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‘ Oh, mother,it'is Bewilderingly beautiful,
a veritable, dréam of 16veliness, and so be-:
coming :t‘q:_; me they all; §a.y',’. exclaimed. Rose;
Carmen,” her. fresh, ‘sweet -face protesting-
against the need of embellishments to add:
to its own youthful beauty.” ' s
. ‘I do.mot doubt it, Rose, dear, said her-
mother gently, ‘but ten dollars seems like
a good 'Heal.“of money to 1')1“1'1: into such a.:
small bit of ribbons and floweérs.’ . o
. ¢ But’it:fits my.head, mother mine," laugh~
ed Rose, ‘and the tiny bit of brains inside,’
she added; tipping her pretty, golden head
significantly.” - - S
‘Well,” you must decide that-matter for
yourself, . Mrs. Carmen replied, indulgently,
as Rose;tripped lightly out of the room, her
- keepinig” with the. sunshine

‘ ,,S.ati;ncvl‘é;y week before Ea_‘st'gzr.;-
d"just: feturned from the roind-
~stores, her little head, as’,

she sa th™ the «vision , of . the ...
marvels-of ‘beauty th:it" their windows con-
tained..:;.So-long."ds"she could remempber,

shé . had, never.ifailed to-biossom ont in a
new outfit at: Haster. " “Already her new
Easter suit.was Well under way, at her dress-;
malker's, " and- the ten-dollar bill that still
nestled in her. pocketbook"was begging Fard

 to be exchangéd for- that ! dreamn’ of a liat
to. which. she had taken such -a,fancy. Her - ; b
“honor him ‘With' the gifts bestowed upon

parents were by no means wealthy,, but’they

‘were in- Véry ° comfortable . circumstances, .

able to;provide liberally for:their daughter's

" comforts, though it was seidoni that they if-
7 dulged veitheri h

T themselves in. useless

-léaving only the tén dollars and a solitary

7T "M Carmén Was'a'Wise father; and wish- -
ing "t6 ‘téach his® dalightér economy 'as’
el 'ds business, h€ began, at a very early

age, :-‘fg give her a certain allowande, .out’ of
which she was to clothe herself and pay all -

-her own sundry littlé bills, including her”

dotiations-'to the church and charitable ob-’
jects.” ' As usual, the ‘Easter 'suit had been’
bouzht from her own little bank account,’

lalf déllar for the hat and her contribitions. :
" Rose was neither-vain nor extravagant, but
shé did like pretty things, and to her artistic

" eye nothing had ever seemed quite so beauti-"

ful as that 'bit of feminine perfection in the
shapé ‘of a” hat, down in Madame Unstol's
window. -~ Still,"Ner conscience was not just -
exactly at-rést on the subject, and later in
the evening she expressed her opinion to:
her .mother by saying, ‘Ten dollars does
seem a good deal for a young girl with a
limited. allowance to pay for a bonnet, but it
is for Edstef, you krow, and nothing is too-
good or” beautiful to ‘Wear in honor of the
resurrection ‘of “our precious Christ’  Her-
éyés glowed while she spoke, for she had’
leafnéd to love the” Saviouf, ‘and was try-’
ihg"t6 honor Him" by a Christly living.

<A1l nature i§ burstinginto new life and
bezaiity .to greet the Baster dawn, and I feel -
that I can not ‘wear anything half lovely.
enough to welcome the risen Christ when he
comes to his own in the glad resurrection
gervice. . ‘Don’t you agree with me, mother,
dearest 2’ . - - . I
¢ Yes;. if that is the way he wishes you to

you,’ returned Mrs. Carmen; - ..

T Rose longed-to ask her -if - she "doubted
this; but fearing thaf hér answer might not
beé. in -accordance with her own desire, she
contented heérself with her expressed wish,
: : -

T oS e, ::‘~.r_~-.'.- Setaae ot . o e e ~‘. c
and went ‘to her rosom to dream over the:’

delight in” store for her when- h'e'f.de‘si're

should become a réality, = - o

. 1 -

‘v’_l‘hexie was a strange minister in their pul-’
pit the mext day. He had just returded -
from a'visit to the home missionary stations"
in the North West, and tear§ rolled down:
the cheeks of many of his listeners as he
repeated the pathetic stories of the’ priva-’

* tions of the heroic laborers in the famine- -

stricken ‘parts of the far North West. One
m particular came home with -peculiar force
to the Sunday-school of Easterville, -since’
it related to the particular missionary whom

the school had undertaken to help support,

and the promised amount had not been paid
in full. R T
‘The missionary himself had been a class-
mate of Dr. H ~in his college days, and
had married a lady of superior education

and refinement.-. .And a lady he found her =

still, presiding over the cabin in the woods
with all-the grace and sweetness that had
charmed . visitors in her. father’s luxurious-.
home a score of years before. The little

cabin to which he had been so warmly wel-

comed, a few days previous, contained but
one fair-sized room, which served in the

_triple capacity of living-room, dining-room

and sleeping apartment for the family of six,
A Jadder in one corner led to the pastor’s
study in the garret, and a little lean-to shed
answered for the kitchen, where what little
food they possessed was prepared. ’
.The meal to which he sat down that even-
ing consisted of corn-bread and. sorghum
molasses: and though the coffee had been

' prepared with the most gkilful hands, it was

impossible to neutralize the unmistakable -
" scent of rye that pervaded it.
salary was two full quarters .behind, and: -

The pastor’s |

‘the grocers-and merchants had refused to
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trust him longer, because he ha.d failed to;;
-This was a .’

‘make the payments promxsed
phase of the- bad results of non-pa.yment
that troubled the mlssionary greatly, Innder-

ing his worlk and mﬂuence by begettmg.
. distrust in his business methods and pro-"-

mises

* The children’s clothing was scant -and thin.

‘and their shoes badly worn—so badly ine
deed as to hazard theit health if they step-
ped outside of the cabin. ~But in the midst

of all.these privations and trials and suffer-

ings, from other peoples mjustlce, not. a
. harsh word was spoken of- ‘those who were
responsible for the Qiscomforts,. it may be
the very lives, of the stricken famﬂy
Remembering the solitary half dollar in
Ler purse, intended for an Easter offering,
Rose blushed to think of how its companion,
the ten dollar bill, was to be spent. She
understood now what her mother had meant
when she said, ‘ Yes; if that is the way he
wishes you to honor him with your possess-
jons, and she knew, too, that it had been
self-love instead of Christ-love that had
prompted her to think of honoring the
Master by beautifying her body, while so
many of his little ones were suffering for
the very necessaries of life. Even hefore
service closed she had decided that the bill
and silver sheuld exchange places, and a
good night's sleep only- confirmed thé de-
cision. She said nothing to any one on the

subject, howevnr, and when, after Monday’s .

breakfast and work were out of the way,
she came down gtairs dressed for the street,
- and paused at the door of the living-room
to say that she was going up to Miss Hom S,
her mother sighed, thinking that the elder’s
appeal had been lost on her.

Fifteen minutes later she was back Wlth
a tmy package in her. -hand, and .when her
mother suggested that it. was entxrely too

gmall to represent a modern hat, she ex- B

claimed ¢ Mother, do you think that I could
put ten dollars into a hat after hearing what
" I did about our sufferers yesterday ? Heve
is a little flower to replace the faded one on
my winter hat,’ she added, producing a bunch
of violets. ‘It cost thirty-five cents, and 1s
so natural as to be almost fragrant.

“The ten dollars shall be my Daster ofter-
ing, and, oh, mother, how I wish I had not‘
spent the balance of the twenty-five for my
new dress,” Rose lamented, thinking of ths
urfinished Easter gown that had so recently
been a delight. ‘How much comifort that
fifteen dollars would have purchased for
that poor, sick girl.

‘And I am glad that my beauty-loving
dzughter has grace to-enable her to delight
in giving her best” to that One who gave, his
best for her,’ said Mrs. Carmen, gently. -

‘If you can do all that, I think some of

"‘the rest of us can sacrifice a little to send
pew gladness into the weary hearts _wa.iting
and watching in that far away home, where
plenty has long since ceased to exist,’ said
Mrs. Carmen, gently. ‘We must do some-
thing’ And what they did, that bhappy
'family in bleak Dakota knew some weeks
later.

Rose’s enthusmsm was contaglous, and
the ten dollars, so dehghteflly given as an
Haster offering, acted as a magnet in at-
tracting the gifts which swelled the contri-
butions to such an extent that at least one
home missionary - received the ‘hire’ for

_the labor so faithfully performed, and so

long expected.
o ———— e ——t.

Teacher, make good use of your oppor-

tunities to impress religious truths ‘upen

your scholars, Your influence as a teacher
over their minds and hearts gives you a
wonderful lever in shaping their characters
for future usefulness and happiness.

A

Dwarfs in the Kam uen D1s= :

- trict, West Afrxca.

(By Oscar Roberts ot the. American Presby— )
: ’ ,=overlooked in‘a country where everythmg

teman Mission.}”

"Most of these people are smaller than their
Bakoko and Mabeya’ neighbors, but ot all,

- ag 'the dwarf women are sométimes mar-

ried into these tribes.” They deserve tlhe
name dwarf more from the” similarity of
thelr habits to the true dwarfs further m-
land. .

“They live a Wa.ndermg, Indxan-hke life, -

hunting. They have nets one hundréd and
twenty feet long and. three or ‘four feet high,
a number of which they stretch (hrough
the bush, and the men, women and children
drive the game into these mets. They are
experts in trapping, too. 'They do not
stay in one place long enough to plent, so
they trade their game to their agrienltural
neighbors for vegetable food. These Mabeya
head men have a certain kind of ownership

- over them, sometlmes furnishing them with

powder and guns and mnefs and a vary little
cloth for their game during the time they
are in that community. When not success-
ful in the hunt they must depend upon the
wild plants, nuts, honey, which they know
so well how to find. They often have a
feast, and more often a famine.

Their sheds are from fifteen to fifty feet
long, the leaf roof touching the ground on
one side and being about four feet and a
half high on the other side. . Where there
are large trees the roofs are made of the
bark of a tree four or five feet in diameter,
which often does not have time to crack and
leak before the dwarfs want to move. Under
these sheds are the, pole beds, supported
by forked sticks four-or five inches from the
ground, There is a space left for a fire
between every two beds. If they have any
boses or small tin trunks, they.keep them
hid in.the bush; there is nothing to be seen
unless they have a pot, or bowl, or basket,
a net or gun or a native ax; and no one man
is rich enough to possess all these. They
can move all their possessions. on. fifteen
minutes’ notice; may be living here to-day
and twenty miles away to-morrow. Three
moves do not equal one fire with them.

For amusement a man goes through a
violent form of exercise, trying to move as
many of the muscles of his body at one time
as possible, the spectators clapping . their
hands and calling, béating on sticks and
their drums during the performance.

