
and he leaned breathless upon his axe.

‘•Blood of my soul!” cried Baptiste
the Red. “But thou art a man. Deny
thy god, and thou shalt yet live.”

Btoekard swore his refusal, feebly but

yvith grace.
“Behold! A woman!” Sturges Owen

liad been brought before the half-breed.
Beyond a scratch on the arm, he was

uninjured, but his eyes roved about him

>n an ecstasy of fear. The heroic figure
of the blasphemer, bristling with
wounds and arrows, leaning defiantly
upon bis axe, indifferent, indomitable,
superb, caught his wavering vision. And
ho felt a great envy of the man who

could go down serenely to the dark
gates of death. Surely Christ, and not
lie, Sturges Owen- had been moulded in

such manner. And why not he? He felt
dimly the curse of ancestry, the feeble-
ness of spirit which had come down to

him out of the past, and he felt an an-

ger at the creative force, symbolise it

he would, which had formed him, its
servant, so weakly. For evena stronger

man, this anger and the stress of cir-

cumstance were sufficient to breed apos-

tacy. and for Sturges Owen it was in-

evitable.

“Where now is thy god?” the half-

breed demanded.
“I do not know.” He stood straight

and rigid, like a child repeating a cate-

chism.

“Hast thou then a god at all?”

“I had.”

“And now?”

“No.”
“There is no god.”
“There is no god.”
"No white man’s god.”
“No white man’s god.”

, “Nor ever was and never shall be.”

“Nor ever was and never shall be."

Hay Stockard swept the blood from

his eyes and laughed. The missionary
looked at him curiously, as in a dream.
A feeling of infinite distance came over

him, as though of a great remove. In

that which bad taken place, and which
was to take place, he had no part. He

was a spectator—at a distance, yes, at

a distance. The words of Baptiste
came to him faintly:

“Very good. See that this man go

free, and that no harm befall him. Let
him depart in peace. Give him a canoe

and food. Set his face toward the Rus-

sians that he may tell their priests of

Baptiste the Red, in whose country
there is no god.”
' They led him to the edge of the

steep, where they paused to witness the
final tragedy. The half-breed turned
to Hay Stockard.

“There is no god,” he prompted.
The man laughed in reply. One of

the young men poised a war-spear for

the cast.

“Hast thou a god?”
“Ay, the God of my fathers.”
He shifted the ax for a better grip.

Baptiste the Red gave the sign, and the
apear hurtled full against his breast.

Sturges Owen saw the Ivory head stand
out beyond his back, saw the man sway,
laughing, and snap the shaft short as

the fell upon it. Then he went down to

the river that he might carry to the

Russians the message of Baptiste the

Red, in whose country there was no

god.

How Mr. Alexander Wooed Miss
Cadbury.

In the “Sunday Strand” Mr G. T. B.
Davis gives Mr Charles M. Alexander's
account, of his courtship. Mr Alexan-
der is the singing evangelist who was

out in New Zealand some time ago
with Dr. Torrey. Thr“two are at pre-
sent conducting revival services in

England. Mr Alexander said that
for years he had longed for a wife
in perfect sympathy with his revival

work, but had always rather reserved
the right to choose his own wife,
though, of course, wanting the Lord
as a sort of second partner:

“Finally, during the Christmas sea-

son of 1903, which 1 was spending alone

in London, far away from my own

family, feeling rather lonesome, I be-

gan to ponder over my life. 1 fell
upon my knees, ami reconsecrated my-
self to God. I told the Lord I would
give the whole thing entirely into His
bands. I wanted Him to choose my
wife, and trusted that He would give
me the one who would most help me to

glorify Him.”
A few days later he began a cam-

paign in too city of Birmingham,

“One afternoon as T got up to con-

duct the singing in Bingley Hall, 1 no-

ticed a young lady sitting in one of

the platform seats, and immediately
a feeling came over me that there was

the answer to my prayer. I did not

know who she was, but I observed her

closely, and grew to love her, for I saw

that she was after the salvation of

souls. I noticed that in the after-
meetings she usually went down to the

back of the hall, and was not afraid

to stay late and work long and earn-

estly. sometimes with the most wret-

ched-looking and poorly-clad women

and girls. The more I saw of her the

more thoroughly I was convinced that,
as far as I was concerned, she was my

choice, though I was still asking the

Lord constantly to take everything in-

to His hand. All the time she had

been drawn to me, although she did

not show it in any of hei- actions, and
had not spoken of It to anyone.

“I had noticed a silver-haired lady
with her (evidently her mother), and

one day early in the mission this lady

gave me an invitation to spend my
rest-day at her home. I accepted, and

after she had gone 1 turned to some-

one and asked who the lady was.

‘Why. that- is Mrs Richard Cadbury,*
I was told. This was a surprise.”

