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" "Fatima—The Moorish Maiden
* I must speak to the foreign woman, quick,
" In the name of the prophet, bring her to
me. S o
_ The English missionary’s wife came out
from the hospital ward, and found in the
waiting-room a Moorish woman, enveloped
"in folds of white garments, the veil being

" u fine gauze of silk and wool, deftly fitting

the .top of the head like a fez, and drawn
across the mouth and nose. =
"My little daughter is dying;” come and
make her well.’ T
' The missionary’s heart was touched. She
thought of these words spoken to her Mas-
ter, and his response.to them. ‘Can you not
" bring her here? she asked. ‘
‘Ah, no! ~ She would die in the sun.
Come. I have no money, but you shall have
‘my jewels; only be quick’ :
‘.I cannot promise to cure her, said the
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missionary, ‘but I will 'do my best; and I
do not want your jewels.’ _ ‘

They hurried through the narrow, crook-
ed streets of Tangier, jostled by donkeys,
by water-carriers, by beggars, by richly-
dressed Turkish gentlemen, by long-haired

- fakirs, by soldiers with long guns. The
filth of these narrow streets was indescrib-

.- able, though the white walls and roofs of

. Tangier made it look, at a little distance,
- like a pure snow-drift. . '
‘It~ is. so with these poor lives,’ thought

‘the missionary, as ,she’»sped along with her .

. silent companion; ‘travellers come' to Mor-
occo and write charming essays on “the

"barbarous Moor,” ‘but they say nothing of
his ignorance, his cruelty, his tyranny, his
suffering.’ EENEE R

It was a long‘?'w‘z;.ll:.i’:‘~ They. had ‘almost..

. - reached  the; dilapidated wall of the city,
©.when the woman turned down a narrow :al-
ley, runnifig-along -the'wall of a small- one-

“story house, built of white-washed tappia,
_and entered a square, unclean court, cross-

" LITTLE FATIMA CAME BACK TO LIFE,

-‘Presbyterian’ Reviey.’. ...

ing- over -to a still “more unclean room,
where the sick child lay. . ' -
- Poor little Fatima! She was-in a ragiog
fever, wildly delirious, with parched lips
and fetid breath.. - . - - . - . .

‘What have you done for her?

“The medicine-man gave me drugs, but they
-did no good; so he bored a hole in her left
foot to let the feyer out.’ . '

‘The missionary groaned as she looked at
the poor little brown foot, swollen and in-
flamed. ‘Was that all? . ‘

.‘No;. when the fever would not go out at
"the hole he had made, he said I must scare
it away; so last night when she was asleep
he made me run up to her, shouting, “Fat-
ima, there is a snake in your bed!” She
jumped out on the ‘ﬁoor'to__,;"un away, but
fell against the door and broke her arm.’ .

The Dents In ‘Bertie’s Cot.

A TRUE INCIDENT,

© What was the matter with Bertie H—7
His mother wondered; his father wonder-
ed. The usually bright face was clouded -
over. The young fellow: went about with a
troubled look—had-done so for many months,
Ah! God the Holy Ghost was dealing with
his heart in a wonderful way. He-was
suffering from a conviction of sin. Would
that our hospitals were full of such patients!

For many years his invalid mother had
prayed for him, and the answer was com-’
ing. - One night at supper, when the plate,
scarcely tasted, had been pushed away, she
could bedr it no longer, but- quietly asked,

. ‘Is anything the matter with my boy? and

- then again ‘Is it about your soul, Bertie ?’
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Here the poor.mother burst into tears, and
the lady from the hospital wept with her,

It seemed that she must die; but in the
cool of the twilight she’was gently moved
to the hospital, built by Christian hands as
a witness to the love of God in Jesus Christ.
There, with soothing drinks, with cool baths,

- and tender care, little FFatima came back to

life, and to a. belief .in the heavenly Father

‘and in Jesus Christ his Son.

She has learned to read in the missiopary
schools, and her favorite page is the story
of the. little maid of Galilee whom Jesus
rajsed from the dead. ,

‘Teacher,’ she says;, ‘perhaps Jesus came -
-with you that day- to' my bedside, though we'

_could ‘not see him?"

‘[ am sure:he:was there/ answered the -
‘missionary,. ‘and: though ‘we could not hear
him, he was saying; .“Little maid, arise!” ’'—

from iplic_q;ta.‘inty'._i_zi‘tci _assurance—out of ‘self"
- Into Christ.  He went home a rejoicing clild
“ - of God . : N

‘Yes, mother, I have been sore troubled for -
many month; and cannot get peace.’ .

How lovingly she took ‘him tq the throne
of grace, and pleaded with God to lead him"

from- conviction to conversion:

“-*_ Notlong after that he set out for his usual -
. - Sunday ‘afternoon Bible-class, which he had
. -attended regularly for a’ lonig timé, little -

o be .to

‘him; for it ‘Was. there
ed

1t was
Dassed.ifro

m. deathi-unto-lite:

My God is reconciled, :
His pardoning voice I hear:
" He owns me for His child,
- Ican no longer fear, .
' With confidence I now draw nigh,
_ And TFathier, Abba Father, cry.

Perhaps he could not have explained how |
the change came about; but who can explain
.cconversion ?  ‘The wind bloweth where it
listeth, and thou hearest the sound thereof,

- but canst not tell whence it cometh and

whither it goeth; so is
of the Spirit.” -
He only knew that the joy was in propor-

everyone that is born

:f ﬁon to the long distress of soul under. which
he had labored. But how often a glorious

spring full of promise and beauty succeeds
along and bitter winter; and so it is in the
Kingdom of Grace,

Bertie's bright face told everyone that his -
winter was over and gone, and that the
spring flowers had appeared upon the earth.
Best of all, he early-learned the sweet secret .
of keeping those flowers always in bloom, for
Bertie laid hold on prayer and made .it
power in his life. » .

He came home every day at twelve to his
lunch, and his mother noticed how quiet he
was in his room .upstairs. .One day she toiled
up the stairs after he had gone, and pushed
open the'door of her boy’s room. There, on
the edge of the cot.were two dents where his
elbows had rested, and she read -his: secret
at once. The ‘young man spent the middle.
of the day on'his knees pleading. for grace
to.be kept from temptation. Like Daniel
,of-old, he knelt three times a day; and al-

" ways, after that.day, the 'loving - mother




_fatal disease in a hospital.

last time.
- feathers are so soft.
_ everything hurts-me, but that is such a-ten-

- §ay;
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crept upstairs.to look for the.dents in B_er-

. tie’s cot, knowing. full' well that he snatch- .
ed those few moments from his dinner-hour"

to wait on. God 'in prayer.

- She measured her boy’s spiritual life by
“those dents in his cot. She knew that as
‘long as prayer was a power in his life so’
: would he grow rapidly in grace. Now and

again she missed the dents, and grieved in
secret over it, but as a rule the little signs
were there-to comfort her anxious heart.

A Are there any dents in your cot, young ..
_reader?. Do you know what it is to spend
-.a certaln time eich day on your knees?
Then you know the secret of a rejoicing
- Christian - life.. ]
Let the ‘dents in your cot’ be’

Make prayer the habit of
your life.
always there—figuratively or in reality.

Restraining prayer, we cease to fight,

Prayer makes the Christian’s armour bright; -

And Satan trembles when he sees
The weakest saint upon his knees.

—*The Christian.’ .

Looking Unto Jesus.
(Margaret Emma, Ditto in ‘Congregatzon-
alist )
AA poor woman lay ill of & lingering and
She was home-

less and upknown; a capcer was gnawing

its wa,y slowly to her vitals, but she was

radumtly happy, her face shone.

‘] suppose you think of the heaven to which" N
~ you are so soon to g0,
:who had called to see her.

said the minister

‘No, I ‘don’t think of that.’

‘You feel great consola.tmn in reading
your Bible, I suppose, the miinister sug-
gested.” T
‘I can’t read.’ .

“What Is it. then" What do you do"’

‘T think of Jesus.’

‘Read the chapter about his feathers, said

: another mvahd a beautiful young lady, Who

had a long illness. bedridden and fatal She

. always wanted her pastor to read the 91st
... Psalm.

‘Read it again, the same one you read the
I ache so and it rests me, the
I am so sore, and

der, soft place under his.wings.’

An atheist going along a country road
saw, in advance of him,
clad, who seemed strangely excited, throw-
ing her arms and talking to herself. - At

last she halted upon the brow of a. hill and o
. the man oyvertook her, anxious to get a
glimose of her face, for he thought she must

be insane. - A -glance, however, ‘satisfied
him. - She was~a negress, but her face was
glowing with a calm and radiant joy.

‘What were you. talking about, aunty, as
you walked along? he asked. .

‘Laws, massa, I nebber knowed I was talk-
ing; ’'pears like I didn’t notice myself. I
was thinkin’ as I look on de worl’ an’ de
sky an’ took ’em all in dat dey is all mine—

- all mine, ’cause I is Christ's, and Christ is

God’s!’

Here was a living witness whom the spec-
tator could neither gainsay nor deny. He
was & learned man, but this was a kind of
learning he had never heard of; he was a
successful man, but here was such triumph
ag he had never dreamed of. He 11stened

full of curiosity, to what the woman had to .
he went away, but it wagito buy a
h Bxble and seek the cabin of the negress,
glad to sit at her feet and be taught Christ.
The soul 'that feeds on Jesus shall not -
want any good thing. He meets the neces-

gitles of everyone who lives by him, no mat-

a woman poorly

ter how young or how old, how Wise or how
sunple
Dr. Ra.msford tells a story. of 8 little

- girl who, when she knew that death was

at hand, wanted to see all the children of
his family. She had something special to
say to each ome. To the youngest, a wee
toddler, she-said: ‘0, I want to tell you how
lovely Jesus is ! If you could see him you
would hug him so, and he would help you
dress your doll.’

A boy of fifteen- had been taken abroad
for the sake of his health, but he grew

‘worse and was dying in London. He gave

away his treasurés as keepsakes to his
brothers and friends, and then told his fath-
er to take some of his pocket money which
was back in America, and to buy a box of
the nicest candy to give to an unconverted
young lady. of his acquaintance “The candy
is sweet,” he said, ‘but tell her that Jesus
is'a great deal sweeter.

Old Uncle Johnson, a devout centenarian
of Michigan, was one day heard to shout

- out, when he thought himself to be alone::

‘Glory ! Lord Jesus, will dere be one for
me ?’

‘What is it, Uncle Johnson?’

‘0 massa! I was meditatin’ about Jesus
bein’ de carpenter, so he can make de man-
sions for his people in glory’ And then,
with uplifted faceé, he cried out, ‘O Jesus,
will dere be one for me? T

~ Conquered By Love.
"A solder ‘in the Army of the Potomac was -
the terror of his’ company “He. was dis--
obedient cruel, qua.rrelsome a.nd viclous.
As a result he was often ternbly punished
but there was novreformatx 1

ly sSetgeant informed the captain of the ter-

.\du‘e‘ ‘time, +'
.=:b" “the fortunes of war, a; captam' from an- -
;other regiment was placed in’ command of™
‘that company. The very first'day. the’ order- :Potomac.

" Work.’ ..

rible charaoterr of this inoorrlgi’ble soldler.' ‘:'=? -
That aftemoon the -man perpetrated Some .

misdemeanor, wes drrested by a - gergeant,
and brought’ betore the ‘captain. .He looked
at him for a moment and speaking to the
sergeant, said: ‘Let him go to hls quarters !

‘Shall I keep him under gua.rd"’ 1nqu1red the
sergeant. ‘Oh, no, said the captain, quiet-
ly. That evening the captain called his
sergeant, and said, ‘Go down.to Mr. Blank's
quarters and tell him. to come up to-my
tent; I wish to see him.’ ‘Shall I bring him
up under guard? inquired the serge:mt ‘Oh
po,’ said the captain. ‘Just tell him to come.
I guess he'll come, if you tell him.’

‘In due time the soldier stood inside the
captain’s tent, cap in hand. He was of fine
physique, brave and daring. ‘Take a seat,
sir,’ said the captain. The soldier obeyed,
but all the time looked defiance,
tain inquired of his home, his relations,
etc., and then said: ‘I have heard about you,
and thought I would like to see you private-
1y, and talk with you. You have been pun-
ishied often—most times no doubt justly, but
perhaps sometimes unjustly. But I see in
you the making of a first-class soldicr—just
the kind that I would like to have a whole
company of; and now if you will obey orders,
and behave.-as a soldier should, and as I
know you can, I promise on my homnor as a
soldier that I will be your friend, and stand
by you. I do not want you to destroy your-

.self.” )
"'With . that - the soldier's chin began .to
quiver, and the. tears. .trickled down:his

cheeks, and he. said: ‘Captain, you are the

“first ma.n.nto speak . a-kind word. to !me.in

“two years, and for your sake . I'll. do.it) -
‘Give me -your hand on that,:my. brave. fel-
low,’:said the ecaptain.: ‘U1l trust-you.’~ And
. from. that.day on there was not:a betfer:or
ore ‘exemplary soldier - insthe -Army:of:the
Love conquered him.- ‘Chnstxam

,,,.‘.un—" o ,.u::\/
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. _ . THE SPIRIT OF THE WIND,

‘Where is your home, ye wa.nderers free?
“In what far land, across what sea?
Live ye in some vast cavern rude,
Some unexploréd solitude ?

