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-any man in the country.

The Man With Two Chapters

(‘Quilly in the ‘Australian Christian

/ World.”)

' The hospital of a large mining town in
Queensland was crowded with patients. An
epidemic of pneumonia had helped to fill
every bed in one of the large wards—and
many a strong man had fallen into his last
long sleep. Several were still lingering
between life and death. The distressful
looks, the hard short breathing, the tight
coughs of the patients filled one with sad-
ness, as he passed from bed to bed. The
nurses were moving with quick light steps
on their mission of helpfulness. A fag-
ged look was on their faces, for of late
their services had been much in demand,

and longer hours than usual had fallen to

their lot. Less serious cases had of neces-
sity less of their attention than former-
ly. And some of these patients were per-
haps a little inclined to murmur. Passing
from the ward on the verandah which-
overlooked a portion of the city, I found
several canvas chairs and couches occu-
pied by patients who were convalescent
or those whose strong will kept them out
of bed. On one of these couches lay a man
who could have been but the mere shadow
of his former self. Some fell-disease, that
was ~baffling the good doctor’s skill,
was slowly but surely consuming the man,
The face of this patient was full of dis-
tress, and -a lonely soul looked out of his

. dim and sunken eyes. ‘You don’t seem

wery well to-day,” I said. ‘No, sir, I am
daily growing worse.” Ag he spoke he
showed me a limb from which the flesh
bhad wasted, leaving but skin and bone.

‘I was weighed this week, and I am un-
der six stone now,” and with a sigh he
said—‘I’ve been a strong man in my time,
and done a lot of hard work, but it’s all
over now.’

‘Have you a trade?’ I asked, wishing to
hear a little of his history.’

“Well, I may call myself a cook, for I've
done a lot of cooking on stations and sugar
plantations in my time.’.

‘A cook, are you?’

‘Yes, sir, and though I say it myself,
when I was well, I could cook a meal with
But I never
made a God of my belly like some.’

‘I am glad to hear that—moderation in
eating as well as in drinking is a virtue.
. ‘But you must not think,’ he said, ‘that
I have always been a cook. I have taken

a turn at ploughing, or fencing, or paint-

ing—anything rather than idleness. Be-

‘sides, if a man wants to earn a living in

Australia he must not mind what kind of
work he does.’ :

‘Do you know many people here?’ I en-
quired. ( :

‘Very few, sir, I am a lone man. I've
had trouble in my day,” he said with a
sigh, and he seemed to be looking into the
past. ‘My wife drank herself to death, al-
though I told her what it would come to;
the habit got such a hold of her that
she could not stop—Poor creature,” he
added, in a tone of 4enderness. ;
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Story Land.
(Fred, Weatherby.)

Do you remember the time gone by,

When we were children, you and I,

When the day grew dark and the lights

. were lit, :

And all together we loved to sit:

When mother read to us, soft and low,

Tales of the brave days long ago;

And we sat and listened, and held her
hand, ‘ |

As she led us away to story-lande -

Do you remember the words she said, [
Every night as we stole to bed, :

All that she taught us to try to do,

To be gentle and good and pure and truef

Do you remember her soft ‘Good-night,’

As she kissed cur eyes in the shaded light;

Anpnd the last sweet touch of her tender
hand, ERa

As we drifted away to slumber-land?

All is altered, the years flow on,

Little mother is dead and gone;

We wander about in the old, cld place,
And long for the sight of the loving face
Mother, speak from the distant shore,”
Speak to thy children, speak once more;
Call to us, comfort us, stretch thy hand,
And take us home to the Spirit-land.

I said, ‘T am sorry. I thought you look-
ed lonbly and troubled. But there is a
friend for the lonely—you are just the man
Jesus Christ is longing to find and anxious
to help. You may find a friend in him.
I saw his lip quiver, and a tear start in
his eye. I quoted a passage of Scripture,
and he followed me, sometimes anticipat-
ing the words. ‘I am glad you have some
knowledge of the Bible,” I said. ‘

“Yes, sir, I was trained in a Sunday-
school in the Old Country, and I still re-
member some of the things I learnt there.’
Here he paused to get breath. ‘I once
earned ten shillings,’ he said, with some
degree of pride, ‘How did you do it P’ I
asked. :

‘Well, it was this way. A gentleman
visited the Sunday-school and promised to
give the boy, who would learn, and repeat

Al
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without a mistake, the—let me see—the
(scratching his head) the—I forget—I
could remember it three months ago—for
I repeated it all over to myself—this sick-
ness has so upset my memory. It was
either the fifth or the third chapter of
John,’

‘Can you recall any part of the chapter®’
I asked.

‘Well, it was the chapter where the ruler
came to Jesus by night.’

‘That is the third chapter of St. John,’ I
replied. ‘Yes,.that is the chapter.’ I
quoted verses from it, and he joined with
me in the repetition.

‘And I won another prize,” he continued,
‘for repeating without a mistake the chap-
ter about the Good Shephei‘d—I think it is
the tenth.’

‘Yes,” I said, ‘it is the tenth of St. John
which tells us of the Good Shepherd who
gave his life for the poor lost lonely sheep.
And you are one of the lonely ones for
whom the Good Shepherd gave his life, are
you not?” With deep feeling and tears he
said—Yes.” And I urged him there and
then to trust the Good Shepherd. He
seemed inclined to tell me more, and I lis-
tened interestedly.

‘I have had a good many ups and downs
during my forty years in Australia. Some-
times I’ve saved a bit of money, and
sometimes I’ve lost money, but in all my
wanderings up and down, I’ve carried them
two chapters with me, and many
times I have repeated them over to my-
self, but I can’t recall the words as I used
to do.’

Once more I recalled to his memory the
story of the Love of God, and bowing over
his couch, I whispered a prayer that the
Good Shepherd would take to his heart and
his fold, this poor lonely sheep. I motic-
ed that my brief prayer was seconded by
an ‘Amen’ from a wvoice tremulous with
.emotion. As I left the hospital the sun
was well in the West, and the yellow light
was gilding many things. As I walked
on I reflected on the great work that man
. had done more than a generation ago, who
with his ten shillings’ prize had lodged in
a human brain an important section of
Scripture. The seed may for a time have
remained dormant, but it at last yielded
fruit, and the Lord of the Harvest, Who
does not forget the sowers in his field, no
doubt remembered the good deed done by
the nameless benefactor, long years ago.
‘He that goeth forth weeping bearing pre-
cious seed, shall doubtless come again with
rejoicing, bringing his sheaves with him.’

The Little Boy That Died

(John McCoy, M.D., in ‘Religious
Telescope.”) -

The cold winds were whistling around
the corner, and the air was full of snow.
The weather had been freezing and storm-
ing for several days, in Kansas City, and
we feared an unusually cold spell. Diph-
theria had prevailed in the city for several
weeks, and the physicians had been unusu-
ally busy. About a block away from me
there lived a family of father and three
children, and the father’s sister. The mo-
ther died a year ago, since which time the
father’s elder sister had kept house for
him and looked after the children.’ The
youngest boy was six years old, was fine-
Jooking, and unusually bright. He was
the pride of the house, and of the neigh-
borhood. :

" ed her.

He frequently rode out with me, and of-
ten asked puzzling questions about medi-
cine and sick folks. His mother died when
I was out of the city. This he always re-
gretted, for he said that I could have cur-
A few days before the storm com-
menced this little boy stopped sckool on
account of his health. Sore throat follow-
ed and a severe case of diphtheria soon de-~
veloped. I saw him two or three times
every day, several times in consultation.
I was greatly troubled, for I loved the lit-
tle fellow tenderly.

He was growing constantly worse, and
I had seen him three times during the day.
All day long he had been talking about his
mother, and had, again and again, asked
for her picture. He asked questions about
Heaven and the angels that would have
puzzled a bishop. Twice I had to steal
away from his bed to dry my tears.

I could not sleep that mnight, although I
very much needed the rest. I listened
through the darkness and the storm at
every passing footstep, fearing a messen-
ger from ‘my little boy,’ as I often called
him, At two o’clock in the morning, I
heard someone coming hurriedly, and, di-
rectly, there was a knock at my door. The
little boy was growing worse, and wanted
to see me. I dressed quickly, and was
soon at the little sufferer’s side. I saw-at
a glance that no earthly power could save
him, and told the family so. I broke the
news as gently as I could, and then with-
drew to another room and appealed to
Heaven for help. It is easy to pray under
such circumstances, and@ most doctors lift
their hearts and thoughts to God at times
like this. They cannot help it.

‘When I returned to the room, the little
fellow held my hand, talked about his mo-
ther, and looked at her picture, He fin-
ally told me that he did not want any more
medicine; that he desired to go and be
with his mother. He described the sainted
woman as faithfully as his father could
have done. He spoke of her bright eyes,
her dark, wavy hair, the curls on her fore-
head, her sweet voice, her smiling face,
and her beautiful hands. I could see the
beautiful woman, as he drew her portrait,
moving around in love and faithfulness in
her home,

‘We let mamma go alone,” he said, in
broken accents, ‘but I am going to wvisit
her now. Papa and Eddie and Lillie (his
elder brother and sister) and Aunt Belle
will all come some day. We will be watch-
ing for you all. Yes—’ Then he had to
rest, and one of the sweetest smiles that I
have even seen played over his face.

We did what we could for him, and
watched and waited. I stayed with the
family through the stormy hours of the
after part of the night. The winds roar-
ed without, the snow drifted along the
streets, the storm grew in fury as the
dawn approached, but these things did not
interest us at this time. I held the dear
boy’s hand for an hour; he requested me
to do s0. ‘Mother will be here, doctor,” he

gaid; ‘you hold my hand till she comes.’

I could not refuse his request, and, as si-

lence reigned, I tried the best I could to

pray for the dying boy, and for us all,
He turned his face toward the window

and saw the light; day was dawning, -

‘Pretty soon,” he said; and pretty soon,
sure enough, he threw up his little hands
as if startled, his eyes flashed wide open,
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his lips parted, and in the little one’s last
impulsive effort, with surprise and trans-
port in his voice, he exclaimed, ‘Yonder
comes Mamma;’ then folded his arms
across his breast and a sweet smile played
over his face. I did not need to hold his
hand longer; it was all over now.

Pardon me, reader, that my eyes are full
of tears, and let me close this paper with
a verse;

There are little feet I loved to meet
When the world was sweet to me;
I know they will bound when the rippling
sound
Of my boat comes over the sea.
I shall see them stand on the gleaming
sand,
Their white arms o’er the tide,
Waiting to twine their hands in mine
When I reach the farther side.

Postal Crusade.

Dear Editor,—The address, ‘Post-Office
Crusade, 112 Irvine avenue, Westmount,
Que.,” causes misapprehension, I find. Post
al notes come frequently addressed: ‘To
the Postmaster,” etc. Quebec Province ale
so is confounded with Quebec City, and
orders come addressed to Quebec, a city
which is many miles distant. Others use
the name Montreal, and put me to great in-
convenience and extra car fare.

P.0. orders and postal notes are quite
useless unless correctly addressed by sende
er and signed by receiver.

A married woman making out post-office
orders or collecting them must always use
her own. Christian name or initials, not
those of her husband. Canadian postage
stamps dre always convenient to me to use,

The letter which contained no money, of
which I wrote some time ago, 'was mailed
to me open without the money, I found
later. cis
Subscriptions to the little paper, ‘Post«
Office Crusade,’ cannot expect to receive
space for acknowledgment in the ‘Messen=
ger,’ but all other money for ‘Witness’
publications will be acknowledged.

