. Not that it was anything new
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- A Bowl of Milk Toast.*

{By Rev. John T. Faris, in the ‘Christian
Endeavor World.”)
-
There was a hush in the tenement as it was

whispered that Mollie Bendig nad had a
stroke of paralysis, and was lying helpless
in her room—her one room, which had long
served her as parlor, bedchamber, and kitchen.
for Mollie
Bendig to be helpless; times without number
her neighbors had carried her in from the
street in a drunken stupor, from which she
had frequently roused long enough to hurl
eurses af her bearers for their interference.

broken.. But he understood the question in
their eyes.

‘Mrs. Bendig can neither move nor speak,
he said. ‘It may be she will recover the
power of speech in a few days. But she will
never walk again. She may live a week, and
she may be with you a month or more. There
is not much I ean do for her. I have told
Mrs. Gardner how to look after her. I know
you will help.

Dr, Sandy’s confidence was justified. Mrs.
Gardner, the visiting nurse, had more proffers
of assistance than she could accept. Nearly
every one was eager to lend a hand. Mms.
Fogarty, just from the wash-tub, asked to be

PAINFULLY SHE STAGGERED UNDER HER BURDEN.

Helplessness of that kind was an every-day
oceurrence, and. it occesioned mno eumment.

“But there was ‘a difference to-day. che dit-

ference which the shadow of death causes, in
palace and in hovel alike. ‘
When the child who had been hurriedly

~ sent for aid returned with the doctor and the

visiting nurse from the dispensary at the lit-

tle church around the corner, the hall was

erowded with whispering women.

. When the physician, his work done, ap.

peared in the doorway, the silence was un-

*Our readers will be interested in ki;\owing
“that the following story is, in all essentials,
true. Its pathetic and beautiful lesson is
thus greatly strengthened.—Editor of ‘C. E.
World.’ : .

allowed to sit up the first half of the night.

‘It will rest me,” she insisted, when objection

was made. ‘I'm that tired of going to bed
with the sun! A change will do me good.
Mrs. Graves said she intended to take the rest
of the night as her sbare. ‘And I’ll smash
the head of her as says 1 sha’a’t’ she de-
clared. :

~ But there was one woman who took part
in neither nursing nor carrying victuals.
Mrs. Dolliver did not even go to the door'
to make inquiries. When some of her house.
mates expressed surprise, Mrs. Fogarty said:
‘Don’t you mind that fight Mollie Bendiy
and Mary Dolliver had last winter—the time
Mary got a black eye? I guess she hasn’t
forgot, not if she has got religion since then.
Pretty religion that.”

Mrs. Fogarty’'s explanation was accepted.
and Mrs. Dolliver received many black looks
in consequence,

But it was not the memory of the black
eye received a year before that was respon.
sible for Mrs, Dolliver’s inactivity in her for-
mer enemy’s behalf. That enmity had been
forgotten when at the church near by she had
learned to know God who told her to love
her enemies. In love for Mrs. Bendig, who
was now in such need of asswstance, she one
day prepared some savory soup. The five
cents which she had first expended for meat
was one of the few coins drunken Jake Dolli-
ver had allowed her to retain from her own
earnings when that morning he went off to
the saloon. At noon, when he stumbled 1in
again, the soup was steaming on the table,
He reached for it.

‘Don’t, Jake!” his wite pleaded. “I'hat’s for
poor Mrs. Bendig. I’ll have your dinner in a
jify. You know I didn’t expect you this
noon, or I would have been ready for you.’

Then the storm broke. ‘I'll have that soup,’
he shouted. ‘Don’t you keep me waiting for
a hussy who’s too drunk to get her own food.
And T'll have you know yow've got to quit
feeding other people at my expense. Mind
me now; don’t you dare take anything to
that woman or to anybody else. I'm not
going to support all the loafers 1n the build-
ing, A lazy wife is enough of a drag on a
hard-working man.’ With that he turned to
his . food.

Without a word Mms. Doiliver brought her
own dinner to her husband, and sat down in
the bedroom. If there was nothing for her
to eat, she would at least get a little rest
before beginning her afternoon| work.

But it was not to be. In a few moments
her husband stood in the doorway.

‘What are you doing there? Get up, and
hustle. Think I ecan support you in idle.
ness?” As he spoke, he pulled the chair from
under her, and jerked her to her feet. ‘There’s
plenty to do, I'll have you to know, If you

- were the kind of wife you ought to be, you'd

get out and carry in that coal they've just
thrown in the alley. Now 1 suppose you''s
leave that for your poor, tired husband.

He was turning away when something oec-
curred to him. With a brutal laugh he spoke
again. ‘I'm going to be generous with you.
You get in that coal, and do it right, and I’ll
let you take a snack to the Bendig woma~,
Just for once, mind you! I'm not going to
have my victuals walked up-stairs when we
need them right here. Get it done before I
get back, too. I won’t be here for supper.’

With a sigh she went to the window. The
teamster was just driving away, and the large
load of coal almost blocked the alley. How
she had saved to buy all that coal at ona
time! There were one hundred and itty
bushels in the pile; she had noted the figures
a8 she signed the receipt.

T wish it was in the cellar, she thought.
T always have such a time getting Jake to
earry it in. .

Then she thought of her husband’s last
words. If she would carry in the coal her.
8elf, he would let her take something to Mrs,

, Bendig. How she wished she could do it!

- il
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What a joy it would be to go to the invahd
and do even a little tning for her! Yet she
was so weak after the mornming’s work, aii
the work of yesterday, and thousands ot other
yesterdays. Then there was her rheumatism
How could she do such work?

Her heart was warmed, however, to the
thought of the delight of helping one who had
been her enemy, and the rheumatism seemed
to be less acute. So her rcsolve was taken.
‘I’ll do it,” she said aloud. ‘One hundred ani
fifty bushels will be only five hours’ work if
I carry two full buckets at a load. 1 can get
that done to-night, and then I can take up
something tasty for supper.

She hurried to her task. Ironing was post-
poned. Rheumatism was forgotten. She set
her thin lips, and ecarried the first load. How.
far she had to go, down the stairs, and
through the long, dark cellar! Xxet it was
not so bad at firsy as after the first few loads.
Then how she ached! And the pile seemed
te become no smaller.

¥imally, just at dark, she gathered the last
lumps. She realized then that she had never
before known what utter exhaustion was. She
longed to throw herself on the bed, and rest.

But no. She had done the work for a pur-
pose. Her gift must be prepared, and that
before her husband’s return. He might re-
call his permisgion., She dragged herseif to
the cupboard, and looked withm, only to find
a part of a loaf of bread and a hitle butr
ter. As she realized the impossibility of reap.
ing the reward of her industry, she sobbed
aloud.

At that moment the milkman knocked at
the door, and handed her a half-pint of milk.
She took it, and was just setting it on tne
shelf when she thought: :

‘Milk toast! Just the thing for Mrs. Ben-
dig. I know she’ll like that. ;

A moment she looked with longing at the
glass which held her supper. 'Then she re-
kindled the fire, and prepared the toast, and
warmed the milk. As she poured the muk
over the toast, she with difficulty refrainen
from eating the appetizing dish, she was &0
faint. Resolutely she denied herself, however,
and tottered from the room and up the stairs.

Mrs. Fogarty opened the door. She looked
surprised as she identified the yisitor, who
hesitatingly approached the bed.

‘Mre. Bendig, here is a little bite for your
supper,” she said as she laid the bowl on the
table. Tm go sorry you are laid up, and 1
hope yowll be better soon.’

The invalid’s eyes flashed, but not wi.a
gratitude. ‘It’s you, you huesy, is it?" she
screamed. ‘And you have the face to show
yourself here after all these days and nights
yowve let me alone? I might have died for
all of you. O, if only 1 had my strength, I'd
black both eyes for you this time’ And with
an oath she ground her teeth in rage.

Poor Mrs. Dolliver ghrank from the room,
and crept down-stairs. She ate a little dry
bread,—her butter had all gone into the toast,
—and went to her bed. She waa so dis.
appointed! 8he did mot mind the curses—
she had been cursed before. But she could
not bear the thought that Mrs. Bendig did not
know her Saviour’s love. And Dr. Sandys
had said she might pass away any day. Lf
she could only do something! But what coull
she do? Why, she could pray! And from
that little back room in the tenement a pray.
er went up to heaven.

‘O ‘Lord, save Mollie Bendig!’ The petition

was repeated again and again. And as she
prayed she fell asleep. :

A week later there was once more a hush
in the tenement. Mollie Bendig was dymg.

The word came to the half-drunken hag
‘ip the room above the invalid, and she was
instantly sobered. It was whispered to the
children in the court, and they shrank away,
awestricken, to their mothers. It was told
to the policeman on the beat, and he stood
under the window, and silently threatened
every disturber of the dying womans peace.
The news was told to Mrs. Dolliver as she
stood at her wash-tub. She groaned aloud.

“And ghe doesn’'t know Jesus yet!” she sob-
bed. Then she fell on her knees. ‘O God,
save Mollie Bendig,’ she pleaded in an agony.

O° God, for Jesus’ sake save her soul before

it is too late’

‘T'hen s&he rushed n'p the stalrs and into

the siek-room. Mrs.
breath, saw her at once.
‘Take her away!’ she whispered hoarsely.
‘What is she doing here? Tell her 1 didn't
eat her old toast, and i won’t see her.
Mrs. Fogarty, with a gentle touch—strange
to those who kmew her—pushed Mrs. Dolli-
ver from the room. ‘You poor dear, I'm sorry
for you, but you had best go. 1 know all
about that toast. Fow we have misunder-
stood you! My man heard what Jake said to
you about the coal. She doesn’t know.

Ms. Fogarty returned to the sick-room
with a determined look on her face. ‘Moi-
lie Bendig,’ she said when ghe &tood by
the bed, ‘hear me bafore you die. You've
wronged a good woman, a woman who wanted
to do something for you so bad that when
her man told her she couldn’t unless she car-
ried in, from the alley to the cellar, & hun.
dred and fifty bushels of coal, ¢he did it. 1
saw her staggering under the awtul load. 'then
she brought you the toast made with the milz
which should have been her supper. She
didn’t tell me, but I know. Why did she d6
it? I don’t know how she can, but I guess
she loves you—yes, loves you, who've been
80 mean to her. Well, it must be all along
of that religion she got last spring; 1t makes
her do a heap of queer things.’

Mrs. Bendig's eyes had been flashing at the
beginning of that speech. When it was ended,
they were closed, and ner head had fallen on
her breast. The watchers thought she was
dead, and they looked with accusmg eyes at
Mrs. Fogarty.

But Mollie Bendig was not dead. She open-
ed her eyes, and, looking at Mrs. Fogarty,
tried to speak. 1nstead of the look of hate
they saw a look of longing in her eyes. Again
she tried to speak.

‘Send—for—Mary—Dolliver,” she whispered.

A moment later Mrs. Dolliver was at he=
side. Pleading eyes were turned toward her.

‘Forgive!’ came the whisper, famter now.
‘She—told—me—about—coal — coal — and —
toast. You tell — me — abont—Him—wno—
made—you—do—it—ifor—me.  Once—In—dun-
day—echool — I — knew-—him—about—Him.
Tell—me—again.  l-—need—Him-—now.” *

Five minutes later the soul of Mollie Bendig
passed into the presence of her God. And
Mary Dolliver was on her knees, thanking Him
who had put it into her heart to take to ‘ons
of the least’ a bowl of milk toast.

Bendig, gasping tor

Our Labrador Work,
TWO PATIENTS.

Dear Mr. Editor,—We met with a great dis.
appointment -at our next port of call. A
party of friends in their yacht from New
York, who had come down all this way to
meet us, had waited for us here, but had left
Jese than twenty-four hours before for Eng-
land, having given us up. This vessel had
ran in the last ocean race and ner beautiful
lines, fittings and size had set many tongues
wagging, as she came along the coast. We
marked the event, however, by a Mushroom
Party—that is, we joined some Moravian
Brethren stationed here, and went hunting
about the only thing that is to be hunted
now in that region. 1t is not generally known
yet on the coast how exceedingly esculent
are many of the fungi that grow plentirully
on our barren shore and in the bushes. The

homely Agaricus, it is true ,is absent, and the’

wand might reject the claims of ite hum.
e TR R A s R
ur big brown Boieti, have considerable sub-
stanee and are an excellent substitute to our
palates. Of these we gathered a large basket-
ful besides regaling ourselves on a field of
ripe blue berries over which our path led us.
The hill climb, the bracing air, and the in-
vigorating appetite as we sat down to finned
deer meat and mushrooms, helped us to for-
get our disappointment of the morning. The
evening was spent designing a fresh-air supply
for winter months for a. young woman with
consumption, a supply which would be avail-
able in the bittereat months in winter, the
cold air being additionally required as an af.
fection of larynx made sleep often impossibse.
A large tube for air of a foot in diameter
was made to open into an arched awning
over the head of the bed, the outer end open-
ing through a hole in the side of the house.
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The bed was devised on the principle of a
sleeping bag, and the nightgown abolished for
a warm close-fitting swit. The origmal 1dea
we got from Dr. J. H. Kellog, of Battle
Creek, Michigan, and it appears to va to be
a device that ought to be much more widely
known and made use of than it at present is.
The cold clear air falls directly on the patient’s
face and a warm soft close fitting cap, with
ear flaps if necessary, serves to protect the
rest of the head from draughts. 1t is -the
nearest approach to the possibility of a
sanatorium at home that we ‘could conceive
for a cumate like this, and that at smail ex.
pense. .

At our next port of call we had to discipiine
an Eskimo who, conceiving that the goods in
the Moravian Mission’s store at Hopedale were
deposited for his benefit, had endeavored to
act on that understanding. He promised to
be good in future, and them shortly returnea
with a deputation of his brethren to read me
a long address in Eskimo. The purport of
the address was that the fishing was very
poor. The people were not to be aliowed un-
Iimited debt at the Moravian store, and they,
wanted me to know their sad condition. &
should have been, 1 must say, much disturbed,
but in years gone by, L have had similar ex-
periences, and the outcome has always been
they were helped through somehow. ‘Lae
Brethren have served he Eskimo now for a-
hundred and thirty odd years, and they know
them tnoroughly. I was delighted in Dr,
Low’s official record, to see his warm com.
mendation of the methods they have wused.
He closes by saying:  “Their method is a
kind of parenthood by which they supply

food and clothing, taking the product of the

hunt very well. ‘There is mo premium put
upon laziness and false piety as 1s the case
where the missionary makes a free distribu-
tion of food and clothing to the natives.” 1
did not read this to the deputation, how-
ever.

