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BY CHARLES

enter. Rich powers of mind and
strength were his to enjoy. What
would he choose as he looked Into the
future? Edward. Blake, college stir-den- t,

you are at the most critical point
In all your life now. The Spirit will not
always strive with your souL Your
mother's prayers cannot save you if
you do not give your heart to God.
Will you be Christ's man or not?

Leave him alone with God and pray
for him that he may cry before the
morning breaks; "O Christ, thou art
my Lord and my God!"

The Rock of Ages has been cleft for me.
But thou wilt never sav? ayainst my will; i

The water and the blood have flowed from thee,
But I must let that blood my being fill.

Oh, Spirit, pleading with strong tears and pain.
Grant that this soul may humbly let thee inl

Show him the Christ who came for sinful men i

And in his heart thy work of grace begin.
THE END.

j Author of "In His Steps," "Malcom Kirk," "The Crucifixion of Philip,Strong,"
4 "Robert Hardy's Seven Days."
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turned back to the library walk and
went on toward the Indies' hall.

"He asked me about my summer
plans. You know I've sold the route
to Rawlins In order to get Barnes'
route. It's nearer college and prac-
tically as good as the avenue route."

"I mean what he was saying to you
ns he leaned over and spoke to you all
alone? I was Just coming up and had
to wait a minute."

"He spoke to me about being a Chris-
tian. That's the third person who has
spoken to me about that today."

Freeda was silent a moment, and
then she said quietly: "Let me be the
fourth person, Ned. Why areu't you a
Christian? I've had a good many anx-
ious thoughts about you this year.
Mother would be so glad too. Some-
times I think It's the only thing you
need to make you perfect."

'"One thing thou lackest,' eh?" said
Edward, with unaccustomed levity,
and then he lapsed into silence, which
was unbroken until they reached the
ladies' hall.

As he said good night to Freeda he
added, "I don't want to disappoint you
and mother, Freeda."

"I hope you won't. Ned," she replied
gently as she went up the steps.

He walked slowly back to his room
and went in and for a few minutes sat
down by his window in darkness,
thinking over the events of the day.
Then he got up and lighted his lamp.
As he turned from the table he hap-
pened to think of his letter box that he
had not looked into since noon.

He went over to the door and found
one letter there. He was glad it was
from his mother. He sat down at the
table at once and opened the letter.
His mother did not write to him very
often. "She was not a college bred wo-

man and had lived a life of hard phys
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M. SHELDON,

Is one thing I have been wanting to
say to you ever since the meetings last
winter. You ought to be a Christian
man, Blake, and throw all your influ-

ence on the side of the best things in
Hope. Perhaps I'm wrong In taking
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"TriTuTtJie umbrella, sir!"

for granted that you are not a Chris-
tian. Am I?"

"No, sir; I don't call myself a Chris-
tian," replied Edward awkwardly.

"Better decide it, then; the sooner the
better. God bless you, Blake. Good-by.- "

"Goodby, sir." and Edward put up
his umbrella and marched up the hill
through the rain which was now pour-
ing down steadily.

He went up to his room for a few
moments before supper, thinking aboi.i
.''rofessor Clark's last words. They
had been very few; but. coming so

soon after Wheaton's. they affected
him more. He had great respect for
Professor Clark and believed in the
sincerity of his Christian life. He
could not help wondering If he spoke
to other students as he had twice spo'
ken to him. It was or had been such
an unusual custom for the professors
ever to say anything about Christian-
ity to the students In Hope college that
Edward may bu.pardoipd if he had
some feeling of wouder over the Inci-

dent in his own experience.
After supper he went over to the

ladies' hall to take Freeda to the prom-
enade concert. This was usually held
on the campus, but when it rained as
it did that night the concert was trans-
ferred to the chapel halls and became
more like a reception.

Miss Seton had a bad headache and
could not go. Edward felt mueh disap-
pointed at first, for he had been looking
forward to the evening and anticipat
ing her company with Ereeda.

As he and Freeda went along togeth-
er Joward the chapel Freeda said,
when they were in the middle of the
walk by the library:

"Ned, do you remember what I said
about Ida and and Willis once?"

