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Corea the Land of the Morning
Calm.

b ¢
(Archer Butler Hulbert, former Editor of ‘The
Corean Independent, in the ‘Youth’s
S ~ Companion.’)

[Corea has been the cause of each of the
four foreign wars of Japan. Although the an-
nals of the first are lost in the obscurity of
prehistoric times, the legendary promise of
the Corean king at its close is familiar to
every Japanese; ‘Until the rivers flow back-
ward I and my people will remain tributary
to Japan’” What the outcomeé of the present
conflict will be it is impossible to predict, but
all must hope that the ancient beacon-fires
wiil soon be relighted and flash from every
hilltop to the ruler of Corea the glad tidings
that his country is at peace.]

o

A newcomer to Corea might call it a land
where everything is done backward.  Al-
though it is no larger than Utah, and has a
population perhaps not much greater than that
of the State of New York, probabl¥ no other
land can boast customs which seem so odd to
the foreigner.

A striking instance of this is a Corean’s
way of looking at a photograph. If you hand
him a picture bottom-side up, he will not turn
it over, but will examine it just as it comes
to him, If it is a photograph of people or
animals it makes no difference; he is just as
satisfied with them on their heads as on their
feot. '

A rollicking American marine of poetic turn
touched upon certain characteristics of the
Coreans in a poem, ome stanza of which con-
cluded:

The boys braid their hair down their backs
like a girl,
And the chimneys are heles in the ground.

The custom of boys braiding their hair down
their backs is not peculiar to Corea, but where
else do men ‘do up’ their hair on the top of
their heads? Yet that is the way in which a
married Corean is distinguished from a bache-
for; the latter can do his hair up only on his
wedding-day. And as to the chimneys, the
poem tells the solemn truth, The Coreans
warm their mud-and-stone huts by building
the fires just beneath the stone floors, The
‘chimneys’ run under the house and open ‘in
the gutters. As many of the streets of the
capital, Seoul,—which is pronounced like gur
word soul,—are very narrow, it can be imagined
that a walk through them on a cold day, when
these ‘holes in the ground’ are puffing out
sinoke, is not pleasant.

The land has been denuded of trees for so
many years that only the wealthy can afford
pine wood. Consequently the smoke which
fills the streets of Seoul is the smoke of burn-
ing pine brush, which the people gather from
the hills in the summer to burn in the colder
months.

Of course Coreans read and write in a way
that seems backward to us. Perhaps there
are other lands where the washing is spread
out on the ground to dry, instead of being
hung up, but where else do mourners wear
the most conspicuous kind of dress, or where
else is the land in which a thief would be
afraid to get over a wall he could not see

through?  Foreigners in Corea have built
strong fences of heavy timbers, with the idea
of keeping out intruders, only to learn that
mere matting, hung up between posts, would
have served their purpose better, provided only
that no one could see through it.

Corean huts and yards—compounds—are
screened from public view by mud walls or
strips of matting, and it is a serious offense
to intrude here.

The walls and a strange Corean superstition
concerning door-steps combine to keep the
Corean family quite hidden from street. While
in most lands the door-step is the coign of
vantage for which children quarrel and on
which older persons crowd, in Corea you never
see man, woman or child remaining on the
threshold, because, as we say, it brings bad
luclk,

Another oddity in this land of queer cus~
toms is the mourner’s hat. It is of straw, and
is almost as large as a bushel basket. The
national dress of Corea is white, although the
children are dressed in colors, The Corean
mourner, therefore, in his white suit and his

been several ‘seouls’ of Corea, for each new.
dynasty founds a mew capital,” The present
Seoul was founded five centuries ago, and its
straggling, crenelated wall, nine miles in cir«
cumference, containing its two hundred thous«
and inhabitants, speaks of the middle ages,
It is perhaps the only city in the world of
which it oculd be said that tigers and leope
ards have been shot within the walls.

At each gate are the high roofs, like those
on Chinese walls. On these roofs in Corea are
rows of clay monkeys, about two feet in
height, sitting in all conceivable attitudes.
They keep—so the Coreans say—the devils
from entering the city. These monkeys are
also placed on the palace gates, and can be
seen on the East Gate and on the gate of the
Kyeung-Pok Palace,

The dragon is also a pofent charm to keep
off evil spirits. His specialty is fire devils. A
great fire once swept the city and its palate.
When this palace was rebuilt one of thess
dragons was placed on each side of the esplan-
ade before the main gate. No fire devil has
ever come again, The Chinese say a devil

TRAVELLING IN COREA. A

OVER A BAD BIT OF

FARMER LIGHTS THE WAY
ROAD:-

bushel-basket hat, is the most conspicuous
sort of a Corean to be met.

There are songs to be sung even in crushed
and lifeless Corea, and the white figures of
laborers in the fields and on the hills move
to and fro to music set in an appropriately
minor key.

If the boy on the mountain suddenly ceases
his song, you may know he has struck a root.
Wood is so dear that the poor Corean boy
will follow a root for a long distance, and
very anxiously, lest it break. To furnish the
large cities with wood is one of the chief in-
dustries in the country., The little Corean
ponies can carry large loads of wood, but the
beasts of burden in Corea are fine, strong, pa-
tient bulls, which are to be found everywhere,

Although their white garments may exag-
gerate their size, the men of Corea seem the
most stalwart race in the world—as tall as
their wives are homely,

But both are by nature extremely mild and
kind. A photographer never has to ask a
Corean to look pleasant. In photographs of
Corea, you will generally find the people laugh-
ing.

Seoul is the capital and chief city of Corea;
indeed, Seoul means ‘capital’ ' There have

cannot turn a cormer. About ten feet in front
of Chinese gateways you find an odd strip of
wall, a little longer than the gate is wide. No
one can enter, therefore, without turning the
corner—and so the devils are kept out,

The streets of Seoul, many of which have
been widened into fine boulevards since the
Corean customs department has been in the
hands of an English commissioner, centre at
the ‘Bell Place.’ Here in a little latticed build-
ing hangs the great bell of Seoul. It is struck
every night at midnight, by means of a huge
wooden heam which is swung against it.

Formerly it was struck early in the even-
ing, and was a curfew signal for all Corean
men to retire to their homes; thereupon the

Corean women, who are veiled at an early

age, and are never seen upon the streets,
might promenade the avenues of the city, At
twelye the women retired, and the men came
out again, Mrs. Bishop says that a lady of
high position told her that ‘she had never seen
the streets of Seoul by daylight) .

The tone of this bell is peculiar, and the
Coreans believe it to be a human cry—the
shriek of a babe, which, as the legend goes,
wds thrown into the caldron when the
bell was cast centuries agd. The mar-
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ble pageda is ome of the dear possessions
of Corea’s capital. This beautiful little pil-
lar has stood in Seoul for ages, and was the
gift to a former Queen of Corea from her fa-
ther, a Mongol Emperor of China,

In 1592 the Japanese conquered Corea and
attempted to take this pagoda to Japan. Be-
Ing unable to do so, after having removed
three stories, they built a huge fire beside it
and calcined its northern side; the other three
sides were uninjured. :

A sharp Japanese recently bought the house
beside the pagoda, and then claimed the pil-
lar, since it was in his ‘yard’ A diplomatic
correspondence was precipitated, but the in-
truder was not successful. He had intended
to sell the pagoda back to the Corean govern-
ment for one hundred thousand dollars.

The palaces of Seoul are comparatively
slight affairs, although some which are in dis-
use illustrate Corean styles of ornamentation
very beautifully. Corean mural decorations
consist of brickwork, arranged in various geo-
metrical designs, the most common being the
Greek key pattern. The painting on the
Chang-dok Palace, or ‘Old Palace, looted by
the Chinese in 1884, shows rainbow hues which
are considered elegant.

The principal palace of Seoul is the Kye-
ung-Pok Palace. Here, on October 8, 1893, the
Queen of Corea was murdered and cremated
by irresponsible Japanese ruffians, because she
was believed to be playing into the hands of
Russia.

These lootings and murders suggest the sad
story of Corean political life. It is supposed
that the ancestors of the Coreans came from
the region of the Malay Peninsula, drifting
along the Chinese coast, from island to island,
until they entered the peninsula of Manchuria
which now forms Corea.

Their descendants are no more like the ag-
ricultural Chinese or pastoral Manchus than
like the maritime Japanese. By the strongest
of tests, that of language, the present Coreans
resemble none of these.
tongue is quite perfect, having both conjuga~
tions and declensions. For many centuries the
peningula was under the control of China;
Chinese is the official language of Corea. There
was a great Japanese conguest of Corea, and
the peninsula became a battleground for Chin-
ese and Japanese armies.

Although crushed and overrun, the ancient
Coreans made some notable inventions. They
made the first ironclad, a boat in the shape of
a turtle, which rammed and sank hundreds of
Japanese ships in -a single battle; they swung
pethaps the first suspension-bridge. This was
a bridge of ropss, which, being thrown across
a river, were twisted until they cleared the
water. On this foundation was laid a cor-
- duroy 10ad. The first metal types were made
in Corea.

By the Japanese-China War ¢f 1894-5 Corea
wag freed from the purely nominal dominatign
of China, made ‘free, and dosed with reforms
which she could not digest. As the Tartars
bury their captives to their ching in sand, and
leave them alone in the desert, with tempting
fruits placed before their mouths, so poor
Corea found herself at the close of that war.
Bound with the ten thousand customs inherit-
¢d from China, she saw before her opportuni-

ties of which she could not make use. Being .

free, she fell into the hands of her own de¢ma-
gogues, a sadder fate for her common people
than that to which any Chinese mandarin or
Russian despot would have sentenced her,
The hope of Corea is in the 'work of the
missionaries, who have done a marvellous work
in Corea, and who will play a tremendous
part in shaping her destiny and in the ad-
vancement of educational commercial interests.
' America has played an important role in
Corea’s history,” due largely to the influence

The Corean native

of Doctor Allen, our very able minister at
Seoul. Baldwin locomotives run daily from
the seaport Chemulpo to Seoul, twenty-seven
miles inland, drawing American cars over a
track built by American capital and engineers,
A bridge built by a Chicago engineer spans
the great river Han, American trolley-cars
carry one through Seoul, from the grinning
monkeys on one gate to the tomb of the mur-
dered queen, three miles from the cify. No-
where on earth has the silence of centuries
been broken by the scream of the locomotive
or the whirt of the trolley-car and again re-
sumed its former reign. ;

Coréa will be no exception. A freightitrain
here, a trolley-car there, a loose leaf of a
Testament drifting along the road into ‘won-
dering hands, a Buddhist bell calling to wor-
ship in a Christian sanctuary—a century or
two of this, and Corea will stir in its sleep
and awaken.,

‘What have I done,’ cried the Wall to the
Nail, in the Hindu proverb, ‘that through me
the sharp tooth doth run?®’

“Poor fooll’ replied the Nail, ‘What do I
know? Ask him who beats my head with
many a blow.

