. addressed her daughter.
" Rachel, and put on your hat and go down
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TWO WAYS.
BY LAURA J, RITTENHOUSE.

*“Turry up, Rachel, and peel the pota-
toes—it'll take a peck, at least, thrashers
are always so hungry. I'm glad wo picked
the chickens yesterday, or I'd nover a got
the pot-pie done in time. And the beats
and eggs is pickled, that’s another thing,
and the ham boiled and the pies made. I
calculate we'll have about as good a dinner
as they have over at Johnston’s, at any
rate,” said plump Mrs. Hodge with house-

* wifely pride.

Then, as she looked at her busy daughter,
her eyeslighted up with loving approbation.

“ Dear-a-me, how thankful Iam thatyou
are home again, Rachel. Scems like I
couldn’t get along at all without you agnin,
And I believe you fly around faster'n over ;
fairly like a chicken with its head off.
don't care what they say, schoolin’ didn’t
spile you.” '

*¢ Of course not, mother. It never spoils
any one with good, common sense, and I
inherited that from you and father. I'm
glad to be home, too. I never got over
being homesick,” said the girl tenderly.

¢1t’s a real blessing to father and me to
hear your voice a ringin’ through the house
all day as merry as a mockin’ bird. But,
Iand alive! it's nearly nine o’clock, and
the beans are to string yet, and the cucum-
bers and onions to slice. We'll havo to
hurry or we'll be late.”

Twenty minutes later Mrs. -Hodge again
“TRun along,

to the station after the beer father sent for,
He wants some sent out to the barn at ton
o’clock, to cool the men off a bit.” And
Mrs. Hodge bustled around cheerfully,
quite enjoying the excitcment of having
‘¢ thrashers” to cook for.

-Rachel’s face grew serious. ** Mother,
father surely doesn’t believe beer cools the
men, does he? You wrote me that he
never allowed any whiskey about the place
since that lecturer was here, and I can’t
understand why he should have beer.”

““That's a very different thing, Rachel.

Beerisa regulawr temperance drink.  Judge)

Ouakley and Deacon Snyder both sy so,
and they ought to know, sec’n’s they’re the
smartest men about heve.” '

1 can’'t help it, mother ; they are both
mistaken. There is nothing cooling or
nourishing about beer, and there is alcohol
enough in it to produce intoxieation. I
wish I could sce father, I think I could
coax him out of it. . I've & notion to eall
him.” ’

*You mustn't do any such thing, Rachel,
TFather’s too busy to be bothered ; besides,
it wouldn’t do a mite of good. You know
how set he is ; you'd just as well let alone
what you can’t help.”

¢ But, mother, I can't get the beer.
Don’t you see this{” pointing to a white
ribbon in her buttonhole. *‘I'mamember
of the Women’s Christian Temperance
Union, and have pledged myself not only
to drink nothing that can intoxicate, but
also to do everything I can to keep others
from drinking.”

¢ Sce here, now, Rachel Hodge, if you’ve
joined a society that teachesyou to disobey
your parents, the quicker you get out of it
the better ; yow'd better read your Bible,
especially where it says to honor your father
and your mother,” said Mrs, Hodge sc-
verely, -

*1 do readit, mother, and I read that
woe shall como to him who puts the cup
to his neighbor’s lips, and many similar
things that I darve not forget. I do not
wish to be disobedient or disrespectful, but
I cannot get the beer,” said the girl firmly.

ITer mother laoked vexed and ready to
cry. *“Idon't see how you can besoun-
reasonable, Ruchel. There is no one else
to go, and your father will be dreadfully
angry if the men are kept waiting. They
are having a friendly raco with the men
over ab Mr. Johnston’s, and the hands will
work as fast again if they have their beer.”

Rachel got her hat, and without another
word ran up to her roem and took up her
purse in which were two or three dollars
she had saved up to buy a newdress. Then
she ran down stairs and out to the gate
where the old gray mare stood hitched to
the buggy awaiting her.

She climbed in and took up the reins me-
chanically. She scarcely knew what she
intended doing, but of one thing she was

I

certain, and that was that she would not

take home the beer. She had never before
wilfully disobeyed her parents, and the
thought of doing so now made her heart-
sick.  She prayed silently as she drove
along the shady country road, that some
way out of the difficulty mightbe sent her,
50 she could bo obedient and yct keep her
pledge.

sugar and make them lemonade instead,”
she said decisively. .**That will really cool
them off and  do them no harm, either.
Tather surcly will not be angry, for I'll use
my own money and do without the new
white dress. I'd rather, a hundred tines
over,'than to pub temptation in a single
person’s way.”

She sprang lightly upon the platform of
the depot, and the station master came up
to her wearing an air at once conciliatory

I{und apologetic,

“X'm ever sosorry, Miss Rachel, but Mr.
Johnston took the beer ordered for your
father. Someone had torn offthe address,
and ho declared that he had ordered four
boxes instead of two, and said he would
take the conscquences. He’s so anxious
to get his wheat threshed out first, thathe'd
have talen half & dozen boxes of beer if he
could have gotten them, I believe. Iheard
him chuckling over it, and telling his boy
they were sure to beat with such a supply
of stimulants on hand, while your father
had none.” And the man laughed, evi-
dently thinking it a good joke.