They seem to believe 'in one Supreme
Peing who is good and kind, but of course

Jhave no-definite ‘knowledge of him. They

fear the spirits of the departed, and are
said to move at once from a place where
one of their number has died. They fear
and try to appease many evil spirits, one
of which takes a dreadful form for hig
punishment. Among the Mabeyas near
here I know of but one blind man; yet it is
the rule to find one blind man in 'a com-
munity of from fifteen to +fifty dwarfs, and
sometimes as many as three blind ones, made
blind some might by the agent of this evil

spivit as a punishment for some offense.

| Miss MacClean, a lady of Glasgow, has
given the funds for the work for thesc peo-
ple. It is the purpose to establish a station

. about ninety miles from the beach, doing re-

gular station work with the Mabeya-speak-
ing people there, and at the same time doing

- everything possible for the speedy evange- -

lization of these wandering people, But
the workers are needed, men with good con-
stitutions and a-real love for itinerating

‘bush travel. If a man has a love for plants

and insects and birds, so much the better.
These people might be able to show him a

medical property 01. some of the plants ‘they,
know that would be- helpful to -all. . The
power to shoot a parrot out.of a high ‘tree
with-a Winchester ought’ not to be lightly

15 Jeaten ‘from a snake to a monkey.

How the dear Lord will reveal himself to
the man who Will recognize the indwelling
presence of his Spirit by-letting- him. be .the

strength for the bush’ travel.and. exposure in-

evangelizing - these people He - seems,, Lo
have added a peculiar-joy to such work.ffrom
the very fact that their need is so great.and
not 50 easily reached. 'Where are his ser-

.vants who will give the pnce for that joy.%

-t Independent . . e

~ James Davies. )

There are misers and gluttons in-the in- -

tellectual world as well as in the material—
persons - that ‘gorge themselves with-intel-
lectual stores,.and lay out little or none of

them for the benefit of their fellows. Thése

persons - are -one step higher, in point of

nobility, than the literal glutton and the ™

literal miser; but essentially they belong
to the same class. It is a mode of life that
ought to-be. shunped. If we only begm soon,
we shall be sure to find that much-though
men differ in their capacities and their.op-
portunities ‘of being useful to others, there
is-no man, truly in earnmest, who may not
accomplish very great results in this direc-
tion. Take as an instance the case of a

Welsh schoolmaster but little kuown to

gemeral fame. For fifteen years .James
Davies pursued thé occupation of a weaver,
and for another fifteen that of a pedler and

merchant. Moved by the love of Christ apd
the desire of doing good, he then enteréd
on the occupatxon of a schoolmaster. Aftér

‘a ‘féw years in a comfortable situation he

remmoved to a wild and neglected place fo
which his attention had often Dbeen‘ drawn
in his walks as a. pedler, the Devauden,

where he enjoyéd an irregularly paid income-
of from£15 to£20, and besides performing.

most successfully the duties of teacher, made
himself a great use in the district in  a
variety of ways. He visited the poor, and
supplied them, when destitute, with blankets
and linen; gave to every farm servant a
‘copy of the hible; spent £15 on one occasion
on an edition of Pike's ‘ Persuasives to Early
Piety, and distributed two hundred copies
of his ‘ Parvental Care;’ shared his bed and
home with a poor laborer who had no other
shelter; repaired a dilapidated church in one

place and fitted up a schoolroom for wor- .

ship in another, and at the age of eighty,
when the placé he had done so much for
had become civilized and comfortable, went
out to a fresh wild field of labor, where
death-cut him down after two years of exer-
tion. If you ask bow it was possible for

him to accomplish so much good, the answer .

is that he was thoroughly devoted to Lis

work, and that to supply himself with the

requisite means, besides his profession as a
teacher he reclaimed some waste land, culti-
vated a garden with great industry, 1eared
pigs and poultry at his cottage, and carried

on.a small trade as a dealer in flour. His

life is certainly one of the most remarkable

instance I have ever met with, of what good
may be done by making the most of every-

thing.—Rev. Garden Blaikie, D.D.

The Find-the-Place Ale‘nan,ac:.

——

" TEXTS IN NUMBERS.

"April 15, Sun.~Hath "He spoken, and
shall He not make it good ?

April 16, Mon.—All that the Lord speak—
eth, that I must do.

April 17, Tues.—There shall come a star
out of Jacob

April 18, Wed.—A sceptre shall rise out
of Israel.

April 19, Thurs.-—Behold I gzve unto him
my covena.nt of peace,

April 20, Fri.—They have wholly fol-
lowed the Lnrd

April 21, Sat—I the Lord dwell amone
the children of Israet,
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Black Rock
(A tale of the, Selklrks, by Ra.lph Connor)
CHAPTER XI. —Contmued v

By this time Craig ‘'was standing before
er, his face deadly pale. When she came

to the end of her words, he said, in a voice

low,” sweet, and thrilling with emotion—
“¢Ah, if you only knew ! Do not -make
‘me forget myself.. You do not guess what
you.are doing.’ :
‘What am I doing?
know, but that you tell me easily "to go 7

.She was struggling’ with the tears she was

too proud to let him see.
“He put his .hands resolutely behind hlm,
" looking at her as if studying her face for the

dropped her eyes, and the warm color came
slowly up into her neck and face; then,

as if with a sudden .resolve, she lifted her.

eyes to his, and loohed back at him un-

flinchingly.
‘He started; surprxsed drew slowly near,

put his hands uwpon her shoulders, surprise -

glving place to wild joy. She never moved
her eyes; they drew him towards her. He
took her face between his hands, smiled in-
to her eyes, kissed her lips. ~ She did not
move; ho stood’ back from her, threw up
. his head, and laughed aloud, She came to
him, put her head upon his breast; and
" lifting up her face-said, ¢ Kiss me.’ He put

his arms about her, bent down and kissed

her lips again, and then _reverently " her
brow. . Then putting her back from’ him,
but stﬂl holding both her hands, he eried—

‘No! you shall not 80
let you 8o’ i s

She gave ‘a- little' srgh of content and,
smlhng up at him, .said— -

‘I can go now’;--but-even as she’ spoke
the ﬂush died from her fa.ce, a.nd she shud~
dered.

‘Never !’ he almost shouted; °nothing
ghall take you away. We shall work here
together.’

*Ah, if we could, if we only could,” she
gad piteously.

‘Why not ?’ he demanded fiercely.

‘You will send me away. You will say
it is right for.me to go,’ she.replied sadly. °

‘Do we not love each other ?’ was his

impatient answer,
© *Ah! yes, love,
not all’
‘No !’ cried. Craig; ‘but love is.the best.’
‘Yes !’ she said sadly; ‘love is the best.
" and -it Ig' for love's sake we' wxll do 'the
best.’

she said; ‘but love is

‘ There is no better work . tha.n here :

Surely this is best’ and he pictured his
plans before her. - She listened eageriy.

£Oh !.if it should be right,’ she cried, ‘I
will do what you say. ~You are good, you

" are wise, you shall tell me.

‘She. could not have recalled” him better.
He stood silent some moments, then burst
out passuonately

‘Why then has love come to us ? We
did not seek it. Surely love is of God
Does God/mock us ?’

He threw himself into his chair, pouring
out his words of pa.ssmnate protestation.
She listened, smiling, then came to .him
aud touching his hair as a mother mlght
her child’s, said—

- ‘Oh, I am very ha.ppy', I was . afraid
you would not care, and. I could not bear to
go that way/’ ] ’

¢You shall not go,” he cried aloud, as if
in pain. ‘Nothing can make that right.’

But she only said, ‘ You shall teld :mwe- to

‘What -is there to.

Under his searching look she’

I shall never‘

‘monow You ca.nnot ‘see to-mght buf )cu

will see and ‘you" WxI tell. me.’

looked lono' into" her _‘eyes, then turned
abruptly away . and went out,

‘She- stood where he left her for some mo-
ments, her face radiant, ‘and her hands
pressed upon her heart. Then she came
toward my room.
with' my painting, but as 1 logked up. and
met her eyes she ﬂushed slightly,\and sard——-

‘1 quite forgot you.’ ‘

‘So it appeared to me.

“You heard ? «

‘And saw,’ I replied boldly

‘Oh, I am so glad and ‘thankful’
‘Yes, it was rather consxderate of me.’
.*Oh, I don’t mean that,’ the flush deopen-
ing; ‘I am glad you know.’
‘I have known some time.

‘How could you? I only knew to-day
myself.’ -

‘I have eyes.’ - She flushed again.

‘Do you mean that people——' she began
anxiously. : .

‘No; I am not “people.” I have eyes,
and my eyes have been opened.’

‘Opened ?’ -

‘Yes, by love.’

Then I told her openly how, weeks ago, I
struggled with my heart and mastered it,
for T saw it was vain to love her, because
she loved a better man who loved her in
return,

‘I am sorry.’

fDon’t worry,, I  said cheerfully !
didn’t break my hea.rt, you know; I stOpped
it in “time.

S ¢‘Qh ! she said,” shghtly d1sappomted
then her lips began' to twitch; and she: went
oft“into a fit of hysterical laughter. -

‘ Forgive’ me, she said humbly; ‘but you

_ speak as if it had been a fever.

‘Fever is nothing to it I waid solemnly.
‘It was a near thing.’ At which she went
off again. I was glad to see her laugh.
It gave me time to recover my equilibrium,
and it .relieved her. intense emotional strain.
So I rattled on some nonsense about Craig
and myself till' I saw she was giving no heed,
but thinking her own thoughts: and what
these were it was not hard to guess.

Suddeniy she broke in upon my talk—

‘He will tell me that I must go from him,’

‘I hope he is no such fool,’ I said em-
phatically and somewhat rudely, I fear; for

I confess I was impa.t1ent with the very.

possibility of separation for these two, 1o
whom love meant so much. Some people

-take this sort of thing easily and some not

s0 easily; but love for a woman like this
comes once only to 2 man, and then he car-
ries it with him through the length of his
life, and warms his heart with it in death.

: And when a man smiles or sneers at such

love as this, I pity him, and say no word,
for my speech ‘would be in an unknown
tongue So my heart was sore as I sat
looking up at this woman who. stood before
me, overﬂowmg with joy of her new love,
and dully conscious of the coming palin.
But I soon found it was va.m to urge my

,opimon that she should remain and share

the work and hfe of the man she loved.
She only answered—

“¢You will help him all you can, for 1t_'

w111 hurt him to ‘have’ me go.’
’ The quwer in her voice took out all the
anger from my heart, and -before I knew
I had pledged myself to do all I could to
help him,

But when I came upon him that mght

(&I R, LS
.51ttmg in’ the llght of hxs ﬁre, I saw he must o

_'g both her hands,'
She found "me busy’

. ‘It would
“have been rude to interrupt, you see.

She looked at me shyly and smd—_

"God ! nothing can' take that away.

be let aloae.. . Some- ba.ttles we_ fight. side
by sule, with comrades’ cheermg us a.nd
being cheered to victory; - but there are
fights where lives are.lost and won. So
I could only, lay my band upon his shoulder
without a word. He looked up quickly,
read my face, and said, with a groan— -

‘I could not help it. But why groan ?’

‘She will think it right to go,’” he sa.ld
despau‘mgly

‘ Then you must think for her, you ‘must
bring some common-sense to bear upon the
question.’ '

‘You know.’

‘I cannot see clearly, yet’ he saxd
llght w11_1 come.’

‘For an hour I talked, eloquently; even

‘the

-vehemently urging the reason and-right of.

my opinion. She would be doing no more’
than every woman does, no more than she
did before; her mother-in-law had a com-
fortable home, all that wealth could pro-
cure, good servants, and friends; the estates
could be managed without her personal
supervision; after a few years’ work here
they would go east for little Marjorie's edu~
cation; why should two hVEh be broken?—
and so I went on. :

He ‘listened carefully, even eagerly. -

fYou make a good case,’ he said, with a
slight smile. ‘I will lake time. Perhaps
you are right, The light will come, Surely
it will come. But,’ and here he sprang up
and stretched his arms to full length above
his head, ‘I am not sorry, whatever comes -
I am not sorry. It is'great to have - her
love, but greater tp love her as' I do. Thank
) -1 am
willing, glad to suffer for the joy of loving
her.’ '
Next morning, before 1 was awake, he

. was gone, leaving a note for me:—

‘My dear Connor,—I am due at the
Landing.' . When I see you again I -think
my way will be clear. Now all is dark.
At times I am a coward, and often, as you
sometimes kmdly inform me, an ass; but
I hope'I may:never become a mule.

I am willing to be led, or want to be, at

any rate. I must do the best—not second
best—for her, for me. The best only is
God’s will. What else would you have ?

Be good to her these days, dear oid fellow
Yours, .
' . CRAIG.
How often those words ha,ve ‘braced me
he will never know, but I am a better man
for them: ‘The best only is God's will
What else would you have ?' I resolved
I would rage and fret no more, and that I
would worry Mrs. Mavor with no more a.rgu-
ment or expostulation, but, as my friend h.ad
aeked Be good to her

(To be Continued. )

The Most Helpful Books.

A young man just commencing business
for himself, writing to the editor of the
‘New York Tribune’ for guidance in his
position ‘of employer, and also to ask if he
knew. of any books that would help. h1m,
received the following reply: ' ‘The very
best single treatise is the New Testament,
and next lo this is the book of Proverbs.’
The best business man we ever knew mem-
orized the entire book of Proverbs at twenty-
two, and when he -became an employer him-
self, gave a'copy-of the book to every em-
ployee, Wwith -a friendly inscription com

" mending it as ari-admirable business guide..

‘8. 8. Times.’



Child Life in Kexico.

Come with me on a journey to the warm
sunny southland of Mexico. . As we walk
along the streets, and in fhe parks of tte
cities, you will see some children bemitifully
dressed; carrying elegent French dolls, rid-
ing expensive bicycles, or playing with other
cestly toys. But see how many raore of
the children are in rags, their fest bare,
fsces and hands.dirty, hair unksmpt, and
so hungry that.they will run lo pick up
any piece of bread or bit of fruit that is
thrown into the street. It is with these
children of the poor I -wish to make vou
acquainted to-day.