Or dwell ye where no sound is heard,
No voice of man, or beast, or bird?
Had ye your strange mysterious birth
Beyond the narrow hound of earth?

‘Where ye might mingle with the flight
Of spirits from the world of light—
Bright messengers that sometimes come .
From that dear-land, the land of homae.

All haunts are yours, all forms, all shades,

- O’er moorland brown, or wood]and glades,

Now toying gently with a flower,. .
. Then rushing on with fiercest power,

" Ye ring a melancholy chime,
In the sad pensive autumn-ume :
O'er fading flowers that once were b!‘lght,
In the resplendent summer’s light.

And o’er tne leaves with rustling sound
Drifting so gently to the ground,
Singing o’er withered heaps and sere,
A dirge for the dep'u'tmg year.

In softened light of summer eve,-
A gentle touch ye often leave
Upon the weary brow of pain,:
That quiet ne’er may know again,

Round mansion hoar and grey with eld,
Your carnival is often held,

- With hollow shriek or fea.rful moan,

" Anon, with sad mysterious groan.

Ye rush across the restless sea, '
In all your wild tumultuous glee;’
And stately ship and pennon fair,
'Lxe buned by your fury, there

"

Howe er ye come where er ye go o :
Through joyous scenes.or haunt.s of woe,
Ye ever do His bidding still—

Our great Creator’s sovereign- will

The cap- ~




, The Whlte Prmce. -

o § Wis I was quite growed up" wistfully
. sadd the’ tiny g1r1 who sat, perched in &
: vspecm.l high chair, at the hea.d of Dr. Clav-

ering’s breakfast—table :

‘Just: so!” a.bsently rejoined the doctor, _
who sat a.t the other end of the table, with
a fat, learned review propped up against
. the silver cover of the dish in front of him,
In this way the man of science contrlved
. to feed both mind and body, perhaps at the’
‘expense of the “latter. )

It was a* long Journey down the white
table-cloth from the end where his grand-
daughter. Dody industriously spooned away
at her smoking-hot bread-and-milk to the
other end, where the doctor shook his head
as industriously over the review’s reasom-
- ing; only occasionally remémbering to pop
something into his mcuth. But long as the
distance seemed, it was nothing to the jour-
ney of years that lay between the sole re-
“'maining members of the Clavering family. .
“The doctor was so old_and wrinkled in her
round blue eyes, when Dody first came to live
in the ¢till London house, that she used to
wonder, on Sunday evenings, if her grand-
_.father had been acquainted with ‘the patri-
archs in the Dbig Bible which' was' such a
heav-y weight on her small knees, That
was before Dody-could do more than spell
out the few names familiar to her -in the
Book.” The little woman was now turmed
five; .she could croon - her favorite hymns,

and she could .read quite easy words near- -

-1y -as well as Mrs. Pink herself. Mrs. Pink
©. was’ the doctor’s housekeeper, a good, worthy

goul, but a:sore disappointment to the lonely .

1ittle orphan.:.." i .
... *‘She-seems. hke as "if she was ma.de of -
: boa.r_ds" grieved Dody, when, in sudden gusts

ot iaffection; - she'-tried -to embrace the‘stiff"-
-old woman. But though not exactly made

. of boa.rds Mrs. Pink had rigid ideas of pro-
priety. To have Miss Dody intermittently
flying ‘at her, and squeezing her cap, was

what Mrs., Pink ‘could not put up with, not-

if it was ever so.’ Besides, if her master
had announced from the first set-out, when
his forlorn little granddaughter was brought
iato his home, that Dody was to take her
place opposite himself at all meals—Tor,

" said he, ‘I like a lady at the head of the table, -

Mrs, Pink; it gives an air of completeness!’

—why, then, small though she was, Dody"

occupied the place, as it were, of the mistress
of the house, and must ‘behave as sich,
reasoned the worthy housekeeper. . ‘With
regard to ‘the doctor’s ‘decision, there had
been some trouble with the sma.ll fright-
ened new-comer.

‘I’se too little to sit all by myself on that
chair!’ was her weeping objection on bemg
¢onducted to the head of the table.

‘She isn’t, s0 to say, wrong, sir, smd Mrs.
Pink to the puzzled old gentleman. ‘The
. pore little thing would be lost on -that

chair. And, besides, her little ’ead would

scarce reach the table.

‘Couldn’t you sit aside me in the chair,
Mrs. Pink  Do!’. Dody pluched at the stiff
skirt.

‘Hush, deary!” The shocked housekeeper
colored. ‘We'll get you a high chair, missy,
and all will be right.’ :

‘Which' it’s a foolish thing of master, she
-afterwards remaried, downstairs, ‘to be set-

" tin’ that baby. at the head his table. But’
he's desperate obstmate in ha.vm his own
way.'

True enouf'h the eccentnc scholar- hmd his

~ way. - Day after day, he and the ‘lady of the

‘hnuse sat- opposite each other, in" lonely
state Ior Dody The little ‘maid’ w1s 8 cha.t-
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. -terbox by nature. - But it was diffcult to

keep.up anything hke conversation ‘with a
-person who had but a sole remark, and that
'was the irritating one ‘of ‘Just so!’ .

‘Grandpapa!’. -Dody, having ﬁnished every
crumb -of the.bread and ‘milk, was staring
hard at the butterfly painted .on the bottom

of- her china bowl. Fortified by her-break-

fast, che determined to boldly lay siege-
‘again to the fortress of silence at the other
‘I do.

end of the vista of white table-cloth.
wis’ I was growed up!’ .

" ‘Growed up—grown up!  Ah, just so!l’
The doctor, startled at Dody’s unusual per-
tinacity, pushed up his spectacles to glare
at her. ‘Are you not satisfied with your
condition of life, child? What is it you wa.nt
to be, eh?

‘What could portend such vague stinings
in the human atom facing him?. speculated
the man .of science.

‘I should like to grow up an aunt, grand-
papa,’ Dody promptly said. ‘An aunt!’ she
repeateéd, raising her shrill  sweet voice.
Surely, grandpapa must be deafer than usual
this' morning. . *’Cos then, I could have a
little ‘boy of my very own, just-like the lit-
tle bov opposite, to play wif all day. ©Oh,

gra.napapa twould be so lovely. to be. an
aunt!’ Dody had slipped down from.her
high chair, and was close to the doctors
elbow, staring, with shining eyes, .into his
wrinkled, bewildered face.

Dea.r dear!”

Where’s Mrs. Pink? The

)
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old man rose, and stretched his hand over.

to the 'bell; then he feebly contemplated the
excited, . flushed child. ‘She is feverish—just
so!’ he muttered. ‘Oh, Mrs. Pink, bave the
goodness—er—to remove Miss Dody to the
nursery. She is unduly excited; she is go-
ing to be ill—er—take her away!’

“I'm not going to be ill!’ indignantly. cried
Dody, as she wriggled out of Mrs. Pink’s
grasp. - ‘I want to go to the window and see
my little boy! I shall! and when I'm Zrow-
ed up I'll have a little boy of my own to
play wif!’ - .

‘Dear heart alive!' Mrs. -Pink was scan-
dalized at such a flare of ‘temper from the
usually docile Dody. The two.old folk, mas-
ter and servant, gazed in mute amaze at the
quivering little figure in frilled white pina-
fore, and blacl;-stockmged legs. Dody had
retreated to the centre one of the three
windows, and was standing, a living pie-
ture in a fra.me ‘the sunbeams making a
glory of her fluffy fair hair. The child was
-golemnly - curtesying - with no little grace
and waving her mite of a hand as she gazed
out at- some distant object. .

“ITis the ‘little boy opposite, sir!’ Mrs.
Pink: expla.med,, in an undertone. ‘ Miss
Scropes nevvy su' They bows to each

'

o'ther consta.nt, aJl day long m rainyv

"weather.!

* .- ‘#_. * e

In the house opposite that of the learned
doctor, Eddy Scrope lived a life possibly .
more lozely even than Dody’s.- The street
itself was allowed to be, in its dreary length
and sameness, the quietest in all the Lea-

‘don’ West—dull and dignified. That might

have been why Miss Scrope had grown dull
and dignified also as the years made an
‘elderly, stiff woman - of the once cherry=-
cheeked, lissom girl.” Most of us are made
by -our surroundings; it is only the few ‘who
are strong enough to- color _their own lives,
and those of others. Sophy Scrope hid
lived for more than a quarter of a century
in the silent London house, with no surprises
to break up its stillness, until ocne day the
foreign post brought a letter. It was am
abrupt proposal from her - youngest half-
‘brother, in the Indian Civil Service, who
was married to a wife Miss Scrope had .
never so much as seen, that she would board
his six-year old son, now getting too old
for India’s climate,

To refuse was impossible. So Eddy ar-
rived in due time, bringing live luggage -
with him in the shape of a cockatoo, given
him by a young man on board ship. The
White Prince was of high Australian line-
age, 'a handsome specimen of the lemon-
crested species, and in his fastidious habits

"quite lived up to Lis princely title.

‘It would be difficult to say which of. the.

‘strangers received the warmest welcome, v
“little Miss Scrope being one of those people

of whom it can be said :—

‘He prayeth best - -who loveth best.
All tlungs, both great and small’

Certamly the White Prince made hxmselt
at home much faster than the shy, small’ -

’_boydid. ) D !

‘How do you do, do, do, do?” screamed
his highness, in the friendliest manner,
after he had settled himself on his perch,
and partaken of his luncheon of maize,

‘He is so chatty, he makes himself quite
a. companion!’ purred the little lady, charm-
ed with the prince’s affable speeches; and
the elderly servants downstairs told each
other that ‘Mistress had quxte brisked up
since the cockatoo and the nevvy had come
from Indy!’

It was true enough But though the pat-
ter of little feet and the White Prince’s
chatter transformed the silent house for Miss
Scrope, it was strangely dull and grey to
little BEddy after home and all the brilliance
of Indian life. It was autumn weather, wet
and gusty. The little boy bad to be kept

. indoors until his constitution got acclimatiz-

ed, and. the poor child shrunk into himself,

_pining and dwining.. The White Prince also

began to sulk on his perch. Though to a
stranger a cockatoo’s face is only white °
feathers and black eyes, to one who loves
these birds there is plenty of expression in
it. The prince, as the days grew murkier,
became full of resentful. wrath. His head
geemed to grow -quite small, so sleek and
smooth were his feathers and crest, a sure
sign of anger; for a cockatoo, when cheery
and, gay, rufles up his.feathers and appea.rs

. to expand into double his-size.

‘Why, Eddy, Eddy!’ shrieked Miss Scmpe
one morning. ‘The White Prince has got
away!’ ' '

‘So he has' He had b1tten the chain
right th;'ough Aunt Sophy!’ Eddy, . who
had been pressing his pale face against the

. window, watching a little girl in a white

pinafore, dandling her doll in ‘the house

3
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opposxte, rushed across to the corner where
sbood his highness, swelled to twice his usual
size ‘in‘the pride.of his achievement, a.nd
cha.ttering volubly.

‘et me catch him, Aunt Sophy!*
boldly threw himself into the breach.

‘Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear!’ ghouted the
Prince, ‘Two can play at that game, game,
gamae!’ and, with ear-splitting screeches the
White Prince suddenly charged at the lit-
tle boy, chasing him down the long room,
and out on to the staircase, pecking all the
way st his short legs.

‘Oh, the poor child! He will be devoured!’
Aunt Sophy’s loud cries summoned the
household. But Eddy and the prince knew
better. They were only having a fine game
up and down the wide staircase. It was the

mdey

Eddy had peremptory Indian wa.ys of giving
orders strange to English ears.

‘My. dear!” Miss Scropes small be-ringed
" hands were uplifted

‘You don’t understand.
We never know our neighbors in 2 London
street—not even their names.’

