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THE MISSIONARY HYMN

e (Frlendly Greetings)

But which is- the mussmnary hymn" You.

L ﬁll most hlrely guess, and _perhaps’ may like -
5 B poet as well as a mlmster, had’ already won

.reputatlon at Oxford by his prize poem on
*Palestine,” and now he: obeyed the call.
' retired into a corner. of the room and two

to know a.little of its early” history.. )
It was a Whitsuntrde long ago, even in
- the year. 1819. ‘The lilacs were in full bloom
and the young foliage was green and fresh
"round the:old town of. ‘Wrexham. - :
-Just ‘within Wales, and almost under the
shadow of . its dark mountains, it seemed a
ﬁtting place to raise-a. missxonary standard
" for was it not a Welsh singer (Williams by
name) who had sung about ‘the gloomy hillg

e
oy ) !‘s{
AN

) \.

Hodnet its young clergyman a. relative of

‘his own, Reglnald Heber, to be present on’
. . the occasion.  ," - :

‘Now, then,’ said the vicar, what shall we

._Bing to-morrow" Cannot you write gome-

thmg for us"' - . .
"The young man consldered He was a
He

verses were: ere long written ‘Now, then,’

crxed the. eager vicar, .‘let - us .hear.’

brain was full and even after he ‘had wnt

REGINALD HEBER

‘ot darkness, Whlch were Walting for the )

" true Light to shine upon them?
In-the ancient town of Wrexham, with its

beautlful church, Well-known to all.tourists," »
-in Wales, a mlssmnary sermon on this Whit—

Sunday was to be preached It was an_un-
usual ‘thing. We can‘ fancy the astonish-

ment of the people at thé -announcement.

" For the interest of the Church at that time
in the salvation of the heathen was at a very
low. ebb, and as to a missionary’ hymn, nei-

ther’ Wrexham Church nor .any other .had

reached beyond the realms whlch were then
‘universally sung.

But ‘better times’ weie comxng, and here
at Wrexham was'a happy begmnlng
-arrangements had- been made by ‘the vicar,

, “who wag himself to preach -and he had in-
-~y1ted over from the neighboring village of

All"

ten the two following verses he would fain
have gone on, had not the vicar insisted
that the hymn was’ complete, and that more
would spoil it.

So ithe hymn, ‘From Greenland’ icy -
mountains,” just as we know it, was -sung
next day, after the missionary sermon for
the first time, in Wrexbam Church.: God
was calling Heber to ‘India, though as yet

‘he .did not know it,..and we cannot doubt

that the Holy 'Spirxt put. the lovely - words
into his servant’s- heart first, as.the fore-
shadowing of: his own future, and then to.~

‘prove the gtirring: up of missionary interests
ithroughout the L‘nghsh-speaking world.

Nay, more,- for when Heber, as bishop of ..
Calcutta; reached in 1823, the far-off . ‘coral

_;strand _he found his hymn transla‘ted' into
some of the Indian languages!

-

And -
»,Heber modestly recited the ﬁrst part of
: ‘From Greenland’s 1cy mountams .

. His hearer was delighted But the poet' ‘

N to notxce on the other sxde‘ of the room ‘an: .‘

' And for that heathen -land, ‘after: thred .

years of unwearied Christian ‘labor; Regi-'
nald’ Heber laid down: his life. '

‘We do ‘not forget - that he was not ‘actu- = - .

- ally ‘the first who wrote a mlssxonary hymn.
But ‘Jesus shall reign where’er: the ‘sum,’
Ly Dr. Watts was rather-a paraphrase of .
Psalm 72, than an original production, nor
was the one by the- Welsh. poet of Which ‘we
have already spoken, ‘O’er the gloomy hills .
of darkness,’ so calculated to catch the popu- .
ar ear. ’
‘From Greenland’s Icy Mountains, fa-
-miliar to us from our childhood, we may

) well call *The Missionary Hymn,’ -and sure

we are that it Will hold on its way “in the
tuture— )

“Fill o’er our ransomed nature,
The Lamb for sinners slain,
- Redeemer; King,  Creator,.

. In bliss returns to.reign!’
L T O MEM

I WlSh He Had Died for me.'~

‘When -in Prussia 1 vxsrted the Dusseldort
Gallery; and my attention was cailed to a
painting which has touched many hearts
Let me tell you about it . -

First come_.with ' me anq\ look at two'-'
pamtlngs—one of a. wild gypsy girl and the
‘other of the Lord Jesus—who gave himselt '
for.us. . The gypsy glrl hved the wrl:l llfe‘

o of her tribe, and had been'¢alled in by Stern-
berg a; German pamter, that he might pmnt'., -

‘unfinished pmntmg of the CI‘UCIﬁXlOn ‘of our'
" Lord. - One day she asked ‘Master;- who i3

.that?

‘That is Jesus, Christ,- the Son o_t -Mary,’
replied the painter, carelessly

‘But was he a bad’ man, that they treJ.ted
* him so cruelly?

‘Oh, no! He was the best man that" ever
. lived.!

‘“Tell me more about him’; and so he dig,-
though unwilling to do so. .

Day after day as this gypsy girl came into
the studio to have her. picture painted her -
face was fixed upon this pamtxng of Christ. -
As the last sitting was over, and she was
about to leave the room, she whispered:
‘Master, how can you help loving him, wh-, .
you say, has died.for you? If anyone had
loved me like that, oh, I would like to die for
Him,’ And then with a s2d heart she went
back to her people. o

And the painter! He was struck as with
an’arrow. God’s spirit sent-the words home
to his heart. He fell on his knees, and,
covering his face with his hands, confessed
before God’s blessed Son bow for twanty-
seven years he had neglectcd him and sin-
ned against-him, and, looking fcr pardon.to
‘that crcss of Jesus, gave his life to him.
His heart was filled with a new Joy, and.
then he became a worker for Christ. He
put aside the half-finished picture, in which
he had’ thought only of depicting the suf-
.ferings of Christ and began a fresh one,
with his heart full - of - love towa.rd the
Saviour ‘who had died for him.. . He felt
that the Lord helped hun as never bifore.”

‘When the pamtlng was finished it was

placed in the. gallery at Dusseldorf. Crowds



ft:i_

© cameto gaze upon it To one heart. at least '
- that story went home, for bﬂneath the -pic-
’ 'ture the pa.mter had placed the wordS' E : ly

I did all this for thes— i
What hast thou done. for Me"’

‘Is 1t so"’ said the young Count Zinzen-
dorf, ‘Then henceforth all my life shall be
glyen to him who has’ done all this for me.”
Though I believe that.Zinzendorf became.a |
Chnstian when ‘he was s child, yet a sight
of this pa.inting led him to.live for the Lord
a.s “he had not’ done before. As the iounder
of the United Brethren in Moravia, we know
how well he kept his. promis .

The gipsy girl came to see the picture, too,
‘and Sternberg, happenmg to be th:re, found
her weeping before it. - -

‘O master,’ she. cried, ‘He dled for you, I ‘
know; but, oh, I wish ‘he had dled for me,

_a poor gypsy girl, too!’

- Ah, then he knew somet‘nmg about the’
love of Jesus, and out of a full heart, and
with deep interest in that dying Saviour he

.told her as.he .could nct have dome b=fore
the story of his sufferings and death in our
- stead.

Some tune a.ft:er, a stranger came to him
vnth a message from & gypsy who was dy-
ing, and would the master come to her, as
she wished to see him? He went, follow-
ing the guide to the forest; in a poor hut,
no longer in -her dark beauty, but pale and
wan, lay his’ gypsy friend. Her eyes were
closed, but when she heard his voice she
opened thém, and, with a smile, she slowly
said, ‘Oli, master, I know now that he died
for me, and 1 am' going to live with him.’

: Then she passed a.way, a poor gypsy glrI
to be with Jesus. ’

- We do not need Sternberg 8 pxctur‘. of the
crucifixion.. The simple Bible story of Sl
‘Christ’s déath for us is enough ‘to melt our

_hearts. Only let us, each one, ‘b2 sire ‘We
can say of the Lord Jesus, ‘He loved 'me,_
and gave himself for me, and now I love . -
him.'—E. Payson Hammond, in the ‘Rehgl-
glous: Telescope

The Best Megicine.
Take the .open air— Co
The more you take the bettcr;
Follow Nature's laws ' -
To the very letter.

Let the doctors go
_. To the Bay of Biscay;
_ Let alone the gin, ’
The brandy. and the whiskey.

Freely exercise,
-Keep your spirits cheerful
Let no dread of sickness
Make you ever fearful. o .

Eat the simplest food,

Drink the pure cold water; '
Then you will be well,

Or, at least, you ought to.
ol Temuerance Record.’

The Fmd=the=Place Almanac.

TEXTS IN DEUTERONOMY.

May 20, Sun.—The Lord thy God hath
chosen thee.
May 21 Mon.—Because .the Lord loved'
you. )
May 22, Tues —Know therefore that the
Lord thy God he is God.
‘May 23, Wed —He will Iove thee and
bless thee )
May ' 24, Thurs.—God is among you. '
May 25, Fri~—~The Lord thy God led thee,.
May 26, Sa.t.-—Man doth not live by bread
only.

Indlan vFam‘me Fund

The followmg is copxed from the ¢ Week-

‘Wltness’ of April 24 :—
INDIAN 1"A.MIND FUND.
Uud@‘lgnated

Prcviously acknowledged veae e
...Sympathizer, Sunuidaie. eaiveen

Annie BOL-wo oo edion es oa 08 esl
C.T. M. vo'vs va o0 on o0 o0 ss o oo .50
“John MAatthows .. ee e oo ve o0 o es 2
A.B., Orangeville .. s oo «o o - 1.
. In. His Name, Wallaceburg .. 1
Mre. Clarke i. ..'ve oo, oo oo 4o -2
'ZOG\V........... s s B.
M. Watson, .. 2.
‘An .Approola,tjve Rw.der "ot the' '
ness,’ Dunchurch .. [ 3
«D. Ba:rtholomew . 1.
G. Magee ... <o o0s o 2.
A I‘rien\l Washburn .. 2.

-Collected by. Misy Mary Stirrett, Mlss.
Lottie -Park, Miss Minnle stm;(:}s{on
en

and M!ss Fiorence Craig,’
‘Rae, O

e se e cae se ee en

Samuel Hurtt er ee te ae ee ae
Y. MA o e
-Tho Y.R.S 0 E. of Vlctm‘la Harbor,

Ont ve we ee er seesers 10,00
Marbha M. Frask 10.00 .
Colletted by 'pupll-w ot Johnston :

School, Oak lal Sgg

From a Friend .. ..
Wm, Sackville .
Mrs. Varley . .
Mrs, and Miss I‘a.lrbnnd ‘and T. B... 2.0
“'Quaker Streat Mcothly Meetlng of

Friends, North Norwich .o oo o7 oo oo 42,
Stnnstead T
c.T Schombe'rg, Ont. ve ve ss se ee 2
AMH. 2V s aa s as en oo 0o 2.
Elizabeth Ba.in ve se ee an ee se ve as Lo
E.M. J S 4
A I‘rlend Umntilln se en e e be ae .
JoBn BEattio .. ee e oo os oe o0 o 2
John MeKooWn o oo o0 o0 oo o o8
J. 8 C.:shing Cee o0 we os as 0y eees 2
B. Lo ve ee ev a0 8e sa ss s 1
E. R OBnlen ce 4e sn ae au as aales .
G. L. O'Brieiz .. «s +0 o0 ve o0 en se .50
S. W. O'BTER .. o4 ve oo o4 oo a0 oo 60
A Frlend Minesing . oo oo s 00 oo 2.00
B, F. Beach .. . ¢v Jo os oo 00 o0 2,00 .
S. W. Bea.ch R TR T 1.25
Miss M. Beach of se as ed se ae we - B0
Mrs. G. Boach ., .o 44 en oo 00 0 .25
A Friend, Orillia .. 0 vt oo oo o0 oo 200
A.-R. Powter .. .. i» e s snees 500
.S.B. co Sehees velee se ae 0o es 1.00
" Mrs. Wa.rdrop ve ae sw edTee oV ee e 1000
Marthz 'Dri ve sv ee we or aeee .50
- Adclnide Dou:ghal'»t woe so s bo be o o B0
Rev. David Pa.t.terson er e w0 edTes 200
J'o-lm Carlisle .. iﬁo

A r‘rlend Reg'lun
A I‘ricud Stanley .. ...
Ponchland B.C., Sun y Sohool

per C. Ellimt supt. .

A Friend- and hor three “little ones.
T. S., Montreal
J.RLA.

