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GATHERING STONES FROM THE BEACH.

drawings

e B

CARRYING STONES FROM
BEACH TO TOP OF CLIFF.

¢« When Father is at Sea.’

(‘Sunday at Heme.’)

HOW SOME CHILDREN WORK.

The accompanying illustrations] are from

made, within the last few years, at

a primitive village on the East Coast of Eng-
land. They show the efforts made by the chil-
dren of the poor fisher-foik, says the artist, in
helping to keep the pot Boil.

w . BREAKING THE STONES FOR ROADS.

George Bowm, the ¢ Whlte

st Yogl. ;
(’l‘ho Rev. = Smet Stone, H.D., in the
: ‘Classmate.’) -

Swoyonngmemimmma.m«ia
on ‘India’s coral strand started out to see the
curiosities and celebrities of a great city on
the :z)re of the Indian Ocean. There were

ments, temples and palaces by the score;
there were princes and princelings, governors

and generals and nabobs,  But this morning

we were hunting a prince, but not among pal-

aces.  So we picked our way through the

~

£/

crowded native district till we came to a broad
. street called Grant Road, and stopped in front
of a low, onc-storied building divided into nar-
row  apartments, two rooms deep. This was
the office of the Bombay ‘Guardian’ and the
home of its editor and proprietor—one of the
celebrities of 'India. ~Americans and English
called him George Bowen; natives called him
the ‘White Yogi, or white saint. To our timid
knock the door opened and—I started. It was
Decembei, 1880, yet we seemed to be in the -
presence of a Huguenot, Geneva Calvinist, or

Scotch Covenanter of the sixteenth century.

The figure that greeted us might have been

i) W
<

" clothing are in kings’ houses.

John Calvin or John Knox. Spare body, thin
face, gray beard, narrow, high forehead, sur-
mounted by rimless skull cap, thus the ‘White
Yogi’ stood framed in the door bidding the
strangers to enter.

How shall I picture to you that room? It
was small, its furniture was of the plainest
type and limited. The editorial table was a
chaos of books, copy, manuscripts, and periodi-
cals.  Among the beoks, placed without order
in the bobkcases, I noticed a loaf of bread next
to a dictionary, and a few bananas sharing
a shelf with some works on theology and so-
ciology. ' I realized that I was in the presence
of a remarkable man, in the sanctum of one
of the leading writers of the Indian empire,
one of the most distinguished representatives
of Christianity in the eastern world. At once
there flashed into my imind the words of Jesus
concerning John the Baptist: ‘What went ye
out into the wilderness to see? A man cloth-
ed in soft raiment? behold, they that wear soft
But what went
ye out for to see? A prophet? yea, I say unto
you, and more than a prophet.

George Bowen was a scholarly man; he was
by birth and training a gentleman. He was
widely read, widely travelled, a thoroughly
trained man. When he wrote golden words
flowed from his pen; gems of thought fell from
his lips when he spoke.  He had the brain of
a philesopher, the soul of a poet, and the
genius of a musician. I wish I could convey
to you the impression produced}y the strange-
ly-gifted man when he sat down at the or-
gan to let his fingers ‘wander idly over the
noisy keys.’ He lived in poverty, yet he was
rich—he had all that the millionnaire pos-
sesses—sufficient. He lived among the poorest
of the people, was a comrade of the coolie, yel

" he was sought by the cultured and the noble.

When the Prince of Wales visited India, in-
structed by her majesty the queen-empress,
he sent his chaplain, one of the distinguished
bishops of the English Church, to pay royal
courtesies to George Bowen. The herald of the
English queen-empress was received in the
same room and with the same unaffected cor-
diality that was extended to us.

Once a distinguished gentleman said to
George Bowen. ‘I have come and have breakfast
with you.

‘Come and wekcome,’ replied the White Yogi.

When the noble guest arrived he was re-
ceived into the little editorial sanctum and
seated amid the confusion of books and papers
before described. There were 1o signs of any
breakfast. At last, when ‘his appetite was
beginning to call rather lowdly for substan-
tials, Mr. Bowen remarked: ‘We would better
break our fast’ He then set out a soap box,
placed on it a loaf of bread, a bunch of bana-
nas, a pxtchet of water, two knives, and two
glasses, and invited his guest to draw up and
share his meal. There were no apologies. This
was_his daily fare. He counted it no discour-
tesy to share his ordinary meal with any man
who might be his guest, be he bishop or beg-
gar,

‘George Bowen might have lived better, if by
better we mean more luxuriously, — Forty
years before he had chosen this style of liv-
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ing, that he might get nearer the natives to
whem he came as a representative of that One
who ‘though he was rich, yet for our sakes be-
came poor” In 1848, a missionary of the Am-
erican Board of Foreign Missions, he gave up
his salary, left the mission house, and went
into the native quarter to live among the peo-
ple. On cme occasion a friend left him a be-
quest of ten thousand rupees. He at once
gave the money to a congregation on the other
side of India.

Several times, while he was absent from
home, friends visited his quarters and straight-
ened things up, replacing his native cot with
a civilized bed with luxuries, in the way of
sheets, quilts, pillows, curtains that enter into
the make-up of an ideal bed. They spread a
carpet or beautiful rug on his floor and added
a comfortable rocking-chair to his study fur-
niture. He would be delighted with the new
‘fixin’s;’ but remembering some poor widow or
unfortunate family, the comforts would find
their way on errands of mercy, and George
Bowen’s den would swing back to its old con-
dition.

The White Yogi differed from other saints
of church and heathen history in .many re-
spects. He was not sour or sanctimonious. He
was not austere or critical. He never com-
plained of otaer people’s style of living. He
went, like Jesus, gladly to the feasts and fes-
tivals of rich and poor alike. In palace and
hut George Bowen was always a welcome
guest, ready by any means in his power to
contribute to the joys of young and old.

He was not a monk in dress or manner. He
was a brother among men of all degrees. He
was an indefatigable worker, a student, a writ-
er, a preacher, a missionary, a minister of
Christ.

Nothing went on in the world-tsocial, reli-
gious, or palitical—that escaped his- notice.
For nearly thirty years his journal spoke forth
truths, commendations, admonitions, denun-
ciations that men of all creeds and ranks in
India gave heed to. His editorial sanctum
could be an Olivet or a Sinal.

This remarkable man finished his fortieth
year of work in India without a furlough or
vacation. One evening, shortly after this for-
tieth anniversary, he was| induced by two
Christian ladies, medical missionaries, to come
to their home for a day or two, on the ground
that he was not well and needed a little home
nursing. It seemed strange for him, but he
yielded and allowed himself to be cared for by
them, as if they were his daughters. Several
times during the night these ministering spirits
looked into his room. About six in the morn-
ing he opened his eyes and saw onme of the
sisters, and smilingly greeted her with a cheery
‘Good morning!” At seven, when she came
again, he was gone. The worn shell was lying
on the cot like an abandoned chrysalis.

‘Far far away, like bells at evening pealing,
The voice of Jesus sounds o’er land and sea;
® o s e "

Rest comes at length: though life be long and

dreary, <
Faith’s journeys end in welcomes to the weary,
The day must dawn, and darksome night be
past;
And heaven, the heart’s true home, will come
at last.”

—

Expiring Subscriptions.

Would each subscriber kindly look at the
address tag on this paper? If the date there-
on is Feb, it is time that the renewals
were sent in so as to avoid losing a single
copy. As remewals always date from the ex-
piry of the old subscriptions, subscribers lose
nothing by remitting a little in advance.

And Upbraideth Not.

If any man lack Wisdom, let him ask of

God, who giveth to all men liberally and up-
braideth not.

(Mary Riggs S_tevens‘)

0 sweetest words of courage
That bind my heart to Thee,
Whose promises of wisdom
1 was too blind to see!

Till storm and fear of wreckage
Drove me fast-sailing home,
To grasp Thy hand outstretched,
And hear Thy tender—‘Comel!’

Secure in Thee I rested,
Nor tried my wings alone,
Till misspent time came mocking
Of harvests I had sown;
Then ‘me with strength Thou girdedst
To make my perfect way.
‘Fear not thy little might so!
It shall be “as thy day.””’

So day by day I'm living,
Content midst work and song;
With little care if this life
Be very short or long.
One life—in Him abiding—
And He appoints the spot.
Remorse and fear—I have none,
Since he ‘upbraideth not.

The Astonished Infidel Club,

(E. Payson Hammend, in the ‘Light in the
Home.”)

Certain Union meetings the Y.M.C.A, Hall,
London, brought together large apdignces, and
the reports in the papers arrested the atten-
tion of an Infidel Ciub. Hundreds were con-
victed of sin and brought to Christ. The club
sent ome of its trusted henchmen to find out

_ about the so-called ‘awakening’ and to bring

a report to them. They were then determined
to expose the whole fallacy of the movement,
and to show what foels the people were to at-
tend, or allow their children to attend, such
servies.

And now let me tell you in substance the
words of this man who, a few weeks after,
at anbther meeting in London, gave his testi-
mony as to what he had seen and believed.

I wag appointed from our club to visit Fins-
bury Park Hall during the special mission
conducted by Mr. Hammond. =The first night I
sat in the rear of the hall, with the curl of
derision on my lip and the look of scorn on
my face. My note-bock became full of sar-
casm and indignation that so many could be
stupidly fooled. But, determining to find out
everything I could, and to gain fresh points
for myself and allies, I took a seat one night
near the front and alongside of a little fellow
of ten summers, Mr. Hammond made an ear-
nest appeal to all who would become Chris-
tians to pray just where they were. To my
astonishment, the boy by my side dropped on
his knees immediately, and with tears sought
the help of the Saviouwr.

‘Mr. Hammond then asked all of the adults
to help ahy that needed counsel, and to pray
and speak with the anxious.

‘n order to further carry out my instruc-
tions, and to show it was all a farce, I knelt
by the side of this weeping boy. Supposing
1 was a Christian, he said, “Oh, sir, won’t you
pray for me?” This was more than I could
stand, and I got up from my knges and fled
quickly from the hall. I saw there was a
power in that meeting new to me, and I at
once found myself fighting something within.
There seemed a dreadful warfare between two

e
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different persoms. Then, for the first time, I

~ realized what it was to be in the hands of a

just God. My agony of soul I can never des-
cribe. The conflict between light and dark-
ness “was one of terrible fierceness. The na-
tural man struggled against the Spirit, and it
seemed as if I should lose my reason. But I
gave myself to Christ, as many children and
adults had dome in those meetings. But &hen
came a worse fight than that between the na-
tural and spiritual man. For the first time
it dawned upon me that I had to make my re-
port to the club. I asked, “Does my new-
found religion demand that I should report
accurately what I have seen and felt?” 1 saw
there was no other way. So I resolved to re-
port in persom, and gave them substantially
this report:—

¢ “Gentlemen,—

¢4At your request, I attended the meet-
ings of the Rev. E. Payson Hammond at Fins-
bury Park Hall. Three nights were passed in
secret exultation, thinking it was all a mock-
ery. But I found out my fearful mistake.”
As I spoke thus, a deathlike pallor overspread
their faces. “Not only is the work real and
the conversions are genuine, but I, too, am
convinced of the deity of the Lord Jesus Christ,
and have accepted him as my Saviour. God
has not only been working through these meet-
ings, so that children are moved, but men and
women, young men and maidens, have found
that their crying need is to have their hearts
changed through faith in the Son of God, who
came to seek and to save the lost. I rejoice
that I sought forgiveness through faith ‘in his
firished work.”

“Yon may imagine,’ said the speaker in his
closing words, ‘what a fearful revelation this
was to them! If a thunderbolt had fallen in
their midst, there could scarcely have been
greater consternation; and then, as the facts
lcomed before them, after a moment’s silence
like that of the grave, followed by oaths and.
bitter denunciations, stigmatizing me as one
of the worst of all these canting hypocrites,
with force they ejected me into the street; but
in my great joy of having found my Saviour,
I returned to my home, happy in the love of
Christ.’

1 pray that the readers of these lines may
have such faith in the power of Christ and
him crucified, and may so present him to un-
believers and infidels, that they shall feel their
hearts drawn out in love to him.

I Wonder Why.

~ Not very long ago a vessel containing num-
erous passengers was exposed to a violent
storm. The waves rose higher and higher, the
vessel Was tossed by their violence hither and
thither, until at last she struck against a rock
and was dashed to pieces. A young man on
board had his skull seriously injured and his
face very mueh hurt. When they were re-
moving him, in a dying condition as it seemed,
into a boat to be -conveyed to the shore, he
calmly looked up and said:

“Tell my friends not to trouble about me; I

“am safe in the hands of Jesus my Saviour.

_ On landing at Plymouth he was taken to a
hospital there in preference to his home. For

days and nights he suffered agonies. When,

at last, he was recovering and able to con-
verse, he said to the matrom, who was sitting
by his bedside: :

‘I wonder why God has allowed me to suffer
all this—such pain as I have gone through; 1
don’t know what it has been for.

‘Oh, don’t you?’ asked the matron. ‘Thea I
do. Shall I tell you?’ :

‘Yes,” replied the young man, ‘dc.’

‘Well, then, your coming to this hospital has
been the means of bringing me to Jesus. I
can now say that ke is my Saviour.

God sends us trials that we may be bless-
ings to others, and also to bring us nearer to
himself.—Word and Work.!




TR TN X

«&BOYS AND GIRLS®*

The Land of Anyhow.

PBeyond the isle of What’s-the-use,
Wtkere slipshod point is now,

There used to be, when I was young,
The Land of Anyhow,

Don’t Care was king of all this realm—
A cruel king was he!

For those who served him with good heart
He treated shamefully!

When girls and boys their tasks would slight,
Ard cloud poor mother’s brow,

He'd say, ‘Don’t Care! It’s good enough}
Just do it anyhow!’

But when in after life they longed
To make proud fortune bow,

He let them find success ne'er smiles
On work done anyhow.

For he who would the harvest reap
Must learn to use the plough,

Arnd pitch his tent a long, long way
From the Land of Anyhow,

~*Ausiralian Christian World’

He Loved His Mother.

The following is a sketch, full of touching
jnterest, of a little ragged newsboy who had
lost his mother. In the tenderness of his af-
fection for ber he was determined that he
would raise a stone to her memory.

His mother and he had kept house together
and they had been all to each other, but now
she was taken, and the little fellow’s loss was
irreparable. Getting a stone was no easy task,
for his earnings were small; but love is strong.
Going to a cutter’s yard and finding that even
the cheaper class of stonmes were far too ex-
pensive for him, he at length fixed upon a
broken shaft of marble, part of the remains
of an accident in the yard, and which the
propretor kindly named at such a low ngure
that it came within his means. There was
much yet to be done, but the brave little chap
was ejual to it.

The next day he conveyed the stone away
on a little four-wheeled cart, and managed to
have it put in position. The narrator, curious
to know the last of the stone, vigited the ceme-
tery one afternoon, and he thus describes what
he saw and learned.

