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A Leper Women’s
Meeting.
(By Mrs. E. G. Horder.)

Every two months the European mission-
aries at Pakhoi, instead of meeting together
on Saturday for Bible reading and prayer,
separate, and attend one or other of the five
Saturday half-holiday prayer-meetings con-
ducted by the Chinese. One will go to the
leper men, apother to the leper women or
girls’ school, a third to the teachers and
male Christians, and so on as we are able.

To-day, thinking the leper women would
be far too shy to lead the meeting in the
presence of the missionary, the writer went
fully prepared to conduct the meeting her-
self and give the Bible address. IHowever,
Tai-Che, whose turn it was to lead, was
tully equal to the occasion, and it was a
real joy to listen to this dear woman, after
she had read forty verses from St. John vi.
in her Romanized* Testament, giving a sim-
ple Bible talk on the Feeding of the Five
Thousand.

" In speaking of our Saviour supplying
the need of these hungry souls, she remind-
ed her listeners (there were twenty leper
women present) that formerly she herself,
and most of them, were beggars as well as
leépers, and their need was great, but Christ
found them. He inclined the hearts of
BEnglish friends to help the poor lupers by
‘building this- nice home and sending the

Prayer

money to feed and take care atthonﬁ. Christ

brought them to the Asylum, and now he
had brought most of them to himself.
Tai-Che spoke so earnestly, and yet so

many of the others also prayed. They of-
fered intercessions for their Christian fel-
low-countrymen in the north, many of
whom are in situations of great danger;
they prayed that peace might soon reign,

TAISCHE : A CHRISTIAN LEPER

WOMAN,

and that the plague and famine in India
might soon be arrested. Some prayed .

the missionaries connected with us in the
work here, some of whom are now in Hong-
Kong, and others in England. They asked
for a blessing also upen the services on Lhe

'LEPER WOMEN WASHING CLOTHES AND DRAWING WATER,PAKHOI

~ simply, that one just praised God for what he

had done for her nnd the rest of the poor

sufferers.

. Tai-Che led in prayer twice The meet-

lng was then thrown open as usua.l when

—_— ‘

*The Chinese learn to read their own lan-

_guage when printed in’ alphabetical form,

Be‘nerally caued ‘Romanized,” more readily
_than when printed in the innumerable Chi-
nese. cha:actera.

morrow. The hymns sung were translations
of ‘The great Physician now is near,’ and
‘I am Jesus’ little lamb.”

Out of the thirty-two leper women in-
mates of-the Asylum eleven are baptized

~ communicants, and all take their turns in

leading the weekly prayer—meeting

Truly we can praise God for what he has
done. Five years ago none of these dear
leper women, with the exception of two,
who had been in Missions schools, had ever

for

: panion

heard the name of Jesus. Now he is their

strength and song and has become their sal-

vation.—(Church Missionary Gleaner.’
—

A Canadian Missionary

WRITES AN INTERESTING LETTER
FROM INDIA — SPEAKS OF THE
WORK DONE BY THE POST OFFICH
CRUSADE.

The following letter from the Rev. H. F.
Laflamme, formerly of Morrisburg, Ont., will

interest many ‘Messenger’ readers.
Cocanada, India, 19-2-'02.

Dear home folk.—Having just unpacked
the box of papers for the use of our read-
ing room and genera] literature work, which
father sent from the kind friends all over
Ontario and from some parts of Quebec, I
want to say a word to you about the value
and the appreciation of this branch of the
work.

I have sent off this morning a lot of the
Sunday School papers to Mrs. Nirfar, the
matron of the Timpany Sechool, who is the
superintendent of the English Sunday school
and the deaconess of our little English
church, for use in that scnool, and have
asked her to send them into all the homes.
During the next few months these papers
will be eagerly read by a large circle of
the people in that community, who will not

,,,,,,, have come from, but who
will appreciate them very much, The fact
is that the people have, an appetite for read-
ing, and if they cannot get good they wiil
take the bad, and the devil and his emis-
saries see that there is plenty of that around
for them to have. Among the Chrislian
people of America there are great stacks
of papers and periodicals and other litera-
ture, which is littering up their homes, and
for which they have no use, and yet which
is too good to destroy. In India we have a
population which is learning KEanglish, and
which in its effont to get tha: education

" spends all it has and is unable to provide

itself with good literature or which may not

~ have the mind to spend on that of which

it does not know and in which it is not in-
terested. To that populaiizn these papars

. and books come as a great boon.

I gave a bundle of the ‘Youth’'s Com-
to a young graduate, who will
take {hem home and after reading them
carefully himself will select from them very
helpful and useful articles and send them
down to the next large town and they will
come out translated into Telugu and cir-
culate in ome of the Telugu semi-weekly
papers published there. He has articles
from the Ram's Horn, which is sent to him

- by post from the office every week by some

one in the postal crusade movement, and
this morning I came across half a dozen of
hie articles translated in that way from the
‘Ram’s Horn’ as I was looking over the ex-
changes that come to my table as the editor
of the ‘Ravi.

Others of your papers I shall send down
to the reading room, where after they have
been read they will be distributed to all
who make a purchase, be it ever so small.
This plan prevents the papers being taken

-
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into the bazaar for wrapping purposes, and
gives them a much wider and more helpful
distribution than any other that I can de-
vise. Our customers represent all classes
of the reading community, and those who
cannot read, from the coolie woman who
comes to buy a stamp with which to send a
letter to her husband in Rangoon to the full
graduate in arts and law who is practicing
in the local and adjacent court.

Last week I made a division of all the
magazines I had on hand, and sent down
eighteen volumes of the Sunday Magazine,
the Quiver and Good Words, Harper’s and
the Century, with one volume of the Cos-
mopolitan, to be bound and put into our
circulating library. Many of these werce
given to me by the wife of a judge in the
next district, when they were breaking up
home in India preparatory to retiring. I
had besides a box full of old magazines that
I had brought out with me or bought up
with some book and tract money at an auc-
tion sale in the club here for a mere song,
and these I put in to be read by any one
who wishes to do so, and to be sold to all
at a mere nominal sum, say six ‘ents for
a Harper's, and this money will: go to bind-
ing other books for the library. We have
a little membership fee taken from those
who wish to take papers home to read and
that goes into our funds.

I would like half an hour in the attics of
a good many homes in Canada and a free
hand, I would come away with such a bun-
dle of good reading matter as would make
thousands of he{rts in this land full of
joy.

In travelling on tha train the other day 1
met a gentleman to ‘whom I handed a copy

mm‘.
it sent-me -a- let.her as to the price of the
paper, He said it suited his need, and he
wanted to have it come into his home. I
have applications’ from a place near Bobbili
for a copy of the ‘Youth’s Companion.” I
had dinner with a native Christian family
in Waltair the other evening, in which one
of the young ladies,” who reads English
freely, receives and eagerly reads the ‘Brit-
ish Weekly,' gent them from the lady mis-
sionary of that pla.ce My own copy is
worn out when I get through with it. Mrs.

Claxton, of Montreal, sends me her copy

when she has finished it,

The leader of the local bar, a man who is
at the head of more local institutions of
an educational and philanthropic character
than any other man in town, receives a
copy of the ‘Christian Herald' every week
through the ‘Northern Messenger’ Post Of-
fice Crusade’ effort, and he is deeply inter-
ested in it. I am sure that the news in that
as to the aid given by America to the
famine sufferers in India and particularly
China opened his heart to give the liberal
sum he did to the Leper Home at Rama-
chandrapuram. I have heard him say that
there could not possibly be anything more
Christlike than the way in which the people
of America turhed to the aid of the suffer-
ing Chinese after the latter had so brutally
nmassacred their missionaries.

Many of the papers sent out by the cru-
sade come to me, and they are very useful
in providing matter for the Telugu weekly,
the ‘Ravi,’ which I issue, and which is so
helpful to the teachers, preachers and the
schools in which it is used.

I do not know just what arm of the forces
of Christ in this land the literature move-
ment is, but I have sometimes thought it
must be the sappers and miners. Then
again when I think of the quick movement
and the wide reach I have said it was the

scouting force. There is no doubt whatever
but that the village preacher is the infantry
force, for so few of the people can read
that he must bear for years yet the brunt of
the fighting, but the wide spread of educa-
tion, and an English education, is making
this land very vulnerable to the attack of
English religious and other literature.

Measures of Reform.

Rev. Dr. Wilbur F. Crafts, Superinten-
dent of the International Reform Bureau,
has just returned from a three-weeks’ tour
of Canada. At the Toronto Convention he
secured the influential co-operatioa of mis-
sionary secretaries representing 24 denom-
inational missionary societies, for the treaty
to forbid the sale of intoxicanis amd opium
to all uncivilized races which Secretary
Hay, in behalf of the President and the
Senate, had asked the British (Government
to join in submitting {o other ccmmercial
powers. . .

This great proposal was also welccmed
enthusiastically by a great convention of
the Ontario branch of the Dominion Tem-
perance Alliance, which, wiith other Cana-
dian bodies, has sent a resoiution of approv-
a] to the British Colonial Secretary, the Rt.
Hon. Joseph Chamberlain.

Senate Document No. 200 contains trea-
ties, laws, and official utterances on this
subject. Let those interestad write to a
Senator or Congressman for it.

Dr. Crafts remained after the missionary
convention to do some city missionary work
in Toronto, which is the best city in the

,world in Babhath observance. and the larg-
m cﬁf ‘that ‘ever g@v

a ma&ority ‘vote for
prohlbltion but is not so pre-eminent in
the battles against gambling and impurity.
To attack these 'The Reform Bureaws To-
ronto Committee’ was organized, and se-
cured from the police authorities an order
forbidding the further sals of four obscene
American periodicals and three bandit libra-
ries. With the co-operation of other com-
mittees formed in Hamiiton, Kingston, Ot-
tawa and Montreal, it is expected that
these and other periodicals and novels will
be banished from the whole Dominion, and
that coarse bill posters will also be more
adequately censored by customs officers,
who have authority to exclude whatever is
‘immoral’ or ‘indecent.” Another result of
the tour was the revivai of an inoperative
law authorizing the police to stop any im-
moral play. A more effective law on gamb-
ling is also likely to result.

The next legislative effort of The Reform
Bureau in Washington will e to carry the
Hansborough bill, which would stop the sale
of liguors in immigrant stations and all
government buildings, Including old soldiers’
homes. A hearing has been secured for
April 22 or thereabouts.

It is already illegal to sell any kind of
intoxicants in the Capitol bailding uvvder
the general District law, but this specifi¢
law might be enforced. This bill also pro-
vides a civil penalty for selling in violation
of the anti-canteen law in buildings owned
by the army, which would enable citizens
to enforce the law in the many cases where
military officers neglect their duty.

e ———

Your Own Paper Free,
‘Northern Messenger’ subscribers may
have their own subscription extended one

year, free of charge, by remitting sixty cents
for two new subscriptions.

¢

The Quiet Hour : How 1
Keep It,

I almost fear to tell the method of my
quiet hour, lest it should lead some young
Endeavorer to break some holy habit which
is being built up, of painstaking care. Each
one of us must be led in his own way. For
each some particular method has a special
fascination, which might not be adapted to
others. And perhaps, at one time of our
life, we follow a plan which we foresake for
another, as the years grow on us.

For many years I spent each day a con-
siderable time on my knees, praying very
minutely and elaborately about everything;
and the pressure of my soul often rose to
an agony. My Bible-reading was relegated
to a minor and subordinate place. Latterly
I have come to feel that it is more import-
ant to hear God speaking with me than to
be always addressing him. And I delight
to get into the garden, or on the seashore,
or into the public park—there is one close
to my home—in the early morning, with my
Bible in hand, walking or sitting, meditat-
ing and praying. - One is led to turn God's
words into prayer; to talk to him aloud, as
one could hardly do in a room; and to
speak to him in the most simple and natural
way about people and interests which are
suggested by the Spirit.

In a word, do not be too eager to impress
your thoughts on God, but wait till his
thoughts make themselves felt within your
soul, then turn them into words.—F. B,

Meyer.
—_————————

.On the Inside.

' When walking down a street one day,
remarks some one, I passed a show window
which a man was washing on the outside,
There was a spot on this window which e
fied al] the endeavors of the man to remove,

_After rubbing the spot with much exertion

with water, soap and brush, he at last dig-
covered the cause of his failure. ‘It is on
the inside,” he called to omne of the clerks
in the store.

Many persons there are who try to cleanse
their souls from its impure spots themselves.
They wash it with tears of sorrow, rub it
with the soap of good endeavors, and brush
it with the lather of morality; but for -all
that the spots are on the inside. The heart
is impure; and if the tountaln is bitter, the
stream cannot be sweet. Nothing but the
blood of Jesus, applied by the mighty hand
of the Holy Spirit, can cleanse the inward
parts; for God alone can reach to the in-
ward parts—From ‘Kinder Bote. Fiik

e @

The Sunday-School Pastor.

The pastor must be a man who is not\.

skeptical as to the lmpm'ta.m:e of Sunday-
school work.

He should attend the sessions of the
school; know every officer, teacher and scho-

lar; have a greeting for each (of course, g.t \

the preper time); should, from time to time,
at the invitation of the superintendent,

speak on the lesson of the day or give words e ‘V

of encouragement to the school.

It is not wise to ask yoﬁr pastor to teach a
Bible class. A busy pastor, who has faith-

. fully watched over the flock not only to see

that there be no friction among the members

or in the societies, but who has visited the

sick, comforted the bereaved, mingled in the
social circle, sought out the unbelieving,
strengthened the saint, and feagted often on

God’s. Word, should not be expected {o e
preach two | se-nncms on Sunday and teach Y

class in school ~—‘Intelli~gencer
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Katherine Morgan, Student.
(Mabel N. Thurston, in ‘Forward.’)

It was the recitation in Virgil, and a
glender, gray-eyed girl had just taken her
geat. The visitor turned with a quick glance
‘of appreciation to the teacher.

