“ M| ‘High on the mountain Horo with Theo; -~

THE TR

‘0 Master, itisgood toba. ' 1.+
“Where stand revesled to mortal gaze ..
‘Those glorious saints of other days. -, oo
“Who oncoe received on Horeb'’s height . . .-
‘Tho eternal lnws of truth and right s

,Or caught the still small whisper, ;hig}gm' L
Than storm, than pnrth_quake,'qr than fire,

.0 Master, it is good to be e

“With Theé and with Thy faithful-three; - - -

Here where the apostle’s heart of rock

Xs nerved against tempfation’s shock;, -

Here where the'son of thunder learns -~ ...

Tho thought™ that . breathes and word that
burns;. | R .

Here whore on ongle's w‘i\ngsv WO nove

With Him whose last, best creed is love.

O Master, itis good to be :

Intranced, enwrapt, alone with Thee;
And watch Thy glistening raiment glow -
‘Whiter than Hermon's whitest snow ; -
The human lincaments that shine
Irradiant with a light Divine ; .
Till we, too, change from graco to grace,
Gazing on that transfigured face,

O Master, it is good to be.
Here on the holy mount with Thee;
When darkling in the depths of night, -
When dazzled with excess of light, .
‘We bow before the heavenly Voice. |
That bids bewildered souls rejoice
Though lIove wax cold and faith be dim—
“ This is My Son, O hear ye Him.”
’ —Dean Stanley.
et s

MRS. BARTLETT'S THANK-OF-
FERING. - :

MYRA GOODWIN PLANTZ.

*“I am going to give the missionary
society an extra thank-offering this year
for my lovely baby,” Mrs. Spears said,
holding up the little fellow fresh and rosy
from his sleep, . '

* Mothers with babies would overload
our treasury if they realized their privi-
leges,” said Miss Rankin, the returned
missionary. ‘‘I can tell you a true story
of one heart-broken mother I.found in
India,” Some years ago she was sitting in
her zenana, under her bamboo roof. Just
outside the open door, her baby boy was
playing with some of the blossoms, that
had fallen from one of their tropical trees.
The mother heard a scream, and looking
up she saw an enormous snake just about
to coil itself around her darling. She
sprang to save it, and called her servant
to kill the monster, you would say? No;
she sat still, paralyzed with anguish. Her
religion taught her this might be a .god
who had come after her child, and if she
refused the offering, destruction might
come to her family. She had also been
taught the transmigration of souls, and as
her father and mother had died, she feared
one of them might be imprisoned in the
reptile, and if she killed it she might bring
suffering on a soul struggling in another
existence. So she ‘sat like one turned to
stone, while the monster crushed and de-
voured, her preatest treasure, and then
crawled slowly back to the jungle,”

‘“How terrible I” cried the Iadies, who
were listening. ‘

‘*Yes, women are religious by nature,
and superstitious, too, and they must be
convinced of the truth before their hus-
bands and sons can be saved. But this
woman afterwards heard of Jesus, and
though she always sorrowed over her ter-
rible mistake, she took ¢omfort in know-
ing her baby was with God, not in the form
of some animal ; and she herself died with
the name of Jesus on her lips.. And this
kind of work, sisters, is what comes of the
money you gather up from month to month,
Last year our Bible woman saved one
mother from insanity by convincing her
that her lost children were with Jesus, in-
stead of roaming around in filthy animals.
But I fear wo can not get the sixty dollars
to support this worker another year.”.

** 1 must go,” said Mrs, Bartlett, rising,
I have no baby to give a thank-offering
for.. He is in heaven, where no one needs
him, and I needed him so much.. You
see, Iam trying to say, ‘God's will be done,’
but that is as near as. I can honestly say
it;” and the quivering lips spoke more
than the half-rebellious words.

“** You can give a.thank-offering because
you know your baby is with Jesus,” an-
-awered the missionary softly, as the sorrow-
-ful mother hurried away. ' .

