is now
speaking the same language. which was

spoken by their forefathers more than 2,000 -

years ago: or show me another nation

whose working men sacrifice the greater

part of a week to attend a musical and
literary festival in their thousands.’ -

Some day, perhaps, there will be an Eng-
lish Eisteddfod, and then—! -

At the 'Prison (late.

‘Passing the State prison in Wethers-
ﬁeld on foot, one spring morning, uwurty

years ago said an old gentleman recently—- )

one of the prison commissioners of the
State of Connecticut—'I saw the gate open,
a man come out, and the gate close a,gam
The man looked pale and Wworn a.nd :sad.
he stood by the gate,- 1n the broad. May
sunshine, in a perplexed undecrded way.
and I noticed that the tears were streammp'
down his cheeks.
the road, up at the sky; then stood w1th
bowed head.

¢ “Where now, my frxend" " 1 asked cheer-

fully.
" ¢“I don’t know, good sir,” rephed " the
man sadly. “I was just tkinking that I

would throw my hat straight up into,the

air and go the way the wind blew it. I
would rather go back into the prison, but
they won’t have me now that I have worked
out my sentence. They won't have me
there, and I don’t suppose they will have
me anywhere,” he went on in a broken
voice, “but I have got to be somewhere. I

don’t hnow what will become nf me; fore-

sight isn't as good as hind51ght sir.

‘“I am walking to Hartford; take passage
with me,” I said.

““You won't- care to be in such company,
he 7replied, looking at me incredulously.
“Perhaps you don’t understand that I have
JLlSt worked out a sentence in the btate
prison here.” .

‘“I understand,” I sald “We are all
wayfarers, come a.long, and we . Wlll talk

the matter over, and dec1de as we go what )

can be done for you.”
It was a lovely, warm day. We w_alxed
slowly and talked a good deal, or, rather,

my companion talked,” and I encouraged .

him to do go. He answered my questions
frankly, eclutching- hungrily at my ready
sympathy. He was very free.to talk ‘of

himself, and said at last, as I smlled n.t'

some unimportant disclosure

‘ “Reserve was never one of my failings, -
That -

sir. If I tell any thing, 1 tell all,
is the way I came ‘to get into prrson Had

I kept silent, I should have gone free; but -

by this time, my heart, full of pent-up sin,
would have been a mass of corruption.”
‘I Iound that he_had made shoes in. the
prison.
said.

* about having been- in prlson

He looked -up and- down'

« pever had a trade before,” he
“I think if I had, I would not” have'

fallen into errors. Had I had a legitimate

:way of gettmg a. livmg, 1.-would not- have_
been tempted as T was I have a good trade

I have brought

that away’ with me, -as well" as a wuler

'.memory .and a lasting dlsgraee "
‘“It is not the fact of your bemg in prison,

but the crime that carrled you there, where—
in Hes' the sin,” I said.- s
‘4But those who are not found out escape

. the dlsgrace,” he replied brtterly thh a

deep Slgh and I hastened to.say:

who will hire -you. He is" a large

““The more I thought about it, the more

confident I felt that my Irtend would ta.he'

him into his ma.nufactory
¢“If I were in your place,” I sard as We
enteled the city, “1 would not hsp a. word
.‘ The.poor . fellow stopped short and look-
ed at me. The -hopeful look. dropped out

“of his face, his eyes filled with tears, and

he said in a broken voice:

‘“You have been very kind, but I had
better bid you good-bye, sir. I cannot live
and lie,

light at last when Jesus came to me there,
that I would be true whatever befell me,
and I will keep my word.”

¢ “ Porgive me for temptmg you at the
outset,” I said. “Come on.”

‘f saw my friend, and told him the whole
story. He had a little. talk with my man,
and made a bargain with him. That night,
Just at the hour for the shop to close, we
three went 1nto the work-room ”

ca Here- is: .a:-poor ‘fellow who was dls- .

charged this morning . from the Connectlcut
State prison,’” said the proprietor. “I am
going to.give’ ‘him a start in life by taking
him mto ‘the shop; he Wlll begm work to-
morrow ’
" “There were mdlgnant glances among the
men, and one spoke up hastily :
".¢“I shall leave if he.stays.
worle with a jail bird.”

¢ Very well,” said the employer, “any
one who wishes to leave can bring 'in a
bill of his time in the morning.”

¢ Only one man—the man who had con-
stituted himself - spokesman—Ileft.

¢Ten vears later that discharged convict

I will not

was the owner of that manufactory, and the

man who would not work, w1th a “jail-bird ”
was one of the journeymen. . As I said to

'.begln with, that was thirty ye"rr ago. The
man whom I met at the prison door is now

a Senator in the Legislature of one of our
New Dngland States ‘He -said to me the

other. day : :
AL | txemble when 1 think what the re-

sult_ mlaht Kave been, ha.d an evil, instead

of o good, friend met fne outside of = tne

prxson door.” * ‘Advocate and Guardian.