‘That was an unusual translation,” he
said. ‘It was not only smooth and accurate,
it was sympathetic as well—a quality that
one hardly expects to find in a schoclroom.
Who is the young lady?

‘Her name is Katherine Morgan,’ the
teacher replied. ‘She and her Cousin Alice
are the finest students we have; they come
of a family of scholars.’

The scholar upon the platform nodded.
‘I thought so,” he said. ‘The first generation
rarely does such finished work as that. I
shall watch for the name a few years from
now.’

His glance travelled back to the girl's
face. Low as his words had been, it was
plain that she had overheard; he knew it
from the quick rush of sensitive color, and
the light in her eyes. But when the class
was dismissed, the girl passed the desk
quietly, without a glance in his- direction,
‘He smiled a little as he watched her. ‘She
is genuine,” he said to himself; ‘it will not
hurt her to know.’

Out in the cloakroom the girl was hur-
riedly putting on her wraps. One and an-
other called to her, but she escaped from
the detaining groups as quickly as she
could. When she was out on the wide vil-
lage street she drew a deep breath of relief;
she had so longed to be alone with the joy
of it. So often she had heard her father
guote Professor Stafford; and to think that
Professor Stafford had praised her work,
and said that he would watch for her name!

‘Her eyes grew dreamy—commencement

'ﬂrst. with one of the honors; then college,

and how she would work to win something
there; something to prepare her for—what?
She did not trouble herself with decisions—
a dozen radiant possibilities hovered on the
edge of her thought. But somthing worthy
of Professor Stafford’s word, worthy of the
line of scholarly men and cultured women
to which he belonged, she would give to
the world. =

‘Once she was aroused from her dreaming;
it was when the old family physician drove
80 close to her that she started, involun-
tarily. She laughed when she saw who it
was, and lifted her bookstrap triumphant-
ly. ‘Only one lone, solitary volume,” she
declared, ‘and a little one at that. You can't
wither me with one of your awful glances
this time. I refuse to be withered, sir!’

The old doctor looked after her affection-
ately He had knOWn Katharine Morgan all
her life; but as he drove on, the smile
changed to a troubled frown. ‘I'm afraid
she’ll take it hard,’ he said to himself.

- Katharine, hurrying on, had already for-
s&ttea the doctor; but suddenly the fine ex-

5 slt’imm seemed to drop out of her spirit,

and her hurrying steps began to lag wearily.

‘It’s because it's so warm this fall,’ she
sald to herself impatiently. I -wish it
would grow cooler; I do so hate to drag
round this way!’ She crept listlessly up
the steps. She had meant to go to her
father's study and tell him the first thing.
Father would be so proud over it! But she

~ thought that she would rest a few minutes

first; so she climbed slowly to her room and
dropped down on theé couch.

~Two hours later she awoke. For a puz-

zled moment she lay wondering; then things
began to come back to her. Her mother
had been in, she knew; no one else would
have folded the afghan about her just so.
How long she had slept! Never mind—she
was rested now—she had dreaded puzzling
over those geometry originals, but she was
sure that she could work them easily after
a sleep like that.

She put on her pretty home dress, and
then ran down to her father’s study. He
answered her knock, himself.

‘Well, little truant!’ he said.

‘I know it Katherine answered. ‘Isn’t
it .a shame. And when I had something
very specially . particular that I couldn’t
wait to tell you, too! And I just walked
up to my room and tumbled down into a

Her father smiled a little: ‘I don’t think
I am likely to misunderstand, little daugh-
ter,” he said, quietly. ‘It was a good word;
one never need be ashamed of gladness over
a well-earned commendation.’

Katharine, perched above him, dropped a
quick kiss on his forehead, They had beer
comrades, always, these two.

‘And the rest, father dear? she asked.
‘There's something else you want to say—I
feel it in your voice.

Her father did not answer at once, in
stead, the silence lengthened so that Kath.
arine began to wonder. When he did speai
he pulled her down so that he could study
her.

‘Katharine, why are you so anxious t
make something of yourself?

THERE WERE NO LONG ENTRIES IN 1T,

great big sleep! I'm dreadfully ashamed
of myself, but I have to confess it.

She was in her favorite place now, perch=
ed on the arm of her father's easy-chair.
She put her fingers lightly over his eyes as
she went on. :

‘Don’t look at me—I can’t tell it if you
do, It—it isn’t easy to tell anyway, be-
cause it sounds conceited. Only it isn’t!’

Her father tried to say somthing, but the
light, imperative fingers sealed his lips, and
the girlish voice ran on rapidly.

“‘Professor Stafford was visiting school
ta-day, and came into our Virgil class. I
was called on to recite, and afterwards I
heard him gay something about it to Miss
Brooks, and he said that he would expect to
hear from me some day. O father, do you
know how xlud I was? I'd work and work
and work, if only I could! Father dear,
please say that it isn't conceited of me to
care!’ :

“Why, for you and mother, and becanse
I think everybody ought to,’ the girl an-
swered, promptly. Then she laughed a lit-
tle, and the color crept into her face. ‘And
I suppose because—this is confession, fath-
er—becauge I am proud of my ancestors and
I want to be worthy of them. There, now—
that’s the worst! Are you shocked?’

But to her surprise her father did not
smile or answer. He looked into her eyes
with a gravity that almost frightened her.

‘What do you mean by making something
of yourself? His question followed as if
she had not answered.

‘I mean,’—the girl replied, slowly—t
isn’t easy to put into words; but I mean
being a lady, a real, beautiful lady, like
mother and grandmother and Aunt Alice;
and, besides, studying tiil I know something
a little—not the outside of it, but down into
the heart of it. Father, I don’t understand -
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—you look so queer! Isn’ it right to wish
§ad

‘It is right to do more than wish, it is
right to will to make the best of ourself,
and all of ourself, that God wants us to;
and that is enough to overbrim the deepest
measure of our ambition. The trouble
comes when we are not willing to study
God’s lessons, but want to choose our own.’

‘Yes, sir,” Katharine replied, wondering-
ly. Her father was looking at her so strange-
ly, almost pityingly, it seemed to her. She
could not understand it. Her hands moved
restlessly; they were thin, nervous little
hands; her father closed his strong ones
about them.

‘Katharine, do you remember our talk the
other day about the years of preparation
needed for all great work?

‘Yes,” the girl answered.

‘Would you be willing to work and wait
and suffer years if necessary?

‘I believe that I would,’ she answered,
steadily. Her breath came quickly; what
was this strange, hard work that was com-
ing to her?

‘In all the world, little daughter, there
is no such high and holy work as the mak-
ing of a human life. The finest universities
in the country cannot teach it; only God
can do it, and God has his own way. Are
you strong enough for that, dear? strong
enough to enter God's university?’

‘I—don’t—know," the girl faltered. ‘Tell
me, father. I don’t understand. Tell me,

quick!’

Then her father told her.

‘Dear, Doctor Barrows has been wateh-
ing you closely the past year. He told us

for you to drop your studies at once, and
not touch them for a year at least—it might
be longer.’

For a moment Katharine sat motionless;
uncomprehending; then a look grew in her
eyes that made her father’s heart ache for
her. ' ’

‘I—I guess I'd Dbetter go—for a little
while,” she said, dully. At the door of the
study she stopped a moment and looked
buok

“Pell mother that I shan’t want any din-
ner to-night. I'll come later; and—thank
you for trusting me, father.” Then she clos-
ed the door gently and ran up to her room.

It was dark, and she was glad. She
buried her face in the pillows and sobbed
out her pain and disappointment. To drop
out of school at seventeen—Iit seemed like
dropping out of life. Even if she could go
back another year it would be with a lower
class, not her own friends. They
would be younger than she, most of them,
and only that afternoon she had been the
acknowledged leader of her class! There
was Alice, too; Alice would go on and have
good times and take everything. Oh, it
wasn’t fair! Why couldn’t it have come to
some one who wouldn’t have minded? Plen-
ty of girls wouldn’t; they would even have
been glad. And she had been meaning to
work go hard. Why, she would have given
up everything for study!

* For a long time she lay there while the
darkness wrapped her. closer. Then gradu-
ally, from sheer exhaustion, the struggle
grew weaker, and, with the quiet, new
thoughts came. Were books, printed books,
all of life? Was there not, outside and be-
yond them, all mankind, and nature, and
God? Was it because she was in danger
of shutting herself into a tiny world, after
all, that God had taken this dear thing
out of her clinging hands? Perhaps, by and

to-day that it would be nbsolut.ely necessary,
Tess you Were to riln your health for years -

by, when she could be trusted to use it wise-
ly, he would give it back again; and until
then?—until then she would try to grow
worthy.

She pushed away the pillows and went
and bathed her swollen eyes. Then with a
little half-smile she lighted the gas, opened
her desk and took out her journal. There
were no long entries in it, only notes to
call back happy hourg and dates of a few
special times in the glad, girlish life that
bad been hers. She hesitated a moment
and then wrote a single line:

‘Entered God’s university November tenth,
1890.’

She closed the book and put it back in its
place, but still she sat thinking. There
were lessons; oh, yes, many, she began to
understand dimly. Would not the great
Teacher make them clear as she went on?
There was all out-doors to study; always
che had wished that she had time, and the
time was given her. There would be beau-
tiful household lessons with mother—Tcon-
omics,” she said, whimsically. But there
were others, too—gentleness, and unselfish-
ness, and courtesy She had seen so litile
of mother in the rush of school duties and
pleasures; she realized it now. It should
be mother’s year, she promised herself. And
father? ‘Ethics,’ she decided, quickly. Who
but father could help her to decide the vex-
ing questions and to walk bravely and
cheerily though dim, difficult ways?

‘I think,’ she said, gravely, ‘I think,
Katharine Morgan, you will find all the les-
sons you want this next year. See that you
take them without complaining when they’re
hard. That's your paart."

So Katharine’s new studies began, the
hours out of doors with stin and wina; the
talks with mother and later with father;
the long, still resting Llimes in her own

- room each day. They were hard at first,

She was glad that she had not known how
difficult they would be; and hardest of all
was the keeping in with her old circle of
friends and hearing constantly their eager
talk of the senior doings. - Katharine, mak-
ing dainty commencement gifts
friends, said to herself over and over ihat
she would try to sympathize with the girls
in it all; but one thing she could not do,
and that was, go to the commencement. It
was too much; no one had any right to a.sk
it

Then one day her moher called her in
‘as she was passing her door. The table in
her mother’s room was covered with a white
heap of organdy and lace. Katharine looked
at it in bewilderment.

‘It is just like Alice is going to wear,
dear,” her mother said, tenderly. ‘Did yon
think that I was going to have you left
out? And after that, of course, there was
1no question about her going.

And after all when she looked in the glass,
commencement night, she could not help
a little thrill of girlish pride. The dress
was so pretty and the roses mother had put
in her hands the last thing were so fragrant
and beautiful and ‘remindful.’

‘1 will have a good time,” the girl said,
resolutely. ‘I would not have mother dis-
appointed for anything in the wide world.’
She turned from the mirror, then she gave
a little exclamation of delight. On the ta-
ble was a set of Burroughs, and with the
books a line in her father’s writing:

‘To my little daughter, in recognition' of
her faithful study of the lessons God set
for her. June thirteenth, 1891.

The girl’s eyes dimmed as she read tt
‘Oh, they have beén so dear to me!’ she
cried to herself, ‘How could I be ungrate-

/

_her here somewhere.

corner.

for her’

ful and blue! I'll be just the very happiest
girl there to-night!’ '

She kept her resolution bravely. If onca
or twice during the exercises she felt By
queer lump in her throat, she touched her
roses softly and smiled up at her mother.
She did not falter even when Professor
Stafford, who had been invited to make a
few remarks to the class, spoke of the
value of study, and when Alice, pretty and
radiant, gave her graceful valedictory, the
one that she was to have given. And after
that it seemed a pity that so small a thing
should spoil her victory. It was at the class
reception at the close of the exercises, and
someone was congratulating Alice. Kath-
arine, passing, heard the next question and
answer, :

‘But where is your -cousin? Wasn’t she in
your class?

‘Yes, she was,’ Alice’s light voice replied,
‘but she dropped out in the fall. They said
she wasn’t strong and must rest for ‘a
while, but I guess, after all, she rather en-
Jjoyed having nothing to do. She wasn’t too
sick for good times, you know. You’'ll find
She doesn’t look like
an invalid.

Katharine slipped by and into a sheltered
There was a window there opening
out in to the soft June night. Katharine,
pressing her hands tightly together, looked
with hard, unseeing eyes, into the shadows.
It did seem as if she might have been spared
that. It was cruel of Alice. Alice for all
she learned so quickly and gracefully, had
never cared half so much for her study as
she did. She—a voice at her side made
Katharine start and turn quickly, the tears

~still on her lashes. Prortessor Stattord stood

there holding out his hand. S

‘Have I discovered your hxdmg pla;ce at
last, Miss- Morgan? 1 have been looking
for you the last half-hour. I wanted to con-
gratulate you.”

‘Congratulate me?” Katharine stammered,
‘I—I think you must be mistaken. I don"t
graduate, it was my cousin.’

‘No, I don’t think that I made a mistake,”
the professor answered, smiling. ‘I have
seen your cousin already. Her valedictory
wag a very fine one, unusually graceful and
spirited.’

‘Yes, sir, Katharine replied. She kneiw'
that it was bare and ungracious, but she
couldn’t speak then. Why wouldn’t he"go
away! - }

‘But the professor understood the appeal-
ing glance. He directed the girl's attention
to the effect of certain wide-branched trees
against the night sky. Gratefully Katharine
turned to the shelbering darkness, and then
he spoke.

‘I said that I had not made a mistake,
Miss Morgan. If it is not presumptuous for
an old man to say that he understands any-
thing of a young girl’s life, will you permit
me to say that I can appreciate what the
past year has been to you? When I was
just ready to enter college my eyes gave
out and I had to wait three years betom
I could open a book. -

Katharine did not need the darkness now.
She had turned to him eag‘eny ; :

‘Ob, go on, please!”