Please addess in future P.0. orders or
letters to

M. EDWARDS-COLE,
112 Irvine Avenue,
Westmount, P.Q.,

and sign your name in letter as you sign

the order.
If the little paper, ‘Post-Office Crusade,’

does not reach you, kindly drop a card to

above address.
These amounts are acknowledged with

many thanks.

Mrs. J. A. Bryce, Toronto, $2; Mrs. A,
McKemmon, Petrel, Man., $2; Mrs. Modfat,
Carleton Place, Ont., $1.20; Miss Amanda
Bodges, $1.30; A Friend, $1.—M. E, C.

Expiring Subscriptions.

Would =ach subscriber kindly look at
the address tag on this paper? If the date
thereon is July, 1903, it is time that
the renewals were sent in so as to avoid
losing a single copy. As renewals always
date from the expiry of the old subscrip-
tions, subscribers lose nothing by remit-
ting a little in advance.

I

We never know through ' what divine

4

. mysteries of compensation the great Fa-

ther of the universe may be carrying out
his sublime plan, but the words ‘God is
love’ ought to contain to every doubting
soul the solution of all things.
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The Man Who Would not
‘Forgive.
(Louise J. Strong, in the ‘Western Re-
corder.”)

There was a stir in the congregation
like the rustling of leaves when, in re-
sponse to the preacher’s earmest invita-
tion, Robert Clark rose to his feet, thus
gignifying that he had found the Saviour,

Back by the door there was a sudden,
short, mocking laugh, strangely out of
place at that solemn moment, and at sound
of which Robert squared his shoulders, and
stood the straighter, though a dull red
crept over his face. It was Anson, of
course, and Anson would not believe in
his sincerity; it was long since they had
believed any good of each other.

The country church was crowded and
everyone there knew how matters stood
between the Clark boys; a good many of
them had taken sides in the fierce quarrel
that had arisen over their father’s will
and division of property.
Christians, and each had for years nour-
ished a bitter feeling of hostility amount-
ing almost to hatred for the other.

Robert thought of it all before he rose,
and in the new light that had come to him
he felt sorrow and shame over his own
conduct as to make him forget for the time
the presence of his brother Anson. The
ghort involuntary laugh of scorn stayed
Robert’s feet when he would have pressed
up with the others 'as a candidate for
church membership.

‘I cannot, I cannot yet,’ he thought, say-
ing over to himself, ‘When thou comest
to the altar—leave there thy gift and first
be reconciled to thy brother.’

His gift was himself, his heart, his love,
his service, his life; but first he must be
reconciled to his brother. Swiftly as pos-
gible he made his way through the throng
of friends whose moist eyes and fervent
hand clasps told their sympathy, to where
his wife stood, her face glowing with joy.

‘Mary,” he whispered, pressing the hand
she slipped into his, ‘Mary, go on with
the children, I must see Anson.’

‘Yes,” she murmured, understanding'ly,
‘Oh, Robert, I am so glad.’

Anson rarely went to church, but he had
heard that Robert was ‘interested,” there-
fore he had gone to see for himself. He
was a little ashamed of having drawn at-
tention to himself by laughing out so un-
expectedly, and had left immediately. But
- as he plunged along the road in the dark-
ness the laugh was repeated many times
with every degree of scorn and incredulity.

‘Rob got religion! Rob become a Chris-
tian! As well expect reformation of the
devil himself ! He leaned on the gate,
chuckling deris:lvely. ‘Rob the robber !
The thief !’

Hark, someone was hurrying down the
road after him; was it the boys leaving
their mother to drive home alone? The
rapid steps halted bes1de him, a voice
cried: : . /

‘Anson, brother Anson, I have come to
confess my wrong-doing towards you, and
ask your forgiveness.’

‘Don’t “brother” me, you robber! You
thief! That is what you are as you well
know, I would not demean myself by
speaking to you but for the chance of tell-

Neither were.

ing you once more what I think of you.
You a Christian!’

A few days ago Robert would have re-
plied in kind; now he scarcely noticed the
bitter words.

‘I am sorry, Anson, for all my unkind
words and unbrotherly acts, and they have
been many; I ask you to forgive them and
forget them. As far as it is possible I
will put right that which is wrong be-
tween us. Come, let bygones be bygones;
forgive me and let us be brothers again,’
he held out his hand as he spoke.

Anson stepped back with clenched fist
as if to strike the extended hand.

‘You whining hypocrite,” he said. ‘For-
give you! Never as long as we both live,
nor afterwards, if I know myself. Don’t
think a few soft words will undo all the
wrong you have done me-—cheating me
out of my own all these years. Put right
that which is wrong between us, you say;
do it—you know how-—but even then I
will not forgive you—’

‘As you hope for forgiveness yourself—’
Robert broke in, pleadingly.

‘Never” Anson declared fiercely. ‘I
will never forgive you—for myself I have
no need to ask forgiveness of a;ny,ione, my
record is clear—that is the reason I will
not forgive you—the wrong was all on
your part—all the injustice, the lying, the
cheating—I wonder you have the face to
ask me to forgive you: Be off!’ he broke
out violently, ‘before I am tempted to pun-
ish you as you deserve for daring to come
to me like this.’

Robert sent him a letter filled with the
outpourings of an earnest heart—it was
returned to him unopened. His wife ven-
tured a few words of pleading that the
breach between the brothers might be heal-
ed, and was silenced by such speech as he
had never used to her before.

The meetings were growing in interest
and Robert made open profession of his
faith in the face of Anson’s jeering smile,
btit he could not be persuaded to offer him-
self for baptism.

‘I must first be reconciled to my bro-
ther,’ was his answer to all urging.

‘And if he waits for that he’ll wait till
the crack of doom,” Anson exulted, ‘for
T’ll1 never forgive him.’

‘But, my friend, no human being has
the right to withhold forgiveness, We are
all alike in need ‘of God’s mercy,’ the

-preacher remonstrated.

‘Speak for yourself, parson. I have
sufféred wrong, not committed it, and such
wrong as I will not forgive. Let him
make restitution, if he is sincere, not to
buy forgiveness of me, for he cannot, but
for simple honesty and justice, Anson an-
swered stubbornly.

‘When he heard this Robert questioned
whether he were really required to do this
thing, for he knew Anson’s meaning. But
after anxious consultation with his wife

and family he decided that even this would

not be too much to bring akout the recon-
ciliation for which he so longed and
prayed.

A few days later Anscn was visited by
a lawyer, an old friend of his father’s,
who was familiar with the trouble between
the brothers.

‘This was made out against my advice,’

he said presenting a paper, ‘but I prevails

ed upon Robert to leave it with me fow
recording. I thought you would not, could
not ask this of him.’ i

Anson glanced over the paper eagerly.
‘It is ‘only what should have been done
years ggo,’ he declared, ‘I will see that it
is recorded.’ .

‘But you cannot realize what it is teo
them, what he is giving up to you—'

‘Only my own—’ Anson interrupted.

‘I have never thought that,’ the lawyer
replied. ‘I believe the division was quite
fair and this is turning them out of their
home.’

‘Rob. knows it is only simple jushce,
Anson said shortly.

But he wondered how Rob could have
brought himself to do that against which
he had fought, tooth and nail, for years.

‘He’s becoming a fool, religion or not,
any man’s a fool that’ll do such a thing.
And if he thinks to get around me that
way he’ll see—’ was the conclusion he
reached.

But he did not experience the perfect
satisfaction at thus getting his ‘just dues’
that he had expected. He felt angry im-
patience with Robert for the scruple that
held him waiting for reconciliation against
the advice of everyone.

‘He’s a fool, for I never will forgive
him. I will never take his hand again,’
he declared to himself when he had for
the third time rejected Robert’s overtures
of peace. ‘Why should he take such a
position as that and put me in the wrong
with everyone.’

For it seemed to him the people looked
at him disapprovingly, and his brother’s
pleading eyes were a reproach. He be-
gan to feel a strange dissatisfaction with
himself, an uncertainty as to whether he
was and had been wholly right, something
he had .never doubted before. It was not
a pleasant feeling, it irritated him ; he
would go to the meeting no ‘more. He
rose early and toiled late striving to stifle,
to put by that troublesome something that
tormented him.

Coming to the division fence one evening
he stood looking over at the old homestead
where he was born and raised; Robert’s
so long by their father’s will, now his by
the deed that was buttoned safely in his
breast pocket. It was still unrecorded, but
to-morrow he would attend to it without
fail. Rob would move on to the back
sixty and give him possession by spring.
Perhaps he ought to allow something more
than sixty in exchange—but no, he was
the elder—the right of choice should have
been his.” Queer why Rob should have
done it, he must be sincere and in earnest
if he was a fool—there came to him some
words about_being ‘a fool for Christ’s
sake,’ and with them came some words, a
significant, piercing question. ‘What shall
it profit a man if he gain the whole world
and lose his own soul?’ :

For some reason that question demand-
ed immediate answer, and he sat down on

“the brown grass, facing his patient horses

with the load of corn he had picked, to
have it out. ‘Lose his own soull’ Why,
he had hardly thought before whether he
had a soul or not—as for losing it—he
wasn’t such a sinner—more than others.
Ah! not a sinner, when he had all his life
rejected the salvation purchased for him
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en Calvary. Rejected it with scorn—had
boasted of his righteousness that required
forgiveness of no one, not even of God.

He winced ‘under such thoughts; his
pride and self-sufficiency blazed anew; he
sprang up with gesture as of throwing
down a load, ‘I will not think of it!” he
exclaimed, ‘I am no worse than others. I
will not be tormented by it.

By what? He did not attempt to deter-
mine, but a fierce rebellion seized him, he
would get away from it, he would go on
that visit to the city he had been think-
ing of. Nevertheless, he went to the
church that night, where, in his old place
by the door he tried to maintain his Jac-
customed air of sarcastic amusement. But
the Word, sharper than a two-edged sword
had pierced his soul and his defiant head
sank lower and lower as the services went
on. And at last he came to see himself
and his need fully and clearly, and as he
listened to the joyful testimonies of the
converts his whole being merged into a
deep longing for that pardon and peace of
which they spoke. Oh, could there be for-
giveness for such as he? Listen, that was
Robert’s voice repeating invitation and
promise, and with eudden entire surrender
Anson bowed himself, crying, ‘Lord, take
me, I come, I comel’

Then in the flood of joy that swept over
him he rushed down the aisle tearing the
deed to bits as he went; not caring who
heard or who saw he stretched out his
hands appealingly, crying, ‘Robert, my
brother! my brother! God for Christ’s sake
has forgiven me my sins, will you, too,
forgive me?’

‘Gladly, gladly—thank God—as I ask it
of you,” Robert replied while they embrac-
ed, with tears, as children.

‘But I said truly,” Anson found voice to
say, ‘I will not forgive you Robert, for I
feel that I have nothing to forgive, I have
only joy and thankfulness that you were
held back, waiting to be reconciled to your
brother, else I fear I should never have
come.’

An hour later the bed-ridden old mother
who had not seen them together before for
years, with a hand on each bowed head lift-
ed up her trembling voice, crying, ‘ Now,
Lord, let thy servant depart in peace,
since thou hast answered my prayers and
I have seen thy salvation come to my

dear sons.’

Why He Worked at the Head

A heathen sculptor, who had carved a
colossal statue, continued so long at work
upon the crown of the giant’s head that
his admirers grew impatient.

‘You are wasting your labor,” they said.
‘What need is there that you should chisel
every hair. No one will ever look so high,
and the pains you are ’taking will never
be appreciated.’

The sculpfor only answered: ‘It must be

perfect; the gods can see.