A call later to the case of a sick woman
gave us an oportunity for a kindness which
we appreciated. ‘Lhe woman, who was €0OK
to a large shore crew was ‘laymg up’ Her
husband, who was of the crew, had refused on
that account to join his colleagues m an ad-
venturous expedition to the morth Im search
of ‘fish, the fishing being a failure in the im-
mediate neighborhood.  Suspicion tell upon
her that she was malingering to avoid work,
and recrimination and misery were the resuiv.
It was quite a relief apparenuy to all iands
to hear she was really seriously 1ll. Ihouga
I have frequently known folks at home fo
‘enjoy ill-health,” this was the first oceasion

.1 ean remember when it was a real pleasure

to inform a patient it was necessary to a¥
once go to the hospital, in all probamiity to
save life. The denouement, however, was not
what one would have expected. X¥or, sufter.
ing severely as she really was, she was too
timid to act on the advice, and when we letb
a few hours later, had deecided, with her
husband’s approval, ‘to stay where she was
and die if it was the Lord’s will’ She was
a nice woman, but I never had much use fotr
that kind of a husband. g :
WILFRED T. GRENFELL, C.M.G., M.D.
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LESSON,—SUNDAY, MARCH 22, 1902

Golden Text for the Quarter.

In him was life; and the life was the light
of men.—John i, 14.

Home Readings,

Monday, March 16.—John i, 1.14.
Tuesday, March 17.—John i., 35-51.
Wednesday, March 18.—John mi, 5-21,
Thursday, March 19.—John iv., 19-29.
Friday, March 20.—John v., 1-15.
Baturday, March 21.—John vi., 27-51.
Sunday, March 22.—John 1x., 24.41,

FOR THE JUNIOR CLASSES.

There has been much in the series of this
quarter's lessons irom vhe first nine chapters
of John that is food for the deepest theo-
fogical discussion, and it may be wiser with
the younger children not to take the 'essons
mp and consider them hurriedly in their regu-
far order, but rather to see what incidents
bhave most strongly impressed ihem, to cor-
rect any faulty lmpressions these may have
made, and to give them their proper setting.
Children are so apt to eeize on one detail ot
& story and weave their thoughts about 1t
until it assumes a quite unintentiona. value.
There are two &tories that ought to especially
interest the children, those of the little boy
whom Jesus helped, Iesson vil,, and of the
little boy who helped Jesus, Lesson ix. ‘These
eould pe used to help explain the quarter’s
golden text, by showing how Jesus had power
over life, as the verse says, ‘In him was lite,
and just as he cured the -little boy who was
8q ill with fever, he can cure our hearts and
eleanse them from sin. Not only will he cure
and start us right agamn, by he will be our
guide to show us just as ‘light’ does the way
we should go. This stands tor Christ’s cars
for us, of which lesson ix. was an example
while he was on earth. Now he is in heaven,
however, and just as the little boy was able
to help Jesus by, giving up his lunch, so we
are able in many ways to help Christ to_day.
In fact we have to do a great deal more, as
Christ has made us his representatives on
earth, Christ said ‘I am the light of the
world’ (John wviii,, 12), but he also said, ‘Ye
are the light of the world’ (Matt. v., 14).

Jesus bids us shine first of all for him
Well he sces and knows it if our light is
dim.
He looks down from heaven to see us shine
You in your small corner and 1 in mine.’

FOR THE SENIORS.

It may be well, bearing in mind the pur-
pose which God had in the writing of th's
gospel (John xxi, 31), to take up each les-
son and using the golden text as an introdue-
tion see what witness ‘these lessons have
borne to_ the divinity of Christ,—why John
chose to relate these incidents ‘that ye might
believe that Jesus is the Christ, t
God’ The first golden text, then, I8 John
i., 1—offering the witness of Chriet’s human
life and history, a witness whose undoubted
authenticity induces even those who denv

- the divinity of Chtist to admit he was the
~best man who ever lived. ‘Lhe second golden
text, John i, 29, offers the witness of Jonn
the Baptist, more foreible perhaps in John’s
day, as the Baptist was held in the highest
;honor (Luke xx., 4-6), but as history has
brought his name down to our day, a powerful
‘witness still. John i., 45, cites the witness of
the Jewish scriptures in propheey; Psalm
93, 5, the witness of his evident zeal for
God; John iii., 16, the witness of God’s care
and love for the world which must prompt
him to find some adequate means for its salva-
tion; John vii, 37, the witness of Christ’s
_power to satisfy, borne to_dyy by all these
who have put their trust in Tim: John iv., 50,

the witness of answered prayer, again a
modern experience; Matt, viii., 17, the wit-
ness of his gracious deeds, invoked by Christ
himself (Jobhn v., 36; x., 25, 32, 37, 38; xiv.,
10; Matt. xi., 2-6) and recognized in their
deep significance by others (John iii., 2; ix.,
30-33) ; along the same line in the ninth golden
text, Isa. xl, 11, instancing Christ’s power
over nature, and John vi, 35, his power to give
life; the last is John ix., 5, and this offers
the overwhelming witness of the power of
Christ in the world for good. All tha® Chris-
tianity has done for the world goes to prove
the supernatural power of its founder. An.
other interesting line of review is in consider:
ing Christ’s various ways of deating with t'e
people whom he wished to influence,—by 1in-
vitation (John i, 3-9), by command (John 1.,
43), by gracious praise (John i, 4-7), by
stern denunciation (John n., 13.17), by
earnest talk on deeper matters (John iii., 3_
15), by illustration of every-day matters
(John iv., 7-19), by exercising the faith tha%
was strong (John iv, 50; v., 8), or by aiding
it where it was weak (John ix., 6). In all we
have evidence of Christ’s power to understand
the needs of varied humanity and his gracious
tact in his *dealings with men.

Junior C. E. Topic,

Sunday, March 22.—Topic—The wise use of
influences. Kcel. iv., 9, 10; Prov. xxvii.,, 6, 9,
10, 17, 19.

C. E. Topic.

Monday, March 16.—Healing on the Sabbath.
John v, 9.

Tuesday, March 17.—What the Jews said.
John v., 10-13.

Wednesday, March 18.—What
John v., 14.

Thursday, March 19.—What the Jews did.
John v, 15.18.

Friday, Marech 20.—What Jesus taught.
John v., 19-23, o

Saturday, March 21.—Christ’s word to us.
John v., 24,

Sunday, March 22.—Topic—Jesus at Beth-
esda. John v, 1-19. '

Jesus said.

How to Understand.

Above all, teach that to understand God’s
Word we must have God’s epirit, and by
precept and example train them to ask God’s
help before reading. How can you do all
this?  Only by faithful, prayerful study of
God’s Word, and by daily feeding upon it.
If you go before your class with your heart:
aglow with love for God and his word, your
children will catch, at least in some degree,
your &pirit. No higher testimony was ever
paid a teacher than by a little girl who went
home and said: ‘Mamma, my teacher has
seen Jesus.”’ ‘Seeing Jesus’ in his holy Word,
gives point and meaning to teaching, and
brings sure results.—Mrs. J. A. Terhune.

Religious Notes.

Sunday School forces with a continent_wide

constituency will gather in Louisville, June
18-23, the occasion being the 12th Triennial
Convention of the International Sunday School
Association. It is expected that 2,500 dele-
gates and several thousand interested visi-
tors will attend the Convention,

and Territorial Associations of the United
States and Canada, and will be entertained,
on the ‘Harvard’ plan, which provides lodging
and breakfast free. Others will find ampie
hotel and boarding accommodations by writ-
ing Mr. W. J. Meddis, Todd Building, Louis-
ville, Ky., chairman of the local Committee.
The Programme Committee of which Mr.
W. N. Hartshorn, Boston, is chairman, prom-
ises a feast of good things for Sunday School
service, The ‘keynote,” of the Convention will
be ‘Kfliciency in Service/ and with that in

view there will be intelligent consideration °

of ‘The Lesson System, ‘Missions,” ‘Adult
Department work,” “Temperance,” ‘Kiementary,’
‘The Pastors and the Sunday School,’ “The
Laymen in the Sunday School, ‘Hcuse to
House Visitation,” ‘The Home Department,’
‘Teacher Training, ‘Sunday School Evange-
lism,” and other phases of orxanizc_ad Sunday

., The dele-
gates will be chosen by the State, Provincial
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School endeavor. Prof. E. O. Excell of Chi
cago will be musieal director for the Conven.
tion.

For all information about the Programme
write Mr. W. N. Hartehorn, Chairman, 85
Broad Street, Boston, Mass. IKor all other
Convention information, ‘ask Marion Law-
rance,’ General Secretary, 140 Dearvorn
St., Chicago, 11l

‘Missions’ will have an important place on
the programme of the 12th International Sun-
day School Convention at Louisville, Ky.,
June 18-23. Several sessions will be given to
the consideration of the relations of the Sun-
day Sechool to Missionary work and workers,
and some notable features will contribute to
the interest and success of the programme.

The officers of the Young People’s Mission.
ary Movement will co.operate 1in the work.
Saturday evening, June 20, there will be an
attractive exhibition of the moving pictures
secured during the past year in the Homa
Mission Fields and in India, China and Japan,
describing actual conditions in these fields.
Sunday evening Mr. Robert K. Speer and omne
other speaker will address a great mass meet-
ing, and Monday morning Rev. J. F. Goucher,
D.D., on ‘Missionary Instruction in the Sun-
day School’ Monday afternoon the. conven-
tion will divide into three Conferences on
‘The Individual Sunday School organized for
Miesionary Work,” these conferences to be
conducted by Mr. R. E. Diffendorfer, Mr.
E. D. Soper and Rev. J. N. Moore.

The' presence of several Missionaries will
add interest and value to the consideration
of this important subject.

Good tidings come of the orgamization of
a Young People’s Missionary Movement bt
m China and in Korea. At the Centenary
Conference in Shanghai a committee was ap-
pointed to care for the proper development
of work among young people, and this con
mittee has resolved to ask the Mission Boards
to send out missionaries specially to develop
Sunday Schools and Young People’s Societies
in their various fields. The Korean mission-
aries were present in strong force at Shanghai
and they too have formed a committee which
hag for ome of its objects = to promote the
study of missions in Sunday Schools and ot'ier
young people’s organizations, and generally
to foster the interest of the world. Similar
steps were taken earlier in the year at severai
centres in India. These results are due to
the visit of Messrs. Karl Taylor and Vickery,
delegates from the American Young People’s
Missionary Movement.

GOOD CANADIAN SPORT

The charming cover of the March ‘Pic-
. torial’ will interest every boy in Canada

who sees it. Not a doubt of it! And the
group of eager-faced boys on the jce near
the boat will make many a boy wish he
had been there, too, and seen the real
thing instead of merely looking -at the
picture, The cover alone will gell many a
Copy, as our young agents will find. And
yet it is Tull of fine pictures. (See con-
tents in full on another page.)

Already the wideawake ones have orders
on file at our office, and many will have
so0ld their first supply for March by the
time this is in print. If YOUR order 18
not in yet, rush it along at once so that
you will be promptly attended to.

The sales of the March issue will close

the first competition for this year, and
there is keen striving for first place, Are
you in it? 1f not, why not?
. We hope some day to introduce our boy
readers to- an active young salesman out
in British Columbia. He is the one that
sald recently: °‘Pictorial’ sells like hot
caktes, Am working for a new epring
suit.’

He keeps the ball rolling in two adja-
cent towns and his order for March would
surprise you. Yet he’s only just turned
twelve, His bonus stamp was made for one
town address and he has just earned a
stamp (on the premium basis) with the
other town address on so that he can stamp
the slips, ete., distributed at each place
and get all the business that comes from
his own pushing efforts. His parents, too,
are much interested in his sales and evi-
dently appreciate the training thie is giv-
ing him,

There is lots of room yet for more boys,
so why not eend in your name this very
day and get a package on credit to start
with. We'll trust you. You need gend no

money with your order. And we will send
full i ions, premium list, ete. DO
IT NOW. g

Address: JOHN DOUGALL & SON,

Agents for the ‘Canadian Pictorial,” ‘Wit~
ness’ Office, Montreal.
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Write Your Own Character,
(By Mary E. Johnson, in the "Alliance News,’)

He lived in a busy eity—this hero
tale,—

Where strong men strive and conquer, and
weak men halt and faill

But the early youth and manhood of la.vy
were fair and bright;

He learnt a trade, was skilful, and all seemed
going right.

of my

He was gay and jovial by nature—could sing
a lively song,

He was quite a popular speaker, for Harry
‘gould go it strong,’

But the very gifts he was proud of brov ht
danger in their train,

And elowly, but surely, he sank ’neath drink’s
most fatal chain.

Again and again he was cautioned; his mas-
ter took him apart,

And spoke to him firmly, but kindly, with
words from a Christian heart;

He showed him the evil of drinking, the ruin
of hand and brain;

But Harry rejected his counsel—remonstrance
was in vain!

At last all patience was ended, but Harry
didn’t care.

He said, with a sneer and an oath, he’d find
work anywhere! 2

And 80 he did for a season, for he was skilled
of hand,

Jut again and again he lost it, and how you
will understand.

Tor the foe that worked his ruin was drink—=
too well we know

That it drags a man from happiness to lowest
depths of woe;

And at last, in desperation, he put his pride
away,

And sought his former master
wintry day.

one bitter,

‘T’ve come, sir, to ask you to help me; I've
been out of work so long,

But now I’'ve a chance of starting there’s just
one thing that’s wrong;

So I want a few lines from you, sir, to say,
my character’s good;

I have served you for many years, so 1 told
the firm you would.” ' :

The master took some paper, and, without' a
word, he wrote, %

And handed it over to Harry, who shook his
head o’er the note.

‘But this is no use to me, sir; you state 1 am
drunken and bad,

8poil my work, neglect my
short, am a wretched cad.

business, in

‘I'm afraid it is true, said the master. *
“have warned you many a day;

But come to my desk yourself, lad, and see
what you can say,

Write out your character plainly, and if 1 can
sipn it 1 will,

For if you were steady and sober I know you
have plenty of skill?

(=

1
8o at the desk sat Harry, who seemed deep
lost in thought,
But not a word was written—how couid he
say what he ought?

‘I cannot write it,’ he mutbered, ‘the place

will have to go,
. He will not sign a falsehood, and the truth
is no usee, 1 know.
L]
‘Now, Harry,’ said the master, ‘you see how
matters are,
But I trust you may do better, and 1 will go
so far,
I will tell the finm exactly what you have
been before, !
And assure them of your
ptay, 1 must do mare

skiltulness—buk

‘T will tell them, shall I, Harry? that you
won’t. touch drink again;

It has brought you down to poverty, has been
your curse and bane;

I will ask them just to try you, to give you
work to do,

Now, for your own sake, and the wife’s, do
keep your promise true.

The pledge was taken earnestly, a lesson had
been taught;

Some mneedful resolutions made within that
space of thought

When Harry tried so vainly his character to
write,

And realized at last -how far it
being right.

was from

It was a hard, hard struggle to leep from
drink away, :

But with God’s help he conquered, and is
prosperous to-day.

His home is bright and happy, his wife and
children blest

With loving care and comfort, and all seems
peace and rest.

But oft he gazes backwards
dream appears,

he wasted opportumities of those wretched
by-gone years,

And the turning point, he always says, was
when he tried to write 5

A character to please himself, but eould not
get it right,

to what as a

A Brand Plucked From the
Fire.

Twenty years ago while employed in a
brewery in the city of Toronto I was saved
from sin. My besetting sin was drink, and
for all these years I have been kept from it,
all praise to Him.