Trmilty Church Suuday school Iber-

I.M.H.
Tast End Methodist E L. of C. E.,.
chry Kemp ..
Mrs. D. Callaway . .
Teachers and pupils ot Newbury
School .. .. v ose e sl es
Simon ’VIcVeety . .
‘Wellmans Sunday schoo .y
Collected by Mrs. W. nderson. Well-
man’s Corners, Ont.. .. .. .. ..
A . Friend, Montreal ...
Collected by B, L. S. Salisbury. N.B.
- Mr, A, E. Trites .. . .. .. $2.00
H. C. Barnes .. «+ «s oo .. 1.00
~E Moore . ee oo 4o s oo 1,00
Cha.pmun J TR 111
A. s . 25

G T Bwmer
. Ta

John McNuughton ecen ee s . 2.50
Mr. and Mrs. R. E. Purd 5.00
. Mount Pleasant Chrisidan Endmvor,
Raveashoe, Ont, e ee ee e 5.03
Mrs. G. W. Quick .. .. .. ]
Iszaa.c Snowdon .. ....... . 5.00
S.2 © 3,00
: In His Name ‘Gals Lake . v wecee e o0 1,00
J.A.P., GIRION (. oo .ovos oo se o 1.00
Athens, Ont., W.C.T.U. .. .. ... 3.00
Fred. 0. Russell .. . . 2,00 °
An . Easter Offering Irom ﬂve chll-
dren . 3
Collectod by Wm McLonnan, trom )
friends of Cashel .. .. .. .o oo +. 14
In His I\mne, Petrol s e se sd D
Alex, Clerk.. L s
Muriel .. 2.
2,
2

26 4o ee ve e su e

Y T

[

BE oo Hpell me

883

88

es 3e s s 1,00
S YIOr oL it e ee er ee oo B0
“John Kennedy .. .. «0 o0 +o .50
Viva M. Colpitts . .. .0 0 40
Allison Trites .. .. «v ¢o 20 +o B0
H. Balrd .. .. .. we 40 0o o2 425
John' Robinson .. .. .0 .0 o0 25
Chanles Ayles .. +oo o0 e oo .25
James Taylor .. e er eene 2
Mrs. A. P. Perry ,. +. ..o B0
. Mrs. J. W, Pnbterson . 50
-N-I- Fitzpatrick

Muster Jeck D, Mcxny'.»."'.'.~ I

Masler Alllson McKny eo.ee. W25
Mrs., Rutus’ Spnith .50
Miss -Clura _Tiner .. 5 -
Master  Cliftord ‘Miner . 15

Ray Tiner-, i AN ..f.. s 25
J. M. C'm.ud oe B0
Arthur W, S. 'l‘nylor se ee 0e W03

D.lckle 'I‘ay]or .s o

" ‘Mary B. Tayl o

" . Salisbury Bapt!st Sunday
M. E. s _

,Cont:rlbutlous lrom the PeOD

833883

3. Wade

. Wimer Sherk
Samuel: Sherk

833883

S. Dunn_.. .
C.

s2838538383h

Ruby Selkirk ., ..

. Effe Cowan .. ..
‘Beulah Oownu o ey

. Bthel Roadhouse ., & o0 4o 730
. Lily Roadhouse .. .0 vs.ve vs 03

838y 232 k3338383 R

Helen .G. 'I‘a.y‘lor

Sadie MucPhersou K
Patker .. ..

eople .of °
- Sherkdston, Ont., by May ‘L. Troup—"

Mrs. G.. W. Troup ,. ... seee 2D
. George W. Troap .. : .00"
May L. TFOID «o ui eevaivnnencs .50
. Leslle G. TTOUD «¢ «o oo ree '

T Allan A, TWOUD o0 oo e b 4

.Erne Chambers .. .. o
Roy StolZ ...ee oo oo os
Benj. Troup .. ov se or oo se
Herba TTOUD vo aer 0 o0 00 ad -
J. “Stouth ve

J. Kinsley .. ..

R.. J. Zavitz ..

E. Chambers o e
T Chambers .. .o oo s )
Henry Sherk .. .. se v oo o0
Emanue :Zavitz .. .. or se aw e .
Allred Mich@el .. os oo 0o oo 25
J..'F, DULOD .. se oo o5 eses B0 -
Edward Neoff .. .. o0 oo ‘o0 o0

- .25
ce e es ss seee e 1,00

Contrlbutk\ns ot' school section No.

3, ‘Mersea ‘Township—

Mies J. Hall <o -ue o0 oo oo 50
Barl Selldrk .. ;o o «0 s oo .10
Glah™ SellKiTK oe oo o0 oo o0 oo 0B
Kitty Sellirl.ve o0 v o0 o0 o0 .03
Balla Selkirk .. v ve os o0 oo .03
Willis MeMullln. o0 4o oo « o 05"
Lulu MeMullin . .. oo oo 2o W03
Douglas MceMullin .0 o0 00 oo .03
Flossio. Cowan T
Clara’ Cowan .. i s os o0 o0 .10
PN o .0 1,00
ee en we 22D ..
Viclet Cowan .. .. TRV '

Lillian Cowan

Eugean -Roadhouse .. 45 ...0 - W03 - .-
Gertie Redd .. .. 4. 20 4s 'us 02
g{lgnlﬂo g‘il,geén s e ee ee ae S03

riey Dr. te he se ae e o WD
Charlie NicholSOn .. v o oo .10
Bruco Jeffery .. oo o o0 o0 06
Effie ’Dho'ma,s .o ce eess 410

Sarah Irwin . .03
Ezra frwin .. .01
Hadley Foster .. 10
Maudie Tozer .. .. .03
Johnnie Selkirk .. W
Mina Hutchinson: . W10
Ma.bel Maggie and Ca.rl Gman- 10
'Wallace Jettery P . .10

Goonge' Hutchinson . «o 40 40v-..25
Albert Heatherington .. .. .. .05
Beatrice Selkirk .. .. .o ,. .. 10
Willam Selkirk .. .0 o2 aev. 10
Elsie McMullim .. . .0 oo 05
Rosy Courtney .. .o e oo o0 10
Golden Redd .. .0 oo oo o0 o0 03
BEdith Beacom' ., ¢ ov oo oo 20
Myrile BeacOm .o «s o0 oo oo 03

Garnet Fraser .. o or 00 o. .10
Bthel Refd .. v. e se oo on -

Ezra Thomas .. .. s« oo o 10
Mauadie BAITOwWs .. oo 1o oo o0 .20
Leonard Barrdws .. es ec seeo 0
Wilfred Moston .. «o +0 eova 02

Ettie Seratch .. .0 vo o0 0p 0 04
F. A, Leak .. .. «v oy eees 2,00
te—— 8.0
Mrs. Wm. Wilson .. .0 o0 o0 o0 .. . 2.00
Mrs. Robert H:Lm.ﬂton veee ms 4w we 1.00
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To Chﬂs “Atliance “Misslon .- 149.64
. ’I‘o Am. Boerd of Missions .. 53.31
Southern Indian Famine,
(G S. Eddy) 8.60. -
To Methodist Ep1<copa1 Mis- '
-] S TN &4 (]
Cet - . —_—
Total.. v vt ti were we ee o ..$543.95

- INDIAN FAMINE I‘UND
Christian Alilance Mission in Gujerat.

‘Prev}ously acknow)odged ve ee +00.51,185.95
B. W., Ingt:-so]l PR .e 4
‘Wilson Porter .. .. .. .t B
Orpha Porter.. v ve se ve on sn we s 1
Foxboro WGT te ee e ve se ae 4,
NO NaMe.. vv oo e on 4o ae 20 30 0n o

A Ic‘rleud, Otterburne .. e v ee 4a 2,00

. B 1,204.90

Part »f undesignated amounts .... 149.64

Total .. ..

e ve e0 es wa

16.00

. 2. PO
A. Btanth i Wi s 6o 40 eene B0
E: Hann o, se e vo-00 o0 o0 25
B, SO .. 4o e 4s ob 20 aa B
c Jo PretZ oo et e e ee 0o 00 2B .
JE. Barphamt oo o) ve s ee 00 2B
J. HOWE .. ¢i ve 4o oo o0 we <25
Aaron "Sherk oo L. es er 00 o0 2D .
Daniel Sherk ve ee e se B
S : ~ $19,00

*
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Black Rock

CHAPTDR XIV —GRADV[ES NIJW
: ’ : BIRTH T
There was more left in that grave than

'old man Nelson’s: dead body. - It seemed to .
- me that Graeme left part, at least, of his old

gelf there, ‘with his dead friend and com-

rade, in the.quiet country churchyard 1.

waited long for the old- careless, reckless

'spirit to appear, but he was never the _same. .
. again; -The change. was unmlstalrable, but .
* ‘hard to define. He seerned to- havc resolved
“his life into. a deﬁmte purpose He was
" hardly so comfortable a fellow to be with;

" he made me feel even more lazy and useless

than was my wont; but I respected him

more, and liked him none the less.. As'a .

lxon he was not a success. He would not
roar. This was dlsappomtmg to me, and to
his friends and mine, who had bcen ‘waiting
his return with eager expectation. of tales
‘of thrilling and Dbloodthirsty adventure.

His first days were spent in making right,
" or-as nearly right.as he could, the break

that drove him to. the west. His old firm
(and I have had more respect for the

" humanity of lawyers éver since) behaved

really well. They proved.the reéstoration of
their conﬁdence in his 1ntegr1ty and ability
by offering him a place in the firm, which,
however, he would not accept. Then, when
Jhe felt clean, as he said, he posted off home,
taking me Wlth him. - “During the ‘railway
journey of four hours he hardly spoke ; but

..when we had left the town behind, and-
. had. fairly got upon the .country- road’ that

1ed towald the home ten miles away, . his

- ppeech came to hrm in a- great flow His

‘gpirits rau over.,” He was lxke a boy Téturn-
ing from his first college term.’ His - very

‘face wore the boy’s open, innocesit, earnest

look that used to attract mén to him in his
first college year. His delight’in the “fields
.and woods, in the sweet country air and the

sunlight was. without bound. How often -

bad we driven this road together in the old
days !

Every turn was familiar., The swamp
where the tamaracks stood straight and slim

out of their beds of moss ;" the brule, as. we

used to call it, where the pine-stumps, huge
and blackened, were half-hidden by the new
growth of poplars and soft "—maples; the
big‘hill, where we used: to get out and walk
when the roads were bad; the orchards,
where the bharvest apples were best and
most accessible—all had their memories..

It was one of these perfect afternoons
that so often come in. the ea1ly Canadian
summer, before Nature grows weary with
the. -heat,
trimmed on either side with . turf of living
green, close cropped by ‘the sheep: that
wandered in flocks along its whole length.
Beyond the picturesque’ snahe - fences
stretched the fields of spr1n° ng. grain, of
varying shades of green, with here and there
a- ‘dark brown patch, maxking a turnip fleld
or summer fallow, and far back were the
woods of maple and beech and elm, ~with
here and there the tufted top of a. mighty
pme, the lonely rep“esentatne of a yan-
ished race, standing clear above the hum-
bler trees

‘As* we drove through the b1g swamp;

where the yawning, haunted gully plunges

. down to its gloomy depths Graeme remmd-‘

ed me of that -night when our horse saw

: _(something in that same gully, and refused
. to-go past; and I felt again, though 1t was

broad dayhvht somethmg of the grue that

shlvered down’ my back, as I saw m the

";3()Y’Sa AND G

i moonho'ht the glea

- : ‘“'amo the" ks, -
(A ta.le ot the Selklrlcs, by Ralph Connor). ng: pme trun :

The white gravel road .was’

! fva whité' ;th'ing,’ far‘_

‘As we came nealer home the houses be-
came ‘familjar. Every ‘house-had -its’ tale

. we had eaten or slept in most .6f them 5 we
had sampled apples; and' cherrles -and plums

from their orchards, openly as guests, or
seeretly as marauders, under cover of night

—the more delightful way,; I fear. Ah!
_happy days, with' these innocent crrmes and
fleeting remorses,: how - bravely .we faced-
them, and ‘how gaily we lived them, and .

how. yearmngly we look back at them now !

The sun-was- just dlpplng gnto the ‘tree-tops
of the distant woods behind as we came to -

the top of ‘the last hitl that ovellooked the
valley, in which lay the vrllage of River-

"-dale. “Wooded -hills stood about it on three’

sides, and, wheré the hills faded out there
lay the mill-pond . sleepmg and smxhng in
the sun. Through the village ran the white
road up past the old frame church, and on
to the white manse standing.among the.
trees. That was Graeme’s home, and mine
too, for I had never known another worthy
of the name We held up our team to look

‘down_ over the valley, with its rampart of ‘
_,wooded hrlls, its sh1u1ng pond, and its

nestling v:llave, and on past to the church

and the white manse, hiding among the

trees. The beauty, the peace,” the warm,
loving homeliness of the scene came about

“our hearts but bemg men, we. could ﬁnd no

worde e o . R
‘Let’s .80, cried Graeme, and’ down the
hlll “we tore and rocked and swayed ‘to the
amazement of the steady team, whose edu-.
catxon from the earliest years had 1mpressed

upon their mirds’ the- cr1m1nahty cof at-

temptmg to do anythmg but walk carefully.
down al hxll at léast foi two-th1rds ‘of the
way Through the- v1llage, ina cloud of

'dust we swept, catch.mg a ghmpse of a
well—known face here and there, ‘and. ﬂmg .

ing,a salutation .as we . -passed,”leaving the
owner of’ the .face rooted to -his place in
astonishment at the sight of Graeme whirl-
ing on in his old-time, well-known reckless
mannér. Only .old Dunc. M‘Leod was equal
to thesmoment, for as Graeme called out,

"¢ Hello, Dunc. !’ the old .man- lifted up his

hands, and called back in an awed voice :
‘ Bless my soul ! is it yourself ?’
* Stands his whiskey well, poor cld chap r
was Graeme's comment. * '
As we neared the church he pulled up his
team, and we went quietly past the sleepers
there, then again on the full run down the

: gentle slope, over the little brook, and up to"_
the gate. :He had hardly got.his team pulled

up before, flinging me the.lines, he was out
over -the wheel, for coming down the walk,
with her hands lifted high, was a dainty
little lady, with the face of an angel. In a
moment Graeme had her in his-arms. I
heard the faint cry, ‘ My boy, my boy,’ and

.got down on the other side to attend to my
off horse, surpnsed to find my hands trem- .

bling and my eyes full of tears. Back upon

“the 'steps stood an old gentleman, with

white hair and flowing beard, handsome,
straight, and stately—-Graemes father,
waiting his turn..

- Welcome home, my la.d was his greet-
ing, as he kissed his son, and the.tremor of

_his voice, and the srght'of the two men kiss-.

ing each.other, like women, sent me again
to my horses heads.

