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Be Sure to Look in the Right the way harder. Better look ahead, and up- never appeared upon a party political plat~

Direction.

\"_".}‘ A party of tourists were climbing a high
" peak, when one of them begged for a hait,
Bmplaining that he was dizzy. The guide
been watching him closely for some
timey’ knew where the trouble lay.
“It 't the climbing that makes you

dizzy, sir, he said grufly, ‘It’s looking
down,’ and he led on towards the top.
So, when we are troubled over something,
and feel we are overcrowded or overtired,
~'We are not to call for a halt and a resting
spell. If we look into the matter more
closely, weo shall find that half our difficul-
tes are our own fault—we look down too much.
It we are climbing the hill Difficulty,
looking down will only hinder us, and make

ward toward the top. The shortening way
will seem eaiser at every step, and when we
do get to the end, it will be with full cour-
age and not panting and faltering and dizzy.

‘When the outlook is not good, try the
uplook,” some one says aptly. It would be
better to try the uplook all the time, and
not wait for the outlook to fail. For if the

habit is fixed in fair weather, it will not
come s0 hard, or fail us so quickly in foul.
The uplook is the best look for all wea-~
thers and all times. ILet us make it the
direction in which we set our eyes of mind
and spirit every day, and let us take for our
motto—T will lift up mine eyes unto the
hills from whence cometh my help. My help
cometh from the Lord, which made heaven
and earth.’—Friendly Greetings.'

Taking Part in Politics.
“Take no part in politics at all’ T have
heard a great many persons say. The great
majority of my co-religionists said it when
I was a boy; I do not think they say it
‘now. But there are a great many people
“who do say it. Some excellent Christians

 saMd so to me last ‘week, and 1 found they

were so strongly urging me to take no part
in politics because they imagined that I

did not agree with their political opinions,

which is not a sufficient reason, in all
‘cases, for abstentation. I very much aston-
‘ished them by saying that I had never tak-
“en part in party politics, and that I had

{

form.

But the difficulty of such excellent per-
sons is that they have never yet distin-
guished between politics and party politics.
I, for my part, hold very strongly that, as
a rule, Christian ministers would do well
to abstain from taking an active part in
party politics; but I am bound to say that,
if politicians choose to discuss questions
that have moral issues, I am not going to
be gagged and muzzled. For I have a prior
claim to be heard on everything that af-
fects righteousness and character and mor-
ality—Hugh Price Huges.

When a Man is Whole.
(By Daisy May Twort,)

The tide was coming in; one after an-
other the long waves broke on the yellow
sands of Bayleal: one after another they
crept nearer and nearer to the high break-
water. Soon they would be splashing and
dashing on the rocks on which Karl God-
frey stood.

Karl was a blue-eyed, flaxen-haired boy
with an air of stability about him which
comes with the shounldering of heavy re-
sponsibilities,  What chums and play-
feilows are to other boys, the great mys-
terious " ocean’ Wwas fo Karl Godfrey. . In
days of stress and storm, when life’s bur-
dens seemed too many for his  young
shoulders to bear, the unrest of the sea met
his own mood and satisfied it; in days of
sunshine the same friend sang to him sweet
songs of hope and promise,

This particular morning was to Karl a
time of great perplexity, and as he stood
looking at the incoming breakers, he cried:

‘It ain’t no use, I have got to do it. Dad
would do it for me quicker than lightning,

and I must do it for him. It's no use
sniveling about it, either. I shan’t ask
mum, for she might say no.

‘It ain’t as if T was begging. No, I ain’t

begging,” he said vehemently, as he fixed
his gaze on a sea gull which was winging
its flight over the water. ‘He used to go
to school with Dad; maybe he’ll be glad
to know about us all’

‘Maybe, maybe, maybe,’ the ocean mur-
mured.

‘When you have a bad job on hand you’d
better be about it, too,’ and jumping down
from the rock, Karl turned away from th'e’
fascination of the sea. At first, he walked
very slowly that he might hear the splash,
splash of the waves on the rocks as long
as possible; but when Le could no longer
catch the faintest whisper of the sea, he
quickened his steps.

It was Sunday morning, and the church
bells were ringing, but Karl had no thought
of church-going that morning. His ‘steps
were turned toward the hill where Bayleal’s
multi-millionaire lived.

Karl had seen the wonderful mansion
many times, but its magnificence was al-
ways new to him, and this morning it seem-
ed almost overpowering. It was a large
white stone house hidden from the street
by tall trees. Here Joshua Keene spent
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the hours of his lonely leisure. Women
flattered him: inen did homage to his mil-
lions and to his business sagacity; but no
one loved him. He was a lonely man.

As Karl made his way up to the door
which to him seemed most easy Of access,
stories of the fair young mistress who had
died of a broken heart came to him.

‘I ruther think they must be fairy tales,’
he thought,

How could anyone die of a broken heart
in a home like this, where no one need
gc hungry to bed because there was only
bread enough to meet the wants of the
younger children?

‘I bet mum wouldn’t die of a broken
heart if she got into a place like this one,’
Karl said to himself, as he gave the door
bell an urgent pull. Somehow, as he stood
waiting at the entrance of the beautiful
dwelling, he seemed amazingly small and
ingignificant. His mother called him her
little ‘hero, her ‘comfort,’ and ‘pride,” but
where was his courage now?

An almost overwhelming des're seized him
to run away before anyone came to answer
his summons. In order to regain his com-
pcsure, he drew from his pocket a slip of
paper on which was written the name of
one of the world’s most famous surgeons.
He was regarding it intenfly when the door
opened silently, and a tall, grim-looking
woman stood waiting to hear his errand,

Karl summoned all his courage, and,
gpeaking in a tone whiclk he thought must
be very gruff and business-like, but which
was in reality a mere squeak, he said:

T Mr. Joshua Keene at homeé&

The woman eyed him critically as if to
discover the nature of his errand with her
master, then said crisply,

‘No; he is not in’

“When will he be here? It's just awful
important that 1 should see him.’

‘I don’'t know, “came the sharp reply.

Karl’s lips trembled. ‘Ain’t you some
1dea?’ he persisted.

‘None,” and the disappointed boy found
himself staring blankly at the closed door.
In spite of his eleven years and his coura-
geous heart, great tears filled his eyes as
he walked slowly down the broad stene
steps. He had not dreamed of this end-
fng to his plans. -

Once more, he turned his wistful gaze
toward the house, and wonder of woaders!
there, at the large window which opened
on to the balcony, he beheld” the face of -
the man whom he sought. :

Karl gave a low whistle of astonishment.

‘She lied to me; she did!’ he exclaimed,
indignantly. = Then came a more charitable
thought. ‘Maybe she didn’t know’

_Something, however, told his unsophis-
ticated soul that it would be quite useless
éo attempt to obtain an entrance by the
oor. ;

Karl was a lad of resources. .

His quick eye had noticed that not far
from the window where he had seen the
master of the house, grew a tall tree: which
a supple, clear-headed boy like Karl could
easily climb, and thence swing himself to
the small balcony outside of the window
of the room where he so desired to be. In

~the boy's mind, the end fully justified the
means, so glancing around to be sure that
no disapproving eye was upon him, he be-
gan the ascent of the tall tree.

It was more difficult than he had antici-
pated, but he was used to obstacles, and
kept steadily on, slowly ascending the tree.
Al last, when he had reached the height of
the window, he crept cautiously out on the
most eonvenient limb, and swung himself
over to a place of safety just outside ‘the
window of Joshua Keere’s study, Curious-
1y, Karl peered in,  There, in a chair by
his desk, in a weary attitude of despon-
dency, sat Bayleal’s millionaire. - :

Impatiently, he raised his head to dis-
cover the cause of Karl's gentle tap, tap
upor the window glass. ~ Then, at the sight
of a boy just outside the window of his pri=
vate chamber, he sprang to his feet in angry
astonishment. ~ Crossing the room he threw
up the window and eried:

“What are you doing heradens oy
. ‘She, she, she lied to me;. she did,’ Karl
siammered, quite forgetting his own care-
fully prepared speech in the excitement of

th}awlggnﬁ:é. to you, and what do 1 care if

ehe dia? Take your grievances where

they belong,’ thundered Joshua l.<_eene.
“Your servant said you wasn’t at home.
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I saw you at the window and I wanted to
talk with you, so I just shinned up that
tall tree; and here I am,” Karl explained
poldly. \

The great financier stared at the boy for
a moment. Perhaps memories of the dar-
ing days of his own boyhood swept over
him, for his face woftened while just the
faintest shadow of a smile passed over it, as
he said:

“You come by it naturally; your father
was the crack athlete of the class. Come
in, boy, and tell me what you wish.’

Karl needed no second invitation, but
bhopped nimbly into the room and stood at
the great man’s side.

Joshua Keene had resumed his seat, and
was looking fixedly at ‘/his young vigitor;
the steel gray eyes seemed to pierce Karl
through and through. How could he plead
his cause with that stern gaze upon him?
There was a moment of deep silence, then
Karl began bravely.

‘7 am Karl Godfrey. Dad used to work
on the “Good Tidings.” They said he was
the best reporter that they had; and every-
bcdy thought that when John Daws died
dad would get his place on the paper.’

‘Pretty slow work, waiting to step into
dead men’s shoes,’ Joshua Keene said grim-
ly. Karl’'s face flushed, but he went
steadily on with his story.

‘Last fall dad got hurt; there was a
little girl on the railroad track right in
front of the train; dad pulled her off. His
back has been bad ever since, and they cut
one of his arms off. Mum and me can get
enough for us to eat, and something for all
of us to wear, but that’s about all. There
is a new doector in Standish that folks say
could make dad better; but it would cost
an awful lot to get him to come over and
seo dad. T thought as long as you used to
go to school with™dad, that—that—'

Here Karl paused, confused by the sneer-
ing look which had come into the face of
the great financier.

‘] see, he said, with a laugh which was
not good to hear.

‘You thought as
happiness of being in
your father was, 1 shou:a be
his doctor’s bills.’ .

‘No; I did not think that at all’  Karl
was almost choking with anger and dis-
appointment.

‘1 ain’t begging. We would pay back
every cent of it, mum and me would, even
if dad couldn’t help. Dad wouldn’t have
let me come to you, it
but his back hurts just awful. He ant
nc coward; he lies ctill day after day and
never says one word about the pain only
once in a while when he just can’t stand
it any longer; then he says “Oh!” real
quiet like, so he thinks we wont hear.
Dad is awful brave. When a man’s whole
like you,are, Sir, he don’t know how it
feels to have just one arm, and your /back
all crooked so you can't walk at sall.’

While the boy was speaking a change
passed over Joshua Keene's face; in plager
of the hard expression came a look of sor-
row and remorse. :

‘How much do you want? he asked in a
{one so unlike any that he had used before
that Karl stared at him in wonderment,

“They said it would take an awful lot;
maybe—seventy dollars.”

‘As Karl named what seemed to ‘him such
an exorbitant sum, the man of the world
smiled, and drawing a check book toward
him wrote rapidly for a mcment, then
pussed to the astonished boy a cheque for
three hundred dollars. :

long as I had the great
the same class that
glad to pay

“Give that to your father, for me,’ he
said, ‘with the best wishes of the old aca-
demy pitcher, and tell him that when a .
man has livell a straight life, when he has .
wronged no man, when there are no accus-
ing ghosts of a bitter past to mock him, -
when he has kept his account right with .

© his Maker, when a man’s soul is whole,
bey, he ean afford to have a crooked bhack.”

So intense was the bitterness in the man’s
veice that it touched Karl’s sympathetic
- +Boy though he was, he realized
something of the remorse and agony that
ng the soul of the man "before .

heart.

were stin
him.
ful whirling chair, Karl
gently on Joshua Keene’s arm, ang@ said:
‘But there’s no call for you to feel
“bad, sir; there’s Him, you know, and

pointed timidly to a large picture which -

if he had known it; -

Moving a little closer to the wonder-
laid his - hand -
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hung above the fireplace. It was ° h‘r@
and the Rich Younnguler.’ g 2
Many, many months had it kept its plaee
there, ever since one glad day in that bli :
ful honeymoon when Joshua Keene's
young bride had placed it there; to be, sh
gaid,~a ‘Guardian Angel’ for the man shi
loved. Because with all that was best im
his nature, the great financier had loved his
beautiful wife, he had allowed the picture
to hang there, as a silent reproach to him
through all the long, long weary yedrs
which had passed since she went away to
that land where sorrow is not known. o
Now,. he turned to look at it, while
memories sweet and bitter flooded his sou
Presently he spoke to Karl again: .
‘It’'s no good, boy. Humphreys may be
able to patch up your father’s back, but
there is no patching up a man’s soul. 5
‘Dad could tell you all about Him.
Cculdn’t you come home with me? He
would be awful glad to see you; mother
would be glad, too. You know yon went
to school with dad. 3

At length the boy’s pleadings prevailed,’
and before long the multi-millionaire and
Karl Godfrey were walking down the broad
stcne steps side by side. As they passed
out through the gate, Karl turned to see afi
a window the astonished face of the woman
vho had refused him entrance. He gave
her a patronizing nod, accompan’ed with a
smile. He could afford fo forgive her,
even if she had lied to him, since the suce
cess of his efforts had so far exceeded
expectations. ¥

A few months later, Joshua Keene joined|
the -Congregational Church on  Shifton
Street, which, considering his wealth and|
pesition, was exactly the church which M 5
ghould have joined. R

There were many who | wondered whﬁ
from that time there flocked to the member-
ship of the church, by tensandby twenties,
those who had been worsted in th2 battlel
of life, whose souls had been scorched in :
the flery furnace of temptation, whose eyes
bad been blinded by the false light of sin,
whose ears had become deaf to the call ot
salvation. There were those, however;,
who realizéd that to Joshua Keene m&,«
come an almost divine conception of the
pitifulness of sin; aud that as the lea\vcnf:
of old leavened the whole lump, so the con-
secration of one heart had touched the.
hearts of the multitude, s

The church on Shifton street soon  los
its prestige; it was mo longer pointed out
to the mew resident and to the chance yisi-
tor as the home of wealth and culture. It
was spoken lightly of by many as the ‘ot
pital Church,’ but little cared its members,'
for with their hearts filled with the lom
God, and on their lips the story of Him wno
forgiveth all our iniquities; who healeth
ali our diseases, they went forth to seek
those whose souls were sick with sin, ands
thiough the wards of the ‘hospital church’
there walked the Great Physician.—‘Morn-
ing Star.’ : &

The readers of the NORTHERN MES-
SENGER will confer a great favor of%ﬁ;
publishers by always mentioning the
NORTHERN MESSENGER when replyin
to any advertiser who uses its columntﬁ
and the advertiser will also appreciate it.
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== BOYS AND GIRLSwE&=<.

A Pumpkin Auction,

(Hattie Vcse Hall, in the ‘Congregationalist
and Christian World.")

We had scarlet fever in Centerville just
after schcol opened in the fall, and they
had to shut right up again for four weeks.
Mamma didn’'t know what to do. She
didn't kncw how she could get through with
the fall cleaning with so many of us around
all day long, and so Fapa said:

‘Why den’t you send the children up to
Father’'s? There's plenty of room for five
boys on a farm.’

We boys just shouted. It's great fun up
to Grandpa Archer’'s. We help milk, and
feed the pigs, and row on the pond, and g0
in swimming, and blackberrying, and hunt
eggs for Huldah, and go nutting, and lots
more things. Mamma said,

‘I can’t let the baby go, but if Grandpa
and Huldah would like the other children
for a visit, they can go.’