One day I was called to the death_bed »f
the nearest and dearest on earth to me, and
as I watched the life pass away from that
body I promised her that I would never taste
drink again.: LRE : :

I continued on in my occupation bottling
and shipping beer. for - about two months,
praying to God to find me an honorable posi-
tion, and He did o, where I have been em-
ployed ever since.

T had promised Him also that I would
never - allow another drop of intoxicating
drink to go down my inroat, and one day
while knocking the bung out of a keg the
beer flew up into my mouth, filling it. I at
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once cast it out and ran to the hose that
was attached to a tap and turned the water
on and washed my mouth out in the presence
of my fellow workmen, causing a laugh all
around.

I positively hate the liquor traffic. It is aa
evil that has not one redeeming thing in
all its history to commend it to good men. It
violates' the law of God and men. 1t dese.
crates the Sabbath and tramples underfoot
the tenderest feelings of humanity.

The saloon is a den of iniquity and a cess-
pool of sin, it is the cause of men and women
falling into drunkards’ graves, asylums, pri-
son and poor-houses are being filled, and yet
the drunkards’ factory is kept running on.
Every asylum, prison and poor-house is am
argument against the saloon. :

When are we going to get rid of this awiul
monster that lies crouched in almost every
corner of our land ready to spring upon 1t8
prey. Its prey is our boys who step out with
good prospects in life before them, only to be-
come victims of this most awful demon.

WILLIAM RUDDY.

Toronto. :

The Pastor and Temperance,
(By Rev. A. B. Bowman.)

The pastor’s duties are varied. Some of our
pastors are satisfied with their year’s work
if they make their pastoral visits, attend the
prayer-meetings, fill their regular appomnt-
ments, and hold a protracted meeting at each
point on the circuit. Some are satisfied with
considerable less than this. Yet, these are
but the beginning of the pastor’s responsi-
bility. Great reform questions are agitatmng
the public to.day. The pastor should lesl
the people in these reforms. He showid
be in the vanguard when battles for reform
are on. But our pastors shirk their duties
and responsibilities, They take a back sext
and instead of leading the people in these
reforms look on with indifference. "The minis-
ters of other churches, and the people as
well, feel that either our pastors are not &in.
cere when they claim to believe in reform, or
they are too ignorant of the subject to ne_lp,
or they are moral cowards. This gituation
puts a drag on our church and hinders our
advancement. The temperance question is the
great question to be settled now by the
American people. The whole nation is etirred.
Churches are stirred. Statesmen are stirred.
The fight is on. The saloon must go. What
part should our pastors have in the fight?

i s

A SPLENDID BARGAIN!

- SundaySchool Workers

in Sunday Schools where the ¢ Northern Messenger’
has not been taken, would be greatly interested in a

proposition we have to make them for a free distribu-

tion for three weeks, or for a longer period, at nominal

rates.

NOW I8 THE TIME TO ACT.

Those

interested in Sunday Schools will confer a favor
on all concerned by bringing this advertisement to the
notice of one- of the officers of any Sunday School
where this, the cheapest and best Sunday School Paper,

is not being taken. Full
tion. :

particulars sent on applica-

JOHN DOUGALL & SON, Publishers,

‘Witness’ Block, Montreal.
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Corresg_q_ndense-

: L., Que.
Dear Editor,—I am a boy eleven years old.
We live quite close to the North River.
White’s bridge is right opposite our house. 1
bave three brothers, one older and two young.
er than myself, but no sisters. 'T'hree of us
o to sehool and have about a mile to walk.

r ecousin is the teacher, and we like her
wery well. We have one grandfather living;

THE MESSENGER

sit with Laura M. at school. She writes to
the ‘Messenger’ also. My birthday 1is m
September.

ELLEDA YOUNG.

: L. Ont.

Dear Editor,—We lost our barn this fall
on the first of September. It was an awful
sight to see. We lost our chopper, cutting.
box, seed.drill, windmill, pulper, all our hay
and oats, some hens were burned, and lots
of other things that I cannot think of now.
We have an engine, boiler, a cross-cut and

OUR PICTURES.
1. “Tepee.” Clarence Stirtan (age 8),S., Ont.

2. ‘Flower” Roy McConnell ' (age
Man,

3. ‘Barley.
Ont.

4. ‘Lily’ Norman Marshall (age 7), K,
iAlta.
5. ‘Cherry Branch.

8), H,

Russell Robinson (age 9), M.,

Cissie Fisher, V., Sask.

6. ‘Bunny.’ Burton G. Mosher (age 13),
K. 8, NS.

7. ‘Reindeer” Vern McClelland (age 9), K.,
Ont. ¢

Oh& ‘A Fight” John Robinson (age 10), M.,
t‘.

" 9. “Locomotive.’ Fred. Gorham, U.S.A.

10. ‘Steam Engine,’ Alfred C. Brown (aga
10), Jamaica, B.W.L

11, ‘Flower pot. Grace Stirtan (age 9), S,
Ont.

12. “Clock.” George B. Ker (age 13), Ottawa.

13. ‘Flowers.” Maud H., A., Ont.

14. ‘Ruffed Grouse.’ Ralph Russell (age 11),
H., Sask.

15. ‘In the Field’ Ruth Murphy, M. ¥., Ont.

16. ‘Biddy.’ Arthur M. Johnson (age 10),
W. NS.

17. “Dear’s Head’ Russell Wood (age 8),
A., Ont.

18. ‘Goat.’ Gladys Murphy (age 10), M. Fy
Ont.

19. ‘A Boat.’ B. N. Watte (age 10), G. T,,
P.EI

20. ‘A Boat.” Rollyn Davidson, M., Ont.

21. ‘Plate of Apples” Xtta Martin (age 1),
L., Ont.

22. “The Wooden Gog.” Aluin, Lushes Bight,
Nfld.

23. ‘Mother’s Tea_pot.”’' Ethelle Knight (age
6), O. S., Ont,

24. ‘Flowers.” Ruby G. Parkhouse (age 9),
C. H., Ont.

25. ‘Flower’ Lorne Elliott (age 11), To-

ronto.

26. ‘A Woman. Amose Manlow (age 4), L,
Wash.

27. ‘A Peacock.” Annie V. Rose, K. F,, P.
Que,

24 ‘House’ Joshua Southwell, R., Ont.

29. ‘The Meow Family,’ Everett Marsha,
E., Alta.

30. ‘Our Schoolhouse.’

31. “Our House.
©., Ont.

32. ‘A Bachelor’s

Mary B., A., Ont.
Herbert Kdwards (age 8),

House.” Alexine Manlow

" (age 13), L., Wash.

33. ‘A Trap’

34. ‘A House.
10),cB. P, PXT

35. ‘Our Schoolhouse.”
Ont,

Ruth Murphy, M. F., Ont.
Margaret Maceachern (a2ge

Ernest Bunn, U,

he will be eighty_three years old on his birth-
day. He takes the ‘Weekly Witness’ and has
taken it for a great many years and would
not be without it. My oldest brother takep
the ‘Northern Messenger’ and we like it very
much. For pets we have a racoon, two cats
and a dog, Sanko. We draw him on the sled
and then he gets off and draws us.

'ERLING A. POLLOCK.
W., Ont.

Dear Editor,—I am a little boy eight years,

I have two little brothers, one is four years

old and the other is two years old. I take
the ‘Messenger’ and like it very much, espe.

ne

cially the Correspondence page. Mother used

to take it when she was a little girl and she
likes it yet. She used to get subscribers for
it. Once she got a Bibie and another time she
got a gold ring for prizes. My father makes

eement tile and brick and aleo has a knitting.

machine and knits during the winter montus,
WALTER A. MANNING.

¢ ; J., Ont,
Dear Editor,—I am a little girl ten years
old. I live on a farm about five miles from
Napanee, I am in the senior fourth, and in-
tend to try for high school in the summer
holidays. I have four dolls and a kitten. I

#aw, ripsaw and a lathe. We run all these
with the engine. The name of the engine is
the Leonard. We made this winter 180 slats.
Wi saw all the logs and chop them too. We
hwve an Edison phonograph and ‘about 100
records. Well, I think I will close. I bave
written a page now, all but a line or so.

F. A. DAWSON.

-,

OTHER LETTERS.

Mildred Helm, R., Ont, answers Amy
Bevidett’s riddle (February 28)—Because they
can’t go off without a bow. Mildred has been
ill with earache, but we hope that has gone
by now. Your riddles have been asked be-
fore, Mildred. :

Lionel A. Irwin, K., Que, is a pretty busy.
boy. ‘I water the horses, give them their
oats, fill the woodbox, and in the summer
time, will have to milk some cows.’ He has
time to make good use of ‘a pair of bobs,

‘gkiis, and a pair of skates’

~Lulu Cowieson, Q., Ont., has ‘a little brother
three years old who has just got over tha
chicken-pox.” Your riddles have been asked,
Lulu.

Clarice K., Burk’s Falls, Ont., sends two rid-
dles: 1. When is a soldier not half a soldier?
2. What do we often catch but never see?

5

Fanny Kaiser, 8. M., N.S,, is ‘a great lover
of Looks” You deserve a big compliment for
your good writing, Fanny.

Ethel Houtby,: S. €., Ont., says I go to
business college and am preparing to take a
position as stenographer.” -~ Going to be a busi-
ness woman, eh Iithel?

Nellie Moorhouse and Lulu C., 8., Ont., both
write little letters. 'They are two among six
girl chums, but don’t get too ‘cliquey’ girls,
that’s bad.

Laura L. Rose, M. D.,, N.8,, answers Myrtle
J. Sider’s second riddle (January 31)—herring,
and Pearl Hamilton’s (Kebruary 21)—Because
Methuselah’s father did not die; he was
translated.

Mary and Julia MacEachern, R. P, P01
write to our circle for the first time. There
are three boys and three girls in their
family.

Josie M. H., and George C.
Musqut., N.S., send little letters
Josie has been ill, but we are
too ill to write.

K. M. Dover, 8., P.E.L, says
Sunday School in winter. This is a question
enclosed: 1In what respects are rivers and
waggons alike? A. F. Dover also sends a
short letter. .

Ruby G. Parkhouse, C. H., Ont,, asks, which
is correct, six and seven is eleven, or six and
seven are eleven? Ruby says ‘the last day I
went to school I fell on the ice and cut my
head very badly? E. R. Parkhouse asks this
riddle:—What is the difference between g yel-
low dog and an orange?

Vida Leney, Oi, P. Que., asks: What is
higher and neater when the head is off?

Ollie MacLean, K. V., N.8., has ‘one sick
brother and he has a little squirrel’ That 1s
a pretty pet, isn’t it?

Flossie Partridge, W. M., Ont., thinks it has
been very stormy this winter, but she and
her brother have had ‘lots of fun sliding
down the snow banks.’

Three little letters come together from I..
P, Ont., from Frances J. Home, Eliza Shaver,
and Florie Dennison, who writes ‘to let you
know what a good time we are having skat-
ing on the ice. There is a pond close to our
place and a lot of girls and boys come out
skating at night.

Ethel B. Brodie, and Mary J. Brodie, By
Ont., are cousins who tell about a very sue-
cessful box social in which they took part,
and in which Ethel’s papa played the auc-
tioneer. Your riddles have, been asked befors,
Mary. -

E. J. W. 8, Tryon, P.EL, is ‘pretty busy,’
as she has ‘a lot of lessons to learn’ “hat,
we fear, is a common complaint, however,
Annie McConnell, H., Man., says, ‘I go to
sehool all the time and have fine times.”’ Les-
sons and ‘fine times’ can go together after all

Victoria Wilson, M. F., Ont., lives ‘at the
waterworks” That must be very interesting.

Hector McLean Smith, N. P.,, Man., asks:
Why is a banana stand like the sun going
down?

Letters were also received from Bessiz A.
Stratton, K., Ont.; Jessie Degrow; L., Sask.;
Ruth; and Gladys Murphy, M. F. Ont.;
Ethelle Knight, O. 8, Ont.; M. K. D. Tryon,
P.EI; A. P. Stratford, Ont.; Edna E. Hall-
man, N, D., Ont,; William N. B., Blind River,
Ont.; B. N. Watts, G. T., P.E.L.;; Herbert Ed-
wards, C.,, Ont.; Roselyn Davidson, M., Ont,
and Roberta Alexander, Ont. All riddles
in these have been asked before.

A request comes from Comber, Ont., for
some subjects to be given to write on. It
would hardly do to have all the letters on one
subject, would it? ‘The main point is to get
them as different as possible to each other,
but there ought to be a great many subjects
to write on, especially now with spring com-
ing. Write about the birds you see, or the
animals that are coming out, or the flowers
that start growing. ‘'lell why you like a

H., Upper
and drawings.
glad was not

they have mno

favorite book, or why you don’t like one that

some one else does like, Tell about a party
you went to, or the funny things your baby

does, what games you play, and, if you know

a new one, how you play it. Why, the world’s
just full of things to write about! Good
times, pretty flowers, good friends, write
about anything, except just what everybody
else writes about, and see what splendid let-
ters there will be,
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The Wise Little Shoe,

‘My mother always taught me,” said a careful
little shoe,

‘One simple rule of conduet, which I gladly
tell to you;

For I find I fare much better, both friends
and foes among,

1f 1 keep my eyes wide open and always told
my tongue!’ g

—Little Folks.

John-a-Dreams.

Little John Carleton was so absent-minded
that no one ever knew what he was going to
do next. ‘A regular John-a-Dreams,” declared
papa. And the schoolboys were tired of
shouting after him:

Diddle, diddle dumpling, my son John,

Went to bed with his stocking on,

One shoe off, one shoe on,

Diddle, diddle, dumpling, my son’ John.

But, oh, dear me! This dreaming John did

- far worse things than going to bed with his
stockings on. He was always thmnking so
very hard about something elee that he never
had had any thoughts left for the thing he
was doing, and thus many and varied were
his mighaps.

One Sunday morning papa and mamma hai
company, and the children were going to
church alone.

‘Now, Bert,’ said mamma, ‘don’t wiggle.
And Edith and Dottie, remember and not to
whisper. And, oh, John_a-Dreams, please,
please, try just this once not to do anything
dreadful’ -

‘Yes, ma,” said John-a-Dreams.

‘Better take a mnap, Johnnie,” said papa.
‘Sleeping dreams are safer than waking ones.

‘Yes, pa,” said John_a-Dreams.

The church was warm and the sermon very
lomg. Just in front of John gat a httle old
isdy, who looked as though she mighs be a
very mnice grandma,

‘L wish 1 had a grandma,” thought John,
sleepily counting the buttons on the back of
Ler cap.

Pretty soon the old lady began to nod
gently. Jobn yawned and tried to count the
beads on her bonnet. 'I'en, twenty, thirty,
forty, fortyfive, forty-six, forty-seven—dJohn.
a-Dreams and the little old lady were both
asleep.

For a little while they slumbered peace-
fully, then John-a-Dreams began to dream
in earnest. It was twilight in his dream, love.
1y and cool and still. He was out in the
garden watering the nasturtiums. The new
moon was shining over his night shoulder.

‘I will wish,” said John-a-Dreams.

