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per word of praise, then jumps
down and returns to the window-
gill, her ears slightly turned back
as she trots along as if she were
listening to the exclamations of
surprise from the spectators.

There are but one or two other
people for whom she will jump,
and even then will go but two or
three feet, but she has perfect con-
fidence in me and I never betray
it. A few times there have been
accidents ; another cat has been in
the way or she jumped before T
was ready, so that she missed her
footing and fell to the floor. I
could see that she did not like it
and would not do as well for a
time, but I think she understood
that it was accidental.

Zoska has a daughter and son,
the first a year and a half, and the
other six months old, and these are
all the kittens she has had. They
are as large as their mother and the
same color, so that strangers cannot
tell the three apart. Her children,
however, are not as intelligent and
have not as good dispositions as
their mother. I have tried, to
teach them, but although one can
junip a little and the other will
drink milk from a spoon, they will
never be as accomplished as Zoska.

—<¢Pres. Banner.’
4
_——————

Cyril’'s Unpleasant Task.

Cyril thought that practicing the
piano was the most monotonous oc-
cupation in the world. You would
not have theught that he wasa
very musical or pleasant little boy
il you had seen his face puckered up
¢ in an ugly frown as he thumped up
and down the key-board practicing
scales and exercises. Mother gave
him a tiny clock to stand on the
piano so that he might be able to
see how the time went, and ot all
the long half-hours the music prac-
tice one was the Jongest.

As soon as the long hand came
round to the last minute of his
allotted time Cyril jumped down off
the stool, clapped his hands, gave a
big shout of joy and soon scampered
off into the garden toplay. Many a
time he begged his father and
mother to let him stop learning to
play, but they only told their little
boy that one day he would be very
glad that he had been forced to do

‘what hLe did not want, ‘

One night years after, in an old
city church, the sound of the organ
stole softly down the darkened
aisles, then swept in soothing ca-
dence up into the high-vaulted roof,
The sound widened and again it
passed down the centre aisle till it
came to the place where a poor
penitent, with bowed head, knelt
alone, praymng for mercy and for-
giveness.

At the sound of the music she
raised her head, for it dispelled her
doubt and filled her with a won-
drous peace. The message of the
music had entered into her soul and
she went back into the world glad
and brave, knowing that she had
received an answer of peace.

Have you already guessed that
Cyril was the organist. He had
grown into a man, renowned every-
where for his musical genius, and
he loved music more than anything
else in the world, but he never
knew what the good playing had
done to that poor woman. Don’t
you think that he would have been
more than ever grateful to hiskind
parents for giving him the op-
portunity of Jearning to play ?—
M. Harley Jones.

Spool Bubbles.
(By Hattie Torrence, 'in ‘Youth’s
Companion.”)

For three days it had been
‘misty-moisty’ weather.

‘Too damp for my chickies to be
out-of-doors,” said mama, as Alice
and Harry came into the room
where she lay—not very ill, to be
sure, but not able to be up and go
down-stairs.

“ What can we do?” thought the
children. :

‘0 mama, can you please give us
two empty spools? asked Harry.
Mama told him where to find
them, for she usually kept some in
a machine drawer for just such re-
quests. Harry brought the spools,
got a wash-bowl, and seemed to he
washing his hands, but he really
was making soap-suds. Then both
the children dipped their spools in
the soapy water, rubbed the wet
end on the soap in the soap-dish,
and then blew through the spools.
~ ‘Look, mama! O look! ex-

citedly exclaimed Alice, as an im-
mense bubble grew at the end of
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the spool. First it had rosy colors,
then greenish, then a wonderful
golden tint, gradually changing to
a rich purple and indigo, then—
snap !—it was gone. Each tried to
see which could blow the largest
bubble, and they soon found they
could spend no breath on exclama-
tions, so they tried to call out
without taking the spools from their
mouths; but this made such funny
little grunts and squeals that they
could not blow for laughing.

‘O mama, see my bubble grow
small!” said Alice.

‘Yes, dear. The hole in the
spool is so large, the air comes out
rapidly, Place your finger over
the hole till you blow again, And
when you stop to take a new breath

put your tongue over it, and the

bubble will keep its size.’

Then both Alice and Harry
touched the bubbles they were
blowing together, and often they
became one large one, into which
both were blowing.

Then Harry found a reed stem
and stuck it into his spool, and stood
on a chair, so that the bubbles would
be high up in the air. He would
blow them the size of very large
oranges, and throw them over to-
ward mama, who tried to fan and
blow them up toward the ceiling,

‘O Harry, look! I blew that
bubble in two,’ said Alice, as two
smaller bubbles chased away from
her, followed by “a tiny baby one,’
as Harry called it.

‘ But just see here, Alice, and
Harry was throwing a small bubble
off the end of his spool, catching it
and blowing anew one immediately,
‘I just now blew seven that way,’
said he. So Alice tried it. By this
time papa had come home, and after
a few minutes of admiring the size
and pretty colors of these fairy
balls, they went down to supper, as
happy as if the sun had been
shining all day.
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A Bagster Bible Free.

Send three new subscriptions to the ‘North-
ern Messenger’ at forty cents each for one
year, and receive a nice Bagster Bible, bound
in black pebbled cloth with red edges, suit-
able for Sabbath or Day School. Postage ex-
tra for Montreal and suburbs or foreign coun=

tries, except United States and its dependen-

cies ; also Great Britain and Ireland, ‘Trans-
vaal, Bermuda, Barbadoes, Bri:ish Honduras,
Ceylon, Gambia, Sarawak, Bahama Islands,
and Zanzibar. No extra charge for postage in
the countries named,