Your Own Paper Free.

¢Northern Messenger’ subscribers may
have their own subscription extended one
year, free of charge, by remitting sixty
cents for two new subscriptions.

Special Clubbing Offer, ¢ World Wide’
and ‘Northern Messenger,” $1.00, for Great
Britain, Montreal, and foreign countries,
except United States, add 50 cts. for post-
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Helen’s Tenth.

‘Can I afford to tithe my income?’

Helen See heard the words listlessly as
her pastor announced them as the subject
for the Sunday evening young people’s
meeting.

An hour later, as she turned the latch
key in the door of her little home, the
works came back to her. For the first
time in her life she put the question to
herself. She knew Mr. Jacques gave one-
tenth of what he earned as principal of
the school. She had heard that Mrs. Whet-
more gave one-fifteenth of her income from
writing. But it had never occurred to her
that a young primary teacher just begin-
ning ought to spare ome-tenth of her
earnings.

‘I'm sure I ought not, she said, half
aloud, and quite decidedly. ‘If I ever
should have anything left after paying
mother for my board and washing, and
buying clothes and shoes, and paying car
fare, and getting lunches, there is Ed al-
ways wanting shoes and things. And I
am sure I never spend money for anything
that I don’t absolutely need.’

She finished the sentence, and in her own
room put out her hand to uncover a box
of candy. :

‘You did not absolutely need this,” con-
science whispered.

‘It is a pity if one can’t have a little
candy once in a while.’

At the dinner table Ed made a discov-
ery.

‘Hi,” he said; ‘another pair of new cuff
buttons.’

‘They are only oxidized silver,” and I am
so tired of the old ones.’

And the voice said softly, ‘You did not
absolutely need these.’ :

And again to herself she acknowledged,
‘No, I did not.’

But she went to the prayer-meeting re-
solved that if her voice was heard on the
question it should be decidedly on the ne-
gative side.

The young leader did not take any one
passage of Scripture, but sustained the
question by three propositions:

1. God commanded it (Lev. xxvii., 30-
33; Deut. xvi.,, 17; Mal. iii,, 10; I Cor.
i, T

2. We cannot afford to rob God (Mal
iii., 8, 9).

8. God says we can afford it (Prov, iii.,
9, 10; xi., 23; xix., 17; Luke vi., 38).

The thoughts of the leader that most
impressed Helen were these:

Until we get beyond the tenth we are
only giving the Lord back his own. The
ancients understood that God claimed a
tenth, and they said, ‘If we take his tenth
we shall lose our nine-tenths.’ Paul, ad-

‘vancing beyond Judaism, writing to the

Corinthians, assuming that they would do
more than the Jews had been accustomed
to do, said, ‘As God has prospered you lay
by in store, above the tenth, for the Lord.’

‘All our money should be consecrated,
but a sacred sum, a tenth or more, as God
has blessed us, should be set apart for his
use. Like the manna of old, money spoils
if one hoards it. Used selﬂshly, it breeds
sin and death.

The first testimony came from the min-
ister—

‘For years I gave little. I reasoned that
I gave myself, and that was my share of
self-denial. Besides, I went in debt. At
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length I saw it a duty to give one-tenth.s
My salary was $500. I had given about
fifteen dollars a year. To immediately]
put it up to fifty dollars was more of a
trial than I had supposed possible; but I
held steady, and I found the plan had
these advantages. If was a relief. Some-
times conscience had whispered that I was
giving too little, and again under a strong
appeal I felt that I had given too much,
Now I was at rest. And it is such a pleas~
ure to give ten dollars where I used to
give one dollar. Then it is profitable.
Somehow my debts were almost immediate«
ly paid. My salary was raised. An avenue
was. opened by which I could earn money,
with my pen. Our little homestead trebled
in value, and I never lack means for my,
family or to give. Twenty percent of my
income now goes to the Lord, and I have
an abundance., Then it helps me spiritu-
ally. The victory has been a blessing to
my soul. Having given my money all to
the Lord, it is easier for me to give my-
self. Truly I can afford to tithe my ins
come; and, as he promised, I have been
blessed upon the earth.

Th next testimony was from a fair-faced,
blue-eyed young girl, almost a stranger
to them. She said:

‘T am an orphan, and support myself by,
paipting. My father failed, then died, and
left’ me almost penniless. One evening X
came into this church and your pastor said,
“I do not believe one of you is so poor
but that if you love Jesus you will have
some money to give to his cause.’ I went
home and threw myself upon the bed and
cried. I had not a penny in my purse.
The weekly rent for my room was due'in
the morning. My three meals had been
crackers and water. I was heart-sick. At
last I rose and fell upon my knees. I ut-
tered no words. But the Lord knew just
how sore was my heart. After a while X
became quiet and peaceful. The next
morning I spent an hour with my Bible
and in prayer, and, without any breakfast,
sat down to my easel. My heart was light,
for I had come wery near to the Saviour.
The noon mail brought me a postal say-
ing that a three-dollar pictuve, for some
time on exhibition, had been sold. After-
ward, as I held the money in my hand,
the glad tears came as I thought, “Now I
have something for my Lord.” My father
had always given ten percent to benevo-
lence, so I put thirty cents away, though
when my room-rent and washing was paid
I had but twenty-five cents for food, which
it seemed might have to last me through
the week. But it did not. The next day
& ten-dollar cheque cawe to me, and .one
dollar was put away. From that day to
this I have never lacked for food or cloth-
ing, nor been without money in my purse;
but, better than that, as your pastor said,
I am all the Lord’s—my meney, my time,
my talents, my body, my soul, are all his,
“Bless the Lord, O my soull”’,

There were tears in Helen’s eyes when

the girl sat down. Impulsively she rose

and said:

‘I have never given a dollar of my own
to the Lord. When this subject was an-
nounced at the morning service I was in-
different, but as it forced itself upon my
attention at home I said decidedly, “I can-
not,”’ and I think I meant “I will not,”?
tithe my income, and by the help of God
I will?

The following Saturday was pay day for
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Helen. She held to her resolution, though
she knew it meant abstinence from lux-
uries perhaps for weeks.

But what to do with the money puzzled
her. She planned to give a sum monthly
to each church benevolence, but that would
rot take all. ‘So she laid the money care-
‘fully away.

Months went by. One morning little
Mollie Thorne, one of Helen’s best pupils,
came to school looking pale and weary.
Twice she missed a lesson, and the second
time she dropped into her seat and sobbed
uncontrollably. As school closed Helen
called the child to her and said:

‘What is it, Mollie? How came you to
miss?’ :

She hung her head and the tears drop-
ped fast.

‘Darling, tell me.’

There was command as well as love in
the young teacher’s tone. :

‘I’m so hungry I can’t study,” and the
child put up her hands to hide her scarlet
face. &

‘I’'m so sorry, dear. Tell me all about
it.’ . ;
(Ever since pa and Jim were killed in
the mine, mother’s had a hard time, and
she don’t get much sewing, and she has
not had a.nything to eat since day before
yesterday, and I haven’t had anything
gince yesterday.’

¢You poor child,’ and the teacher’s eyes
were dim with tears. ‘Come with me,
dear.’

They stopped at a restaurant and the
famished child was fed. Some things
were_bought for the mother and sent by
the little one.

“Tell her I will come myself in a little
while,” was the message Helen sent.

She took two five-dollar bills from her
tithing box to supply the immediate ne-
cessity of the widow. She also enlisted
the sympathy of a wealthy friend who
promised that she should have all the sew-
fng she could do and took some work to
ber.

As the woman warmly expressed her
gratitude, Helen said sweetly:

¢Thank our heavenly Father; it was he
who put it into my heart to do it.

<0 I wish I was as good as you,” the
happy woman answered.

‘He will help you,” was all the timid
Helen could reply.

But she invited the minister to visit the
home, and the following communion Sun-
day the bright-faced mother, a reclaimed
backslider, and her little daughter stood
at the altar rail and gave themselves to
the Lord. As the minister related a little
of the story, and added that it was one
young girl’'s work, Helen bowed her head
end fervently thanked her heavenly Father
that out of a happy experience she knew
that she could afford to tithe her income.
—#Ghﬁsﬁan A.dvycata.'

A Bagster Bible Free.

Send five mnew subscribers to the
¢Northern Messenger’ at thirty cents each
and secure a nice Bagster Bible, suitable
for Sabbath School or Day School. Bound

_in black pebbled cloth, with red edges,
measures seven inches by five and three-
quarter inc@es when open.’

Puritan Maid
(The ‘Sunday-School Visitor.”)

There was a strange hush about the par-
sonage, for the wounded cavalier who had
been brought in from the battlefield
lay dying. The seven children gathered
into the great washroom farthest from the
sick man’s chamber, spoke in whispers.
Even the baby in Judith’s arms was stilL.

‘What will become of Genevieve after
her father is dead?’ asked rollicking Dic-
con, in a hushed, unnatural voice.

“The Lady Genevieve will remain with
us for the present,’ answered Judith. ‘She
fas no kinsfolk left in England, and it
will take long to send a messenger to
France. Father says it may be that we
shall keep her a whole year.’

The demure eldest sister spoke soberly,
as became a Puritan maid, but her face
was full of joy in spite of the solemnity
that hung over the house; for as the soul
on Jonathan was knit to the soul of Da-

vid, so the heart of the parson’s daughter
clung to the little court lady who had
come to the parsonage to attend her dying
father.

Indeed, Lady Genevieve was worth lov-
ing, for she had been gifted with rare
sympathy and a way of understanding
those round her seldom found in princess
or peasant. To fifteen-year-old Judith,
this little high-born lady, just her own
age, was the fairest and dearest creature
ever conceived of by any stretch of ima-
gination. The little head held high like
that of a princess, the brown eyes that
flashed and beamed and spoke a thousand

things, the soft voice trained in the court,

and a hundred little gracious ways were
so dear to the pastor’s daughter that she
examined her heart fearfully every night
lest it should be a sin to love anyone s0
much.

Late that evening the cavalier died. He
was buried in ‘God’s acre’ beside the lit-
tle church, and Lady Genevieve took her
place as a daughter of the pastor’s house
until word could be sent and brought again
from France.

The days that followed were very happy
ones to Judith. The hardest time in all
her girlish life came when the messenger
arrived to take the Lady Genevieve to her
far-off kindred. The daughter of the roy-
alists wept sorely at parting with the
friends who had been so kind to her. Ju-
dith, with Purttan undemonstrativeness,
shed no tears, but the sky turned dark to
her, and every breath brought a fresh
pang of desolation.

The rambling old manor house was full
of memories of Genevieve—Genevieve in
the hall, walking to and fro with the fret-
ful baby in her arms; Genevieve on the
doorstep, singing gay little cavalier songs
to the tinkle of a worldly guitar; Gene-
vieve with sleeves rolled up, helping the
pastor’s wife as any Puritan daughter

might have done; Genevieve in her long,

white gown, whispering good-right in the
spotless little chamber that even six bro-
thers and sisters could not keep from be-
¢ng lonely now! Genevieve! Genevieve!

The days dragged sadly, and the ache
#n Judith’s heart was very hard to bear.
Morning, noon and night she missed Gene-
vieve.

But more serious troubles were coming
when, to the Puritans, even the memory
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of happier days was almost obliterated es
the passing seasons brought more and
more of pain and loss.

The wheel of fortune swung tound again
and the Puritans were underneath. With
all the bittermess engenderel by their
eighteen years of exile and defat, the fol-
lowers of the Merry Monarch exhausted
themselves to find measures to crush down
their fallen enemies. More than all others
they hated the Puritan divines, and Ju-
dith’s father came under especial displea-
sure.