So we went, for we knew Grandpa would
want us. He likes us ever so much, ’spe-
cially me, for I'm named for him. Mamma
told us we must get all our things into two
trunks, and it was a tight squeeze, for of
course we had to take our bats and balls
and games, and there had to be so much
room taken up with collars and neckties
and stockings, and things like that.

It’s only thirty miles to Hillsboro', ‘and it
didn't take long on the cars, and Granda’s
man Billy met us, with old Tom and the
surrey. Huldah and Grandpa were both
glad to see us. Huldah says it makes things
lively to have a lot of boys around the
house.

It was tco late to ride home on the loads
of hay, so we didn't do that, but there was
jots to do. Grandpa let us put up a circling-
bar in the barn chamber, and we fellows
practiced a lot rainy days. Stevie does real
well for a little fellow. One day he and I
were playing the bar with a flying trapeze.
and Stevie was sitting on it, and I was
hanging by my knees, and I slipped some-
how, and knocked Stevie right out onto the
floor, and made a great bump on his fore-
bhead, just like a big purple plum. But he
didn’t cry. Papa says he thinks his chil-
dren must be extra thick-headed, or they’d
have becn banged to pieces long ago.

‘Well, one dqay Hal had a letter from
Mamma, and she said the Andersons had
eot burned out. It couldn’t have been
much of a fire, it was the tiniest bit of a
house, but it was all the one they had, and
#t wasn‘t insured. And Mr. Anderson was
at the Banks fishing, and Mrs. Anderson
had been doing washings to earn money,
and the children did errands for people af-
ter school. And now their little house was
burned up.

‘I shouldn’t think God would have let it
happen,” 1 said, ‘Mrs. Anderson’s a real
good lady.’

‘That deesn’t make any difference,’ 'Gene
sald, ‘So was Job, and the TLord lot lots of
things bappen to him, and I thinks boils
are as bad as fires, for I had one on my
neck once.’

But Grandpa said we mustn’t hlame the
Lord because some one left the matches

Grandpa's right, too. 1 felt ﬂke blaming
the Lord once, when I stepped on a wasp’s
mest up in the swamp. Can’t they just

-‘m though? They bit my leg in five

had :hu me eyes, and if I didn't

the m
ﬁoﬁm.IMoﬁvnyseutobhme.
/mm wasn’

Anywny, if it was all my .
gdt punhhai,tn& Tl never step in-
to a y;ilow jacket's nest again.

‘Well, so Hal sald, ‘Let's take up a collec-

_,t‘umﬂwthe Andersons, and put it in an en-
wvelope, and just call it, “Aid for the fire = L &

sufferers,” and send it to Mary and Grace
by mail.’

S0 Hal put in ten mu-’-we’dmm
ouf mk's a.uowance from home—and ’Gene

put in seven, and Stevie three. (He doesn’t
have but five cents a week.) I didn’t have
a single cent left, and I was ashamed. I’d
spent it all up at Miss Abigail’s little shop.
She’s a lame lady, and she has fine tops,
and I'd bought one, and some court-plaster
for the cut on my thumb, and some other
things. And 'Gene said: ‘That’s only twem-
ty cents. We can’t send that little bit of
money.’

‘Let’s earn some,’ said I
be some way. '

‘I don’t like to ask Grandpa for money for
any little thing we do for him,” said Hal.

Neither did any of us. But he came up
into the barn chamber for some nails he
keeps up there, and he saw we were inter-
ested in something, and he said, “What’s up,
boys? and so we told him.

‘The summer people had a fair in the
town hall last week,” he said. ‘Why don’t
you have one?’

‘Why, Grandpa,’ I said, ‘we can’t kn!t and
embroider!’

‘1 did a lamp-mat on a spool and pins,
once,” said Hal.

‘I can make a cat’s cradle and take it off
the first time, said Stevie.

He thought a cat's cradle was tancyworrk
’cause you do it with string.

‘I did “God Bless Our Home,” in cross-
gtitch, when I was gotting well of the
mumps,” I said, ‘but I wouldn’t want to do
it again; it took weeks, and we want to
help the Andersons right away.

‘Well, said Grandps, ‘you can have a sale
here in the front yard, and I'll put the hig
tent up for you to have it in, if you can find
anything on the farm or garden to sell, ex-
cept the stock. You’d better look the gar-
den over, and see if you can't think up a
plan by noon. I'll give a dollar for the fire
relief fund to the boy with the best plan,
and I'll ask you at dinner.

Well, we all scattered at that, and I hap-
pened to think of my pumpkins. Grandpa
told me when I first came that I could have
as many pumpkins as I wanted, to take
home so Bridget could make pies—we're all
very fond of pumpkin pie—and so I cut my
initials on the six biggest ones. There
they were, all yellow and ripe, and ‘R. L.
A in white letters. They locoked fine. And
there were ever so many besides; more than
Grandpa and Billy and Huldah could eat in
a year. So I bad an idea. When we got to
the dinner-table I could hardly wait for
Grandpa to say grace before I told it, but
he said:

‘Wait, Rob, I'm going to begin at the
other end. Have you any plan, Stevie?

‘Yes, sir,;” said Stevie., ‘I'm going to pick
lots of those pretty colored beans, and string
‘em for necklaces. I'll buy one myself if
other people don’t want it. They're fine
to dress up in when we play Indian.

‘What is your plan, Hal?

‘I thought perhaps Huldah would let me
make bouquets, and gell them. There are
asters and sweet peas and salvia left’

Hal can do the prettiest things with flow-
ers. Then Grandpa asked 'Gene, and he
said he'd make some bows and arrows, and

‘There must

BOY’'S WATCH FREE.

‘We give this fine Watch free to
sny bq who sells 2¢ len or the
new mont.hly, the *¢@

PICTO) l.'—-tencmt.l » oopy
(-m: afen cent coupon in ea~h
atch has i

il
lished

then I told my idea, and Grandpa said it
was the best, and gave me the dollar for
the fund. Grandpa said Hal could make
his bouguets, and ’'Gene his bows and ar-
rows, and $Stevie his necklaces, and have
little booths to sell them in, bu I could
have the big tent for my idea, and I could
name the sale. So I named it a Pumpkin
Auction, and we had it Thursday afternoon.
'Gene made some posters, and we nailed ’em
to the trees on the village common, and we
had a crowd, mostly summer people, fer
lots of them stay late in Hillsboro’. The
posters said:

PUMPKIN AUCTION!
THURSDAY P. M. AT HILLVIEW FARM.
COME EVERYBODY FOR SWEET
CHARITY’S SAKE.

'Gene got that quotation out of a boolks
So everybody came. 1 had twenty-seven
pumpkins to auction off. Pumpkins were
so plenty that fallI didn’t know as I could
sell .them all, but I did. Lots of children
wanted them for Jack-a-lanterns, and it wag
fun to be auctioneer, too. They'd begin
with a cent, and go up to twenty or thirty,
and oneé man gave me a dollar for one, He
didn't bid on it, he just picked it out, and
gave me the money. I thought it was too
much, and I told him so, but he only laugh-
ed, and said, ‘Oh, I value the engraving!’
It was one with my initials on. ‘And then
it's “for sweet charity’s sake,” you know,
he said. So I was glad 'Gene put that on
the posters.

Hal sold fifty bouquets—all he had—for
ten cents apicce, and Stevie sold eight
strings of beans, and Gene gold all his
things. So we got ever so much money, and
Grandpa gave us a check for it, and we sent
it to Papa to give Mrs. Anderson. And
what do you think she did when he took it
to her? Why, she eried! Wasn’t that funny?
I guess I wouldn’'t ery if any one brought
me all that money. But Mamma sald it was
only because she was so pleased.

We went home the next week, because
school began again. But we hated to go,
we had had such a jolly time at Grandpa’'s
a;:d ltlhe Pumpkin Auction was the best fun
of all.

A Song in the Night.

(Marion Brier, in the ‘American
‘Messenger.’)

There was always so much to be done In
the little brown house. ¥From morning to
night it was hurry, hurry, hurry, and even
then it seemed as if the work was never
done, Six days in the week Ma O’Brien
bent over the wash-tub or the ironing-board
from early morning until night, while
the smell of steaming soapsuds and the
fierce heat from the cook-stove filled the lit-
tle room where the children played nois-
ily. Six days in the week, Katie, the oldest
of the little flock, flew about from early
morning until night, always trying her best
to catch up with the piled-up work that
was waiting to be done, and never quite

being able to do it. There were the meals

to get, and the dishes to wash, baking to
do, and such an amount of sweeping and
scrubbing and dusting, for Katie did like
to see everything bright and clean, but the
children scattered things about almost fast-
er than she could pick them up. Then each
of the children must have clean faces and
hands and neatly brushed hair. In her zeal
to accomplish this last undertaking, John-
nie and Jimmie, the twins, declared that
she was likely to brush out al their hair
and wash their hands and faces all away.
Then there were quarrels and disputes to
be settled, tears to be wiped away, and
Johnnie and Jimmie must be gotten out of

{ mischief a hundred times a day; Mary must

be persuaded to wipe the dishes, and to hava

her hair curled; frail little Patsy must be.

wmtorhedwhen the pain in his back was
bad; the baby’s bumps must be kissed weil
ag'a.ln, and there were dozens ot other thingy
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that must be done. There never seemed to
be a moment when the willing hands and
feet could rest.

One morning there was even more than
usual to do. Katie coaxed Johnnie and
Jimmie and Mary to wash the dishes, and
she sent little Patsy across the street to
Mrs. O’Neal’s for a bit of milk to put in the
cake she was stirring up. Looking out of
the window a moment later, she saw a run-
away horse dash around the corner. One
glance told her that Patsy was in the mid-
dle of the road. She flew out of the door
into the street and dragged the wee boy out
of the road from under the horse’s feet, then
slipped and fell, and that was the last that
she knew,

And after that there came days when she
was conscious of nothing but pain. Then
one morning she awoke, fully conscious, and
looked about the familiar room. There was
the steaming washtub, with her motheér
bending over it; the unwashed dishes were
on the table; broken toys were scattered
over the floor; the windows were sticky with
the marks of little fingers; Patsy was cry-
ing with a cut finger; Johnnie and Jimmie
were quarrelling over a broken knife; Mary,
her tangled hair almost hiding her face, was
helping herself out of the sugar-bowl; the
baby was screaming lustily. Ma O’Brien’s
face above the washtub was flushed and
tired looking. She scolded sharply, but the
uproar did not grow any less.

It flashed over Katie’'s mind that she
ought not to be lying there, when there was
so much work to be done, and she started
to spring up, but fell back with a sharp cry
of pain that brought Ma O’Brien quickly to
her side. Very tenderly the large red hands
soothed her until the pain grew a little eas-
jer. ‘Sure, and it's the doctor that do be
saying ye mustn’t try to move, and it’s
minding him ye must be, darlint’ Ma
O'Brien said, tenderly stroking the dark
glossy hair.

Katie's blue eyes opened wide. ‘Mustn’t
try to move! Why, who'll be doing the
work?” she inquired incredulously.

‘Now, don’t you be worrying about the
work, darlint. You jusgt keep still like the
doctor do be telling you to, and the work
can just take care of itself, so it can.

Katie stared, for Ma O’Brien’s eyes were
full of tears. What could it all mean? ‘But
the dishes aren’t washed, and the windows
are that dirty, and the children’s faces! I
must be getting to work. Can’t I get up
pretty soon, Ma? she demanded.

Then Ma O’Brien dropped down in a chair
and rocked herself back and forth, her face
buried in her apron, sobbing alcud. ‘The
doctor do be saying that youw’ll never be
getting up any more, at all, at all’ she
wailed.

The room seemed to whirl around before
7v.atie’s startled blue eyes. ‘But the work,
Ma,’ she said in a dazed kind of way. ‘I
must be doing the work, you know.

After that she lay there still for a long
time. Ma O’Brien went back to the wash-
tub, and there were three washings to be
done that day, and hardly a minute could
be spared to wipe away the tears that roll-
ed down her cheeks.

Katie lay there and looked at the disor-
der, and listened to the noisy children, and

gaw the tired look on her mother’s face, and .

each moment it seemed more and more im-
possible to lie still there.

Other days came, and each one found the
dirt and the disorder wors, for Ma O'Brien
must stay at the washtub, and could only
take time to get the children something to
eat. Johnnie and Jimmie seemed to grow
more mischievous each day, and Patsy and
the baby more peevish and fretful. Mary’s
hair grew more tangled, and she hated to
wash the dishes more than ever. Ma
O’Brien’s face grew more tired each day,

- and her voice more sharp and fretful. Night

after night Katie lay with wide-open eyes,
and thought and thought about it all, and
wished so much that she could help as she
uged to.

One day everything seemed to go unusual-
1y wrong in the little “brown house. John-
nie and Jimmie quarrelled. Patsy and the
baby cried and fretted, Mary was cross and

would not do the dishes, Ma O’Brien was
tired and mervous, and scolded first one
child and then another, but it did no good.
By and by Patsy came over to Katie, and
sitting down beside her in his little rocker,
said, ‘Sing, Katie.’

In the old days Katie had always sung
joyously about her work, but now the very
thought of singing made a lump come in
her throat. ‘Please sing, Katie,” Patsy coax-
ed- So to please him, she swallowed the
lump in her throat as well as she could, and
began to sing. It was not so hard after she
had commenced, and she sang on softly.

Presently she looked up, conscious of an
unusual quiet, and was surprised to find
that peace reigned in the little room. The
children were quiet and Ma O’Brien ' was
rubbing away vigorously with the tired,
worried look almost gone from her face.

‘Sure, and it’s the swate voice ye have,
Katie, darlint’ she said, smiling across into
the pale face. ‘I was that tired and ner-
vous I thought I should drop, but sure, it's
rested entoirely I am now.’

Johnnie and Jimmie had joined Patsy by
this time. ‘Sing some more, Katie,” they
coaxed. ‘We likes to hear you.’

Katic smiled into the pleading faces. ‘All
right,” she said cheerily. ‘Only do you know
I can’'t seem to sing so very well when
‘everything is so dirty. Just you boys help
Mary wash the dishes and clean up the
room, and I'll sing a song for you to work
by.
‘All right,’ the twins agreed, and straight-
way there began a great cleaning and
straightening up of that room to the cheer-
ful accompaniment of Katie’s clear voice,
that sang on and on, song after song.

‘Sure, and it’s not a bit tired I am the
night,” Ma O'Brien said after the washing
was all done. ‘And it’s perfect angels the
children have been, and the house looks
that nice and tidied up. Sure, and it’s your
own swate singing that heartens one up and
makes the work seem that easy,’ she said,
tenderly stroking the dark hair.

Katie lay for a long time that night smil-
ing into the darkness, while over and over
she whispered a little prayer, ‘Oh, God, I
thank you that I can help a little.’

After that, for hours at a time, day after
day, the sweet, clear voice sang on, and
somehow everything geemed to go smooth~
ly in the little brown house as long as the
songs continued. When Ma O’Brien’s face
began to look tired, Katie sang; when John-
nié and Jimmie grew mischievous or quar-

relsome, Katie sang; when Mary was Cross, .

Katie sang; when Patsy and the baby were
fretful, Katie sang; when there was more
work than usual to be done, Katie sang
louder and clearer than ever, and somehow
the tiredness and the crossness seemed to
melt away, and work did not seem such a
hard thing to do.

And each night Katie whispered that lit-
tle prayer, ‘Oh, God, I thank you that I can
help a little, and each day there was roore
of joy in her sweet voice, and more of
peace in the look upon her sweet face.

‘The Dangerous Door,

‘Oh, Cousin Will, do tell us a story; there’s
just time before the school-bell rings’ and
Harry, Kate, Bob, and little Peace crowd-
ed about their older cousin until he declar-
ed himself ready to do anything they
wished.

