6 pon THE MESSENGER:-

must not die; we will climb the tree and get
the leaves ourselves. Finally one who could
climb best of all took off her shoes and stock-
ings, put on some old clothes, and climbed
the tree, the teacher holding a torch so she
could see. After the worms began to spin silk,
they had to be watched all the time, twelve
girls sitting up with them at night, four girls
sitting up three hours. They made over six-
ty mats, which their grown-up friends em-
broidered for them, These they will send to
America and sell for finger-bowls mats.—The
‘North-Western Christian Advocate.

Boy Wanted.

‘Oh, mother!’

‘Yes, dear. T’ll be there in just a minute—
soon’s I take the pies from the oven.

‘I thought you were upstairs; didn’t know
you were in here, <nd Merle opened the kit-
chen door, whence issued odors of spicy pump-
kin pies—crisﬁ and brown, just the kind to
make a fellow’s mouth water. ‘My! they

smell good ; not the leatest whiff ought ‘to
 escape, and Merle drew in long breaths of
the delicious odor.

‘Well, dear? another button, or is it a rip?’
and Mrs. Kellogg closed once more the oven
door. .

“'Tien’t a needle and thread all the time,
mother, though no wonder you think so. See
there, and Merle pointed to an item in the
‘want’ column of the morning paper—*Boy
Wanted.

Mrs. Kellogg tocok the paper to the light.

‘Must be energetic, honest and take an in-
terest in the business generally,’ she read,
slowly. it 3 - :

‘Do you suppose I could?’ and Merle look-
ed long and earnestly at the ‘want’ item. ‘I'd
work—ever so hard.)

‘I shouldn’t hesitate to recommend the boy
that does my chores; I know he is energetic
and honest.

She rested her hand lovingly on her son’s
shoulder. :

‘It’s just what I want. And the pay—it
says three dollars a week,’ turning to the
paper, ‘for just nights and mornings. Think
what that means—twelve dollars a month!
"Iwould pay all the rent and two dollars
for extras.) :

‘If it wouldn’t be too hard,’ said Mrs. Kel-
logg anxiously. ‘You kmow I don’t want your
studies at school to be hurt, and you must
not undertake too much, dear. N

‘I could do that; I know I could. And it
would take such a burden off your poor old
shoulders.’ ; :

Promptly at one o’clock Merle was ushered

into the gemeral office of Skillings, King &

Co. In easy chairs around the room sat sev- '

eral waiting candidates, for there were, as
Merle had prophesied, ‘lots of boys and only
one place.”

At five minutes after one, two of the boys -

were summoned to the company’s privace

office. It seemed but a minute before they

returned crestfallen and disappointed.

‘Get it?’ ’Twas one of the fellows who
knew them. o

‘No; and he didn’t ask us enough to find
out whether he wanted us or not. Don’t be-
lieve he needs a boy,’ and each took up his
hat and left the room. 5

‘You may come"now,’ and t.lze" clerk nod-

ded to the fellow in the c.rner. He was gone
hardly longer than the others. ‘ S
qt's all a biuff} looking at Merle as he
spoke. ‘I wouldn’t humor the old guy enough
to go in if I were youl!’
One after another, almost as soon as the
boys were summoned into Mr, Skillings’ pre-

sence, they reappeared in the general office.
Merle was the last ome left.

‘There’s no need of my seeing him,’ he was
thinking. ‘If they aren’t able to please I'—

‘This way, sir.

Merle dropped his cap in the chair.

‘To the left, please.

Before the door of the private office he

stopped. Lying in the way was an overturned

desk stool. Instead of stepping over it, Merle
carefully picked it up and set it up out of
the way. :

‘Your name, sir?’ ’Twas the head of the
firm, a man whese name was synonymous
with integrity and success everywhere among
the great business houses in the bustling New
England city.

‘Merle Kellogg.

‘Age?’

‘Sixteen, sir.

‘Had any experience?-

‘Ouly at home, ‘sir; meother says she will
recommend me. :

There was a touch of pride in his voice, as
he spoke his mother’s name, which the keen
business man didn’t fail to comprehend.

‘You may report to-morrow at seven o’clock
for an hour and a half. Mr. Thomas willy
give you instructions regarding your work,
Goed day!’

Merle started toward the door.

‘One minute!’ Mr. Skillings called, ‘How
happened you to pick up that stool?’

‘The what, sir?’ For the minute Merle
had forgotten the incident. -

‘The stool you found lying before the door
of the office.’” There was a quizzical expres-
sion 6n his new employer’s face.

‘Why, because it: didn’t belong there; I
guess,’ replied Merle wonderingly.
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‘From the time it took, he didn’t ask me
any more questions than he did the rest, and
I don’t see why I happened to be the lucky
one!’ It was evening, and Merle was relating
the experience of the afternoon. ‘Unless it
was your recommendation I referred to.’

1 hardly think it was that, replied Mrs.
Kellogg, quietly. ‘Wasn’t it the stool Didn’t
the other fellows step over it? ' I think that
was the test. Wasn’t your moving the stool
taking an interest in the business generally,
that the advertisement demanded?’

‘I—I—perhaps it was,’ returned Merle, hon-
estly, ‘but I hadn’t thought of it; I’d have
done that, anyway.’—'Canadian Churchman.’
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A Horse Which Thought,

Instances of great intelligence in horses are
almost as numerous as the horses themselves,
but there are few which make prettier stories
than this, related in ‘La Nature’ by a Parisian.

