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This is the Sydney Town Hall where 
thousands of people saw our new 
Governor-General and his wife, the 

Duke and Duchess of Gloucester. 
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OUR MESSAGE 
ON SUNDAY, MAY 13, WE CELEBRATE MOTHER'S DAY. H E R E IS A TRUE 

STORY ABOUT A CHRISTIAN MOTHER: 

THE INFLUENCE OF MOTHER'S PRAYERS. 

More than forty years ago, one love-
ly Sunday morning, eight young men, 
students in a law school, were walk-
ing along the banks of a s tream, tha t 
flows into the Potomac River, not f a r 
from the city of Washington in Amer-
ica. They were going to a quiet place 
in the bush to spend the hours of tha t 
holy day in playing cards. Each of 
them had a bottle of wine in his pocket. 
They were the sons of praying mothers. 

As they were walking along, amus-
ing themselves with idle jokes, the 
bell of a church in a village, not many 
miles off, began to ring. I t sounded 
in the ears of these thoughtless young 
men as plainly as if it were only on 
(lie other side of the little s t ream 
along which they were walking. 

Presently, one of their number, 
whose name was George, stopped and 
said to the f r iend nearest him that he 
would go no farther, but would re turn 
to the village and go to church. His 
f r iend called out to their companions, 
who were a little ahead of them: 
"Boys! Come back here. George_ is 
going religious; we must help him. 
Come on, let us baptise him by im-
mersion in the water ." 

In a moment they formed a circle 
around him. They told him that t he 
only way he could save himself from 
faking a cold bath was by going with 
them. In a calm but earnest way, he 
said: know very well tha t you 
have power enough to put me in the 
water , and to hold me there till I am 
drowned, but listen to what I have to 
say, and then do as you think best. 

"You all know that I am two hund-
red miles away from home; but you 
do not know that my mother is a help-
less, bed-ridden invalid. I never re-
member seeing her out of bed. I am 
the youngest child. My f a the r could 
not afford to pay for my schooling; 
but our teacher is a f r iend of my 
father , and offered to take me without 
any charge. He was very anxious for 
me to come; but mother would not 
consent. The struggle almost cost her 
what little l ife was left in her. At 
length, a f te r much prayer on the sub-
ject. she yielded and said I might go. 

"The preparations for my leaving 
were soon made. My mother never said 
a word to me on the subject until t h e 
morning when I was about to leave. 
At her request 1 kneeled beside he r 
bed. With her loving hand upon my 
head she prayed for h e r youngest child. 
Many and many a* night T have dream-
ed about it. Then she said: 

" 'My precious boy, you do not know, 
you never can know, the agony of a 
mother's heart . In the f a r off, strange 
place to which you are going, t he re 
will be no loving mother to give you 
counsel in time of trouble. Seek coun-
sel and help f rom God. Every Sunday 
morning from ten to eleven o'clock, 
I will spend the hour in prayer for you. 
Wherever you may be during the sac-
red hour, when you hear the church 
bells ringing, let your thoughts come 
back to this room where your dying 
mother will be agonizing in prayer for 
you.' 

"Boys, I never expect to see my 
mother again on ear th . But by God's 
help I mean to meet her in heaven." 

As George stopped speaking, the 
t ea r s were running down his cheeks. 
He looked a t his companions. Their 
eyes were filled with tears. In a mom-
ent the ring which they had formed 
about him was opened. He passed out 
and went to church. He had stood 
up for right against great odds. 

They admired him for doing what 
they had not the courage to do. They 
followed him to church. On their way 
there, each of them quietly threw* 
away his cards and wine bottle. 

From that day on they all became 
changed men. Six of them died Christ-
ians, and are now in heaven. George 
is an able Christian lawyer, and his 
friend who wrote this account, has 
heen for many years an earnest, 
active member of the church. Here 
were eight men convicted by the pray-
ers of that Christian mother. And, 
if we only knew all the results of their 
examples and their labours, we should 
have a good illustration of a mother's 
prayers. 
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OUR NEWS PAGE 
FINGAL POINT. 