"Yes," replied Edward, wondering.
"Of course there was nothing In that.

It was the nearest to a lie that I ever
came. Only at the time I was trying to
get the better of my own feelings. I
know that Ida never cared for him."
Then she added as they drew near the
chapel: "I know your secret, Ned. Is
that the reason you understood my
trouble so well?"

""es," said Edward simply as they
went up the steps.

The president was holding an ani-
mated though informal reception In the
lower hall, uud after chatting with the
other professors and students Edward
came up and shook hands. The crowd
was very noisy, laughing and talking
very loud, and the president was stand-
ing very close to Edward as he said a
few simple words of greeting.

"You're golag home this summer, I
understand, Wake?"

"Yes, sir. I've sold my route and ex-

pect to buy another one In the fall.
Mother needs me on the farm this sum-
mer."

He moved away as another group
was coming up, and the president lean-
ed his tall form over and said In a low
tone that only Edward could hear:

"My boy, I have been praying for
you all this year that you might be
Christ's man. I want to see you start
right next fall. Better begin tonight.
Goodby, and God bless you."

Edward moved on and spent the rest
of the evening with the other students.
About 10 o'clock he went out with
Freeda, and as It had cleared up they
strolled around the familiar walk past
the library and out upon the middle
campus. Freeda had refused several
other Invitations from the students to
go with a group down on the hill walk.
She preferred being with Edward ou
tills last day of the term,

They walked quite a long way with-
out speaking, aud then Freeda began
to talk about their thrcfl years In col-

lege. Edward was mote silent than
usual at first, but afterward became
quite talkative. He gnV confidential
and told Freeda sometling about his
feelings for Miss Seton. ,Freeda could
not give him much cNolatlou, al
though she said she thought Ida admlr
ed Edward greatly.

"What was the preslrant saying to
you? " Freeda asked aj they finally

a burden In my soul for you that you
might accept Christ as a personal Sav-

iour. Won't you give It a serious
thought, Blake? Not because I ask you
to, but because you owe it to Christ to
be his disciple. You have great power
for good In this college. Your Influ-
ence would be something wonderful if
It was positively Christian. Why don't
you surrender yourself to him. Blake?
You will never regret it as long as you
live if you do."

Wheaton paused, and Edward sat
looking out of the window at the drip-
ping branches of the big elm near by.
He was distinctly displeased with
Wheaton at first. "Confound the fel-

low!" he was saying within himself
as Wheaton was speaking. "Why
should he pick out today of all days to
preach his association religion to me?"
Then as Wheaton went ou a curious
change of feeling took place in Ed-
ward's mind. Why should Wheaton
care anything about him anyway?
What difference did It make to him
whether Blake was a Christian or not?
But if he really was anxious about the
welfare of his (Edward Blake's) soul
for any reason whatever, what more to
be expected than that he would seize
any opportunity he could to speak on
the subject?

Edward was silent so long as he
went over this little monologue that
Wheaton thought he was perhaps giv-

ing the subject serious consideration.
He dfd not venture to break the si-

lence, and Edward at last said slowly:
"I'm much obliged to you, Wheaton,

for your interest in me. I'm afraid I
don't deserve it."

"That's not the question," began
Wheaton eagerly. "I believe you don't
realize all you are missing as you go on
with your college course. A Christian
faith in your own life would make a
wonderful change in It."

"Am I so bad as all that?" asked Ed-

ward, with a slight laugh, beginning to
feel rise in himself suddeuly that un-
reasoning an'jer that he had felt hefore
when Wheaton had spoken to him.

"No, you don't understand. But
there is a great difference in thfe lif
that has put Christ into everything
and the life that does not call him
Lord. I wish you could see It clearly."

Edward was silent again, and Wheat-
on looked and evidently felt disap-
pointed. As Edward made no sign of
saying anything, Wheaton rose.-

"I'm sorry if I've Intruded on you,
Blake, or said something I ought not.
Some day perhaps, you'll understand
my motive. I pray the Holy Spirit
may move your heart and bring you
into the kingdom."

He walked over to Edward simply
and held out his hand. Edward felt
ashamed of himself, because he knew
lie had treated Wheaton rudely. He
tried to offer a word of apology.