* Breaking hearts on both sides of the

[~

RANSFIGURATION. . ' |

g s T bt thank God, I.do know ' my. baby ‘is
- | safe’ ~Yes, T-will give a’thank-offeririg for |1
| that very thing.” = i N

'wfbﬂd,” , : bhoughﬁ {:t};é 156?@#\?9(1 : ‘.,\‘vgn‘.mh:-';‘-‘

.~ Some way she 'did not niiss so tauch the
bright " little face that no:niore smiled a
welcome ab the window-pane, or the shouts
of joy that used to greet her when the door
was opened. ‘She stopped and kissed her
invalid sister with something like her old
smile, and then she told of the  pleasant
missionary meeting *and the’ enthusiastic,
returned missioniary who was longing for
strength to go back to her work. = After a
little cheer for the ‘¢ shut-in" sister, Mrs.
Bartlett went upstairs, . -

‘ God may need children in' heaven.
Perhaps there is a special work for them
there,” ‘she said to herslf.” ‘‘Any way,
my baby shall still make héarts glad here.”

She went bravely to a trunk that had
been unopened for two years. In it were
folded away the first dainty baby clothes
and the later wardrobe the angel child no
longer needed, The shoe thatstill bore an
inpress of a chubby foot, and the mittens
with the thumbs chewed out, the little tin
red soldier and woolly dog came out with

the clothes and received warm kisses, but

no bitter tears,

*“How thankful I am IThad such a joy as
this child. So many women never know
that blessedness; and how many. sweet
memories I have to live on. Strange I
never thought of that:before. How un-
grateful God must have thought my selfish
grief.” .o

She put the clothes in three bundles
and took them downstairs, meeting ler
sister’s wondering look with . S

‘ Robbie does not need these, but; other
children do, I shall give them away as a
thank offering for the precious two years
we had him. Mrs. Smith has a new baby,
and, I hear, nothing to make it comfort-
able. - Mrs, Evans has been sick and un-
able to make her baby'sshort clothes ; and
the minister'slittle one wears such a shabby
clonk I thought the larger things would be
appreciated there.” S :

-“Indeed they will,”. answered Sister
Jennie.

But that handsome dress, Katic ¢° .

“Why not 7. Can’t you - just see aow
lovely Robbie looked in this pretty dress ?”
and Mrs. Bartlett’s eyes glistened with
tears, while she smiled over the picture
the dress brought up. ‘* My baby does
not need embroidered dresses now. This
will do no one any good folded away. I
want it to make some other mother as
happy as it did me.” .

Sister Jennie knew what Mrs. Bartlett
did not tell her, Before the- trunk was
opened the mother had knelt before the
chest which held her treasures and given
herself humbly to the Lord, even thank-
ing him for her sorrow, and praying it
might be a blessing to others. As she
opened that trunk she thought she heard,
** Ye have done it unto me.” That locked
trunk happened to be the thing between
herself and the Comforter, and from that
moment she found a peace that even the
remembrance of her loss could not take
away. Christ promised the Comforter.
There is nothing to warrant hopeless, re-
bellious grief in any of his-childven. If
any heart does not find: Christ in sorrow,
some lock is fastened that keeps him out.

Before night Mrs. Bartlett had the plea-
sure of knowing three mothers were calling
her “*blessed” for her: gifts, and a sick
child was rejoicing over some of Robbie’s
toys. Then came the thought:

¢ How can I send the good news about
children being inheaven to some heathen
mother 7’ )

She had little spending money, and her
husband was not in. sympathy with mis-
sionary work enough to help her, though
he would not object to anything she counld
do without reaching his pocket-book. = She
had one treasure so precious it had not
entered her mind at first. In the drawer
where the little fading curl and faded
blossoms were Inid away was a velvet case,
which contained .the chain and locket the
fond grandmother had sent. :

¢ If it comforts me, husband won't care
what becomes of ,it,” she said, as she took
out the glittering trinket. . =
- “* But isn’t. this too much ¥ ) )

¢ No, no,” she cried, in answer to her
own thought. ¢ Noething is too precious

o

to sacrifice if*it.will tell orie mother her

. The next day the missionary spoke in
the chureh, and after her address the col- |-

“Iknow on his salary there is|!
qnothing left for nice, warm, haby cloaks.