¢t “Here it is,” said the man in charge, and
sure enough, there was our monument, at the
head of one of the mewer graves. I kmew it
at once. Just as it was when it left our yard,
I was going to say, until I got a little nearer
to it and saw what the little chap had done.
I tell you, boys, when I saw it there was some-
thing blurred my eyes, so’s I couldn’t read it
at first. “The little man had tried to keep the

lines stralght, and evidently thought that cap-

itals would make it look better and bigger, for
nearly every letter was a capital. T copied 1t,
and here it is; but you want to see it on the
stone to appreciate it:
MY mOTHER
SHEE DIED LAST WEAK

SHEE WAS ALL I HAD. SHEE

SED SHEAD Bee WalTING FuR—
and here, boys, the lettering stopped.. After a

~while I went back to the man in charge, and
asked him what further he knew of the little

fellow who brought the stome. '
‘“Not much” he said, “not much. Didn't
you notice a fresh little grave near the one
with the stone? Well, that’s where he is. He
came here every afternoon for some time, work-
ing awa; at that stone, and one day I missed
Bim, and then for several days. Then the man
came out from the church that bad buried the

mother, and ordered the grave dug by her side.
1 asked if it was for the little chap. He said
it was. The boy had sold all his papers one
day, and was hurrying along the street out
this way. There was a runaway team just
above 'the crossing, and—well—he was rul
over, and lived but a day or two. He had in
his hand, when he was picked up, an old file
sharpened down to a point, that he did all the
lettering with., They said he seemed to be
thinking only of that until he died, for he kept
saying, ‘I didn’t get it done; but she’ll know
I meant to finish it, won’t she? Tl tell her
so, for she’tl be waiting for me, and boys, he
died with those words on his lips.”’

When the men in the cutter’s yard heard the
story of the boy, the next day they clubbed
together, got a good stome, inscribed upon it
the name of the newsboy (which they succeed-
ed in getting from the superintendent of the
Sunday-school which the little fellow attend-
ed), and underceath it the touching words: ‘He
loved his mother.

When the stone was put up, the little lad’s
Sunday-school mates, as well as others were
present, and the superintendent, in speaking
to them, told them how the boy had loved
Jesus and tried to please him, and gave utter-
ance to this high encomium: ‘Scholars, said
he, ‘1 would rather be that brave, loving, lit-
tle newsboy, and lie there with that on my
tombstone, than to be a king of the world, and
not love and respect my mother! That news-
boy has left a lesson to the world.—‘The Sun-
day-School Worker.

Questions for Boys and Girls
to Think About.

If you are good at guessing or answering,
here are a few questions you can wrestle with:
You can see any day a white horse, but did
you ever see a white colt?

How many different kinds of trees grow in
your neighborhood, and what are they good
for?

Why does a horse eat grass backwards and
a cow forward?

Why does ‘a hop vine wind one way and a
bean vine the other?

Where should a chimney be the larger, at the
top or bottom, and why?

Can you tell why a horse when tethered with
a rope always unravels it, while a cow always
twists it into a kinky knot? :

How o0ld must a grape vine be before it he-
gins to bear?

‘ Can you tell why leaves turn upside down,
just before rain? : :

What wood will bear the greatest weight
before breaking? ‘ :

Why -are all cowpaths crooked ?—Wesleyan
Advceate. ‘ x

The Old Musician.

Charles Francis Gounod, whose loss the mu-

s cal world so deeply mourns possessed a kind
_heart as well as the genius of a great compos-

er. The following story told of him has the

merit of being strictly true in every detail.
On Christmas evening, 1837, an old man with

a stout stick walked slowly through the most

s

fashiopable gqaarter of Paris. His ‘right arm

pressed to his side an oblong object wrapped
in a chequered cotton handkerchief. He was

" thinly clad, shivering, and ‘emaciated. He was

buffeted about by the skurrying crowds, a'p'-f
parently at a loss which way to turn. He un-
tied the chequered handkerchief and disclosed
o violin and bow. He raised the instrument,

-

-
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and started to play a sentimental strain, but
the result was only harsh and inharmonious
sounds. The street gamins chaffed him. With
a sob he sank down upon the steps, resting the
instrument upon his knees. ‘My God!’ he
cried, ‘I can no longer play!’

Three young men came down the street, all
singing a tune then popular among the stu-
dents of the Conservatoire de Musique. One
of them accidentally knocked off his hat, and
a second stumbled against his leg. The bare-
headed old violinist rose proudly to his feet.

‘Pardon, monsieur, said the third man. I
hope we d'd not hurt you.! The speaker pick-
ed up the old man’s hat.

‘No,’ was the bitter answer.

The young man saw the violin.

‘You are a musician?’

' was one’ Two great tears trickled down
the old man’s cheeks.

The old man faltered for a moment, then
held out his hat to them.

‘Give me a trifle for the love of God. I can
no longer earn anything by my art. My fin-
gers are stiff, and my daughter is dying of
consumption and want.

Down in his pocket went each one of the
trio. They were but poor students, and the
result was only sixteen sous. This was the
combined capital of the two. The third had
only a cake of resin,

‘This won’t do,” declared the ome who had
apolcgized for the accident. ‘We want more
than that to relieve our fellow artist. A puli
together will do it. You, Adolphe, take the
violin and accompany Gustave, while I go all
around with the hat.

A ringing laugh was the answer.

Tiey pulled their hats over their faces and
turned up their coat-collars to avoid recogni-
tion. Adolphe took the violin from the man’s
trembling hands. Gustave straightened out
his shoulders. In another moment the first
notes of the ‘Carnival de Venice’ were floating
out upon the nght air. Such masterful mu-
sic did not customarily come from the instru-
ments of street players. Windows of the pa-
latial houses flew up, and heads were thrust
out of the openings. Strollers coming down
the street stopped, and those who had gone on
retraced their steps. Soon a good-sized crowd
kad gathered. Gustave-sang the favorite ca-
vatina from ‘La Dame Blanche’ in a mauner
that held the audience spell-bound. It ‘rain-
ed monecy’ when the song was finished,

‘One more tune, whispered the treasurer of
the enterprise. ‘Bring out those bass notes of
yours, Adelphe. I'll help you out with the
baritone part, Gustave, my brave tenor. we'll
finish up with the trio from “Guillaume PeIL”?
And mind, now, we're singing for the honor of
the Conservatoire as well as for the sake of a,
brother artist. .

The young men playéd and sang as provah'y

_ they never played and sang in their after life.

The most critical of the audiemce were en-
thralled.

Life came back to the old man. He grasped
h's stck, and adapting it as a baton, used it
with the air of one having authority, He
stood transfixed when they had dome; his face
lightened up, his eyes glistened.

The proceeds of the entertainment netted -
five hundred francs.  Many of the wealthy
Jisteners had thrown gold pieces into the old
battered hat. :

Then they gave him back his hat and its
coptents, and wrapped up the instrument in the
old chequered handkerchief.

“Your names, your names, the old man gasp-
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ed. ‘Give me your names that I may bless
them on my death-bed.

‘My name is Faith,’ said the first.

‘And mine Hope,’ said the second.

‘And mine Charity,’ said the treasurer of the
enterprise.

‘You do not even know mine,” continued the
old man, regaining his voice. ‘Ah, I might
have been an imposter, but I am not. My name
is Chapuce. For ten years I directed the G1-
chestra of the opera at Strasburg. It was I
who led in “Guillaume Tell.” Since I left my
nat've Alsace misfortune has followed me.
With this money my daughter and I can g0
to the country, and there she will regain her
health, and I shall find a place to teach when
she can no longer perform. You—all of you—
will be truly great.

‘Amen!’ was the hearty response of the stu-
dents, as they shook the good man’s hand.

Despite ther attempt at disguising, the
yourg men had b2en recognized by one who
afterward told thz tale.

They were known to fame in later years as
CGustave Rcger, the great tenor, Adolphe Her-
man, the great violinist, and Charles Gounod,
the grezt comgoser.

S) the old man’s prophecy was fulﬁlled.—'

‘The Pacific.

A Boy’s Hobby.

Many ycars ago a boy who lived in the far
West of America was suddenly thrown on his
own resour:es by the death of his parents. Hir-
ing himself out to a farmer, his eye chanced
upon the statement that every man should
know some.h'fg about everything and also be
a specialist in addtion to his occupation.

The next morning the boy decided to make
the idea his own, and because the willow was
the tree that was nearest him, fie decided to
become an expert upon willows, He found wil-
lows that were red and willows white, and
willows gray, and willows yellow, and willows
blue; wil'ows that stcod up straight, and wil-
lows that bowed themselves down weeping.
He collected choice specimens of willow seeds
and leaves and exchanged with agriculturists
in all parts of America. Then he gathered
specimens of willows from China and Japan,
from England and Russia.

The time came when teachers of forestry in
lands beyond the sea sent to this farmer some
s'range specimens of the willow for examina-
tion and class'fication. He lived and died a
farmer, but if his occupation confined him to
his fie'ds and meadows, his hobby made nar-
rowness impossible, broadened the scope of his
study and observation, lent him sympathy and
made him frierds in all’ the countries of the
earth,

There is not a single representatxve of the
flowe:s or tress or imsects,or birds that is mot
waiting for “some farmer’s boy to inspect it,
and in doirg so the youth who has though’
himself cabined and confined will find that he
has become the child of liberty and at last
his feet are in the pathway that leads to
growth and happiness.—Exchange.

A Bagster Bible Free.

Send three new subscriptions to the ‘North-

ern Me§senger’ at-forty cents each for one
year, and receive a nice Bagster Bible, bound
in black pebbled cloth with red edges, suit-
able for Sabbath or Day School. Postage ex-
tra for Mortreal and suburbs or foreign coun-

tries, except United States.and its dependen-
cies; also Great Britain and Ireland, Trans-
vaal, Bermuda, Barbadoes, British Honduras,
Ceylon, Gambia, Sarawak, Bahama Islands,
and Zanzibar. No extra charge for postage in
the countries named.

Hester’s Adoption.
(S. E.‘Stoever, in ‘Christian Intelligencer.”)

One might as well tell the truth, Hester
Scott was not interested in missions. - Why
had Miss Delia asked her to meet the train?

It was the last Saturday in October, and
the next evening the Moorestown Missionary
Society would celebrate its fourteenth anni-
versary. Pains had been taken to make this
an interesting occasion. The Children’s Band
had prepared a bright dialogue. The boys had
practiced faithfully their double quartet. The
programme committee had had its last meet-
ing 2nd sent the typewritten copy to the pre-
sident. The only thing remaining was to
meet the speaker. Hester Scott had under-
taken this duty. Now she was wondering why
the had, and, as she drove alome to the sta-
tion, there were four miles for consideration,

‘I’s rather inconsistent for me to be run-
ning after the missionary woman, when I'm
not even a member of the society. Why didn’t
M:s3 Dzlia ask some other body? What shall
I talk about as we climb the hills? T hope to
goodness she won’t ask if I'm a member or in-
qure about the subjact.

As the train drew up to the station, Hes-
ter, from the platfurm, wondered which might
be the speaker—the middle-aged woman in
black, or the younger woman in gray. The
matter was soon settled, as some man carried
off the former to his carriage, and Hester; ad-
vancirg, said to the other traveller:

‘Is this Miss Logan?’

‘Yes,’ answered the stranger, in a sweet
voice, ‘and you, I fancy, are the kind friend
who has volunteered to meet me.

Hestsr wasn’t sure that ‘volunteered’ exact-
ly described the condition, but replied:

- ‘Miss Trueman said you would come oOn this

{rain. I have left the horse at the other side
of the s‘ation. Will you mind coming with
me?’

Soon the two ladies were jogging along com-
fortably behind the sturdy bay.

Hester forgot her misgivings. Her compan-
ion proved different from expectation. Miss
Logan admired the horse, discussed driving,
appealed to Hester for her opinion, saw the
beauties of the charming country, recalling
some favorite spot in faraway travel—in short,
was bright, humorous and entertaining, so that
Hester had quite forgotten the Missionary So-
ciety, until Miss Logan remarked:

‘I am so pleased to visit Moorestown, not
only to be with my friend, Miss Trueman, but
to meet the young ladies who are such a de-
light and comfort as missionary helpers. The
young people are my charge in the Synodxcal
Social Society, so you will not wonder that
I hold their interest and friendship especially
dear,

Outspoken and comscientious Hester was

“about to say, ‘But I am not a member,’ when

a sudden shying of the horse took all her
thought, and then a question from Miss Lo-
gan set the subject aside until Miss True-
man’s home was reached.

The smiling hostess came forward w1th a
cordial welcome.

‘You must come in, too, Hester. Several of
the girls will be here for supper. I knew
nothing would make Miss Logan so happy as
to meet some of our gxrls

Again Hester felt she ought to dxsclaxm a
right to the ‘our) but Miss Trueman seemed
to have adopted her,

‘Of course you will wish first to drive the
herse into the stable and let your -mother
know.’

‘Does Miss Scott live far. away?’ inquired
Miss Logan, as the carriage turned around.
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‘Oh, no, just down at the corner.

Hester was quickly back, and a merry hour
followel in the enjoyment of Miss Trueman’s
supper, and the flow of good comradeship. All
this was safely over and no pointed question
had been put to Hester,

She listened with interest and felt a pride
in the creditable way in which the programme
went off. ‘Pretty good for a country church,
I may as well enjoy the reflected light and
palm off for a missionary enthusiast’ Hester
inwardly smiled at the thought. It must be
worth while, or why would that city speaker,
looking as if she knew what was what, and
M ss Trueman, whose good sense and ability
they all knew so well, take so much time to
try to get people into the Missionary Society.

After the service Miss Trueman came to
Hes'er and drew her aside.

‘May I impcse on you, my dear? Harry
Hughes was to have driven Miss Logan to the
train to-morrow morning, and now word has
come that he is down with the measles. I
scarcely know where to turn, unless you would
be so good as to help me out)

‘Why, I'd be delighted, Miss Delia. Don't
ycu worry any more about it. What hour did
you say?’

‘The train leaves at ten.

‘Very well, I ’ll come at nine. We can eas-
ily drive the four miles in an hour and have
time to spare’

‘Perhaps I'm in for it, after all, added Hes-

. ter, mentally, when she had time to reflect.

The morning was beautiful, bracing, and
lighted up by the brilliant foliage. - Hester
found herself stimulated by the lady at her
side, and, losing self- conscwusness, proved an
entertaining companion.

‘Do tell me,’ at last said the visitor, ‘how
Miss Trueman reachés your young people and

‘trains them to love our work and contribute

their interesting part. It is wonderful—away
off from the railway, without the opportuni-
ties that city people continually have to meet
foreign missionaries and get ideas from other
workers.’

‘Yes, do you think so?’ answered Hester, not
knowing what to say.

‘I certainly do,’ remarked Miss Logan, with
emphasis. ‘I think I’ll confide a little plan
that is not fully matured.

It was becoming somewhat embarrassing,

‘I Have been thinking of asking some of the
young ladies to help in spreading our organi-
zation.

Hester was wondenng how much interest
she ought to manifest,

‘My plan is to get the girls to interest other
girls in neighbtoring churches—sometimes to go
with me on my visits, or to write letters, and,
in this way, lead others to be as devoted to
the work, You would be willing, wouldn’t you?’

There was a moment of silence. Then Hes-
ten gave a little laugh, and said, ‘F'm afraid
you have mistaken your. gitl.’ e

“No, I am sure you can do it

‘Indeed, it’s not in my line, pxotested lIen-'
ter. .

‘But to any one so interested it will not be
hard. P’ll explain every step.

- After waiting for Hester to break the si-
lence, Miss Logan continued:

‘You may expect to hear from me as sbon'

~as the plans are perfected.