"I don't question your interest In
me, Wheaton, even If I don't under-
stand It. And of course I don't forget
what I owe you for your kludness dur-
ing my sickness. I'll always remem-

ber that with the greatest gratitude.
I hope you will be back in the, fall."

"Thank you. I hardly think I shall.
I shall not be satisfied, Blake, until I

hear that you have given yourself to
Christ"

He shook hands seriously and went
away, leaving Edward standing by the
window, hardly knowing whether to
feel vexed at the Interview or pleased
at Wheaton's Interest In him.

It was still raining quite hard, and
there was an hour yet before supper.
So he stood aimlessly by the window
for a few moments more after Wheat-
on had gone. As he stood there look-

ing out he saw Professor Clark come
out of the chapel and start down the
steps toward his house, which was
three or four blocks farther down the
hill. The professor was very absent-minde- d,

and If he brought an umbrella
with him he had probably forgotten
It-- handed It to some one else who
had forgotten to return It.

Edward caught up his own umbrella,
put on his hat and ran dowu'the stairs
and across the way. He overtook the
professor just as he went out of the
college gates. It had beguu to rain
harder.

"Take the umbrella, sir, and I will
run back to the hall," he said.

"No, no. You go with me, Blake.
Thank you. I really own several dozen
umbrellas somewhere, but other peo
ple are probably carrying them when It

rains. Which should you say was
worse, owning umbrellas that other
people carry or carrying umbrellas
that other people own?"

"I should question the political econ-

omy of either," replied Edward, laugh-
ing, lie had come to have a genuine
liking for Professor Clark and (lid not
stand at nil In awe of him.

"It certainly Is worse for me to own
so many umbrellas and never have one
when It rains. If thoughtful people
like you didn't look after me, 1 expect
I should buy even more umbrellas than
I do. Thank yon very much. Won't
you come In a minute, Blake?" he ask-

ed when they reached the house, and
Edward went In for a moment.

He sat and chatted onslly with the
professor a few minutes and then rose
to go. The professor went out Into the
hallway with him.

"I expect to leave for the east tomor-
row ami probably shall not see you
again before next fallt Blako.Thero
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MASTER OF HIMSELF.

The Teat Wsi a Inlqne One, but tb
Boy Stood It.

That was a unique way in which Mr.
Smith, a merchant of an eastern city
in want of a boy, Is said to have tested
the young applicants who came to him.
He put a sign In his window: "Wanted,
a Boy; Wages $4; $0 to the Right One."

As each applicant appeared the mer-

chant asked, "Can you read?" Then
he took the boy Into a quiet room, gave
him an open book and bade him read
without a break until told to stop.

When the reading had been going on
for a few minutes, Mr. Smith dropped
a book to the floor and then rose and
moved certain articles about the room.
This was sufficient to pique the curiosi-
ty of some of the candidates. They
looked up, lost their place on the page,
blundered, and the merchant said:

"You may stop. I shall not need you
at present. I want a boy who is mas-

ter of himself."
If the reader was undisturbed by Mr.

Smith's movements, a lot of roguish
puppies were tumbled out of a basket
and encouraged to frolic about the
floor. Tliis proved too much for most
of the boys. They looked, hesitated
and were dismissed.

Boy after boy underwent the same
treatment until over 30 had been tried
and hatf failed to control their curiosi-
ty. At length, one morning, a boy read
steadily on without manifesting any
desire to look at the puppies.

"Stop!" said the merchant finally.
"Did you see those puppies?"

"No, sir," replied the boy. "I could
not see them and read too."

"You knew they were there?"
"Yes. sir."
"Are you fond of dogs?"
"Yes, sir."
"All right I think you will suit me,"

said the merchant. "Come tomorrow.
Your wages will start at $4, and If you
prove master of yourself, as I think
you will, you shall have $0, perhaps
more."

It was not many weeks before the
wages were $6, and promotions follow-
ed. Now the young man fills a high
position In the store. Youth's Com-

panion.

FLOATING FIELDS.

Besides Their Beaiatr They Are of
Practical Use In China.

