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A CANADIAN HEROINE,

(Continved from Messenger of Jan, 8.)

- It had Dbroken away close at the base,
the posts breaking oft short, and leaving
part of the floor still fastened to the rock.
The upper part of the tower being heavy—
owing to the machinery and the heavy
metalwork of the lantern—when it fell
overinto the sen the top sank perpendi-
cularly into tho water, the base remaining
uppermost, and two of the floor beams still
lay aeross it with some of the flooring,

As for the brave givl, she never knew
hoiv it came to pass, but In some providen-
tinl way she floated upward from the lan-
tern to thé base, and when consciousness
returned, found herself in the midst of the
wild sea with a large beam at her clbow.
This she at once seized with both arms,
holding firmly and stooping her head swhen
a great wave came breaking over the top
of the wreck. At the base of the tower
there happened to be a coil of weight rope,
such as is usually keptin these lighthouses,
and when the tower tumbled over this re-
mained upon its hook upon the wall. The
girl espied it, and putsing a coil of it around
her waist she fastened it with two half-
hitehes, and then sceured the bight to a
stoub broken timber above her. Then she
lay across the beam smitten by the eruel
billows, praying for the dawn., The con.
stant pounding of the waters upon herbody
began to sbupefy her and make her insen-
sible to pain, Then sho luy scarcely caring
what fate befel her; but through her
numb senses she knew the storm was abat-
-ing,.

The tower drifted far oub into the. lake
and when the sun rose touching the sub-
siding waves with yecllow eold her father
and the anxious folk on the shore saw the
base of the tower bobbing up and down in
the waves. Just as soon as it was smooth
enough they launched a couple of boats and
went oub to tow the wreek to shore, the
father broken-hearted at what Iie naturally
belicved to De .the destruction of his
daughter ; the fishermen sorrowing over
the fate of the brave young girl ; but think
of their_joy as they neared tho wreck to
sec ner lying fastened to tho timber ab the
base of the tower, her hair floating.in the

espied them.
her into thoe hoat and rowed swiftly to
shore again, She could not speak on the
way and was partly unconscious, but after
a while revived and told them the terrible
story of her experience.

The Government did not build another
lighthouse upon the rock, and it remains
to this dny a menace to ships, while Gypsy
has developed into-a heautiful woman, ad-
mired and beloved by cveryono for her
heroism,

The Dominion Government, in recogni-
tion of the brave conduct of the young
gir], settled upon her 2 pension of $1,000
a year for life.—DBy Edmond Collins, in
Cunade.
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THE MISSIONARY PIG.

“It’s all right for Chaplain MceCabe to
talk about a million for missions, but that
don’t make crops any better. MHe'd turn
farms, cows, pigs, and all into the mission-
ary box If he could.” M. Simpson gave an
uncasy laugh as he said this.

*Well, pa, I would have slept better if
you had put your name down for some-
thing last night. Tis speech was worth a
good deal, if we did ride twenty miles go-
ing and coming to hear it, and Roy enjoyed
the singing so.  I'm glad we took him, but
I feel ag if I had China, India and Alaska
all on my heart to-day,” and Mrs, Simpson
sighed as she began gathering up the dishes,

**Oh, he's all right. The church needs
to be awakened. "Wo don’t pray enough
for the heathen ; but a man must look to
his own firsb,  Just fill my pipe, ma, while
yowre at the cupboard. Have a good
dinner ; T'm_working hard seeding alone.
(lood-bye, Roy,” And, lighting his pipe,
hie slammed the door and was off,