lost bubyxs in'v-filg;g.yéﬁ.f . ;-,Thfvs"'i;s-}:my._thahk-
‘offering for the comfort that-has'come’into

o “next ‘morning Mrs. Bartleth

‘went to the banker’s wife and asked her: to,

‘buy. tho chain. . -

- ¥ L hgve . intended ‘getting: somothing

like this for ‘my. little, grand-daughter, buk
beads are inore fashionable now,” said Mrs.
Barnies. . - " e oo

~¢Yes;  but- they will -soon go out of
style, and this Jocket and chain ‘will al-:
ways be pretty.. I'know it is good, for
mother paid twenty dollarsfor it, . Take'it
for the snme reason I giveit, to help tell

| some mother. about: Jesus,” pleaded -Mrs. ’
‘ ‘ /[ coming, -deprived him. of the:power “to

Bartlett.. = R . .
“I will, and pay the first price,” an-

swered Mrs. Barnes, greatly moved, and:

having her first real conception of her duty
to some far away mother.  ‘*I have a
jewel case for my little grand-daughter ;

please keep this,” she said, as Mrs; Bart-

lett left. : i

lection was taken, and-the eager woman,
counted it during the singing of the last
hymn. Then Miss Rankin got up and seid:

“T know our faithful workers will re-
joice that there is sixty dollars. That will
keep some devoted native woman at work
a year. But.this would not have been
possible if someé mother had not put in two
ten-dollar bills marked *For my baby. in
heaven.’’ . J :

¢ Katie,’”” Mrs. ‘Bartlett’s husband said
that evening ; ‘¢ this has made me believe
more in your religion than any sermon I
ever heard. I don't profess to believe the
world needs Christ, but since you Chris-
tians do, I have wondered why you sacri-
ficed so little for it ; and forgive me, dear,
but I have felt at times T was just:as happy
without Christ as you were with him.”

*¢ You shall never say that again, Henry.
No wonder I have not been able to get
you-to hear sermons, and- reand the Bible
that has been more a belief than a reality
to me. Come with me and help me to-
wards heaven, where God has taken our
treasure.” - ‘ -

“1 will try,” the proud, worldly man
said softly, and the wife turned away to
hide her tears of thanksgiving, - . ;...

Two things add to her happiness, now.
One is, she has seen other children happy
with the things her baby has outgrown,
and the other that an empty velvet case on
her bureau reminds her that she has helped.
some other mother find the sweet comfort
she now knows. - Often-sho shuts her eyes
and thinks she ‘sees, under picturesque
palm trees, a group of eager, dark-browed
women listening to the words of life from
the Bible reader, or some sick and dying
woman hearing words of life her little
sacrifice sent to the dreary zenana.” And
she smiles at her- beautiful, pictured baby,
while her heart goes out in love to baby’s
Redeemer and her own, while she cheers
her waiting heart with, ¢‘ Ye have done it
unte me.”"~—Michigan Christian Advocate.
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'THE HORRORS OF SPORT.

BY LADY FLORENCE DIXIE.

“Sport” is horrible ! I say it advisedly.
I speak with the matured experience of one
who has seen and taken part in sport of
many and varied kinds, in many and
various parts of the world. - X ean handle
gun and rifle as well and efliciently as most
““ sporting folk,” and few women, and not
many men, have indulged in a tithe of the
shooting and hunting in which I have been
engaged both at home and during expedi-
tions and travels in far-away lands, It is
not, therefore, as a novice that I take up
my pen to record why I, whom some have
called & * female Nimrod,” have come to
regard with absolute loathing and detesta-
tion, any sort or kind or form of sport,
which in any way is produced by the suffer-
ing of animals. Many & keen sportsman,
searching his heart, will acknowledge that,
ab times, a feeling of self-reproach has shot
through him as he -stood by the dying.
vietim of his skill. ‘T kuow that it has
confronted me:many and many a time as
I have bent over my fallen game, the re-
sult; alas ! of toogood a shot. - I have seen
the beautiful eye of the deer and'its differ-
ent kind, glaze and grow dim, as the bright
life - iny _shot had arrested in its happy
course sned onward into the unknown; I

have: ended, - with :a..sharp: yet. mercifal
: r/sufferings -of . th oF;
;| bedst who had never harmed me, yet whom'
-under'the veil of sport ;- I
X ticken - orb’of:the |