The old manor house, whick 2ad been
the home of her ancestors for gemerations,
was bestowed upon a favorite of the king,
and her father, the godly, faithful old pas-
tor, whose kindness to friends and ene-
mies had never failed, lay in prison under
sentence of death.

Everything that could be done to save
him had been tried in vain.

‘If only Diccon were alive, he would
find a way,” sobbed the mother. But Dic-
con had fallen at nineteen. There was
only Judith and the little ones.

Night after night the pastor’s daughter
lay staring into the dark with wide open
eyes, trying to think of a plan. At last
an inspiration came to her.

‘Mother,” she said, as she crept to her
mother’s bedside in the chill gray of the
morning, ‘I have thought of one thing
more. Tha duke could save father. I will
go to him.”

The mother’s white face looked ghastly
and hopeless in the pale light. ‘That can
avail nothing, my daughter,’ she said, with
despairing gentleness. ‘The Duke was
the first to recommend to the king the Act
of Uniformity. He hath no sympathy
with any dissenter.’

‘But, mother, I will go to the duchess
The duke is mewly married. Surely the
heart of a young bride will be touched
that such a thing should come to so good
a man as father. She will plead with the
duke, and & bridegroom will not deny the
boon of his bride. Mother, let me go to
the duchess!

It was a forlorn hope, but it was tke
last. By sunrise, Judith had started on
foot to the distant town where the duke
and his newly-wedded brlde had just taken
up their residence. She started bravely,
but it was a very forlorn Puritan maiden
who limped into the court yard of the cas-
tle five days later, faint with hunger and
loss of sleep, and inexpressibly weary and
foot-sore.

There was & long delay before she could
gain admission, and she could not have
done so then had not & homesick young
gerving-maid of the duchess been touched
by her sorrowful plight, and brought the
matter to the notice of her lady.

Admitted into the great audience cham-
ber, with its throng of richly clothed ladies
with haughty, wearied and indifferent
faces, it seemed as if her courage must
£ail. She was so faint and weak, and the
duchess was such a grand personage. The.
glittering chandeliers flashed darting pains
into her aching eyes. The curious, staring
faces wavered, and faded before her.

Then someone came swiftly down the
long room from the very centre of the gor-
geously apparelled circle; someone with
loving brown eyes, and hand outstretched.
It was Genevieve! Only Genevieve could
Jook like that. Genevieve! And just the
same! Genevieve! Genevieve!
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With a sudden low cry, Judith fell for-
ward into her friend’s arms. When she
came to herself, she was in Genevieve’s
bed, with Genevieve herself bending over
her.

Had she dreaded lest she could mnot find
words to tell the story? It was easier than
it would have been to tell her mother.
Genevieve would understand ; Genevieve
would perceive what, in her incoherence
she left untold; Genevieve, who knew her
father, and had been herself an exile,
would have no unjust thought.

‘But where is the duchess? cried Ju-
dith, rising on her elbow, when the story
had been told. ‘Please, Genevieve, let me
get up, and take me to the duchess. I
must go now. There is no time for delay.’

Into the brown eyes came the Iight that
mever shone in any others, as Genevieve’s
hand pressed her back’ on to the plllow,
and the dear voice said:

‘Be not troubled, dear. It will all come
right. I will go to the duke now, while
you sleep, and, Judith, dear, do nct fear
that he will refuse us, for—I am’ the
duchess.’

The Girl and Her Dress
(Priscilla Leonard, in ‘Wellspring.’)

£ have a girl in mind, who is a clever
girl, yet who seems to me to be making
a great mistake in life. Though she has
very limited command of money;"
dresses most fashionably, and wears the
prettiest of hats; and the way she man-
ages to do this is by studying the styles
continually, and using her brains and fin-
gers in following them at very little ex-
pense. ‘But,’ I hear a chorus of 'girl voices
say, ‘there iz surely no mistake in man-~
aging to dress well without being extra-
vagant!’ Wait a minute, and let me fin-
ish my story. My well-dressed girl
spends her days ripping up old dresses and
making them over into mew omnes, clean-
ing and dyeing and piecing. She trims
and retrims hats, incessantly; she reads
every fashion paper she can get; she takes
notes of every shop window and every
well-dressed passer-by; she thinks of dress,
she dreams of dress, she saves and plans
for dress, she lives for dress. She has few
friends, for she has no time to spend with
them; she has few interests, for dress oc-
cupies her days; she.has as little intellec~
tual and spiritual life as a girl well can
have—though she always goes to church
on Sunday morning to show her best
clothes—and the more she blooms out in
feathers and lace, the poorer and pcorer and
smaller and smaller the true possibilities
of a womanly life become within her.

She told me one day, in excusing her-
self from joining a book club, that she
really had no time to read. ‘It takes ons
- of two things to dress ‘well, she said;
‘either time or money. I haven’t the
money, but I have the time. If I were to
give my time to other things, then I would
have mneither time mnor money for my
clothes, and I would have to be out of
style.’

The reasoning was no doubt true, so
far as it went. But that is where, to my
mind, her mistake came in. Her reason-
ing did not go far enough. She did not
touch the real question at all—the ex-
tremely important question: ‘What place
and proportion in life should dress occu-
. py?’ Her reasoning started from the mis-
taken assumnption that dress was the first

she "

end of a girl’s life, and so her conclusions
were all wrong in consequence. Perhaps
some other girls are using the same fool-

. ish logic, and, therefore, it may be well to

take this question of dress and analyze it
seriously and thoroughly.

Every  girl should be well dressed;
that much is certain. Her dress ought
to be becoming, graceful, and neat. But
as to the further requirements of fashion,
the case is different, and the only right
rule is to make one’s dress suitable. Now,
it is not suitable to our means to dress
beyond them. It'is not suitable to our

lot in life to give all our time to dress.-

And it is not suitable to our surroundings
to dress out of harmony with them. When
we once appreciate the fact that it is not
in good taste to wear broadcloth and wvel-
vet when serge and velveteen harmonize

better with our lives; that a big feathered

hat that has cest us time and money, and
lost us opportunities for growth or good,
is a mightmare and not a thing of beauty;
and that furs, and lace and trimming are
not essentials of happiness—why, we are
beginning to learn the elements of dress-
ing wisely, but not too well.

The girl who wishes to dress suitably

‘will first sit down, if she is a sensible

girl, and figure up how much time 'and
money she can honestly afford to spend
upon her clothes. Then she will buy, al-
ways, the best materxal possible within the
limit. IXf she buys ready-made, she will
be far more careful about a good cut than
about elaborate trimming, and she will
choose a color not likely to fade. She will
put her money into few and good clothes,
rather than into a wvariety of cheap hats
and dresses. She will not buy bargains
just because they are cheap, for such bar-
gains often prove boomerangs, being de-
fective in dye, weave, or quality. She will
not try to follow the extreme of style, but
content herself with the reasonably stylish
suit that she can wear several years with-
out its going entirely out of fashion. Then,
being of good material, even if her
clothes may be a trifle shabby before she
finally lays them acide, they never have
that hopeless, vulgar shabbiness that
comes so guickly and inevitably to a cheap
dress.

Gloves, shoes, collars, ribbons, belts,
may or may not be expensive; but one
thing they must be—clean and in oxrder.
As one girl put it to me once, ‘Everyone
is not able to buy new shoes, but anyone
is disgraced by having buttons off or
loose.” Any :girl can have well-brushed
and gracefully-arranged hair, whether she
can afford jewelled combs and hairpins
or not. With naphtha and benzine so
cheap, a dirty glove, a soiled ribbon, a
skirt stained or spotted anywhere, is in—
excusable, even for busy girls.

Then, when the girl has bought her
dress, and made it, and put it on, let her
forget all about it. Dress is only an inci-

,dent of uie. A bright, sweet, sympathetic

girl attracts everybody, whether she wears
calico or satin. Study the lives of great
women, and see if the chromicler ever
mentions what they wore while deing the
work that made them famous. Elizabeth
Fry, in her simple Quaker gown; Frances
Willard, in her plain, neat dress; Florence
Nightingale, in the nurse’s uniform ;
Queen. Victoria, always in the simplest
clothes except on rare occasions of state;
Maud Ballington Booth, in her Salvatior

- was, and so I couldn’t answer.
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Army bonnet; these women have set the
standard of life in the right place. What
we wear, girls, is not altogether unimpor-
tant, perhaps; but what we are is abso-
lutely all-important. ¢The life is more
than meat, and the body than raiment’;
and only when we realize this will dress
take its proper place and proportion in our
lives, and cease to be vanity and vexzation
of spirit.

The Real Failure.

John came home from school in a bad
humor. ‘I think Miss Clark is as unfair -
as she can be!” he declared in an injured
tone. ‘I knew my history perfectly, but
she noticed that I wasn’t paying attention
and called on me just at that minute. Of
course, I didn’t know what the question
But, fa«
ther, do you think it was fair to call that
a failure?’

John’s father dxd not reply. He liked
his boy to answer his own questions when
that was possible. ‘T'o-morrow is Saturs
day, isn’t it ? TI’ll take you to the office
with me in the morning. We’ll see if we
find anything there to help us decide thia
question.’

The main office of the manufactory with
which John’s father was connected seem=
ed to the boy a place of great confusion.
The roar of the city:streets served as a
sort of background for the click of the
typewriters, and the sharp voices of busy
men. John’s father called his attention to
a bookkeeper at one of the desks, who was
adding a column of figures with a rapidity,
that seemed marvellous to the lad looks
‘L don’t see how he can do that
without making all sorts of mistakes,’
John exclaimed impulsively, ‘Not with
all this noise, and people coming and gos
ing every minute.’

‘I’11 tell you how he does it,’ the fathes
answered. “He has learned to give atten=
tion.’ - :

John colored a little, but without seems
ing to motice this, his fa,ther\contzinued:
‘You thought your teacher unjust yester-
day because she assumed that your mot
giving attention to your recitation was
equivalent to a failure. But let me tell
you that the most valuable thing you get
out of your school training is the ability
to fix your attention, in other words, the
power of concentration. Some people ques-
tion the value of many of the studies in
your course, and even the most practical
of them, arithmetic, for instance, contains
a great deal that is never actually used
in business. The advantage derived from
all such work is that the mind is trained
to devote itself to one subject, and not to
be turned aside by any distraction. The
successful man, John, whatever his line
of work, is one who has learned to give
his entire attention to what he has in
hand!

John looked up and smiled.
deserved that zero all right,’ he said. ‘I’d

‘I guess I

_learned my history, but I see that I did

f£ail in something that was even more im-
portant.’—Exchange.

Sample Copies.

Any subscriber who would like to have
specimen copies of the ‘Northern Messen-
ger’ sent to friends can send the names
with addresses and we will be pleazeq to
sunnly them, free of cost.
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His leeness You May See.
(By J. T. Trowbridge.)

My boy, you do not know the boy

I love?
I fancy I see him now;

His forehead bare in the sweet
spring air

With the wind of hope in his waving
ha,n', :

With . Bunme on hm brow.

He is something near your height
maybe,
And just about your years 3

- Timid as you; but his will is strong,
AmI his love of right and his hate

~of wrong ?
J}xe/_mxghhe than hls fears

FOLKSwe

He has the courage of simple truth ;
The trial that he must bear,
The peril, the ghost that frights
him most, .
He faces boldly—-—and like a ghost
It vanishes in air.

Fond of his sports? No merrier lad’
Sweet laughter ever rang,
But he is 8o generous and so frank,

His wildest wit or his maddest.