'The Find-the= Place Almanac.

. TEXTS IN EXODUS
“Jan ; 14 Sun, -—Certa.mly Iwill be with

'15,_Mon —All the children ot
ight in’ their dwellings.
T1ies: —The . blood shall be to

you:for -a token. -

Jan, 17., Wed.—The Lord went Dbefors
them

Jan, 18., Thurs.—Fear -ye not.

Jan. 19., Fri—Go forward.

Jan. 20. Sat.—The Lord is my strength.

* 8 thlnk I know ‘a man here in- the C1ty :

shoe
»manufacturel and I am sure he will make

‘g place for you as a favor to- me, even if he -
“ does mot really need a man.’ '

as amongst the Welsh: a nation by whom -

‘so slir the hearts of the people?
. he, that he. should be .mourned over by fif-

-he a great general;
‘muan?

I promised my God last night in
‘my cell, that was so dark at first, but so

. A Remarkable Physrclan.

Last spring;- in the-city of -New York, oe-
curred one of the most remarkable funera.ls
ever witnessed. The hearse which bore the
dead man was attended by sixty pa.ll-bear-
ers,~and each man of the sixty, owed his
life, under God, to the ministraton of him
they bore. Behind the hearse walked eight

hendred men in line, hardly one of whom
" but was indebted to the dead man for his
- ability to be there.

“Two hundred and ninety-three carriages
followed, and these in turn were attended
by a large number of people on foot.

‘Who was this man, ‘who, being dead, could
‘Who was

teen thousand pelsons in one day, because
they would'look upon his face no more? Was
a world-honored states-

No. He was a simple east-side physician,
whose patients were dwellers in the tene-

-ment ulstucts and whose mourners were

the pdor to whom he had ministered.
Doctor ‘Aronson inherited a small property
from his father, and early determined that

. his life should be spent in service for others.
‘He made- lung diseases his specialty, and

studied with Koch in Berlin, and in the best
schools in Europe. When he came back to
New York he was unknown, save to physi-
cians, but he immediately opened, at his own
expense, a hospital for consumptives in the
poorest part of the city, and threw himself

- heart and soul into the work of alleviating
. the distresses of friendless patients.

It was his custom when called upon to at-

- tend a .poor family, to leave a few dollars

on the table behind him. In the bestowal
of these gifts neither creed nor race was rec-
ognized.’

A friend said of him: ‘Hle was a man who
took peculiar pleasure in seeing other people
happy. . He often declared that if he had

,.ten milhons of dollars, he would spend his
“life in driving around the ‘tenement’ districts,

and relieving the poor.’

He himeelf once said:. ‘I like to discover a
case where a-hard landlord is pushing a
poor tenant.{n the wall. Tlen it is my de-
light to come in at the last moment, raise
my hand, and call a halt, with a cheque for
the amount owed by the tenant. Then real
happiness is seen in the face of the one re-
lieved.’

‘A man’s life is so short at best, he was
wort to say. ‘It would De an easy matter to
meke the world happy, and oneself, too, if
eacl person would but contribute all he pos-
sibly could to the relief of the suffering.’

Several years ago a case of blood-poison-
ing occurred on the east side of New York
The patient was a poor woman, and she wae
critically "ill. Physicians, to whom applica
tions had been made, had refused to take th-
case because of the exceptional risk in th
treatment that was required.

The night when Dr. Aronson heard of §
was the night of his brother’s wedding, an
he was dressed to attend it, He was to’
that the woman would die unless she wa-
operated upon in less than two hours. ¥
threw off his dress-suit, hurried to her bed
side, and performed a successful operatio®
A few days after, he himself was take:
down with blood-poisaning, contracted fror
the sufferer, and for weeks lingered betweesn
life and death. . ’

Then a wonderful and beautiful sight was
seen Hundreds came daily to inquire for
the good physrclan Scores of people knelt
together in the open air around his door-
step, and prayed aloud for his recovery.
The man was greatly beloved, because he
had greatly loved and grandly given. When
he recovered, he said he would gladly un-
dergo the same again to save life,

At last came a day- when upon his return
from a call on a poor and wretched patient
this good man dropped dead upon the side-
wallk, near his own doorstep, his end thus
coming, it was said, just as he had long se-

Acretly hoped and prayed that it might come.

The end came, -we ‘have said. . .But who
can predicate an end to a life so ﬂlled with
the Svirit of him who was, pre-eminently.
the Helper- and, _Healer of men"—- Youth's
" Companion.’



