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“u.her A PROTEST. o0

;o —This 1s how .a -corner. of - a recenrt
‘copy” of ‘the ‘Messenger’ ‘looked- the

" ‘other-day after it had-béen criticised \
‘T-'protest,’ he writes,

by-a friend,

‘La.mpblack water and- books are‘not, -}

' . sb far as thé books are concerned, a.
desirable combination for children to’

.. Dla¥ with.” - And though we laughed

.and fhm'ted somethmg about. - ‘bach-
elors’ children,’ still he would not give
in ‘At least :.uggest to -them he

-4
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_ DROPS OF wu‘sn(

A SIMPLE AND P LITTLI: £X.
Ser. | PBRINRNT WHICH A nulan‘r CHILD
.. QAN PERFOR: v
"'l aa} | AHof you bavo, nouecd perhaps,
< atay | that the first drups ot rain, when a
' phers | Shower comes up, falling upon the
- nson | dum of a rond, assumo the.form of
Tor s | littie balls and rebound or roll about
' <cesas | A 1l they ware elastic . -, This!is due
woula } (o0 the fact that Lhe water ofwhich
wrvice, | (he drops are compased s aot tn sul-
m galp | ficitat quantity (o penetrate tho pare
s them [ Heins of dust and spread outiso a
to wet the earth.  Aa the shower cone
tauea, howeyer, the drops increuse
oncugh 1o touch each othersand they
become a ahoet nf water, & to speak,
A drop of wuler on a hot iron plate
{akes the torm af a "all, o, sud that
I8 becausa W I8 protected against the -
action of heat by the cushlon of steam
{oterpoviog botvean {t and the plate,
For this reason the troner in the laun.
dry may put ber wet fnger on & very
bot tron withowut, getting it burped,
This propoerty that a drop of water - -
- has to rotin e globular or apherotdal
. = | *bape Wit coable sou to make g yory .
Lape T en >

“'dthe
may

" nears '
¢ Sell

" Allen

pretty esveriment. . A drop of wmrl
on ordwary paper will apread out and .
wet the paper, but if you put o coat-l
\0g of lampblack or plumbago oo the
paper tho drop will not epread

Now, fur your experiment get s SUID*
Of 61rong paper about six inches tn
bresdth ano three or four feol in
leagth  Coat ouo aldo of 1 s wo
bove sugpested, and .having placed
upright ou a Wable soveral bonlu of
. | decreasing size pio the strip of papar
to their backs, having deprensions bo.
FweD Lk books, as hhown In the 1)
lustratiun  The depreszions hould
drerease 1o depth toward the boaks
of smalinr mze.
. At W gnd Whore tho' Daper ‘falls *

over tho largest baok Pour eame

wulne drap alter drop, Lnd bo-o
w1 dcana w1l i drwa onl ooen

SRR

begged, ‘tliat the bright boys among
your readers who wish ito try, this ex:

* periment cut up a few: blocks of wood
- of different sizes to take the place of
books.” ~Just between ourselves we
are willing: to acknowledge that this
suggestion is 4 decided improvement
on the original experiment, and the
editor hopes it will be acted upon.

MRS. GRANTLY’'S HEATHEN.
(By Emily Hunti;_.lgton Miller.)

Mrs. Marshall came into her friend’s
sunny morning-room sparkling and
fresh from the invigorating atmo-
sphere of a bright December day.

‘At last here’s one woman at home,
and ready, I know, to give something
emphatically grateful to the Tha.nk-
offering.’

‘Don’t be too sure, my dea.r, a.nd
pretty Mrs. Grantly set her mouth
in a very positive fashion ; ‘the fact
is, 'm about tired of the thank-offer-
ing fad myself, and I'm glad you came
instead of Mrs. Lyman, for I never
sbculd have dared to tell her what
I think. It’s just the latest dodge
for getting money out of people, as if
‘you must pay for everything good
that comes to you ; yes, and pay when
you haven’t anything special to be
thankful for. I
than common. I've made up my
mind not to do it.”

‘Of course, if you feel that way,’

-said Mrs, Marshall with a disappoint-
ed air.

©'Well, I do feel exact]y ‘that way,
and besxdes, I'm worried and both-
ered, and fifteen dollars out of pocket
this very minute, I’'ve lost my hea-
. then and my satin table-cover.