Suddenly it grew darker, and a cold breeze
rustled through the bushes. John-a.Dreams
felt queer and shivery. Then something came
round the cormer of the wall—oh, such a
strangé something! A wee, fantastic thing it
was, and John.a-Dreams thought it must be
a hobgoblin. Whether a he hobgoblin or a
she hobgoblin he could not tell, but a hob-
goblin it certainly was, and coming right
after him. He tried to run, but was unable
to move. Nearer and nearer came the hob.
goblin. John-a‘Dreams screamed = wildly anu
hit it in the head with the watering pot.

Then the minister stopped preaching, the
girls in the choir giggled, and the whole con-
gregation stared in amazement at the Carle-
ton pew, for John.a-Dreams had knocked ou
the old lady’s bonnet!

Then the eroes old sexton came hurrying
down the aisle, and carried him, still half
asleep, out of the church. :

*Oh, John.a-Dreams!  John-a.Dreams!’
sighed mamma, when she heard the dreadful
story.

‘Papa said sleeping dreams were safe, but
they aren’t,” sobbed John.

Then, to every one’s surprise, there came
a note from the little old lady inviting John
to tea. z

‘T don’t want to go! I don’t want to go!’
eried John, in dismay.

‘But you must,” said mamma, ‘and you must
apologize just a8 nicely as ever you can/’

§o at 5 o'clock a very dejected-looking boy
knocked at the old lady's door. And, oh,

what a jelly little old lady she was! And
what a merry, merry time they had! They
sat down to a little round tea table covered
with all sorts of goodies. There was honey!
There was jam! Before he knew it John »as
telling his dream about the hobgoblin.

Then how the old lady laughed. ‘Now let
me tell you my dream; said she, ‘for I was
asleep, too, and surely I am old enough to
behave better. 1 dreamed 1 was taking tea
with a nice little old man. We were telling
each other story after story of long.ago
times, and having such a cozy, comfortable
meal! Then I got up to fill the tea kettle,
and the little old man hit me in the head wicn
a pink-frosted cake!’

‘That was when I hit the hobgoblin!’ eried
John,

‘Yes,” laughed the old lady, ‘that was you
hitting the hobgobln.’

‘I'm so very, very sorry, ma’am,” said Johs,
remembering his apology.

‘Oh, it didn’t hurt the bonnet a bit,” said
the nice old old lady, ‘and mnext Sunday Il
try to keep awake.’

‘So will I said John-a-Dreams.—Washing.
ton ‘Star’

— e

Lost and Saved.

“There! you old croaking psalm-singer,” ex-
claimed Jem Beechwood, pointing down to the
shining, glistening treasures of the sea, that
lay covering the bottom of the fishing smack,
‘what d’ye say to them’—and an oath came
in—‘heaps of silver pennies, I’d like to know?
Pray for God’s blessing on our expedition,
indeed! Blessings be boshed. You stick to
your prayings and your poverty, Mark Gains.
ford, if you choose, and T'll stick to the wits
of my clever brains, ard the skill of my own
two hands. Look there, and see who comes'
best off. You at your age naught but a
fishermen’s servant still, and [ best-part owner
of as jolly a smack as ever put out from har-
bor, and with a bit of a fortune at my feeTl’

So spoke thirty-year old Jem Beechwood;
and he folded his powerful arms across his
broad chest, and flung up his hansome head
with a sneer upon his hp.

There was a pause of some moments: the
other man spoke, slowly and heavily:

¢“My power and the might of my hand
hath gotten me this wealth. But thou shall
remember the Lord thy God, for it is He that
giveth thee power to get wealth”” So says
the good Book!’

There was something so deep, so intensely
solemn in the speaker’s voice, that even
Beechwood was held silent while the few seu-
tences were uttered, But the voice ceased,
the brief spell was broken, and, with a volley
of cumses, and a short, hard laugh, he turned
away.

I reckon, old ranter, that a mug of hot
coffee ull warm you and me up more than
your epouting, so we’d best pass along, and
see if Bill has got the stove ahight.

‘And tell him to trim the lamps and free
the anchor,’ returned Mark Gainsford, grave.
ly. The master turned back once more to faen
him, with a glint of keen anxiety suddenly
visible in his eyes. Gainsford had a repuba-
tion of being the wisest weather-prophet alony
that cost. Many a life and a boat had been
saved by a word from him. But in the pre-
sent instance his implied warning was re-
ceived ungraciously enough. :

‘Why, you old idiot, what are you talking
about?” was the rough exclamation. ‘It’s no#
a half_hour since you drew up the lamps
yourself. There’s as good a day-break as one
would wish to see’ : :

‘A heavy mist and seaswell coming upon
us fast, if not a dense fog,’ sard Gainsford,
with quiet firmness,

Beechwood cast swift glances around, and,
for the first time in the midst of his proud
exultation, noted cerfain tell-tale signs tlLat
secretly convinced him his man spoke the
truth, but an uncomfortable touch of mis-
giving only made him bluster the more.

‘A fig for your fogs and your mists and
your swells,” heé retorted, with a snap of the
fingers. ‘Think I'm going to be done out of
the ¢ream of my winnings, now I've got them,
by dawdling out here? Not if I know it.

He raised his voice to a shout. - SRy

‘Clap on more sail, you fellows, ‘and let us
have a fine run home. Exftra shillings apiece,
and glasses of grog as soon as ever we drop
anchor inside. ¢

‘Good for you,” was the reply about; ‘count
them ours a’ready.

And in a second all was bustle on board,
and, ere a couple of minutes had passed, the
smack was fairly racing along before the in-
creasing wind. \

‘Hurrah! there’s for you, Mr. Croaker,” ex-
claimed the master, with a resounding clap
of his hands. But his triumph was prematurs.

Almost as the words escaped his lips the
freshening breeze veered in uncertain faskio=,
as though undecided which quarter it would
choose, and the mist settled down around
them, as though a mantle had been suddenly
dropped upon them from the sky. :

‘Shall we drop the anchor? asked Mark
Gainsford, ‘We’re safer to bide out here in
the open a spell than to get too close in
shore,

‘Hold your jawing, and give advice when
You’re asked for it,” was the passionate reply.
‘Force her ahead, you fellows. Remember your
shillings and your grog!’

‘Aye, aye,’ returned the poor fellows, as
foolhardy as their employer; and Mark Gains.
ford, with a prayer in his heart for those
who would not pray for themselves, took his
share, and more, in the work ordered to be
done.

On they labored through the thick dark-
ness, sound muffled as well as sight. When
—suddenly—all wind seemed ecut away from
them. There came an awful minute.

With the startling swiftness of the light-
ning flash sounds and sight came back—sounds
as though some relentless monster were pang.
ing and roaring for the helpless human lives.
And sight? Ah! yes. The fog had lifted, and
there came death. But a few yards from
them on came the great steam-vessel outward
bound for the other side of the world.

Never in his life would Mark Gainsford
forget the wild, upward fling of the arms, and
the fearful ery of the man who at that mo.
ment stood beside him.

‘Ye shall surely perish,’ ghrieked Jem
Beechwood, as the steamer eut his smack in
twain, and cast men and their harvest to=
gether into the sea.

Many a day and night thereafter ears burnt
hotly, as Jem Beechwood tossed, in delirium,
from semi.drowning and a blow on the head
in falling, and would assail everyone who
came near with the solemn warning:—Tf
thou forget thy God ye shall surely perish.’

But, by the Father’s mercy, Mark Gains-
ford had ‘been enabled to save his empioyer
for' happier days to come.

‘Poor fellow,” said a neighbor one day, as
he sat out in the sunshine of his little gar-
den, rejoicing in the convalescent’s sense of
returning strength. He looked up at the com-
miserating tone. !

Poor fellow?
low, now!’

‘The visitor looked puzzled. ‘Why, you’re
ruined. Lost all your gains and all your sav.
ings.’

‘And found the pearl of great price,” was
the quiet reply. “The medicine was a sharp
one, but splendid for cure’

There was a moment’s silence,

You should say happy fel-

and then,

.~ with a smile round to his wife, Jem added—

‘It is the Lord that giveth power
wealth,
again, my sweetheart dear’—Friendly Greet~
ings.

to get

'Syrian Schools.

Miss M. C. Holmes, a missionary of the
American Presbyterian Church in ‘'Iripoli,
Syria, speaking of work for women, eaid:

The light began to shine for
Syria when the Christian missionaries went
there. Schools were opened; the printing-
press was set up; the girls of the so-called
Christian sects began to read, and to look

through the eyes of books and papers at what -

their sisters in other lands were doing.
The Mohammedans were invited to send
their girls to school. They said! ‘No! we can

With His help we will. owork upi. ... ...

women in’
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educate cats just as well as we can educate
our daughters!” And one man, who was
asked to send his daughter to the mew school
which had just been established, replied:
‘Wouldn’t you like to have the cow go along,
too? :
The village schools away out in the interior
are entering wedges. There was one school
started for boys which had an indirect in.
fluence on the women. In it was a boy who
learned to read the Bible, which was a daily
textbook. He took it home and read to his
mother at night, until she found that Jesus
Christ was her Saviour; and one day, when
one of the missionaries was visiting that vils
lage and examing the school, tms mother
came, leading her boy by the hand, and carry-
ing a bunch of wheat on her head. ‘Sir,” she
said, to the missionary, ‘they tell me my
boy is a bright boy; that he has learned to
read rapidly., There is nothing I can do for
my Master, I have only just learned to love
Him, but I have brought my boy to you and
I want you to teach’ him to speak for Jesus.
If you will send him to school, I will furnish
his clothing and his bed’ And then taking
the wheat from her head, she *said: ‘The
enemy came to the threshing floor, and took
away much of my grain; then the tithe-
gatherer took a tithe of what was left; but
I bring to you the tithe of what has been
left to me, and 1 want you to take it and
educate my boy.’ That boy to-day is one of
the professors in the Christian college at
Beirut. No nation has ever risen above the
condition of its women, and what we are
trying to do is to Christianize the Syrian
women.—‘Westminster.”

School Days,
% (By Maltbie D. Babcock.)

Lord, let me make this rule,
1o think of life as school,
And try my Dbpest
To stand the test,
And do my work, <
And nothing shirk.

Should some one else outshine
This dullard head of mine,
Should I be sad?
I will be glad.
To do my best
Is Thy behest.

If weary with my book

1 cast a wistful look 4

Where posies grow,
O let me know
That flowers within
Are best to win.

These lessons Thou dost give
To teach me how to live,

To do, to bear,

T'o get and share,

1o work and play

and trust alway,

\i . ' though I may not ask,
“o o wose my daily task

i hast decreed

4 et my meed.

5 pleases 'I'hee,

That shall please me.

A Hymn at a Badger Hunt.

The late Sir John Stainer, the famous
organist and composer, was visiting some
friends in Gloucestershire on one occasion,
when it was proposed to organize a badger
bunt in the woods at midnight. Dr. Stainer
—he had not then been knighted—expressed a
desire to take part in it. At mhdnight, ac.
cordingly, he and a few others tramped to
the rendezvous, They were quletly waiting
the appearance of the badger, when the ap-
proach of morning was heralded by that
mysterious light which at that time of year
—it was June—begins to be seen about two
o’clock. The birds soon began their morning
songs, one after another, until all the wood-
land resounded with praise. For a few mo-
ments the little party stood in silence; then
Dr. Stainer, raising his hands, exclaimed:
- *All that have life and breath sing to the
Lord!—the opening words of Mendelssohn’s
“‘Hymn of Praise’ ‘Let us have the first

ghorus. said Dr. Stainer. And so they sang

trom memory, as well as they could, the first
chorus from ‘The Hymn of Praise,’” Dr. Stam-
er taking the treble, another the alto, another
the tenor, and another the bass. Needless
to say, they had no badger hunt.—Christian
Herald.

The Bble the First Printed
Book.

It is a remarkable and interesting fact that
the very first use to which the diwscovery of
printing was applied was the production of
the Holy Bible. This was accomplished at
Mentz, between the years 1450 and 1455.
Gutenberg was the imventor of the art, and
Faust, a goldsmith, furnished the necessary
funds.

The Bible was in two folio volumes, which
have been justly praised for the strength and
beauty of the paper, the exactness of the
register, and the luster of the ink. The work
contained 1,282 pages, and—being the first
ever printed—of course involved a long period
of time, and an immense amount of mcatal,
manual, and mechanical labor; and yet, for
a long time after it had been finished and
offered for sale, not a human being, save the
artists themselves, knew how 1t had been aec-
complished.

Of the first printed Bible, eighteen coples
are now known to be in existence, four of
which are printed on vellum. Two of these are
in England, one being in the' Grenville collec-
tion. Of the fourteen remaining copies, ten
are in Engiand, there being a copy in the
libraries of Oxford, Kdinburgh, and London,
and seven in the collections of different noble-
men. The vellum copy has been sold as high
as $1,400. Thus—as if to mark the nobles#
purpose to which the art would ever be ap-
plied—the first book printed with movable
metal types was the Bible—‘Morning NStar.

The Spirit of the Slums,

Granny makes match boxes for a living (?),
and is paid at the rate of 2 1-4d. per gross,
Her twisted fingers are at work throughout
the day and far into the night. She is never
idle, except for a few brief moments eaen
day, when she raises her head in order to
bestow a smile of welcome upon a casual cat-
ler. And Granny, it must be admitted, has
many casual callers. She is a universal
favorite—a Mother in Israel.

‘Shall I git yer bit o’ food ready fer ve,
Granny?” The question is put by a wan-faced
child, little more than a baby, who thrusts
& curly head through the partially open door.

Granny beams on the chid, and murmurs:
‘Come in, deary, out o’ the wet’

‘Thort yer would let me” The child springs
through the doorway. ‘Yer alwayse does.’

‘0’ course I does. Ain’t yer as much right
in ’ere as w'at I ’ave? Yer welcome at any
time, providin’ yer alwayse go away with a
emile on yer face. 1 lcouldn’t go on makin’
these ’ere match-boxes day arter day if 1
didn’t make a few (giles at the same time,
80 as to balance things up a bit. Stand along-
side ¢’ me and ’old on ter this ’ere bit o’
colored piper whilst I run some paste over
it

The child carefully extends the paper, and
Granny applies the paste. It would have been
quicker and easier to have laid the paper on
the deal table, but Granny is a firm believer
in individual usefulness. She knows that a
feeling of self_importance makes for happi-
ness.

‘An’ now,” she goes on, applying the paper
to the various partially-constructed boxes,
‘yer can git a bit o’ food art of the cuphrard.
There ain’t much there, on’y the top of a loaf
and a scrap o’ cold bacon. I don’t ’old with
eatin’ ot poultry and trats and sich like'—
the old woman smiles—'it’s bad fer the stom-
ach, terrible bad. KEnough is better than a
feast any day—w’en yer carn’t git one—and
there’s plinty fer you an’ me.

The child catches at the word ‘you,” and
smiles expansively as it imbeds itself in her
imagination. She skips towards the cupboard
and throws open the door.

“Ain’t it a big top? she exclaims, placing
the piece of bread on the table; ‘an’ dont
the bacon look a bit o’ orlright?

