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From Guardsman to Missioner

[The London (England) ‘Christian Age’ gives
the following account of the life and work of
a man whose name is a household word across
the water, and who is also well and favorably
known on this side. It is interesting to know
that. Mr, Lane’s brother, Mr. F. T. Lane, is
now, and has been for the past twelve or fif-

He was born at Farnborough, in Kent, about
fifty years ago. As a young fellow he fell in-
to careless ways, and gave no heed to spiritual
matters. When seventeen years of age, he
became a Volunteer, which was the means of
his ultimately entering the army. The drill
instructor of the corps was an old Coldstream
Guardsman, and so interested the young Volun-
teer in this particular regiment /'that when he

MR. W. R. LANE, THE WELL-KNOWN EVANGELIST-

teen years, working for the Lord among the
heathen in Angola, West Central Africa, In
face much like his brother, Mr. F. T. Lane is a
‘muscular Christian, too, and in early life was
connected with the London Metropolitan Po-
lice force. The two brothers form a striking
example of the diverse leading of ‘One and the
self-same spirit.’]

Most of the famous erangelists of to-day
can look back upon a stirring and interesting
career. Gipsy Smith, one of the greatest soul-
winners at the ptemt time, was once a seller
of clothes-pegs; Josiah Nix was in business
at Oxford; Ned Wright was formerly a pugi-
list, while W. R. Lane, the subject of this
lket_ch,' has the unique experience of having
been a private soldier in the Coldstream
Guards,

,To-da.y, as one of the special miuioners of

the National Council of Evangelical Free
Churches, Mr. W. R. Lane is well-known
throughout the country as a successful revi-
valist. He is particularly noted for his great

~work among men—one of the best proofs of a

successful evangelist.  Before describing the
methods and scope of Mr. Lane’s work, it may
be interesting to recall a few. details of his

~ romantic life story.

was eighteen, young Lane enlisted as a private
in the ranks of the 2nd Coldstream Guards. A
fine young fellow, he speedily became very
popular with his fellow soldiers, and also fell
into some of their evil practices, of which
gambling was the chief. Private Lane soon
became as keen a gambler as any of them.
But ‘God moves in a mysterious way,” and his
gambling habits were to pave the way for hiy
conversion. Here is the thrilling story of the
change. The regiment was stationed at Wind-
sor. One day Lane and some companions were
seated round the card-table, He had come to
his last copper. Presently a Christian soldier
named Bachelor approached the gaming table,
and offered the men some cards. They were
tickets -of admission to a religious meeting.
‘Won’t you take one, Lane?’ asked the soldier.

Lane had literally staked his last penny, and
_exclaimed, ‘Well, I may as well have one.

anate Lane attended the meeting, which

_was held in old National Schoolroom, and here

he was deeply convicted of sin. He entered a
room at the back of the hall at the close of

the meeting, and, after converse and prayer,

there and then gave ‘himself to Christ.
Then came the greatest struggle of his life.

_:Tbe soldiers soon knew of Lane's eonversxon,
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and uphraided and mocked him mercilessly, but
the young soldier of Christ stuck bravely to
his celors. Often when kneeling on the cold
barrack-room floor in prayer, pieces of hard
bread and other missiles were hurled at him.
Yet his testimony did not end here, for with-
in three months of his conversion about forty
soldiers at Windsor hal come out and openly
confessed Christ, and the young private be-
came an active worker on the side of the Gos=-
pel as long as he remained in the Army. He
had been a soldier only four and a half years
wkhen he purchased his discharge, and had ris-
en to the rank of corporal.

Making his headquarters in London for the
next ten years, he actively identified himself
with the Union Hal' Mission, and labored in
the difficult district of Paddington and Ken-
sal Town, which, at that time, contained many
squalid slums. Mr. Lane met the late D. L.
Moody on his last visit to England, and at
the request of the famous evangelist, visited
America during the year of the World’s Fait
in Chicago, to give Bible reading to the stu-
dents at the Chicago Training Institute. Mr,
Lane also conducted successful missions in the
States and Canada.

For a number of years Mr. Lane was active-
ly identified with the work of the Y.M.C.A,,
the veteran president of which, Sir George
Williams, was also treasurer of the private
council with which Mr. Lane was connected at
that time. Other members of this council in-
cluded Lord Kinnaird, the Rev. F. B. Meyer,
Dr. Munro Gibson, and other influential Free
Churchmen. The purpose of the Council was
to relieve Mr. Lane from anxiety in financial
matters, and to give him the support that his
work merited.

Then came the appointment to the Free
Church Couczcil in 1898. Since then Mr. Lane,
along with his colleagues, Gipsy Smith and
the Rev. J. Tolefree Parr, has had a most suc-
cessful career as a missioner, and has visited
nearly every part of England and Wales, his
campaigns lasting from one to several weeks.
These are in themselves what may be termed
miniature revivals. A certain town or village
is selected as the centre of the migsion, or a
church in these districts may apply for Mr,
Lane’s services for a mission lasting a week
or a fortnight. The latter are often fixed ug
many months ahcad, and when once the mis-
sion is arranged for, the church which is to be
its headquarters begins active preparations.
Prayer meetings are held daily, and the whole
district becomes full of the expected revival,
Then, when the missionér arrives he finds the
church in a splendid condition to receive the
message, and numerous converts are the result.

The late Dr. Mackennal, a competent judge
of men and missions, once paid a very high
tribute to Mr. Lane’s work as a missioner. The
latter had been conducting a mission at Dr.
Mackennal's church at Altringham. ‘He is a
sirgularly virile evangelist,} wrote Dr. Mac-
kennal = ‘With very little sentiment, he makes
appeal to the conscience principally, and he is
emphatically a reasonable man. He does not
attempt to overbear the judgment, or force the
will to spasmodic action. Heis is very hap-
Py in bis Scnptuu passages bmught in for

_proofs.
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As we %ave already remarked, Mr, Lane is
particularly successful in his work among men.
{At Swindon, during a mission in March of this
year, the railway employees, to the number
of many hundreds, flocked to his mid-day ser-
vices. It was a wonderful sight, Mr. Lane has
said, to witness these railway men, in their
corduroy suits, many straight from their labor
and willing to give up their dinner hour for a
Gospel service, listening eagerly to the Word
of Life.

Mr. Lane is a muscular Christian, and his
manly bearing and sturdy character at once
attract an audience. His soldier experiences
have not been without their value now that he
is in the service of the army of the King of
kings.

Brightness in the Hospital
Wards.

We take the following from a letter to the
editor of ‘Among the Deep Sea Fishers,’ by
Mrs. Simpson, wife of the good doctor, who
during the winter has charge of St. Anthony
Hospital, and during the summer, of India
Harbor Hospital, Labrador:—

‘St. Anthony Hospital.—We have had a busy
winter, not so much strictly professional as
an all-round organizing—one thing delighted
me very much when I made a tour of the linen
cupboards—viz., the red and white quilts 1
asked for through the medium of your paper
winter before last. They are lovely, and I
lost mo time in getting them in my wards as
a sort of figurehead to the prettiness of them.
I wonder am I wrong in always urging that
wards should be prefty? I think not, for
what one sees from a sick bed either acts like
a medicine or stherwise—don’t you think so?
This year we have been enamelling all the
chairs and tables white—they look charming!
My ambition now is some pots of ferns or flow-
ers, but I fear that is beyond us, unless they
be artificial. Although late, I must thank you
for the generous response my appeal met with.
1 often wish I could thank everybody person-
ally and tell them how all their gifts do us
good; but that is impossible.’