‘Let us visit them in their homes.
careful where you step, for there is much
miud and dirt! What smells !" They almost
male one sick. -Look into that doorway.
You see a small yard where pigs, chickens,
cats, dogs, and. babies are rolling in the
fiith. .~ Bach of the rooms.you see opening
into the yard is the home of a separate
. family. The;ﬂoors are of beaten earth, and
nearly always damp. There is little or no
furniture. A straw mat serves as bed, and
a2 roll of old rags for pillow; and at night
all-the clothes worn during the day. Their
pet animals sleep in the same room with
the rest, and the doors are cloged tight.
The wonder is that they do not all die of
suffceation before morning. ’

At mealtime they squat on the ground
around the little charcoal fire, and eat out
of the two or.three dlshes m which the
food has been cooked.

On the straw mat, among some rags; is
]ying the baby, only a few monthsold. How
dirty ! It looks as though its face had not
been washed for days. . Perhaps it-never
had a bath. Its clothes are just pieces of
old cloth or calico—a littie shirt, a calico
waist, and perhaps an old apron wrapped
about its legs; nmo pretty long flannel skirt
to keep baby warm, not even a piece of
blanket for covering, poor little thing!

" In some houses I have seen the baby
swinging in what is called a hammock. This
consists of a frame made of four boards
fastened together at the cormers, to the
bottom of which is loosely nailed a piece of
strong cloth, which is allowed to sag slightly
in the middle. Short ropes are tied to the
four corners, meeting about two feet above
the centre, where they are all fastemed to
a long rope, which is attached to.the rafters
overhead. Often the smallest child in the
family is seen swinging this box-like cradle.

In the streets the women generally carry
their babies strapped tight to the back in
the folds of their long rebozo; the little
head and legs bob up and down, till I have
often wondered that they did not come off.
Sometimes baby is tied with equal tightness
to the mother’s breast, thus leaving the
hands free for other work.

Even quite small children have to work.
Ono day I saw a woman carrying a big
basket on her bhack., It must have been
heavy, as she had to grasp it with both
hands, and so could not lead her child, a
little girl only two years old who trudged
by her side, also carrying a bundle on her
little back. ‘Mamma, mamma, I am tired;
it is so heavy, she was saying. ‘Yes; but
hurry, and we will soon be there,’ replied
the-mother; and on they went.

Children of seven or eight- have to take
care of their younger brothers and sisters.
Even those not more than five or six will
he seen carrying babies so heavy that they
can barely stagger along under the burden.
~ The girls in the home bave to grind the
corn for tortillas (corn-cakes), carry water,
and help in other ways. The boys also have

*Be’
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their tasks, which, however, they shlrk as’
“often as possible, which they seem’ to like
better than anything® else.

Tt many -parts of the country there are

no schools, and the: cl&xldren grow up with-
out learning how t6%read and write; but
they soon learn how to' lie and steal, .and
to consider it more honorable to “beg than
to- work, to be lazy and dirty, and to drink

pulque, which malkes them drunk and stupid.

‘As a rule, they are not very obedient to
their parents——or to anyone else, for that
matter. They often quarrel among them-

selves, and seem to be always irying to do’

all the harm or mischief they can to others.
But there are some among these children
of the poor who are kind, patient, happy,
loving little ‘ helpers,’ just such as we find
in other lands.

T#hat do they play ? Boys have marbles
and tops, and the ‘cup and ball’ similar to
that played by the little Bskimos, only the
Mexican way seems simpler. The ball is
attached. by a string, and the-boys try to
throw it so as to catch it on either the point
or cup end of the stick. Mimic bull-fighting
is a great amusement. One boy aclts as
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MEXICAN CHILDREN.

* bull,’ the others vave red handierchiefs or
blankets before the bull, to anger him; then
hé darts one way or another to catch his
tormentors. On the ranches, lagsoing is-a
great sport. Little boys of four begin by
catching the cat or dog with a rope that has
a long open slip-knot. Tabby starts to
run, but the boy throws the rope, and pussy
is fast by the leg or neck. Chickens, goats,
calves, and colts afford the boys plenty of
cpportunities for practice, so that it is no
wonder Mexicans become so skilful with the
lariat. - The girls play house and dofl, as
do little girls the world over.

1If this article were not already too long,
I might say a good deal about the sports
connected with different religious feasts.
Tor example, on St. John’s Day the Iittle
. boys are all dressed like soldiers; on the
Day of the Dead ‘innumerable toys are on
sale in the plazas, representing. Death, evil
spirits, skeletons, skulls, coffins, ete, and
even the candies and cakes are made in the
same hideous shapes. The Satur day folow-
ing Good Friday, fireworks representmg
‘Judas are hung across the streets, and at

ten o'clock are exploded, to the gréat de-

light of the children.—Wilma J Brown, in
¢ Silver Link.. .

" still and lifeless on the curtain.

. if he would answer!
 sometimes with a thump as if he were Kick-

Our Easter Butterﬂy.
~{By Nelly ' S. thte, m ! The chdent )

- 'This is a true story. I]arly in January
of last year my little friend Olive came
home from a visit to San Jose. As ghe
came in I noticed that she deposxted upon
iha table with great care a brown pa.per .
bag, saying as she did so, ‘ There's SOme~ )
thing wonderful in that bag' ' 8o excxted
was she that she could searcely. wmt to re-
move her cloak and hat. Then she -open-
ed the bag and allowed me to peep in.

It was so seldom our quiet, demure Olive
was excited over anything that I fully ex- .
pected to see something very pretty. It was .
therefore a surprise to see only six little dry,
hard, brown balls, o larger than bird's
eggs. As I picked one up rather gmgerly,
she exclaimed, ‘Oh do be careful, please;
there’s a live worm in it!’

Then I knew it was 2 cocoon, and n°ca.'ne
interested,

A friend had given them to Ohve, telling
her to lay them away, and in a few weeks
they would work out of their shells and be~’
come butterflies. Some of them were at-
tached to twigs, and we picked out the.

. largest one and hung it in the folds of.a

curtain. 'The rest we laid away in an un-
used room and forgot them. Hvery day we
Jooked at the gqueer brown cocoon hanging
- We even
shook it occasionally and urged it to go to’
work and dig out, but it gave no answer.
One day, when we had become a little dis-
gusted because Sir Worm was so content
with his gloomy quarters, I gave the ball an
extra hard shake, when—Oh wonder ! From
within' came an answering -thump, as if it
were trying to say, ‘If you .stupid people
will let me alonme, I can manage my OWR

‘aiffairs; the same Hand that taught me to

spin my hard brown house will teach me
also how to open the door.” What raspect
we had then for the little creature! How
cavefully we watched the twig lest it should
break ! How gently we shook him to see
And he always did;

ing the walls, and sometimes as if he feit
tired. Often he worked so vigorously that
it would make his brown house wobble about
in a funny manner.

Then we thought of the five cocoons left
on the table upstairs, and went up to shake
them also; but not one responded. Plainly, -
they were all dead! So we devoted our at<
tention to big ‘Jumbo,” as we.named him.
How he did work! His thump, thump on
the shell sounded like the heart-throbs of a
frightened child; but not the tiniest opening
appeared. Some days he seemed to be
asleep, and then neither Olive nor I could .
induce him to speak to us.

One day, during the Lenten season, Olive
seemed to be thinking earnestly; then she

turned to me with her brown eyes full of

eager excitement, saying: ‘Wouldn't it be
wonderful and lovely if he should come out
Taster morning ? I wonder if he will.? You
know, she added, after a pause, ‘it would
be like Jesus coming out of the tomb,
I looked thoughtfuuy at the queer hrown
cocoon hanging there, and, as if the litlle
life within guessed my thoughts it gave 2
quick, glad throb; and I wished, Ob,
earnestly, that the miracle of life spnng—
ing from death might be ours to witness on .
the Easter morning. ,
The days sped by, and lengthened .into
weeks. Nature put on her green gal‘ments,
and the birds twittered gently to each other
that the resurrection morn was near. (ame
holy week‘; and .that sad, sad day. called
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¢ Good- I‘nday, "the day on whlch Jesus hung
on the cruel cross; then Saturday, on ‘which
he lay quietly in the grave.

© " AN this time our friend remained shut
fast in his shell, and though he werked
without ceé).sing, there was no sign of the
‘walls Dreaking. And when, at last, the
Easter day dawned, and we ran expectantly
to see if the mlra.cle had been wrought, we
were doomed to ‘disappointment. Tor

there on the white curtain hung the cocoon,

hard and brown and motionless, e must

have sbared our feelmgs, for not a swn .

would he - give of life. )

" 'What made us suddenly think of the
cocoons upstairs ? Olive and I rushed up
together into the room. * There they lay, all
‘of them, just as we had left them. But
what is this ? One of them broken and
empty !
room, and there, above our heads, hung a
‘beautiful butterfly! It was a soft, pale
brown color with rings of gold on its
_ wings. Its body was covered with down

and its feelers were extended, as if gro'ping :

in the dark. - Trembling, exultant, flushed
with new-found life; it hung there motion-
less, scarcely daring to move lest it @ht
- find itself back in its dark prison !
Carefuly I placed my hand under it, and
it settled down quietly upon it., Then we
carried it down stairs and placed it on a
velvet cushion, where it clung, still motion-
less.-
and laid them beside it; then we covered it
with a large glass case and carried it to
God’s house. ~There amid the fragrance of
the lilies, with the grand organ pealing ‘and
the anthems of praise to the risen 'Christ
filling the air, the butterfly told its eloquent
story of resurrection: ‘It is sown in weak-
ness, it is ‘raiséd in power. It 'is sown in
dishonor, it is raised in glory. It is sown

. a natural body, it is raised a spiritual body.””

¢ The last enemy that shall be destroyed is
‘dedth.’

But, as if all the strength of the litile life
had been poured out to enrich that one day,
our “butterfly pined and dooped, and in a
few days its little life went out. But'if
had nobly fulfilled a mission, that of help-
ing us to have more faith to believe that
we, too, shall one day rise from the dark-

" ness and loneliness of the grave, into the
eternal beauty of an unfading Easter morn-
ing.

What Goed Wants.’

God wants the boys, the merry, merry boys,
The noisy boys, the funny boys,
The thoughtless boys—

God wants the boys, with all their joys,
That He as goid may make them pure,
And teach them trials to endure;

His heroes brave .
Ho'll have them be, .
Iighting for truth ) .
i And purity. )
d CGod wa.nts the bo}’s

God wants to make the girls His pearls,
And so reﬁect His. Holy Face,
‘And bring to mind His wondrous grace,
That beautiful .
.. The world may .be,
. And filled with love and purxty
o . God wants the girls.

God wants us all, young maidens fair, .
'And matrons crowned with silvery hair,
Fach doth He call—
Winners of souls, He wants us all,
. Bright, eagle-eyc-d undaunted youth,
Brave manhood in the strength of truth,
The.high and low,
The young and old,
For Him to sow,
By TFalth made bold.
.+ God wants us all!
— The Young Crusader.’

‘We: looked hurriedly around the "

‘We brought some violets and a rose,

 His Heart’s Desnre.

(A story for ambitious youpg people.)
- (‘Silver Link.)

All his life Bernard had heard mention of
a musical career, and everything. had been
made subservient to that end, so that his
ambition had grown to be his life’s gmding
star; for he had a wonderful gift of musie,
which he believed would some day énable
him to produce a composition that would
thrill the whole world.

At eighteen he had outstripped his: tutors
and made preparation to go abroad to*study
under the great German masters. Then it
pleased God to show him the littleness ot
human power. Bernard was stricken down
with typhoid fever, and for many weeks
he lay helpless in a darkened room, talking
incessantly in his delirium of his beloved
music.

It was a very weary time for his mother,
and for a while it seemed that death was
.very near, but youth and strength, combined
with all that human skill could do, triumph-~
ed over disease, and he passed the crisis
safely. At last the day came when he coullt
sit up in bed propped up by pillows, and
talk of his great ambition and his long-
delayed plans. - He watched his mother

2
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‘DOCTOR,” HE SAID, ‘YOU MUST DO
SOMETHING FOR ME.’

move about the room quietly until the silence
wearied him,

‘Why. don’t you speak up"' he asked 1mpa—
tiently. ‘Why are you always ~whisper-
ing 7’

His mother turned and looked at him with
unspoken terror in her eyes, and raised her
voice to answer gently, ‘ We are afraid to
disturb you, Bernard; you' are'so weak, you
know.’

