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A Mnssxon 'Villagé‘.

! Spealdag of thevearly' days of the Tangan-

wika Mission in Central Africa, the Rev. D.

ary, Chronicle’ :— L
During the intervals of health which we'
.. enjoyed we worked hard—sometimes doing
‘manual work, and' at other times studying

the language, or elso delivering to-the peo-

ple in simple, and often, broken ‘language,
the message of Divine Inve. - 'We were on

were occasionally bitterly. tried by the sel-
-Bshness of the chiefs, whose one cry was
‘ Cloth, cloth,’ as well as by the cold apathy

of the people. -~ Looking back upon this per-.
iod now, we cannot hglp‘ ‘féeling that it was.

-

‘P, Jones of Kambole says in the ‘ Mission- -

the whole sanguine -of success, although wo

bl(‘a,‘ howevei', we bega.n' work ' on different
lines, and instead” of golng about from vil-
lage to village, pleading with the different

"chiefs to gather their people together to hear

the Word of God, we started a village of our

‘own, glving the natives every encourage-

ment fo settle down beside us. - We thus
had the same people to listen to us Sunday
after Sunday, and in time we began to make
an impression on them, especially on that
section of the. people which there, as here,

is the ‘most impressionible—the - young.

Speaking of their mental qualities and their
power Of grasping new truths, the Africans
are children, and they require the treatment
of children. It would be of no use to
preach a sermon to them once in a while,
They need daily teaching—constant instruc-.
tion. . S

" God had made me a means of Yessing to the

brother ; would he not to the sisters also ?
I was a little disappointed on reaching the
farmhouso, to find. it empty and the: door
locked.

would he have me do? :
of-tho-way part of the parish, and I had no

‘other calls that I could make near at hand, .

ILlet my horse have the reins for a while,
waiting; waiting to hear what he would say

tome. Presently it was all made plain, I°
- had not gone far before I overtook the twao -
girls 1 had called to see, walking along. the |

road. God had not sent me in vafn. I asked
them if I might drive them as the day wag
very hot.. They were going down to their

grandma’s, and would be-verr glad to be

driven. On my endeavoring to turn the con-
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preemmencdy a time of experimenting and
of preparation, rather - than. that of actual
‘work. ’

The commencement of what we should eall

‘permanent’ work in Central Africa dates
from the year 1887, when we opened a sta-
tion at Fwambo, a highland district at the
£gouth end of the lake ; for this place proved
‘to be comparatively healthy, and the mis-
slonaries who were resident there had an im-
“munity from fever and other sicknesses
 Which they had never before experienced,
In the early days I have referred to, we
'devoted ourselves more especially to ftine-
rating; and though ‘our reception at first
. might be characterized by a good deal of
curiosity, thz people could not be said to feel
any real interest in our message. At FFwam-

*

FWAMBO, CENTRAL AFRICA,

AnIncidentin Parochial Work

I had been, for several weeks, visiting a
young man stricken down with rapid con-
sumption. We had some very heart to heart
talks together, and I believe he died trust-
ing in Jesus. But what about his two
sisters, both grown-up girls, who had been
nursing him ? Were they Christians ? In

"my anxiety about Will, I had forzotten

them, and now, driving over to the funeral
service, I had just remembered that I had
spoken no word to them. There was no
opportunity on that day, so I determined to
come over specially in tho early part of
the week.
that I might be given a message, I drove
across to thefr home on Tuesday afternoon.

Having prayed very definitely .

versation on the thinga of Chrmst, Y round

them reticent. It was not God's time after
all, then. Asking about thoe grandmother,
I found that she lived outsiie my parish,
about a mile or more farther on, in a direc-
{ion in which I had not.been, and that she
was very ill—indeed, not expected to live,
Perhaps, after_all, it was to der I was being
gent that afternocon. ~ But how was I to
know? I did not know the people, nor did
they know me, for-I had only arrived in my
parish  a very short time before. Wag it

just the thing for me to go and see sick peo-

ple who did not know me, and who had not
asked me to go? He will decide this for
me; and I-silently prayed, ‘Lord, what
shall I do? If they ask meto go in, I will
go, believing.thou art sending me.’ Reach~

I thought God was' sending. me.
to them that day, but evidently not. - What'
It wis in an out- -~ -




-even conscious of my presence

-is something more I ought to do.

‘is right this time.

2‘

TH

* ing the ga.te I f.ound tha.t they quite took it
Yor granted I was going in.” He had settled it

for me, then, very plainly, Going up to
the house, I found it full of people, and, on
being. shown into the sick room, I saw that
there were not many. hours left.. I spoke

. to. the .poor sufferer of Jesus. and his love,

She was not
-1 waited
tor a whlle, but to no purpose. I got up to
leave having to own to some little disappoint-
ment. I thought I was sent out with a

but there was no response .

message that afternoon, yet my message had

twice returned to me. Was my afternoon
to be fruitless? Ah, well ! I am not master;
Ho is Master; I am servant.

As I went from the house over to where

‘my horse was tied, one of the sons of the

dying woman folléwed me, to loose my
horse and. open the gate for me, I supposed.
Somcthing in his manner, however, made
mo think that he was tlunk.mg of more than
the gate, and I willingly entered into con-
versation with him.

‘ Some one was telling me about your ser-
mon on last Sunday.’ '

‘Yes,” 1 said.

‘He said that you preached that a man
could know that he was saved, and that God
kad forgiven him his sins’

‘Yes,” I said, ‘I preach that, and I believe
that. Don’t you believe it, toco ¥’

‘Well, I never was taught that. I al-
ways held that if a man read his bible and
said _his prayers, and went to church, and
took’ Holy Communion, he would be saved
when the time came.’

. ‘You hope to be saved ?

*Yes, I do, he said. - )
‘And you have been doing all these
things %’

‘Yes, I have.’ o

‘Have you found it satisfactory ? Have
lhey brought you peace? Or is there a

leeling away down in your heart that there

is something still to be' done?’

‘Ah! that’s just it. They  have not
brought me peace, and I do feel as if there
I went
to our minister and he told me that that
was all there was to do, but that I must do
ftem more carefully. I wish I could think
so. i

‘My dear fellow, your heart conviction
There is something
more to be done.  The very fact that you
have dene 21l these things, and yet have
no peace, proves it. God wants us to have
peace, else why does he tell us of ‘the
peace of God which passeth all understand-
Ing ?’ There is more to do, but, though

you cannot do it, thank God, Jesus Christ .

has done it. You can never be saved by
what you do, for, try as you may, you can-
not do it all; but you may be saved by de-
pending upon what Jesus has done for you.

I paused a little. It was a new thought
to him, one that had evidently never en-
tered his mind before. I waited for God
to speak it to him. Then I said: ‘You
may be saved now, if you will give up all
else, and rest only on what Jesus has done;

I saw that he was willing. There was
ro hesitation on that score, for he was most
anxious., Oh, that God might onable me to
make it plain to him, .

We were standing close beside a large
barn. ‘ Suppose, I' spid, ‘your little boy
to have been playing in the barn and to
have climbed up cn to a high beam. He has
not noticed that a fire has started in the
stable adjoining, and is already spreading
to the barn. You rush into the bdrn and
tell bim of his danger. It is too late for
bhim to climb down as he went up; the fire

bars his way. To stay where he is is to be
* burned.

What can he do? Quicklv you

" smoke hides you from him.

| DI MESSENGER.
call to h1m Jump, my son Iam hcre under—
neath you. I will catch you. Yet 1o lot
€0 his hold on the béam is to lct go every-
thing that he can either see or feel, for the
He must do
it though, if he is to be saved, So you see
that he must let go, and throw himself into
your arms? )

“Yes, I think that’s plain.’ )

‘Now, what doss he throw himself upon?
What has he to depend on when once he lets
go the beam? '

He thought for a moment. The pew
light was breaking in upon his soul. God’s
cwn light. A great change was coming
over his face, and in a dn‘ferent voice ho
said :

‘ My word for it, and my strength to catch
and hold him.”

“Yes, my friend, when we let go every-
thmg else, we have Ged’s word for it, and
bis strength to catch and {o hold us,’ and
grasping his hand quickly, I left him in the

. presence of God.—Parish and Homse.'

Using God’s Money.

(The Rev. W. H. QGeistweit, in ‘The
Standard.”)

Here is a man whose income is, say, twen-
ty dollars a weelk. Now, some part of that
belongs to Goed in an especial sense ; it all
belengs to God in a real sense. But a de-
finite part of it so belongs to God as to take it
out from the discretion used in the dis-
poaxtlon of the balance; it should be used
for the support and extension- of " Christ's
Kingdom. Suppose the tenth 1dea. pr evmls,

that would make two dollars’ aweek to be laid:

aside for such uses, - .

What are the facts in a g;rea.t majority of -

cases ? . - (I say maaont_y advizedly, for
the empty treasuries and gasping missionary
enterprises are not due to hard times, in
truth—something else has come over the
people. Let me illustrate with facts—of
course disguised : The income was a thou-
gand dollars a year; generally, about a hun-
dred dollars were given in various directions
—charity, church, ete. It was decided to buy
a piece of land; in the calculation as to
oxpensces, ete., the basis was upon the
thousand dollars income, and without a
hesitation it was decided to go into the
speculation, and give less to the objects of
benevolonce. For some .years to-come it
would be necessary to spend the entire
income, practically, in this way. ‘The train-
ing in selfishness, though unconscious, is
none.the less going cm; children growing
up in such an atmosphere will have a ‘set’
to their lives they rarely overcome. They
are narrow, stingy, selfisi—to the end of
their days, and leave their children in turn
what they inherited.

Another case: A Christian- family, grow-
ing children, several earning money. A
chance is at hand to buy a piece of pro-
perty; but on the condition : the payments
of money to benevolence and church work
must be greatly curtailed ; of course it is
looked upon 2s advantageous to the family,
and that consideration is chief. Ths future
is mortgaged, covering a number of years ;
they will all be well into manhood by the time
their possessions are paid for. They live
for themselves; there is one answer to all
requests for money for the cause of God :—
‘We are paying off our mortgage.’ Now
all this would be right if it were not all
wrong ! .

And where is the wrong ? In the case
of each of these representative characters
they were using God’s ‘mercy; they mort-

" for other investmant.

i

' AEERN
gaged God's money, and counted on God’s
money for their owd use for years to come.
It is simply a pervoersion of funds entrusted
It  is right to buy
lend; right to enlarge one’s possessions; but
it can never_.be right to use. money which
does not belong to you; and a certain per-
centage of your incomé belongs to God in 2
peculiar sense, over and above the-general
truth that it all belongs to him. This way
of putting the matter will be startling to
some of us; but I do not put it in a hesi-
tating way-—of its truth I am convinced be~
yond a shadow of a doubt. What these-
follcs should do—all .of us should do—should .
never make a calculation for earthly advan-
{age which includes a trespass on the money
already belonging to God,- If a man has
twenty dollars, two of which belong to God,
ho cannot rightly make an investment which

_compels him to use tho two dollars already

belonging in another direction.

On the other hand, the "happiness that
results from such faithful and honest deal-
{ng with God can only be understood by
those who follow out such a plan. Whether
the income be large or small, the ‘laying
LY’ as God has prospered someliow never re-
duces the amount. left; there is a strange

‘growth in 1t; and the peace of heart is of

the sort that passeth knowledge. It some-
times takes graco and grit to solemnly ad-
here fo it, but a firm principle of right will .
carry every one beyond the point of tempta-
tion., - What a day will dawn when a sea-
sonable majority of God’s children shall thus
put their benevolences upon business prin-
ciples !

~ Receivin g

‘IRev F B Meyer)

Do you know how to régeive 7’ o

‘You suppose I want you to pray.” No, I
don’t. = You’ve been praying long enough.
Leave off—in a2 sense. I want you io begin
taking. - There is all the difference in tho
world between praying for Christ and taking
Christ. .

T'll explain., One night I was staying
with a party cf clergymen at Canon Wilber-
foree’s, and in the first flush of a new sur-
render. we sat around the fire and gave our
expériences.

I talkked a good deal about my surrender
to Christ. One old clergyman arozse and
said: ‘T am very much startied that Mr.
Meyer has nothing better than that to say:
You’'d suppose, to hear him, that he’d only
got to give out. My religion is taking in,
first, and dropping out after. Get Christ
and the world attracts you no more. Give
me the light of the sun and I'll dispense with
artificial light. Once I used to fizht my
temper, but now I take Christ {o Dbe my
sweet temper, my patient humility, my self-
control.’

That minute I saw that he had a better
experience than I had, and we separated for
the night.

The next morning Ca.non Wilberforce sald
‘What did you think of that last night ?

I replied: ‘I think it will be an era in
my life.

‘Yos,” said the canon, ‘it will be in mine,
too.

Prom that time I have tried to live so
that whatever I needed I saw Christ could
be it better for me.

e
In London where there is so much drink-
ing, the lunatics are increasing at the rate

of five hundred a year. In every four years
an additional asylum at a cost of half a

‘mil].ion is needed.