B s

Taking a Temper.

(The Rev. Howard W. Pope, in the ‘Christian
Endeavor World.’)

Said one man to another, ‘I have always sup-
posed that, if one became a Christian, he would
escape many misfortunes which come to othere
and would have a life of peace and prosperity.
In fact, I believe there is a promise that all
things shall work together for good to them
that love God.

‘Since you have started on this line, how-
ever, I have watched your career carefully,
and it seems to me that you have fared worse
than you did before you were a Christian.
First you lost all your property; then your
wife was sick; then your daughter had spinal
meningitis, and Wil never be well again; then
a horse kicked you and broke your kneepan,
which 1aid you on the bed for six months; and,
when you got off, you had a stiff leg, and will
always be lame, I suppose. Now how do you
account for all this trouble? If your God is
so good to his people as you say he is, why
does he permit these disasters to come upon
you?’

‘Well,” said the man addressed, ‘I don’t know
that I can account for these things to your
satisfaction, but I think I can to my own. You
know that I am a blacksmith, I often take
a piece of iron, and put it into the fire, and
bring it to a white heat. Then I put it on
the anvil, and strike it once or twice to see if
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it will take a temper. If I think it will, I
plunge it into the water and suddenly change
the temperature. Then I put it into the fire
again, and again I plunge it into the water.
This I repeat several times. Then I put it
on the anvil, and hammer it, and bend it, and
rasp, and file it, and make some useful article
which I put into a carriage, where it will do
good work for twenty-five years. If, how-
ever, when I first strike it on the anvil, I
think it will not take a temper, I throw it into
the scrap-heap, and sell it at the price of junk,
for a quarter of a cent a pound.

‘Now, I believe that my heavenly Father
has been testing me to see if I will take a
temper. He has put me into the fire and into
the water. I have tried to bear it just as pa-
tiently as I could, and my daily prayer has
been, “Lord, put me into the fire if you will;
put me into the water if you think I need it;
do anything you please, O Lord; only for
Christ’s sake don't throw me into the scrap-
heap.”’ :

I wish I could describe to you the fine tem-
per which this man has taken. He has come
out of the furnace with a shinicg face which
is an inspiration to all who meet him. His
worldly affairs have prospered, but in his pros-
perity he has not forgotten God, but spends
his money for him with lavish hand. Though
he is an untaught man, yet people of culture
are glad to invite him to their homes, and fre-
quently to their pulpits, that they may sit
at his feet and learn what God has taught
him. His quaint illustrations, and keen com-
mon sense, and profound spiritual knowledge
have shed light upon the pathway of many a
perplexed soul, and have led many a wanderer
into the paths of peace. Yes, he has taken a
keen temper, and God is using him to wield
mightly blows in the world’s great conflict.

Perhaps this incident may bring comfort to
some who are encountering obstacles and meet-
ing with frequent disappointment. These
trials may be simply God’s way of testing you
to se¢ whether you will take a temper. Do
not regard them as a pemalty for wrong-doing,
but rather as a preparation for higher and for
better service.

‘Fate frowned upon me in my thoughtless

youth;
1 shrank in fear; I trembled ’neath the
rod;

But life hath taught me well this deeper

truth;
The frowns of fate are but the smiles of
God. :

P —

LABRADOR MISSION.

The publishers of the ‘Northern Messenger’
will be glad to receive at their office and for-
ward to Dr. Grenfell any sums sent in by sub-
scribers or readers of this paper for the gen-
eral work of this worthy mission. Send by
money order, postal note, or registered letter,
addressed as follows:—'Northern Messenger,
John Dougall and Son, ‘Witness® Building,
Montreal. All amounts will be acknowledged
on this page. Sums under fifty cents may he
sent in two-cent stamps. Subscriptions to
the ‘Messenger’ Cot may be similarly address-
ed, and will be acknowledged on the Corres-
pondence Page.

——— e

Acknowledgments.
LABRADOR GENERAL FUND,

Elwood Union Sunday-school, Austin, Man.,
$3.40; Children’s Concert, Glenwood, $2; A. D.
H, $2; A Helper, Halls Prairie, B.C, $2; A
Little Girl, St. John, N.B., $1; total this week,
$¢.40. : ;

August 4, 1905,

‘Please, it’s me, Jesus.’

At a religious meeting in the south of Lon=
don, a timid little girl wanted to come to
Jesus, and she said to the gen'tleman conduct-
ing the meeting, ‘Will you pray for me in
the meeting, please? But do not mention my
name.’ In the meeting, when every head was
bowed, this gentleman prayed, ‘O Lord, there
is a little girl who does net want her name
known, but thou dost know her; save her
precious soul, Lord’ There was a perfect
silence, then away in the back of the meet~
ing, a little voice said, ‘Please, it's me, Jesus
—it’s me!l’—‘Christian Herald’

Lord Jesus, Thou Hast Taken.

(Sequel to ‘Consecration Hymn. F. R. H.)
(Edith Gilling Cherry.)
Lord Jesus, Thou hast takem, .-
This fleeting life of mine, :
That it may be a mirror,
Wherein Thy life shall shine.
Lord Jesus, thou hast taken
My moments, and my days,
And tuned them to the key-note
Of Thine unending praise.

Lord Jesus, Thou hast taken
These feeble hands of mine,
And laid Thine own upon them,
To work Thy plans Divine,
Lord Jesus, thou hast taken

My restless wandering feet,
To go, or stay, henceforward,
" Just as Thou seest meet.

Lord Jesus, Thou hast taken '
This voice of faltering tone,
To sing amid life’s discords
For Thee, and Thee alone,
Lord Jesus, thou hast taken
My lips, that they may be
Touched with Thy fire and jaden
With messages for Thee,

Lord Jesus, Thou hast taken
My silver and my gold {
To spend but at” Thy bidding—
A trust from Thee to hold.
Lord Jesus, thou hast taken

All powers of mind, or brain,
To use but for the Giver;

Ne’er for myself again,

Lord Jesus, Thou hast taken |

This wayward will of mine;
Not crushing it, nor breaking,

But blending it with Thine,
Lord. Jesus, thou hast taken

My heart Thy throne to be—
0 loving ,tender Saviour,

Whose own heart broke for me!

Lord Jesus, Thou hast taken
My love, and so I rest;
All love grown purer, truer,
For loving Thee the best.
Lord Jesus, thou hast taken
Myself, and sealed me
Thine only, all and ever;
‘Yea, ‘Set apart’ for Thee.
~From ‘The Master’s Secret,) and other poems,

A Bagster Bible Free.

Send three new subscriptions to the ‘Northe
ern Messenger’ at forty cents each for one
year, and receive a nice Bagster Bible, bound
in black pebbled cloth with red edges, suits
able for Sabbath or Day School. Postage ex-
tra for Montreal and suburbs or foreign coune
tries, except United States and its dependen-
cies ; also Great Britain and Ireland, Trans-
vaal, Bermuda, Barbadoes, Brilish Honduras,
Ceylon, Gambia, Sarawak, Bahama Islands,
and Zanzibar. No extra charge for postage in
the countries named. :




= ‘began nervously.

oG BOYS AND GIRL S

What’s the use of Worrying?

What's the use of worrying?
Fretting doesn’t pay.

What's the use of hurrying?
It’s the slowest way.

Half the fears that worry you
Never will come true;

Then why let them flurry you,
As you daily do?