Thero was a cloud on Mrs. Simpson’s
plump, rosy face that morning. Don’t
Imagine it was because her husband did
not kiss her good-bye. Mo had left off
such demonstrations long ago, and if Mrs.
Simpson missed the little attentions most
wives prize, noone was the wiser. She
was Jooking around the neat kitchen, which
also served as dining and sitting room, and
thinking of women less fortunate in fay.
away-lands. The new rag carpet with its
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water and feedly raising her arm as shel
They unlashed her, took

strip of painted floor around.the stove,
the cheap . prints on the wall, the ‘plants
and cinaries in the windows, all made a
pleasant” picture.. The fecling of posses-
sion, thinking of the vell-furnished front
rooms shut up for company, and the beau-
tiful hard-earned acres outside, made her
feel a very rich woman., When she re-
flected there were many near, as well as in
foreign lands, who did not enjoy such plea-
ant surroundings, her eyes fell on the
glimmer of white marble in the little hill-
side cemetery in the distance. MTwo little
mounds were there which held what was
far more precious than all that moncy
could buy ; but she knew her lost lambs
were folded with the Good Shepherd. It
is becauso no hope for the futureis so much
barder than present poverty, tho case of
the heathen is so much. worse than being
poor here. There is not a mother in this
country but has heard of Jesus, Oh, yes,
being where there is no Jesus is the most
terrible thing in the world,” and us Mis,
Simpson decided this simple truth, she
could hardly keep Dack the tears. Ifer
only child sab in his low rocker by ihe
window, and his pale face and the crutches
by his side told of another heart-ache the
mother found necessary to carry to the
Burden-bearer.

*Ma,” Roy said, ““I've been thinking
over what he said, too. It kept me awake
last night. Fle said it took only forty
dollars n year to send a boy to school in
India, and after a while that boy might be
a preacher, and lead hundreds of people to
Christ. ITver since you read me the life
of Dr. Judson I'veachied to be a missionary.
I think ’d choose India.”

** Darling, if the Lord wantsyou to goto
India he- will cure you. I wanted to go
when I was ;oung, and I would be proud
to give a son to the causc; but my boy will
stay at home and take care of ma when she
gets old,” was the answer, :

¢ Pa did not go to the war,” Roy wenton,

“*No; he couldn’t leave, but ho sent a
substitute, so it was just the same.”

** Don’t you suppose Jesus meant if I did
not go, I ought to send a substitute, ma 7"
Roy asked, with eager, shining eyes. ““If
his ‘go yo into all the world” means any-
body, why doesn’t it mean Roy Simpsou?”

** 1 never thought every one must go or
send, though I don’t sce why it should not
be as binding as serving onc’s country. If
every one who couldn’t go would send a
substitute, of course the world would soon
be brought to Christ. Bub it’s no use ; pa
never will give but a dellar a year for mis-
sions. Don’t worry, dear! 1'm going to
make mince pies, and you can key thein for
me, after you stem some raisins.”

I ought to send o substitute,” insisted
Roy, looking at his 1ame foot.

“Here’s something for you, Mattic,”
said My, Simpson, as he came in at noon.
A hog killed its mother and tho rest of
the litter. It's no use to raise pigs now.
If they don’t die one way, they dic an-
other. T thought dinner wasready.” This
last because the chairs were not drawn up.
As he spoke he unrolled an old grain-bag
and disclosed a very small specimen of a
pig.

“*T've no time to fool with a pig, warm-
ing its milk and having it around. You
men think women can do overything,” ro-
plied Mrs. Simpson, who had worried over
the heathen until she felt like one herself.
Mr. Simpson saw he had blundered, but
not being just clear where, turned to Roy
with his burden.

O pa, give it to me I” begged Roy.

“I don’t care, if ma'll have it around.
Do you want it for a playmate?’ was the
answer,

“Do I wantto raise i67 May I have
every cent it brings ?” said Roy, eagerly.

*“Yes, and corn to fatten it for market,”
said his father, witha laugh to sco business
interest in his bookwornt of a boy.

Mrs. Simpson, relenting her hastyspeech,
consented ab once, and so this particular
pig became a member of the Simpson
family. .

Neverdida pig have a daintier bubyhood.