- . Working to Win. -
. (By.Annie L. Hannah.)

- ‘What a nice face that young fellow ‘has,’
- .said. the new minister. to the géntleman with

whom he was walking, as the person referred -

.to pulled off his hat in passing.

‘Yos ; he would be something out of the -

common if he had half a chance, - But what

can be expected of a boy living alone in‘a:

boarding-house, with nothing to keep him
- out of mischief ? ‘Not, hastily, ‘that I
' mean. that Bhe. isn’t straight now, but the
question is, how long is he going to remain
s0 ? He, just out of college (sent there by
~gome relative to get him out of the way, I
presume, for he has ro parents), and if he
doesn’t have something . put into them, the
person who's always looking out for just his
- kind will ind something for the idle hands
to do. Of course, he's in business, but it's
bis cvenings that are the danger.”  Then
something changed the subjéct ard the ma.t-_
ter was dropped. But not from the new

“of that sort of thing,’ sald Will, and then
he drew ‘a liitle to one side so that the
gentleman . might pass on.-
that moment, as the slight change of position
_brought his face into the light, that the min-
ister: rgcpgnized him. o
‘I have seen you before,’ he said, holding
out his hand, ‘Is this not'— But his mem-
ory failed him. »

‘It 15 Will Sumner, at your service,’ said”

the boy, with a polished little bow."

¢ Ah! then you are exactly the one I want-
ed to meet. I want some informalion that
I am sure you can give me, It is uncon-
ventional, I know, but just imagine me a
college man for the hour and come along
home with me,
well know that I am the new minister of the
. Street Church.’ .

‘Mr. Russell 2 I bave Leard of you, sir.

¢ Well, will you come with me 7 I will ex-
plain what I want you to tell 'me when we
have had our supper. Oh ! my wife will be

*A PRINCETON MAN, SIR!' CRIED WILL..

niinigter’s mind. He oculd not get the fresh
boyish face out of his thoughts, and planned
to become acquainted at the first possible
cpportunity. - ) : '

But it is the uncxpected that always hap-
pens, and it was certainly most unexpected
by the minister that Lie sheuld run into Will
Sumner literally and figuratively one stormy
spring evening not a2 week later as he was
taking his way home by the water side of
the church and parsonage ; and as he was by
tar the smaller and lighter of tho two the
mesting might have resulted disasirously for
him had not Will caught and held. him in
his strong young arms till ie had recovered
his disturbed equilibriumz. Then he loozen-
ed his hold, and, stepping back, pulled off
his bhat. :

‘I beg your pardon, sir’ he said, his blue
eyes twinkling in spite of all his .efforts to
the contrary ; ‘ but I couldn’t help it; I was
.afraid {hat you would go over if I didn’t. I
had on such a tremendous headway, ycu
know. .

‘I am sure that I am most grateful to you.
You are evidentiy used to quick thinking and’
rapid action; and I am sure that you saved
me a severe headache at the least ; probably
something more serious.’ . .
. *Football tanches a fellow a =moodish bit

delighted to meet you. Must you go home
first 7 )

*No; not if you will take me as I am. My
boarding-house is a mile away. I was just
coming from there.’

Now young Will Sumner did not look upcn
this invitation with unalloyed delight, but
seeing no way to get out of it without rude-
noss he accepted with the best grace possible,
and presently found himself being present-
ed to a pretty little woman who looked up to
him with kind, motherly eyes, and made him
beautifully welcome.

‘ Katy, this is Mr. Sumner, and he is going
to help me out with thoze mission boys of
mine, Oh'! I beg your pardon,’ at the as-
tonishment, and more, depicted in Will's
face, ‘I had forgotten that I had not mado
my explanation. You see,” when a few
moments later thoy were seated atthe cozy
supper table, ‘it was your mention of foot-
ball that put the idea into my head. A
lot of these fellows are wanting to get up a
club, and came to me to see if I could give
thom a few hints. It is hardly necessary,’
with a laughing glance down at his own slim
figure, ‘to state that I have never played ;
and though I used to watch with deepest

_interest at old Nassau, I do not know cnough

to turn coach; while yow. verhaps, might be

But it was at.

But perhaps you might as’

BOYS AND GIRLSS:

- able to spend an evening in the vacant Tots
now and then, as the weather grows fit 7

¢ A'Princeton mzn, &ir I cried Will, . 'And
the next inslant he was at 'the minister's
gide,” with bis hand held out. ‘I ‘beg your
pa.rdon, Mrs. Russell, he exclaimed, a mo-
ment later, blushing like a girl ; ¢ but—your
husband will understand that I couldn’t help
it I’ And the boy’s eyes were actually full
of tears. ’ A

‘Don’t apologize to me !’ cried the little

- woman with ready sympathy, her own eyes

filling. ‘I am almost d4s bad myself. Do

you know,’ a little shyly, ‘that is where I ,'

first met Mr. Russell, I believe that I know
it as well as either of you.’ . '
Well, never did an evening glide away as
that evening did; and if the foot-ball team
“had not proved a success, as it did, the next
autumn, it would not have been Will Sum<
ner’s fault; and if Will Sumner had not prov-
ed a success in.all the years which followed,
- which he did, and a splendid one, it would
not have been the minigter’s fault.. Both of
them worked to win; and both of thew
von.'—'Forward.’

.

How Mirs. licLaughlin was
-Iade Happy.
(By Belle Sparr Luckett.)
) A True - Story.

-1 saw the happiest person in the whole '

ity to-day,’ said Miss Nelly.
. “Where ?’~asked all the girls,

‘Out at the almshouse hospital.’

Then all the girls laughed with Miss Nelly
at the-idea of finding this happiest person in
all the city of Washingten out at the alms-
house, and in the hospital at that.’

All the girls knew who Miss Nelly meant,
and why this person was so happy. And
that is what I am going to tell you It is
a real happening, and real things are so
much nicer than ‘ made-up’ things.. :

Tor nine years, in one corner of the white
women’s ward of the almshouse hospital in
the District of Columbia, there has lived a
little woman of fifty or thereabouts., All
her friends and relatives that she had known
when she was younger had died, and she
was left alone, without a home., Then she
was taken sick with a disease that made her
lame and helpless, and so she came to live
at the almshouse hospital.

She must have been a very pretty woman
once, when she was young, for she is still
‘good-looking.’ Her hair is getting gray, and
her brown eyes are growing a little dim, but
her face has never lost. its cheerfulness, nor
her heart its tenderness. ' -

-‘I'm a greal deal better off than Iots of
other people,” she often says.
~ One day she confided to a friend who visit-
ed her a plan that she had long had in her
heart. In the back of the little bible she
often reads was a little picture. It was an
advertisement cut from the newspaper, and
was the picture of a man in a rolling chair.

‘You see,” she said to her friend, ‘some
of my people give me a little money once in
a while.’

She called the comgregation to which she
‘belonged ‘ my people.” -

‘I am saving every cent I can of that to .
buy me one of those chairs. If I had a chair
like that T could get around myself, and go
out of doors- sometimes. Ihave almost two
dollars saved up already,’ she said joyfully.

The friend to whom she told this plan is
the director of the intermediate department
in one of the citv Sundav-schools. The
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.next Sunda.y she. told her - boys a.nd gxrls
a.bout it.

‘ What would’ you think of. trying to save
enough money ourselves to buy that oha.ir ?

- ghe asked.

. ‘Let’s do itV ‘Let’s do it !’ “We can do

it I’ came from every oqe present ; for boys
and girls love to do just such things.
" 8o it was all plannéd right there. The
boys said the girls could do without chewing
gum and pickles, and the girls replied that
the hoys could save on snowballs and candy;
for it was to be a real self-sacrifice gift.

The recretary of the department gave them
each a strong envelope on which was writ-

~ten ‘For the chair” Into this their gifts
were to be put.

At the end of the summer vacation tho
envelopes were all opened and the contents
counted. It amounted to eleven dcllars and
four cents.

A committee visited a kind-hearted dealer,
who consented to sell them a beautiful in-
valid’s rolling chair for that amount.

Tho day after Thanksgiving a party of the

boys and girls, and some of the teachers,
went out to the almshouse hospital to pre-
sent the chair.
- An old man wheeled the chair to the door,
then the boys and girls stood ready to roll
it in at a signal from the director, who had
gone inside to break the good news to Mra
M.—..

‘0, you are just feoling me !’ she cried,
when her friend whispered in her ear that

some [riends had brought her the chair she
had dreamed about so long.

Then the duector opened the door, and
in came tho chair and the smiling children.
They rolled it up beside the invalid, and all
hands began helping her into- it. . Every-
body was laughing except Mrs. M.——; she
was crying tears of joy and excitement.

If she had been a rich, beautiful queen,
seated in a throne chair of solid gold, she
rould not have been happier or prouder.

‘I can’t believe it's true,’ was .all she
ould say. ‘Can I roll it around ?’° she
isked, as happy as a child. - “Oh, I can go
yut of doors now. I haven't been out of
doors for years. I wanted to go out under
the trces so much this summer. Now I can
go, and I caa go and see my friends, and go

to church, too,’ she said, wiping away the

tears with her apron, ‘If I'd known you
were coming, I'd ’a put on my other dress,
she apologized, smoothing down her poor
clothes.

Then she told about a great piece of mis-
fortuno that had befallen her a day or two
bofore.

She kept her little gavings in a small poc-
ket-book, and a few days before, after hav-
Ing had her money out counting it over, she
pither misplaced it, or some one took it from
her, as she had not been able to find it since.

‘But I didn’t accuse any one,’ she said. ‘I

Just thought T would try and bear it patient- »

ly, and God would -make it all right; and
he has—don’t you see ?” and she added, with
a happy smile, ‘ God is s0 good to me.’

‘When the little party left, she was rolling
pway toward the sunny windows, where she
bad never been before, and following be-
side her were two or three poor old women,
rajoicing in her happinecss; for there was not
one in that ward who had not been cheered
by her kindness and encouraged by her pa-
tience. She can be seen any day riding here
and- there in the great wide ward, as happy
as a princess, although she will ‘never walk
‘& stop, and lives in the almshouse ho.,pxtal

—* 8. S. Times, ’

————n
If we believe the bible, there is penitence

and pardon for every hea.then sonl in the
world.—McLaurin,

@H
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Minding Iother.

Mary was going to use kerosene to kindle.
the fire, but her mother discovered it, amd -

stopped her before she had paured the oil
into the stove.

‘You must never do tha.t,' she gaid, “Yon
might set fire to your clothes and burn your-
self terribly, or the house might burn. You
understand me, Mary ?—under no circum-
stances are you to kindle the fire with kero-
Remember what I' tell you.’

Omne day, not long after that, Mary was lef
at home alone, while her mother went to
visit a sick neighbor.

‘Start the fire about five o’clock if I'm
not back beforo, and put the tea kettle on,
her mother told her when she went away.

Five o'clock came, and Mary tried to kin-
dle the fire with shavings, but they burned
out without seeming 1o set fire to the wood.

‘I know what I'll do,’ she said; T'Il pour
a little ofl on the wood. Mother won't
know.'. .

She got the can and began to pour soms
oil in the stove,” The wood was not burn-
ing, apparently, but there was fire enough

about it to ignite the oil as it streamed from

the can. - The blaze flashed up the little
stream to the spout, and an explosion took
place which covered Mary with burning
fluid.
help. Fortunately, a neighbor happened to
be passing, and he came to the rescue. But
she was go badly burned that she came near
dying.  When she got well, her face was
disfigured for life. :
‘0, if I had only minded mother !’ she of-
ten says, ‘when she looks at her scarred face
in the glass ) }
Ifsheonly had ! But it's too late.to think
about that now. The mischief has been
done, and she must bear the consequences
of her disobedience.—Eben E. Rexford, in
New York ‘ Observer.’ '

Getting Ready.

Do you know, boys and girls, that God
has his own secret to tell you ?  Over and
over again he has spoken to the heart of a
child about the future, about what he want-
ed the child to be or to do, .and how the
child might, in the sunny days of childhood,
and without losing one bit of merry, joyous,
child-life, be getting ready for the years that
lay before him.

The loving heavenly Father does not bur-
den his little ones with great secrets that

* would spoil their. childish' years, but he

tries to prepare them for the time when they
will grow up.

I will téll you a story just to show you
what I mean. I think you have heard the
story before, but it fits 'so nicely, that I
must tell it now. '

When Queen Victoria was a little girl her
wise mother carefnlly kept from her the fact
that some day she would be Quesn of Eng-
land, but all the time she was training and
teaching her how to be wise and clever and
good, ‘and doing her very best to prepare
her for such an important position. DBy-
and-by the time came when the mothar
thought the child ought to know the secret,
so she let her find it out at her lessons one
day. The very first thing the little girl said
when she understood she would be Queen,
was : ‘I will.be good, O, I 'will be gcod !’
Perhaps if her mother had told her the
secret before she had prepared. her for it,
the child would have said ‘O, I will be s;reat,

I will be great.