Wise words originally spoken of Judea may
be quoted of Corea: ‘The Little States. They
are constituted by the hand of God, and I trust
in him that they never will be removed. He
has placed them between the Great States as
a negation to universal empire, a pacific ob-
stacle to the shocks of their power and the
plots of their ambition.’

i

The Student Conference at
Northfield.

The Northfield Student Confezence will be
held at East Northfield, Mass., July 1 to 10.
This conference has been held upon the invi-
tation of Mr, D, L. Moody and members of his
family each summer since 1886, under the di-
rection of the Student Department of the In-
ternational Committee of Young Men’s Chris-
tian Associations. Its purpose is to build up
the Christian life of students and to train
them for leadership of the varied organized
Christian work of their institutions.\ It is at-
tended annually by about 7oo men from 130
colleges and preparatory schools. The daily
programme consists of morning and evening
platform metings in the auditorium, Normal

Bible classes, conferences on College Young:

Men’s Christian Association work and life
work meetings on Round Top. The mission-
ary feature, under the direction of the Student
Volunteer Movement for Foreign Missions, is
always prominent, and consists of mnormal
classes, for training leading home and
foreign mission study classes, a mission-
ary institute for the discussion of the
methods, and missionary addresses. The
athletics in the afternoons hring out friendly

“rivalry between the colleges. Among the speak-

ers for this year arée the Rev. G. A. Johnston
Ross, of Cambridge, England; the Rev. Charles
Cuthbert Hall, D.D., of New York; the Rev.
Anson Phelps Stokes, Jr., of New Haven; the
Rev. R. A, Falconer, Halifax; Mr. Robert E.
Speer, Mr, Jokn R. Mott, and S. H. Hadley,
of New Yeork City.

‘The delegates are entertained in the build-
ings of Northfield Seminary, in tents on the
Seminary grounds and in Camp Northfield.
For information, letters should he addressed
to-C. L -prntbr, 3 West 20th Street, News
York City.

“This is one of a series of seven Conferences
which are held annually for the students of
different sections of the country. Two of 'these,
the South-western Conference at Ruston, La.,

and the Pacific Coast Conference at Pacific -
about Christ, its ﬁqunder!

Grove, Cal., are held during the winter holi-
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days. The remaining four are held as fol«
lows:—For the Lake Erie Group, at Lakeside,
Ohio, June 17-26; for the West, at Lake Gen<
eva, Wis, June 17-26; for the South, at
Waynesville, N.C,, June. 10-19; and for the
Pacific North-West, at Gearhart Park, Oregom,
May 28-June 5. The training at these Con-,
ferences of from seventeen hundred to two
thousand of the strongest Christian men for
leadership of the Christian work in the insti«
tutions for higher learning in the United States
and Canada has a marked influence on the re=-

ligious life of the colleges of these two couns
tries,

0 Love, that dost with goodness crown

The years through all the ages down!

'Tis in Thy strength the mountains stand,

The seasons roll at t?hy'cammand, :

And rooted are all things that bless

Deep in Thy everlastingness,
—J. W. Chadwick.
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A Prayer for our Missionaries
(Margaret E. Sangster.)

Forget them not, O Christ, who stand ,
Thy vangard in the distant land, ot

In flood, in flame, in dark, in dread,
Sustain, we pray, each lifted head,

Be Thou in every faithful breast,
Be peace and happiness and rest.

Exalt them over every fear,
In peril come Thyself more near. :

=

Let heaven ahove their pathway pour 3
A radiance from its open door. :

Turn Thou the hostile weapons, I/ord,‘
Rebuke each wrathful alien horde. =

Thine are the loved for whom we crave
That Thou wouldst keep them strong and
brave, S

: g
Thine is the work they strive to do,

Their foes so many, they so few.

Yet Thou are with them, and Thy Name
Forever lives, is aye the same. .

Thy conquering Name, O Lord, we pray, '
Quench not its light in blood to-day.

Be with Thine own, Thy loved, who stand
Christ’s vanguard in the storm-swept land.

\Tell Me About Christ,

A Hindoo of rank was troubled in his
conscience on the subject of a future state.
Fe had heard of Christians, and longed to
converse with them about their religiom,
and to know who Christ was. So he wvisit-
ed England, the Christians’ land, supplied
with introductions to some leading people.
Being asked to a great dinner, he turned
to his neighbor in the course of conversa=
tion, and said: .

‘Can you tell me somgthing about Christ,
the Founder of your religion®
' ¢Husgh? replied his mew acquaintance,
¢ we do mot speak such things at dinner
parties.’ z

He was afterwards invited to a large

pall. Dancing with a young and faghion-

able lady, he took an opportunity of ask-
ing her who the Founder of her _religion,
Jesus Christ, was. And again he was
warned that a ball was no place to intro-
duce such subjscts.

Strange, thought the Hindoo, are these
Christians in England. They will not
speak of their religion, mor inform me



. «HBOYS AND GIRLS®e

The Mayflower’s [lessage.
(Frances A. Doughty, in ‘Christian Herald.’)
I

' Miss Nute’s scholars had a May holiday,
and they spent it most happily in the woods,
hunting the lovely pink and white blossoms
of the arbutus, called in their New Eugland
home the mayflower.

One class of her girls, ten in number, be-
longed to the ‘King’s Daughters’ They had
for the time a genuine enthusiazsm for help-
ing other people, and now even wanted to
give away the exquisite pleasure they found
in a large bed of mayflowers.

The result of the generous impulse was
that before night they had tied up twenty-
five or thirty small bunches, attached cards to
each, with a favorite maxim or quotation, and
expressed the floral offering to the President
of their Society to dispose of as she might
think best in' New York, Miss Nute told ther:
the flower was considered very choice there,
as it is not found growing in the country neax
that city. 5 ok

IL

The streets of New York are very lonely to
& person in trouble. Poor little Hetty Harvey
walked along wearily on the beautiful May
day, the sky blue ahove her, and the dawning
springtime fresh with promise in the air, but
her spirit felt as worn and shabby as the
walking-suit she had lived in all winter, and
she was painfully conscious of not matching
the day at all. Only a forlorn remnant of
pride prevented her from crying in the stresi.
; ‘Everybody and everything is ~aga?;:st me,’

she said to herself bitterly, turning her head

away as she passed a big store on Fourteenth
street. She did not wish any of the shop-
girls there to see and recognize her. . Some
~ articles were missing from her counter, and

she had left there the previous week with cir-
cumstances strongly against her, dismissed os-
tensibly because the force was being cut
down. There was no open accusation, but a
cold stiffness in the manner of the head-clerk
+put her pride in arms, so she would not ask
for a letter of recommendation to assist her
in’ getting another place. Probably he would
have given her one if she had asked him. He
would have seen that she felt strong in her
own innocence,

She went at once to call on the lady she had
sewed for when she first came from Vermont.
A strange family was occupying the house, and
she was told at the door that the people who
used to live there had gone to Europe.

3 ‘f;‘b* Europe!” she echoed, from a great deep
~of disappointment that youn who read this in

happy Homes caunot fathom. ‘They might as !

well be at the bottom of the Dead Sea—some-
times I wish I was there myself!®

~ Hetty tad no home, and she had just money
‘enough left for one night more, another sup-
_per and breakfast at the reduced rates of a
certain ‘Working Girl® Home” She had never
been brought low emough to ask charity; and
‘had not the means to pay her way back to
Vermont to stay with her only relatives—
some very distant ones—until she could find
work there. She had left them to try her for..
‘tune in the great city of New York, where she

‘had heard inany moze avenues were open than”

“in the rural districts, and the Yankee spirit
of independence and progréss in this blue-cyed
- -dimpled maiden could not bear an out-and-
~ out defeat. She looked soft, but she had a cer-

tain. strené'th? of purpose. She remembered

_thy took her flight.

that a family she used to know in Vermont
was living in Jersey City. She had seen none
of them for years, but surely they would fesl
enough interest in a fellow-townswoman to
help her to find a sitmation. Perhaps they
would ask her to stay with them for a day or
two until something ‘turned up,’ and every day
would make a difference in the present state
of her finances.

Acting upon this she took the Elevated road
and was soon at the ferry. After crossing it
she went into the first drug store she came
to in Jersey City, to consult a directory. Her
heart gave a great bound of joy when she
found the name she was looking for—*Turbill,
Hannah, widow,” ets, The street and num-
ber were not far from the ferry; she was soon
at the house, and, pleased with Tsr luck thus
far, rang the bell eagerly.

A gaudily dressed girl came to the door.
Hetty knew her at a glance, but was eyed in
return without 'a gleam of recognition. The
two had not met since they were children.

‘What do you want?’ said the young wo-
man—Miss Printhy Turbill—rather curtly, as
if impatient at the interruption.

‘Pon’t you remember me, Printhy?
used to be schoolmates—'

‘Land sakes!—as if there wasn’t a hull lot
of girls who went to school with me, and how
in creation am I to keep track of ’em all?®’

‘Hetty Harvey.

‘Why to be sure! I do remember there was
a Harvey girl. Her mother used to make real
good cookies; she had ’em for lunch’—smiling,
and thawing considerably—‘Come in, Misy
Harvey.

Just at this moment a bell rang at the other
end of the hall. Hetty could see the dining-
room open and a table spread there, sy this
bell must be the summons to dinner, air awk-
ward time for her to arrive.

Printhy looked toward the parlor as Hetty
stepped over the door-sill, and giggled mean-
ingly.

i know'yéu’ll excuse me; a gentleman is in
there—me and him’s a keepin’ steady company
and T've got to speak to him this very minute.

We

- You just wait till I call mother.