It was Dr. MacGowan who some
years ago described the manner- - In
which floating fields and gardens are
formed In China. In the month of
April a bamboo raft 10 to 12 feet long
and about half as broad Is prepared.
The poles are lashed together, with
Interstices of an Inch between each.
Over this a layer of straw an Inch
thick Is spread, and then a coating two
Inches thick of adhesive mud la taken
from the bottom of a canal or pond
which receives the seed. The raft la
moored to the bank In still water and
requires no further attention. The
straw soon gives way and the soil
also, the roots drawing support from
the water alone. In about 20 days the
raft becomes covered with the creeper,
and Its stems and roots are gathered
for cooking. In autumn Its small
white petals and yellow stamens,
nestling among the round leaves, pre-

sent a very pretty appearance. In
some places marshy land Is profitably
cultivated in this manner.

Besides these floating vegetable gar-
dens there are also floating rleeflelds.
Upon rafts constructed as above reeds
and adherent mud are placed as a
flooring soil, which, being adhesive and
held In place by weed roots, the plants
are maintained In position throughout
the season. ' The rice thus planted
ripens In from 60 to 70 in place of
100 days. The rafts are cabled to the
shore, floating on lakes, pools or slug-
gish streams. These floating fields
serve to avert famines, whether by
drought or flood, When other fields
were submerged and their crops sod-

den or rotten, these floated and flour-
ished, and when a drought prevailed
they subsided with the falling water
and, while the Boll around was arid,
advanced to maturity. Agricultural
treatises contain plates representing
rows of extensive rleeflelds moored to
sturdy trees on the banks of rivers or
lakes which existed formerly In the
lacustrine regions of the lower Yang-ts- e

and Yellow rivers. Brooklyn Eagle.

A Confaaloa of Ideas.
Sir nenry Howortn Is a writer of

nn ark, certainly of research, for his
"History of the Mongols" took many
years of steady and arduous Inquli.
And thereby hangs a tale which, It Is
aid, he has often told against himself.

One evening, when taking In to dinner
a lady who had been lightly primed as
to his great subject, there was a
Strange conversation:

"1 understand. Sir Henry, that you
re fond of dogn. So am I."
"Dogs, madam? I really must plead

guiltiest. I know nothing at all of
them!"

"Indeed! And they told me you had
written a famous history of uiougrcls!"

-- Yorkshire Post

ical labor, but there was no one In all
the world who bad more Influence
over Edward, and he always read her
letters with a reverence and respect
that he never felt for any other person.

The letter contained a short account
of affairs on the farm, then went on to
speak of Edward's uncle arid aunt and
finally referred to Edward's and Free-da'- s

college course:
It has been a joy to me, Edward, to think of

you and Freeda receiving an education. In your
last letter you spoke of a feeling of regret on your
cart that I was slaving so hard on the farm, while
you and 'your sister were having such an easy
time in college, but you ought to know, dear son, .

that I count no hardship of any account by tha
aide of the love I have for you.( Vou may be
wondering why I am writing this letter now, so
near your home coming and at a time while you
must be so busy, at commencement time, but
two nights ago as I lay awake, toward morning,
I had an experience that prompted this letter. I
aeemed to hear a voice say to me: "Your son
Edward is a good boy, truthful, honest, unselfish
In most things, free from coarse vices, but he is
not a professed disciple of Christ and has never
joined a church nor tasted of the communion.
One thing he lacks, and that Is the greatest of
all. He needs to repent and believe in order to
be saved."

You know im not Imaginative In the least,

and I simply believe that what I heard was the
Spirit speaking to me in your belmif. And I could
not resist the feeling that 1 ought to write you
and urge you to give yourself to Christ. Why
should you stand outside the kingdom, my aon,
looking on at the struggle of the agis and possi-
bly criticising it because you ftvl as good as any
one? Give your heart to him who gave us all.
Enter the kingdom like a little child, Edward.
You have a great work to do in Cud's world, if
he shall spare you. You wrote in your last letter
that you might decide to give up King a doctor
and become public speaker and write for a liv-

ing. It makes little difference to me what par-
ticular thing you do in the world, but it makes
all the difference in the world whether you are a
Christian or not. That is the main thing, after
all. Seek first the kingdom, my son. If you suc-
ceed in all worldly affairs and know all knowl-
edge and do not know and love God supremely, it
will not profit you anything.