‘Theres Connor, mother 1’ shouted out
Graeme, - and the . dalnty 11ttle lady, in her

- black silic- and. -white lace, came out to me

quickly,. thh outstretched ‘hands. =
‘You, too, are welcome home, she said,

. and kissed me,

I R LS%‘%‘

I stood wrth my hat ol‘f saymg something
_ about being glad to come;: but wishing. that .
I could get away before I should make quite
a fool of myself, For as "1 looked down -
upon that beautmu face, pale, except for a

faint flush upon. each faded cheek, and rea.d
- the story of pain endured and conquered

and. as I thought of all the long years of:
wartrng and,of vain hoping, I found. my .

throat dry and sore, and the ‘words would
hot ‘come . But her qurck sense needéd no
words, and she came to my help. '
: ‘You will find Jack at thie ‘stable,’ she
sard smrhng ; ‘he. ought to have-been here.’
The stable | “Why had I not thought or
that before ? Thankfully now my words
came—

“ Yes, certamly, i ﬁn‘d“lnm, Mrs. Gracme ’
1 suppose he’s as. much of a scapegrace as .

ever, and off I went to look up Graemes
young brothér, who had given every promise
in the old days of developmg into as stir-
ring a raseal’ as one could desire ; but who,

as I found out later ‘had not lived these'

years in his mother’s house for nothmg
~ ‘Oh, Jack’s a good boy, she answered,
smlhng again, as she turned toward the
other two now waiting for her upon the
walk.

(To be Continucd.)

Ginger. Jack.

(By Mary Bradford Whiting, 1n ‘Dawn
of Day.’)

. No one who saw Gmger Jack needed to

ask how he got his name. ngs of rcd hair

-lay all over his head, in a confusron of curls,

that glittered like burmshed gold in.the -

) sunhght but’ whlch shone brlghtly even on
the darkest day, . . . .

Gmger Jack had- suffered much on account »

of his hair ever since he could remember;
his feelings were as sensitive as his temper
was quick, and he had never ceased to re-
sent it when he was asked how much car-
rots were in the market, or when an ingeni-
ous friend pretended to warm his hands at
the fiery head. ‘Who his parents were no-
body »lrnew,, brothersiand sisters he' had
none; of a home he had never so much as
heard; his lodging was an archway or a
doorstep, or any other nook into which he
could creep out of sight of the police, and
his meals were the bits and scraps. that
he begged or stole, washed down with a
drink from the nearest - water-tap ot

books Jack was densely and blindly ignor- .

ant; not a-syllable could he read, and he
troubled his head -about his lack of learning
no more than d1d the little black sparrows.

There were times when Jack was very

-cold and very hungry; when his thin, rag- .

- ged clothes were no more protectlon than
if they were made of paper, and when his-
-dinner hour was so fashionably late that

sometimes night came on before he had

found anything with which to follow his
morning crust; and yet, if anyoné had ask-
ed him if he liked his wanderlng life, he
would have been filled wrth astonishment
at such a foolish question. What if London
streets are dirty and norsy——they are the
most magnificent play-place that was ever
made. Travellers tell us of their adven-
tures in savage places and desert wastes;
but no savage country and no desert waste
is so full of dangers and excltements as the
crowded thoroughfares of the ‘great " city
Let people_ boast of mahmg their way
through pathless jungles who have never
dodged through carts, vans,and omnibuses

" when traffic is at its thickest; let those brax
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of their escape from- wild beasts' who have
" never wriggled out of a-policeman’s grasp,
and run for dear life over . a. crowded pa.ve—
ment! - - . .

Like -most London gutter children, the -
boy seldom went beyond the little group of
courts- and streets made familiar to him
by. long custom; but now and again’ he was "
sexzed with a desire to see the world, and on
one of these rare occasions he actua.lly pene-
tra.ted asg far ‘as Trafalgar square.

“To the ordinary observer Trafa.lgar square
does not seem very countrified; the stome
payement underfoot, the great buildings all
' around and the streets that open out of it

in every direction, make 1t impossible to

forget for a .momert that it lies in the heart
of a city. ‘But Jack had heard of the coun-
try as a place v}he}; ‘birds and trees and
water were to be found, and when he emerg-
ed for the first time into - the great open
space, and saw the trees waving in the sum-
mer wind and the fountains splashing in
" the sunlight, and the pigeons alighting on
" the steps of the National Gallery, he had not
the slightest doubt that he had arrived at
the country-at last, and his only wonder was
that the school-children should go driving,
away to it in vans when it was within such
an casy walk,
But his observations on the country were
soon interrupted.
‘Hullo, Ginger!’ said a voice behind him, -
" and turning ‘quickly, Jack beheld one of his
companions whom he ‘had mnot seen for
months past. : A

And yet, could it be Archey? Archey, so-
called not because it was his name, but be-

-,.cause he lived under a railway arch; Archey, -
the grimiest, raggedest little  urckhin who -

ever groped in a London gutter. This boy -
was clean and neat, with well-brushed hair,
and well-polished face, and, more wonder-

ful still, he was dressed in a uniform that

blazed grandly on Ginger Jack’s unaccus-

tomed eyes.

‘Wot-’ave you got them things on for?
he demanded. ‘’Ave you been made a
dook? '

‘Not quite,’ said Archey, ‘but perhaps rn
be one before I've done.’

‘Wy, 'ave they put you to the dook trade?
asked Jack. ‘“There’s Bill, wot was took
to the workus, they’ve put ’im to the chim-
ney-sweepin’.!

‘Well, "I'll . tell you all about it’ said
Archey, condeseending]y ‘I'm a Gordon
boy.’

‘A wot? - said Jack, staung at lnm with'
open eyes and mouth.

‘A Gordon boy, that’s what I am,’ repeat-
ed Archey, ‘a gentleman got talking to me -
one day while I carried his bag, and he took
me away to a place where-we have lessons
every ddy and drill, and all sorts of things,
and they tell us about Gorden who was kill-
ed doinghis duty; our place is named after
him, and we've all got to grow like him
and be good soldiers and serve God and
serve the Queen.’ : ]

Ginger Jack listened with all his ears.
There were many  words in his {friend’s
speech which were altogether meaningless
to" him, ‘duty,’ ‘serving God, ‘serving the:
Queen’; and, yet, there was something so

" inspiring in Archey’s enthusiasm that he felt
a new and strange longing rising within
him, .

‘T.ook ’ere, Archey,’ he said confidentiaily,
‘you and me-was always pals, can't you glve
me a'leg-up now? - .

‘What do you mean?’ asked Archey, rather
blankly, for he was too proud of his newly
c.cqmred respectability .to wish to endnnfrer
1t with " Jack’s society.

" ‘Here it is!” he panted.

‘Wy, to.ke ‘me along with you.-when you
£0 back to'that. place'

“That's not’ the sort of ﬁghtmg we (lo 154
said Archey; loftily. - ‘I'd- e ashamed to be
‘seen’ with you; you'd ha.ve to double-quick

march outside the gates, I can tell you, if:

you came hangu_:g round our place!’ .
Ginger Jack looked at him for a moment,

his passionate little heart bursting with

rage;' then stooping down he picked up a
handful of'mud and flung it in his face.

‘You young rascal!’ shricked Archey 'in
a fury, but Jack was off like an arrow from
a bow, and darting across the square he hid
behind the base of one of the statues. |

‘What are you chuckling about you little
1mp, said-a voice at: this moment

It wad a young man who spoke, with a
black coat-and a tall hat, a ring on Lis fin-
ger and a smart chain across his waistcoat.

‘Do you want to earn’ sixpence"’ he ask-
ed.

‘Rather was the brief reply.

‘Well, then you shall! I brought my mo-
ther up to town to-day; there she is, asleep
on that seat over there. She’s tired out,
bless her, and I'm going to do her shopping

‘NOW THEN, WHAT'S ALL THIS? SAID
A POLICEMAN. .

for her; but she forgot to give me her bag
with the money in it. I'm afraid to go
back for fear of missing my ’bus, but if you

) will run and fetch the bag without waldng

her I'll give you sixpence.’

It was strange that such a thoughtful ‘son .
should leave his mother to take her nap in

the full blaze and bustle of Trafalgar
square; but Ginger Jack did not pause to
think,
pavement on his bare feet, he laid hxs ha.nd
on the bag.

‘Hillo, mum, wake up! There S someone

prigging your Dbag!’ shouted a sudden
voice. - : o
‘Murder! Thieves! ~Fire, fire!” scream-

ed the old lady, as she started up in alarm.

A crowd began to collect in the flash of an
eye, but, breaking through, Ginger Jack tore
after the young man, bag in hand, and
caught hold of his coat.

‘She- thinks I

stole it; she doesn’t lmow I was gettin’ it
for you,’ ‘ '
~Jack smiled as he spoke,r but to his

aquement the man scowled furfously, and
tried to ‘tear his coat out of his grasp.
‘Now, then, "What's all ‘this?- said a po-

liceman, laying his hand on the boy s ravged

collar,

o

“I'm uncommon “fond:
of ﬂghtm’ -I-am; .you- should see’ e pitch'
" into the chaps.’ :

_his head seriously.
" sad to see how young they begin it!*

and running mnoiselessly over the:

‘Please, sir, it- was Im as told me. to go -

and get the bag from ’is mother, cried Gip-~;

ger Jack, ‘eagerly, ‘e saul she was tired, and:
I wasn’t to wake- ’er, and—' but a burst o,
laughter trom the bystanders drowned the
rest of his speech .

We’ ve heard that sort-.of- tale before now,
haven’t we? said the’ young ‘man, shaking
‘Poor little fellow,. it’s

‘That’s true enough’ said- the policeman.
‘Come' along, ‘my: boy, you've got-the bag,
and you'll have to answer for it, so if the old
lady’s finished screeching I'l walk you and
her off to the police station. )

It was in vain for Ginger Jack to pro- -
test, not a word that he uttered was believ-
ed, and, with a sinking heart he was car—
ried off to his doom.

‘Five years in a reformatory, and I hope
that you may learn there to repent of your

. crimes!’ was the magistrate’s stern sentence;

and as the poor little prisoner heard it he
trembled and turned pale.

No ‘more pleasant freedom 'for \lnm, GO
mare wild adventures in courts and alleys,
no more delicious dangers and hairbreadth
escapes; and as he tossed restlessly on liis

. narrow bed that night, his bitter thoughts '
of his enemy swelled and rose into a tem-

pest. He had heard of vows of vengeance,
and, rising up on his knees in the darkness,
he clasped his hands together, and spoke in’
a loud and solemn tone: ‘As soon as ever

. I get out of this ’ere place, I’ll foller 'im,
- and I'll_foller 'im, and I'll foller 'im, and

when I've got im I'Il- pay ’im back, seven
times over! Amen. T :

CHAPTER 11

Sand, sand everywhere sand!. . Gritty.
sand, stoney. sand, hot and -blinding sand,

_ with here and there a shadeless :palm. tree,

here-and there a deserted mud village.
'The regiment had been marching all day

; . and the men were scorched and fagged and
-Qust-dried, till their spirits well-nigh fainted

within them. Nor, when the halt came at
last, were they so very much better off; it
is one thing to come in weary from a walk

_ and find supper ready and waiting, but it is -

quite another. to have to set.to work to
light the fire and cook the food.

‘Hullo, Jack, dead beat?’ cried one of.
the men cheerfully, as.the young fellow who
had been marching beside him loosened his
belt and flung himself down on the sand.

A grunt was the only answer,.and seeing
that thefe was nothing to be got out of
him, his friend turned away and left him
to himself...

Ginger. Jack had not proved aluogether a
credit to the reformatory; he was clever at
his work, and sharp enough in picking up
the routine of the place, but all the same the
authorities looked upon -him coldly. 1t was
not possible to feel much affection for-a lad
who varied between dogged dulness and dsr-
ing deflance; and all the officials from the
governor to the shoemaker who taught him-
his trade, felt a decided relief when hlS time ..
came to an end..

Jack was nearly e.ghteen whan he fourd
himself on the world again, and by the time
that he had dome a week’s work in the

-shoe shop where he had been piaced, the

craving for freedom mastered him; he had
gone off on the spree, spent his money at
the publxc-house, and awoke to find himself
the possessor of the Queen’s shilling.
Several years had passed since’ then, and
the thin, lanky boy had filled cut into'a fine,
well set-up young fellow; but in spite of-his
out\ rard m’px cvement, Ginger Jack was not
miuch of.a favom,e in. the ranks; evean to




~ " over him, spear in hand.
"again was the work of a moment, and pick-

ed his whole life. For the food, the clothes,

_ 'the schooling, and the care that he had re-
".ceived. in the reformatory he had no feeling
of gratitude; his liberty had been .unjustly’
. taken from him;. and he had been convicted
of another’s cr1me, and these rankling recol-
. lections had made the once light-hearted boy" -

gloomy a.nd unapproachable
Since he had been in Egypt, however,
there-had been less opportunity for personal

. thoughts, and when the day of battle came

at last, Ginger Jack, no less than.his com-
rades, marched out with kindling eye and
eager step. It was no ordinary battle that
was to be fought to-day; Gordon’s memory
must be avenged and the national honor
cleared, and each man felt that a weight of
resp‘onsibility\'rested upon his own shoul-

“ders.
‘When questioned about the battle after- .

wards, Jack never could recall much; it was
like a nightmare in his remembance; a bad
dream of bullets and smoke, of tangled grass
and thorns, of deep trenches filled with

blacks; who stabbed and struck with deadly"

effect. - He was conscious of nothing but
the varied words of command, ‘Load, fire,
advance, ‘wheel’ — till suddenly the order

‘Charge!’ was heard; and.sweeping. forward

in close-locked ranks, the men dashed at
the stockade. of the zareba.

Stakes and hedges were broken down with
a resistless rush, and ‘once inside they rush-

‘. .ed straight on, clearing everything .before
them: ~How: long 'it lasted"nobody knew; it
was all a mad swirl and roar, till at last the

smoke began to disperse and they found
themselves out in the open.

_ . Jack was one of the last, and as he paused
.a moment to recover breath, he heard a des-

perate ‘cry for help, and looking round he
saw o man' of another regiment lying on
the ground, while a powerful black stood
To dash back

ing the man up he ran towards shelter un-
der a dropping line of fire.

‘Bravo!’ cried an'omcer who stood by, and

a cheer went up in response; but Ginger Jack
did not heed it. © A strange sob gurgled up
in his throat as he laid down his. burden,
and he fell like a stone on the sand.