Dear boys and girls, no one is fit to be
great until he is good. God may have 'a
great work or a little work for you to do in
the world, but whatever secrct heis keeping

She ran out of doors, screaming for-
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for you, he is always saying to you, ‘Be good,:

for that is the best way of preparing for the }

work I have for you to do by-and-by.’

Years ago a young girl said to me one’

evening, when we were walking and talking:
together, ‘Do you know, I have.a secref
which I haven't told anyome yet. I'should
like to tell you’ Of course, I was ver_r},)
pleased to listen. = '
*'Well,” ghe gaid, ‘ever since I was a 1ittlg
girl I bave felt I must go to India when I
grew up, and tell the peor people there about,
Christ. So I am working very hard at my{
lessons and doing all I can to get ready
some day to go out’ 'Now, the girl who

" told me her secret is a grown-up young lady,

and has been a missionary in India for two
years, and how happy she is out there in
spending her life for others I could not tell
you. .
It is so sad to come acrozs boys and
girls who are just beginning life for them-
selves, and who are not ready for anything.
They have never thought about getting ready
for the real work of life; they have been so
selfish, never giving a thought to others,
never trying to help the sad, never lifting
one little burden from people who are tired
or sick, or poor; never putting their heart
into their school work or any task thcy may
have had to do, and so they go through life
—unless they learn better by hard experience
and trial, no good to themselves or others.
0, children, get ready, for you do not know
what need God will have of you to help
him in his great work of saving the world,
and it will be ten thousand pities if one
day he should call you to work which he

had been lxeepmv for you, and you should be .

‘ Oh, God, I cannot do 1t for.
in 8. 8.

obliged {o 84,
I am not i‘ea.dy '—A. F. Perram,
‘* Chronicle’ o '

ey e

¢ Seen Too Cft.

Habit famillarizes with evil and diminishes
the sense of it as well. A man that has
been for half a day in some ill-ventilated
room does nout notice the poisonous atmos-

phere ; if you go into it, you are half suf--
focated at first, and breathe more casily as -

you get used to it. A man can live amidst
the foulest poison of evil; and, as the Sy-
rian peasants get fat upon arsenis, his whole
nature may seem to thrive by the poison
that it absorbs.” They tell us that the breed
of fish that live in the lightlets caverns in
the bowels of some mountains, by leng dis-
use ‘have had their eyes atrcphied out of
them, and are blind because they have lived
out of the light. And so men that live in
the love of evil lose the capacity of discern-
ing evil. And he that walketh in darkness be-
comes blind, blind to his sin, and blind to
all the realities of life.—* Dr. McLaren.

The Mother’s Prayer.
(By Charles H. Dorrls.)
!

Dear Lord,
I have a little lad,
He knows not how to live;

That I may guide his steps,
To me true wisdom give,

I ask not length of years,
That they shall many bs;

Or he the world possess,
Vilhout one thought of Thea

I oaly ask, dear Lovd,
That He may do Thy will
With gladsome heart, and so
Thy perfect law fulfil.
—Mickigan ‘ Advocate.”

1
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Bill’s Purpose.

© (By Mrs. Henry Crewe!

.

‘P11 do ity

. The man who uttered these woras might

: have been seen skulking - stealthily along

under a high wall enclosing. a spacious
kitchen-garden belonging to a beautiful es-
tate on the borders of Surrey.

The hour was sunset. It was the brilliant
glow of a fine evening that brightened all
around; the reddened sky was reflected in
flower and tree, giving them warmer tints
than usual.

The leaves of the wood trees s'arred gen-
tly in the breeze as this man crept on, his
oeyes turned towards the ha.ndsorme country
house, whose ancient gables carried the iVY
of generations upon their surface, scanning
every portion of it with careful and ingquir-
ing gaze.

He was tall and powerfully built, with
limbs and muscles capable of work, that
would bave been the envy of many a man.
The face had once borne a frank and honest
expression, but now, alas it was pale and
emaciated. There was a wild leck in his
eyes that told of more than hunger and
poverty. An observant eye could well read
that bad habits and drink — that curse of
England, as of many another nation—had

- done its terrible work upon Bill Saunders.

Presently the man reached an iron gate,
an entrance in the wall towards the back of
the mansion. Instinctively he drew back,
lest any one should catch sight of his ragged
garments. The next moment, however,
perceiving that no one was in view, he press-
ed forward, and furtively laid his hand upon
the fastening; but it did not yield to ‘his
pressure. The gate was securely -locked.
A dark lock came into his eyes as they rest-
ed for a2n instant upon the peaceful beauty
and luxury evident before him,

11 do it!” he sgaid once more, adding

a muttered cath, and feeling in his empty

pockets. ‘Why should a man like he, who
does nothing, have a fine house a.nd all he
can wish for,” he ejaculated aloud “whilst

my wife and children are starving? -Hal’

and I am starving, too’—with a bitter laugh,
‘and haven't got a copper for gin. No, a
man can’t starve, just under the walls of the
rich squire, t0s! He wouldn’t care if the
likes of me died at his door’; -and with an-
other ocath Le turned away into one of the

wood-paths ieading round the building, his.

heart full of wreichedness and godlessness.

Almost at the same moment Squire Nor-
cliffe deseenéed the broad steps leading from
his front door in the company of a friend,
the two turning in the direction of the
wood opposite to that which Bill Saunders
had followed. i

“You have made many improvements in
tle place since I saw you last, Noreliffe; the
gardens are looking more bezutiful than
ever.’

“Ha! I am glad you think so. You see, I
try to employ as many men as possible.’

‘Just like you—always thinking of others,
never of yourself.’

“Well, you know, Burns, we are but stew-
ardg here below of that which God has given
us. ’'Twas his will that my dear father
should leave me wealth, and it is my duty

.and my. greatest pleasure,” he added, hearti-

1y, ‘to devote that wealth, " as well as my
lime, to the succor of those who .are in less
fortunate circumstances. ‘I grieve to say,
he went on, ‘my head gardener, a perfect
treasure of a man, hard-working, sober,
honest, tasteful, has fallen ill, and I have to
be temporary manager myself. I fear his
illness may be a long one, so I-must find
some one Lo work under me for a time.

‘Surcly another head gardemer is to be

.

found without your tiring yourself to this
extent?’ \

“But I do not intend to Ilgok for ome.
Please God he will get over it; meanwhile
we shall go on as we can.’

‘And what is your present hobby?' ques-
tioned Colonel Burns, as he gazed smilingly

. on the philanthropic friend who, in his opi-

nion, good-natured man though he was him-

self, went too far in his habit of self-denial -

for the sake of those whose gratitude was
often but skin-deep for all he aid for them.

Squire Norcliffe laughed & pleasant laugh.
‘My present hobby, as you call it, is build-

" ing a labor home not far distant, a refuge

for tramps out of work.

‘Tramps!’ echoed his friend in a some-

what stern voice. ‘They are often danger-
ous fellows to deal with.

‘True; but we must noi forget that they
have many temptations that do mnot fall to
the share of a man whe reed not seek his
daily bread.’

“Their want of work is frequently of their
own making.’ '

“That I must allow; but, it is our duty,
and ought to be our pleasure to lend them a
helping hand.”

Scarcely had he concluded his sentence
when the fading sunhght that stiil illumined
the road they trod was obscured for an in-
stant, and in another momesnt Bill Saunders,
who had just rounded a winding in the path,
stood face to face with Squire Norcliffe. In
his confusion the man strove to turn aside,
but the brushwood around grew high; there
was nothing for it but to make his way as
best he could.

Boih gentlemen eyed him closely as he

appreached. His appearance was not encou-
raging. The sight of them had arcused still

-deeper envy in his heart. -

‘Good evening, my friend,’ said the squire
kindly; but to this friendly grecting no re-
sponse came in words. ' '

* Only a momentary glance cf fierceness
from Deneath his shaggy brows rested on
the man who wisked to be lus friend, as

Bill strove to’ brush past him.on the narrow

pathway. The sguire stopped.

‘You appear to be tired, my man,’ he went
on. ‘Is there anything 1 can do to help
you? _ Lo

Yot no answer came, only thc man stood
still, and his head sank lower on his breast.
Annoyed at his sullenness, and wondering
at his friend’s paticnce, Colonel Burns has-
tened on a {ew stops in advance.

‘T will Ulmdly help you if it is in my power
to do so0.’

What was there ifi tha.t voice that im-
pelled Bill suddenly to raise his head and
mcet the steady kindly gaze of Squire Nor-
cliffe? Could this be the squire, he asked
himself, the man whom-but a few minutes
before he had cursed in his heart, speaking
with so much interes¢ to a stranger, to one
so dirty, so ragged as himself?

‘Are you the squire, sir? he gasped.

‘T am, ‘Tell me—is it "work you are in
search of?'

‘I have tried to get it,’ he replied, evasive-
ly, ‘but—

‘You have not succeeded? FPoor fellow!
Have you a wife and children?

‘I have. They are starving,” he burst out,
‘starving—and so am I, he added.

“You shall not starve, nor shall you want
for work, if you are trying for it in good
earncst. What is it you can do?

‘I was a gardener once, a head gardener,—
and a still sadder look overspread the hag-
gard face—'and lately I have been a laborer.’

‘Ha! how came it that ——  But never
mind, you can tell me all that some other
day,’ he continued, on noting the despairing
1ook on his companion’s face. '

‘7 will give you work myself, my head
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gardener Is ill, and you shall take his place -

for the time being, if you can give'me a

satisfdctory refe'rence as to where you have

been.’

‘T =erved the Vicar of Bramleigh for seven
years, sir.’

‘What—my old college friend ! Then I
will take you into my service at once, at
least, until such time as my man has suffi-
ciently recovered to be able to return to me,
Are you willing?

For an instant a fiash of hope lighted up
the eyes that were fixed in wondering in-
credulity upon his interlocutor’s face, the
next, he pressed his hands before them and
uttered a deep groan. Squire Norcliffe eyed
him in pitying silence. Suddenly Bill Saun-

ders raised his head and stood erect before

his benefactor. There were tears in his eyes,
but the voice was steady that spoke his

thoughts. -
‘Sir,” he said, ‘I am grateful — oh, how

grateful! — for your great kindness to me,
but I cannot enter your service.’ .

The squire looked up in astonishment.

‘No, sir; if you knew all you would not
take me. God help me!’ he continued, as
the prayer of former days when he was
young and happy, rushed into his mind.

‘I should take you. Tell me all; make a
clean breast of it as we walk towards the
house. It is food and rest that you need, my
proor fellew.’

The squire moved forwa.rd motioning to
his companicn to follow.

Colonel Burns was far out of sight, and
there, beneath the shadowing clm trees that
stretched their branches over him as if for
protection in the growing twilight, Bill told
his tale, with none save God to witness his
repentant confession.

‘It was a tale of former happiness with a
loving wife and rosy, sturdy children; a hap-
piness destroyed by himself, as, drifting into
bad companionship, he had gradually become
a drunkard, loosened his home ties, nsglect-
ed his little ones and their mother. - He told
how, after weeks and months of warning,
the squire’s friend had been at length oblig-
ed to discharge him; how lhe had from time
to time been taken on as a laborer, but
everywhere been sent away as a result of
his drunken habits. . Sinking lower and
lower the family had gradually parted with
all their once comfortable little possessions,
until, reduced to starvation, wife and chil-
dren had been takon into the workhouse,

* whilst he himself had become a wandering

beggar.
‘My man’ — and Squire Norcliffe Iald his

hand upon his shoulder—T am still ready
to take you into my employment for your
own, your wife’s, and your children’s sake,
God will help you, if you ask him.’

A look of intense gralitude gleamed in the
miserable man’s eyes. '

‘Sir,” he said, ‘I have something more to
tell; something that will make you send me
from you for ever, and then—'

Once more a flash of surprise was visible
in Squire Norcliffe’s countenance,

‘Do you know, sir, what purpose was in

my heart this evening?—and his cheek grew

ashy pale as ho asked the question.

‘T have not the slightest idea.’

- ‘T came here, sir, to rob you, the rich
squire, of whom I had heard talk!’

His companion started, yet gazed upon ‘Bim
with deepest interest and sympathy.

“Yes, I came io rob this house’—looking up
at the peaceful spot with moistening eyes as
he spoke. ‘I was biding my time till night
should come to find my way inside. It was
for this I was waiting in the wood when I
came upon you two gentlemen. ‘Oh,’ — he
groaned zloud — ‘what will become of me?’

The squire did not speak, his pity and
omotion were too great for words.