Granny smiles again, and at the same mo.
ment cuts a large slice off the loaf. ‘There!’
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she exclaims, adding a piece of bacon, ‘thais
orter make yer marth water!. You jist gobble
it up while 1 go on wiv these ’ere hoxes. £
ain’t earned me dinner yit by more than ’arf
a gross.” >

‘Carn’t 1 ’elp yer? the child sputters out,
her mouth full of food. ‘Carnt 1 ’old the
colored piper out fer yer while I'm eatin’?’

Granny, true to her ereed, falls in with the
suggestion. ‘Praps it ud be as ~well if yel
earned yer dinner,” she observes. ‘Hat wiv one
’and and ’old the piper wiv the other.’

The child acts in accordance with the in-
structions, using her right hand for the most
enjoyable part of the work.

‘Who can say nah,’ the old woman smiles,
‘that it ain’t possible ter do two things at
the same time?

The child makes answer by re_filling her
mouth with bread and bacon, and, as thougn
desirous of turning the conversation into
light and airy channels, she refers to the
blue, and yellow, and red paper employed in
making the match-boxes.

“’Ow I should love ter do this
day, sittin’ ’ere by yer, she sighs.

‘That’s w'at most of ‘em say,’ Granny mur-
murs.

Her reference to ‘most of ’em’ explains the
sudden appearance of four childish eyes, now
peering through the open doorway.

‘Come in!’ the cry goes forth with a ring of
cheerfulness and welcome; and in immediate
response the owners of the four eyes step
forward, a smile lighting up their pinched
faces. ‘An’ ‘ow are ’Arry an’ Enmuly ter-day?
the old woman goes on, addressing the new-

work orl

comers. ‘Yer ain’t smilin’ as broad as yer
should. Come an’ ave a bit- o bread an’
bacon?’

“’Arry’ and Emily display great pleasure in
accepting the inyitation; they make a straight
line for the table, and stand with expectant
eyes,

¢’Ere’s yours,” a piece of bread and bacon
is pushed towards Emily; ‘an’ ’ere’s yours,’
another and larger portion falls to *Axry”
‘But yowll ’ave ter earn it,” Granny adds.
‘I want yer ter run round the corner after
yow've eaten it and see wat time o’ day Tt
is.”

‘Thankee,’ Emily stammers, her mouth al.

ready crammed full. The other is too busy
for social observances.
- ‘Nah, I ’ope you chil’ren’—Granny takes in
the three with a glance—‘worked ’‘ard w'en
yer was at school this mornin’, ’Ard work is
the on’y thing wat wil ful yer stomachs in
future years. ’Ard work an’ smilin’ face’ll sce
anybody safe ter the other side; an’, given a
bit o lueck, it’ll lift yer art o’ the mire o’
these ’ere parts. 'Tell me, did yer work ’‘ard
at school this morning’?’

Two of the children have their mouths too
full for a verbal answer; they theretore mod
their heads; whilst the hird just manages to
stammer out a broken, ‘Ye-s, Granny.’

“Then, we'en yer've finished eatin’ yer can
trot along. Yer needn’t trouble abart bring-
in' back the time o’ day—that’ll do next tima
yer look in’ The old woman raises her grey
head, and her weary eyes feast upon the now
smiling children.

‘Good-bye,” she adds.
’appy as yer can.’

The children smiled back their gratitude,

An Open Secret.

Readers of the ‘Messenger’ will find the
advertising columns becoming more and more
valuable and interesting to them week by
week. The splendid bargains that are being
offered will prove money-savers.

Moreover, the size of the *Messenger’ will
be increased if a sufficient quantity of hign
class advertising makes thig possible, and it
will also save our having to increase the sub-
scription rate. So that the advertising ac-
complishes three advantages for the subscri-
ber— !

It gives the news of store bargains. :

It ensures an enlarged paper.

It ensures a low rate of subseription.

Therefore, it is to the advantage of each
‘reader to patronize the advertisers in the
‘Messenger,” and in this connection let us add
the advertisers always like to have people
say: ‘1 saw your advertisement in the
‘Northern Messenger.’

‘Be ae good an’ as
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and with a hastily muttered ‘Good-bye.” leave
their benefactress to her work.

‘I shouldn’t be surpnsed,” murmurs ‘’Arr;,’
a& he carefully closes the door, ‘if Granny
don’t go ter that there plice up above w’en
she dies—to ’eaven, 1 mean’—KE. W, Walters,
in ‘Methodist Times.

—_——————

Worship ¢For Fashion Sake.’

An incident related by King Alfred thy
Great of Bishop Aldelme, who lived 200 years
before his time, has come down to us through
the manuscript of an old Benediction chron-
icler of the seventeenth century, who writes:
‘In King Elfred’s (Alfred) time manie or
Saint Aldelme’s ditties were yet sung in ting-
land. One thing related by King Elfred s
most worthie of memorie. The people of
those times being yet but rude rustiks, and
verie negligent in the Divine service seemed
to come Yo chureh but for fashion sake (as
many now adaies doe), where they may not
long stay, but as soome as the ministerie of
masse was done they flocked homeward with-
out anie more adoe. Our prudent Aldelme
perceiving this small devotion in the people
placed himself on a bridge over which they

- were to passe from church to their villages,

. pesides what they get cut ot
They learn for one valuable lesson that there )got somebody to lean on,

where when the hastie multitude of people
came (whose minds were alreadie in their
beef-pot at home) he began to put forth his
voyee with all the musical art he could and
charmed their eares with his songs. For
which when lie grew to be grateful and plaus-
ible to that rude people and perceaved that
his songs flowed into their eares and minds to
the greate pleasure and contentment of both,
he beganne by little and little to mingle his
ditties with more serious and holy matters
taKen out of the holy scripture, and by that
means brought them in time to a feeling of
devotion and to spende the sundaies and holy
daies with farre .greater profitt in their owne
wuleq.’—‘(}hristian World” (London).

Take Heed.

It ie a eerious thing to become a Christian.
But those who object to taking the step on
that account forget that it is an infinitely
more serious thing not to become oné. The
isues of life—not of this world only, but of
the world eternal—depend upon the decision.
He who hesitates risks an infinity of blessed
mess, for ‘we know not what a day may briay,
forth” A brief delay, an hour, a momen’ of

indecision, may make decision forever impos- '

gible. ‘Grasp the present moment, seize it
with avidity,” was the advice of a wise man
concerning a matter of immeasurably less im
portance. There is safety and an eternity of
happiness in immediate acceptance of Jesus
as Saviour and Lord; there is peril, and the
poesibility of unending separation from the
presence of God in putting off the day of
salvation.—The ‘Examiner’ .

On Being Born Poor,

‘Do you know what’s bothering me no .
gaid a man who has made himself rich and
is fast getting richer. ‘lt’c wondering what
i going to become of iny boys.

‘I have four sons, all young, and all whole-
some, natural youngsters, but .f . keep on
making money the way t'm doing now 1 don’t
know what’s going to happen to them when
they grow up. There’s nothing like beinz
Born poor to give a man a real start in life,
with hig feet firmly planted on the ground,
where they ought to be, and nhe learning to
rely on himself,

‘I was born that way, and I've always been
grateful for it. 1f 1 had been born rich 1
think 1 should have been more or less of no
account. 1 had to get out and hustle and
work to get along, and the habit of work has
never left me since, as I hope 1t mever will.

‘But how is it going to be about my boys?
They may come to think that they don't have
to work, which would be rummation ot them,
or would at least put them out of the run.
ning with gelf-reliant, able men.

‘I'm sending them to public  achool, of
course, and there they iearn a neap of things
their books.
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King Olaf's Dog.

History tells us about Olaf, King of Nor-
way, a warlike prince, famous in his day,
shortly before the time of the Norman Con.
quest. And as it was mot very difficult 11
fine weather to get across the sea to Britain
it was a temptation to land there to fight
and rob the natives. :

Then on one excurgion of the kind he
thought he would go still farther ateld, and

With a rush and a bark and a way of his
own he singled out this one and that one tili
the right number were separated and stood
apart, the owner’s property mtact.

‘Well done, noble creature!” cried King
Olaf, delighted with his sagacity. ‘I must have
that dog; I will buy him.

‘Nay, sire,’ said the lrishman, ‘1 could not

sell him, for he is more than money’s worth

see what was to be got in ireland. It was
the ‘Emerald Isle’ even then—and, of course,
the shamrock—and there were herds of cattle
just what the Norwegian warriors wanted for
food. : s

One large herd had at this time been
brought in before jfhe king, but amongst 1t
were certain cows of a poor peasant, who
humbly implored that they might be given back
to him, as they were his only means of liv-
g, ;

‘But how can you tell which are yours?

~ quoth Olaf,

‘Please, sire,” replied the countryman,
‘nothing is easler—my dog will know them.

‘Well, then, let. him try,’ was the answer,
and both king and courtiers smiled, incre-
dulous, since to their eyes each one looked
ke the other,

‘Now, Viq,’ said the peasant, and with a
whisper in his ear of his own native tongue he
sent him forth to the herd.

to me; but if your Majesty will accept him,
take him as a present, and away in your own

country they will see how clever
faithful an Irish dog can be. :

The king took off the gold ornament about
his nezk and bade him keep it as a remem-
brance, and Viq became his property. Baek
to the Norway shore he bore him and prized
him much, In many a battle he was by his
side—yes, as faithful to a royal master as he
had been to a humble one; and, as traditio::
tells us, he wao slain at last 1n a fight, Olafs’
spear having killed an idolater, but not before
the idolater had wounded Vigq, and so passed
away the Irishman’s dog.

We hear of our nineteenth century dogs
being made usefal in many ways, but 1t &
well to cast our minds back to the long ago
and see how these noble creatures have along
pedigree of faithfulness, of sagacity, of all
{hat (iod made them to be, and perhaps it
will increase our regard and our kind treata
ment of them to-day-—‘Child's Companion.’

and how

-

are other people in the world besides them-
selves and that there may be plenty of people
smarter than they are, and that they've got
to work if they expect to keep their end up.

‘Boys are democrats.  You can’t put on
any luge or airg if you expect to get along
with the boys in a public school; if you want
friend¢ you’ve got to be friendly. A good
all-round start in life it is for boys to go to
a public school, and 1L hope my boys will
profit by it.

‘But | suppose in time they’ll go to a pri-
vate school, and then if they want to they’ll
go to college, and there, what with their
money, unless they should turn out to be
hard-headed young men, they will come to
train with other young men with money, and
80 get separated from the bulk of their fel-
low.students and begin to live by themselves;
and I can’t imagine anything happening to a
young man worse than that, his getting away
from the mass of his fellowmen.

‘My boys have never known what it is to be
poor. They have always had what they
wanted, and unless I shoudd tall or bust up
or something, which I don’t expect to do, &
don’t see 'why they shouldn’t always have
thinge, because as long as I had anything 1L
ghould be sure to keep them. That’s human
nature, R s

“And, you see, there’s the trouble. They’ve
and a man that

\

doesn’t have to isn’t apt to put out his own
strength. The only way in which a man can
ever amount to anything .s by work, hard
work.

‘The man that doesn’t work dwindles and
comes to be of no account. And I do hope
my boys will want to work. 1 don’t care
what they do if they’ll only work at it, and
work hard and faithfully. 1 think they’re
handicapped as it is; honest Injun, 1 think i%
would have been better for them to bave
been poor, but I hope theyll turn out to be
men’—New York ‘Sun.

General Booth as a Boy,

‘I was a very ordinary schoolboy,” says
General Booth, the chief of the Salvatiom
Army; ‘never woke up to any ambition te
learn until I was well on for twelve years of
age. Then I started out, and made somse
progress; but my schoolboy days were soom
brought to an end by my father's failing
fortunes, and I had to go to business.
business life was very hard indeed. I work
twelve or thirteen hours every day, with
short intermissions for meals. I read the
Bible and the writings of the most earnest

, Christian men and women I could get hold of,

as I walked the streets to and from business,
and to and from the restaurant where I got

7
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my meals. Then I was speaking in the streets
two or three nights every week, and I walked
ten or twelve miles every Sunday to preach
twice in the villages, and was back to busi-
ness at seven o’clock on Monday morning’—
The General was converted under the preach.
ing of the Rev. James Caughey, the Methodist
Tevival preacher,

Our [odel.

Frank Crossley was an Irsh lad who cams

to seek his living in England. He tried en-
gineering. After failure and hard times, he
met at last with great success. in his early
manhood he became an Intensely earnest,
kind-hearted Christian. For instance, a man
purchased one of his engines, but 1t was too
small and weak for the intended purpoee. He
was unable to replace it, and was threatened
with bankruptey. He told his case to Mr.
Crossley who promptly replaced the old en-
gine by a new and larger one, ~without
charge, and made up to him his losses I
business caused by his own blunder.  That
man, speaking of Crossley said, ‘I have foupd
a man who treated me just as Jesus Christ
would have done’—This, affer all, ought to
be the model for every man,—Jesus Christ.—
‘Onward.’ .

S ESS =

God’s Promises.

Suppose that a poor ragged boy goes to the
house of a rich farmer near you. The far-
mer has compassion on him, gives him a good
dinner, and tells him that he will get him
clothed as well. So he ives him 2 letter to
a well-known clothes merchant in thg town
near at hand, asking the merchant to give this
boy—the bearer—coat, waistcoat,  trousers,
shirt, cap, shoes, and stockings, for which
he will be respomsible, and seigns his name.
The boy goes to the shop. Perhaps as “he
walks along toward it, he begins to think
with himeelf—l am ragged and poor, and
have no money. The shopmarn does not know
me. He will not give me the goods. It 18 all
folly for me to go in and ask them. So he
walks backward and forward in front of the
shop for a time, sometimes thinking he will
go in and try, and at other times thinking
it would be utter folly. At last unbelief gets
the victory. He walkse away, and leaves the
place, and so loses all the things from want
of faith. If he had only gome in, and pre.
gented the letter, the merchant would .have
been glad to give him everything mentioned
in it, even though he knew nothing about
him personally, for the rich farmer’s sake.
It whs the farmer who asked, and not merely
the boy. Reader, do you understand this,
that though you are poor and needy, when
you ask in the name of Jesus for things he
has promised, it is Jesus who asks, a{ld God
will give you everything he has promised, in
his name’—William J. Patton.

About Our Premiums.

We have a large variety of miscellaneous
premiums, as well as the ever popular Bibles
. and other book premiums. Write us for par.
ticulars, also sample papers to show your
friends. :

We give just one premium offer as sampie.

MAPLE LEAF BLOUSE B8SET.

As popular this year as last. :

This year we offer a set of 3 pins in large
or emall size, as desired.

Large pins have word ‘Canada’ across the
face; small omes have no imscription. ~All

made of best hard enamel, beautitully colored.
" One set either size for only TWO NEW sub-
scriptions to the ‘Messenger’ at 40 cents.

Watch this corner again next issue.

The Victor.
(By ¥Ed. F. Church.)

Thie mighty world is but a battlefield,
On which the conflicts of a hfe are rought;
Where victor cries unto the vanquished,

Yield!
Within our breast in tumult surging higk,
The same long silent struggles: A weary
strife
Against dark, treacherous foes, from which,
to die,

Doth not redeem the life.

And yet a secret lies within our heart,
Which but to know is wondrous force be-
stowed,
A @epring that strength eternal does impart;
Hast thou found where it flowed?