‘Roy fixed up a box for its bed in the shed,

and fed it on warm milk and scraps from
the table, for he said this pig was too im-
portant to be adishwater pig. It soon be-
came as’ pretty as a pig could be from its
funny pink nose to its little curl of a tail,
It became quite a pet, and would eat out
of his hand or follow him around like a dog.
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an end.

But it tried its little red nose on Mrs.
Simpson’s pansy bed, so its liberty was at
Roy declured it should not asso-
ciate with the vulgar herd thas wallowed
in the mire behind the barn, so - Sub,”
as she was called, had a'corner of the giir-
den penned off for her playground, and a
little shed for her shelter. Mr. Simpson
tried in vain to guess the meaning of her
strange nime, though Mrs. Simpson was
evidently in the seeret. ' Ray found out
enough of hog-ology to inform his father
that pigs were a ‘much slandered race, for
they roll in water and damp places to cool
themselves and get rid of vermin, and pre-
fer clean places.to sleep in.  Mr. Simpson
Inughed at it all, but admitted Roy’s pig
was thriving much better than his, and was
a good investment, since it kept the boy
out of doors away from books.

One cold November day the time came
for Roy to part with his pet. He shed
tears aud cven kissed its fat nose when he
thought no one was looking, but he re-
fused his father's advice to keep her.

**No, pa, sho's my missionary pig, and
her real name is Substitute. I want to
send o substitute to Tndia ’cause I'm lame
and can’t go. Gt all you can for her,”
was the boy’s answer at lust,

Then Roy’s devotion to this pig was ox-
plained to Mr. Simpson, and he went off
in avery thoughtful frame of mind. When
he came back ho gave Roy ten silver
dollars, saying: “*Your pig was the best
of its age in mavket, as fat as butier, and
solid-as lead. You've earned it, so send it
off if you want to. Why, any farmer could
spare ono pig a year and hardly missit.”

O pa, will you let me have one every
year?” begged Roy. ““Then by tho time
I am grown I can have a substitute in
India, just as you had in the war. See,
pa, I'm Jame and ean’t go, and Nellie and
Willieare in heavenand can’t go, so I must
send n substitute.” :

Mr. Simpson drew his rough hand across
his cyes, and said: ““*My son, I never
thought of that. T paid three hundred
dollars to send my substitute to the war,
when I had to borrow the money and work
nights. to pay the interest. I never
thought of doing as much to fight the

‘Lord’s battles. .T'Il help.” Let me ‘scoy

you take a missionary pig every year, and
that. will malke you ten dollurs ; and ma’—

*Oh, T-can easily spare that much out of
the butter and' cggs, if you are willing.”
interrupted Mrs, Simpson, cagerly.

¢ Well, that leaves twenty for me to
raise, aud I don’t put much by for a rainy
day, as ifis, Il light my pipe and think
it-over.” e sat down by tho stove a
moment ; then rose suddenly, lifted the
lid and emptied the pipe into the fire.
“T'm blessed if T'm going to let you and
ma do all the giving. Il give up my
tobaceo ; that will make tho other twenty,
I didn't know I was sending my substitute
up in smoke. Here, Mattic, gild this pipe
and tie a pretty ribbon on it, and hang it
over the Bible where I can remember my
obligations when I fecl the old hankering
coming back. When we get Roy's substi-
tute in the fleld, I might send one for John
Simpson.”

When he had finished speaking lis wife
handed him the Bible for evening worship,
and for the first time he prayed from a full,
believing heart that the kingdom of God
might spread in every land.

