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THE SENTINEL OF THE WOODS.
By Harnet Benuett,

His mother was peclectly astonished L
the youngest dhadd, He liked to go to
dhurel, and when the others excluimed,
“Oh, mother, if we could only leave the
sermon oul,” @ twrned out that he liked
ar the sermon also, "It keeps going
on,” he said.

“And makes us want to be good,” his
nml.lwl added,

“Yes, and when we sit a good way back,
we can see our shoes, and that does ot
distueh  the other worshipens, does it.
mamma?”

That was the one commandment for all
the children, and one would suppose Step-
hen would never do that  (disturh the
other worshipers), yot he did once, and
it wag ten times more shocking, 've moth-
or sid, for the very reason  that it had
never happened before. Of that | am go-
ing o tell you

On the road to chureh, at the turn
where the wood approaches closesi
ouly one &loped meadow  lies be
“look at the owl!™ aied Su E
futher. He pointod with his whip,  The
foremost tree held out one arm, ind on it
was perched an owl.  Vory  bold and
straight he stood, motiondwss, whie behind
him all the wood lay silent, with deptii=
on depths into which even the sunbein
nLuul enter but a little way.

“Father, does the wood belong only
b whispered Stephen.

“It belongs to Mr. More,”
father.

“I love the wood,” sid Stephen  Me
looked back at the owl. “Father. 1 should
not like to go by him into the wood,” he
said.

Stephen's Idlllu laughed  aloud: **Ask
your mother she used to call the
owl when she was a ohild.”

“The sentinel of the wood, b
stands  straight kke a soldies p
arms,” said  Stephen’s  mather,

And when Stephen thougit how old
the owl must be, to be as old as mamma,
he felt a greater awe of him. But he
sacd aloud:

“1 know
wentel.”

“Oh, he is only a soldier who stands on
guard while others sleep,” said ius father,

waid  hiv

ause  he
~enting

a soldor. 1 do not know a

Now the owl was left behind. A sweel
breeze stole from the wood. wnd went
with them to the church door. It cawe

in through open windows, Then one could
see the wood away over on the hiils'dv,
“And perhaps the ow] would let e in, if |
said please,” thought Stephen,  But of
course one gave one's attention to  the
pulpit and the mnister who stood above
the topmost Bible. Perhaps the luini.»lel'
meant to take them all in his arms when
he waved them, but even so, it is church,
and one is not obliged to kiss the min-
ister, but may send him a penny instead.

Stephen folded his hands, and lvd his
head against the pink sleeve of his moth-
er's dres. Along the folds of the skirt
hie eye caught a bit of trimming. white
and round with twists in it. 1t was a
lril eye first, then it turned into a It'le
pig's tail, going ruuml and round many
times, “Fear not,” said the minister, and
that was all very well if he had never
scen the owl. How etrict the owl was!
But how had he come into the round of
the pig's tail? He was there, sure en-
ough! Stephen was so startled he nearly
jerked himself off the seat, and )i« moth-
er. to quiet him, whispered, “Look at your
slioes.” Nevertheless, Stephen  did not
take lis eves off the round bit of trim-
ming, far there was no leaving the owl
smce you had seen him.

The owl stood straight and gmsped his
bough, and now the beawtiful wood rose
behind him swidtly, made of many darg
green plumes, so thick your finger would
go but a little way into them, and turn-
ed all one way. They were on the side
of the owl, and whispered in his ear. But
without him they would run  And if
one should pars the owl. they would still
fly far away. The swootest fragance nL-lu

“L dove you,” he said.
and, ws sdence followed,

“May 1 enter?”
he added, U

The uvw might be asleep, as  father
had sid, yet that was puzzing oo, tor
there were many cyes  sprinkled about
bere and there. As dor the  owl, one
dared not even look at lum,

Lowil call aguin, said Stephen, wish-
ing to retreat, But how dieadinl to find
your feet wo lumpy! They would not
wove at all, Sappose he must stand there
torever and uever go howe  any more!
“But 4 shall not ery out, because it s
chureh,” said Stephien to himselt,

Ntephen tried shutting he ey
yeto the samwe as 1l he had ot shat them,
vhere stood the owl amd he tives

“What makes you come through
“ uhlnu(ld

“We stay where we are put,” .mu\wm(
L owl,

“Siry please let me run away?

Stephen spoke to the owl himselt, 1or

tight,

Che

- ant

what ebse was there leit to do?  llow
stret and far away came the answer:
“Al, but that s another matter!’

At ubat Stephen mas w0 troubled Do
did ot even hear lus mother once more
teiling him to look at his shoes,

“Well, 1 am not going to
sud. It s chureh,”

Nevertheless, he mght have cried il
something had not stuck in lis throat.
His fect were seuting forth in the direc-
tion ol the wood. for in that direction,
and no other, would they move. He
ought to have been glad of this, for who
would not gladly enter so enchanting a
spot ag the wood? But he was veally
dreadfully atraid, because he was drawing
uear to the owl

Had lie been o little braver, there « no
teling what mwrvelous things 1 might
have to relte to yuu. A« it was, when
the owl (whether W rrevent Siephen’s
entiance, or to assist W, we shall never
know),—arose from lis perch, his great
wings spread wide, and swooped down,
ficrcer and more magnilicent, nearver and
uearer,— «-J

“Stop him!" shouted Stephen, as loud
as he could. “Stop him!"