‘Can you forgive me, sir? broke out the
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wreterTu man,- ‘Oh, say that you Wm for-
. give me! God has. forgiven ‘me,’ he went on,
~ 'but you—"" :
~ *Yes, God has torgwen you, or you could
not. have confessed your -every thought to
.me; and I forgive-you with -all my heart.
Ea,rnestly I pray that he who can alone give
© you s;rength will bless our meeting to-night.
T am not afraid to take you under the shel-
-+, ter of my roof, knowing that ‘henceforth you
will, through- God’s merey, be a better and a
.. -happier man; and I thank him for making
. me a humble instrument 6n your behalf.
Say not another word. . Your secret shall
ever remain with me.>
‘How ‘can we.describe the joy, the intense
- . thankfulness of Bill Saunders? This revul-
- sion of feeling was almost greater than he
could ‘bear, -But one short half-hour previ-
ously a miserable outcast, his heart full of
gin and wretchedness, and now helped by
the very man on whom ke had-intended to
inflict so great a wrong. Oh, with what ear-

nest prayer did he implore God in deep re-

pentance that night to keep bhim in the
right path, to bless his future efforts to bring
back happiness to the wife and children he
still loved, and {o serve his benefactor to the
best of his ability!-
His prayer was heard. .
The very next day saw him on hxs way to
Brz..mlelgh to fetch his family home once
more, home to a bright little cottage.cover-
- ed with roses and honeysuckle, ‘next door to
the one occupied by the head gardener him-
self.. - )

. During his absence some fairy-han.d"ﬁrc»'

vided a good meal, lighted a fire, and made

" the kettle sing brightly to welcome them as-

- he led bis now happy wife through the op€n
" ‘doorway. Before seating themselves to their

' repast, the parents and. their two wondering:
- ~boys. knelt down.to offer:up grateful thanks :
for God’s mercy shown them, and to pray for..

blessing on'their future lives.

Bill Saunders has still a purpose in view,
but it is the purpose of a sober honest man
to do his duty; to serva first his God, and,
through his help, his benefactor and master,
Squire -Norcliffe, whom he met within the
woodland long ago.—Light in the Home.’

Mary and ¢ The Lambs.’

(Rev. W. Bryson Forbush, in ‘Endeavor
Herald.”)

Bur &iséodfaged Missionary Committee’—

this was the name by which they called -

.themselves, and everybody acknowledged
that it was appropriate. ~'We had become
80 accustomed to hear Lucy Ellis, the con-
vener, answer in decided accents, ‘ ' We have
dcne absolutely nothing,’ that our business
meetings would have seemed incomplete
without that terse, honest report. 'They ac-
knowledged themselves the blot on our so-
ciety’s escutcheon.

It bhad not always been so, Before Ray
Morton, now a missionary in Burmah, went
away ‘to college, he used to arrange mission-
ary programmes that were so interesting that
little Billy Benton, the bootblack, actually
1eft off chasing the engme to a fire one even-
ing in order to be able to attend and hear

- about ‘de dwarfs dat have such small heads
and big moufs dat dey swaller derselves,
which was his own preconception of certain
natives of Central Africa. It is strange that
_tle example of this warm-hearted enthusiast
did -not stimulate others to take up the work
of providing fresh inteiligence from the mis-

sion stations after he went away, even if-

none were stirred to offer themselves to the
world-field. But is is always easy to be

heroic by proxy, and so most of the mission-.

ary interest of the church had now passed
into the quarterly meetings of ‘ The Female
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Cent Ascciety’——(do»‘penmes have sex ?)— P

where Ray Morton's spicy letters were read,

‘and where prayers were . offered by -Seth
Sprawl that so Lucy Elli., said, were long’

enough. and: covered -ground enough to car-

..pet-the Anna.polis valley. . :
It had not always héen 80, and thank

God, it did not forever remain so. . ‘We had
in our society a mill
Weaver. He.was so modest and bashful
that he was usually put on as the last mem-
bor of some committee like the Flower Com-
mittee—that last resort for these who can’t
or won't do any work. . But he was hardly

to be ranked with the two classes just named

for he was extremely regular at both society
and committee meétings,'and in a quiet way
d¢id very faithful work., Indeed, as Lucy
Ellis said, if we could have held consulta-
tions with him by telephone, where he would
not need to blush. or stammer so, we-should
think tbat both his words and works were
excelled by none.
‘Weaver who aroused our dormant Mission-
arx Committee. Iet it be no less to. his
credit to say that the result was due neither

-to his. interest in missions nor in the Mis-

sionary Committes, for even Lucy Ellis has
been heard to acknowledge that Frank Wea-
ver was for ome time so awakened from
his modesty as to say in her hearing that
if he had a mess of Littens that were as
hali'dead as that Missiopary Committee he
would put them all in a bag and drop them

over Ifalls. Bridge.

It came about as follows : Frank Weaver
lived.in two worlds. At the ‘church he was

‘the humblest of all, but down on Front -
"street cloze to the wharves, where his home

‘was, he-was-a hero. There was not a small"
< boy on the-harbor- front t.hat d1d not adore -
Phis was 50 Well known :

Frank Weavcr
that when Frank ushered in a half dozen of-
these unkempt ‘wharf rats into-church one
Sunday, some irreverent person was heard to
whisper, ‘Mary and the lambs. I regret to
say that this remark was repeated, and tbat

Frank soon heard himself called .by this .

familiar cognomen, while the lads retained
a title not wholly in harmony with their only
partially. immaculate appearance and de-
meanor. I am glad to add that this did not
interfere with his actioms, but that he re-
appeared with his ragged boys every Sun-
day. -We soon learned that Frank was, in
a quiet way, a wonderful athlete, and that
this had made him a nalural leader round
his home. Bemg naturally fond of younger
companions, he had fostered the friendly
fecling, and had become so interested in-his

dusty charges that he had fitted up a rough

gympasium. in a vacant sail loft, where he
gave woekly festivals of an athletic char-
acter and mustered his flock on Sunday to
be washed and combed for church.-

TiAs action of Weaver's-had a number of
results. In the first place, the wealthy
Mrs. Prendergast felt forced to surrender
her pew in front Jf the Weavers, on account
of the plebeian surroundings, and took a high
seat in the synagogue of St. Frigia's., Her
pew was promptly filled by Job Miller, his
wife, and six children, who had not atlended
church for tem years; for Job, the rough
blacksmith, said that he was glad to find
that after all that poor people were welcome
in one church. - I understand that our pas-
tor sald he was glad of it. Another result
was upon our Missionary Committee. Lucy
Ellis called them together one day, and ad-
dressed them somewhat as follows :—

¢ Girls and boys—boy, I mean’ (for Luke
Sanders was the only one to whom' that
title applied—* have you noticed how regu-
lar ‘the lambs’. are in attendance on the
Endeavor meeting, lately ?’

‘Yes,’ sald Julia Redding ; ‘it seems to be
somethine new. tco.

boy named Frank'

It was this same Frank.

-picturesque about it.
even interesting—until you love them. There -

‘Well they ha.ve suggested to me an Idea
for our committee work.!. . g

*Qur work 7" said Helen Dane; * do I un-r :

derstand you to imply that this. oommxttee T
‘works ¥ :

- “No,". but:it is going to; tha.t 1s, it you

'a,gree to what I am about to propose ’

. “Well, go on. | .
‘We all. know very weu that asa com-
mittes. we ought to be ashamed of ocurselves.
In the ﬁrst place, wo a.re not interested in the
cause for- which we are supposed to work.
Now, among these poor people, the pa.rents
and brothers and sisters of these -“lambs,”
is a real missionary field. If we could do

.something for them, would it not help to in-
~terest us more in the- genera.l subJeet of mis-

sions ?

‘And what do you suggest ?

‘I suggest that we form a Christian En-
deavor society at the Front Street Mis- |
sion.’ . ‘

This created quite a sensation. Lucy Ellis
went onm to say that she had consulted our
pastor about the plan, and that he heartily
approved, only. suggesting that we solicit the
aid of delegations from all.the Endeayor so-
cieties in our city union. This mission was
a upion enterprise on lower Front sireet, a
long distance from any of the churches. It

"was truly an uncultivated field and we knew

it needed workers. .
So after talking the pla.n over wo arrangeé

to have ‘a meceting with the superintendent
of the mission the following Friday. On
that day we met at his office. I.must ex-

: pla.m that the mission was cenducted entire-
Iy by volunteer effort; and-that-the- superin-
“tendent, -Mr. Healey, was ‘2 dry ‘goods mer-
“chaiit. © ‘We filed into-the -office, and Lucy
“EIS), in a very a.ttmﬂtive way, -as ‘I.thought,

‘presented our plan.
Hedley did not appearvery enthusiastic. He

-To our. surprise, Mr.

certainly favored the idea.  He said. that he
had long regretted that ~the ‘mission was
without a prayer-meeting of any kind, but
that he and the teachers, who were mostly.
business men like himself, were only able
to attend and give their time Sundays. He
believed in the Endeavor Society, and. felt

* that it was just the thing for the place and

need, but—, He said ‘but’ four times. Fi-
nally he broke into a smile and. added :—
‘Friends, I may as well add frankly that I
have loarned to be distrustful of all wha
offer themselves as helpers in our work.. I
don’t lilte to say it, but I have fifty who come
and offer to work to five who are willing to -
hold on. I want you to go ahead and start
an Bndeavor Society just as quickly as you
can, but I want you to guarantee that it -
will be in running order, six months from
now, before you begm

“What do you mean, Mr. Heale} 2 asked
Lucy Ellis. - ‘We are not prophets ; we
can't tell. .

‘Yes, you can,’” he replied pleazantly. ‘If
you ‘stick six months the sceiety will be all
right, but I am afraid you won’t. It is not
romantic work. In fact, there is nothing
The people are pot

are many disagreeable incidents and sights
and—emells. Will you hold on for six
months ?’

Somewhat sobered and humbled, we agreed
that we would. We went to work., At
our first meeting we had a full room. Over
a hundred dirty faces met us after we fa-.
thomed the depths of Front street mud and _
climbed the stairs to the assembly room. We
had what T called a good mecting. Luke
led, and opened with remarks on ¢ Tempta-
tion.’ Our Erndeavor quartelie sang. Lucy
Ellis spoke, and I spoke, and we sang again
and the hour was up. . On the whole, ag L.
said, when we reviewed the cvening, we
thought we had made a zood hewinning. It

-




‘ :..~.ls true the people dldn’t seem to listen very =
well, a baby cried considerably, and some

~ of ihe old people went to sleep. 'We took .
twentl-eight . names for membership, all ag-" " °
The next weck we had’ only six~

- sociate.
toen present, At'the close of the meeting,
‘which was not" very. long, we -felt rather
dxscouraged Frank Weaver, who had not
" attended the first meeting, was present. We
confided our feelings to him -afterward,: and
asked him what was the matter, .
‘Is this the k-kind of 2 m-mcetin’ you ha.d

last week ¥

‘Yes,” said-I, ‘on-ly a great ma.ny more
were here, - Whyv didn’t they com‘e to-
night 7

‘ Th-that’s the reason,’ said he bneﬁy.

[ What's the reason ?’ said 1.

He went on to express the opinion, I -bé-
lieve, in somewhat plain terms, that we were
talking them to death. In disgust, we ap-
pointed him the next leader, promising . to
to back him up, .

. *If you w-want to b- back me up, le-keep
your m-mouths shut,’ szud ‘he, as he turned
-away.

This is how he led, the mcetxng .He took

a seat about half way down the room, for .

overybody was trying to sit on the last seat.
His ‘lambs’ were in- a row in front of him.
. He gave out several stirring hymns. Then
he asked Lucy Ellis {o pray. Then - thoy
sang again.. Then he gave out the topic
- and read. the lesson and spoke about half a
-dozen halting sentences.on the tople, which
.- was ‘ What.have I to be thankful for 2 Then
-~ those blessed ‘lambs’ got up one, after ano-

- ther .and -read—did I-say read ‘7—-tried to:

- read a-versg.-a-piece, and sat down perspir-
‘ing. .

“sentence ‘what we were grateful for, until the

--meeting.was &n. houf long whén we.thought

it hadn't beed twenty-five mmutes

~And all this is Wha.Ls.xrred up our ‘Mis-
sionary Committes. Of course we had plenty
of discouragements. ~ At our first business
- mecting nobody would take an office or serve
on a committee, but ! the lambs,’ at a signal
-from Frank, came to the rescue then and
later, with military promptness, -And so
on. But I must not give you the history
of the new society, for it is not very old
even now ; besides, I am telling .you about
our committes this time. It did us a world

of z00d, We got discouraged, but, as Luey

Ellis said, it was better to l:e discouraged in
doing something than in doing nothing ; and
we got over it. 'We held a miszionary meet-
ing in the home society. We called it a
‘ Cosmopolite meeting.” 'We had a Chinese
laundryman from the mission Chinese de-
partment of two members (my class), a Nor-
wegian who had bean converted in tihe
mission, a Polish sailor, and a poverty-
stricken German teacher. Our room was
crowded, and they said it was the best meet-
ing for months, or years, I forget which.
And the bBest of it was, we were becoming
. really inferested in missions. = Our work at
home had broadened both mind and heart,
and we hold a banner this year for propor-
tionate giving.