" ‘Your heathen !

‘Yes, that’s what I called her. You

I mean anything more’

should have seen her, Kate ; the most
picturesque creature, with gream, sha- .

dowy eyes, and the softest black hair.
She “wore lovely clothes when I first
foind. her, of ‘rich Oriental stuﬂ, but
‘after a 'while she put on our ugly

‘American dresses,. because she said..
- peeple stared. at her-when she went .

She did the most exquisite em-

~out.-
That was§.

‘broidery, :and 'so cheap.

" what decided me to glve Margaret a

.than you and I are?

ta.ble cover for Chrrstmas and now
‘after'I spent fitteen dollars on mate-
rials.the mxsera.ble t‘hxng hag simply

disgppeared.’.. ,
‘What was she ?
ish Bazar. women P

; 'Somethmg of the sort, Seems. to.
e it wag§ Armenian, or is that just

the saime ?° They have somethmg to

“do’ with Turkey, anyway." ,
I Shéuld think so 1

‘Armeniins !
Well, ‘how. dxd you happen to ﬁnd
her 2

‘T'saw her embrmdery at Costello 8,
and ‘left an order for soine, and then

I bribed the messenger-‘boy to tell

me where it was sent. . Oh, you need
not look at me that way, Kate Mar-
shall, ' They had. this young thing
up in & tiny attic ‘doing work for a
mere song, while they charged their

‘customers perfectly oufrageous prices
for it.

It was just the same as the
sweaters.’

‘Oh, if it was phllanthropy, cer ta.m-
ly you ought to be encouraged.’

‘Well, I had a dreadful time find-
ing the house. It was in one of
those horrible. tenement rows by the
South Wharf, and I had to climb

| about twenty flights of stairs, some
| of them so bad I thought I never
1 sheuld dare to come down -again, but
The smallest -

I found it at last.
little cell, close under the roof; you
could only stand up.straight in the
middle of it, a door at one end and a
window at the other, On an old
rug before the window my heathen
was squatting ‘with all her gay silks
and stuffs about her, like a Japanese
picture. It never occurred to me
till that instant that she wouldn’t
be able to understand a word, and I
just stood and stared at her till she
stcke.’ .

‘Chinese ?

‘No, indeed, pretty good Enghsh $0

we gof, on very well. I offered her
twice as much as Costello paid her,
and told her I could get her orders
for all she could do.. Would. you be-

‘lieve it, the ereature would not leave

them because she had promised for a
year ; but I persuaded her to take
some work for me and do-it evenings.

. I didn’t see how she could, for her

‘'only lamp was one of those odd little
boat-shaped things with a nvick float-
ing in oil, about as much use as a
glew-worm but these people are so

avaricious they’ll do anything for-

meney. I 'didn’t see a thing that
locked like an idol though.’

‘Idols ! 'you little heathen—don't
you know the Armenians are Chris-
tians in a great deal higher sense
- And haven’t
you even heard of the Armenlan mas-

-gacres ¥

‘No, I haven’t.
up any interest in missionary mat-
ters, and I never read those horrid
stories. I don’t see.what they put
them in the papers for. But you can
abuse me all you please—what I want
to tell you is that my heathen, as I

‘have been calling her all these weeks,
‘has simply disappeared, and I cannot

find "any trace of her. I want my
table-cover, and though you may not
credit it, I am really worried about
the woman herself. I've done every-
thing but ask at Costello’s. You see

"I couldn’'t exactly—I ‘didn’t care to
-have them know.’

. ‘Yes, I see; but I thmk perhaps 1
can do sometlnng for you. - Now put
away your work, and come with me

to the hospital, you know you pro--
mised, and T want to introduce you

to one of the patients, -
‘What 18 the matter with her ?

sorrething abnormmlly horrid ‘I sup-’

pose.’
‘As nearly as we-can
vation and a broken heart, but. she

" lies in a sort of stupor and cannot be-

‘roused to talk, 3
‘on_the street, and all we can find out

" She was picked up

ig'that she'has been robbed of money

‘she has been working and sta.rving

to ea.rn

- The clean, ‘bare werd was as. bright‘
as sunshine and intelligent care could
make it, but Mrs. Grantly was con-

.scious of a painful oppresslon as _she_

tollowed her.friend down the room,
wedched by the eyes: that looked in

p&thetic pa.tienoe 1rom the na.rrow, .