During March, two special services 
gave much joy to those who took part . 
The first was the Harvest Festival. 
The young folk decorated the church 
beautifully, and a large vacant table 
was placed in front of the Communion 
Table and the gifts were to be placed 
on it a t the evening service. But it 
was just a f te r lunch when some of the 
little children came running along 
with gifts—six little ones—3 boys and 
3 girls each came with a packet of 
jelly and then the older children came 
with their gifts until the table was 
laden with many dif ferent kinds of 
groceries and other things. 

They were able to send two cases 
of groceries to the Training College 
and £2 to the Northern Territory. 
They also sent a case of home-made 
jam to the College which the Junior 
Endeavourers made from melon and 
pineapples and rosellas. Some of the 
girls were at the Mission House at 
6 in the morning to help stir the jam. 

Then a beautiful baptismal service 
was held on March 18, in the bay 
nea r Granny Lemick's home, when 
Mrs. Lemick Browning (from Billinud-
gel) and her two sons. Lemick and 
Lyle, also Eunice and Bet ty Browning 
of Fingal Point were baptised. The 
same day Mrs. L. Browning and Mrs. 
S. Browning were received into Church 
Membership and the 4 young people as 
junior members. 

NEWS OF OTHERS. 
A dear old Christian lady. Mrs. 

Stewart , of Lake Boga. Victoria, has 
gone home to be with the Lord. She 
had a fall and broke her thigh and 
leg and died in 2 days at the Swan 
Hill Hospital. She was the widow of 
Mr. Rob Roy Stewart and they were 
very well-known and respected in tha t 
district. Mrs. Stewart was 92 years 
old. To her many descendants we offer 
our loving sympathy in their loss. 

Special meetings were being ar-
ranged for Easter at Pilliga by our 
Native Worker, Mr. John Quinn, and 
our missionary from Peak Hill. Mr. 
Caddy, was to go across and be the 
special speaker. Mr. and Mrs. Bill 

Naden ( Jnr . ) were also spending a 
time a t Pilliga. 

Mr. War ry Phillips who has been ill 
for some time, wras unable to take a 
class in Sunday School recently for the 
first time for months. He has been 
greatly missed from the Sunday 
School where he is the Superintend-
ent and from other branches of the 
work at Cherbourg. 

Mrs. Wright, of Warren, has offered 
to distribute the Evangels there and 
to see that the children do the com-
petitions. 

A new student arrived at the Col-
lege on March 31, ready to s tar t the 
new term which commenced on April 3. 
She is Eunice Browning, of Fingal 
Point, and Mrs. Robbins, our mission-
ary, brought her down to Dalwood. 
The other students who had just com-
pleted their term examinations were 
very pleased to see a new student and 
have given her a warm welcome. 

Miss Hoya Brown has written from 
Palm Island : "I t is good to be here . 
The Lord has been good to me and 
undertaken in many ways—Praise be 
His Name. Palm Island is a very 
pret ty place, isn't it? I love the 
church here—the living church, too— 
it was good to meet those who love 
our Lord Jesus." 

Mr. and Mrs. D. Ferguson, of Pine 
Ridge, via Quirindi, are rejoicing in 
the birth of a son. 

SUNDAY SCHOOL 
EXAMINATION. 

This week the names of those who 
are going to sit for our Sunday School 
Examination on May 5 have been com-
ing in "thick and fas t" until now we 
have just on 400 on our lists—a very 
good number. 

We are praying for each one of you 
as you study and learn the lessons. 

Do your best and the Lord Jesus 
will help you if you ask Him. 

Perhaps you will win one of the 
lovely prizes and help your School to 
win the Honour Shield. 

Don't forget the great, day—MAY 5 
—and be sure and turn up early. 
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stories from Other Lands 
CHETRIO. 

There was a little brown boy born 
away back in Rajputana , India, near 

the great desert. His home was hum-
ble, his parents simple folk, who could 
not read or write, for they had never 
seen a book or a school. 

This boy's name was Chetrio. His 
mother, as all Hindu mothers did, 
taught him to worship the village idol 
under the tree. Here he went with 
her, carrying offerings of flowers and 
grain, and bowed his wee head to the 
ground before the god that; had eyes 
but could not see him, hands that were 
never laid in blessing on his head, 
and ears that never heard when he 
called. 