-prank
Can never cause a pang.

Where does he dwell? T cannot
tell ;
Nor do I know his name.
Or poor or rich? I don’t mmd
whlch 7

Or learning Latin, or digging ditch
I love him all the same.

With high brave heart, perform
your part,
Be noble and kind as he:
Then, some fair morning, when you
pass,

Fresh from glad dreams before your

. glass,
His likeness you may see.

You are puzzled ? What, you think
there is not
A boy like him—surmise
That he is only a bright ideal ?
But you have the power to make
him real, o et
~ And clothe hlm to our eyes.
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Mary Ann and Marian.

(By Mre. J. W. Wheeler, in ¢ New
York Observer.’)

Mary Ann and Marian are two
little girls, just the same age, but
oh, so different in every other way.

I will tell you about Mary Ann
first, because I admire her so great-
ly; she is the twelve-year-old
daughter of my washerwoman, and
as her mother takes in fine washing
and ironing, and has six children,
Mary Ann has a great deal to do
when out of school, helping her
mother about the house and tend-
ing babies. :

I was in Mrs. O’Brien’s house
one afternoon to get a shirt waist
that I needed before the clothes
would come home, and while wait-
ing for it to be ironed, I sat watch-
ing Mary Ann,who singing cheerily,
was ¢ doing up’ the dinner dishes,
and keeping one eye upon the two-
year-old Terrence playing in the
little back yard.

‘Do you always feel so happy
while at work ? I asked her.

¢ Wabash, far-rr away,” Mary Ann
stopped at the end of the line, and
setting the frying pan to ‘dry off)
on the back of the stove said:

¢ No, mum, not always, but I
tries to be, it helps the work along,
that’s what mother says.’

She now put her pans, pots and
tins away, put a little pearline in
her dish-pan, poured hot water over
it and singing, ‘Oh, the moon is
fair to-night along the Wabash,
beat it to a foam with the dish mop,
keeping perfect time,

¢ But what makes you wipe off
the stove and do the pots and pans
first? I asked during the next
pause.

Mary Ann’s mouth, a generous
one, broadened: to a rich smile, ¢ Be-
cause, mem, I hate to do’em so bad,’

¢ That’s just the reason mostfolks
do them last, Mary Ann.’

¢ Yes, mem, I useter, but since I
begun to do ’em first the dishes
don’t seem half so—’ here she drop-
ped her dish mop and ran out the
back door to pick up little Terrance
who had come to grief; she kissed
the bump and started him playing
in the sand with a shovel and pail,
¢as I was saying, mem, I like ter
do the glass gnd plates, knives and
Torks, so when I get down to them,

mem, it's sorter play like, with the
horrid part all gone.

She polished the tumbler until
it glistened, set it down very care-
fully and continued: ‘It must be
fine to eat off'n real chiny and have
real solid silver knives and forks
and spoons for every day, but
mother says it ain’t always the rich
folks thet’s happiest, thet's what
mother says,’”

Mrs. O’Brien now came into the
kitchen with the shirt waist neatly
tied up, ‘She’s a good gurrel,mem,
shure, I couldn’t kape house with-
out her, mem,’ she said as she opened
the gate for me to pass through.

A good girl! that she is, and all
unknown to herself a young philo-
sopher, having learned three very
important truths, that a cheerful
heart lightens labor, that the dis-
agreeable duty should be done and
out of the way as soon as possible,
that what ‘mother says’ counts ;
following these Mary Ann O’Brien
will make a grand woman one of
these days, if she is only the
daughter of a washwoman, and
the daughter of a hod-carrier.

Now let me tell you of Marian;
she has so little to do, to wipe, not
wash and wipe the breakfast and
supper dishes and put them in their
places, to make up her own pretty
brass bed and mend her one pair of
stockings each week ; besides this,
she is expected to practice onehour

‘a day and once in a great while

when mamma is very much rushed
with her work to take baby sister
out in her go-cart. She thinksher-
self dreadfully abused; would you
believe it? she thinks dishes are
drudgery, scales ‘just horrid,” and

~as for taking sister to ride, all the

little sister she has, she just pouts
and pouts and ¢ don’t like kids any-
way.

I can imagine Mary Ann’s pride
if the O’Brien’s had such a pretty
baby carriage for Terrence and the
other baby ; the only way Terrence
gets a ride is by trudging along
beside the squeaky little express,
and after it has discharged its bur-
den of washings, Mary Ann puts
him into the now empty cart and
wheels him home; and a piano! it
would seem like Heaven itself,if a
piano found its way into the O’'Brien
home, judging from the way Mary
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Ann listened, awestruck, one day
when I played to her, not from the
classics, but the songs of the day,
hoping she would sing, but Mary
Ann would not sing a note.

I don’t suppose Mary Ann ever
had a quarter of a dollar all her
own, in her life, yet that is what
Marian’s papa gives her every week.
Marian has such a dear, kind
mamma and papa, such a sweet
little sister, and such a nice home,
she ought to be very happy. Which
little girl do you like the better,
and which is most like you ?—*New
York Observer,” Salem, Mass.

Trust.
I know not if dark or bright
Shall be my lot ;
If that wherein my hopes delight
Be best or not. -

My bark is wafted to the strand,
By breath divine,—

And on the helm there rests a Hand
Other than mine.

One who has known in storms to
sail,
I have on board; ;
Above the raving of the gale
I have my Lord.

He holds me when the billows
smite—
I shall not fall.
If sharp, ’tis short—if long, ’tis
light—
He tempers all.

Safe to the land, safe to the land!
The end is this;—
And then with Him go hand in
hand
Far into bliss!
—Henry Alford.

We live in deeds, not years; in
thoughts, not breaths ;

In feelings, not in figures on a dialk

We should count time by heart-
throbs. He most lives

Who thinks most, feels the noblest,
acts the best.—Bailey. .

el
0Old Country Friends.

Do our subscribers all know that the
postage on papers to Great Britain and
Ireland has been soO greatly reduced that
we can now send any of our publications,
postage paid, at the same rates as obtain
in Canada. :
‘Daily Witness,” post paid, $3 a year,
(Weekly Witness,” post paid, $1 a year,
«World Wide,” post paid, $1 a year.
‘Northern Messenger,” post paid, 80c year.
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LESSON II.—JULY 12.

Saul Chosen King.
I Samuel x., 17-27.

Golden Text.

The Lord is our king; he will save us.
Isaiah xxxiii., 22,

Home Readings.
Monday, July 6.—I. Sam. x., 17-27.
Tuesday, July 7.—L Sam. ix., 15-24.
'Wednesday, July 8.—I. Sam. x., 1-8.

' Thursday, July 9.—L Sam. ix., 1-14,
Friday, July 10.—I. Sam. xi., 1-15. -
Saturday, July 11.—I. Pet. ii., 11-17.
Sunday, July 12.—Hos. xiii., 1-14.

(By B. M. Kurtz.)

- 17. And Samuel called the people to«
gether unto the Lord to Mizpeh;

18. And said unto the children of Israel,
Thus saith the Lord God of Israel, I
brought up Israel out of Egypt, and de-
livered you out of the hand of all king-
doms, and of them that oppressed you.

19. And ye have this day rejected your
God, who himself saved you out of all your
adversities and your tribulations; and ye
bave said unto him, Nay, but set a king
over us. Now therefore present yourselves
unto the Lord by your tribes, and by your
thousands.

20. And when Samuel had caused all
the tribes of Israel to come near, the tribe
of Benjamin was taken,

R%1. When he had caused the tribe of
Benjamin to come near by their families,
the family of Matri was taken, and Saul
the son of Kish was taken; and when they

sought him he could not be found.
~ R2. Therefore they enquired of the Lord
further if the man sheuld yet come thither.
And the Lord answered, Behold he hath
hid himself among the stuff.

23. And they ran and fetched him
thence: and when he stootl among the peo-
ple, he was higher than any of the peo-
ple from his shoulders and upward.

24. And Samuel said to all the people,
Bee ye him whom the Lord hath chesen,
that there is none like him among all the
people? And all the people shouted, and
said, God save the king.

25. 8o then Bamuel told the people the
manner of the kingdom, and wrote it in a
book, and laid it up before the Lord. And
Bamuel sent all the people away, every
man to his house,

26. And Saul also went home to Gibeah;
end there went with him a band of men,
whose hearts God had touched.

27. But the children of Belial said, How
shall this man save us? And they despis-
ed him and brought him no presents.. But
he held his peace. :

We left Samuel last week as he reported
to the people the words of the Lord, in
answer to their petition for a king. If
you read the remainder of the 8th chapter
of I. Samuel, you will have the gloomy
word picture Samuel painted of the man
Who should be king over Israel. Still, the
people were €0 stubbornly set in their own
way that they would not heed this protest
of Samuel, but said, ‘Nay; but we will have

‘& king over us.” Then Samuel again turn-
ed to communicate with God, and told how
the people still insisted upon having a
king. God commanded him to heed their

- Tequest and give them what they wanted.

Chapter ix. of II. Samuel, introduces us
to Israel’s future king, then a young man.
Saul is described to us as ‘a4 choice young
man, and a goodly,” who was head and
shoulders above all the people. We find

‘him away from home, and accompanied on-

ly by a servant.  He was providentially led
to meet SBamuel, who, having been fore-

\\_‘

told of his coming and that he should be
king over Israel, showed him special hon-
or. When Saul was leaving to return to
his father Samuel anointed him and salut-
ed him because he was to be king. He
also told Saul of the things that should
happen to him that day, and of what he
should do.

Later Samuel called the people together
at Mizpeh, and here our lesson opens. The
time and place of this lesson are both un~
certain. These events occurred in the
eleventh century before Christ. It is be-
lieved that this Mizpeh was about five
miles from Jerusalem, to the north.

The lesson contains the @ccount of the
meeting at Mizpeh, and of the formal in-
troduction of Saul as king. We may di-
vide it in this way:

Samuel’s Address. Verses 17-19.
Saul is Missing. 20-22.

‘God Save the King.” 23, 24.

‘The Manner of the Kingdom.” 25.

. Two Sorts of Men. 26, 27. .

Israel, as we saw last week, had mad
a request for a king through its represen-
tative men, and now a national gathering
is called to make the formal choice of a
king, though Samuel had already foreseen
who this would be.

Before proceeding to the business of the
day Samuel made an address to the peo-
ple. The two verses, 18 and 19, probably
contain only a summary of this speech,
simply giving .the points touched upon.
He recalls to their minds the loving eare
of God who brought them out of Bgyptian
bondage and established them in Canaan,
protecting them from all their enemies.
Still they were this very day rejecting this
God who had done so much for them, when
they asked, for a king to rule over them.

‘Now therefore present yourselves be-
fore the Lord by your tribes, and by your
thousands.” Israel had not formally and
purposely rejected God, they were still to
continue as serving him in one sense, but
they had actually rejected him when they
refused to continue the form of govern-
ment he had given them, and desired to
copy after the nations about them. It
was putting world interests between them
and God, always a dangerous proceeding.

By tribes and thousands is a reference
to the divisions of the people. In addition
to the natural tribal divisions, Moses, act-
ing upon the advice of his father-in-law,
Jethro, made other divisions. In Exodus
xviii., 25, we read, ‘And Moses chose able
men out of all Israel, and made them heads
over the people, rulers of thousands, rul-
ers of hundreds, rulers of fifties, and rul-
ers of tens.’

It is uncertain just what part the ‘thous-
ands’ took in this choice of a king, as the
choice seemed to be from tribes and fami-
lies.