- “Then how can you love your neighbor

as yourself, Aunt Sophy"’ innooently asked
Eddy ’

‘Oh, child, we can do that though we are
not on speaking terms in many ways; by
never slandering them, for instance. To
think the best we can of a person is ons way
of loving them. With regard to our neigh-
bor over the way, it so happens that; he
being a distinguished scientific man, I:do
know his name to be Dr. Clavering., But
we are not personally acquainted, and who

NS

2

» 2y

‘“TiS THE. LITTLE BC)v OPPOSITE SIR

happiest day Eddy had know in grey, sad-
colored England.,

The little boy was secretly delighted when-
ever the prince’s strong beak bit through
every new chain Miss Scrope provided.
Still, even games of romps did not quite fill
up the hours, and school was not thought of
just yet for the Indian-born child. So, if it
had not been for glimpses of the little girl
in the house opposite, Eddy would hardly
have knmown how to get through the rainy
days. He and Dody had become distant

friends; distant only In the semse of the

breadth of the-street. Eddy had introduced
the White Prince, and his- highness had
bowed across -with cheerful vehemence, to
the: delight of Dody. Perhaps-the cockatoo
took the yellow-baired, white-pinafored
figure for a lemon-crested, white-plumed
brother bird. - That's as may be.
‘Aunt_Sophy, I want that lttle white girl
.opposite to play with me! :Send for her!’

that child is bowing across to you all day I
haven't a notion.

‘What’s personally quamtedw demanded
Eddy gloomily, He was not accustomed to
have his wishes brushed aside thus.

‘Oh, paying calls, and: dinner-parties and
that!’ said Aunt Sopby vaguely. She was

thinking how pleasant it would be {o pay

calls, and exchange little dinnera with the
great man cpposito

‘I wish we was personally quamted then!’
Eddy's sigh was an echo of Aunt Sophy's
OWD.

‘ L] ] L ‘ * * *
A lomg

Patter, patter! Crack; crack!

-succession of fizzing noices.  These sounds
awoke Eddy Scrope just before the dawn .

stole up ‘in the-east. - There was.a nice

bright light shining, and he could.plainly.
-~ gee all hig animal nictqres framed in brown

paper borders on' the wans. It was queer
that Susan, the housemaid, had not come to
call him, thought Eddy. It must be quite .

late, for there was a great talking going on

in the street below. Jumping up, heé ran-to =
the iron-barred- window. to find there wad

quite a beautiful red light outside by. 'which‘ o
he could see crowds of upturned white faces,

Eddy was puzzled; the street was usually;

50 dul_i, save for a passing carriage or .the '’
postman by day, and the lamplighter at .

dusk. The ra.m was nothing new., It never
seemed to do anything but rain in England.

.But this rain, funny enough, that pattered -

against the housé came from below, out ot

long. tubes too.

‘Hilloa; here you are!’ ‘

Eddy gave a great start at the hoarse
shouts as the nursery door was flung open.
‘It's war!’ thought the boy with a beating
heart; ‘the soldiers are out!’ But the shin-
ing helmeted giant who strode over to catch
up the little boy in the scarlet pyjamas was

‘1o soldier.

‘Just in time, little master! We've got

. the lady out safe, and all the wimmen-folk.

Come along!’ .

‘No. I shan’t!’”. Eddy stood square and
straight, He wasn’t going to surrender to
the enemy, not he!

‘Why, don’t ’ee know as it’s a fire? If so

be as you don’t, come along o' me, you'll be

burnt! Be there any more on you, little
shaver? angrily shouted the fireman.

A fire! Aunt Sophy and the women saved!
Eddy comprehended instantly. C -

‘ There’'s the White Prmce downstaxrs. "

He's my cockatoo—' .
‘Why-—a,’ roared the xmpatxent gzant whc
cares for a bird? .
‘God does!’
bleached, but his heart was stout.-

the huge fireman’s legs, and tore out of the
nursery. The smoke rolling up the stair-
case did not daunt the boy, who rushed om
at break-neck speed, the ﬁreman txampmg

. clums:.ly after him.

The Iong drawing-room was lighied up by

~Then, -with

Dddys tace mxvht be Ind1a.n_-_,
: AL Jeast;;
-he cares if a sparrow -falls, Bxble._saysﬁso,' s
- an! a cocka.toos -much. bigger!’,
~ an unexpected dxve, ‘Eddy darted bet—veen1

Dt

fitful red flares from the strong reflection

on the houses opposite, and Eddy could dim-
ly see the ghostly form of the White Prince

‘motionless in his corner.

‘Oh dear, oh dear! Time's up, my boy!
In ear-piercing screams the cockatoo greeted
Eddy, with extraordinary aptness,.

‘Oh!’ sobbed Bddy, fumbling at the chain, .

‘you shan’t be left to burn, my dear, old.
prince!’ But burning would certainly have

been his fate, if the prince had not aiready .

bitten through his last new chain, and Eddy
dragged the bird off as the ﬁreman dashed
up the room. . -

‘Whatever——' began the man, but- the

smoke choked his words, and.he seized-both |

Eddy and the prince in his strong .grasp. .
“Where's. your manners? screeched the

_prince, furious at such a liberty.

Smashing out the window-panes Wwith his

powerful shoulder, the fireman and his dou~
ble burden came in view of the great, silent

crowd below, who ‘held their breath at the-
strange trio. The big strong fireman in his |

glittering helmet; the scarlet-robed, fair-
haired boy; the indignantly shrieking cocka-

. too all white feathers and black eyes. Quick
to comprehend that ‘the boy had refused to. -

desert his bird, and that the fireman had

risked his life for Dboth, the crowd broke

out into a wildly sympathetic cheer, :
next moment it:was abruptly checked, to

The -

watch the rapid adjusting of the firc-escape -,

and. the .descent of the-three.

Wi

- Onezg they -
_reached the: pavement the.cheering had.its -
way, the 'White Prince joining in with voeif .

R
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erous =creams, madly eager to outdo every-
body. else..

“Pate ‘em’ opposite, where the la.dy .was
"took!’ urged.the crowd..

‘Yes, yes!
a peremptory voice, .and, with his' grizzled
locks flying, and'his face alight with ex-
citement, ‘Dr.. Clavering, loohing twenty
years younger, led the way.. ’

It was some hours before the fire was fairly
got under, hours during which Eddy slept
peacefully in Dody’s nursery.

‘Wake up, little boy!
Somebody shook Eddy’s shoulder, and he
opened his startled eyes, ‘The little girl
opposxte was peering down at him.

‘Oh, it’s you!' Eddy yawned, then he
added, ‘I ’spose we're personally ’quainted,

now? Oh, and where’s the White Prince?’

"Through the half-open door waddled the
cockatoo, twice his usual size, so ruffled with
pleasure was he to answer for himself.
‘What 2 morning that was for Dody, wild
with important delight; and. what days fol-
lowed for the childish pair now personally

acquainted. Miss Scrove and Bddy, burnt-

out, remained as the doctor's guests for
many weeks. Indeed, the poor la.dﬁr could
not help herself, being severely ill from
shock., After she grew well, the doctor still

insisted on her remaining until a new house, .
instead of tke blackened ruin opposite, could.

be got.. Thus the winter sped by, and peo-
ple began to hint that the doctor wanted
1o keep his guests for good.
* .!I» ® * t ] *

¢ RERY . .

The dull, grey weather has departed. The
smiling spring-comes in leaps  and bounds.
Eddy, ruddy and:strong, goes every day to

the “preparatory school in the next street;
and- Dody trots off to Kindergarten round

the ‘corner; while’the' White Prince scolds

over their departure, and +welcomes, with .

mad joy, their return. Lastly, Aunt Sophy
has quite given up looking for a new house,
seeing there has been a quiet wedding, and
the little lady fills, more fittingly, even Mrs.
Pink allows, Dody’s old place as-head of
the doctor’'s table—M. B. Manwell. -

The Rope in the Blizzard.
(Bdward - A. Rand in ‘Christian Observer.’)

They stood together in tHé door of the
Vaughan barn,”and all around them was the
wide winter prairie, white as if carpeted
with- the whitest of fleeces. of wool.

‘It looks pretty. wintry,’ observtd Harry,
a boy irom the east, visiting a.t his gtand-
father's prairie farm.’ .

John, the hired man, nodded his head

Then in silence the two watched from'the
barn door ihe stainless surface of this win-
ter land. -
marked - the boy.

John, the silent, nodded his head agajn.

Suddenly a voice about one hundred fect
away called them pleasantly.

‘Prayers! grandmother wants us,’
Harry. ‘She is at the door.’

said

He looked like a post.

‘Don’t you go in?’ asked Harry.

‘N-no!’ was the post's gruff answer.

‘I think I will go.” Harry moved away as
he was speaking, ‘Grandmother says that

prayer is like the rope behind the door, for

‘ there’s no telling how much you may need

it. T
" ‘Guess I can be my own rope ca.lled out
John. -

‘When Harry passed into the house he
glanced at the rope:behind the door.. :‘His
grandmother had.told him its possible :use,
that there had been snow-storms so blind-

Bring them to my house, ‘said’

~wife.

It’s breakfast time!’ -

“You have-a lot of snow here “re-

John, the silent, did not even nod his head. :

HDN

Cing that.the path cf one hundred feet be-

tween the house and the barn .was wiped

out in.the confusing cloud.of snow, and a

rope stretching out. from the house Was a
good guide.

‘I-told your grandfa.ther, sa.id the 'old

-lady, ‘that I should feel “safer about him .

this winter if he would keep a rope ‘behind
the door. He.smiled and said he would do

‘it to please me. He is a very kind man,

your grandfather is, to do it to please his
I may be foolish, but I look upon
that .rope as on prayer; there’s mo telling
how much you may need it.’

Harry now entered the living-room. He.
remembered the prayers offered that morzn-

- ing- with peculiar interest.”

His grandfather was not very well His
voice was low and feeble, and he touching-
Iy prayed that the Saviour might be a hid-
ing-place in the time of every storm.

After prayers- Harry went out again to
the barn. Only the cattle were there.

‘John,’” he called, going the length of the
building. s

The wind moaning about the barn gave
the only answer. ’

Then Harry came back to the. barn and .

Jooked along the line of the road leading to
the nearest market town. He saw a black
dot on the white snow.

“That’s John, he said, ‘going off with the
team.’

‘When he returned to the house, he re-

ported John’s probable journey to market.
Yes,’
coughing at mtervals

better not. It may snow.’

. ‘I .know. you did,’  said Grandmother
Va.ughan
‘wilful, - He hkes his own way.’ -

Harry, thought of John’s Words that he
‘guessed he could be his own rope.’

A little after this Harry noticed in the
north-west a dark cloud. ~When he first
saw it, it had the form of a semi-circle. The
cloud grew. It stretched into the sky over-
head. The sun’s light was quenched in the
big spreading cloud.

“What is that cloud for? asked Harry.
© “That means snow,” said his grandmother.
‘1 have been watching it from.the window.
I wish John were at home.’ _

‘Do you think much snow is coming,
grandmother?’

‘I can't say, but that cloud looks as if it
bad a good many bags of white feathers to
empty on the earth.’

The mercury was falling, tco. Finally,
grandfather said, ‘Prissy, I-I-f-e-e-1 cold.’

9 don’t wonder ‘you do, Jotham,
grandmother.
ther. Tl start up the fire. My!’ she said,
here glancing out of the Wlndow, ‘it snow
isn’t here alrecady!’

© The air waec . crowded with httle white’

.. ships all seeking harbor down on the earth.

The wind,too, was quite noisy. The storm
went on. The mercury kept falling. The
snow thickened, and though so white, dark-
ened ail the rooms. . The forenoon went
somberly. !

‘T wish John were here!’ murmuxed tho

“old lady.

‘Perhaps he may have come bach to the
barn. It is some hours since he started.
T'll go out to the barn,’ said Harry.

‘Run - the rope out,’ said grandmother.
‘Here, I'll show ye!’ She took down the
rope from its nail. ‘Now I’ll tie one end to
the door-kncb. Take the other end in your

. band, Harry.' : ’.
‘Oh, I know where the ba.rn is, though I

can’t see it.” . .
¢'Pain't the barn youll. be helped by this;

to find, but the house when you come back.

said Grandfather Vaughan, feebly, "
‘John thought—he’

had better. g-g-go, but I.told hxm he had-

‘I hea.rd you say it. J ohn is purtyi

replied
‘There’s a change in the wea-- .

‘thank God for his mercies.

SSENGER: - B

Tell me, where is the.barn, would you say?-
‘It is there and he pointed with his- ..

finger.

‘No,’ said the old_ lady, ‘it is there Go
in that direction. Take the rope with you.
‘When you get to the barnm, you holler.’

Off into the big cloud of snow went
Harry., ~ -

Soon grandmother heard a voice,
nght" Then she went into the house,

Harry found that his grandmother was
right about the location of the' barn; he

‘All

" reached it by following the path she point-

ed out. He went through the bui]ding call-
ing to John, ‘Are you here?. John, you hetre'
John-n-n-n!’ .
" No answer came to his eager questioning,
‘I think I will go back,’ concluded Harry.
Not an inch of the house could be seen, but

" the rope safely guided him.

Hark! What did he hear? .
‘Help-p- DD" was it? It sounded like
that.

Brave old grandmother, she had come to
the door to look after somehody else; -for
she was re-tying the rope to the dcor-knob,
and more surely,

‘Goin’ agin? she asked.

‘Hark! Don't you hear semebody, grand-
mother? " :

‘Help-p-p-p!’ = . .