‘Very well, said Cousin Will, ‘I will tell
you about some dangerous doors I have
seen.’ :

‘Oh, that’s good!’ exclaimed Bob. ‘Were
they all iromn and heavy. bars, and if one
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passed in, did they shut and keep him therg
forever?

‘No; the doors I mean are pink or scare
let, and when they open you can see a row
of little servants standing all in white, and
bqhinrl them is a little lady dressed in
crimson.’

‘What, that’s splendid!’ .cried Kate; ‘I
should like to go in myself.

‘Ah! it is what comes out of those doors
that makes them so dangerous. They need
a strong guard on each side, or else there
is great trouble.’

‘Why, what comes out?’ said little Peace,
with wondering eyes.

‘When the guards are away,” said Cousin
Will. ‘I have known some things to come out
sharper than arrows, and they make terrible
wounds. Quite lately I saw two pretty lit-
tle doors, and one was opened, and the lit-
tle lady began to talk very fast like this,
‘“What a stuck-up thing Lucy Waters is!
and did you see that horrid dress made out
of her sister’s old one?” “Oh, yes,” said the
other little crimson lady from the other
door, “and what a turned-up nose she has!”
Then poor Lucy, who was around the core
ner, ran home and cried all the evening.’

‘l know what you mean!’ cried Kate,
coloring, ‘were you listening?’

‘Oh, you mean our mouths are doors!’ ex-
claimed Harry, ‘and the crimson lady is Miss
Tongue, but who are the guards, and where
do they come from?

‘You may ask the great King. This is
what you must say: “Set a watch, O Lord,
before my mouth; keep the door of my
lips.” Then He will send Patience to stand
on one side and Love on the other, and no
unkind word will dare come out.’—‘Cana~
dian Churchman.’ :

Which Way do You Take?

There are ways and ways of being sym-
pathetic. There is one where a person who
stands close to his neighbor in need does so
merely for the sake of being thought sym-
pathetic. But such are not the truest com-
forters. It is he who not only speaks con-
solingly, but who ‘follows up the word with
the deed,” that is the true friend in need.

Mabel was standing on a street corner
crying -as though her heart would ' break,
when Martha came trundling her hoop down
the sidewalk.

‘What’s the matter?’ asked Martha, stop-
ping short. ;

‘I’se lost my nickel down there!’ was the
sobbing reply as the speaker pointed to the

‘gutter.

‘Phat’'s too bad! Look very hard for it,
and maybe yowll find it Martha said, as
she gave her hoop a touch with the short
stick she had in her hand, and followed it
as it rolled away. The thought did not
seem to come to her that she might have
spared a few minutes from her play to aid
in search for the missing coin.

A little later as Mabel was adopting
Martha’s advice to ‘look very hard,’ Nanette
came brigkly along from the opposite direc-
tion, and, seeing the small figure in the gut-
ter, exclaimed: ‘Why, Mabel Marsh! What .
are you doing there?’

‘I'se lost my nickel, and I can’t find it at
all!” was the tearful reply.

Now Nanette was on her way to spend
the afternoon with a friend who had begged
her to come early, and she was hurrying
her best to make up time already lost,
when she discovered Mabel in trouble. The
sight of the latter’s distress aroused but one
desire in Nanette’s loving heart, and that
was to offer practical sympathy to the lit-
tle girl. And so, though she said almost the
same words that Martha had spoken a short
time before, she backed them up by step-
ping down into the gutter, where she dili-
igteutly sought for the coin until she found

“You're just as kind as can be!’ -
claimed, gratefully, when th:e m:i:l;el:.x‘ :
once more safely in her pocket. S

Na.neb?e laughed ,merrl!y as she hurried
:l:g&‘ That wasn t: much to do!’ she do- ,
~‘But it was just the that needed o
—The ‘Girl’s 0ompant,lti:::}g et > =
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The Best Life.

(J. ‘Mench Chambers, in the ‘American
Messenger.’)

Do not hurry,

Do not worry;

Grip your purpose and be true.
Days must measure

God’s own pleasure,

When this truth is plain to you.

Then be steady,

Always ready;

Never murmur, do your part.
Light each duty

With the beauty

Of a wholesome, happy heart.

Ben Kit’s Legacy.
A True Story.

(Mrs. Emma D. Knapp, in the New York
‘Observer.’)

It was a glorious June morning. As one
stood upon the little island off the Massa-
causetts coast enjoying its peace and
beauty, it was hard to realize that only a
few hours before the same waves that .now
dapped the shore so gently had then risen
plmost mountain high in their fury, threat-
ening destruction to every sailing craft ex-
posed to their power.

At the breakfast table in the lighthouse
on the island this same morning were seat-
ed not only Mr. and Mrs. Rogers, the keep-
er and his wife, but also five sailors, whose
vessel having been driven upon the coast
during the storm had. been rescued and
cared for. As they rose from the table one
man said:

‘I guess I'll go aboard the boat and sce
what has become of the cat.

‘O do,” said Mrs. Rogers, ‘and bring it
right up to the house.

In half an hour he returned, carrying a
haif-drowned - kitten. ‘I found him swim-
ming around in the hold,’ he said, ‘and I
-guess he’s half starved.’ 8
© ‘Hunger is a disease soon cured,’” said
‘Mrs. Rogers, as she placed a dish of . warm
milk on the hcarth. ;

After lapping it to the last drop, with a
little mew, as if asking permission, pussy
crawled under the stove and had soon for-
gotten all his troubles in sleep. By evening,
with the help of the wreckers, the vessel
was again aflcat and the grateful men came

. In to say good-bye.

‘O, we must not forget the cat,’ said its
rescuer,

‘I wish you would leave it said Mrs.
Rogers, who sat by the west window holding
it in her lap. ‘We are both fond of pets,
and there is not an animal about the place!’

‘Well,’ said the sailor, ‘I'm sure you de-
serve it for your kindness, so good-bye pus-
gy,” and he was gone. They named the cat
‘Ben Kit,’ and it showed so much intelli-
gence that it not only:became a great pet
in the childless home, but was also esteem-
ed a great treasure. It grew to be of large
size, and was taught many tricks. One day

«-Mr. Rogers saw it toiling up the road, firm-

; lyv"holddng in its teeth a live, full-grown

. mink. Throwing the door wido open he

_ hastened outside shouting:

- ‘Bring it in, Ben; bring it in,’ at the

_same time wondering how he would ever
. ‘mount the stairs with such a burden hang-
ing from his mouth until it almost touched

the ground, but puss was equal to the oc-
2 Upon reaching the stairs he turn-
ed around, and ascending them tail first,
‘walked into the kitchen with his prize,
never relaxing his hold until every door

~and window was closed; then releasing his

victim he sprang upon the table, where
from' bis safe position he watched tbhe de-

struction of his captive with the keemest

satisfaction. *

- Years came and went, and there was an- .
~ other storm, and another vessel was driven
- upon the shore near where the lighthouse |

name was Leigh. They were all welcom-
ed by the keeper and his wife, and treated
with the greatest kindness. The best of
everything in the house was placed at their
disposal. About noon the next day, every-
thing having been arranged.for continuing
the voyage, and the captain having express-
ed his appreciation of Mr. Rogers’s  hospi-
tality, had gone back to the vessel, but Mr.
Leigh lingered.

‘I can never express my gratitude to yor
for your kindness,” he said, approaching Mr.,
Rogers, ‘and although this is no compensa-
tion, I hope you will accept it as a proof
that I am truly grateful,” and he handed
him a twenty dollar bill.

The keeper quickly drew back. ‘Thank
you,” he said, ‘but I never take money for
helping a.man in distress. You are all the
more welcome to anything I have been able
to do for you, and 1 hope your voyage will
end more comfortably than it has begun.’

The gentleman crcssed the room to the
window where Mrs. Rogers sat holding the
cat. ‘"Well, good-bye,’ he' said, extending
his hand. ‘I do thank you very much for
all your Kkindness. You will let me leave
this as a slight expression of my gratitude,
won’t you? and he handed her the same
bill which her husband had just refused.

‘O, no,’ she replied. ‘We are both very
glad we could be of any assistance to you.
We are so shut out from the world at large
that the only opportunity we have of do-
ing any good is by helping any distressed
mariners who may be driven upon our
shore.’ ‘

‘I suppose your cat is a great pet,” said
Mr. Leigh, abruptly changing the subject.
‘What do you call him? and bending for-
ward he smoothed his glossy fur.

‘“Ben Kit.” Yes, he is a nice cat, and a
great pet.’

‘Well, good-bye; there is the Captain’s
last call, and he hurried out to the vescel.
The sails were set and the anchor raised,
and as soon as he stepped upon the deck
she was headed toward the ocean, and was
soon out of sight,

Two weeks passed away and nothing of -

importance had transpired upon the island,
when one morning Mr. Rogers found in his
mail, a thin, square package. On the out-

side it was addressed to ‘Ben Kit, care of

William Rogers, Keeper of the Lighthouse,
Baker’'s Island.’ :

‘Why, wife, what do you suppose-this is?"
he said, reading the address aloud.

‘I should say the quickest way to find out
would be to open it,’ was the reply.

Her advice was followed. Inside the par-
cel was a new bank bock with fifty dollars
on it, credited to Ben Kit, with Mr, Rogers
for trustee,

‘Well, Mr. Leigh was bound to have his
way, wasn't he?” exclaimed the astonished
womn,n 50 Ben Kit became a legatce. Be-
Ing in trust the principal cannot be touch-
ed during his life, but at his death it be-
comes the property of his master uncondi-
tionally, The interest is all spent upon the
old cat and the luxunies it purchases helps
to soothe his declining years.

After hearing this story the summer we

were staying upon the island, we walked ) o A

to the lighthouse hoping to see this remark-
able animal, but we were told he always

took a nap every morning at eleven, and

was never allowed to be disturbed, so we

S p———
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its clear light was trying to warn ships

' off the dangerous coast. In addition to this

‘erew there was a passenger aboard—a gen-
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were obliged to return without so much as
a glimpse of this wonderful cat.

O that every little homeless human waif
in the world, suffering from poverty and
neglect, could find such kind protectors as
did the puss of Baker’s Isiand, is the wish
that always arises in our mind whenever
we remember Ben Kit and his remarkable
legacy.

Take Care.

You may keep your feet from slipping,
And your hands from evil deeds,
But to guard your tongue from tripping,
What unceasing care it needs!
Be you old or be you young,
0, beware,
Take good care,
Of the tittle-tattle, tell-tale tongue!
—'St. Nicholas.’

The Deacon’s New Overcoat,
(Helen Maud Greenslade, in the ‘Standard.’)

The Adams family sat around the table,
over which the lamplight cast its glow. An
hour before, the same table served them as
a supper table; but now the dishes were
washed and put away, and the white linen
cloth had been replaced by one of turkey-
red.” In the glow of the lamp, the family
with their bright faces made a pleasant pic-
ture. One face alone wore a slightly per-
turbed expression, and that was the face of
Deacon Adams’ wife.

During the past few days, the family had
become familiar with the perturbation of
Mirs. Adams. Ever since it had been decid-
ed that the deacon was to attend the con-
ference, at a town fifty miles away, the
reason for her worry had been often on her
tongue. It was all apout the deacon’s over-
coat, Shabby it was, there was no denial;
but the coat, having sheltered the deacon
through nine blustering winters, had be-
come a friend, and the deacon would as
soon have thought of speaking evil of his
neighbor, as of saying aught against his
shabby overcoat. I know the deacon and
I never heard him speak ill of any one. So
when his wife said it was yellow, old and
frayed at the edges, and I don’t know how
many more uncomplimentary things about
the faithful old coat, the deacon defended it
right manfully.

‘It's warm and comfortable, Martha,’ he
said, ‘and cost a good sum in its day.’

‘Father,’” said little Jim, ‘it ‘won’t be long
before I'm a man, and then I'll buy you a
new overcoat,” and little Jim placed bhis
chubby hand upon his head to show how
high it was, when, in truth, it was not
much higher than the table.

‘Pool,” said John, the older boy, ‘I'll he
a man long before you will and I'll buy fa-
ther’s overcoat.’ !

' ‘Hush boys,” said the mother, ‘don’t quar-

rel. Nevertheless, she was proud of her

sons and their words soon chased the anx-
ious look from her face.

Little Nell, the deacon’s darling, quietly
watched her father’s kindly face and she
thought that when she said her prayers
that night and asked God to bless father
and mother she would add, ‘and send fa-
ther a new overcoat.’

.. That night when the children were snug

in bed and the deacon was sleeping the

_sleep of contentment, a figure in white stole

into the sitting-room. From an adjoining
closet, the shabby coat was brought ani™.

" Mrs, Adams saf down to look it over. Her

pillow had lent her an idea and she could

 not wait until morning to see if her idea

could be put into action: Seated in _the
firelight, with the coat upon her lap, she

_inspected it carefully. Now that her hus-
- band was not presemt to defend it, Mrs.
~ Adams was quité willing to admit its good
~‘qualities. 'It was well made and the cloth

was thick and warm. Under it the deacon’s

true heart had beat and Mrs, Adams handieq

1t almost lovingly.

Perhaps it was because of her idea that
she no longer felt any resentment towands
the old coat as she fingered its weather-
stained sleeves and faded collar. She haq
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already resolved and decided what was to
be done. Some people used to say that if
Deacon Adams only had his wife’s snap—
but this is a story about the deacon’s over-
coat, not about the deacon.

Mrs. Adams reached over, took the scis-
soms from her work-basket and began rip-
ping a seam. When she had ripped five or
six inches, she turned back the cloth. “Yes,’
she said to herself, ‘I wonder why I didn’t
think of it betore. The wrong side is like
the right and is just as good as new. To-
morrow, 1’11 rip it up. T'll send the boys to
vorrow the tailor's goose and the deacon
can help me press the seams.’

‘When the deacon entered the sitting-room
the fiext morning, a sight met his eyes that
made him stare. There sat his wife, with
soissors in hand, so eager in her task of
ripping the old coat, that her scissors seem-
ed more like a weapon of attack than the
tool of her gentle art. 2

‘Why, Martha,” he exclaimcd, ‘what does
this mean?

A few words of explanation sufficed, for
the deacon had so often heard that MTs.
Adams could do anything, that he fully be-
lieve';i it.

Every moment that Mrs. Adams could
spare from her household tasks that day
was spent in ripping and carefully study-
ing the parts of the coat and the way they
were put together. By the time the chil-
dren returned from school, it was ready for
the reconstruction process. Afiter John and
Little Jim had finished their bread and but-
ter, she gaid, ‘Boys, are you ready to go on
an errand for mother? Go to Mr. Stevens,
the tailor, and ask him if he will please
lend me his goose for a few days. I will
send it back as promptly as possible.

Visions of a waddling fowl in white fea-
thers rose before little Jim’s mind, for no-
thing is so delightful to a boy as something
really alive that makes a noise. Not the
moeet costly painted toy that winds with a
key and ‘goes’ has half the fascination.

‘Is Mr. Stevens’ goose white, with yellow
legs? he asked eagerly.

‘Why, a tailor’s goose isn't a real live
goose, it's made of iron, little goosie,’ said
John, quite ready to show his supenior
knowledge. e

‘Can’t it run at you and hiss?’ the child
persisted, drawing up his feet as if he felt
the creature at his heels.

His mother explained that this kind of a
goose hissed only when pressed heavily over
a dampened seam, but even. this explana-
tion did not subdue Jamie's enthusiasm, as
he walked along beside ‘his big brother.
Something he had never seen, with such
an interesting name, was very pleasant to
go after, for the world was very new to lit-
tla Jim.