#There you are again I cant hear that,
he answered with a nervous laugh. ‘I'm
getting tired of this eternal silence. Come,
sit beside me and talk, mother. ° '

She obeyed, and began to talk very loudly;,
but he caught only occasional words, and
grew impatient again.

‘ The- fever always dulls yooi‘“ hearing at
first,” his mother explained.in a dry, hard
voice. ‘When you are stronger that will
come all right. .

.4 On, it's myself, is it ?’ he said in sur-
prise. He put his hand to his head ana
lapsed into silence. . Presently he turned
to his mother and said, How long wxll this
last, mother 2’

‘A week, perhaps, no longer. It will
_ wear away gradually.’
But . it did not wear a.way, instead,

. it-gréw upon him, but he waited patiently

till the week was past then he became alarm-

ed and ins1sted on seemg the doctor him-

 self.

‘Look here, doctor,’ he said anxiously.

" ¢This- deafness ‘hangs on too long. What's

1 can’t spend any more
You must do somethlng

7

wrong with me ?
time in idleness.
for me. - :

He did not hear the doctor’s answer, but
the look in: his mother’s eyes frightened
him. . ' T
‘What are you saying ?’ he asked in a
choking voice. . ‘Tell me the truth. I'm
not a child. Mother, what does he say?

But there was no need to answer him, for
he read his doom in the doctor’s kind,
troubled face. ‘You don’t mean that I will
be deaf?’ he began incredulously. ‘It
couldn’t be true. I won't believe it. You
must do something; or, if you cannot, some-
one else must.  Why, doctor, think what
that would mean to me with my career—
never to hear my music again ! Why, I could
not live without it!’

‘There is nothing to do but Want’ the
doctor said, and shook his head sadly; and
the terrible truth struck Bernard’s heart
with the Dbitterness of death.

‘ Oh, mother, mother,” lie cried helplessly;
‘if T had only died instead of this!’

She ran to him. and kneeled down beside

" him and he threw himself face down among

the pillow$ and sobbed bitterly.

‘Don’t, .Bernard, my darling boy; it will
pass,’ she said, forgetting that he could not
hear. ‘It must pass. God would not let
this terrible thing blight your Ilife. Be
patient a little longer, and all will be right.

In her heart was no hope. She believed
the boy’s future to be irretrievably ruined,
all the work of his youth lost, and -his hopes
burned to ashes; yet for his sa.ke .she bore
up bravely.

" There was nothing to do but try to divert
the poor lad’s mind from his ,mlsfortune,

~and to this end the doctor advised continual

change of scene. So mother and son set out
upon a long journey, visiting the many places
of interest on the Continent; but all Mrs.

Renfrew’s loving care could' not Dbr ighten
her son’s settled melancholy, everything re-
minded him afresh of his blighted nopes.

. At Berlin word reached them of a famous

doctor, and Bernard.lost no time in seeking
him out. He gave but little hope, but
Bernard implored him to take the case in
hand immediately. .

‘I don’t want to kill you outright, he.
said grufly. ‘You are in no’ condition . to
undergo the lightest treatment, let alone a
critical operation. Go to some. quiet place,
and rest absolutely for three months—no
worry, no excitement, mind. At the end
of that time come.fo me; and if your
physical condition warrants it, I'll take your
case in hand. That is all I can promise
you.’

Out of this uncertainty Bernard built up
a great hope on which he lived in feverish
expectation from day to day. He took
long, long walks about the dim old forest
alone, always thinking of his lost gift, of
his great future, forgetting everything but
himself and his own hopes. But one day
he took shelter from a sudden mountain
storm in a little hut in the heart of the
Odenwald. It was very dark within; an
old woman sat spinning beside the one win-
dow, and seated before a table covered with
sprigs of flowers and plants was a lad, of
perhaps sixteen, who turned and looked at
him fixedly.. The old woman rose and of-
tered him her chair with gentle dignity and
‘a word of welcome.

‘I cannot hear what you say,’
explained in German. ‘I am deaf.’

Beraard



" . 1aid bare by the surgeon..
waiting for the’ final tést was almost un- -
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She looked pltyingly at him, and spokﬂ to
.the boy, who looked up also.

. perfect health, yet wholesome and. good to
. Jook at. He fingered.the flowers iovingly

between thumb and forefinger, and laiil thera
" one by one in orderly little heaps.- Present-

" . ly he wrote something on a strip.of paper,

and offered it timidly to Bernard,
‘I am blind,’ it ran in German; ‘ therefore
I cannot see you. Are you a stranger here 7’
‘Yes, Bernard answered briefly. ‘I am
getting ready to undergo an operation for
- my hearing. P'm a musiéian, and the opera-
tion will decide my whole future. Iave
you been long blind 2’
. ‘About two years,’ he wrote painsta.kmg-
A
‘Was 1t an aceldent 9 Bernard asked.
. ‘No. They say I studied too hard. I
- read a great deal, for we are poor and can-
not afford a teacher. I wished to be a
naturalist.’
‘ A paturalist ! * Bernard exclaiméd, ‘What
g pity ! Of course you have given it up ?°’
Otho shook his head, smiling patiently.
‘ But how can you succeed without sight?’
‘I believe it will please God to,restore my

* sight some time; how or when I do not .

" know; I must wait his time in patience.’
Bernard sat a while in thoughtful silence.
Could it be possuble that Otho's ambition
was as dear to him as his own ? If so, how
~ could be bear his great aflliction with such
heroic fortitude ? Ie contrasted his " own

+ favored.lot with that of the peasant boy, his

‘wealth and advantages with poverty and
" obscurity; and the wonder deepened

That night Bernaid wrote a letter to his

father which contained no meéntion of hisi <+
' own trouble; instead it was' the story of

the blind peasant lad, and a singular req’uest
which met W1th prompt and favorable re-
ply.

Meanwhile Bernard went daily to the lit-
tle hut in the Odenwald, and read to Otho
from books treating of his work; and, as
his interest in another life grew and broad-
ened, he grew sironger day by day; and
when -his father arrived, he found a
semblance of the old happy Bernard.

Then came the fateful day of the opera-
tion. The famous doctor was prevailed

upon to make a great concession and go to

his patient. 'When he .arrived at the inn
he found beside Bernard a tall, slender lad
with grey, unseeing eyes that shifted thair
gaze uneasily from face to face.

‘This is Otho Van Hagen,’ Mr. Renfrew
said. ‘< Will you look at his eyes, doctor 7°

The doctor drew the lad silently to the
light, and lookeéd long and narrowly into the
wide, clear grey eyes. When he had finish-
ed, he nodded cheerfully to Mr. Renfrew,
and said, ‘There is some hope of a cure.’

¢ And you will cure him ?’ Bernard put
"in Dbreathlessly.

*I will undertake the ‘case a.nd do my ut-
most; more I cannot say.’

So there were two operations instead ot

one, and for the convenience of the doctors
'Otho stayed at the castle inn under the care
of Mrs. Renfrew, while his mother went
silently to and fro between the sick-rooms,
doing whatever her hands found to do.

Those were long, anxious days for both
mothers,© Bernard, who was weaker than
Otho, was kept in the quietest part of the
'h_\u, in'a darkened rooin, With bandages
about his head, lest sound or vibration
ghould injure the sensitwe tissues that were

: bearable to both Bernard and his parents;
neither of them spoke their fears or hopes,

~He had a’
" pale, gentle.face, too thin and white for .

" tried all my life long.

little' prayer again?

"The strain of

) but the ,possibility of failure weighed heavily
upon them.

Bernard could "pot distinguish -between
sound and pain, for the strange ache went

on ceaselessly, to all his questions he re-

ceived- one answer, *yWait, wait!’ So he

walted

One night, when everyone had left his
Toom, Bernard loosened the bandages a
triﬂe to. cool his fevered head. It seemed

.a long, long while since he had gone mto
that room, and.he was very tired and hope- .

Tess.: He drew the bandages down a little
more; and, leaning back on his piliow, fell
into a light slumber. Presently he heard
a voice close beside him asif ina dream—a

trembling voice broken with joyful, gra.teful :

tears.

‘ Dear father,” it-said, ‘all my heart is 1aid
bare to thee and thou knowest the gratitude
which my poor tongue cannot speak. O
thou who hast given my boy'sigh‘t I pray.

thee give this dear lad his’ hearmg also.
It looks impossible fo us, but thou canst do .
it. Lord, would I not gladly do anything .

for this ? I am old, and my life is but'a poor
thing; but I would willingly give it for the
gift if thou wouldst have it. Be not angry,
dear father, for my much asking; but give
him his heart’s desire, for thy Son’s sake.’
Bernard opened his eyes, and saw Otho's.
mother kneeling 4t his bedside, her grey old

lhead bowed on her folded, toil-worn hands.’

The blessed truth rushed upon him like a
dazzling rift of sunlight striking through a
dungedn’s vaults; he covered his facé With'
his hands, and burst into tears of irrepres-
sible joy. When he looked upvagain -the
kind old face was bendmg over hlm a.nmous-
1y.

he cried, tremulously. ‘¢ Anna, if you knew
how happy I am! I couldn't tell you if I
. Tell my mother
QUickly; and, Anna; wait; will you say that
Only tell God how
grateful I am, for I don’t know how to say
it myself.’ '

One Thing He Couldn’t Z\;an=
, age. ’

There is an incident recounted of Napoleon
in Elba, commemorated by an ihscription
affixed to the walls.of the house of one of
the peasants. .~

A certain Giaconi was ploughing when the
famous prisoner came along, and Napoleon,
in his character of one interested in every-
thing, took the ploughmg out of the man’s
hands and a.ttempted to guide it himsell,
But the oxen refused to obey him, over-
turned the share, and spoiled the furrow,

The inscription ran as follows :

napoleon the great
Passing by this place in MDCCCXIV,

took in the neighboring field a ploughshare

from the hands of a peasant -
and himself tried to plough but
the oxen rebellious to those hands
which yet had guided Europe
headlong
- fled from the burrow.

- Christian Indeavor World.

The irreverent conduct of many grown
persons in the house of God is shocking to

~g person who has been trained in a differ-

ent way. It is sacrilegious, and opens the
way for an utter disregard of sacred things.
The Sunday-school should be careful not to
encourage irreverence.

it -when they become men and women in
their conduct in the house of God. Irrever—
ence is the ground out of which grows all
manner of disobedience and unteachableness.
To all workers in the. Sunday-school we
would say, faintain order, teach reverence.,
—¢‘Evangelical Sunday-School Teacher.

" to the beck door of the
,thlough the reception-room, the wide haﬂ

O#b

‘all’ together

¢ 0 Anna, it'is true'! I’'can hear-atlast!’.
"'red face of the preacher as he “talked.

- ing.

If the children are
‘taugﬁt reverence for holy places and holy.
-gervices in the Sunday-school they will show

A Vacatnon Opportumty. ‘
They were sitting at their - first gunday

- morning breakfast in camp—thirteen young

people and four older ones. . The Jlong,
narrow table reached from the front door
roomy eottage, ’

and into the kitchen,

‘It’s hot!” exclaimed Saunders, txpplng back
his chair and fannmg himself thh his nap- ’
kin, ¢ Pretty good day to Just stay avound
and be quiet, isn’t it ?’

‘I think so,” responded "Dollie. Pmch
promptly.. ‘It's too warm to go to church,
and we don’t know where there is one, any-
ﬁvay.’ S : .

‘Oh, yes, there’s a little white Methodist
Chureh at Dawson, remarked Will .
Bromleigh. ‘It stands on the road near the
post office, about thirty ydrds from a “big -
cottonwood tree, It is only a.bout a mﬂe
and a half from here. Let's go.’

*All right, answered. several.