‘My, Harry! There s somebcdy in trouble.

Oh, do look out. It is as much as I can do
t_o stand here. The wind is spiteful.’
- ‘You wateh me from the window,’ sug:

‘gested Harry, in a very zmportant tone of

advice, for he felt t.hat ‘he wag the man of
the’ house now,- and everything depended
on him. ‘The window is a safe place for
you.’

Gra.ndmother said nothmg, but smlled and
off strode Harry into the’ snow-cloud ‘What
a tumult of wind ‘and snow and how cold it
was, for the cold seemed 2 part ef the com-~
motion. He turned after he. had ‘gone a
few feet and looked at the. farm house win-

dow.

‘There is grandfather; and grandmother

too, I suppose is watching me. Ca.nt seem

to make her out. Good for them that they
have got somebody to stand Dby them.’

As he moved out in the direction of the
cries for help, he uttered in tomes as sten~
torian and impresswe as possible, ‘Coming'
coming!” He quickly lost sight of the farm
house, and could see nothing but snow—
SNOW—snow! .

Soon he hecame aware that he was once
more seeing an object that was not snow.
It was darkish, it was—was—was—a horse
—a sleigh—a man—John!

‘Ho! that you, John?

‘Yes; jest about beat out. If I ain’t glad
to see ye. You know—wher-er the barn

is??-

‘No, but I know where the house is. See!’

Harry held up the rope.

‘Good! Now I'm about friz through. The
hoss is gin out. I dunno whether to leave
and git help. I wish there was two of ye,
said John. -

‘Don’t you folks want some help"’ said a
pleasant voice. :

A rather large, irregular object here hove
in sight, and it turned to be—who?

‘Why, grandmother!’ exclaimed Harry.

Yes; grandmother in grandfather’s hat!

That was help encugh, for grandmother -
was a woman of considerable strength. The
horse and John reached the respective quar-
ters of shelter, and so did Harry and his

grandmother. All day the storm raged’ a.bout :
- the house on-.the prairie. B

Toward evening. grandfather said, “We've ::
much to be grateful for, and we want to
I don't know
as you want to stop—to stop—with us!’



“He; here' was aereSSing ‘John, who. was’

" going ‘through-the room. "~ . .

do,’ replied Johm, emph'atiéal{

““Yes, sir,,

B 1y. ‘T've.tried to be my own rope this morn-;

. Ing,‘and I've got enough of it

The storm. still raged across the wild -
. prairie, . "It howled above the farm .house

roof. Beneath that roof, though, was a lit-

" “tle group“clinging to that rope of- safety let

down troin heaven in the hour of prayer.

~ Harry’s Lesson.

When Harry Landor ‘came to spend his
. holidays at the seaside with his cousins,
the little girls thought that he was quite
"a man, ‘and that he could do everything.

: .Harry was inclined to think so too. He

" was a clever boy: he had done well at
school, and was first-rate at cricket -and
- football, but he had been but seldom at the

sea, and knew little about boating and swim-

e

face, but Harry saw ndthiﬁg, but his, rough e

jersey: " - o AR
*Yes,"but’ wé- don’t meed you. I'm here
now. to look after my cousins,’ he said, push-
ing Jack rudely aside. Jack flushed with
anger, but" he said nothing, though he
looked uneasy as Harry clumsily hoisted the

“sail,”

The morning was b‘right,ﬁbut‘ suddenly
the sky overclouded, and a -squall. almost :

capsized the boat. - Harry managed at last’
to get the sail down, but he had no idea

what to do next, or how to get the boat .

‘back to shore, and with every moment the
wind and the waves were rising, He tug-
ged at the oars in -vain, -while the child-
ren cried with fright., Suddenly Benie ex-
clajmed : | S o

‘Here’s a boat coming—I'm sure it’s Jack!
Jack, Jack, come and help us!’

In a few moments a little boat was along-
side, and Jack had fastened it astern and

ming. All the same, he felt rather annoyed

"when, the day after his arrival, Nellie and
Benie begged that they might be allowed

to go for a sail, and his"‘ aunt’ ’agljeedh,'b}ltv

added with-a smile:: .
.. «Only if Jack Collins can go with you.
I cap trust him. I don’t know whether
Harry cah manage a boat.’ ]
: ‘Of course I can; anybody can. manage a
boat,’” he answered loftily. But his aunt saill
~quietly : . . - '
I think you'd better have Jack too.’ .
‘And who may Jack be * asked Harry, as
“they strolled down to the shore. :
‘He's such a nice boy!’ exclaimed Nellie
- . eagerly; "Mother always lets us go out with
" yim. His father is a fisherman, but Jack
" wants.to go to sea and ‘be a captain; and
. he's beginning to study already, but his
" “father can't afford to let him go to classes,
.. and Jack is teaching himself out of a book
"full ‘of circles and queer lines’ o

“eThe’ lubber had bétter stick to fishing
lines,” said Harry superciliously, as a tall
lad came-up and -asked if the little ladies .
wanted: 2 sail. He had a frank, plegsant..

e~

set the' sail ipro;pe,rlly' to t'he‘ wind, and they
were. tacking back. to the pier, and Nellie
‘and -Benie ‘were . all ‘smiles . again. Ha.rjr'y-

was realizing that it was not so easy to

manage a boat as he had fancied, and as he
Jooked at' the: white curling. crests of the
angry waves.and listened to the shriek of

- the wind, he knew that if it had not béen

for ‘the lubber,’ as he had called him, he

and his cousins would never have.reached -

the shore again. As it was,"it taxed Jack’s-
gkill to the.utmost to bring them gafely to
the pier, where Mrs.: Landor was waiting in
an agony of anxiety.

‘How could you take the children. out
in such a day, Jack ?’ she cried reproach-
fully, - e I

Jack was silent; but Harry, swallowing
down his foolish pride and vanity; exelaim-
ed, ‘It was my fault, Auntie, not Jack’s.
He's saved all our lives, and I'll be glad to

"help him with his Buclid, if ‘he'll teach me -
* how to manage aboat} aud,”looking at the
brave, medest face, ‘T dare say lé can teach

me a good deal more that T need.’-
And the two boys clasped-bands over the
bargain: t ‘ .

GERS .~

v And {he day -wore onward:

~

. Unawares... . ,

They said, “The Master is. coming
To honor the town to-day, - - - .

- And none can tell at what house or home
. The Master will choose. to stay.” <~
And I thought while my heart beat-wildly,

What.if He should come to mine?.
How wowid I strive to entertain.
And honor the Guest divine?

And straight I turned to toiling
To make my home more neat, ..
1 swept-and polished and garnished,
And decked it with blossoms Sweet. .
I was troubled for fear the Master.
Might come ere my task was done,
And I bastened and worked the faster,
And watched the hurrying sun.-

But right in the midst of my duties
A woman came to my door; .
She had come to tell me her sorrows, .
And my comfort and -aid to implore.
. And I said, ‘I cannot listen-
Nor help you any to-day; = |
I have greater things to attend to,
And the,pleader turned away.

But soon there came another—.
A cripple, thin, pale and grey—

And said, ‘Oh! let me stop and rest
Awhile in your home, I pray.

I have travelled far since morning,

- I am hungry and faint and weak,
My heart is full of misery, = -

-And .comfort and help, I.seel.” . ;

_And T said, ‘I am grieved and, sprry,

Biit I cannot help you: to=day;: ..
' Ilook for a great-and hoble Guest,:
. ./And the cripple weut away. -

. “And my task wa$'nearly-done; ..
““And a prayer-was ‘ever in my.iheart
.- That the Master ‘to' ine might come,

. Anad I'thought'I would sp_'rlng to meet Him, -
~And serve Him with utmost qare‘,
‘When a little child stood by me,
With a face so sweet and fair. : -~
Sweet,. but with marks of tear-drops,
And his clothes were tattered and old,
A finger was bruised and bleeding,
And his little bare feet were cold.

_And I said, ‘I am sorry for you,

You are sorely in need of care,
But I cannot stop- to give it, '

You must hasten otherwhere.’
And at the words a shadow

Swept o’er his blye-veined brow;
“+Someone will feed and clothe you, dear,
" ButIam too busynow.' - :

- At last t'he day was ended,’
And my toil was over and done,
"My house was swept.and garnished,
. And’I watched in the dusk alone.

‘, Waiched, but no footfall sounded, -

No one paused at my gate,
Np one entered my cottage dclor,
‘I could only pray and wait.

1 waited till night had deepened, -
And the Master' had not come.
‘He has entered some other door,’ I cried,
‘And gladdened some other home.’
My labor had Been for nothing, -
' And T bowed my head and wept,
My heart was sore with longing,
" “Yet, spite of it all, I slept.

- Then the Master stood before me,
. And his face was grave and fair: .
- “Three. times to-day I. came. to your door,
. And craved your pity and care; -
Three times you sent me onward,
" Unhelped and uncomforted, s
A.A'J_ld.ltlslf Dblessing you might have had was -
- lost, - . Co ) .
And your chance to serve has fled.’ '
~—Unknown, -~ ~ o i s T




~

- Correspondence

L. . ‘Da_.limeny,Ont;
Dear Editor,—I am a great reader and

lover of sound, inspiring books, which will
_inspire the reader to do what is right, and
to be true to our God, country and Queen.

" Among the books which have atiracted my

notice is a book entitled ‘In’ His, Steps; or,
What Would Jesus Do? After reading this
book,'I was thinking what a beautiful world
this would be if everybody was following in
the steps of Jesus, or doing what they
thought Jesus would do if he was upon earth.
Before closing my letter, I wish to make an
appeal to the readers of the ‘Messenger.” It
is for each reader to try to establish the
‘Messenger’ ‘in homes where it is not read,
especially homes where there is no Christian
training, and by-so doing you. will be doing a
good work in the spreading of good sound.
literature. Wishing you a Happy and Pros-
perous New Year, I remain, your true young

friend, - - .
: GORDON.

. . - 'Woodstoek, Ont.
Dear Editor,~The *‘Messenger’ and the
Witness’ hate been in the family for a num-
ber of years, as mother had it in her father's
house when she was a little girl. We have’
sent the ‘Messenger’ to two other families,
besides lending our own. I have a great-"
grandma, ninety-three years old, who reads
it regularly every week, She lives with my
grandpa and grandma. - Grandpa is eighty-.

one, and gardens two acres of land; and
grandma, is seventy-two, and does all the g 3. o Yiphie chickens and turkeys to help

- feed,- and now. I have to amuse ‘my baby

‘housework, They.are all smarter than'a
great many people twenly years younger.

~ They held their golden wedding-a year ago-

. . and gométinies'we each repéat a promise. A

last “November; and grandma and mother

were. there: :

. My* sister and brother and I belong to thia !

Junior:Epworth -League. .. There is an aver-
age.of about fifty members. Sometimes some
of the girls.and boys have to write essays

fe¥v 'monthi ago-we had to study and comn
to membory -all the. particular .events. in-th
first.fiye: books. of. the.Old  Testament,. Our
..:Pastor, the Rev. Mr: Sipprell, who heiped
with thiose studies, wa§ sent to Victoria Col-
lege, New Westminster, B.C., to hold the po-
sition as Principal of that College. He still
takes -an interest in our Junior League, and
occasionally writes us-an-interesting letter.
Our Sunday-school averages about two hun-
dred members. The attendance is so large,
both. in church and Sunday-school, that we
are .intending to build a new church in the
spring, if ncthing prevents. o
One of theé churches in the country had on
their Christmas tree about seventy presents
‘to be sent {o the Indish Reserve at Munpcey-
town,

7" different churches give concerts at the House

. BEditor;”. please read. it to me.’

of Refuge. It is not an unpleasant place to
go to, because it is so clean and comfortable,
and the inmates seem to-enjoy a good com-
fortable home—it is indeed a Refuge. It is
. on a beautiful site overlooking the town; the
grounds are.beautifully laid out with fiow-

erg and walks. :
i ’ ELLA MAY (aged 15).

Mid. Musquodoboit, N.S.
" Dear Editor,—~I have one sister and oae
" brother; he is four years old, and is very
fond of looking at the pictures in the ‘Mes-
gsenger.’ When he comes to the correspond-
ence page, he says: ‘Mamma, here is “Dear
The only pet
I have is a kitten, I live near the school-

house, and like to go very much. - I .belong -

- to 'the Mission Band. .My sister and I be-

. long to the Band of Hope. The division here
had its jubilee anniversary the Friday even-

" 'ing before New Year's night.  They had a

.

very large pathering—over three hundred.
First they had a supper, then they went up-

stairs; -the programme consisted of speeches -

and music. - The hall was decorated very-
picely. My papa is in Omaha, and he has
been away almost a year, I got a Bible and
one dollar, besides other little  things,- for
Christmas. Wishing you a Prosperous New

Yea‘r"'. o~ A
ot T JENNIE 8. (aged 10).

f .t T e .. Mitchell
. Dear Editor,—We had a very happy Christ-

' ‘mas; ‘We- have had lovely weather for

Christmas; -and as the river is frozen, we

... have alovely time skating.

e g

" OLIVER MOWAT. (aged 10).