“ That is all right, Mr. Russ. Weshall
sec which wins, after all; lemonade or
beer,” replied Rachel, greatly relioved at
the turn matters had tuken, yet hoping
with Hodge loyalty, that Mr. Johnston’s
boast: might come to naught.

She bought some lemons and granulated
sugar from the one family grocery, and
with a glad heart turned her horse’s head
homeward.

“Mr.Johnston took father'sbeer,mother,
and Tam gladof it. Lemonade and some
of your nice fresh buttermilk will be much
move refreshing.”

Then she explained more fully to her in-
dignant mother, while she was preparing
the lemons and sugar, after which she-drew
some water from the well ; water ‘so-‘cold
that it secmed almost as if it must have
‘some of the winter'ssupply of ice init. A
delicious lemonade soon rewardedher labor.

“ Now, mother, won't you carry ouba
big pitcher of buttermilk, and I'll take the
lemonade and a lot of cookies. I don't
believe the men will grieve over the loss of
the beer,” she said cheerfully.

Doubtful and perplexed, Mrs. Hodge
followed the buoyant steps of her daughter,
half in sympathy with her, yet afraid to
foreqo a long established custom. DIMr,
Hodge smiledas he saw them coming.

““Hold up a while, men. Here comes
something to give you new strength, and
50 cool you off a little,” he called to the
busy men around him. .

They necded no second bidding, and
Rachel's heart gave a little flutter, half of
fear and half of triumph, as she thought of
the disappointinent awaiting them. Her
fatherfrowned severelyas he sawthe lemon-
ade. : :

*“What nonsense is this, daughter?
Where isthe beer Isent for ¥

Rachel explained, while the men mut-
tered among themselves,

“TH pay Johnston for this—see if T
don’t!” said Mr. Hodge angrily. **He
thinks he'ssure to get done thrashing first,
now, and I reckon he will, but I'll get even
with him, if it takes me a year.”

‘¢ Father, there’s no veason in the world
why Mr. Johnston should win the race,
and there’s every reason why he shouldn’t.
The beer ho has taken home to help him
will probably be the means of his defeat.”

Then, as the men, made good-natured in
spite of themselves by the bright-faced,
earnest-hearted girl, drank the lemonade
and the buttermilk, and ate Mrs. Hodge’s
famous cookies, Rachel gave them such a
scientific, sensible, practical temperance
talk, in such simple yet forcible language,
that they felt themselves convinced against
their will,

Even Deacon Snyder, who had happened
along, admitted that there was truth inwhat
she said, and her father, who had listened
with surprise and growing pride to his
daughter, in his heart agreed with her.

The men went to work with a will after-
ward, feeling somehow, that lemonade was,
| after all, quite as refreshing as beer, and

**I'll buy a lot of lemons and ﬁrnnu]n.ted‘

threshed outsuch a large amount of wheat
before dinner that when they came to that
meal they had such voracious appetites,
Mrs. Hodge's hospitable heart was fully
gratified. o

At five o’clock the threshing was finished,
much to the surprise of the workers them-
selves, who had never before accomplished
so mueh work in so short a time. As they
sat on the wide porch waiting for their
early supper, a manrode up.in great haste,

his face pale and his voice so shaken with’

excitement that he could scarcely articu
Iate. ) :

¢ There's been a terrible aceident over at
Johnston’s. It seems he took home & big
lot of beer, and half the men got drunk,
the engineer among them. Two of. the
drunken men were overcome by the heat
and eame very nigh dying, and before the
others had recovered from their scare, the
boilor of the steam threshing machine ex-
ploded, killing the engineer, and badly
wounding another man. It was all the re-
sult of that cursed beer—there’s not a doubt
ofit. The engineer didn’t know what he
was doing.”

Then the messenger rode off, while M.
Hodge and his nen looked at each otherin
horrified silence. :

“ Boys, I feellike we orter thank Crod
and Miss Rachel that we're all alive and
well here this evening,” said one man
solemnly. .

““We've done the biggest day's work I
ever see done, without a drop of nothin’
stronger'n lemonade and buttermilk, and
we're as fresh as daisies, every man of us.
Tt shows there’s two ways of doin’ the same
things, and Miss Rachel's way has the best
of it,” said a fatherly old farmer. ’

¢80 it has—soit hus, I think all this
temperance meetin’ needs is to pass around
the pledge, little daughter. I'm ready to
sign, for one,” said' Mr., Hodge in a voice
that wag husky.

**So am I,” was echoed byall the others,
so Rachel wrote a simple, binding pledge
that was signed by all of them: a pledge
which inaugnrated a new and better wayof
living in that neighborhood, and eventu-
ally uprooted the false and pernicious idea
that health or stréngth can ever come from
beer.—Union Signal. )

————

A MISSIONARY AMONG PIRATES.

