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A Wheelbarrow Ride.

¢Oh, grandma, isn’t it too bad it rains
%his is the day Grace Allen gives her par-
‘ty. She is twelve years old to-day.’

‘Are you going? questioned grandma,
over her knitting.

‘Of course. Mother has telephoned for
a hack to take Harry and me.’

‘It seems to me that children nowadays
must feel as if they were living in fairy-
land, their wants are so quickly satisfied.
When I was a girl of your age I was go-
ing to a party ome rainy-day and the only
way I could get there was in a wheelbar-
row.’

" pell us about it, do, grandmap’ exclaim-
ed May and Harry. '

“Well, in those days we could not ‘“tele-
phone for a hack,” for there were neither
hacks nor telephones. True, father owned
a horse and chaise; so did our neighbors,
the Prescotts, whose daughter Bessie was
going to the party, too. Our horse was
away, so mother dressed me up and sent
me across the street to go with Bessie. I
remember I had my best pantalets, and a
cotton-flannel petticoat under my nice one,
because that held the starch; and the ser-
vant girl, taking pride in having me in
fashion, had made it as stiff as a board, to
hold my dress out all around. That was
just before hoops came in.

‘I found Bessie in trouble, for her father
was away with their horse, and we could
not walk the half-mile to the house where
the party was to be without getting wet
to the skin, for there were no waterproofs
in thoee days.

‘At last we thought of the wheelbarrow,
and asked the amiable hired-man if he
would wheel us there. He good naturedly
said yes and that he did not mind a wet-
ting; so,-after Mrs. Prescott had lined the
barrow with an old quilt, so that we would
not soil our clothes, in we got, a 'large
shawl over our shoulders and an umbrel-
la that Bessie and I had great fun holding
over our heads in the wind. How we did
laugh and scream when the wind blew it
backward and the rain dashed in our faces,
making us gasp for breath at times.

‘T have travelled a great deal since then,
but I have never enjoyed a ride so much as
that ride in the wheelbarrow, though
when we reached the house the rain had
taken the starch from our petticoats and
we were a sight to behold. Though we
were so limp and starchless, we were not
wet, and the party was no less a success.’
—‘The Youth’s Companion.’ ;
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Reading Letters

Aunt Mary laid down the last sheet of
the letter she had just received, and push-
sd her spectacles to the top of her fore-
head. :

¢If there is such a thing on the face of
the earth,’ she declared, in the deliberate
accents of extreme exasperation, ‘as a wo-
man who can read a letter properly, I'd
be willing to travel a hundred miles to see
her!’ ;

- Aunt Mary’s niece gazed at her in aston-
isiment not unmingled with disapproval;
such wholesale condemnation seemed to
. leave small loophole for escape.

‘What “do” you mean, Aunt Mary?’ she
exclaimed. :

Aunt -Mary smiled grimly.

‘T mean what I said,’ she returned. ‘For
instance, there’s Anne Putram, Her hands
are about as full as they can be, and I
wrote her I coulc} just as well as not make
up two or three dresses for little Annie
if she’d send me arm and skirt measure-
ments. Here’s her letter. She’s as grate-
ful as che can be, and she’s sent a package
of ‘cloth, but there isn’t'a word of the
measuréments from beginning to end. I
shall have to write again and wait till 1
hear, or else make the things up by guess.

“Then there was Jane Cortwell’s last let-
ter. There’s some excuse for Anne, for
she’s worked to death, but Jane hasn’t
anything to do. That’s what ails her, 1
believe, though she calls it nerves. Well,
as I was saying, I wrote Jane to send me
a line by return meil telling me how Sam
Potter’s wife was. She had to go to the
hospital, you know, and I thought maybs
a letter would please her—if she came
through all right. You wouldn’t think
anybody would overlook a thing like that,
would you? But Jane wrote six pages and
never even mentioned the Potters.

‘And ’tisn’t only things like that; that
might be carelessness in the answering,
not the reading. But I remember when
somebody made us all fly round because
a friend was coming that day until, hap-
pening to glance at the letter a second
time, she discovered that she had misread

the date—she wasn’t coming for a week. .

Aund I remember—’

But Rosamund interrupted. Her pret-
ty face was flushed and her wvoice full of
distress.

‘Don’t, aunty, please! ‘Y hadn’t realized
before. I'm so ashamed.’

Aunt Mary looked at her and her frown
melted. = “There, she declared, ‘the ser-
‘mon’s over! I won’t say a word more,
Mhat is,’ she added, cautiously, ‘I won’t
till I get another letter.—‘Youth’s Com-

'panion.’