Mr. Stevens obligingly lent Mrs. Adams
his goose and for the rest of the week there
were busy scenes at the ‘Adams’ home.
Tven little Nell put on her tiny thimble
and helped mother. A hitherto dormant
and unsuspected love of clothes seemed to
awaken in the deacon’s breast, as he prees-
ed seams and cracked jokes about being a
tailor’s apprentice, and he paid the tailoress
80 many compliments as to make the roses
come and go in her cheeks.

The coat was a great succegs. You knew
it would be. The deacon wore it to the
conference, and ne wore it for many win-
ters afterwards. At the station, every one
who saw the deacon, noticed his smart ap-
pearance and before the day closed, nearly
everybody in the willage had heard about
Deacon Adams’ new overcoat. The gquestion
was, where did Deacon Adams get the
money. g

Did the deacon’s wife tell? The pride of
this good woman far exceeded her love of
approbation, and she was always more anx-
jous -to conceal than to display the clever
things she did for her family.

D:d the tailor tell? Perhaps he was
afraid other good wives might be stimulat-
ed to follow Mrs. Adams’ example and tres-
pass upon what he rightfully considered his
prescrves. The story never got out. Many
years atterwards, the deacon’s daughter told
it to me, and that-is how I came to know

all about it.

Their Missionary Barrel.

(Gertrude Lee Crouch, in the ‘Interior.”)

‘Oh, here you are, Mrs. Knight,” exclaim-
ed Eilsie Freeland in a tone of relief. ‘I
began to fear that you could mot have the
luncheon and I should have to pack the bar-
rel alone.

‘Oh, no, dear, I would not desert you;
but if anything was a bother, it is this mis-
sionary barrel. I have given up two morn-
ings to collecting garments, hurried through
a luncheon at Shales, and now have to be
back at five to dress for a dinner party.
Really, Elsie, while I don't wish to critd-
cize our president, I do think she should
have used better judgement and appointed
some one else as chairman of this affair.
Everyone knows what a busy woman I am,’
and Mrs. Kn'ght threw aside her beautiful
fur-lined coat and fell to work at the pile
of clothing before her with a sigh of resig-
nation.

‘“There!’ she exclaimed, tucking in the
last garment after two hours of work, ‘1
hope they will appreciate it. Did you say
there was a large family, Elsie? Five chil-
dren? Dear me! Well, no doubt the mother
will find plenty of material here to make
over. 1 brought some things that are really
good enough for Marjorie to wear, but she
is becoming so notional since she started
in at Miss Hyde’s gchool that she will not
wear anything two seasons. But good-bye,
Eisie; I thank you very much for your
help,’ and Mrs. Reginald Knight. wealthiest
woman of the Park church, stepped into
her carriage and leaned back with a pleas-
ant feeling of complacence as she reviewed
the work that she had done for the Lord.

Hisie Freeland walked toward home in a
thoughtful mood. 'Dear me,’ she mused, q
wish I had been more generous toward those
migsionaries. I know.what a struggle mo-
ther has to keep us going on an income of
three thousand a year, and they say that
the missionary gets less than five hundred;
but then I suppose they get used to econo-
mizing, and of eourse they can’t need as
much as we do here; still, there is that ten
dollars of my very own, I suppose 1 might
spare at least part of it’—but just then Wl-
gie was overtaken by a jolly erowd of school
friends and her good intention died at iis
birta; next morning Mrs. Knight's coacn-
man headed the barrel and carted it to the
freight house.

It was the day before Christmas. In a
little town up in Minnesota the streets
were nearly deserted; for all day a blast
which seemed straight from the North Peole
had swept down the streets and around the
corners, piercing with its icy breath the
few brave omes whe ventured out. But it
would have taken more than forty-five de-
grees below zero to keep little Dwight Col-
ton indoors when the only chance for a
Christmas celebration lay in the arrival of
a box expected from the East; so, pulling
his cap over his ears and tying on his red
muffler, he ran down to the freight office
for the seventh time that day.

Anticipating his eager question, the agent
drawled out, ‘Tell your pa to borrow Seth
Risley’s teamn, sonny, for it's a hefty one
this time.

‘O, Mr. Poole, do you mean it?" shouted
the delighted boy, and catching sight of a
barrel addressed to the Rev. Arthur Colton.
he took to his heels and was half way
down the street before the slow-speaking
agent had prepared to reply.

‘Father, mother, it’s come, it’s come!’ he
cried, bursting into the sitting room where
the family was gathered. ‘Borrow Seth Ris-
ley’s team, ’cause it’s heavy this year,
Quick, father, or I shall go alone.’

With that Mr. Colten rose to the occa-
sion and buttoned on his threadbare coat
while all the other Coltons, great; middle.
sized, and small, laughed, shouted, or danc-
ed, according to his notion of expressing
overflowing joy. :

By this time it was dark, and the storm
had increased its fury; but undaunted, fa-
ther and son started out on 'their half-mile
walk. When they finally returned with the
precious barrel, Mr. Colton was too stiff to
lift it into the house and plucky Dwight
had his cheeks frozen. 3
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Lacile ran for a pan of snow with which
to thaw them out; mother chafed father’s
hands; Esther hastened next door for some
one to help with the barrel, while Nan, Baby
and Bounce, the dog, danced wildly abo-ut,'
getting under people’s feet and hindering
generally.

Mr, Foster came over, glad to bhe of as-
sistance to his pastor; by this time Mr,
Colton was ready to do his share, so they
brought it in and set it down tenderly, that
barrel which meant Christmas comfort and
Christian sympathy to them. Not a nail
was to be removed, however (to this they all
agreed), till father had returned the team
and come back to share it with them; so
while he was absent,—and it seemed a long
time,—Mrs. Colton and Luecile prepared the
supper, the younger children guessing
meantime as to the probable contents of
the barrel.

‘If there is only one doll, it is mine,” ane
nounced Nan.

‘Well, I think not, Miss Nan; here I am
eleven years old and never had a real doll
in my life. If there is only one, it is mine,’
Egther replied in a tone of finality which
admitted no argument.

Nan began to ery, but was scothed by her
mother’s wise advice to wait and see the
doll before they claimed it.

At last Mr. Colton returned. There was
no searching for mislaid hammer or screw-
driver this time,—no, indeed, Dwight had
taken care that there should be no more
delay, and in a short time Mr. Colton had
used both to such good purpose that the
barrel stcod beheaded and its contents dise
played.

With fingers that trembled Mrs. Colton be«
gan to lift cut the articles, for this was their
first remembrance from the HEast in five
years.

‘Here is a coat for you, father, dear,’ saiq
she. ‘It is rather small, I am afraid, put
perhaps you can squeeze into it. Here are
some pretty muskn dresses whith will go
nicely for the girls next summer. -Whagt
are these? Oh, baby clothes,—dear. me
Baby, darling, they might have ¥tted yom
Jast year, but will hardly do for «ich g big
boy as you are now. No, Nan, don’t crowg:
I haven’t caught sight of a dolly yot. Thg
is for you, laddie,’ handing over a partly
worn suit to patient Dwight; ‘and here are
magazines—lots of the—nineteen three,
nineteen-four; they seem to be a little an-
cient, Arthur; but it is something to
isn’t it?’ said his wife, with a brave smije,
‘Here is a nice hat; now, don’t quarrel over
it, girls, I know you both need it; we shall
see about it later. Well, well, a beautitul
bluy silk gown. I suppose some dear wo=
man thought that was what a minister's
wife should wear.’

‘So she should, dear, interposed Mr. Col~
ton, with a loving look at the beautiful wo=
man kneeling hefore him,

‘Maybe so, in the Hast, Arthur, but not
out here among these poor people. O, Iis-
ther, Nan, perhaps these are your dolls,” she
cried eagerly, catching up an Interesting
looking parcel. The children trembled with
excirement while she removed numerous
wrappings, and when the lagt onc was taken
off, the imaginary dolls proved to be two
bottles of catsup. Nan burst into tears.

‘Never mind, little daughter; Futher dear,
don’t 100k so heartbroken,” comforted their
father, his eyes becoming moist. Perhaps
father can get you dolls this vear if  th
crops are better; be brave!” .

‘We are getting down to the bottom,” said
Mrs. Colton, her head thrust suspiciously
far into the barrel. ‘What have we here?
Ab, Lucile, this must be for you.’

Lacile put out her hand with girlish cag-
erness and shook it out; then she held it up
and burst into hysterical laughter.

A party waist!’ she cnied; ‘chiffon, rib-

bons, lace; low neck and elbow sleeves. It

w%ll do nicely for prayer meeting, father,”

Lucile!” reproved her mother gently, a
lump in her own throat as she noticed her
daughter’s flushed cheeks and eyes brims
ming over with tears.

‘O,mother, you know how I a di
= % need a de-
‘Yes, 1 know, dear; perhaps if mother
very wise and careful she can make ov::
your serge omce more. O Lucile, ag she
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had an inspiration, ‘we will trim #t with the
blue silk; there can be no harm in that.
Here are shirts and stockings— I am
thankful for those; and this is the last
thing, children—a book. I hope it is for
my book-loving laddie. “How to Use Left-
overs,”"—for me, I suppose. Too bad, Dwight!
but perhaps you can read the magazines.
Now, come to supper, all, and let us wear
our “bright morning faces,” for we must
not greet our Lord's birthday with selfish
and unthankful hearts.’

After the children had gone to bed, the
minister and his wife sat down together be-
foro the fire. 2

‘Isn't that a pathetic row of stockings
hung up for Samta Claus to fill?’ asked the
wile, pointing to the mantel,

* ‘Yes; I bhope you have fixed up some
things for each of them, Lucy?

‘Indeed. I would not let them find empty
stockings if—if—well, I don’t know what
I mean, but I know I wouldn’t, she finish-
ed, logically.

‘Lucy,” said her husband, stroking her
brown hair, ‘I have been wondering lately
if I am not making a mistake after all in
keeping you and the children out here.
When I think what it means to a woman
of your culture and education’—

‘There, dear, don’t eay another word. I
knew it was of me that you were thinking.
If there was a sacrifice at all, it was yours
when you declined a metropolitan church to
work for these poor people. But it has
paid, hasw’'t it, Arthur? Think of the
sheaves we found white already to the har
vest without a single laborer; think of the
warm-hearted friends you have made; think
of the church you have built—these things
are better even than full Christmas stock-
ings; are they mot, my husbhand?

‘Of course, of course; I. believe it from
the bottom of my heart, little woman; but
sometimes it does seem that those at the
other end are letting g0 the ropes. But
away with discouragement, and let us
thank God fer the many blessings he has
showered wpon us.

Next morning while the children were

g merry over their simple gifts, Mmrs.
‘Colton slipped away to write a note of
thanks to the church which had sent the
barrel, while her heart was.filled with the

- 8pirit of Christmas; later she brought it out

and gave 1t to Dwight to carry to the post-
office. He returned after what seemed an
unduly long absence and hung about with
a guilty air, for it semed to him that a
small piece of paper tucked in his pocket
must burn a hole through his coat.

‘Whero have you been so long, laddie?
inquired his mether.

‘Been trying to earn two cents’ replied
the boy with downcast eyes.

‘Two cents? What for? Did you earn
it?’ chorused his sisters.

‘No, I didn’t; I am going out again after
dinner,’ he replied, dodging the first two
Mestioins.

But no one could ever be certain what
plans could be formed under Dwight’s
brown curls, so they did not press him to
tell his secret; and Jjust before supper time
he came into the house with such a distinet
air of satisfaction that they were sure he
bad managed to earn the coveted sum.

Two days after Ohristmas Mirs, Reginald

Knight, looking over her large correspon-

dence, picked out a letter postmarked Min-
wesota, and chose that one to read first

because she could not think whom it might -

be from. : B
‘A very touching letter, she mused, as

 Bhe refolded it. ‘I suppose we hardly real-

ize what our trifiing gifts mepn to those

~ Dpoor people. I must have this letter read

to the Society, of course.’ ‘Whereupon she
__ Next -received another let-
‘ boy’s large round hand-
writing, and opened it with much curiosity.

. ‘Dear Mam,—I thought I would rite and

tell you about the crying time we had over
that barrul, ‘cause 1 knew my mother wood-

‘ent. o Tt
~ ‘First—Esther and Nan cried 'cause there
‘Wwasn't a doll and neither of them ever had

‘Second—My mother most cried cause the

| SRS

coat was too small for fagher—'cause our
baby was too big for the close—’cause min-
isters’ wives can’t wear blue silk dresses.

‘Third—Esther and Lucile most cried
‘cause thefe was only one hat.

‘Fourth—Lucile took on like every thing
‘cause there wasn't any neck and sleeves in
the waist.

‘Fifth—Could you please change all these
things and we will send back what we got.

Yours respectably,
Dwight Moody Colton.

‘P.S~—S8ixth—If you had a book named
the flight of pony Baker that your little boy
was threw with, you mite send it along.’

Mrs. Knight leaned back in her chair and
stared at the epistle before her with min-
gled emdtions. She was touched by the
pathos of this naive little letter, but her
self-satisfaction had received an uncomfort-
able shock.

As she pondered, Elsie Freeland came in,
and without a word she put the letter into
her hands. As she read a flush of shame
overspread her face.

‘O, Mrs. Knight, the poor little things!’
she cried. ‘Never u doll, and only one hat
for two girls, and no book for that dear lit-
tle boy. I shall spend the whole of my ten
dollars on them this very day.’

‘No, no, Hlsie,” protested her friend, ‘you
will not need to give all you have if the rest
of us do our share. One hat for two girls—
and Marjorie has had four this season!
Never a doll—and there are twenty in our
nursery! Bilsie Freeland, I have been a
selfish woman!’

‘You are not a bit selfish, Mrs. Knight;
everyone knows how generous you are.

‘But 1 think perhaps the trouble with us all

is (if you will pardon a girl for saying so)
that we dom’t think about the Lord’s work
as we do about other things; it is just the
scraps of our thought and time and effort
that we have left for Him; anyhow, that is
the way with me.’

‘You are right, dear child, that is the
way it has been with me; butifldon’t cor-
rect it for myself, and Marjorie from to-day,
it will not be the fault of little Dwight Col-
ton.’

You should have been in that missionary’s
home when a box sent by express arrived
a week later. There was some erying this
time, also, but it was for sheer joy. Every<
body talked and laughed and cried and won-
dered all together,

How it could have happened no one could
decide; for no one could connect Dwight’s
two-cents with a postage stamp, nor his
postage stamp with a letter. Probably they
would never have known if Dwight had not
suddenly remembered that he had promised
to send the first things back, and had whis-
pered his confession into his mother's ear,

The Luck of Robbie.

(Mrs. Emma A. Lente, in the New York
‘Observer.’)

‘Hey, Rob! Comean’ go fishin down Silver
Creek. Just a good day for fish to bite.’

‘I know 'tis boys, but I've got to work.’

‘Woork—on a holrday! Let it go, an’ come
on. Work can wait” .

‘Not this work. I've got a lot of weeding
an’ transplanting to do.”

‘Fussin’ over flowers all of Saturday
mornin’! 'Fore I'd let a lot of old merry-
2ools an’ sturshuns keep me from a day’s
fun! You're silly.’ :

‘T'll do something for fun this afternoon,
that is, if T get through,’ replied Rob.

‘You won't git through. Weeds ’ll grow

1
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while you're pullin’ em. Well, bye-bye, an®

luck to yer diggin’!’

‘Rob’s no good since he got that flower
craze,’ grumbled Sammy Darrow. ‘Fussin’
over plants is all well enough for wimmen-~
folks, but for a boy to waste his time that
way makes me sick! Race me to the creek,
boys!’