He worked with his fa ther to help 
support his brothers and sisters, and 
things went well, as f a r as he knew, 
until the skies no longer gave rain. 

The long days of heat had dried even 
the leaves on the t rees ; the ground 
was parched and dry ; they longed for 
the rainy season that never came. The 
rice and wheat of the past year were 
soon gone; the cattle died for want of 
fodder; soon the rivers became sandy 
beds, and wells went dry. There was 
no wa te r for washing clothes or 
bathing. 

They made offerings of such things 
as were left. They marched around 
the sacred tree, wailing a pi t i ful chant. 
Chetrio bowed with his mother before 
the idol, the only god he knew, but 
who sent no relief. The sky was 
brass; there was no hope, no escape. 
Even the air was laden with death. 
One a f t e r another of the loved ones 
weakened and died, the mother first, 
for mothers the world over will s tarve 
to feed their children. Then the sister 
and others. How could Chetrio see 
them all die before his eyes! 

A crier went through the village 
telling people of centres where there 
were camps for famine relief. The 
fa ther , who could no longer walk, 
hade Chetrio to go and find food, and 
live. So Chetrio started en his long, 
weary march over the burning plains 
in search of food until strength was 
gone, and he lay down to die. Soon 

a kind voice roused him, which said, 
"Follow me, and I will take you to 
the mission, where you will find food." 

With new courage he dragged him-
self along until, with a number of 
other boys, he was put into a train 

and sent to us in Calcutta. He was 
seventeen years old and very tall and 
thin. As he was helped into the mis-
sion compound, food and water and 
clothes were given him in t ime to save 
his life. 

He was at tracted by the books the 
children had in their hands—he had 
never seen one before. As he grew 
stronger in body, a great longing came 
over him to learn to read, and before 
long he was going to a night school 
for our older boys. 

Quite soon we were awakened in the 
early dawn by Chetrio repeating verses 
of Scripture which had been given him 
to learn; and before many months h e 
was reading the Bible for himself. 
His hunger of soul and mind, and his 
love of God's Word, attracted us to 
him. 

The second year when we went 
away for a few weeks' rest, we took 
him to the mountains. 

We climbed up the hills in the mist 
which shut out the grand scenery f rom 
our view. 

Next morning the mist rolled away, 
and there burst upon our view those 
everlasting snows towering over our 
heads into the deep blue of the sky. 

Chetrio, who had never seen moun-
tains or snow, said, "What is i t?" 

I replied, "That is snow. Chetrio. 
One of your favourite verses is, 
'Though your sins be as scarlet, they 
shall be as white as snow.' Would 
you like to know the meaning of this 
verse? When you have taken Jesus 
as your Saviour, He will wash away 
your sin and make you whiter than 
snow. He died for you." 

"Oh. tha t I might know this for 
myself!" he answered. 

We knelt, and Chetrio was convert-
ed, and arose from his knees with a 
new joy in his heart and a smile on 
his face. 

He began to sell Gospels, and to 
tell the people of the Saviour. On 
the banks of the Ganges, in the festi-
vals, amidst thousands of pilgrims, 
many have seen him in the burning 
sun, with his uplifted Gospel, crying 
out to the people. "This is the Book 
that will show you the way to heaven. 
It showed me; buy it, take if to your 
village, read and obey it. and you 
will find the Saviour f rom all sin." 

The Blood of Jesus Christ, God's 
Son, cleanseth us from all sin. 
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YOUNG FOLKS 
RESULTS OF FEBRUARY 

COMPETITIONS 
Class 1. 

F i r s t Pr ize: Cousin Gloria Meredith, 
Cherbourg. 

Second Prize: Cousin Eric Deeral, 
Woorabinda. 