Sometimes the young people of the -

- New Year, o

-

o
t ~

Dear ‘Bditor,—My ma has taken the ‘Mes-
senger’ ever since it was published.'. I have

. 'a dog named Tray, and I have two cats

named Smut and Pansie. I have two pel

. bantams. My pa is a farmer. We have three

horses and thirteen head of cattle.

. : T S 'Winnipeg, Man.
Dear Editor,~I live about seven miles from’
Winnipeg. - I have two miles to go to school;

" but @s my father drives me to school all
winter, I do not mind living far from school.

I only-missed .one day last term from the
first of January to the first of July. There
are about eighteen or twenty going to school,
and we spend our recesses and noon hours
by playing pull-away and prisoners’-base in

the winter and baseball, and sometimes.foot- -

ball, in the summer. We have a nice teacher,
who walks from the cily in the morning, and
back-again at night. He also joins us in
our games at times, We have quite a num-~

ber of cows and horses, and I bave a pretty’
'nttle pony.

| JESSIE (agedl 12)..

Walter’s Falls, Ont.
! Dear Editor,—I read the short letters, and
mamma reads the long ones for me, I have
one ‘and a half ‘miles to go to school, 80 1
only go in the summer, but my brother goes
all the winter. I have bhalf a mile to go to

Sunday-scheol, and I had most marks in my

class. ~ We had a Christmas tree for the
Sunday-school, and I got & lovely workbox
from my teacher. My papa isa farmer.. We
live in a very nice place.. I have not many

ets in the winter, but in the summer I have

brother;. he is one year and‘a half old, and

'we have_good fun playing. .~ -~ .. -
ST L IRENE (aged 7). o

"Pleléring, Ont.

«ditor,;r-i(.am,n#med after you, John

Dear

" Dougall'R. - I live a’ mile’ and & half from
shool; My-teacher is very.good. My father:
: ness,” th - many ‘years. 'I have four brothers and two

in & white house by the’

‘Witness

hool.

b: gclicol7How, ‘a5 we.are d

‘the ‘Sabbath Reading’ " . -
A JOHN:D, R.. (aged 12). -
Cen - Harper, Kansas.

. Dear Bditor,—I am ten years old, but don’t

.go to school; because the ‘doctor says I am

not aple;  but -I. study a -llttle at.home.” I

go to:Sunday-school every Sunday; some- .
times. I -Help take care of the chickens and ;

.ducks. | We. have .64 - white -Pekin ducks, 6
geese and 1207 chickens. - ~ 7 - -
MR MEADA. *

. : L : Bath.
. Dear Editor,—Th e Correspondence inter-
ests me very much. I saw a letter from one
‘of my little friends who now lives in Sutton,
but who once lived at Conway, where I used
to reside. . I have two brothers and one sister.
My youngest brother has a large St. Berpard
dog, whom he calis Bruno. - I have a pet cat

_called  Punch, and I had .another-to mafch

it called, Judy,. but. Bruno .buried it in the
gnow. one cold might.in the winter, and we
found it frozen to death. I also have a lit-
tle bird. which whistles, and I value it very

much, 1 am = member. of the Methodist

Church and the Mission Baxnd. - .

! o . i - EDITH M.
Norwood. -

Dear Editor,—I do not go to school, but

‘take music lessons. When I play on the

organ our big collle dog sings bass. We
live on & farm, and my brother keeps a lot

of fowls. i
o JEMAIE (aged 14).

‘ ’ " Lower Salmon Creek.

" Dear Editor,—I am going to'try to be a bet-
‘ter gir] this year. Wishing you a prosperous
o EDNA.
Heathedte.

- Dear Editor,~I was visiting my grandpa’s

on Friday. .I had a pleasant time, and Mar-
garet was down too.” We had ‘a Chrisimas

. tree, and:on it T'got.a toy watch and a diary

and candies. I:have read some books; the
titles of. them ere ‘Bennie, the Little Singer,’

PERCY H. S. (aged 9). .-

“graln; and T have -t help father to clegn it:: .-
. up, as’I have Do-brothers or.sisters:.I like
- to read the Correspondence. I'love to read

. a small creek called the Blackhalk,

... 'THE MESSENGER. . . . T

Sherkston, Ont. - - “Daisy Book,’ {Gi‘anny's'Héro,"‘High’Wages,"

‘Bster ‘and *Ella,’. “The Adventures. of Six-

pence’ My sister has read ‘In His Steps.’,

Some. of my cousins were at our plade, and
wekwere out at the barn playing hide and
SCeK, -0 o .

’ _ Little Rapids, Ont.

- Dear Editor,—We have a prosperous Sun-
day-school and a fine minister; his name is
the Rev. J. Anderson. We live on the north
shore of Lake Huron in Algoma,-in a village

_called Little Rapids, about three miles and &
half from the lake shore. Some people have

. the impression that this is a wild country,

but I think it is just grand. - ‘We have a

gar.m about four miles from where we live;

it is situated between two small lakes, and

Ip_the summer they are covered with water-

lilies. “We go out to our farm to spend our

summer holidays, and we go boat-riding and

gatl;er the water-lilies. . e
. ) - - NETTIE K. (aged 10).

) North Wiltshire, P.E. Island.

_ Dear Editor,—My uncle has taken the ‘Mes-
senger’ for nearly twenty. years. I live on
a farm. We keep horses, cows, sheep, pigs
and hens. "I 2o to school every day. I have
two pet hens. I have a pet lamb.named
String. I have two brothers. We are going
to catch maple sap in the spring.

WILLIE C. (aged 10):

- . ) Kilsyth, Ont.
( Dear Editor,—I go to the Baptist Sunday-
school, where I get a nice little paper en-
. titled ‘Our Boys and Girls;” but I like the
‘Messenger’ best. We had a Christmas tree
at our church this year. Like Bertha, I am
very fond of Emily’s letters, and hope she

will write again. .
MAMIE E. (aged 11).

. Jock Goulburn, Co. Carleton, Ont.
~Dear Editor,—I am a little girl five years
old. I like.to read the letters in the ‘Mes-
senger’ from the little boys and girls. My
brother-has taken the ‘Messenger’ for a great
" sisters. © We live
River:Jock. .1 % o
. R . Sydenham, Grey Co.
: Dear Editor,—I- watch for. the ‘Northern
Messenger’ every. week, and I.like to read it
very much, I am fond-ofreading.good books.
I.live on a farm. in. Sydenham Township.
.My pa has a fine team of horses. I wish I
was big enough to drive .them. '
. JOHN C. N. (aged 13).

o . .z . Morganston, Ont. -

Dear Editor,—I live on a farm of one
hundred acres, with my tiwo. brothers, my
mother and elder sistér. We have taken the

‘Messenger’ ever since I can remember, and

longer, too. I am sure we could not get
along without it now. "I think the ‘Corre-
spondence’ just lovely too, as it gets the
boys and girls all over_.the country better
acquainted and- also-gives everyone, ideas
of what the different parts of the country
are like. Our Sunday-school is two miles

from our place, but only one mile across’™

the fields, so I can walk there in the sum-

mer-time. My father was the superintend-

- ent until:last July, when he died, and there

has been no Sunday-school since. I think

Jane Catherine’s letter so -interesting, and

hope she will wrile again. :
PEARL H. (aged 13).

- : London, Ont.
Dear Editor,—I ain a little girl just nine
years old, and wish to write a few lines to
your paper. I get one every Sunday, and I
love to read it, and papa and mamma
read it, and lke it very much. I have
three sisters and one brother, and I have a

nice time with them. ‘
PRUDENCE MAY.

Morrison, Grundy Co., Iowa.

Dear Editor,—We live in Iowa, on a farm,
about one mile and a. half from a small town
called Morrison, and about half a mile from
In the
- summer . Ican fish there, and can generally
catch’ enough fish for one ‘meal. I helped
papa pick corn -this--fall, and papa and I
-could pi¢k about seventy. bushels a day. I
go°to school -every day now; and some days,
when-it is cold, papa takes my little sister.
and me to school in the sleigh. .= = i

ELVIN (aged 10). -

g

44 - - -~ VIOLET.

o

;
X3




= ,
NCE upon a time, a King:
~and Queen had a daugh-
ter, who.was the shyest
— . Princess that ever lived.
She. could - not look -at anyone
without blushing. and if anyone
spoke to her, she began to cry,

remedy to cure her, but instead of
improving, she seemed to grow
gradually worse. The people called
her shyness the Princess’s unfor-
tunate infirmity, and said she must

- have been bewitched at her birth.

. The unbappy maiden took no
pleasure in her life; indeed, every
day it became a greater punishment
to her. If such a thing had been
permitted, she would have shut her-
self up in a dark room, so that no
one could behold her blushes. Tru-
ly, the most ardent wish that she
had on earth was to hide herself
away from her fellow creatures.
Yet it must not be imagined from
what has been said, that the Prin-
cess Bashful was not pleasant to
look upon. So far was this from
being the case, that even the critic-
al:: Court ladies were- sometimes
beard to admit that their- Princess
was not without beauty; of a cer-
tain kind. PR S S
Bashful’s face was like a flower

1

of apple-blossom, that has newly
opened, and which still retains its
dewy paleness, with the faintest
tinge of pink. Her eyes, when they

-were not lowered, shone like violet-

blue stars from out a cloud of glis-
tening golden hair. And with this
wonderful hair, which rippled down
until it reached the ground, she had

| - been known, on more than one oc-
Hes father and mother tried every

casion, to veil her blushes. .

It was a face that all men must
have admired, had they been lucky
enough to obtain a glimpse of it.
But the princess could never, be per-
suaded to show herself at any of the
high Court functions, and if a court-
ier happened to be anywhere about,
she would invariably run away at
his approach.. This was one rea-
son why the ladies thought so high-
1y of her good semse; for, if the
Princess had chosen, she might
have thrown them all completely in-
to the shade. ' !

When her twenty-first birthday:
drew near, the King and Queen,
and the whole Court, decided that
it was quite time for the Princess
to marry.
Council was held, in order to dis-
cuss the important question, from
which everyone came away with a
severe headache. But as a result,
the King issued a proclamaj‘éon,_ on
the following day, that the Prince

who succeeded in curing his daugh-

Therefore, a Cabinet

A Story For Children. .

- (Flora Schmals in the ‘Strand.’) -

~ ter of her shyness silould, without

fail, become her husband.

So soon as Bashful heard of what
.had taken place, she withdrew into
still stricter retirement, and spent
her days and nights in continual
weeping. o :

‘By crying, I shall grow as ugly,
as possible,’ she said to herself; ‘and
then no one will care to marry me..

Meanwhile the King’s edict trav-

- elled far and wide, and a rumor -

soon spread that.no fewer than five
Princes had at once set out for ihe

“palace. Tach of these Princes rul-

ed over a large kingdom; and was:
considered altogether suitable to
mate with the Princess, ~"So there .
were great préparations made on
every side, in order to receive the
illustrious visitors with due honor.
But the courtiers, each of whom
secretly adored the miserable Prin-
‘ess, were already consumed with
jealousy; while the ladies, who hop-
ed that the rejected Princes, might
console themselves by choosing one-
of them instead, whispered to each
other that they were dying of cur-
iosity. . - TR

On the day following the arrival
of the Princes the Princess Bashful
would come of age, when each

" Prince .would be required, succes-

sively, to come forward and put his
method to the test. Whichever of
them could then prevail on the Prin-
cess to speak to him should be
granted another trial.

Every sort of argument was used
to induce the Princess to be present
at her birthday reception. But it -
was not until the actual morning
had dawned that she agreed to sur-
vey the Princes, upon the condition
that she herself might remain in
concealment. o

Alas! -how swollen were poor
Bashful’s eyes! And as for her
throat, it had become parched and .-
burning owing to the.salt brine
from her tears.
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~The -only creature the lonely
maiden ever confided in was a hand-
scme Brazilian parrot, whose cage

hung in her room. This bird was.

over a hundred years old, but still

enjoyed perfect health; for he had

never been allowed to touch a mor-
_ sel of parsley, and his food was al-
ways cold, not hot. 7

‘Oh, dear me! I feel worse than -

ever I did before,” sighed the Prin-
- cess, as she stood in her turret
chamber, with the parrot perched
upon her finger. '

‘Cheer up! shrieked the parrot.
‘Don’t fret?

But though he did his best to

console his beloved mistress, she

knew perfectly well that however
bitterly she might repent of her

promise, yet a born Princess is

bound to keep her word.

At mid-day the King and Queen
were seated on their.thrones in the
Halil of Audience, and the Court
bad mustered in full force. The
Princess was -also on the dais,
though hidden from view by a large

f “CHEEF. UP!” SHRIEKED THI;] PAR.