Live your life out easily,
Then it will be long,

Take what happens breezily,

Laugh and sing a song!

Don’t waste strength on worrying
Over phantom ills;

Don’t waste time in hurrying,
That’s the pace that kills,

——
Willie Daie’s Trial.

Willie Dale made the effort. It was his
first night at boarding school, and being ac-
customed to perform his toilet for the night
in a more leisurely manner than his compan-
ions, he was the last to enter bed. He had
moticed with surprise that none of his room-
mates had knelt te pray before lying down,
and therefore felt some embarrassment in per-
forming what was to him so matter-of-course
an action. There was a stifled giggle from
one or two of the beds, and them.a slipper,
aimed at Wilile’s kneeling form, came flying
across the room, but a hand shot out from the
bed nearest to him and caught the missile be-
fore it reached :its mark.

Unconscious of the hostile act, the little boy
in a few minutes rose from his knees. ‘Shall
I put out the gas, Jarvis?’ he inquired of his
meighbor,

‘No,’ replied Jarvis gruffly, ‘Marshall comes
round and does that.

‘Good-night;’ said W,llie, jumping into bed.

No one respondad, but a voice from the fur-
ther end of the room observed, ‘I say, you new
fellow, you’ll have to drop that; we don’t go
in for humbug here.

‘Drop what?’ asked Willie, in surprise,

“Why, saying your prayers, and that sort
of thing. Juvenile piety doesn’t pay; you'll
have to drop it, young fellow, or we’ll make
you.’ :

T shall not give it up,’ replied Willie; ‘it is
right to do it. I promised—' and he was about
to add ‘my mother) but stopped himself.

‘Promised his mammy! I thought so’ A
rude burst of laughter followed, and Willie’s
face grew crimson; but at this moment foot-
steps were heard approaching, and a teacher
entered the room.

‘No more talking, boys, daid Mr. Marshall,

as he put out the light and nothing further

was said that night.

‘Say, Dale said Jarvis, happening to come
across Willie alone the next morning, “f you
take my advice, yow'll have to give in, in the
end’

‘I can’t give up saying my prayers, Jarvis,
if that is what you mean, replied Willie,

- ‘Why can’t you say them in bed, then?’
 ‘Wouldn’t that look like being ashamed of
doing tjgkl\.{—a:sha‘ined ~of Christ?

- Jarvis stared. ‘Oh, if you come to that’ he
‘But, I say, Dale, school-

~ boys can’t be so mightily particular. ;

* He turned away, and Willie Dale shoulder-
ing his bat proceeded on his way to the play-
ground. He rose many degrees in the opinion
_and favor of his schoolfellows that day, by the

! "

unexpected spirit and style of his ball-play-
ing.

‘He’s no milksop, at any rate, and won’t be
such an awful bad fellow when we've knock-
ed the nonsense and piety out of him,” remark-
ed Holt, the hero of the slipper, to Jarvis.

‘I advise you to let Dale alone, Holt; you
won’t find him an easy fellow to manage,’ said
Jarvis,

That night, and for several following ones,
Willie’s kneeling down by his bedside was the
signal for all manner of disturbances and pet-
ty persecutions from his room-mates. They
made all the noise they dared, and a volley
of slippers, wet sponges, books, water and
brushes flew across the room. Willie, though
he must have received many a hard knock, took
no notice. At last, however, a well-aimed shoe
struck him on the temple, and a drop of blood
fell on the sheet. Jarvis sprang out of bed.

‘Look here, you fellows, he shouted, ‘I'm
not going to stand this any longer; you'll just

give over bullying Dale, or Pll know the rea-

son why.

A laugh, and a book aimed at himself, was
the derisive answer. Jarvis sprang at his as-
sailant, and after a short struggle threw him
down, nd would have punished him severely,
had not a teacher’s step at that moment been
heard, and the combatants dived into their
respective beds. As soon as Mr. Marshall was
well out of earshot, Jarvis raised his head from
his pillow, and said: 2

‘Once for all, Holt, and you other fellows, if
you don’t let Dale alone, you’'ll have me to deal

_ with; I've made up my mind to stop this, and

you all know what I say I'll do’

That was the turning-point in Willie’s fay-
or, for the next night, to the surprise of his
companions and the intense joy of Willie, Jar-
vis himself knelt down at the side of his bed
and buried his face in his hands. No one ven-
tured to make a remark, for Jarvis was both
liked and respected by all.

One by one the boys fell into Willie’s ways,
for he was such a manly little fellow that,
after the mischievous and cruel conduct that
was at first directed toward him, had died all
away, his companions came to know and res-
pect him for his true worth.

Jarvis continued to prove himself the real
staunch friend that he was, and through his
efforts a Young People’s Society of Christian
Endeavor was organized by the boys of the
school, that exerted a wholesome influence up-
on the lives of all its members,

All this came to pass because one little boy
was true to God, true to the teachings of his
(faithful mother and true to himself.—‘Every-
body’s Magazine.’

How to Save the DroWning.

Now that the bathing—for boys it is the
‘swimming’—season is here, a few practical

suggestions about the rescuing of drowning

persons may help to save lives.

If the rescuer be held by the wrists he
must turn both of his arms simultaneously
against the drowning persons’s thumbs and
bring his arms at right angles to the body,
thus dislocating the thumbs of the drowning
person if he does not let go.

You can try this on land or in the water,

and you will find it impossible for any one

to hold you, but ‘take care to learn it pro-
perly before you start challenging,

If the rescuer be clutched round the neck
he should take a deep breath and lean well
over the drowning person, at the same time
place the left hand in the small part of his
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back, raise the right arm in line with the
shoulder and pass it over his arms, then pinch
the nostrils close with the fingers and at the
same time place the palm of the hand on the
chin and then push away with all possible
force.

The holding of the nose will make the
drowning man open his mouth for breathing,

Being under water, choking will ensue, and
the rescuer will gain complete control.

Should the rescuer be clutched round the
bedy and arms or round the body only—a
rather improbable position, but one which may
occur—she should lean well over the drowning
person, take a breath and either withdraw
both arms in an upward direction in front
of his body or act in accordance with the in-
structions for releasing oneself if held round
the neck. !

In either case the rescuer should place the
one hand on the drowning man’s shoulder and
the palm of the ather hand against his chin,
at the same time bringing the knee up against
the lower part of his chest, and then by means
of a strong and sudden push stretch the arms
and legs straight out and throw the whole
weight of the body backward.

This action will break the clutch and leave
the rescuer free,

Many a gallant person has lost his life just
through lack of knowledge of these simple
and effective methods of releasing oneself
from the drowning, yet with a little study
and frequent practice in the water even a
moderate swimmer can go out fearlessly to
aid others.—‘Homeless Boys’ Friend.

The Story of the Faith.

SOME CHAPTERS FROM THE HISTORY OF
THE EARLY CENTURIES.

(Retold for Children, by Lucy Taylor, in the
‘Sunday at Home.”)

CHAPTER IIL—ORIGEN THE PREACHER,
AND CYRIL THE BOY-MARTYR.

(Concluded.)