‘Mother!” she screamed: ‘Come out here,
somebody wants you,—~’ and then Miss Prin-

Hetty swallowed a feeling of reluctance with
one resolute gulp, as a stout, middle-aged wo-
man came waddling out of the dining-room,
fastening her dress hurriedly at the waist, as
if in the act of making a second toilet. It
was evident that after officiating as cook, she
was about to act the part of hostess at the
dinner-table to that gentleman,‘Keepi:{g steady
company’ with her daughter in the parlor.

‘Hello! if this ain’t Peter Harvey's girl—I
see the likeness.)

‘Yes—liec was my father.

‘What be you dein’ in New Vork?’

‘Working for my living, Mrs. Turbill. You
may have heard that I was left an orphan—’
then realizing that not a minute was to be
lost—‘Oh, do tell me if you kunow of any work
I can get to do?’ she added, in an eager breath.

As yet she had not been invited to sit down.
This civility was merely forgotten. . Mrs.

“Furbill was not a bad-hearted woman, she
~was only flustered, having something clse on

her mind, : \
‘No, I haven’t heard of no place at all, late-

fy. I hope you ain’t given dissatisfaction to
‘your last employers ?’ (mot too hurried to

throw ‘in a little cheap advice). ‘A girl with
her way to make in the world hadn’t ought to
be ‘too particular. Well, we’re just up to our
eyes in work, a gettin’ Printhy ready to be

£8

married. It came sort o’ sudden like, That's
her gentleman in the sittin’-room now, and it’s
the first time he's come from down East to
visit us, and we've got to have him here to
dinner. I tell you, Miss Harvey, just you call
some other time. I'd ask you to stay over
night, but you see he’s got the spare room,
and Printhy—her room is chuck full of pat-
terns, and dresses, and what with the sewin’
machine and her sheets and pillow-cases we're
a makin’, there’s hardly room to turn round.
You ain’t busy now, you say. Come again
while you have holiday, later in the spring,
and we'll talk about the folks down to Ver-
mont, and old times. We calculate to git all
through this all-firin’ rush after while, and
take a little breathin’ spell befcre the wed-
din’. Goodby, Miss Harvey.

If Mrs. Turbill did not literally close the
door in her guest’s face, she came very near
doing it.

‘Good afternoon, Mrs. Turbill?

Hetty set her mouth firmly as she turned
her back on that inhospitable door, resolving
never to darken it with her shadow again,
They should never even hear what became of
her if she could prevent it. When she stepped
on to the ferry-boat again she lowered her
veil, leoking under it, away from her fellow-
passengers, at the water in the dock, The
sun lit it np cheerily, but she thought only of
the thick blackness underneath the bright
surface, and a voice from way down thers
seemed to call her:

If all else fails, rest is here, this is always
open’ to you.

It was a long way from the Cortlandt street
ferry to the Working Girle’ Home, but Hetty
could not afford to ride there. As she walked
along one temptation after another came to
her. How should she escape the cruel uncer-
tainty of the present, the despair of the near
future, when she would find herself without
money, without friends in this desolate wij-
derness of New York. Were there no ways out
of this dreadful dilerama?

Yes,—death, and begging,—and some other
ways, too, but sinful ways, Hetty had never
walked in and scarcely understood.

What if she were to abandon herself reck-
lessly to the current of the hour? It was
growing strong, telentiess, irresistible,

I11. B

The dining-room in the Working Girls’ Home
was in the basement; when supper was ready,
Hetty followgd the others into it dejectedly.

As they entered the door a delicious per-
fume filled the air, strong and penetrating, like
nothing but the woods in the earliest spring-
time. Heity Harvey knew this perfume well,
though it had not greeted her for two years.

She took a seat mechanically, © A bunch of
mayflowers was lying on the plate before her
—whose was it? Then looking down the ta-
ble she saw a similar one on each plate, fresh
and delicate, as if gathered this May day,

This bunch then was intended for her,
Childhood’s early memories, evoked by that
woody oder, came rushing back on the swift
wings of sense. How often she had gatheréd
the mayflower with her mother and father in
their Sunday afternoon wélks, or her own sol-
itary rambles. It was her mother’s favorite
wild flower, and but a few weeks ago she had
written to ask an old neighbor to place a hou-
quet of it, when it came into bloom, on the

lonely graves of her parents in the/ country

cemetery.

All the sacredness of home influences in
other and happier days rushed over her in an
overwhelming tide. For a few moments she

\,
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gaw no one, took no account of the exclama-
tions of her companions., Her surroundings
were the dream, the past became the reality.

Taking up her precious little bouquet, she
saw something written on a card attached ‘to
it by a narrow ribbon, and read these three
words:

“Trust in God!’

She raised the flowers to her lips, and one
tear fell softly upon their tender bloom—it
may be with such tears as this the immortal
flowers in the gardens of Paradise are water-
ed. Fope at that instant blossomed anew in
her young heart. Come want or sorrow, she
resolved to keep herself worthy of a past
which was still so dear.

That night Hetty’s dreams were sweet. She
did not catch a glimpse of a tall, dark-eyed
girl named Dora Haines, at Miss Nute's Sem-
inary, the one who tied up her bouquet and
chose the inscription, probably che will never
in this world know of her existence, It was
her own mother she saw in her dreams, stand-
ing by her bedside in shinixig white raiment,
and she held out her arms as she used to
long ago when Hetty was tired or troubled,
saying:

‘My child, the message is from me, heaven
is so near the earth that the May flowers
could bring it.!

The next morning Hetty Harvey started out
on her pilgrimage under the ensign of success.
Nothing outside of her was changed, it was
her inner world that had undergone a revo-
lution. “Thoughts are things;’ she no longer
thought failure, and invited it by distrust of
herself and of others.

The Matron of the Home tbld her she did not
know of another situation open anywhere.

1 sent a girl to the very last one yesterday,”
ghe said. ‘She came with superior recommen-
dations. = There’s a rich Miss Wilkinson on
Fifth avenue, mear Thirty-fourth or Thirty-
fifth street. I haver’t the least ground for
thinking she wants any help, or could direct
you elsewhere. If you choose—but maybe I
ought not to send you there—those rich ladies
get irritated if we apply to them too often.

Somehow Hetty was not afraid this morn-

ing. Last night if the Matron had ended her

suggestion with a ‘but,’ she would not have
ventured te ring at Miss Wilkinson’s palatml
house.

Now she walked briskly up to the door-bell,
and it was answered by a smart, liveried man-
servant before she had fairly let go of the
knob. :

‘Doesn’t Miss Wilkinson want a seamstress?’
ghe asked, in a cheerful, expectant tone.

‘No, miss, not as I knows of; fact is, I'm
sure she don’t)
~ ‘Won’t you have the ‘kindness to ask her.
1 should like very much to see her.

The man’s orders were to admit no one who
had mnet a special appointment with Miss
Wilkinson, but he hesitated an instant. There
was something in the manner of this appli-
cant which distinguished her,«ftom othexs who
had besieged his mistress.

The latter had a private sitting-room on
the lower floor of the English basement
house, where she spent the early hours of the
morning in answering letters and attending
to her many interests and charities. At this
critical moment she heard distinctly the talk

at the front door.

Lot her come in, James!’ she called out:

‘The earnest hopeful, self-respecting tone of
that girlish voice outside went straight to the
rich woman’s heart. If Hetty had not been
prompted to call there first, Miss Wilkinson
would not have heard her voice, she would
have been engaged with company upstairs in
“her patlor.

Hetty was ushered into the presence of a
plainly-dressed, middle-aged woman, with gray
hair, and a strong, thoughtful face. She had
a great deal to do in her business hours, and
was not given to wasting many words.

Looking at the stranger a moment in si-
lence, she then asked her usual question in
similar cases. ;

‘Where did you sew last?’ e

‘At Mrs. Perry’s, on West Fortieth, street;
but she’s gone to Europe, ma’am. She liked
my work very much, I know she did, but I've
no way of proving that to you now; I can
only ask you to try me for yourself)

She raised her eyes fearlessly, with a touch-
ing faith and honesty in them, and fixed them
upon Miss Wilkinson’s. :

Had she been chilled by a single disappoint-
ment this morning, before coming to this lady,
were her mood that of yesterday, it would, in
spite of her, tell upon her face and manner,
sound out of every word—what we are cannot
fail of ils effect when put to the test—and it
is questionable whether her application, with-
out references, would have received the same
attention, for the fountain of sympathy would
not hkave been touched. Now she was con-
quering by the power of her own thought of
goodness divine and human, her own freshly
inspired belief in success.

‘PIl try you for a day, said the lady, ‘al-
though I can’t say I really need yoi. There
are some little gowns and dresses here to be
cut out and made for an orphan asylum. I
was just about to send them out to be made,
it is more convenient generally than having
a seamstress in my house; but I don’t believe
1 shall mind having you,’ she added with . a
smile. She liked Hetty’s frank face, her neat-
1y brushed hair, her modest deportment,

‘James, show this young woman up to the
gitting-room.’

Hetty grew tremulous with joy, and the
wondering James, who had overheard the in-
terview, said to himself:

‘She ain’t even asked the girl her name! I
never knew Miss Wilkinson to be got round
quite this easy before. What’s come over
her ?’

Hetty gave satisfaction that day and many

more days; and Miss Wilkinson ended by be-
coming a firm and valuable friend, - securing
her a permanent gituation in the course of a
few months,

And later on, when her young protegee was
settling in a home of her own as the wife of a
man who was in every way worthy of her
confidence, she sent her a sewing machine as
a wedding present.

Hetty might not be able to argue it ‘out
satisfactorily in a court of justice, but in hez
own heart she will always fecl sure that the
little bunch of mayflowers, coming to her at
2 crisis in her life to revive her sinking cour-
age, was a turning-point in her destiny.

% Founded on an incident related by the
President of the ng’s Daughters.
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Something to Think of.

(Sidney Dare, in the ‘Presbyterian Banner.’)

‘Well, here is a sad, sad thing. Not much
to be wondered at, though.

‘What is it?’ asked Mrs. March, as her hus-
band laid down his evening paper with a look
which she knew indicated that he was ready
to talk.

It’s poor Lewis gone under at last
bad. Too had.

‘Do you mean Arthur Lewis?’