The choice was made by accepting or re-
jecting a tribe as it was presented by its
representative. In this way the tribe of
Benjamin was chosen as the one from
whom the king was to be chosen. Jame-
son, Faussett and Brown’s Commentary
says, ‘By selecting a king from this least
and nearly extinct tribe, divine wisdom
designed to remove all grounds of jealousy
among the other tribes.’

By pursuing the same means for a
choice, the family of Matri, to which Saul
belonged, ‘was taken,” that is, the choice
fell upon that family. Then Saul, the son
of Kish, was taken. So the king of Israel
was chosen.

‘Then, very naturally, they began to seek
for Saul, but he could not be found. Evi-
dently, Saul, at this time, was a modest
young man, who had always lived quietly
at home, and now shrank from the atten-
tionr that was suddenly given him, as well
as from assuming an office that was un-
der the disfavor of God.

‘Therefore they enquired of the Lord fur-
ther,” desiring to know if he was to come.
The people wanted to see their king and
salute him. If he was not to be present,
apparently there would be no need of pro-
longing the assembly. But the answer
came that Saul had hidden ‘among the
stuff,’ that is, among the baggage of the
people, many of whom had come from a

long distance.

TP oo
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‘When they learned where Saul had tried
to hide himself, it was but a small task to
search him out. And once found, further
resistance would be useless, so the reluc~
tant young king was led before his people,
above whom he towered head and should-
ers. He was a man of great physical
beauty, and no doubt his very presence was
such as to arouse enthusiasm.

Then Samuel introduced Israel to her
king. ‘See ye him whom the Lord hath
chosen.” If God was displeased with Israel
for having a king, how can it be that he
chose this king for them? This is an ex-
ample of God’s great patience and mercy.
He did not want the people to remove
themselves still further from him by choos-
ing an earthly sovereign, yet when they
were determined to act thus, his mercy
still follows them by guiding in the choice
of this first ruler.

Then came the great shout of recognition
and salutation as Israel saw her first royal
leader towering above all her mighty men
of valor. ‘God save the king,’ or sors
similar expression, has long been the cus-
tomary greeting to a monarch. In coun-
ling thus the nmames of their divine and
earthly rulers, Israel again shows her ut-
ward faith in God, though expressing his
removal from their warm heart loyalty by
the appearance of this mortal ruler whom
they can behold ‘with their eyes.

The kingdom was now a settled fact.
The decision had been made, the protest of
the prophet spurned, the king chosen, and
presented to the people. There remainesd
nothing now but to show. ‘the people the
manner of the kingdom.” It has been
thought that it refers to a last protest by
Samuel before giving up to the new order
of things. Another, and perhaps better,
view is that Samuel was preparing the
people for the change by setting forth the
relation of the kingdom to God, possibly
taking up the law of Moses bearing upon
this subject. See Deuteronomy xvii.,, 14-
20.

A sort of comstitution, or ‘magna char-
ta,” had already been drawn up by Moses
for just such a time as this, in order that
the people might not again come under a
terrible oppression.

Samuel also ‘wrote it in a book, and laid
it up before the Lord.” That iz, he added
it to the written laws and narratives of
Israel and placed it with the other sacred
writings. Samuel dismissed them to their
homes. Samuel’s influence and authority
were still strong, and he and not the new
king dismisses the assembly which he had

called together,

Saul went to his home, buf not alone,
for there went with him ‘a band of men,
whose hearts God had touched.” God was
leading Saul and preparing the way for
his new and heavy %esponsibilities. One
of the first things:was to draw to him
these men whose hearts he had touched.
This would appear to mean that God had
led these men to become the loyal friends
of Saul.

There was a dark side to the picture,
however, for there were some who were
disgruntled over the turn of affairs. “The
children of Belial’ were not children of a
person of this name, for the word ‘Belial’
simply means ‘worthlessness.” “The chil-
dren of Belial’ were, then, a worthless set,
who were perhaps disappointed at the turn
of affairs and jealous of the new king.

‘They despised him, and brought him
no presents.” That is, they gave him none
of the tokens of homage that were com-
monly made to a king.

But Saul held his peace., He showed
at once wisdom and dignity in dealing with
this insult. This is the best way to meet
such things in our everyday life,

Next week we have ‘Samuel’s Farewell
Address,” I. Samuel xii., 13-25.

C‘ E. 1‘0pic
Sunday, July 12.—Topic—What the Holy
8pirit can do for me. John xwi., 5-15.
Junior C. E. Topic
LESSONS FROM THE ANT.
ltoox.xday, July 6.—Untiring work, Gal.
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Tuesday, July 7.—Thorough work. Josh.
xi., 15.

‘Wednesday, July 8.—Doing anything.
John ii., 5.

Thursday, July 9.—Earnest work. IL

Tim. ii., 15.

Friday, July 10.—United work. Matt.
xviii., 19.

Saturday, July 11.—In Jesus’ name. Col.
i, 17.

Sunday, July 12.—Topic—Lessons from
the ant. Prov. vi.,, 6-8; xxx., 25.

A Fight Against Gdds

(Xate Anderson, in the ‘Union Signal.”)

Synopsis of Preceding Chapters.

The Kilgour tamily, who have been be-
reft of husband and father by a railway
wreck caused by the blunder of a drunken
engineer, are engaged in a desperate strug-
gle to save the idolized youngest son from
the curse of cigarette smoking. . The boy
succeeds in completely deceiving them for
a time, but is finally discovered to be a
frequenter of the lowest dive in the tough
city. At first he denies this, then brazen-
ly admits that he was lying. His eldest
brother Ralph gives him a horsewhipping.
Ralph resigns his position in the hotel.
Willie, the second brother, is stricken with
typhoid fever. Claude is taken from
school. -

CHAPTER IV.—Continued.

A few days later six dollars was missing
from a bureau drawer. It was money
which Allie held, as treasurer of Trinity
Girls’ Mission Guild. The loss caused
much anxiety and unhappiness. All shrank
from ‘thinking that Miss Roberts, the
nurse, could have touched it, yet the dis-
appearance seemed otherwise unaccount-
able. In less than a week Mrs. Kilgour
found a half-used package of cigarettes
stuck in a crevice of an unused woodhouse
wall. She called Claude, who, coming in,

brought with him a strong smell of to-
bacco, mingled with perfume, cloves and °

cough medidine. She locked him in his
room until Ralph’s return  from work.
Claude tearfully and earnestly denied hav-
ing used tobacco in eny form “for ‘three
weeks, and vowed that the package had
been hidden a year before and then for-
gotten.

‘Did you take Alice’s money P’ asked
Ralph, calmly. Claude acted so utterly
taken back and heart-broken at the very
shadow of such a suspicion that Ralph-al-
most melted.

‘I swear I never touched a cent not be-
longing to me,’ the boy declared in a ring-
ing tone of sincerity.

‘Well, at any rate, you are lying about
the smoking and you can’t deceive me,’
replied Ralph. ‘I’m sorry to do it, but
march down quietly with me, so as not to
disturb Willie.”

The boy shrieked with terror.. Alas, in
the days gone by, Claude had been no
coward!

‘Oh, don’t whip me and I will tell the
truth. I was smoking, Victor Dumou-
chelle gave me a package through the
fence, while I was sawing wood.’

‘Where is the rest of the money you
stole?” asked Ralph, as if he had never
heard this explanation.

‘I never stole it. Oh! oh! I shan’t go
downstairs. We’ll at least call mamma
first. I want to speak to her for just a
minute.’

‘No, mother has enough to bear, without
this scene.’

q won’t make a scene. Oh, please, please
let me see her. Let me see her! Let me
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see her!” His voice rose to a shrill scream,
which brought his mother to the room.

‘Let Claude speak. What is it, my poor
erring boy?’ =

‘He says I stole Allie’s money,’ cried
Claude hysterically, ‘and he is going to
kill me.’

‘Nonsense, Claude, Ralph never whipped
you cruelly, and alas, I have come at last
to see this is the only way of appealing to
your senses. I will not interfere. Ralph,’
turning to her eldest son, with a look of
infallible trust and confidence, ‘ what is
this about Allie’s money?’

‘Never mind his ravings, mother; he had
no right to mention a subject before you
which I had drawn him aside to speak
about alone,’ and Ralph collared the
shrieking boy.

‘Claude,” his mother stood very straight,
with whitening lips, ‘you did take that
money. Something tells me I am not mis-
taken.” She swayed and would have fal-
len but for Ralph’s quick support.

‘Oh, don’t whip me and I will tell you.
Let go of me and I will tell you all,’ sob-
bed Claude. :

‘Let him go, Ralph. No, I am quite able’

to stay and hear. Speak, Claude.’
‘Well, I did take it.’

‘And was it you who have been stea,ling.

from the household purse for more than a
year? I never seemed to be able to make
ends meet. Accounts were short at the
end of every month. Claude, you have so
often “seen me in such perplexity and
trouble over this.’ <

‘0 mother, indeed, indeed I didn’t do
that! Surely you can’t think that of mel

A movement from Ralph.

‘Oh, oh, yes, it was I.. But I never took
twenty-five cents altogether.’

‘Stop so much unnecessary lying,” growl-
ed Ralph, ‘or 1’1l make you smart for it.”

‘And it was you, Claude,” who stole the
purse containing all my egg money which
I had been gathering to build that new
hen-house, together with twelve dollars
Allie had saved from working overtime
and given me, and which I supposed I had
lost on the ferry, and spent so much in
advertising for.”

‘Speak, sir,” thundered Ralph.

‘Oh, don’t touch me. Yes it was me. Oh,
mamma,’ and for once his voice rose in
sincerity of anguish—‘Mamma, I have kill-
ed you—’

‘Stand aside,” spoke Ralph, and he lift-
ed his mother’s unconscious form from the
floor and strode across the hall.

X CHAPTER V.

When Ralph returned in twenty min-
utes, Claude was gone. A quick and
thorough search of the entire premises re-
vealed no trace of the wretched boy. Re-
turning to the room where Alice sat with
her mother, he beckoned her out and de-
gpatched her for Clara Meredith, while he
fook her place by the bedside where the
stricken mother lay motionless, save for
an occasional anguished moan. Half an
hour later, leaving Miss Meredith in
charge of their mother, the brother and
sister left the house to search for Claude.

‘Hurry straight to Mr. Haverson’s’ (the
Methodist niinister), admonished Ralph.
‘He is discreet and is a good friend. Ask
him to visit the railway stations, while I
will try the ferry docks; then come right
home and keep a sharp lookout, for it is
just possible that Claude is hiding in some
hole waiting for a good opportunity to
escape.’ &

Ralph proved, after all, correct in this
latter conjection, for when he and Mr.
Haverson returned, about nine o’clock, they
found that Allie had unearthed Claude in
an old unused coal bin down cellar. He
had attempted to dash past her, but she
was too quick for him, and had him secure-
ly locked down by both doors. Hastily re-
turning to the parlor, after seeing Alice,
Ralph briefly explained to the minister
that Claude had not left the house, after
all. Mr. Haverson at once withdrew, wav-
ing aside all Ralph’s broken attempts at
thanks and assuring him that the unhap-
py circumstances would not be mentioned.

Then he went down cellar, where Claude -§

was rushing round like a wild animal, in
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an endeavor to work his way out. Ralph
paid no attention to him but picked up a
small bundle which Claude had evidently
packed with haste. It contained some
filthy pictures, two packages of cigarettes,
a suit of underclothing, two trashy mnov-
els, low, paper-covered novels, a ferocious-
looking second-hand revolver, and about
four dollars in money, besides some valu-
able Kruger coins which Ralph had
brought back from South Africa.