He looked past her out at the horizon,
‘I do not believe there is anything to tell.
I rebelled at first, then slowly I began to
understand. Before the three years were
over I had learned the greatest lesson of
all my life—that God, and not man, is the
great Teacher of the human soul; that I
might be educatad without books or teach-
ers or univevsities but I could not be with-
out God.
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There was silence a moment between the
two, the old scholar and the young  one.
Then the professor turned to her. “You
have been learning your lesson, Miss Mor-
gan; your face shows it. I knew it the
moment I saw you from the platform, to-
night. You have gained mnot only in
strength, but in poise of mind and body.
Then I met your father and he told me what
your year had been and I understood. And
s0, to return to my starting place, I coa-
gratulate you upon your year’s work, Miss
Morgan.’

Katharine's face, glad and grateful, look-
ed up into his. ‘Do you know that when
you were making the charge to the gradu-
ates to-night it hurt me so that none of it
belonged to me? And now you have given
me my own.” She hesitated a moment, and
then added, simply. ‘I shall never forget,
Professor Stafford.’

Appearances are Deceitiul.

(By Mary Caroline Hyde,
Banner.’)

Michael Treat, chief warden and turnkey
of Holiwode prison, treated his prisoners as
lambs within a sheep-fold, and as a proof of
the success of his humane regime, not one
thad tried to escape in the twenty years of
his service.

Every morning and evening he visited the
cells, attended by a boy who carried the
heavy keys strung on an iron hoop. Little
Fetche was the boy in attendance at this
time, his face as round and blank as a
cipher, his eyes heavy and dull, yet withal
never mistaking the keys nor making any
error in his round of duties. A boy of this
kind was a favorite with his master, and
a butt of the household.
ts all what a dummy that little Fetche
18!’ ‘said- one of the prison guards to an-
other. ‘To-morrow is April Bbol'; Day and
I'm going to fool him.

~ ‘He isn’t as dumb as he looks. How are
you going to fool him?" asked the other.

‘Oh, easy,” said the first guard. TI'll
stuff out some old clothes with straw, leave
them in the prison passage when he comes
by early in the morning; he'll take them
for an escaping jail-bird, and, my heart! it
he don’t raise a hue and cry! Ha, ha!’ and he

in ‘Presbyterian

shrugged his shoulders as he anticipated

the joke.

In one of the cells there had been for
The warden re-
membered him when his hair was black
and his face young, but now, even he had
forgotten his name, the crime for which
he was committed and how much longer
his imprisonment was to last.

- The prisoner himself, however, torgot none
of these things; he knew that his offence

_was imaginary and his incarceration for life,

so he studied little Fetche’s moon-round
blank face, and, at night, ground upon the
edge of his stone door-sill, with a pebbile

dug from the paved floor, till between the

sill and the edge of the iron-bound door

there began to show a crack of light, broad

‘enough to thrust a good-sized key through.
It was the day before the first of April
the humorous guard so antlcipated The

Political Prisoner sat as usual in his chair,

when Michael made his evening inspection.
Michael soon turned to 'go out and the Po-

litical Prisoner pressed a tiny wad of paper

into Fetche’s hand. Fetche’s face was still
a harmless blank as he dropped the wad

- into his pocket and tol}owed his master

ﬁ'om the cell.

It was late that night when Feiche’s du-
ties were over and he could creep off to the
tiny corner of the prison he called his room.
Here inf the light of a bit of candle, he un-
rolled the wad of paper, put the gold coin
it held into his safest pocket, and studied
out the writing on the paper that had held
{44

‘Pass the-key to my cell under my cell
door to-morrow morning,’ it said. ‘In one
moment I shall return it to you.’

Fetche apparently rested well that night,
for his eyes the next morning were much
brighter than usual. He hurried into his
clothes and down the dim passage to come
upon the figure of a man lying on the floor.
For a moment he stood off from it, then
he went up to it, kicked it, to find it of
straw, picked up the hat that seemed to go
with it, and began dragging it down the
passage.

‘Hello! What are you ‘doing?’ ecried the
guard who had made it. ‘Wait till the
warden catches you, up to tricks like that.

Fetche was as one deaf. He took the
straw man into his arms and running down
the corridor was soon out of sight. The
guard dared not follow, and Fetche held to
his burden till he came to the Political
Prisoner’s cell, where he dropped it. A
little later he was making his morning tour
of the cells with Michael.

‘Good morning, sir,’ Michael said as he
entered the Political Prisoner’s cell and saw
him seated as usual, in the dully lighted
corner. ¢

The Political Prisoner nodded and glanc-
ed blankly at Fetche, who as blankly return-
ed his- glance. Michael, noticing, called
them to himself the dumbest pair he had
ever come upon.

‘Now, my lad, to the next eell, and no
time lost,” he said, slamming the heavy iron
door of the Political Prisoner’s cell and
handing the key to Fetche to return to ‘the
ring. ‘My brother is coming to breakfast
with me this morning; we must be lively.’

Fetche held out to him the key to the next
cell and Michael seizing it stepped on, to
come to a halt before the man of straw ly-
ing directly in his way.

‘Whatever is this?’ he cried, moving it
with his foot. ‘A man of straw in castaway
clothes! Some April Fool nonsense of the
guards; ha! ha!’ and he hastened on.

The tiny delay had given Fetche the time
he wanted. He pushed the key .through
the crack into the Political Prisoner’s cell,
and with it the gold piece, which he had
decided to return. There was a quick turn
of the Political Prisoner's cell door-lock,
then the key came back to Fetche, by way
of the crack, and he caught it up, put it
back on the ring and was up with Michael,
while he good-naturedly still chuckled over
the straw April Fool.

The Political Prisoner drew a deep sigh
of relief; the door unlocked between him
and the dim passage, he was sure the rest
would come all right. ‘Perhaps the little
fellow is right,’ he thought, ‘I may need
this before I'm through,’ and he dropped
the gold piece into his pocket. E

Quick steps passed the cell door and he
knew that Michael and Fetche had finished
their round and were going back. Push-
ing the door open a crack’s width he discov-
ered the man of straw lying a few steps
from his door. In an instant he had slipped
out and dragged it into his cell. -

‘I'm glad of the hat; glad of the hat,
he repeated, ‘because I had none,’ and he
set it on his head, ‘and the clothes, too,
they are wretched, but better than my pris-

on garb, to be seen in,’
dressing the straw man.

His hands trembled and his breath came
quick as he ‘exchanged the April Fool’s
clothes for his own, put him in the chai1
he was usually seen to occupy and then drew
back to sce the result. It was good; in tha
dim light no one would suspect the ruse.
He now put on the straw man’s clothes,
rubbed his white hair and beard with long
hoarded lamp-black, and opening the door,
stole out into the passage, swiftly crossed
it, felt his way along its dark side, darted
into a court not more than twelve feet
square, and madg a spring up its high wall-
ed sides. Once, twice, three times, he failed
in his effort to reach the top, but the fourth
time he caught upon the very spikes, put
there to prevent escape, and drew himself
slowly and painfully up. TFrom the edge
of the wall, he calculated his jump down to
the other side so accurately that he landed
with only a few bruises and cuts upon his
hands and knees.

‘Ah!” . he laughed triumphantly, ‘this
comes of being tall and thin, and of those
greedy guards, lounging over their break-
fast before they bring me mine! Now for
the woods, where, if I meet anyone, he will
think me an erratic out for an early
walk,” and all alert he who had seemed but
a bent and helpless old man a half hour
before, strode into the woods with the
strength and agility of a young man, It
was but three days to the border and free-
dom.

and he began un-

Slowly the guard served the prisoners’
breakfast that morning. Their master was
engrossed with his brother and there was
no one to hurry them. The guard, too, was
not in the best of humor, for the other
guard had been teasing him, because his
April Fool joke of the straw man had fallen
so flat. Cudgelling his brain to think of
gome better joke at Fetche’s expense he

_failed to note that the Political Prisonor’s

cell was unlocked when he fitted the key
into the door and that it was only a man of
straw awaiting upon the chair the break-
fast of black coffee and black bread. In
half an hour he came again and finding the
breakfast untouched, called to the straw
man: ‘So black coffee and bread are not
good enough for you, this morning, hey?’

There was no reply. He went nearer,
stooped over the straw man, used a very
hot expletive, drew back, locked the door of
the cell most carefully and ran to the war-
den.

“The Political Prlsoner is gone, sir;’
cried.

‘Gone? T saw him this morning at six
when I went the rounds!’ said Michael.

‘Come and see for yourself, then, sir,
said the guard. ‘I swear it's true. '

‘Call Fetche. TI'll be there as soon as I
can,’ and swallowing the last of his coﬂee.
he hastened to fohe cell.

Already Fetche and the guard were there,
Fetche's face the same undisturbed blank as
ever. Michael flung past them, went in,
caught the straw man, and threw it on the
floor torn in two. ‘April Fool nonsense!
April Fool nonsense!’ he cried, ‘and a

he

pretty ruse for a gentleman high up like the

Political Prisoner. Let the dogs loose and
order out the horses; we'll catch him before
he has gone far.

Fetche turned a trifle too willingly t¢
carry the order. Michael called him back
and sent the guard in his stead; then he
questioned Fetche.

‘Did you unlock the door and let this
prisoner escape?’ <

e
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‘No, sir! I never touched my fingers
to the lock, sir,” Fetche replied.

‘Ah! so you can say a word for yourself
then? Suppose you tell me why you were
going over the prison records, these twenty
years back we will say, when you thought
no one looking.’

‘I was reading about the prisoners, sir.’

‘Tell me what you found there about the
Political Prisoner?’

‘Only a few words.’

‘What were the words?

‘“In on suspicion.” Then, sir, was put in
a bracket, “nothing proved.” It might have
been your hand, sir, that wrote it; it was &o
neat.’

‘Pshaw! we must catch this man; I never
have lost a prisoner since I've been here.
See that my spur-boots are ready for me,
and Michael snapped the key in the cell-
lock, ran his eye up and down the passage,
and went hurriedly out into the prison yard
where there was the bustle and excitement
of getting ready to overtake the escaped
prisoner.

‘Plague take it, Jack; I thought I was to
have a quiet day with you,” said Michael to
his brother.

‘Never mind me,” answered Jack. 986
join the chase,” and leaping upon a horse,
he was breast to breast with Michael, who
turned to the south, instead of to the north,
as the Political Prisoner had gone.

I'etche watched them out of sight, his
facevan inert blank as usual. To himself
he was saying, ‘I don’t care, ’t’aint no fair
burying people in prison, that have “nothing
proved” against their names in the books.’

To himself Warden Michael was saying:
‘Sorry to break my recond and lose a prison-
er, but I've saved a snug bit and can re-
tire very comfortable if the authorities say
I must, but no one asked Michael to retire
for losing or not finding the Political Pris-
oner,

A few months after this a fine equipage
drove into the prison yard. There were
two outriders in livery and a postillion who
blew his horn go loudly that Michael him-
self came running to see if it were the Gov-
ernor of the Province, arriving in person.
He was much more astonished to see the
Political Prisoner get out of the carriage
and look about him as if for some one not
there.

‘What will your honor have?' Michael
asked, thinking it wide not to seem to recog-
nize his former prisoner.

‘Fetche,” replied the Political Prisoner,
‘little Fetche. Is he still here?’

‘Yes, sir; indeed he is. We could not
well do without ¥Fetche,” smiled Michael,
sure that he gsaw which way the wind blew.
‘Here he is now, sir,” and he pushed Fetche
forward; Fetche with his round face as ex-
pressionless as ever.

‘Here is the gold piece I owe you,
Fetche,” said the Political Prisoner, holding
it out to him.

‘Me?

‘Yes, the coin you would not take. And
it was as well you did not Lake it, for it
bought all the food I had for many days.
Now go and tie your clothes into a hand-
kerchief, Fetche, and get ready to go with
me.’

‘But, sir; said Michael, ‘this lad is in-
dentured to me for two years lenger.

‘How much is that in money?’ asked the
late Political Prisoner,

‘Bless me if I know,” laughed chhael
‘but fifteen pounds would do.’

‘Here ig four times that,’ said the Politi-
cal Prisoner, ‘and I promise to train and
educate the boy well. You shall satisfy

yourself on that score if you will come to
see him once a year.

Michael shook his head. ‘I would like
it but it would make me trouble here, sir;
the aunthorities, you know, sir.’

‘Not now, since the king is changed,” the
ex-Political Prisoner said,

Michael rubbed his head. ‘Faith! I knew
the king had changed,’ he muttered, ‘but I
did not know it was the side of my Political
Prisoner that is uppermost. Yes. I will come,
Thank you, sir.

The ex-Political Prisonsr re-entered his
carriage and Fetche, his world!y possessions
tied up in a red handkerchief, climbed *3
the box beside the powdered coachman.

‘Wish I was going too,” said a certain
guard, looking after the equipage. ‘It beats
all how a dunderhead like him gets on in
life, while a quick wit like me never gets a
rise.’

Fetche in time became a skilful lock-
smith; so skilful, in fact, that no door of
that day was properly fastened unless lock-
ed with a ‘Fetche-lock.’

R A oo

Anna Blake’s Missionary
Work.

(From the ‘Christian Union.’)

‘After these things the Lord appointed
other seventy algo, and sent them two and
two before his face, whither he himself
would come.’

Anna Blake read the verse carefully two
or three times, and then looked again at the
slip of paper in her hand to make sure this
was the verse thereon indicated.

‘Miss Hammond must have made ‘a mis-
take. She surely did not mean that for my
quarter verse, But if this is my verse, I
don’t see what I am to do. It doesn’t seem

to teach anytbing..
She read the verse 'tgaln and as she slow-

ly repeated the last words a ray of light
came.