‘Yes. He has embezzled a large sum from
the company with which he worked, and dis-
appeared.’

‘Oh, Charles—a man we have known so well.

‘Yes, and I have known him all my life.
That, I suppose, is the reason I am not so_
much surprised. But it is terrible.

‘Has he been so reckless?’

‘Yes, poor light-hearted fellow, as I knew
him first. Always seeking the first pleasure
which came along—though it happened that
the pleasures which appealed to him were
never of the vicious sort. Lavish and open-
handed, always reaching out for the means
necessary to gratifying the wishes of him-
self and others, ready to spend his last cent—
and, unforfunately, more, It is not to be
wondered at that he has at leagth come to
the spending of what belonged to others. Poor
Art? i

‘7 don’t sece that he is entitled to much
sympathy, It is shocking—such a large sum.
Isn’t he to be judged as other criminals are
judged?’

‘Not by me, who knew him so well,” Mr,
Marsh shook his head sorrowfully. “These
large peculations do not come as a single act,
but as the growth of years. The gratification
of present wishes making it necessary to bor-
row, as they look at it from any source at
hand, without stopping to think how the bor-
rowing is to be repaid. The long accumula-
tion and the speculation with the means of
others in the wild hope of making good the
debts, the discovery, the disgrace—flight—how
often the same story has been told. Are you
going out this evening, Helen?’ he asked of
his daughter who sat near,

‘Yes,” she said, ‘Cousin Hugh is coming
for me.

Cousin Hugh was soon announced.

qt is raining,’ he said, looking with a pleas-
ed glance at the sweet-faced girl, feeling glad
she was his cousin. ‘I had better get a car-
riage.

‘I don’t think that-is necessary,’ said Hel_en.
It {s not far to walk. 2

‘Not at all necessary,” agreed father, ‘Brinz
your rubbers afd rain-cloak and you will ba
ready for anything.’

‘I am glad Helen has some sense about her
demands upon the boys, said her father, as
the two took leave.

‘Some girls do not consider such things. They
think everything the foolish young fellows
lavish upon them is so much gain..

‘Don’t I know all about that? Don’t I re-
member? = The flowers and carriages and ice
creams and opera tickets. It is hard, too, .
among boys of small means, and yet who have
just as keen a relish for innocent pleasure
and for young society as their better-off com=
panions. But how many young men have
taken the ﬂrut step down the road leading to
ruin simply through this desire to do as the
others do. T might tell you a story about ‘that,
Emily. T had almost forgotten it, but our
talk and thin about poor Lewis recalls it,

‘It was when I was a young man, just come
to town, and soon beginning to find my mod-
est share of pleasure in going with the other

i
Too

’
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young people with whom I became gradually
acquainted. The mingling in this pleasant
society was attended with more or less per«
plexity and embarrassment, for it took money,
and, like many others, I was earning very Jit-
tle more than was sufficient for my necessary
expenses. And no one who has not tried it
can imagine the sting of mortification which
comes with any suspicion that the young fel-
low cannot or will not spend freely.

‘I was due for a picnic with a young girl
who was a new acquaintance. I thought her
a very nice girl—I have always thought youig
girls nice, though they do make their mis-
takes.

‘As I cong'dered my resources the dey Le-
fore, I realized  that I had barely enough
money for the anticipated expenses of the
day. Nothing for unforeseen demands or em-
ergencies, No more pay was coming in until
the beginning of next week. Iy face flushed
at the thought of the painful possibility of be-
ing called on for money and not having it. It
was not to be endured. I had access to money
not my own, and I “borrowed” a five-dollar bill
from my employer—without his knowledge.

‘You did!’

I did, and knowing that it would be very
difficult to make it up in case a part of it
should be spent. It is the having been all

through such things, Emily, that makes it

easy for me to make allowance for a poor fel-
low like Lewis wheén he gets in deeper and
deeper.

‘We went to the picnic on the shore of a
beautiful lake. We were having an enjoy-
able time when we weére told of some at-
tractive or interesting thing—I forget now
what it was—which might be seen by crossing
the lake. Boatmen were near who offered to
row the party over and back for seventy-five
cents ‘apiece.. Many of them went, but my
nice girl, with a few others, declined, saying
they were enjoying themselves where they
were.

“So that five-dollar bill went back unbrok-
en to where it beionged—-

‘Seems to me I remember something about
that sort of picnic,” said Mrs. Marsh.

‘I dare say you do, he said, with a smile.
‘T have sometimes thought, Emily, that that
was a kind of a turning-point with me. I
believe that many a young fellow takes his
first step into difficulty in some such way.'

‘So many girls are utterly conscienceless in
thelr demands upon young men.
~ Yes, their sensitiveness places them at the
mercy of such. And in many cases it is done
entirely without thought.

‘How I wish I could tell them all the cru-
elty of it—of the possiblhties that Ue in it,
Place before them the consideration that their
action in even such seeming trifles may have
sonlethmg to do with the makmg or marring

of a life’
L~ S —
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A Foreign Teacher.

"(Helen A. Hawley, in ‘Wellspring.)

Miss Prudence Adams was a faithful Chris-~
tian, and a shining light in the Women’s For-
eign Missionary society. Like many another
who has passed middle age, and has not be-
come quite accustomed to the revelations of
steam and electricity, she believed that in all
non-Christian lands, ‘every prospect pleases
and only man is vile! She did not ‘realize
that bright minds could be indigenous in such
places, needing only a vital belief in Jesus
to lift them to an equality with herself. She
lumped all sorts together, putting them on a
level with the most degraded races.

Being thus interested in missions, it fol-
lowed that she took great pride in a niece who
was a real, live missionary in Japan, and duly
exploited her at the monthly meetings. ‘My
niece, Anna Maria,” was sufficient to settle all
questions on the manners and customs of
any country whatsoever, and so in effect, Ja-
pan ruled the heathen world.

With all Miss Prudence’s undeniable excel-
lencies, she lacked the one thing necessary to
case of mind; she had not learned Saint Paul’s
lesson of contentment. The shoe pinched in
just one place, and she couldn’t have it
stretched, During her young days, she had
lived in a large, roomy house, where hospi-
tality abounded; now in more straitened cir-
cumstances, but still with a modest compet-
ence, her apartment held herself and her lim-
ited housekeeping, with not much space to
spare.

She often took a fierce delight in saying,
‘If I didn’t give my tenth to missions consci-
entiously, I could affcrd another room,” and
on rare occasions she had been known to shake
the same statement in the face of some one
guilty of too much luxury and to small con-
tributions. After such an illustration of duty
she would return to her cramped quarters with
as near a sense of satisfaction in them as she
ever experienced.

Over the seas, in Japan, Miss Anna Maria
Wilson lay thinking of the home friends. She
had been ill, and was now convalescent that
explained the lelsure of her thoughts. Mis-
sionaries have too much to do to spend much
of the daylight on their backs. Sometimes
illness proves a blessing in disguise, because
it gives a chance to rest.

Anna loved Aunt Prudence. How well she
knew the sterling qualities of that narrowed
life—how well she kunew, too, the irritating
diScontent which marred its peacel

‘T'd like to make something for her birth-
day,’ she thought. ‘I can use my hands now.
It’s the thirtieth of next month. There’d be
plenty of time to send a package’

Then, after a little questioning of what she
would like: ‘I'll paint a mottd for her in Jap-
anese. She’ll be too proud for anything! A
vision of Miss Prudence’s tiny parlor suddenly

swept through her mind, the walls sprinkled.

with mottoes in old-fashioned frame—‘Come to
Jesus,! ‘Welcome,” ‘Home, Sweet Home, and
the Lord’s Prayer done in brown silk on per-
forated cardboard. She recalled all these dis-
tinctly. Certainly Miss Prudence’s artistic
tastes were somewhat behind the time. Yot
there is nothing to ridicule in this clinging to
objects which memory’s associations pronounce
beautiful. Anna Wilson only smiled; and call-
ed for her water colors.

Miss Prudence sat alone the night before

- her birthday. Her meditations were not ex-

actly of the thankful kind, as she muttered to
herself: ‘Sixty-five years old to-morrow, and
likely to end my days in this seven-by-nine
place. ‘What would my mother have ug_ld it
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she could have known?” Not reflecting thad
could her mother speak then, she would cone
gratulate her on treasures laid up in heaven,
treasures of heathen souls it may be, saved
because she had spent her money to send them
the gospel.

At this moment, this thought did not slip
in its soothing comfort. With the elderly,
anniversaries are apt to be times of drawing
contrasts.

Interrupting these dreary musings, tha
neighbor’s bey, who brought her mail at night
appeared.

‘Seems to be from furrin parts’ he sald,
with a boy’s freedom to look and to speak.

Miss Prudence took the rolled package which
he handed to her, looked at the writing, and
answered, with dignity, ‘From my niece in
Japan., Thank you.

‘Oh, I forgot. Here’s some letters in my
pocket,” which he produced, and considering
the second stately ‘Thank youw’ equal to a dis-
missal, the youngster left, though he wanted
to know what was in that roll.

Miss Prudence wanted to know, too, but,”
woman- hke, she scrutinized the outside, count-
ed the stamps, estimated their value, and de-
cided that she’d give them to the Girls’ Band
for their collection. Then she opened the roll
carefully. The contents were long and narrow,
and as the Japanese paper with its delicate
water lines slippqd off, a motto in Japanese
characters was revealed, surrounded by a bor-
der of the prettiest cherry blossims.

‘Well, I never!” Miss Prudence exclaimed:
‘it’s beaitiful, but I can’t read it. I presume
it’s some Scripture text, and Anna Maria did
it herself, There’s her initials down in ibe
corner. Bless the childl’ The faded eyes
grew dim; that’s the way faded eyes often
show pleasure,

After looking long at the gift, she bethought
hergelf of the letters, and one of them was
from Japan. It said:

‘I remember, dear Aunt Prue, how much
you like pithy sayings, and it has been a
pleasure to paint this for your birthday. I
am sorry not to send it framed, but it would
not go through the mails very well that way.
As it only needs a simple setting, you will not
mind seeing to that, Our Japanese have good
brains, and their proverbs often held a deal
of wisdom. Yow'll want to know what this
one means, so I'll give you the translatibon.