While /Cyprian was watching over his flock
at Carthage, another good man. was teach-
ing and preaching in Alexandria. His name
was Origen. He was not a bishop, but he
was a very learned man, and had taken a
great deal, of pains to study the Seriptures,
and loved to teach others about them, for,
before the 3ible was printed, very few peo-
ple could read it or have a copy of their own,

Qrigen had learned to love the Gospels
when a little boy, for his father, Leonides,
was a Christian, and read to him about Jesus
Christ, and taught him every day some verses
by heart.” Leonides suffered as a martyr, and
his boy would gladly have died with him, and,
indeed, often ran into needless danger, but he
escaped death when a great many others were
killed, and helped and comforted the perse-
cuted Christians. Often when he was follow-
ing martyrs to execution Origen’s own' life
was in great peril, and once he was nearly
stoned to death, Another day he was attacked
by a number of Pagans and taken into the
great temple of Serapis, where he was forced .
to wear the robes of a priest of the false god,
and palm branches were given him to distri-
bute among the people, in honor of the idol.
Origen gave away the palms tc¢ the crowd,
but as he did so, he said, ‘T'ake this palm of
triumph, but it is not the palm of the idel,
but the palm of Christ.’ :

Origen travelled a great deal in Palestine
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and Asia Minor, and wrote many books, and
at last, when he was an old man of seventy,
he was called to lay down his life for Christ’s
gake. Origen was then at Caesarea in Pales-
tine, and when the emperor commanded all
Christians to renouuce their faith he took re-
fuge, for a time, at Tyre. But he was so
well known that he was soon sought out and
taken prisoner, and he joyfully accepted the
honor that he kad so much desired when a
child, that of suffering as a martyr for Christ.
Origen was bound fast with heavy chains and
thrown into a dark dungeon, and cruelly tor-
tured on -the rack. An iron collar, too, was
put round his neck, and his feet, like Jo-
seph’s, were ‘hurt with fetters? But through
all this suffering, and with the threat of a
fiery death held out to him, the old man still
kept true to his Master, Jesus Christ, and at
last he died in prison, utterly worn out with
pain and infirmity, his last thoughts and his
prayers being given to his Christian brethren.
His tomb at Tyre was long regarded by them
as a sacred spot.

At one time, when Origen was at Caesarea,
teaching and preaching about Jesus, a heathen
man named Gregory, who was related to the
governor, went to hear him. He was so pleased
with Origen’s teaching that he attended his
instructions for a long time and became a
Christian, and when he returned to his home
in Cappadocia, Origen wrote him a letter, tell-
ing him to teach others what he had learned
hiinself, and to seek always for the guidance
of the Holy Spirit of God. Gregory did so,
and nearly all the people in Neo-Caesarea, the
city where he lived, became Christians.

It was either in this city or in the other
Caesarea in Palestine that Cyril, the brave
boy-martyr, gave up his life for Jesus’ sake.
Cyril was the child of heathen parents, but
he had heard of Jesus Christ and had learned
to love him, and not only forsook his idols,
but made no secret aboui offering prayer to
the God of the Christians. Cyril’'s playmates
laughed at him and tormented him, and when
his father discovered what he had done he
turned him out of his house.

The Roman judge heard of it and sent for
the boy to be brought before him. No doubt he
thought that the child would soon give up his
Wwayward fancy, and he offered, therefore, to
Pardon his folly, and told him that his father
would take him back if he ceased worshipping
.T?S“!, and that some day he would have all
his father’s land and money for his own. But
Cyril was not to be tempted; he would not
forsake his Zaith, ‘If I am turned out of my
home,’ said he, ‘God will receive me into a
better house, and if I am called to suffer death
he will take me to eternal life.

The judge then told the soldier to bind the
boy and lead him away to the fire, pretending
that he was to be executed at once, and think-
ing that he would be so frightened at the
sight of the flames that he would return to
idolatry. But Cyril looked at the fire and
the sword without shrinking, and as the sol-
diers had orders not to kill him, they led him
back to the judge, who told him that he would
be very foolish if he persevered in his dis-
obedience to Roman law. But, to his sur-
prise, the boy replied,” ‘I am not afraid of
your fire or your sword. I have a good home
to go to in heaven, and great riches there.
Put me to death as soon as you like, that I
may g0 and enjoy them, and seeing the peo-
ple whko stod by weeping, he added, You
should rejoice, not weep, for §I am going to a
glorious city. :

When the iudge found that he could not

break down ihe faith of even so young a dis-
ciple who trusted in Jesus, he sent him to
execution in earnest, and Cyril died in the
sight of a wondering crowd, a faithful child-
martyr for Christ’s sake, bearing himself as
bravely as any bishop or apostle, because fill-
ed with strength and courage given by the
Saviour whom Polycarp, and Ignatius, and
Cyprian had served, the Saviour who had said
to those who would follow him, ‘In the world
ye shall have tribulation, but be of good cheer;
1 have overcome the world.

—_—

[For the ‘Messenger,’ by one of our younger
readers,

How Wynnie’s Bread
Returned.
(Kathleen Black.)

‘They’ve started to come already, Auntie!’
cried Wynnie Rayburn, bouncing into the ‘sun-
ny south sewing-room,’ as Wynnie, who lov-
ed alliteration, called it. Aunt Bettina, sitting
ai the sewing-machine, looked up mildly,. not
at all startled by this miniature tornado,

‘Who has started to come, dear?’ she asked,
biting off her thread, regardless of the teach-
ings of ‘Gage’s Health Series’ on ‘Care of the
Teeth.’

Wynnie threw her cap into a capacious arm-
chair, dashed the hair from her eyes, and then
calmly seated herself on the cap; then she
said: ‘Why the returns, Auntie; you know
my verse this morning was “Cast thy bread
upon the waters and it shall return to thee af-
ter many days.” Ithought I'd try the experi-
ment—I didn’t expect it to return until “after
many days,” though.

Aunt Bettina smiled encouragingsly. Wyn-
nie's cheeks were flushed, and her eyes bright,
so with these signals flying she knew that her
little niece was fairly bubbling over with a
story. Auntie nodded and Wynnie began.

‘Well, you see, Auntie, it’s this way.’ Here
her color heightened and she looked extremely
uncomfortable over something, so Auntie, with
her usual tact, kept her eyes studiously fixed
upon the dainty pink muslin she was making
for Wynnie, and patiently waited for the little
girl to recover.

“You see, Auntie Bettina, I told you yester-
day that a new girl had started to school;
ske’s just my age, and her name’s Rhoda Ross.
Teacher told her to sit with me, and I was so0
glad! I ¢’posed we'd be great friends, but (im-
patiently tossing back her brown curls) when-
ever I spoke to her she just put her fingers to
her lips like this—' and Wynnie’s inky fingers
were pressed against her lips—‘and wouldn’t
speak a word., Well, of course the other girls
noticed it and set her down for a prig—one of
those girls that’s always trying to be bettern

other people, you know.) Wynnie was so ani-.

mated that she forgot her grammar,

‘So of course, she continued, ‘when recess
came we thovght we'd let her alone, kind of,
just to give her a chance to show us how su-
perior she could be, at least I think that’s what
Amy Leland said.

‘We played skipping—double rope, you know
—and nobody asked Rhoda to play, so, after
she had looked at us for a while she went back
into school, and when we came in we found
her studying her lesson all alone. It was just
the same in the afternoon. Nobody spoke to
Rhoda, and she was left pretty well to her-
self; so, when I came home from school last
night I had a pretty poor opinion of her.’

Aunt Bettina was smiling softly, and Wyn-
nie thought she was the best person in the
world, except, of course, mother, to understand,
a3 she went on.
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‘This morning I got up late, so I just read
the first verse my eye rested on whea I opened
my Bible, I didn’t see much lesson in it at
first—just remembered when we went to the
park at Victoria and threw bread to the swans
in the miniature lake. That kread didn’t get
a chance to return, I can tell you,’ and Wyn-
nie laughed roguishly. ‘While I was eating
my breakfast ihe thought came to me that the
bread meant kind deeds (mother’s bread al-
ways does remind me of something nice), so
I picked some Russian violets out of my own
garden to give Rheda.