ROT. “DON'T FRET!'’

screen of the finest J apanese work-

- manship.” '
Then a trumpet was blown, loud
and long, and the first Prince ad-

vanced with a bold and confident

air.
‘The following is my suggestion,’

he stated, arrogantly. ¢Let the
~Princess be informed that the hand-
somest man in the world has come
to woo her. This will immediate-
ly inspire her with the wish to look

upon me.. She will then admire

me, to su¢h an extent, thatshe will
certainly speak to me. ' So'shall I
win'my suit’ - S

‘The Princess Bashful has already

D e L E—

Lo /ls p B yepy eve - ,/ ”}

e e —

© “EXTRAORDINARY 'CAPERS" - -

seen you,” replied the King, some-
what haughtily; 4f she feels tempt-
ed to speak to the handsomest man
in the world, she will doubtless
come forth.

A dead silence reigned through-
out the hall, so that you might have
heard a pin drop. But the Prin-
cess gave no sign. .

‘It is enough,’ was the King’s ver-
dict. ‘If that is your plan, sire, it

has failed. Let the next competitor.

be summoned.”

The Prince who now appeared
was of a cheerful and merry cast of
countenance. The idea of possible
failure had evidently never entered
his head. . '

‘We must have music, he said,
gaily, ‘so that I may dance before
the Princess. ' My dancing is con-
sidered a most admirable perform-
ance. When the Princess watches
me, she will be seized with a long-
ing to join me. While we are danec-
ing together, I shall speak to her,
and you can make your minds easy
that she will answer me.’

“The Princess is observing you at

pres‘e‘nt;" was the King’s ready re-
‘joinder." ¢ Therefore, let the music-

ians strike up.”

So the mu"s‘i'c. began, ‘_':‘Ln"d‘ the

L .

- round.

Prince danced. He went on, and
on, until his legs seemed to be fy-
ing off, in all directions, and his
head grew dizzy with spinning
Everyone was thoroughly
worn out with watching the extra-
ordinary capers that he cut. But
the Princess took no notice of him
whatsoever. ’

‘Stop? cried the King, at length.

‘Stop at once, or we shall all go

mad. The Princess will not bestow -

her favor upon a mountebank.
Thus the second Prince was fore-
ed to confess himself beaten. But

he quitted the hall, whistling audib- -

ly, as if to prove to the company,

‘that he did not care a jot.

(To be continued.)

For Each Day.

He liveth long who liveth well,
All else is life but flung away,
He liveth longest who can tell
Of true things truly done each
day. -

Then fill each day with what will
last, .
Buy up the moments as they go;.

‘The life above when this is past, - ..

Is the ripe frniti of:life below.
—Horatius Bonar.

=¥
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.~ pictures—though she tried hard to control
oo it oI am i :

How,_ Aunt Miltic Learned

- was, therefore, not only surprised but al-

CoWhyNot®
(Mrs. A, H. qunsoﬁ in the ¢ Standard.’)"
" A pleasant little party*had gathered to

. take tea- with ‘dear old Aunt.M_illie in her
quaint, old-fashioned parlor. It was full of.

old-time relics; choice bits of china orna-
mented the narrow mantel, and pictures tell-

ing of the time when photographs or-even.

ambrotypes were yet unknown.  Shadows of
dear faces cut cut,. with here and there an
oil painting, rare and precious. ‘My grand-
father and his two brothers who fought in
the revolutionary war, my dears,’ the old
lady would say, proudly. - ‘And this is my
grandmother,’ glancing at a stately lady in
stiff rufies and powdered hair, and then a
‘deep sigh followed, as she slowly and almost
reluctantly. todk carefully from a drawer in
an ancient mahogany writing-desk two lovely
paintings on-ivory, ‘My own dear father and
mother;’ and.then, after a moment’s hesita-
tion, another, ‘My dear husband and our 1it-
tle son, united in their lives and in their
deaths not divided,” written beneath 'in the
finest of fine characters, as distinct as print.

" “Why, how could that be, I wonder,’ cried
' Sue, the youngest of the three, who now for

the first {ime were visiting their great aunt,
in such a gay, modern tone, that the others
locked daggers at her, and with thoughtiul

- Ella, whose guests they were for the sum-
© mer, shuddered. :

‘I cannot explain it now, dears,’ ghe said
very gently, ‘Ella knows, and she may tell.
you sometime, but we want everything cheer-

-- ful to-night,’ and, taking the cherished me-

mentoes and slipping them into their velvet

- . ‘cases, .she carefully Teplaced them -in -the
-+ drawer and locked the desk. Then, ringing
- a-tiny silver. bell, the signal for. the ‘tea’ to

" be brought, she motioned them to be seated
at a round and much-carved mahogany table,
- while Betty, the faithful old.servant, placed

the dainty dishes upon it. Soon chey were

eating and drinking with as much zest as if
sorrow and care never could touch . their
young hearts All but Aunt Millie, who,
while she anxiously attended to their wants
and answered their eager guestions as to
this or that ancient cup or bowl, and Ella,

" who sat next her and skilfully led the con-

" yersation to the lightest topics, scarcely
touched the delicate though satisiying
viands.

‘*What a lovely wine-glass/’ exclaimed -

Alice, taking up a fragile bit of cut glass,
which did duty as a vase for a stem of white
roses. ‘Auntie;. why can’t we finish up this
festive occasion by pledging you in the social
glass? Just a tiny bit, you know,
ook so lovely, and. Here Alice stopped,
for Ella was holding Aunt Millie from fall-
ing, and the other girls sprang to her aid.
‘Hush,” said Ella, ‘she is coming to; call
Betty; we will lay her on' the lounge, there!’
. Then signing to the terrified company to

leave the room, she proceeded to loosen the.

and apply the usual restoratives.

Before long she joined them on the ver-
anda. ‘Will you go directly home,’ she said,
hurriedly, ‘and send mother at once; the
doctor has been sent for and will scon be
here. I must stay till mamma comes, and
then I will join you,’ and she hurried back
to the sick room. Ere long they were sitting
quietly in their friend’s own room, for they
were too disturbed to remain in the parlor,

and waiting in tearful silence for her returm.

“Her first look reassured them. ‘Good news,

my dears,” she said, dropping into the nearest

chair. ‘She is doing -well, the doctor says,
and will scon be sleeping quietly.

‘And now, I will tell you the story of the

pictures, for that will best explain”the sud-
den attack.
¢for not being more careful; I. had indeed
.. forgotten that this was the anniversary of

.. .the-terrible experience which. made her in
;- _one hour a widow and childless, or-I should
. .'not-have taken you there to-day::.I noticed

her excitement as scon as she took-out the

“go .sorry!’ - - o i

. )

—-more than it really does.

it would -

I blame myself,’ she went on,.

™

| Tobaéco "Habit} : Ahxong.""th'e"_?f-,

When Aunt Millic was. first married, she
was surprised to find that her husband never
drank wine,. nct even at the dinner table

‘with guests pregent. ‘She sometimes rallied -

‘him on his ‘peculiar habit,’.as she called'it,

- for you must remember that this:was before

the time of the temperance or rather the
-total abstinence agitation, when wine and
often stronger- liquors were used at gentle-
men’s tables as regularly as soup and meat,
with no thought of danger or harm. She

most if not quitz mortified that he did not
take his glass with the other gentlemen.
The day when they were discussing arrange-

ments for a dinner party to be given in hon-

or .of their little -son’s first birthday, she
spoke of it with some earnestness, and again
asked him why he never took it. o

He looked earnestly at her for a moment.-.

his face very pale as he said, Millie, T do
not dare. I am afraid to taste a single drop.
‘Afraid!’ she exelaimed, ‘my husband afraid
to trust himself with a little glass of wine?”
" Then she changed her toné as if sudden
light had burst upon her. ‘Oh, I -think I
know how it is,” she said,”‘you are very scon-
sitive, and perhaps it seems to affect you
I remember that
brother Joe had . to be careful, or mamma
for him, that he did not take a second glass;
it made him, well, rather free and forward,
you .know,’ and she smiled as if recalling
some ludicrous instance, ‘but he was easily
excited always, would fly into fits of passion,
but you, my strong-minded husband, you
could never forget yourself; come, let me
put your rame down for the first toast for
our little son’s health and long life?’
There was no answer, only a look full of
sadness as he arose and left the room. = .
“If he had answered her, if he had told her

‘why' just then and there all might have-

been different. The diuner was given; friends
-near and dear, come - distinguished strang-

ers, many well-wighers were present, and at’

the close the little son-and heir was brought
-in.  Donald, ‘pale but firm, proposed his
health, lifted his glass, put it down, then,

as he caught kis wife’s eye- fixed upon him:

in entreaty, raised and drained it. filled it
.again, and when -the ladies left the table,
there were some anxious glances cast upon

the now-excited host, but:not by his wife. . .
‘Didn’t Don :do~splendidly- tornight?’ she-

-whispered to her.friend, Miss Mary. . ‘I knew
T could cure him of his. fanatical notions
about wine. I'll have a good laugh at him
by-and-by.’ e

This was the heginning; alas! not the end.
The appetite so long.and so bravely kept in
check only by total abstinence, once more
agserted itself in full power... No need now
for his wife to urge the wine upon him.
Her care was to keep him from it. One day
he had been out driving with a friend, and
had stopped at their club for ‘refreshments.’
Just as the gentleman alighted from the light-
buggy, the nurse came down stairs with lit-
tle Don dressed for his daily outing.

“Here, give my boy to me,’ he cried, ‘he
shall have a ride with his papa.’

to retreat, fearing danger, but Donald, seiz-
ing the child, attempted to spring into the
carriage with him in his arms. The whip
which he still held, touched the horse, who
jumped forward, reared and plinged, and
father ‘and son were thrown to the groungd,
the carriage passing over them. ,When taken
up baby.Don was dead, his father only
preathing. ‘Indecd, love, I do not dare to
taste it,. even, camé from his lips, and all
was still. Of course, Aunt Millie was crazed
‘with grief.” For weeks her life was despair-
ed of, but she rallied, and, as you know, has
devoted her lonely life’ to ‘helping and sav-
ing,’ how' many 1o one can know. She re-
gained some. of her cheerfulness after a
time, but has had returns of the prostration
which overcame her at first, when the anni-
versary .comes, or anything occurs to bring
it especially to mind. :
‘Oh, girls, can she ever forgive me?' sob-
bed poor Alice. ‘I'm afraid I've killed her!’
‘No, not this time,’ said Ella, kindly, ‘and
jf it is the means of making us all more care-
ful in future, I am sure we, shall have little
cause to regret this sad ending of our visit,
and that she, dear soul, will rejoice even
in it :
‘More careful!’
away a fresh shower from her eyes. ‘1 will
pever again so much as look atia glass of
wine, even if it is right under my- eyes, and
as for.asking anyone to drimk it, I think I'll
die first!’- L B -
‘Amen,’ said .Ella, solemnly, and all. the

.. girls -\vl_lispered' it Jaf‘ter' her.

burst out Alice, wiping -

V-

.

. Young.: - -
_ Of late years. juvenile: smoking_l‘lés_.,"- iigen '
spreading like an epidemic'in all countries of

- the world, and is attébking"'ﬁoth the physi-

cal and moral health of nations. In France,
in Germany, and in this country efforts have’
been made to check its further inroads. In
some parts of Germany, as also in portions
of the United States, laws have been enacted .
prohibiting persons under the age of eight-
een from smoking, and rendering it & punish-
able offense for anyone to give or sell tobac-
¢o- to children. In France numerous socie- -
ties have been formed for the suppression of
the vice. - o ' R
In no country has this habit increased with
the young to a gredter extent than in Eng-
land. The advent of the cheap cigarette is

. doubtless chiefly responsible for this con-

dition ‘of affairs. To see boys of seven or
eight years old pufing their cigarettes is
quite a common occurrence in London, and
particularly is this the case in the East End.
However, when a packet containing five cig-
arettes can be bought for two cents, the fact
that smoking has become s0 gencral can
scarcely be wondered at. Sir William Har-
court;-in his last speech en the budget, re-
ferréd to the large increase of revenue re-
ceived from tob:acco, in these words: ‘I Dbe-
lieve it is mainly due to the great increase
in the consumption of cigarettes, which are.
czpecially attractive to our youthful popu-

. lation’ He added: ‘I am told of one manu-

facturer who-makes two million cigarettes
a day who hardly made any a few years
ago.’ ’

It has been proposed in Great Britain, as
a remedy for the evil, that the members of
the medical profession should make a move
in the matter, and urge on the managers cf
schools the importance of £pecial teaching and
oxposing the harmfulness cf juvenile smok-
ing, and shculd also make such representa-
tions to Pariiament and th'e, Government as

"might lead to efiicient legislation. ‘It is diffi-
- enlt to see in what manmer. this vice ‘can- be

checled among_ children ufiless’by’ repressive
measures, . If the medical profess on -in°this
‘country were. to exert thémselVes’ with' 'a
“similar object in‘ view the"habit miglt be

‘yet stopped.—‘Pediatrics.’