Then ensued a stormy scene, at least on
Claude’s part. The misguided boy broke
forth in the vernmacular of the literature
upon which he had been feeding, threaten~
ing to shoot the whole family, to burn
down the house, and like desperate meas-
ures. He tried to seize, from Ralph’s hand,
the already loaded revolver, and he bit his
brother severely. Claude was, indeed, at
that time, quite capable of putting his
fearful threats into execution, and Ralph,
whose strength, fortunately, was that of a
young Hercules, carried him struggling up
to his own bedroom and locked him in the
closet, while he cleared the room of
matches, razor, keys, and every article by
which the crazed boy could either commi$
injury or effect an escape. He forced

‘ Claude to undress and get into bed. Then

he carried away his clothes, with all of
his own which were in the room, and went
away, locking the door after him.- -
(To be Continued.)
PRE— S

Any one of the many articles in ‘World
Wide’ will give three cents’ worth of plea~
sure. Surely, ten or fifteen hundred such
articles during the course of a year are
well worth a dollar.

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

‘World Wide.

A weekly reprint of articles from lead-
ing journals and reviews reflecting the
current thought of both hemispheres., .

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

The following are the contents of the issue
of June 20, of ‘ World Wide's

ALL THE WORLD OVER.

Bervia—‘Commercial Advertiser,” New York.
A Merciless Miscreant Among Nations—Brooklyn 'Daily

Eagle.” .

Eton Uollege—The ‘ Daily News," London. %

What Luck in Canada? By One Who Has Bought It.—
G.C.B., in 'T. P.'s Weekly," London.

American Problems—*'The Daily Chronicle,” London.

An Unhap&y People—The New York *Tribune.’

Send'n3 a Child by Post,and *Expressing’ a Live Goat ~The
‘Daily News.’ London.

Journalism—The New York ‘Times Saturday Review.’

SOMETHING ABOUT THE ARTH.

An Artist in Transformations—Eva Anstruther, in the
* Westminster Budget,' Loondon,

Cast-of Kings —Albert Hart, in the ‘ Strand.” Abridged.

Chinese Porcelain—The ' Daily Telegraph,” London.

CONOERNING THINGS LITERARY.

The Way is Short—Poem by Elizabeth Barrett Browning

The’r““;anderers—f'oem by W. D, Nesbit, in the Chicage
* Tribune.’ %

Bundown—Poem by D. A. L., in the Pilot,” London.

A Laurete’s Jaunt—By A. T. Quiller-Oouch, in the *Daily
News,” London. Y

An Righteenth Century Quaker Journal—'The Ashenso-

um,’ London,
Agruq Humorist—By Conrad Nogl, in the * Daily News,’
ondon,
Dr. Murray on Dictionary Making—* Westminster Budget,’
London,

Contemporaries—’ The Spectator,’ Lordo1.

Men of the XIXth Uentury—By the Rev. John White
Ohadwick, in the New York ‘Times Baturday Review.'
The Resurrection of Christ —By Archdeacon Wilson, in ‘The

Commonwealth,’ London. :
HINTS OF THE PROGRE3S OF KNOWLEDGE.
The Resuscitation of the Apparently Drowned—The Man-

chester ' Guarlian.’ e
The History of the Maznet—The ‘8tandard,’ London.
Tae Day of Fresh Air ~The New York * Evening Post.

CUT OUT THIS COUPON.
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Correspondence

Arlington, So. Dak.

Dear Editor,—I have been thinking for
some time about writing to the ‘Northern
Messenger,’ to let you know I like it very
much. I live in the country about twenty
miles from the city of Arlington. My
brother has taken the ‘Messenger’ for near-
ly two years. I have three brothers and
two sisters. I live a mile from school.
There is no school in summer here. My
birthday is on Oct. 16.

EBBIE S. H.

Queenston, Ont.

Dear Editor,—Queenston is a quaint lit-
tle village on the bank of the Niagara
River, where the battle of Queenston
Heights was fought in 1812, and where
General Brock was shot. There is now &
magnificent monument erected in honor of
his memory. In 1860 the Prince of Wales
(our present King) erected a smaller monu-
ment to mark the spot. About seven miles
from here is the beautiful city of Niagara,
with its wonderful waters of the Niagara
Falls,

I will be twelve on the twenty-ninth of
October. From an interested reader of

the ‘Northern Messenger.’
MAGGIE MAY W.

Portage du Fort, Que.

Dear Editor,—I live in the little village
of Portage du Fort, which is a pretty lit-
tle village. It is noted for its lqvely scen-
ery, good air, fishing, and sailing. We
have a fine bathing place here, and it is
called the Little Eddy. The water around
is very swift, and there are a great many
rapids. We have a fine long iron bridge.
Our clergyman sends the ‘Messenger’ to
me and some other boys. This village is
situated along the Ottawa river, about
sixty miles above Ottawa. The population
is about four hundred. There are no trains,
but a stage runs from here to Haley Sta-
tion, on the C.P.R. I am eleven years old.

My birthday is on May 5.
HERBERT R.

Orangeville, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I think the ‘Messenger’ is
& very mice paper. I like going to school,
and am in the junior third reader.  Our
school has ten rooms in it. I like read-
ing very much. My favorite books are:
The Elsie books and the Iildred books. I
go to the Methodist church and Sunday-
school. It is about half a mile from where
we live to church. I have two brothers
and one sister. I am the eldest of the
family. For pets we have a canary and a
pug dog about half a foot high, which
will never grow any larger, for he is over
a year old now. We have forty chickens.
I expect to go to my grandpa’s in the holi-
days. He lives at Nashviile, a little vil-
lage about twenty-eight miles from here.
Hoping to write a better letter next time.

E. MAUD 8. (age 10).

; 3 Guysbero’ Co., N.S.

- Dear Editor,—We live on a small farm
about” five miles from Guysboro’ Town.
My father goes to sea. He is away now
in the schooner ‘Onora,’” and as I am the
oldest boy, I have to tend the barm for
mother. We have three cows, a steer and
ten sheep, one little calf, and a few hens,
80 I have plenty of work in the morning
before school. We live quite near the
school-house. We live about half a mile
from my grandfather’s. He has a large
dog called Eruger, with which we have
great fun, and we teach him all kinds of
tricks. My birthday is on July 31.

: WILLARD C. H.

i . London, Ont.

Dear Editor,—My grandfather in Glen-
garry took the Montreal ‘Witness’ from
the time it started until he died, and now
my uncle, who lives on the farm, keeps
taking it. I live in London, and take the
‘Messenger,” which I like very much. Lon-
don is called the Forest City, because there
are 0 many tr Every street is lined

. five days.
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with maple trees. I have a little dog call-
ed ‘Neo,” and two beautiful gold fish call-
ed ‘Edward’ and ‘Alexandra.’ I would
like to be a farmer, and when I am a
man I think I will farm on the North-
West. I am twelve years old.
KENNETH McD.

e Maccan, N.S.

Dear Editor,—~I live on a farm three
miles from Maccan Station, on the I.C.R.
There are coal mines all about here. The
Joggin mine, one of the oldest in the prov-
ince, is about ten miles from here. There
are great tracts of hay lands called
marshes, protected from the tides by
dykes, and the people sell quantities of
hay. A small river called the Maccan is
one of the boundaries of our farm, but it
is very muddy, and we cannot bathe in it;
the farmers draw the mud and spread it on
the land. It makes the grain grow. There
is a mill sawing logs by the road. I like
to stay and watch them. Papa has taken
the ‘Witness’ for eighteen years at least.

F. F. H. (age 10).

Kingsville, Ont.
Dear Editor,—As I have not seen any

‘letters from our Sunday-school in the ‘Mes-

senger,” I thought I would write a few
lines. They call the place California where
we go to Sunday-school, but the name of
the church is Trinity. There was a &
day-school excursion to Belle Isle last
summer., Papa, sister and I went and saw
a great many wild animals, such as bears,
deers and moose.
ELLA L.

(Won’t you write and tell us more about
your interesting trip, and don’t be afraid
of writing as long a letter as you can.—
Ed.)

Chester Grant.

Dear Editor,—I live in a little country
place eight miles from Chester. We have
to go three and a half miles to church,
but our minister comes in and preaches at
the school-house two or three times every
month. We live only a few steps from
the school-house. We have a dog called
‘Nero,” and he always knows when recess
is out and comes over and helps us play
‘I spy.” In the winter my brothers har-
ness him in a sled and we go driving with
him. Not long ago there was a‘little girl
lost at New Ross. She was in the woods
When they found her she was
ten miles from home, and had had nothing
to eat but ‘cow cabbage’ (a plant that
grows in the hard woods). I was very
much pleased with my Bible, which I re-
ceived as a premium for five new subscrib-
ers to the ‘Northern Messenger.’ I will
be ten years old the 30th of this month,
and am in the eighth grade in school. I
hope this letter will be interesting.
Sampe REUGeY E. VERA R.

2 Bayfield, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I saw in your paper the
question asked about the meaning of the
twelfth verse of the fourteenth chapter of
John. I do believe that it is a gocd thing
to ask questions of importance and have
them answered through the ‘Ifessenger.’
The Saviour himself asked questions and
answered them correctly when he was
twelve years of age. He went about doing
good, and as many as touched the hem of
his garment were made perfectly whole
Afterward he did many great works. He
raised Lazarus from the grave after he
was dead four days. The people heard
that he did that, and when he was going
into Jerusalem, when he was come nigh
to the descent of the Mount of Olives, the
whole multitude of the disciples began to
rejoice and praise God with a loud voics
for all the mighty works that they had
seen, and it was sweet to hear the chil-

" dren crying and saying ‘Hlosanna to the

son of David.’ The God of Love did for
Christ’s sake work in the hearts of the
dear children, and all the glory is due to
God. ‘Christ shall see of the travail of his
soul, and shall be satisfied.” (Isaiah 1iit.,
11.) When the blessed Saviour ascended
up into heaven after finishing the work
of redemption, for his sake the Holy Spirit

I1

came down and worked with great power
among the people, and used Peter as the
means of saving three thousand souls ow
tbe Day of Pentecost; and so I do think
tpat with all that has been done since that
time, and will ever be done in forwarding
the kingdom of God, is the greater work
that Christ spoke about.
J. M. L.

Horncastle, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I have much plessure in
writing you these few lines to lst you know
I received the ‘Bagster Bible’ safe, and X
must say I am well pleased with it, and
it has more than paid me for my trouble.
My sister thinks she would like to have
one like it, and she is going to try, but
she will have to go quite a distance from
home, for nearly every family near us are
reading the ‘Messenger.’” My mamma says
the Bible won’t profit me any"if I do not
have the desire which comes from the Lord
to read and study it. I wish you every
success with all that is true and noble and
right, and many thanks for the Bible.

We have been taking the ‘Messenger’
about four years, and as we only have
service every two weeks at our church, we
would miss the ‘MMessenger,” and would
not like to do without it. My father is a
farmer, I have four sisters and three
brothers. We go to the Methodist church,
our minister being Mr. Wickett. We live
in the Township of Carden, and it is a good
grazing country. Cattle and sheep are
raised and sold in this township. Horses
and cattle are in great demand. I will be
twelve years old on the 6th of June.

J. N, T.

South Stukely.