‘“He who has a thousand rooms, sleeps in
but one’ You can’t think how many times
I’ve had occasion fo repeat it, and I hope you’ll
like it, too. : ;

‘Well, I never!” That was Miss Prudence'’s
usual exclamation of surprise. Slowly the
words and the thought they contained fast-
ened themselves.

Twasn’t a bow drawn at a venture,’ she
smiled, grimly. ‘Anna Maria knew what she
was driving at. Folks always did say she

took after me, and I suspect she has her

trials. Of course she has—she’s a missionary!
And here am I with good food to eat, and good
clothes to wear, and a whole roof to cover me,
and able to give my .temth, fretting 'cause I
haven’t a thousand rooms to sleep in. Maybe
that’s an extravagant way to say it—I guess
it’s what they call hyperbole, Well, Prudence
Adams, the Lord helping you, you'll turn over
a new leaf on your sixty-fifth birthday, *“It's
never to late to mend”—that’s gnother good
proverb, You'll just repent and ask forgive-
ness this minute, and to-morrow morning,
bright and early, you’ll begin to be contented.’
She happened to glance toward the mirror,
and that Qecided face breaking into smiles
looked as if she needn’t wait till morning.
‘But to think, Miss Prudence concluded, ‘to

think it toock a heathen nroverb to teach me,
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@ Christian woman, the Lord’s truth. I ’most
think a woman must have made it up;
Stwouldr’t be like a man to calculate on s0
many bedrooms. She said “he” to hide her-
gelf. I hope she didn’t live before mission-
aries went to Japan. I expect she.was one of
the first to embrace Christianity—it looks like
ghe was ali ready for it. They do say there
are such.

With these pleasing imaginings, Miss Pru-
dence went to bed.

With Malice Aforethought.

(The Rev, J. Mervin Hull, in “Wellgpring.”)

“We might just as well be ruined entirely,
go far as my plans and hopes are concerned.
I shall be crazy if I sit here thinking, think-
ing, any longer’ And Helen Kirk started up,
put on her hat, and thrust the hat pin sav-
agely through it as she stocd for a moment
before the glass.

I donw't wonder there is a deep furrow in-

your forehead, she said to her reflection in
the glass. ‘And it never will be smoothed out
again as long as you live.!

Helen went out into the warm sunshine
and breathed the vibrating air, balmy with all
the odors of spring; for the cottage of the
Kirks was on the border of the city, where
the trees and open fields began. But Helen
did not potice these things, mor hear even
the hilarious notes of the brown thrasher that
sang in the maple tree. The first thing that
attracted her attemtion from her own moody
thoughts was the approach of a gentleman
coming along the sgtreet from the city. He
walked with an slert, spnngmg step, as if
time were too short for all the work he had
to do. $

‘Oh, dear!’ thought Helen, 4t is Mr. Mark-
land, and he is the last person I want to meet.
Ke sees everything through those near- ~gighted
glasges of his, and as for his gray hair, it is
a trap to catch the unwary,’

‘Good morning, Miss Helen,’ spoke the pleas-
ant voice of the minister. ‘I am glad to see
you looking se sereue and cheerful, so much
in harmony with the loveliness of the morn-
ing.. »

;ng Markland, I know I don't look “serene
and cheerful,” and if the morning is lovely, I
haven’t moticed it yet.

qt must be the glasses’ said the minister,
with conyiction, as he took them off and care-~
fully wiped them. Then he wegt on in the
tone that no one ever doubted, and which had
opened to him many close- fastened hearts:

“What is it that troubles you, Helen? Per-
haps I can help you. >

‘Well, Mr. Markland, no doubt you know
something about father’s financial reverges. We
are not ruined completely, but—but—'

Helen hesitated.  Looking through the
‘glasses into the clear eyes of the little min-
ister, her troubles gseemed to dwindle to the
size of her own image which she saw there,
But she went on:

First and worst, my musical career is at an
end. I was going abroad to study for thres
years, you know. And now, just when I seem-
ed on the verge of success, I must give it all
up, and be one of the crowd, just an ordin-
arily good pianist’

The minister smiled gently. ‘T can see how
great the disappointment is to- you,” he ‘said,
sbut it is not easy for me to look at it from
yeotir point of view. I am entirely reconciled
to the fact of your remaining in Roselea, and
I ¢an think at this very moment of several
ways in which an “ordinarity good pianist”
could be made useful. But that is not all’

‘Mo, sighed Helen; ‘when the trouble came,

I said that I would be a help and not a bur-
den to them at home, I have always had a
great admiration for the work of trained
nurses, and I resolved to make that my life-
work. But yesterday I went by appointment
to the Waverly Hospital, and—and they would
rot accept me for training. I am perfectly
well, bt they said that my physique was not
equal to the severe and constant strain of the
work, and that especially my nervous, sympa-
thetic temperament was against me.’

The minister said nothing. ¥e was watch-
ing Helen’s fingers as they nervously wove
themselves together while she spoke.

‘And so, concluded Helen, ‘there is nothing
left for me to do except to help at home, OGf
course, I am needed there, and it will save
the exzpense of a maid, but all these things
are such a disappointment to me that it some-

times seems as if I couldw’t endure it amny '

longer, as if there wasn’t a girl in the whole
city whose' lot is so hard as mine. There,
Mr. Markiand, I know you think I am nothing
but a bundle of selfishness’

The minister took out his watch and lock-
ed at it absently. For some reason, he did not
ceem so ready &s usmal to say the right word
to one who sought his advice.

1 hope life will not look quite so dark to
you after a little, he said. ‘I will talk with
you again soon. This morning I am unexpec-
tedly called to attend an important commit-
tee meeting in Boston, and I maust leave at

once. I shall have to neglect some of my calls

to-day, but there is one that I am very anx-
ious about, and I am going to ask you to take
my place, if you will Mildred Lee is a girl
of about your owa age, but she is an invalid.
She lives at 158 Hermon street, quite at the
other side of the city.
to call there this morning and tell her why
1 could net come?’

‘Why, I hardly know. Yes, I suppose ao,
if you think I—'

“Thank you, thank you, Helen. Good morn-
ing. I must hurry to catch my train.’

‘Well, thig is interesting,’ thought Helen.
I'm a very cheerful messenger to be sent to
call on an invalid. Pm sure I don’t kuow
what I can say. Anyway, I can take a few
flowers.’

So Helen stopped at a tiny shopt where a
little German kept fresh flowers, and bought
some carnations, to which the florist added a
few sprays of fern and asparagus. ‘And vill
you vear von pink?’ said the old man. ‘It vas

a “Tayhreak,’loafly, like the sky dis morning,’

Helen thanked him, and pinned the beauti-
ful flower to her dress, and as she went along
the street she was aware that something had
happened to the morning, it was so much more
lovely than it had been a few minutes before.

She easily found the house on Hermon street
and ‘a sweet-faced, middle-aged woman came
to the door. It was Mildred’s mother, and as
soon as Helen had introduced herself and told
her errand, Mrs. Lee took her at once to Mnl-
dred’s room.

As she crossed the threshold, ske paused in
astonishment at what she saw. Against
one side of the room was a bed, and every-
thing in the room was arranged with refer-
ence to that bed. It was boarded up at the
sides with quartered oak, and along the boards
were pocketa for holding thread, uneedles, silks,
and all sorts of articles for sewing and em-
broidery. Along the wall were two book-
shelves within easy reach, tlte light came fiom
a large window behind the head of the bed,
two swinging stands were at the side of the

bed, and a smail piany was drawn up at right

angles to it. All these things Helen saw, and
yet she did pot see them ; for her gaze was
drawn to the figure upon the bed, the girl

Would you be willing:
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whose life was bounded by those few feet of
gpace. Her head was lifted upon the whits
pillows, her fair face, sutrounded by wavy
brown hair, was too pale and transparent, but
hér eyes were bright, and tke light of perfect
peace shome in them. ‘And thank God, her
bands are free!’ thought Helen.

‘Mildred, this is Helen Kirk, who Ras come
to see you, said Mrs. Lee.

Helen tried to collect her thoughts. What
should she say? She began to open the box
of flowers.

“Mr. Markland had to go to Boston this
merning,” she began, ‘and he asked me to como
and tell you that ke could mot call to-dziy. I
thought you might like a few flowers and so
I brought these.

‘Oh, how kind you are!’” said Mildred, as
she reached out her white hands for the flow-
ers. She gathered them in her arns as'a
mother Holds a baby, till the blossoms touched
her cheeks. A tinge of color flutteted there,
like the faint blush of the ‘Daybreaks,” but
in strong contrast with the deep crimson of the
darker flowers, ‘

‘Oh,—how-—delicious!” she breathed, as she
inhaled their fragrance. ‘But I must not let
them get thirsty., Will you please hand me
that vase on the mantel? \No, not that one;
the tall one with the green tint in it

She drew one of the swinging stands to her
side, and with dainty touches she arranged
the flowers with marvellous skill,

“Why, you almost make them speak!” ex-
claimed Helen.

It was go6d to hear Mildred’s rippling laugh
a3 she answered:

‘Oh, but they do speak, all of them, and
these that you have brought will speak to me
of the new friend that Mr, Mérkland has
sent to me. Hasn’t he the strangest ways of
doing lovely things? How do you suppese he
treats ‘'me? I haven’t moved from my place,
you know, for twelve years, except when Mal-
colm. lifts me. = But Mr. Markland comes in
like a fresh breeze from the woods and asks
me to go to’ walk with him. And then he
will pretend that we are walking through the
green grass and underneath the tall trees, and
along the brookside where the rippling water
sings. “Come,” he will say, “I see some great
white trilliums in that leafy hollow yonder;
let’s go and get them. And here, at the foot
of this grand old pine, is the last bunch of
arbutug; is there any perfume so swezt? And
look, quick!  There goes a scarlet tanager!®
Until it seems to me that Ircan sce and hear
all the loveliness of the fields and woods.

The tears were shining in Helen's eyes.
‘Twelve years, she said, ‘twelve long years!’