A Hawk Outwitted by
Pigeons

A flock of pigeons were one day cut off
from their cote, by a large hawk. The
pigeons knew instinctively that if the

hawk once got above them, one, at least,
of their number would go to make the
hawk a meal; and g0, up they flew in cir-
cles, perhaps hoping to go higher than the
hawk. In the rising game they were no
match for the hawk. The latter kept un-
der the pigeons, and leisurely followed
their laborious movements. Then came a
curious and unexpected sight. When they
appeared to be about the size of sparrows,
every pigeon closed its wings and dropped
past the hawk, at a terrific rate. That as-
tonished the hawk. It actually dodged the
dropping birds, and missed half-a-dozen
wingstrokes before it got in full chase of
them. When it arrived at the barn-yard,
not a pigeon was in sight—some were in
the cote, some in the porch, two in the
well-house, and one was in the kitchen.
The hawk had been outwitted completely.
—Sunday Friend.” ;
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Expiring Subscriptions.

Would each subscriber kindly look at
the address tag on this paper? If the date
thereon is Nov., 1903, it is time that
the renewals were sent in so as to avoid
losing a single copy. As renewals always
date from the expiry of the old subscrip-
tions, subscribers lose mothing by remit-
ting a little in advancs .

Nov. 13, 1903,

‘In the Country.’
(Eugene Field.)

It seems to me I'd like to go

Where bells don’t ring, nor whistles blow,

Nor clocks don’t strike, nor gongs don’t
sound,

And I'd have stillness all around.

Not real stilhiess, but just the trees’
Low whisperings, or the hum of bees,
Or brooks’ faint babbling over stones
In strangely, softly tangled tones.

Or maybe a cricket or katydid
Or the songs of kirds in the hedges hid,
Or just some such sweet sounds as these
To fill a tired heart with ease.

If ’tweren’t for sight and sound and smell
I’d like a city pretty well;

But when it comes to getting rest

I like the country lots the best.

Sometimes it seems to me I must

Just quit the city’s din and dust

And get out where the sky is blue;
And say, now, how does it seem to you?
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Any one of the many articles in ‘World
Wide’ will give three cents’ worth of plea-
surs. Surely, ten or fifteen hundred such
articles during the course of a year are
well worth a dollar.

‘Northern Messenger’ subscribers are en-
titled to the special price of seventy-five
cents.

‘World Wide.

)

A weekly reprint of articles from lead-
ing. journals and reviews veflecting the

_eurrent thought of both hemispyen&

So many men, so many minds. Every

“man in his own way.—Terence.

The following are the contents of the issue
of Oect. 31, of ‘World Wide':

ALL THE WORLD OVER.

The United States Press on the Alaskan Award—N. Y,
Hun,’ the ‘ Independent,’ * Commercial Advertiser.’

Extracts from Mr. Chamberlain's Glasgow Speech—* Daily
Tslegraph,’ London.

Oriticigm of the Bpeech—Manchester ‘ Guardian.” %

The Greenock Speech—The * Times,” London.

Mr. Chamberlain's Campaign —The ‘Times,” London.

Fiscal quicy Abroad—The * Times,” London.

An English Economist on Mr, Chamberlain’s Fight—Man-
chester ‘Guardian.” .

Fxtracts from the Speech of the late Chancellor of the Ex:
chequer—English Papers. .

Comment in France—New York ‘Byening Post.’

' Unconventional Biographies'—‘Punch,’ mdon.

The Rusgian and Japanese Fleets Compared—New York
* Evening News.!

CONCERNING THINGS LITERARY. »
A Song of Waiting—Poem, by E. C.
Asters—Poem, by Joseph Russeil Taylor. -
When Acorns Fall—-Poem, by Alfred Austin.
First Glimpses of the Life of Gladstone, by John Morley—
The Manchester ‘ Guardian,’
W, E. H. Lecky—Ths 't'ommercial Advertiser,’ New York,

SOMETHING ABOUT THE ARTS.

The Lost Whistler—The ‘Academy and Literature,’ London,
Mr. Barrie's New Play—The * Academy and Literature.’

HINTS OF T{IF PROGRESS OF KNOWLRDGR.
British Association at Southport—The ‘ Times,' London.
Bantos-Dumont's Airships to be Used by the French War

Department —* Beientific American.’

Other Things Besides Radium—' Nature.' :
Tezbinx Ships Before they are Built—‘Commercial Adver-
tiser.’

CUY OUT THIS COUPON.

‘World Wide’

Will be sent to any
address for twelve
months for

. Wide’ at the spe-
cially reduced rate of

75 Cents,

by sending this coupon, or the:
canhavethe ‘Messenger’ and ‘World

Wide’ for 12 months on trial, the two
].)’B?Qn for a dollar bill, >
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