S t a r s : Glen Wagg, Eidsvold. Beryl 
Edwards , Darl ington Point . Bessie 
Williams, Colleen Isaacs, Maud Ma-
lone, Henry Willis, Cherbourg. Ethe l 
Goolagong, Condobolin. Be t ty Clay-
ton, Norma Clayton, Daisy Murray, 
Balranald. Joyce King, F red Murray , 
M a r g a r e t Kelly, Leo Charles, Menin-
dee. Marie Bamblet t , Narromine . 
Gwen Rotumah, George Fay, Eunice 
Browning, Bet ty Browning, F inga l 
Point . Lex Deemal, Ann Deemal, 
Eileen Pearson, Herber t McLaen, 
L a u r a McLaen, Paddy Wallace, Ger-
tie Wallace, Amy Pearson, Douglas 
Gibson, Archie Gibson, Lindsay Ro-
sendale, George Rosendale, Leonard 
Rosendale, Henry Deeral, Violet Gor-
donvale, Woorabinda. 
Class 2. 

F i r s t Pr ize: Cousin May Beezley, 
Eidsvold. 

Second Pr ize: Cousin Noelene 
Crowe, Cherbourg. 

S t a r s : Hea ther Edwards, Be t ty Ed-
wards, Annie Wickey, Darl ington 
Point . Doris Gibson, Mary Kerr, 
Charlie Pearson, Woorabinda. Ha-
rold Kirby, Balranald. Flora John-
son, Menindee. Shirley Carr, Dubbo. 
Daphne Moffat, Galie Smith, Marga-
re t Tears, Lindsay Malone, Norma 
Hegar ty , Marie O'Chin, Jean Phillips, 
J e a n Williams, Mona Willis, Percy 
Willis, Nell Stanley, A r t h u r Stanley, 
Cherbourg. Dan Wagg, Monica 
Wragge , Nancy Fuller, Ralph Cou-
chy, Shirley Wagg, Amy Wragge , 
Eidsvold. 

SPECIAL PRIZE. 
A li t t le boy f rom Eidsvold, Kevin 

Bond, who is only 9, did the Class 1. 
Competition, and did it so well t h a t 
we are giving him a special prize. 
He wrote : "Although I am only 9 
years old, I like to do the big compe-
tition. Kevin." 

AWARDS FOR SIX STARS. 
Eric Deeral, Lex Deemal, Violet 

Gordonvale, Woorabinda. Leo Charles, 
Menindee. Nancy Fuller, Eidsvold. 

NEW COUSINS. 
Heather Edwards, Daphne Moffat , 

Galie Smith, Noeline Crowe, Percy 
Willis, Henry Willis and Ralph Cou-
chy have all entered fo r the Compe-
tit ions fo r the first time, so we wel-
come them into our big family and 
hope to hea r f r om them often. Here 
is a special verse for them f r o m 
God's word: "The entrance of Thy 
words giveth l ight" (Psa lm 119:130). 

NEW COMPETITIONS 
1. "Whosoever is angry with his 

brother wi thout a " (Mat t . 
5:22). 

2. "Then come and thy 
g i f t " (Matt . 5:24). 

3. "Blessed a re they t h a t " 
(Matt 5 :4). 

4. " be reconciled to thy 
bro ther" (Mat t . 5:24). 

5. "Thy brother ha th 
aga ins t thee" (Matt . 5:23). 

6. "Whosoever shall smite thee on 
thy " (Matt . 5:39). 

7. "Crumbs which fell f r o m their 
Master ' s ." (Matt . 15:27). 
Class 1. (11 years and over). 

Fill in the missing words. The ini-
t ia l le t ters of the first six and the 
whole of answer 7 spell this word:— 

"The word of m y lord the k ing 
shall now he " (II. Sam. 14: 
17). 
Class 2 (under 11 years ) . 

Give the answer to Number 2. 
Send your answer to Cousin Evan-

gel, A.I.M. Dalwood, Via Branxton, 
N.S.W., before the 20th of May. 

A LETTER FROM FINGAL 
POINT. 

Dear Cousin Evangel, 
You will be surprised to get a let-

ter f r om Bet ty and me. We thought 
you might be interested in our shor t 
holiday in Brisbane with Mrs. Rob-
bins. The holiday was a special prize 
f rom our dear missionaries. 

