THE MESSENGER.

‘And, have you any brothers and sisters,
Susie? Anna asked, as she threw one arm
about the little figure that had nestled close
beside her. @

‘Only just baby, and he’s a brother and
I'm all the sister he’s got.’

Anna smiled at this quaint reply, and then
the children were further questioned,
until soon all were talking as familiarly as
if they had never met as strangers. By and
by, when Susie had concluded a long story
of the wonderful acts of her baby brother.
Anna told the story of the Infant Jesus—all
about ‘the star and the wise men, the wick-
ed king, and the flight into Egypt.

‘That’s a good story, Miss,” said the sun-
browned boy, when the shadows had length-
ened and Anna said she must go home.
“Tell us some more, some time, if ye come
here again?

, ‘Certainly, I want you to come every Sun-

day afternoon this summer, and bring just
as many other little folks with you as you
want to.’

Good-byes were said, and Anna went home
with a full heart.

‘If that is what papa calls missionary
work,” she said, as she crossed the flower
dotted field, ‘I'm sure it is very sweet to be
a missionary.’

And so the Lord found an efficient helper
in Anna Blake that summer in his work in
the Rocky Mountains. The little ones came
Sabbath after Sabbath all through the warm
months to the old rock, and Anna met
them there with Bible stories and sweet
songs until every child in the neighborhood
was brought into the circle, and many went
to their homes to sing the Gospel to the
older people, some of whom seemed to have
quite forgotten that ever a Saviour died for
them.

‘I ean't keep the te\ars. from my eyves
‘Whenever I hear Susie sing ‘I think when
I read that sweet story of old,”’ said Mrs.
Grover to a neighbor one day. ‘It is one
of the songs I used to sing when 1 was a
girl, and lived in the States. Seems like
I've forgot all them things since I came out
here, and just turned to an out-and-out
heathen. I am glad that ever Aunna Blake
was sent here to teach Susie what I ought
to have taught her long ago.

In the early autumn Anna went back to
her Illinois home, but the Christ had come
into the mounbaln neighborhood before she
left it, and gsome who had long turned from
him received him gladly.

And so he sends his disciples before him
to-day as he did in olden time. WNot only
men and women who have trained them-
selves to do,.his work at home or abroad,
but every boy and girl who can tell a Bible
story or sing a Gospel song.

———p———

Two Little Charmers.
(Jane Layng, in ‘The Truth Seeker.”)

You have loubtless read of the ‘Pied Piper
of Hamelin,” whose magic pipe when played
upon had power to draw all living creatures
after him. According to this poem you'll
remember that old Hamelin Town was 50
overrun w’ith rats that its people were dis-

o trmted
And then that quai.nt quear old man, the
‘Pied Piper,’ appeared, and for a thousand
- guldens offered to rid the town of rats. He
took out his wonderful pipe and played
three nirul rfbte; and all the rats followed
the ‘Pied Piper’ merrlly all the way to the
“River Weser, where he led them into the
flood and the waves rolled over them.

'l‘hén you remember that when the people

of Hametin Towu refused to pay him the

promised money, he simply took out his
magic pipe and blew again, and this time
out came al] the children. And he led them
on and on, just as he had led the rats, and
took them into a great cave which closed
upon them, so that they never more were
seen. And that was the punishment that
he gave to the people of Hamelin,

This story is very wonderful, but that a
little boy outside of a story should have
any such power seems almost too marvellous

to be true. But I have known two boys,
who, in reality, had much of this influence
over animals. ’

One was a fine-looking, active little fel-
low in Southern Ohbio. All living things
seemed to feel a sense of kinship with him.
He had only to throw himself down upon
the lawn in front of his home, and bHehold!
the little creatures of the air, the birds, and
those shy dwellers among the trees, the
squirrels, would forget the timidity they
displayed toward other people and draw
near to this lad. It was interesting to
watch his influence over these wild things.
Little birds, instead of tripping guardedly
across the far edge of the lawn, would come
closer and closer to him till they stood
beside his hand.

Nor did this seem to be any accidenal oc-
currence, but it was plainly premeditated
by them before they made the hippity-hop
journey to his side, He had a caressing
tone which proved irresistible to them;
and if they were speeding thoughtlessly af-
ter a bug or a beetle in an opposite direc-
tion, "they felt the charm of his voice and
presence when he spoke, and turned and
went t0 meet him instead.

He had a pet hen also, which was his ab-
ject slave. Now, a hen of all winged crea-
tures, is seemingly less given to sentiment
and. expression. of affection. But this par-
ticular hen when in his presence seemed to
have no will but his. I.et it be said here

that he was invariably kind to these trust--

ing birds and animals, and his kindness was
probably the very foundation of his remark-
able power. It was really funny to see that
great white Brahma hen do his bidding.

‘Come here, Topsey,” he would gay, gently
but authoritatively. And Topsey, the clum-
sy, fluffy hen, would leave her chicken-yard
companions and come to him.

‘Now sing for us, Topsey,” he would add.
And the great, foolish looking, white hen
would stand and sing her unmusical laying
song until he bade her stop.