You do not doubt my, love for you, do yout
Why should you doubt the love of God tor youf
He gave his own Son for your salvation. Why
should you be careless in the face of that great
atonement? He died for you, Nel, the same aa
for me. Oh, my dear son, your mother is grow-
ing older and more feeble every year! I s!ia:l
soon pass over to the other side. But it will be
the best day of my whole life when you tell me
that you have decided to give your Iwart to r.od
and believe in his redemption through Christ.
May the Holy Spirit as he pleads with ou be
allowed to enter your heart and will anJ liaj you
by his almighty power to the feet of Jesus. Your
loving Mjtuku.

Edward finished the letter aaJ let It
lie open on the table. First Wheaton
and then Professor Clark, then the
president and Freeda, and now this
culminating letter from his mother.
And all these appeals on one subject,
as If all the persons making them had
been consulting together.

Why was he not a Christian? He
believed In everything that was good
and true and pure. Why did he not
believe In Christ? The question drove
all the other memories out of his mind.
He had thought a good deal during tho
first part of the day about Willis, won-
dering what his future would be. He
had thought about Miss Seton aud
wondered If he would ever gather up
courage enough to tell her what he
felt. He had thought of his own fu-
ture and had more than once specu-
lated on the ambition he was beginning
to have for authorship and the public
platform. But now, near the close of
the day, near the midnight hour, alone
In his room, with that sacred appeal of
his mother's lying before him, he could
not shut out this one thought, Why
was he not a Christian man? What
was keeping him back? Was this
question of the age, "What think ye of
the Christ?" going to face him contin-
ually? What difference would It make
with his future? All the difference In
the world he himself knew well
enough. Did Wheaton and Clark and
the president and Freeda and his
mother really believe that he would be
lost If he did not believe In Christ?
Evidently they did. But would he?
Was ho not moral and truthful aud
honest? What more was required?
"Yet one thing thou lackest." The
young man who asked Jesus what he
must do to luherlt eternal life was
moral. What did he lack? Acknowl-
edgment of Jesus ns master of his
whole life. Was he, Edward, ready to
do that? Or did he shrink from that
absolute following of the divine Peas-
ant of Galilee because It would change
his selfish ambitions and make him
servo others lustead of bJmself ?

It was after midnight, and still he
sat there with his mot Iter's letter be-
fore him. The new century was his to

From II. M. 3Iaxfield, Merchant at Jolmson, Vt.
I think PAGE'S PERFECTED POULTRY POOD is superior to any

Poultry Food I have ever sold. It pleases the customers and gives
general satisfaction as an egg producer.

From Miles, McMalion & Co., Merchants at Stowc, Vt.
We have ordered three lots of PAGE'S PERFECTED POULTRY

FOOD. There is a growing demand for it and our trade speaks very highly
of it.

From E. Douglas, Mercliant at Morrlstown, Vt.
I believe PAGE'S PERFECTED FOULTRY FOOD to be an excellent

article and, so far as I know my customers have found it satisfactory.

From Walter C. Fitch, Morrisville, Vt.
I have tried PAGE'S PERFECTED POULTRY FOOD with satis

factory results and find it to be a most excellent food for
poultry, making them lay during winter, while otherwise they would not.
It is a good investment for persons in the poultry business.

From M. Shattuck & Son, Merchants at Eden, Vt.
We consider PAGE'S PERFECTED POULTRY FOOD a superior

r. Everyone speaks well fit.

Agents wanted to sell the Poultry Food in every village where it is
not now on sale. For terms to agents, address the manufacturer,

CAKHOLIj S. l'AOE.IIIy do Park, Vt.

Vithin the Range
THE PRICE OF THE

Stoves, Ranges and Heaters

we offer secures more value than was
before offered at such figures.

Designed and constructed on new
principles, they give great heat from
a little fuel. Handsome in appear-
ance and of great strength.

Remember that we carry a full line
of Hardware and do Plumbing.

GILE & CHURCHILL,

MORRISVILLE, Vermont- -