Teaching His Boy to Drink.

.In the early hours cf a spring morning,
while journeying on a railway train to an
appointed service, I found, as fellow-travel-
lers in the two seais in front of the one I
oceupied, an elderly woman, presumably the
grandmother of a little' fellow of not mors
than two summers, who sat with her, while

- ‘behind them were the parents of the boy.
The nurse hesitated and -even attempted .

We were nearing the end of the journey
as the man took o flask from his pocket,
drank from it, and passed it to the old
woman, who drank too. Tnen the father, ’
taking the flask again, offered it to the {it-
tle 1ad, who was urged to ‘have a nip’ ‘with
the rest, which he did.

I quailed at the sight, and then my blood
grew warm with indignation as I thought of
what the father had deliberately done—press-

“ed the ‘cup of deatl’ to the lips of-his first-

born, and he so young! -

How my inmost being cried out for some
restraining hand to make forever impossible
the repetition of ah offence like -this, and I
thought of Lincoln's resolve when he first
gaw the slave trade in all its iniquity—If
-ever I get a chance to hit that.thing I'll hit
it, and hit it hard./—John R. Clements, -

Secret drinking by women was the sub-
ject of evidence given by Mr. H. M. Riley,
proprietor of an inebriate home at Leicester,
before the Royal Commission.. He had had
hundreds of cases, and ‘90 percent, accord-
ing to the statements of the women them-
selves, were -traceable to grocers’ licenses.

It was such a simple matter by this means

to get a Dottle of spirits along with ordin-
ary groceries, Railway refreshment rooms
and the stores also afforded facilities for
drinking . without-being seen. =~ These ‘in-
ebriates belonged to the middle and higher
middle-classes ; the witness thought, that
women of the lower classes did not mind

. going into.a publichouse.” " °




. LESSQN VIL—FEB, 12, .
- Christ’s Divine Authority.
-John v.; 17-27. Study the chapter. Mem-
ory verses, 24-27. . )
Home Readings.
M. John v., 1-9.—Healing at Bethesda.
T. John v., 28-35.—John's testimony.
'W. John v, 17-27.—Ckhrist’s Divine Authority.
T. John v., 10-16.—Enmity and persecution.
TF. John v., 36-47.—Testimony of the Serip-

tures.
S. IL. Peter i., 10-18—~The Father’s Testi-
mony. ' :
S. Heb; i, 1-9.—Glory of Christ.
Golden Text.

* “This is indeed the Christ, the Saviour of
-the world.,'—John iv., 42

Lesson Story.

_In the beginning of the following year
Jesus again went up to Jerusalem to a feast;
probably the Passover. On the Sabbath day
he went to a pool called Bethesda, where lay
a great number of sick people and cripples
. of all sorts waiting to be healed by the rising

waters. There was_a poof man who had-

been there for thirfy-eight years waiting
_for.his chance. Jesus at once noticed him,
..and, knowing how. long he had been thers,
..asked if he would like to be healed, and com-
‘manded. him' to take up his bed and walk.

. Without a. moment’s hesitation ‘the man :

gt S tl

“rose, and finding himself. well and strong, -

-.to0k, up ;his,bed. or mat and carried it away.
e, Jéws, Seeking for some reason to accuse
sus, forbade the man to carry his bed on

"'the: Sabbath,’ and” furiously denouzced™our.
..Lord.as breaking the Sabbath by, his works
of héaling. : BRSO

But Jesus answered, ‘My Father worketh

even until now, and I work’ {Revised ver-
sion.) Then the Jews tried to kill him, be-
cause they said he had not only broken the
Sabbath, but had made himself equal to God,
- which ‘would be- blasphemy in an ordinary

man. -But Jesus is.God. The Father and -

_Son are so united that they work together

.'in all things. But God the Father has given
to his Son the right of judging the whole
world, and -those who judge :the Son. not
equal to the Father and reject him are judged
and rejected by Christ. ‘He. that honoreth
not the San, honoreth not the Father.

The Bible Class.

“Jesus ‘making:himself equal iwith God.'— -

John x., 30; xii., 44, 45; xiv,, 9; xvik,-1-5,
10, 11, 21-26; Phil. ii, 6; Matt. xxvi., 63, 64;
" Rom. x., 9-13; Rev, i, 5-8, 13-18; xxii, 1, 16,
20; 1. John i, 8, 7; iii, 16; v, 5-13. .

" “Work.'—EX. Xx., 9-11; xxxvi,, 2-5; I. Chron,
xxix., 5; Psa. xix., 1; civ,, 24; cxlv,, 9; 19;‘
Teci. xil., 13, -14; John iv,, 34; IL Cor, vi,.

1; I. Cor. iii., 13-15. : .
‘Quickeneth whom he will—Col. ii, 13,
14; Eph. ., 4-9; Rom. viii, 11; I, Cor. xv.,
45-47; Psa. cxix., 93, 159, C
‘Honor.~—I.  Chron, xvi., 27-31; I, Sam. ii,,
- 80; Psa. xv., 4; Prov, iii, 9; Heb. ii, 9;
Rev. v, 12, 13. ' .

Suggestions.

Teachers should study thoroughly and
teach their scholars carefully the perfect
unity of Christ with God. The authority of
Christ as the living Saviour, Mediator and
Judge. (Acts iv., 10-12;" Heb. vil, 25-28;
Matt. x., 32, 33; xxv., 31-33; II. Cor, v., 10;
Rom. xiv., 8-10.) ‘He who makes the Son
only a good man, a great feacher, a wonder-
ful prophet, fails' to honor the Father, The

Emperor Theodosius was at one time patition.

ed to restrain’ the Arians from preaching in
Constantinople that the Son was not co-equal

or ‘co-gternal with the Father.’ The petition

was refused.  One day, Amphilochius, Bishop
. of Iconium, entering the emperor’s presence,
. found beside him his son, Arcadius, whom he
had made joint<emperor, The bishop bowed
low to the father, but not to the son. Pre-

‘and said, “God save you, child.’
~or, enraged at this affront, bade his officers

. Father,” ‘The’ artifice ‘was successful.

sently' he went to th.e.son, strbked bis head
The emper-

put the man ‘out. .- As they dragged him

- ‘away, he said, “O--emperor, even thus is the .

heavenly Father displeased with those who
do -not honor the Son equally with ﬂﬁe
The
emperor called the bishop back, asked for-
glveness, and made a law against Ariapism.

-He was taught by his tenderness for the

honor of his own son to be tender for the
bonor -of the Son of God.” -~ .

‘While Jesus is perfect God, he is also per-
fect man, a Son of Man, or ‘the Son of hum-
anity., And because he is 2 Man and can
sympathise with human weakness, God has
given to him the judging of all men. He
judges with merey and love but with perfect
justice. : -

The judgment of 4 man is not always re~
served to the last :great day; there comes
an hour in young life when a question arises,
and the man must decide what course of life
he will take. That is the judgment day of
that life, though the, soul may be Judged
differently at the final Judgment. If the man
chooses God’s plan for his life, and follows
it, he makes the most of himself and his
soul expands and grows more beautiful as
years pass on. . The -man who chooses his
own plan of life, regardless of’ God’s claims,
i bound to be a failure, no matter what the
world may call him.

Questions.

1. ‘What did Jesus promise to the woman
at the well in Samaria? . ' )
2. What was the result -of his talk to heg?
3. What two miracles were wrought in
Cana of Galilee? - .
4, What did Jesus do that made the Jews
angry on the Sabbath? : o
"'B. Has Jesus the same authority as God? -
¢; Through whom .alone can we be saved

.+ Lesson Hymn.
" Beside Bethesda’s open gate, *

i A helpless throng is lying; . .
“"The-sick, the blind, the desolate, et

<. The suffering: and-the:dying. -

‘There through long years-a sinner lay,.
In helplessness and sadness; - ° :

‘7411 Christ the Saviour passed that way
“With life, and health and gladness.

Said Jesus, ‘Wilt thou be made whole ? '
“Hi$ answer told his longing;
‘Then éame-the.word that thrilled his soul
© Ana stirred the people, thronging.
“fArise, 'and bear thy bed awayl’
© The spell of sin was broken,
The bonds of pain were burst that day
The gates of life were open.

O Lord, who camest from on high,
The TFather's love revealing;
Still multitudes of sinners lie,
Waiting for life and healing.
Once more in mercy pass this way,
O grant some saving token;
Speak Thou the gracious word to-day,—
So shall death’s bands be broken.

| —H. L: Hastings. - B

“Practical + Points.
(A. H. Came'ron‘.)

The greatost among men was the greatest
of workers (verse 17, Acts x., 38). o

None are. 50 blind as they who will not see
Jesus (verse 18), . L
" 1f our faith in Christ depend upon our com~
prehension of the mysteries of the Godhead,
Wwe shall never believe (verses 19-23).

There is no more wonderful period in the
life of a soul than the passage from the

" darkness of sin into the light of God (verse

24). .
He who formed the ear can make the dead
hear his voice (verse 25).

Jesus and his Father were two persons
and one God. The mystery of the Trinity
is as unsearchable as the dual naturs of

Christ (verses 26, 27).

Tiverton, Ont. .
€. E Topic.
Feb. 12.—The joy of finding the lost.—
Luke xv., 1-10. : o
Junior C. E. ,
Teb. '12.—~How is Christ the lght of the

world?7—John i, 1-19." (A missionary meet-
ing. _Af.rlca.)

vup mEsssxeER 1

A Little Lgésgﬁ 'Bbr,"a, Stormy

:Day.

(Eella M. Brain in ‘Sunday-School Times.’)
~ Have you ever made a.special effort for
your Sunday-school class, studying and pray-
ing over the lesson, all the week, trying to
make its teachings fit the-needs of each
individual scholar under your care, and
locking forward .to the lesson hour with
high hope and eager expectancy, only to
wake up Sunday morning to find it raining?
If so, you know just how great is the temp-
tation to fret and worry and scold about the
bad weather interfering with your plans.
But there is a better way to meet a stormy
day, taught us by a company of little child-
ren who were perfectly unconscious of the
impressions they were stamping indelibly
on human hearts. Saturday -afternocon- of
Christian Endeavor Convention week at
Boston, in 1895, was set apart for children,
and a rally was held in the immense audi-

ence hall .of Mechanics’ Building. The var-

ious Junior Christian Endeavor Societies,
under the ecare of their “superintendents,
came, not only from all parts of Boston
proper, but from every town within a radius
of many miles. The children had been plan-
ning eagerly for it many -months.

The Ilong-looked-for Saturday afternoon
came at last, and with it rain—not an or-
dinary rain, by any means, but a heavy,
steady downpour that showed no signs of
abating. Disappointment reigned supreme.
Early that afternoon Old Colony Depot pre-
sented an unusually busy scene. In addition
to the regular passenger traflic, which is al-
ways heavy, trains were arriving every few
minutes bringing great numbers of children.
- The building could not accommodate them
all, and groups. of children. were obliged. to
stand outside in the rain, waiting for street
cars to carry them to their destimation... It
was a pitiful sight. All signs of starch had
disappeared from the smart holiday frocks,
and eager enthusiasm had died out in disap-
pointed hearts. The Sunday hats, with their
gay ribbong 'and bright flowers, were 'in a

~. sorry .plight, -and the sweet young.-faces
* under them had lost their sunny smiles: -

Just then 'one of the superintendents’ not-
iced two of her bright little girls~holding a
whispered conference. ‘All right,’ she-heard

one say; ‘I'll start it; it you'll follow.’ What

were they going to do? She soon discovered,
for, without -delay, they began to 'sing,
“There shall ‘be showers ‘of blessing.’ One
after another joined the little leaders, until
the whole crowd, both inside and outside,
weie singing the wonderfully beautiful and
appropriate hymn. Scarcely had the last
notes died away, when the sweet voice of a

sunny-faced lad began, ‘There is sunshine in -

my soul to-day.” Once more the cld depot
rang with the music of a hymn, and echoed
and re-echoed with the glad, sweet words,
The effect produced upon the crowd was
indescribable,  Men passing on the street
reverently raised their hats, and some stop-
ped and listened with uncovered heads until
the hymns were ended. A great wave—like

an electric -shock-—passed over the Whole -

company., . Faces brightened, hearts ‘grew
light and .buoyant with hope, and enthus-
iasm reigned once more. Conditions had
not changed, the rain still kept its steady
downpour, but the clouds of discouragement
had lifted,.showers of blessing were descend-
ing and God’s own sunshine was flooding
every soul and filling it with gladness,

The next time we wake up to find it rain-
ing on Sunday morning, instead of fretting
about it, let us go to the throne of grace,
and plead that showers of spiritual blessing
may be poured out upon us and our dear
scholars. And then let us leave it all with
God knowing that be rules the weather, a3
he does all else, and go to our duties as
officers and teachers with bright faces, hearts
full of faith, and souls full of sunshine.
haps the blessing on the rainy day will be
¢ exceedingly, abundant above’ all that we
should have thought of asking had it been

a sunshiny day. God is able to malke it so.