‘But just see how the mountain has come
to Mahomet,” said Mildred. ‘Everything with-
in reach; and here is even an electric bell to
call mother. No real need of it, you know, but
my ‘brother Malcolm has to be doing some- .
thing with electricity all the time. He is an
expert electrical engineer, and now he has the
whole charge of constructing the new street
railway from Bethlehem to Lebanon; I'm so
proud of his success. And then here is the
piano, and gometimes I can reach over and
strike a few chords, cncugh to get the theme
of some sonata or symphony. But this morn-
ing I am just going to have a feast while I
listen to you. g

“To - mel’ exclmmed Keuzn, ‘how do you
know that I can play?’ ; -'

‘Oh, I knew who you were before mothm',.

spoke your name, from Mialcolm’s desvnptm oF

of you. You played an’ accompanimeat for
hira once at the Ceciiia Club, when Miss Pown-
der, the regular pianist, was away. I

s that Mr. Lee your brother? He is the
Lest temor in the club, his voice is so won-
derfully sweet aznd cleat)
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fIndeed it is) said Mildred, naively. ‘And
he said,” she went on, ‘that he never sang sO
well as he did when you played for him, be-
cause he knew the moment you began to play
that you had true musical feeling and expres-
sion. He said some other things that I should
like to tell you, but perhaps Malcolm would
niot like it. Il ask him when he comes home
and t‘hen——’

‘Don’t you dare to!’ said Helen, with a blush
as she took her seat at the piano. ‘Now, listen.’
And beginning with some popular light melo-
dies, she played on through marches, rondos,
arias, and waltzes until she began tQ touch
the themes of some of the great masters of
music.

‘Now, this is the last,” said Helen at leagth,
‘and I want you to tell me what it says to
you.

It was Chopin’s marvellous nocturne in G,
and when it was finished there were tears in
Mildred’s eyes.

‘It is the conflict of a soul that finds peace
at last, she said.

‘So it speaks to me, said Helen. ‘Some-
times I play it for hours together. But now
I must hurry home, for there are many things
that I ought to do to help mother.

For the first time an expression of discon-
tent came over Mildred’s face.

‘Yes, she sighed, ‘you can be helpful, but
I must always be a burden. That is the hard-
est thing I have to bear. It is all receiving
and no giving with me. When father died,
when Malcolm was struggling for his educa-
tion and winning his place in the world, I
could only lie here and te a care instead of a
help. If I could only give a little, just a little,
instead of receiving all the time, I think 3
should be perfectly happy.

Helen was kneeling by the bed, and her arms
were around Mildreds’ neck., ‘Then be happy,’

she whispered, ‘perfectly happy, for you have

. given much to me this morning. I came here

discontented and unhappy over my poor little
troubles, and I am going away hopeful and
happy. I am ashamed to tell you just what—’
¢ Mildred put her fingers on Helen’s lips, and
her face was radiant with joy.

‘Do you mean it? Have I helped you? I
can’t realize it.

‘But you must believe me,’ said Helen, ‘and
I shall keep on repeating it until you do be-
lieve me. You must. Good-by, now.

‘Come again soon, Helen, please) = .

‘I will, with a big basket to fetch away the
good ckeer that I cannot take to-day.

It was a new world that greeted Helen as
she hastened toward home. The first redbreast
of the season flew toward her against the sun,
displayed his exquisite, color, and sang his
mellow note. ¥

‘Suddenly Helen stopped a moment,

‘I believe,’ she said, ‘that he sent me there
on purpose. :

. ; Sl
Let us no more yearn for present em-
ployment when God’s-providence bids us
‘be still,” than we would think it good to
. yearn after cessation while God bids us
work. Shall we not miss a blessing if we
call rest a weariness and a discontent, no
less than if we called God’s work a thank-
less labor? If we would be holy in body
wnd spirit, shall we not kesep smooth brow,
light heart, whether he bids us serve his
table, or wait our summons P—Edward
‘White Benson. =
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Your Niche.

There’s a niche for you in the world, my boy,
A corner for you to fill;
And it waits to-day,
Along life’s way,
For the boy with a frank ‘I will;’
So, lad, be true,
The world wants you,
In the corner that you may fill.

Tkere’s a niche for you in the world, my gil,
A corner for you to fill;
For a girl that is kind;
With a pure, sweet mind,
A place that is waiting still,
So lass, be true,
The world wants you,
In the corner that you may fill.

There’s a niche for you both in the world, my
dears,
A corner for you to fill;
And a work to do
Which no one but you,
In God’s great plan, can fulfily
So, dear, be true,
The world wants you,
And your place is waiting still,
—‘S.S. Messenger.

How to Work.

A writer in the ‘Young Churchman’ tells
a story about the great painter Leonardo
da Vinei, who was once employed by the

emperor to produce a picture, which was’

to be finished by a certain time. After
working for some time at his task, how-
ever, the artist absented himself from his
studio for a week or more, doing appar-
ently nothing towards completing the pic-
ture. The emperor hearing of this, sent a
courtier to remonstrate with the painter,
and, when the latter did not heed the re-
monstrance, commanded him to come into
the royal pregence. :

‘Why have you neglected the painting
of the picture we have ordered, and which
it is urgent shall be soon finished? was
the question sternly put to the artist.

‘I have not neglected it, sire, was che
answer., b

‘But we know that yeu have not had
brush in hand these eight days,’ said the
wondering emperor,

“True, sire,” said the artist, ‘but never-
theless the piclure has grown. The worlk
of the brush is the least to be done in pro-
ducing a painting., The last week I have
been away from my studio it is true, but
wherever I went that picture has been in
my mind, and slowly, steadily, I have been
getting in place the figures to be put upon
the canvas. The picture, sire, will be done
at the stated time.’ 3

And it was. And this picture is to-day
regarded as the greatest work of the fam-
ous painter.

We often as Christians go carelessly to
the work, when we could best serve the
catse we love by taking both our work and

ourselves to the Fath@r and in quiet ask-

ing his help and counsel in the duties be-
fore us, and his direction in carrying them

~ out. . 2

el

Ground to Powder. ,

A gentleman once told me of an inci-
dentt: that happened on the St. Lawrence
river. Among the passengers on the boat
was a loud and fluent talker who set up
for an dtheist. He carsd more for dis-
seminating his opinions than for viewing

twenty-four to the catechumenate.

THE MESSENGQER. 7

the scenery; but especially broke forth af
dinner and occupied the time to the dise
gust of most of his hearers, asserting,
among other things, that religion was an
exploded superstition that men had out-
grown; that in another fifty years, Bibles,
churches, and piety, would be things of
the out-worn past. ‘They say,” he said,
fiercely, ‘that their Christianity shall be-
come a mountain, and fill the whole earth,
A stone growing! Yes, it will grow as
much as any other stone,” and so on. He
looked about for the effect of his words,
and met the eyes of a lady whose whole
face expressed horror. He said flippantly:
‘Miss, I seem to havs alarmed you; you
look frightened.’

‘I am,” she responded promptly, ‘for
you. “Whososver shall fall on this stons
ghall be broken; but on whomsoever it
shall fall, it will grind him to powder.”*

8She did not wait for the effect of her
words. They were spoken, not too loud,
but with terrible intensity. With the last
syllable, she sauntered out of the saloon.
A profound silence fell on the company
and during this, our loud blasphemer slip-
ped into his state-room.

Late in the evening I heard one gentles
man gay to another: ‘Grind him to pow-
der!” what a fearful expression; and how
true! all history confirms it. Where are
Egypt, Assyria, Chaldea, Greece, Rome, all
the nations that forget GodPf

‘Where are the bold blasphemers, from
Phargoh and Sennacherib to Julian and
Judas, the apostates; and down to Voltaire,
and Tom PaineP

¢ “Ground to powder!” And yet men
dare to follow in their steps.”—Mrs. J. Mc-
Nair Wright.

e e

From Kok San, Korea.

(The Rev. F. S. Miller, in ‘Presbyterian
Banner.”)

I write to give you a little glimpse of
missionary work. As I write, I am sit-
ting on the warm floor of a little church,
built by the Christians here, in a moun-
tain village five days north of Seoul. The
church consists of two wings, each 16x8
feet, roof of tiles and slate, floor heated
from beneath by a system of flues, walls
of sticks and straw rope, plastered with

_ mud, doors and windows of lattice-work

papered with tough paper. It will seat
about cue hundred people. I should have
said that, according to Eorean propriety,
the women and girls occupy cne wing, and
the maen the other.

The work here, humanly speaking, grew
out of a book sold by Dr. Underwood to a
man who came to buy quinine. The dealer

“in medicines bought the book out of po-

liteness, and on his return home laid it
away on a shelf and forgot all about it,
but one day in a conversation with another
merchant he mentioned having bought one
of the foreigner’s books. The other mer-
chant, a Mr. Cho, asked to see the hook,

‘yead it, and was led thereby to Christ, and

from his drug-room preached the Gospel
over the whole magistracy. The work
grew still more rapidly when Mr. Cho ob-
tained for it the pastoral care of Dr. Un-

‘derwood, who hgd charge of it up to last

year, when, sinece he had already more
than he could do mnearer Seoul, it was
transferred to me. As the result—again
speaking humanly—of the efforts of Dr.
Underwood and of Mr. Cho, I had the plea-
sure of baptizing so far on this trip, fifty
adults and nine infants, and of admitting
‘One
soweth and another reapeth.’ %5

s
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Two Societles and how They
Differed.

(The Rev, Howard B. Grose, in the ‘Christian
e, > Endeavor World.")

' I THE SOCIETY THAT DIDN'T.

- T¥'s' no use, mother, and I'm never going
to that society again! I don’t believe in re-
Jigion at all, and, if they've got it, I don’t
want {t. 'I'm so wretched!’ And Mildred
Ferrls buried her face in her hands and sob-
bed bitterly.

The wise mother allowed her excited daugh-
ter to sob it out, and then asked her what
had happened. It was the same story over for
the seventh time,

Mrs. Ferris, 2 widow who supported herself
by dressmaking, with her only child, Mildred,
+had recently moved to Stonebrook, where she
had promise of good custom. Bhe found work
in plenty, and liked Stonebrook, with one ex-
ception. She was & member of the church,

" and Mildred had beén carefully traiued, had
always been in the Sunday-schpol, and in
: ‘Ashford had become an associate member of
the Christian Endeavor society,n in which she
was deeply interested, though she had not yet
'¢ome to ‘consider herself an out-and-out Chris-
tian such as she thought one ought to be be-
fore joining the church, In Stonebrogk they
bad found a church of their denomination, and
apparently a very attractive ome, with a beau-
tiful house of worship, a good preacher and
kindly, and an especially nice-looking people.
But that was about as near as the mother and
her daughter got to them—to know their ap-
pearance, .