It was some hours before conscxousness
returned to him, and when he opened his
eyes, he could not tell where he was. A
sharp pang of anguish shot through him as
he tried to raise himself, and he fell baclk

" with a groan, which reached the ear of the

chaplain who entered the” hospital tent at
that moment, dusty and smoke-stained, but
as cool and quiet as though he had not been

. at work for twenty-four hours on end.

‘Lie- still,’ he said gently, as he dipped a
sponge in vinegar and water; and.-began
to bathe the burning head.
-yourself if you move, and we can't afford to

. lose one of our heroes; you have done a fine

deed to-day.’ .

~But' the day's achievements had passed
like a dream from. Jack’s fevered brain, and
his long-cherished thoughts had him in their
power.

‘It's- a shame,” he muttered ‘a black “bit-

ter shame!’ .
‘What is a shame?’ asked. the chaplain
‘Oh! it’s you, sir, is it? said Jack, with

sudden recognition. ‘I'll tell you about it,

I-don’t mind now, because I'm going to: die.

THE -

:those -who had known him ‘longest: there
‘was a ‘want of cordiality which. ‘prevanted -
him: from ‘being. a good comrade; he: asked .
" ahd he gave no confidence, but deép down
- in"his: heart-he cherished the vow of -ven-’
“geance which he had -made “in--his boyish

days, and" hke a drop’ of poison it embitter-

‘ther, and- told me to ‘fetch ‘her bag.

‘You will hurt .

ME\'JSEN(;

It was: when I was: a l.ittle chap; a scoun—

drel-hea.rted fellow got hold of me in: Tra—-
falgar square, and- he -took ‘me - in with a

long yarn about an old lady being his mo-
T was
run in for-it, sir, and he.got off .scot free,
and L vowed I'd pay him out before I died.

Don't say it wasnt a shame, for 1 won’t
_hedr you!” - .-

‘It was a shame,’ said the chaplain,’ a
cruel shame.’

-Jack looked up at lnm more qu1etly as he'

spoke.
‘It was his domg, and I suttered for it,’ he

‘said.-

“Yes, it was bard,”’
‘but you know the story of the Sinless
One who when he suffered threatened not;

1t was of him that these words were spoken:
. ‘He mdde him to be sin for us who knew no °

sin, and that we mlght be made the righte-
ousness of God in him.
He said no more, but the .heavy eyehds be-
gan to droop and he crept quietly away.
‘Come here, sir, I want you!’
. The gasped.out words came from the man

o mﬁ‘ i )
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*LIE STILL," HE SAID, GENTLY.

who lay next to Jack, and bending over him
the chaplain asked what .was amiss.

‘I asked them to put me next to him,
was the incoherent reply, ‘they told me all
about it and how bad he was,” and I

- thought I'd like to be near him. - .

‘Do you mean it was you whose.life he
saved?’ asked the chaplain,

‘Yes, it was me, and I wish now I'd been
left there to die; I heard all he was saying
to you just now.’

. ‘You must try to get to sleep,’

‘Get to sleep! ‘how am I to get to sleep
with all this on my mind?

‘What is on your mind?
ease you to tell me.’

“Why, you' ve just heard 1t from him; it
was 1 who. played him that trick.
got up like a swell that day, loaﬁng about
after purses_in the West End, but I was
afraid I was watched, and I thought I would
use the boy as.a cat’s paw. - I made my
escape all right; but it did me no ‘good;- I
went down, down, dewn, and -at last.in de-
spair, I took the shilling. I've kept straight
since then, and I’ve thought many a time of
the boy I'd got into trouble, and. now to
find that.he’s given his life for me.

‘It is not  as. bad as that, I
‘hope,” -replied -the chaplain, but the poor
fellow could not listen to his consolations,
for his- restless movements had caused. his

Perhaps it will

said the chaplain -

! said the
chaplain, thinking that the man’s mind
"was wandering. :

I was’

n, R

wound to break out afresh and ;the surgeon
had to be. summoned, '

It was a, strange story, and remembermgﬁ -

the bitter feehng that Jack had dlsplayed,'
the chaplain felt doubtful how he would re- )
ceive the news that' Private Fordham,
the. man whom he had rescued from death,
was the enemy for whom he had been so
long waiting. . Fordham was much the less -
severely injured of the two, and having
" given him a ‘hint of how matters stood  the
chap]a.in watched with - mterest'the wsy in
which he laid himself out to win Jack’s
frlendshlp

‘You're a good mother spollt said Jack
one da.y, with a smile, as he lay on the deck® ‘
of the troopship that was taking the wound-~
ed back to England, while Fordham hover-
ed over him with unweariéd attentions.

‘I wish I'd had & good mother,’ said Ford-
ham, soberly, ‘I might have been a better
-fellow then.’

.‘So might 1’ said Jack with a sigh, ‘it
‘makes one think of those’ sort of things
somehow when one hears tha.t one’s cnp-
pled for life. -

‘And if it hadnt been for me——' began
Fordham remorsefully, but Jack Would not
let him go on. -

‘Come, stop that, he said. = ‘It’s not my
leg that I'm thinking about; it's the way
that I've grumbled and growled over things
when I ought to have been thankful -for
thern. I've been saving up a grudge against
someone for years past, and I see now that
if it hadn’t been for what he did, I might
have run the streets all my life and never

" -have ‘had the chance of learning anythmg _

 “Then you’ve forgiven me at last!’ cried

. I‘ordham, forgetting caution in his joy.

. ‘Forgive you!
about"' said Jack. .
‘Why, don't you kuow me? - I heard a.Il'
you said to the chaplain that night, and I

.What are. you- ta.lking

“felt meaner than mean wken I thought ot

the low trick I played on you, and then of-
you risking your life for me. I daren’t tell

you who I was, but when you sald just now

how different things seemed to you it was -
like a weight lifted off me. But I say, Jack,’

he added, you re not going to turn'the cold

shoulder on me now, are you?

Jack had turned his head away, and when
' he spoke again, it was in an odd, choking
voice. _ .

It's T who feel mea.n, he said. ‘I'm no.
hero, like you think I am; if I'd known it
was you I doubt if I'd have gone back to
save you. I can’t take the V.C. for it,
end that's a fact)

But this was a ma.tter that did not lie
in Jack's hands, and when he heard that the
Queen herself ‘'was coming to Netley Hospi-
tal to present the decorations, he was full
of troubled thoughts. ) -

‘I 'say, nurse,’ he said, unea.sily, as he was
being smartened up for the occasion, ‘can’t
I just say to her “Thank you kindly, mum,
but I don’t deserve it, and I'd rather not
take it.”’ )

‘I'm afraid that won't q'.ute do, said the
nurse, smiling. The story had been - con-
fided to her during his wakeful hours of
pain, and she honored him for his scruples,
even while she thought them unnecessary.
‘After all, you did save Fordham'’s life, and
if you got a chance.of saving it again, you
would do it, wouldn’t you, even if you dia
know who he was?'

‘Yes, that I would,’ said Jack; ‘there’s
something in what you say, so perhaps I'd
better hold my tongue. But hurry up,
nurse, there’s the good old tune, I wish [
could turn out and present arms.’

But Jack’s days of _presenting arms were '



: "u'over, and when the ward door opened and
L “the gracious. figure in_the wheel ‘chair was.
.'seen approaching, there. were tears of weak=
“'ness ini his eyes, and-his thin’ ha.nd tremﬁled'
.'_‘as he brought it up o ‘his. forehead in- sa—
‘_lute. o
‘It all of us. poor chaps had had mothers :

“like her, we might have been a bit different,’

“ghe has, dand it goes through ‘me like a bul-’

- he said next day, when Fordham came in to.

pay him a visit. ‘She S- got a heart of gold,

let when I thmk that 1 shan’t be abie to

" fight for her any more.’

‘Fighting s not ‘everything,’ said Fordham
cheerfully,

shoemaker -and T've got a good head for

) busmess, though I've put it to a wronv use

.setting up together?

‘sometimes. ‘Now What do ¥ou sav to our

“you in .a way, and I'll wait upon you ag if

you were the Queen herself .don’t say no,all

in a hurry; but think it over a bit.’

. Jack, ‘we’ll stick together to the end.

It - doesn’t want: any thmkmg over,’ sard
It’
wonderful how a man’s life works out, and
how good' comes out of evil.
how Archey, that old chum of mine, thought
I'was too bad for him to ‘speak .to, and yet
I've lived to hear the Queen thank me with.

her own lips and say that I was an honor to
hér “and to the country!

And Just as.
good comes out of evil, so love comes out
of haté, You're the best friend: I've got in’
the world Fordham, and I feel a dlﬁerent

' man now that the old . bitterness is mped

out of my heart.’
And so.it came to pass that when- Jack.

. wWas ready ‘to leave the hospxtal he was in-

stalled, in a snug little shop, where his busy .

fingers find constant . employment . and

" ‘Where, m spite of his crippled state, he Is -
ways had a likmg for the letter R, just seem-

ag happy as the ‘day is long. The man upon

“whom once he vowed revenge, attends him

with devoted care, and when he rests in his
chair of an evening, and looks up at the

Cross which hangs beneath the portrait _

of his Sovereign Lady, QueensVictoria, there
is no man in all her mighty Empire who is

" more thankful-hearted than Ginger .Tack

. - Ohio, from Lower Michigan and Canadn,,

" Sweden,

The Hero of the Stanton Mine
(By Marian V E. Selden, m ‘The Standard. )
CHAPTER L

‘Section 42, change for all points on the
lron Range.’

. The high nasal voice of the brakeman
rang through the cars as the northern bound
passenger train, ten hours out from Chicago,
drew up at the Michigan Junction,
‘doors of the coaches were opened by the

- wary brakemen, thére issued in quick suc-
céssion. men, women, and children’ of as-
‘sorted nationalities and from variou§ con-’

ditions in lifé. ~ Stocky emigrants from
faced Germans, Jostled by swarthy Bohe-
mians and Italians,

their -jest and clatter of tongues, making

_their way in free and easy fashion; while
Jewish pedlers, witbh alert glances, shoul-’

dered their packs, keeping silent and close
watch on all who, passed.
Family groups from Indiana, Ilhnois, and

were there, all bound for ‘the mining . dis-

trict, where newly opened mines called for -
"laborers of all sorts. ' Forests must be fell- .

ed, tracks 1laid, and homes aud stores ‘be
built. What a few years previous had been
the dwelling-place of wild animals, Where
only.bravé hunters and explorers had ven-

‘we’ll “be good citizens, if we:
_ “can’t'be soldiers, and that’s what T've come -
. to talk to you about. You're a clever

‘My life oelonﬂs to’

I told you

As the’

‘Wales and Corawall, wholesome- '

jolly Frenchmen, with.

e ﬂ?HE ME SENGER.
roug‘h mlners boys, and such humillating"
‘.>nicknames a8 ‘baby’ Bob. " o

‘I'm not a baby, ‘he would say with angry
tears in his eyes, and a sudden flash of red

’ tured was now becommg rapidly populated
’ by men of- many nationahties and ‘¢reeds.

“The’ few “who’had remaln-__,_'
‘ed on. the Tong station platform, now hur-’

ATl aboard" )

nedly scrambled up ‘the steps and mto the

" cars; only to find all'seats filléd, more’ than .
"~ filled, for tired children- were perched on
- "theé arms of the'seats, and careless men were

half—standmg, half—leanmg agalnst them for’

N support. ) .

" Such shouting and’ laughmg, such crying

of babies, ‘and scolding of weaxy mothers!."

Such Jaboermg and singing and drinking of
poor whiskey!, WIhat were two brakemen
and a: conductor .against so many" "Order
there was none, and order they could not
enforce, . .

"As ‘each stop was - made wmdows were

thrust up, and men crowded to the openmgs.

Wearmg their caps, and calling to. men out-

" side, hoping to find friends who had preced-

Miners-fresh -
from the mines, with faces and clothes red - B

- with hematite and candles in their caps, the

ed them to the new. country,

tallow dripping ‘on face and beard, peered
into the faces of the ‘occupants of the cars.
Rough 'and drunken lumbermen added their
shouts to the din.

Morning merged into noon; the cars. were

vnearly empty now; two more stops and the.

train will. have reached.its limit of track.
The genial-faced conductor, glad of the les-
sening numbers, and a few minutes’ rest,
was seated near a family at the extreme end
of the last car.

" ‘Oh, your names Ridleigh is-it? he ‘was
saying, ‘From -southern: Indiana? - Well
I should ha’ known it without your saying -
so. I'm from- that ‘part of the state’: myself
and I reckon 1 know a-Hoosier when I see
one. You' ve -got some hkely-lookmg boys,

" what do’ you call em"’ o

‘You see, ) answered Mr Ridlelgh ‘T al-
€d to-be born in me, 'so I named the boys
Raymond Richard and Robert. Robert
he’s the little one with the red cheeks, and

eyes that favor his mother’s. ' Then when

_the baby came two years ago, why, we nam-
. ed ‘her Rhoda,

. Her twin’s name was Row-
2 . A . . 3
ena, but we lost her, and my wife’s name is

" Ruth; so you see, we're all'R’s,’ he added,
as the whistleé gave a warning shriek, and

the 'brakesman shouted, ‘Iron Town and
Banghstrom!” And the
gathered together their numerous baskeis
and- bundles. :
‘Nice family, that,’ the conductor said to
the brakeman, as they moved out of the
station. - ‘Hope they’ll do well; but it’s an
‘awful rough place for the young ones.’
Banghstrom is built on a steep Bill, its
twin, Iron Town, in"the'valley, bhetween
runs a Narrow Tiver.. A mile distant from
the former place the Ridleighs had taken
‘up a homestead, and when the house was

completed, the mother, “with brave nine-

year-old Bob, and baby Rhoda, Were' to be
the home-keepers, while Father Ridleigh
-and the two older sons were the wage»earn-
ers.. Mr. Ridleigh *and Raymond in the
mine, Richard in the power house, until
something better offered,

In a month’s time the family were sately
housed, and our Bob in’ school learn-

-ing - to place. figures in long and crooked

columns; learning tolocate far-away cities,
rivers and lakes on_the faded pink.  and
blue. map of the United States in his much-

abused - geography How often ‘he looked

for, Banghstrom on the map. "of Upper Michi-

gan, . -and Wondered why it' was_not theré.”