At Vincennes, in my childhood, he writes,
my father had two spirited horses of fine
blood. One day while ome of them, Prunelle,
was passing between two walls with my lit-
tle sister on her back the child slipped and

_rolled between the horse’s feet. .

Prunelle stopped instantly and hehf one hind
foot in. air. She seemed to fear to lower
that foot lest she should step on the child.
There was no rcom for the horse to turm mor
for a man to pass in.

In that uncomfortable position, with lifted
foot, however, the horse stood patiently, while
an attendant crawled between her forefeet and
rescued the child.—Youth’s Companion.’

Your OWn Papér Free.

‘Northern Messenger’ subscribers may have
their own subscriptions extended one year, free
of charge, by remitting eighty cents for two
new subscriptions.

Oct. 281904,

A Golden Envelope.

Some time since a poor servant girl in Lon-
don who had attended the ragged schools #nd

received “spiritual as well as mental benefit
from them, one evening at the close of school
put into the minister's hand, much to his sur-
prise a note comtaining a half sovereign (ten
shillings, English currency).

Her entire wages were only eight pounds a
year. She offered this as a thanksgiving tri-
bute to God for the blessings she had receiv-
ed from the schools, very modestly and beau-
tifully remarking that it was ‘not much.
‘But, sir,’ said she, I have wrapped it up
with an earnest prayer and many tears.

Here is, indeed, a most rare and beantiful
envelope. .Would that our offerings as we lay
them before God’s altar were more generally
inclosed in such golden envelopes. ‘An earn-
est prayer and many tears’ Sweet child!
Thou shalt be recompensed at the resurrec-
tion of the just.—‘Western Recorder.’
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Boys and QGirls,

Show your teacher, your superintendent or
your pastor, the following ‘World Wide’ list
of contents. X

Ask him if he thinks your ‘parents wo-1d
enjoy such a paper.

If he says yes 'then ask your father or
mother if they would like to fill up the bi.ak
Cqupon at the bottom of this column, and we
will send ‘World Wide’ on trial, free of charge,
for one month.

COUPON.

- JOHN. DOUGALL & SON,
* Publishers ‘W 1d Wide,
Montreal.

Dear Sirs,
Please send ‘World Wide® on trial,
free o{ charge for one month, to

Name

Address

“World Wide’ has been recommended
to me by

Rev,, Dr., Mr., Mrs. or Miss

who knows "World Wide’ by reputation
or is a subscriber,

— e

The following are the contents of the issue
of Oet. 15, of * World Wide’-
s
ALL THE WORLD OV,

Lord Rosebery on Colonial Preferemess—H i
Opinion is Misled—The Manchester * Guurdi:.;‘c‘n.dm‘

The Scant Supply—Sonnet, by John White Chadwick, in the

= l?ml’m&: fizld * Re{;«gﬂictn;&o =

e International Peace ngress —The Becret 1
Prur;énea Administration Support of Arbit,nﬁonar'ng;b:r‘:
can Papers, ¥

ALong War-The End of the Russo-Japancs

Gln 'Ilzh;.( —The New Yrgl‘k“"ﬂmes.' : Var Not Xy
ener: patkin —The Btolidity of the R ‘Soldiey—
The *Spectator,’ London, I e

With Kuroki at the Front - Attack on Yu shu ling—By the
Special Correspondent of the London *Standard witi the
First Japaness Army.

The Archbishop of Canterbury Addresses the House of De-
p tties - His Message to the Protestant Episcopal Church in
America—American Papers.

The Beottish Chureh Dispute—The Manchester ‘ Guardian,’
Liberal; the *Standard,” Conservative.

The Bread Line--Mr. Fleischmunn's Life and Practical

AOharityv} ’l’t; N(e}w Yorkl;mu ‘Vi e

Hard Winter - enqu! 's Views— ‘ Dai
graph,” London. bRl
s;xl:mc]l; u_:‘u Fie'.! ;rf'?' E_mitr:‘f-iog{:'l‘henl.ondon ‘Times,"

y Domestic ce is a Problem —Extracts f 5
Humble Opinion of Rarbara —'The Oonx:mt;r'n m\‘:’lih.??:
the ‘Outlook," New York.

SOMUETHING ABOUT THE ARTS.

Bartholdi, the 8calptor, Dead- Desiyner of the 8-
Libt;)rty;.. Yietim to Uc;nsumption-- 'he New Yu?x""i?egf
ing Post.

Appropriate Voluntaries— ‘M isical News,’ London,”

A Bt. Francis of Art—The * Coi tinn World.'

CONOERNING THINGS LUTERARY,

A Bong of October--By Wiltiam Cuilen Beyant,

Veranilda - Georze Gissing's Un inished Romance—By W.Ta
Courtney, in the ‘Daily Telegraph,” London.

The Karthly Purgatory—A New Book, by Miss L. Dougail—
English Papers.

Westminster Abboy—By John o' London, in ‘T. P.g
Weekly,” Loadon,

CHINAS OF TN PROIREIZ OF KNOWLY DA E.
The Approaching Revolution in the American Co’lege --The
*Bun,” New York, ;
Professor Finsen The Minchester ‘Guardiam,’ the ‘Stane

dard,’ London.
The Migration of Birds—The * Leisure Hour,'
The Fastest Boats in the World —-A Tribute to Canadian
Small Boats—By Caspar Whitney, in ‘ Outing,’ New York.
Gold Bhips - Should Fertile Land be Destroyed - The Inter-

-