Meanwhile Robbie Ward bent over his
ganden beds, patiently weeding and trans-
planting asters, and training sweet peas the
way he wanted them to go. It did not take
him all day, and in the afterncom he had a
fine drive in the country with his uncle, the
doctor,

His plants grew while ho watched them,
and grew twice as fast when he slept, watil
their thriftiness was the wonder of all flower
lovers.

When Children’s Day came, a magnificent
bunch of Robbie’s sweet peas stood on a
table at the minister’s right hand, and re-
ceived a word or two of notice. When the
service was over they were taken to the
minister’s sweet wife, who was too ill to be
at the church.

A few days later Robbie’s mother asked
him to go to the Old Ladies’ Home, and
take a glass of currant jelly to a dear old
lady who lived there for many years.

‘You might take her a few of your blos-
soms, too,” added his mother, ‘I know she
loves them.’

With a willimg hamd the boy picked his
very choicest blooms, amd on his return
from the Home, he said:

‘Well, mamma, she liked the jelly and
sent her thanks, but she just loved the flow-
ers; she said she doted on nasturtiums, an’
she hadn’t had 0 many in years—not since
she had a little home of her own an’ raised
'em. But she gave some away to the other
cold ladies, because they made such a time
over 'em. How mamny live there, mamma?’

‘I think there are but nine now.’

‘When [ have flowers move plenty,
wouldn’t it be mice to take a bunch for each
one? Don't you think so?

‘Yes, it would be a lovely thing to do.’

And so each week through the rest of
the summer a bouquet went to the Home
for each of the nine old ladies, and mamy,
many were the thanks and blessings be-
stowed on the thoughtful little lad.

His careless mates who often laughed and
jeered at him, were very willing to accept
his lavish bounty, and the sick poople’ whom
he knew were often remembered.

‘The more flowers I pick the more I seem
to have,” said Robbie, ‘They just hurry to
blossom over night, 5o we can have  the
very sweetest for our breakfast talble.’

‘Do you sell your fiowers?’

Rabbie looked up from his picking to
See two ladies ]ean.ing over the ganden pal-
ing and smiling at him in o beguiling man-
wer,

‘No'm, that is, I haven’t; I give lots @
though. Wouldn't you like these?’ m:ah‘ye,
offered his hamds’ full oyer the fence,

‘Oh, how lovely! Yes, we want them, but
‘We want to pay you for them.’ :
mn'lglf ne@c:‘m"t, really, and—oh. that's too

, a8 two ht ten cent pieces I
in his hand. T » >

‘No, indeed, it isn’t too much, and ' we
want the same to-morrow, and every day
We are in the place, if we may.’

So for two weeks Robbie had twenty cents
daily for flowers, and when the ladies went
back to the city, they took a large basket
full, leaving him with a crisp dolar bill in
payment, and an ambitious dream of raising
{lk::ers on a larger scale for the city mar-

‘Rob’'s an awful lucky
Sammy Darrow. °‘He’s been the pet of the
‘hutl town all summer on account of his
givin' away flowers so, right an’ left, an’

| now he’s gone an’ sold prefity near four dol-

~lars’ worth, an’ got loads of flowers left. 1
don’t never have no luck like that, T wish't
I was him!’

A Bagster Bible Free.

- Send three new subscriptions to the ‘North-
ern  Messenger' at forty cents each for one_
| yeat, and receive a nice Bagster Bible, bound
in black pebbled cloth with red edges, suit-
able for Sabbath or Day School.

boy, grumbled |
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A Strange Foster-Mother.

Marilla is very proud of her
family, and will not let anyone in-
terfere with them, Now Marilla
is a fine name that has been given
to a cat, whose home is in Bir-
mingham, But how comes it that
Marilla’s family consists of chickens
and not kittens? You may well
ask the question.

Well, you see Marilla was a
grandmother, probably a great-

from her siesta by the chirping of
the chickens. She came out to see
what the noise was about.

The downy coats of the little
strangers reminded her of her last
litter of kittens. She gently scooped
them into her sleeping-place and
there tended them with amotherly
care, as though they were really
her own family. She washes them
regularly every day, just as a cat
does kittens. The little chicks

grandmother, and hal not had any
kittens for some time, but her

‘motherly instinct was as strong as

ever. The little chickens she is
nursing so tenderly have known no
other mother’s care than hers.
They were not hatched in the
natural way by an anxious patient

‘+hen, but by artificial means in an

incubator, a machine in which eggs
are placed and are heated by a
gradual process, until the little
chicks break the shells to find}
themselves on a kind of tray, with
no dear mother to look after them,

It is not so surprising after all
that the kittenless cat and the
motlierless chicks have come to-
gether in the way they have. The

“chickens were sent to a corn-

dealer’s shop as an advertisement
for poultry food. When they ar-
rived they were placed near the
fireplace in the office. The cat was
Laving anafternoon nap ina basket
near by, when she was aroused

could not understand this at first,

but they soon got used to it, and
now they do not offer the slightest
objection.

After a'day or two the chickens
were removed to a window in the
shop, and there the cat followed
them and showed the same loving
care as before. The chickens nestle
under her soft fur, and are quite as
conifortable and happy as they
would be under a hen. Now and

then a little fluffy head pops out to-

look at the world, just as you have
geen in the case of a hen and her

‘brood. Marilla is a mostattentive

foster-mother and only leaves her
chicks in order to take her own food.

At first there were five chickens,
but she was 80 good to them that
her family was increased to ten,
and when these grow up she will
be given other chickens to take
care of, 8o long as she is disposed
to act as a kindly mother to them.
—*¢ The Child’s Companion.’

Little Prayers.

Upward float the little pmyera
Day by day.

Little prayers for little cares
In work or play.

Every moment brings its trial
Or its pleasure ;

Little prayers for self-dema.l
Yield rich treasure.

Let this be your little prayer
Every day;

‘Keep me, Lord, in thy dear care,
Come what may;

Lead my little feet apart
From evil things;

Daily hide my little heart
Beneath thy wings.’

—-Lessons for the Little Ones,

How Bennie Ran Away.

‘Come, Bennie, you must go to
bed,’” said Nurse Nora.

‘Don’t want to,” returned Bennie,
scowling his baby brow,

‘But you must.
geven. i
‘Don’t'carée. Me run away,”

This was a common threat of the
little boy. Ever since he could
talk he had made use of it, until his
mother and Nora had ceased to pay
any attention to the words, hoping
he would forget them as he grew
older,

So Nora said, cheerfully, ‘I'll get
some nice, cool water for you, and
then take off your hot clothes, and
put you in your little bed.

It had been a hot day, and per-
haps that was why Bennie was not
a8 good-tempered as usual.

¢ Will run away !’ he said, after
Nora had gone. He stamped his
little foot, knocking over a fort
which Nora had just made with his
building-blocks, »

Then he clambered down the

porch steps, slipped through a hole
in the hedge, and ran over to a
vacant lot where there were some
trees and rocks, as fast as his chubby
legs would carry him.

¢ Me bad boy,’ he kept sa_ymv to
himself. *“Me running away.’

Meanwhile there was trouble in

~ the house, When Nora returned

with the water she looked for the

- child in the garden, dining-room,

It's half-past -
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and parlor, then, becoming a little
anxious, she called her mistress.

‘O ma’am, she cried, ‘Ican’t find
Master Bennie anywhere, Is he
upstairs with you, ma’am ?

* Why, no,’ said Bennie’s mother,
taking alarm at once, ¢ Where did
you leave him ?

‘He was playing on the porch,
ma’am, and I went to get him somre
water, and when I got back he was
gone. He didn’t want to go to bed,
and said he’d run away.’

‘Then he has done it at last!
wailed the mother. ‘O my baby,
my baby! Norarun! Yougo one
way and I the other! O my baby!

After looking in vain for him at
the neighbors’ and along the street,
the two women returned to the
house. Darkness had fallen, and
the thought of the dear little fellow,
wandering alone in the night made
them both weep.

¢Oh, what shall we do ? moaned
the mother. ‘If his father were
only here! We must get the neigh-
bors to help us look for him with
lanterns.’ ,

Just then a little noise at the
back door sent them running to the
back of the house, where, to their

. great joy, they saw Bennie toiling
~wearily up the steps.

¢Mamma, mamma!’ he was cry-
ing, and when he felt his mother’s
loving arms around him, he sobbed
as if his little heart would break.

‘There, there, Bennie,” his mo-
ther said, comfortingly, don’t cry
any more. You're safe with mother
now. Where did you go, darling ¥

‘O mamma,’ he said, between
gobs, ‘I runned away. I was bad.
I didn’t want to go to bed, and I
was going to hide where Nora, nor
you, nor anybody couldn’t find me,
But it was awful dark, and nen the
angels lighted all their lanterns up
there in the sky,’ pointing with his
forefinger, ‘and found me out, and
nen—and nen—I_ got ecared and
runned home. I wanted mamma.’

“Yes, darling, and mamma wanted
her little boy. Bennie must prom-
ise not to Tigi away again and make
mamina cry.’

‘Did ou ecry, mamma.? Poor
mamma!’ patting her cheek with
- his soft little hand.

- “Yes, and poor Nora, too. Areut
- Yyou sorry for her?

*Poor Nora!” he repeated, hold-

ing out his baby haud to her. She

‘kissed it, and he =aid, graciously,

¢ Now, you may put me to bed’

So mother and nurse undressed
and bathed him and laid him lov-
ingly in his little white bed, Then
they watched beside him until
sweet sleep closed his eyes, their
hearts filled with gratitude to the
good God who had let no harm

come to their darling when he had -

‘runned away.—S.S. Messenger.’

The Reason Why.

¢ When I was at the party,
Said Betty (aged just four),

¢ A little girl fe!l off her chair,
Right down upon the floor;

And all the other little girls
Began to laugh, but me—

I didn’t laugh a single bit,’
Said Betty, seriously.

*Why not ?” her mother asked her.
Full of delight to find

That Betty—Dblessherlittle heart! —
Had been so sweetly kind ;

‘Why didn’t you laugh, darling ?

- Or don’t you like to tell

‘I didn’t laugh,’ said Betty,
“Cause it was me that fell.

—Scattered Seeds,

Tommy’s Dream.

Tommy had a curious dream one
night. He had been kept in from
play to help his father. But in-
stead of being proud to think that
his father wanted his help, he was
cross about losing his play-—so cross
that his father quietly remarked he
would not ask him to stay in again,

When he lay down to sleep that
night, he dreamed that two angels
were sent down to earth to make a
record of all the nice, loving thiugs
the boys and girls were doing.

-One angel was to take note of all
the big things that were done, and
the other was to write down all the
little, unnoticed deeds of life. They
parted as they reached the earth,
and when they met again, on their
way back toheaven, they compared
notes. One had scarcely filled two
pages of his book,

¢ There are not many conspicuous
things done, after all, he said, in
explanation,

‘I have scarcely found time to
write down all that I have seen,’
said the other angel, and he showed
a little book filled from cover to
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cover with the record of loving
little deeds.

Tommy’s heart stood still, and
he thought, ‘ My name must be
there too, for it was a nice thing to
stay in and help father’

Then he heard the angel explain-
ing why there were some boys and
girls he did not take any notice of
at all. ‘They did nic2 things,” he
said, ¢ but they were so cross about
it, and so unwilling, that I could
not write them down. For, you
know, I was told only to record the
loving deeds of life’

Then Tommy woke up, and ashe
lay still and thought about it, he
knew that he could not possibly
have been in the angel's book that
day,—‘ Temperance Leader.

A Fresh Start.

¢ Are you sure you can go home
alone, Eddie ?

‘If you’ll show me the way,
uncle, I can.’

Eddie was in a large city for the
first time, and Uncle Howard wus
afraid to have him go from the
office to the house by himself, but
Eddie was sure he could, and the
two went to the door, where uncle
pointed out the way clearly. It
was not far, and there was only one
turn.

The boy started oﬁ' on a run, but
in’ his great haste he made the
wrong turn after all, and soon found
that he was not on the street lead-
ing home at all, for he could not
see the house after making the
turn, as he should.

¢ Well, said the little boy to him-
self, stopping to think, ¢1 can see
the way I came, anyhow, and I’ll
run back to the office and get uncle
to start me over again. I know
how to get back there’

He ran back and got a fresh start.

This time, being more careful, he
made the right turn.
Wise little Eddie! When one

sees he is wrong, no matter in what

~way, the thing to do is not to goon

wrong a single step, but to turn
back and make a fresh start. It is
easier to run back, if one has not
gone far, and it is better to ask the
one who knows the way than to
try to find it oneself.

When we have done wrong God
is the one to seek. He will set us
right.—Selected. :
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Correspondence

B., Ont,

Dear Editor,—Our school is not very large,
as it is only a village one. It contains two
rooms on the first flat, and one large room
on the second. We have lots of fun sleigh
riding down the hill back of it. B. is quite
a nice place in summer. I can play lawn
tennis a little. I have read a number of
books. I like reading very much, and es-
pecially the ‘Messenger.’ It always has such
lovely stories in it, and ‘St: Cecilia of the
Court’ is just lovely, I think. Mr. Billy
Daniels and Dr. Phil. Hanauer are so kind
and merry. I think Florence Ezekiel’s let-
ter from India is very nice. Is the word

a mile from here. There was & storm here
this summer that did quite a lot of harm.
Our barn and a shed were blown down. We
have the barn up again. There was not any
rain here for a long time until Saturday.
We have a little foal about four months
old. I like to read the letters in the ‘Mes-
senger,’ especially the riddles. The answer
to E. A. P.s ridde is an egg, and to Flor-
ence Buelly’s riddle is Humbolt was going
into his fortieth year. G. E. M.

C., Calif.
Dear Editor—I received my Maple Leaf
brooch, and am very much pleased with it.
I have taken the ‘Northern Messenger’ for
over five years, and this is my first letter
to it.
My father runs a large poultry farm, ana

OUR PICTURES.

1. ‘Christmas Morning.’ Joha Baynham, -

H., Ont.
2. ‘Begonia.” Muriel Nichols, W., Ont.

3. ‘T.ocomotive No. 9.’ Huntlsy Butler, S.
H., N'f'd.
4, ‘Apples.’

Clifford A. Haines (aged 7),
G., Ont,

5. ‘The Maple Leaf for ever.” Mabel M.,
B., Ont.
6. ‘Bunch of Violets.
Ondt, ‘ 4 z
7. ‘Coffee Pot.’ 0. B. Seale (aged 9), M.
L., Que.
8. ‘Rabbit.’ Bdgar Trueman, S.J., N.B.
9. ‘An_ Aster Bouquet’ Della A. Hodge,
T., Que.

Mary QGillies, K.,

‘Abba’ the answer to one of the riddles?
The writer’s name was not printed.

LILLIAN GIBSON.
(Yes, your answer is right; Lillian. Glad
you like the stories.—Rd.)

B., Man,

Dear Editor,—I am a little girl ten years
of age. I go to echool every day that I can,
and am in the thinrd reader. We live in the
section house; my father works on ‘the
railway track. I have three sisters and two
brothers. I have two brothers dead.

The books I have read are, ‘An Elder
Brother,’ ‘The Lamplighter.” ‘Heather and
Harebell’ and a let of others,

HILDBGARD HALLONQUIST.
D., Que.

Dear Editor,~I am a little boy of seven
years of age. I live on a farm, and go to
school. Our school is about a quarter of

e ——
DOING A BRISK BUSINESS.

Yo MW

A & Larliv.

~ Hundreds of s throughout Canada are selling
thousands of cgp?c:'or the * ian Pictorial.

