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A Trip Into Zululand

(The Rev. Fred R. Bunker, of Umvote, in
‘Missionary Herald.”)

The province of Zululand lies north of
Natal, from which it is separated by the
Tugela River. Many Zulus from Natal
have settled in Zululand, and as my sta-
tion of Umvote is the nearest to that pro-
vince, the churches and schools of the dis-
trict are made a part of my change. Let
me tell you of a trip I have made to Im-
papala, one of the Zululand stations, twen-
ty-two miles north-west of Eshowe. From
the last point on the railway it is eighteen
miles to Eshowe, which I made upon my
wheel, including a climb of 1,000 feet. The
town rested like an e;gle on her nest, far
up in the air. A young man at the hotel
told me it was ‘Like heaven, high up and
hard to climb.’

The next morning dawned gloriously,
and I was off early across the plains, which
used to be the pasture grounds of the my-
riad herds of the famous African kings.
They are like a great inland sea of lawns
and meadows, with bank& of bluff, blue
mountains. A whirl over the plain, a pull
up the mountain, and I stop on a knoll and
feast my eyes on as glorious a landscape
as I ever saw. Little herds of twenty or
fifty cattle now dot the plain where thou-
sands used to roam. An old heathen man
passing by is very genial in replying to
questions and giving reminiscences of the
days when from this very knoll Dabula-
manzi watched the herds of the king. ‘Yes,
it is a beautiful country, our home; but is
the white man going to eat it up?  The
Zulus  were looking with suspicious eyes
on those little red and white flags which
mark the course of the surveying parties
in the land. :

More climbing, a stiff pull in the sun,
and then a rest at Entumeni mission sta-
* tion, 1,000 feet above Eshowe. Here Nor-

way’s sons and daughters have labored
many years to give the gospel to the Zu-
lus. Ten miles more to Impapala, and we
go over broad, rolling acres, between the
giant hills. There on the further slope of
the valley are the long lines of wattle trees
which mark the white man’s residence 4n
Natal. What white settlement can be here?
~ Is that Fort Yolland, which is near Impa-
pala? I call a little herder boy and ask
where Impapala lies.  He points to the
trees. ‘Do white people live in those
houses?”  ‘No, the believers live there.’

Can it be that the Christian kaffir—the con-
ceited, the lazy, the vile, according to all’

popular reports—has developed into an en-

terprising farmers Yes, that ‘s’ Impa-

pala.

I am directed to the home of Mr., Plant
Mcanyana, the preacher in charge of the
‘station. A~ warm welcome meets me, for
‘the preacher and the teacher are both old
friends. My comfort is immediately the
law of the household. My room is a sod
hut, with a thatch roof and clay floor. The

X

bed is clean and comfortable, with white
counterpane and embroidered pillows. A
table with tasty spread, good chairs, a sew-
ing machine, and pictures (mostly adver-
tisements) on the walls make up the fur-
niture in part. There are skins on the
floors for rugs. Taste and neatness are
evident everywhere. I suspect immediate-
ly that Daisy, Plant’s daughter, has giv-
en up her room to me. A good hot supper
soon comes steaming onto the table. I
have been commiserated several times
while on the way up that I must ‘live with
the kaffirs for a whole week.” But my bed
s a hundred percent better than that for
which I paid a half crown in ‘the best ho-
tel in Eshowe,” and my supper reminds me
that I)zusy was in the kitchen at Inanda,
where visitors from four continents never
camplain of their fare.

After supper Plant takes me to see his
garden and orchard. Here are orange,

lemon, guava, mango, loquat, and peach

ZuluLand;

o Impapar

\ Eshowa

trees, and one very precious cherry tree

‘from America. Six years he has been here,

and he is justly proud of the fruits of his
industry. His house is a tumble-down af-
fair because he has no money to build an-
other. Ten dollars a month and a large
family do not fill the purse. He is cut-
ting stones for the walls of a new house,

in faith that the iron for the roof will

come.

The day closes with family prayers, at
which the whole household gathers. Hfe
is a man born in the densest heathenism,
gathering his family about the altar of
the Most High God, and teaching his own
household the pure gospel of God’s Son.
The institution of the Christian home is

here in its purity, with its tremendous
“power for good. .

Here about us are the homes and farms
of the men who, leaving our mission sta-

“ tions in Natal and striking out for them-

selves, have established a Christian Zulu
civilization far out in this surrounding
heathenisni. Sixteen years ago three men
began to build here. They had been im-
mersed in heathenism. There was a good
chance to revert to heathenism, if they

wished. They had no church, no school,
no preacher, no missionary to say them
nay. But they brought with them a know-
ledge and love for the institutions of Chris-
tianity which had so recently been given
to them by the American missionaries. The
word of God, the Christian home, with its
one wife and family altar, the assembly of
believers on the Lord’s Day, the Christian
school—these were all transplanted with
them to their new home.

The church bell rings and we start for
the morning service. The church, recent-
ly built by the people themselves, is made
of bricks, with iron roof, and will seat be«
tween two and three hundred people. The
bricks were moulded and laid and the roof
made by Zulu workmen. One of our Aman-
zimtote boys did the woodwork, and did it
well.  Such a monument to Christian:
growth among the Zulus does one’s heart
good. As we pass along, a kiln of bricks
is pointed out which the school children
have just made to build a schoolhouse and
a teacher’s house, near the church.

The seats are not yet made, and the peo-
ple for the most part sit on the floor. But
here you have as orderly an assembly of
worshippers as you will find anywhere.
Their dresses and manners are not Paris-
ian, but they are Christian, which is bet-
ter. I enjoyed preachimg-to-them as much
as I ever did to a cultured American au-
dience, and I believe that the Spirit of God
was there as manifestly as in any great
cathedral, if not more so.

In a short time we are on the way to
Emadidima. It is a sharp walk of five
miles. The preacher and the teacher ac-
company me. Here, too, is the teacher of
the Emadidima school, a little woman
whose face is familiar to me as an Inanda
girl. Lutayi, the deacon who preaches
there, also joins us. He is one of the pion-
eers, a godly man. The little wattle and
daub house, used for school and church,
lies nestling close under the brow of a hill.
One ragged chart and chalk-marks on the
board shutters show to what straits the
teacher is put for lack of school supplies.
A little company, partly heathen, gathers,
and the word of God is preached to them
very simply from John i., 12 This nice-
faced young man and Lutayi, the deacon,
have supported the school here for two
years with mo help. Emadidima means
‘staggering under a load too heavy to car-
ry.’  They are in that condition, and 1
promise them one-half the support of their

teacher if they will keep on.

Monday, Zwehbanzi the teacher at Im-
papala, and I go on horseback to Otand-
weni, fifteen miles down the ’l‘ugela It is
a hard but pleasant ride.

At Otandweni, some time ago, a native
doctor (not a wizard) became interestéd in’
Christianity, and employed Daisy, Plant’s
daughter, to teach his children. She wit-
nessed for Christ as well as taught. He
clothed his family, permitted his wives to
become Christians, and built a chapel of
stone with his own hands. He was build-

»
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ing a preacher’s house when he died. His
‘death was a severe blow to the work. The
echool is now closed, and when I reached
the place I found his wives in great trou-
ble. His brother, his heir, had come from
Natal to claim them as ‘his’ wives and to
take them back to heathenism. They re-
sisted, but he had brought a witch doctor
to ‘doctor’ them, so that they would con-
sent. The women summoned the man be-
fore me. The man was terribly angry.
‘You are my goods, my things. You are
the property of my.father who bought you,
and I have inherited you, and what right
have you to refuse to let me do what I
want to with my own?’ The women ask
God’s people to pray for them and their
children.

The next day Plant, the preacher, and
I go down the valley to Daniel, the Msu-
tu’s kraal, This is a man of great influ-
ence in the region. Fe is the chief coun-
sellor of Thashi, the chief of the region.
As a boy he came from Basutoland, and
was for a time at a mission station in Ma-
ritzburg. Leaving there he wandered to
this place. He has four wives, a large
kraal, and evidently goes into all heathen
practices. How different his history from
that of this good man, Plant. But he is
coming under Plant’s influence, and has a
desire for better things for himself and
hig family. Our talk is turned to Chris-
tian things, and some good straight talk
is given. We then go home over the beau-
tiful hills. Cn the next day I start for
home, and find it easier riding a bicycle
down hill than up.

Two things impressed me deeply on my
vigit. First, the fact so vividly demon-
strated here that the truth keeps its grip

" on the Zulus when their environmenta;
would all tend to cause them to revert back™

to heathenism. Second, that they have the
power of initiative in Christian service.
This power, with the Spirit of God to
quicken it, means much for Africa.

G e

Christ and Charity.

We would urge opponents of Christian-
ity to consider for a few moments what
the condition of our large cities would be
without those noble organizations for the

relief of want and suffering which are the
direct fruit of the teachings and influence
of the Divine Redeemer. Eyen many

Christians have but a limited knowledge

of what some of those institutions do to
reduce the sum of back-street misery. Mr.
Sydney Holland, the Chairman of the Lon-
don Hospital, Whitechapel, recently stat-

_ed that last year 13,160 in-patents, and

162,147 -out-patients, and 3,500 children
were treated, the expenditure being £300
a day, or £12 10s. per minute. He added:

‘If the people were placed in a line, and
a man started on his bicycle at a quarter
past three to go along that line, he would
not get past them until a quarter past
nine; sixty-six miles of people standing
closely side by side.’

Those who eneer at the Christian faith
may reasonably be asked, What would
have been the lot of that huge army of
suffering men, women and children i1t
had not been for that practical obedience
to the commands of Christ which under-
lies 80 large a proportion of modern phil-
anthropyP—The Christian.’

The Chicago Theatre Fire.
(‘Northwestern Christian Advocate.”)

In October, 1871, the city of Chicago
was the scene of the most widespread and,
so far as the loss of property was concern-
ed, the most destructive fire in the history
of America. On Wednesday afternoon,
Dec. 30, the same city was the scene of
the most destructive fire, so far as the loss
of life is concerned, in the history of Am-
erica, The first fire swept over several
miles of territory, consuming thousands
of buildings as if they were paper and
destroying, perhaps, 200 lives. The last
fire was confined to the interior of a build-
ing not more than fifty yards square, and
the flames and smoke were unseen beyond
the walls. Yet in that small compass
perished mearly six hundred human be-
ings, and three hundred others were in-
jured, many so seriously that they will
die. :

This dreadful horror resulted from the
burning of the Iroquois theatre during a
performance of the play ‘Mr. Blue Beard.’
The nature of the play and the fact that
the new Iroquois theatre, which had cost
about $2,000,000, was described as the
finest structure of the kind in the coun-
try, had made the play a sort of ‘fad’ of
the day. The ‘children’s holiday matinee’
for Wednesday afternoon had been exten-
sively advertised and parents were urged
to bring the children. The place was
thronged with’ women and children from
Chicagio and near-by cities, standing room
even in the third or highest gallery being
all,ta‘ken.‘ Among the features of the play
were representations of fairies. ‘While
one of these was to appear to fly through
the air, all the lights in the theatre were
turned out, while the bright rays from an
arc light gave the effect of a \moon]ight
scene. Suddenly the flimsy hangings over
the stage were seen to be ablaze. An effort
was made to lower the asbestos curtain,
but it was unsuccessful. The entire audi-
torium was soon ablaze. The upper part
of the building was filled with gas, ~which
ignited, consuming the oxygen in the air,
and in all probability instantly suffocated

* many in the second and third galleries be-

fore they were able to leave their seats
and thus saved them from the agony of a
death by fire. Panic seized the audience,
and a rush was made for the exits. There
were said to be more than twenty of these,
but nearly all were locked or fastened. In
the rush for the narrow exits at the front
and rear some stumbled and fell and others
piled on top of them, until it is said that
in some parts of the building the rescuers
found the bodies six and eight deep. Men,
wongn and children climbed over the
heads of tangled masses of people, and
thus escaped. Of the ‘audience scarcely

one-half escaped alive or uninjured. Sev-

eral entire families perished, while of
others the mother and all the children
were killed. Such a calamity this country
has never before known. In almost an
ingtant a number of human beings repre-
senting a town of a thousand inhabitants
was taken out of life. Thousands mourn
the loss of loved ones and scarcely a house-
hold but has lost a friend. This is espec-
ially true of the school-children of Chica-
go and its suburbs, one or more of whose
teachers (34 of whome were killed), com-
panions or acquaintances are!among the
victims. - :
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In striking contrast with the cowardice
and incompetency of the employes of the

theatre was the courage and presence of
mind of 4 number of children. Ameug
these were two little boys of ten or twelve
years of age, who, when they saw there
was no chance of escape with the crowd,
got down on the floor and, the space be-
ing too shallow to crawl on their hands
and knees, wriggled their way under the
seats to an opening and got out. Never
have those heroic servants of the publie,
the firemen and policemen, displayed
greater courage and faithfulness to their
trust than in their efforts to rescue the
living and remove the dead. Many lives
were saved at the risk of their own. Many
citizens, among them Bishop Fallows, en-
tered the burning building and assisted in
the work of rescue. Among those who
deserve praise was a little unknown news-
boy, who, after helping a little girl, from
whose body nearly all the clothing had
been torn in the mad scramble, gallantly,
took off his overcoat and wrapped it all
around her. Physicians and nurses were
prompt and tireless in their service.

One of the most wonderful acts of hero-
ism was that of a little boy fourteen years
of age, Byram Green, son of A, W. Green,
chairman of the board of directors of the
National Biscuit Company. Little Byram
first guided his mother’s party to Qafety,
through the struggling throng of frenzied
people fighting fiercely in the aisles, and
then, thongh half-suffocated and dazed by,
the merciless buffeting in the crowd, he
fought his way back through flame and
smoke and deadly gas and carried and
dragged to safety a helpless little girl
who was in his mother’s party. ‘I was
not brave,’ he said, to a reporter of the
‘Inter Ocean,” ‘I was scared to death. I
had to help mamma. I was not able to do
much, but I stayed near her, I saw®Les-
ter fall under the seat when the flames
came out. I knew she would die unless
someone helped her. So I went back. Oh,
it was awful! I shut my eyes and tried
not to breathe, for the air seemed to be on
fire and burned my throat. I stepped over
a lot of people who were dead, I think. The
seats were on fire, and when I caught hold
to keep from falling I burned my hands,
In front of me everything seemed to be
blazing, and I was afraid it would get to
where we had been sitting before I could
get there. I wanted to turn baek and run
away from it, but I could see little Lester
lying under the seat and I could not leave
her there. I fell over something, I think
it was a woman. She did not move, and I
was scared. I could not breathe. I looked
around. All I could see were the backs
of the people fighting like mad at the
doors. The flames seemed to be every-
where, and when I saw where I was I got
sick, Then I reached Lester. I remem-
ber dragging her up the aisle.. Through
the smoke I saw a door where the crowd
was not very big. We got through be-
tween the seats. They were hot and burn-
ed us. I fell down when we got outside
and felt glad. Oh, how glad I was!’ This
brave boy was himself terribly burned.

Friday was to Chicago the saddest New
Year’s day in American history. Sorrow,
like a pall, rested over the city, A smile

“ was rarely seen upon the face of adult or

child. The anguish of those who had
lost loved ones and had recovered théir

" bodies, terrible as that anguish was, did



Jan. 22, 1904.

not equal the woe of those who had not
found the bodies of those they loved and
might never find them, for they were past
identification. Many of the victims were
buried on Friday. Whole families were
carried to the grave, not in one hearse, but
in two, three and four hearses, and in a
great many cases in the undertakers’ ‘black
waggon.” Saturday was a day of univer-
gal mourning, and Sunday was devoted to
the memory of the dead. In nearly every
church, Protestant, Roman Catholic and
Jewish was sung the well-known hymn,
‘Lead, Kindly Light.’ Terribly stricken
is the city of Chicago. The gloom which
now rests upon the city will pass away,
but the horror of this dreadful disaster

will haunt the hearts and homes of hun- -

dreds for a generation. Out of this cal-
amity it is hoped may come more respect-
ful obedience to the laws of God and man.
Every public building in which people as-
semble should be rendered not only fire-
proof, but sufficient and easy exits afford-
ed for the quick escape of all who may be
in them.

It will be a matter of deep regret to the
church that two ministers and some es-
teemed laymen were victims of the dread-
ful catastrophe. They were in the thea-
tre. We cannot judge their motives, but
we sincerely regret the fact. The church
\will be doubly grieved—grieved because of
the death of those it loved and grieved
because of the manner and place of their
death. The lessons of this sad calamity
are for the living, not the dead. ‘Let
your lights be burning. , . Be ye, there-
fore, ready also, for the son of man com-
eth at an hour when ye think not.’

WILLIE M’LAUGELIN—A HERO.