‘knife, “the :dying-

‘Thave'Inid loy
:have, séen - the' terror-st
red déer, daik, full‘of - te

y glaring.at me

graceful and beautiful koodoo, springback,

.ete., of South Africa, seemingly, ns it were,

;reproaching nie for thus lghtly taking the
life I cotld never bring back., So, too, I

have witnessed the angry, defiant glare of-

‘the wild beast's fading sight, as death; fast

wreak his vengeance onthe -human ‘ag-
gressor before him. And I say.this: The
memory of those scenes brings no pleasurs
to my mind,” On the contrary, it haunts

‘me with a huge-repronch, and I fain I

never had done these deeds of skill-—and
cruelty.—The Testminster Review, -

—_—————

FROM CANNIBALISM TO CHRIST.

Twelve years ago, Rev. Oscar Michelson
landed on-the island of Tonga, in the New
Hebrides, - alone among :cannibals, He
was broken up with fever. Atfirst he had
many perilous adventures, and again and
again fled into hiding to save his life.
Once a savage,now one of the best teachers,
levelled a rifle to kill him, but was stopped
by & look. "He persevered amidst many

threatenings and dangers. His house be-’

came known as *‘ the Sunday House,” and
Christian hymns were often heard mingling
with heathen songs. From heart to heart,
home- to howne, village to village, the Gos-
pel won its way, until now thirty Christian
teachers are laboring in as many different
villages.
cludes, he writes, four whole islands. . The
People speak three languages. During the
week of prayer he held meetings simul-
taneously in all the villages. At one mect-
ing 300 rose for.prayer, Ten years ago
they proposed to eat him, Now he lives
in perfect safety. Tho rifies are rarely
used for the ‘purpose for  which they wero
made, but Mr. Michelson often sees them
used in pairs over the fire to hold the

saucepiin. " If a’coin or some such object

is lost on the road, the ownerisalmost sure
to find it stuck up on a post, the next time
he passes that way. "Peace,-love, honesty,
prevail in the stead of savagery.
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NEW CLUB RATES.

The following are tho New Crus Rarzs for
the MESSENGER, which arc considerably reduced

1copy....oeounuss et aeenas $030
10 copics to oneaddress., ..
20 (3 [ ¢

«

=) &“ “" \ L *
100 « “ . 20 G0
Sample packago supplied freo on applications
Joan DougaLyn & Son,
Publishers, Montreal

~—eel—

|0 SUBSCRIBERS: IN THE UNITED

STATES. -

Our subscribers throughout the United States
where " International ‘money orders cannot be
procured can romit by money order, payable at
Rouses Point Pos_b Office, N. Y. State, or sccure
an American Express Co. order, payablo af

Montreal.
—————P e

Titiz ATTENTION OF SUBSCRIBERS is carnestly
called to tho instructions given in cvery paper
that all business letters for the Messenger aEd:ld
be addressed “ John Dougall & Son,” and not to
any personnl address, Aftention to this will save
much trouble and will reduce the chances of de-
lay or irregularity. R :

0 g‘B{E é’:ﬁvolynolledcold é’olnted Ring
et orf ) your name on 20 now an
Eac .ty pretty -Oards, silk fringed, gold edge,
o hidden name, eto.:  Agest's Sample
Case; Novelty Out-fit and & 250 prosent; all for 10c,

Samples, ote., 30, * Address .

oo STAR CARD CO., '

C Knowlton, P.Q.

2 BABY'S OWN:

THE NORTHERN MESSENGER is printed and pub-
_lished overy fortnight at Nos, 321 and 323 St, James
st., Montreal, by J o)ni Redpath Dougnll, of Montreal,
All business communications should be addressed * John
Dougall & Son, * and all letters to the Editor should bo

addressed ** Editor of the *Northern Messenger.'"

“with ‘thute reéproach, as:it sobbed ‘its life
away, and .that same look I have .seen:ii’
‘|theeyes of the glorious-orbed gitanacq of’
:{ Patagonia, the timid, gentle gazelle, the

. Mr, Michelson’s field now in--