‘Why—yes—perhaps that is it. I’m sure
I've read that verse dozens of times, but I
never thought of getting any practical les-
son out of it. Jesus sent his disciples be-
fore him to those places whither he himself
would come. Perhaps he sent us that way
now; perhaps he’ll send me this quarter
into some place to prepare the way for his
coming. I'll go and talk with him about it.’
And alone in her own room this earnest
young Christian was soon talking with her
Master about the work she would like to
do for him.

‘I think, wife,’ said Mr. Blake that after-
noon, ‘we ought to let Anna go to Colorado
this summer. Too cloge application at
school is taking all the roses from her
cheeks, and a few months among the pines
up in the mountaing would freshen her up
amazinglv, 1 imagine it ig rather a rough
life these ranchmen lead, and she may not
find everything congenial at Cousin John’s:
but as they seem willing to have her come,
I guess we can spare her this summer, She
has too much good sense to fret much over
Juncongenial surroundings,” concluded the
fond father.

‘I have felt all along that it would be well
for her to go,” said Mrs. Blake; ‘and yet I
have felt some hesitation about sending her
alone to such a place. They seem to have
no Sunday or anything else that is good
in the vicinity of Cousin John’s. Still, it
you think it best we will let her go.’

‘Anna will always. carry Sunday with her
wherever she goes,” replied Mr. Blake. ‘She
may be able in a quiet way to do missionary
work, and at the same time to drink in
health with the mountain air.’

So it was settled between her parents that
Anna’s summer would be spent among the
Colorado mountains; and two weeks later
found her at the mountain ranch of her
father’s ‘Cousin John.’

How strange everything appeared to the
eyes of the girl whose life before this time
had been bounded only by Illinois prairies!,
Cousin John’s house was built out of logs.
It was papered with old newspapers, and
the only pictures that adorned the wallg
were such cuts as happened to be in these
papers. The outbuildings were small, low
affairs, the two horses almost filling their
little box of a stable. But here were the
mountains and huge boulders, and apparent-
ly limitless acres of pine trees, and not far
from the house a mountain brook famous
in that region for its trout.

‘It’s the nicest place to dream in!’' Anna
wrote to her mother the day after her ar-
rival. ‘One can’t help “seeing visions and
dreaming dreams” amid such surroundings,
I am sure I shall have a very happy sum-
mer.’

But when Sunday came she longed for the
home church, and Miss Hammond’s helpful
teaching.

‘Don’t you ever have any kind of service
here on Sunday?’ she asked of Mrs, Wheel-
er, Cousin John’s wife.

‘Sometimes a preacher comes along and
has meetings up to the school-house, but
there’s nothing regular. Some of ’em start-
ed a Sunday-school once but it didn’t last
long. There's children enough in the neigh~
borhood, but nobody seems to know much
about Sunday-schools up here, and the
school kind of died out after a while’

Anna took her Bible and walked down
to the brook, and seating herself on a large
rock turned to the Sabbath-school lessop
which she knew Miss Hammond and the

YN e

girls were busied with at home at that hou. y

After an hour of faithful, prayerful study,
she closed the book, and leaning back
against the old pine which grew heside tha
rock sat thus for some time thinking. Sud-
denly her ‘quarter verse’ came to her mind,

‘“He sent them into the places whither
he himself would come.” I wonder if he
sent me into this neighborhood because he
wants to come here too, What can I do
for him here?’

‘Is it your: father you're talking about,
Miss?

Anna started at the sound of another
voice than her own, for she had thought
herself quite alone. Turning quickly she
saw four little ranch children who had ap-
proached unobserved standing not far from
the rock, their curious eyes fixed on her
face. The eldest, g bare-footed, bare-head-
ed, sun-browned boy who carried - an im-
mense bouquet of mountain lilies, proved to
be her questioner.

‘Why, no,’ she answered, smiling, ‘it was.
not my father—but it was my Elder Broth-
er. Come and sit down here and let me
arrange your flowers for you. How lovely
these mountain lilieg are! Will you give me
a few of them to press? ; %

‘Have ’em all, Miss, if you want, I just
picked ’em ’cause I didn’t have much of any
thing else to do. Bushels of ‘em up. youder
if you want more. :

‘Thank you,” said Anna. ‘Are these three.
little midgets your sisters?’ .

‘Two of ’em is. That littlest one's Mr;
Grover’s Susie.

- The little gypsy-like children were all.

seated on the rock by this time.

The juvenile part of the ‘Messenger’ is.
continued on page 11.
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Through Native Eyes.

&

OUR FRIENDS IN INDIA.

Very much interest is being taken by
‘Messenger’ readers in the missionary work
being done in India. Many of them help to
support Bible readers and orphans in that
country and others forward papers in con-
nection with the Post Office Crusade. We
are hoping henceforth to supply our readers
from time to time with news direct from
India. To-day we print a letter from a
Mohammedan lady in India to the superin-
tendent of our ‘Post Office Crusade, in
Westmount, Que.

’

Dear Madam,—Allow me to express to
you my sincere apologies for the long de-
lay that has happened in my sending a re-
Ply to your letter of the 15th August, 1901,
received by me on the 15th September.

But I hope you will excuse me when I tell
you that it is my prolonged illness which
is responsible for this. I am now better,
but still too weak to lizhtly undertake the
task of penning a lengthy note. However,
I expect to tollqw up the present communi-
cation by others despatched at regular in-
tervals and describing to you Indian life
in greater detail.

I shall begin by trying to glve you an
idea of Indian women; and to make you
~realize their status in society, it is neces-
sary to draw attention to the fundamental
difference between the position of woman
in society in the East and the West.. In
Europe and America, woman has always
been treated as the equal, the helpmate in
household affairs, and the companion of
man in the struggle for existence. In Asia,
she has, from time immemorial been re-
garded as immeasurably inferior to man, no
%SE!ﬁalhakﬁig.AQWt and his servant.

an has been the Jord of oreation, the phi-

losophic guide, the religious leader, the
Warrior ruler of the world. Woman mere-
ly an article of luxury, who is to manage
her husband’s house, and to minister to his
Dleasure; but she has had no concern with
the important business of his life. Under
such circumstances it is no wonder she
would be kept in ignoranee, that female
-education would not‘be the creed of serious
men, and that all Asiatic religions, while
!nculca,tlng for women lessons of complete
submission to the desires of her husband,
should have never in right earnest preach-
ed the doctrine of the equality of men and
‘women.

The weaker sex in India has not, till com-
paratively modern times (and excluding the
primitive stages of human society, when
perhaps there is not much difference be-
tween uncultured man and uncivilized wo-
man) cccupied a respectable position in so-
ciety, though isolated instances have not
been unknown in our history in which a
‘Wwoman has played no contemptible part
either on the stage of politics or in the do-
main of literature. Bven now, as far as
the masses are concerned, women are no
better than helpless chattel, they receive no
education, have no idea of self-respect, pos-

~ sess no rights or privileges; so long as un-
married are the servants of their parents,
. and after marriage the slaves of their hus-
bands. And, then, the custom of marriage

ag in vogue in India, is probably the most
tyrannical of its kind now extant in the
world. 5

~In the first place, marriages take place at
incredibly early ages, among some castes
girls being married before they are a year

old! In the second place, widow marriage
is prohibited, and however young a widow
she has to deny herself the comforts of a
second marriage if she cares for the honor
of her name and the reputation of her
family. But, if possible, a still more won-
derful fact is the way in which men and
women are selected for each other’s life-
long company. The couple have no option
in the matter of marriage. In fact, in most
cases they have never seen each other be-
fore the marriage day. The parents of the
boy and the girl, on considerations by no
means always very noble, decide among
themselves as to the parties to be married
together, who ought to be of the same caste,
this being the primary and most important
point, and of more value in itself than all
other considerations put together. Now,
when the preliminaries have been thus set-
tled without the consultation or the know-
ledge of either of the two persons about
to be united together, the pair is forever
bound together by the sacred and almost
irrevocable ties of marriage, after which
they are allowed to see each other and have
to pull on with one another as lest they
can.

Perhaps you may not be able to conceive
al]l this; but such is the system which has
the sanction of long usage and defies change.
The higher a family, the stricter the ne-
cessity of tlg observance of the rules by
its members; and I may state for your in-
formation and amusement that in certain
circles and among some families it is not al-
lowable for husband and wife to see each
other freely and in the presence of other
relations of theirs. There are fixed hours
and places, beyond which decency and pro-
priety forbid a married pair to be in each
other’s company.

No description of the condition of Indian
women can be complete without a refer-
ence to the custom of female seclusion,
which is technically called the ‘purdah.” All
high class ladies—particularly among Mo-
hammedans, which is also the religion of
our family—have to pass their lives in
complete seclusion. Immediately that a girl
attains the age of 10 or 11 years, she is.put
under ‘purdah.”’ She cannot come out of
her house, unless properly veiled, or in a
closed conveyance, and the house is so con-
structed as to bar all foreign intrusion, even
of view. No adult male, except her husband,
father, brother, and son, can see her, or she
see him; nor is any conversation between
men and ‘purdah’ ladies allowed, excepting
the nearest relatives ecnumerated above.
Her servants must be only women, of
course, of the lower classes, who do not ob-
serve the ‘purdah’; and the friends of men

- and women here should be of the same séx.

There are no out-door amusements for an
Indian lady; societies, clubs, associations
and public meetings are shut against her;
the world is a sealed book to her, and she
is practically a prisoner within the high
walls of her home.

Here I close for the present. I am too
weak to write more, but hope to be able
to resume the subject in my next.

-
Expiring Subscriptions.

Would each subscriber kindly look at the
address tag on this paper? If the date there-
on is March, 1902, it is time that the re-
newals were sent in so as to avoid losing a
single copy. As renewals always date from
the expiry of the old subscriptions, subscrib-
ers lose nothing by remitting a little in ad-
vance.

About the Children
(J. B. Fenten, in ‘Ledger Monthly.") _'

Children, if left to themselves, naturale
ly take a great deal of exercise, more or less
violent. It is of great importance that every
child from the time it is a month old should
spend most of its life out of doors. The
weather, unless extreme, need be no draw-
back. Out-of-door life and out-of-door ex-
ercise is essential, and a child properly
dressed need have no fear of sun, or rain, or
winter weather.

Nervous, excitable children will play and
run to the point of exhaustion before they
will stop. Some really are unconscious of
fatigue till exhausted, while others are not
willing to stop for fear they will be thought
unable to keep up with their companions,
and their pride carries them beyond their
strength. Ior this reason they must be
watched at their play, and while some are
held back, others must be encouraged to
make greater effort.

Little children need plenty of sleep. They
should retire early, not later than eight
o'clock, but should not be disturbed in the
morning, but left to waken naturally. The
noon nap should be continued until the
child is at least five years of age. Even if
the child does not sleep, the quiet rest is
beneficial, and for a nervous, restless child
is necessary,

The proper dress for children is that
which allows the most freedom of action.
Clothing that binds, or draws in any direc-
tion, c# that is not suited to the weather,
is sure to make trouble. Children grow
very rapidly and the dress that fits well
when new is soon too tight to be worn with
comfort and should be let out promptly, or
discarded. Tight waistbands, and tight
sleeves are injurious, Little trousers that
are tight in the body and legs ought not to
be worn. Small shoes and stockings are re-
sponsible for many badly shaped feet. In
many families it is economy that permits
a child to wear its clothes as long as they
will last regardless of the size. But it is
poor eccnomy that risks a child’s health
with outgrown clothes. Better let young-
sters go barefoot than to permit them to
wear small shoes.

Children may be taught to care for their
clothes from the beginning, boys as well as
girls; they can put their garments away
and straighten the clothes as they take
them off as well as one can do it for them.
A personal responsibility is good for chll-
dren, they quickly appreciate and take pride
in looking after their own things.

A child’s bed should have a good firm
mattress and one small pillow of hair, or
feathers, never down. Cotton ssheets are
best, for linen is cold, and one or two blan-
kets, according to the weather. An extra
cover for severe cold can be a light cheese-
cloth comfortable. Again do not use down;
it is too heating. Never put a child in a .
feather bed, and do not use a heavy Mar-
seilles spread on any bed, unless it be re-
moved at night. Warmth without weight
is the object. Heavy covers of any kind
are impervious to air and are not good to
sleep under.

Children should sleep alone. A large
room with three or more little white iron
beds is a pretty sight and no more trouble
than two large beds and is very much better
for the children. Two washstands should
be in such a room so there need be no con-
fusion, and each child should have at least
a part of a bureau and closet for which he
is responsible. For the toilet arrangements,
care must be taken to see that each child
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has, and uses only his own towel, wash-
ecloth and hair brush. These should be just
as distinet as the tooth brush. Children
once taught the importance of this fact will
never forget it. Different colored- borders
on the towels and washcloths can be used
to distinguish them. These little things add
greatly to a child’s comfort and health.
Order and carefulness once taught detract
greatly from the daily friction that must
exist in a badly trained household.

R
Care of an India=Rubber
: Plant.
(By Mrs. Abbie M. Worstell, in N. Y. ‘Ob-
server.’)

Some years ago I received as a gift a
handsome young rubber plant, having a
dozen leaves or more, and being perhaps
ten or twelve inches tall. It was a beauty,
in splendid, thrifty condition; and I desired
to keep it so, but I was in utter ignorance
of its proper treatment and training, and
must needs learn. I would go to those who
could aid me with their own practical ex-
perience and success. 1 called upon a
friend who had a fine specimen growing in
her parlor. ‘Does your rubber plant require
much care, much water?' I asked.

‘Not a bit, not a bit,” she replied.  ‘See
how thrifty it is, and I have not watered
it for weeks. I ought to have dusted the
leaves.” Even in its dust and neglect the
poor thing seemed fairly healthy and to be
growing well.

I then called upon another friend who had
a parlor pet of the same Kkind.

‘Tell me,” T sald, ‘how do you care for
your rubber plant? Do you give it much
water?’ .

‘Well, yes,” she answered, ‘it requires a
~great deal of water; I give it all it will
drink, every day, and then I sponge off the
leaveg about as often. Isn’t it a beauty?’