-Amdng those who displayed special hero-
ism in connection with the Iroquois thea-
tre fire was Willie McLaughlin, son of the
Rev. Dr. William P. McLaughlin, pastor
of the First Methodist Church, Buenos
Ayres, South America. Willie was a stu-
dent in the Ohio Wesleyan University. He
had come to Chicago to attend the wedding
of his cousin, the daughter of the Rev. Dr.
Frank W. Gunsaulus, pastor of the Cen-
tral Church, and president of the Armour
Institute, Willie had spent Tuesday night
with friends in Evanston. e returned to
_Chicago on Wednesday‘!norning, went to
the home of his aunt, Mrs. Gunsaulus, and
after attending to several errands for her,
said he would go down town for a while
and see the city. Willie happened to pass
the theatre, and recalling the fact that
this was the place in which his uncle was
‘l:o begin holding services the next Sun-
$ da.y and, out of curiosity, he entered. He
found standing—room in the extreme end
of one of the galleries, = When the fire
broke out he was near the entrance to the
rear fire-escape. The calciminer who threw
the ladder across the space between the
fire-escape and the Northwestern univer-

sity bunding states that young McLaugh-

lin could have been the first to escape, but
that he refused to go and assxsted in the
escape of sgventeen women and children.
The flames then came rushing through the
doorway; his clothes caught fire and he
was severely burned. He was taken into
Northwestern ‘University and laid in a
room: in which were a number of others
severely injured.  When the physicians
reached him’ they found his face scorched

“not arriving.

terribly, his hair burned entirely off, his
hands burned: almost to a crisp, his legs
and body scorched and he was injured in-
ternally. Suffering as he was, he begged
the doctors to attend first to the women
and children around him who were shriek-
ing in their agony. ~To a reporter who
reached him soon after he was rescued, he
told who he was and said feebly: ‘Tell Dr.
Gunsaulus where I am, please, as soon as
possible, and hurry up the ambulance, be-
cause I know that I am going to die. I
am nearly burned up, and somehow or
other I feel that my life is going out. I
want to go to the Presbyterian hospital’
There he died Friday night. He was a
noble, lovable boy. He was a hero as
truly as anyone whose name has ever
found a place in the pages of heroic his-
tory.

A HEROIC ELEVATOR BOY.

The elevator boy, Robert Smith, stuck to
his post, and by his coolness - saved many
lives. On his second trip up with the ele-
vator young Robert Smith ascended into
an atmosphere that was so thick with the
smoke that he could not see mor breathe.
He found Miss Reed on the sixth floor and
then took on another load of girls from
the fifth. By the time he had come down
with these, the flames and smoke were
threatening the men in the chain. Never-
theless they threw the girls out and wait-
ed for the third load. This load came near
The smoke was so thick
that Smith had to find the girls and drag
them into the elevator and by the time he
had done this he was almost overcome.
The elevator was burning at the place
where the controller was located, and
Smith had to place his left hand in the
flame to start the car. The hand was
badly burned, but the car was started and
came down in time for the girls to receive
assistance from the men who were wait-
ing. When the last girl was out the men
left the building. )

‘I 'stuck to the car until the ropes part-
ed,” said young Smith, ‘and then I began
to get faint. Someone reached in and
pulled me out just in time to save my life.
The larger part of the girls were in the
dressing-room when the fire broke out, and
they all tried to get out at once. A great
many tried to crowd into the elevator, and
it was hard work to keep it going. I made
as many trips as I could, I guess.’

The Need of The Hour.

In nearly all churches tnere are problems
of ekepticisms, weak faith, indiﬂe?pfnce
and inactivity in Christian service clam-

oring for solution. In most congregations

there are persons who dislike a positive
gospel. They do not quite believe in man’s
lost estate, in the necessity of forgiveness
through a crucified §aviom‘, or regenera-
tion through the agency of the Holy Spir-
it. With many the form of so-called sound
words has lost its effectiveness, The
chief need of to-day is that this condition
of things should be removed, for, while
certain changes in expression may be ne-
cessary, truth has not changed, Man is
still a sinner. He cannot gain eternal life
apart from the aid of the Holy Spirit. Ap-
prehensions of truth, and even of the na-
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ture of the work of the Saviour, may not
always remain the same, but Jesus Christ
himself is the same, yesterday, to-day and
forever. Believers to-day cught to be bet-
ter able to present him to their fellow-
men than those who lived in the sixteenth
or in the eightéenth century. Every year
brings new witnesses to his power and
grace. His promises to give the spirit to
those who ask for him are verified before
our eyes. We can no more deny this than
we can deny the ordinary experiences of
daily life. This gift of the Spirit can
bring new life to the churches, and it is
needed to-day as no other. Skepticism
cannot be met by argument or counter as-
sertion. Spiritual power alone can over-
throw it. It cannot survive in a spiritual
atmosphere. Neither can indifference, nor
so-called Christian inactivity.—‘Congrega-
tionalist.’

.

The Steward’s Reward.

Christian stewardship has its final issune
in the reckoning before him for whom men
have been stewards. The wage-earner and
the millionaire, the one who had the least
committed to him and the one who had the
most, each must stand before the judg-
ment seat of Christ and have their gettings
and their givings, their accumulations and
their expenditures, their motives and their
methods, brought under the searching
scrutiny of him whose eyes are as a flame
of fire. All wrong ways of getting mon-
ey, all fraud and dishonesty and oppres-
sion, together with all wrong ways of us-
ing and spending money will be laid bare
in that day. All withholding from God,
all selfishness and covetousness, all waste-
fulness and extravagance, all spending of
money to gratify pride or sensual derires,
will be seen in the light of the eternal
throne, and no cloak of respectability or
religiousness, no paltry excuse, such as is
so often made by those who do not give,
will be able to conceal or extenuate any
blemish or flaw in any man’s stewardship.
Every man will be rewarded according as
his works have been.

On the other hand, all diligence and fi-
delity in the service of God as his stew-
ards, all getting and giving for God’s
glory, all prayerfulness and consecration,
all unselfishness and liberality and self-
sacrifice, whether by those who have had
little, or by those who had much, will be
remembered by the Lord of those servants.

Blessed indeed shall those stewards be to
whom it shall be said when the King shall
come to reckon with them : ‘Well done,
good and faithful servant: thou wast faith-
ful over a little, I have set thee over much;
enter into the joy of thy Lord.’—The Rev.
C. A. Cook,

—_— ——
Postal Crusade.

We have to acknowledge with thanks
the sum of one dollar and forty-eight cents
from a friend to missions, payment for
two copies ‘Northern Messenger’ to Pas-
tor M. Cornelius, Agraharam, India.

Your Own Paper Free.

‘Northern Messenger’ subseribers -may
have their own. subscriptions extended one
year, free of charge, by remitting sixty
cents for two new subscri=tions
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Dorothy’s' Charge

(szme De Armond, in the ‘Presbyterian
2 Banner.”)

Up in the ‘sky parlor,’ as they always
call it, sat Dorothy Gray, painting pan-
sies upon dainty little cards.

The sun shone so brightly in the two
small windows that the canary woke from
his nap and sang as if he would pour out
his life in the joyous trills. The little
black kettle on the stove added its mite to
the chorus—louder and louder grew the
‘bubble, bubble,” until the brass lid hop-
ped up and down as if playing an accom-
paniment to the song.

Ah! the fall winds might blow lustily
without, but they could not drive away
the summer of contentment within. .

Grandma had been dozing in her chair,
but now she aroused from her dreams,
rocking to and fro she sang in her quaver-
ing voice, ‘A charge to keep I have.’ The
paint brush was laid aside, and Dorothy
knelt by the old lady, softly caressing her
wrinkled, toil-worn hands. :

‘Grannie, dear,’ she said, ‘what makes
you sing that hymn €o much? The words
keep ringing through my head all the
time, but I do not think the Lord ever in-
tended me to have a charge, I am so fool-
ish and make so many mistakes.’

‘Ah! girlie,’ replied the old lady, ‘I love
that blessed hymn, every word of it; our
Father gives each one of us a charge to
keep, but in our blindness and heedless-
* ness we too often fail to find it.’

‘That smoke again!’ cried Dorothy, with
a ring of impatience in her voice; ‘I think
those people across the hall must have a
daily bonfire; I’'m going over to investi-
gate.’

Rap, tap, tap, there was a scramble and
rustle, then a mufiled voice called, ‘Come
inP’ On the floor, with a big smudge of
soot on her face, sat a young girl vainly
trying to stuff yp the cracks in an old
stove, The smoke poured forth -in. vol-
umes, and Dorothy was obliged to rush to
the open window to ease her smarting
eyes.

As soon as she could regain her breath
she said, ‘We are neighbors anx really I
have been intending to visit you for a
long time, but I am so timid about meet-
“ing strangers.’

‘S0 am I, responded the girl on the
floor; ‘I’m Polly, Williams, at your service,
ma’am,’ dropping a quaint little curtesy
‘and if you could show me how to doctor
this unru]y ‘stove, you would receive the
blessing of the entire family.

¢Whenever the wind blows down. the

chimney, the smoke just pours. through
these cracks. Rather than bether with it

T’'d eat cold victuals all the time, but

mother comes home from the store.so

tired she must have something hot, and
then there’s poor Benny.’. :

¢Where is Bennie?’ queried Dorpthy. ’.E'ol-
ly pointed to the bed, where from a roll of
blankets peeped two bxg solemn looking
blue eyes and a thin white face.

. ¢Come out of your burrow, you queer lit-
tle dormouse!’ cried Dorothy, in coaxing

' tones, ‘Run across the hall to my warm

room; there’s a bright fire in the grate, a

lovely yellow canary. and the sweetest,

dearest srandma in the whole world.’

¥

‘Bennie has not walked for months,’ said
Polly, from the depths of the roller towel,
where she was drying her face and hands;
‘he fell down those crooked stairs and has
to be carried about like a baby.’

‘Oh, you darling! cooed Dorothy, giving
the child a loving little hug, then lifting
him very tenderly in her strong young
arms she bore him to her sunny room and
laid him on the wide soft lounge.

‘Grannie, dear,’ she cried, exultingly, ‘I
have found my charge, and it was all on
account of that smoky stove.’

Back to her neighbor went the girl, the
wind had changed and the troublesome
smoke was sailing up the chimney in true
orthodox fashion. After a careful inves-
tigation she remarked, in professional
tones, ‘Ashes and salt and flour, ma’am,
mixed into a stiff paste by the addition of
water, and temporary relief will be .b-
tained.’

The cracks were soon plastered up, then
Polly threw her arms around Dorothy and
smiling up-in her face, said: ‘You do not
know the good your visit has done us. I
have felt so friendless and discouraged for
the past few weeks, everything seemed to
go wrong, yet I am a King’s daughter and
ought to know better.’

‘How lovely,’ cried Dorothy, ‘I am one,
too, and we’ll work together if you are
willing?’; then they kissed each other and
had a confidential little chat about things
in general.

Suddenly Polly started up, ‘What will
your grandma think of me,’ she said, ‘for
leaving Bennie all this time! Mother will
be home in a few minutes, too.’

‘You must take tea with me to—mght,
replied Dorothy, ‘tell mother so and do
come early.’

S]ipping across the hall, she found
grandma telling Bennie a wonderful story
about the chickens and the ‘ducks in her
childhood’s home. He was snuggled up
close to her, while she smoothed his pret-
ty yellow curls, just as she had Dorothy’s
brown ones years and years ago.

. ¢Let me whisper in your ear, Grannie,
dear !’ said the girl, ‘I have found my
charge, and I want to celebrate the occa-
sion by a tea party with the neighborsi
across the way as our guests, . Can I?’

. ‘Scatter the sunbeams while,you mayy
girlie,’ replied grandma. ‘He that is of a
merry heart hath a continual feast.’

Hastily throwing on her warm wrap, the
young girl, basket in hand, hurried to the.
store. ‘I must be a little extravagant just
for this once,’ she told herself, ‘but T’l}
paint an extra lot of cards to make up for
& 4

} 0 cannot beg'in to tell you what a haven
of rest that bnght cozy, room seemed to
the neighbors across the hall. The ‘tea
kettle sang, and grandma’s warm welcome
put a httle song of gladness in everyone’s
heart.

Not only on this day, but on many nev-

er-to-be- forgotten days, was Bennie splnt—
ed away into Dorothy’s ‘sky parlor,” where
lying on the woolly rug by the fire he” drew
and painted impossible pictures, hummed
cheerﬁ? bits of  song Ho, himseld, and
dreamed. happy dreams that were never
realized, till he joined the white-robedr
throng of children ‘around the throne of'
God in heaven.’

Many, many charges did Dpi‘othy find
among the numerous neighbors who lived
in the big tenement house, and thoughi
her hands were busy earning her daily
bread, she always had time to share the
burdens of those who, perhaps, in the eyes
of- men were of emall account, but, oh, sO
dear to the heart of the loving Father.‘

Broader and deeper grew Dorothy’s life
as she stooped to serve, until it was a per-
petual song, brave, tender, cheery and true
and the burden of it was,‘A charge to keep
I have, a God to glorify.’

Tested

(Charles H. Dorris, in ‘Michigan Advo-
cate.”)

‘Here is a letter, father,’ and sixteen-

year-old John stood by the invalid’s chair

while the father read:

‘Dear Nephew John:—There is an open-
ing in my store for a lad of about your
gize, and I would be very glad for you to
fill it. Of course it’s down at the bottom
at first, but if you prove true to the Smal-
ley blood 1n your veins you will not stay
there long I should like to have you
write me that you can report for duty on
the morning of the 15th. Give my love to
father and mother, and tell them that I am
coming out to see them some time during
the summer. Trusting to receive a favor-
able answer from you, I remain, your lov=
ing uncle, Samuel Smalley.’

For a moment the two looked into each
other’s eyes, and then the father said:

‘It’s very good of brother Samuel to give
you this chance, and. I shall be glad for
you to accept it, although we shall mise
you at home. Here, mether, here is a let-
ter to our boy from brother Samuel.’

The mother read, and looked troubled.
‘But how can we let him gof So young,
too, and not used to city life, where there
is so much to pull a fellow down. I/ be-
lieve you had better write that we do not
think it best yet for John to leave home.
Don’t you, father?’

The father thought for a moment, and
then replied:

‘No, I do not think that way. The lad
has gone as high as the schools here can
take him, and we_cannot send him away
to college, and here is an opening such as
may never come to him again. I think he
would better accept it.” ‘

‘But think how young our boy is, and
the many temptations of the city,’ said
the mother.

The father looked thoughtfully at the
eager, pleading face of the boy, and then
amswered: ‘Mother, we can trust our boy.’

And so the lad went, and on the after-
noon of the 14th the uncle met him at the
station. i

‘John,’ said Mr. Smalley, after the ﬁrst
greetings were over, ‘I want you to begin
at the bottom in more ways than one. I'm
not going to take you at first to my own
home to board, but to a cheap, yet respect-
able boarding house, so that. you may
know how, in a measure, the,'thousands of
city lads have to rough it.. Now. report
for duty by seven o’clock in the moruning,
and Sunday we shall expect you to take
breakfast with us and stay all day.  Fred
is almost wild to see you.’

Three months later John was tasting all
the bitterness of a lonely. lougsome home-

s
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sick boy’s life. Since the first Sunday the
uncle had barely recognized him. His
work in the store was basement work,
musty and dispiriting. His lodging house
was not inspiriting, and was in the dis-
trict where ‘Rooms to Rent,” ‘Meals at 15
Cents,’” and ‘Boarding by the Day or Week’
was much in evidence. One evening a fel-
low lodger asked him to go down to the
‘Hespatia.’

‘It’s a fine place, good music, and such
cosy corners where we can sit and have our
light refreshments. Come on, John, and
I’ll stand the treat. It’s perfectly proper.
The Euclid avenue fellows all go there.’

John went, and at the first sight was en-
tranced. The ‘Hespatia’ was like a palace
in its appointments, a place of enchant-
ment to a boy just out from a cheap sev-
en-by-nine boarding room. They took a
table in an out of the way place where they
could see and hear, but not be very much
noticed. Then John looked around, and
his face clouded. He saw wine, and he
had been taught: ‘Look not upon the wine
when it is red.’ He then heard the intro-

duction to a song by a brilliant player on.

a grand concert piano. And then he heard
the song. The soloist was a fine tenor,
and mnever before had John heard such
masterful singing. But oh, the words !
For the world he would not have his mo-
ther hear them. And then came the con-
flict. ‘Would such a place hurt him? It
was a place of beauty. Ah, but beauty
sometimes leads down to death,” he then
thought, ‘and this is no place for me.’

‘Frank,” said he to his companion, ¢I
must go away from here, This is no place
for me.’

‘And why?’ asked Frank.

. ‘Becaunse father said to mother before I
came away from home that “he could trust
his boy.” And this, Frank, is no place in
which to be trusted.’

That’s so,” replied Frank, after a mo-
ment’s thought, and then his face flush-
ed. ‘I’ve got a mother and father, too,
back in the hills, and it would almost kill
them if they knew the way I am going.
T’ll get out of here with you, and then go
the other way after this.’

When outside, Frank suddenly stopped.”
‘I say, John,” he said, ‘when we started..

