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NORTHERN MESSENGER.
:.A PROTEST.

This is how a corner of a' recet
copy of the 'Messenger' looked th
othei day aftar it had bëën critibise
by a friend. 'I protest,' he writei
'Lampblack, water and books are-no
so far as the books are concërned,
desirable *ombination fdr children t

plaY with.' - And thoùgh wc laughe
-and b]nted something about 'bacli
elors' children,' still he .vould not giv

ln. 'At lëast suggest to ·thern,' h
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RSd. IL GATLY'S HETE.
(Byl. At Iut ington Mirc t pat,, 'fller
Mrs. M se, thali came ino hepor r e
-sunn m ornngtt, dAroap. ard lns ad

begged, 'that the brilit boys ameng
your readers whowis toe try. this ex- -perinient eut up a few blook' o! -Wood
o! different zes te take the place of
books' ' Just between ourselves we
are rwilling te aeknowledg that this
suggestion ls a decided inproveamnt
on *the original experiment, and the
editor opes it wd rbe actd upen.

in RS. GRANTLY'S HEATHE N.
(By Emily untington Miller.)

Mrs. Marshall came into ser frlend's
sufny morning-reout sparking and
fiy from the invigorating ato-
sphiere o! a.briglit Decambar day.

'At oast ber's one woman at heone,
anu ready, I ew, t give sometbing
emphatically grateful to the Tpank-
offering.'

'Don't be too sure, my dear,' and
pretty Mrs. Grantly set lier moutb
lu a very positive efashion ; "the fayt
is. I'm about tired or the thank-offer-
ing e ad mysaîf, and im glad you came
instead. o! Mrs. Lyman, for. I na-ver
sbcouId èhave <lared te, tell lier whbat
I think. Ins just the latst dodge
for gettng money out o! people, as If
you must pay for everytbing good
that cores to you ; yes, and pay when
you baven t anything special te be
thakful for. I mean anything more
than cemmon. I've matie'up my
mind not -te do it'

fOf course, if you feel tuat way,'
said Mrs. Mrshall wth a disappolnt-
eti air.
.'Weil, I do fe 'el exactly that way,

and besides, I'm worcedaud botb-
erep, and fifteen dollars eut ! poeket
this va'ry minute. I've lest my hea-
then and.my satin table-cover.'

'Your heathen '
'Yes, tbnt's «what I calied ber. You

shoulti have seen -ber, Kate ; the-rnost
pieturesque ereature, witb. great, sia-,
dowy yes, and the softest blaek hai.
Sha wore lovely cloths when I rst
feocnd -ber, of rlih Oriental stuif, but
after a: 'wile able put on1 Our 1ug1Y
American dresses,. because she said.
peeple. sta1ed, at bar -wlien she went
out;. She dld the most exqulsite em-
-broldery, and se cheap. That -waà

* wliat decided me to give Margarpt% a

table-cover for Olristmns and now
after I spent fiften dolars on mate-
rials.the iniserable thing has simply

idisappëaredi.' .

'What was she? Orie f the Turk-
aish Bazar.vinen '

'Something of 'the sort; seems to.
'me it was Armenian, or is thait just
the saine ? The:r have somet-hing to
do with .Turkey, anyway.' -

, 'Armenians! àhuld think so!
Well, hoi did Yoil happen .t find
her ?e

I saw her einbroidery at Costello's,
anid left an order for doine, and then
I bribed the messenger-boy to tell
me vhcre it was sent. Oh, you need
not look at me that way, Kate Mar-
shall. e They had t.hià young thing
up in (, tiny: attle doing work for a
mere song, while they charged their
customers perfectly outrageous prices
for it. It was just the saime as the
sweaters.'

'Oh, If it was philanthropy, certain-
]y you ought to be encouraged.'

'Weil, I had a dreadful itime find-
ing the house. It was in one o!
those -horrible tenement rows by the
South. Wharf, and I had to climb-
about twenty fiights of stairs, some
of them so bad I thought I never
should dare to come down again, but
I found it at last. The smallest
little cell, close under the roof, you
could only stand up strai-ght lu 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 stuifs about her, like a Japanese
picture. It never occurred to me
till that instant that she would-n't
be able to understand a word, and I
just stood and stared at her till she
srOke.'