Now, those two plants were ‘brought up’
by directly opposite methods, yet both were
thrifty and beautiful. But, let me reason,
I thought about this matter. These thick,
pulpy leaves must contain a large percent-
age of moisture, and they must certainly
draw it more easily from the water in the
potted earth at the roots than from the
dampness in the air, so it is only a sensible
conclusion that it needs a liberal supply
of water to satisfy its natural thirst, and
to rear a strong and handsome plant. My
plant shall have all the water it can take,
and its every leaf. shall be kept free from
dust, so that it can breathe with all its
pores open. Such were our resolves and
conclusions, and soon the most generous
response to our care and attention was most
apparent and gratifying.

The plant grew to be more than five fest
tall, most symmetrical in form, straight as
a major, and every leaf perfect. Yet grow-
ing and still growing, something must be
done to check its upward progress. It was
suggested a hole should be cut through the
ceiling to accommodate it, or else our fav-
orite must be exiled to out-door life, a thing
at present impossible. We pinched off the
young, topmost leaf, and so forced the
plant to develop side branches, which it did
speedily, soon becoming a beauteous tree,
fully the rival of the florists’ finest speci-
mens.

To be generous with water, not too much
‘sun, and to give a frequent sponge bath to
the leaves and stems, is the proper treat-
ment of this interesting plant. It will
transform a poor, sickly little thing into ‘a
thing of beauty’ instead. And it is most

appreciative, too, of a chance to stand and
cool off in a brisk outside shower, or in time
of drought of a free and bountiful sprinkling
in the bath tub. It seems fairly to speak its
thanks from the glistening leaves.

All plant life must take a rest in winter,
why should not those that grow indoors?
If they ‘hold their own we should be satis-
fied. I heard a lady complain that her ‘rub-
ber plant had put out only three new leaves
the whole winter long.” How easily a little
reflection would explain this seeming idle-
ness. Does not everybody and everything
need g little rest once in a while?

‘The Best Boys’ Story 1 Ever
Heard.’

That was what a lawyer said of this story
that I am to relate to you: ‘It is the best
boy’s story I ever heard.” ‘We have a good
many boys with us from time to time,’” said
Mr. Alden, the senior member of a large
hardware establishment in Market Street,
Philadelphia, ‘as apprentices to learn the
business. What may surprise you is that
we never take country boys, unless they live
in the city with some relative who takes
care of them and keeps them home at night,
for when a country boy comes to the city
to live everything is new to him, and he is
attracted by every show window and un-
usual sight. The city boy, who is accus-
tomed to these things, cares little for them,
and if he has a good mother he is at home
and in bed in due season. And we are
very particular about our boys, and before
accepting one as an apprentice we must
know that he comes of honest and indus-
trious parents.

‘But the best boy we ever had is now with
us, and a member of the firm. He is the
one man in the establishmeut that’ we
couldn’t do without. He was thirteen years
old when he was apprenticed to us, and he
was with us eleven years, acting for several
years as salesman, When he first came we
told him that for a long time his wages
would be very small, but that if he proved
to be a good boy his salary wouid be in-
creased at a certain rate every year, and
ag it turned out, when, according to agree-
ment, we should have been paying him $500
a year, we paid him $900, and he mnever said
a word about an increase of salary. From
the very outset he showed that he had an
interest in the business. He was prompt in
the morning, and if kept a little overtime
at night it never seemed to make any dif-
ence with him., He gradually came to know
where everything was to be found, and if
information was wanted, it was to this boy,
Frank Jones, that everyone applied. The
entire establishment seemed to be mapped
out in his head and everything in it cata-
logued and numbered. His memory of faces
was equally remarkable. He knew
the name of every man who came to the
store to buy goods, what he bought and
where he came from. I used often to say Lo
him, “Jones, your memory is ‘worth more
than a gold mine! How do you manage to
remember?”

‘“I make it my business to remember,” he
would say. “I know that if I can remember
a man and call him by name when he comes
into the store, and can ask him how things
are going on ‘where he lives, I will be very
likely to keep him as a customer.”

‘And that was the exact case. He made
friends of buyers. He took the same inter-
est in their purchases as he took in the
store, and would go to no end of trouble

to suit them, and to fulfil to the letter every=
thing he promised.

‘Well, affairs went on in this way until
he had been with us eleven years, when we
concluded to take him into the firm as a
partner. We knew that he had no extrava«
gant habits, that he neither used tobaceco
nor beer, nor went to the theatre. He con-
tinued as at the beginning to board at home,
anu even when his salary was the very low-
est he paid his mother two dollars a week
for his board. He was always neatly dress-
ed, and we thought it was probable that
he had laid up one or two thousand dollars,
as his salary for the last two years had been
twelve hundred dollars. So when we made
him the offer to become a partner in the
business, and suggested that it would be
more wsatisfactory if he could put gome
money into the firm he replied:

‘“If ten thousand dollars will be any ob-
ject T can put in that much. I have saved
out of my salary nine thousand four hun-
dred dollars, and my sister will let me have
six hundred.”

‘I can tell you that I was never more as- .
tonished in my life than when that fellow
said he could put in ten thousand dollars,
and most of it his own money. He had
never spent a dollar, or twenty-five cents or
five cents for an unnecessary thing, and
had kept his money in a bank where it
gethered a small interest. I am a great
believer in the Bible, you know, and I al-
ways kept two placards in big letters up in
the store. On one was this text: “He that
is faithful in that which is least, is faithful
also in that which Is much”; and on the
other: “He that is diligent in business shal]
stand before kings and not before mean
men.”  And Frank Jones’s success wag the
literal fulfilment of those two lexts. He
had been faithful in the smallest things ag
in the greater ones, and diligent in business,
That kind of a boy always succeeds,” conp-
cluded Mr. Alden. ?

A gmall boy of ten, who had listened to
the story with eager eyes, as well ag ears,
said:

‘But we don’t have any kings in this coun-
try, Mr. Alden, for diligent boys to stand
before!”’

‘Yes, we do,” laughed Mr. Alden. ‘We
have more kings ‘heré than in any other
country in the world. ‘We have money
kings, and land kings, and merchant kings,
and publishing kings, and some of them
wield an enormous power. This is a great
country for kings.’—Mary Wagner Fisher.in
‘Wide Awake.

Little Things.

It was just a pleasant smile
Upon a little face,

And yet for a long while
It brightened all the place.

It was just a kindly word,
Spoken in a low tone,

Yet sweet as song of bird .
When days of spring-time come.

It was just a little deed
Performed in ‘His dear name,
Yet it supplied the need
Anq life was bright again.

So little things of good,
Possess a holy power;
And like our daily food,
Give strength for every hour. \
—~—‘Adviser.’
= 2 :
Special Clubbing Offer, ‘World Wide' and
‘Northern Messenger,” $1.00.
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Correspondence

St. Raphael, Ont.
Dear Editor,—My papa took us to the Ex-
hibition in Ottawa, and we saw the Duke
and Duchess. We also saw them at Alex-
andria station on their way going up. My
brother takes the ‘Messenger, we like it
very much. I have three sisters and three
brothers. My birthday is on February 4. 1
am nine years old. For pets we have a pair
of bantams, a cat and a Newfoundland dog,
his name is Arkim. My two brothers and

I go to school. We have two miles to go.

MARTHA 1. T.

Sherbrooke, Que.
Dear Editor,—We have just begun to take
the ‘Messenger.’ We enjoy reading it very
much, especially the Correspondence. I have
two brothers but no sisters. Their names
are Reginald and Wendell. We have a pony
and a dog for pets. The pony’s name is
Prince and the dog’s Sport. I have been
sick, so I do not go to school now. Regin-
ald goes every day with the pony. Wendell
Is too young to go yet. I live two miles
from Sherbrooke. I am ten years old. I
wonder if any -little girl’'s birthday is on
June 23. If so I would like her to write

Yo me and I wiil answer.
A. GENEVIEVE A.

Kinmount.
Dear Editor,—I have written to the
‘Northern Messenger’ before, and I am going
to write again. T go to the day school every
day. I like the ‘Messenger’ because there
are such nice stories in it. I have a very
big cat. His name is Joe. I am in the
Benior second class at school. I go to Sun-
day-school every Sunday. My birthday is

on May 19. CARRIE T. (aged 10).

; Plymouth, N.S.
Dear Editor,—I live in a pretty village on
the Tusket River. My brother Charlie and
I received the Bible for getting four sub-
scribers; ‘we are both very much pleased
with it. I have five brothers, their names
.,arz: I(}hmjug, 14; Edwin, 13; I come next,
and 1 am 10; Harold, 8; Walter, 7; -
tle sister ﬁe%!;@xl, ﬁaﬂa'nt?‘r{, 7an?i‘yn2:t
my brother Kenneth, 1.
crowd of us. I have a pet cat, and she has
a kitten. Papa is a carpenter. He has to
go°to Yarmouth nearly every day to work.
I have not been to school for quite a while
because I have had the ear-ache. I am in
the fourth grade at school. I had quite a
few Xmas presents. Some people have the
measles here. I have not had the measles.
I have taken the ‘Messenger’ for two years.
MARGARET 8.

, Windermere, Muskoka, Ont.
_ Dear Editor,—I am nine years old, and I
8o to school every day. I have two miles
to walk. I am in the senior second, and I
‘am taking music lessons. I like my teachers
- Yery much. I have only one brother, his
name is Arnell, and no sisters. I have good:
times in the summer holidays. I go bathing
nearly every day with the little girls from
the city. Our bay is fine for bathing, and
there is a fine sandy beach. I go to Sunday-
school nearly every Sunday. Arnell and I
80 skating when the ice is good; we both
can skate a little. EDNA H.

Acadia Mines, N.S.
Dear Editor,—Some time ago we began to
take the ‘Messenger’ in our Sunday school;
I enjoy the stories and the correspondence
very much, but we have never seen any
letters from here, so I thought I would
~ write one. =, : .

1 live about a mile from the school-house,

I am able to go nearly every day, as I
am seldom sick, and we do not have very
bad storms ‘:-",-.'-Imm enjoy the
walk very much, for it is part way through
woods, and the birds singing and all the

retty wild flowers make it very pleasant
indeed. g = © - MILLY  G.
Bear Point,

~ Dear Editor,—I am a little girl twelve
years old. I go to school. My father is a
» pster-packer. I have two big brothers
- that work with papa, one small brother five

‘years old, two sisters, one seven and a
baby eight months; she is cute, we think

There is-quite a

a lot of her. My mamma is sick nearly
all the time. The doctor comes every week.
Both of my grandmas are dead. My papa’s
aunt is here from Meremack, N.S.: we like
her very much. I take the “Messenger.’ I
like and enjoy reading it. MILLIE 8.

St. Thomas] N. D.
Dear Editor,—I have been taking the
‘Messenger’ for three years, and I think it
is a very nice paper. I have seen only one
letter from St. Thomas. I like to read the
boys’ and girls’ page best and also the cor-
respondence page. I live on a farm and my
father keeps lots of stock and fine horses.
I am in the seventh year in the fifth book;
and I like my teacher very much. I will be
eleven years old on March 21. I wonder if
there is any little girl whose birthday is the

same as mine. DOLLIE A. T.

St. Thomas, N. D.
Dear Editor,—As I have never seen any
letters from St. Thomas, I thought I would
like to write one. I get the ‘Northern Mes-
senger’ at Sunday school, and I like it very
much. I am in the seventh grade, but I
have not been going to school for the iast

three weeks. LLENA E. B.

Clarkson, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I have taken the ‘Northern
Messenger since January, and I like it very
much, and I find I could not do without it
now. I am going to tell you about the
place where I live. It is a small farm sur-
rounded with evergreens and it is a very
pretty place in summer, Some of our
friends from Toronto come out for a few
weeks’ holiday. I go to the Methodist Sun-
day school. I have a half-mile to go to
Sunday school and church. The Methodist
cemetery joins our farm. I live a quarter
of a mile from Clarkson station and post
office. The mail comes in and goes out
three times a day. I go to day school and
I like my teacher very much. I read in
the third reader, MARY W. (aged 10).

Dear Editor,—I have three pets, a cat and
a pair of bantams. I go to school, and 1
am in the fourth grade. I have half a mile
to walk. We had a new school house built;
I think it is very nice.
school nearly every Sunday. I live on a
farm. I have two little brothers living,
their names are Laurin and Theodore, and
one little sister in heaven, named Susie. I
will be eleven years old, and my birthday
is on March 12. M. ELMER K.

St. Thomas, N. D.
Dear Editor,—We take the ‘Northern Mes-
senger,” and like it very much. We go to
Sunday school nearly every Sunday. We
have Sunday school in our school-house. I
like my teacher. I am nine years oid,
and am in the fourth year. 3
GEORGE T. B.

Lower Caverhill, N.B.
Dear Editor,—As I have taken-the ‘Mes-
senger’ for over a year, and have never seen
a letter from Caverhill, I thought I would
write one. I received the Bagster Bible as
a premium for getting four new subscrib-
ers to the ‘Messenger,” and am very much
pleased with it; it is very nice. I live on
a farm; we have nine head of cattle, two
horses and twelve sheep. I have two miles
to go to school. Our church is about four
miles away. I have four sisters, the two
eidest are in Minnesota. My birthday is on

August 24. MOSES H.

Foolels Bay.
Dear Editor,—~We have taken the ‘Mes-
senger’ for a year, and like it very much.
I will be nine years old on April I. They
call me a little April-fool girl. I go to
school, and I am just through the second

; We are just reviewing some of the
lessons béfore getting into the third reader.

I have been at home with the mumps this
last week. We have two horses and a colt,
the celt’s name is Fan. We have eight
head of cattle and one little white calf three
days old. I have four sisters and six broth-
ers. My eldest sister is in Pittsburg. We
live in Muskoka, and it is very nice here

- in summer. I go to Sunday school, and we
_learn Bible verses and get tickets for them.

We are going to have a Sunday-school en
tertainment in March. PEARL MecL.

R

I go to Sunday -

9

Waterville, Car. Co., N.B.