I was the one to stand treat, but, instead,
you are doing it; and a far better treat
than the one I planned. I tell, you, John,
yow’ll get a nice letter from my father and
mother one of these days for the stand you
took, for I am going to write them all
about it.’ 5
~The next morning the fellow who had
been shadowing John for the past two
months made his report to Mr. Smalley.
‘If you could have seen and heard what
I did last night,’ he said. ‘When a lad
in the ‘Hespatia’ says to his friend that
‘“his father is trusting his boy;”’ and that
‘“this is no place for me,” and then the
friend begins to talk about his own father
- and mother, and then the two lads leave
the place saying to each other that “after
this they will live a better life,” then I
say that you can trust them.” - - -
~‘And that is just what I say,”. replied
Mr. Smalley. ‘Your report gives me more
joy than you may think for. And now if
you will go and send the two lads here, for
I have got places higher up for them.’
A few days later John received a happy,
tear-stained letter from his own fa-

ther, and also one from the father and mo-
ther of his friend. What tender, joyful,
loving letters they were. And John to
himself said over and over again after
reading them, ‘It pays to do right.’

A lj;lvui ue Food.

A new kind of food is being served on
the tables of the palatial hotels in South-
ern California—to wit, the egg of the gi-
gantic ostrich. Ostrich egg omelet is not
a very common dish, at this writing, on
these tables or elsewhere in America, but
every now and then an egg is sent from
the Pasadena ostrich farm, to vary the
sumptuous menu that invariably appears
for the delectation of the luxurious guest.
While a great novelty in California, still
the eating of ostrich eggs is a practice as
old as the hills in Africa. Many a weary
Arab, wandering over the barren, sun-
scorched desert, has been solaced by the
discovery of un ostrich nes® containing,
among a number of eggs, one or two that
were fresh.’

An ostrich egg weighs three and a half
pounds, and is somewhat larger than a
cocoanut. It contains thirty ounces of al-
bumen, and is equal to ahout thirty eggs
of the ordinary hen.
would be sufficient for a breakfast dish at
a large and fashionable boarding-house.
If a boiled egg be desired, half an hour
must be allowed to hoil it. The common
method of cooking the ostrich egg in Cali-
fornia is as an omelet. Thus prepared, it
tastes like an omelet made of hens’ eggs,
and nobody would know, unless so inform-
ed, that it was aught else.

Ostrich eggs in California and Arizona
are worth seventy-two dollars a dozen.

There are not many telephone orders from '

the hotels to the farms for fresh eggs, at
the market price. Indeed, such as are
used are generally forwarded by the cour-
tesy of the manager of some ostrich farm,
the proprietor of which wishes to adver-
tise the existence of his curious institu.
tion to the throngs of tourists who fre-
quent the magnificent hotels of Southern
California. The shells even of the ostrich
eggs are worth twelve dollars a dozen, and
are sold to travellers as mementoes of their
visit to the Golden State. Sometimes they
are Qecomteq by pyramids, ' palm “trees,
and ostriches painted upon them, and are
sold for a much higher price. Even frag-
ments of ostrich shells are beautified in
this manner, and are sold at a trifling cost
to visitors. Perhaps no egg or shell in
the world brings so much money to the
producer as that of the domestic ostrich.
In Africa the shells are made into lamps,
to light up in the same old-fashioned way
as the lamps of the Romans, or the reli-
gious edifices of the Arabians.—E. H. Ry-
dall. e
* ; U

' A Bagster Bible Free.

Send four new subscriptions to the
‘Northern Messenger’ at thirty cents each
for one year, and receive a nice Bagster
Bible, bound in black pebbled cloth with
red edges, suitable for Sabbath or Day
School.  Postage extra for Montreal and
suburbs or foreign countries, except
United States and its dependencies ; also
Great Britain and Ireland, Transvaal, Ber-
muda, Barbadoes, British Honduras, Cey-
lon, Gambia, Sarawak, Bahama Islands
and Zanzibar. No extra charge for post-
age in the countries named.

One ostrich egg
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What Peggy Lent.

Peggy watched Mrs. Toomey go away
with a look of relief on her tired face.

‘Oh, mamma,” Peggy said, ‘I wish I could
lend something to somebody, too!’

‘Well, why not?” mamma said, cheerily.

‘Truly?’

Peggy hurried to the door, but Mrs.
Toomey’s calico dress was just a little blur
of dingy red in the distance. It was too
late to call her back.

‘And there isn’t anybody else with seven
little mites o’ children and a landlord,
Peggy said, coming back into the kitchen
slowly.

‘Besides,” she added, as a sudden after-
thought, ‘I spent my ten cents—I forgot.’

Mamma smiled. She had just taken out
a pan of sugar cookies and she selected two
of the golden-brownest ones and tucked
them, all warm and spicy, into Peggy’s
hands. %

‘Never mind, dear heart,’ she said; ‘there
are other people to lend to besides Mrs.
Toomey and plenty of other things to lend
besides money. Now run out on the piazza
steps and eat your cookies.’

It was cool and shady out on the front
piazza, but just outside the reach of the
great leafy ranches of the linden tree how
sunny and hot! Peggy munched her cook-
ies and pitied the people going up and
down the street. She made believe the av-
enue was the desert of Sahara, and it real-
ly did make a good one. There was such
a wide stretch of glaring white dust to
cross from curb to curb. Only, of course—
Peggy laughed at the idea—of course, there
wasn’t a steady procession of camels going
up and down the Desert of Sahara! On the
avenue the cam—I mean the horses and the
cars went back and forth always.

‘There goes that blind music-teacher—
he’s going to cross the Desert o’ Sa’rah,’
mused Peggy, lazily. ‘He always stops
the longest time and listens, first. x
shouldn’t like to cross the Desert o’ Sa’rah
in the pitch dark, either—my, nol

Out on the curbstone the blind man wait-
ed and listened. His face was turned to-
wards Peggy, sidewise, and it looked anx-
ious and uncertain. There were so many
wheels rumbling by! The hot sun shone
down on his head pitilessly.

‘He’s going to give Tilly Simmons a mu-
sic les—’

But Peggy never finiched that word. A
sudden wave of pity swept over her. The
next moment the blind man on the corner
felt a little cool hand slip into his and a
shy voice was saying something in his ear.

‘It’s me—I’'m Peggy,” it said. ‘I’ll lead
you ’cross the Desert o’ Sa’rah, just as soon
as that ’lectric car goes by—there, now!’

Together they crossed the wide, hot av-
enue in a whirl of dust. Peggy’s bare yel-
low head caught the sunlight like a nug-
get of gold. Her earnest, care-stricken
face was red and moist. On the further
curbing she slipped away and ran across
again, back to the rest of her céoky on the
piazza steps. By and by she remembered
the return trip the blind man must take.

‘I’'m going back there and wait for him,
s0’s not to miss him,” she decided, prompt-
ly, and away she flew,

But it was hot—my!—on the other side
of the avenue! There was no linden tree

‘over there and Peggy thought it wouldn’t

be polite to sit on other péople’s doorsteps.
‘Tillie Simmons takes pretty long music

/
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Jessons,” she thought, with definite sym-
pathy for Tillie and a general compassion
for everybody else who had to wait around
on sunny avenues without a hat on.

- The return trip across the Desert of Sa-
hara was made safely and the blind man

plodded his careful way home with a hap-

Py spot in his heart. And Peggy—Feggy
went home with a glad spot, too. She had
never thought to be glad for her eyes be-
fore.

Mamma opened the window and beckon-
ed to Peggy.
thought, dear?’ she said, smilingly.

‘WhatP—was what as nice, mamma?’
asked puzzled Peggy.

‘Lending things to people.

‘Why—why, I haven’t lended a single
thing to anybody, mammal’

‘No, not a single thing—two things, my
dear. I think you must have enjoyed it
very amuch.’

Peggy looked decidedly astonished. What
in the world had she lent to anybody? Two

. things, mamma said—mamma said such
funny things.

‘Oh! cried Peggy, suddenly, laughing
up at mamma. Then her face sobered and
grew gentle.

‘Yes—oh, yes, I liked it, mamma,’ she
said.—Annie Hamilton Donnell, in ‘Pitts-
burg Christian Advocate.’

Robert’s Mistake

“Ting, ting, ting!’

The little bell sounded, giving notice of
the closing of the reading room for the
afternoon. Twilight was settling down,
and already the little stir of preparation
for departure had begun.

Robert Vance gave a little grunt of dis-
satisfaction, making no move to close the
book in which he had been absorbed.

“What’s the trouble?’ c.sked the boy next
him,

‘I want just half an hour longer to get.

these notes.’

‘Can’t you come to-night?’

‘No; I’'m going away for the week’s va-
cation, and I have something else to do.’

“Then you will have to wait for it.

‘When I am so anxious to get these facts
for my next essay. It will be too late when
I come back. I could do it in half an
hour. But I can’t come away down here
again for it.’

The reading room, belonging to the Lin-
coln School, was well furnished with all
books, maps, and works of reference. It
was bright and cheery, in every way fit-
ted to attract young readers and students.
It was conducted on a liberal plan, which
placed its privileges at the dispesal of any
responsible person 'desirous of seeking
them. Even the small tots were not over-
looked, a selection of bound juveniles be-

ing always ready for their delighted exam-.

ination. }

In the little confusion attendant upon
the dismissal, a new thought came to
,Robert. i

‘I don’t see why I might not just take
this book home with me on the sly,’ he
said to himself. “Then I can slip in in the
morning before I go and get it into its
place before anybody knows, I don’t see
what harm it would be.?

That he was conscious of some harm at-
tending his action was shown by the care
with which he guarded against even c¢ne

‘Well, was it as nice as you

of his boy friends secing what he was
about as he buttoned the book, a number
of an encyclopedia bound in small sized
volumes for the greater convenience, in-
side the breast of his overcoat.

Thehalf hour with the book in the even-
ing finished his use of it, and he laid it
carefully in a drawer in his room until the
time came for returning it in the morn-
ing.

But, as many of us have experienced,
the morning of a journgy suway'from home
leaves little opportunity for small errands.
Every hour, every moment, was more than

filled, and it was not until the last fifteen

minutes that Robert rushed to his room
for final preparation.

‘There’s that book! It stared him in
the face, checking for a moment his hur-
ried movements. ‘Well, I simply can’t re-
turn it. It is just as safe here as it would
be on the shelf. It must lie here until I
ccme ‘back.’

But the remembrance of the hidden book,
the consciousness of broken rules, of bene-
fits abused, cast a slight shadow over all
the pleasures of his visit.

Arriving home, he soon made ready 1o
return the book. Of course, no one had
disturbed it. No; as he opened the draw-
er its respectable leathern back appeared
exactly where he had left it. He hastily
took it out. 5

‘Oh, my!

He stood aghast at the sight of the front
edges of the book, then jerked out the
drawer.

Yes, there it was—the cause of the mis-
chief—mischief too dire for any help or
repair.

Not long before, coming home from some
boy’s frolic, he had emptied into the draw-
er the contents of his pockets, consisting
of bits of candy and peanuts. Mice had
been attracted by them, and the small des-
troyers had not remained content with the
goodies, but had feasted on the marbled
edges of the book, end had also pulled out
whole pages. Robert gazed at it in despair.

It is ruined, completely ruined!

How his heart sank as he again closed
the drawer on the ruin.

‘0f course I shall tell of it,” he commun-
ed with himself, as he walked to school,
‘and, of course, I must pay for it. But
there’s mo great hurry about xt There are
plenty of such things in the library.’

‘Any time is no time,” goes the proverb.
Robert’s time for telling of the mischief
for which he was responsible was further
and further posfponed. As time went on,
he became more ashamed of his aetion,
more reluctant to own it. Tricky, sly, un-
derhand—there were a number of bad-

gsounding names which might be applied,

and justly, he confessed to himself, to his
action,

‘What’s become of Jimmy McCoy?’ Rob-
ert asked one of his schoolmates some few
weeks later. ‘I thought he liked so much
to come here?’

“So ke did; but I’ve heard there’s been

a great rumpus about Jimmy. You know

- he works for Reed Brothers, and one of’

them became responsible for him, so he
could come to the reading room nights.
There’s a book gone and the librarian said
Jimmy had one of the set one evening, and
she thinks it was that one.
to pay for it, and like as not Jim’s lost his
situation though I don’t know.’

Mz, Reed ’had_
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Robert stood still as the other turned
away, feeling as if he had received a very,
heavy blow. ‘No harm’—only a little
thing dome on the sly, but it was working
disaster to an innocent boy, to whom life
had shown its hard side.

‘There’s only one thing to be done now.
If I’ve been a sneak—that’s an ugly word,
but it’s one that fits me—before, I'll do
things like a man now. But how much
worse it is than if I had owned it at
once.’ ’

Setting things right involved the going
to the librdarian with his pitiful story, to
be referred to the trustees. Then the in-
terview with Mr. Reed, when he was glad
to find that Jimmy, cleared of the accu-
sation against him, would be reinstated in
his place and his library privileges.

But here poor Robert received another
blow, coming within the discussion of the
book for which Mr. Reed had paid.

‘It was for the set, you know. You can’t
get such a book singly. It was thirty-
five dollars.’

“You will—please give me a little tinte
on it?’ asked Robert, in as steady a tome
as he could command.

‘Certainly, all you want,’ was the res
ponse—a great relief to the boy, who
dreaded the thought of burdening his fa-
ther. ‘And them, you know, you will have
the broken set for yourself.

‘I don’t know that I should ever be able
to bear the sight of it

‘I wouldn’t feel that way about it, my
boy,” said the other kindly. ‘It will be &
useful thing to have. And if the sight of

it should he a continual reminder that any
shading off of 'a high tone of honor is an

unsafe thing for a boy or man, it will
have an added value to you,’—‘Sabbath-
School Visitor.’

Dolly Upham’s Dinner

(Margaret E. Sangster, in ‘The Christian
Intelligencer.’)

‘Mother!

“Well, Dolly?’

‘If you don’t mind, I’d like to mv1te the
Redfields to dinner.’

“To dinner, Dolly? Wouldn’t you better
ask them to tea? Father and Joe cannot
stop their work at this season to dress up
for dinner in the middle of the day. We
can have a nice tea without much trouble
—cold tongue, hot biscuits, two kinds of
cake and sliced peaches with cream.’.

“Oh, mother, that’s so countnﬁed And -
the Redfields are city people. I don’t want
them t6 think we don’t know how to do
things properly. Why can’t we have a re-
gular dinner? she went onm, talking very
fast as she discerned a protest in her mo-
ther’s face, at seven o’clock, with soup,
and roast, and salad and dessert. That’s
very simple, mother,’ Dolly fixed plead-
ing eyes on Mrs. Upham, who paused and
hung her dish-towel on the rack. The one
rough-handed maid of all work was scour=
ing the pantry floor.  With accustomed
freedom she put in her word at this junc-
ture.. ;

‘You haven’t got dishes enough, Miss
Dolly, and I couldn’t manage to cook and
wait on such a dinner at seven o’clock at
night! Bed-time!” She laughed scorn-
fully and proceeded with her scrubbing.
A smell of soft soap pervaded the air. Dol-
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ly did not answer her, but, still address-
ing her mother, said:

“We could engage Susy Peace for half a
day and she could wait on the table.’

I doubt its being a success, Dolly,” said
Mrs. Upham. ‘We are a plain family,
used to plain ways, and the Redfields are
quite aware that in this village it is not
customary for any one to dine laterjthan
one o’clock. Even Judge Holcomb’s folks
invite friends to tea. But you may try it.
And I’ll help you all I can.’

‘Dolly sat down and wrote a little note
asking Mr. and Mrs. Redfield, Amy Red-
field, and Jessie Connor, the young lady
who was staying with the Redfields, to
dine with them at Roseholme Cottage at
seven o’clock on Thursday. This was
Tuesday.

‘Roseholme Cottage! How drolll said
Mrs. Redfield, when she read the invita-
tion. ‘Sally Upham used to be a sensible
woman! What has come over her?’

‘A daughter who has been away at school
so long that she has forgotten common
sense has come over her, I fancy,’ said
Mr. Redfield. ‘It’s queer their having
dinner so late. I can’t imagine Deacon
Upham eating dinner any time except in
the middle of the day.’

‘That’s Dolly, too, no doubt. Amy, write
a note, accepting the invitation, and send
it right over.’

Thursday arrived. Mr. Upham and Joe,
after the usual good-humored manner of
American men, had grumbled a little at
what they called foolish airs, but had con-
sented to please Dolly, and at quarter to
seven, after a hard day’s work out of
doors, they were shaved and dressed in
their Sunday best, awaiting their dinner
and their dinner guests. Mrs. Upham had
on her best black silk waist and a long-
treasured grenadine shirt, and Dolly was
in a white frock, as befitted her years. A
girl in her twenties always looks well in
white muslin, The table was set in the
best room. Ordinarily the Uphams used

one side of their great old-fashioned kitch~*

en for meals, a screen hiding the range
and dividing one part off into a pleasant
dining-room, Dolly had coaxed a good
while before her mother was persuaded to
let her friends actually eat in the parlor.