Lenrmng how to spell the long words in ‘his
‘speller.’ Learnmg also to spell life; “for
Bob-it often meant hard knocks from the

six R’s  hastily

in his cheeks. ‘I'm 'nine!’

burly, tough smners of nine and 2 half?

‘But what was
a slender, innocent lad of nine against the -

Not being a member of the class in- litera- ’ ‘
ture, hé had not the advantage of knowing -

about Shakespeare, Milton, or Tennyson, but" e

“he had a ‘soul for poetry, He liked -the

verses ‘on “‘the Mill Wheel in the: back of .
But the ﬂight of a bird across - -

his reader.

the ‘clear blue of the sky,-the song- of ‘the

bobolink, or a clump of fern, and violets that

_grew in moist, shady Dplages, was the poetry

He liked best of all,

One day, just outside the schoolroom door
he found a bit of torn paper, it read in this

“manner:
: broad ﬁeld of battle,
- of Life,
» ¢ dumb driven cattle,
- Be a hero m the strife.

What did wee Bob know of Longfellow
and his ‘Psalm of Life? Nothing, but he
knew what a battle was, for he and his bro-
thers had listened many times to the sto-
_ries his father told of how he ,ha,d helped
save his country in 64, .
what a ‘field of battle’ was, He knew what
‘life’ was, too and ‘dumb, drwen cattle.’

. Oh, yes, he knew.

Why——they had always kept a cow, and he'

knew what it was to run down to the ‘creek
for it and drive it home But, ‘be a herd
in the strife,’ he couldn’t qitite understand
~that, but he would know when he was older,
that was-'what his mother always answered,
when he asked dlﬂicult questlons -

The torn slip he tucked away in the pocket :

“of his’ Jacket where he. képt' all his choice
findings. Pieces of quartz" streaked with

iron, advertisement cards, and short lengths o
" of ‘colored twine, that came around the par-.

cels from the druggist’s when ‘Rhoda had
the measles

Every’ night Mr. Rldlelgh Raymond and
" Richard, toiled up the long.hill to the new
homie always finding the two children wait-
ing for them at the edge o'fv the clearing.
The greeting that rang out was the signal to
Mother erleigh to take a last look at the

biscuits in the oven.and see if. they were

browningsand to make the coffee.

‘] don’t see but that we're pretty well fix- -

ed,’ Mr. Ridleigh said one,night, as he made
a thick lather of soap ‘over his face and
hands, standing by the wash bénch “just out-
side the Xkitchen door; then, washing it off,
threw: the soapy red water towards: the gar-
‘den. After a vrgorous rub wrth the towel,
he went on with; .‘For my part this clear air
‘goes away ahead of Indiana’s climate.’ A'nd

“facing around towards Iron Town-.he’ took,\ '

deep draughts of 1nv1gorating ozone.

How

good it Was to- stralghten up and to breathe '

full and deep after being under ground all
“day.

The sharp click, click, of the drill

had ceased, and down in the valley all look-

ed peaceful and quiet.

.- Stump, stump, stump, an Indian with a
‘wooden leg was coming up the path. 'When
Bob saw him he shouted, ‘Oh, there’s my
friend, lame Jim,” and ran down the pa.th to
meet him,

: ‘BonJour, said-the Indian, as he: grasped
the little Liand held up to him; ‘Jim brought
you birch bark canoe.’ And he held up a
‘little heanty. - ) :

- Bob danced dround in frantic delight, and
"lame'Jim, resting on his wooden leg, watch--
ed “the- eacrted ‘child. ‘He knew what- his.
‘recompense would be, a- good supper and

the bag 'in his pocket filled with provisions. -

- That nightJim was thinking of something



' ..about household affairs.
ed the edge of the clearmg, he looked back,"

! supper

" cannot be so,’ he thought.

else besrdes birch bark canoes and a hearty

© -Jim ‘was troubled,- and _after dls-
posing ot his plate full of supper Mrs Rid-
_leigh had. placed. onthe bench’for him, he

h stumped up and down the beaten path
-- .grunting and mumbhng i

‘When Mr. Rldlexgh had" ﬁnished his’ sup-
per, and- stood at the.open doorway, Jim
grunted out T'talk with you,’ and’ ‘motioned”
down the path. ' “When’ they - ‘reached the

-end; the Indian- abruptly said, pointing to- )

ward the  Stanton mines: 'Your .mine bad
shape, fall: in’ some day when you. work.

‘My ‘shanty that” way and me feel’ ground

shake. You glve up job.” Jim peered into.
Mr. Ridleigh’s face in' the darkmess <to see

. what effect. his ‘words had.

" ‘I think you're mistaken, Jim, for the. part

~where I work - is propped up - with right

heavy timber, and is considered the satest
part of the Stanton
‘We see,’ said, Jim, and turning away dis_—

‘appeared in the dark forest..

Mr. Ridleigh went slowly back to the
‘house. Not a word of the warning did he
repeat to Mrs. Ridleigh or the boys. It

perfectly safe, Indians are always supersti-
tious, and like to be, mysterrous ’

‘The Stanton is.

‘' He had-no’ bunch ‘of: sweet grass ,_"
B tor Rhoda erther, and that was a great’ over-
: «sight

JTHEwMESSENGER,

) along by, the mass of debrls his light reveal-

would .stare at the goodles under. the pro-,

tecting glass
open, that sliding door and pa.ss over the

_counter those coveted sweets in. exchange

. for their penmes - - o

L noon"
.only pomted to ‘eleven. .

fshrlek of ‘the mme whistle. .
No -the hands of the school clock .

Just then on the drowsy air rose the

Shmek it sounded
again, Teacher and scholar gazed at eaeh

,other in- silent amazement then with com-

‘a wan coming up the hrll
buried alive.

mon accord rushed out of doors to the crest .

of the hrll.

How nice . it would be .to .

Could it be .

'
N

‘The mlnes caved 1n" hoarsely shouted .

‘Thu‘ty men are

‘Who are they"’ asked evcryone in theg

same breath. .The messenger from his long

‘run was exhausted and could give ‘no fur-

ther informatlou

" him in darkness.

Mothers with, little children in their arms l

groaned, ‘It may be my husband or my
boys, And down the hill they ram, with
the. babies’ arms txght around thelr necks.
The whole town was out, malnng toward
the Stanton. One intense, hurrying throng
--father
with the same questlon, ‘Are any of mine
buried alive!’

‘When the mouth of the p1t was reached,

mothers; ‘brothers and sxsters,all-

‘ed an _opéening, a narrow, tortuous way be-
tween two masses of jagged:rock. He lig-
.-tened "here: was that'a'call, or,was it only’

water oozing from the roch" Some sound
there was,.but so faint, so uncertain. = -
Bob shouted, ‘Papa, it's Bob come to. help.’
The echo’ sard ‘Help, - help, that--was all,
no other answer., ~ T
He thrust_his ‘candle far into the crevice.
Could he. make his way through there.. The

.Iasses of: rock and earth rose.far above his

bead, and he. might gét wedged in by more
earth falling, but he.could try. One of:the
miners tied a small rope to his arm. - So

- that on reaching the’ other end he could s1g—‘

nal if hurt. :

Slowly he worked hrs way along.
sharp rocks cut his fice and- hands, and
bruised his body, then he was constantly in
fear that his candle would go out and leave
‘But he ¢ould see the end
‘now, and that strange souud was growing
stronger.

‘When the space. beyond was gamed the
candle- -light revealed a large excavation in

the solid rock, with ledges projecting from-

the sides. ‘“The miners’ dining-room,’ Mr.
Ridleigh had named it.. Even now the un-
opened dinner-pails could be seen’ on the
ledges.
was closed by fallen earth, behind this the
thirty men were imprisoned. They were

- ghouting in unison.” Bob heard them; he

it was crowded with miners, excitedly talk-"

The next mornlng he started for the mine

with a heavy sense of dread; he lingered
behind the boys, to kiss his wife and baby
again; and to give some spec1al instructions
‘When he reach-

‘ wavmg h1s hand and shoutlng, ‘good-by.’
Good-by the ‘echo sald ’ )
. ‘Theres no danger,’ sa1d ‘Mr. Ridleigh

. L over and over to hrmself
ed to dispel the gloomy thought

" he was the last to go down.
.for worh had already blown.
now for the cage o come up again; mean-

- Mr. Bascomhe

. ‘When he. reached the mine he found that
The whistle
"He must wait

wh11e ke tried to find '‘some reason why he
should not go down at‘all; but his boy- was

ing The captain was- calhnv out the, names
of the unfortunates-and giving orders. Mr.

‘R1dle1gh’s snd Raymonds names were

. And he whistl-

down there, that settled 1t ‘so, adjusting his .

candle, he jumped into the now waiting
cage, and rolled into the great hole.

‘Robert Ridleigh may come to the plat-
form and stand half an hour.’

The teacher’s - v01ce sounded sharp and
rasping, Bob looked up, wondermgly, that
-certainly meant him, so hurriedly, cramming
his treasures into his pocket, he took his
‘neglected reader and went up. ‘

Miss Wells, the teacher, was a nervous,
black-eyed woman, who jerked the pupils;
she jerked Bob, and made him toe. a cer-
tain crack near the edge of the platform.

Our culprit' thought it really a very interest--

.ing crack; it was . wide, and had a wonder-

ful capacity for paper wads, nails, burnt -

matches, and other small objects which
_could be tucked in when Miss Wells wasn' t
looking. ' Co-

The. still, hot air, made ‘him  sleepy. -
Through the doorway he could see a black
cow grazing; he could hear her. tug at and
munch’ the tufts of grass. A yellow dog
.ran out and barked at the cow, and_she
lazily moved off to other tufts of grass. Bob

- wished he was, the cow, then he wished that

he ‘was a bird that flew past He looked
down the street; there was Mr.” Bascombe
-standing on the steps of his store with his
hands in his pockets Bob wished he was
How he would like to stand
. behind -a counter and sell  stick ca.ndy and,

o gUm,, and ‘peer over his hoxn-umrned spec- .

tacles at the . small boys’ and girls, who,.
'mountznr thc long step put .up for their
convemence at the - foot -of  the counter

ried in the . framework of the. shaft.

among them.
‘Who w111 go to the rescue"

-go down shaft No. 2 7

When the cave in had occurred it had car-

would venture liis life down those 300 feet”
Who would go" S

‘Who .w_.Il

‘ “‘through the crevice ?
‘Who -

A dozen or more mjners stepped qulckly' :

forward -and . volunteered : Miners - are
brave- hearted men on the whole, ready to
aid an unfortunate ‘comrade.
down into the great unknown darkness was
only to them what they ought to do—what
these in peril would do -for them if their
places were changed

Three had been let down when the 81gna1
came from below that someone wished to
be drawn up. When at last the signaler ap-
peared, the waiting multitude pushed for-
ward to catch every word of the report. It

was Ole Johnson, a stalwart Norwegian.

His powerful voice could be heard to the
very outer edge of the crowd.” His words

‘were few, but to the point:

. hero-in-the-strife-strife.’

‘Comrades, dere is a big lot of rock be-
tween us and de west gallery; along omne
side is a narrow crack.. A man can't squeeze
in dere; a boy. could, a small boy.’

There was grim silence;, boys who were
not brave-hearted slunk . behind their mo-
thers, hiding. in the folds. of their calico
skirts.

A little hand was pluck1n° at the captam s
s]eeve, and a childish voice was heard say-
ing, ‘I'll go, my papa’s down there.’ L

“You, Bobbie? said the captain, ‘why, you
are only a slip of a lad. ‘What_can you do?

‘Oh, I'm strong,’ ..And he straightened
his little figure up, and tried to look tall and
sturdy.”’ ‘You will let me go, won't you?

" So one end of the great rope was made
fast around Bob’s waist and arms; a dozen
candles placed in His pockets and a miner's

cap adjusted on his head, and over the pit’

he was swung. . -
A wild shout rang out from the watching
multitude, .then silence, and around the aw-

.ful depths they crowded while down went

the little hero.
As he swung into ‘the’ uncertam darkness
Bob's heart beat to these -words: ‘Be a

what the words meant, going down, down to
save his father. :

The journey was ﬁmshed and as his feetn

" ‘touched the bottom, -the two miners who
. bad remamed .below,,. hastily slxpped off the

rope, and directed  lim to ~where great
masses of rock and earth:had fallen. - He
listened, not-a sound, only his heart beating,
‘Be- a-he-ro-m-the-stnfe Keeping - close

Pelhaps this is

To 'swing’

must answer, but how could they hear his
voice? .

Taking a pick he found on a ledge he
struck with all his might-the solid rock.

An answering shout came; they bhad heard.
‘What. was to be done next? For a moment
hre was stunned at the thought of how help-
less he was. . Probably the men were im-
prisoned in a small space, and could not
venture to work at the debris for fear of
more falling to crush them. Then if he
went back for help what man could crawl
And what a long
time it would take for them- to make way
with pick and shovel.
would die for lack of air. Why, he must go
to work himself, and at once.

The wall was not thick’ that separated him
- from-the Victims.

“His task was to free them
into this lalger space; at the same trme his

helpers would be enlargmg the narrow pas--

sage and forcing air to him.

‘When the situation was fully settled in his
mind he commenced work.
cnly 'six feet high, just how thick it was he

. did not know. . —

What a hard, slow task it was. How
many times he had to rest, and wipe the
blood from his braised face and hands. For
five ‘hours, he worked, but the rests were
frequent and long. HIS arms weren't accus-
tomed to using.a miner's shovel and pick.

- He was working nearer, but the voices were

growing fainter.