‘Come into the house with me, Topsey,
and sing to my friends in there.’ Thereupon
she allowed herself to be taken into the pre-
sence of strangers and placed upon a stool,
where she sat awkwandly enough till he
again told her to sing. Then the harsh,
gutteral song poured forth in the family sit-
ting-room, to the great delight of the small
folk and to the great wonder and amuse-
ment of their elders. Not until she receiyv-
ed permission did Topsey venture to bring
her mirth-provoking concert to a ciose, or
retrx:lrn to her companions in the chicken-
ya

As I studied this boy and his power over
the living things beneath him, I was more
and more convinced that it was due to a
remarkable sympathy with them, such as
we ordinarily feel for our best friends or
the dearest members of our households.
Birds, squirrels, hens, never qguestioned his
good intentions. They knew he would not
have a sudden change of mood and frighten
them away; they were his little friends and
he was theirs. Nor was their confidence in
him ever abused. Had this been even pos-
sibie they would not have trusted him so
far.

But the other little boy whom I knew,
and who had a similar gift, was also re-
markable. Both boys were about twelve
years old. The second was a little Califor=-
nian. - He was a cat-charmer. Walking
along the streets in which he lived, he
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would give a peculiar whistle, and lo! what«
ever cat was lurking unseen in that vicinity
immediately appeared before him and fol-
lowed him.

On he passed on his homeward march, and
at his call other cats came in sight and
joined the procession. From dim alleys they
emerged; from shed roofs they descended;

from comfortable doorsteps they rose up;
from curbstone promenades they turned
aside; all because a little lad with a charm-

ing call had drawn them from their obscura
places. And when he reached home hig
mother would frequently be filled with con-
sternation to see as many as fourteen
strange cats at his heels! Cats whiech had
never before seen him were thus drawn by
his cry to follcw where he led. Great cats,
small cats, lean cats, brawny cats, brown
cats, black cats, gray cats, tawny cats, all
held by the magic spell which the small lad
could exert. I have seen the little Ohio
boy do all the things which T have written.
The little Californian I knew, but his power
over cats was told me by his mother and
sisters. What was the secret of his power?
Why did these city cats desire to become
his companions? 1 cannot say, but in his
ability to win the obedience of these dumb
creatures it seems he was vastly like the
‘Pied Piper of Hamelin.’

A Bagster Bible Free.

Send four new subscriptions to the ‘North-
ern Messenger’ at thirty cents each and
secure . a nice Bagster Bible, suitable for
Sabbath School or Day School. Bound in
black pebbled cloth, with red edge, measures
geven inches by five and three-quarter inches
when open.
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\Any one of the many articles in ‘“World
Wide' will give two cents’ worth of pleasure,
Surely, ten or fifteen hundred such articles
during the course of a year is well worth a
dollar.

‘Northern Messenger’ subscribers are en-
titled to the special price of seventy-five
cents to the end of the year, and, while they
last the back numbers of this year will also

_be included

‘World Wide.’

A weekly reprint of articles from leading
journals and reviews reflecting the current
thought of both hemispheres.

So many men, so many minds,
man in his own way.—Terence.

Every

The following are the contents of the issue
Mareh 29, of * World Wide':

ALL THE WORLD OVER.

Tord Methoen — Dnu{ Mail,’ London,

Coos De la Re wily Mail,” London.

The Boers i%v urope-—* The Sco‘amnn. Abridged.

Superfluous World Wars— New York ' Bvening Post.’

The Chinese Court’s Firet lhuway Journey- Correspon
dence of * The Times,” London.

The Prophylaxis of Suicide~' American Medicine.’

The Englis! ann Bystem - By Alderman J. W, Bouthern
in Manchester *Guardian.’

A School that is a Pnuon Frank Leslie's * lhﬂ]eun

Hepupy Homes for *Nobody's Children'—By Dr, Thomas J.
Barnardo, in ths * Mntmonn.r{ Review of the World.

Mukirg Washington Beautiful - Leisure Hour,"

SOMETHING ABOUT THE

Ways of 8ee'n; Pictures —* The Academy,’ I ondon,
A * Conference ' on ‘Le Theatre'—'The Mail,” London.

CONCERNING THINGS LITERARY,

Plaudite Ooeli~Fas'o: poem
A r Two Years—Poem, hy Edgar Wallace, in the *Speo

Two \t'ht;.rlds ‘Poem. by William H. Hayne, in the March

Sir Jnmes Paget; - By Cmon H. Scott Hollund, in ‘'The
Commonwenith,” London,
Pierre Loti in Peking~* The Times’ lﬁd Edmand -Gosse in
'D'; iy g'hromole. Londou.
The Teac
'I'heR V‘leekl{‘}:”:m in Eugh.nd-lxtrwt from ‘The Monthly
eview,
Ficancial Crises—* The Xamon New Yorl
Scottish Men of Letters— ‘he Stardard,’ Londnn.

HINTS OF THE PRO’!REQS OF KNOWLEDGE,

Trae Funetions of a University —By Professor George Trum-
bull in "l‘ha Foram,”
) Behuol Bu.imluzc and School Motto2s—By Milo, in Brooklyn

The

ART

ainst Hm:miwu—New Y.i‘:adgwmnz Post.’

Mapping o onlw' el
Hol\’vptl:!‘ Birds—y Robert J. Sim, in ' Primary
‘Elducation.’

cWORLD WIDE
$1.00 a year.

Special rate to subzcribers of the ¢ Messenger,’
Only 75 cents.
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