“Where are they to sit till dinner is all
ready?’ she asked.

‘In the library, of course.’

The library, as Dolly had christened a
little snuggery where her father kept a
desk and a book case, was a somewhat
narrow apartment for so maxiy persons,
but it managed to hold them till dinner
was announced, as Joe Upham thoughtful-
ly asked the girls out into the garden to
see the hollyhocks, and Mr. Upham escort-
ed Mr. Redfield to the new barnswhmh was
the pride of his heart.

When dinner was announced and all
were seated, the long table adorned with
Mrs. Upham’s precious blue china and
shining silver was very attractive. Susy
Peace had been drilled carefully in the
passing of the soup, yet she made two or
three blunders, which Dolly saw with a

qulng fear lest they were pmphetic of

more. They were. Whenthusoupwu
removed, Susy Peace charged upon the ta-
ble as if she had been the leader of a for-
lorn hope. She fairly snatched away the
plates. She piled one upon another. She
seized the little bread and butter plates
that were meant to remain and bore them

clattering to the kitchen, whence came
sounds of voluble contention as Norah in-
formed her that they must at once go
back.

All through dinner the mistakes and er-
rors were repeated, but this would have
mattered very little, had the fashion of
the service only been quiet. It was not.
The dinner was something like a field of
battle, and the only redeeming feature it
had was the absolutely placid demeanor
of Mrs. Upham who did not fuss or fret or
fume, but sat at the head of her table with
benignant composure. Mrs. Redfield, ob-
served her unruffled countenance, inward-
ly admired her old friend’s poise and self-
control. Not even when there came from
the neighboring kitchen an ominous crash
of breaking glass did Mrs. Upham so much
as move a muscle.

The food was good, but it was quite evi-
dent that the plates were being washed
between the courses. When the broiled
chicken was removed, Susy Peace trium-
phantly marched in and deposited finger-
bowls at every place, and while Dolly’s
cheeks crimsoned like peonies,Joe used his,
and his father and Mr. Redfield followed
his example. Finger-bowls were an in-
novation in the household, and Joseph
honestly supposed that they were a con-
venience necessary after broiled chicken.

Susy Peace was a slow-witted and stub-
born girl, who did as she chose, and Dol-
ly’s looks and winks and murmured di-
rections passed her idly by. When the
dinner was over, and the guests had gone
home, Dolly came to her mother with quiv-
ering lips and wet eyes.

‘Mother, it was a series of catastrophes
from beginning to end.’

‘Oh, no. I am sure our fnends enjoyed
themselves, daughter.’

‘But how humiliating it was. So much
noise and clatter, and bread passed and
pressed on guests, and things managed all
awry. I never saw such confusion. It
was horrid. I don’t want to look at Amy
Redfield for six months.’

‘Dolly,” said Joe, solemnly, by way of
comfort, ‘why disturb yourself? In the
light of eternity what difference will this
make?’

‘Oh, Joe, go along to bed. Do. We are
living in the light of time, and I’ve been
a silly girl, wiser than my mother, and
now I’m paid.’

‘Dear,’” said the mother, ‘think no more
about it. I knew you would see after a
while that for simple people simple ways
are best, and that the whole art of entere
taining is wrapped up in doing whatever

we can for our friends, in the most unos- _

tentatious way possible.’

Dolly Upham never forgot this fact. The
lessons one learns in the school of experi-
ence sink déep into the memory.

In order to present the best appearance
when guests are in one’s house, one really
should not try experiments. Better a din-
ner of herbs with the service one is used
to, than a dinner of courses, with an ‘un-
trained Susy Peace to cavort through it at
her will. ' .

————————e
Sample Copies.
Any subscriber who would like to have

- specimen copies of the ‘Northern Messen-

v’ sent to friends can send #he names
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supply them. free of cost.
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Saved in a Basket, or Daph
and Her Charge.
CHAPTER V.—Continued.

Daph’s next stop was at a tin-man’s,
Two wash-basins, such as she had seen on
board ship, three shining tin cups, three
pewter plates and spoons, one strong knife,
and a capacious saucepan, completed the
purchases which she promptly made.
Drawing a gold piece from the captain’s
purse, she laid it calmly down on the coun-

ter; then gathered up the various articles
selected. The tinker eyed her a little sus-

piciously, but there was no look of shame
or guilt in her frank, honest face. He
concluded she was a servant who was pur-
chasing articles for a friend who was go-
ing on a sea-voyage, so he did the articles
up for her, and she went on her way. She
next went to an ironmonger’s, where she
bought a small stove, with kettles, pots,
and pans to match. She paid for them.
She did not know the name or number of
the red house with the blue shutters, but
had the articles packed up and got on the
express waggon, and had a ride on the
way back, and a most welconie one it was,
too. When she came to the cabinet-mak-
er’s shop, she found everything ready for
her. He had got ready, not only the beds,
but had furnished them with nice mat-
tresses, sheets, coverlets, and everything
to make the children comfortuble all the
year through in that place. All these
things she had put into the waggon, and
drove home as happy as an eastern queen.

Then came the work of putting up the
furniture, in which she was assisted by
the express-man and little girl who had
first met her at the door. It was wonder-
ful to see the facility with which Daph
would carry her loads, with all the ease of
a giant. But the work progressed rapid-
1y, the children gazing at everything with
wide-open mouths and eyes, and soon the
room was furnished to Daph’s complete
satisfaction. She arranged and re-ar-
ranged the furniture over and over again.
First, put the bed in one corner, then in
another. The chairs she would have toge-
ther and then separate, while she mever
could be satisfied about the table. She at
last was satisfied and stopped her labors.

‘Daph know de great Lord would take
care of *us!” she murmured, as she looked
round on the room that seemed to her so
‘comfortable; and true, fervent gratitude,
undisturbed by one fear for the future, fill-
ed the heart of the faithful negress.

CHAPTER VI,
CLOUDS.

Alas for Daph! She was soon to find
life was not all sunshine in her northern
home. é[‘he lovely May weather, which
had been like a pleasant welcome to the
strangers, suddenly vanished, and was
succeeded by dark clouds, pouring rain;
and keen easterly winds. Daph was glad
to keep the children wrapped in the bed+
clothes, while she racked her ingenuity to
find means of amusing them. Charlie
took a wash-basin for a drum, and ths
pewter spoon with which he beat it was a
constant and patient sufferer. Louise was
not so easily pleased; she began to miss
her mother sorely, and tried poor Daph,
by pleading piteously to see her ‘own dear
mamma.’

Daph had tried to banish from her mind
all thoughts of her master and mistress,
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for the hare imagination of what they
might have suffered made her wild with
distress. She said to herself, ‘What for
Daph go to tink about tings, jus’ as like-
ly nebber was at all! Daph makes out de
great Lord couldn’t save massa and Miss
Elize all hisself, widout Daph to help him!
Foolish darkey! She better cheer up, and
take care ob de children, ’stead o’ just
whimper, whimper, like a sick monkey.’

Daph had to go through a course of con-
solation, gimilar to the above, very fre-
quently, to enable her to maintain her
cheerfulness; but the piteous questions of
the little Touise well-nigh overcame all
the poor negress’s philosophy.

‘I’se tell you what it is, Miss Lou,’ poor
Daph said, desperately, at last, ‘I’se jus’
tell you what it is; de great Lord is a-tak-
en care ob your mamma, and if you’s a
good girl, you’ll jus’ see her some day, and

attacks it was far more difficult to meet.

The little woman whose angry voice had
attracted Daph’s attention at first, kept
her humble lodger familiar with its harsh
tones. Daph’s appearance was the signal
for a volley of complaints, as to the noise
made by the children, the marks left on
the floor by Daph’s feet, as she returned
from the well, the unpleasantness of ‘see-
ing other folks, so much at home in one’s
own house,” &c., &c.

Daph never had a chance to get any far-
ther than, ‘’Deed Mis’ Ray! in her at-
tempts at self-justification, for the open-b
ing of her mouth was sure to produce an-
other tirade on the ‘impudence of certain
people that nobody knew anything about.’

The demure-looking little girl was gen-~
erally a silent spectator of these attacks;
but now and then she was forced to ery
out, ‘Oh, mother! don’t!’ which protest

OH, MOTHER, DON'T!
was generally met by a sharp box of the

ear, and a, ‘Take that, Mary, and learn to
be quiet.’ If Mary Ray had learned any

if you is mot, de great Lord will nebber
Bring you together.’ : ;

Daph’s manner, as well as her words,
had some effect upon Louise, and she tried
to content herself with watching the rain
sfreamixig down the window-pares; and
was soon in a sufficiently cheerful moqd
to march up and down the room to the
sound of Charlie’s music, greatly to his
satisfaction. e

The dreary weather without was not all
Daph had to contend with; she found she
had an enemy within the house, whose

lesson, it certainly was to be quiet. She
rarely spoke, and her footsteps were al-
most as noiseless as the fall of the win-
ter snow. - .
~ Daph soon found out that Mrs. Ray con-
sidered Mary especially guilty, in having
presumed to live, when her brother, a fine
healthy boy, had been snatched away hy
sudden disease. ik
Tre loss of her husband, and ‘consze-

~down her cheeks. =

DD ]
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quent poverty, had somewhat soured Mrs.
Ray’s temper; but her last bereavement
seemed to have made her all acidity. She
constantly reproached Mary for being a
useless girl, always in her mothei’s sight,
when the dear boy, on whom she had hop-
ed to lean, had been taken from her.

Daph’s keen sympathies were soon
warmly enlisted for little Mary, who had
really begun to believe she was quite in
fault for confinuing to cumber the earth,
when nobody wanted her here. :

Daph mever passed Mary without a
cheerful word, and she contrived to show
the child many trifling acts of kindness;
which went directly to her heart.

At one time, Daph, with her strong arm,
lifted Mary’s heavy pail of water; at an-
other she took her pitcher to the milkman
in a pouring rain: and one day, when she
could think of no other way of showing
her interest, she secretly bestowed on the

_little girl one of the few ‘oranges which

still remained of
the ship. :

Mary’s sorrowful face, Mrs. Ray’s harsh
voice, the penetrating chill in the air, and
the monotonous life she led in the single
room, made it hard for Daph to bear up
cheerfully; and, but for the children, she
would have withdrawn to a corner and
moped all the time. She managed to keep
up.her spirits during ‘the day; but when
the little ones were asleep, she had her
own sad wakeful hours. More than a
week had passed in this dreary way. Daph
'saw her treasured store of money fasf;

the store brought from

- diminishing, under the necessary expen-

diture to supply the simple wants of the

little establishment; and she already saw,

too plainly, that the whole party must
soon have a new outfit of clothing, or they
would be disgraced by their rags and un-
cleanliness, : ' :
. The children were quietly slumbering
near her; she had extinguished her can-

~dle, that it might not waste its feeble

light, and, with her head on her hand,
she began to consider serioué}y the situa-
tion in which, she found herself. The pre-
sent was dark enough, but what was she"
to think of the gloomy future. i

‘Where should she look for the work she
would so willingly do? -~ How could she
leave her little charge, even if that work
were found. e o

A sénsé of utter helplessness came Qve}f
the poor negress, and hot teéars poured

. A sudden thought struck her: there was
one all-powerful, and to him she would
'g'q. She fell on her knees, and uttered:
her first simple prayer: ‘Will de great -
Lord gib poor Daph something fo doP?

(To be eonﬁnn"eg')( i
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Edwin Landseer, The Boy
Artist
(‘ The Child’s Companion’).

The designer of the noble lions
which guard the Nelson monument
in Trafalgar Square, London, was
the youngest son of John Landseer,
a well-known engraver,

When five years of age Le drew
animals correctly and powerfully.

The wise father encouraged his

little son’s attempts, and frequent-
ly took him to Hampstead Heath
to make studies of donkeys, sheep
and goats. :

Some of his early sketches and
drawings, now in the South Ken-
sington Museum, made when he
was a child of eight, show how
faithfully he reproduced nature.
At the age of thirteen he exhibited
two paintings at the Academy. At
this time he was placed under the
famous painter Haydon, and, by his
advice, made a study of the Elgin
marbles, then placed in Burlington

House, but now in the British
Museumn.
Young Landseer was admitted

as a student to the Royal Academy

:: 1 :

SIR EDWIN LANDSEER DRAWING THE OLD EION AT THE ZQO.

Hls dfeep, sympathy with animal

life was no doubt born with him.
When exght years af age. “his
sketches of animals attracted the
notlce and commendation of many
eminent men of the day, amongst
others that of Fuseli, the keeper of

the Rﬂyal Academy, who familiarly

called him * his little dog boy.”

when fourteen years of age, and
this proved a great incentive to the
industriotis lad, and his progress
became more rapid. - His pictures
were bought by many noblemen,
The Queen and Prince Albert Were
amongst the warmest admirers of
his charming - pamtmgs, and pur-

‘chased many of them.

the table.
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In 1826 Landseer first visited the
Highlands of Scotland, and from
that time the subjects of his paint-
ings were mainly chosen from the
men, animals, and landscapes of
that part of the country. '

But dogs were always his favor-
ite studies. It used to be the com-
mon practice to submit young dogs
to the painful operation of cropp-
ing and cutting their ears ¢ to make
them look sharp.’ Sir Edwin set
himself to stop that barbarous
practice, by refusing to act as um-
pire at dog shows where cropped
dogs Were exhibited; and mainly
owing to his writings the public
mind became convinced of its
cruelty. :

Once during a prosecution at a
London police-court, Sir Edwin en-
tered the court and took a seat at
He listened earnestly
and patiently until the defending
solicitor stated that ¢ the Queen’s
dogs had been cropped,’ when he
arose and indignantly denied the
libel, and said, ¢ Her Majesty pro-
tests against cropping, and never
had a dog’s ears cropped in her life,

He gave good evidence against
the offence, and had the pleasure

of hearing the magistrate condemn

the practice as “a barbarous relic
of a barbarous age,’ ‘and of seemo
the offender convicted.

~In later life, at a meeting of the
Society for the Prevention of
Cruelty to Animals, he said:i—

‘ One of the proudest moments of
my life was when I was once riding
down Regent Street. There was
a man with two little puppies, one
under each arm.  He looked at me
and winked, and said, “Here’s some
nice dogs.” I said, “Yes, they are
not bad-looking ' animals.”  He
said, “I tell you what it is—you
can’t match them.” I said, “I see
they are not cropped.” He replied,
“Oh, Landseer says they ought not
to be cropped.” I do not know

-how it was, but I was exceedingly

flattered by this, and felt that I
had done something for the cause.

In 1850 Landseer received the
honor of kn'ighth’ood" from Her
Majesty,

He died on the 1st of Oetober,
1873, and was buried in the crypt
of St. Paul’s Cathedral.
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Topsy’s Babies.

(Jane L. Hoxie, in ‘ Kindergarten
: Review.’)

‘1 must teach the Kkittens some
tricks,” said Alice, one day. ‘They
are getting so big and plump !
Don’t you think they are old
enough to learn to do things, mam-
ma ?’

‘¢ Well, little daughter, suppose
you try teaching them,’ said mam-
ma.

So Alice went to the door and
called : ¢ Kittens, kittens, kittens !
Come, Tip! Come, Trot! Come,
kittens !’ Now, their real names
were Tipkins and Trotkins; but
‘Alice always called them Tip and
Trot for short. :

When the kittens heard their lit-
tle mistress call, they came run-
ning as fast as their fat little
bodies and short little legs would
let them come ; for ‘kittens, Kit-
tens, kittens !’ almost always
meant, ‘ Here is some nice warm
milk to drink’

Alice gathered the funny little
things up in her arms. They look-
ed just exactly alike, for Tipkins
had a black spot on the end of his
tail, and Trotkins had a black spot
on the end of his tail, too. Tipkins’
eyes were blue, 80 were Trotkins’.
Tipking’ nose was black and Trot-
king’ nose was black, too. Alice
often wondered how their mother,
Topsy, ever told them apart.

‘Now, said the little girl, ‘you
have grown to be such big pussies
that it is time you learned to work.
You must earn yout dinner.
What do you say to that ;

¢Meow, meow !’
¢Meow, meow !’ said Trotkins.
¢ Meow, meow, meow !’ said Tip-
king and Trotkins together. Which
seemed to mean, ¢ That we will, lit-
tle mistress ; only show us how.

Alice took a tiny bit of meat in
her fimgers, and let one of the Kkit-
tens smell of it ; then she said very

slowly, ¢ Now, pussy, roll over.” The

kitten liked the smell of the meat
very much, so he said, ‘¢ Meow,
" meow !’ but he did not know in the
least what ¢roll over’ meant, so he
did nothing. ‘Roll over, kitty,’
said his little mistress again, but
he only said, ‘Meow, meow, meow?!
once more, Then Alice made pussy
lie down and she gently rolled him
over with her hand, saying very
slowly as she did so, ‘Roll over.’
After this she gave him a bit of
meat. ' : ;

said Tipkins.
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Then it was the other kitten’s
turn. He had no more idea than
his brother what ‘roll over’ meant;

- but, Alice had said the words two

or three times, she gently rolled his
plump little body over, too, and
then gave him the nice bit of meat
also. Then she set a big saucer of
milk down in front of her pets, and
so ended the first lesson of Tipkins
and Trotkins,

This was only the first of many
lessons, however. Alice worked
very patiently with the Kittens
every day for a whole month ; and
at the end of that time, both Tip-
king and Trotkins knew just what
she meant and would roll over
every time she told them to, even
though they got not a scrap of any-
thing good to eat in return.