I help him. I have two sisters and ome
brother. My oldest sistor goes to the Nor-
mal School here, I expect to go to busi-
ness College after Christmas.

GLADYS M. SWIANN.

H., Ont.
Dear Editor,—I read with much interest
the letters in the ‘Messenger,” which we get
in Sunday school. ‘When reading the Cor-
respondence page I saw a letter from Flor-
ence Ezekiel, a little girl living in India.
Would you mind giving me her full ad-
dress? I attend High School, and like all
the subjects very well. 1 wonder if any of
the correspondents are saving souvenir
postals?”] and my sister save them, and get
quite a few, as my father does a lot of
travelling, and semds them to us from all
over. 1 would like to have a Hallow’een
party. I wonder if any of the readers could
make any new suggestions.
JEANRETTE WITTHUN (aged 13).
(We cannot give the address of any cor-
respondents, Jeanette.—d.)

I, N.B.

Dear Editor,—I want to thank you for the
pretty stick pin I got from you. When I
wrote to you I told you I had five brothers;
now I bave a sixth. His name is George
Arthur. He is a good-natured fellow. Ray
and Wesley tease him a good deal.  Our
crops are poor this year, except hay. We
had a very good crop. We had a long
drought, which hurt the grain and potatoe
crop. My father raised 4 calves, 12 lambs,
8 pigs, and 36 chickens and 2 turkeys. We
have 16 roosters fattening now. My bro-
thers, Fred, Charlie and I go to school every
day. It is over two miles away. But we
will oon have to stay home ang help papa
dig potatoes and pull turnips. I would ra-

&
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ther go to school than stay home and work.
Fred would rather stay home than go to
school. But I think if he had to Wwork very
hard long he would change his mind.
CLARENCE DOUGLAS.

OTHER LETTERS.

Nettie Wylie writes from G., Ont., and
answers E. A. P’s puzzle, The riddles you
send have already been asked, Nettie.; It is
fine to have a library in the school.

Myrtle Whitmell, D., Ont., hopes some of
the correspondents will be able to answer
these questions.

1. What coat is finished without buttons
and put on wet? 2. If you were to ride a
donkey what fruit would you. represent? 3,
If a man gave seven cents to one boy and
eighteen cents to another, what time would
it be? = ’

A. E. Carter, C., Ont., is one of the boys
to win a watch for himself by the aid of
the ‘Canadian Pictorial’ His letter, which
is very short, contains this riddle:

Two O's, two N’s, one L, and a D,

Put them together, and spell them to me.

Evelyn E. Olsen, M. F., P. Que., answers
Dalton Brooke's riddle, and sends in one
which has already been asked in a slightly
different form. Bvelyn is one of our fre-
quent correspondents.

N. Thom., D., Ont., also sends in a riddle
that has been asked. The letter is very
good for someone who is only eight.

Mabel Long writes a little letter from N.,
Alta, and sends in two questions:

1. What is the longest word in the dic-
tionary?

2. How do you make a monkey wrench?

Evalena Hill, N, N.B., answers the egg
puzzze, and wants to see if anyone knows
why children are like dirty dighes.

Mary Foster, and Elsie Heard, are friends
who write from D, Ont. They learn sew-
ing in their school, and all like their teach-
er. We are glad to know that’ Elsie and
Mary like the ‘Messenger,” too.

Laura Brown, O. 8., Ont., is a new friend
who has just come to Canada from over the
border. :

Merle Cuttey, L.T., N.S., sends in three
correct answers, and M. M. Rogers, also from
N.S., answers Dalton Brooke's riddle, and
asks this: The more you make, the more
you take, the more you leave behind,

Lillian MoGee, B.B,, N.B., enjoyed ‘St. Ce-
cilia of the Court.” Her letter contains these
questions:

1. Why are jokes like muts?

2. 'What is the oldest tree in America?

Letters have also been received from Ewva
M. Mitchell, D, Ont; M. 8. F., O., Ont.; El-
sie 0. Forden, B, Ont; I. M. Crosby, Y.,
N.S.; Katherine F. Dow, S.M., N.S.; and
Rosebud, W., Ont. ’

Sample Copies.

Any subscriber whe would like bo have specle
men copies of the ‘Worthern Messenger” sent
to friends can send the names with addresses
and we will be pleased to supply .thﬂm. fres
of cost. Sample copies of the ‘Witness’ and
‘World Wide’ will also be sent free on appli-
catin- 3t
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LBSSON IV.—NOVEMBER 11, 1906.
Jesus in Gethsemane.
Maitt. xxvi., 36-50.

Golden Text.

Not my will but thine
xxid., 42.

be domne—Luke

Home Readings. _

Monday, November 5.—Matt, xxvi, 86-50.
Tuesday, November 6.—Is. lii., 1-12.

Wednesday, November 7.—Ps. xxii, 1-8;
14-19.
Thursday, November 8. —Matt. xxvii,
1-10.

~_Friday, November 9.—Mark xiv., 26-45.
Saturday, November 10.—Luke xxii., 39-48.
Sunday, November 11.—John xviii., 1-9.

( By Davis W. Clark)

The harvest moon lighted coldly a weird
pcene,—pale faces of tombs peering down
into a shadowy valley; a brook on its way
to a Sea of Death, and running red with
the blood of two hundned thousand lambs
slain that day; gnarled old olive-tree,
whose twisted trunks semed to express for
the vegetable world that tribulation under
which the whole creation groaneth.

As Jesus passed the snowy porches of the
temple, and came down into the forbidding
c¢hasm, would He not recall to Him how His
great progenitor, thrust out of the same
city, had crossed this very brook Cedron
with face toward the wilderness; how as
he went up the further side, he wept and
had his head covered and went barefoot.

The separation of the disciples into two
bands was not an act of caprice or favorit-
jsm. In this instance, paradoxically, the
station most remote from the Shepherd was
the safest. The feeling that can be touched
for human infirmity showed itself in the very
digposition which Jesus on this occasion
made of His followers. And if even on the
burning edge of His inscrutable sorrow, He
could still think of and provide for the
gafety of His own, will He neglect us now,
that He is exalted to the right hamd of the

in the heavens?
ue'léfg,‘{wo who had asked to Dbe baptized
with His baptism, and the one who had
first acknowledged Him the Son of God—
these three, the same who had gome with
Him to the Trnansfiguration heighit—wene
deemed best inurcd to go with Him into
the depth of His humiliation, Jesus wanted
the consciousness that human sympathiz-
ers were near; wanted to be guarded from
jntrusion; wanted that there should be wit-
‘nesses, 0 that the scene might be trans-
mitted to the Church. The disciples were

- drowsy, but not wholly disqualified for this
~threefold purpose. Even to those compara-

vely hardy companions He does not
luntly announce the nature of His ordeal,
He should terrify them. He says only,

and considerately, that He goes to pray.

The source and nature of Jesus’ agony is

“inexplicable. If you say it was mpatural

shrinking from the hour and artide of
death, then I must say Jesus appears to
have died less heroically than many a
mavtyr—nay, even infidel, heathen, or
apostate. The suffering of Jesus seems to
be unlike in nature, and to surpass in de-
gree human anguish with which we are
familiar. :
- I suggest that, though the suffering mani-
fested itself in His physical nature, the
chicf seat of it was in His moral nature. It

THE MESSENGER.

was reversed on Golgotha. There only one
word out of seven indicated any degrec of
moral suffering.

Away with the idea that Jesus had a
sense of personal condemmation, as if He
were the object of His Father's wrath, and
so that, in that sense, Gethsemane was the
‘Hell of the Son of God!” It occurs to me
that He so became one with us as to appre-
ciate the grief and sorrow of the whole race
with such a keenness and to such a degroee
as that it became his very own, and well-
nigh insupportable. May not this have
been that cup which, if it were morally
possible, He wished might be supplanted by
some other?

It is with Him only a question of meamns.
His unshaken purpose is to do His Father's
will. The Father is not harrying the Som
on to something from which he revolts. Fa-
ther’s will is Son’s delight.

The loneliness of Jesus is nowhere more
comspicuous and touching than in Geth-
semane. He coveted human sympathy. It
failed Him. He looked for comforters, but
found none. He trod His wine-press alome,
unhelped.

The quality of Jesus’ submission is not
deprecated by the agony through which He
passed. It is rather emhanced. Its perfec-
tion is manifest thereby. The Captain of
salvation is made to appecar——as He really
is—perfect to us through the medium of
His suffering.

It is sweet to think that from the top of
this same mount, at whose base Jesus su-
fored such agony, He ascended in triumph
until the cloud of the Divine presence re-
ceived Him out of the sight of man. He
stooped bhere; He conquered there.

ANALYSIS AND KEY.

1. Approach to Gethsemane,
Scenes and incidents.
Am historical parallel.
2. Separation of disciples.
Object—Principle of classification.
3. Agomny inexplicable.
Source and nature of.
Not shrinking from death.
Seat of it in moral not physical nature.
Reversed on the cross.
Not semse of personal condemnation.
4. A suggested explanation.
Jesus’ -idemtification of Himself
human race.
So complete that total of human sor-
: row is assumed by Him.
5. Father and Son’s .oneness of purpose.
6. Loneliness of Jesus illustrated.
7. Jesus' perfection manifestcd through
the medium of His suffering.
8. Scene of triumph next to that of hu-
miliation.

with

THE TEACHER’'S T ANTERN.

Gethsemane was one of Jesus’ trysting-
places. Oft on a starry might had He com-
muned with His disciples there. In its
deeper depths, a stcme’s throw from - the
nearest of them, He had often met His Fa-
ther in completest fellowship. The ground
was already hallowed for this final ordeal.

* * * *

His Father's face was not eclipsed even
by Gethsemanc's midnight glcom. No sha-
dow of a doubt of His Sonship or even ac-

ceptance with His Father crosses His mind.

‘Father! Father!’ is His confident and re-
iterated address.’ .
e e R s

The exudation of blood from the pores
is not a physiological impossibility; but it
is not afirmed. A comparison only is ex-
pressed. The moisture was not first eveu-
1y disposed and afterwands gathered into
drops. As in the death-sweat, it was press-

ed out at onge in the form of drops or

beads, which of their own weight fell to
bR

How true to nature the aecount of the
Saviour’s prayer! The dying and those in
extreme distress commonly repeat the same
words.
Z s * * % *

‘Stier pronounces the Epistle to the He-

11

drews, chapter v., verses 7, 8, as the ‘most
apostolical commentary on Gethsemane.’

Spirit wil.li.ngt ﬂe:kh ;veal:, is one of the
best perverted Bible texts. It is used as a
salve to conscience. Meanest vices arée ex-
cused and justified by it. The text does
not belong to the sinner at all. Only of the
regenerated son of God can it be truly said,
‘His spirit is ready, willing to do as God
wishes” But even such a one needs to be
ever alert against the susceptibility of na-
ture. In the sinner the flesh is willing as
well as weak. His spirit is not willing to

‘do at all as God wishes.

C. E. Topic.

Sunday, Nov. 11.—Topic—Christ’s life. XL
His sorrows, and how He bore them. John
xi., 30-38; Isa. Hii., 3-5.

Junior C. E. Topic,
LIVINGSTONE IN AFRICA.

Monday, Noy. 5.—A prayerful man.
vi., 10, 11.

Tuesday, Nov. 6.—A faithful man. Neh,
X8

Wednesday, Nov.
I. Cor. iv., 11, 12.

Thursday, Nov. 8—In journeyings often.
FE: CoreXla-28 2%

Dan.

7~Bearing hardships.

Friday, Nov. 9.—Preaching among the
heathen. Eph. iii., 8, 9.

Saturday, Nov. 10.—Where Christ was
unknown. Rom. xv., 16-21.

Sunday, Nov. 11.—Topic—What Living- -
stone did for Africa. II. Cor. vi., 4-7.
- T e ned

The more people are educa-
ted the more they appreciate
and value pictures of current
events—for they contribute
delightfully at a glance to a
still further education.

* %
*

The less people are edu-
cated the more they appre-
ciate and value pictures be-
cause they, tell them at a
glance of interests of which
they cannot or perhaps will
not read. That is why they
please and instruct the chil-
dren.

* »
.

Everybody likes pictures
and no home should Le with-

out its picture paper. The
~cheapest and best is the
¢ Canadian Pictorial, 77 Tt

contains about a thousand
inches of pictures and costs
about a thousand dollars each
issue.

Only ten cents a'copy. :
One dollar a year.

TrE PicroriaL Pususaixs Co'y,
142 St. Peter St., Montreal,

Or JOHN DOUGALL & SON., Agents,
“Witness” Building, Montreal.
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The Sting of the Adder.

(Edgar White, in the ‘National Advocate.’)

Jack Markham was golng to the bad.
Surely, swiftly, hopelessly—straight as a
bolt from a cross-bow. Then somecthing
happened.

1 am a firm believer in the doctrine that
the Lord always brings clearly to a man
his true condition before he turns his head
forever. At least he did so in Markham’s
case. During the campaign which recsulted
in Markham’s election as attorney for the
great mining county of Ciarendon he drank
a great deal, because he was a good fellow
and the voters expected him to set 'em up.
He was generous—meore than that; he would
give when he couldn’t afford it. He didn’t
have what Yon call the hereditary whiskey
appetite, but he was too sccial and good-
natured to ever refuse a drink or to neglect
responding with a like favor to his friends.

For a while after entering upon his new
duties Markham sought to put on the brakes
a little, becausec he was honest, though a
drinker, and really desired to fill his posi-
tion efficiently. Yet there were times when
he came into couvy ‘under the influence,’
which is a way of bcating the devil around
the stump, when you mean that a man is
somi-intoxicated. Once in a while designing
attorneys for the defence ‘loaded’ up ‘the
State of Missouri’ on the eve of an impor-
tant trial. I remember one occasion when
this was done with desperate deliberation,
because the defendant’s case was degperate;
that is, it would have been with a clear-

headed attorney representing the State. A
man had taken life with scant semblance
of excuse, and his lawyers were burning
the ‘midnight’ to think of a way out. A
cunning member of the defendant’s legal
battery voluntered to do the trick. On the
day of trial the court room was crowded,
for the crime had attracted wide attention
because of its peculiar atrocity. Markham
had no associate, as the dead man’s friends
were poor. Just before he arose to present
the State’s case to the jury someone from
behind threw a legal envelope on his table
and removed another one which had been
lying there. Markham picked up the en-
velope, nervously fished out a paper and
staggered beforéd the jury. The judge frown-
ed. The State’s representative was uhques-
tionably drunk. He opeued out the paper
and stared stupidly at it ifor a few .mo-
ments. Instead of the indictment, it was
a copy of some paper announcing the vir-
tues of a certain inebriate institution. The
bold type display lines were large enough
for the jurymen, and those near the bar to
read, and they communicated by smiling
whigpers to those outside. A roar of coarse
laughter shattered the dignity of the court
‘room. This argued well for the defence,
‘for juries seldom conviet when in the at-
moephere of mirth. In the vernacular of
the street, the cunning lawyer for the de-
fence had ‘delivered the goods.”

‘At the ribaldry, the prosecuting attorney
straightened up and looked mistily at the
sea of grins and gibes around him. Then
he turned - eyes to the paper in his hand
and became deathly pale.

That is where the Liord spoke to Jack
Markham, and you can never get me to be-
Meve anything blse. Like a blow from the
fist of an enemy came the realization that
he stood branded before his fellow citizens
as a_common drunkard. Those who pre-
tend to know say that dreadful shocks will

_sober a man. In this case.I know that Mark-

‘ham walked steadily back to his table and
placed the imebriate cfrcular thereon. Then
he passed his hand slowly across his broad,
white forehead, and, turning to the judge,
. sald: :

. *Your Homor, will I be permitted to make
a fow remarks outside of the case?’