Two months now they had been attending,
and Mildred had entered a Sunday-school
class, but aside from the pastor no one had
called on them-socially, nor had a soul but the

sexton and one little old man, who always

stood in the vestibule, spoken to the mother at

- a Sunday service. Nor were the girls any
more social with respect to Mildred, She had
a speaking acquainfgnce with the members of
her Sunday-school class, but outside of the
class they paid practically no attention to
her, and perhaps without intending it made
her feel that she was an intruder upon & nice
little circle of comrades.

‘Christian Endeavor was Just the same. She
had gone with such pright anticipations, for
the Ashford society had been so frienﬁ'ly, and
everybedy knew everybody else, or acted ag if

_ they did. Stonebrook, she soon felt, was not
Ashford. No one had invited her to attend the
Tuesday evening meeting; but she <bad gone,
sure of a welcome, becausé she had heard Fa-
ther Endeavor Clark once, and Professor Wells
on another occasion, tell about the Endeavor
‘principles and the Endeavor hospitality to all
strangers, with many other things we all
know about and sometimes forget to practise.

Alas! that first evening was one of the sore
disappointments of her young life—for she
was only a bit over sixteen, and too much
must not be expécied from inexperience. It
is true she was spoken to, and pleasantly, by
the leader of the meeting, and two others; but
she was not asked whetler she belonged to a
Christian Endeavor soclety or would like to;
and the moment the meeting was over two or
three little groups gathered and Hegan chat-
ting and laughing, having the best sort of a
time—while poor Mildred, envying them thelr
comradeship, naturally. social and pleasant and
eager to become acquamted, stood by herself
for a few moments unheeded, and then, scarce-
ly able to restrain her tears, hastily left the
room and fled home to have a long cry. 8he
was very young, and also very lonesome, poor
little girl. But, pray, how were the Endeav+
orera ta know that? And they were havinx a

-

good time together, and couldn’t be expected
to try to make talk with every shy or lone-
some person that came in to a meeting, could
they? Why, what do you expect of young
people, who are young only once?

Mildred’s mother did her best to put a dif-

ferent face on things; and next day Mildred

grew bright agaih, and decided that she ex-
pected too much, and in time she would finid
friends. She was an attractive girl, and she
certainly would have made her way rapidly
enough if it had not happened that the young
pecple of the Stonebrook church were set off
in the cliquiest kind of cliques—each caring
for its own members and no one elge. = This
had become tacitly understood by those to the
manor born, and strangers had to learn it.
There wasn’t any room in any clique for new
interests.

Seven weeks Mildred had been to Christian
Endeavor, and felt even more a stranger. and
forlorn than at first, because now they knew
that she had been a member in  Ashford and
would like to join with them; and yet, while
two ot threc bowed to her and said, ‘Good
evening,’ they all shut her out from their ¢it-
cles as markedly 2s ever. And now the girl's
spirit was broken; she had become suspicious
that it was because her mother wag a dress-
maker and in humble circumstances; and she
had begun to despise  their religious profes-
sion. All of which was wrorg and bad, no
doubt; but she was a very young girl, remem-
ber; and some of her elders have occasionally
felt the same way without greater preovoca-
tion,

Mrs, Ferris had been watchmg the course of
events, In order to make sure that Mildred
was not in fault; she had made some inguiries
among her acquaintances, formed outside of tha
chutch where she had been attending; and
now. she was ready to make an experiment.
To ‘go.on,as at present would ba, she felt, to
drive Mildred away from the church, and -er~
haps harden her heart against Christianity al-
together.

So, after Mildred had grown quiet, Mrs,
Ferris told her she need not go to the Winter
Street Church any more. She thought they
were good people, and did not mean to be un-

kind or unsocial; but they had their own

friends and interests, which was natural, and
did not seem to care much about having any
strangers come among them. The next Sunday
they would try Bond Street Church, which
had an Endeavor society, and was said by the
neighbors to be a very warm-hearted church,
Only, Mildred must not expect too much.

‘No,” said Mildred, still bitterly, ‘I never will
expect anything any more from Christians,
mother; and I don’t want to go.

‘But Mildred was both too sensible and too
gociable to stay in this mood long, and for-
tunately also was young—for young folks get
over hard places like this more easily than
older ones, having the natural buoyancy of
youth to help them.

(To be continued.)

Queen Victoria on Sermons

On the first occaslon of preaching before
the Queen, says Dean Pigou, I asked coun-
sel from the Dean of Windsor. I gathered
that Her Majesty. greatly disliked the feel-
ing that she should he preached at, or that
the service should’ ‘be, as it were, for her-
self alone.  Another Court friend said ¢
‘Take the sermon you preached to us last

Sunday. That 1s the sort of sermon the
“You
counld not havg had her in viow when you

Queen likes, plain and practical.

wrote it.’

I went down to ‘Windsor, the guest of
Dean Wellesley, and preached on St. Mark
vil,, 24: ‘He entered into an house, and
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would have no man know it; but he could
not be hid’—‘The Power of Unostentatious
Piety.” Her Majesty graciously expressed
& wish to have the sermon printed for pri-
vate circulation, and sent me a message
through the Dean ‘that she would like to
hear me again; and hoped’—alas for mel—
‘that T wonld be less nervous and less hure
ried.’—Dean Pigou. 3

——ef e
Expiring Subscriptions.

Would each subscriber kindly lock at the
address tag on this paper? If the date there-
on is April, 1904, it is time that the renewals
were sent in so as to avoid losing a single
copy. As renewals always date from the ex-
piry of the old subscriptions, subscribers lose
nothing by remitting ‘a little in advance,

.———Amqo———

Any one of the many articles in ‘World
Wide’ will give three cents’ worth of pleasure,
Surely, ten or fifteen hundred such articles
gulrlmg the course of a year are well worth a

ollar.

‘Northern Messenger® subscribers are entitled
to the special price of seventy-five cents,

‘World Wide.?

A weekly=reprint cf articles from leading
Journals and reviews reflecting the current
thought of both hemigpheres.

S0 many men, so many minds,
in his own way.—Terence,

Every man

The following are the contents of the isaue
of April 18, of ‘“World Wide':

ALL THE WORLD OVER. T

Colonel Younghushband's Roate to Gyangtse—The *Bun,’

New York.
Armed Peace Missions—-Ragland's ‘ Diplomatic’ Miesion to

Tibet has mnn{ P ecedents«By an ex-Attache, in the
Tibot: TheTandof & Mratery—n

o hé La —

pscar xdonn OO 1“ ery—By Sir Henry Jotton, K.O.B.1.,

'.[‘he Neow Relations of Eng‘snd and France ~The ' fun,’ New

Vork.

Obinese Labor Problera - Letter from I 1 —
The 'Morning Post,” London. s
‘White, Black and Y-—How in the Transvaal—By Canon Scott—

Holland, in the * Commonwealth, Liondon
Bishop Gore on the National Charactor- The Manchester
- 'g.uardim:1 Gonviot.1
aghalien, the Convict-Ysle where Russian Murd -
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AN%W Yok ! Dée 1hl]g Post. b . gusiady; b the
'oregone onclusion—Roogevelt’s Nomi -
‘Qlobe and Commercial Advertiser, NewGY n; - Th'
Unknéyn Qrmnutles Is a Candidate Btrong Because Un~
known f—The *Nation,” New York.
Judge Parker and David B. Hill—The New York ‘Bun.’

SOMECHING ABOUT THE ARTS.

Yooking Back on the Elgar Festival—By ‘W, B. 8.’ in the

s don. -
Wlt.PhllgtBIIR.{:ox :1} -By Jchn o’ London, in 'T. P.’s Weekly."

Degenerate Drama—The ‘Daily "Pelegreph,’ London.

CONOBRNING THINGS LITERARY.
Life’s Tavern—Pocm, by Mary Burt Messer, in the * Atlantie

Monthly,” Boston
The Winter js Paat—Bonnet, }-I’ J?siah Riee Taylor.
New Daﬂod(ls-l’oam, by T. the * Westminster Ga-

zette,’ London.
Tord Acton s Lettera— Comments from English Papers.
A Mental Bjography—The New York ‘Times Saturday Re-

view.
l’}ducuwi::)@drumdoxea—lzy Andrew Lang, in the ‘Morning

Post,’
u's Best Boolk of Stories—The Reminfscences of
in the ' Daily Mail,’ London.
© Vanguard,' s novel by
orean Sketches.'

'n&h' Archlba.ld Goikie, by A.M.,
The Tok-Neeps--Extract fror
James Gsle, authorof *
Jerry, n Poacher—By Edward 8. Tyles, in the ‘Pilot,’

« Lond ¥

The Freo Iom of Wealth—The * Outlook,” New York,

Bins of Good People—Address by Canon Beeching—The
‘Guardian,’ London,

HINTS OF THE PROGRESS OF KNOWLEDGR

Huxleys Work and Inﬂuenre—-Lecture by Bir Michael Fos -
ter—The Birmingham * Daily Post.

Tho Weather Plant—Baron von' Nowacks Reply to Prof.
Weiss-The Manchefter ‘Gug

A Ncw Found Ssnse—1he rgblem. a Magazine for the
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A Tale of the Littlest Mouse.

~ The littlest mouse lived with his
father and mother and little broth-
ers in a small round nest in a field.
He was very happy, playing in the
field all day and going to sleep so
snug and warm at night in his lit-
tle grassy nest.

One day there came to visit them
a big, sleek, fat, gray mouse,—a
cousin who lived in a house on the
other side of the street. The little
field mice was over-awed,

‘You would never be satisfied be-
ing here if you saw my house,’ he
said to them. ‘Such feasts as we
have! There is always cheese in
the dresser.

The little mice opened their eyes.
Very often in their home there was
not enough food to go around. They
knew what it was to go hungry to
bed. :
‘After the cousin had gone the
children asked their parents:

‘Why can’t we live in a house,
and have more than we want to
eat?

‘Why can’t we be fat, and have a
fine gray coat like cousin’s?

But the wise parents said: ‘Don’t
be carried away by such tales, Your
cousin is proud and makes the most
of his good things. He didn’t tell
you about the cat that lives in the

SAMUEL POURING OIL ON DAVID'S HEAD:

Although David was the very youngest, yet God chose him. None
of us are too little to do something for God.