‘When I got to school the girls were skip-
ping in the yard, and Rhoda was in her seat,
leoking terrible lonesome. When I saw her I
felt very sorry for her, for her eyes were red,
as if she’d been crying a long time. I felt
awfully small and mean when I gave her the
violets; but she was so pleased with them. And
then I felt meaner than ever, ’cause she said
she was just boarding here, and only knows
one person in the whole town: I guess she's
terribly homesick. But, oh! Auntie, she makes

just lovely poetry. This is some of it’ and.

Wynnie fished out of her pocket a crumpled
torn piece of paper, which bore the marks of
many fingers, and read:—

TO A ROBIN,

‘Robin Redbreast in the tree,

Won't youn come and sing to me?
Sing abeut a lily bell,

In the meadow, down the dell.

Sing of birds, and beasts, and flowers
Sing about your native bowers, '
And of birdlings in the nest,
Sheltered safe, beneath your breast
Little Robin in the tree,

Please do come and sing to me.

“There, now, isn’t that a case of “bread re-
turning after many days”? and Wynnie took
her cap and ran out to play ball with her
brother Eric.

A Champion Diver

How many of you boys and girls have ever
seen a loon or heard the wild uncanny laugh
of one? Loons are big birds like a goose, al-
though quite different in shape. Unlike a
goose, they are almost helpless on land, but
in the water—my, you should see them there,
They can remain under water for a very long
time, so long you sometimes wonder if some=
thing has not happened to them. One day this
spring a friend of mine while fishing in Cape
Cod bay, off the coast of Massachusetts, pulled
up his line to find a loon fast to the hook. The
bird had evidently intended to eat the bait
on the hook. The baited hook lay at the bot-
tom and the water by actual measurement was
sixty-six feet deep. A pretty good dive, was

it not?—Exchnange.
il

Her Investment.

(Sarah I. Tenney, in the ‘Christian Intelli-
gencer.’)

Hester St. John, stemographer to the great
mercantile house of ‘Ernart Brothers, sat at
her office desk, smilingly contemplating a long
row of figures over which she had been por-
ing for the last half hour.

Her counténance was so expressive of ex-
treme satisfaction, that, as her employer en-
tered the room with his customary ‘Goed morn-
ing; he added, ‘You look as though you had
received good tidings/’

‘Bettér than that, sir, returned the young
lady, ‘I feel I have made a good Gecision, At
least it is an important one. I have decided
to make an investment.

‘Ah, said the old gentleman at once deeply
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interested, ‘I trust it will prove a wise one,
but go cautiously, my child. I know you to be
& young woman of excellent judgment and of
unusual business sagacity. But I have seen
older and more experienced persons than you
severely bitten in such transactions. Don’t you
make too large a venture.

‘0O, I am sure to realize on it, sir, wag the
confident reply, ‘I have figured it all out.

‘I hope so, certainly,’ responded her employ-
€t heartily, as he turned toward his own desk.

Meanwhile the other members of the firm—
there were three brothers in all—had entered
the office, and for some hours nothing was
heard but the low dictating of business cor-
respondence, and the steady ‘click, ‘click’ of
the typewriters. When the noon hour arrived
and employers and employed prepared to go to
lunch, the senior partner detained Miss St.
John a moment on her way out,

‘T wish to say to you, he explained, draw-
ing her a little one side, ‘that my brothers are
intending to run over to London before long to
look after our business interests there, and as
they will be gone a couple of months, the pres-
sure will not be so great at this end of the
line. So I think we can extend your usual
fortnight’s vacation a little and make it a
month in all. Mr. Wynn can take care of your
work and his own during the time.’ Hester's
face glowed with pleasure, but before she could
speak her thanks, he employer continued: ‘I
also have always felt you deserved extra re-
muneration for the excellent work you did for
us in that foreign business transaction, and here
it is’ he ended abruptly, slipping an envelope
into her hand.

‘Oh, Mr. Ernart, you are too kind! How can
I ever thank you!’ exclaimed the grateful Hes-
ter.

‘Tut, tut, child, say no more, it is only your
-just due, returned the gentleman, adding with
a sly twinkle in his eye, ‘Perhaps it will help
you out on the investment.

Once out of sight of the office, Hestor eag-
erly examined the envelope and found it to
contain a cheque for fifty dollars. With a cry
of delight she said to herself, ‘I can surely do
it now without any risk, and it certainly must
be right, or God would never have given me the
extra money and the extended vacation.

Cutting off by nearly one half the hour for
the noontide rest, Hester hurried back to her
desk and employed her extra time in penning
five daintly little notes which she severally
-sealed, addressed and put into the mail box to
be posted at the next mail. As a result of all
this correspondence we behold her five or six
‘weeks later, seated in a charming little sea-
side cottage at one of the less frequented sum-
mer resorts. About her is gathered a group of
five young girls with smiling faces and eager
voices all trying to talk at once. .

‘Oh, Miss St. John, exclaimed one, ‘just see
these wonderful shells I picked up on the
‘beach! Every one is a different pattern. Mo-
ther will be so glad. She has often told me
how she used {o gather shells on the shore
when she was a child, and how she longed to
see some again,’

‘I will arrange a little cabinet for you, -ay
dear, and show you how to mount them so
they will still further gladden your mother’s
‘heart) was Miss St. John’s smiling reply.

‘Look! Miss St. John, eagerly cried another
holding up a large bunch of the exquisite Irish

moss. ‘Tsw’t it just beautiful?” 3

‘It is, indeed,’ was the cordial response, ‘and

: more than that it is extremely useful. We will
~ dry it thoroughly and it will make delicious

‘blanc-mange for our tea some night. You can

~all gather a quantity to carry home and I will

show you how to prepare it. It is so simple

and yet so nutritious for an invalid’ Another
girl had gathered a large bouquet of the is-
land grasses and wild flowers, which were real-
ly beautiful. ‘We will have them on our din-
ing table to grace our meals; suggested the
wise Miss St. John, Still a fourth girl pro-
duced some curiously twisted pieces of wood,
evidently rortions of wreckage moulded by the
action of the waves into most fantastic shapes.
These were hung upon the walls of the cot-
tage as-ornaments, or placed on shelves as
bric-a-brac. For her own contribution to the
general collection, Hester had gathered some
unusual specimens of rock and curious forma-
tions of coal which had been imbedded for
years in the sand. These served as a basis for
geological talks and scientific investigations
which daily she held with her young wards.
Only one of the five girls had failed to respond
tc Miss St. John’s suggestion that each should
find some object of interest to adorn the cot-
tage; and that one was Jennie Ross, the lame
girl. Poor Jennie had never walked without
crutches, and never very far with them. Her
general health was of the frailest, and her
pale, delicate countenance, together with the
appealing look in her dark earnest eyes, went
right to one’s heart. Miss St. John had enter-
tained a very wise motive in including Jennie
among her seaside guests, aside from the phy-
sical benefit and personal pleasure to the young
girl herself. She wished to call out the bene-
volent activities of the others toward one so
much weaker than themselves, and impress
upon them the fact, that although they were
hard working girls themselves, and seemed de-
prived of much that was desirable, in their
narrow, cramped lives, yet they had the great-
est of blessings in their youthful health and
strength, and their ability to roam at will
among the delightful scenes of nature. She
was not disappointed in her anticipations. As
the four healthy, romping girls roamed daily
along the beach or sported in the cool waves
of the ocean, or took long trips across the sand
dunes, only to return and find Jennie practi-
cally in the same place where they had left
her, their hearts warmed with pity and love to-
ward the poor, lame girl and they never re-
turned without some token of their tender re-
membrance of her affliction. And their own lot
seemed less hard in contrast, =