‘And what -was the cause of all this
change ? a stranger asked Lucy Ellis. And
she answered gravely :— )
¢“’Cause Mary loves ‘the Jambs,’ you know,

The teacher did reply.”’

Glimpses of Duty.
(By William T. Ellis, in ‘ Forward.’)

Every Christian can make a mission field.
A fiftcen-year-old Mir_tnesota. Endeavorer,
soon after her conversion, gathered about her
a dozen of her younger playmates and be-
gan a bible-class that has continued for
months, This service appealed to her as
one of the pledge’s ‘whatevers.’

‘the elder lady solemnly,
- But it set the meeting going, for, be-.
. fore:we knew.:it,'he had us tellmg in ono:

corders, made itself heard.

"death, but steadfast mnot' the less.
though only an obscure ma.xd-servant was a -
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“the memi)ers as éhe did.
" Ing in the stifling- atmoephere of afactory,

Linda ,Harman"s Dilemna.
’ (By Margaret E Sangster)

‘I you are to do- those pcople a.ny good
Linda,’ said Miss Mackenzie, standing with

her back to-the door, and holding: her para-
sol firmly in her hand, now and then bran-

--dishing it as an emphatxc ‘gesticulation show-
‘ed how mueh she was in_earnest,
- go and live among them.

you must
This luxury,.this
garden, these rugs and couches and easy
chairs are not for you. The Lord’s servant
must endure hardness.
sybarite, Linda, and save souls.

no man cares for them.
how you 'disregard the Lord’s call”

‘I am sure, Cousin Harriet, all that I want
is to sce my way clearly,’ answered. Linda
with spirit. ‘I do not care for state and
splendor. The beautiful things in my home
roproach 'me when I-think of the poverty
in the world. But I am pot. responsible
for the furnishing of this mansion. Father
and mother and brother Dick have done this,

~and my little room, as you know, is as plain

as an anchorite’s cell. - I love those pcor
girls at the Court, and I long to work for
them and live: among them, PBut am I to

"disobey my own father, and leave my mother

who needs me, that I may preach and teach
the keeping of the Ten Commandments, in
lanes and alleys, ‘where there are-no homes
like mine ? I must sce mY way first, Cousin
Harriet. :

‘«He that loveth father or- mother more
than me, is--not. worthy -of me,”’ repeated
- ‘Linda, how will

Yoir- answer him inthe- Judgment day, When

‘be asks-you why ‘you scorned his little oneg

and choze the primrose path ¥
There came an mterruptxon

break upon a conversahon but acted under
‘Come in,’ said
Linda, and Jane entered. = Jane, her mo-
ther's maid, black-gowned, white-capped, and

pale-faced:
Jane,

person of strong sense and real character,
and while she adored Miss Linda, she disap-
proved of Miss Mackenzie, whose philan-
thropic movements, so far as they had to do
with Linda Harman, were equally {rowned
on by every one in the housebold, from the
Judge himself to the small boy in buttons
who attended the door.

“Your mother, Miss Linda, is took with one
of her spells, and wants you as scon. as you
can come, please,’ said Jane. Mrs. Har-

man’s spells were not to be disregarded, and .

Miss Mackenzie took her leave.

Nobody who had met Linda, as, three hours
later, wan, white and weary, she emerged
from her mother’s chamber of pain, would
have fancied that the young girl trod a
primrose path. In fact, there were days
when the mother’s life scemed to hangcn a
slender thread, and the least excitement, the
least over-exertion, might precipitate its
hreaking. Then there would be periods of
comparative comfort, and the lady would
be marvellously well, and undertake her
usual tasks, and see the friends she dearly
loved, but always there was for her family
the danger in the background. . They never
knew at what hour there mxght be a catas-
trophe.

Linda, whose piety was as simple-hearted
as a child’s, and whose charm was that
of a sweet flower, a lily or a roze not love-
lier, had developed great power over other
girls. She had the rare gift of conciliating
the rudest, and in the Working Girl’s Club,
to which she had cobnsecrated much of her

endeavors, nobody sang or talked, or pleased

You cannot he a
- And the

‘souls in Dearborn Court are crying out that
- Linda, take care

-girls :in Linda’s drawing-room.

Allow and:.

“Qiscreet knovk "88 of one who forebore 0 ‘for these girls'to cnjoy.

the books, the pictures, the rugs, the musie '

A girl who- locked tired to"

Many a girl toll-

was strengthened and aided through the weck |

by what her friend, Miss Harman, had said
in-the social evening at the Club.
Latterly Miss Mackenzie and others had

. been desirous that a girl like Linda, rich'and

beautiful,- and’ -highly -accomplished; should
ta.ke up missiocnary work among such girls
as thoze . who came to the Club, living at
the settlement near them, and devoting her
whole life, instead of a part, to their ser-
vice.

Linda’s mother however while not say-

ing ‘'or even lcoking anything in opposition,
felt that she had a claim on her daughter,

As Linda bent over hér, fanning her softly,
when the spasm of acute anguish passed off,
onthis afternoon of Miss Mackenzie’s call,
Mrs, Harman whispered : -

‘I—can’t—be—a stumbling stonc, dear, but
wait—till God takes—your mother.’

There are girls among those who read thig
story .able to comprehend Linda’s dilemma.

To such my word is, ‘ Duties are never 4n

antagonism.” A girl should weigh the mat-
‘ter well, however, before she chooses be~
tween a plainly manifest need of her in her

-own household, and -a probably excellert

opening for her in another field.

I am glad that Linda wrought ouf her
problem. over her bible and in her closet.
Noxt day she wrote to her cousin: ‘All
that I can do, plus the work in my own

home, I will do, but I.cannot abandon my

own dear mother, nor trust my home vine-
yard to other hands than mine. T am sure
that my place is here’

A few days ago I saw a happy throng of
] They had
a half-holiday, and Linda invited them to

.be her guests,. and gave them a delightful’
©-The” hvely ‘home was ‘lovely .

entertainment,
The “bric-a-brac,

enhanced their pleasure. . And I thought it
was as well perhaps that they should come to
Linda as that Linda should go to them,—
¢ Chnstlan Herald.

D ———

' The Power of a I'lymn.‘

A Scotch soldier was dying in New Orleans -

wheén a Scotch minister came in to give him
the consolations of the Gospel. The man
turned over on his pillow, and said : ‘' Don’t
talk to me about religion.

Then the Scotch minister began to sing
a familiar hymn of Scotland, beginning with
the words :—

¢ Oh, mother, dear Jerusalem,
‘When shall I come to thee ?°

He sang it to the tune of ‘Dundee,’ and
everybody in Scotland knowg that; and as
he began to sing the dying soldier turned
over on his pillow, and said to the minister:
‘IWhere did you learn that ?

‘' Why,” replied the mmister
taught moe that.

‘So did mine,’ said the dying Scotch sol-

dter ; and the very foundation of his heart
was upturned, and then and there he-yielded
himself to Christ.
- Oh, the irresistible power of a hymn !
Luther's sermons have been fergotten, but
his ¢ Judgment Hymn’' sings on through the
ages,— Christian Scotsman.’ ‘

___-__.’_._____

my mother

How Drunkards Are Made—'I'll tell you
what,’ said a barman, ‘ half tho children who
come here drink.
are made, Their falhers and mothers send
them for beer, they see the ¢ld folks tipple,

and they begin to taste the beer themselvs,’

Then, after that, not one of them ever carries
the full’ pint home.”

That is how drunkards




.= could there be in borrowing a quar-

‘It’s Only a Play.

Here are children seven—

Tour girls and three boys—
"All trooping along

With laugh, song and noise.
10h ! for where are you bound?’

1 hailed to small Glem.
‘We’re going,’ said hg
¢To Jeru-sa-lem.’
¢ But it’s only a play;
So the others did say.
—Greta Bryar, in ¢ The Sunbeam.’

Roy’s Lessen.
(By Kate S. Gates.)

It was such an opportun‘ty, and
such .a temptation !

You see Roy wanted é pair of
‘gkates.

 All last winter he had
watched the other boys so wistfully

. and longingly, and all summer he

‘had been trying to earn money

-

enough to get some.

But he had not gotten alono very:

fast. There was not much that
he could do, and when school began
in the fall, he had to use what he
had teward a pair of shoes.

He was beginning to be anxious
for fear he might not be able to zet
the skates this winter, when Joe
Parsons, who was meving away,
offered his for sale at neally half-
price.

But even then Roy had not
enough by twentyfive cents, and
Joe would not take a cent less.

" It was useless to ask for the
money at home; work was slack,
and times hard, it was all his father
could do to get enough to feed and
clothe them. Roy thought and
thought, but do his best-he could
not see any way to raise that quar-
ter, and yet it seemed to him that
he could not lose this chance, for
Joe's skhtes were ‘regular beau-
ties.’ ' :

That night, as he tossed restless-
ly about, unable to sleep, an idea
suggested itself to him.

He was treasurer of the Junior
Obristian Endeavor. 'What harm

. would you ?

ter of the"\money, he could earn it

and pay it back before it was want-
ed. o

Roy l\new per. fectly Werl i.'rom the
first 1nstant that it was Wrong, ‘but
he kept thmkm«r about it, and try-
ing to. persuade hlmself that there
was -1no--harm in- ‘it, 0 ¢ Mr. Clark
wants me- to do ermnds almost
every Saturday, and Mrs. Clapp has
something for me to do every week.
T’ll be earning something all the
time, and I’ll put every cent I earn
there until I’ve paid it up. If Joe

jw\ould wait, of course 1 wouldn’t
touch it.

But long as I mean to
pay it all back, 1 don’t see what
harm there can be taking it

¢There is harm,” whispered Con-
science, ¢ because it isn’t right, yon
know it isn’t. You would not want
anybody to know you had done it,
But God will know,
you cannot hide it from him. It
is wrong, don’t think of it anoxh 2y
minute. !

Roy shut his eyes and said he

‘wouldn’t, but it was not two min-

utes before he was thinking bow
much nicer Joe’s skates were than
what he had expected to get.

¢ And they’ll be cheaper, too, and
I’ll earn the difference, and give
that to the Society, so they’ll make
something lending me the quarter.
I dow’t see wlry that won’t make it
all right, and be better for them.
They’d tell me to take it if they
knew, but of course I couldw’t go
and call, a meeting just for that’

The lonﬁer Roy thought, the more
reasons he found to justify him, and

& LITTLE FOLKSs»

Conscienee remonstrated more and
more feebly.. '-

The result was tha;t the next day,
He took his momey and a quartee
from the Society’s, and started for
Joe’s. But he did not feel right
at all.- He slipped out of the house
without saying anything to his
mother, and he did not want to
meet any one he knew.

Tt seemed to him that everybody
he passed could see that ill-gotten
quarter way down in his pocket,
and would know that it belonged
to the Junior Christians.

He was almost to Joe’s when
some one called his name, and there
was ‘Mrs. Roberts, his Sunday-
school teacher. Roy’s heart almost
stopped beating, he was so frighten-
ed. Could she know? Oh, dear,
what had made him do it, he was
sure to-be found out! How sorry
she would look, and mamma too !

The skates were not worth it,
after all, and even if he earned the
money and paid it back, wouldn’t
he feel ashamed and afraid of being
found cut in some way ?- They
would turn him out of the Society,
probably, and he would ‘be  dis-
graced for life.

lmoy thought fast for a mlnute or
two, then he turned and ran back.
home as fast he could, leaving Mrs.
Roberts to wonder what ailed her

usually gentlemanly iittle scholar.

As for Roy, he did not stop untii
the troublesome quar~v was back
in the Society box.

¢ There,” he said in a tone of re-
lief, ‘I don’t care—mnch if I never
have any skates I’'m not afraid
to sec Mrs. Roberts nor any one else
now.”

That night he confessed to Lis
mother when they had their little
good-night talk.

‘I knew, all the time, way down
inside of me, he said, ‘that It
wasn’t right, but I kept trying to
think it was, because I wanted the
skates so bad. But I thought if
I'd got to be so ashamed and afraid, '
it wouldn’t pay. If I’d just stopped
thinking about it to begin with, I'd

been all right.
¢Phat is just it, Roy,” said bhis

mother, earnestly, ¢ if we v would not

‘parley with the tempter, we would

be all right. He comes knocking
at the door of our hearts, and if we
open it even just the least bit and
talk with him, he is pretty sure
to get in.  The only safe way, is
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not to listen to him, nor give him
any chance. He will always try,
to make us think it is all right, but
whenever he keeps saying there is
no harm, you will be quite sure to
hear Conscience say it is wrong, if
you listen for her.’ '

‘I know it answered Roy, ¢ that
is just the way it always is,and
the next time Il try ‘to just stop
' my ears, and not listen to a word
atan says, because if I listen I'm
_ pretty sure to do it, and then I’'m
always sorry.’—¢ Christian Work.’

Bunny.

(A story that was told me when I

was a little girl.) .