Tipkins seemed to think it was
great fun and would sometimes
roll over and over five or six times
without stopping, just as Alice her-
self often rolled on the grass when
at play. But Trotkins never seem-
ed to like doing it and would turn
round and round until he was fair-
ly dizzy before finally lying down.
Then, as he rolled over, he would
give a funny meow, as much as to
say, ‘I don’t like to ; but, if I must,
I will. EENTR S

Tipkins learned to ring a small
call bell by striking it with one of
his front paws. Trotkins could
never be coaxed to touch this bell ;
but he would sit by when his broth-
er rang it and cry, ‘ Meow, meow,
meow !  Alice thought this was
very funny and she said that Trot
sang while Tip did the playing.
 Both kittens learned to jump
over a stick when their mistress

held one out in her hand, about a
foot from the floor; and Alice

- taught Tipkins to jump through a

small wooden hoop, but she never
could persuade Trotkins to even
once try to jump through the hoop.

As Tipkins and Trotkins grew
older, their mother, Topsy, taught
them to hunt for mice in the big
dark barn and to cafch moles and
grasshoppers in the field. They

“had less and less time, as the days -
went by, to play with their little

mistress ; and Alice found them so
sleepy, when they did have time,
that at last she gave up trying to
teach them any new antics.

As the months passed by they
grew sleek and fat. They were
kittens no longer, but had grown
as large and could hunt as well as
Mother Topsy ; and, although they
learned no new tricks now, the old
ones taught them by their little
mistress were never forgotten by
Tipkins and Trotkins,
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One of God’s Little Heroes.

(A True Incident.)

The patter of feet was on the stair,

As the editor turned in his sanc-
tum chair,

And said, for weary the day had
been,

¢ Don’t let another intruder in.’

~ But scarce had he uttered the

words before

A face peered in at the half-closed
door,

‘And a child sobbed out, ¢ Sir, moth-
er said

I should come and tell you, that
Dan is dead.

‘¢ And, pray, who is “Dan?” ?’—the
streaming eyes

Looked questioning up,
strange surprise ;

¢ Not know him ? Why, sir, all day
he sold :

The papers you print, through wet
and cold. :

with ai

‘The newsboys say that they could

not tell -
The reason his stock went off so
well. ;
I knew ! With his voice 80 sweet
and low, : ;
Could anyone bear to say him
‘No’? : 5

¢ And the money he made, what-
ever it be,

He carried straight home to moth-
er and me. :

No matter about his rags, he said,

If only he kept us clothed and fed.:

‘And he did it, sir, trudging
* _through rain and cold ;

Nor stopped till the last of his
sheets was sold’; e

But he’s dead ! he’s dead ! and we
miss him so !

And mother — she thought you
might like to know. :

I

In the paper, next morning, as
‘leader,” ran

A paragraph thus : ‘The newsboy
Dan, '

One of God’s little heroes, who

Did nobly the duty he had to do—

Tor mother and sister earning
bread, ' :

By patient endurance and toil—is

dead.’

- —Margaret J. Preston, in ¢ Waif’

Special Clubbing Offer.

“World Wide’ and ‘Northern Messenger,’
one year each, only $1.00 for both. Post-
age extra for Montreal and suburbs or for-
eign countries excepting United States and
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Ireland, Transvaal, Bermuda, Barbadoes,
British Honduras, Ceylon, Gambia, Sara-
wak, Bahama Islands, Zanzibar. No ex-
tra charge for postage in the countries
named.
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LESSON V.—JAN. 31.

Jesus Calls Four Disciples
Luke v., 1-11.

Golden Text.

If ye continue in my word,"then are ye
my disciples indeed. John viii, 31.

Home Readings.

Monday, Jan. 25.—Luke V., 1-11.
Tuesday, Jan. 26.—John i, 3:5-42.
Wednesday, Jan. 27.—John.ii, 1-12.
Thursday, Jan. 28 —Luke v, 27-35.
Friday, Jan. 29.—Matt. x., 1-15.
Saturday, Jan. 30.—John xxi., 1-14.
Sunday, Jan. 31.—John xxi, 15-25.

1. And it came to pass, that, as the peo-
ple pressed upon him to hear the word of
God, he stood by the lake of Gennesaret,

2. And saw two ships standing by the
lake: but the fishermen were gone out of
them, and were washing their nets.

3. And he entered into one of the ships,
which was Simon’s, and prayed him that
he would thrust out a little from the land.
And he sat down, and taught the people
out of the ship. :

4. Now when he had left speaking, he
said unto Simon, Launch out into the deep,
and let down your nets for a draught. -

5. And Simon answering said l.mto him,
Master, we have toiléd all the night, and
have taken nothing: mevertheless at thy
word I will let down the net.

8. And when they had this done, they
inclosed a great multitude of fishes; and
their net brake.

7. And they beckoned unto their part-
ners, which were in the other ship, that
they should come and help them. And
they came, and filled both the ships, so
that they began to sink.

8. When Simon Peter saw it, he fell
down at Jesus’ knees, saying, Depart from
me; for I am a sinful man, O Lord.

9. For he was astonished, and all that
were with him, at the draught of the fishes
which they had taken.

10+ And so was also James, and John,
the sons of Zebedee, which were partners
with Simon. And Jesus said unto Simon,
Fear not; from henceforth thou shalt catch
men. ;

11. And when they had brought their
ships to land, they forsook all, and follow-
ed him.
(By BR. M. Kurtz.)
INTRODUCTION.

After his rejection at Nazareth Jesus
went to Capernaum, a city on the Sea of
Galilee, and there ‘taught them on the Sab-
bath days.’ After teaching and working
miracles for a time he left and went into
other parts of Galilee. In this lesson we
find Christ again upon the shores of the
TLake of Gennesaret, that is, the Sea of
Galilee.  This body of fresh water, s0
closely associated with the life of Christ,
was in the time of our lesson, a noted sum-
mer resort, and a centre of active life.

It was, then, a favorable region in which
to preach the Gospel, not only because of
the population it contained, but because a
place of this character would mnaturally
have many who were constantly coming
and going, so that the reports of Christ’s
work and ministry would be rapidly
spread. T g
" Christ had now been engaged in his pub=
lic ministry over a year, and we find him
beginning to call his disciples that they
might be trained to carry on his work, In

this lesson we have the account of the call-"

ing of four of them. In order to include

the four disciples whom Christ called at.

this time, the parallel passages, Matthew
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iv., 18-22, and Mark i., 16-20, must be
read. Whose name does Luke omit?

THE LESSON STUDY.

Verse 1. ‘As the people pressed upon him
to hear the word of God,” etc. Notice that
the purpose was to hear the Word. There
may be an impression in some minds that
people thronged about Christ solely to be
helped and entertained by his miracles,
but it must be remembered that the con-
ditions of those times were such that they
had a great hunger after the truth, and
here was One who could reveal it to them.

Miracles do not have such a prominent
place in the times of Christ and his apos-
tles, ‘as we might suppose at first sight.
Their main purpose was to witness to his
identity as the Son of God, the hoped for
Redesmer. In the labors of the apostolic
church they had a subordinate place. See
I. Corinthians xii., 28.

2, 3. ‘And he entered into one of the
ships, which was Simeon’s,’ etc. Christ
does not demand of us great outward and
material preparation for service. He uses
the means we have, if we are willing. He
found Simon’s boat lying idle for the time,
as the fishermen were through with it for
a few hours at any rate. His object was
to get a little way from the shore, so that
he might be free from the thronging of
the crowd, and so could address them more
at ease, and perhaps be better heard.
Christ, the Lord from Heaven, turns a
common fishing boat into a pulpit, from
which to speak to men. We refuse him
better means than that every day, yet what
would we have thought had Peter refused
this service?

4-7. ‘Launch out into the deep,’ etc. The
words to the crowd upon shore being over,
Christ now turns to the everyday work of
these humble men whose boat he had been
using, and commands them to go“out into
deep water, where fish were to be had, and
let down their nets. Simon Peter answer-
ed—it was like Peter to have some answer
ready—‘Master we have toiled all the
night, and have taken nothing: neverthe-
less at thy word I will let down the net.’

The night, apparently, was the approved
time for fishing, yet Christ calls upon
them to try it now, in the day time, after
a night of failure. Peter’s answer seefus
to be an answer of faith. He shows how
fruitless has been their work of the night
before, but he knows it is no common man
giving uncertain advice. Possibly he re-
members the time the wine failed at Cana,
and what then occurred. See John ii., 1-
11. /

A great draft of fishes, so many as to
threaten both net and boats, followed their
obedience. James and John, the partners
of Peter and his companions, were hastily
summoned with their other boat, and so
all were together when Jesus further ad-
dressed them,

8-10. ‘When Simon Peter saw it,’ etc.
Peter may have been an impulsive, rash
man, but he was honest and humble as
well. He realizes very keenly his un-

worthiness now that he perceives that he™

is in the divine presence. Farrar says
concerning Peter’s words, ‘It was the cry
of self-loathing which had already realiz-
ed something nobler. It was the first im-
pulse of fear and amazement, before they
had time to grow into adoration and love.
St. Peter did not mean the ¢ depart from
me,” he only meant—and this was known
to the Searcher of hearts—¢I am utterly
unworthy to be nesr thee, yet let me
stay.”’’

Great was the amazement of Peter and
his companions over the draught of fishes,
though Peter alone uttered his thoughts.
James and John, partners of his in their
trade of fishing, were among the little
company that was to furnish a third part
of the apostles. = v i

Jesus said to Peter, ¢ Fear not, from
henceforth thou shalt catch men.’
word to catch in #he original means to
take alive, as prisonérs who were not to be
put to death. Peter was now to become
one who would win men to Christ that
they might be saved through him. - .

11. When the fishing party reached the
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land, ‘they forsook all, and followed him.’
Their means of livelihood, their boats and
nets, were forgotten in the presence of
Christ and under his attractive power.
There was faith shown in this act as well
as love and devotion to the Master. They
took it for granted that he who could pro-
vide a marvellous catch of fish would not
forget the wants of his followers. Is there
any passage which you can recall which
bears out this idea?

Next week the lesson is ‘A Sabbath at
Capernauym,” Mark i., 21-34. Read also
Matthew viii,, 14-17, and Luke iv., 31-41.

C. E. Topic
Sunday, Jan. 31.—Topic—Every Chris-

tian called to be a missionary. ILuke xxiv.
44-49.

Junior C, E. Topic.
THE FIRST BROTHERS.

Monday, Jan. 25.—God’s word about
brothers. Zech. vii., 9.

Tuesday, Jan. 26.—The brothers’ offer-
ings. Gen. iv., 1-4.,

Wednesday, Jan. R27.—The angry bro-
ther. Gen. iv., 5-7.

Thursday, Jan. 28.-~The wicked brother.
Gen, iv., 8.

Friday, Jan. 29.—The punishment. Gen,
iv., 9-16.

Saturday, Jan. 30.—Another
Gen. iv., 25, 26.

Sunday, Jan. 31.—Topic—The first bro-
thers and what they teach us. Gen. iv.,
8-10; Heb. xi., 4; I. John iii., 12.

————— P ——— ——

Opportunity aad Responsibil-
ity. -~

What an opportunity that is which faces
every teacher. For a half hotr he may
speak the things that he has on his heart.
If he is ever moved to inspiration this is
his time. Every lesson has in it great
responsibilities. Tne wise teacher will
search for hints and helps. He will find
them too in unexpected places. The study
of the Word will help him, He will get a
thought at the prayer meeting. The pas-
tor will unconsciously drop a word in the
course of the sermon that will prove fruit-
ful. His associafion with men will bear
its part. A chance hint here and one
there will serve to make the whole more
effective. The avenues that open to the
wide awake teacher are without number.

Then there is the formal preparation.
If the pastor is under obligation to study
his sermons, the obligation of the teacher
is even more insistent. For the preacher
has two opportunities to his one. He
should teach as though every lesson were
his last, for was there ever a more impor-
tant half-hour? In it he must make the
meaning of the lesson clear. He must pre-
sent it so that it will stimulate thought
and inspire action. He must control those
thirty minutes so as to produce the effect
for which the lesson was designed. It takes
love and grace and pains and patience to
get out the best. But where the task is
rightly appreciated and the privilege of
it fairly estimated what an opportunity
to do a great thing in a great way!—‘Liv-
ing Epistle.’ .
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NORTHERN MESSENGER FREMIUMS

brother.

A reliable and handsome Fountain Pen, usually
soid at $2.00, manufactured by Sandford & Ben-
nett, New York, given to ‘Messenger’ subscrib-
ers for a list of six new subscriptions to the -
‘Northern Messenger’ at 80 cents each.

The People’s Horse, Cattle, Sheep and Swine
Doctor. This book gives a description of the
diseases 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 five new subscriptions to the ‘Nor-
*hern Messenger’ at 30 cents each. 78

BAGSTER’S MINION BIBLE,suitable for Church,
Sabbath School or Day School. Each boy and
girl reader of fhe ‘Messenger’ should possess
'one. Given for four new subscriptions to the
Northern Messenger’ at 20 cents each.

BAGSTER’S LONG PRIMER BIBLE — A hand-
some Bible&fﬂt edges, with the addition of 807
pages, containing the following Valuable Bible

elps, Concordance, Alphabetical Index, Maps,
and Illustrations, with other aids to Bible
study. Given to ‘Messenger’ subscribers for
thirteen new subscriptions to the ‘Northern
Messenger® at 30 cents each,



A Temperance Song.
Eliza Cook, Litterateur.

Born, 1818. Died, 1889.
L

WMiss Bliza Cook was the daughter of a
respectable London tradesman, and a de-
servedly distinguished poetess and 1i€er-
ary writer. She was the composer of a
number of excellent poems and songs, some
of them bearing on the domestic affections
and temperance. Her heart-stirring song,
‘The Old Arm Chair,” has long been a
special favorite in all parts of the world.

About the year 1836 her poetry began
to appear in some of the London periodi-
cals, and in 1849 she assumed the editor-
ship of a new literary publication, which

she issued weekly under the title of ‘Eliza .

Cook’s Journal.’ Her introductory preface
contained an interesting account of some
of her own literary experiences, and in re-
ferring to her poetical pieces she thus
writes:—‘The first active breath of nature
that swept over my heart-strings awoke
wild but earnest melodies, which I dotted
down in simple notes; and when I found
that others thought the tune worth learn-
ing—when I heard my strains hummed
about the sacred altars of domestic fire-
sides, and saw old men, bright women,
and young children scanning my ballad
strains, then was I made to think that my
burning desire to pour out my soul’s meas-
ure 6f music was given for a purpose. My
young bosom throbbed with rapture, for
my feelings had met with -~ responsive
echoes from honest and genuine human-
ity, and the glory of heaven seemed par-
tially revealed, when I discovered that I
held power over the affections of earth.”

On account of failing health, Miss Cook
discontinued the issue of her journal in
the year 1854, to the great regret of its
readers. The following excellent song, ‘Be
Ye Sober,’ is a valuable contribution to the
cause of temperance by its gifted anthor-
ess, and it ought to be widely known and
made use of for the promotion of our en-
terprise.
good done by the singing of a temperance
song on behalf of temperance teaching, as
by the delivery of an address or the preach-
ing of a sermon.

‘Be Ye Sober.

Air—First part only of ‘Tell me. Mary,
How to Woo Thee.

‘Be ye sober! if ye covet
Healthy days and peaceful nights,
Strong drifk warpeth those who love it
Into sad and fearful sights.

‘Be ye sober!” cheeks grow haggard,
Eyes turn dim, and pulse-tide blood
. Runs too fast, or crumbleth laggard,
When there’s poison in the flood.

Shun the ‘dram’ that can but darken,
When its vapor gleam has fled,

Reason says, and ye must harken,
‘Lessened drink brings double bread.’

Though your rulers may neglect ye,
‘Be ye sober!’ in your strength!
And they must, and shall respect ye, -
And the light shall dawn at length.

But let none cry out for freedom,
With a loud and feverish breath;
While they let a foul cup lead, them
To the slavery of death..
~—Teague Journal’

There may often be as much .

THE MESSENGER.

Beer Drinkers Most Dangers=
ous Surgical Subjects

-

(‘New Voice.”)