_, The judge was a fair man. He saw some-

/ ;

thing in the burning eyes of the attorney
which told him bhe was going to make a
fight to regain his standing. Besides, the
judge more than suspected the inebriate
circular was a trick of the defence, and he
did not approve the method.

‘You may make such explanation as you
desire, Mr. Markham,” he said. The prose-
cuting attorney, no longer drunk, walked
over and faced the jury. There was a por
tentious gilence and an eager crouching for
ward of the spectatoss.

‘Gentlemen,” said Markham, gravely, ‘I
tender to you my mosi earncst apology. In
presuming to address you aiter what has
oceurred, my soie excuse is to re-establisb
myself in your confidence. I came here
drunk. I am now sober. God being my
helper, I want to pledge to you twelve mebn
that you shall never sece Jack Markham
drunk again.”

A murmur of applause swept around the
gloomy court rcom, which, of course, tho
judge quickly suppressed. The attorneys
for the defence, keenly sensitive of the
shifting atmosphere, were all on their fee?
at once, protesting against the prosecutor’s
unwarranted speech.

‘It is his right, gentlemen,” said the judge,
calmly, ‘if you have sown the wind, you
must bow your heads to the consequences ’

Again they ‘objected and excepted’ to the
court’s language, but it did them not a par
ticle of good.

Markham found the indictment and read
it in clear, impressive tones, Then he re-
viewed the evidence the States would pre-
sent like a master architect describing the
construction of a house. T'he people in the
court room were appalled at the sinister
story, and those who had laughed the loud-
est were now the most sombre. No man
with anything like a heart in him could
joke after the attorney’s simple, clear state-
ment of the dreadful homicide. The general
solemnity was refiected in the faces of the
jurymen.

Throughout the long, hot trial the prose
cutor was - alert, active, unwearying, He
knew that one Jack Markham, as well as
the prisoner at the bar, was on trial, and
he made it the battie of his life,

The opposing counsel became tired and
relieved each cther in the examining ordeal.
Markham, single-handed, . fought them to
cover and never permitted anything like
the aggressive to manifest itself on the side
of the defence. By the kindling light in
the jurymen’s eyes he saw he was winning
the struggle.

At the afternoon adjournment the cunning
lawyer appreached Markbam, and, taking
him confidentially by the arm, sought to
lead him into a saloon. The prosecutor de-
terminedly drew back.

‘Didn’t you hear what I told the jury?
he asked.

‘Oh, yes, but that was just for effect;
come along, Jack. A little of the stuff will
clear your head.’

‘If you think that so bemeficial, said the
prosecutor, grimly, ‘you can try it yourself.
I am done with it forever, and that’s all
there is about it.’

They made no further attempt to get
him to drink; they had plenty of troubles
of their own to look after in the court

~Toom. At the close of the third day the
evidence was all in, and Markham was as
fresh as a schoolgirl in her flower garden
on a May morning. Before the case was
submitted to the jury the defence offered
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to plead guilty and take two years in the
penitentiary.

‘I would like to accommodate you, gen-
tlemen,” said Markham, ‘but it won’t do. I
started in this trial drunk, and I must con-
vince the people that I went out of it sober.

In the summing up,one of the defendant’s
lawyers was unwise enough to refer to the
prosecutor’s condition when he first got up
with the inebriale circular in his hand.
Markham saw the jury frown and made no
objection to the cruel thrust of his oppon-
ent, But when his time came to close the
case for the State his candid admission
of the charge, together with his touching
pledge to redeem himself, brought tears to
mmany eyes, even affecting the jurymen.
Markham would not have touched on the
subject unless the defence had first intro-
;iu-eed it, and they realized their mistake too
ate.

The prosecutor had the jury with him
from the beginning. The honest man al-
ways feels way down deep in his heart that
the penitent shovld be given a chance.

The prosecutor’s speech was clear, ap+
pealing, incisive. 'I'nere was no bombast,
no flowers of rhetoric; just an honest, man-
ly, common-sense presentation, which left
no room for doubt that a serious crime had
been committed.

So hopelessly did they feel the outcome
that not one of the defendant’s lawyers was
in the court room when the jury brought
in its verdict of ‘guilty.’

To-day Mr. Markbam is one of the most
earnest temperance advocates in our coun-
try. No sooner did he feel the ground be-
come solid under his own feet than he began
a systematic effort to reclaim his fellows
who were travelling the path he had been
over before them: I heard him make this
talk to a'young man cne day:

‘My boy, you can’t afford to do it if you
expect to be somebody. This world is look-
ing for fighters. Men who drink lquor go
down  Dbefore - reaching the battle line.
Worthy ambition and whiskey never gwell
long .in the same brain. The men who are
do'ng things to-day are those who have long
since learned the importance ‘of a clear
head. I know the stuff enthuses you and
makes you feel for a while as if you and
all the world are friends, but the price is
too heavy—too heavy by far. I've dealt in
that market, and I know!’

Take a drink? No, not I! 5
Reason’s taught me better
Than to bind my very soul
With a falling fetter.
Water, sweet and cool and free,
Has no cruel chains for me.

—Selected.
———— -

How a Peer Took the Pledge.

In 1844 Father Mathew amused a large
party. at the house of an Irish nobleman in
London by his attempts to convert the noble
Lord to teetotalism. ‘I drink very little
Wwine,” said Brougham; ‘only half a glass at
luncheon; and two half-glasses at dinner,
and though my medical advisers told me I
should increase the quantity, I refused to
do so. ‘I'hey are wrong, my Lord, for ad-
vising you to increase the quantity, said
Father Mathew, playfully, ‘and you are
wrong in taking even the small quantity
you mention, but I have my hopes of you’;
and, despite the good-humored resistance of
Brougham, he invested. his Lordship with
the green ribbon and silver medal of the
Total Abstinence Society. ‘Pl tell you
what I'll do,” said Brougham. ‘Il take a
ribbon to the House of Lords, where I shall
be sure to meet old Liord —— the worse for
liquor, and I will put it on him.’ Thig an-

nouncement was received with much laugh--

ter by the company, for the Peer referred
to was notorious for his deep potations. A
tew evenings later Brougham met hin; in
the House of Lords. -‘Lord —— said ho
‘I have a present from Father Mathew ﬁm:
you,” and -he passed tle ribbon and medal

-Thpidly over the old Peer’s head.  “Then
“T'll tell you what it is, Brougham. T'l1 keep

it from this night!” execlaimed the other,

and, to the great amazement of all his

friends, he remained faithful to his —
“Temperance Leader.” : ‘ g

R~ i )
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The Promised Land.

(From ‘In the Promised Land, and other
Poems,” by Michael Lywnch.)

So we sailed and sailed over stormy seas,
till we came to a pleasant land,
Where forever were peace and happiness,
and plenty was on each hand;

And no man wronged his brother there, for

no man counted it gain
To live by the sweat of another’s brook,
or to joy at another’'s pain.

And the strong man there was a kindly man,
‘ and ailded the one who was weak,

And for those who were simple and trust-
ing men their wiser brother’s would
speak;

And creed, or color, or land, or birth, caus-
ed no man to hate another,

For the same red blood filled each man’s
veins, and every man was a brother.

® * - *

And the old man there was a blessed man,
for toilless he wanted nought,

And vice and toil on the little ones no
longer their ruin wrought;

And the feeble in body and mind had there
no longer a care for bread;

For out of the plenty there was for all,
’twas their the first to be fed.

And oh! but that land was a happy land
for those who were sisters of men,

For them was no rude and unseemly toil, in
field or in sweater’s den;

They pawned not body and soul for bread.
for woman felt woman’s shame,

And dearer than life to the strong man was
the good of his sister's name,

And the fields were yellow with harvesting
where every man might reap,
And the fishful rivers went singing down
through that land to the mighty eep,
And the mountains were clothed with for-
. ests, and the orchards were ripe with
% fmlt.

: And the breath of the kine like incense
: arose in the meadows still green afoot.
i3 * L e

And peace was forever in that fair land,
for no man envied his mate,
And no man’s treasures, where all were

: rich, woke his brother’s sleeping hate,

: And the kingdom that Christ had promised
was now for all men to see,

- And the name of that happy kingdom was,
‘The land of the soon to be.

. Food for Workers.

There are two great classes of workers,
both needing a balanced ration, but of a
totally different kind. Roughly, this bal-
ance should mean about three and one-half
ounces each of proteids and fats, with
eleven ounces of carbohydrates.

The first division includes those who en-
gage in hard, muscular, outdoor work; the
second includes those who are tied to a
desk in a heated office, in school or in shop.
The first, or out-of-door worker, with plen-
ty of oxygen at hand and no hard brain
labor, can digest more food and food diffi-
cult of digestion, because his blood supply
is not called away from the digestive organs
to the brain. Moreover, he needs the increas-
ed energy which is to be gotten from the
increased supply, providing always he can
digest it. A hearty breakfast, a hearty din-
ner in the middle of the day, and a light
supper at night is the best arrangement for
this class of workers. :

The first point to be considered ,then, in
catering for a family, is the occupation of
its members. If of sedentary habits, a light
breakfast, a light luncheon and dinner is
usually the best arrangement for an adult
family. A young child should have his
heartiest meal in the middle of the day.

-~ however, as the luncheon could be planned
 with this in view. Am older child return-
- ing from school between 1 and 2 o’clock, if

provided with a light but abundant lun-
cheon, to be eaten at a regular hour, can
safely wait for dinner at night. This lun-
cheon should always include something hot,
bouillon or cocoa, and plenty of fruit, cake
but seldom, pastry never.—'Good House-
keeping.

For the Busy Mother.

LADIEY TUCKED SHIRT WAIST.—
NO. 1056.

Tucks are a becoming feature of a shirt
waist, and are preferred to other modes of
trimming. This design has three short
tucks and one full length tuck at each side
of the box-plait which gives a becoming
fullness at the waist line. - The back is
tucked to waist depth, making a smooth
finish. The sleeves are in bishop style
with deep cuff, or if shorter length is de-
sired, may be finished with a band or frill,
according to taste. The pattern is cut in
five sizes: 32, 34, 36, 38, and 40 bust mea-
sure. For the 36 bust three yards of ma-
terial, 36 inches wide, is required.

‘NORTHERN MESSENGER!
PATTERN COUPON.

Please send the above-mentioned pat-
tern as per directions given below.
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. 'This need not disturb the family habits,

N.B.—Be sure to cut out the illustration
and send with the coupon, carefully filled
out. The pattern will reach you in about a
week from date of your order. Price 10
cents, in cash, postal note, or stamps. Ad-
dress, ‘Northern Messenger’ Pattern Depart-
ment, ‘Witness Block,” Montreal.

——e—e

The Mhoﬁst Conference  Picture in  the

“October ‘Canadian Pictorial’ is well worth se-

curing.
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The Mothers’ Interchange.

(Mrs. Helena H. Thomas, in the New York
‘Observer.’)

As the cozy parlors received deft touches
the genial hostess said: ‘Our little weekly
gatherings are such informal affairs that,
accustomed as you are to well-organized
clubs and able papers, it may not seem
worth while for you to make one of our
number this afternoon. If so, I will excuse
you.’

‘Thank you,” rejoined the guest, laugh-
ingly, ‘but it seems restful to get away from
so much red tape for a time, so if strangers
are admissable I would like very much to
join you. But pray tell me, why do you not
conduct it along usual lines if you propos-
ed thus meeting together—especially as you
had such large experience as a club wo-
man bhefore coming to this little town?

‘Simply for the reason that after being
brought in touch with the mothers in this
neighborhood I realized that they greatly
needed helps along the line of what brings
to bear upon the daily life in the home.
Homes such as abound here, I mean. Where
the wife and mother is, as a rule, so over-
worked that she has scarcely time to give
thought to what is of the most vital import-
ance to herself and family.’

‘That is much the condition in our cities,
for that matter,” was the interruption, ‘for
society claims are hindrances, in a way.’

‘Yes, 1 am- well ‘aware of that; but I
never had before been thrown among wo-
men whose need was quite as I found it
here. Several of my new mneighbors are
80 young that I feel like mothering them
myself. They want to do what is right by
their families, but seem to fail at every
turn. 8o, atter studying the situation, I
suggested our simple “Mothers’ Exchange.”

‘But how can mothers who have little
ones, and no maid, attend the meetings
when the older children are in school?’

‘1 arranged all that before making the
proposition,” rejoined the tactful woman.
‘Janc has been with me so many years that
she readily enters into all my plans, so she
cheerfully consented to care for the wee
ones for a couple of hours weeKly.

‘Why did you not have your gatherings
on Saturday afternoon, and then older
children could care for the younger?

‘Because in most cases there were not
children old enough to be trusted. Besides,
mothers about herg are too overworked oa
Saturday to leave their homes, but on
Thursday afternoon they are, usually, as
much at leisure as they ever are, poor dears!
Besides, they bring along either mending or
making, as a rule.’

‘L.can hardly see how you interest them
if there are no preparations,” remarked the
guest, who was accustomed to parliamen-
tary rules and forceful papers.’

‘Well, the mothers are sufficiently inter-
ested to be present, unless sickness pre-
vents,” was the modest rejoinder. ‘And,
better than all else, the*influence of our in-
ferchange of ideas is being felt in the homes
already.’

A little later some twenty mothers met
together, and as two or three were accom-
panied by strangers, Mrs. Carlton, the hos-
tess, said:

‘T'his Mothers’ Interchange is that and
nothing more. Our plan is simply that the
one whose name comes next in alphabetical
order is to suggest a topic for discussion,
and then there is a most informal inter-
change of ideas, born of experience or other-
wise. Mrs. Ward, it is your turn, I believe.’

At this Mrs. Ward blushed like a school-
girl as she met the searching eyes of a
stranger, and stammered:

‘L am dreadfully puzzled about one
thing, and want the advice of older mo-
thers. but—but—' ,

‘Now, don’t hesitate, Mrs. Ward,’” urged
another, ‘for we are all mothers, and, as
human nature is much the same the world
over, it is more than likely that all of us
have had the same puzzle to contend
with:" -, .

Thus urged, the perplexed mother said,
in a confused manner:

‘T am so worried about my Frank I can
scarcely sleep nights; he—he is so un-
truthful. Perhaps you will think I am at
fault, but I have punished him every con-
ceivable way. Still he grows worse, it




.
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anything, and now I want to know if
others have had a like eXperience, or can
make any suggestions.”

This led to the hesitating admission
from several mothers that their children
would tell ‘fairy tales’ in spite of all that
they could do, and that they, too, were gore-
ly perplexed. The subject was discussed
from various viewpoints, various punish-
ments suggested, and all seemed hardly to
credit their ears when Mrs. Cariton said:

‘I would suggest that you cultivate hlind-
ness until your little ones outgrow this
passing impulse, as I am confident they
will.’

‘What! “Spare the
¢hild!”’ exclaimed one,

‘I think you will bear me out in the
statement that my son Harold shows mno
evidence of having been spoiled,” was the
evasive reply.

This called forth a chorus of ‘He is the
manliest boy I know of!” and ‘Just my
ideal of a son!’ etc.,, which resulied in the
frank admission:

‘Yes, he is a good son, and his word 1s
never questioned now; but when he was
about the age of Mrs. Ward’s FKrank it
seemed more natural for him to lie than to
tell the truth.

‘You need not shake your healls and
look so incredulous,” she continued, aftcr
@ slight pause, ‘for he was so tricky and
untruthful that my mother-in-law used to
tell me that I would see him in a reform
school, or prisen, later on, if I allowed him
to go unpunished, as I did.