See now how calm and digmfied
The victor stands, his spirit all aglow.
Go ask him where his enemy nata died,
If you this truth would know.

Upon his face no mark of selfish lust,
No spiteful bickerings do shadow there,

All petty strifes to him are but disgust,
His brow serenely fair.

“Thou son of Conquerors tell us whence thy
strength!
Tow is it that thou winnest all thy fight?
Thy body seemeth xnot of bulk or length,
To force thy foes to flight.

The victor smiles: A quiet reigns,
Whilst yet ye hang upon expectancy,
A voice speaks low: ‘Tis love that never

deigns
To be content with bonds of galling chains.
: 4
e God’s redeeming love that makes my
soul ; :
Sure that this God will help me reach the
goal,

And with this love to keep me free from sin,
There is no fight that God and I can’t win/

A Marvelious Tree,

Have you ever wondered when you will stop
hearing of the wonders of nature? A yery
marvellous tree grows in Mexico, and is called
the maguey. 1t actually suppiies a needle
and thread all ready for use! At the tip of
each dark green leaf is a slend®r thorn needle
that must be carefully drawn from ite sheath;
at the same time it slowly unwinds the tiread,

. a smooth, strong fiber attached to the needle,
and which may be drawn out to great length.
—New York ‘Herald.

Saved by Discipline—A Story.
(By Edgar White.)

Some workingmen were setting in place the
heavy stone cornice on the top of a four-
story building in a Western town. Ropes had
been stretched around the walk below to pre-
vent pedestrians trom venturing on the dan-
gerous territory. But a careless teamster had
run against one of the stakes and for a while

' the guard rope iay on the ground unnoticed.

A man Walking leisurely along, as if in study,
stepped on the granitoid alongside the build-
ing where the improvements were being made.
Suddenly he heard the crashing of timbers
above and cries of dismay. But louder than
all the rest was the brief authoritative com-
mand of the military:

‘Halt!’ { :

The pedestrian instantly stopped, straight-

- ened up and became rigid. Almost with the

act a great stone crashed to the walk hardly
three feet ahead of him. = The
move until he looked up. Then the workman
aloft, who had given the order, called down:
“You're all right now, capm; lucky you
obeyed orders. . : 7
Out of all the yells and the hubbub the
soldier had regarded only the command >
which be had been trained, and he gave it
instant heed. That alone saved his life, for

man didn't -
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in the mild medley of other cries there was
no suggestion by which he could profit.

The captain sought out the workman who
had given the timely warning, and learned
he had been a soldier in the Philippines. The
captain had also served there, and the soldier
had recognized him when he saw him co aing
up the walk. So his choice of direction was .
not a chance.

There a bond was formed between the two
men, and though their respective business in.
terests kept them widely apart, they eor.
responded regularly, and the captain m.de it
a rule every Christmas to remember the work.
man and his family ‘with some token of the
season.

During the hard times that came with the
close of 1907 a large number of workmen
in all parts of the country were thrown ont
of employment. Some of them, discouraged
at their repeated failures to obtain work,
sought such freedom from worry as could be
found in the taverns wheve liquor was kept.

One cold day following hard on the heels
of Christmas a man stood on a Broadway cor-
ner near the elevated road, St. Louis. Ihs
garments were sadly frayed and the bare
hands were thrust deep in the pockets of the
rusty trousers. As he looked up and down
the’ icy street and noted the indifferent.
crowds passing by him, his face hardened.
He felt lonesome and torsaken, and ther: is
no place on earth so lonesome as a great city
where you have no friends. The bare hand
clutched a dime. Turning from the callous
crowd the man walked resolutely down a side
street until he came to ‘The Elevated Bar’
Inside he could hear the merry jests of the
drinkers, and the tinkle of a music box. There
was holly and mistletoe among the bottles in
the show windows. Ten cents would purchase
at least an hour of cheer, and it was awfully
desolate outside. The man’s hands reached for
the outer door.

‘Halt!’ :

He straightened up and touched his hat.
The man who gave the order was some years
older than himself, put well dressed and of
prosperous appearance.

‘Attention, company! Right about, facels
Form twos! Forward march! Hep! Mep!
Hep!’

Silently the two marched with even step up
to Broadway, out of danger, and the capta.n
gave the order to ‘Break ranks!’ :

‘Comrade,” he said, laying a kindly hand
upon the other’s shoulder, ‘why didn’t you let
me know what you were up against. Did you
think 1’d forget?

‘I was retreating wunder . fire,’
goldier-workman; ‘I’'m a coward’

‘Not s0; when I ordered you back to the
firing line you went there,’ returned the cap.
tain, taking his companion’s arm, and start-
ing up street. ‘Now, my boy, you’re going
to fight chis battle out and I'm going to help
you. I know where there’s good work in your
line and you shall have it. Meanwhile you'ld
dine with me and we’ll talk it over. We've
won another victory and welll enjoy our
rations. But let us never forget our wateh-
word.”

c«alt!”’ said the soldier, with a ghudder;
not while life lagts’—The ‘Advance.

said the

An Open Secret,

Readers of the ‘Messenger’ will find the
advertising columns becoming more and more
valuable and interesting to them week by
week. The splendid bargains that are being
offered will prove money-savers.

Moreover, the size of the ‘Messenger’ wilk
be increased if a sufficient quantity of high
class advertising makes this possible, and it
will also save ourébaving to increase the sub-
seription rate. 5o that the advertising ac-
complishes three advantages for the subseri-
ber:— i : .

It gives the news of store bargains.

It ensures an enlarged paper.

It ensures a low rate-of subscription.

Therefore, it is to the advantage of each
veader to patronize the advertisers in the
‘Messenger,” and in this connection let us add
the advertisers always like to have people
say: ‘I saw your advertisement in tne
‘Noithern Messenger,’ ' .



> LITTLE FOLKSie<

Major Paddlefoot.

Major Paddlefoot lived with
Aunt Hepzibah Dunn. He was a
rather crusty old fellow, and dig-
liked children beyond everything,
and those who visited at Aunt
Hepzibal's were cantious about
making a very close acquaintance
with him. He had lost one eye in
battle when younger; but the other
one did duty for two very almira-
bly, and wary indeed must be the
boy or girl who could pry about his
private apartments without getting
caught and paying dear for the
liberty taken,

Although aseemingly well mean-
ing parent, he was a tyrant in his
family, and poor Mrs. Paddlefoot

T

»” > :

- ~ 0 lj
Yoy 7 9 l).\.(

}&) V’ e ot

bad little to say fcr herself but
went about very meekly in a gray
gown, assenting to all he s1id. Aud
he was forever talking, beginning
nobody knows at what time in the
morning, waking up the entire
Paddlefoot family, getting them
into a perfect powwow, and dis-
turbing the whole house, so that it
was a mercy if one got a wink of
sleep after midnight.

I wondered at Aunt Hepzibah’s
patience with the Major; but he
had lived with her many years, and
she had got used to his clacking,
Besides, he and his family brought
much profit to her in down,feathers,
and plump, yellow goslings every
year. _

Yes, indeed, the Major was a
huge, fierce old gander with a coat
as white and glistening as the snow,
wide-spreading red feet always
looking nearly frozen, and a beak
that had the grip of a pair of
pinchers, : '

. and he was eross.

One spring little Mercy Tucker
came to visit Aunt Hepzibah, and it
was just the season when Major
Paddlefoot was bringing out a large
family, the tenth in the course of
his life. It was a trying period,
All day he stood
by the goose louse door with his
long neck stretched high and his
one eye out for danger. Mercy
wanted to look at and pet the little
downy balls under the old goose’s
wings; but the Major promptly
seized her black-stockinged leg, bit
like a dragon, and drubbed her with
his broad wings till Aunt Hepzibah
ran out and beat him off with the
broom.

Although the Major kept watch

all day, he slept—where do you
think ?—in“a shallow pool back of
the barn, where all night he sat
amidst the stars and the new moon
that winked and shone up at him
from the clear, icy pool till he hid
his head in his snowy feathers and
went to sleep.

One night, the first of April, the
weather was very cold, and the
next morning when Mercy went
out Major Paddlefoot was not at his
post. She looked in the goose
house, the pig house, and at the

cornerib,  where he used often to

take early breakfast, but the Major
was not to be seen. Then she ran
out to the pool, and lo! there he
still sat. 'While he had slept, Jack
Frost had tucked him into his bed
so snugly that he could not get out,
but he ran out his long neck at her
and hissed like a great snake.
However, she did not fear him
now, and was in no hurry to release
him. So Mercy went back to Mrs.

Goose, examined her family at
leisure, then took a short rope,
made a big noose in it, and returned
to the pool.

The anxious Major was now call-
ing loudly for assistance, and Mercy
edging up as near as she dared,
threw the noose over him and ran
with the other end of the rope in
her hand.

¢ Hiss! S-s-s-s-s! Qu-a-a-a-ark!
Out came the Major topsyturvy, his
big red feet flying up, leaving a
thick row of white feathers all
around the hole in which he had
sat. Then he waddled off scolding
and hissing and shaking his wings,
to relate the affair to Mrs. Paddle-
foot.—Frank H. Sweet, in the
¢ Child’s Hour.’

When the Train Goes by.

Outside.
There’s a tiny column of smoke that
grows

Bigger and bigger way down the

track;

There’s a long-drawn shriek tha.t/

the mountain throws
From hill to hill, and they throw
it back.
There’s a distant rumble that swells
and spreads
In the trembling air till the
echoes die: :
‘Whoo-oo-te-toot” How the cinders
shoot!
A rush and a roar, and the train
goes by!

Inside.

Look how the bushes wave and
bend
‘And fling their arms in the sud-
" den breeze;
The wonderful whirlwind seems to

send
A thrill through even the stately
0 G Q@R Gk it s
Bright rails whistle 'neath flying
wheels;
Telegraph poles are running;
why,
The houses race and the barns give
chase— :
Oh,‘wha,t a stir when the train
goes by! '

Gay little faces are peering out
From the windows of houses anc
windows of train;

iy

—
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Handkerchiefs wave and voices
shout,

And the engine screams to the
cars again.

The horses and cows are So Sur-

i prised,

The doggies bark and the babies
Ccry.

‘Chook-a-chong-chong !’

_ lovely song!

| Isn’t it grand when the train goes

A
i
i
¥

What a

by?
—Nannie Byrd Turner, in ¢ Youth’s
Companion.’ ¢

Miss Kitten Proves Her Skill
’ as a Nurse.

A friend of mine once raised a
puppy and a kitten together, says
an exchange. She said they grew
fond of each other. They ate out
of the same dish, slept in the same
bed, in short, were inseparable.
When they grew up the dog was
considerably larger than the cat,
but was always more gentle in his
treatment of her. If the cat was
wanted, and could not be found, it
was only necessary to say to the

dog: ¢ Go and get kitty,’ and off

he would trot to find his playmate,

soon bringing her back in his mou th,
as a mother cat carries her kitten.
One day the dog jumped from a
second-story window and broke his
leg. A more sympathetic and de-
voted nurse than the cat would
have been hard to find. She would
lie by the hour with the dog s head
resting on her paws, occasionally
licking his face as if to comfort him.
When he began to feel some bet-
ter she took it upon herself to en-
tertain him, and kept the members
~of the household convulsed with

the comical antics and capers that
ghe cut before his bed in the hope

Making the Best of it.

A dear little girl, only three
years old, brought out her very
nicest playthings to amuse a home-
sick cousin. Among the rest was
a little trunk with bands of silk
paper for straps, but careless little

Freddie tipped the lid too far back

"andmbro-ke it off. : -
- He burst out with acry of fright,
put little Mamie, with her own
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§ DID YOU EVER ROLL A SNOWBALL AS LARGE AS OURS?

eyes full of tears, said: ‘Never
mind, Freddie; just see what =
nice little cradle the top will
make !’

Keep a happy, cheerful heart.
children, and you will be like sun-
beams wherever you go.—Jewels.

The Beautiful Land of Nod.
(By Ella Wheeler Wilcox.)

Come, cuddle your head on my
shoulder, dear—
Your head like the golden rod,
'And we will go sailing away from
here :
To the beautiful Land of Nod.

Away.
5 O WIOTI e T
| ‘Away from earth’s shadows and
gloom; :
To a world of fair weather we’ll
float off together, :
Where roses are always
bloom.

ay from life’s hurry and flurry

in

. : ; |
Just shut your eyes and fold your

hands—

Your hands like the leaves of a
rose, Sy ; :
'And we will go sailing to those

fair lands :

.

That never an atlas shows.

0y

On the north and west they aré
bounded by rest,
On the south and the east by,
dreams;
Tis the country ideal, where noth-
ing is real, ;
But everything only seems. i

Just drop down the curtains of
your dear eyes—
Those eyes like a bright blue-
bell—
'And we will sail out under starlit
skies
To the land where the fairies
dwell.

Down the river of sleep our bark
shall syéé’p e o
Till it reaches that mystical Isle
Which no man hath seen, but
" where all have been,
‘And there we will pause awhile.

T will croon you a song as we float
~ along :
To that shore that is blessed of
T Gody : '
Then ho! for that fair land, we are
off for that fair land—
That beautiful Land of Nod.



HOUSEHOLD,

- e

He Chose This Path for Thee.

He chose this path for tnee,
No feeble chance, nor hard, relentloss fate,
But ‘love, His love, hath placed thy foot.
steps here;
He knew the way was rough and desolate,
Knew how thy heart would often sink with
fear;
Yet how tenderly He whispered, ‘Child, 1 sce
This path is best for thee’

He chose this path for thee.
And well He knew sharp thorns- would tear
thy feet, : s ¢

Knew how branches would obstruet the
way,
Knew all the hidden dangers thou wouldst
meet,
Knew how thy faith would falter day by
day;
And stiul the whisper echoed, ‘Yes, 1 see

This path is best for thee.

He chcse this path for thee.
And well He knew that tnor must tread alone

Its gloomy vales and ford each flowing
stream; .
Knew how thy bleeding heart would sobbingy

moan,
‘Dear Lord, to wake, and find it all a dream,’
Love scanned it all, yet stiil could say, ‘I see
This path is best for thee.

He chose this path for thee.

F'en while he knew the fearful midnight
gloom
Thy timid, shrinking soul must travel
through;
How towering rocks would oft before thee
loom,

And phantoms . grim  would meet
frightened view;
Still comes the whisper, ‘My beioved, 1 see
This path is best for thee’ Ens
He chose this path for thee. =

thy

What needst thou ‘more, this sweeter truth -

to know,
That along these strange, bewildering ways,
O’er rock steeps and where dark rivers flow,
His loving arms will bear thee ‘all the days,”
A few steps more, and thyself shall see
This path is best for thee.
—'Christian Intelligencer.’

Rich Men and Well-to-do
Men’s Children. :

President Eliot, of Harvard, m a late
8peech gives hig estimate ‘from fifty years’
observation’ of mich men’s sons in these really
portentous words:

‘The most serious disadvantage under which
the very rich have labored is the bringing up
of children. It is well nigh impossible ‘or a
very rich man to develop his children from
the habits of indifference and laziness, These
children are so situated that they have no
opportunity of doing productive Pabor and do
nothing for themselves, parents, brothems and
sisters, no one acquiring the habit of work.,
Tn striking contrast are the farmer’s children,
who co-operate at tender years in the work
of the household.