It was getting worse and worse. Why not
come out with the truth, no ma,ttet how em-
barrassing.

‘I may as well confess, I have ‘been sailmg :
under false colors said Hester, with a flushed
foc2, ‘or rather the colors are all right and I
am at favlt. I am not even a member of.the\
Missionary Society. It looks awfully mean,

¥
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as if I had been trying to make you think I
was a high cockle-orum.”’ ‘The girl's voice
trembled. She had always railed against pre-
tense, and prided herself on being straightfor-
ward.

‘Why, my dear girl, you have been doing
the work of a member, even if your name is
not on the roll. Perhaps you have some good
reason for not having joined the Society. Each
one must judge what is best for herself. I am
sure you have been doing missionary work
taking this long drive twice and glvmg so much
of your precious time.

‘Oh, don’t mention it!’ protested Hester.

Just then a whistle was heard. ‘I believe
that is your train exclaimed Hester. - ‘Why,
our clock must be slow.

There was just time to reach the station,
ard see the visitor on the train. In the haste
nothing more was said about the Missionary
Society, but Miss Logan’s cordial hand grasp
and thanks showed she cherished no grudge.

That evening Hester Scott gave her name to
the secretary of the Young People’s Missionary
Society and paid her first quarter’s dues.

Miss Trueman’s létter received a fortnight
later by Miss Logan contained two interesting
lines: ‘You may never know how much your
visit has helped us. The young people enjoy-
ed meeting you, and Hester Scott has joined
the 'Societ\y.’ >

For Mother.

He was only a mite of a boy, dirty and rag-
ged, and he had stopped for a little while in
one of the city’s free playgrounds to watch a
game of ball between boys of his own and a
rival neighborhood. Tatters and grime were
painfully in evidence on every side, but this
little fellow attracted the attention of a group
of visitors, and one of them, reaching over the
child’s shoulder as he sat on the ground, gave
him a luscious, golden pear. The boy’s eyes
sparkled, but the eyes were his only thanks
as he looked back to see from twhence the gift
had come, and then turned his face away
again, too shy or too much astonished to speak.
But from that time on his attention was di-
vided between the game and his new treasure.
He patted the pear, and looked at it, and ot
last, ‘as if to assure himself that it was as
delicigus as it appeared, he lifted it to his lips
and- cautiously bit out a tiny piece near the
stem., Then with a long sigh of satisfaction
‘and assurance he tucked the prize safely in-
side his dirty little blouse.

‘Why don’t you eat it, Tony?’ demanded a
watchful acquaintanace,

‘Bat it? All meself? Ain’t 1 savin’ it for
me mother?’

The tone with its mingling of re\entment_

and loyalty made further speech unnecessary.

Whatever else Tony lacked, and it seemed to

be nearly everything, he had learned human-
-ity’s loftieqt “lesson; he held another dearer

than self, and knew the joy of sacrifice.—
‘Baptist Young People.’

Get Your Rights.

‘A good many Ws don’t get their rights. They

‘@0 not get what belongs to them. I believe in

standing up for a boy’s rights. Let me tell

f you what some of them are.

. First, a boy has a right to a strong body.

‘Anything that others do to prevent this, or

that he does to hinder it, is a wrong to a boy.
Second, a boy has a right to a clear, strong
brain.  This ‘means that he hu a right to

‘stﬂdy
" Third, a boy has a ngkt to tools. He de-

serves to have his fingeis educated He has
a nzht to work.

Fourth, a boy has a right to friends—friends
that will make him more manly. Because it
helps friendships as well as bodily strength, he
has a right to play.

Fifth, a boy has a right to character. He
has a right to be measured not by what he
can earn, but by what he can be. There is
no limit set to a boy on his upper side.

Isn’t it queer that there are boys who speak
of school, hard work, and habits that help the
strength of body as ‘wrongs?’

Be sure you get your rights.—‘Evangelical
Visitor,

Look Up, My Boy.

There is a hope in the world for you and me;
There is a joy in a thousand things that be
There is fruit to gather from every tree

Look up, my boy, look up!

There are care and struggle in every life;
With temper and sorrow the world is rife;
But no strength cometh without strife;
Look up, my boy, look up!
There’s a place in the land for you to fill;
There’s work to do with an iron will—
The river comes with a tiny rill;
Look up, my boy, look up!
There are bridges to cross, and the way is long,
For a purpose in life will make you strong;
Keep e’er on your lips a cheerful song;
Look up, my boy, look up! !
Speak ill of no one; defend the right;
And have the courage, as in God’s sight,
To do what your hands find with your might;
] Look up, my boy, look up!
—Selected.

Somebody Must Pull,

There were three little girls on the sidewalk,
and they had just one waggon between them.,

The waggon wasn’t between them, of course,

it was all the waggon they had, and they
were all in it. One girl sat in the middle,
with her feet curled up like a tailor; another
sat in front, with her feet hanging out, and
the third one sat behind, with her feet touch-
ing the ground. She was pushing a little, but
they were not going ahead very fast. After a
moment one of the girls jumped out, and 1t
was plain that they had come to the very sen-
sible conclusion that if they would go ahead
faster, somebcdy must pull. They all want-
ed to ride, but when all tried to ride the wag-

gon stood nearly still; when they all pulled

the waggon went ahead very easily and very
fast. But it didn’t take them long to learn
that, whether or not all pulled, somebody must
pull if they would go ahead.
~ There are a good many people who like to
ride, You will find them -at homfe, find them
at school, find them in the world, find them
even in the church. At home the people who
like to ride will enjoy a good dinmer as much
as anybody else, but they don’t like to get it
ready or wash the dishes after it is dome.
They enjoy company, but they don’t enjoy
sweeping and dusting before and afterward.
They enjoy a warm fire, but they don’t like
to cut or carry kindlings. So there are lots of
people who enjoy a picnic, but they real-
ly don’t emjoy taking care of the horses or
doing other hard work. They like to coast
down hill, but they don’t want to help the sled
up hill. Indeed, I might go on at great length
to illustrate how many people there are who
are willing to ride, but not very willing to
pull. - :
Sometxmes it happens that the whole fam-
ily insists upon riding. And so the house goes
undusted and unswept, the dishes go unwash-
ed, and very soon the waggon of domestic life
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comes to a standstill, or nearly so. Some=
times the family lets one member do all the
pulling while the others all ride. And then
again there are happy families where they all
pull, either together or by turns, and the wag-
gon gces easily and is a burden to none. The
father works and the mother works, and the
children work, and everybody takes a tug at
the waggon, and so the wheels go rolling rap-
idly and smoothly along. If the waggon goes
at all, somebody has got to pull. That is true
of the home and true of the church and true of
the whole wide realm of life. If the pastor
does all the pulling, the church won’t go ahead
very fast; if all pull together, the work is easy
and prosperous.

This would be a pretty poor world if every=
body p’led into the waggon and nobody pull~
ed, and it would be a much pleasanter world
than it is if everybody would lend a hand
and pull his best. Be sure that you do your
share, Don’t be content to lie on your back
with your feet over the sides and let some-
body else do all the work. Do your part whe-
ther somebody else does his or not. And per-
haps if you stop grumbling at someone else,
and get out and pull, your example will bring
some other folks to their feet, and help them
to do their part.

A Boy’s Mistake.

On the station platform two men stood
wa'ting for their train, Another man, with a
pick and shovel on his shoulder, was passing,
on his way to work. He was not more than
fifty or fifty-five years old, but his gait was
stiff and labored, and there was a pronounced
stoop in the figure. His overalls, once brown,
were lime-bleached and faded to a soft ‘old
rose, and bagged dejectedly at the knees. The
face under the weather-beaten hat was stolid
and listless, .

As he clump:d along in his heavy cowhide
boots, he apparently embodied that most per-
sistent and most pathetic figure, which mediae-
val Europe called the serf and more modern
Eurcpe calls the peasant, and which the cen-
sus enumerator of the present day, in this
country sets down as ‘unckilled labor.’

The elder of the two men on the platform
pointed the man out to his companion,

“That man and I were schcolmates,” he said.
‘He ‘was not dull at his books, and ought to
have made a better condit’on in life for him-
self! ;

‘What’s the matter with him?
drink?’ asked 'the younger man.,

No. Nothing of that kind has ever hindered
him, Let me tell you his story: When he was
about fifteen years old he was offered a dollar
a day to dig a cellar. This seemed large wages
to him, and he left school and took the job.
He was proud of his size and strength, and the
offer made him feel so independent that he ra-
ther lcoked down on.the rest of us boys. He
never went back to school. He found work to
do that requred no skill or technical know-
ledge—only muscle used under an overseer’s
direction—and he kept at it

q remember Judge Hartley, one of the school
committee, met John—his/ name is John Saun=
ders—and said to him: “My boy, you’re mak-
ing a great mistake and doing a very foolish

Does he

‘thing. If you must work, why don’t you learn

a trade?”

¢4pgd have to give my time for three or four
years for nothing. What would be' the use of
that? I'm as strong as a man, and I'm get~
ting a man’s wages now,’ said Johm,

¢4Strong!” said the judge. . “Are you as
s‘rong as my horses? They work for their
keep, but I have to pay the man that drives
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them $30 a month besides his keep, and the
man who shoes them gets $3 a day. If it is
strength that counts for so much, I wonder the
horses don’t strike and look for a job laying
brick or carpentering.”

‘But John thought the judge was only jok-
ing. He couldn’t see why he should give his
time learning a trade or some profitable bus-
iness; and work for nothing, as he said, when
he could work for wages, so he went his own
way.

*There are theusands like him,’ said the other
man. ‘They never learn to do any kind of
business, azd rever seem to realize that the
reason the trained blacksmith or skilled car-
penter or the salesman gets higher wages than
they do is because he has given time to learn-
ing how to use his head, as -well as his feet
and his hard: If boys would only keep this
important fact in mind, that muscle, mere phy-
sical muscle, is always omne of the cheapest
things in the labor market, and that so far
as price is concerned it matters little whether
a2 man furnishes it or a horse, there would be
fewer men classed as “unskilled laborers)”’—
‘Classmate,

.

0Odd Minutes.

‘Dear me,’ said Sue, 1:0’t it mean that there’s
not time for things?’ ;

‘For what?' asked a tiny, white haired lady,
tilting her head on one s.de like a bird to see
if a bit of pink muslin looked well beside a
brown gingham triangle.

1 mean extras) said Sue, settling herself
on the rug in front of the crackling fire. ‘0f
course, I have to get my lessons and practise
and do my part of the housework; but these
are things I want to do, and plan to do, and
don’t do.

The grandmother had decided that the brown
gingham needed something brighter than pink,
so she was. busily hunting for a bit of scar-
let. ‘Odds and ends, odds and ends, she mur-
mured.

Sue thought her grandmother might pay at-
tention, ‘azd she went on in a louder tone.
‘Now, I decided Sunday to run in and see old
Mrs. Williams,‘and write to Pauline to keep
her from being homesick at boarding-school,
and lend Nell some of my birthday books; and
here it is Saturday, and I've not done any of
them only regular things.

‘What time was it when you began to talk
to me?’ askel the grandmother,

‘Twelve, I think.

‘And now it is—’ ,

‘Ten minutes past. X

‘Could you write one page of a letter to
Pauline in ten minutes?’

- ‘Oh, two; I write awfully fast, and—
_‘Odds and ends of cloth make a quilt, said
the grandmother, softly, ‘and odds and ends
of t'me can be patched up very nicely, too.’

‘Oh, laughed Sue, running to the desk; ‘there
are still ten minutes before d.nner’—Francis
Weld Danielson, in the ‘Morning Star.’
ST

A Sermon Without a Text

Whle at a station recently I had a little
sermon preached in the way I like, and Tl
report it for your benefit, because it taught me
ope of the lessons which we all should learn,
ang taught in such a natural, simpie way that
1o one could forget it.

It ‘was a bleak, cold day. The train was
late; the ladies’ room dark and smoky, and

the dozen women, old and young, who sat
waiting impatieatly, all looked cross, low-spir-- -
ited, or stupid. I felt all three, and thought,

as I looked around, that my fellow-boings
were a very ucamiable, uninteresting set.

Just then a forlorn old woman, shaking with
palsy, came in with a basket of wares for
sale, and went about mutely offering taem to
the sitters. Nobody bought anything, ani tke
poor old soul stood blinking at the door 2 mia-
ute, as if reluctant to go out into thae storm
again,

She returned presently and poked about the
room as if trying to find something; and then
a pale lady in black, who lay as if aslezp on
a sofa, cp:ned her eyes, saw the old woman,
angd irstant’y asked in a kind tone, ‘Have you
lost anything, ma’am?’

‘No, dezr. I'm locking for the heatin’ place
to have a warm ’fore I goes out. again, My
cyes is poor, and I don’t seem to find the far-
nace nowheres.

‘Here it is;’ and the lady led her to the
steam radiator, placed a chair, and showed her
how to warm her feet.

‘Well, nsw is not that nice?’ said the ¢lf
WDmhn, spreading her ragged mittea to dry.
“Thank you, dear; this is comfortable, isn’t 1t?
I'm mos’ froze to-ddy, bein’ lame and wimbly,
and not selling much makes me kind of down-
hearted.

The lady smiled, went to the counter, bought
a cup of tea and some sort of food, carried it
herself to the old woman, and said as respect-
fully and kindly as if the poor woman had
been dressed in silk and fur, ‘Won’t you havye
a cup of hot tea? It's very comfortxng such
a day as thls’

‘Sakes alive! do they give tea in this depot?’
cried the old lady in a tone of innocent sur-
prise that made a smile go around the room,
{ouching the gloomiest face like a stream of
sunshine, ‘Well, now, this is jest lovely, said
the old lady, sipping away with a relish. ‘This
does warm my heart.

Whilst she refreshed herself, telling het lto)ty‘

meanwhile, the lady looked over the poor lit-
tle wares in the basket, bought soap and pins,
shoe-strings and tape, and cheered the old soul

. by paying well for them.

As I watched her doing this, I thought what
a sweet face she had, though I'd considered her
rather plain before., I felt dreadfully ashamed
of mys:lf that I had grimly shaken my head
when the ba ket was offered to me; and as 1
saw the look of interest, sympathy and kind-
ress come into the dismal faces all around me,
I did wish that I had been the magician to
call it out.

It was only a kind word and a friendly act,
tut somehow it brightened that dingy room
wonderfully. It changed the faces of a dozen
women, and I think it touched a dozen
hearts, for I saw many eyes follow the plain,
pale lady with sudden respzct; and when the

’old lady got up to go, several persons beck-

oned to hér acd bought something, as if they
wanted to repair their first negligence.

Old beggar-women are not romantic, neither
are cups of tea, bootlaces, and colored soap.
There were no geatlemen present to be im-

_ pressed with the lady’s kind act, so it wasn't

done for effect, and no possible reward could
be reczived for it except the ungrammatical
thanks of a ragged old woman.

But that simple little charity was as good
as a sermon to those who saw it, and I think
each traveller went on her way better for that
half-hour in the dreary station. I can testify
that one of them did, and nothing but the emp-
tiness of her puzse prevented her from ‘com-
forting the heart’ of every forlorn old woman
she met for a week after—Lou'sa M, Alcott,

v———-——.——-————v——- >
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The Best Business Man.