. Ode of the Turk-'

.the breath, ‘it is my heathen!"
You poor, poor thing,’ dnd impulsive-

I never could get

can judge, star--

-among Moimmmeda.ns,

whlte beds each 1nniate eé.ger for the
morning greetings and ‘the, kmdly

questioning, as & small relief'to the’

monotony. of fraiting and ‘suffering.

‘Biit ‘as they came near the end of

the ‘wdrd she’ was ail at once aware

t"of ‘&’ face that never .wavered.in its
"sleady gaze, thin lips parted, dusky

cheeks - touched with a - Strange pal-

1or, ‘dark, sorrowful eyes with a fire'

of passion in their éloddy. depths.
© . ‘Why ! she said, with .a catch of
Oh,

Mrs. Grantly was on her knees by the
bedside, holdmg the restless hands in
‘her own.

“Oh, my lady ! my lady " -moaned
the stramgel, ‘it is all' gone—all—and
my lady’s most beautiful shawl.’ ’
" ‘Never mind—it does not- matter
in the least,” said Mrs. Gra.nt]y sooth-
ingly. :

‘Ah, -so much it matters,’ said the

1 stramger with a slow shake of her

head—*so long I worked—days, nights,
all  times—so little I eat—always 1
say, “Wait, my heart;’ what mat-
ters to Dbe cold, to be hungry, to be
tired in this so beautiful country,
wheré one fears not o sing and pray

and read His book, Long time I save .

my money for thanks-offering. Every
piece I put away I make a little pray-

_er to say, “This is for thanks.”

‘Christmas, that is the day it should
go to my people beyond the sea. My
lady, some wicked has robbed it all—
all my thanks-money, and my lady’s
so beautiful shawl, My heart was
like water—I went out on the street—
I ran, and ran, and they brought me
here.’.

‘Poor child,’ said Mrs. Grantly, wip-
ing her own eyes, though the stran-
ger’s were dry;
cver there, father and mother ?

‘My father was all, ‘He died on
the ship ; but in my country all are
sisters and brothers.
cculd know. They work, they starve,
and always robbery waits for them
and murder, Always to wateh in the

day and to listen at night; to fear,

to tremble, to know not what comes.
It is-we who are so happy must help
them.’

‘We will help them, sard Mrs.
-Grantly ; ‘I will send & tha.n.k-oﬂier-
ing for you and for myself. To think

that you should give thanks for the

privilege of working and starving-in

a garret, and I just wasting my’

meeney on peopie who don’t need it, or
care for it. It makes me feel like a
heathen myself’

‘Where was your home, "Zara ?’
asked Mrs. Marshall.

‘Sasun,” said the girl softly, and
Mrs. Marshall turned away shudder-
ing.

Her eyes were heavy with sleep, for
she seemed ‘to have laid aside the

burden that Wa.s pressing her very

life out.

‘My lady 'Wlll make thanks for
Zara ? she asked with a grateful
smile.

‘T will make thanks’ said Mrs.
Grantly as they lefit her to the nurse.

On the way home Mrs. Marshall re-
hearsed to her friend. something of

‘the awful story of Sasun, with its

martyred people and ravaged homes.*

I thought it was all the ‘Chinese

war,’ said- Mrs. Grantly ; ‘you know
I always was -a goose about geog-

raphy. Do you think that poor thing
knows 7’ - v ‘
‘T hope not. = Just suppose you and

I were in Turkey, and such things
had ‘happened here! . Suppose they
might ‘happen to- day—-—a.ny day.’
‘Don’t suppose it. It makes me
wild. O how can such things be.
‘Sh‘all I telI you, dear ? sa.id Mrs.
* There are 5 000,000 people In Armenin.
Of these, 1,500, 000 are Christlans They are

hated.by them, -Massacres have been- many.

-In 1822, onr the Island of Sclo, 23,000 mea,
‘women and children were slaln and 17,000

of them sold into slayery, - The massacres
of 1860 in Syria-and Damascus are remem-
bered; alsoin 1876, in.Bulgarla, The worst
one was In August, 1894; also in-September.