Dear Editor,—I live on a farm. I go to
school every day and read in the fourth
book. I study reading, spelling, history,
geography, arithmetic and grammar. I have
two sisters and no brothers. I am eleven
years old. My birthday is on August 31.
We have three-quarters of a mile to walk
to school. I like the ‘Messenger’ very much,
especially reading the letters.

PEARL C
Brantford, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I have never seen a letter
from Brantford in the correspondence, so
I thought I would write one. We live near
the river, and we go skating on it in win-
ter. I have one brother and a pet cat,
Topsy. The river is very high at present,
and we are afraid we will have a flood. I
get the ‘Messenger’ at Sunday school.

GERTRUDE F.

Winthrop, Ont.
Dear Editor,—~We get the ‘Messenger’
every Sunday, and I like to read the cor-
respondence and ‘Little Folks’' page.’ I am
twelve years old, and have two brothers and
two sisters older than myself. We live on
a farm and are seven miles from the town

of Seaforth, , ANNIE G. 8.

Shellmouth, Man.
Dear Editor,—~This is the first time I have
written to you. I like the ‘Messenger’ very
much. I own three animals. I had two
more, but one died and one was sold. I
can ride and shoot. We have four horses
and forty-five cattle. I can milk, feed the
horses and water and iook after them. I
am eleven years old, but I do ant like farm-
ing, I mean to be an engineer. I ike that
work, I am in the B. boo% at school, 1

study spelling and arithmetic.

ARTHUR H. 8.

Oxford Mills, Ont.
Dear . Editor,—I have often thought I
would write to you. My grandmother has
taken the ‘Messenger’ for a great many
years, and I like to read the conrespond-

ence, and the Little Kolks’ page. 1 go to
school summer and winter. I am in the
second. reader. I saw a letter in the ‘Mes-

senger’ from a little girl in Nova Scotia,
who was the very same age as myself, whicii
is nine years, and her birthday is also the
same as mine, May 3. I would be very glad
if she would write me a little letter, and
if she would write to me I would answer her
letter. I have one sister and three brothers.
My grandmother teaches my class at Sun-
day-school, and the superintendent is an
old man. ‘We get leaflets, ‘Dew Drops’ anc
‘Pleasant Hours’ at our Sunday school, anc
Ilove to read the ‘Dew Drops’ on Sunday.
MARION T

Little Bass River.
Dear Editor,—I am a little girl ten years
old. I go to day school, and am in the fifth
grade. My teacher is the organist in the
Presbyterian church. I go to that chureh
and Sabbath school. T got a certificate from
the CGeneral Assembly of the Presbyterian
Church for memorizing portions of Scrip-
ture. I received the Bagster Bible you sent
me and was very much pleased with it. I
have two sisters and one brother younger
than myself. M.ARTHA 0O'B.

‘ Urbania, N.S.
Dear Editor,—I live on a farm near the
Shubenacadie River. For pets I have iwo
cats and a dog, one is an Angora cat. I
have a mile to go to school and go almost
évery day. 1 have four sisters and two
brothers. We have been taking the ‘North-

ern Messenger’ for about twenty years, and
~ like it very much.

, 1 wonder if any girl's
birthday is the sama as mine, Feb. 4,
i JESSIE C. (aged 12).

Rk ; Didsburg, Alta.
Dear Editor,—This is the first letter I
have written to the ‘Messenger.’ I like it
very much, especially the correspondence
page. I get the ‘Messenger’ in our Sunday
school. Our school starts on April 1, and-
I'am in the Junior Third class. My birthday
is on February 11, and I am ten years old.
I have two brothers and two sisters. My
eldest brother is in Qu'Appelle Station clerk-
ing in the store. NORMAN G@G.
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¢ She.’

(By the Rev. Thomas K. Beecher.)

She is away—absent. When a man says
‘she,” he is understood. To every ‘he’ thare
is one ‘she,” or should be. And ‘she’ is
away, leaving us to thought and good reso-
lutions. Like Hawthorne, we have been
washing dishes. Says he:

“‘The washings of dishes does seem to me
the most absurd and uusatisfactory business
that I ever undertook. If, when once wash-
ed, they would remain clean forever and
ever (which they ought in all reason to do,
considering how much trouble it is), there

would be less occasion to grumble, but no
sooner is it done than it requires to be done
again. On the whole, I have come to ihe
resolution not to use more than one dish
at each meal.”

The quiet fidelity with K which ‘she’ will
dish-wash her life away for ‘him’ is a mar-
vel of endurance and grace. Just here is
the servitude of woman heaviest—no sooner
is her work done than it requires to be
done again. Man works up jobs, ends
them, and takes his pay. The pay can be
translated into something else desirable. A
man works all day amd draws pay for his
day's work. This pay allures him, as oats
a horse homeward bound. Thus men work
by terms and jobs—and, although the work
is endless as to quantity, yet, when cut up
thus into terms and jobs, we men go hearti-
1y on our journey and count the milestones.

Not =0 with our mates. ‘She’ mends our
soeks, and we put our irrepressible toe upon
the darned gpot, and she darns it again.
‘She’ washes for the family, and the family
makes haste to send back the same gar-
ments to be washed again. ‘She’ puts the
room in order, and we get it ready to be
‘rid up’ again. The same socks, the same
washing, the same room every time, She
has no successive jobs, no terms, no pay-
day, no tally-stick of life. She washes the
same dish three hundred and sixty-tive—
yes, three times three hundred and sixty-
five times every year. No wonder she
breaks it and is glad of it! What a re-
lief to say: ‘I've done that dish.

Not only have we, like Hawthorne, wash-
ed dishes, but also we cooked and eerved
and helped eat a meal (with bated appetite
because of cooking), and now we are as-
tonished at the number of thoughts, and
acts, and processes involved in a very plain
supper. Only two of us, jolly cronies, car-
ing neothing for style, and needing only a
very plain supper. And we had it, and
with it came wisdom.

Gentiemen, all! We go into a rcom and
see a table ready set. It seems to us one
thing—a supper. It is, in fact, from fifty
to two hundred separate things, taken down
one by one for us to use, and for ‘her’ to
wash and put back whence they came.
There is a plate of biscuit. To that plate
of simplicity we, with our hands and feet,
brought together a new, quick fire for bak-
ing, viz.: kindling wood, raking out stove,
and hod of coal. Flour from the bin, short-
ening from the gravy-dip dewn cellar, salt
from one box, sugar from another, soda
from the jar, acid (tartaric) from a bottle,
a spoon, a pitcher of water, a dripping pan,
and a tin pan for mixing up these ingredi-
ents, and, after all, happening to forget
the things for ten minutes, we burned the
biscuit half way through in a way which
weé men reckon unpardonmable in a cook.
Meanwhite that one plale of biscuit added
to the eternal dish-wash two Spoons, two
pans, one plate, and a little cup. Just a
little piece of steak conlributed eight pieces
to the dish-wash. A few strawberries sent
in six pieces to be got ready to soil again.
Four 'egzs impressed themselves on six
separate articles. s

Gentlemen, we began at ten minutes to
six, and at a quarter to eight we found our-
selves triumphant—everything cleared away
except the dishcloth. You see, we washed
up the breadpan, the dishpan and the sink,
scalding them -all (and our fingers, too),
and dried them off with the dishcloth. Now,
where on earth can we go to wash out that
dishrag? Not in the clean pan! Not over

the far corner of the sink, and then shut
down the cover. Our sink has a cover. But
that rag, though hidden, was heavy on our
conscience. ‘She’ never would have done so.
We havé seen clean dighcloths, but how they
wash them passes our skill.

And so, as we said, ‘she’ is away, leaving
us to thought and good resolutions. We
shall be a wiser and a better man for at
least two days after her return. And, when-
ever we stop to think, shall rank a house-
keeper and home maker as a worker second
to none on the scale of achievement and
deserving. Her services are like the air,
the rain and the sunshine, indispensable, yet
too often enjoyed without thanksgiving.—
Reprinted in ‘Boston Transcript.’

PR ReS— L C

Keep Up With Them.

Now, no home can be really sweet unless
the husband has his fair share of his wife’s
attention. Much better spend an hour in
amusing yourself by mastlering the details
in John’s daily paper, than in putting so
many tucks in little Jane's frock. John will

less often spend the evening out if Jenny 4

can talk intelligently of the thing which
rightly or wrongly interests him. John
would far less often take other people out
for amusement if Jenny were sometimes
ready to trust her children to God and go
along with him. No, the above sentence is
no mistake in printing! We mothers seem
to think we are so indispensable to the lit-
tle ones that we will never leave them, and
some day, perhaps, dear mothers, God will
show that he is perfectly able to look after
the babies witheut our help. He may take
you away from them altogether if you do
not take occasion to re-create yourselves
sometimes. It is the worst kind of econo-
my to cverwerk. Keep in touch with your
musical boy by going to an cccasional con-
cert or penny reading with him and his
father. Cultivate your God-given sense of
beauty by sparing a shilling for a ticket at
a picture gallery or museum. Buy seeds
and teach the little ones how wonderfully
the cyelamen curlg up its straight stem into
a corksorew, before pushing its seed-vessel
into the soft mould. Or how the spear-
points of cress spring up on its globular seed
reaching liquid. Keep up a little course of
good reading, and give time to show how
there are—

‘Books in the running brecks,

Sermons in stones,

And good in everything.'

In fact, make time to take a positive amd,

not merely a negative attitude towards

everything that interests husband and
children.— Home Words."
P S aEmam—

Keep Sweet.

Suppose a world of troubles do
Annoy you day by day;
Suppose that friends considered true
Your trust in them betray;
And rocks may bruise and thorns may tear
- Your worn and weary feet,
And every day you meet a snare—
Keep sweel,

Suppose you have not each desire
That forms within your mind;

And earth denies you half your hire,
And heaven seems quite unkind;

And you have not the best to wear,
Nor yet the best to eat;

You scem to have the meanest fare—

« Keep sweet.

A sour heart will make things worse
And harder still to bear,

A merry heart destroys the curse
And makes the heavens fair.

So I advise, whate’er your case—
Whatever you may meet,

Dwell on the good—forget the bgst—=

Keep sweet,
—‘British Weekly.
——————m

Sample Copies.

Any subscriber who would like to have
speeimen copies of ‘Northern Messenger’
-sent to friends can send tne names with ad-
dresses and we will be pleased to supply
them, free of cost.

\.4

Y

One yearly subscription, 30c.

Three or more copies, separately address
ed, 25¢c. each.

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

Ten or more separately addressed, 25¢. per
copy.

When addressed to Montreal Oity, Great Britain and Postal
Union countries, 53 postage must be added for esch copy 3
United States and Canada free of postage. Bpecial crranges
ments will be made for delivering paekages of 10 or more in
Montreal. Subsecribers residing in the Unitod States ean remi%
by Post Ofoe Money Order on Rouse's Point, N.Y. or Express

Money Order payable in Montreal. i

i Sample package supplied free on appllea.;
on. s

JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
Publishers, Montreal,

In all correspondence with advertisers in
these columns, kindly mention the ‘Messen~
ger.” This will oblige the publishers of this
paper as well as the advertiser.
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THE MESSENGER.

‘And, have you any brothers and sisters,
Susie? Anna asked, as she threw one arm
about the little figure that had nestled close
beside her. @

‘Only just baby, and he’s a brother and
I'm all the sister he’s got.’

Anna smiled at this quaint reply, and then
the children were further questioned,
until soon all were talking as familiarly as
if they had never met as strangers. By and
by, when Susie had concluded a long story
of the wonderful acts of her baby brother.
Anna told the story of the Infant Jesus—all
about ‘the star and the wise men, the wick-
ed king, and the flight into Egypt.

‘That’s a good story, Miss,” said the sun-
browned boy, when the shadows had length-
ened and Anna said she must go home.
“Tell us some more, some time, if ye come
here again?

, ‘Certainly, I want you to come every Sun-

day afternoon this summer, and bring just
as many other little folks with you as you
want to.’

Good-byes were said, and Anna went home
with a full heart.

‘If that is what papa calls missionary
work,” she said, as she crossed the flower
dotted field, ‘I'm sure it is very sweet to be
a missionary.’

And so the Lord found an efficient helper
in Anna Blake that summer in his work in
the Rocky Mountains. The little ones came
Sabbath after Sabbath all through the warm
months to the old rock, and Anna met
them there with Bible stories and sweet
songs until every child in the neighborhood
was brought into the circle, and many went
to their homes to sing the Gospel to the
older people, some of whom seemed to have
quite forgotten that ever a Saviour died for
them.

‘I ean't keep the te\ars. from my eyves
‘Whenever I hear Susie sing ‘I think when
I read that sweet story of old,”’ said Mrs.
Grover to a neighbor one day. ‘It is one
of the songs I used to sing when 1 was a
girl, and lived in the States. Seems like
I've forgot all them things since I came out
here, and just turned to an out-and-out
heathen. I am glad that ever Aunna Blake
was sent here to teach Susie what I ought
to have taught her long ago.

In the early autumn Anna went back to
her Illinois home, but the Christ had come
into the mounbaln neighborhood before she
left it, and gsome who had long turned from
him received him gladly.

And so he sends his disciples before him
to-day as he did in olden time. WNot only
men and women who have trained them-
selves to do,.his work at home or abroad,
but every boy and girl who can tell a Bible
story or sing a Gospel song.

———p———

Two Little Charmers.
(Jane Layng, in ‘The Truth Seeker.”)

You have loubtless read of the ‘Pied Piper
of Hamelin,” whose magic pipe when played
upon had power to draw all living creatures
after him. According to this poem you'll
remember that old Hamelin Town was 50
overrun w’ith rats that its people were dis-

o trmted
And then that quai.nt quear old man, the
‘Pied Piper,’ appeared, and for a thousand
- guldens offered to rid the town of rats. He
took out his wonderful pipe and played
three nirul rfbte; and all the rats followed
the ‘Pied Piper’ merrlly all the way to the
“River Weser, where he led them into the
flood and the waves rolled over them.