Mr. Whitelaw Reid, editor of the New York
“Tribune, was once asked by a New York
merchant what was the best book for him to
put into the hands of h's clerks for a busi-
ness handbook. He recommended ‘The Book
of Proverbs,’ and the man went to the Bible
Society and bought a lot of them. We give
here below a few samples out of the book:

A wise son maketh a glad father,

A soft tongue breaketh the hone,

Labor not to be rich.

A good name is rather to be chosen than
grzat riches,

Buy the truth and &ell it not.

Look not upon the wine when it is red.

A faithful witness will not lie.

The berrower is servant to the lender,

He that loveth pleasure shall be a poor man,

He that soweth iniquity shall reap calam-
ity.

How much better it is to get wisdom than
gold,

Wine is a mocker, strong drink is raging.

Whoso curseth his father or his mother, his
lamp shall be put out in obscure darkness.

Thine own friend, and thy father’s friend,
forsake not.

There is a friend that sticketh closer than
a brother, :

He that oppresseth the poor, reproacheth his

- Maker,

1f thine enemy hunger, feed him; if he

thirst, give him drink.—‘American Boy/

Don’t shrink.

Tkere's a world to save from woe,
Den’t shrink,

F.rmly, buvely, onward g0,

‘Don’t shrink.
‘There are battles to be won, ;
There is hard work to be dome, ¥

Come and help us every one,
* Don’t shrink,
—-W. A. Eaton.

What a Boy Did.

Mr, Harvey was Tiding slowly along tne
dusty road, looking in all directions for a nice
s'ream, or a house, where he might refresh
his tired, thirsty horse with a good draught
of water. While he was thinking and woander=
irg, he turned an- abrupt bend in the road,
and saw before him a comfortable farmhouse;
and at the same time a boy ten or twelve
years old came out into the road with a pail
and stood directly before him.

“What do you wish, my boy?’ said Mr. Har-
vey, stopping his horse.

‘Would your horse like a drink, sir?’ said
the boy, respectfully. D

‘Indeed he would, and I was wondering Just
where I could get it.

Mr. Harvey thought little of it, supposmg,

- of course, the boy earned a few ~pennies in
~ {his manner; and therefore he offered him a

bit of silver, and was astonished when he re-
fused it.

1 would like you to take it, he said, look~
ing at the boy.

‘No, thank you,” said the boy, ‘I don’t want
it, You see, sir, the distance from Painsville
is eight miles, and there is mo stream cross-
ing the road that distance, and I like to water
the horses.

My, Harvey looked into the gray eyes that

‘were kindling and glowing with the thought of

dong gcod, and a moisture gathered in his
owr, as he jogged off pondering deeply on the
quaint little sermon that had been given so
inrocently and unexpeotemy.— vur  pump
Arimals.
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The Raindrops’ Journey.
¢ Some little drops of water,
Whose home was in the sea,
To go upon a journey
Once happened to agree,
A cloud they had for a carriage,
Their horse a playful breeze,
And over land and country
They rode awhile at ease.
‘But ah! they were so many,
At last the carriage broke,
And to the ground came tumbling,
These frightened little folk.
And through the moss and grasses,
They were compelled to roam,
Until a brooklet found them
And carried them all home.’
—Exchange.

How They Camped Out.
(Aiix Thorn,in*Youth’s Companion’)

Pound, pound, thump, thump!
A little camp was being made in
the hemlock grove half-way up the
hill, while two excited little boys
watched the preparations, and did
their best to help. . What joy to
sleep on a bed of fragrant, springy
boughs, while the cool night wind
blew around thewm! They could
hardly wait for the time to come.

You see, papa and Uncle Frank
had just returned from a camping
trip in the Adirondacks, and as
soon as Dick and his boy friend,
Tom White, heard the delightful
experiences they were most anxious
to have a camp of their own, and
sleep in the big out of doors, far
from any cottage. Mamma herself
made them gome warm woollen
sleeping-bags that were to be drawn
up to the sunburned necks, leaving
out only the curly heads.

That same eyening Uncle Frank
walked to the camp with the little
boys, to see that they were com-

- fortably fixed for the night. He
spread the spicy boughs evenly,"

gave a final pat to the woolly bags,
and, blowing out the lantern, left
them with only the bright, far-off
stars to wateh over two happy little
lads, ;

" Presen tly somethingstirred light-

ly the green carpet; a soft sound
broke the stillness not uunlike a
baby brook singing over the peb-
bles. Then it beeame a plain purr,
and, behold! there were three
campers. It was the black kitten,

his side.

which followed Unele Frank from
the cottage, and now settled down
very comfortably between the
sleeping-bags, not meaning, evi-
dently, to desert his two good
friends. ‘

Did they lie awake long, listen-
ing to the noises of the wood? I
think not, for the very first thing
they knew it was daylight, and the
east was brightening with the glory
of sunrise. They straightway hur-
ried to ‘their separate cottages,
where they awakened their sleepy
friends to tell them they had slept
splendidly, and wanted to spend
“’most every night’ out of doors.

Sure enough, the very next even-

ing, soon after. sunset, two little.

figures might have been seen
making their way up the hill to-
ward the woods.

‘ Pooh I said Dick, in a very big
voice, ‘I don’t care if Uncle Frank
couldn’t come with us to-night, I
guess we know everything about
camping by this time.’

¢Oh, yes’ replied Tom, as he
strode along, swinging his lantern.
‘I'm sure there aren’t any strange
animals in these woods.’

‘Tom,” eontinued Dick boldly,
‘it takes a good deal to frighten
me. You couldn’t tell me a story
that would make me afraid. When
I was eight, last summer, I wouldn’t
have come way up here to sleep.
You see, I’'m nine now.’

Longer grew the shadows. The
lights began to twinkle in the cot-
tages at the foot of the hill. The
little camp became strangely quiet;
it had grown quite dark. In the
silence the two boys crept into their
sleeping-bags.  Queer haw different
the camp looked by night! Inthe
bright sunshine this morning it
seemed so very near home; now
there was such a long, dark space
between their friends and them-
selves.

‘I keep thinking, Tom,” said
Dick, ‘“about that book I had for
Christmas, ¢ Wild Animals I Have
Known’—some kind of frightening
stories in there.. Do you own that
book ¥’ : :

No answer from the little form at
Tom had fallen asleep,
to dream, perhaps, of wild animals

he did not want to know. Oh,

FOLKS®

would he, himself, ever go to sleep?
Dick shut his brown eyes tightly
and listened to the lonely murmur
of the wind in the trees. What
strange cracklings came from the
deeper woodsahove them! Oh, for
the sociable black pussy!

Well, it would be morning very
soon, They must have been in
bed hours already. What was his
mother doing ? Perhaps thinking
of her little boy. ~Perhaps. A
strange choking feeling came into
Dick’s throat. He
shook Tom vigorously.

turned and

‘Tom,” he said, in an uncertain

. voice, ¢ Tom, I don’t teel good, I

don’t. I've got a queer pain in my
chest; and, when I have it, I must
always see my mother.’

‘Is it very bad ?- asked Tom’s
sleepy voice,

¢Awful” in a hoarse whisper,
‘I’'m going home,’

‘Soam I, then,” chimed in the
other bold camper. THastily pulling
off the sleeping-bags, and pulling on
sweaters, they lighted the big tin
lantern, and were soon stumbling
over sticks and stones cn their home
ward way. They separated at the
grassy lane, Tom turning in, and
Dick, minus the lantern, keepingon
down to his cottage.

. Softly opening the frontdoor, he
entered the hall. But what did
this mean ? The living-room was
lighted. Was baby sick? And
there sat mamma, reading by the
open fire, looking dearer than ever
in her pretty white gown.

¢ Why, my little camper!” she
exclaimed. ‘Home again? And
Dick, with both sturdy arms around -
her, told her all.

" «Q wise mamma! O understand-
ing mamma! How comforting toa
small son to learn that she had been
thinking and wishing for him just
at the time that he had been think-
ing and wishing for her! It was
well that he came back to thie

Jonely little mother of his.

Just as she tucked him up.in his
own soft bed Dick opened drowsy
eyes to ask:

~¢And isn’t it most morning,
mamma?  And, smiling mamma

answered : -

No, dear, no.
o'clock.” -

It's nearly nine
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The Goat=Cart.

(By Susan L. Bacon, in ‘The
Sunday-School Messenger.’)

‘Dick Meade’s got a goat cart,’
said Harry one day yhen he came
in from school, ‘and he’s so mean
he woun't lend it to any of us. He’s
dreadful stingy.’

‘But I thought you boys didn’t
like Dick " said mamma.

¢ Well, we didn’t, Heisn’t jolly
to play with a bit; never wants to
do things we want todo. Butnow
he’s got a number one goat cart,
I can tell you’

‘Well if you didn’t treat him

nicely you can’t expect him to lend

it to you,’ said mamma.

Harry did not say anything. He
knew all the boys in school had
been very unkind to Dick Meade
just because, though he was older
- and taller, e had never been to

school hefore, and they had madea

great deal of fun of him.

But now they all wished they
had a goat cart like .his. Nearly
every day Harry had something
new to tell mamma about Dick.

¢ His goat just goeslike a pony,
and his name is Jake and he eats
everything, but Dick don’t let us
touch himn he’s so mean.’

Mamma smiled but did not say
anything.

Oné afternoon she sent Harry
and his little sister TMattie to the
village on an errand. '

‘Take good care of Hattie,' she
said, ¢ and be very carelul with her.’

Hattie was delighted to go, and
trotted off holding Harry’s hand.

When' they reached the main -

street there were so many gay
things in the windows to look at,
that they stopped very often. Pres-
ently they came toa window where
there was such an odd.mechanical
toy, and Harry stopped a long time
to look at it. He wus so intent that
he did not notice that Hattie was
not by him, until all at once he
heard a seream.

Hattie had wandered some dis-
tance up the street,and in trying to

climb up to lovk in a window, she

had fallen on the pavement. She
was crying terribly, -

‘I've broke my foot, she smd
when Harry came up to her. The
little boy did not know what to do.

They were so far from home, and

~you again.’

,,,__/t\‘|’| 0
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A DELIGHTFUL . DRIVE:

Hattie said she couldn’t possibly
walk, her foot hurt so dreadfully.
She was still crying when just then
Harry saw Dick Meade coming
down the street with his goat cart.
How he wished he had never
treated Dick badly, so he could ask
him to lend him his cart now. He
made up his mind he never would
be mean to any boy again.

Dick came along whistling. As
he passed he looked at Harry and
his sister very hard. Harry did
not look at him. He felt ashamed.
All at once Dick turned his goat-
cart around, and, leaving it in the
road, came up to Harry. )

‘Hurt your foot? he said to
Hattie, who was holding it in both
hands, and crying,

‘Yes,~it hurts awlully, and I
can’t get home,” she said, '

¢ Want to ride in my cart? said
Dick. ‘Jake’ll take you fast.’

Hattie stopped erying.

‘Oh, yes,” she said.

‘T'll take her home for you,’ said
Dick.” ¢ We’ll get there before
you do.”

Harry tried to say ¢ Thank you.

Then, as they started off, he called
out: ‘ You're a good fellow Dick,
and I'm never going to be mesn to
And Dick looked back
and smiled. F

Hattie’s ankle was sprained, and
it was some time before she could
walk. Dick Meade came very often

and took her for a little ride in his
goateart,
Hattie grew to love him dearly.
He and Harry became warm
friends, and Harry wondered how

He was so gentle that -;-

‘he ever could have thought him~

mean.

If 1 Were You,

It I a little girl could be,
Well, just like you,
With hps as rosy, cheeks as fair,
Such eyesof blu» and shining hair
What do you think I'd do?
I’d wear so bright and sweet a
smile,
I'd be so loving all the while,
I’d bz so helpful with my hand
So quick and gentle to command,
You soon would see
Thatevery one would turn to say:
“’Tis good to meet that child
to-day.’
Yes,yes,mybird, that's What I'dde
1f I were you.

Or, if I chanced to be a boy,
' Like some I know;
With crisp qurls sparkling in the
sun,
And eyesall beaming brlght with
~ fun
Ah, if T could be so,
I'd strive and strive, with all my
might,’
To be so true, so brave, polite,
That in me each one mwht behold
» A hero—as in days of old
"Twould be a joy
To hear one looking at me say :
‘Mycheerand comfort all the day.
‘Yes, if I were'a boy, I know
I would be 80.
—Independent.’

i
¥
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LESSON VIIL—FEBRUARY 19.
Jesus at the Pool of Bethesda
John v, 1-15.

Golden Text.

And a great multitude followed him, hecause
they saw his miracles. John vi, 2.

Commit verses 8, 9.
Home Readings,

Monday, Feb. 13.—John v., 1-15.
Tuesday, Feb. 14—John v., 16-24.
Wednesday, Feb. 15.—John v., 25-29, 40-46.
Thursday, Feb.: 16.—Mark ii, 1-12.
Friday, Feb. 17.—John vii.,, 16-26.
Saturday, Feb. 18.—Acts iii, 1-11,
Sunday, Feb. 19.—Acts ix., 32-35.
(By Davis W. Clark.)

Purim was a rollicking, boisterous festival,
the Jewish carnival. Jesus showed his hu-
manness by attending it. He believed that the
Hebrews’ escape from Haman ‘should never be
forgot.” Putting himself in sympathetic touch
with the joyousness of the hour gave him gold-
en opportunity to declare himself and his
message.
where the people most congregated, but he also

visited one place most neglected and shunned,

the lazar-house of Jerusalem. He exchanged
the chatter of merrymakers for the low, end-
less, pitiful wail of the congregation of crip-
ples in the five porches of Bethesda. His er-
rand was to both the joyous and the jejune.

With the practiced eye of a connoisseur of
misery he parcelled out the most abject; help-
less and hopeless case—one bedridden thirty-
eight years. The mind sharing the paralysis
of the body must be roused from inane tor-
por by the electric shock of a surprising ques-
tion. ‘Wilt thou be made whole?’ is an elec-
tric volt. The startled man begins to apolo-
gize to his Interlocutor as if he were being

- found vault with for letting his opportunities
pass. His answer reveals his extremity. He
is not only sick, but friendless."

‘Rise!” ‘Take up thy bed’ ‘Walk!’ are the
imperatives of infinite power. The feeble hu-
man will is strangely energized. See a mar-
vel! The withered limbs move.
the feet are planted upon the ground. The
man rises. He stoops, rolls up his mat. He
walks! ; ; :

The Pharisaical objection to the healed man
carrying Lis bed on the Sabbath comes in like
a burlesque. Unwittingly the cured paralytic
sounds the note of contest between the young,
reforming Rabbi and the venerable: ecclesias-
tical establishment—a three years’ battle—ter-
minating in the bloody scene of Calvary.

Jesus had come to this feast with the set

purpose to honor the ordinances of religion.