- 8o there was a hole in the big
oak tree on the edge of the wood,
and a whole family lived in that
_hole. There were Mr. and Mus.
Squirrel and their five little Squir-
rels ; Creep and Peep, and Bushy
and Gray and Bunny. One ddy
Father and Mother Squirrel had to
go out to see if there were any nuts
fallen yet on the ground, and bring
some home, if they could find any,
for the little squirrels to eat.
teld all. the little squirrels to be
good while they were gone, and told
Creep, the eldest, who was a very
disereet young squirrel, that she
must take care of the others.

8o when they had gone, and the

little squirrels wete left by them-
selves, Creep was good, and Peep
was geod, and Bushy and Gray were
good ; but Bunny was naughty. She
pushed Peep . against Creep and
- Bushy against Gray, and said that
they were crowding her and
that she hadn’t room to play. She
wished she had a hole all to her-
self without any brothers and sis-
ters.

8o when Father and Mother
Squirrel came home they asked
Creep if all the children had been
good, and Creep said that she had
been good, and Peep had been good,
and Bushy and Gray, but Buany
. had been naughty. 'Then Father
and Mother Squirrel were very sor-
ry, and Father Squirrel said, ‘I
think we’ll have to punish Bunny,’
and Mother Squirrel said. ‘I'm
~ afraid she’ll have to be punished.
2o Father Squirrel took Bunny and
ran down the tree with her and told
Lber to come after him, and they
both ran into the wooed. . Raustle,

rustle, over the dry leaves, patter,

patter, patter, over the soft earth,
until thev came to a big chestnut

They

tree, and Father Squirrel ran.up
the trunk, and poor Bunny climbed
up after him, and her father took
her in his paws and dropped her
into a hole, and he said to her, ‘You

are to stay here, Bunny, and I will*

come for you by-and-by.’ Then he
scampered down the tree, and poor
Bunny heard him going far away,
patter, patter over the soft earth,
rustle, rustle, rustle over the dry
leaves, until she couldn’t hear him
any more at all. Then she sat down
and. cried. She cried for a long
while and then she began to think

* that if she were at home again she

would not push her brothers and
sisters. She didn’t like to be in a

hole alone. She thought she would
like to have somecbody crowd her.
Then she got up and looked round
the hole. It was rather a big hole.
Not so big as the one at home. In
one corner she found two nuts, and
she cracked them and eat them,

but that wasn’t enough for supper, -
- and she began to feel hungry. Then

she climbed up to the opening of
the .hole, and looked out to see if
father was coming. She thought
he was a long time away. It was
getting dark, and she wondered if
he would forget her. It was get-
ting cold, and a cold drop fell on
her nose and frightened her ; it was
beginning to snow. So she drew
her head in and sat down in a cor-
ner and cried again. By-and-bye
she thought she heard something
out in the woods, and che was
frightered because she didn’t know
what it was. Then she listened,
and she thought she had heard that
sound before ; rustle, rustle, rustle

over the dry leaves, patter, patter,

patter on. the soft earth. Then
she heard a scamperine np the tree.

from Jezus!

and Father Squirrel looked in at
the hole. He said, ¢ Are you good
now, Bunny ? and Bunny said, ¢ Oh
yes, father, I'll try to be good if
you’ll only take me home’
Then Father Squirrel lifted Bun-
ny out and they scampered home
together. Patter, patter, patter
over the soft earth, rustle, rustle,
rustle over the dry leaves, till they
came to the old oak tree, and ran
up to the hole where Mother Suir-
rel and all the brothers and sisters
were ‘'waiting to see Bunny again..
And Mother Squirrel kissed ler,
and then Father Squirrel kissed
her, and all the others told her they
were so glad she had come back.
And they all had their supper to-
gether, and went to bed so happily

‘in the dear old hole, Father and

Mother Squirrel, and Creep and
Peep and Bushy and Gray and Bun-
ny.—I. M. C, in ¢Children’s Ow:
Paper.’ :

Shine Where You Are.

Would you have the wurld better
and brighter ?

Then light up the way as ydu go;" .
Malke some little part of it lighter

With beams from your Ilife’s
. steady glow. S

Make the world that you live in
your debtor, :
Ag through it you journey along;
Be good, and the earth will grow
better ; .
Do right and the right will grow
strong.

Trim the lamp that is left to your
keeping, ’ )
And fan it with breezes of hope,
Lest syadows your life overcreep-
1ng,
Leave others in darkness to
~ grope. ' '
—* Morning Star.

We have all run away from the
Good Shepherd, and every naughty
little thing that we have done has
taken us farther and farther from
Jesus. Besides getting angry very
often, we bave done so very many
other things that are naughty,
haven’t we? What a long way,
then, we must have strayed away
What a long way it
will be back to him, won’t it? No;
stop a .moment. Had the little
sheep to go far back to the shep-
herd? No distance at all, had it?:
But why was that? DBecause the
shepherd went after the sheep all
the way it had wandered. And so
Jesus has followed you, dear little
child, and it is not far back to Jesus,
hecause he has come to seek you.—
Sermon h¥ Missionar Stephens, -

casr

[0



- he went.

Tobacco Catéchismi.
: g

. THE COST OF TOBACCO.

(By Julia’ Colman, Natioral Temperance
‘Society, New York.)
LESSON 1V, -

Q.—If tohacco does so much mischief, why
do people use it? ] .

4. Because, as they say, it makes them ‘feel-
good.’ o J
; Q'.’—How do you account for the good feel-
ng?

A.—The nervos when deranged and dis-
cased by tobacco, feel bad, but a little more
tobacco stupifies and quiets them for a
while. - . to.

Q.—Some people will ask, ‘what, then, is
tobacco made for?” How will you answer
them?

A—IfT do not know what tobaceo is made
for, that is no reason why I should eat it
-or use it in any way.. )

Q.—Does the use of tobacco cost much?

A.—Not at first; and the user fancies that
it mever will cost him much; but the appe-

lite demands more and more, till it some~

times costs him hundreds of dollars a year.
Q—How much is spent in the Unitéd

States for tobacco? o
A—~Tt is estimated at eighty millions of

dollars a year or more, ’ ' ‘

(he ¢ Black Swan’s’ Tem-
peraiice Sermion.

George Wilson was o true Band of Hope
boy, and being naturally of a kind and gene-
rous disposition soon made friends wherever
Although he had.a great many les-
sons to prepare for school, he attended the
weekly Band of Hope meeting most regular-
1y, and, what was more wonderful still, took
an active part in those meetings.
choice of his readings and recitations show-
ed how dear {he cause of temperance was
to his young heart; while the happy, earnest
manner in which they were delivered arous-
ed the interest of his hearers.

One afternoon, on his way home from
school, George Wilson called to see his
Aunt Jessie, who resided at the opposite
end of the town from where his parents
lived. Right across from her house stood
a large public-house called the ‘Rlack
Swan,” As Gecrge passed on, he involun-

tarily raised his eyes to the sign above. The .

picture represented a. black swan sailing
majestically on the surface-of a large stream,
On either side of the bright, sparkling water
grew tall rushes, while overhead the blue
sky revealed itself here and there through
the fleecy clouds. How cool and ‘happy the
swan looked! George Wilson wished with
all his heart that the frequenters of that
tavern were as happy and innocent. When
he again passed the ‘Black Swan,’ on his

way home George heard the jingle of glasses-

and the clink of money as it dropped into
the publican’s {ill, and longed for the time
when he would be a man and better able to
fight the giant — Strong Drink. .
Several nights after the above incident had
occurred George read the following couplets:
‘Water sweet, and clear and cool,
Has no cruel chains for me.

‘Water, 'swee‘t and clear.and cool,
Makes no man a slave or fool.’

‘That’s capital,’ he exclaimed, ‘and oh! —
Yes, I'll risk it.’ <

‘What's this, now, George? asked Mrs.
‘Wilson, looking up from her sewing as she
spoke, . B

In his momentary excitement he forgot
that his mother-was beside him, but angwer-
ed her question by reading the couplets
aloud, a crimson glow overspread his faco
as he continued, ‘An idea has just now oc-

 Mrs. Wilson, . o
. He was clever with his pen and pencil, so
when Saturday came he remained busily oc-

The-
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curred to my mind that- Mr. Kemp;s‘ “Black

-Swan,’ could preach a splendid temperance

sermon if these lines could only be put into
its mouth.
written for that very purpose.’ :

‘I don’t ses how" you ' could .accomplish
that without getting into. trouble,’ answered

cupied in the small apartment he. calied his
study. His mother wondered why he was
not enjoying himself cut of doors as usual,
but when she caught sight of his happy face
she did not trouble on his account.

The next time George Wilson visited his
Aunt Jessie he carried with him a sma}l par-
cel, carefully concealed under his jacket,
Before leaving, he surprised Mrs. Stewart by
asking if he might have the use of his Uncle
Jack’s ladder for a few minutes. )
" ‘“Whatever do you want a ladder for?

You're not going to be up to housebreaking,

surely ¥ . o
‘No, no,” laughed George, ‘there’s no mis-
chief intended, I assure you.. Will you
please let me have the ladder? - - -
‘Oh, yes; you know I trust you, George.’

Mrs. Stewart handed him the key of the .

cellar, and giving him also a lighted cand‘l.e,
said, “There you are now, You've been in

‘my cellar often and will easily find what you

want. . g

George was soon inside, and hastily un-
tied his parcel. It contained a good sized
placard on which certain words were neatly
and beldly printed. He coated the back of it
with extra strong hold-fast gum, and then
went to see if the coast was clear on t.he oD~
posite side of the street. Satisfied with the
1esult -of his outleck, he returned, and. pro-
ceeded to carry out the remaining part of
his scheme. 'To &et his ladder, mount it,
and affix his placard firmly to the bill of the
‘Black Swan,’ was. tho work of a very few
minutes. | . .

Mr.. Kemp, the owner of the ‘The Black
Swan,’ lived above the shop. Next merning,
after -breakfast, Mrs. Kemp, in passing the
parlour. window, . observed -several - persons
standing gazing up at their sign; and. who,
instead of entering thereafter, turned away
emiling.” Thinking they must be strangers,
she waited and watched a little Ilcnger.,
Soon Mr. Martin and Mr. Eilioit, two well-
known townsmen, passed down the street,
Behind them came Sfandy  Robb, 'whom she
knew would not pass their door. As he
stepped on to the pavement in froat of the
shop he looked up, and in a minute or two
his loud laugh caused Mr. Martin and Mr.
Ellictt to turn round in time to hear the
following comments:—

‘That’'s a good joke; too, Who in the
world has had the ccurage to do that, I
wonder? :

When Sandy Robb was cut of sight, the
two men retraced their steps and read:—

‘Water, sweet and cool and free,
Has no cruel chains for me.

‘Water, sweet and clear and cocol,
Makes no man a slave or fool.’

‘That’s the work of scome plucky . tece-
totaler, sure encugh,’” said Mr, Martin.

‘Yes, but it is doubtful if that plan will
benefit any of those poor deiuded mortals,”
answered Mr, Elliott, with a significant
shake of his head.

Mrs. Kemp witnessed this proceeding and
overheard Sandy Robb's words before he en-
tered the bar, and could scarcely restrain
her curiosity. By the time she was free from
houschold duties, and ready to go downstairs
a crowd had assembled on the street. Mrs,

" Kemp now dreaded lest her own husband

was the cause. But when she reached the
back parlour she saw that he was busy serv-
ing, quite unconscious of what was going on
outside. Soon Sergeant Munro’s well-known
voice was heard exclaiming—

‘Good-morning, John, you've Dbeen im-
proving your sign, I see.

‘My sign,” he repeated in surprise. .‘I've
had nothing done to my sign for over two
years. I've found it to be attractive enough,
seeing my business is still steadily increas-
ing.’ .

%‘uming round as he spoke, Mr. Kemp
caught sight of the people outside, and was
about to go to the door, when the Sergeant,
in his commanding voice, cried, ‘Attend to
your business, please, and let mo have my
brandy and soda.’: .

Thus reminded, Mr. Kemp apologized, and
waited until his wife came to relieve him of
his duties.. No sconer did Mrs. Kemp ap-
pear, than out he went to see what was go-
ing on. A.loud laugh greeted his appear-
ance, but, nothing daunted, Mr. Xemp step-
ped on to the road, to survey his premises

It seems to me they’ve been 4
. temperance sermon to-day, and no one dare

He instanily caught sight 6f George Wil-- -
son’s placard, and, as he read the words, his

color came and went., - - R .
““The Black Swan” is preaching a grand

say he doesn’t practice_ what he preaches,’

-observed one of the by-sfanders, loud enough
-for Mr. Kemp to hear. - o

The poor publican re-entered his shop
wearing’ an injured air, but he treated the
matter more lightly than anyone expected.
Mrs. Kemp wag furious, and would have had
the card taken down immediately. But her
husband thought it better to.wait till the .