*Now, there’s a short cut through the

‘woods that I discovered yesterday,’ 'suggcst-

ed Ed Saunders, as twelve of them started

*Oh; there is, -is there 7’ piped Dollie

- Pinch, who had likewise changed her mind

and decided to go. - ‘ And why didn’t you
tell us when we were talking about it at the,
breakfast table, you lazybones 7 You :11dnt
want to go.’ . :
It was not at all a tiresome or unplea’sant
walk, and they reached the little white
church feeling cool and comfortable. ~They
made qmte a commotion, 50 many city “folks
It was hot inside the stuffy, .
'poorly ventllated chapel and the flies were
very™ numerous, buzzmg around the ~“warm,
- He
was & poorly-paid miinister,” who preachied
at Dawson on Sunday morning and at
another town in the afternoon. His horse
was hitched in the waggon-shed, and he had
driven five miles through the dust that morn-
The poor, tired little old organ
wheezed and squeaked, and Dollie, who
played the pipe-organ at home, found it
difficult to keep her face sober. One ba.by,
who had fallen asleep stretched out on two
chairs, rolled off, and cried .for some min-
utes before its mother carried it out, and its

~wails could be heard growing fainter and

fainter as the mother carried it toward
home. . Ed Saunders sat next a window,
and he watched them until theydisappeared
around a bend in the road. = Tlie minister
sang in a lougd, strained - vome, trying to’
lead but when he heard the’ “volume of
fresh new. voices he fell back 1into his
natural tones, sometimes not singmg for a
few lines,‘listening in a pleased way.

. After the service he stepped down quick-
1y and shook the hands of the strangers. -
cordially. . he jcongregatlon lingered, full
of mterest’ umber ventured to speak
'to the visi '

‘Will you ext Sunday 2 asked
.the minister, as he rasped WrIl Bromleigh’s
hand. - '

¢I think so,’ answered lel

¢Will you take the service ?’ he asked
eagerly, recognizing him as the leader. Will
Bromleigh hesitated. He was accustomed
to leading the meetings of the young people -
at home, but this was different. ‘It does
us so mucH good to have new faces and
new messages,’ urged the minister.

«We will take it and do our best,’ answer-
ed Will. :

‘As they walked home through the wood
path they commented on the service. ‘ Think
of living all"the year ’round in-such a lit-

. s
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tle backwoods place,’ exclaimed _Mlss Devlin,

who was 2 school teacher, -~
*And the music !’ added Dollie.

. jokingly, ‘that they’d be more.comfortable

. if they held their meetmg outside on the
steps.’

‘I was just tlunkmg ‘of that’ ‘said Will

Bromleigh, who had not spoken before.

‘I promised that minister we would take the
service next Sunday, and I ‘think it would

-.'be a’'good thing to hold it out of doors. The
-church faces west and~"twjl] be shady on

- the steps in the morning.’

“gervice - outdoors;

They were earnest young people and ready

. for service in spite of any thoughtless eriti-

cisms they might have m'xde and the next
Sunday mornlng found them again on their

~ way to the’ 1ittle church.

The people were very willmg to hold thexr
the idea had never oc-
curred to them.  The chairs and books and

organ were quickly carried out,.and the = - . ,
o ey .down his dinner-bucket on reéturning home

- minjster took a place in the audience with

»tor about fifteen minutes, and then one after. .
-another of the young people of the camp

. -the day..
- carried the singing. Some of .the farmers
and their wives sang more heartily than
they had sung for years, and the children’s"

-2 pleased look of anticipation on his usually

tired face. The people scated themselves
on the steps and in the chairs grouped
around on the grass, and the service began.

Dollie Finch. played the organ, and it was

astonishing: how much: she brought out of
it. Allan Farren stood by the organ and
played his silver-toned cornet.

this, but Will Bromleigh, as usual, carried
The rest sat near the organ and

voices were surprisingly fresh and sweet,
..Will, spoke._, eameatly and .to...the. point

rose and added his or her testimony, Will

having spoken to them ahout it previously.

At the beginning of the meeting, when
they began to sing, a number of loafers

from the village salcon sauntered up and

dropped down under the cotton wood tree
to listen.
of them crept up closer that they might
hear what he was saying.

The unusual service closed a little before

twelve o c]ock and the members of the con-~

regation ‘flocked around the v151tors no

) Ionger strangers.

" atay ‘over until after next Sunday,

‘Oh, it was good !’

‘We enjoyed it so much.’

‘Won’t you come again ?*

‘You have helped us all’ -

“We are more than glad to be able to help
you in any, way, and a few of us expect to
_ will
gaid, in answer to their quéries.

‘You will take the service again, won't
you ?’ urged the minister. And Will pro-
mised. ~ - F

As they walked home in single-file, bend-
ing their heads under 'the low branches of
the trees, they talked enthusiastically of the

morning, and their hearts were warm be-

cause of their helpfulness—Grace Willis, in
‘Epworth Herald.

" Whom Jack’s Father Voted

" For.
By John F. Cowan, in ‘ Union Signal.’)

There was to be an election the next
day on the saloon .question, . For a long
time there had been no liquor sold opealy
in the {own, and it was the hope, of ruan)f'
of the good people living there -that they

would always De able to keep it free from
They wanted

the curse of an open saloon.

.preachers !

. It hed .
taken some urging to persuade Allan to do

When Will® talked, one or two -

to. brlng ap their chxldren w:thout having

the example ‘of drunken men reelmg down
. their streets before their eyes. ' '
‘And the flies and the heat,’. said Nina .
- Talbot, mopping her warm tace.

‘I-should think,’ remarked Bid Saunders,

-But some men . who were . S0 - greedy for
money that they were willing to come and
rob the Women and children ot the town
of it by takmg the wages of the husbands
and fathers for that which would make them

.fools and brutes, were trying to get a vote
which would permit them to set’ up a saloon

in Rushton.
They had sent their agents. around to

talk with the voters, telling them how much

revenue the town would derive from the
saloons, how much business the whlskey

traffic .Wou‘ld bring in, and how much more
. wide-awake and up-to-date it would be with
a saioon;_ and the ‘arguments of reduced-
_taxes, and of sidewaiks, street-lamps and
~other improvements' which they would be

able to make out of the revenue from the
saloons, was beginning to teil on some of

‘the men, among them, Jack’s father.

‘Pshaw !’ he said carelessly, as he flung

that evening, ‘it's a pity that a town like
this should be run by a lot of women and

let the men have the liberty to drink or
not drink as they please, and let’s have the
revenue from the saloons that the other
towns have, and be somebody.’

‘Does that mean, that youre going to
vote for license to~morrow 77 4asked his

wife,

‘It means that I'm gomg to do as 1 please

.I'm a man, and I'm not going to be dominee:-
ed over by a lot of things in pettlcoats, :
.he ‘exclaimed, lll-natmedly

. Mrs. Comden Dbelonged to the Womans

.Christian . Temperance . Union, which .was

one of the most active agents in ‘making the
fight against the admission of.the saloon.

the town met in the church and Submitted
the matter to God, resolved to do everything
they could in their homes and at the polls

to influence their husba.nds and brothers to .- ‘nlacard asked.

vote aright.

All day long they kept their pxayer-meet-
ing going, and received their reports from
the polling places.
the afternoon, some of them begin 1o lose
faith and become discouraged. The reports

- were that the election was going against

. them; .
out of the shops at half-past five, as they -

that when the working men came

were to Dle. permitted to do to vote, tha
ma:orlty would vote’ “for hcense and thus
gettle the “question.

The women were in desp’ur until at last.

Miss Tenton, the superintendent of the

“Loyal Tempemnce Legion, said, * I have a -

scheme that I am going to try.

Will you
all help .me ?’ )

They gladly consented, and 'she quickly

handed around _among them a number of
squares of cardboard to be lettered like the

‘one she held in her hand :

‘VOTE FOR ME.
‘When they were done and strings attached
to them, it was time for school to close,
and the Legion was to meet in the church

~immediately after,

When the boys and girls came in, they

“saw something unusual in their leader’s eye.

Her face was tear-stained, but her look was
bright and hopeful. She quickly expleined
the situation to them and asked for volun-

‘teers to wear about their necks to the.poll-
.ing pla.ces the placards which the other
.ladies had prepared. -

There was a moment of hﬂsxtatlon The
children were timid about doing such a

up and said,
* and T'll go right down to the p]ace where
" papa votes.’ :

I say, let the men run it, and .

Toward the widdle of .

"despair. '
Jate t{o his friends an anecdote of his ecarly

thing, but in an'mstant Jack Camden spokc
TN wear' one, Miss Fenton,

Gladly she tied the placard around. hxs
necl, and, the example having been set, the
other children followed like sheep. '

When Jack Camden’s father came from
the workshop that evening to the voting
place, he was fully persuaded ‘to be a man,’
as he said, and ‘protect his liberty,’ and
vote for .the hcensxng of the liquor traffic.
He did not mean to drink himself. He m—

tended to be a sober man, but he wanted . '

other men to have a chance to do as they
pleased:

The first thing that struck his eye as he
walked up toward the ballot distributers
was a line of boys, marching down toward

" him, each one wearing around his neck a

placard. Presently the line. stopped and
presented front face. Mr. Camden looked,
and there was his own boy, a manly little
fellow, in the 1ead

‘What's that you have on ?’ he said.

- “Read, it, please, papa,’ answered Jack. '

And the man read: )

‘VOTE FOR ME’

In an instant a picture seemeqd to rise be-
fore him of his dear little boy grown to
manhood. He saw him walking down the
street, with a proud, manly step. He saw
him passing one of the places which he was
about to vote to license. Other young men
gathered around him and enticed him to go
within, It was late at night when he came

.out again. His clothing was disordered,

his co]]ar was'burst open -in front, his hat
was mlssmg, his hair was dishevelled, his
face was flushed and his step so unsteady
that he had to be supported upon elther
side by his comrades, ‘They're going to
take him home to his mother,’ he thought

o n g
Next morning when the polls were open”. 0 hiniself, ‘in that beastly condition. It

“and the voting began, the brave  women of

will send a deatl- holt; to her heart’ He
covered his face with his hands to shut out
the picture. He opened his eyes and looked
again., His bay staod there in all his boyish
beauty, pleading thh ‘him to do as the

‘Yes, Jack,” Lie said, dashmg a tear from
his eye, !that’s just what I'm going to do.
They may argue and coax ail they please,

T'm going to vote for you, and that’s what

every man in the crowd who is 2 man and
a father will do, foo.’
And the placard turned the

day, and

"Ryshton was saved from the saloon, be-

cause the fathers who voted, voted for their

. boys, realizing, perhaps, for the first time in

their lives, their whole duty to them.

Persevere.

There was no featuxe more remarkable in
the character of Timour, the great Asiatic
conqueror—commonly known by the -name
of Tamerlane—than his extraordinary per-
severance. No difficulties ever led him to
recede from what he had once undertaken;
and he often persisted in his efforts under
circumstances which led all round him to
On such occasions he used to re-

life.” ‘I once,’ he said, ‘ was forced to take
shelter- from my enemies in a ruined build-
ing, where I was compelled to sit alone many
hours. Desiring to divert my. mind from
my hopeless condition, I fixed my eyes on
an ant that was carrying a grain of corn

larger than itself up a high wall. I num-

“bered the efforts it made to accomplish this
The gram Tell snty—mne times to

object.
the ground; but the 1nsect persevered, and
the seventieth time it reached the top. This
sight gave me courage at the momenl and I
never forgot the lesson.’

vy
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Harry’'s Easter.
(By Marianne Farningham.)

There was a shade on Harry’s
face although the holidays were be-
ginning, and the other boys were as
boisterous as usual. The :leader,
generally, in all fun and frolic, he
cared nothing for the devices.adopt-

ed by the boys to make the hours
go faster.

A paper race? No, some one
must be found to take his place.
Nor could he be prevailed upon to
do his duty in the Junior footbali
team belonging to the school; he
was tired and sad, and did not want
to play. Some of the boys were

véxed, and wished to punish him for
what they called his laziness, and
things might have been made dis-
agreeable but for his chum John
Holgate. John said angrily ¢ Stop
that ! Youlet Harry alone, or I'll .
make you. Don’t you know his lit-
tle brother died afew weeks ago ?
He knows his home won’t be what

-
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it used to be without little Néd:
that’s the matter with fHarry,
though it isn’t hlxely lie wants to be
talking about it all day long.’

Boys have plenty of good fecling

when it is appealed “to, and the

boys took no further notice of.

Harry’s mood, but let.him be as
quiet as he Wlshed until the day
when they all went home for their
short holiday.

‘John had spoken traly. Harry
dreaded the home-going, becaise
little Ned was gone.
“ther had been very fond of the lit-
tle one.
looked when he shouted good-bye to

him at the railway station, and how .
the little fellow struggled to ‘be a

man’ as he was told, though he

could scarcely Leep the tears from
his eyes.