At last a' small openmg was made and
a man’s face appeared. Bob held his can-
dle. close. °~ Oh,. jsy! his father’s
face, but so changed. <Soon-a larger space
was made, and then twelve men feebly drag-
ged themselves through. Only twelve, the

other eighteen were dead; some crushed and.

mangled others Raymond
among the former.

‘Bob now became a ministering angel and
fed the half-crazed, exhausted men. Then
worn out they.fell asleep. While they slept
our. Robert wearily worked his way back

suffocated

‘through the crevice, only half of which had

been enlarged, while he had been working.
 The yellow, flaming light from a score of
torches ‘flashed in his face; pointing back

"through the fissure, he whxspercd ‘They re

<.

in there; I dug them out.

. The strange light made him dizzy, and
he would have fallen face downward, had
not someoues loving arms caught him and
held. him fast. It was his mother come for
her nine-year-old hero.

After a long illness Robert Ridleigh open-
ed his eyes in recognition of those around-
him. ‘The first one he saw was his father.

‘When he grew stronger the rescued father

told him of how the shafts had been repair-
ed, and a cage full of ‘rescuers sent down,.

“and how the mother had taken home the
:unconscious’ -boy. -

-.And then, twelve more
tedious hours elapsed beforc the twelve were
reached and freed. _

‘Was I a hero in’ the str xte"’ feebly asked
Bob. ‘

“Yes,’ answered the father, - grasmng the

: weak little hand, ‘a real hero.’

The -

The opening .into the next gallery’

Meanwhile the men

The wall was" -



The Ten Yéliow Cradles '6“ -

the Green Doorstep.

(By Ida T. Thurston, in ¢Outlook.)

R ¢ 7 W'as Nansié who discovered
the cradles.

--§olate,  sitting on the steps and
casting longing glances after Jack
" and Jimmy.

¢ They said—they didn’t want me

. a-taggin’ !’ . Nansie sobbed, and
" _ one big salt tear rolled over her
- round cheek and tumbled plump
. into her little red mouth. -

‘I'm going over into IFairyland,
and you can “tag ” there if you want
“to, said Big Sister, smiling down
into the little grieved face. -

Nansie snatched her pink sun-
bonnet and sprang up, forgetting

Jack and Jimmy and all her wWoes.
¢Oh, may I ? and where is Tairy-

* land 2’ she cried.
‘Over yonder, by the brook.

Most people don’t know that it is
Fairyland—but it is,” Sister replied. .

When they reached the cool,
. shady place down by the brook,
Big Sister said: =~ -

* Now, Narsie, these are-all fairy
Houses—these green. things that
people call weeds. Just you watch
and see what you can discover.

The little girl’s blue eyes. were
big with wonder. ‘Truly fairy
houses ?’.she questioned. ¢ Are
there fairies in them.now, Sister?

‘Perhaps, in some of them.
Others are vacant now—houses to
rent, you know—and some -are
empty because the people that live
in them are away.’ .

#0Oh, Sister, look! Are. those—
anything ?’ cried Nansie, pointing
a chubby forefinger at onme of the
fairy houses. ST

Big Sister laughed.. - ¢You cer-
tainly have sharp eyes,’ she answer-
ed. ‘Yes, those are fairy cradles.
The- little mother has left them on
‘that green doorstep.’ .

Nansie stooped and peered eager-

ly at the . tiny cradles: DBright

yellow they were; and set in two

even rows. N k

¢But—I don’t gee any babies in

- ’em,” she said, with a  doubtful

glance at Sister. '

- ¢The babies.are there, though,

Big Sister replied, ‘but they are
- all fast asleep; and, Nansie, I am
going to carry them home.’

“But how can you—they're so

-

( Big Sister had dis- -
covered Nansie, forlorn and discon-

)
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THE ARMADILLO.

I _do.. not think that™ you. would

‘guess what this strange-looking

thing in the picture is. Perhaps
you might think that it is a shell-
fish of some kind, but it is not. It
is' a living animal: Besideés its

strange look it has a strange name,
for it is called an armadillo. It is.
“-covered with a kind of hard shell,

“which keeps it from being hurt. -

When it is frightened, it rolls itself

up round like a ball, as you see it.

in the picture, so that very little of
it can be seen except the horny
shell. All God’s works are ‘wonder-
ful, but I think that the armadillo
is. one of the.most “wonderful of
them all.—“Our Little Dots.

drefful little 27 cried Nansie, anx- |

iously. - _
¢T’1l have to take doorstep and
all and with that Big Sister care-
fully broke off the green doorstep
and walked on with it. ¢There
are plenty more steps left,” she ad-
ded, ‘and the fairies won’t mind.’
As soon as they reached home
she filled a flower-pot with - soft
earth from the garden, laid the
green doorstep on top, and covered
the pot with a-glass finger-bowl.
" Nansie, peering through the
bowl, eyed the tiny yellow cradles
doubtfully. A

‘They must be drefful still

babies,” she murmured.
‘They won’t be still very long/’
laughed Big Sister. o
:Nansie peeped through the glass
bowl many times in the next two

days. The third morning, when
she went to look, she cried ex-

citedly, ; .
¢ Oh, Sister, come quick !’
Sister came. ‘The babies are
awake sure enough,’ she said.
. ¢ But, Sister, exclaimed . Nansie,

‘see—they’re 'eating up the green

doorstep—and oh, what funny

“black babies they are !’

Before noox the black babiés had
eaten every scrap of that doorstep,
and Sister brought three more and
put them under the bowl. - Nansie
watched with eager interest. =

‘They eat all. the time, don’t
they ?’ she remarked. ¢And they

grow like Jack’s beanstalk !’
But when she went to look at the

black babies a few days later she

‘stood and stared in bewildered,

surprise.  There lay the last door-
step that Sister had put in the
night before. There were three

little bites on one end, but that
was the ‘only sign-of the fat black

babies. .
¢Oh, Sister, somebody’s let~’em
out,’ wailed Nansie. - .
‘No, answered Sister, in a com-

forting tone, ‘ they’re gone to sleep

again.’ _
“But how could they, without

any cradles ?’ questioned Nansie,

doubtfully.
‘Last night,’ began Sister, ‘they

"all grew very sleepy, and then they
. slipped down under the soft dirt

and set to work and made silk
nightgowns  for themselves and

put them on and went to sleep.

Now.you'll.have to wait a few days
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—maybe a Weelx——and then you 11
" .see them: a«am, but you won't know
them.”. ' :

£ Why won’t 1, Sister?’ o

P
"

¢ Because they will not,be fat and ' |- - : .'
‘black and wriggly, and they won't: - |

~ eat any more green doorsteps.
‘Oh!
~wait !’ sighed Nansie. .

But the days slipped away, and-
next morning - Sister called her. -
Nansie gave one look through the |
- finger-bowl and then she danced

with delwht

she cried. = ¢ Are: those tlie fames,
Sister 2’
¢ Aren’t they p1etty enough to
be fairies ?’ replied’ Sister. °
“Oh, yes!

- shining green dresses with
trimming, and see them fly ! But
what will they eat now ?’ Nansie
questioned, anxiously.

‘I dor’t know, dear,

.am going to let them go and find
food for themselves—all but two of
them.’ :

.+ The little girl lool;ed sorrowful,
but ‘she said nothing. . Sister lift-
ed the finger-bowl and let all' but
two of the little creatures crawl
. out,
they flew throu«h the open wm-
dow.

e Wllli these two starve ?’ qacmcd'

1\ansm, with troubled eyes.
‘Noj; they may be 1f;zthe1‘ hungry,
but I’11 let them, too, go to-morrow.’
And so she did, but that night
she put in another doovstep, and
the next morning on that green

doorstep Nansie found three rows

of tiny yellow cradles Just like the
first ten; but the little  green-robed
mothers had followed the others
out through the open .window.

- Jack and Jimmy declared scorn-

fully that the fairies were nothing

but .little green beetles, and that

-the tiny cradles were ¢ only. yalier

eggs —but Nansie didn’t mind.
.She and Big Sister knew.

Mo Blescmc' _
I’abbxts are "among the 'pet
animals whicli boys delight to own.
Robert L—bhad three of them, re-
gular beauties, so le called them.

A big price had been offered him -

but nothing could induce
- It is true,

for them,
him to part with them.

Robert was the son of a poor widow.

but the rabbits were never for S.a,].\,

by him, no matter how 0reat his-

pers onal- nceds wera,

’Most seem’s if T can’t_,

¢Oh, how pretty—how pretty "'-
Now ‘they’ve ‘got on.

gold

and so T

and the next moment- away-

DRAWING LESSON IV.

“tlhie little home she owned.
L. became so ill, that Robert had

But now happened something
which brought peor Robert.into a
strait place. His mother became
very sick, and although she was
frugal and industrious, she. was
just then out of funds as an extra
improvement tax had to be paid on
- Mrs.

to go for the doctor, who left a
prescription, but Robert bhad no
money to get it filled.
had a few days before asked Robert
to sell him his rabbits, but Robert
did not want to part with them,
especially at the price offered. He
now wished he had parted with
them, at almost any amount, no
matter how smal. ~He there-
fore hurried to
told him he could have his pets
at the price e offered, which -had
been quite low. But I'red did not
appear to want them now, and
‘Robert offered them lower still, at

the same time telling him why he
was ready to part wuh them now

Fred B—

Fred B—and.

at even less-than had been offered

‘him. - Fred came and took the ‘pet
" rabbits home, while Robert rush-

ed with-the money he had received
to the apothecary and had the pre-
scmp‘uon filled.

. But I'red did not have Vexy good
success with the rabbits. They
used .to -burrow through their in-
closure. Several times he‘missed'
them scon enough to find them.
again, until at last they got.away
and were never again found.

Fred was conscience - stricken.
He thought he was punished for
oppressing Robert, the way he did.. .
As a proof of his sircerity he went
to-Robert and pzud him the real
value of the animals, althounh .
Robert felt quite content . for the
way in which matters shaped them-
selves in his favor. Tred leained
a very important lesson which he
remembered as long. as he . lived,
viz.: that there rests -no Dblessing
upon ill-gotten bIain.—‘ Sunday-
school Messenom ? S



ey

.branches thereof.

_ events of the unseen spiritual world?

. © LESSON IX—MAY 2. =
‘Parables of the Kingdom.
Matt. xiii., 24-33. Memory verses, 31-33.

" Read the whole chapter. .

Daily Readings.

M. Word of truth,—Jas. i, 1-20.

T, Ark of life—Gen. vii., 1-16.

'W. The garner.—Matt. iii., 1-12.
T. The seal.—I[. Tim. iii., 8-26.
¥, Son of Man.—Ez. xxxi., 1-9.
8. Tree of Life.—Rev. xxii,, 1-9.

: Golden Text.
“The field is the world.'—Matt. xil., 38.

‘Lesson Text. -

(24.) Another parable put he forth unto
them, saying, The kingdom  of heaven is
likened unto a man which sowed good seed
in his-field; (25) But while men slept his
enemy came and. sowed tares among the
wheat, and went his-way. (26) But when
the blade was sprung up, and brought forth

. fruit, then appeared the tares also. (27)

So the servants of the householder came and
gaid unto him, Sir, didst thou not sow good
seed in thy field? from whence then hath it
tares? (28) He said unto them, An enemy
hath' done- this. ~ The servants said. unto
him, Wilt-thou then that we g0 and gather
them up? But he said, Nay, lest while ye
gather up the tares, ye root.up also the
wheat with them.. (29) Let both. grow to-
gether until the harvest; and in the time of
the harvestI will say to the reapers, Gather
ye together first the tares, and bind them in
bundles to birn them; but gather the wheat
into my barn. -(31)- Another parable put
he forth unto them, saying, The kingdom
of heaven is like unto a grain of mustard
geed, which a man took and sowed in his

©‘field: (32) Which indeed is the least of all

seeds; but when it is grown, is the greatest

‘among herbs, and becometh a tree, so that

the birds of the air come and lodge in the
(33) ‘Another parable
spake he unto them: The kingdom of heaven
is like-unto leaven, which a woman took and
bid in three measures of meal,-till the whole

was leavened.
Suggestions.

Last week we studied the parable of the
Sower, the first recorded parable uttered by
our Lord. Many of his parables as well as
hundreds of his miracles are unrecorded in
the short though comprehensive accounts of
his life by the four evangelists, for John
tells us that if all the things which Jesus
did on earth should be written doww, the
world ‘itself could not contain the books
that would be filled.. (John xxi, 25.) ' A
parable has Dbeen defined as a shell that
keeps good fruit for the diligent, but keens
it from the slothful. Jesus taught the great-
est spiritual truths from the simplest natu-
ral facts. -~ God created theé whole world for
his own glory and may he not have ordered
many events in the natural visible life of
the world with a view to illustrating tge-

t
all events the simplest things in our every-
day life may illustrate the deepest things
of the inmer life if studied in the light of
the Holy Spirit. o :

In the parable of the wheat and tares'the
Sower of the good seed is the Son of man.
The seed typifies -thé children of the king-
dom. = (I. Pet.i., 23.) ~ Good seed is that
which brings forth good fruit. The ¢hil-

. dren of the kingdom, the souls who by’yield-

ing to God, become part of his great propa-
gating force, are scattéred throughout the
length and breadth of the earth for the dis-
gemination of the gospel.. The Lord Jesus
sows. only good seed. - But the enemy of
souls sows evil seed in the world, the seed
of wicked hearts. And the wicked seed
flourishes; often cloaked with false-religion,
hypocrisy, rafionalism and outward obser-
vances. To the human eye it is well nigh
{mpossible to distinguish between' the fiour-
ishing tares and the wheat.” For this reason
the Lord of the harvest has forbidden his
gervants to try to destroy the tares from' the

‘midst of the wheat; lest they should root

up the wheat as well as the tares, and in

" God.

“along with the drunkard and outeast.

. their mistaken zeal blight the fertility of thie

L

whole ‘haryest field. . We must not rashly. .
judge ‘other- men, the stumbling ones may .- .-

be really children.of the kingdom and the’
best appearing ones may not be right Lefore’
- 3 It is not-for-us to.judge, but it is for:
.. us to live and preach the power of the gospel -,

" that”men seeing the power of God in.our - -

lives may so test their own lives by.it as to

make sure for themselves whether they are

wheat or tares.