This is the testimony of a competent wit.
ness; for who in the United States has beew
brought into contact with so m'any rich men’s
8on8, or 80 many fathers of rich men’s song?

Something quite as bad in its effects is the
fact that men only moderately rich find a
similar difficulty. And worse than this,
preachers, doctors, educators and clerks with
good salaries find it very difficult to induce
their children to realize the need of learning
how to work or to love work; too often they
live beyond their means, their children asso-
ciate with the sons and daughters of the rich,
and while a large majority do well (though
often later in life than do those who feel the
spur of necessity from'the outset); the ma.
jority would r'ather drift through colleze or
boarding school, drift-into business or a pro-
fession, and drift afterward; and at last,
when thrown on their own

fates are aglainst them.
Such facts should lead all to reflection, and

ing,

“aloud a text of Seripture.

resources and’
finding them inadequate, they wonder why the
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the best situated young man shoutd feel that
he must make his way in the world, and

that if he is indolent, dissipated, or: helpless,

be will lower the reputation of the stock
from which he came.—‘Christian’ Advocate.’

lore Than She Knew.,

She was a farmer’s wife, and all the cares
that fall upon the women on 'a farm came to
her.  She was busy all day milking and cook-
sweeping and mending. She had no time
to engage in Church work, even ‘if ghe had
been able. But she felt she was not equal to
it, She rattended Sunday School, but took no
audible part in the lesson, She sat in Church
regularly, and gave freely of her butter-ana.
€gg money tr missions. She could not pray
or speak in the women’s meetings; nay, she
could not find even voice enough to read
How could she work
for the Lord, except live her hfe s in his
sight? One day she spoke to her chore boy,
a German immigrant, ‘William, have you a
Bible?” No, he had not. ‘Would you like to
have one? William thought he would. The

next time she went to town she bought a
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Bible as a gift for William. All winter long
he spent his evening spelling out the sen.
tences in his English Bible. When the spring

communion gervice was held he came before_

the Church session for examination for mem-
bership. He was the only one who united
with the Church, and the pastor and his faith-.
ful officers felt discouraged. The next year
he asked for his certificate, He had obtained
a position in a pork-packing.establishment,
and was leaving for the city. ‘That,’ e'aid
the pastor to himself, ‘will be the end of
William. He'll simply be swallowed up and
drift away from the Church.

Some years afterward the pastor attgnfied
a meeting of synod in the city where William
had gone. He remembered the boy, and went
to the pastor to whose care William had
been committed.

‘L sent your Church a boy ten years !ago,
and I have often wondered what became of
him. His name was Wiliam B——, Did you
ever hear of him?

‘Willfam B——!” exclaimed the other. ‘Why,
sir, William B—— is my right-hand man.
Were it not for the assistance he gives me,

I could not preach the gospel in South C— =

to_day.’—‘Presbyterian.’

DON'T MISS IT

The March Number of the

Canadian Pictorial

A most attractive Number is
now ready, containing

Portraits of People You Know and Read About,
Canadian Winter Scenes and Pastimes.
- Woman’s Clubs—Fashions
Scenes in the Maple Sugar Bush.
Ice Boating on the Lakes.

Nova Scotia Fisheries.

The above are only a few of the interesting subjects that will be por-

taryed in the March issue of

Canada’s Best Magazine.

“I'HE CANADIAN PICTORIAL’ IS CANADA’S BEST
ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE, IT AIMS FIRST TO

DEPICT CANADIAN

INTERESTS. IT

MERITS THE SUPPORT OF EVERY
PATRIOTIC CANADIAN,

“The ‘Canadian Pictorial,’ a publication which, if I may
be permitted to say so, is a credit to Canada.

“(Signed)

STRATHCONA.”

Part of a letter received by the Editor of the ‘Canadian _Pictorial’ from
the Rt. Hon. Lord Strathcona High Commissioner of Canada in London.

_ Fauch issue of the ‘Canadian Pictorial’ contains from
1,500 to 2,000 square inches of pictures, many of thom of
events and personalities that have been interesting the

whole world of late.

The more intelligent people are the more they

appre-

ciate and value the information to be acquired only from

the right kind of pictures.

~ ONLY TEN CENTS A COPY.

One Dollar a

year including special number
at seasonable times. i

THE PICTORIAL PUBLISHING co.,

142 St. Peter Street, Montreal,

s
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Another Little Wave.

Another little wave upon the sea of life,

Another soul to save amid the sea of strife;

Two more little feet to walk the dusty road,

To choose where two paths ‘meet—the mnar-
row and the broad.

Two more little hands to work for good’ or
ill;
Two more little eyes, another little will;
Another heart to love, receiving love again;
And o0 the baby came, a thing of joy and
pain.
—Mrs. Lucy E. Ackerman.

el

The Wisdom of not Noticing.

Children often suffer (and make their
families suffer likewise) from what may be
termed epidemics of naughtiness. They take
up some detestable little trick of speech o&
behaviour, and, so to speak, make a fad of
it for the time being. As one bright woman
expressed it, they ‘come down with the dumps
or the don’t-want-tos as they come down with
the mumps or the measles. You have to put
up with it till it has run its course.’

This was a common.sense way Of looking
at it, and one that any mother would be the
better off for imitating. The other and com-
moner. way i8 to notice everything and worry
over it and nag the little ones with hourly
antidotes on purpose not to let the little all-
ment ‘have its course’ Needless to say, the
treatment is not euccessful, and you prob-
ably have an irritated and fractious patient
on your hands, as well as a feverish one.

What is true of the children is true also of
the older people. The wisdom of not noticing
is the basal secret of the art of lwing 3=
gether. Like as it is with faery folk.

‘_talking of them overmuch . = .

May bring all kinds of evil on a house.’

—Chrstian Age.

- - ——

Home.

Christian women, when your husbands and

gons return to you in the evening, after but-

feting the waves of the world, let them find

in your homes a haven of rest. Do not pouy,

into the bleeding wounds of their hearts the
gall of bitter words, but rather the oils of
gladness and consolation. Be fond of your
homes. Be attached to your homes. Make
them comfortable. Let peace and orde~ and
tranquility and temperance abound there.—
Cardinal Gibbons.

PLUSSEEEEE e

Make Childhood Sweet.

Love is the keynote that will set every
energy into action. If your child loves you,
it will try to please you.

Do not take it for granted that, becaus?
you love your children, those children by the
very laws of nature will love you. No greater

mistake was ever made. Love is the fulfilling

of the law. Jesus eaid, ‘If you love me keep
my commandments’ Now it is a parent’s
duty to awaken love in the children, to culti-
vate it, nourish it, see that it has the sun-
ghine and the gentle, loving influence of a
christian home. No more can this plant ot

hugdove grow by fore,gf,ithwn can_one ‘o‘f‘;ﬁyqxr'

e et

| house plants that you have lost patience with,

if because of its unsatisfactory progress, you
shake it, cuff it, strip off some of the leaves
and tear some of the roots.

These little lives were placed in our care
to cultivate and not crush. What we call
stubbornness is called perseverance Jater in
life, and the more of it the better, for with-
out it suecess is imposaible. Correct your
children of course; teach ~them right from
wrong, but be slow to punish.

Make ehildhood sweet, that whatever sorrow
mav befall them through life’s journey chitd-
hood days may bring back loving remem-
brances and will be a solace to the troublel
heart.— Homestead.’

Her Influence.

So great is the influence ‘of a sweet-miaded
.woman on those around her’ that it is almost
boundless. It is to her that friends come In
seasons Of sOTTOW and seickness for help and
comfort. One soothing touch of her kindly
hande works wonders in the feverish chiti;
a few words let fall from her lips in the ear
of a sorrowing sister do much to raise the
load of grief that is bowing its victim down
to the dust in anguish. The husband comes
home worn out with the pressure of business
and feeling irritable with the world in general,
but when he enters the cozy sitting-room anl
sees the blaze of the bright fire, a.r}d meets
his wife’s smiling face, he succumbs in a moO-
ment to the soothing influences which act as
a balm of Gilead to his wounded spirit. We
are all weary with combating with the stern

S

o BELLS 7
Chime a Sp:ci:lt!
Peal McSeane Bewl FOORIRT Co., Batnimese, Mo., U.S.A

Receive § Wool Remmants, suitable
SEN’) 31 for Boys' knee pants up to 11 years. Give
age, and we will cut pantg free: add 25 cents for
postage.  N. SOUTHCOT T & CO., 23 Coote Block,
London, Ont.

You cannot possibly have
a better Cocoa than

Y]

W

A delicious drink and a sustaining
food. Fragrant, nutritions and
economical. This excellent Cocoa
maintains the system in robust
health, and enables it to resist

wiater’s extreme cold.

JA

Sold by Grocers and Storekeepers
in 1-Ib. and §-Ib Tins.
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realities of life. The rough schoolboy flies
in a rage from the taunts of his companions
to find solace in his mother’s smile; the lit-
tle onme, full of grief with its own large
troubles, finds a haven of rest on ite mothers
breast; and go one might go on with instances
of the influence that a sweet.minded womax
has in the social life with which she is con:
nected. Beauty is an insignificant power whes
compared with hers.—'Weekly Wieconsin.’

W—!
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ANRNUAL SUBSCRIPTION RATES.
(Strictly in Advance.)

Bingle COPIES .. oo oo cees ee ee oo 40 a year,
Three Coples, separately addressed, it

desired, fOF .. i oa esve vh oo de 100 -
Pour Copies, separately addressed, if

desired, per copy . 30 -

Ten Coples or more, 't; .o.ne' -ad'd‘reu”_
PEr COBY «v oo oo as sres os oo ed §
Six months trial at half the above rates.
Postage included for Canada (Montreal and saburbs ex.
eepted) ; Newfoundiand, Great Rritain, Gibraltar, Malta, New

Zealand, Transvaal, Jamaica, Trinidad, Bahama Islands, Bae
badoes, Bermuda, British Honduras, Ceylon, Gambia, Sare

L]

12 WOMAN’S SPRING 8UITS, $6 BO
Tajlored to order. Also Suite to $15. Send to-
day for free Cloth Samples and Style Book.

SOUTHCOTT SUIT CO., London, Ont.

Every DBoy Wants
A WATCH and CHAIN.7S @

Rognhr : illustrated monthly, the

each. Send us the $2.50 and you
et at once a guaranteed Ingersoll
atch, stem wind, stem sel and
a neat, serviceable Chain. atoh
alone forusemnv 7}3 Other l“km-
miums—all good. veryone likes
the ' Pictorial” It q‘lel.ls at
sight " Beautiful flouy paper.
Over 1,000 square inch
quisite pictures In issue. 1§
Many worth framing. Orders for
ourrent issue nuhiz:g in. Don't
be among the last. Orders prompt~
ly filled. Send no money, but
s a posteard, and we will for
auppylof X ('xlctgﬂll\q also 'p:
mium list an instructio :
‘Address JOHN DOUGALL & SON, Agents for the
* Canadian Pictorial,” ' Witness’ Block, Montreal.
N.B.—Besid ing premi our sales will all
eount in our splendid prize competition. ‘Write fo
particulars.

BARGAINS, — Ladies’ Shirt Waist Suits, $1.50
up. Cloth Suits, $3.00 up. Waists, F0c up. Skirts,
$1.25 up. Missos’ Cloth Suits, $2.75 up.  Chil-
dren’s Dresses, B0c up. Boys’ Suits, T6¢ up. Send

_Free Sample and Ca talogues.
e N. SOUTHCOTT & CO., Loundon, Omt.

-
'PAGE WHITE

.‘;i
rLﬂ‘f

FENC

i Got the Best, Styles for Lawns, Farms and Ranches.

Made of high carbon wire, galvanfzed and then painted white.

i8] Tougher and stronger wire than goes into any other fence.

Get 1908 prices and illustrated booklet. v

THE PAGE WIRE FENCE CO., LIMITE
Targest fence and gate manufacturers in Canada.

218

@ WALKERVILLE TORONTO MONTREAL ST.JOHN WINNIPEG ;

wak, Zanzibar, Hong Kong snd Cyprus,

U. 8. Postage 50c extrato the Upited Btates, Alaska,
Hawasiian sod Philippine Islands, except $n clubs, to one
address, when every four copies will be fifty cents extra post
age per annum., g

Forelgn Postage to all countries not named in the ubove
1ist, fifty cemts extea.
gamples and Subscription Blanks  freely and
promptly seat on requeat.

‘ CLUB OFFERS.
Messenger’ and ‘Daily Witness, worth
$3.40, for.. G e a1
‘Messenger’ and ‘Weekly Witness,” worth
$1.40, for.. e .$L.cY
‘Messenger’ and ‘World Wiae,” worth
$1.80;,10%,. i e T ..$L75
‘Messenger,”  ‘Weekly  Witness’ and
‘World Wide,” worth $2.90, {for
COmly.. oo el . . $220
‘Canadian Pictorial,’ our best premium,
may be added to the above clubs
for only fifty cents extra.
‘Messenger’ and ‘Pictorial,” worth $1.40,
: 013 e e S s e P st a U § |
SPECIAL FAMILY CLUBS.
‘Northern Messenger,” ‘Daily Witness,’
‘World Wide,’ and ‘Canadian Pic-
e rat iy K I S S e 1T b
‘Northern Messenger, ‘Weekly Wit-
ness,” ‘World Wide’ and ‘Canadian
Pictorial,” $3.90.. .. RHES e Ry )
N.B.—The club rates include many foreign
countries, but not such countries as requr}a
extra postage (including the United States
and ite dependencies) nor is the city of Mont-
1‘!;-11 or ite suburbs included in the above elub
offers.

SUNDAY SCHOOL OFF:iR.

Any school in Ganada that does not take ‘The
Meseenger,’ may Bave i supplied free on trial

or three weskd an ’i:a:est of Superintendent,

crotary or Pasto?, g the number of copies
roquired. !

L

¢HR ‘' NORTHERN MESSENGER' is printed and published
m'ﬂ_dﬁ.wm“h« ocaorner of Craig
2 ﬂ&mmhﬁ.dﬁdlmby‘mhn
ww-ﬁmmwmm.(
' Montroal ; br
AD business communiestions sbeuld be addresscd ‘Johy

Dougall & Scm,’ eud all lotters tp the editor should W
MW‘“ * Northern Messenger.'
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Abide With Us,

Abide with us; the day is spent,
The dark, still night draws near;
The radiant setting sun has lent
A transient brightness here;
It fades, it dies, the skies grow gray;
Good Master, hasten not away.

If we have tried thy love to-day,

Or striven ’gainst thy will,
Remember not our sins, we pray,

Be patient with us still.
Forsake us not, O Lord, when we
Murn, with repentant hearts, to thee.

Our lives are weary at the best,
And full of care, our strivings fail;
We labor and we have no rest;
Though joys be many, fears prevail.
Abide thou in our hearts, that we
May bear our ills more patiently.
—W, L. Hildreth.

Teaches the Truth,

(By May Myrtle French, in the ‘Homestead.’)