'l‘hén you remember that when the people

of Hametin Towu refused to pay him the

promised money, he simply took out his
magic pipe and blew again, and this time
out came al] the children. And he led them
on and on, just as he had led the rats, and
took them into a great cave which closed
upon them, so that they never more were
seen. And that was the punishment that
he gave to the people of Hamelin,

This story is very wonderful, but that a
little boy outside of a story should have
any such power seems almost too marvellous

to be true. But I have known two boys,
who, in reality, had much of this influence
over animals. ’

One was a fine-looking, active little fel-
low in Southern Ohbio. All living things
seemed to feel a sense of kinship with him.
He had only to throw himself down upon
the lawn in front of his home, and bHehold!
the little creatures of the air, the birds, and
those shy dwellers among the trees, the
squirrels, would forget the timidity they
displayed toward other people and draw
near to this lad. It was interesting to
watch his influence over these wild things.
Little birds, instead of tripping guardedly
across the far edge of the lawn, would come
closer and closer to him till they stood
beside his hand.

Nor did this seem to be any accidenal oc-
currence, but it was plainly premeditated
by them before they made the hippity-hop
journey to his side, He had a caressing
tone which proved irresistible to them;
and if they were speeding thoughtlessly af-
ter a bug or a beetle in an opposite direc-
tion, "they felt the charm of his voice and
presence when he spoke, and turned and
went t0 meet him instead.

He had a pet hen also, which was his ab-
ject slave. Now, a hen of all winged crea-
tures, is seemingly less given to sentiment
and. expression. of affection. But this par-
ticular hen when in his presence seemed to
have no will but his. I.et it be said here

that he was invariably kind to these trust--

ing birds and animals, and his kindness was
probably the very foundation of his remark-
able power. It was really funny to see that
great white Brahma hen do his bidding.

‘Come here, Topsey,” he would gay, gently
but authoritatively. And Topsey, the clum-
sy, fluffy hen, would leave her chicken-yard
companions and come to him.

‘Now sing for us, Topsey,” he would add.
And the great, foolish looking, white hen
would stand and sing her unmusical laying
song until he bade her stop.

‘Come into the house with me, Topsey,
and sing to my friends in there.’ Thereupon
she allowed herself to be taken into the pre-
sence of strangers and placed upon a stool,
where she sat awkwandly enough till he
again told her to sing. Then the harsh,
gutteral song poured forth in the family sit-
ting-room, to the great delight of the small
folk and to the great wonder and amuse-
ment of their elders. Not until she receiyv-
ed permission did Topsey venture to bring
her mirth-provoking concert to a ciose, or
retrx:lrn to her companions in the chicken-
ya

As I studied this boy and his power over
the living things beneath him, I was more
and more convinced that it was due to a
remarkable sympathy with them, such as
we ordinarily feel for our best friends or
the dearest members of our households.
Birds, squirrels, hens, never qguestioned his
good intentions. They knew he would not
have a sudden change of mood and frighten
them away; they were his little friends and
he was theirs. Nor was their confidence in
him ever abused. Had this been even pos-
sibie they would not have trusted him so
far.

But the other little boy whom I knew,
and who had a similar gift, was also re-
markable. Both boys were about twelve
years old. The second was a little Califor=-
nian. - He was a cat-charmer. Walking
along the streets in which he lived, he

11

would give a peculiar whistle, and lo! what«
ever cat was lurking unseen in that vicinity
immediately appeared before him and fol-
lowed him.

On he passed on his homeward march, and
at his call other cats came in sight and
joined the procession. From dim alleys they
emerged; from shed roofs they descended;

from comfortable doorsteps they rose up;
from curbstone promenades they turned
aside; all because a little lad with a charm-

ing call had drawn them from their obscura
places. And when he reached home hig
mother would frequently be filled with con-
sternation to see as many as fourteen
strange cats at his heels! Cats whiech had
never before seen him were thus drawn by
his cry to follcw where he led. Great cats,
small cats, lean cats, brawny cats, brown
cats, black cats, gray cats, tawny cats, all
held by the magic spell which the small lad
could exert. I have seen the little Ohio
boy do all the things which T have written.
The little Californian I knew, but his power
over cats was told me by his mother and
sisters. What was the secret of his power?
Why did these city cats desire to become
his companions? 1 cannot say, but in his
ability to win the obedience of these dumb
creatures it seems he was vastly like the
‘Pied Piper of Hamelin.’

A Bagster Bible Free.

Send four new subscriptions to the ‘North-
ern Messenger’ at thirty cents each and
secure . a nice Bagster Bible, suitable for
Sabbath School or Day School. Bound in
black pebbled cloth, with red edge, measures
geven inches by five and three-quarter inches
when open.
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\Any one of the many articles in ‘“World
Wide' will give two cents’ worth of pleasure,
Surely, ten or fifteen hundred such articles
during the course of a year is well worth a
dollar.

‘Northern Messenger’ subscribers are en-
titled to the special price of seventy-five
cents to the end of the year, and, while they
last the back numbers of this year will also

_be included

‘World Wide.’

A weekly reprint of articles from leading
journals and reviews reflecting the current
thought of both hemispheres.

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

Every

The following are the contents of the issue
Mareh 29, of * World Wide':

ALL THE WORLD OVER.

Tord Methoen — Dnu{ Mail,’ London,

Coos De la Re wily Mail,” London.

The Boers i%v urope-—* The Sco‘amnn. Abridged.

Superfluous World Wars— New York ' Bvening Post.’

The Chinese Court’s Firet lhuway Journey- Correspon
dence of * The Times,” London.

The Prophylaxis of Suicide~' American Medicine.’

The Englis! ann Bystem - By Alderman J. W, Bouthern
in Manchester *Guardian.’

A School that is a Pnuon Frank Leslie's * lhﬂ]eun

Hepupy Homes for *Nobody's Children'—By Dr, Thomas J.
Barnardo, in ths * Mntmonn.r{ Review of the World.

Mukirg Washington Beautiful - Leisure Hour,"

SOMETHING ABOUT THE

Ways of 8ee'n; Pictures —* The Academy,’ I ondon,
A * Conference ' on ‘Le Theatre'—'The Mail,” London.

CONCERNING THINGS LITERARY,

Plaudite Ooeli~Fas'o: poem
A r Two Years—Poem, hy Edgar Wallace, in the *Speo

Two \t'ht;.rlds ‘Poem. by William H. Hayne, in the March

Sir Jnmes Paget; - By Cmon H. Scott Hollund, in ‘'The
Commonwenith,” London,
Pierre Loti in Peking~* The Times’ lﬁd Edmand -Gosse in
'D'; iy g'hromole. Londou.
The Teac
'I'heR V‘leekl{‘}:”:m in Eugh.nd-lxtrwt from ‘The Monthly
eview,
Ficancial Crises—* The Xamon New Yorl
Scottish Men of Letters— ‘he Stardard,’ Londnn.

HINTS OF THE PRO’!REQS OF KNOWLEDGE,

Trae Funetions of a University —By Professor George Trum-
bull in "l‘ha Foram,”
) Behuol Bu.imluzc and School Motto2s—By Milo, in Brooklyn

The

ART

ainst Hm:miwu—New Y.i‘:adgwmnz Post.’

Mapping o onlw' el
Hol\’vptl:!‘ Birds—y Robert J. Sim, in ' Primary
‘Elducation.’

cWORLD WIDE
$1.00 a year.

Special rate to subzcribers of the ¢ Messenger,’
Only 75 cents.

JOHN DOUGALL & SON,

'mm nun..mc. Z
: Montreal,
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LESSON III.—APRIL 20, 1902.

Peter and Cornelius

Acts x., 34-48. Memory verses, 34, 35.
Read Acts x., 1-48.

Golden Text.

‘God is no respecter of pérsons.‘—-Acts
X., 34

Home Readings.
Monday, April 14.—Acts x., 1-16.
Tuesday, April 15.—Acts x., 17-29.
Wednesday, April 16.—Acts x., 30-48.
Thursday, April 17.—Maitt. viii., 5-13.
Friday, April 18.—BEph. iii., 1-12.
Saturday, April 19.—John iv., 1-14.
Sunday, April 20.—Gal. iii,, 7-14.

Lesson Text. -
(34) Then Peter opened his mouth, and

said, Of a truth I perceive that God is no .

respecter of persons: (35) But in every na-
tion he that feareth him, and worketh right-
eousness, is accepted with him.  (36) The
word which God sent unto the children of
Israel, preaching peace by Jesus Christ: (he
i Lord of all:) (37) That word, I say, ye
know, which was published throughout all
Judea, and began from Galilee, after the
baptism which John preached; (38) How
God anointed Jesus of Nazareth with the
Holy Ghost and with power: who went
about doing good, and healing all that were
oppressed of the devil; for God was with
aim.  (39) And we are witnesses of all
things which he did, both in the land of
‘he Jews, and in Jerusalem; whom they

‘slew and hanged on a tree: (40) Him God

raised up the third day, and showed him
openly; (41) Not to all the people, but unto
witnesses chosen before of God, even to us,
who #8id eat and drink with him after he
rose from the dead. (42) And he command-

ed us to preach unto the people, and to tes-

tify that it is he which was ordained of
God to be the Judge of quick and dead.
(43) To him give all the prophets witness,
that through his name whosoever believ-
eth in him shall receive remission of sins.
(44) While Peter yet spake these words,
the Holy Ghost fell on all them which heard
the word, ¢

Notes from Peloﬁbet.

Cornelius was a member of an ancient
and distinguished Italian family, the Corne-
lian gens, or family, of which the famous
Roman generals, the Scipios and Shlla, were
meémbers.

Position. He was a Roman centurion,
that is, caplain of a company of one hun-
dred men, the Italian band, probably volun-
teers from Italy. ¥

A man in the position of Cornelius had
abundant opportunities of becoming ac-
quainted with the Jewish religion, their cne
true God, and the loftiness of their code of
morals. - Cornelius, like the Roman centu-
rion at Capernaum, received the truth, and
worshipped God in gpirit and in truth, but

‘did not become a Jewish proselyte, accept-

ing all their ritual and forms of worship.
He was (1) a devoutly religions man; (2)
worshipping the one true God, and in the
best way he knew, fasting and adopting the

" Jewish hours of prayer. (3) He was open-

ly religious, his whole household going with
him, and his kinsmen and intimate friends
feeling his influence (v. 24). (4) He express-
ed his piety in almsgiving, helping his fel-
lowmen, (5) He was honest and upright
in his dealings (v. 22), (6) Doubtless, like
the most devout Jews, he was looking and
longing for better things, for fuller truth,
for higher life. ' He felt like Goethe whose
dying cry was ‘More light’; and added the
deeper cry, ‘More love’ What he prayed
for with the earnestness of fasting can be
seen by the sequel, for the answer to the
prayer shows what the heart ot,th_é: prayer
was. 4

In answer to his prayer, and the memorial

* messengers to Cesarea.

THE MESSENGER.

of his love expressed in acts of kindness and
love, there stood by him in a vision, one
day at the three o’clock hour of prayer, an
angel in- the form of a man in shining rai-
ment, who bade him send to Joppa and ask
Peter to come to him. This was the way to
the light,.and a test of the faith of Corne-
lius.

The meaning of Peter’s vision is not that
‘all forms of humanity, though debased in
ignorance and vice,” are clean, but that all
of them whom God hath cleansed are clean,
and are to be received into the new kingdom
on equal terms with the Jews, without their
becoming Jews. We should ‘see in every
human being, a soul for which Christ has
poured out his cleansing blood,” and do our
utmost that he may receiyve the divine
cleansing. And when he is cleansed, he
is our Dbrother, be he native or foreigner,
black or white, ignorant or educated, from
the slums or from a palace.

Peter was still in perplexity as to the
meaning of his vision, when the three men
from Cornelius reached the house of Simon
the tanner, and inquired for him. The
Spirit bade him go with them. The next
day Peter, with six leading disciples of Jop-
pa (Acts xi.,, 12), accompanied the three
They reached Cor-
nelius’s house on the fourth day, at three
o’clock, and found the Roman centurion
with relatives and friends assembled and
waitingt The centurion welcomed Peter,
and Peter inquired why he had been sent
for. V. 29 is a good text for a minister who
is called to a parish, or a teacher who is
asked to take a class. Cornelius tells. why
he sent for Peter, and asks him to speak.

God is no réspector of persons. (1) All
men alike need salvation. (2) God loves
all men and wants all to be saved. (3)
There is one and the same condition of
salvation for all. (4) Those who honestly
and earnestly seek shall certainly find.

But in every nation, Jew or Gentile. He
that feareth him, and worketh righteous-
ness. These two particulars include the
observation of both tables of the law. Is
accepted with him. If the things done were
good in themselves, they were equally good,
whoever did them. ‘Peter shows a belief
that there were some men who feared God,
and worked righteousness among non-Jew-
ish races and nations, who were accepted
of God’—President Woolsey. God’s only
test is what a person really is in moral
character. All must be saved in the same
way, on the same conditions, subject to
the same penalties if they refuse, and open
to the same blessings if they repent and
believe. 3

The Gospel came by Jesus Christ. The
word (the message) ... unto the children
of Israel, who first received it, and who had
been prepared for it by a long training.
Preaching. Greek, evangelizing, preaching
the good tidings of peace, l.e,, salvation.
(1) Peace with God; (2) peace from the con-
demnation of conscience; (3) peace among
men, who now become brothers; (4) peace
in the soul, whose powers are now all in
harmony under one supreme Lord. By Jesus
Christ. The divine Saviour. He is Lord
of all. Jew and Gentile. Not a mere pro-
phet, but the Lord himself.