Dr. S. S. Thorn, a physician of an ex-
perience embracing a period of service in
the army, as well as some twenty years’
practice in Toledo, said:

‘Adulterants are not the important thing
in my estimation; it is the beer itself. It
stupefies and retards his intellection, be-
cause it is a marcotic, and cumulative in
its effects. Every man who drinks beer
in any quantity soon begins to load him-
self with soft, unhealthy fat. This is bad,
because it is the result of interference
with the natural elimination of deleteri-
ous substances. No man, no matter what
his constitution, can go on long with his
system full of the morbid and dead mat-
ter which the kidneys and liver are in-
tended to work off. If you could drop into
a little circle of doctors, when they are
having a quiet, professional chat over mat-
ters and people in the range of their ex-
perience, you would hear enough in a few
minutes to terrify you as to the work of
beer. 2

‘One will say, “What’s become of So=
and-So? Haven’t seen him around late-
ly.” “Oh, he’s dead.”” “Dead! What was
the matter?” ‘Beer,” Another will say,
“I've just come from Blank’s. I’m afraid
it’s about my last call on him, poor fel-
low.” “What's the trouble?” ¢Oh, he’s
been a regular beer drinker for years.” A
third will remark how —— has just gone
out like a candle in a draft of wind.
“Beer” is the reason given. And so on,
until the half dozen physicians have men-
tioned perhaps fifty recent cases where
apparentlﬁv strong, hearty men, at a time
of life wien they should be in their prime,
have suddenly dropped into the grave.

‘To say they are habitual beer drinkers
is a sufficient explanation to any physi-
cian, : . o

The life-insurance companies make a
business of estimating men’s lives; and
can only make money by making ‘correct
estimates of whatever influences life.

‘Here is the table that they use in cal-
culating how long a normal, healthy man
will probably live after a given age:

Age Expectation.
20 years .. «. e v se ve 41.5 years
80 JEATS v oo oo wo s .. 34.4 years
40 years .. se s se oo .. 28.3 years
5O years .. oo oo ve oo oo 20.2 years
B0 Jears .. oo so oe oo oo 13.8 years
B5 Years .. so se s se v 11 years

‘Now, they expect that a man otherwise
healthy, who is addicted to beer drink-
ing, will have his life shortened from 40
to 60 percent. ' For instance, if he is 20
years old and does not drink beer he may
reasonably expect to reach the age of 61.
If he is a beer drinker, he will probably
not live to be over 35, and so on. If heis,
30 years old when he begins to drink beer,
he will probably drop off somewhere be-
tween 40 and 45, instead of living to 64,
as he should. There is no sentiment, pre-
judice, or assertion about these figures.
They are simply " cold-blooded business:
facts, derived from experience, and ithe
companies invest their money upon them
just the same as a man pays so many dol-
lars for so many feet of ground or bushels .
of wheat. : G 3

¢ «“Beer drinkers are absolutely the most
dangerous class of subjects that a surgeon
can operate upon.” Every surgeon dreads
to have anything to do with them. They
do mnot recover from the simplest hurts
without a. great:-deal of trouble and dan-
‘Insignificant scratches and cuts are li-
able to develop a long train of dangerous
troubles. The choking up of the sewers
and absorbents of the body brings about
blood poisoning and malignant running
sores, and sometimes delirium tremens re-
sults from a small hurt.” It is very dan-
gerous for a beer drinker to even cut his
finger. No wound ever heals by ‘first in-
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tention”, as it does upon a healthy man,
but takes a long course of suppuration,
sometimes with very offensive discharges,
and all sorts of complications are liable.
All surgeons hesitate to perform opera-
tions on a beer drinker that they would]
undertaké with the greatest confidence on
anyone else. I have told you the frozen
truth—cold, calm, scientific facts, such as
the profession everywhere recognizes as
absolute truths. I do not regard beer
drinking as safe for anyone. It is a dan-
gerous, aggressive evil that no one can
tamper with with any safety to himself.
There is only one safe course, and that is
to let it alone entirely.’

= e ot et

Any one of the many articles in ‘World
Wide’ will give three cents’ worth cf plea-
sur~. 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
ccats.,

‘World Wide.

A .Weekly reprint of articles from lead-
ing journals and reviews reflecting the
current thought of bdth hemispheres.

So many men, S0 many minds,

3 ; Every
man in his own way.—Terence, .

The following are the contents of the issue
of Jan. 9. of ‘World Wide':

ALL T L5 WORLD OVEQ.

‘Onr Brror, Sir'—* Punch,’ London,
Canada's Missing Province—The ‘ 8Sun,” New York,
Is Hudson Bay a Clozed Bea ~#Fhe New York ‘Times,”
T}F Chicago Horror—A Preventable Disaster —~American
apers. =
Time for American Industry to Take ice— %
w"“t‘-l;ch};“m';i{“’rfoNe" -t ake Notice—The *Com
Bston urchill's Criticism of (] i ission —
! Tll])af' m‘!‘}ﬂld-' ‘London. of the Tariff Commission
In Defence of the Tarif Commission -The ‘ Times,” Lond:
- vy % Lodfo:
Ck%sf;rNc{: Y(“}:I:'mherlmul Commission—The ‘Evening
amberlain’s Pregs Si i ' Srei
Tt,iser.’ Now Yorkfs Suppori—The ‘Commercial Adver-
IthfOELtit;l::.s of Commerce—J, B,, in the ‘Christian World*
van Pzonteheff, the Macedoni i i
Inx‘l:r‘v"s' in m’:l' ﬁuily News,c' I,n:&?)z b i o GT
Lerview w & ' -
5 ‘Guardgm.l' v (,nenart;l Tzontcheft - The
Japan and Russia —~The ¢ Nation,” New York.
g‘:ﬁ% %‘f‘x'mi;’t‘tho ‘I‘Ol‘ld ~The' ' Tril:me?' Now York. >
per —Kror i hy
M T s Ev‘ening fg;snt.“rhase Behind the Scenes-The

SOMETHING ABOUT THE ARTS.
When & Monument is Not a Monument— The ‘Pail Mall

_ Gazette,’ London,
A Droll Account of

Manches.er

Jimmy'—~The ‘Illustrated London

ows.
Art in Furnishing—Color in Decoration—B X
Tweedie, in the * Onlooker,’ Londonf s ’Mrs. Géb‘g.

CONCERNING THINGS LITERARY.

The Long Night—Poem, by Katharine Alison Brock, in the
‘Sunday Magazine.'
“gh‘ﬁ 1 Do Thoit Knowest Not Now'—Poem, by Caristian
urke.
The Milton M8~ Exactly what the Much Advertised Treas
sure is—Cond :nsed from the *Times,’ London.
What,ds Child Wants—By H. Belloc, in the ‘Bpeaker,’

TLondon.
Teddy - By F. €., in the * Westminster Budget.'
How Browning 'Wl;?te a Poem:’l‘he 1&'3\50 York ‘Times
’.!‘};s: %‘il":.%fn B(}:l‘:(:’s:tbne By Canon i
Lo L e n)t anon H. 8. Holland, in the
HINTS OF THE PROGRRESIS OF KNOWLEDGH.

Education and Religion—By Arthur T. bl i)
President of Yale University, in ﬁh: 'llindgsgxie e’ncl.%e;

York.
Photophone Telography—The ‘Sun,’ New Y
Water in » Natural Bowl—The Minn ”;:l;:qr}f)llrnal.’
A é&o:\xmen&al Stracture—The * Befentific American,' New
ork. ' :
A Sail ‘Shaped like an Umbrella—* Popular Mechanics,'

Chitago.
Libraries to be Closed—The ‘ Westminster Gazette,'

CUY OUT THIS COUPON.

‘World Wide’

Will be sent to any

to the ‘Mes- address for twelve
may , e
%lvdoc. ;tw&-m months for
# (.}
 clally foduced rate of

75 Cents,

by sending this coupon, or :
eanhave the ‘Messenger’ and tp\fﬂ:ﬂd
3 months on trial, the two

r-ﬁon for a dotlar bi .
JOHN DOUGALL & SON, Publishers, Mon!

$1.00. |

¥



Jan. 22, 1904,

Correspondence

Letter Writers.

‘We are pleased to receive letters from
Dollie McC., Willie A., Winnifred¢ M. C.,
Mildred Wright, J. M. McL., D. M. C,; D.
L. McE., Marguerite Hunt, N. Thompson,
Jessie L. Stewart, C.- E. M., C. W.B., Irene
Witthun, Willard C. Horton, Percy Bray-
man, Beatrice Thistlethwaite, 8. May
Wood, Nellie Cook, M. L. A., Victoria May
Ching, Evelyn Ross, Jennie R., Ethel L.
H., Bessie McPherson, Ausbert Ketch_eson,
Millie W. C., Mary Chappell, Annie L
Gordon, Abbie A. M., Emily N. H,, ]}"dwm
C. Kirby, Stella M. B., Myra A. Robinson,
Kenneth MeD., Minnie C. S.

Freeman P.O., Ont.
Dear Editor,—We can see Lake Ontario
from our house, and the bay on the other
side of the beach. We can also see the
swinging bridge from our house, and we
can see the trains plainly enough to c‘ount
the cars. We can also see Hamilton .and
Grimsby from our house. I am eight
years old. We have had a snowstprm to-

day. ELLA T.

St. Williams, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I received the Bagster Bi-
ble to-day that you sent me for the sub-
scribers for the ‘Northern Messenger,’ and
I thank you very much for it. It is a love*
1y premium for so little work. I think
that the ‘Messenger’ is the best little pa-
per printed both for old as well as young-
The Bible is a lovely one, the type is very
plain, and also the maps are fine. I will
send you a few more subscribers after the
Christmas holidays. Wishing all success

‘Messenger,’
to the l?lle ger, ‘BERTHA S.

. Cambridge, NB
Pear Editor,—I am a little girl eight
years old, my birthday being on May 13
I take the ‘Northern Messenger,’ and like
it very much. My Sunday-school teach-
er’s name is Miss G. R., and she is a love-
1y teacher. Omn Christmas Eve we had a
Christmas tree and concert for the Sun-
day-school, only children under thirteen
years of age taking part in t'he concert.
My teacher trained us in smgn.xg, recitq-
tions and exercises, and also in march=
ing. It was a great success. Sh’e ave
each of her little girls a lovely card.'T ere
are over a dozen of us now, amd in the
summer almost as many more. I got a
lot of Christmas presents.
T liked best were a Bible and a doll, but I
liked my Bible the very best. I have no
.sister, but I have two brothers, Leroy and
Garnet, living, and one little baby bro-
ther in heaven. ILeroy goes to school:
with me. Wishing you all a Happy New
Year, HAZEL ESSIE G.
* Colebrook, Ont.. =
Dear Editor,—As I have read some nice
letters, I thought I would like to write one
myself. My address used to be Oconto,
but I moved last spring. We have taken
the ‘Messenger’ for a number of years,
and like it very much. I have read a
number of the Pansy books, and a num-
ber of Elsie books, Bessie books and ‘Ro-
mance of Modern Missions,” ‘Benjamin
Franklin,’ ‘Bright -Stars,’ -‘Eric’s -Good
News,” and ‘Little Meg’s Children.” Before
I moved I had a little friend named Bea-
trice B., Sharbot Lake, Ont. I wish she
would write to the ‘Messenger.” Wishing
the ‘Messenger’ every success, i,
: “. ISABEL C: (aged 10). |

; skt Y Queen’s’ Co.

" Dear Editor,—This is my first letter to
the ‘Messenger.’ My brother takes it, and
we think we could not do without it. He'
got two new subscribers for 1904. We:
enjoyed the story, ‘A Fight Against Odds’
s0 much; but as the paper containing the
}ilﬁat chapter never came, we often won-
lered what becamnie of Claude.  Would any
of .the readers kindly write and-let-us

)
l

The ones that-
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know? I received two nice Christmas pre-
sents, a Bible and Book of Praise combin-
ed, and a pair of skates. I think P.’s
three names that were given her, instead
of ‘Olga,’ are Lois, Hannah, Victoria. I
would like her to write and tell me if T am
vight. MURIEL (age 10).

Winnipeg, Man.
Dear Editor,—I am a little girl of eight
years of age:. I live in Winnivpeg. My
birthday is on February 8. I have one
sister and three brothers. I like the ‘Mes-
senger’ very much, and the little letters.
Winnipeg is a nice place. At Christmas
time I had lots of presents from mother,
and sister and different friends. I have
been to Sunday-school to-day, and had &
beautiful Christmas lesson given by our
dear Superintengent. Wishing you all a

Happy New Year, ETHEL A.

Port Morien, C.B.

Dear Editor,—My birthday is on Janu-
ary 20, and I will be twelve years old.
We subscribed for the ‘Messenger’ this
year for the first time, and we like it very
much. My sister wrote to the ‘Messenger’
a short time ago, and was very glad to see
her letter in print. We had a Christmas
closing in our school on the last day, and
also a Christmas tree. We had two enter-
tainments in our school this year, one for
our church and the other for the school.
On one we made twenty dollars, and on
the other fifty. We belong to the Presby-
terian Church. We live in a farming place
a mile out of a village. We have lately
formed a reading club in this place. I
have three brothers and four sisters. We
have two cows and a calf.

LAUCHLIN F. K. MACL.

Black Cape, Que.
Dear BEditor,—I am nine years old. My
birthday is April 22. I have six bro-
thers and seven sisters, and one little sis-
ter 'in heaven. My oldest brother is in
Montreal, and my two eldest sisters are in
Vermont. My father is the Superinten-
dent of the Sunday-school. My teacher’s
name is Miss C. I like her very much.
This is ‘a lovely place in summer, but it
is very cold in winter. I have one grand-
mother living. Our Mission Band had a
picnic last summer. I got two dolls at
Christmas. I would like to correspond
with Margaret 8. McC., 8t. Mary’s, Ont.,
if she would write, or any girl of my own
age. Wishing you all a Happy New Year,

: IDA E. C.

Hartford, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I have no mother to help
me write, so I will write myself. My
birthday is on Nov. 6. I am eight years
old, and I just came home on Sunday. We
have our Christmas dinner every year at
home or at my uncle’s. It was at my un-
cle’s this year. Four have died out of our

Christmas number,—there were fourteen

altogether, "BERNARD C. -

) : : : Pugwash.‘
Dear Editor,—Pugwash is quite a large
place, and has many houses, shops, etc.

My sister Annie has taken the ‘Messen--

ger’ for two years, and we all like it very
much: I have seven sisters and two bro-

thers. The oldest one is nineteen, and: the.

oungest one is twe years old. We have

* new schoolhouse,' and there are four’
My teacher’s name is Miss R.,-

rooms in it.
and we all like her very much. I have a

quarter of a-mile to go to school; and the.
~We:

roads are very bad in-the winter.
had two weeks of Christmas holidays. We

had a reception in our schoolroom the last

day, and all our parents went. We had

a Christmas tree, singing, a doll drill, a
Queen and Fairy drill, and one for -the

boys called the Snow Brigade. We gave
the teacher some lovely presents, and we
had a good time.
: MAGGIE F.

L oot Back ‘Bay, SN B

Dear Editor,—In-the
18, there was a letter from a girl eight
years old, who lived in Erle, Que., and had

three names. She wanted to know how-

I am thirteen years oldi .
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many could find out what they were. The
first was the name of the grandmother of
a young man of the New Testament who
knew the Scriptures from a child,  He was
Timothy, and his grandmother’s name was
Lois; ‘second, was the name of the mother
of a prophet and also a judge in Israel.
Samuel was a prophet and ‘judge, so ¥
think it must be his mother, whose nama
was Hannah; third, name of the greatest
English Queen. The greatest Queen was
Victoria. These names put together are
Lois, Hannah, Victoria. If these are right
I wish she would please write through the
‘Messenger’ as soon as possible so as to let
us know. I have taken the ‘Messenger’ for
nearly a year, and am going to take it fos
another year. I think it is a lovely pa-
per. Mamma used to take it when she
was a little girl, and says she remembers
reading a story in it that is in it now, viz.,
‘Daph and Her Charges.’ She thinks that
Daph is lovely. She was so kind to those
dear babes. Wishing the ‘Messenger’ and
all readers a Happy New Year,
BESSIE B, Mc.

Back Bay, N.B.
Dear Editor,—I am ten years old, and
am in the third book. I wunder if there
is any little girl has a birthday on the
same day as mine, July 22?7 I have a
doll, and she has yellow curly hair. Our
teacher’s name is Mr. R., and we all like
him very much. I saw Santa Claus on
Christmas day, and he brought me a work
box. ELVA E. C.
Oxbow, Assa.
Dear Editor,—As I have never scen any
boys’ or girls’ letters from Oxbow, I just
thought I would-try and be the first one.
I enjoy reading the boys’ and girls’ let-
ters in the ‘Messenger.’ My father is a
farmer, and has farmed for a long time.
We live in the valley of the Souris Rivey,
and are protected in the winter by the high
banks, and in the summer it is very nice
in the bluffs on our farm, where the peo-
ple of Oxbow and vicinity hold picnics.
We have horses, cattle, pigs, and fowl,
which should be on evéry farm, I think.
I go to school with my sister and brother.
I have five sisters and three brothers, and
three of my sisters are away. One is
now in Medicine Hat, another is in Van-
couver, and the third is in Ontario going
to college. In size, Oxbow is mnot very
large, but it is growing rapidly.
ALMA L. N. (aged 10).