But not less so was it his set purpose to break
the traditions of the elders and the commani-
“ments of men. The scribes and Pharisees had
taken the ceremonial law as a thread and had
strung it full of the empty baubles of human
ordinances. They were insincere and hypo-
critical. They heaped these intolerable obli-
gations of their own devising upon the backs
of other men, but they would not so much as

put out the little finger to lift themselves. -

Jesus purposely crushed these empty and gild-

ed beads of custom, but he never violated the
‘law. He revered and kept it. He did this that-

all might see the difference between the com-

3

mandment of God and the ordinance of man,

. Jesus was after more important matters

than the tithing of mint, annice, and cum-
‘min. He sought the weightier matters of the
Jlaw—the evolution of moral and spiritual qual-

" (ities in the human soul by means of which
~men deal justly, love mercy, and walk huwmn-
~ bly—the evolution of the kingdom of heaven

7
3

No doubt he went" to those places.
.1on legs unused for thirty-eight years, and to

The soles of

within, whose essence is righteousness and
whose concomitants are peace and joy.

LIGHTS ON THE LESSON.

The classics are full of legends about
fountains, but the Hebrew tradition of the
‘Fount of Miriam’ surpasses them all in spir-
itual significance, The story is that this is
the fountain from which the Jews drank in
the wilderness. After they ‘occupied Canaan
its waters flowed into the Sea of Galilee, and
at the end of every Sabbath these same wa-
ters flowed out and mingled with the waters
of all fountains.

J+ matters little what feast this was. The
important truth is that Jesus went up to every
feast. He might have claimed exemption. On
the contrary he could challenge his eritics,
‘Which of you convicteth me of the sin of omit-
ting a ceremony of the law?’ Absentees from
public worship find no encouragement in the
example of Jesus.

On the other hand, extreme literalists, stick-
lers for technicalities, find no encouragemert.
Jesus was after substance, not shadow; spirit,
not letter. :

There is no lack of genuine sympathy with
the individuals upon whom or for whom mira-
cles were wrought. Yet the average reader
can plainly see the symbolism of this and also
the following miracle. They are scenic, pictor-
ial, designed to show Jesus’ relation to the
soul. In the one instance he makes himself a
Bethesda, a fountain of mercy for cleansing,
and causes a well of water to spring up with-
in. In the other he shows himself the Bread
of Life, while at the same time he feeds the
hungry.

This miracle marks the beginning of official
hostility to Jesus. Of set purpose he “con-
tinues his benign work of healing on the Sab-
bath-day. There are six recorded instances and

i probably many unrecorded. ‘

, It seems like irony to ask a man to stand

carrv a bed on which he was always carried
h_imself. But this is an instance of imparta-
tion of power to the powerless.

‘Wilt thou be made whole?’

The question
was needful,

Miserable, not always willing

-to be healed, mendicants trade on their "sores.

I'nvalids traffic with the pity of their rela-
tives. There are also ‘spiritual valetudinar~
ians. :

' Crowding the pool is like frequenting the or-
diances of religion. The Churches are full of
spirituval paralytics. They do not doubt effi-
cacy of grace, but have no expectation of
themselves being made strong and useful.

NOTES FROM THE COMMENTARIES,

A feast: Probably not the Passover. St. John
would never have called it a. feast—probably
Purim.—Camb. Bib. Is at Jerusalem: No evi-
dence from present tense that gospel was writ-
ten before destruction of Jerusalem.—Ibid, A
pool: Water supply of the city a marvel—ten
million gallons in store.

Scripture.—Camb. Bib. Five porches: Colon-
ades. Troubled the water: Omitted by best
manuscript represented popular belief; addeds
as a gloss; then inserted in text.—Ibid. Made
whole: Work of God in medicinal spring, em-
blem of saving work of God in general.—
Lange. Had an infirmity: Literally who had
passed thirty-eight years in his infirmity.—
Ibid. Wilt thou? More strongly, Dost thou
will?—Ibid. Question of conscious power.—
Lange. To put me in: Literally, to throw me
in. The gush of water did not last long; no
time for quiet carrying.—Camb. Bib. Rise: At-
tempting to rise after thirty-eight ye€ars of
impotency was an open confession of faith.—
Ibid. Not lawful: Ignore cure: Notice what
can be attacked.—Ibid. He that made me
whole: Natural /defiance in first flush of recov-
ered health.—Ibid.  Authority of Wonder-work-
er put against theirs.—Tholuck. ‘He that gave
me strength told how to use it:’ Intuitive-
ly the great principle of Christian obedience
laid down. If Chirst is Source of life, he is
also Source of law.—Dods. What man is that?
Contemptuous (fellow).—Camb. Bib. Unfavor-
‘able side of ‘what had taken place brought

~out. Malicious persons always do that.—Al-

ford. Conveyed himself away: Literally, swam
out—graphic description of ing ome’s way
out of a crowd.—Camb, Bib. Afterwards: He
did not see Jesus in the crowd: he saw hijn
in the temple. A certain solitude necessary.

Hebrew tongue: .
Aramaic, colloquial language—not Hebrew of

:
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—Augustine. Sin no more. Only general come
nection of sin with evil—Lange.

C. E. Topic.
Sunday, Feb. 19.—Topic—Glorifying God im
our homes. Eph, vi, 1-0.
Junior C. E. Topic,
A COVENANT.
Monday, Feb. 13.—The angel guide. Ex.
xxiibi g0, ¥
Tuesday, Feb. 14.—God’s, promise. EX. xxiii.,
22, 2%,
Wednesday, Feb.
xxiil., 24.
Thursday, Feb.
xxiii., 25-31.
Friday, Feb.
xxiii., 32, 33.

Saturday, Feb. 18.—Qur Endeavor covenant.
II. Chron. xv., 12. :

Sunday, Feb. 19.—Tcpic—The story of a cov-
enant. Ex. xxiv,, 1-8; Ps. cv., 8-10.

15.—Cod’s command. Ex.
16.—More promises. Ex.

17.~Wrong covenants. Ex.

Boys and_(iirls,

Show your teacher, your superintendent or
your paster, the following ‘World Wide’ list
of contents.

Ask him if he thinks your parents we-!d
enjoy such a paper,

If he. says yes then ask your father or
mother if they would like to fll up the bi. :k
Co_upon at the bottom of this column, and we
will send ‘Worll Wide’ on trial, free ¢f charge,
for one month.

COUPON.

JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
Publishers ‘World Wide,
Montreal

Dear Sirs,
Please send ‘World Wide® on trial,
free of charge for one month, to

Name ___ 2

Address

‘World Wide’ has been recommended
to me by

Rev,, Dr., Mr., Mrs. or Miss

who knows ‘World Wide’ by reputation
or is a subscriber,

—_——

The following ave the contents of the issue
of Jan. 28, of *World Wide’:

ALL THE WORLD OVER.
To'stoy to the Tsar—The ‘Times,’ London, " 3
Escape of the Psar-- American Papers.
The Crisis in St. Petersburg— Special Deipatch to the New
York ' Sun.’ "
How the Crisis Arose--The * “un,” New York. ¥
The Petition of the Russian Workmen—The Providence
¢ Journal.’
Tthusaacre at St. Petersbur%—Amaric.r} Pa X
Military in Control-~The New York ‘Evening Post.’
The Trae Doectrine of Monarchy —The * Spectator,” London
What the President May Do—His Constitutional Powers—
Fram an Address by Charles A. Gardner—American

Papers, g $
Louise Michel- The * Standard,’ London.
Tbelzz'mnion of the Cost of an Autonml,ﬂo—By Herbert L.
Low e, in * Leslie's Monthly Magazine.’ i
The Primate on"t,he National Church—The London ‘ Times,"

SOMETHING ABOUT THE ARTS.
¢ Master of Music—In Memoriam Theodore Thomas, 1306
Th—By Henry Van Dyke, inthe ‘ Outlook,” New York.
An Early Estimate of Theodcre Thomas—The Springfield
* Republican.’ .
Musicians' Conference—fome of the Bpeeches—The Man-
chester ‘Guardian.’ ’
CONCERNING THINGS LITERARY.
Pz triotism, from the Russian of Lormontov—By J. 8. Philli-
more, in the ‘Haturday Review," Londcn,
‘On Toys and Other Allegori —By G. K. Chesterton, in the
* Daily News," London, -
Cowper, the Castaway — By Georze A. B. Dewar, in the ‘Sat-
urday Review,' Londolﬁ ¢ i
A Light of History—By E. G. H,, in the ‘Daily Chronicle;

Freqerio Mistral—By Stoddard Dewey, in the New York
‘ Evening Post.’ 3 >

The Death of a Genius—The ‘ Daily News,' London,
HINT$ OF THE PROGRESS OF KNOWLEDGE.

Does School-Teaching Pay !— By Arthur Goodrich, in *Kes-
lie’s Magazine.’

Luther Burbank, Wizard of Horticulture—The Man and Hig
Work—New York *Times.’. <

When is a Flower Not a Flower?—The ‘Westminster ‘Gar

L s . THINGS NEW AND OLD.
PABSING EVENTS.

$1.50 a year to any postal address the world over.
waanted. John Dow;tll & Son, Publishars, Montreal,
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How Will You Vote.

Will you vote to keep open the tavern door?
Will you vote to increase its master’s store?
Will you vote for crime, and we?

Will you vote that the liquor may freely flow?
Till, instead of God’s kingdom here below,

Hell’s kingdom on earth may grow?

Will you vote that your child on the village
street,
The drunkard's staggering form should meet,
And his filthy ravings hear ?
Till an oath shall seem a familiar thing,
And the lips that should glad hosannas sing
Speak words that defile the ear?

Will you vote that the tempters shall still
betray, =

And tempt your boys to the evil way,

: That leads where the loot abide?
Nay! God forbid! In His name we pray,
Destroy them not with your vote to-day

For whom the Saviour died.
~—‘'Waif,

Why the Parson Signed the
Pledge.

(FOUNDED ON FACT.)

(J. C,, in the ‘Alliance News.")
CHAPTER II.—Continued.

John sat silent, every word a sword-thrust.
So tightly-strung was the temsion, that once,
when Maggie looked at him, he fancied the
glance was reproachful, and was almost on the
point of crying out ‘Why don’t you blame me
for it all?” But the visit came to an end at
length, and they said ‘good-bye,’ and went back
over the mocrs again.

But now the sun was net shining, and the
birds were rot singing, and John’s gaze was
bent on the ground, and they did not speak
to each other.

CHAPTER III

“Whoso shall offend ome of these little omes,
it were better for him that a millstone were
tied about his neck, and that he were cast
into the depths of the sea.’

It was early on Saturday morning that John
heard the news.

‘Maggie Redwold is dead.

‘No!’ he cried. ‘What?’

‘Yes, sir,’ said Patrick, ‘an’ I’ve come to ask
if Miss Graham can go to see poor little Kit-

; tie, for she’s 'most dazed with grief.

‘But Maggie dead?’ cried Johm. “She was

all right yesterday afternoom, for I saw her
then.’ -
“Pwas her father ’as done it, said Patrick.
‘He come home last night, beastly drunk, and
he hove his heavy boots at her, sir, an’ she fell
down an’ never rose, nor spoke, any more. An’
Jasper, ’e didn’t know what %e’d done till this
mornin’, for ’e slept all night, sir, an’ poor lit-
tle Kittie there in the bed, frightened to death,
but couldn’t move a bit. £ g

‘Oh, no!’ cried Johm. ‘It cam’t be true.

‘Yes, sir, said Patrick. ‘And mow the po-
lice have marched ’im off to Larnack jail, an’
Mrs. Smith an’ Mrs. Jones have gone over to
pick up poor Maggie, an’ I’ve been sent to ask
if Miss Graham will come to speak to Kittie,
for she’s that wild, they can’t do nowt wi’ her.!

John staggered back into the house. Later
on he found himself walking over the moors
again with his aunt, but oh, on how different
an errand. st !

The cottage was deadly still. Y

Kittie lay on the little bed in the corner,
her eyes wide open, staring—her face white as
tears.

John could not weep. His throat was red-

his head was a leaden weight, too heavy
him to" carry. :
Two women stood by the table, and om the

$g

table, covered with a white sheet, lay a drap-
ed figure.

‘It can’t be true, Jcha cried .

‘Look, sir, this is where the boot struck ’er,
said one of the women, drawing back the
sheet, and showing a red wound on the tem-
ple.

Poor Maggie! One more of the countless vic-
tims to the demon Alcchol!

Beautiful as she had looked in life, the poor
girl looked more so in death, with the peace-
ful, noble expression, that had settled down
on her features.

‘Oh, Maggie, Maggie’ wailed Kittie. *‘Oh, I
can’t bear it. Maggie! Maggiel”

‘We must take her away from here, said
Mary Graham to John. “There is no one here
to care for hew now. Let me take her home to
the Parsonage.’

* % % * = e *

Later in the day John found himself in the
train. He had not rightly collected his thoughts
yet, but one thing he would do—he would g0
and see Jasper in Larnack Gaol.

He found him in utter collapse.

‘Ive killed ’er, I've killed ’er,) he moaned.

‘Will you fergive me?’ Johan asked again
and again. ‘I ought to have stood by you
and helped you to stick to your piedge, and
locked after you, but I did not. Can you for-
give me?’

But not a sign of recognition could he get
from that demented figure, and he had at length
to give up in despair,

The morrow was Sunday, but in the morning
John found it impessible to preach—he could
not have said a single word, and for the first
time "known to the people they went through
the morning service without a sermon. But
at night he managed to read out an ordinary
sermon. Then, after the comclusion of the ser-
vice, he detained the people.

‘I have something I wish you to hear, he
said. ‘I want to confess to you how I have
been a blind leader of the blind, how I have
failed to set a good example, and have been
an unfaithful shepherd. I want to tell you how
sorry I am that 1 have mot understood you
all better, and loved you more and tried to

win, instead of to command, and to say that

if you will all have paticnce I will strive to
do better in the future. And—I lay all the
blame of this terrible thing that has happened
in our midst upoa myself. And—God helping
me, from this day forth I will never touch,
taste, nor handle that accursed thing, Intoxi-
cating Liquors, nor cease to witness against
it in the pulpit and everywhere else. So help
me God!” And the Spirit of the Lord came
down with power, and the soul of the whole
assembly was knit to that of the young preach-
er as David’s to Jonmathan’s. And mot a single
eye was dry, from gentle Miss Graham’s to
Drayton’s, the farmer’s, and Patrick, the han-
dy man’s.
* * * * * * *  ®

It was Tuesday when they lowered poor
Maggie’s body into its last resting-place. Miss
Graham stayed at home to comfort Kittie, but
men, women and children came from far and
wide to swell that funeral.

Often the young preacher’s voice faltered as
he went through the sad rite, and many a re-
solution was made beside that open grave, and
kept, aye! till death,

And so we leave poor Maggie—'Dust to dust,
earth to earth, ashes to ashes!’—yes, but,

‘He is the Resurrection and the Life.
THE END,

A Prominent Man’s Opinion.

I think that instead of flying to ‘alcohol, as
many people do when they are exhausted, they
might very well drink water or they might
very well take food and would be very much
better without the alcohol. If I am fatigued
with overwoerk, personally, my food is very
simple. T eat the raisins instead of taking the
wire. I have had a very large experience °n
gn‘li practice for thirty years—Sir William

Sample Copies.

_Any subscriber who would like to have speci-
men copies of the ‘Northern Messenger’ sent
to friends can send the names with addresses
::d ‘w: will be pleased to supply them, free
A ;
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Germany’s Drink Bill.