It is by the -fruit of the Spirit that the~
A man who
is not a Christian may have many viriues,..
. but he can not have the fruit of the Spirit,
(Gal. v.; 22, 28.) ( ‘
/" many faults, but -if he Treceives the Spirit:
.. of God, into.his heart those. faults will be

children of God are known.
A Christian may have,

conquered and that soul made rcady. for an

eternity of joy in the presence of Gcd.. The .

battle may be long and tedious, but ultimate

. victory is assured ‘to the soul who yields to

God.: It is the final fruit that counts. * .The.

_ fruit of the tares is dark, bitter and pofson-
-ous, and easily distinguished from the' rich

golden grain. of the wheat. o
Tares are radically. different from  wheat,
they are of different. seeds.
ference between Christians and hyrocrites
is not necessarily outwardly marked; but is
essentially radical, the. 'difference between a
self-willed heart, and a Spirit-fi'led heart

" —the differéfice between a heart ‘evoled to
the -world and a heart devated to God.

(Matt. vi, 24) - God looks not upon tlie
outward appearance; but upon the hesrt.
(I. Sam. xvi.,, 7.) . We . can not Ssee men's
hearts, therefore we must not judge.

By nature .we all belong to the tarcs,
(Rom. iii,, 19-23), but through the grace of
God, by faith in the Lord Jesus Onrist, we
may be born into the kingdom »f God arnd
become the good seed which by abiding in

"Christ (Jobn xv., 4-6). brings foyth gicricus

fruit unto eternal life. -~ - - .
The end of the tares is to be barned. It
i3 only right that the tarss should be topa-
rated from the wheat, it is perfsesly just
that the children of God should be finally
and eternally separated . from..those who
choose to disobey him.  There is no grading

.of the tares, the fruitful.and the unfruit-
ful, the fine and the coarse, the:beaufiful

and -the seared, are alike detestable to-the
reaper, and are. bound together. S> shall
it be at the end of the world, all who have

refused to obey God, be they rich or poor,

cultured or degraded, outwardly moral, or
blatantly blasphemous, all . classes of- sin-
ners shall alike be banished from the pres-
ence of God. He who refuses to obey God
arrays himself on the side of the evil one
He
who obeys God may be made the means of
rescuing those whose sins he abominates,
and of bringing the outcasts into the king-
dom of God. Sin must be consumed, if a
poul insists on clinging to sin it must be
consumed with the sin..” But the soul is

eternal therefore it cannot be annihilated.

God is eternal, and his purity is the fire
which consumes all sin. Only the blood
of Jesus can loose us from our sins. (Rev.
i., 5, R.V.) : : .

Lesson Hymi.

All the world.is God’s own field,
Fruit into His barns to yield, .
‘Wheat and tares together sown,
Unto joy-or sorrow grown;

- First the blade and then the ear,
Then the full corn Shall appear;,
Lord of the Harvest, grant that we,
Wholesome grain ‘and pure may be.

Junior C. E Topic.
FORGIVING.

Mon., May 21.—They who make mistikes.
Rom. xv., 1. i

us. Matt. v., 44. ~ ‘
Wed., May 23.—God forgive us. Psa. ciil.,

3. , .
Thu., May 24, — Christ forgave.. Luke
xxiii., 34, ST :
“Fpi., May 25.—Our forgivéness: deperds
upon it. Mark xi, 26. "~ B
S:.t., May -26,—TForgive often. Tuke xvil.,
‘Sun., May 27. — Topic.—Whom should we
forgive? - Why?  How often? DMiflt. :gviii.',

21-35. o L
. . C.E. Topic. - ..
‘May ‘' 27. ' Have patience. - -Matt. xviik,

21-35. : -

So the dif~

Tues., May. 22.—They who wilfully ﬁrong'

" “Alcohol Catechism.
(Dr. R. H. Macdonald, of San - Franclsco.)
© - CHAPTER XIL—(Continued).

6. Q.~Tell us more of the. effects of al-
cohol. . - . T ST
. A.—The liver of a.drunkard often looks
:.as though covered with-knobs and is known
- "as hob-nailed liver or, gin-drinker’s. liver. -

7. 'Q—What follows ? . ... =
- A.~—=Dropsy, ‘paralysis, and. many. “other
diseases of the liver; and finally death.

8. Q—Does alcohol cause the same
. disease in the liver, which it causes in the
stomach ? . :

ATt does.”  Ulcers, abscesses, and can-
cer. T : T
9. Q.—What are the kidneys ? .

. A—There are two, and they are small

glands situated low down in the body, each
‘side.of the back-bone. . s '

10. Q.—Of what use are-the kidneys ?-

. A—They .separate poisonous substances
_from the blood, and carry them off with

other waste fluids of the body. - e
11. .Q.—How does alcohol affect the kid- -
neys ? o
A~—Since they carry off the waste water
-of the body, alcoho! gives them too much
to do, and they get overworked.
12. 'Q.—In what other. way
injure the kidneys ? |
A~—It causes the cells to become filled
with fat and false tissue, which weakens
them, so they. cannot strain off from'the
blood the poisonous acids of the body.:

. 13. 'Q.—What terrible disease is often

caused by alcohol ? T .

~-A—Bright’s disease of the kidneys, which’

- seldom, if ever, can be'cured. =~ - -

doés alcohol

T

SECTION OF_ KIDNEY.

This shows a Sectién of 4 healthy kidhey.
6 is the ureter, . .

Cigarettes and Stealing.-

It may be interesting to your readers to
Jearn that the business men of the country
are beginning to declare war against the
-cigarette habit, I frequently receive letters .
from bond and guarantee companies asking
for the records of young men who formerly
attended this college. This is' done when a
young man is required to give bond in_a
position that’ involves the handling of ~
money. Naturally the guarantee company
writes to tlie college authorities to find what
record the applicant made when a student.

One of the largest guarantee - companies
in the world has added this question to the
‘ones usually submitted, ‘ Does the applicant -
smoke cigarettes-?' I wrote to the company
and asked them what effect cigarette smok-
ing would have on a young man’s chances
for getting bond. I shall give the letter
sent in answer to mine, verbatim, omitting -
of course, names and places. This letter
should be read t6 every boy: . ' i

- Dear Sir: Your esteemed letter is .re-
ceived, inclosing our special and confiden-
- tial circular concerning Mr.——, and I note
.your ipquiry as.to the reasoms that led us
to inquire if the applicant-was a cigarette
smoker.. We always affix this question
when,. the applicant is under twenty-one
years of ‘age. 1 do not know that all the
guarantee companies ask.for this informa-
.tion, but this branch ‘of our company “has

- Dbeen led-to.do so, because the writer in ten

years' -experience finds -that this' company.
in 'the ‘conduét-of its business throughout
the southern states  has not pam a claim
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‘ under a- defa.ulter, who was less. thzi.n ,

twenty-one years old who was not a; ugar-
ette smoker, . * X
< If sl the.. deiaulters under enty~one
years. old. dre cigarette smokers it 18 only
redsonable that we ghould inquire’ as to the
habit of applicants in this respect. :
if a young man nineteen or twenty years
ol ghould apply to'us for bond the mere
" gmoking of cigarettes, alone would not dis-
qualify him for our. indorsement; .but. if
there were any other adverse :nformation
obtdined the company’s objection’ to cigar-
ette smoking would be accentnited, and
while neither of these . ‘objections  alone
would cause the company to decline the
bond, both together would unquestion'rbly
do s0.
Tt:is our habit at this branch to require
a written promise from a minor ‘who is

addicted to the habit of cigarette smoking .

to entirely abstain from- ‘their use as long
as he serves under our bond or nntil he bas
reached his’ majority.:

It is' not uncommon in these days for a

business’ man - to decline to give employ-

" ment to a young person who is addicted to
-the -cigarette habit, * * * —'Baptist
Courier.’ . a -

The Danger of Chewing Gum

The custom of gum-chewing,
quite common in this country, as the le-
gions of slot-machines for selling cliewing-
. gum testify, seems to have but recently
gained ground in England, says ‘The
Literary Digest,’ judging from comments in
English journals. The following note from
‘The Hospital® is especially interesting as
controverting the principal claim of the ad-
vocates of gum on this side of the water,

namely, that its use aids digestion . by

stimulating the flow of sahva Says the
journal just named : }
¢ Attention has been called to the dangers
attending the sale of ‘chewing-gum’ by an
inquest which has been recently held in
Lincoln on a child aged between seven and
eight years old, who died after eating this
substance, wh1ch it @mot . unnaturdlly
imagined was-a sweetmeat. 'We would point
out,.:-howéver, -that;:.'besides such: risks as
this, the habit of masticating this filthy com-
pound ‘of flavored india-rubber is undoulited-
Iy a cause of much dy_spepsxa The constant
titillation of the salivary organs kept up
by. ehewing  this. stuff not. on]y causes a
stéady-drain-of saliva Whrch is most waste-
ful, but, what is more sérious still, in conse-
quence of the frequently repeated stimula-
tion to which these organs are thus ex-
posed, they fail to respond to the normal
excitation which ought to rouse them to
action when food is taken. A constant
dribble of salivary secretion is substituted
for the healthy flow which should - occcur
“only at meal-times. The glands fail to
respond to any stimulant less potent than
the peppermint, aniseed, or other con-
stitutents found in chewing-gum; and ihe
more insipid foods, such as bread and ciher
starchy compounds, pass into the stomach
unchanged. This is disturbing to (11g'=st10n
at .its very commencement, and it is ex-
tremely probable that the indigestion of
starchy substances, which is so commonly
met with at the present day, is larzely due
to the waste of saliva caused by smokiag
and by the constant chewing of varias sub-
stances, which we see going on all around.
The  chewing of gum is thus not only a
nasty habit, but is provocative of ill-health.
Unfortunately, when ‘chewing-gum’ is sold
in the form of a sweetmeat, it nay ceuse
still more serious consequences, being apt
to.be swallowed by children.’

The Children and Temperance

Canon Wilberforce in a sermon to children
in Westminster Abbey, made an.appeal to

. his young hearers to join a Band of Hope.

or some Juvenile Temperance Society. Ie
wanted them to bear in mind that a great
deal of good might be done by children,
and particularly with regard to - temper-
ance work.. The elder people who had
. been engaged in the temperance - crusade
wanted to see a strong band of young
temperance workers pushing on the’ _pro-
paganda. Every child ought. to, jom a
branch of one of the great temperance Te~

forming movements, and by so doing would-

be glving a great assistance in a good work.

7’

Drmk or Let xt Alone.
(By Ida M.. Budd in Michigan Advoatte')’

‘Oh dear !’ what a fuss and commotion and
T flargy, G
" And all about’ nothmg, said young Haro]d
- Gray.
‘I wonder why mothers are such lnnds to
WOrTY, :
They can't seem ‘to help 1t no uoubt it'’s -
their way..
T drank but one glass with the rxch ‘\anker ]
*  daughter;
Her kind invitation how could I refuse?
It. did no more harm than a glass of cold
-+ watery:- | o
Besides, I'm no slave, 1 can do as T choose

‘ But mothers 80 t1m1d and easrly fright-’

) ened,
She thinks I'm “done' for” with just that
. one glass. -
It was almost amusrng the way her. face
whitened; ’

‘Of course I"was sorry, but there ! let it

~ Why should I-deny myselt everythmg

which is A

pleasant
Because some poor Weaklmg to ruin has
gone ? .
I wouldn't give much for the fellow that
- hasn’t -
The power to artnle it or let it alone’

But oft and more often his pulses beat
quicker
Because of the wine, and as months pass%d
away
It came to be known as’ o secret that
liquor :
‘Was getting the better of poor Harold
Gray.

His eye lost its llght and his step grew A

unsteady,. :
Still he told anxious: frrends it was “only
. their whim,’

“And stoutly averred that whene er he was

ready,
He’d show them that drmk was not
: master of him., -
But alas ! for the ‘boast  in hxs human
-strength spoken; " :
Alas !~for the mother who over. h1m Weeps

In grief unavalling, with heart crushed and

‘broken,
Where low in the grave of the drungkard
. he sleeps.
O alas ! for the thought of the dread comlng
morning’
When be must appear at the great Judg-
‘ment fhrone -
To render account for his scorn of the warn-
ing
Of friends who besought h1m to let it
alone. .

My boy, you are strong and youth’s sky
arches o'er you.
Are you making the boast that poor
. Harold Gray made?
Do you say all is' well ? There’s no danger
before you ?°

You can dMnk or abstain, and you are

not afraid;
Oh ! if you can do either, lest Satan allure
you
To ruin and death as by others he's done,
I kindly entreat you, nay,’ gravely .ulJure
you,
_ By all means and always to let it alome. -
- Mlchxgan Advocate.’

Correspondenee

Dugald, Man.
Dear Edltor,—We have no cat in our

‘house, but we keep a horse, and have bees.

My brother's' name is George, and he is
six and a half feet high, and has great grey
eyes. / DOLLIE (aged 4.)

.Bntamville, Ont. .