The Holy Ghost fell on all of them. The
Jews from Joppa and the Gentiles from
Cesarea. This was the testimony of the
Holy Spirit that God treated Jews and Gen-
tiles alike, and that, thevefore, the Chris-
tians should so treat them. They all spoke
with tongues, and it is probable that there
was the same. visible manifestation of flam-
ing tongues as on the day of Pentecost; for
Peter in his report to the disciples at Jeru-
salem (Acts x1., 156) says that the Holy Ghost
fell on them ‘as on us at the beginning.’
This was the proof of Peter’'s saying at the
opening of his address (v. 34). :

This gift had the same symbolic meaning
as on the day of Pentecost; the symbol of
the tongue, the symbol of the flame; the
gospel for all nations and races, the unity
of the church, the new power from heaven,
the new life.

Commanded them to be baptized, as the
public profession of their faith in Jesus.

Baptism was the method by which this
purifying change was conferred. Publie
confession confirms the resolve, burns the
ships behind us, helps to undo the evil ex-
ample of the past, i an aid to others to
change their lives, is one proof that the
repentance is real. Dr. Geikie says, ‘Ablu-

tion in the East is, indeed, of itself, almost
a religious duty. The dust and heat weigh
upon the spirits and heart like a load; its
removal is refreshment and happiness. It
was, hence, impossible to see a convert go
down into g stream, travel-worn and soiled
with dust, @nd in a moment emerge pure
and fresh, without feeling that the symbol
suited and interpreted a strong craving of
the human heart.’

C. E. Topic.

Sunday, April 20.—Topic—How can I know
that I am saved? John viii.,, 32; I. John
iii., 14; Rom. viii.,, 1-6; I. John iv., 7.

Junior C. E. Topic.
PEOPLE THAT HAVE HELPED.

Mon., April 14.—A beautiful = necklace.
Prov. iii., 3, 4.
Tues., April 15.—~The law of Kkindness.

Prov. xxxi., 26.

i\;Ved., April 16.—Quenchless love. Song
vitd; 7

Thu., April 17.—Unto me.’ Matt. xxv., 40.

Fri., April 17—The great debt. Rom. xiii,,
8-10.

iSa.;., April 18.—The Golden Rule. Luke
vi8L

Sun., April 20.—Topic—People that have
helped me, and how. Eph. v., 1, 2

Drunkenness in the Land of
Beer.

It is little wonder that German political
economists are appalled at their alcohol
problem. An article on drunkenness in the
sixth volume of Dr. Konrad’s Cyclopedia of
Political Economy (‘Handworterbuch der
Staatswissenschaften’) makes the state-
ment that one-fourteenth = of . the men in
gainful occupatifns are employed in the
manufacture and sale of intoxicating liquors
and that one-fifteenth of the arable land is
required to grow the materials for these
drinks.  The government of Wiirtemberg
has statistics showing that 18.8 percent of
the average income of its imhabitants is
spent upon liquor. Throughout Germany
the average expenditure for a family of five
for drink is sixty-two and a half dollars
annually.

We have heard ‘there is little drunken-
ness in Germany,” but Dr. Bode states that
‘in Prussia alone 8,163 cases of delirium
igglsnens were treated in the hospitals in

B &

He says, ‘A great proportion of the epi-
lepsy, idiccy, and mental deficiency are also
due to the drunken habits of the parents
or of the afflicted themselves.’ In 1880 one
person in every 1,515 Prussians became in-
sane by means of drink. He mentions that
‘prison officials like Baer, Illig, and Krohne
estimate that at least half of the crimes and
misdemeanors must be attributed to drunk-
enness, and that 93,576 acts of violence tried
in the courts in 1889 were the result of
drink.” ‘Experts in the care of the poor
trace from 50 to 90 percent of the poverty
to the drink customs. From 1882-91 there
were 44,539 tramps in the German labor
colonies; all but 23 percent of these were
thus degraded through drunkenness.’—Mrs,
J. H. W. Stuckenberg, in ‘The Christian
Endeavor World.”

A Very Dear Drink.

A passenger in the boat train for South-

ampton the other day found it necessary to
alight at Woking to assuage his thirst. The
train started and left him behind. Officials
were interviewed, with the result that he
ordered a special train, the cost being £24.
He had not the money on him in cash, but
he satisfied the local bank authorities of
his credit, and they accepted his cheque for
the amount. The railway authorities appro-
priated the cheque, the special con-
veyed the passenger to Southampton in time
to catch hig boat.—‘Daily ‘Mail.’ !

il

(O MR IR T

¥
2 TN

AL vy v
KA P

e Gy

B
>

3
:
3

4 i

‘:w
S
W




“GLITTLE FOLKSws

(‘C. W. M,, in ‘Regions Beyond.’)

‘About eighteen months ago, one
Sunday evening in Paris, a ring of

little French children squatted
down upon the floor around a mis-
sionary and begged for stories.

‘What kind of stories?

‘Gh! about wild beasts, please.’

The grown-up people sat outside
the ring of little ones. All listened
spellbound to the tales unfolded by
the grey-bearded veteran in their
midst. During an hour and a half
you might have heard a pin drop.
The boys even forgot to pinch each
other’s legs, or slyly pull each
other’s hair. It is true they were
French children, who are more po-
lite and less addicted to such tricks
than English ones, I fear, ave.

They heard hippopotamus stories,
porcupine stories, ant-eater stories,
buffalo stories, giraffe, antelope,
and zepra stories, a leopard story,
and, best of all, three accounts of
lion hunts. When the last one was
finished the narrator said, “That’s
all’

‘Oh! and one little boy called
out ‘couldn’t you remember one
more, M. Coillard; just one about a
crocodile?

These young people thought it an
excellent plan to send missionaries
out to wild, new countries on pur-
pose that they might come back and
tell them stories of adventures. One
little boy wrote a letter—to be sure
he was only six—in which he said,
‘I think I should like to be a mis-
sionary a little bit, so that I could
go to Africa and see a great many
more wild- beasts than there are
even in the Jardin d’Acclimatation
(the Paris Zoological Gardens). But
I don’t think I can go now because

X

I should have to leave my mamma.
Perhaps when I am bigger she will
come to the Zambesi with me. Now
(and here
thing), I
which I got for sweeping leaves in
the garden and for selling some
shells; and I should like you to buy
some oxen with it to drag your wag-
gon to the Zambesi, so that you
may not have to carry everything
yourself.” (!)

comes
send

the important
you sevenpence,

An ox costs about £10 or £15, so
you can guess how much of an ox
sevenpence would buy—about the
five hundredth part of one. Per-
haps it paid for a tooth, or the point
of a horn or the tip of his tail. All

the verse? Try to think before you
look—‘whom resist, steadfast in the
faith.’

‘Resist’ does not mean ‘run away,
does it?  Yet there are some boys
and girls, as well as some grown-up
people who behave as though it did.
They are like the ‘slothful man’ in
Proverbs who is afraid to turn out
because he says, ‘There is a lion in
the way; a lion in the streets.’ The
sluggard thinks that a reason for
keeping in; you would think it a
reason for going out, wouldn’t you?

Perhaps you wonder what all this
has got to do with M. Coillard’s
stories. A great deal, as you will
see when I tell you one of tliem. T

JONS SHOWS HIS VALOUR.

the same, it was a very precious
gift, for it meant a real sacrifice.
Only, you see, our little friend did
not quite understand what the mis-
sionary went to Africa for. It was
not on purpose to hunt lions, still
less to come back and tell stories
about them. It was to save people
from Satan, who as a roaring lion
walketh about seeking whom he
may devour, and who is very angry
indeed with the servants of God
who come to invade his realm. I
wonder how many of you can finish

i

wish T could tell them all, but one
must do for to-day.
M. COILLARD’S STORY.

‘Jons was a boy whom we
brought with us from Basutoland
to drive our waggon. Very proud
he was to sit on the box in an old
soldier’s uniform and to crack his
whip; and very loudly did he boast
of his bravery whenever there was
the least chance of a hunt. He
would work himself into the great-
est state of excitement, waving his
gun and snapping the trigger; but
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for a long time he mnever had a
chance of showing what he could
do, for we had to leave him in
charge of the oxen whenever we
went after game.

‘At last his opportunity came. We
had to travel with a miniature
Noal’s ark following our waggon,
namely, a light cart containing
dogs, cats, fowls, goats and pigs. At
night the dogs were tethered under
the cart to give the alarm if beasts
of prey should approach. But the
lions seemed clever enough to rea-
son that if they could only capture
the watchdog they could carry off
the rest of the farmyard in peace—
so that was what they did.

‘So soon as we found our dog
gone, and traced the lion’s spoor (as
we called his tracks in South Afri-
ca), we decided to organize a big
hunt. Jons was wildly elated,
“Master,” he exclaimed, “you must
let me help; there is not my equal
for a lion hunt. I never miss a
shot. I never lose a bullet.” And
this proved no idle boast, for the
excellent reason that Jons was
never known to fire one off! At the
first alarm he invariably fled, usual-
ly leaving his gun behind him. But
we did not know that as yet.

‘This time, as the lion was not
likely to return for a few hours, I
sent him, with some of the others,
to rest while I watched. He seemed
very unwilling to yield to such un-
sportsmanlike laziness but com-
plied. . :

‘At last T heard a rustle in the
grass—it was the lion returning—
and 1 hastened back to give the
alarm.. The camp was surrounded
by a high stockade, with fires blaz-
ing round it. We had to take up
our position outside it. Jons was
sunk in such a sweet sleep I had
the greatest difficulty to wake him.
When he could no longer even pre-
tend he had not noticed my shout-
ings and shakings he opened one
eye a little way, and said :—

i ¢ “Oh, master, I am so disappoint-
ed I cannot join in the lion hunt!
I have such a dreadful headache.”
¢“Nonsense,” I answered; “ who
thinks of headaches when there are
lions about? Take your gun like
a man, and come along.” He fol-
lowed me, trembling and allowed
himself to be posted in the circle
with the others ready to shoot. The
lion crept towards us and the signal
was given—“Fire!” - But at the
critical moment we heard no ghot
from Jons's direction ; indeed, he

was nowhere to be found. We
stumbled over his gun, and when
the lion was disposed of we search-
ed for Jons. Iinally he was dis-
covered clinging panic-stricken to
the back of the women’s waggon in
the darkest and safest corner of the
kraal’

Of course none of you would be
a coward or a skulker like Jons:
Let us see! There are many boys
and girls who would go off to the
mission field to-day with the great-
est delight, but God says to them,
‘Wait for a while; when the right
time comes I will send you.’

Some day, when you are men and
women, he will remind you of your
promise. Will you be ready to go
then, or will you find, like Jons,
that ‘you have really such a dread-
ful headache, or some other hind-
rance, that the others must go with-
out you?

Would it not be a mean thing
then to say, like the slothful man in
Proverbs, ‘There is a lion in the

way; a lion in the streets?

St
The Bird’s Quarrel.
(Anna C. Young, in ‘S.8. Times.)

It all started with such a little
matter.  Miss Brown Thrush and
Miss Blue Bird had both gotten
out of their nests in a very bad hu-
mor, and nothing had gone right
all day; everything and everybody
had been wrong except themselves,
and now they were sitting oppo-
site each other ‘on a bough of an
apple-tree down in the orchard,
with their feathers rufiled up, look-
ing very angry indeed.

‘It’s blue, and any bird could see
it’s blue, if he only chose to look,’
said Miss Thrush, in a ghrill tone,
as ghe sat with her face towards
the east. j

‘And I say it's red,—just as red
as can be, no matter what any bird
says,’ responded Miss Blue Bird,
who sat facing the west.

‘Youw're a very horrid bird,’ cried
Miss Thrush angrily, ruffling up her
golden-brown jacket so that it
nearly hid the pretty dots on her
breast. : , -

‘And you are quite as horrid,
answered Miss Blue Bird, ‘if you
only knew it.’ ;

And, sorry to relate, each flew at
the other, and, with angry cries,
nearly pecked each other’s eyes out.

‘Children, children, shame on

you! hooted the wise old owl in
the pear tree, and all the violets

THE MESSENGER.

and snowdrops, hiding, fearfully;
the grass below, lifted up their
heads and nodded.

But Miss Thrush and Miss Blue
Bird were so0 beside themselves
with anger, they only pecked
harder than ever, and the flowers
were glad that a fresh breeze blew
the grass over them again. The
noisy cries of the two birds attract-
ed the attention of the other birds
in the neighborhood, and soon
there were hundreds of them in the
trees, all talking at once and keep-
ing up such a twittering that the
children in the white house near
by thought there must be a bird
festival. No one seemed anxious
to stop the quarrelling until the
old owl, feeling his way along in
the bright sunshine, flew over and
separated the angry birds, and all
the other birds with one consent
chose him judge to decide the quar-
rel.

‘Now, what is it all about?’ he
hooted solemnly. ‘Miss Blue Bird
you may speak first.’

Miss Blue Bird smoothed her
feathers, and, speaking in a weak
voice because she was short of
breath, said:

‘We were talking about the sky,
and Miss Thrush . rudely insisted
that its color is blue, while I say it
is red; and any bird who looks at it
will certainly sustain me in what I
say,” and she glanced - at Miss
Thrush angrily.

‘And I say again it is blue, and
any bird can see it is as I say,’ ans-
wered Miss Thrush, looking quite
as angry.

And then there was such a twit-
tering of laughter among the birds,
and one little violet laughed so
hard she nearly shook her head off,

“while Miss Thrush and Miss Blue

Bird, not understanding the joke,
looked discomfited. :

‘Well, well,” laughed Judge Owl,
‘you are two very silly birds, I must
say. If Miss Thrush will be good
enough to turn round she will sce
that the sky in the west is red; it
almost always is at this time of
day, so I have heard said; and if
Miss Blue Bird will turn round, she
will certainly say the sky in the
other direction is blue. It simply
depends on the way you look at it.

And Mr. Sun, who was just going
to bed, but had waited to hear the
outeome of the quarrel, langhed so
hard that his red face became red-
der than ever, and Miss Thrush and
Miss Blue Bird were wiser birds
when they tucked their heads un-
der their wings, and went to sleep
that night.
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GUARANTEED FOIR 20 YEARS. JUSTTHIN
get this high grade y; SPen:
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