It will be surmised by this time what Hes-
ter St. John’s ‘investment’ really was. These
girls with four others belonged to her mission
class in the great city beyond. It had for some
time been her dream to give them this outing,
only whereas, she had planned to bring them
all nine at once, by the generosity of her em-
ployer she was enabled to make it much eas-
ier for herself by diving them into two sec-
tions, giving a fortnight's stay. Only Jennie
was to enjoy the whole month’s outing, be-
cause of her delicate health and her usually
‘shut in’ life,

One day as the girls, clad in their natty
bathing suits which their kind hostess had
hired for them, went forth merrily to take
their daily ocean bath, Jennie, who was sit-
ting on a low ottoman at the lady’s feet, look-
ed somewhat wistfully after them.

‘My paror little girl’ said Haster, laying her
hand caressingly on Jennie’s head, ‘how sorry
I am you cannot run and gambol with the
others in the cooling waves.

‘Oh, do not say a word dear Miss St. John,
returned the young girl, her dark eyes fill-
ing with tears of gratitude. ‘It is pleasure
enough to see their joy, and to look at the beau-
tiful ocean. Oh, how good you are to give me
s0 much happiness!” and in her own thrill of
satisfaction at the lame girl’s appreciation and
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delight, Hester St. John felt she had already
doubled on her investment,

So the delightful days went all too soon.
They werz not filled with merry making alone,
for ‘this wise lady Lad taught her young wards
many lessons in domestic economy that would
send them back to their humble homes equip-
ped as never before to do battle with the stern
facts of evary day life. Each had had her spe-
cial part in the necessary work at the cottage,
changing off now and then, so as to become
familiar with all the details.

Even Jennie had learned to knit some kind
of delicate lace that she would be able to turn
into morey value,

So at last there came an end to the days of
supreme delight, the evenings spent in quiet
games, or instructive reading, or comforting
heart-to-heart talks.

When Hester, her long vacation over, re-
turned again to her office work, and again met
her employer, his first inquiry after the cus-
tomary greetings were over, was concerning her
investment.

‘Have you realized anything on it yet, Hes-
ter, or shall you in due time? he asked with
the kindly interest he was privileged to feel
toward one who had served him long and so
faithfully,

T am confident I shall never make a dollar
on it, sir, answered Hester, soberly, feigning
a depression she did not feel.

‘Well, now, that is too bad!’ exclaimed the
old gentleman with genuine sympathy. ‘You
at least saved your principal?’

‘Every dollar is gone, sir, even to your gen-
erous gift.’

‘How came you to be so taken in, child?’ re-
turned the old geneltman with real concern,

‘But when Hester modestly related to him
the story of the past four weeks, he decided
wita her that not for long years to come, if
ever, would she cease having large returns for
her investment,

Smiles for Sale.

Ir there were smiles for sale
At some fair market where
The rich, the poor, the low, the high
Might hurry with their change, to buy,
What crowds would gather there,

Yet there are smiles enough,
And each might have his share,
If man would do or say
One—just one—Xkind thing every day
To lifit some other’s care.
—Selected.

Sample Copies.
Any subscriber who would like to have speci-

- men copies of the ‘Northern Messenger’ sent

to friends can send the names with addresses
and we will be pleased to supply them, free
of cost.

Fright Nuinber One.

(Mrs. J. C. Francis, in the New York
‘Witness.”)

‘Oh! Miss Jennie! Please tell us some more
about what happened to you when you were
a little girll =~ We just love to hear you tell
about it!’ '

I can almost hear their childish voices now
as, seated on the walls of the terrace in my
Southern home in the evening twilight, the
children would gather around me and beg for
‘stories.

I wasn’t good at ‘making up’ stories to tell,

_but that wasn’t necessary; for they liked best

the ‘really truly’ omes that I could tell them,
of my own experiences, with which my young
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tife was so generously supplied—partly, I sup-
pose, because, as the daughter of a travelling
man, I was always going from place to place,
seeing, hearing and living new experiences;
and partly because of my fearless, venturesome
spirit which led me into much that the average
girl would avoid.

What I called my ‘four frights would es-
pecially interest my young audience, Who
would frequently demand that they be told
over and over again. And nmow while think-
ing how I could best spend some of the leisure
hours I have, as an invalid confined all the
time to my bed, and that, too, in the one po-

* gition (on my face) night and day, it occurred

tc me that I might not only amuse myself
but entertain the little folks again by telling
the same little stories I told to the children
of long ago. Bit this time I'll write them and
you can read them.

When the first ‘fright’ happened we Were
living in Alexandria, La, a quaint, dreamy, old
town or the banks of the Red River. The
boat-landing was just back of our house. In
fact, the river was our ‘back fence.! Beyond
our house and at the edge of town was a long
railway bridge, or trestle, as it was called,
spanning a broad, low, swampy place which
during the rainy season would be so filled with
back-waters from the river as to almost reach
the railway ties that ran along the trestie.
This trestle was built upon stone pillars, the
stones at each cormer, jutting out one beyond
the other like stair steps.

One pretty day, while the ‘back-waters’ were
at their highest several of us children, boys
and girls, were invited to spend the day with
a friend who lived a short distance beyond the
trestle. After dinner we all went craw-fishing.

‘Crawfishing!’ 1 hiear some of my little North-
ern friends, with eyes and mouth wide open
in astonishment, say, ‘What would you want
with “crawfish?”’ ‘Why! To eat!” my lit-
tle Southern friends would tell you. And I
just wish I had a dish of them right now! But
maybe some of you don’t know what they are?
Suppose then, you get Papa’s unabridged dic-
tionary and look up the word, then look at the
picture carefully and you will understand what
1 am going to tell you about how we prepare
them to eat.

Of course it takes lots of them, but all you
have to do is to put them all into a big ves-
sel, pour boiling water over them, which will
turn them a brilliant yellowish-red color, then
cut off the tails right close up at the body, take
the outside scales all off and there you find 2a
nice little piece of meat, which when chopped
fine ahd seasoned with a mice salad dressing
makes a dish fit £07 a queen. You eat lobster,
why not crawfish?

But, oh, dear me! I wasn’t to tell you about
crawfish at all, and you are thinking that
‘fright’ story will never be told.

Forgive me if I digress a little further to
tell you that in that crowd of boys and girls
there was one boy who was my special friend,
though I was eight and he was sixteen,

After fishing, or crawfishing, until almost
sundown, we bade good-bye to our hostess and
started for home. Edward and I werc some

~distance behind the rest when we reached the

trestle, Did I tell you the trestle was a very
long one and there was a sharp curve in the
road just before reaching it?

We were almost at the middle, and the others
had crossed, when we were astonished to hear
thé train whistle, and just then it came into
sigh around the curve. If you have never been
on a long, high railway trestle, with the roar-
ing whters below and a fast approaching train
bearing down upon you, from which there

seemed to be no escape whatever, then you can
but faintly imagine the horror of our situation.

A glance showed us the impossibility of ei-
ther going back or forward in time to escape
the danger.