- crowd. had dispersed. Many were the con-

jectures as to who could do such a daring
thing, but the publican boldly asserted that
it would do him no harm. ‘Some teetotal
fool has been at the bottom of it, no doubt,
and let who will enjoy the joke. A poor
world, indeed, this would be, if testotalers
had their will, But I, for one, am not afratd
of their influence.’ N

Mr. Kemp had reason to change his mind,
however; when, at the end of the following
week, Richard Gibson, his best customer,
after settling his usual score triumphantly
exclaimed— - :

fNow, sir, that’s the last money I ever in-
tend paying you. I'm to be a fool mno
longer.’ .

‘Who said you were
Kemp, in surprise. :

‘I say it myself’ Look at me and see it
I haven’t been a fool to spend my hard-earned
wages on that which brings me no return
save misery and want, In future I intend
spending my moeney to better advantage.’

‘So you've turned testotal! Well, well,
anyone after you, Dick. These temperance
bigots will hold nice rejoicings over you,’
sneered the publican.’ .

“Pemperancs bigots! Whom do you mean?
I haven’t seen one of them,’ replied Richard.
" ‘Oh, indeed; then who induced you to sign
the pledge.’ . .

‘No one, sir. I haven’t signed yet. I see
you don’t believe me, but it is true all the
same. - The only pledge I agreed to is a
gecret one between my Maker and myself, by.
whose strength I hope to keep true to my
promise. The only temperance bigot I know
of that has had anything to do in the matter
is your own black swan.” ‘I never thought
about the cauce of the misery we are all liv-
ing in at home until I read the words which
someone must have fastened to its bill.
Now, sir,"continued Richard, I'll bid you
good-bye,’

Facing, his old associates, who had been

a2 fool? asked Mr,

listening in amazement, to his conversation

with the publicen, he =aid brightly, ‘Fare-
well, mates!
“Waler, sweet and clear and cool,
Mnkes no man a slave or fool.”’
Richard Gibson then turned and left the
‘Black Swan,’ never to enter it again. De-
spite of the many unkind prophecies, that

- Richard weuld find it impossible to live with-

out whskey, he has bravely kept his resolu-
tion. '

If George Wilson could have se»n the
change in the Gibson’s home he would have
felt more than rewarded for the care and anx-
iety he experienced in obeving.the dictates
of his conscience, He felt convinced that
God had put the thought into his heart, and .
g0 his work was nct in vain. Mrs. Gibson .
and the children are now well cared for, and
each face beams with happiness. Their
youngest boy, Harry. is never tired of hear- -
ing his father tell the story of ‘The Black’
Swan’ that preached a temperance sermon,—
‘League Journal.’ ’

Revive Them.

‘There is great nced of a revival of old«
fashioned temperance. The antique in
other things has becomc fashionable ; old-
fashioned houses are in great demand, and

~old-fashioned furniture is much sought. for.

Old fazhioned temperance laid great stress
upon individual appeal for total abstinence
One by one the pioneer temperance army
was recruited as pledged total abstainers
Theso pledged recruits were obtained in
large numbers in meetings, held in churches,
halls, school-houses, and lodge-rooms,
wherein the reason for total abstinence was
given by a careful and thorough analysis of
the evil nature and eifects of strong drink
itself. In this respect the old-fashioned
temperance meetings were a most helpful
school of education to multitudes by whom
they werz attended. Let them be reviyed.
—National Temperance Advecate,’
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. LESSON VII——August 15, 1897

Abstaining For the Sake of
Others.

I. Cor. viii.,, 1-13,
‘ A TEMPERANCE LESSON.
Read Chapters viii., ix., and x. Commit
verses 12, 13.
GOLDEN TEXT,

‘For none of us liveth to himself."
xiv., 7.

— Rom.

Home Readings.

M. I. Cor. viii.,, 1-13.—Abstaining for
Sake of Others

T, 1. Cor. ix., 1-27.—Christian Self—restra.mt
Enjoined

W. I. Cor. x.,, 1-14—'Beloved, Flee from
Idolatry.’ .

Th.I. Cor. x., 15-32.—We should scek the
Good of Others. A

F. Rom. xiv.,, 1-23.—We should help the
‘Weak in Faith,

S. Gal. v., 13-26.— By love serve Cne Ano-
ther.’

S. Gal vx, 1-18—' Let us do Good unto all
Men.’

the

YLesson Story.

We have to-day a portion of cne of the
letters written by Paul {o the Church at Cor-
inth. A church in one of the most wicked
cities of the world, formed chiefly of men
and women newly converted from the worst
lkind of lives, heathen, who had been brought
up without any right teaching. Taught wick-
edness in the service of their idols,.these
people at first.could pot understand how :to
serve God by pure, true lives. They had
much need of instruction and admonition,

~ Paul counsels them gently,
faithifully.

There had been some difliculty in the
church about-eating meats which had been
offered to idols, some held that it was wrong
to do so, others held that since the idol was
rcally nothing in itself, the meat was not
changed in any way by being offered to it,
thereforc one kind of meat was as good as
another, Paul writes {o them that the way

to settle all these difficulties is lo live in.

love, acting charitably, lovingly. He took
the trouble to find out exactly what their dif-
ferent thoughtis were -and to explain to the
strong, wise ones why they cught to be lov-
‘ng and careful of their weaker brethren,
Better for them to go without the t{hings

that were harmless to them, than to stumble

the weak brother whose conscience would
not allow him to partake of these things.
Love sclves all problems, Lack of love to
our wcak brethren is laeck of lovo to Christ.
‘ Whercfore if meat make my brother to of-
fend, I will eat no flesh while the world
standeth, lest I make my brother to offend.’

Lesson Hymn.

Why do you wait, dear brother ?
Oh, why do you tarry so long ?
Your Saviour is waiting to give you
A place in his sanctified throng.

‘What do you hope, dear brother,
To gain by a further delay ?
There's no one to save you but Jesus;
There's no other way but his way.

Do you not feel, dear brother,
His Spirit now striving within 1
" Oh, why not accept his salvation ?
And throw off thy burden of sin,

Why do you wait, dear brother?
The harvest is passing away ; .

Your Saviour is longing to bless you:
There’'s danger and death in delay.

I esson Hints.

‘hmgs offered unto idols'—The social life
of the heathen was closely interwoyven with
their religious rites, feasts were continually
Veing made of those meats which had been

tenderly "and .

dedicated to idols. Mcats and foed of all
kinds were used in the worship of these
idols. " ‘We all have knowledge'—we under-
stand.about these things, we know that meat
is not changed by being offered to an idol.
‘ Knowledge puffeth up'—like a soap bubble,
‘but charity edifieth’—in other words, ‘love
buildeth up,’ sclidly. Knowledge may make a
fine large appearance, but it is hollow, only
a puff, whereas love may not male such an
appearance, but what there is of it is a good
‘solid well-built structure.

‘He knoweth nothing—no man can have '

all knowledge, and if he thinks ke has, it
is but a proof of his lack of knowledge.' The
more one knows, the more cne sess there
is to know. ‘If any man love God'—'If a
man say, 1 love God, and hateth his brother,

he is a liar: for he that loveth not his bro- ~
- ther whom he hath seen, how can he love

Ged whom lhie hath not seen 7—(I, John iv.,
20.) ‘Their coascience, beiug weak, is de-
filed’—burdened with a sense of sin. If they
considered that eating the meat was periorm-
ing an‘act of worship to the idol, they did
wrong to eat. It is wrong to go against
one’s conscience, ‘Meat commendeth us
not to God’—it makes no-~difference what
kind of food we cat, if it is good and whole-
some it nourishes our bodies and sirengthens
us for God’s service. Drinking is quiieano-
ther matter, we cannot take a glass of in-
toxicating liquor without poisoning and de-~
filing the body which God has said shall be
his temple. (I. Cor. iii.,, 16, 17.) Each of-
fence against conscisnce is ablow Wthh will
hasten its death.

‘ Liberty’—We all have liberty and freo
will, if we choose to injure and poison our
own bodies we may think thzat is our busi-
ness. But ‘no man.liveth to himself’ and
we cannot do wrong, or even some things
which we hold to be right, without bzcoming
a ‘stumbling block to them that are weak.
Our Saviour said, ‘whoso shall oifend one
of these little ones which believe in me, it
were better for him tbat a millstone were
hanged about his neck and that he were
drowned in the depth of the sea. (Matt.
xviii. 6.) - “Through thy knowledge shall thy
woak brother-perish’ for whom Christ died, ?’
—Christ died to save these men, are you
willing that they should be lost because of
your selfish mdulgence
that drinking is perfectly mght and safe for
you, would you not rather give.it up than
see your brother and sigter lose thieir lives
and their souls by partaking too freely of it?
It has been said that the bible doss not say,
‘thou shalt not drink,” neither does it say
‘ thou shalt drink,” and if we cannot look on
it as a duty, we may look on it as a glorious
privilege to abstain for the sake of othexs
and for the sake of Christ,

Search Questicns.
What sin leads to all others ?

‘Answers to Scarch Questions’
found on page 12.

will Le

Primary Lesson.

Did you ever play ‘Follow {he leader ?
You know how one boy er girl goes in front
and the rest all follow doing exactly what
the leader does, if ke climbs over a wall, all
the rest do, too. If he walks backwards,
they must all do the same, if Lie jumps over
a ditch his followérs all attempt it, and
sometimes they fall into the ditch because
they are not quite as big and strong as the
leader.

reople play, too. One person has a party,

-then all the neighbors think they must each

have a parly. One lady gets a new silk
dress, and almost every other lady thinks
she must have a silk dress, toa.  One man
thinks he will take a glass of wine and the
other men think that they will do the same.
The persons who first do these things never
know who is following their example, it is
a kind of blind game—you may play the
leader but you may never see who is follow-
ing you. It is pleasant for you to cross the
brook on those smooth, round stepping
stones, but would you do it if you thought
little baby sister was going to follow you
alone ?

‘What about that naughty word you said
the other day ? When you said, ‘I won't’
to mamma, how did you feel when baby bro-
ther fellowed your example and said ‘I won't,
Iwon't ? How did you fcel when baby bro-
ther burt himself by following you into the

ER.

Even if you think

Well, that is just the way grown up.

“er than either faith or hepe.

11

place where you had been for‘bfdden to go ?
You got out of It safely, but he was hurt.

There are s0 many thingz we would not
do.if we only knew of the people who are
following us. . You do -not think you are
leading anyone, but there is some one- fol-
lowing you, copying all you do ang say, and
you do . not know who it is, always.. - You
know that your little brothcrs and sisters
look up to you and think that whatever you
do is right—doesn’t that make you want to
do everything rightly ?

If you are not trying to do right thmgs,
the things that please Jesus, you are a stum-
bling block.” That is, you are keeping some
body else, perhaps your own brother or sis-
ter, from following Jesus, our great e\ample
a.:d leader.

SUGGESTED HYMNS, .

‘I will follow Jesus,’ ‘ Yield not to temp-
taticn,” ‘ Temperanco bells,’ ‘Have courage
to say no,’ ‘I need Thee every hour, ‘Chris-
tian, walk carefully,’ ‘My soul, be on thy
guard.’

Christian Endeavor Topic.

© Aug 15—Stumblmg blocks.—Matt. xviii.,
114, (A temperanco topic.)

Junior Prayer=Meeting Topic.

Aug. 16—~How do people put Stumbling-
blocks in others’ way ?—Matt. xviil,, 1-14. (A
temperance topic.)

Practical Points.
BY A. H. CAMERON.

Although' the first two of these ave late,
they are too good to miss, and are given in
this number. on account of their value in
connectmn with the others for the review.—

1‘.4(1
(Acts xviil,, 1-11.)

CGod’s chosen people are neither rocogniz-.

ed nor loved by .the world. Verses 1, 2.

As every Jewish youth was taught a trade,
Paul had become a tont-maker. We ﬁnd
he could practice as well as prcach. Vorses 3,
Also IL Cor. xi., 9.

Paul's pr ea.ohmg was no hmg if not por-
suasive. Verse 4,

They who reject the Gozpel remedy have
only. themselves {o blame for being cternally
lost. Verses 5, 6.

God’'s cornmands ara spoc:al]y sweet to the

convert just begianing the Christian race.

Verses 7, 8; also Luke xix., 5, 6.

Solid comiort comes fro..z God alone, and
his consolations are sweeter than all tho
pleasures of earth, Verszes 9-11.

(I. Thess., iv., 9; v., 2))

Love of Christ always begets love of tho
brethren. Verses 9, 10 ; also John v., 2.

A consis{ent Chnstla,n s walk will Imng a
blessing upon the believer and influence for
good the outside world. Verses 11, 12 .

The prospect of meeting loved ones in
heaven takes the barbed cdge ocut of our sor-
row. Verses, 13, 14,

Christ’s ﬁrst coming laid the foundation of
our faith; his seccond advent will sét tke
pinnacle on our highest hope. Vorscs 15-18.