We had a most wonderful t ime wi th 
God's own people, especially with Mr. 
and Mrs. Thoday with whom we 
stayed. We were a little shy a t first 

(Continued on Page 7). 
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WE WON'T FORGET 
MOTHER. 

Are you thinking of having a spe-
cial a f te rnoon service on Mothers ' 
Day and inviting all the mothers (and 
fa thers , too, of course) ? Here is a 
little i tem for your Sunday School 
children or Junior Endeavourers . 
Each child could hold a la rge card-
board le t ter spelling the word 
M O T H E R . 

M s tands fo r Mother. Such nice 
things she makes, 

Puddings and t a r t s and the loveliest 
cakes; 

Darn ing our stockings and mending 
our clothes, 

How much she loves us, well, nobody 
knows. 

So in t u r n all we children will show 
How much we love her ; wherever we 

go— 
We won' t fo rge t Mother. 

Q s tands for Out, but we don' t like 
t o find 

Mother gone out and ourselves le f t 
Behind. 

Things a re so diff ' rent when we ' re 
le f t alone, 

Food is half-cooked or as ha rd as a 
stone. 

How pleased we are, and we soon let 
her know 

When she re turns all our glad faces 
show 

T h a t we have missed Mother. 

J s tands for Trouble, which mother 
has had 

Since first we came to be fed, nursed 
and clad, 

Oh, how we screamed both by night 
and by day, 

Oh, how we s t ruggled to ge t our own 
way. 

Mother wi th patience each lesson 
made plain— 

Some of us needed a touch of the 
cane! 

But we thank you, Mother! 

H s tand Home. 'Tis t he place we 
all love, 

Of ten reminding of Heaven above, 
Where we shall meet with joy m a n y 

another, 
But it could hardly be Heav 'n with-

out Mother. 

So we'll p ray earnest ly: God keep he r 
t rue, 

Doing His will and inspiring us, too, 
We'll then dwell wi th Mother. 

E s tands for evil, aga ins t which we 
fight, 

Lying and gambling, and all th ings 
not r ight , 

Evil slays those who its pa thway m a y 
roam, 

Still the vile monster imperils each 
home. 

Who for the children agains t it will 
fight, 

Saving them now f rom its terr ible 
might ? 

The best one is Mother. 

s tands fo r Right, t h a t we all ought 
to do, 

God's g race sufficient will ca r ry us 
through, 

Snares m a y be laid for the lit t le ones' 
feet, 

Unknown tempta t ions they all have 
to meet , 

Someone mus t give them a wise word 
of cheer, 

Hold out a hand when danger is 
nea r— 

T h a t one is Mother. 

MOTHER'S SONG. 

I heard a song t h a t touched my hea r t 
And filled m y eyes with tears , 

I t was the song my mother sang 
In long departed years— 

"Only t r u s t Him, only t rus t Him, 
Only t r u s t Him now. 

He will save you, He will save you, 
He will save you now." 

How sweet the words t h a t gave me 
hope, 

T h a t I might be restored, 
"C'ome every soul by sin oppressed 

There 's mercy with the Lord." 
I seemed to hear t h a t gentle voice, 

As in the long ago— 
"Plunge now into the crimson flood 

T h a t washes white as snow." 
She knows it now m y mother knows 

Up there her p rayers are heard, 
Fo r Jesus gives the wanderer res t 

"I 'm t rus t ing in His word." 
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BIRTHS. 

Bamble t t .—February 17th, 1945, a t 
Cowra, Archie John Bamblet t . 

Bel l .—February 19th, 1945, a t Yass, 
to Mr. and Mrs. Bell, a son, Rex. 

Glass .—January 31st, 1945, a t Cowra, 
Colin Freder ick Glass. 

Knox.—February 16th, 1945, in Moree, 
to Mr. and Mrs. R. Knox, of Bogga-
billa, a daughter . 

McGuinness.—January 22nd, 1945, a t 
Cowra, Paul ine June McGuiness. 

Reid.—February, 1945, to Mr. and 
Mrs. A. Reid, of Narromine, a son, 
Michael Edward (a t Dubbo). 