South Middleton, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I have a sister older and
a brother younger than I am. We have a
little black puppy, and he can speak and
shake hands, and we are teaching him to
roll over. My birthday comes on Aug-
31. I am twelve years of age.
: ETTA B.

New Salem.
Dear Editor,—I take the ‘Messenger.” 1
received my first paper this week. My
sister and brother each took it a year, and
we all like it very much. I go to school
every day, and am in the fifth grade.
MINNIE C. S. (aged 11).

Biggar Ridge, N.B.
Dear Editor,—My sister has taken the
‘Messenger’ for about two years. I have
four sisters and three brothers. Ome of
my sisters is away working. I live in the
country..  We hdve a lot of cold weather
here in the winter. I will be fourteen
years old on Feb. 27. My father keeps
the post-office. We have mail once a week.
I weigh 119 pounds. My father is lum-
bering home this winter. I would like to
correspond with some girl of my own age.

e 7 . BETHSHEBA B.

Expiring Subscriptions.

Would each subscriber kindly look at
the address tag on this paper? If the date
there on is Jan., 1904, 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 & H¢ile in advance.
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HOUSEHOLD.

Mrs. Bennett’s Way Out.
(Dorcas Dare, in ‘Zion’s Herald.’)

Mr. Bennett mounted his doorsteps slow-
ly. They were thinly coated with ice, and
there was no sand upon them. ‘It’s just
like her laziness!’ he muttered, as he in-
serted his latch-key in the dcor.

From the semi-darkness of the hall his
wife came forward to greet him. ‘I am
so glad you are early,’ she said. ‘Can
you grope your way in? I have lighted
the parlor, but I couldn’t reach the gas out
here.’

‘Wherse is Jane ?
her?’

‘Jane left at four o’clock.’

‘She eft you! Why, pray?’

“The work is too hard for her.’

Why did you not call

‘Nonsense! the work for three people, in

a small house like this, too much for a
strong girl like Jane Peters!’

‘Of course it isn’t the real reason with
any of them. Still, they all give it. Jane
has been here three weeks. I hoped she
would stay all winter. She made the
sixth since October. I don’t know what
our neighbors think of me, I’'m surel’

“Don’t worry about the neighbors. But’
—in a tone of deepest concern—‘where can
we get another girl?’

‘I don’t want one for a week. We can
advertise for one during that time. Some
one will answer.’

‘I hope so. But, my dear, you cannot
do the work. You must have a girl to-
morrow.’

‘No, I really do not want one for a
week. ¥or, since Jane left, I've been sit-
ting here wondering why all our girls
leave us, and wondering, too, if I am a
hard, exacting mistress, or if our work
demands the services of two girls instead
of one. And so I have decided to aban-
don my usual pursuits, and, for one week,
do the work I expect my girls to do. In
that way, perhaps, I can discover why
they go.” S

Mr. Bennett shook his head. ‘It will
do no good. You will discover nothing.
It would be impossible for you to do their
work with your strength. Their life has
been different from yours. No, Charlotte,
I would dismiss the idea.’

‘We will discuss it more fully after we
have eaten our supper. Jane was
thoughtful enough to leave a good fire in
the range. So I telephoned for some oys-
ters, and, as soon as they come, I will cook
them.’

Mr. Bennett rose and walked to the win-

dow. He stood there for a few moments;

then, turning slightly, he said: ‘It is very
unfortunate she should go to-day. I met
old Mrs. Xendall this morning, and I in-
vited her to dine with us to-morrow. I
knew you would give the lonely old soul a
warm welcome, and I pitied her; but, of
course, I-supposed Jane would be here to
cook the dinner. I’ll take a car after sup-
per and take back my invitation. She
will not be offended when I tell her the
strait we are in.’ :

‘I wouldn’t have you do that for the
world. .She will not mind what she has
to eat, if only she is cordially received.
And I must either cook our New Year’s

dinner or give it away, for, relying upon *

Jane, I ordered the ducks this morning,

and they are on the pantry shelves now.’
‘It is a mice way for you to begin the

New Year!’ g ‘

‘I know it! Still, our housekeeping
vexations are slight compared with those
of many people. And after I have tried
a servant’s work for a week I ought to be
a better mistress. Ah !’ as a loud ring
startled them, ‘there are the oysters!’

At the close of the week Mrs. Bennett
announced that she had engaged a girl.
‘She is coming to-morrow afternoon,” she
said. ‘She gave me references, and she
stayed in her last place nearly a year.
If she stays with us six months, we may
consider ourselves fortunate.’

‘Why did she leave ?’ asked Mr. Ben-
nett. ; :

‘The family left. They are going down
South. They spoke well of her.’

‘Time will tell. How old is she?’

‘Over forty, I think; and so plain that
I do not expect the kitchen given over to
love-making. I am quite sure we shall
like her.’

Mr. Bennett laughed. ‘It doesn’t seem
to be a question of our liking our ser-
vants. It is the other way.’

Mrs. Bennett took a small book from her
work-basket. ‘I have written here some
of the things which have annoyed me dur-
ing this week, and some of the things we
need to do for the health and comfort of
our servants. Perhaps you can suggest
some improvements. Shall I read my ob-
servations to you?’

‘By all means.’

‘You will not be oﬁendeﬂ?’

‘Not a bit!’

‘Well, then,” adjusting her eyeglasses,
‘I began my work on New Year’s Day,
you know, and here is what I wrote that
evening while you were taking Mrs. Ken-
dall home. Now listen, and please do not
be a bit hurt, for what you did I have
done innumerable times.

Thursday mnight.—It has been a hard

day. I cooked the dinner without assist-
ance. I had no idea it would be so much
work. = I think, if I were a hired girl, I

would not live with a mistress who came
into the kitchen and interrupted me.in my
cooking, with requests that I would come
and do this or that. I have continually
asked my girls to leave the work on which
they were engaged for something else,
which, in nine ' cases out of ten, could
have waited. I can understand to-night,
after to-day’s experience, that I have
needlessly irritated them. George is as
thoughtful as any one, I know, yet he
fretted me by constantly asking questions.
He arranged the dinner-table, and of
course he did not know what dishes I
wanted him to use. He had to ask me,
but it fretted me. And I thought of the
times without number I had interrupted
important work. I thought, too, of last
New ¥ear’s Day, when Ann Johnson lived

with us.. I promised her the afternoon,.

but I ordered so elaborate a dinner that it
was nearly dark by the time her dishes
were washed. I think to-night, from to-
day’s experience, I would say to her,
‘“Leave all those dishes, Ann, until to-
morrow morning, and I will help you
about them then. You have worked hard
all the morning. Leave everything now,
and go for your good time.” I didn’t say
it, and she didn’t go out of the house. I
am not surprised that she was cross for a
week afterward. If I had it to do to-
morrow, I would order a much simpler
dinnexr.’

Mrs. Bennett paused for a moment.
She looked at her husband. His face was
grave. ‘That was Thursday,” she said.
‘Friday’s cooking was light; still, I had
swept the entire house, and was so tired I
could not eat any lunch. I remembered
that, no matter how hard Thursday’s
work had been, I had invariably required
this sweeping. I wondered if our girls
had ever found it as hard as I did. I

wondered, too, why I did mnot divide the °

eweeping. I would, most assuredly, for
my own health and comfort. Well, Satur-
day was baking day, I baked bread, pies
and cake, and when I was through, I
wondered if life was worth living. I
roasted a piece of beef, and I prepared
and cooked vegetables. I had supper at
the usual time. And I thought, all that

" evening; of the imnumerable times I had

said to our girls, “ You must find time
somehow to scrub your floor today. It is
too dirty to go over Sunday.” .

She stopped reading. ‘George, don’t you
see now why girl after girl has left us?®’
she exclaimed. 8 :

‘I told you the work would seem harder
to you than to them.’ AL

‘I understand that, of course. Still, all
the week, I saw that I had, unconsciously,
added to the necessary work much that was
not absolutely mecessary; and I saw, too,
that the constant interruptions hindered
the work far more than I realized. The
area dopr-bell I answered ten times. one

ply the other for a time.
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morning, and the house-bell four times. I
was not tidy, but I insist that my girls
shall be.’

‘I confess I do not see any remedy,” said
Myr. Bennett, ‘unless ‘we keep two girls.’

‘No,” said Mrs. Bennett, ‘we cannot keep
two, and we do not need two. One can do
our work, after I have learned how to di-
rect it, and how to arrange it, and sim-
plify it. I have felt that the fault was
with our girls, but I do not feel so now.
I myself must manage differently.’

‘It is a matter which goes deeper than
we think. Still, Z’do not think any girl
could consider you an exacting mistress.’

‘I have not been, intentionally. I have
been thoughtless and selfish many times,
I fear. - But, George, our girls have, as a
rule, worked all day. They have had
Thursday afternoon and Sunday afternoon,
it is true. Still, a house servant should
have three or four hours every day for her
mending, her reading, if she cares for
reading, or for a walk. A servant needs
oxygen as much as an employer.’

‘Very true, my dear. And I am quite
willing to eat a much simpler supper than
we have now, if it will be a boon to any
in our employ.’

“4“Thank you. I am sure of your help in
any direction, I know, but I do not intend
to cut off the meal you most enjoy. No,
my reforms are to be among the unneces-
sary things, and on the line I have indi-
cated. It will be a slow advance, but
eventually, it will be progress. Well,”
folding her papers, ‘I have read enough

. for to-night, I think. I will show you to-

morrow some things that ought to be
done for the girl’s health and comfort.’

Two years later Mrs. Kendall again sat
at the dinner:table of her friends.

‘It is New Year’s Day,’” she said. ‘T'wo
years ago I dined with you. You had no
girl, I remember. You cooked the dinner
yourself: It tasted so good to me. But
I was sure you were tired. I am glad you
have a girl now. Has she been with you
long?’

‘Only a month,” replied Mrs. Bennett.
¢Her sister was with me mearly two
yearsi We studied housekeeping together.
We tried to practise the Golden Rule in
our daily duties. She left me a montk
ago ‘for a home of her own.’

‘She was over forty when she came to
us,” added Mr. Bennett, ‘and we hoped that
there would be no lovers. Still, for her
sake, I am glad there were. For ourselves
we shall miss her. We had had a succes-
sion of girls before her appearance,’

‘Yes, indeed, we shall miss her! said
Mrs. Bennett. ‘She has been far more
than a servant to me. She has taught me
many of the secrets of cookery, and she
has taught me many other things as well.
She has lifted service to a higher plane
than mere drudgery.’

‘Yes,” thought Mr. Bennett; °¢biut
would she have had the daily strength for
the daily work if she had not had an ear-
nest, faithful helper in my wife? If one
has shown the beauty of service, has not
the other shown the grace of sisterhood?
Has it not been the same spirit in both?’

‘It is a difficult problem to solve,’ con-
tinued Mrs. Bennett. ‘The work of a.
household is hard under the best sur-
roundings, it seems to me. -It requires
strength as well as skill, and, if the maid
furnishes the one, the mistress should sup-~
So with my new
girl, T hope in return for her physical
strength to give her my knowledge. It
must be both of us if we are to keep our
home as it should be kept.’

“Will not that make a mere drudge of
you? asked her guest, thoughtfully. =

‘Not at all. - My husband looks after
the details of his business. He teaches
his clerks how to conduct affairs. Yet the
average housekeeper expects a servant to
do things without assistance from her. The
result is apparent to all of us. So, for my
part, I mean henceforward to work on line
of sisterhood, which in these two years of
trial, I have found far more satisfactory
than my old way of looking upon my girls
as mere machines, paid to do my work. By
interesting myself in them and in their
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work, I hope to create a deeper interest
in that work than they had known. I must
help in the ways I would help a friend, if
I want to make domestic service a better
thing than it is now. It seems to me that,
little by little, we shall rise from the
drudgery to the blessedness of work.’
There was silence for a moment, and
then Mr. Bennett said : ‘And it seems to
me as if my wife, in taking the Golden
Rule for her daily text, has found the only
true way out of the domestic difficulty.’
‘It is Christ’s way,’ said their guest.

‘Try a Little of my Medicine.’

Accidents are frequently happening
through the gtrange love of dosing one’s
neighbors which prevails especially
amongst working women. In-a case
which came under my personal notice, fa-
tal results were narrowly averted. A
young working man and his wife had been
ailing for several days, and were suffer-
ing from the symptoms of infiluenza, ac-
companied by the usual shooting pains. A
neighbor, who was the mother of a young
family, entreated them to try a medicine
.which had done good to her children, and
went out and procured a bottle which con-
tained an admixture of laudanum. It was
a medicine which, taken by drops, would
have done no harm, but the husband and
wife, being without directions as to quan-
tity, divided the bottle between them, Very
ghortly afterwards both were, overcome
with symptoms of extreme drowsiness, and
it was only by prompt medical interven-
tion that the effects of the dose was com-
pletely thrown off. Even among women
who are wise enough to know ‘tfetter the
suggestion, ‘Try my medicine,’ is gﬂered
constantly when a friend or nexg.hpor
shows symptoms of illness.—‘British

Weekly.’

The Teacher’s Story.
(Mzrs. McVean-Adams, in ‘Union Signal.”)

I was teaching a country school and was
‘boarding round.” One week I was in a
lovely Christian home. Few children are
loved as fondly as was the little boy who
was the only child at that house. His' fa-
ther worked and sacrificed that he might
be educated and have a start in life, and
his mother provided good wholesome food,
kept him clean and comfortable and taught

i manners.
m‘?efg :?:dmy first meal in that home I was
made heartsick by the untruths whic'}} were
told to the child by both parents, without
a suspicion, seemingly, that they were do-
ing wrong, When the fond mother tied
on the little boy’s bib I heard her say,
‘Now you must be good or God qu’t love
you?” Lie number one. Under this awful
threat the boy became nervous. He spilled
a little milk. :

Then it was the father’s turn. ‘Now the
lady will go away and tell all the people
that our little boy spills his milk.’ Lie
number two.

Presently the father said to me, ‘Don’t
. you want a boy? I will trade you this one
for a hen.” Number three.

The boy sought his mother’s eye anx-
jously, to see whether this were really
meant, but she did not meet his gaze. As
T could not say to him, ‘Your father is not
speaking the truth,” I smiled reassuringly
at him. Papa went on: ‘Or, I’ll trade him
for a pig,—he eats like a little pig. You
could put him in the pen with your pigs
at home.’” Lie four.

The boy was slow about eating and had
not finished when we left the table. Papa
said, ‘If you eat so much you will turn in-
to a little pig.” Lie number five.

‘You are almost fat enough to szll now.

When you get fat enough to kill you could

be killed, like the other little pigs.’ Lie
: number six. R :

The father went out, laughing. By the.

shades of livid color that passed over the
‘face of the tortured child, I knew that he

 had, unfortunately, seen pigs slaughtered.

In his dilated, horror-stricken eyes I saw
that his imagination pictured the fright-
ful scene, and placed himself in the place

" kinds of cereals and vegetables.
' meat only once a week, or do not eat it at
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of the victim. He ate no more. All the
digestive fluids were turned to poison. I
helped him down from his high-chair, took
him in my arms, and gave him my watch
to hold, while I told him about my broth-
er’s pet squirrel. But in the midst of the
most engaging part of the story he looked
up earnestly into my eyes and said, ‘T hope
when my papa does sell me I can go
to you.” I told him that his father was on-
ly in fun, that papas never sold their lit-
tle boys; that it was against the law.

Just then his mother came to put him to
bed early so that she and I could chat to-
gether without interruption.

We visited late, and just as I entered the
guest chamber the house rang with agon-
ized screams, and I found both the parents
bending over the child’s bed, while .he,
sound asleep, with wide-open, unseeing
eyes, was hoarsely screaming, ‘I ain’t a
pig! I ain’t a pig! Don’t kill meV :

At last, after having water dashed to his
face, he seemed to recogmize his mother’s
voice, and clutched her with a death-like
grip, which could not easily be unclasped.

Nightmare, amounting to delirium tre-
mens, caused by untruths, indigestion, and
an excited imagination! It might easily
have proved fatal.

I learned, then and there, that it is not
enough to earn and cook food for'a child
—he must be permitted to eat undisturb-
ed. I also learned that the processes of
digestion and assimilation cannot be car-
ried on at all while the mind is controlled
by fear, anger, jealousy or grief.

The Foot Bath.

There is remarkable eficacy in the hot
foot bath in relieving pain and bringing
abeut recovery. It is strange that so sim-
ple a thing should have been so uniformly
forgotten. When a person comes home at
night with a feeling of discomfort all over,
bones aching, no appetite for supper and
a general feeling of discomfort, including
a headache, in nine cases out of ten there
will be relief if no supper is taken except
some hot drink, and the hot foot bath is
used for half an hour before bedtime. The
feet may be inserted in water as hot as
can be borne, to which more hot water is
added at regular intervals, keeping the
temperature always at the utmost degree
of heat that is bearable. In a little while
a feeling of well-being suffuses the whole
body, the blood is drawn from the aching
head, which is relieved almost by magic.
The perspiration starts from the pores and
after a good rubdown and a change of un-
derwear the patient is prepared for a most
refreshing night’s sleep and awakes in the
morning feeling like a new person. Drugs
are powerless to effect such prompt results
without unpleasant after effects.—Ex. -

Too Much Meat.