On the last day of the mission he

went to the lady’s home:

“Strangely enough, and quite un-

known to each other until afterwards,

my future wife and I were praying
on that same Friday night for the

fjord’s guidance in this great matter.

Each of us had a hard battle to fight
with our own self-will, but each finally
surrendered to the Lord, to have or

not to have as He should will.

“It was not until two days after the

mission had closed that I spoke a word
to Miss Cadbury about it, and then—■
why, it was all settled in a few min-

utes. We were on our knees almost

ns soon as I had spoken to her, thank-

ing the Lord for bringing us together,
and for the wonderful joy which we

took as a gift direct from Him.”

ACCIDENTS TO WORKERS.

The Great Value of Zam-Buk

Proved.

Busy workers in all departments of
labour, in the mine, on the railway, in

the mill, factory- or workshop have all
one great common need—a reliable “first

aid” for the treatment of skin diseases,
and injuries of their employment; an em-

brocation, salve and healing balm for

sores, swellings, cuts, bruises, burns,
scalds and sprains, Zam-Buk fills this

long-felt want, and its great value is

shown in the following case: “While at

work,” says Mr. R. D. Brownlow, resid-
ing at Telegraph Coffee Palace, Bendigo,
Vic.. “I had my foot broken by being
caught in the machine belting. After

leaving the hospital I was unable to give
the foot the necessary attention and rest,
and always had great pain with it in

consequence, and could never wear a boot.

Hearing of the healing qualities of Zam-

Buk I applied the balm. After several

applications the swelling -"decreased, and

the pain was lessened, and continuing the

treatment my foot was soon made sound

and strong. 1 can now wear a boot with-
out any inconvenience.” Zam-Buk. the

great healer, is a speedy cure for Piles,
Eczema. Boils, Running Sores, Sore Legs,
Ringworm. Rheumatism, Lumbago. Scia-
tica, etc. As an embrocation for Strain-
ed Muscles and Tendons, Zam-Buk rubbed

well into the parts affected, is unequalled.
As a Household Balm for Cuts, Burns,
Bruises, Pimples, Blackheads. Sore

Throat, Sore Cheat, Chapped Hands. Chil-

blains, Sore Feet, Rash and Bites of In-
sects, Zam-Buk is invaluable. From all
medicine vendors, 1/6, or 3/6 family
size (containing nearly four times the

quantity), or from Zam-Buk Co., 39 Pitt

street, Sydney. Send a penny stamp for

FREE SAMPLE POT.

WeaKMen!
CURE YOURSELVES FOR 12/8. No drugs
or useless electric belt*. The SIMPLEST
SCIENTIFIC CURE ever discovered. Send

for free circular explaining the simple me-

thod. SIMPLEX AGENCY, 44f Castlwe?«Jl
Street,

r>HOTOGRAPHY.
fc • -? unsurpassed

J. O. MORTON,
THE POPULAR NEWTON PHOTOGRAPHER,

la still conducting an up-to-date business

at the old addresses—

BALMORAL ART STUDIO, Karangahape Road*
OPPOSITE TABERNACLE,

Also atBraitoh—

QLBNMORE ART STUDIO, New North Road,
OPPOSITE MOUNT ROSKILL ROAD.

Where Bridal Parties, Family Groups, Buggies, Horses, etc., can bo appointed for at any time

Every facility for above at dlenmoro.

AB the Latest Novelties in Mounts, the New Arista Paper, Platinotypeo, eta.
Framing also done.

Civility and Prompt Attention can bo rolled upon.

WONDERFUL

iWASHINE

'gim t

QOSTARB-’
: / :

BIRD’S COSTARD.
'» i.the aee thinn n «*.d Completely supersedes the use of Eggs <’

< in the preparation of High-class Custard
w l l h all Canned, —Greatly increases the popularity ofall
Bottled, or Stewed Sweet Dishes. The unfailing resource of «

< ; fruits. It enhances
every successful Hostess. ’

their flavour and im- - . ►

J parts to them a grate- RICH W WJTRIMENT—DELICATE IN FLAVOUR. ’ ;
' r [MmeHownes. JM Q EGGS! NO RISK! NO TROUBLE! 1 :
’ , Storekeepers oan obtain supplies of Bird's Custard, Bird's Con- ’

g
* cantrated Egg, Bird’s Baking and Bird’s Blance-Mangc Powders, jr

• from all the leading Wholesale Houses. a >

PARIS EXHIBITION, 1900- Highest pottibls award. .

JOSEPH GILLOTT'S
The ONLY «GRAND PRIX ” ’WS?"’ T4bT <E&&

Exoliuivelj Awarded for Steel Pena.

Nee. fbr BANKERS.—BarreI Pene, 228, 225, 252. Slip Pene, 382, 009,
287. IgS, 404, 7000. In fine, medium, and bread Pointe.

h

T Xrnpd--'» Point, )032.
.. ..

S,
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