- ¢It will not be like home with-

out little Ned,” Harry saxd, and half

wished the holidays had not come.

The hougse looked the same when
Tlie leaves were he-.

he reached it.
ginning to show on the trees, and
some of the flowers were blossom-
ing in the garden. But there was
.no Ned waiting for him at the gate;
and a lump rose in Harry’s throht.
His mother stood at the door look-"
ing ‘sweet and.sad ‘in -her “black
dress, and she took the boyin her
arms and kissed him very tenderly,
Harry clinging to her in a way that
told her exactly how he felt.
"¢ Tea is ready, dear boy,” she said.
‘ Run upstairs and have a wash,
quickly.’s

Harry did as he was told, and

came down to his mother with a-

resolute look on his young face.
¢ Poor mother has had the hardest

part to bear, he said to himself;
‘I must not make her unhappy on

'my account.’

She had many questions to ask
him about his journey,
school-masters, and he had much to

tell of his lessons and examination;

80 nothing was said of Ned, until
after tea. Then his mother took
him " into the drawing-room,
they settled themselves for a talk.

“I know you miss dear little Ned,’
she said, ‘but I am glad it is the
Easter time because that will make
you think of the resurrection. Ned
has been taken to the house of our
Father in heaven, where we shall
sée him again some day, and be all
happy together.” .

-¢But the resurrection does not

~ geem at all real to me, mother, and
the loss of Ned does.”

The big bro-

He remembered how he-

" must not think of Ned as
there although his' little body lies

“tea alone,

and his )

and -

. ‘Yes, dear, I know; but I want
you to think that it is a beautiful
thing to have a little brother in
heaven. Do you remember what
was the last hymn we sang together
before you went away to school ?*

“Yes, it was the hymn you said
you and father sang when you were
children,“Around the throne of God
in heaven thousands of chlldren
stand.” " Of course, Ned h"lS gone to
be with them.”

¢Yes, Ned is one of that « holy,
happy band,” for though we laid his
body in the grave, Ned himself—his
real self——hls spirit, has gone to be
witsh Jesus,’

¢ He will like that, Iam sure, for*

he loved Jesus.’
‘Yes, he did. . And Hany, dear
I want you to remember * this al-

. ways,- -and when you are a man the

memory of your little brother will
be pleasant to you, as well as all
the time that you are a boy. You
must be as good as ever you can
be,- you know, now that you have a
brother in heaven.’.

- Harry was thoughtful for a few

minutes, then he: ‘said, ‘Mother I :

should like to see Where Ned. -
buried.

“Yes, dear, .on. Saturday. we will
‘both go to the cemetery and put
some flowers on his grave. But you

in the grave asleep.’

Ned went into the garden after
He felt very quiet, and
he wantfed to puzzle things out a
little for himself. He knew the
story of the Saviour’s death, and:
rising into life again, and he wanted

to connect his brother with him.
He saw how dead many of the

plants in the garden still looked,
but he knew they were really alive,
and would be covered with flowers
in a“few weeks’ time; and though
he could not understand he tried "to

“rust.

There was a place in the gar len
where shrubs grew thickly, and

where he and Ned had often hidden - -
- in play.

Harry went there now;

and he did the very best thing a boy
could do. He told“Jesus 'xll about
his trouble. ‘Oh, Lord Jesus, I

can’t help missing Ned,’ -he said,
‘but if you will take care of him,
and make him happy I won’t mmd
very much,
ought to "be, and to do the right
thmns Lord, help me;
to be straight, and true, and- all
right, so that I may see Ned again.

being

I will try to be all T

I want

'And-if I live to be a man I will be
thy servant before everything. Do
help me to be, and let me never for-
get my promise.’

Harry’s mother saw a look on the
boy’s face that she had never seen
before when he came in; and that
Easter will never be forgotten by
either of them. Harry was so good
and thoughtful, he so resolutely put
away his own trouble, and com-
forted her, that she felt sure he had
received the blessing of peace which
only the risen Christ can give.

Harry arranged the flowers on his
brother’s grave; but he begged a

few for a poor boy who was ill and:

lame, for he thought Ned would
rather the flowers -were in his
hands.” " He was on the look-out for
chances to be kind, and he soon
found some. On Raster Sunday
tears.came into his mother’s eyes,
when she heard his strong young

voice sing out, ‘ Christ the Lord is -

risen to-day,” and even his father’s
lips trembled a little, for he hoped
that his boy Harry would be a
Christian.

‘Have you thought anything

* about an Easter offering, Harry ? ??

he asked h1m ‘
And Halry replied, ‘Yes, father,

. I have offered myself.’—London
¢ 8.8, Times.”

Wiio;s Afraid in the Dark ?

¢ Not I, said the owl,
And he gave a great scowl],
- And he wiped his eye,
And fluffed his jowl.
4To who !’
Said the dog, ‘1 bark out loud
in the dark,
Boo-00 !

Said the cat, ¢ Mi-miew !
I’ll scrateh any who
- Dare say that I do

TPeel afraid, mi-miew !’

¢ Afraid,’ said the mouse,

¢ Of the dark in a house ?

Hear me secatter

Whatever’s the matter.
Squeak !’

Then the toad in his hole;
And the bug in the ground,
They both shock their heads
And passed the word around.
And the bird in the tree,
The fish and the bee, .
They declared all three,
That you never did see
=One of them afraid
i In the dark!
- But the little boy
Who had gone to bed, -
Just raised the bedclothes
And covered his head.

—*¢ The Commonwealth.’

<)



| LESSON IV.—APRIL 22..
The Centurion’s Servant
' Healed.

| Luke vii., 1-10. Memory verses 9, 10.

Read Matt. ix., 27-34: Mark II., 23, to IIL,
19: John v. . :

‘Daily Readings.

M. Pitiful. Mt. 8: 1-13.
T. Gracious. Lk, 4: 16-37. b
W. Faithful. Jn, 15: 1-25.

P. Hopeful. Lk. 8: 4-15.

¥, Honorable. Jn. 5: 1-29,
8. Patient. Ro. 10: 1-21.

Goldea Text..

 ‘Like as a fatlier pitieth his children, So'
the Lord pitieth them that fear him.'—Ps.

ciii., 13.. o
i.esson Text.

Now when he had ended all his sayings
in the audience of the people, he entered
jnto Capernaum, . (2.) And a certain cen-
turion’s servant, who was dear unto him,
was sick, and ready to die. (3.) And when
he heard of Jesus, he sent unto him the
elders of the Jews, beseeching him that he
would come and heal his servant.  (4.) And

_when they came to Jesus, they besought

him instantly, Saying, That he was worthy
for whom he should do this: .(5.) For he
loveth our nation, and has built us a syna-
gogue. (6.) Then Jesus went with them.
And when he was now noi far from the
house, the centurion sent friends to him,
saying unto him, Lord, trouble not thyself:

~for I am not worthy that thou shouldst

enter under my roof: (7.) Wherefore
neither thought I myself worthy to come
unto thee: but say in a -word, and my ser-

- yant shall be healed. (8.) For I also am a rian

set under.authority; having under me sol-
diers, and I say unto one, Go, and he goeth’
and to another, Come, and he cometh; and
to my servant, Do this, and he doeth’ it. (9.)

. When Jesus heard these things, he marvelled

gt him, and turned him about, and 'said
unto the people that followed him, I say

unto you, I have not found so great faith,

no, not in Israel. (10.) And they that .were
gent, returning to the house, found the
servant whole that had been sick.

Lesson Hymn.

The healing of His seamless dress
Is by our beds of pain; '

‘We touch Him in life’s throng’ and press
‘And we_are whole again.—Whittier.

Suggestions.

The wonderful faith of a Gentile, as com-
pared with the unbelief of the majority of
the Jews concerning the power and authority
of Jesus, is the theme of our lesson to-day.

1t was just after the sermon to the multi-
tndes on the mountain that Jesus and his
disciples entered the city of Capernaum on
the North West shore of the Sea of Galilee.
As soon as it was told around. that the
great Prophet and miracle worker was in
the city, a. Roman officer whose servant
was at the point of death sent to ask Jesus
to come and heal the sick man. - The
centurion was one of those captains of small
companies of fifty to a hundred soldiers
stationed all over Palestine to.- enforce
Roman rule. This man, though thus placed
in a position where he would naturaly incur
the displeasure and scorn of the Jews, seems
instead to have won their respect and love.
Bvidently he saw the superiority of the
Jewish morals and religion in contrasting
it with that in which he had been brought
up. His soul cried out for the living God,
and his efforts went out in service to the
God whom the Jews worshipped through the
mazes of formality and tradition which hid
his real glory from their sight.” (Matt. ix,
13). The centurion had made friends -among
the most influential of -the Jewish people,
and had with his own means built a beauti-
ful synagogue for' them in Capernaum, -

‘When . this man- heard of the coming of

" Jesus to his city, he made up._his: mind to

ask. him to save the life of the servant.who
was very dear to him. Thinking that he,
being a Gentile, would not have us much

‘Spurgeon burned her face badly.

the Jews. .  They pled 'his cause with great

" carnestness and our .Lord at once started’

with them.toward- the- house- of -the cen~
turion. . Word reached the. house that the’
Lord was-coming, immediately the cen-

. turion overcome with gratitide and humility

sent another .message to Jesus saying that
he felt himself unworthy to even approach
the .Saviour, but that if the Lord would
but speak the word he knew that his ser-
vant should be healed. : ’

- Recognising the, authority of Jesus, the

_centurion compares his position with his

own, as though saying, I who am an in-
ferior officer can still exact from my sub-
ordinates - implict obedience, surely - thou’
‘who' hast in thyself all authority can send
2 messenger of healing to my servant with
out troubling thyself to come farther. The
man had such implicit faith that Jesus was
filled with wonder and gladness, and in an-
swer to the prayer of faith the sick seryant
was healed that very hour (Jas. v., 15.) . -
He came uito his - own, and his own re-

.ceived him not (John I, 11).- Over and
over was this truth illustrated in the’ life -

of Jesus Christ. When he performed the
most -wonderful miracles of love and mercy,
the Pharisees in jealous rage accused Rim~
of being in league with the devil (Matt. ix,,
34). Over and over they accused him of
breaking the law and. plotted .to take. his
life, even his kinsmen said that he was

. beside himself (Mark. iii.,, 21.). When he

claimed to be the Son of God they accused
him of blasphemy, and their worst accusa-
tions would have been true if he had been
only the ‘good Teacher’ which so onany .
men of to-day make themselves believe that
he was. If Jesus Christ was not the living
and only Son of God the Jews were right
in rejecting him, for no mere man could be
the Saviour and King of the world. -But
Jesus Christ was and is to-day the living

loving Son of God, who by his death and

resurrection has made it possible_for «s.who
believe to become.also children of God and
joint-heirs of the Kingdom. (Rom. viii,
11-17.) - :
Junior C. E ‘Topic.
RELIGION A FEAST. . o
iMon., April. 16. The true feast.” Ex.
2:. 6. . o - .
© Tues., April 17.
146: 7. . o
Wed., April 18. The poorest are to be
welcome. Luke 14: 13. ) .
Thu., April 19. The guests are satisfied.

God provides. Ps.

Ps. 34: 8.

Fri., April 20. It gladdens our hearts.
Acts 14: 17, : . :
~ 8at., April 21. = The heavenly feast. 1
Cor. 2: 9 ’ :

Sun., A:p_rll,22. Topi.c—How_ is religion
like a feast ? Matt. 22: 1-10.
C. E. Topic.
April. . 22.—Serving God joyously. Matt.
22: 1-14, o

If it is our fixed purpose to make the
children understand, we will devise somse
way- by which to accomplish our object.
A few years before his death Charles Spur-
geon and- his wife crossed the Alps.. Mrs.

quested her husbazd to go to a drug store
and get her some elder-flower water. He
went, ‘and found a Frenchman in charge.
He looked over his various jars and bottles,
but discovered no elder-flower water. Then
he tried to talk ¥French, and that was a sad
failure, It was not French or anything
else. = He left the place, wandered up a

"amall brook, and came upon an elder-flower
trece. He picked a.handful- of flowers and

returned to the drug store. He held up his
flowers, was at once understood, and Tre-
ceived what he wagted. It is the high
purpose 'of every Sunday-school teacher to
bring the truth of God into the minds and
hearts of the children. 1In order to do it
ways by which to simplify the truth musi
be sought out.
obliged to wander around for some time in
gearching for something that will convey
our meaning. An -illustration from the
nursery, from the playground, 'from the
school-room, from the store, from the birds,
the fields, the woods, the clouds—in other

words, from the surroundings of the pupil’s’.

life—must be sought for. And in this we
are only following the wise examnle of the
Saviour hinmself{.—Rev. E. J. Blekkinl.