‘How did you dare take the risk of not
punishing?”” queried Mrs. Ward.

‘Beceatge 1 remembered so vividly my own
inclination "in this direction in childhooa,
and how my old grandmother, whose charge
1 was, punished me so severely for the
slightest evasion of the truth that hrough
fear of grcater punishment—ior mine was
8 limid, shrinking nature—I told absolate
falsehoods to shield myself, which usually
resulted in what I was trying to avoid.
Btill, when I grew to years of understand-
ing truth became sacred to me.”

‘So it seems you went to the other ex-
treme with your chilren, and did not pun-
ish them at all commeénted one at this
Juncture.

‘Yes, and no,’ was the smi¥ng repiy.
‘There were many instances in the train-
ing of my children when I feit that distip-
line of some sort was necessaiy; but when
I saw Harold develop a tendency to tell
“fairy tales,” as you call them, 1 appeared
not to notice it. Sometimes the other chil-
dren would say, “He’s fibbing, mamma,”
but I would seemingly pay but little heed
to it beyond saying, ‘““Yes, mother suspect-
ed that; but when he wants to be a manly
boy he will be truthful”’; or perhaps his
father, who felt as 1 did, would say. “le
cannot deceive God, anyhow.”’

‘Oh, did your way succeed? @5 the
eager query of a mother who had not be-
fore spoken.

‘Yes, it worked like a charm,” responded
Mrs. Carlton. ‘The boy soon saw ‘hat nc
punishment awaited him if he evaded the
truth; and, too, that his made-up yarns were
uncredited and not considered manly, and
he soon outgrew the habit and would say,
looking me full in the eye:

‘“That’s on the square, mother. I've
quit yarning it.” And now, as some of the
ladies have kindly intimated, Harold is up-
right in every way.’

Just here Mrs. Ward, with a sigh of re-
lef, said: ‘I came here heavy-hearted, but
our good hostess has thrown new light on
what so distressed me, and now I face my
responsibilities with fresh courage.’

rod and spoil the
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One’s Serene Little World.

A woman I know is counted poor among
ber friends. She hag little or no money, no
health, much love, one sunshiny window,
and a plant or two. KEach one with whom
she began life has grown rich, occupying
great and important places, outstripping
her like a gay procession that sweeps by
one who has fallen discomfited by the way-
side. Sometimes the woman has compa
ber lot and rebelled, as she herself has tobd
me. She, too, has cried out for the mean-

ing of it, the secret of her own failure and
she has

their success. ‘Why, why, why? :
moaned In despair. "What ought I to o,

\

how ought I to have done? The other day
she came to me. I saw a new light in her
eyes, and saw that she had found strength.

‘What is it?’ I asked.

‘Only this,” she answered. ‘I’ve studied
into it all and thought. Their world Is not
my world, nor my world theirs, and I can
do nothing to change it. One thing, though,

I can do. Small as it is, I can make my
little world serene.’ — Lillie Hamilton
French.

The Girl We Love.

A song for the girl we love—God love her!
A song for the eyes with their tender wile,
The fragrant mouth with its melting smile,
The blossom lip and the dainty chin,
The lily hand that we tried to win—

The girl that we love, God love her!

A prayer for the girl we love—God love her!

A prayer for the eyes with their faded
light.

The cheek whose roses waned to white,

The small hands crossed in quiet rest,

The flowers sweet on her sweet dead
breast— : <

The girl that we love, od love her!

The girl that we love, God love her!
—Selected.

Pastry.

The chief things to observe in producing
good pastry are that all the utensils should
be clean and free from dust, that the flour
should be perfectly dry and of the best
quality possible, and the butter, lard or
dripping perfectly fresh.

Finely chopped suet is a very economical
substitute for butter, but this kind of pas-
try should always be served hot.

When mixing the paste, add the water
gradually, working it together with a wood-
en spoon, and kneading until quite smooth.
A cool hand and a light touch are very es-
sential to insure gocd pastry, while if pos-
sible a marble slab is preferable to a board
for rolling out the paste. Nowadays, too,

glass rollers may be purchased, which are

better than the wooden ones.

Rich, light pastry must be quickly made
and quickly baked; if allowed to stand long
before putting in the oven it becomes heavy.

To make puff paste, take half a pound of
butter, and half a pound of flour, and work
the flour into a smooth paste with a quar-
ter of a pint of water, mixing with a knife.
Roll out to an inch thickness, break two
ounces of butter into small pieces, lay on
the paste, sifting some flour over, fold the
paste, roll out again, using another two
ounces of butter with flour as before, re-
peating twice more until the butter is all
used.

Flour both rolling pin and board to pre-
vent sticking, and be sure the oven ig quite
hot before putting the pastry in, a brisk
oven being essential. It is wise to put in a
small piece of paste to test the heat. About
twenty or thirty minutes is the average
time, according to the thickmness of the
paste.

An economical pastry is made by rub-
bing balf a pound of butter lightly into a
pound and a quarter of flour. Mix smooth
with water and roll two or three times.
If used for fruit tarts 1Hix in two table-
Spoonfuls of finely sifted sugar before add-
ing the water,

Or allow six ounces of clarified dripp\@g
to one pound of floyr, and mix with haif a
pint of water, treating as above.

Or five ounces of finely chopped suet mix-
ed with one pound of flour may be blended
%ﬂ smooth paste with half a pint of

ater. : )

The Habit of Feeling 11I.
Few people realize that their ailments are

largely self-induced. They get into the

habit of not feeling well. If they get up
in the morning with a slight headache, or
some other trifiing indisposition, instead of
trying to rise above this condition, they
ta.kp a positive pleasure in expatiating up-
on their feelings to any one who will lis-
ten. Unconsciously, by detailing and
dwelling upon their ‘symptoms, they rein-

possible to get the October issue.
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force the first simple suggestion of illness
by a whole army of thoughts and fears and
images of disease, until they are unfitted
to do a day’s work in their homes or of-
fices.

It is said that man is a lazy animal. We
are all more or less prone to indolence,
and it is the easiest and most natural thing
in the world for young people to accustom
themselves to lying down or lounging on a
sofa because they think they ‘are Tred, or
not well. Much so-called ‘invalidism’ is
simply laziness, fostered and indulged from
childhood. 'There is a great danger that
girls who are delicate while growing up.
and lounge around the house and lie down
whenever they feel the least out of sorts,
will form a habit of invalidism when they
reach maturity. How often do we see such
girls ‘brace up’ at once whenever anything
happens which interests or excites them!
An invitation to a reception, or any other
pleasant social occasion, acts like a tonic.
Eor the time being an instantaneous cure
is effected. They are as well as anybody,
until after the entertainment.—‘Success.’

——————m

Soak a new toothbrush for tem minutes in
cold water and thoroughly dry it before using,
for then the bristles will be. less likely to
:ogze out than if this precaution were omit-
ed. ;

Canadians Abroad.

Canadians residing abroad will one and
all heartily appreciate the ‘Canadian Pic-
torial,” with its monthly budget of ‘pictures
from home.” The first edition will be ex-
hausted long before most of them realize
that there is such a publication—and they
will be sorry to miss the first issue. Friends
at home could not find a more acceptable
gift to send them—only a dollar bill for
twelve months of pleasure. For the present
this rate covers postage to all parts of the
world. Orders of this sort will need to be
sent in promptly, for very soon it will be m-
On request, a neat gift card will be sent,
announcing to the far-away friend the name

of the donor.
—_—— e ————

A Special Christmas Club.

To friends throughout Canada (excepting
Montreal and suburbs) also throughout
Great Britain and Ireland, the United States
and tllxe many other countries mentioned on
page 15 as not requiri extra )
‘Canadian Pictorial’ mg be sentposizgmogl‘;
fifty cents, provided three or more such sub-
seriptions are remitted at one time, So of-
ten in the Christmas preparation  for those
at home, gifts for the distant friends are not
mailed till too late. Now is the time to ar-
range for what is really a series of gifts,
in one of the most delightful forms, a form
that makes it possible to share the pleasare
with others. Send in your Christmes gube-
scriptions new. . They will have the most
careful attention.

Simple Hospitality.

A friend is invited to lunch. She ig
wealthy and lives in what is termed ‘good
style’ It is the ambition of the foolish
housev-ife to imitate her friend’s luxurious
and costly hospitality. John is coaxed for
an extra five dollars, which he can ill af-
ford, the fish man is asked to send oysters
on credit, a bunch of expensive roses is or-
dered from the florists and poor Bridget
Is given so many contradictory orders in
regard to the proper dressing of the s
and the frying of the sweet breads * that
she threatens every moment to get into one
of her undesirable tantrams. And the
poor, foolish, little mistress, who can blame
her if she answered good patient John some-
what sharply, this morning when he asked
the use of so much fuss. Whose fault is it
that honest old Aunt Jerusha, who had
dropped in for a quiet afternoon, should be
hurried oft before the arrival ‘of the aris-
tocratic guest?. L s AT
~ And when it is all over, and the visitor
has left, the poor little hostess sits down
and has a good cry because everything went

Wi it 5
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wrong. Bridget looked cross and nervous,
and she herself was so tired and unstrung
and apprehensive of failure, that all at-
tempts at conversation proved utterly use-
less: Is it not natural to suppose that the
visitor noticed the ill-concealed embarrass-
ment and effort, and commented upon them,
with either generous pity, or critical amuse-
ment.

~ If the table had been arranged neatly and
prettily, and the PDest of the every day fare,
had been offered with dignity, candor and
simplicity, a pleasant and profitable hour of
cheerful happy converse might have been
Spent, leaving behind neither bitterness.nor
disappointment.

‘Why is it that the appearance of a friend
80 often brings @& worried, I might add a

- frightened expression to the young hostess’
face? It is the vision of the household skele-
ton of ‘keeping up appearances,” showing
its gruesome face to the poor victim.

It is truly as great an art to grow poor
gracefully as to grow old gracefully. Yet
neither is impossible. If one adheres to
that master key of all simplicity—Truth, one
recoils from an acted social lie as well as
@ spoken one.—N. Y. ‘Observer.’

Teach Obedience.

Obedience lies at the foundation of all
Tight living—to recognize the existence of
law and yield to it the assent of the whole
mature. A child may obey without being
Obedient. To obey- touchés only habit, a
decision as to what is, on the whole, the
most comfortable thing to do; to be obedi-
ent covers intentiom, disposition, desire. A
child may obey because he has discovered
that rebellion is useless and that the easiest
way is to yleld without contest, just as
many an adult yields dutward obedience to
law because he knows that in -case of con-
flict he is sure to get the worst of it. But

make a child obedient 18 to set his will
on the side of law and develop in him a
principle that becomes a part of his char-
actér, so that he shall not simply choose to
obey but wish to obey; so that he shall not
yield to authority but to right; so that obe-
dience is wrought into his habit of thought
as well as his habit of action. This im-
plies, as the thoughtful parent must see,
not the subduing of the child’s will, but
precisely the opposite. 1l means to awak-
en it, to enlist it on the side of right and
to strengthen it that the child may hold
himself to what you have taught his judg-
ment to approve. How much higher and
more serviceable a thing it is to your child
to have learned tkis than that he should
simply have learned to ob2y you. You
ought, indeed, to be to him the embodiment
of right; you must often decide for him
what is right and wise in action, but until
he wishes to do right and takes that for
his law he has not learned .he obedience

¥nglish Cocoa. :

EPPS'S

An admirable food, with all
its natural qualities intact.
This excellent Cocoa maine
tains the system in ro
health, and enables it to
winter's extreme co,

0COA

.ﬁa Most Nutritious o

: A CHANCE LOST.
A chance once lost scldom returns, and
when the last number of the Ociober

i Yeople_ will say to themselves “Why didn’t

1 mail that coupon in time?” Why

- didn’t they, indee®? Are you sure yours
- 18 mailed now? If not, cut out coupon

__from {his issue and send it along.

which is a part of character.—Emily Hunt-
ingdon Miller,

An Incident.

Many precious truths come to us by the
Holy Spirit, when we are at work distribut-
ing clothing among the poor. The other
day a woman came whose daughter is very
sick, and has been for a long time. She
apologised for having to come to me and
said, ‘I’se got grown up children, but then
they do about so much and won’t do any
more, and I can’t get the things my gal
ra'ally needs. She must have flannels, and
I isn’t got the money to buy them. The
other children helps me some and then
stops.” ‘That’s not the way with the mo-
ther, is it? 1 said, ‘No, indeed, I goes from
morning till night, out doors and in doors,
through wet and through dry, and ihe last

thing I does for her is just the same as if-

I'd never done anything before.” As I look-
ed at her worn faee the Spirit whispered, ‘As
one whom his mother comforteth” and my
heart responded, ‘that’s like Thee, Jesus.’
Thou hast succored and nourished and kept,
supplied all my need day after day, year
after year, and the love and care for the
future is just as fresh and sweet and strong
as if T had never before needed or had never
grieved Thee; and a little prayer went‘up
that He would make me to know untiring
Jove to others, the ‘Love that suffereth
long and is kind,’ that ‘Beareth all things,
believeth all things, hopeth all things, en-
dureth all things.”

Religious Notes.

Speaking in public recently, President
Roosevelt expressed his opinion on matters
of religion very strongly. The necessity of
a religious foundation if the national life Is
to have any strength may be readily admit-
ted by all Christians, yet it is well to be
able to record such words as these from the
head of a great nation. ‘If it were not that
in our villages and towns, as they have
grown up, the churches ‘have grown
in them, symbolizing the fact that
there were among their foremost, workers
whose work was not for the things of the
body, but for the things of the soul; this
would not be a nation to-day, because this
country would not be an abode fit for civi-
lized men if it were not true that we put
our material civillzation, our material pros-
perity, as the base only (a necessary foun-
dation, a necessary base, but only as the
base, as the foundation) wupon which to
build the superstructure of higher spiritual
life,”

*Fields ripe’ indeed are the lands of the
East. Not, in violation of the laws of na-
ture, ready to welcome with open arms the
interference of the foreigners in their clos-
est concerns, but glad to avail themselves of
all advantages offered, and not least among
these do tbey recognize the benefits of the
Christian religion. The ‘Jiji Shimpo,” a news-
paper of Japan, says: ‘Although the
Christian - religion is  of recent intro-
duction, the improvement it has effected
in Japan’s moral condition, and the influ-
ence it has had on the minds of the people
are very great. No one can deny the great
good accomplished by the believers of that
religion, in establishing charitable institu-
tions, in assisting in the progress of the na-
tion, and in promoting the happiness of the
poor and helpless. There are already many
schools and colleges in the country, both for
boys and girls, which are supported entirely
by Christians. As for the charitable insti-
tutions, excepting those founded by the gov-
ernment, it is not too much to say that they
are all the result of Christian enterprise.’

‘In view of the trend of current critical
thought, Pope Pius X. has authorised a
commission of enquiry into the guestion of

the Mosaic authorship of the Pentateuch |

Their report, which he approves, is, to sum
up in brief, as follows. - That the witness
of both Old and New Testaments, the per-
suasion of the Jewish people, the tradition
of the Church, and the internal evidence of
the books themselves form too strong a
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case for the Mosaic authorship to be doubt-
ed. It is possible indeed that Moses con-
fided the records to men under h's instruce
tion, or dictated his words, not, however,
allowing of a mistaken rendering of  his
meaning or message. It is likely that he was
largely influenced by traditions and learning
received from earlier sources, even to the
moderate use of these in quotation or
adapted form. Lastly it may easily be ad-
mitted that there has been possible error
In copying, and even later additions made
in the way of explanatory notes, ete. These
are the lawful province of the critic.
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