'Chinese ?'
'No, indeed, pretty good English, so

we got on very well. I offered ber
twice as much as Costello pail her,
and told her I could get 'her orders
for all she could do.. Would you be-
leve it, the creature would not leave
them because she had promisei 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 odi little
boat-shaped things with a rwick float-
ing in oil, about as much use as a
glow-worm, but these people are so
avaricious they'll do anything for
money. I didn't see a thing that
looked like an idol though

'Idols ! you little heatben-don't
you know the Armenians are Chris-
tians in a great deal higher sense
than you and I are? And haven't
you even heard of the Armenlan mas-
sacres?' 

'No, I haven't. I never could get.
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 ber al] these weeks,
bas 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 she; but I think perhaps I
can do something for you. Now put
away your work, aind come withi me
to the hospital, you know you pro-
mised, and. I want to introduce you'
to one of the patients

'What is the matter with her ?
sorething abnormally horrid I sup-
pose.'

'As nearly as we can judge, star-
vation and a broken beart, but she
Iles In a sort of stupor and cannot be
rousei to tais:. She was picked up
on the street, and all we eau find out
is that she'has been robbed of money
she has been working and starving
to earn.'

.... . .

The clean, 'bare ward was as bright.
as sunshine and intelligent care could
'make It, but Mrs. Grantly was con-*
scious of a painful oppresálon us. she
followed her..friand-down the room,,
watched by the' eyes that looked In
pathetie patience from the narrow

White beds, eah iniâte eaer fr t-e
mornizig greetings and thë. kindly
questioning, as à sinali. relie! to the
mnonotoný of Waiting anti ëuffering.

lBut as they came .near the end of
the ward she was ail at once aware
of a face that never .-wavered lu its
steady gaze, thin lips parted, dusky
cheeks touched w:th a strange pal-
lorr- dark, sorrowful eyes with a fire
of passion in their äloddy depths.

'Why!' she said, with a catch of
.the breath, 'it is my heathen ! Oh,
yon poor, poor thing,' and impulsive
Mrs. Grantly was on her knees by the
bedside, holding the restless hands in
her own.

'Oh, my lady! my lady!' moaned
the stran-ger, it is all gone-all-and
my lady's most beautiful shawl.'
. 'Never mind-it does not. matter

in the least,' said Mrs. Grantly sooth-
ingly.*

'Ah, -so much it -matters,' said the
stranger with a slow shake of her
head-'so long -I worked-days, nights,
all times-so little I eat-always I
say,"'Wai-t, my heart ;" what mat-
ters to be cold, to be hungry, to be
tired in this so beautiful cotuntry,
where one fears not to 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 -bas robbed it ail-
all my thanks-money, and my lady's
so beamtiful shawl. My heart was
like vaîter-I went out on the street-
I ran, and ran, and they brought me
liere.' ,

'Poor child,' said Mrs. Grantly, wlp-
ing her. own eyes, though the stran-
ger's were dry; 'have you relatives
cver there, father and mother ?

'My father was all. He died on
the ship; but in my-country all are
sisters and brothers. Ah, if my lady
could know. They work, they starve,
and ahways robbery waits for them
and murder. Always to watch 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,' .said Mrs.
-Grantly ; 'I will send à thank-offer-
ing for you and for myself. To think
that you should give thanks for the
priiilege of working and starving in
a garret, and I just wasting My
money on people 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 aiway shudder-
iug.

Her eyes were heavy with sleep, for
she seemed to have laid aside the
burden that was pressing her very
life out.

'My lady will make thanks for
Zara ?' she asked with a grateflul
smile.

'I vill make thanks,' said Mrs. t
Grantly as they left her to -the nurse.