_Meat-eating, according to the experts,
lies at the root of three-fourths of our
physical ills. One of England’s greatest
physicians attributes to it the alarming
inc¢rease of cancer in England, and sup-
ports ;hig theory by an able article in the
‘London Lancet’ Meat-eating is one of
the chief causes of the presemce of mric

. acid in the blood, and uric acid lies at the

root of cancer, geut, rheumatism and kin-
dred ills. ‘White meat’ is not so bad—
lamhb, veal, etc.—and the white meat of
game and poultry may be eaten in mod-

eration with impunity. But no human be-
ing, except poseibly a woodchopper, should

eat meat three times a day—and it will re-
quire all his vigorous exercise to save him
from its ill effects. If you wish to try an
interesting experiment, try this one: Live
for a month on fish, fruit, salad, and all
Eat

all if you can be content without it. Eat a
great many apples; drink plenty of hot

- water; take exercise—and it is safe to pre-

dict that never never will your head have
been so clear, your nerves -so steady, your
physical and mental joy in living so great.
~—‘Michigan Advocate.”
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Selected Recipes

Graham Gems.—Place one pint of milk
on ice until thoroughly chilled. When
ready to use set iron gem pans on top of
the stove to heat until hissing hot. Into
the cold milk sift gradually three rather
heaping cupfuls of graham flour, add one-
half of a teaspoonful of salt, and beat for
fifteen minutes ; the batter should be
smooth and full of air bubbles. Quickly
grease the hot gem pans with butter, fill
two-thirds full of batter and bake at once
in a hot oven.

Fruit Ginger Cookies.—Cream well toge-
ther one cupful of butter and one cupful
of sugar; add one-half of a teaspoonful of
salt, one scant tablespoonful of ground
ginger, one teaspoonful of cinnamon, one-
third of a teaspoonful of cloves and one-
half of a teaspoonful of allspice. ‘When
mixed add one cupful of molasses, one-half
of a cupful each of citron and raisins
chopped fine and well floured and four
heaping cupfuls of flour. This will make
a firm dough. Xnead well for five min-
uteg, pack in a covered dish and set aside
in a cool place for twenty-four hours then
roll out thin, cut in cookies and hake in
a moderate oven. These cookies will keep
for a long time.

A Dbit of kitchen economy is that cold
fried or scrambled eggs, which#wounld
seem t0 be no longer useful, may be chop-
ped and mixed with mincemeat, to the lat-
ter’s improvement. A poached egg, too,
that was not needed may, if it is not at
all broken, be retwrned to the water and
boiled hard, and used to garnish or mix
with a salad.

What May be Done With g
amp Chimuney.

A chimney taken from a lighted lamp is
one of the best and most quickly prepared
‘bot applications.’ Simply slip the hot
chimney into an old stocking, and apply to
the pain. If steam is needed, take a damp
warm cloth, and wrap around the chim-
ney. If the heat is for a cough or for the
croup, wrap in flannel rag smearved with
mution tatlow and turpentine. Applied
to the chest or throat, relief will be had
almost at once. If your feet are cold at
night, place a hot chimney to them and
they will soon be warm. A lamp-chimney
is especially practicable during summez
months, when the fires are out, for you can
light the lamp and thus have hot applica-
tions in a few minutes. Croup, colic, tooth-
ache, earache, cough, rheumatic pains and
many other ills flee before the hot lamp
chimney in the household.

To press short seams without using ‘an
iron, light-a small kerosene lamp, regu-
lating the blaze to keep the chimney mod-
erately hot, them dampen the seam to be
pressed. Pass the seam quickly over the
spherical part of the chimney, and it will
be pressed as nicely as could be done with
a hot iron. Velvet ribbon, also, may be
pressed in this way by dampening into the
linen or satin side, then rubbing on the
chimney.—‘Woman’s Home Companion.’

Potato Apple Dumplings,

¢ This recipe has come down through three

generations, and is a’favorite wherever it
goes. For a family of six; pare nearly %
peck of gdod potatoes. Boil, being careful
not to let them get overdone, but pour wa-
ter off as soon as they break easily. Rub
through a eolander so they will come out
dry and mealy. Add to them a lump of
butter the size of a small egg, salt to
taste, and one pint sifted flour. Mix up
thoroughly. Flour the moulding boaxd,
and turn out to cool. Have apples ready,
alse a large iron pot of boiling water.

As each dumpling must be tied separ-
ately, have six or eight squares of muslin
and string ready for use before beginning
operations. Take a piece of dough and roll
or pat it into size of a saucer. Put three
or four quarters of apple in centre, and
then shape the dough all around the ap-
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ples, making it look round and smooth,
Flour each cloth and tie up tightly. The
pot must be kept boiling from start to fin-
ish, one hour. Any good cooking apple
may be used, but an inferior one spoils
the dumpling.

When serving them, put each cloth in-
to cold water, and with a knife and a lit-
tle dexterity they can be safely landed on
a plate without breaking. This, however,
does take some practice. Some prefer hard
sauce, made of three parts sugar to one
of butter, but with good cream and sugar,
a little nutmeg or cinnamon, the dish is
delicious.—‘N.E. Homestead.’

‘When preparing evaporated apples for
lcoking, one often finds bits of peel or
scre, and even wormy spots, sticking to
good sections of fruit. By having a pair
of clean, sharp scissors handy, these bad
parts may be quickly snipped off, and so
avoid throwing away the whole piece. It
is easier and handier than to use a knife.

e g
PATENT REPORT.

Below will be found a list of patents re-
cently granted by the Canadian Govern-
ment through the agency of Messrs.
Marion & Marion, Patent Attorneys, Mont-
real, Canada, and Washington, U. S.
A. Information relating to the patents
cited will-be supplied free of charge by
applying to the above-named firm.

Nos. 84,472, Edward E. Pellerin, Win-

nipeg, Man., ironing board; 84,476, Na-.

poleon Mathurin, Montmagny, Que., fire
tongs ; 84,481, Joseph Prudent Malette,
Magog, Que., fire escape; 84,571, Theo. M.
J. Daigle, Aldouane, N.B., sewing machine
casters; 84,585, Venant Trepanier, Mont-
real, Que., ditching implement ; 84,602,
Wm, M. Little, McKellar, Ont., dust guard;
84,653, Headley V. Hillcoat, Amherst,
N.8., combination ball and roller bearing.
o]
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(A Twelve Page llustrated-Weekiy.)

One yearly subscription, 30c.
Three or more copies, separately addresse],
Rb¢ each, i

Ten or more to an individual address, 20¢
each,

Ten or more separately addressed, 25¢ per
copy.

The above rates include postage for- Canada (ex-
copting Montreal City), Nfld,, U, 8. and its Colonies,
Gireat Britain, New Zealand, 7Trauvsvaal, British
Honduras, Bermuda, Barbadoes, Ceylpn, Gambia,
Sarawak, Bahama Islands, Zanzibar,

For Montreal and foreign countries not mentioned
above add 50c a copy postagoe.

Sample package supplied free on applica-
tion.
JOHN DOUGALL & SON,

Publigshers, Montreal.
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THE MOST NUTRITIOUS.

EPPS'S GOGOA

An admirable food, with ali
its natural gualities intact,
fitted to build up and maintain
robust health, and to resist
winter’s extreme cold. Sold
in 17 1b. tias, labelled JATIES
EPPS & Co. Ld., Homeeopathic
Chemists, London, England.

- EPPS'S GOGOA

QIVING STRERGTH & VIGOR

ATENTS

Wesolicit the business of Manufacturers, Bn-
gineers and others who reasizethe advisability of .
having their Patent business transacted by ix-
perts, Preliminary advice free, Charges mode-
rate. Our Inventors’ Help, 125 pages, sent u
request, Marion & Marion, New York Life Bldg,
Montreal ; and Washingten, D.C., U.S5.A,

FREE! FREE!
A Pair of WIDE RUNNER SKATES any size
FORSHATINGON SNOW
Barrelsoffun forevery Boy and Girl

No nead to walk a mileffo the nearest pond orstream orwait

for ice to become safe. With our Wide Runner Skates, es-
Decially designed for snow skating, you can at the first full
of anow or g'eet skate on street or sidewalk or coast,
on the hillside. They ars finely made of a&ecial steel,
handsomely finished, sirong and durable, NID NO
MIGNEY just your name and address, pliinly written
and we will mail you postpaid 10 large beautifully colored
Pictures, 16 x 20 inches, named * Rock of Ages,” ** Angel's
Whisper,” and “The Family Record,” to seil at 25c. each.
A Certificate worth 50c. free to each purs
chaser, Every Picture is handsomely finished in 12
different colorsand is fully worth 50e. t 25¢, yon can
easily seil 10 in ha £ an hour., When gold, return the money
and we will send you a pair of Wide Runner
Skates nny size absolutely free. Boys and
Girls send Kour name and address tq-dtg. THRE
COLONTAL ART CO., Dept. 4104 FORONTO

We trust you with 8§ larce:

PICTURES ON CREDIT.

, beautifully colored pictires:
eich 16x22 inches, nameds

We “The Angel's Wiiaper.” * Tho
Tm t Famiy Record," * Christ Be-
8 ‘fore Pulate,” and *‘R ck of
You Ages.” These pictures are

handsomely finished in (2 col-
ors and could not be bonght for
less than §0¢. e hin any e,
You sell them for 2ic.
Y each, send us the
m¢uey aud for your
trouble we wll send
you a beautiful ¥y~
amelled Wateh,
w.th handsome silver
pickel case jon which a
D er is elegantly en.
amelled, the rich,
brown fur and delicate
eoloring making the
whole design absolute-
ly 1true to life,
very beautiful and
thor ughlyreliable
Watch that ansvers
every purpose of the
mast expensive time.
piece. T. F. Dunbar,
Rentrow, Ont., said : * I received my watch all 0.X.,nnd sold
It for #6.00 8 goon as. I got it.  ‘thon-as Best, Back River,
Nfid., said': **Many thanks for the Wateh. I am delighted
with it. Itisad isy and keeps splendid time. - All my friends
think it is just g.and.” Write us a post eard to-day and
we will mail tho pictures postpaid. To everyone who pur-
chises @ picture from you we will rive a 50r. vertificate freo,
THE MOME ART CO., Dept. 419 Toromte.

HARDSORE SET FEE
“ SEND K0 MONEY

All we want ig your
name and address
plainly written ona
Post Card and we
will mail you, post-
paid, 10 large beate
mulfy colored Pice
tures, 16 x 20 inches,
nsmed “Rock of

! 25¢. each,
Every picture is

+ handsomely finish.
ed in 12 different
colors and is fully
worth b0e, At 25¢c,
they are the quick.
wst sellera you aver
saw, When sold re-
‘turn the money and

we will immediate.

send you this
handsome  stylish
Set, worn by well
dressed girls every.

where. It is mado
of beautiful white
Lamb's wool and-
& & hand-
some full Bos, 46
!m'hultlon

nt.

whole. ornamented

with dainty ribbon

trimmingsasshown
in the Tlustration.§ Girls,"you will be more proud of this beau.
tiful Seb thun of anything cise you ever wore.  Don't wait but
‘write us fo-day.  You can easily sell the ten Picturesin half an
hour, and we give a_Certificate worth 50c. fres with each one.
The Colonial Art Co., Dept. {g,, Woronto.

PIGTURES OR CREBIT

—NO SECURITY ASKED— .
Z i S L 15 large beautifully
ek ctures, each J6x22 inches

named ** The Angels Whigper,”
¢‘The Family Record,” **Chrijt
b befure Pilot,” “* Rock of Ages;”
Theso piefures are handsomcly
finished in 12 colors and ¢could not
be bought for: less than 50¢, each
in any store, You gell them for
25¢. each, gend us the money, and
for your troublews send you &
handsome go!d-finished Doubie
Hunting €ase Waich, lady's
8ize, richlyand elebor

signs, with stem wind and set,
& ﬁ'ngpo‘;tcd ‘movemeant.

accuratoly adjusted reliabl Write usa
17 cayr,d:d’to-day urd%a will mail youthe pictures postpuid,

also our large iliustrated Premium List showing ¢ ovens of ather
valuable prizes. ex8, Home Art Co., Dept. 443 Torouto.

‘£BABY'S OWN &

LADY’S ENAMELLED WATCH
FREE @& )

per,” *The Family Record,’
and **Simply to the Cross X
Cling,” at 25 ceniseach. Every
purchaser getaa 50¢. certificate
free. These pictures are all
handsomely finisbed in 19 col.
org, and could not be bought
in any store for less than S0c,
This dainty and reliible Lady's N !
Wateh hus Gold hands, fancy :

dial, is stem wind and set, with Jewelled movement and solid
silver nickel case with roses and leaves beautifully enamelled
in natural colors, Agnes Patterson, Nanaimo, B.C,, writes:
“X was delighted to get such & surprise. It Was always my.
ambition to havea watch, but such a litile heauty ag you sent
me took us all by storm. All my companions are going to earn
a watch like mine.” We want every g rl and lady who has not
a watch already to write for the Pictures at ~nce. Address,
THE CoLﬂ&lAL ART €O, Dept. 414 Toronto.

FREE MAGIC

LANTERHN

Just-send us your nan e and address on
& Post Card, and we will mail you post-
paid, 5 large beautifully color

18 x 20 iuches, named -*

Whisper,”

g es0
beautifully fini-hed in 12 different colors,
and are‘well worth'50c. - You acll them

. for only 25¢c
" each, and give &
free _certificate

\ worth. 50¢. to

1 each purchaser,

gy return us _ the
money and we
will immedi:te-

u this

de;

with 3
cusin
lent . reflector,

and & large
Jamp  which

ight, reproduc-

ng the pictures

n a clear, dis.

TR tinct{;)rm 0lnuml

hest. With the Lantern we also send 12 beautifully calored
:Iides {llnstrating about 72 different views, such as Red Ridi
Hood and the Wolf; Clown's p: rformances, etc,, et a‘nd fu
directions. Address, The Colouial Art Co,,Dept. 417 Toronto.

for selling at 256¢c, each only 6 larga
beautifully colored Pictures 18 x 20
inches, named ‘‘The Angel's Whis«
_Prt." ““The Family Record,” a:
‘Rock of Ages,” all handsomely
finished In 12 colovs' and  fully
worth 50c, A Certificate worth boe.
will be given free with
each picture. This hand-
some Watch has polished
Backaltborately” ey
rate] Ve
fancy lhil{ .
“heavy bevellad er‘y:g
and imported Swiss move.
4 ment, Ralph  Lamb,
Chapleau, Ont., writes:
“1 am veiy proud of
my beautifui watch and
would not trade with my
" Boys, write ug
to-day and we will send
you the Pictures to seil,
THE COLONIAR
Ang €O, DEPE.
i 402 TORONTO

BOY’'S PRINTER

A complete g’rlnﬁnx office, three al.
habets of rubber type, bottle of best
Pndcltblo ink, type Lolder, solf-inking
, and type tweeze:s, You can
print 500 cards, envelopes, or tags In
an hour and make money. rﬂc&
witk  fustructions,  ¥2e . " pos!paid.

_ Ry N, Box 401. Toronto:

Sl ont 92.69.

Send No Money

Just meil to ugyour name
and address, distinctly writ.
ten, also the nsme of your : Ty
neareet Kxpross Office aud i g
we will scad free, to exa.
raine, thin 3nag,

Ladies’ Neck Scarf
made of finest quality
I'rench black Lynx.

The Scarfl has six (6) lar;
fulltails, mensures about 46
inches, is saven (7) inches
wide in back and fastens
with & bandsome Neok
Chain,

When it arrives at your
PBxpress Office you can call
nmf examine it, try 1t on,
endif you don’tthink it as
good as you can buy from j
yonrlocal desler for
$5.00, all you have
to do is to refuse i%
and the Agent will
roturn it to us with-
out one cent of ex~
pense to you,

1f you like it pg
the Agent only §2.
and express.charges
{2bout 502.), and you
will have the greafs
est bargain In fure

&7

Office convenient to you we will send the SBoarf by regis.
red niail, for $2.89, and will eheerfally refund the money if
1y satisfiod with your purchase, - Address,

FOBNBTON & G0 DEBE, 105 ORONTG

SR T

“n‘. e

YR 'NORTHFHN MESSENOER' fs printsd st pubiisholl

mweekattho‘mw.’oklhb’oometulm.-
sad @t Peter streets, in the city of Mentrea', by Johs
Redpath Dougall and Frederick Eugeme Dougall, both of
Montreal. Sy, R
should be addressed ‘Johm
Doogall & 8on,’ and ail letters ¢o the editer should §a2
ddrozsed Bditor of the ‘Northera Medsenger, =~ .