! ing, of which the. pa.rt.iculars are too
ollowins These occurred  in- the.

-horrible to print.
Sasun province, TUnless Buropean powers
combine to act,’ the Christlans (in:' Turkey
will be put to the. sword.
reform government,. or death awalts all.
Terror reigns among Anmenians, Syrlans,
and Nestorla.n.s Missomry Ravlew, Aug.,

.Marshall slowly
‘wany of us hiave never taken .up in
earnest the-work the Master left in.
‘our hands wheén he went away. It
is becanis2 §o many bf us go on mak-.

‘have you relatives

Ab, if my lady:

‘one knows, -

ruled by them, ‘and:

‘There must be &° -

‘it 1§ . because' so

ing satin table-covers for our - rich
friends, buying costly. clothing and
expénsive bits of Bric-a-brac, and. give
only small, inefficient sunds to spread
the gospel of good will and brother-
heod. - Because we - quiet our con-

sciences by sending a few mission--

aries to toil and sacrifice for us; by

winning a few convents and leaving

them to struggle with poverty and
contempt and. persecution, instead of
pouring out our wealth to win_and
to. conquer, as science does for. its
researches, and trade for. its great
enterprises. . Because so many of us
are - tired to death of "the thank-
offering -fad.” [

‘Well, " there, Kate Marshall just

stop or this worm will turn. If you -

expect me to go down on my knees
and take that back, I warn you I
shall do .no such thmg

Mrs. Marshall kissed her fmend on

- both cheeks at parting and said gen-

tly, ‘Forgive me, Lou, but isn’t that
-exactly the way you ought to take it
back ?

The quick tears came into Mrs."

Grantly’s eyes, but she. did mot an-

.swer.—'Heathen Woman’s Friend.’

—
A LITTLE MODERN MARTYR.

The following touching story  of
Christian heroism i taken from *“I'he
Christian’ :—At Caesarea, on Nov, 30,
five hundred Christians were mur-
dered by the Turks. In one of the
Protestant ‘houses of the city a father

and his litle daughter, twelve years .

of age, were alone, the mother hav-
ing gone to visit' a married daugh-
ter before the massacre began. A
fierce-looking Turk suddenly burst
into the room where the little girl
_wag sitting, He ispoke to the child
in as kind a voice as he could com-
mand. ‘My child, said - he, ‘your
father is dead because he would not
accept the religion of Islam. Now.I
shall have to make you a Mohamme-
dan, and if you will agree to it I will
take you to my home, and you wiil
have everything you want just as if
You were my daughter. Will- you
become a Mohammedan ? The little
girl replied: ‘I believe in Jesus Christ,
He is my Saviour. I love him., I

cannot do as you wish, even if you.

kill me.’ Then the ruﬁian fell upon
the poor child ;with his sword and
slashed and stabbed her in twelve
different places. What followed, no
The house was pillaged
and burned, and. the body of the fa-
ther was burned in it. But that even-
ing a cart was brought by a Turkish

neighbor to the ,house in another -

part of the city where the mother of
the. little girl was staying. The
Turk said to her : ‘I have brought you
the '‘body of your little girl. You are
my friend ard I.could not leave it. I
am. very sorry for what has happened,’
The mother took the senseless form
of the little girl into the house, and’
fcund that there was still life in it.

A surgeon was summoned, he re-
stored the child to her senses, and she
is now in a fair way to recovery. She
had been taught from her earliest

| years - to 'love the Saviour and to

study -her Bible. She proved her
faith by that: noble dlsplay of the

ma rtyr spirit.’

———— .

‘WHATEVER I, 18 BEST

I knocv{ as my llfe grows older
And my eyes have clearer light,’

That under each rank wrong somewnere
There lles the root of Right;:

_That each sorrow has its purpose,"

By. the sorrowing oft unguessed, .

*But, as sure as the sun brlngs mommg,

Wha:tever 1s, ds best,

"I know that each sinful actlon, -

- As sure as the night brings shade,
Is somewhere,  sometime punished '
Though the hour be long delayed

I know that the soul 'is alded

Sometime 'by the .heart’s’ unrest,
And to grow means o!ten to sun!er, )

But whatever 1s is
. s Wheeler Wﬂeox.