For a moment we stood there almost para-
lyzed with fear as we saw the great iron horse,
looking like something alive, coming so fierce-
1y towards us, standing so helpless above the
raging back-waters which were then so high.

But the presence of mind for which I am
noted among those who know me did not Ce-
sert me, and I was ready to quietly obey when
Edward, who was proving himself the hero in
so terrible an emergency, after quickly climb-
ing down those stairs—like juts of slippery
stone—which supported the trestle, reached up
and gave me his hand, telling me to follow.

He sat down on the stone nearest the water
and I, on the one above, holding to him with
one hand, while I clung to an iron-railing above
with the other,

In a moment the train was above us! Oh!
the horror and fearfulness of the awful roar
of that long freight train as it slowly passed
above us! And the swishing and the lapping
and roaring of the waters beneath as they
swirled around the stones on which we were
sitting!

As the engine passed over me, a hot cinder
falling, fastened itself upon the wrist of the
hand holding the iron rod, and to this day I
bear the scar with the tiny holes in it.

‘Oh! Miss Jennie! Didn’t you let go when
it burnt you s0o? some of the children would
exclaim. But I would shake my head and say,
‘No, 1 didn’t let gol’

Our friends, not being able to see how we
had disposed of ourselves, naturally supposed
we had fallen inte the water; so gave the
alarm to that effect, and when we at last could
straighten our cramped limbs and climb back
the whole town nearby was there to meet us.

So fearful was the noise of the train as it
passed over my head that for days afterwards
1 couldn’t hear anything distinctly except a
constant roaring sound.

I have had many experiences, before and af-
ter, with dangers by water and railway trains,
but that I believe was the most impressive.

. Helped.
(Sally Campbell, in ‘Wellspring.’)

(In Two Parts.)
PART II.
(Continued.)

Lew had to acknowledge, when be knocked
at Mr. Macon’s door, next morning, that he
did not feel entirely easy as to his visit. Mr.
Macon, with trembling nerves, in a fever of
hurry,- was searching the room desperately.

Lew plunged headlong into his confession.

‘There wasn’t any time,’ he said. ‘You know
what was written in the letter. So I looked
over the other papers for you, and filled in
‘the lists that you had made out, and—sent it
off this morning.’ o

Mr. Macon stared hard at him, as though try-
ing to understand what he had said.

‘You mean that you—you corrected the ex-
amination papers which I had not looked over?’

‘Yes, said Lew. :

“You took my list of names and wrote your
judgment opposite to those that I had left
blank; you tock Professor Dollard’s address
from his letter and mailed the completed list
to him? :

“Yes, said Lew again, but his voice was very

uncertain,, He d@id not dare look at his ques-

tioner.
There was a moment’s dead pause,

q presume, said Luther Macon, bitterly, .
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“hat a boy feels justified in any trick he can
play on a drunken man.

‘Oh, no, Mr. Macon!’ cried Lew, hastily., Tt
wasn’t a trick. It was very easy to do. The
syllaubus was there. You weren’t marking them
exactly, you know; it was only to say whether
they passed or failed. For the two questions
that weren’t all in the syllabus, I looked at
those papers tkat you had marked already,
and I could tell by them whether the anse
wers were right or wrong. Don’t you see?
It wasn’t very bard. JFust look at one of the
papers that I went over. Here is a copy of
the list. You can tell how I did it.

Mr. Macon ran his experienced eye down
the illegibly-written pages with a rapidity
at which Lew marvelled. Having finished,
he turned almost fiercely to the word which
Lew had placed oposite the writer’s name in
the list, and the muscles in his face relaxed.

Lew, watching him silently, handed him
the second paper.

It was the middle of the afternoon before
Mr. Macon came to the last name on the list.
Lew had gome' away to get his dinner and
was back again, sitting forgotten on the lounge
and waiting.

But when Luther Macon had reached the
end of his task, he remembered Lew. He went
over to him.

“You have done this admirably,’ he said. ‘It
was a great favor. But why did you do it?’

Lew expected the question. He answered it
succinctly:—

‘For Ri-hard.

At the mention of his son’s mame, Mr. Ma-
con ccvered his poor, bleared face with his
shaking hands. Lew stood up beside him.,

“Mr. Macon, one day last winter Richard and
I were out skating ‘and I fell in. The ice was
very thin, Three times he tried to reach me.
Each time the danger was more. But he
wouldn't give me up. He would have died, I
think, before he would have given me up. He
saved me.

Lew cleared his throat. :

T can’t do you a faver. I owe too much to
Richard. He was set that I shouldn’t tell
anybody; it was nothing, and he hated a fuss.
I never told, because it was like him not to
care for having done it. He wouldn't be Rich-
ard if he wasn’t like that. Richard is—’
Lew lesitated, He was as shy of his feel-
ings as a girl. Richard himself did not dream
of it.

‘1 know what he is’ interrupted Mr. Ma-
can, sharply; ‘and I am his father!’

It was a despairing cry. Lew stretched his
hand out eagerly to the man beside him. A
white, nerveless hand it was, not hardened
by work.or «v2n by play; scarcely the hand,
it might be thought to hold one back from
the black gulf of ruin.

‘Let me help you, Mr. Macon!’ /pleaded Lew.
‘Let me try!’ ‘

At college Richard was recognized from the
first as a good student. But it was not until
the second term that it broke one night upon

“his delighted classmates that ke was a speaker,

‘We might have known it!’ said Jerry Moul-
ton. ‘These silent fellows always make the
orators. Thoy keep the cork in till the right
time comes, then they pull it out and off they
go with a bang. If I only saved up more, I
shouldn’t wonder if I could be one, myself?

‘We shall never know, Jerry, said Alonzo
Brown. ‘But this is pretty fine—for a fresh-
man to come out first! It took my fancy to
see those other men drop their jaws and just
squint, after Macon had been &pevaking a‘fid_ut
a minute and a half. They werer’t just ex-
pecting anything of the sort. S

; {To be continued.) :
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Grandmother’s End of the
Ice Cream.

(By Annie Hamilton Donnell.)

Grandma dropped wearily into a
chair. Her sweet face was full of
the little tired lines that were
nearly always there on Tuesdays.
She held up one slender hand with
the fingers spread,

¢ Churning’s done —thumb,’ she
gaid, folding down the thumb,* Iron-
ing’s done—first finger; beds are
made—thimble finger; dishes wash-
ed—ring finger.’

Only the little finger was left,
standing up in the wobbly, little-
finger way of standing up.

¢ The little finger stands for din-
ner, smiled tired Grandmother.
“That isn’t done! Now when one

_has company, I wonder what one

gets for dinner'— ,
There was a stir across the room.
The ‘company’ with oné accord
scrambled to its feet and formed
in line.
‘Ice cream!” in chorus,

<0, said tired Grandmother.’

Then she said, ¢ O, again. She had
not thought of ice cream! Dear,
no, not ice cream! She lowered
her spectacles from her pretty white
hair to her nose and glanced up at
t : clock.

“It’'s after ten, she sald, ‘It
takes a good while sometimes to
freeze the cream. I don’t suppose
the company would like it unfrozen ?
There’s some nice soft custard out
in the pan—’

The company made a wry face—
three wry faces, \

*That wouldn’t be ice cream,
Grandma,’ pouted Olive.

‘ Nothing but just custard!’ pout-
ed Terence, Terence was Olive’s
twin and alwaysdid the things she
did. The third" ‘company’ was
little Puss in Boots.