Now a pipe hangs over the old Bible, |.

and by it is a decorated cigar-box, with an
opening on top. Lvery time Mr. Simpson
goces to the store heoputs in what he usually
had spent for tobaceco. Every Saturday
Mrs. Simpson counts out of the butter
money her part of the ¢ substitute” money
with o happy heart.  Occasionally Roy
earns a fow pennies, which go in to keep
his ten silver dollars company, so by the
next annual missionary meeting a boy in
Indin will be put in school ; and who can
tell of all the good that will come from one
little missionary pig !—=Myre  Goodwin
Plantz, in North-western Christian Advqeate.
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NEW CLUB RATES,
The following are the New Crun RaTEs for
the MESSENGER, which are considerably reduced;

P
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1 copy
10 copics to oncaddress.
20 3 " [ .
50 " " - b
100 Y “ n
Sample package supplied free on application
Joux Dovearnn & Soy,
Publishers, Montreal,

‘TO SUBSCRIBERS IN THE UNITED:
: STATES. . " .
Oursubscribers throughout the United States

where International money orders canmot -be

_procured can remit by money order, payuble at

Rouses Point Post Offico, N, Y, Stato, or secure

an-American Iixpress Co. order, payuble at

DMontreal : i

NOTES AND NOTICES, )

Bousp ro Have 1m.—I must.and [ will
have it, exclaimed the little man md he
dashed the paper to the floor, jumped from
his chair and brought his clinched hand
down on the table vigorously ; then, mop-
ping his brow and adjusting his glases, he.
scated himself, seized his pen and ins ner-
vous, excitable hand wrote: D. M. Femry

& Co., Scedsmen, Windsor, Ont., (entle-

men : Referring to your adveftisemmt in

the National Intelligencer, I noticr that
you say that your Seed Annual for 1892 is
free to all applicants,  As I buy coisider-
able quantities of vegetable and flower
seeds cach spring, T would estecin it a fivor
if you would mail me your Catalogue, My
neighbors say it is the best,

Very truly yours, Ricianp Dok,

“COD LIVER OiL; ]
WHOLLY COD LIVER OIL; AND -
HOTHING BUT COD LIVER 0BL.”

THE ONLY ABSOLUTE OLL.

PETER MOLLER'S
Nerwegian God Liver@il

Pure—Sound—Sweet--Seientifically Propared
—Iaving tho agreeablo flavor of freshlyioiled
Cod Livers, a dish much _esteemed by European
gournets-—-Iree from odor—As casily tuten ns
A araught of water—Leaves 1o after {nste—Yol-
lowed by no nausea or eructution.

MOLLER’S OIL IS NOT AN EMULSIOR,

Variouslydrugged and cousistingof Gum,Suger,

Essential Oils, Chemieals, Water and some Cod

Liver Oil,producinganuncombined mixice,dis-

anproved of for ohvious reasons hy physicians.

Buta Pure and the Only Absolutely
Pure Oil in the World.

Put up only in flal oval Hottles hermietically
sealed, Ior sale by druggists, “dMolle's Cod
Liver Oil.”

V. I, SCHIEFFELIN & 0., Now Yerk, Solo Asents.

1} M il
LHE PEQPLE'S XNITTING MACHINE.
Retail price only $6.00. Will kngt
4 iy Stockings, Mitts, Searfs, Leyzpings,
fancy-work anc everythiing ree
uired in tho houschol), Trom
‘ lome-spun or factory yaxn, Slmplo
and casy to operafe. Jist tho
machille every famijy- INS lon,
Iy 14
wished for, On reecipl of 8200
% L will ship machine, thraded up,
with full instructions byexpress
. 1 iO' D. ;Yo(\ll cnIr) pay thobalinnlcc,
¥ ho machine is received. Large commission
”“",‘Z‘.W;,’é’.‘ Circulars and terms free, rgSM‘c delivery

ltx(!)zdgxftismcuon guaranteed. Address
CALDON & GEARKART, Dundas, Ont.

BOILING WATER OR MILK,

EPPS’S

CRATEFUL—COMFORTING.

COCOA

BREAKFAST OR SUPPER.
 WE TELL THE

TRUTH

about Seeds. We will.send

you Free our Seed Annual

for 1892, which tels
THE WHOLE

'TRUTH.

We illustrate and give
prices in this' Catilogue,
which is handsome than
ever. ttells

NOTHING BUTTHE
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L.M.FERRY & CO., Windsor, Ont.
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