Staphen had jumped onto the stool, and
was pointing straght  at the minister,
But of course you know he did ww mean
it. He had been asleep. Se the memister
lorgave him, and they were friends for-
ever after, "]

cry,” he

VEGETARIANISM,
(Bystander, in Farmers' Sun.)

These hideous disciosures of meat-pack-
ing will be apt to bring up again the
question of vegetaranism, which is one
affecting not only man’s body, but his
character; for there can be little doubt
that a milder temperament goes with a
milder diet, The food of the Mongolian
hordes was meat and cneese, with fer-
wmented mare’s milk for sumulating drink;
and the Mongol character was ruthless in
the  extreme; massacres, holocausts,
and conflagrations marking the war like
operations of the race. That man in al-
most any line of life can do without ani-
mal food seems certain, The farm lavor-
er m Britain did, till lately at least, very
hard bodily work with scarcely a tastc
of meat, A monk hke Thomas Aquioas
under a rule which forbade meat, could
do intellectual work which, whatever
might be its value, was very hard. She'-
ley, pecrless in the work of fancy, was
a vegetarian. Blondin, the acrobat, pre-
served his nerve by vegetarianism as
well as by abstinence from drink
Taste and sentiment, if they have any-
thing to say in the matter, are in favor
of vegetarianism, The masses of ammal
food, especially pork, devoured by the
Homeric heroes wou'd disgust us now.
The shambles are repulsive. The harvest
and the vintage are attractive, More
food can be raised on a given space in
the shape of cereals than in that of meat
Perhaps this last consideration, as popu-
lation mcruuum, will turn the scale. But
the jud t of medical science must de-

cide.

SAVE THE BABIES,

Mother, an investment of 20 cents now
may save your baby's life,  Colie, diar-
ghoca and cholera nfantum  cari ofl
thousands of little ones during the hot
weather months, A box of Baby's Own
Tablets cost but 25 cents and there 1s
secutity and safety o this  medicine.
Give an occasional Tablet to the well
child and you wil keep it well,  Give
them o the child if trouble comes swilt-
Iy and see the ease and comtort this medi-
cime brings.  And you have the guar-
antee of a government analyst that this

medicine conlains no  poisonous  oplate.
Murs, I, Methin, Hahfax, N sys

“Baby’s Own Tablets are a valuable mear
cime for stomach and bowel woubles.
Sold by all medicine dealers or by mail
at 25 cents a box from The Dro Wil
I Medtcine  Co,, Brockville,  Ont,
Keep the Tublets in the house,

When men start out to be angels in
Aheir own strength  they  usually bave
trouble with their wings,

While we are eulogizing the patriotism
of the bullet let us not forget the pat-
viotism of the ballot,  Ballols may un-
do the work of bullets.

SCENES OF THE FAMOUS SAG-
UENAY RIVER.

As Viewed From the Deck of a Riche-
liew and Ontario Navigation
Co. Liner,

For wile after mile the course ol the
steamer  lies between mountains whose

towering  sides are covered by
forests, where the sound of the axe I»
uiknewn, where mankind has never ol
acn, and where there is never a sign 0l
@ hwnan habitation,  And yet it 1= tus
primitive state that adds to the beauty
of the trip, the sient bosom of the
waters, broken only by the  passi
steamer or the occasional bateau ol the
Frenchman sailing majestically down the
stream with the tide, the single white
sall giving it the appearance of somce pon-
derous bird, the mellow tones ol the
boatmen as they croon those old songs
that have made their race famous 1¢
echoing softly from the hillsides: the
deep shadows cast upon the dark tude
by the overhanging chiffs, the sun kissed
summits of the slopes, mducing a Techug
of restiulness that is exhilarating i the
extreme, At every turn the eye is greel
ed by some new and unexpeeted broty,
each separate and distinet yet havmoniz
ing in such a manner as to add to the
general eficet and batile deseriplon.

virgii

Cape Trinity,

On and on the journey continues i
SULTOUNINES EIOWINE more aud mete i
pressive until the chmax is reached wien
ine steamer ghdes around a projecunyg
wss of rock more fornudable o apy .
ance than any yet encountercd and o
mig slowly nto a tiny bay nestling prace
fully i the shadow, brings one lace W
face with the most imposing spectacie on
the entire river, and whigh for grandear
wnd solenmity has few rivads in the world,
wie, but a few yards away, stretchnig
upward into the air untl it seews as
though the summit must pieree the blue
sky above, the erest reaching outward un-
til it overshadows the boat and threaten-
ing to crush it like a shell, is Cave Liw-
iy, I'wo thousand feet in height, the
dull hue of the massive pile o1 gramte
is unbroken not even by the preseuce ot
s0 much as a lichen, while vegetation
twns in despair from this formdable
wonster. The massivé mountain, tower-
ing upward n o majestic  #pienaor,  ihe
unfathomable depths 8f the dark tde,
whose chocolate tinge, gained among the
hemlock roots of the meky ‘astness fur-
ther up, has made the stream famous,
the intense silence, broken ouly by sup-
pressed exclamations of wonderment and
delight on the part of those about you,
form a scene no other will ever replace.
L. G. Shaw, in Detroit I'ree Pres.