Dear Editor,—As I have never seen any
letters from South Stukely, I thought I
would write one. My papa and mamma
moved from Waterloo to Stukely thirteen
years ago, and when papa bought his farm
there was not a bit of land cleared; but
now it is nearly all cleared, I go to scheol,
also two of my sisters and my little bro-
ther. One of my sisters and I are in the
fifth grade, and the other one is in the
third grade.  We leave one little sister at
home, who is three years old. This makes
the fourth year we have taken the ‘Mes-
senger’ and my papa takes the ‘Weekly
Witness.” We go to church and Sunday-
schocl through the summer-time, but it
is too far for us to go in winter in the
cold. There have been lots of bush fires
here this spring. One of our neighbors
started fires near our house a little while
ago, and the wind changed suddenly and
blew the fire and smoke towards our build-
ings. We had to stay up nearly all night
to fight the fire to keep it from burning
everything up. We do not live very far
from Orford Mountain. People go there
quite often for picmics. We were all up
there to a picnic once, but we did not climb
the mountain, because they thought we
were too small. We go right close to the
end of Orford going to Magog. I have
been out to Magog twice. I like the stories
in the ‘Messenger’ very well, but I like
the Correspondence best. The new story
just started is very nice. I am going to
save all the papers and tack them together
in the form of a book.

BESSIE MAY D. (age 12).

———
NCRTHERN MESSERGER PREMIUMS.

A reliable and handsome Fountain Pen,  usually
gold at $2.00, mauufactured by Sandford & Ben-
pett, New York, given to ‘Messenger’ Subscrib-
ers for a list of ten subseriptions to ‘Northarn
Messzengzer’ at 20 cents each,

*he People’s Horse, Cattle,Sheep and Swine Doc-
tor. This book gives a description of the dis-
eases ‘of the Horse, Cattle, Sheep, and Swine,
with exact doses of medicine. Usually sold at
$1.00, will be given to ‘Messenger’ subscribers for
a list of seven subscriptions to the ‘Northern
Messenger’ at 30 cents each.

_BAGSTER’S MINION BIBLE, suitable for Church,

Sabbath school or Day School, Hach boy and
gitl reader of the ‘Messenger’ should possess
one. Given for five subscriptions to the ‘Nor-
thern Messenger’ at 30 cents each.
BAGSTER'S LONG PRIMER BIBLE — A hand-
some Bible, gilt edges, with the addition of 307
es, -containing tbe following: Valuable Bible
elps, Concordance, Alphabetical Index, Maps,
and illustrations, with other aids to Bible study.
Given to ‘Messenger’ subscribers for .ﬂqeen sub-
scriptions to the ‘Northern Messenger’ at 30
cents each.
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GUR Nol FOUNTAIN PEN FREH
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(Made by Sanford & Bennet, New York. Value, $2.00 cash.)

You can get this pen veryeasily by showing this copy of the
#0c each to the end of the year. Ten subscriptions at this rate make $2.00,
send the ‘Messenger’ every week to the end of the year to each of your ten

CONSOLATION PRIZE—If any of those who start out to get the above club finl that they
as they send us at least five subscriptiens to
lightful pen to write with.
but it has been used by several of the man:

Pen, so I
gold-plated,flow of ink free,
and will probably not wear so loug,

without leaking. A de

‘Northern Messenger’ to

the end of the year at 20c each.
Surprising value.

that sees it wonders how we can offer it on such easy terms.

Meassenger’
wh ose mails carry the

Postage on the ‘Northern
Great Britain and Ireland,

will be charged extra for

agers of departments in the

Montreal District or for foreign countries,
‘Messenger’ free of charge.

o SR
your friends. Take theiz subseriptions el the rale o
_Send us the $2.00 and we will send you the fountam pen free, and wi

friends. They will enjoy the story Which is being run serially,

cannot pget them all,
This pen is highly recommended by the manufactures. The nib
Of course, this pen does not cost

we will send our Number 2 Fountals

as mueh ss our Ne.
“Witness’ Office with great satisfaction. KEvery )

except the United States and its dependencies, and
JOHN DOUGALL & SON. Publishers, MONTREAL,

" HOUSEHOLD.

Women’s Clubs and Women’s
Missionary Societies.

One of the questions discussed at the
semi-annual meeting was, ‘What can we
learn from women’s clubs as to the conduct
of our missionary societies?’ The follow-
ing items were reported fyom members of
different clubs present: ‘Every lady is ex-
pected to serve on committdes, and is her-
self responsible for the welfare of the
club.’ ‘Every lady is expected to attend
the meetings. If she is not present at a
certain number of them she loses her mem-
bership.’ ‘The subjects for all the meet-
ings are arranged beforehand for the sea-
son, writers of papers are appointed and
usually spend from six to ten weeks in
their preparation. They are required to be
thoroughly informed on all connected with
the subject. ‘We have no trouble in se-
curing members; at present there are for-
ty-seven on the waiting list for twenty-
three places.’ A missionary present ask-
ed, ‘What is the membership fee in wo-
men’s clubs?’ Answers from all parts of
the house: ‘Three dollars;’ ‘Five dollars;’
‘Ten dollars,” and so on,—none reported
Jess than two dollars. ‘And what is the
membership in women’s missionary socie-
ties?? Dead silence. Everyone seemed
ashamed to speak first. An incident Wwas
related: A lady interested in missions vis-
iting at a friend’s house is told, “We have
decided to hold our auxiliary meetings on-
ly once in two months, ingtead of every
month as we have been doing. People
can’t seem to find time to come every
month, and we think it will be better to
try to have really interesting meetings
once in twe months or once a quarter, and
then people will take pains to come.” The
visitor remained unconvinced, but silent.
A few days later the secretary of a club,
studying the history of the State in which
they live, called, full of enthusiasm over
the next meeting of the club. "Finally she
says: ‘Really, Mrs. W., we all think we
must have our meetings once in two weeks.
We can’t begin to get in all the interest-
ing 'things we have fo tell in monthly
meetings.” ‘I think you are right; we for-
get so much from one time to another
when we have to wait for four weeks.’
More conversation of the same purport,
followed by a question from the visitor:
‘Are these the same ladies who think they
cannot have an interesting ‘missionary
meeting more than once in two months?’
‘Why,—yes,—I belleve they are very much
the same.” A change in the subject of the
conversation.—Life and Light.’

Ellen’s Views,

I don’t see why Miss Mary had to have
this white waist done up to-day, instead

of waitin’ for the regular wash day; 3% |

extra work,’ said Ellen,
the ironing board to wipe
‘Dear knows she has

makes so much
looking up from
her flushed face.
enough of ’em?! ;

<But she happens to Iike that one best,
and she ds going to read a paper before
her club on “Ameliorating the condition
of the working classes,”’ giggled saucy
Jane. ‘I heard her say it was the question
of the hour.

It's the question of a good many hours

in this kitchen,” retorted Ellen.
could ’meliorate a lot for me if she’d only
be a little more careful about fingin’
things into the wash. ILast week I spent
two solid hours in doin’ up one of her
fancy waists, and she’d no more than got
it on when she concluded to help Mr. Bob
water the lawn. She got one of the sleeves
sprinkled—just one sleeve, that could have
been pressed out in two or three minutes,
mind you. But she never thought of that;
she just bundled it into the wagh, where
111 have it to do over again. I tell you
the quickest way to ’meliorate the condi-
tion of workin’ classes is for folks to be a
little considerate of the ones that’s work-
in’ for them.—‘Forward.’

Selected Recipes

Hubbard Squash.—The best way to cook
Fubbard squash is to cut it in half, take
out the seeds, and bake in a medium oven
for an hour, or more if not done. Remove
the browned skt that will form on tep,
and put the squash through a fruit press,
and season with salt, pepper, butter and a
little cream.

Date Mufiins.—Beat the yolks of two
eggs until light. Add one cupful of milk.
Sift together one and a half cupfuls of en-
tire wheat flour, one and a half teaspoons
fuls of baking powder and one-quarter
teaspoonful of salt. Add the milk and
eggs and a tablespoonful of melted butter,
and give the batter a good beating. Now
add half a cup of dates chopped coarsely,
and floured, and last of all add the stifly
beaten whites. Mix. Fill gem pans two-
thirde full and bake in a moderately hot
oven for half an hour.

——————
PATENT REPORT.

Below will be found a list of patents re-
cently granted to foreigners by the Can-
adian Government, such patents being se-
cured through the agency of Messrs.
Marion & Marion, Patent Attorneys,
Montreal, Canada, and Washington, D.C.

79,716, Paul L. T. Héroult, La Praz (Sa-
voy), France, electric furance ; 80,059,
Teonard E. Cowey, London, Eng., weigh-
ing apparatus; 80,411, James Crabtree,
Birkenhead, Eng., improvements in or con-
nected with refrigerating chambers; 80,-
619, L. C. H. Charrier, Vendome (Loir-et-
Cher), France, wood-carving machine; 80,-
624, Alf. Geo. TFloyed, Gladstone, Tas-
mania, Australia, apparatus for playing
games adapted to cultivate the observation
and memory; 80,680, Christian Esser,
Wiener, Austria, method and apparatus
for the production of half stuff from peat
turf; 81,086, J. H. & W. C. Quiggin, Liv-
erpool, Eng., table tennis nets; 81,219,
Eermann Classen, Dormagen, Prussia,
Germany, separating sugar from syrup,

molasses, etc.
N CREDIT

PIGTURES 0

—NO SECURITY ASKED—
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send us the money,
our trouble we send yod &
ble

‘She

WEEKLY WITNESS .00
ORLD IDE

to

Jaml

1904,

_ This “trial trip’ offer for these two weekly pub-

lications has never been equalled. Sample copies

gladly sent on application. Ask any of the read-

erg of these publications what they think of thems.

Postage to all foreign parts extra; also to

Montreal and suburbs. United States and its
dependencies excepted.

JOHN DOUGALL & SON, Publishers,
MONTREAL.

G0OD  CANVASSERS WANTED

TO PUSHA DOLLAR PROPOSITION ON A
50% COMMISSION.

iT APPEALS STRONGLY TO THE BEST PEOPLE
IN EVERY LOCALITY,
No experience necessary., No deposit required
School teachers succeed well. Must furnish
minister’s recommendation.
Address AGENT MANAGER,
P. O. Box 2234, Montreal.

Wesolicit the business of Manufacturers, Ens
gineers and others whorealizethe advisability of
having their Patent business transacted by

perts, Preliminary advice free, Charges mode-
rate, Our Inventors’ Help, 125 pages, sent g{;on
request. Marion & Marion, New York Life dgs

Montreal ; and Washington, D.C., U.8.A.

2 BABY'S OWN §

In all correspondence with advertisers in
. these columns, kindly mention the ‘Mes~
senger,’ This will oblige the publishers
of this paper as well as the advertiser.

—

' NORTHERN MESSENGER

(A Twelve Page Hiustrated Weektly.)

et

One yearly subccription, 30e.
Three or more copies, separately addressed,

25¢ each.
Ten or more to an individual address, 200

each, :
Ten or more separately addressed, 25c per

copy-

The above rates include posgz; fm‘ag;lﬂh (ex-
cepting Montreal City) Nfid., U. 8. an Colonies,
Great Britain, New Zealand, Transveal, British

Honduras, Bermuda.
For Montreal and foreign countries not mentioned

above add 50c a copy Postage.
Sample package supplied free on applica-
tion.
JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
: Publishers, Montreal,

e ' =

%% ‘NORTHERN MESSENGER' s peintell and publishel
every week at the ‘ Witnes’ Building, ab tho comer of Cralg
mu_mmmmmuumm'w:m
w&wmmmmm‘
Montreal.

41l business communications should be addressed ‘Johm®
Dougall & Som,’ and all letters to the editor should b»
ddressed Editor of the 'Northern Mossenger.' e