Dear Editor—I am interested in your Find-
the-Place Almanac, and have searched for
the texts. I succeeded in getting three sub-
scribers for the “Weekly Witness,” but as we
get the ‘Messenger’ .from the Sabbath-
school, there was no chance to get subscrib-
ers for it here. The.prizes I received were
much better than I expected for s0 few sub-
scriptions. As I am-very fond of reading I
am interested in .the .new library that we

"Among-the various authors are :

received !ately tor our Sabbath~school
The Rev.
J. McDougall, the.Rev. E. R, Young,.B. . P.
Roe,: Pansy..and: Ballantyne, also. “"there are
-some books ‘by Mrs. Wright.. -With: the ‘old
and new libraries combined, ‘we: have a-very
nice collectron of -books.
OLIVE S aged 14

. Longlaketon NWT
Dear Edltor,——Longlaketon is a very pretty
place in' summer, -but it is .very cold in
winter., I live on a farm.
milk last summer. I go to school in sim-
mer., I am in the third reader.” I have
two sisters and two brothers, We have no
school in winter. There are only twelve
scholars .going, to our school.. We, have
Sunday-scheol in summer, and I like’ gomg

1

.very much, We get the ‘Messenger at
. Sunday-school. . _ SADIE K B (aged 10.)
-—~M11verton

Dear Ddxtor —1 .have been . taking the
‘ Messenger ’ for two years, and am going to
take it the third, for I like it very much.
‘We have a two hundred acre farm, five miles
from Milverton, on which is plenty of work.
There is a large drain running through our
place, which is a great help. I have no re-
lations near Montreal. I have quite a few
in the Unijted States. L.
LEWIS 1. B. (aged 15.)
‘Wick, Ont.

Dear Ddxtor,—I hve on a farm.. We have
two cats.
We have a dog, his name is Blake. We
‘take the ‘Messenger, and I like it very
much. I am nine years old: I have a dear
little sxster She- wﬂl soon -be ‘two years
o]d. MINZ&

: Nixon Ont. :
Dear Editor,—My father is a farmer. We.
live about two miles from the post ofiice,
and the school-house 'is on the cornerof
our place, but I do not go. I have one bro-
ther and one sister at home, and a. nice
stepmother, whom I like real well
two sisters and one brother away.
NORA M. .

- Alberni, BC
.Dear EdltOl‘ —The last time.I wrote to
you we had two -horses, but now we have
four.
and Prince. Our - teacher's name is Mr.
Howitt. The girls at school were collecting
money to get him a prize for examination.
Grandpa keeps a blacksmith shop, about two
miles from his own house. Grandma used
to read the ‘Messenger’ when she was a
little girl, and she reads it still. I like
reading the ¢ Messenger’ as it has so much
for children. My great grandma is over

eighty-six years old. : ETHEL. .

Roohﬁeld Ont
" ‘Dear Editor,—I am the only boy in the
family. I have two sisters, and I have one
pet horse and a colt. - We have a farm, of
about two hundred acres. We live in a
brick house, and have a large barn, which is
one hundred feet long, and a windmill.on
the farm that pumps and grinds and saws.
‘We have five horses, twenty-two cows, and
twelve pigs. 1 go to school every day. We
play ¢ black catch the white,’ and some other
games,
Blue mountain, and about six miles from
the vrllave of Lansdown. I took the ‘ Mes-
senger ’ one year, and then I let my sister
take it this year. I have the best father
that ever wore boots, and a dear mother.

’ E. M. SUMMERS (aged 13)

T -Maple Ridge, Que.
Dear Editor,~My home is on a farm. In
summer we can see the steamboats go up
and down the Ottawa river from our win-
dow. Our house is large, so we have lots
of room to work in it. We keep a good lot
of stock. I have one little sister five years
old, and no brothers. "We often go to fish
in our creek. One' day I caught 18 fish. 'I
walk a mile every day to school.
- .,.LUCY B. ANDERSON, aged 11.

Dear Bditor,—I have just four sisters.and
two brothers. We all go to the Baptist Sun-
day-school - except my elder sister and. bro-
ther, who are away. .-We all enjoy. the
story of the ‘Black Rock’ very. much. " I
noticed a letter in this paper from my ‘fa-
ther’s uncle, Ebenezar Tracy, from Algoma.
I like your ‘Pxnd the-Place. Almanac’ very
much ) LENAT .aged’ IZ

I learned .to .

‘We named them Purrie and Dot.

I have .

We call the two- youngest, Nancy .

We live about two miles from the -
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~ Housstoun, &

* l WlSh bome of l‘hem_ leed

Near Me.>
A young housekeeper who has been man-

'_ aging a home. of her own for four or five:
- years_has been very much interested in the -
: letters .that - have been published in this -
column’ from young women who are laok-: .
"'ing for some. work to do, and -the burden of-
. her wail is the sentence that I have chosen

_for my-heading. -..‘I wish some’of them liv-
“ed near me. I’ think I could help them, and
they could help me; -that is, if they are not
too proud to work.’

She tells “me of some of the troubles she
‘has had in finding ‘people .to do _different
kinds of work for. her, and gives some advice
which is so good and sensible . that 'I am
-.going to share it with you. Read. it, girls,

.-and see whether you need - any of her«

words.
‘I have any quantity of work,’ she writes,

~tand "enough money to pay for its being .

-done, if only I could have it well done,” I

" know at least a dozen housekeepers who -

would gladly pay good.K wages to any one
who would come .and do satisfactory work
in their homes. There are young women
here who would come and do the work, and
do it pretty- well, all but, one thing; they
will not wait on the table, but want to sit
.at table with the family. Now, when there

.,.are gseveral in the family, one must wait

-upon them; and, if I hire someone to help
in the housework that is part of the work
<I. want- done, and done properly; for it-is
as much a part of the work as getting the
meals ready.- No one should feel - above
one's work, and surely a girl is just as much
a servant in a man’s office writing his let-
. ters, and .cleaning his typewriter, and tend-

ing his office, as she would be in his home, -

_cooking his meals, tending the house, and
waiting on the table. Any_work may be

" . made honorable by the one ‘who does it. ..

The dressmalkers we have charge two prices,
and do not do their work well: Last week

I wanted a dress ripped up and cleaned. I

took it to a young woman who needed the
“money,-1 know, It came home very. much
-eut in the seams, all the threads in it, and
washed, but not pressed, = If some one
‘would take up that kind of work; I know
there would be plenty to do and good pay,
if there was good work.

‘There i$ another place open for the rnght
sort of woman.
away, for a ‘day’s shopping in the city, or
for pleasure, and can’t take her children.
A nice, honest, Christian girl or woman, who
can go into that home and do the work.of

the day, the same as.the mother would do.

"it, take care of the children, get the meals
on time, and, in fact, take charge, without
taking away a single bit of gossip, such a
girl would be overrun with customers, if
her .prices were reasonable.

‘In this part of the country we don't need
any one to do-some new thing, but to take
hold and learn to do some homely thing
well. T would advise any girl to associate
"with others who do the same work as her-
self, and form a union; then she will take’
a pride in her work, and study to improve
in it. The carpenter’s Son, and the tent-
maker were not ashamed to work with their

" hands, and why should we be?

“I had a good education at a ybung ladies
school, and. also a course at a business col-
lege; but, if I hagd to earn my living I
would take in washing, because that is_what
I know how to do and like to do. I'd try
to go about it in a business-like way, and

charge a livmg-m ice, and the same to all..

If.the work got too much for me, I'd get
good women to work for me by the day.
I'd work up my business all the time and
advertise. I'd study all the best methods
for washing different kinds of material. No
one would fear to send me flannels, blan-
kets, lace curtains, dainty handkerchiefs, or

fine dresses; for I'd ‘make it-my business to .

give satisfaction. I'd buy coal in the sum-
mer, and soap and starch by Wholesale, and
rainwater is as free as air; so I'd give my
‘mind to my business, and I .know I'd suc-
ceed.’ - M. B. M

~"And I think she would succeed in that or‘

any other kind of work, she would under-
take, don’t you? . And I think you kuow
why she would succeed

Now, girls, a ‘good many of you have: been i

wnting to. me about Work that you can do

A woman wishes to go_

near home and I do not know how many of
you have’asked ‘me.for those circulars:about

- Mexican drawn-work, and about flower cul-
~ture’and" many other -things;  and here ds
‘thig ‘Woman;: who live§. perhaps i ‘your- own.
- town, who; has" plenty. of work .to be done

-and is glad to pay, for it;..and you perhaps
~will-not do it, because you -are too:proud;
..or perhaps you have been .doing it,-and have
‘not done it well.
to do- ‘some homely’ thing well. -

~.ably. there.are ‘others, ‘and there’ is "work - .

"enough to be done in almost any town,-and
money -to pay. for-it,” too, if it'is done well’
and for rea.sonable pricos Think how much
pleasure you might. give and get by helping
to.make some other home happy.in any of
the ways she has mentioned.
'spise any one of these methods, and do not .
say this advice is not for you, unless you
are sure of it. ook about you and do_the"
next thing, and ‘whatsoever thy hand’ find-
_eth to do, do it with thy might. ’-—Mrs F E
Clark in ‘C. E World.

To the Hospital

. (By Harkley Harker, in New York -
- “Weekly.)) . SR
‘Don't take me to the hospital!’ ‘
‘Why not, my poor child?~my wife asked,
- ‘Because,’ faltered the weary little thing,-
‘it’s. dreadful to bé sent‘to the great, loneiy,
strange hospital.’
‘You are quite. mxstaken Maggxe, my wife
‘resumed, réassuringly.
— Maggie was a sort of compamon to my
children, a nurse girl, yet small and deli-
cate, to whom we had all become very much
- attached, in the time she had been 1n my
. house,
‘It is a clean place, a place where you will
Have the very best of care and medical at-.

sand times:betfer than you possibly ¢ould
here in our house and in this little hall’ bed-
. Toom.: .

- So- they persuaded the suffering giil to
agree to what was best for her.. She was
tenderiy removed in-our own carriage, and
is doing well. The ladies of my house have
frequently been down.to see Mavgie, taking
~delicacies for her sick condition.  :'I -my-
self took pains to bespeak the special at-
tention of the surgeon-in~chief though that
was wholly unnecessary, in fact, for "had

Maggie been  the- veriest stran'ger‘fr_om the . -

streets she would have been served just as
faithfully by .the physicians and nurses in
the hospital. - My little daughter has just
come.in fo tell me how ‘sweet, and clean and
bright’ Maggie's cot looked as she anH
mamma saw her an hour ago.’

And, papa, Maggie said, “thank God for
the hospitals,'" She is so glad she went
there.’ .

Now, all this is true; yet there is no deny-
ing the dread and shrinking that - wouild

_ come over you and me at the thought 6f go-
ing to the hospital. Home is the place of all

places, so the heart craves, in which to be -

.sick. The bare, white walls, the vast édi-
fice, of wings on wings, the rows of beds, the

mechanical movements of @rained atten--

dants, the loneliness, these we fear. Lonely
- people go to hospitals, the friendless, the
homeless and the solitary.

. But what a mistake we make, too! Hun-

dreds of the wealthy and the famous go
to the hospital for the better treatment. The
-man in the bed at your side may be a mil-
lionnaire. - The woman on your right will
be. visited to-morrow, perhaps, by people in
rich attire, her family, who come to bring
her. flowers. You must know that the hos-
pital has the very best 'medical skill at its
command. The  circumstances also afford
a silence and absolute rest, a trained watch
over the invalid, diet regulated to perfectlon;
instantaneous attention - to -unfavorable
symptoms, and ministry of medicines with -
utmost precision, giving the Dbest ‘possible
results—all in a way that the richest home
would find it well-nigh impossible to effect.

“If practice makes perfect, what perfection
ought to Dbe obtained in a  great hospital
where thousands of patients pass under the
ayes of the:physiclans. The most difficult-
thing- in the healing art is to know just
what is the matter with the patient. - Iden-
tical symptoms, in- fact, often stand for a’

score of different maladies which- may be -
.- Only the closest observa--

‘tion,.and for- some time, in severe and com- -
plicated cases, can ‘scent’ and track to its B

working in you.-

“fox, -a” snake i
“,ﬁthe hospital nurse - studies ‘you, moment by .

‘. motment;. day “and: night T
" sicians ha.ve everything‘a Lo
you' out; -~ The’ -array of fact,s about ‘your - -
. case.is collected by. so. many persons, ‘that,” -~

Take her adyice, and: Jearn -
* ‘Whether .

this woman lives:in your town or not prob- o

"Do not-.de- .

tendance, and where you will fare a thou- “~is abroad  to-day.,

tion.

lau' the' mischiei that '1s kllling .you. . ,
thmg i5750; deceptwe as:pain; it 1s“a veéry
“it- hides “and’ dodges:..

The youig: phy-’
stake in’ ﬂndingf

if there is;any such’ thing. as knowing what -~
disease’ you ha.ve, 1t will be kuown in the',.

“hospital.

Every. appliance ot surgery is at ha.nd'
costly- beds, and what not.. Things: that you -
could not afford ‘unless ‘you, ‘were rich; and
‘which"it ‘would. not be.worth your while to

buy and ‘own, so.sdon as you. have .dome .

with’ them, are all ‘at command. Every at-

_tention is given to ventilation and sunlight,c '

and-to the covering of your couch, lest you -
-b&.too warm.or oo cool;- it is: 1mpossm1e to

-over-state the armament for. good of a ﬁl‘at- o

.clags hospital in thése days..

" You would be surprised, if you ‘never yet .
visited a hospitdl, to see’ how many.loving
hands work for.it. Good ladies bring flow-
ers, - Other Christian hearts bring delicate-
Iy prepared food. :  The clergyman is always
a frequent visitor; kind- voices:come to sing
on the Sabbath-day, and-hold . simple tran-
quilizing - worship, the.sounds floating as
softly as an. angel ovérturé  through the
echoing hall§ and chambefs. Readers come
with* books of diversion,- and - take their
places ‘at some cot-side, telling the .story, of

‘interest, The nurse knows how to enter-

tain ‘you with cheerfulness, and many a

-story from the outer, world’s day’s doings.

Hundreds die at home from poor care and °
scant attention, who might live if- they had
gone to.the kind, skilful, public institufion.
A prejudice . kept them away. But it is
. Pleasant to record that the popular préjudice

"is yielding. ‘The people are becoming wiser.

An _intelligent appreciation of "the- hospital
. The institutions  them-
selves are improving; - better ‘buildings are
rising.. , . long the scattered. ,hospital’
doors, whrch open to.the sick:in. eyery city,
will: reproduce ‘the- healing of him, who ‘went
ahout domg good‘ and ‘heaimg all’ manner'
of sick folk.’. o

God bless the hospltal'
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