‘I'd ruvver have I-scream a good
dealer,” Puss said. -

Tired Grandmother got up stiffly,
a patient smile on her dear old face,
then sat down again with a sudden
twinge of rheumatism. Olive was
afraid it meant no ice. ¢ream for
dipner; and Olive was ice cream
hungry. Weren't all three of the
company ice cream hungry ? Hadn’t

‘they talked about having it sure
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when they went to spend the day
with Grandma ? Grandma always
gave folks two saucersful — '

‘We ¢'posed we’d have it,” Olive
said in an injured tone.

“Yes, we s'posed, said Terry in
exactly the same tone.

‘Because we're company, that’s
why.. We s’posed you'd give your
company’—

¢ Ice cream,” smiled tired Grand-
mother. ‘Well, dears, you shall
have it, but you will have to wait
till supper—it’s too late to freeze it
for dinner. Will supper do ?

¢ 0, yes'm, thank you,” Olive said
politely, and ot course Terry said,
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packed theice around it, and turned
Something
Why didn’t the
cream becin to stiffen ?  The tired
old arms throbbed with pain. She
counted one, two, three, four—she
would not stop to rest till she got
to a hundred. But she did stop at
filty. She got more ice and chop-
ped it in the choppiug tray—more
salt and mixed it in, Then she
turned again and counted. This
time she counted twenty-five be-
It was cooler out on
the back porch under the vines,

— turned — turned.
must: be wrong.

tween rests

and she dragged the freezer and
the kitchen rocking chair out there.
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€0, yes'm,” politely, .too. Supper
was farther away than dinner, but
it would do. And custard was
pretty good for dessert. The com-
pany was not greedy—just ice
cream hungry. Usually it was
quite a thoughtful company and
noticed the little tired lines in
Grandmother’s face, but not to-day.
{ Grandmother got dinner and
cleared it away. It scemed to her
she grew tireder and tireder. It
was lucky nap time was 80 near—
dear, dear, she had forgotten the
children’s ice cream! :
¢ It Father was only at home to
chop the ice!’ she sighed gently.
Grandfather’s being away made it
go much harder—he always knew
just how much salt to mix with the
ice, and he always turned the crank
“of the big freezer. e
- Grandmother turned it alone to-
day. She/e"' made the cream and
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¢ Creak, creak, creak—one, two,
three, four—creak, creak, five, six,
seven, Still the handle went round
just the same, and tired Grand-
mother knew the cream had not
yet thickened.

The company was playing house-
keep out in the grape arbor. It
was pleasant and rustly out there,
with the leaves everywhere whis-
pering things to each other. Olive
said it was beautilul spending the
day ut Grandmother’s, wasn’t it?
And Terry said, wasn’t it!

« And there’s I-scream a-comin’ I
chanted Puss-in-Boots.

“Goody I |
+T'm glad we asked for it, aren’t
you? Grandma might not have
remembered our—our ice cream
“tooth.”’ . »
¢«'feeth,’ corrected Olive—*yours
and mine and Pussy’s. Yes, in-
deed, I'm glad we remembered !’
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‘I hope there’ll be chockerlate
in,” Puss said, ‘and that 'minds me
to wish we’d asked for two kinds.

‘1 wish we had !’

¢ Maybe we can now—come on,
let’s hurry like everything!

The company was in good racing
trim. There was a scurry of nimble
little feet and the three little house-
keepers arrived, breathless, at the
back porch. Olive got there a little
in advance,

€0, Grandma, can’t we have two
kinds of ice’—then she stopped. A
strange little change came over her
round, brown face. For an instant
she looked at tired Grandmother in
the kitchen rocker, then noiselessly
she sped away to meet the rest of
the company.

‘Oh, sh, sh, sh!’ she panted
softly, ‘you come with me, but sh!
Don’t do a thing but look at
Grandma,’

She was fast asleep in the old
stuffed rocking chair. Her head
had fallen back a little, sidewisely,
and her dear old face wore a patient
look. The weary old fingers had
released their hold on the crank of
the big red freezer.

‘Sh! whispered Olive, but there
was no need of it. All the com-
pany was sh-ing. They stole away
on tiptoes back to the grape arbor.

*She’s very tired,” Olive said
severely. ¢Aren’t you ’shamed of
yourselves forasking for ice cream!’

‘My gracious! You went and
asked the first ask yourself, Olive
Tripp! And if you've gone and
most killed Grandmother”—

‘0, it was us all! We've all
most killed her!’ wailed Olive in
sudden remorse. ‘And she’s the
~dearest, grandmotherest. Grand-
mother! We never thought of her
end o’ the ice-cream.’

‘No,we never’ —groaned Terence,

We just thinked of our end—
O, my " Pussy lamented.

They lapsed into shamed, gloomy
silence, Tt was awful to sit there
in the grape arbor and feel like—
like—pigs! And what made it
worse, they could distinctly hear a
grunting sound in the direction of
Grandpa’s pigpen.

¢ They sound like relations, Olive
groaned.

When Grandmother woke up in
the late afternoon, the first thing
she saw was a jagged piece of white

wrapping paper propped up con-
spicuously on the top of the freezer,
It was covered over with great
lead-pencil words. She felt in her
soft white hair for her glasses and
read it—not once, but twice, three
times, :
We are Pigs but Pussy is onley a little

one. We nevver thort of your end of the

ice scream. We have gorn Home for Fear
youl finnish makeing it and it would Choak
us. Please dont Wake Up but keep rite
on Resting. We are sorry weve most
kiled you, Honest,

Terry and Me and Puss.

“The little dears! rested Grand-
mother murmured.

For You.

I have some good advice for you,
My merry little man,

"Tis this: where’er your lot is cast,
O do the best you can!

And find the good in everything,
No matter what or where ;

And don’t be always looking for
The hardest things to bear.

O do not stand with idle hands,
And wait for something grand,
While precious moments slip away
Like grains of shining sand !
But do the duty nearest you.
And do it faithfully,
For stepping-stones togreaterthings
These little deeds shall be.

In this big world of ours, my boy,
There’s work for all to do,

Just measure by the golden rule
That which is set for you;

And try it with the square of truth
And with the lines of right;

In every act and thought of yours,
O keep your honor bright!

—Companion.
: R .

The Shepherd Psalm.

‘ Mother, I don’t see why you
have me learn a Psalm every
month,” said Eva Preston ; ‘none of
the other girls do, and you can
always read them.’

The next day was the Sabbath.
A stranger talked to the Sabbath-
school. He said: ‘I work among
the poor children in a big city, I
have many friends amon g the news-
boys' . One day one of them-Dave
Herbert —was run over by a horse
and waggon. He was carried to a
drug store near by to wait for the
ambulance to carry him to the hos-
pital. - The doctor and I were with
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him, and a crowd was in the store,
The boy was a brave little fellow.,
but he suffered terribly. All at
once he said, ‘It I could hear about
the shepherd, I could bear it better.’
I knew whathe meant. I had told
them about King David’s beautiful
Psalm at the Mission school. I
said it now over and over. I wish
you could have seen the look in his
face, children, as he listened. That
little rough newsboy could undes-
stand that. He said after me,
fAnd T will dwell in the house
of the Lord forever.” Before the
waggon came, Dave had gone to
the Lord’s house above. I tell you
this, dear children, because nowa-
days so few of us learn the Serip-
tures by heart. We don’t think it
necessary. But I know it is. [
wonder now, if any child here can
repeat the Twenty-third Psalm for
me ?