Reynolds.—December 31st, 1944, to 
Mr. and Mrs. R. Reynolds, of River-
bank, Dubbo, a daughter , Jud i th 
May. 

J a n u a r y 26th, 1945, to Sarah and By-
noe, of Normanton, a daughter , 
Barba ra . 

March 13th, 1945, to Linda and 
George, of Normanton, a daughter , 
Vivian. 

March 17th, 1945, to Mary and Harold 
of Normanton, a daughter , Sylvie. 

Moreton.-—February 24th, to Mr. and 
Mrs. Moreton, of F ingal Point, a 
daughter , Deesley Leah. 

DEDICATIONS. 

A t Dubbo. — J a n u a r y 21st, 1945, 
Judi th May Reynolds, daughte r of 
Mr. and Mrs. R. Reynolds. 

At Eidsvold.—March 4th, 1945, John 
Thomas Wragge . 

BAPTISMS. 

At Fingal Poin t : March 18th, 1945, 
Mrs. Lemick Browning, Lemick 
(Junior) , and Lyle Browning, 
Eunice and Bet ty Browning. 

DEATHS. 

Freeman.—March 18th, 1945, a t Yass, 
Mr. Freeman, Snr., aged 83 years . 
Great ly missed by all. 

Smith.—March 5th, 1945, Mrs. Phebe 
Smith, of Ta lb raga r in Dubbo Dist-
rict Hospital . Mother of Mrs. Mur-
phy of Warren , and Margery, Mag-
gie and Tom. 

Stewart .—Mrs. S tewar t , widow of 
Rob Roy S tewar t of Lake Boga, 
aged 92 years . Died in Swan Hill 
Hospital two days a f t e r a fal l 
which broke her thigh. Asleep in 
Jesus. 

Feb rua ry 11th, 1945, (Charlie (Mis-
sion), husband or Molly, of Nor-
manton. 

(Continued from Page 5). 
but we soon got over t ha t because 
Mrs. Robbins took us around to visit 
the different Chris t ian homes and the 
people t rea ted us as if we were their 
own children. 

On Fr iday n ight there was a big 
Gospel Meet ing a t Mr. Thoday's fo r 
the young people of the Forces. We 
were thrilled to see all the soldiers 
in t h a t meet ing and some giving the i r 
testimonies. I t made us glad to know 
they were not only soldiers down here 
fo r King George and country but 
they were soldiers fo r our Lord Jesus, 
the King of kings. 

Then on Sa tu rday night we went 
to a g rea t big hall somewhere in Bris-
bane, where there was about 500 
people. I t opened our eyes to see 
such a big crowd. A t this meet ing 
two little boys got up and gave their 
test imonies which we enjoyed very 
much. 

On Sunday morning, Mrs. Thoday's 
son took us to Endeavour and then 
in the a f t e rnoon we went to Sunday 
School. T h a t n ight we went to 
Church wi th the Rev. and Mrs. Eng-
lish and there was a baptism. 

Well, Monday morning came and 
we had our shopping, buying l i t t le 
g i f t s fo r all our dear ones a t home. 
We finished the day in the gardens 
and Bet and I went feeding monkeys 
the re wi th grapes. So the t ime came 
when we had to ga ther up all our 
parcels and ge t ready for the t ra in . 

We landed in Tweed Heads about 
9 o'clock and I suppose it mus t have 
been about 9.30 when we arr ived 
home, and oh, didn't we feel t i red! 
The holiday was short but very, very 
sweet. 

Wi th lots of Chris t ian love to you 
all f rom— 

Eunice and Bet ty Browning. 
(Eunice is now a s tudent a t our 

Nat ive Workers ' Training College, 
Dalwood). 
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OUR SERIAL STORY. TIP LEWIS AND HIS LAMP. "Pansy." 
(Chapter 13 Continued). 

think it s t range if Howard should do "Oh!'" said Howard, coming to the 
rescue of his* friend. "What a fuss 
you're making about nothing. You're 
getting wise aren ' t you Tip? Ellis 
was only saying that verse in fun, 
just as lots of people do. I 've heard 
good men quote the Bible and laugh 
over i t ." 