The people of Germany spend seventy-five
m'ilions of dollars a year on alcoholic drink,
cne-eighth, it is said, of all their earnings.
That is the report of the royal commission of
inquiry appoinied to investigate the matter of
the drinking habits of the people. And the
commission further states that this drink bill
of the German people is four times the income
of the government from duties and@ taxes on
food and drink, eleven times the budget of
post telegraph cervices, twenty-nine times the
c.st of old age insurance, one thousand times
the ccst of poor relief, and considerably more
than the cost of maintaining the army and the
navy. These comparative figures are worth
remembering and pondering.—‘Religious Intel-
1 gercer)

The .Voice of Science.

1 hardly know any more potent cause of dis-
ezse than alcohol.—Sir W, Gull, M.D,

Alcoholic liquors are poisonous because they
contain zlcochol.—Frank Woodbury, M.D.

No otker poison Kkills as quick, if enough is
taken at orce.—B. W, Richardson, M.D,

When people understand what alcohol is, and
what it does, they will put it out of existence.
—Willard Parker, M.D.

I can no more accept alcohol as food than I
can chloroform or ether.—James Edmunds,
M.D.

Alcoholic drinks are poisons in the same sense
¢s are cpium, arsenic, chloroform, ete, and
should be sold under the same laws as these
poisons.—N. S. Davis, M.D,

A Ravenous Wolf-Cub.

Long ago, when England was divided into
kingdoms, there lived in the kingdom of Mer-
cia a wood-cutter named Digby, with his wife
and three children. One day when he was com-
ing home from his work, he thought he saw a
black dog among the brushweod. When he
cleared the brushwood aside he saw that it
was a wolf-cub, ‘He thought he would take
it home to play with the children. His wife,
however, was not pleased to see it, ‘because
she knew it took all her husband’s wages and
all her hard work to get food for themselves,
without the wolf. He sold all he had to get
food for it, and at last he sold his axe. Soon
after the wolf sprang upon the youngest child
and ate it. Digby went to look for his axe
to kill the wolf, but he remembered he had soid
it. His wife thought he would part now with
the wolf, but instead of that he was more
anxious to get food for it. By and by it ate
the cther two children, and at last it ate his
‘wife, and Digby was left himself with it, but
would not put the wolf away. One day while
Dighy was sitting at the fireside the wolf
sprang upon him, and tore him to pieces also.
Such was the end of fuclish Digby. Some men
thought they would kill the wolf, but others
said ‘No—let it alome. It belongs to the king’
The wolf is still alive, and is going about the
country trying to devour all he can. This
wolf is Strong Drink.—*English Temperance
Paper.’

——

The Man and the Snakes.

Once upon a time there lived a man who
owned fifteen snakes. They were a continual
source of trouble to him. They wmiggled and
crawled about his back yard making it dan-
gerous for his family and friends. At last he
decided to regulate them, so the man got a

big box and bored fifteen holes in it and put
the snakes therein, but the snakes got out of

the box in short order. That was low license.

He then plugged up ten of the holes and
put the snakes in again, but the fifteen snakes
got out of the five remaining holes. That was
high license. :

In desperation the man gathered the snakes
together and pitched them over the fence in his
neighbor’s yard, but some of them came back
and annoyed him again, and it was still a

dangerous thing for his children to play there.
The question was still unsettled. That was .

local option. :

After careful thought he struck a bright
idea, and gathering the snakes together again,
he took up an axe and cut off their heads,
and the snakes troubled him no more. And
that was

[~
<
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Correspondence

: ” Mimico, Ont.
Dear Editor,—I go to school, and have a
half a mile to go to school, and I go to Sun-
day-school tco. I have four brothers and three
sisters. I .was away last Sunday, and alse
tke Sunday before, at two different aunts, and
L had a lovely time. I am nine years old,
and my birthday is on Jan. 11. I have one
pet, and it is a dog named Captain. The elec-
tric cars run in front of our house. We live
on the banks of Lake Ontario. My grandpa

used to live in the city of Montreal in 1832.
: LILLIAN G. H.

Smith’s Mills, Que.
Dear Editor,—My mamma takes the ‘Mes-
cenger,” and we like it very much. I am a lit-
tle girl twelve years old. I go to school and
am in the fourth reader. I have two sisters,
but nd brothers. My sisters’ namcs are Ber-
tha and Myrile. Our dog’s names are Ber-
will roll over for something to eat. I go to

the M.E. Church and Sunday-school.
OLIVE E. S.

Sticke's Bay, Ont.
Dear Editor,—I am thirteen years old. I go
to school, and I am in the senior third class.
My favorite study is history. I go to the Pres-
byteriana Sunday-school, and we get the ‘Mes-
senger’ there, and I like to read it.. I have one
eisier and five brothers. My sister is married.

ANNIE McD.

Dear Editor,—I think it is nice for boys and
girls to write a letter to their paper. So I
thought I weuld wrote one. I am pleased with
S0 nice a paper. I think the language is nice.
We all read it. Mamma reads it every time.
Eve'y heme stould enjoy it. The place we live
in is Queen’s County, fifty miles from the near-

~est city (St. Joan), It heads the river flow-

.« ing by it. There are nine of us in our family,

five brothers and one sister. Papa keeps a
grocery store, I take music lessons, and like
it very much. I am not so fond of reading aw
o Some of the writers of this paper say they are.

~ +-.My favorit: story in this paper was ‘Dalph and

Her Charge’ We have a nice Sunday-school,
and also a mission band. Our superintendent
is my Sunday-school teacher, too.

‘ : MARGUERITE M. T,

Dunnviile, Ont,
Dear Editor,—My sister is in Camden, N.J.,
on a visit, and my father is in Toronto nearly
_all the time selling safes and desks. I like
skat’vg very much. My brother Frank was out
West th's fall and stayed nearly three monbhs,
and he liked it very much. We have relatives
_ out near there, so he stopped with them a few
days. The weather here has been pretty cold

lately, but warmer today.
S. PEARL E.

Dear Editor,—I am a little girl ten years of
~age. I go to school, and I am in the second
book. I have two sisters and two brothers.
My brothers’ names are Robert and Frank, and
my sisters’ names are Etta and Allie. I have
no pets at all. We have two horses and three
cows. I am very fond of reading. I live in
North Orillia. I go to Sunday-scheol nearly
every Smltlay._' . ROSELLA W. (aged 10).

ey S Yearley.
Dear Editor,—This ig my first lettexdtoythe

- fMessenger’  We have a union Sunday-school

a short distance from.oyr lace. un-
day-school we get the ‘Mfssen ﬁt (#;?lave
a very good library at our Sunday-school. I
am nine years old. I go to schocl every day,
and I am in the third reader. There are not
- very many going to our school.
very good library at our day school. I have
only one grandma living, and my grandpa died
last March. I have one brother and two sis-

 ters. Ome of my brothers died when he was
SapiR XN oy, "ELSIE C.

s 7

Dear Editor,—I have never written to the
: g some

~of the letters that other girls boys have

written, They are all very nteresting. I al-

~ ways begin thinking about Christmae a good
whnflz before it comes around. We all ought to

~ pe thankful we do not live in some heathen

~ land where they. know mothing of Christ,
o not have Sunday or Christmas. East Christ-

g of Christ, and

There is a

mas time I was living in Boston. Now I am
in Nova Scotia. This summer I came down
to spend my vacation. I liked it so well I am
going to stay all the winter. I am very fond
of reading. My favorite books are the Elsie
Books. I don’t think Elsie was a bit too good.
NELLIE M. C. (aged 15).

Port Colborne, Ont.

Dear Editor,—As I am a reader of the ‘Mes-
senger,’ I thought I would write you a letter.
I live in the village of Port Colborme, which
is situated on Lake Erie. Its population. is
about nineteen hundred. There are three dry
goods stores, one hardware store, one jewellry
store,~three hotels, two drug stores, a black-
smith’s shop and several other stores. I am
very much interested in the continued story
called ‘The Golden Goblet’ I was very much
disappointed to-day as I could not go to Sun-
day-school to get the ‘Messenger, as there is
nearly a foot of snow on the ground. We have
a season’s ticket for the rink, and I go nearly
every night. They are putting electric lights
along the Welland Canal, which will make a
great improvement to the place. They also
made the canal larger and deeper.

ALMA M.

Port. Colborne, Ont.
Dear Editor,—I take the ‘Messenger,’ and
as I have seen so many interesting letters in
the Correspondence Page, I thought I would
write one too. I attend the Methodist Sunday-
school. The Rev. Mr. D. is the pastor of the
church, Port Colborne is situated on Lake
Erie, and a good many boats are laid up here
for the winter. Most of the hoys and girls
mention the book they have read, but I have
read so many that I don’t know which ones
I like best. There is a summer resort only a
short distance from here, called Solid Com-
fort, and people come from the Scuthern States

in the summer, Jo .

Abingdon, Ont.
Dear Editor,—I am ten years old. Abingdon
is not a large place, but has two stores, a post-
office, three churches, a schoolhouse, and a
blacksmith’s shop. I get the ‘Messenger every
Saturday, and like reading the Correspondence
and Little Folks’ Pages best. In the .last

‘Messenger’ you asked the ones who did not

have letters in the ‘Messenger’ to write and
say which letter we liked best. I think Geo.
A. G’s letter is the Dest, because it describes
Niagara Falls and Brock’s Monument. One
thing that makes it more interesting is that
we have been learning about Brock in our his-
tory. CLARA S.

Stark’s Corners, Que.

Dear Editor,—I have been reading the ‘Mes-
senger,” and found some mice little letters in
it, so please excuse my first attempt in writ-
ing to you. I was bein in Scotland, and have
crossed the Atlantic three times (which is
three thousand miles), and saw quite a few
whales on the Newfoundland coast; also sev-
eral very large icebergs floating. One was
about two hundred feet high above the water,
and it was just lovely. The air was very
cold, because of the icebergs, although it was
early in Junme. I am twelve years old, and I

- am in semior No. 4. We have a good teacher

here. We are four miles from the nearest
village. We have an English church, Preshy-
terian and a Baptist church, There is also a
Templar’s hall, the Orangeman’s hall, cheese
factory, schcol and one stere, so shouldn’t we
be good? We have had lively times, as the
election for member of Parliament is going on.
The results have nof come in yet.. We also

get the ‘World Wide,’ and father and mother

enjoy it well, Perhaps this letter is too long;
if it is, please ‘tell me, and I will not write so
long a letter again. . LINA R.

3 i Guelph, Ont.
- Dear Editor,—I thought T would write a lit-

: Sl e _ tle letter to your paper. I have two brothers,

one named Alfred, aged thirteen years; and one
named Arthur, aged nine years. I am eleven

years old, and I am in the fifth grade. My

teacher’s name is Miss G. The girl I sit with
is N. M. I came from England when I was
nine years old, so T do not know much about

_coming across the ocean. We started for
Euston; from there to Liverpool. We had to

wait there an hour,| and then
in. It was called ’ihe ‘Tum:,’t o
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almost the first on the beat. We had to go im
front of a docter when we got on board. The
stewardess then told us the number of our
cabin. Then we got ready for dinner, after
which we went on deck and found some little
playmates. I did not stay out very long, for
I felt sick. This went on for five days, but
I went on deck sometimes. On Sunday Dr. B,
sang hymns, and we had a very nice service.
The last day I got better, and the sailors
gaveé us ropes to skip with, and we played till
we were tired. We got to Halifax at two
o’clock in the afternoon. We stayed in Hali-
fax all night. We went on to Montreal in
the morning on the nine o’clock train. We
looked all around Montreal, and then went to
an hotel and had dinner. About two o’clock
we got on another train and came to Toronto.
There we boarded for three days, and came
from there to the tvountry. We stayed there
for five months. Then we came ty Guelph,
where we are living now. I go to the Baptist
Sunday-schoo!, where we get the ‘Messenger.
I will now tell you about my trip to the Tower
of London and St. Paul's. We went to the
Tower first. We went in a room and saw a
Iot of armor. I saw King John’s, King Rich-
ard’s, King William's, that of the Black Prince,
Queen Elizabeth, and Joan of Arc, and a great
many others. There was a model of a wedding
cake made with the swords they used to fight
with. We went into another room, and saw
all the jewellery. I saw a great many crowns,
Orne of them was a crown that' Queen Victoria
was crowned with. I saw King Edward’s crown.
There were pearls, diamonds, blood-stones, em-
eralds, rubies and a great many others that I
cannot name. There was a precious stone
there belonging to Her Majesty. 1 also saw
sceptres, and they were very pretty. Some
of them had a dove on them made of pearl. I
saw a lot of rings, bracelets, scarf pins, and
watch-chaing, as well as salt-cellars. They
all were in large glass cases, with iron-rails
around them. We went into a room and saw
some of the soldiers marching for punishment
because they had been misbehaving. Then we
went into the grounds through the Traitor's
Gate, where Mary Queen of Scots was be-
headed. I also saw the room where the little
princes were killed. We saw the Beefeaters
and the Guards. We went from there to St.
Paul’s. I saw Dr. Livingston’s grave and sev-
eral of the great men's monuments. I also
saw some of the Union Jacks that have been
in several wars, and there were some with the
threads hanging to the poles, but which meant
a great deal. No man or boy is allowed to
g0 in with his hat on. I have two grandmas
and two grandpas living. My great-grandfa-
ther died since we have been out here. I must
close now. I am one of your little friends.
GLADYS J.

Kelvin Grove, Que.

Dear Editor,—This is my second letter to
the ‘Messenger, and as I saw my first one in
print, I think I will try again. Most of your
correspondents live near the seashore—at least,
a great many do; but I do not. I would like
to live nmear a river in winter te skate, and
in summer to bathé. We live about half a
mile from the Trout River. How quick Christ-
mas and New Years’ went by, and we did not
have any skating. I love to skate, although I
am not the best of skaters; but I can skate.
We had a Christmas Tree Fastival this year
in the Sunday-school and the day school, in
which I tock part. I like to act on a plat-
form now, but a few years ago it made me
nervous when the chairman called out my own
name. A great improvement has heen made in
this place during the last few years. A school
has been here as long as I can remember, and
a few years ago a butter factory was built,
and this last summer we Rot a post-office
which is named Kelvin Grove, and the tele-
phone was put up along this road and into
some of the farmhouses. T thirk the next
thing we need is a church, as we have to go
four miles to the church, and we do not get
there very often in the winter; but we have a
Sunday-school here six months every summer.
It is closed in the winter, however. Our school
closed on December 22, and started on January
4. We will not have any more holidays now
till the spring comes. We always get two
weeks or sometimes three in the spring, on
account. of high water, as our school is situ-

ated on the bank of the Trout River.

TENA A. M. (aged 11).
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HOUSEHOLD.

—————

Friendship.

Would you have friends—five hundred, less or
more,

Throw open wide your hospitable door;

Make it a creed—in which you will believe,

’Tis better far to give than to receive.

Why should you take around a microscope,
To spy upon the faults of friendly folk?
Far better for your peace to shut your eyes,
A trifling grievance causes many sighs.

And never on your friends in judgment sit,
Cr try to prove that they are counterfeit.
Why should you keep a crucible to test
Which of your friends are truest, or the best?

If you cre friendly, you are sure to find,

Some real frends whoy to your faults are blind.
Thank God for faith—far be.ter be deceived
Than not in human hearts to have believed.
—Margarct Dooris, in ‘Living Church.

Early Impressions.
(The ‘Christian Globe.)