On the way home Mrs. Marshall re-
hearsed to her friend. something of
the awful story of Sasun, rwith its
martyred people and ravaged homes.*. f
-'I thought it was ahl Ithe Chinese

war,' said- Mrs. Grantly; 'you know s
I always ws -a goose about geog-
raphy. Do you thin-k that poor thing
knows V y

s'I hope not Just suppose you and
I -were ln Turkey, and such things
had happened here . Suppose they
mighlt happen to-day--any -day.'

'Don't suppose It. It makes me
wild. O how can such things be.e

'Shall I tell you, dear?' sa.ld Mrs.

* There are 5,000,000 people in Armenia.
O these 1 500,000 are Christians, They are T
anong Moammedans, ruled by them, 'and
batedby them. ·Massacres have been many. T
In 1822, on the isiand'o! Seo 23,000 men,
women and children were siain, and 17,000
of them sold irto siavery. The massacres B
of 1860 in Syrla- and Damascus are remem-
bered; aasoi¯nA1876, n .Bulgarla. Theworst
one was in August, 1894; aise in'September.
toUowing, or whih the -particulars are too
horrible ta print. Thase occurred ln the I
Sasun previot ce. tUless European powers
combine te ct, · the Christin Turkey I
wili be put to the sword. There must be a
reform government, or death awaits ail. ATeirror raigns among Armanians, -Syriens, A
Lnd Nastor ans.-kmaionary Reviw,' Aug.,
895. -

Marshall sloWly. It is because so
mnany of u hàve never täkenup in
earnest the.- vork the Master left in
our hands when he, went away. It
is becaia §o many of ùs go on mak-
ing satin table-covers for our rich
friends, buying costly clothing and
expënsive bits of 'bric-a-brac, and give
only small, inefficient sunms to spread
the gospel of good will and brother-
hbod. Because we quiet our con-
sciences by. sending a few mission-
aries to toil and sacrifice for us ; by
winning a few converts and leaving
t-hem to struggle with poverty and
contempt andpersecution, 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 wdll turn. If you
expect me to go down on my knees
and take that (back, I warn you I
shall-do.no such thing.'

Mrs. Marehall kissed her friend 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 not an-
swer.-'Heathen Woman's. Friend.'

A LITTLE MODERN MARTYR.
The following touching story or

Christian heroism is taken from 'The
Christian' :-At Caesarea, on Nov. 30,
five -hundred Christians were mur-
dered by the Turks. In one of the
Protestant bouses of the city a father
and his litle daughter, twelve years
af age, were alone. the mother hav-
ing gone to visit a married daugh-
ter before the mass 'acre began. A
fierce-looking Turk suddenly burst
into the room where the little girl
was 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 will
have everytiing you want fust as if
you were my daughter. Will you
become a Mohammedan ?' The littie
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 ruffian fell upon
the poor child -withhis sword, and
slashed and -stabbed her in t'welve
different places. Whalt followed, no
ene knows. The house was pillaged
and burned, andf 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
he. little girl was staying. The

Turk sald to her: 'I have brought you
the 'body of your little girl. You are
ny friend and I could net leave It. I
am very sorry for what lhas happened.
'he mother took the senseless form
f the little girl Into the house, and
cund that there was still life ln It.
A surgeon was summoned, he re-
tored the child to ber senses, and she
s now in a fair way to recovery. She
had been taught from her earliest
years to 'love the Saviour and to
tudy ber Bible. She proved her
aith by that noble display of the
martyr spirit.'

-WHATEVER IS, IS BEST.
knomy as my life grows older
And my ey.es have clearer light,
hat under each rank wrong somewbere
Tihere lies the root of Right;:

hait each sorrow bas Its purpose,
By the sorrowIng oft unguessed,
ut, as sure as the sun brings mornIng,
Matever is, is best.
know that each sinful actlon,

As sure as the night bringa shade,
s somewhere,- sometime punisbed
1%lough th 'e hour be longA4delayed.
know that the soul lu aid
Sometime-by the .heart's- unrest,
nd to grow means often to sufrer
But whatever Is, is best.

-®-Bla Wheeler Wilcox.
7-,