The day of the Lord will come s a thief,
because unexpected, and his coming vnll steal
away all ocur sortow and care, Verses 1, 2.

(I. Cor. xiiL, 1-13.) \

13, love is great.
So knowledge
must also take a back seat when love comes
to the front. Verses 1-3.

Proper conception of the person and char-
acter of God will best adjust our attitude {o
idols. Verses 4-6. John iv,, 10.

Some Christians are weak in the faith and
may be injured by the thoughtless example
of othier believers., Verses 7, 10.

Though nothing is unclean in itself (verae
8) we must beware lest our liberly increases

According to I. Cor, xiii,,

. our wealk brother’s infirmity, Verse 9,

Love to Christ is the grandest principie
that regulates the Christian’s conduct, and
when.it rules his life, love of the bret.hren
will as certainly follow as winter is followed
121%' sipmug Verse 11-13; also Mark xii,,

Tiverton, Ont.
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Mother Wlsdom.

It is yery -necessary - -that  our children

: .", should ea.rly lezrn to be a law unto them-
. selves.. - And the teaching of this most es-

sontial lesson should be done wisely and
with great consideration and kindness. ‘We
~should show them when disappointments and

--troubles come 'how to hear them bravely-and™

vtha.t victories gained at sach times-show the

. makings of heroes and heroines. The sym-

pathy of the loving father and mother may
thus throw a brighter light over the shades
that gather in the child’s heart in the hour of
disappointment, Nothing could be done to
‘stir up bitterness that will make the way

- .to victory harder and more hedged in for

them. ~~What an invaluable blessing to a
child is a wise. father and a wite mother.

iCare~takers and guides who have learned. to-

gain the victories over themselves, and Lnow
how to help their children.,

Children are very quick Lo know whern they
‘are unjustly blamed and dealt with. ' Chil-
dren’s SOrTOWS are very realand burdensome
to their young hearts. Many dear littie ones
have cried themselves to sleep bocause of be-
irg ipisunderstood by those who should have
shown them the way out of their sorrows, in-
stead of causing bitterness to come into their
hearts making a two-fold burden for them
to bear, There i3 nothing of such great im-
“portance, mothers, as to know ‘your children’s
cha.ra.ctenstics and how to treat them wise-
ly. = It will brmg you in .better rezults and
more satisfactory ones than leaving the lit-
tle ones Wxth servants to join clubs for the
study of ‘ Ologies’ and ‘’isms.’

: What a.holy, sacred hour of child-life is
ihe bed-lime hour. What a blessed privi-

lege that the mother -can’ gather her. little .

ones about her knee to oﬂ!er the evening
‘prayer. .

" A doar little child said, ‘ We're so happ}'
whefn it-is bed-time and mamma goes with us

:. to our room, and we all kncel down to tell

SR

-to God our guod-night prayer.” -
- Yes, dear mothers, we know the arms So

" often ache, that -the feeb are weary and the

heart - often.,ime's faint, but be faithful to
your sacred trust of moLherhood -

Dou't let injustice, impatience and unwi..e
judgment in your dealings with thcm get the
-mastery over you. Do you ask, ‘IHow can
we be true, good, wise mothers '."

A dear old mother once ‘said, ‘' When I was*

a young mother I had a great deal of work
to do and my family of little ones was quite
large. I wanted to be faithful to the frust
-God had given me, and every morning be-
fore the family were awake, I used to go up
to the “Mount of Vision,” and take.counscl
of the Great Helper., It was in my little
clothes-closet, the only place I could ever
be alone. None of the family ever knew
that it was my “Mount of Vision.” Years
after those children by tbeir Christlike lives
showed to others that the visits of that mo-
ther in the early morning, to that “Mcunt
of Vision,” had been greatly biessed.’—Susan
Teali Perry, in ‘The Evangelist.’

Home Conversation.

Gossip is one of those words .which has
fallen upon evil days. Its etymology as-
signs it to a nobler use than the one to
which we commonly apply it, for a gossip
was once the bearer-of good tidings, and the
worﬂ itself is nearly allied to the beautiful

‘ gospel’ which we associate with all that is
best ‘and most comforting in religion.

I hold that there is such a thing as in-
nocent and justifiable gossip, and that to
take a genuine and really kind interest in
our neighbors and friends should be part of
everybody’s endeavor. If Jennie Pcase, who
went away to the art school, has taken a
prize for a fino design, shall T not be glad—
s0 glad, that to the first and the second per-
gon I meet I will say, ‘Ch, you heard that
delightful-bit of news about Jennie, did,you
not? She has used her obportunities to
jood purpose, and her townsfold ought to be
preud of her.” Hearing that a boy of our
rillage, at tho risk of his life, rushed into
the sea and rescued a man from drowning,
shall. I not prociaim that act of heroism
everywhere ?

There is a sort of gossip which, without:

being  scandal, apprecaches it in spint and
‘is unworthy the practice of refined people,

oA lad who had heen brought up carefully by

‘early an hour;
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it will take every mebar of the famfly, every,_' T
+day of-the year, to keep the ot_he'r arm.of the °

a mother whose temper of. mind to her fel-
low-creaturos was always sweét and placid,
“was amazed on paying a visit to some rela~ .

tives at the dillerent atmosphere of the home.:

‘ They seem at. Aunt Harriet’s to-think so
badly of everybody, ke said, ‘and they take
such an interesi in what does not-in the least
concern them ; as, for instafice, wondering
whether the plumes on Mrs. Marble’s hat
are new ones.or old ones dyed over; where
Mr. Jones went when ho. started off at so
what is the reason that the
Carey hoys are never seen together,  Oh!
I did get so tired of the never-ending surfeit
of trivial, objectless talk, and I ‘Was §0 re-
lieved when I thought of coming home to

" you, mammy, and having an end of it !

Very gently remoustrated the mother :—
‘Mammy is afraid that her boy is violating
the spirit. of her oft-repeated maxim, “Char-
ity ‘thinketh no evil.” -Aunt’ Hamet and
her family live a very quiet life within them-
selves ; they-hLave few outside intérests;
small things assume undue proportions: In
their eyes. . I hopse you did all you cculd

‘in the way of furnishing them with pleasant

entertainment. I regard that as. g positive
duly incumbent on the boys and men of a
family. They should gather up by observa-
tion in their walks, at Business, and when
away from home, a.u the things agreeabls

 they can—things which relate to the history

of the timos, public men and affairs, discov-
ories, inventions, new books, and tell all
about them to their womenkind.’

‘ One must talk about something of course,’
said the youth, contemplating his mother’s

"suggestion.

‘Of course!’

‘ And your theory is that somebody must
provide grist for the mil, if it is to grind
smoothly 7
) ‘Precxs°ly that, my boy. ——Margarct Sangs-
t.er, in Harper’s ‘Young People.’

Famlly nghts.
‘(Cora Stuart ‘Wheeler.) ..
1 ha¥e known a young mother, fofced. by

the fretful complaints of & student hisband;

teach her child the bad habit of being walked
to slesp each night, beecause the -little. one
had a trick of crooning itself into drowsi-
ness with a low monotonous sound. It never

“occurred te that man to take his writing be-

yond the reach of the little voice; and some-
body walked “that child to sleep for eleven
months, until’ accident left the father alone
with the baby one fateful evening, the his-
tory of whick has never becn published,-but
there were.no more nightly promenades.
‘The selfish one of the family becomes the
fetich to which all the rest bow. If Kate
wishes a new dress for.class day and pa.pa
declines to take it from the family allowance
the.wind is in the east. Kate’s gloomy face
at breakfast acts as a damper upon every
one's good spirits, and ro time is lost after
that uncheerful meal in ascertaining, before
she shall impair their digestion for a seccnd
lime, the cause of Iate's depmsitm. By
hook or by crook the desired gosvn is forth-
coming, and the victims are g’ramwsly Te-

Cwarded by Kate's smiles.

" But the selfishness is not alvsays of the
solky kind. It has somectimes budded from
along convalescence, when everybody petted
and humored. the invalid until she began. to

look upon these things as.her right, and not

her privilege. No one quite knows how or
where to make the change. It seems a lit-
tle hard hearted when they themselves have
taught her to expect what now has become
irksome, So mamma continues to finish the
task of which her daughtier scon wearies;

‘hrother Tom makes up the deficiency when

¢he has overspent her allowance, though he
goes without his new hat to do it; the
sewing-girl leaves off finishing the baby's

dresses, to comply with some whim. As a-

result mamma and the baby are kept in town
a fortnight after they had planned to be
among the cool hills, |

Worse, if anything, than the selfish mem-
ber of the houschold, though pa.rtaking large-
ly of the same charactc—nstms, is the whiner,
This species is more apt to dovelop on the

‘masculine side of the house, The boy that-

whines instead of using bhis fists in that not
very dangerous warfare,- instinet in sturdy
boy nature, is a true domestic tyrant. Hap-
Dy and harmeniocus is the result, if, when

first he plumps himself into the fa.mxly scales

with a detestable whine, he is lifted out with
one firm paternal hand and a vigorous anti-
dote applied with the other. But if he is
weakly ccaxed, with the favor whined. for,

balance down,

"I am not. oﬂefrlng a remedy, becatise no.
I am but |,
calling" the attention of the t.houghttul who -

genera.l prescription: will - apply. -

believe in the old heartsome home life to the
.way in which the habit of letting the willing

tear the heaviest end ot the yoke, often uh~ ;

consciously grows’ upon us, It may be a

nervous mother with a sunny-hearted daugh- ¢ -

ter who taxes her sweet patiemce to the ut-
most with whims and exactions which might
be easily curbed, and ‘would be, if she real-

ized that she i3 sbadowing the life dearest .
- Sometimes it is a father whose i

to her.

. son loves and reveres him, but who cannot,

will not, grasp.the fact.. that his boy has
grown to manhood with individual hopes and
ambitions that must be wrought out, free of
dictation. A tender and loving thought will

distinguish between affectionate guidance and

that dictatorial manner which at onceé arousés -

-the antagonism of youth.

Let us make haste to examine. the adjust-
ment of rights in our own homes; and if,
by any chance, we find most of the family
virtues grouped to balance our faults, let us
promptly make some move, more to our cre-
dltf tio kesp the balance tz-ue —* The House-<
wife,

‘Selected Recxpes.

Sardine Salad.—Place twelve boneless
sardines in a colander and pour Dboiling
water quickly over them to remove the ol
then place on ice until firm. Line a- salad
bowl with. fresh, crisp lettuce leaves, lay the
sardines in it, sprinkle over them two chop-
ped hard-boiled eggs and serve thh a
French dressing. -

Scalloped Potatoes.—Two cupfuls of raw,
finely sliced potatoes, one chopped onion, a
tablespoonful of chopped parsley, and a
tablespoonful of butter. Dutter a deep dish
and put in a Iayer of - potatoes sprinkled

L

with .salt, pepper,” butter, onion and pars- -

]ey, and so continue to the top. Bring- a
" pint of milk to the boiling point, add a large
tab!espoontul of .flour stirred untu smooth

in a little cold milk, pour over the potatoea )

and bake in a.hot oven until tender.

Answers to Search Questions.

The following have sent in good-answers :
Elizabeth A. Craig, Mrs. P. Harper, Leila’
Dufferin, Miss Maude Peach, Ella C. Ander-
son, Annie Sharpe, Cora Ma,y Sider,  Lizzie
C. Brown, James B. Gray, Eva Woodward,

Grace D. Allan, Louis G. Hamilton, Margaret

Brown, Emma Moo-re Roy Fash, Ma.ry Lydia
Crisp, Hblan chtham

A few have made some mistakes; their
names are : Helen de Witt Laurence, Jennie
Ross, Miss Emma Killam, Kate H Moor-
head.

The above classiﬁcatmn is not quite just
to all, as some of these who had no positive
mistake answered only thres questions. We
must ask competitors to send in all the an-
swers. for a month at one time and no oth-
ers. For instance in tho beginning of Aug-
ust you should send ‘Answers for July,
without including any for June or August.
If every one does this we shall be enabled
to classify the werk with more exactness.

Please fasten your sheets of paper together .

and write your name clearly.

NORTHERN MESSENGER.

One yearly subscription, 30e.

Three or more to different addresses, 25e
‘each.

Ten or moro to one address, 20c each

© When addressed to Montreol City, Great Britain snd

“Postal Union countries, 52¢ postegze must be added for each

copy: United Statos and Canada free -of postaze. Special
arrangements will be made for delivering packagos of 19 or
morein Montreal. Subscribers residing in the-United Statea*
ean remit by Poat Ofisa Monoy Order on Roules Point, N Y
or Expross Money Order payable at Montreal.

Sample packege supplied free on- appucw-
tlon.
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—

THE 'NORTHERN MESSENGER' is printed and pab-
lished every week at the * Witness' Building, ab the corner
of Craig and Bt Poler streeta in tho city of Montreal, by
John-Redpath Dougall, of Montreal, '

All business communications should be addrossed *Jobn
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