When I recollect the strong and decided bias
given in childhood to my own character by
people and circumstances over which I had no
sort of control, and against whose evil influ-
ence I could make no sort of resistance; when
I suffer by the effect of impressions received
in infancy, which neither time, g2ason, nor re-
ligion have been able to efface—which only
sorrow could impair by bruising the tablet;
knowing as I know the tender impressibility of
infancy, feeling as I feel the indelibility of

fluences that may surround my own young
children—ay, even for the chance word drop-
ped by stranger lips, and heard by infant ears;
for that word may be a fruitful seed that

ErTeTn

No Breakfast Table -~
complete without

EPPS'S

An admirable food, with all
lts natural qualities intact,
fitted to build up and maintain
robust health, and to resist

ter's extreme cold. It is
& valuable diet for children.
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The Most Nutritious
and Bconomical.

1 ——
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shall spring up into a healthful vine, or a Upas
tree, twenty years after it is sown.

Infancy is a fair page, upon which you may
write goodness, happiness, heaven! or sin and
misery—and the words once written, no chemi-
cal art can erase them. The substance of the /|
paper must be rubbed through by the file of
suffering before the writing can be effaced. In-
fancy is the soft metal in the moulder’s hands;
he may shape it in the image of a fiend or the

e ey

form of an angel, and when finished the statue
hardens into rock, which nothing but God's
providence can melt for remoulding.

It is very wrong to make remarks on th®
personal beauty or ugliness of children in their
hearing. The effect is invariably injurious.
It is highly reprehensible to draw invidious
comparisons between the beauty of children,
especially before their faces. This thought-
lessness is fraught with the direst consequences.

Cured,”

at home WITHOUT Pain, i T rk by t :
WONDERFUL DISCOV ERY of an eminent Toronto Specialist.
Rev. K. D. SHcrMAN, Harrow, Kssex County, Ontario,
whose portrait here appears, is cured at 66 years, by the &
eat Discoveryof the Rupture Specialist, Dr. W. S. Rice, 2} East J
ueen St. (Block 3) ), Toronto, Ont.
ers, who write at once, Dr. Rice will send FREE, his BOOK, “Can Rupture be
and a FREE TRIAL of his DISCOVER

=)

e g ;
Danger, or Time From Work by the B

To all Ruptured suffer- §

Y. Do not wait, write to-day.

R —

JOSEPH ROD.
& SONSIERS

The most serviceable and keen

- KNIFE FREE.

Just for selling one dozen

new century publication, ‘World Wide,’
A ffty cent certificate
Sells at sight to

at 5 cents each.
accompanies each copy.

the best people in each community,
the cheapest and best of its kind.
offer is only made for the month of Jan-

uary,

This is a regular Man's Jack Knife,
g . .
gets it will have some-

and any boy who

thing to be proud of.  Ask

for one dozen copies of ‘World Wide,
and they will be sent immediately.

JOHN DOUGALL & SON, Montreal.
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It Plays 4
Itself

lso ‘one musical and “one “song record—Hiawatha, Dixie Girl. Annle Laurie, Carry me buck to 0id V:

GOLUMBIA GRAPHOPHONE

SEND NO MONEY, just your name
and address pininiy wiitten and we will
mail you posipaid, 8 dez large beautiful
packages of fresh Sweet Pea Sceds to sell
at 10c. each. (A certificate worth 50c.
free to each purchaser.) Every package
is handsomely decorated in 12 ¢o ors and
containg @1 of the rarest, prettiest and
most Nlagrant varieties in eve v imagin-
able co.or. They sell like hot
9 ‘@S. When soid, xciurn the mone;
and we will immediateiy seud you this
- Columbia Graphophone exacily as illus-
trated, with spring |motor, large
amlifying horn:  all bhandsomely ens
amelled, gold tiimmed #nd yickel plated
nginis, My Olﬁi

It plays ev kind of

Ingtmy!:on:a musicy

Bings ‘:eﬁy cu:s :“(

50 olis

m: .'o!lunnyzgoﬂu.
-

Kentucky Home, 0.d Oaken Bucket, Saliy in Our Alley, My Wild Irish Rose, Kathleen Mavourneen, 1'o going Back 0
Dixie, The Holy City, H me Sweet Home, etc., etc.  Understand this is not a toy or a machine that must be tuz;;'n by band,
t a real self plaving Graphophione, with which you can give voncerts in any size hall or room, as it sings, 12" nn'rph G

fust as loud and clear as any $50.00 Talking Machine, Wi

for secds to-day sure, P

Seed Co., Dept 4109 Toron

SURE DEATH TO RATS,
CROWS, SQUIRRELS,
RABBITS, ETC.,
Bowys! How would you like to have an All.Stoel Long-Dis~

tance

i giving
will sellonly 1% ?’. Jarge packages of Swe. oa
10c. cach. The packagesare beautifully decorated in 12 colors, and each

Rifle of the best make and latest model, that shoots B, B.

£ e el
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imaginable color, = E:
#aid: “Ino

42 of th P most fragrant varieties.inevery
les, Mono Mills, Ont.,

dy bu: M. 8,
r 0] my parcel ﬂ?::! bad :l?.nle Seeds gold, Th

soounet
went like wildfire,” A 50c. certificate free with each package. Write uga
and we will send the Seeds postpaid. Boys, this is the best Air Gun

ecard to-day
made. It has ;;l steel barrel and fittings, improved globe sights, pistol grip and
s alwars ready for &ﬁxlmlu_ Rats, Sparrows, ete.» Geo. X

walnut stock,

lien,

Brandon, Man., says: ¢ I received mg ifle yesterday and think it is a Beauty. I

have shot 5 birds already.” I

n Seed Co., Dept. 433 Toroato.
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When you say carelessly in their presence,
that ‘Anme is prettier than Janme, and look at
Anne as though her accidental beauty were a
virtue, and look at Jane as though she were
in fault, think that into the fertile soil of the
children’s hearts you have dropped the seeds of
evil-—the ceed of vanity in the heart of Anne,
the seed of envy into that of Jame, and the
germ of discord into both.
—————

How to be Loved in Old Age,

How seldom you see a lovable old woman,
whose age is as besautiful as was the bloom of
ler yout!! When you do, you wonder how it
kas happened. Well, this is how.

She learcs how to forget disagreeable things.

She did rot give way to her nerves, and in-
flict them on her friends.

Ske mastered the art of saying pleasant
things.—Selected.

———

Selected Recipes.

Im:er’a' Cockies.—Rub into one quart of sift-
ed flour three-quarters of a cupful of butter
then st'r in two cupfuls of sugar, one cupful
of cleansd currants, one-quarter of a cupful of
cardied orange peel cut fine, the grated rind of
a lemen and four large or five small eggs well
besten. With two forks place small rough
heaps of the paste two inches apart on well-
buttered shaliow pans and bake in a moderate
oven until well colored.—‘Table Talk’

Lemon Rice.—Boil sufficient rice in milk till
soft, sweeten to taste, then pour into a mould
to cool. Peel a lemon very thick, cut the peel
into half-inch lengths, cover with water, boil
for a few minutes, pour off water, cover with
a cupful of fresh water, add juice, and sugar
to sweet, then stew gently for two hours, af-
ter which al’ow to cool, when it will be a thick
syrup. Turn the rice into a glass dish and
pour the syrup over it.

Old-fashioned Jelly Roll.—An old-fashioned
jelly roll is one of the most wholesome and de-
licious of cakes. Here is an infallible recipe:
Beat to a cream threée eggs and half a pint of
sugar, Sift together one teaspoonful of cream
of tarter and half a pint of flour. Dissolve
half a teaspoonful of bicarbonate of soda in
three teaspconfuls of water and add it to the
eggs and sugar; stir it in well; then stir in
the flour when the mixture is perfectly smooth;
put it in two well-buttered oblong or square
baking tins. Spread the mixture as evenly as
possible in the tins and bake to a delicate
brown in a moderate oven. Lay a towel on
the talle and turn the cakes on it, bottom side
up. Spread them evenly with jelly, roll the
cakes up quickly and wrap them closely in
the towel.—‘Commercial Advertiser.

That $200 Cash.

It seems hardly possible that our subscrib-
ers realize that we are going to give two hun-
dred dollars to the one sending us the largest
amount of subscription money before May 31,
190s5. And when it is remembered that this
valuable prize is over and above the large com-
missions that we offer at the same time it is
still harder to understand why so few are
working for the prize at all, and why those few
are doing 'so little to earn it. See the announce-
ment on another page, and write us if you
wish to work in your locality.

A Thing Worth Knowing

No need of cutting off a woman's breast or a
man’s cheek or nose in a vain attempt to cure
cancer. No need of applying burning plasters to
the flesh and torturing those already weak
from suffering. Soothing, balmy, aromatic oils
give safe, speedy and certain cure. The most
horrible forms of cancer of the face,  breast,
womb, mouth, stomach; large tumors, ugly ul-
cers, fistula, catarrh; terible skp diseases, etc,,
are all successfully treated by’ the application
of various forms of simple oils. Send for a book,
mailed free, giving particulars and prices of
Oils. Address the home ofice, Dr. D. M. Bye
Co., Drawer 505, Indianapolis, Ind.

EARN OVE . $10 A DAY.

Agents Wanted all over the world.  Experience
not‘e:ecessary.ed'ren dollars a day easily earned
taking subscriptiona for ‘World Wide.” Write for
full particulars and our hints for fasy canvass-
ing, Address the Publishers of ‘World Wide,
Montreal, Canada.

S

BUYS THIS

$20 0

A payment of only $1 and your
romise to pay the balaace ($11)
n five aud & half monthly pay-

Qur &1 Offer

ments of $2 each will buy the

new Crown Melophone, teed to be equal in every res
and superior in many fmponuxt. % 4

b,
respects, to machines sold for
7 without records, also a Needle Box, 800 finest quality Diamond

teel Needles, and six brand new Seven-inch, 50 cent Records—
good $20 value for only $12on easy payments or $10 cash.

The new Crown Melophone is s
handsome instrument, substan-
tially made, and 50 simply con-

Description

structed that a child can easily

operate ib. It ean be wound while running, and will play any
mako or sizo of disc record. It hasa peautifully polishod oak cab-
inet. fitted with a real tdkhg.'s

motor) with worm gearing. It the new combination brake and

machine motor (not elock-work

ed regulator, the regular standard full size sound box. The

8
h%'rn is 15 inches long, finely nickel-plated and red lacquered on
the inside. Its vm length,
WAtA thar Ious e the Rave Loy pro ) ud, full, ol usical,
when they issus from the horn they are loi ear, m:!
very distinct and as sweet as a ball, %

improved shape and extra large
m&mtmuy. 50 that

COUPON

JOIINSTON & CO.,
191 Yonge St., Toronte.

@Qentlemen,—Enclosed find $1.00 as first payment on one
Crown Melophone and Outfit. If perfectly satisfactory in
every particular, I ngiroe 10 pay you $2.00 & month forfive
and a half months. If tory, it is understood t!

1 can return the Outfit and this order will be cancelled.

NAMO . savessnnnasssirsnssersnrssioecssersnassnnsnanses

Add

OOOUPRIIGE 4o Vo obesiissiasuiiverashonsavssosvenssboses

Nearest Express Office...... «co.eviuens
N.M., 2-10

seeee

ion Fu
g!? ﬁn;nhul S

THIS HANDSOME FU
LADY’S OR GIRL'S SIZE

also a Beautifal

Will be Given

SWEET PEA

at 10¢. each. -
Choini the e B X e s, b

Send no Money

simply drop us & card with your name and address

t::.o W&mm&tm wm“dmn mm“d

we ﬂm ou this beautiful

k! fur, over 40
= n:rauhc:‘li;m full len 2
::r stores is $3.00, and they fully eqr:ﬂh
“ygmwhr,ﬂm The only reason we can
Haer my or 50 lttle is because we bought the Jast
! Ter's stock at a greatly reduced price, This
chance for any orhx{y to get a handsome,

t. " They are mado (A
style for

the very hte:g ;
I 80 that the
6 be"ablonabia i nest
‘Winter as well.

Lfyo.'wlu rite for
y u W

tho seeds at once and
prompt in seiling th'umu:

GUARANTEED FOR FIVE YEARS

Pearl and Diamond Ring

JE" IR, R e

To anyone who will sell only 20 packages of our

SEEDS

tifully colored and
a1 giant flowers delicloualy tragrans s e B AT

Are noted for their superior

quality, great wolume, clear-
The Records ness and brilliancy of tone.
Thers are hundreds of titlesto
choose from including solos on all ths different. instruments, band
and h 1 comie, i 1 sud coon sorgs,
hymus, chimes, bslls, secred musie, duets, quartettes, sketches,
minstrsls, talking, whistling and dialect records.

What entertainment have {nu for these long dull evenings?
Just taink for a minute how happy one of these Outfits weuld
make your family; what a treat £5 bave in your home~-the finest
music ever played, the sweetest songs ever sung, the best storios
:\‘r:; :old. t plays for dancing; it keeps the young folks home a$

We really cannot say too much in praiss of this new talking
and singing machine. Ity the latest product of the Talking Ma-.
chine Art, g ave ere is not & machine
in Canada tha

And remember we guarantee it for five years. Th
mmmnehnubudoﬂuhb«a‘mwcmmn entire out-
put of one of the largest factories in the world in this particular

y If thers Informs.

l a w tion you would like, write us

A st ord and we will gladly give it. If

notfill out the coupon and mail

it to us. Don't delay. We have been receiving 8o many orders

lately that the factory has had hard work to keep yp with the de-

mand, 80 if you wish yours to be filled prompt}‘y, send in the cous

pon at once and wo will gnarantees a picked and well tested instru-

mnt. lgdnnum mo risk. If the oﬂt‘lt doo:naot come

our e youcan 0 us, we will

remyn? yonzdolhr. If you wish to take advantage of the cash

price, send $1 just the same and we will ship the outfit C.0.D, to

your nearest express office. Then when thoroughly tested and

found perfectly satisfaetory, you can pay the express agent the
balance, $9, and express charges.  Address,

JOHNSTON & 0., 191 YONGE ST,

TORONTO, CANADA

CANADA’S LARGEST AND LEADING
TALKING MACHINE DEALERS

money, we Will give you

Fals Ring set with
tls and Diai , eXact
the genuine stones ; none but ex; can STk fro
to-day and have the firy
Address, The

free |
a handsome 14k
large bean

tiful
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Fur STOLE!

Over 6 Feet Long

FREE

Don’t Send us One Cent

All you have to do is to send us your name and address §
80 that we can mail you 234 dozen packagoes of our fast-
selling fresh Sweet Pea Seeds ta sell at 10cents each. They
are the largest and most begutiful packages ever sold for
10 cents. Kach one contains over 60 different varieties, all
large flowering, delici y f3 in hunad of beauti-
ful culors. When sold return the money and we will g
promptly send you this elegant, fashionable stolo that
reaches nearly t0 the knees, made of beautiful imitation
Sahle Fur. very fine, soft and rich, and ornamented with

g}qﬁum. These handsome searfs Jead all othiors for dura-
lity and richness, and are positively the most expens:ve
ever given away by any company. Ladies, don't suffer
with the cold when you ¢an get such an elegant warm fur
for a few minutes’ easy work. "t be envying your
neighbors their new furs when you can bave the dressiest
and most fashionable in Yyour neighborbood in a few days
if you will write us at once. Don’t delay—the first one to B
have ourseeds has the best chance. Address, TEIE DO«

MINION SEED CO., Depi. 490 + Toronto

14K GOLD WATCH
FREE

8end us your name and address
on a Post Card and we will mail
You post-paid 2 doz. large, beau-
tiful  packages of Sweet
Pea Seoe to
sell for us at i0c. a
ckage. (A Cers
ificate worth
50c. free.to each

Boys’ Watch Free

We will give this handsome
watch free to any boy for selng
ouly one dozen of ocr annual
comic review of the year entitled
‘1604 CARICATURED”
just published, at ten cents each,
A 50 cent certif.cate g'ven free
with each.