One of the hardest tasks for the mother g
that of teaching her wee ones to know and
speak the truth. liven if she herself mever
threatens to call a policeman or give away
a naughty little son or daughter to the bad
map, there are sure to be friends and rvela-
tives who are less careful. Who has not seen
the bachelor uncle or friend, or the foolish
woman who delights to tease the child, and
how many of the teasing things they say have
the stamp of truth?

I know of a case where a mother who was
obliged to help her husband in a photo gal.
lery and have her two little vnes there also
most of the daytime, used to plead with a
friend not to tease her little four-year_old
by threatening to cut off his cars. He soon
had the child really afraid of him, but in
spite of this and the mothers pleadings the
man persisted in his fun. One day as the tor-
menter came toward the boy with his usunal
threat, the child tumejd hke a flash to an
open closet in which were kept strips of pic-
ture molding, and seizing a piece as large as his
childish strength could manage, he struck
blindly at the face of the funny (?) man.

@y

The blow was severe enough to cure one man
of his desire to tease small boys in just that
fashion. The mother who told me of the in-
cident said: ‘Of course I had to punish little
son, but secretly I thought the man got just
what he deseryed.

What regard for truth can be maintained
if grown people persistently misuse the
truth. I have seen children when their mother
said she would whip them for any miedeed,
g0 calmly on as if nothing had been said.
When asked if they did not fear a whipping,
they with a scorn utterly unchildish made
reply: ‘Aw, she don’t mean it, she’s just try-
ing to scare us.

Men think it is very funny to send a small
boy trotting all over town to get a ‘left-

~handed wrench) or g ‘three_cornered square

rat-tail file, making a laughing stock of the
would-be helpful child. Only a ‘kid’ is he?
Yes, but you know that a ‘ecat may look at
a king’ to use an old saying in a rather un.
fair sense, and who knows ali the cat thinke
of His Majesty? The boy soon gets sharp,
and eays and does some very clever things—
but is it good for him?

1 know one such little fellow who had been
teased until he had grown wise, and one day
his mother sent him to a nearby store to get
change for a bill. After the man had obliged
him, he said to the small man: ‘That silver
I gave you was all counterfeit,’ and the boy
retorted smartly: ‘So was the bill I gave
You, so we’re even’

Another way in which many people teach
their small ones to disregard the truth is to
allow lying in such tun as April-fooling. My
mother used to have the rule that we could
fool each other in any innocent way on that
day, but when meanness or lying had to
enter into our fun, there was fo be no more
fooling for the year. And ag my mother al-
ways meant what she said we soon learned to
be very careful. And really we found there
were so many ways to have jolly good ‘fools’
that we, I think, lost our desire to falsify for
the sake of ‘catching’ another.

‘But,’ says a careful mother, almost in
tears, ‘I do try to keep them from teasing or
threatening my child, but unless 1 really make

them angry, there are some of my friends .

who will never understand that I am really
in earnest.’
Then my dear mother, make them angry,

March 13, 1908.

and let the job be thorough. I say, and &
solemnly mean it, that 1 would rather lose
the regard of my best friend, or any relative
I bave on earth, including my own mother,
and this is a startling thing to eay, than
run the risk of ruining my child’s moral
nature. You have the supreme right in train-
ing of the little ones intrusted to your care,
and surely their well_being is paramount to
any other interest. ;

‘I didn’t think’ has more to do with this
matter of meaningless untruth teaching than
has anything else. Let’s all put on our think-
ing-caps from here forth, mothers and fathera.

Shopping by Mail.

A word or two about our leading adver-
tisers will be of interest to all our readers.

The Robert Simpson Company of Toronto
is known throughout the Domimion, and 1m-
deed it has customers ail over the world. i
Is known for fair and honest dealing and the
men at the head of it are highly regarded/
both for their business astuteness and inte-
grity, and for the large place they take in
church work and philanthropic enterprise.
Their enormous and handsome store on Yonge
street is to all intents and purposes a market-
place where merchandise from all over the
world finds sale at the lowest possible prices.

The John Murphy Co., Ltd., bears the name
of one of Montreal’s best known Presby-
terian elders, though for some years now .t
has been owned and operated by the Robert
Simpson Company of Toronto as their Mont-
real branch. Its beautiful, seven storey, red
stone building on the corner of St. Catherine
and Metcalfe streets is a very pleasant piace
to do one’s shopping. 1

But as good as these stores are for the
local buyers, they give almost more advan-
tages to those who, living at a distance, must
order by mail, because such people are saved
the loss of time and the discomfort of se-
lecting goods, jostled all the while by a crowd
of other eager shoppers, and those who order
by mail of such stores may easily expect the
best of treatment. It does not' matter how
remote the customers, their orders will come
under the observation of one of the managers
of these huge enterprises and have the best
and promptest eare.

‘MESSENGER'’ PATTERNS.
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5988.—Ladies’ Waist, sizes 32 to 42 inches

| bust,

'5986.—Ladies’ Pleated Skirt, sizes 22 to 32

1% inches waist,

' 214.—Misses’ Surplice Overblouse, s&izes 15,
16, and 17 years. :

218.—Misses’ Pleated Skirt, sizes 15, 16, and
17 years 63

Address ‘Northern

FOR THE BUSY MOTHER.

213.—Tadies’ Wrapper, sizes 32 to 42 inches
bust,

5998.—Misses’ Blouse, sizes 15,16, and 17 years.

5737.—Misses’ Pleated Skirt, sizes 15, 16, aad
17 years,

To obtain the above 'pattems, send tweaty
cents for each compliete costume (stamps or

Y
»
2 | \
3 22
),
=/
S737,

postal note).
wrapper, send 10 cenfs each. Give number
and size very carefully and send address n
full It is always safer to cut out the lus-
tration and gend along with the order to avoid
mistakes.  Allow one week beyond time
needed for return of post, as orders are
handled in rotation. :

Messenger’  Pattern Department, ‘Witness’ Bloek, Montreal,’

For waist or skirt alone or for




8hop in Toronto
Through Our Mail
Order Department
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Money refunded
if goods are not
satisfactory,

N.M. 80. — A dressy Skirt of

N.M. 81.—Misses’ Tweed
Skirt, thirteen-gore flare

N, M.82 - Misscs® French Ve-
netian Suit in brown, green,

N.M. 83.
Waeh Skirt for

— Serviceahle

N.M 84- Lustre Shirtwaist Suit
Misses, Eood bright quality,comes in black

bright lustre, in black, na‘{g;; style, in light and mid- navy, Prince Cl‘uu .crioub.le- made of heavy duck, in rown, navy, green and cream,
and cream, cut very full wi grey stripe efieots, sizes preastedcoarm}c.ll;ccrued lin- | payvy, cadet anad white, | Waist made with front opening,
ripple flare sides, and pleated | J) oo ;o o0 a0 | ing,trimined with brass but- | o8 style, cut quite | Pack and front finished with box
o o o e e MR | Bt Mlengihs, wa. | YU, MACEoteplcated i, | i il (0" ok | plenta and ks, Pentea skiry
; - 2 ) . Bi- 2 rimmed with fo sclf, sizes
;i]lg‘z ::H‘]ge!;reglee $5' 00 q:le:;itmable $2_75 zcs}:]iol-&t h\}rst, skirts up to 36 3};'7‘1‘;’1?5]3:‘1{%3 to to 42 buss and (37(-)42 cincﬂﬁ?c}lr?;
1 V. e e W inch lengths une- . enging, ; lengths, i
quick selling qualled va]uc....$10-00 Special .. .. .. $1 90 va'lgm]:c..l.lt??.n.??{a.b.l.(? $5-00
TR Waltham Watch and Chain $9.95
mend this N.M. 87-Men’s Open-face, 20-year guar-

.M. 85%=Ladies’ White Pure
Lillfefx4 Shirtwaist, Gibson style,
wide shoulder effect given by two
extra wide stitched pleats over
ghouldersand downback to waist
shirt sleeves withlink cuffs, laun-
dered collar,button front. A very
fashionable waist for s pring and
summer wear, Sizes 32 to 44 bust

e Aol X

N.M. 86— Waist of Fine White-
Net,Japanesesilklining through-
out, baby back, front made with
panel effect of pin sucks fine inser
tlon and wide_tucks, dainty lace
collar and cuffs, sizes

32to 42. Special.....

Watch to our
customers as it
is exceptional
vaiue,

A 20-yoar guarantee in the
back of every wut'ch.

anteed gold-filled Waltham Watch; stem
wind and set, 15 jewels in setting,
exposed pallets, cut expansion bal.
ance, patent Briquet hair
spring hardened and tem-
pered on form, plain or fancy
engraved cases, complete

ith 14k, g
(?hlziinl, w{'fglf,ﬂc’fff,$9.95

N. M. 91. — Women’s

wrist length Kid Gloves
two-dome fasteners,
overs neat em-

broidered silk points on
‘g;v.ck‘é ;Lerbtcgt ﬂ&tgag;
ack,white,gre; e,
sizes 646 to 7. é’%u!ur
pecial per 59

& -

seesseaneaass

N.M. 89.—Tbese perfect fitting fine quatity
Dresses come in fine navy blue print, with
emall white dot, white pique collar and tie,
No.: 19 has blouse and kilted and gathered

skirt. No. 18 has box pleats front and
back. _Sizes for girls 6, 8 10, 12 and 14
years. Dresses are exactly like $1 25
cuts.  Special Value .. .. vo oo s Lo

N.M. 90, — Ladies’ New Spring Oxford,
Blucher ecut, fine dongola kid leather, pa-
tent toe caps, miljtary and Cuban heels, all

) 2% to 7.

48 s se se oo ss ee se ve

N.M. 88—Ladies’ Slippers,sev-
en-bar, three-butkon style, fine

kid flexible sole, Cuban heel,
24 t0 9. Speeial @1
ABoRb ety SRS -

Write for our Spring and
Summer Catalogue,

WHEN WRITING TO ADVERTISERS PLEASE MENTION “NORTHERN MESSENGER.”

Ready March 1st.
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Leather Belt, 2 1-4 inches wide, fine and
soft, raw edges; comes in Black, Brown,
Tan, Grey, Navy, Green, Red, trimmed

with Gilt or Gun Metal Buckle Set of . S s
newest desigrs; sizes, 22 to 28 inch;50c FLITETE, $1-00

cent value. 3 Real French Kid, gusset fingers, overstitch seams, silk em-
Special price, each .. .. o «ooo 290 proidered back, 2-deme fasteners; colors, Tan, Brown, Red |val Lace Rdging and Insertion, each .
Green, Grey, Biscuit, Mode; also Black and White. Wider width 5 os e satve se sensn

&
ORI
DX

e — g AR DRI,
of Fine Foplin, in Black, e N LUK

> x XA .0’0 &

= LR ,0,.0'..‘.') 208

o b Sfyrile ~ RO S S AL RIILES 2,90

, Sky, Pink, Mauve, M) y ; SRR ‘5‘.:2474’.4’
ey

L)

YR

DXL ()
AN

) RO
rettily pleated and trim- : DR IR
DGt aivle d-ploce st in -"""'.?,” )
Giit or Black.
Special Mail Order price ...... .29

val. Lace Ineertion and Edging, each .5
Wider width, per yard .. o s «s 8

“ILA RIVE,” $1.25

Our Guaranteed Glove

Made exclusi ! 1
Belt, of Beautitul Soft Kid, per- ¢ exclusively for us from selected ekins, Real French Kil,
fectty plain, 2 inches wide, finished with pliable, elastic, sarviceable, 2-dcme fawteners, gusset fingers

leather oovered buckle; Black, Brown,| and thumbs made in Black, White and all fashionable
Blue, Grey. Comes in regular sizes.

Special Price, each .. .. .. ... .29 Coloms

Y e g Vo D
SN OIIS OIS IY 0TI I,
R USKI IO

Our Leader Hose Supporters, for Ladies,
made with large sateen or Moirette pad,
1 1-8 inch best Lisle Elastic, and finished

A A= B o Y R
B R L

o Ve el et
GO

Tinsel Belt, 14 ivches wide, silver ground, with the B.M.C. Cloth covered clasp to

with a dczen prefty combination color
effeats, trimmed with plain nickel buckle.
Just arrived from Paris.

Special Mail Order Price, each, .29

Val. Lace Insertion and Kdging, cach, .12

revent tearing the hose, Colors: Sky, ;
8 yard, Wider width .. «v oo ¢o oo 18

Pink, White and Black.

35 wvalues oI o os ss 0o s vese 25

oumane

b hy’s Special Dress Shield,double Nain-

‘Pearlbone’ Supports for Lace Collars; will not glisten or show ‘V[:(t;gky :ove;’zd, guaranteed washable and
through the finest fabric; 5 in a eet; 1% to 2 3-4 inches perspiration proof, in sizes, 3 and 4.
T (YR IR e R, A R Lol s RN B N e w0 DAINS LOT vuivs, an Foioes s ver WO

8.piece Comet Cover, stamped on Mna| eppara) INDUCEMENTS IN JEWELLERY FOR OUT-OF-TOWN CUSTOMERS |

sizes 34, 36, 38 and 40; six styles; all as > 2 ioid Beauty Pins, two on a card, our Spe-
pretty as that shown in illustration, withi Steﬂ';ggtf;lver Neck Chalps, ~Regular, 50 eial,y Guaranteed 14k, filled.
Art Silk Floss to complete the embroid- e Bl N BRI T TS . ate e ; M* T+
ery. Regular price, .50, S Sterling Silver Lockets, for two por- : ‘Motrning Brooches, from .. ...25 to
Mail Order Customers, .33 traits. Regular, $100, for .. .. .78 Mourning 51"'ins. two on card. Reg-
ular, . o) SR B R S
Single Stone 10k. Gold Birthday Ringe. it ’ g lar, .50
Regular, $1.50, 10T .. .. +. +v 2o $1.28 MOGEUINE: NORIStA SN
Plain 10k.’ Gold Signet Rings. Reg-
ular, $2.00, for .. .. .. .. .... $1.48

S e ee ewien W8 e We, wees

e s
Sterling Silver PBracelets, with ame-
thyst stone setting. Regular, §1, for

‘he Featherweight Hair Waver, very sim-
ple, and gives a beautiful Marcel wave,
in sets of four; the newest and

Pest to be had .. .. .. .. .. ... .20

14k QGold Filled Lockets, 5 year guar-
antee. Lockets are oval, round and
heart-shaped. Some plajn and
set with pearls. Special .. .. ..$1 48
14k, Gold Filled Neck Chains, § year
guarantee.  Special .. .. .,.. $1.48
Fancy Agate Hat Pins, with brilliant
setting.  Regular, .25 for ...... a
Black Jet ) Hat Pine.  Iegular, .25,

OF «o oo o8 oo 48 o0 oo 4s s

Our Men’s Special Nickel Watches;
guaranteed to give satisfaction;
price with white metal chain. Spe-

S S L O I st e S R e B |

Men’s 14k. Gold-Filled Clains, guar-
anteed for 10 years, Special ,... $1.50

Ladies’ Large Buiton Pearl Earrings,

for unpierced ears. Special .. ,.

Large size Caradian Souvenir

Brooches, Regular, .50, for .. .. .29