She re- -

Like Spurgeon, we may be -

1 THE MESSENGER.

‘Influence -.with- this great Saviour, -he-gent
" {he message by his friends the elders of

__ Alcohol Catechism.
(Dr. R. H. Macdonald, of San Francisco.)
CHAPTER X.—EFFECTS OF ALCOHOL
- UPON. THE BRAIN AND NERVES.

1. Q—Does alcohol Injure thé brain and

nerves ?

A.—Any ‘use of alcohol injures the.brain

and nerves, but the excessive use of alcohol
absolutely ruins them.
3. Q. —Why first felt in the brain ?
A.—Because the blood circulates in little
blood-vessels all over and through the brain,

and the brain being so delicate is easily in-

jured. - ‘
3. Q.—How ‘does alcohol injure the brain

and nerves ? | o ' o
A—It changes the soft substance of. the

brain until it is almost as different from a -

healthy brain as a rotten-apple is from a

*gound one. ' It also makes the texture of

the nerves flabby and weak. :
© 4. Q—How does alcohol affect the nerves
of the tongue ? ) c o
-A.—It destroys their feeling, the tongue
is not easily controlled and the speech be-
comes indistinect. :
5. Q.—Does aleohol starve the brain ?
~ A.—Yes; the healthy brain needs and uses
a great deal of good blood, and when it does

not get enough it is like a man who has little-

to eat, it grows poor, weak, and unhealthy.
6. ' Q.—In what other way does alcohol
injure the brain and nerves ? N

A—By weakening and almost destroying °

the control of the Dbrain over the muscles,
so that the man loses power over his limbs
“and goes shuffling staggering about like
& drunken person. - :
" 7. Q.—~Ddes anything feel right about
the man-? S ’

" A)—No; because the nerves are poisoned
&nd benumbed. C ‘

8. Q.—What -causes apoplexy-?. .

" A-—Apolexy 'is" caused by the tinyves:
sels- of - the brain :becoming clogged, with
blood that is loaded with carbonic acid, and
deprived of life-giving oxygen.

(To be Continued.)

How Tom Ellis Changed His
.- Place. | :

Tom BEllis, a bright lad of thirteen, had
been errand boy at Battson’s, the grocer's,
for twelve. months, and felt himself quite
equal to all the duties of the situation. But,
one day, be had an accident. Whilst push-
ing his truck rapidly along, he ‘suddenly,
canght it in the curb and his heavy Lasket-
ful was emptied in the road.

For two seconds, Tom looked very
troubled, and then he and a friend, who hap-
pened to come up, began to see how much
damage had been done. ‘ :

‘My ! ’said Tom. ‘Three bottles of cham-
pagne broken, won't I get into a row 1

However, there was no heln for . it, and

Tom who never allowed disasters to over-
whelm him, proceeded to pack up his gools
again.

broken glass into ‘the gutter. Before he
had finished he heard a bicycle-bell and a
lady cyclist came riding: by. .
‘Now then, Miss, mind your tyres,’ shout-
ed Tom cheerfully, ¢ there’s a lot of broken
glass about.’ o
“Ig there ?’ said the lady, and dismounted
‘hastily. She was proud of the fact that
she had never had a puncture, and did not
mean to get one then if she could help it.
‘Why, boys,’ she said, as she saw tho.
broken bottles and smelt the wine, ‘ what
have you been doing ?’ Ea o
‘Running too fast, I guess,’ answered
Tom, looking up Wwith a broad smile.
.« And come to grief in consequence,’ said
pretty Miss Montague, smiling too. ‘Well,

that's a pity, isn’t it, but,’ she added, as she

rode away, ./ I should not be sorry if all the

wine bottles in the world were smashed. I

wish. you.did not sell such stuff.’ . RS
Tom left off sweeping and looked after.

her. . )

‘ Quess she's one of those people who be~

Then he went to a house near and -
Lorrowed & broom from a maid whom he-
knew, in order that he’ might sweep the -



lieve in the Band of Hope business,” he said
slowly. = ‘ However, that ain’t”in our line,
so here goes to tell old-Battson: - :Good-~
bye, Harry; guess.I'll. get it .hot.’, . Tom ‘de-
parted with a manful determination to make
the best: of things..- .°" - = ¥ - ’

There was-a.:’ Tow,’ as Tom called it, but -

it was soon. over and he went on his way
-again as usual, except for one thing. -This
was that very often he fancied.-he heard a
clear ringing voice say, I wish- you did not
sell such stuff.” Col LT
.- Nearly every, time he carried a basket of
bottles to a house he seémed. to hear it and
he began to hate that part of his work, even
although he said to himself: -

¢ Nonsenge; I don’t sell’it; it isn't my busi-
ness what harm it does. | o

Tom was too sharp and sensitive a boy not

to know that wine and beer did harm. He -

tcok it to one house where the servant al-

. ways received it with a cross and sour face, .

‘and .one day shé told him that her mistress
was drinking herself mad.” At another, the
servant. was the customer. How eagerly
she asKed for it, and what a heayy, stupid
thing she looked at times! Tom was not
surprised when he found that she had left,
* But that was not all. -~ Mr. Battson had
a very pretty daughter, Maud. All the
young men in the shop admired her, and
Tom was always glad when she asked him
to do anything for her. One-day he heard

a conversation between two of the ‘assis~

-tants. , ‘ ‘

‘ Yes, she does look bad, and no wonder,
he’s drinking like 4 fish just now. -

He kuew the ‘she’ referred to Maud who
had just passed through the shop, and, by-
and-bye, he guessed that the one who was
distressing her was Mr. Healy, the chemist's
assistant, i
Rattson’s shop was opposité a public-house,
and Tom remembered that he had often seen
Mr. Healy going in’ there lately.

About a month after he had broken the
Dbottles, Tom .gave notice. He felt he could
not stand it any longer, for he was a
straight-forward, honest boy who hsteqed
when he went to Sunday-school, and tried
to to act up to what-he heard. One day, a
lesson about clean hands made him feel sure
that his were.nat clean so long as he helped
people-to use: a -thing-that made -them bad
and other. peoplé miserable. ~So he gave
notice and for two weeks after that he had
an anxious time of it—he could not find
-another situation anywhere. .

However, one day when he was feeling
very down, he happened to meet Miss Monta-
gue. . She knew him again and stopped to
ask if he were still interested in bottles.
He told her all about it,-and after hearing

. the story, Miss Montague did her best to find
him work. Very soon Tom was once mors

the happy possessor of a basket and a truck,

working in a shop, not ‘licensed for the
sale of wines and spirits.’— Temperance Re-
cord.’ TR :

- True to Her Teachings.

*Won’t you take some brandy ?’ sald a
doctor, pressing- through a crowgl which
had gathered around-a lady who had slipped
onthe greasy pavement at a public-house

"door, and was seated in the wooden chair the-

publican had sent out. ‘No thank you, I
am g2 teetotaller and it shall never enter my.
lips.’ " The speaker was an early member of
a Band of Hope in 1850, and had been faith-

ful to her pledge and an ecarnest workar
among children up to October, 1899. The
- duetor urged: ‘did she know. her life was
in danger ?°  Her reply was; ‘Brandy and
aleoholic drinks are-a curge to the land;
ook ‘even around at the crowd of ragged
children and see what drink does, and if I
died it would be without brandy, for I would
not touch it A tradesman from the’ back
eam~ tlicugh saying, ‘ you.deserve to die
if you won’t take .it’ Her reply wus, "I
ghbal: not, God will not use that whizh is
‘such w curse, to save life’ A bath-cbawr
was procured and the lady was taken “wome,
and writing since to her old Band of Hope
supncrintendent said: = ¢ I cannot come- to
the anniversary, but I hope in a shori tiue
tn get about again; and I cannot help laugh-
“ing since I came home, when I think I was
anting in a publican’s chair giving a ‘astael
sidress to the crowd around,’— Tewperance
oS . . . .

to  whom she was engaged. -

* on which I skate.

‘. vw.. o Iamers Corners, Ont. -
Dear BEditor,—I get the ‘ Northern-Messen-
ger  at Sunday-school, and-I like it ‘very
much.: I like to read the Correspondence.
I'am fowrteen years of age. We liveon' a
farin, and pa keeps ten cows and four horses,

. and I like to go out driving in the simmer

evenings. = I"have three sisters and two
brothers, but I am the eldest. I have been
sick for a week, but I am able to go to school
.now. Iam in the fourthh book. Qur teacher

is very kind to us, and I like to go to school.:

I have a pet cat, T call her Snowdrop because

she "is very white. ETHEL F. A.
, . , " Digby, N.S.
Dear Editor,—I am a little boy seven

years old. 3
subseribers for the ‘ Messenger,’ I live on
a farm. I am going to school the first of
May. I will have two miles to walk. - ' 1
have a pet lamb and a colt. The colt, when
she wants a drink, comes to tfe house
and takes her nose and lifts the latch and
comes in the house. I have one brother
at home. Heis older thanlam, He took the
‘ Messenger’ for a long time. IHe is taking
a larger paper now, so he transferred the
‘ Messenger’ to me. I like it very much.

I have a grandmother eighty-five years old.

I go to see her every day.
' . HARRY 0. T.

Bearbrook, Ont., March 23, 1900.

Dear Editor,—I live on a farm of one
hundred acres. We ‘keep twenty-three
cows and five Morses. One of them is a
little colt, and we call him Jack. = I have
gone to school steady. since the twelfth of
March. I have four brothers and one
sister. © My papa has started to take the
“Messenger’ and we all like it, it is such a2
good temperance paper, and the Sunday-
school ‘lessons are always in it. I go 'to
-the Methodist church.” : )
' . Love to the ‘ Messenger.’ ’

R ‘M. B. (aged 12))

- . Springfield, NS

Dear Editor,—I take the ‘ Northern Mes-
senger’ and I like it very much indeed. I
have three brothers. My youngest brother’s
name is Spurgeon. We have two churches

and a schoolhouse.~ I 'go to schéol whenever-

the weather permits. I live between two

lakes, and about a quarter of a mile from the .

station. We have two trains a day. It is
a very pleasant place in summer, but rather
cold in winter. I am taking music lessons.
I am very fond of music.

JENNIE 0. G. {(aged 11.)

Gladstone, Man.
- Dear Editor,—Gladstone is a small town.
We live about six miles from there. I
have four pets, two cats and two dogs. I
wonder if any one has the same birthday as
I have, it is on the first of May. I like
the Correspondence very.well. I don’t know
who sends us the ‘ Messenger.,' The prairie
is very pretty in summer. 1 have only
been out here a year, and I like the country
very well. J. MAY.

.

P

Low Banks, Ont.

-Dear Editor,~I tried.to get subscribers
for the ‘ Messenger’ but could not. I go
to school. I have two miles to go to school.
I have two little sisters whose names aré
Roxey and Jessie. ZWe have a dog whase
name js Grant. - I am going to tell about
the snowstorm we had the first of March.
It was very wild in this country, Papa.
had to shovel a path to the road and barn.
We could not get out.for a week and a
half. My day school teacher’s name-is Miss
Camby.” My Sunday-school teacher’s name
is Mrs. Burget. I have a pair of skates
Has any one-the same
Mine is on the 21st of
BLANCHE E.

birthday as mine ?
July.

) Hampshire Mills, March 18, 1900. .
Dear Editor,~I live on a farm. I have
two sisters and no brother. I get the ‘ Mes-
senger’ every Sunday. I go to school every
day. I am in the part IL class. - I have a
pair of pigeons, and they tell us when it is
coming spring. .I have a pair of guinea

" fowl. I.have a nice teacher at Sunday-

school, he is very kind. . We have a very
kind preacher. BE. L. (aged 7.)

. four hundred pieces in it.

I went around and got two new .

‘minnows.