"Can't help that ," said Tip bravely, 
"I say it 's wicked, and Ellis Holbrook's 
fa ther says so too. I heard him tell 
Will Bailey once that folks ought to 
be very careful how they said things 
that were in the Bible." 

"Did he tell you to go around preach-
ing for him through the week? How 

much does he pay you for your ser-
vices? Come, let 's hear." 

This was said in Will Bailey's most 
disagreeable tone. Before T ip had 
t ime to answer, Ellis spoke again. 

"Well, I don't pretend to be as good 
as some people are, but I really can't 
see any awful wickedness in anything 
that I 've said to-night." 

"Neither can anybody, except Tip," 
said Will, "and he's good you know; 
he never does anything wrong, except 
to tell lies and swear or some little 
things." 

Ellis was an honest boy. "No," he 
said gravely, " there is no use in saying 
what, isn't t rue for the sake of helping 
my side along. Tip doesn't do any of 
those things now, I believe, but I 'm 
sure I don't thank him for his good 
opinion of me." 

It was almost nine o'clock, the hour 
when it was generally understood tha t 
the par ty was to break up. The boys 
had been very merry all the evening 
and there was a sudden lull when Mr. 
Minturn opened the door. 

"Are the walls lef t?" he asked, com-
ing forward. "What are you up to?" 

"Ellis was telling a story, that ' s 
what we were laughing at when you 
came in," said Howard. "Go on El— 
never mind father , he likes to hear 
stories." 

"I was only telling, sir, how Joe 
Barnes talked to his fa ther when I 
was down there this morning." 

"Yes, and, fa ther , you'd be aston-
ished to hear him," chimed in Howard. 
"I never heard a fellow go on so in 
my l i f e ; he makes fun of every single 
thing his f a the r says." 

"But I wouldn't suppose you would 
think there was anything strange in 
tha t " said Mr. Minturn. 

The boys looked puzzled. "Why, Mr. 
Minturn?" said Ellis, "wouldn't you 

"Well, no : I don't know that I should 
have any reason to be astonished." 

Howard not only looked surprised, 
but very much hurt . "I'm sure, 
fa ther ," he said, in a voice which 
trembled a little. "I didn't know I was 
so rude to you as all that ." 

"No," .said Mr. Minturn, "you have 
never been, but I r a the r expect you to 
commence. I shall have no reason to 
be surprisd if you and Ellis and Will 
Bailey and some of the others, all 
s ta r t making fun of what your fathers 
say to you af ter this." 

"What I mean is this. I was in that 
room over there and I heard the dis-
cussion which came up between you 
boys and I came to the conclusion that 
boys who thought it such a l i t t le mat-
ter to make fun of solemn words which 
God has said to them, need not be 
expected to show much respect for 
what their f a t h e r or anybody else 
said." 

Boys and man were all silent for a 
little a f te r that, until Mr. Minturn 
broke the stillness by repeating rever-
ently, " 'Enter ye in a t the strait 
gate.' I guess you all know what that 
means. I would like to know whether 
there is a boy here who thinks he has 
entered in at that gate." 

How still the room was while he 
waited for his answer! Tip could 
feel his heart throb—throb—with loud, 
distinct beats; twice he tried to break 
the silence, and couldn't. At last he 
found his voice: "I do. sir." 

Mr. Minturn turned quickly. "What 
makes you think so. Tip?" 

"Because I love Jesus, and I 'm try-
ing to do what He says." 

Mr. Minturn's voice trembled a little, 
"God bless you. my boy: t ry to get all 
the rest to go through the same gate." 

The town clock struck the hour, nine 
o'clock. The boys made a move to 
separate. Tip took up his cap and 
walked out alone in the cold, clear 
starlight. He felt quiet and strong. 
It was done at last. He had taken his 
stand before the boys—had "shown 
liis colours." 

They all knew now that he was 
trying hard, and Who was helping 
him. Things must surely be different 
af ter this, for ever. 

(To be Continued). 
H. M. Hutton, Printer, Regent St., New Lambton. 