Michigan. holds -an annual Sunday-school

rally day-in the summer. The city.of .Grand
Rapids observed it in July by a procession
of about six thousand scholars through-ithe

“principal streets,-accompanied by bands play-

ing" Sunday-school - music, and the scholars
bearing banners; flags, mottoes and devices,

* The streets were profusedly decorated and the

people turned out in large nu.:nbeljs.

Per- -
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. _HOUSEHOLD. —

T want

(C. W. Arnold in Michigan ‘Advocate.)

B! Waht—'—"’ . . .

" Content, to d6 from day to day

" The thing that first comes in my way, -
To let the thought of tasks to-morrow

" No present worry borrow.

I want— .
Content, to wait with patience sweet
. The hard-won prize or sore defeat,
To see in every. seeming in :
. A star of promise still.
I want— T
Content to fight, if needs I must,
Whatever battle’s on me thrust; .
To face the foe with courage true,
Nor wish the long strife th;ough.
1 want— L
Content, to stand in life alone,
Despised if need be, or ‘unknown,
Save that kind word or act of mine
Hath somewhere found a shrine. .
I want— : A
And 'tis thé greatest want of all—
Content, to. know -that though I fall,
God’'s angels hover ever near,
To lift up, comfort, cheer.
And then, . ~ _
_ When of this life I've had full share,
‘Content, I'll. know that over there
.1s rest from weariness and woe,
... In the living fountain’s flow. .

- Family Prayer. -
© We used to have family prayer,’ said Mrs.
- K——; ‘until we took roomers and boarders,
‘then we gave it up as impracticable, and

- have never erected our family altar since.’

A loving mother said: ‘My little boy was
one of the most devout and faithful Christ-
jans until I took roomers and boarders,
consequently -gave up family prayer, and
now he seems to have lost his hold on Christ,
has no taste for spiritual things, is unstable
as water, and I fear it will prove his ruin.’

Jesus said, ‘If any man serve me, him wiil
my Father honor.’—Mrs. M, H. J. Gordon.

"Practical Points.

Ccld tea and soaked leaves are said to be
excellent: for cleansing and brightening the
inside of cut-glass water bottles,

Macaroni and spaghetti ought tp",appear
often on our tables, for they are most, nour-

" ishing forms of wheat. This food is made of
_the best wheat fiour, which is said to be
more digestible in macaroni than when made

into bread. - ‘
1t is worth knowing that if salt fish is
wanted quickly, the fish is freshened much

sooner if soaked in milk. ‘It is also a good

plan to soak overnight in milk the slice of -

ham for the morrow’s ‘breakfast if one sus-
pects that it is too salt. :
The modern kitchen table has, besides two
ordinary broad drawers, one large drawer in
the form of a half-circle, the deepest part
measuring about sixteen inches, which pro-
vides the housekeeper with a convenient re-
ceptacle for many large utensils.
A plece of old kid mpkes the best and
strongest loop to sew on winter coats and

wraps by-which to hang them. Use an old

kid glove, cutting a narrow strip in the best
part of the leather, roll into this a piece of
coarse string, sew together neatly and at-
tach it‘to the garment with strong thread. -

_"With a.Can Of Salmon.
. “'With. a’ can’ of salmon in the house, the
.housewife has-the .wherewith to.prepare a.

palatable lunchéon for an unexpected guest.
. The - following. Tecipes ‘are culled from "the
A merlcan ‘Kitchen - Magazine.” -~ = ¢
1:-Salmon' Loaf.—Mince one can salmon, add

v
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E O-NEW-. :

SEEDS

ande scarlet.

ling.: :
8 Cucu‘?'ubcr. Long Green.

473 1. Cucumber, Chiengo Pick- . fie .
gy g oo TIT 48 Onions, Yellow Globo

§ 2 varieliss for 25, . Take-your choices "B -
By il post paid. Gug;antped.to please you. Full size pkts. ' ’

VEGETABLES,. - 10. Horbs, S8age. 21. Radish, Rosy Gem, white
' «.ORDER BY NUMBER. 11.. Herbs, Savory. .. . ... tipped. . ) -
- 1. Beet, Eelipso, round. - 12. Herbs, Marjoram.- 2. 8quash, Hubbard. - B -
;.. 2, Beot, Egyptian, flat round. 13, Lottuce, Nonpareil. . . . 23, Tomato, extra early At- ¥
_.3. Cabbuge, Winningstadt. - 14, Lettuco, Denver Morket - lantie, FRREE R . [
4. Cabbage, Fottler's Bruns- (curledl). C 24, Tomato, Dwarf Champion §
o Wik, B ~ . 15. Musk:Melon, extra early - FLOWERS, -
5. Carrot, half-long Danver's . - Huckensack (Nutmeg). o
.- searlet. : 16. Water Melon, Early 25, Asters, mixed.
"' 8. Carrot, Oxhcart’ or Guer- - . 23, Mignonette, sweet.

Canada. - .

. Onion, o red Wethers- 27. Pansy, mixed, -
17. Opiog. lare 23, Potunin, mixed
29, Nusturtiums, tall, mixed. §§

Danvers, . 30.. Bweet Pens, fine mixod. B
19. Parsnip, Hollow Crown.

9, Celery, Golden, Self- 3L. Wild -Flower,- garden,
- - Blaoching, . 20. Radish, French Brenkfast - mix . S B
F‘REE Providing this coupon is OUT OUT and | 11k
sant to us with an order for 12 packels for . ’ B
L packet N O e O e ik OF ' ‘
- 1 packet New Bnowdri inks—Prico 15c— - .- - -
'OHARGE to * MESBENGER" SUBSCRIBEES. TORONTO. "§

B R e A R e CE T e T SRS o -

THE MOST NUTRITIOUS.

,‘ EP Ps 9 S | i

GRATEFUL ~ COMFORTING

COCOA

'BREAKFAST AND SUPPER.

YOUR NAME nestly printed on 20 Ric

S Gold Edge, Pancy Shapo, Silk Fringed,

Envelope Verse, Iloruls, &3., Cards. ‘This

e gold Plated Ringand a 25¢ present all for
: et 10+ Samples, outlit and ¥rivnte terms to

Agents, 3. Address STAR CAR D CO.; Knowlton, P.Q.
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" OUR CATALOGUE,
WEEK BY WEEK,

. TO -
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f COORTRY BOYERS ) youp waws suppusy

\ CITY GooDS' J (A Cbnsecul;ive Story by
- at City ~ the Advertiser.)

Casl Prizes. .
' Chapter XL

HOME REPAIRING OUTFIT, $1.50.

This Qutfit was fully deseribed in the *N.

i i orthern Messen-

cﬂrdol Dec. 23, It comprises 41 Tools and Materials

"imeth by Shoemakers, Hurness Makers and. Tinsmiths

sl; 500 repair shops,  Muny people sell Lhis Outfit at
A k.dpur {;nco is “only 81.50. Euach kit is ncatly
ﬂ-cl };‘: Ina box made for the purpose. The kit woighs
0 lbs. and the receiver must pay the transportation

one cupful of stale bread-crumbs, two beaten
eggs, one-half cupful milk. Season’'to taste
with salt, pepper, parsley and lemon juice.
Put in a 'mould and steam or bake for thirty
niinutes.- - ‘Turn from the mould and serve
hot.with a white or:Hollandaise sauce. - . - -
Creamed’ Salmon.—Heat one cupful - of
milk in a'.chafing dish or:double boiler," rub

together a tablespoonfiil” of flour-and half -

as much butter and-stir smoothly into:the"
milk. Next put i one can’of salmon, break-
ing it as little as possible, season to taste,
and serve as soon as heated through. °
Scalloped Salmon.—Prepare with the cream
sauce as above, put in a shallow dish-or in
scallop shells. Cover with cracker crumbs
stirred into  a small quantity of melted
but:.ter, and bake until the crumbs are brown.
Croquettes or Cutlets.—Drain a can of sal-
mon - thoroughly, pressing: out “the 'liquid.
Mince it fine and season with-one teaspoon-
ful of salt, one-half teaspoonful of mustard,
a- speck of cayenne, one tablespoonful of
lemon. juice, and one teaspoonful of .chopped
parsley. - Make'a heavy white sauce, using
two tablespoonfuls of corn starch and oue
pint of milk! Mix saunce and fish thoroughly
and spread- on ‘s ‘platter to cool, and when
well chilled shapelike crogueites or cut-
lets.’:Roll .in crumbs, or egg and crumbs,
fry in smoking hot fat. Or .dip in melted
butter:'and toast under the broiling burner
in a gas stove, ' L o
Omelet.—Make - an. omelet as usual, add-
ing one tablespoonful of minced salmon for
each egg used. Mix the salmon with the
beaten eggs before pouring-into the omelet '
pan,or sprinkle it over the surface before
the egg is firm, or fold it in’after the omelet
1s cooked. ) :

" . Souffle—Prepare the salmon as for_cro-

quettes, but use less corn starch in the
sauce. -Add the yolks of three or four eggs
to the mixture and beat thoroughly, then
fold in" the stifily beaten whites. Pour into
individual cases and bake in a moderate
oven for ten minutes. i
Salad.—For this the fish requires no fur-
ther cooking and should ‘be well drained.
Mix it with an equal bulk of shredded let-
tuce, or place the sections of fish on let-
tuce leaves. Cover with any good salad
dressing. e ]
A few preparatory hints are also given;
for instance, the can should be opened at
once and the fish turned out to air, -and
every particle of skin and hone . should be’
removed. If-the salmon is to- bé: served
with .a rich sauce, boiling: water. may be.
poured over it.to remove more of the oil.

Hard-boiled eggs’ may also be combined

with the fish in case there 'should not be a
sufficient: quantity. -~ s

JOSEPH RODGER'’S JACKKNIFE, 5oc.
- Pirthorh Bssenger of meay, Tl descbed 1
JOSEPH RODGER’S PENKNIFE, 5oc..

One 2 inch-and Yy, - - coht f
oot poekat. L one 134 inch bln@og.___'Veryi,nqgt for

NATES ENGRAVED ON KNIVES; 25¢.
. When woro than 8 lotters nt- the _rate’of. 36 tadh
- l? member of an Oddfello'i:':lt:otlg(‘)l t:vu? g%‘olfeingd with

knife thut he sai i i i
by fellow memgesr:}q'owcr ordems would be _89—13 bsood,
“BOOKS BY HENTY, o
“in Times of Peril,” postpaid,
“'Phe Y oung (Jo.'oni’slg,% s 283

° . The price of these cloth bound bools has l;éen 750 in all
the bookstcras, Desceibed m ‘Northern Messcngel:gf of

. Dec. 23 R . .
‘OXIDIZED BAG TOPS (post paid) $1.00.
Theso bag tops were fully described in the * M '
of Nov. 18th. Wecan now only :&plp?y tge ‘Ogﬁeaﬁs-

ized bog top. The round topsare not in demand, and so
.. arenot being made now. ' . . :

HORSE CLIPPERS,

THE GEM OLIPPER fpost paid) - . . §1,50
THE PATENT ANTI-FRIOTION. BALL-
BEARING OLIPPER, post paid $3.25

Fully described in "Messenger’ :X Jany 20,
THE WHITELY EXERCISER, $2.
- Tullydescribed in ‘ Messenger' of Jauy. 27,

"THE MAIL ORDER CONCERN.
‘Witness’ Building, Montreal,

 NORTHERN MESSENGER

(A Twelve Page Ilustrated Weekly).

One yearly subscription, 30c.

Three ‘or more copies, separately ad-
dressed, 25¢ each. '

Ten or more to an individual address,
20c each. o , ,

Ten. or more separately addressed, 25¢c
per copy- ‘ :
 When oddressed to Montreal City, Great ‘Britain and
Postal Union countries, 520 postage must ba added for each
copy;. United Btates and Canada froe of postaga. Special
arrangements_ will bo made for dolivering packages.<f 10 or
more in Montreal. Bubscribers rosiding in the Unlted States

can re_niit.by Post Offico Money Ordoer on Rouses Polot, N. Y.
or. Exproas Money Order payable in Montreal. - o '

Sample package supplied free on #pplic@-

tion.
: JOHN DOUGALL & SON, K
Publishers. Montreal.

THE * NORTHERN MESSENGER' ts printed snd pubilshed **: -’

overy week at the ‘Witness' Building, it the ocrner of: .

COrcig and Bt Poter stroots in the city c Montrealy by '

* John Redpath Dotigall, of Montreal BRI L
All busioess . anicatl hould ' be addressed ‘Johm ~''°

Dougall & Bon,”snd all letters to the editor should be™ :!

ad@ressed Editor of the * Northern Massanger. . -7=7 Wii' -