The following stirring account of ayoung
missionary’s ad venture with Chinesepirates
will be read with deep and prayerful inter-
est.  The letter is "addressed to his
father :—

I started for Swatow yesterday morning
by DouglasLapraik’s8.8. *‘Namoa” of which
Captain Pocock is skipper, a most godly
and pleasant man.  Atone o'clock we went
below for lunch, and had barely started
when we were surprised to hear reports
of revolvers just above our heads. In a
fow minutes shots were buzzing all around
us. We sprang from the table and took
shelter in the cabins, Some Chinese had
risen and got possession of the ship, and
were potting at us through the skylight
and from the companion ladder. ‘They
then threw whatare called stink-pots down
—these explode and fill the place with
sulphurous smoke.- We were absolutely

helpless, not having a single revolver|

amongst us. e got the native cook to ask

what they wanted ; to which they replied, .

the passengers* money (there were five
Turopean passengers and about 300 Chi.
nese; these latter were returning home
with the savings of years), and asked that
the captain should go up and make terms,
which he did on their promising not to
shoot him. Ie was no sooner up, how-
ever, before we Leard two shots fired, and
he was fatally wounded. They then sent
down to say thatif all the Buropeans would
@o into the captain’sroomand remain there,
they would anchor the vessel, and leave
her ab eight o’clock at might. At it was
certain death to resist, wo went up, ten of
us altogether, but from different parts of
the ship. The captain was Juid upon his
bed, but shortly afterwards died. One
passenger was killed, two native senmen
were also killed, while one of the mates,
one of the engineers, and four seamen were
wounded, i

The noxt business was placing pistols at
our heads, and demanding all valuables.
My beautiful gold watch and chain went,
with £7 in money. Then they battened
us down and set an armed watch ovei us,

quietly going about  their work of ran-
sacking the ship, . My things have been
forced open and all the contonts scattered
on the floor, but I don’t think much has
been taken, as they would be so easily.
identified. Altogether they got about 30,-
000 dollars, At eight o'clock at night they
dropped anchor.  Several junks came
alongside, and, having knocked holes iuto
the bottom of 21l our boats, they gathered
up all their loot and took their departure
about nine o’clock. It was eight hours’
horrible suspense. They had played the
captaim false, and might just as easily have
done tho same with us. And when we
heard the boats being smashed we made
sure thiey were either going to sink or burn,
but **it was not permitted.” .

After they had left we soon broke open
the windows and doors, and a rush was
made to get the fires, which the pirates
had put out, relit. Fortunately there was
enough steam left to carry us on till the
fires were up, and so, slipping our anchor,
we were soon under weigh., We reached
Hong Xong again this morning, when the
naval authorities, police, and a doctor came
on board, and we hope soon to make a fresh
start,

It is very wonderful how real one’s reli-
gion is at such times, and how marvellously
precious is the felt presence of Christ in
the soul, filling it with perfect peace and
giving one the happy consciousness that
“to live is Christ, and to die is gain,” and
making it so easy to say, ‘‘Thy will be
done.” It has pleased the Lord to give
me, as it weré, a new life, and I can only
trust more completely all for him than be-
fare. I would not have wmentioned the
matter, only Iknow you must hear of it
from other quarters. It is only a proof of
the loving care God takes of his children.
—G. M. Wales, in TWord and Work.

——— e

THE ATTENTION OF SUBSCRIBERS is carncstly
called to the instructions given in cvery paper
that all business letters for the Messcnger should
be addressed “‘ John Dougall & Son,” and 1ot to
any Pcrso)ml address.  Attention tothis will save
much trouble and will reduce the chances of de-
lay or irregularity.

5

"fl (‘:}in.'..'h, Cold, or Sorc Throat requires

immediateattention, nsneglect oftentimesresnlls
‘in some incurable Lung Diseage. Brown’s Bron-
chinl Troches are a simple remedy, conmininé:
nothing injurious, and will give immediate relief.
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all want FERRIS?

CORSET WAISTS.

THOUSANDS
7 NOW IN USE,
S\ Boxt for Wealth, Ecoe
Y nomy snd Benuty.
BuTTONS at frontin.
stend of OLABPS
Rixag BUGELE at hip
for Hoso Supgortcm.
Tape-fastened ‘But-
tons—tcon't pull of.
Qord - Edge Button
Holes—1cont 1cear out,

RETAILERS

everywhere.
Send for Circular,

) FERRIS BROS.

) Manufac
841 BROADWAY, NEW YORK.

MADE WITH BOILING WATER,
 BRATEFUL-COMFORTING.

COCOA

EN D ug your Name and Address
on a postal for New Sample
Cards and Agenls’ Outfit, ora
3 cents stamp for Agents’ Qutfit, 120.clegant
Serap book Pictures, New Sample Cards and a
25¢ present, or 10 cents for the above and you.
name-on 20, silk fringed, hidden name, &e., Cards.
Address BEUREKA CARD CO., .
R Bolton Centre, Que, -
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