The watch has a bean iful sil-
vered nickel c<aze, legndsomely
polished, a hard eramellcd dial-
hcavy bevelled crystal, bour, min,
ute and second lands, and reli-
able American movement, It
will last many years with care.

There is nothing ¢n the marke
that compares with “*1504"
CARICATURED,”ard it isso
cheap that thereis no trouble in
selling it, especialy with the fifty

E cent certificate tbrown in., We
printep thirty thousand of these the other (’I;'.‘y and
tweny-three thousand are already sold. Writz for
your dozen of ‘1904 CARb!CATURk'.'P ” to-day,

st card will bring them by return wail,
A.;))gfiNn‘i)OU(IA LL & SON, Pubishers, Montreal,

‘Oaklawn,’

St. Louis Station, Que.,

3 Jan. 27. 1905.
Year Sirs,—I have received the watch
which you offéered as a premium for selling
one dozen coples of ‘1904 Caricatured,” and
wish to let you know that I am delighted
with it, for it is a timekeeper, not a mere
tey. I e0ld all the papers between home
and the school I attend, which is about a
mile distant, and those on whom I called

seemed pleased to get a copy.
Thanking you for se useful a present,
I am, yours truly,
WALLACE H. BLACK.

_5(BULBS

25 Cents,

Will grow in the house 'V
or out of doors.
Hyscinthe, Tulips,
o R

18, onqu

Defodils, Tity:

beroses, Gladiolus,
Chinese Lily, Begonia. -
Valioyan pm“” 34, 256, mata me‘g&
3 m
“A:ng;-:liixmwﬁ?ngcwﬂulb-;ﬁp;ig -
FREE a giant collection of flower seeds — over 200 varieties,
‘Adaress; Fliliside Nursery, Somerville, Masd

WKTCH Akb Rixa FREE

purchaser.) Every
package is handsomely
decorated in 12 colors,

<
ol A

\TgIUEST “_\\‘ L1/ 1,
YOU & 3

‘beautiful, fast-sell
ing _packages
- package contai
over 60 of the
ttf.rmnt,l
:na‘:sﬂuwiﬂng vﬁ:
eties in every im.
aginablecolor. They

re.
turn the money. and
we. will immediately
send gou this elegant
Watch, with vy
Gold laid, beautifull
engraved case, hand-
v some dial,

hot cak . h&gguﬂ‘fd Jn Tgo-mon.
like hot cakes. patent & 2 highly fintshed {| o & move-
50"!!-1 this is the bi;‘ ment. um%“.’?,?,. o wind 4nd sit, expansion bal-
gest  Engine ever ance, quick train, and you can rely upon it to keep good time,
ven away. Write T ~ W, Cottin, 4 r, Alta. 8; “1 am very much
ﬂ'dﬂy and be the e Y soia:lod' th my wateh and would not take $5.00 forit.” Bo
first o sell our - A 't wait, butsend us your name and address to-day. ‘ou
Bohunrbl & s Sl St B e iy :
¥ mos! i3 ~
DOMINION SEED Co., Dept. 413 Torounto m“?r’a.s..mé su'p;"vco.. Dept. 418 Toronto. ol
-

‘very package containg tho
ine-t mixture in the world,
over 60 different varieties,
all giant fowers, deliciously
fragrant, in_endl ss combina-
tion1  of Dbeautiful = colors,
When sold ret rn the money
7 + and wewill promptly send you
g, g3/, this beautiful little Watch with
4L < Salid Silver Nickel case highly
polished, the back elegantl
led in colors, fancy porcelain dlni, dainty figures, Go)
i hands, snd & reiisble imporied movement, also a beautiful
Gold-finished Ring set with Targe Pearls and sparkling imita-
tion Diamonds if yon write usat once and are prov ¢ in selling
the Seeds. Address The Seed Suppiy Co., 3 " routo

EARN THIS

F

andsome Fur Scarfs

IR R R

To Ladies and Girls
i o g R

: - Skilled With polished silver

fm‘: i % ski nickel open face case, the
back elaborately engrav-
ed, fancy milled edge,
heavy bevelled crystal
and reliable American
movement, by selling only
18 Glass Pens at 10c each.
! These  wonderful Pens
sell like hot cakes every-
where. They are made
entirely of glass, never
rust, never wear out and
write a p{#e with one dip
of ink. rite us to-day
-and we will mail the Pens
tpaid. THE PEN CO,

Dept. 455, Toronto,

weet Pea Packages are
largest, the best and the
1 ::;r sold for 10¢, ~ Send
us name

mﬂl‘,&r-- seeds post)

return the ;oney

The Latest Style

5r

seen, only 1we
can give such an cxpensive is
that we had a laxge number made
up specially for us at a reduced
priee in the summer when the fur.
rigre.were not busy. Writeat
before your bors buy
mn‘ Seeds, dress The

Co., Dept. 446 T

Hand.owe Silver Nickel case on
which a horse is ele;

life., .
ughly re-

€0 ors and con:ains 42
~fthe ra iest

. i
fancy ; stem wind and set, je
L is Deautifull
M%lnmmﬁ: m
Edn't .lmdﬁ ot e e
te us a 'onuu:w’émmm

~ with each pae Wwr.te ns a

i Vil il ths packnges por
P,

€0., DEPT. 450 TORONTO, ONT.

post card today and
W 1! mait paid. Charles wxmtf.; Ri
t wn, t'nt. s’ “Ireceived my watch and it is far ah, of

1
my 1ions. It k eps spiendid time :nd I am
duﬁ:m‘:m i A.\-dmgu.-w%.. Iiepk a‘?@ﬁ’. ; -~
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THIS HANDSOME FUR SCARF

Lady’s or Girl’s Size

wit Be GIVEN FREE

To anyone who will sell only 20 of our

polished
nickel open face case, the
back elaborately engrav-
ed, fancy mulled edge|§&
heavy bevelled crystal and %
keyless Wind, imported works, by
selling only 18 large packages of
Swe-t Poa Needs at 10e. each.
The packages are beautifully decor-
ated in 12 colors and each one con-
tains 42 of the rarest, pretticst and }4
most fragrant varieties In_every [iJ
imaginable color Everybody 43
buys. Pércy Bell, Little Rapids, ‘
Ont., sald: “The seeds sold like

wildfire™ A B0c, certificate free with each package. ™
Writo us Bost eard u»dnyafd we will send you the Seeds
postpaid. on't delay, Edward Gilbert, Petrolea, Ont,, sayss
1 received my watch in good condition. It is a daisy and I"
THE DOMINION

am vog mémoh"ples:ed wlth lt.;55 T FORONTO, Oont- A t l oc each_

o STEARM They are all beautifully printed, hand omely bound in very at-
5 ENGINE tractive covers, and each one contains 739 Choice Recpcs.

Every housekeeper will .bo_glad. to buy one, They are fully
worth 25¢, and we have sold thousands of them at 15¢ each.

Makes 300 Revolutions in &
minute. Lasyrunniog, switt and power-

tal, Strongly made of steel aud brass, At only 10c each you can sell the \x;hole 20 in half an hour.
’ h;ndlnomely nickel pln':d. 5 Has belt N -

whee], steam whistle and safety valve,

iron .’und, brass boiler and steam cheu: 8 e nd N O M On ey

steel pieton rod and Russian iron burner

& Simply drop us a card with your pame and address, and
e et [ b el we will mail the Cook Books postpaid. When sold return
you for seliing only 9 large, beauti- the money and we will promptly send you this beauti-
fully colored packages of Sweet Pea ful Fur Scarf, made of rich, fluffy, black Coney fur,
Seeds at_J0e. ecach, Every- over 40 inches long, and 6 inches wide, with 6 large
bofy: Ay Wi e full length brush tails, and a handsome neck chain.
sold the seeds in @ few minutes. The regular price in all fur stores is $3.00, and they
People sald they were fine.”” Write fully equal in appearance any $10.00 Fur Scarf. The
us & Dost card to-day and we only reason we can give them away for so little isbe-
will send ‘the Seeds postpaid, cause we bought the last of a manufacturer’s stock at
e e i a greatly reduced price. This is a grand chance for anyogirrl
ot e sl sl lady to get a handsome stylish fur for the rest of the Winter
ton, Onty, said s My Engine is & and next winter as well, without spending one cent.
beauty and a grand premium for so ‘0.
mm’"m Plupzs pieit Address, THE MAXWELL Co.,
GO, Dopt. 415 Toronto Dept. 429, Toronts,

““THE WATCH IS A DANDY

And takes the shine wherever it
oes.” Thatis what Leo, C. Gavin,
elcombe, Ont,, said about his
watch, and we bave hundreds of
other letters from delighted boys
who have received hands me watch-
es for selling only 1} doz, of vur
large beautiful packiges of fresh
Sweot Pea Seeds, the bost
in Canada, at X@c, each.

Every package is hand-

somely decorated  in 12

colors and contains 61 of

the rarest, prettiest and

most fra rant \arieties in

every imaginable color.

‘Write to-day and we will

send the Seeds, postpaid,

L §& for you to sell; o\Ldoz.

50¢.

¢ \ mediately send {m one of
. the handsomest wa'ches
you ever raw—with solid

gllver nickel case, nicely

engraved cdge, docorated

dial, heavy bevelled crystal

r o : hour, minute and seconds

hands, and reliable Ameri-

canmovement, With care It will last 10 years. Write
today sure, Seed Supply Co. Dipt. 432 Torountos

TALKS

LAUGHS

PLAYS
WHISTLES

EREE EASTE" "

Splendid Magic Laniern with
powerfullenses showing dozens
. of pictures in colors and
Real Steam Engine
withbrass boiler and

steam chest, steel 7
iston rod and fly
ghud, and Russian Jhig lllTATEs
lmnbur::rcompa}w R i < 5
ment, EIVen OF who want to earn a
sellingony L doz, £ X This 1s.an Honest Business Proposition to Boys & Birls & crapnosicns
L e R ” by giving us one hour of their time, . Tt isnot a *‘fake’*for wo do just what wo Say, and will give $100.00 to any person
Sweel ea who can prove to the contrary, Itis not s $oy instrument run by a crank, but a xonume cl
Soeds st 10c. plays all the latest songs and music equal in tone 10 any $50.00 machine made. All you have to
each. Thepackages pame and address and we willmail you pestpaid 8 doz, of our large. beautiful, fast-selling paek:
ars beantifully decorated in 12 colors, and cach one contains 42 Beeds to sell at 10¢. ¢ They are the largest packages ever sold for 10c. and cach one contains the finest wixturo in the
of the rarest, prettiest and mipst fragrant varieties, of every world, Ovexr GO different varisties, all large, flowering, sweet smelling, ‘beautitully cgoreg. ‘When sold, return the
{maginable co'or. WOU can sell 3 and 4 packages money and we will promptly send you this full size yeal Self-Playing Gr D t is & hand:
in every house; A 50c,certificate free with each package. instrument, strong, well made and fit for any parlor. Tt has a full size aluminum reproducer, in every respect the samo
Write us & post eard to-day and we will mail the Seeds post- a8 those furnished on the highest priced Graphoph and as a detached vavm sells for $5.00. The speed
id, When sold return $1.20 and we will forward immediately/ ovenor springs and bearings are exactly the same as in $50.00 machines, ith every gn&hophone we
the Lantern and Engine. The DO O Eiusical and one Song Record, your choice trom hundreds of selections including iawath ella, Always in
BEED ©O0., DEPT 402 TORONTO, ONT. thn Way, Evening Chimes in the Mountains, O1d Black Joe, Farmyard Medley (with farmyard and fanimal imitations),
Who Threw the Overalls in Mrs Murphy's Chowder, Japanese War March, Band Selection, The Bygler's 1m, Banjo
1 v ALU ABLE RlNG Solns&. oh-,.nd Wokl;zimtv. m;ery boy nim‘l girl wmad%}z&%lh th;:l iGrspl::lg'ml.]Sne.l ?!ousm]a éneen . vzgg fa;nny 't;mi
| \ riends and make lots of money giving concer rite ay. [dress The'Dominion Seed Co,, De: 'oror
,? AND f: Y giving ¥ + Dep nto
. GOLD WATCH z .
Big Magic Lantern BEAUTIFUL PRESEMTS FREE
% GIRES!?
» Weo trust
All we ask you 1o doisto o / you with
aengofourlnge beau- 0 : : = 10 large
- o Z beausifuls
~ i 2
. " i " ackages
» 4 A (2 gs 1 to
: v . each. For
o your trouble we will give
¥ : beantiful gold finished € pal
ng also a Gold or Silver 4

cotposition, full size curb chain
Braecelet. Remember, yougt both the Ring and
Bracejet for solling only 10 packages. Kvery
buys our Seeds. They aro the easiest sellers ever
(S Sty Mt Ml Oue B o
: wndt:;otx“\’ rltom: all the seeds 53
you the serds postpall
Package. Do

A Goe. certifieato f
minion Sced Co., Dept 401 Toronta

| WETRUSTYoU

f you write at
once for the Eeeds we will give you an ODWWWM:
elegant Gold-finished double Hunting Caser Wate! «

Geotleman's size, Free, in nddmo:m {,‘?,,,u Rin, .. Ag}lren \ °:

Prizo Seed Co, Dept. 441 Toromto, Ont W%gh 2 doz. large

colored €3 of 5
T T \TL % Poa Soeds to sell ‘om%t: A
- @HE ‘NORTHERN MESSENGER’ is printed and published e A8 : o m';;:-:n' 0 “F:!' b{:\l:m‘iﬁ:x wo

’ every Week at the * Witness' Building, at the corner of Craig s With Gold hands on which o s ‘."’z‘fc:;
and BS. Peter strosts, in the city of Montreal, by Joha e Lo a Cupa Cryutai lau dog matls oflacquarsd Dith buds and leaves s iegantiy

Redpath Dougall and Frederick Eugeao Dougall, both of o 1amp and largo assoriment of colored. siidss. . Heet thing Robinson, Povasson. Onty savat oty

Monteeal. P : ety ey St g R R BT walshisd porioct beauiy. " Wiite s

AU Bato ications thould be addressed *Johg | - fully-eolored packages of Sweet Pea Seeds, the best in the . & Rost Card today and w0 il

ust g world, to sell at 10c. each. Return us the money received aud cenﬁm free wri s

Doagail: ¥ Soni: and sl letters o Lha. editor: shoyid be e T e L oDt T Gracie Brown, Cheverle, NS., said :*1 scid
_addressed Editor of the ‘ Northern Measenger.’ nﬂmmi‘ 417 TORONTO, ONTARLS in o few minutes.” T3 E
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