* go on irips into the country,

THE MESSENGER: 1

Correspondence

Lo Stillwater,
Dear Editor,—I have taken the ‘ Messen-
ger ' oneiyear. and this is-the second-one. - I
have’ 4. cow. ngmed. -Jessy; -and 'a yearling
hamed Pansy, a cat named -Tdbby, and ‘&
cinary named Dick, whicli is very.tame. We
always kept- him-in the cage until one day
I let him out, and he has heen.out ever
since, and one day he got out of .doors, but

. he did not get Very far before'I caught him.

I made a .quilt which, has three thousand

friend. She lives one mile from here. Would
Nellie I, please write again and tell ahout
thé country she livesin.  ‘BESSIE M. C.

L Grenville.
Dear Bditor,—This is the first time I have
written to the ‘ Messenger.! I go to school
every day. My teacher's name is Miss
Dunlop. We get the ‘ Messenger’ in Sun-
day-school every Sunday. I have two bro-
thers and one sister. 'We have four pets,
a cat, 2 dog, banty chickens, and four

My papa is a baker, '
" EDNA P. (aged 10.)

: Kingman, A. T.

Dear Bditor,—I have received the ‘Mocs+
senger ’ all this year and I like it very much.
My auntie in Sherbrooke subscribed for it
for a year as a Xmas gift. My mama likes
the story ‘Black Rock’ very well. I saw
a little girl’s name that was Maggie in the
letter box, and her birthday was on the
twenty-eighth of November, just the same
as mine. I am not sure whether she was
twelve or thirteen her last birthday or not,
I was twelve. It is so warm here that we
can go out both day and night without any
wraps on. We have had no snow this
winter. Hoping I will see my letter in
print, I will close. . :

. MARGARET A. M. (aged 12.)

Chicago, I11., March-23, 1900.
.Dear BEditor,—I have just received my first
copies of the ‘Messenger,” and like them
very much. I have also read several copies
of the ‘Witness,’ and greatly- enjoy the
descriptions of scenes in the Anglo-Boer
war. I am a Canadian, .though living in

the United States and sympathize with .

Great. Britain. - ~ There are few, if any,
that I know at school who do not stand
up for the Boers;-so that I have a nice
time. ‘Are any. of your readers interested
in geology or physical geography ? .If so,
and if they would like to join the Corres-
pondence circle- of a.club we have here for

study of the subject, let them send their

names and addresses, and a short paper on
some subject of interest, to William
MeceDiarmid, 6325 . Greenwood “Avenue,
Chicage, Illinois. . In.the summer, those
members of the elub who reside in the city
X along the
lake shore“to the quarries, the swamps, the
artesian wells, or anywhere which may bz
of interest. We are greatly aided by a book
issued by the Chicago Geographical Society,
and which is extremely interesting. 1 have
a friend who writes about new ideas for
boys, the same as Dan Beard, in the ‘ Ladies
Home Journal’ His schemes are fine, and
are easily executed.
the boys could read and try them. :

: WILLIAM MeceD.

South Granville, P. B, 1.
Dear Editor,~We have not much snow
this winter. I ‘have two dogs called
Rover and Sporter, and a horse called Chief.

I was swimming in the gulf of St. Lawrence.

last summer; the sand banks are very pretty,
and lots of curious shaped stones and shells
are there, DANISL.

’ Sumner, Maine.
Doar Bditor,—This is the third year that
I have taken the ‘Messenger.” My Aunt
Lydia gave it to me the first year, and I
enjoy reading it very much. Wa have
three terms of school in a year. My Uncle
Henry Carrys used toteach school. I have not
any brothers or sisters. I have a grandpa
eighty-five years old, and I work in his shop
every day. We live by a pond, and when
the lilies are in blossom, it is a beautiful
sight. My papa keeps a boat to let. Thore
are a great many people here to pick the
lilies. - MABEL A. T. (aged 10.) -

Dear Editor,—Please tell Willow, of

* Minnedosa, to send me his full address, and

I will tell him how e carry.on our Mission-
Band. THEODORE NIX, Preston, Ont.

Kate McD. is my -

I wish that some of
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. HOUSEHOLD.
T Careorthe Teeth,

The pi'oper'(‘:'are aﬁdl_p_i’eservé.t':i’oh" of the -

teeth is a ‘most important matter, both for
the prevention of needless’ pain, and for the
preservation and improvement of health.

- There are’ comparatively. few persons who
-do not kpow from experience the pain of

tooth-ache, and the genuine distress which

18 experienced through decaying teeth, and

exposed, irritated. nerves. It is beyond

question that a bad condition of the teefh.
*is prejudicial to the general health, as the

teeth are used in the earliest stage of the
process of digestion or food  assimilation.

If the food is not properly dealt with in .

the mouth, by both the incisors and grinders,
it is not in the best condition for the
stomach. .
One of the books in the Epworth League
Reading Course is ‘The Marvels of Our
Bodily Dwelling,’ and referring to the teeth
in somewhat allegorical form, the author
gays : -
_ ‘When the hands bring to the mouth any

guests who desire to enter the house, the

lips open to take them in, and, passing their
folds, the guests are received by thirty-two
attendants in a white uniform whose busi~

) ness it is to remove the wraps of visitors

and make them fine enough to go on and

vigit the cook; for all who enter here are on

their way to the kitchen. I said there wero
thirty-two attendants in white. There are
not ‘always thirty-two, and they are not al-
ways in white. Sometimes their uniforms

have been sadly soiled and torn, and have _

been patched and the patching trimmed
with gold—which does not add to its beauty,
however.’ )
Referring to the care of the teeth, we
find the following : ’ .
‘I might suggest to you that these thirty-~
two servants, the teeth, need frequent ‘bath-
ing and scrubbing with a soft brush if you
want them to keep in good health. When
they are through with their work, they
should have all dirt carefully removed, not
only from the surface but from between
them. They are such sturdy soldiers that
they never break ranks, so you will ‘have
to clean them as they stand, solidly and

‘closely together, and I would warn you to

use them well, and not to crack nuts, or to
pull needles or nails with thém (I have
known people to do that), for this may in-
jure their constitutions so that they break
down altogether, and then you will be in a
gad plight, indeed.—* Christian Guardian.’

A Feminine Fall‘lmng.

tWorry wears out more people than work
does, and fretting causes more unhappiness
in families than either sickness or poverty,’
writes Mrs. Moses P. Handy in the ‘Woman’s
Home Companion.’ °‘Indeed, the secret of
happiness may almost be said to be making
the best of everything, and good-humor
under all circumstances the most ugeful
virtue which man, and more especially wo-
man, can possess. There are gopd women
who to-day would peril life and limb for
husband and children, yet who daily render
their dear ones uncomfortable by going
forth to meet trouble half way, .and by
grieving over that which is past and irre-
mediable. If a thing can be helped by any
effort of yours, go to work promptly and
help it; if not, waste no time in vain re-
pining. ’ o

‘When vour husband has made a mistake
in business and times are hard, do not wail
over the mistake. Gather up the fragments
and stand by to help him. If you can do
nothing else you can at least pretend that
you do not mind—can show him that you
believe in him still, and prophesy that better
times are coming. Nothing so chills a
man’s courage as the damp spray of a wife's

- tears.

Did you never try to run your sewing-
machine without oil ? Don't you know how
the surface grind upon each other, and how
hard the work is ? Well, just as one hour
of that seraping will injure the machiner;
more than a whole day’s use would if pro-

.perly oiled, just sooneday’s worry will dig

‘more wrinkles in your face and sprirkle

' more gray in your hair than will months
of patient, trusting labor. Worrying is an

s
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 -"'.,_g'oofc._l'finv‘ve_st’r'neht‘. '

- If you employ drummers they Wlll '
accomplish more if you' also employ

pictures, o

Why, for instance, -
tracted to thisannouncement? ‘Because

of its picture. And.

Wisely ‘spent on pictures to liven:up your

vertising and . stationery * will prové a-

ad-

were §ou ats

~read ‘it

‘why did you

through?  Simply because of its good -sense..

.« One more word.

The “_.W‘itness' ** Photo- |

‘Gravure, _and ]ob ‘.Printing Dé_partmer_its Will

give you every satisfaction. -
Mail orders attended to.

D,

g

. JOHN DOUGALL & SON, Montreal.

essentially feminine failing, and there aro
women who do it ‘in spite of themselves.

-If you chance to be such a one, fret all to

yourself in the privacy of your chamber, pro-
vided you have any privacy. But under
any circumstances do not empty your basin
of cold water—or worse, your bottle of tears
—over the sitting-room fire.’

Seiected ~Recipes.

*Creamed Turnipé.éPai'e the turnips -and
cut in slices one-fourth of an inch in thick-

ness, then cut the slices in strips like a -

match. Boil these in salted water half an
hour. Drain them, place them in.a dish,
and cover with cream satice, made by melting
in a small frying-pan, one tablespoonful of
butter, adding. to it one tablespoonful . of
fiour; stir until smooth, and then add one
pint of milk; stir it constantly until it
boils, then ‘season it with one teaspoonful
of salt, and a little pepper, and pour it uver
the turnip.

White Mountain Rolls—Four cups of.

flour, one cup of milk, quarter cup of butter,
two tablespoonfuls of sugar, one-third. cake
compressed yeast, half teaspoonful salt,
white of one egg, beaten stiff; have the
milk warm; add the butter (melted, warm,
not hot), salt, sugar, yeast and flour; mix
well; then the white of the egg, the last
thoroughly mixed in with the hand. Let
them rise over night; in the morning roll
into shape, cut and fold over or make in
any other-form. Bake in a quick oven after
they have stood an hour.

Chicken Pie.—Nellie Burns, in _the
« Country Gentleman,’ tells how she makes
chicken pie: Parboil a fat young chicken—
from six to eight months is the best age—
until perfectly tender. I use baking powder
and creamy sweet milk in making the dough
for the crust and dumplings, as they are

- much superior to those made “with ' sour
Grease the sides of the’

milk and saleratus.
pan in which the pie is to be baked, and
line it with dough rolled to a quarter of an
‘inch in thickness.
pan put a layer of chicken, then a layer of
dumplings, followed by another layer of
chicken.” Over this sprinkle black pepper,
and scatter some geherous lumps of butter.
If the chicken was salted enough when par-
boiled, no salt need be added to the pie,
but, if not, some must be sprinkled in, as
the pie loses much of its merits if it is
too ¢ fresh. The last thing before- putfing
the pie in the oven, add the water in which
the chicken was boiled, and cover the whole
with a top crust so perforated as to allow
the steam to escape. - Bake in a moderafoly
hot oven; but much care should be given
that it is neither undercooked nor. over-
caoked. I T

On the bottom of the

R i
. - Thousands of garden- \w -
P ersdepend on Ferry'sSecds G
every year and never suffer
Y . -disappointment, Cheap subati-
Py tutes bring Joas, not paylng crops. -\g
ff It pays to pay a little.more for &3
FERRY’S SEEDS, . Five cents per paper B -

.everywhere, and - slways ‘worth it. KN
-ATnays the Best. 1900Sced Annusifree, SES
- 0. M. FERRY & CO0., WINDSOR, ONT. B

_PACKETS ‘JAE SMITH
Iﬂ CHOWOE !25 SISTERS
SEEDS = X ot

THE MOST NUTRITIOUS.

EPPS’S

~ GRATEFUL <~ COMEORTING

COCO;

BREAKFAST — SUPPER..

NORTHERN - MESSENGER
(A Twalvg Page [Hustrated Weekly),

gﬁe yeurly subscription, 30c.
.Three or more copies, separately addresse
ed, 25c, each. . p v
. Ten or more to an individual -address, 20c,
each, '
Ten or more separately addressed, 25c. per
copy. - . o )
‘ " -Whea addressed to Montreal Gity, Gx;eat Britain and Postal
Union countries, 52 postage must be added for each copy;

Unitod Biates and Oanada' free of postage. Special arrange-.

ments will be made for delivering packages of:10 or morein
Montreal. Bubscribers residing in the United Btates can remit
by Post Ofice Monoy Order on Rouse's Point, N.Y.or Exprees
Money Order payable in Montreal. ’

oﬁ:mplg package supplied free on epplica-

JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
_Publishers, Montreak

THE, ‘NORTHERN MESSENGER' is printed and published -

_every week at tho ' Witness' Building, at the corner of Craig
. and 8t. Peter streots, in the city af Montresl, by John
Redpath Dougsall, of Montreal. ~
All business communications should  be sddressed 'John
. . Dougnll- & Bon, .and sll-lettors to the editor should be

- “sddressed Editor of th3 ' Northern Messonger.'
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