FOLKS®»:

house, and has eaten three of his

family. He didn’t tell you of the
big steel trap laid around.’

room. The.re had been a midnight
supper and the maids had let it
Here was a

The littlest mouse thought differ- o143 tin morning.
ently. His parents did not under- feacit There was pie, and cake, and
sand, he thought. He wanted to crackers, and cheese. Ilive other
find out for himself. So that night mice were there enjoying the good
after they had been snugly tucked * things all of them sleck and fat as
in bed and his parents had gone to the cousm The littlest mouse fol-
sleep, he stole softly out across the lowed their example, and began to
dark field and into the street to his enjoy himself too. But just as their
cousin’s house. = fun was at its height, there was a

'.l‘he littlest mouse had explamed scuffle, a squeal, and a scampering;
how he had stolen over, and that he for a b’g gray cat bounded into the
wanted to see the life his cousin room, and caught the mouse near-
had told him about. _ ~ est the door. o

‘Well,” gaid the big, gl'ay mouse,  Wild with fmo'ht the other mice

~ ‘come with me, and Ill show you scampered away from the danger-
ous r00m, leaving their poor little
~They started - on their journey eomrade in the fearful clutches of -
They flew to their holes,

uround ‘but look out for the catl

= ‘through the blg house, and the ht _ the cat.
: _tfest mouse opened his eyes in the big, gray cousin making room

wonder, and said many times that for the littlest mouse with him ;

‘You’re happxer where ,you ,are, ‘ing to breathe, for a long time.
said his cousin, shortly. =

At last they reached s dmmg into the kitchen, and while the cou-

he wished he, too, might live there. and there they stayed scarcely dar-

“At last they ventured out again

sin nosed around, the little mouse
spied a big piece of cheese in what
he thought was a beautiful case.
He made a dive for the tempting
bit: =

‘Snap' Chck' The littlest mouse
was fast.

‘Help! help! he cried.

The cousin ran to the rpscue, R

‘Oh, you silly mouse? he cried,
‘You’ll never get out. They’ll come
in the morning and give you to the
cat. Ob, it was just. 80 with your
poor cousin.’ i

The littliest mouse was wild with
fright. He struggled and he wrig-

~gled. Something sharp had cut his

foot, but he hardly felt the pain.
If he could only get loose and back
to his own homeé! Would he ever
see it again? He twisted in and out.
Desperately he wriggled until slow-
ly, but surely, inch by inch, he fin-
ally worked himself out.. :
“That’s because you're such a lit-
tle fellow, said the cousm, joyfnl
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ly. ‘I never could bave got out.
With a hurried good-by the lit-
tlest mouse ran, as fast as his bruis-
ed leg would let him, out of the
house and across to his home. His
mother had wakened and missed
him. How glad she was to see him!
She cared for the poor, sore foot,
then wrapped him snugly in his lit-
tle grass bed, where he went to
sleep, happy and safe, resolving
never to leave his home again.—
‘Kindergarten Review.’

Cinders and Tears.

Fanny and I were hurrying
through the dusty streets. She
was carrying a bundle of laundry, I
was taking a bundle of copy to the
editor.

Suddenly I stopped short in the
wind, blinded by a flying cinder
that had- struck full against the
eyeball and then tucked itself away
under the lid.  The pain was in-
tense. Instinctively my hand went
up, but it was arrested on the way
and firmly held.

‘Please, Miss Hester, just let it be
& minute.’ :

‘But it hurts—awfully! May-
be I can turn the lid and get it out,’
I cried trying to unclasp her fingers

‘No, you can’t. Of course, it
hurts, I know. DBut just stand here
a minute and keep your eye shut—
the tears are coming. Be patient,
Miss Hester, just a minute now and
it will be out.’

And she was right. After a brief
space of intense pain tears flowed,
and with them the cinder flowed
out. We gathered up our bundles
and went on.

‘A simple remedy, IFanny. 1
never did that before.

‘And you ’most always have trou-
ble, don’t _ybu i :

‘Yes, indeed;’ calling-to mind sev-
eral occasions when ‘gsomething in
my eye’ had caused me much mis-
ery and inconvenience.

‘Mother taught me that ever since
I was little. She used to hold my

handsg until I was able to control

them for myself. It counts for far
~more things than eyes, too.
~ ‘What things? I asked, willing
enough to draw out my friend,
whose homely, practical illustra-
tions had been of service to me be-
fore. ;
Oh, hurts and things. I don’t
suppose you get many of them,
miss, but any one who works as I
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do, gets many little cuts. = People
don’t mean to be unkind. But there
are mean things—sharp words and
cross looks—like cinders, flying all
about, “in the air,” people say, and
now and then I catch them, through
my eyes and ears, into my heart.
‘And then what do you do?
‘“Rub my eyes with my elbow,”
you know. Keep our hands away
from the hurt. It is easier to get
angry when people find fault or
siub you just because they don’t
know any better.” If I'd let you rub
that cinder in, Misy Hester, you
might be blind still. So mother
taught me to be patient, to shut
my eyes, stand still, keep my hands
down, let the tears come, and then
—why, it’s all over, you know.
Wise little friend! Would I had
your patience and grace, to shut my
eyes—in prayer it might well be!—
stand still and let the tears come,
rather than press the cinder of un-
kindness, ignorance or th‘oughtless-
ness into my soul by angry pro-
test, impatient resentment, and re-
tort. These make what would be a
passing pain.a positive harm.
I'riend, rub your eyes with your
elbow.—Michigan Advocate.

Christobel.
A Story for Children, in *Sunday
at Home.’)
(Continued.)

And so Uncle Chris took his little
niece on his knee, and made her
tell him her story, this time from
beginning to end.

He did not laugh at her as others
would have done; he seemed to be
thinking about it.

¢ And from that minute did things

- go easily ¥ he said.

N

‘Why, no? Chrissie replied,
‘they’re often very hard ; but I feel
nearer to God when I do my best.

‘That’s true, little one! gravely
rejoined the soldier, ‘and don’t
you give in!’ '

Uncle Chris had a medal for good
service, which he had just received.
Hé was showing it to Chrissie ; and
as she examined it, she said: —

‘I should like to be a soldier, '

like you, Uncle Chris !

*You can be a brave little @ldier, -

Chrissie : and if you go on well with

your battles, who knows but I may

be a better soldier too ¥
And when Uncle Chris went
away again, he went thinking of
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the little soldier he had left behind
—=so0 different from the little girl he
had once known. She was grow-
ing unselfish and cheerful and good,
and he knew what hard battlesshe
fought. And Chrissie, in her turn,
thought of her good soldier, Uncle
Chris, fighting far away, and re-
membered what he had said, and
prayed that God would make her a
brave soldier too.

After a time Chrissie’s brothers
and ‘sisters began to find out that
the games were more successful
when she played with them; and
her governess began to think she
was not such a stupid little girl after
all. She now took more trouble to
do her lessons well: in fact she
found it so pleasant when her gov-
erness told her she was getting on
nicely, that she took more trouble
than ever to please her; and Chris-
sie was rewarded by growing to
love her lessons, instead of disliking
them as she had done before !

She knew she must wait till she
was bigger to help the poor children
she had seen in her dream; but
when her mother offered to take
her to see the childrenin a hospital,
she did not refuse as she had done
once before | and she loved to save
her old toy# for children worse off
than herself. Her little brothers
and sisters learnt to copy her; and
she used to read stories in the chil-
dren’s magazines about the poor
little heathen; and she and her
little sisters and brothers grew so
interested that their missionary-box
grew quite heavy with pennies!
So you see what a lot of good came
from Chrissie’s example; and she
learnt to understand that Heaven
around her came from the light
within.

As she grew older, Christobel

.grew more Christlike, and those

with whom she came in contact
were made happier by the sweet-
ness of her life!

THE END. .
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. ply their earthly wants, rather than upon
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LESSON VI—MAY &,

Watchiuiness.
Luke xii., 35-43.
Golden Text.

Blesced are those servants whom thg )'_‘9;1,
when he cometh, snall find watching. - Luke
xii., 37,

Home Readings.

Monday, May 2—Luke xii, 25-48.
Tuesday, May 3.—L Thess. V., 1-13:¢
Wednesday, May 4.—Rev. iii, 1-12.
Thursday, May 5.—Is. V., 11-23.
Friday, May 6.—Rom. xiil, 1-14.
Saturday, May 7.—Rom. xiv., 13-23a
Sunday, May 8.—Matt. XXiv., 36-5% . °

5. Let your loins be girded about, and your
lights burning; :

gsﬁ.sAnd yeg,youxselves like unto men that
wait for their lord, when he will return from
the wedding; that when he cometh and knock-
¢th, they may open unto him immediately.

37. Blessed are those servants whom the
lord when he cometh shall find watching: ver-
ily I say unto you, that he shall gird himself,
and make them to sit down to meat, and will
come forth and serve them. .

38. And if he shall come in the second watch,
or come in the third watch, and find them so,
blessed are those servasts.

30. And this know, that if the goodman of
the house had known what hour the thief
would come, he would have watcked, aud not
. have suffered his house to be broken through.

40. Be ye therefore ready also: for the Son
of man cometh at an hour when ye think not.

41. Then Peter said unto him, Lord, speakest
thou this parable unto’ us, or even to all?

42. And the YLord said, Who then is that
faithful and wise steward, whom his Lord
shall make ruler over his household, to give
them their portion of meat in-due season?

43. Blessed is that servant, whom his Lord
when he cometh shall find go deing.

44. Of a truth I say unto you, that he will'

make him ruler over all that he hath.

45. But and if that servant say in his heart,
My Lord delayeth his coming; and shall be-
gin to beat the menservants and maidens, and
to eat and drink, and to be drunken;
a6, The lexd of that servant will come in a
day when he looketh not for him, and at an
hour when he is nof aware, and will cut him
in sunder, and will appoint him-his portion
with the unbelievers. S

47. And that servant, which knew his Lord’s
will and prepared not himself, neither did ac-
cording to his will, shall be beaten with many
stripes;

48. But he that knew not, and did commit
things worthy of stripes, shall be beaten with
few stripes. For unto whomsoever much is
given, of him shall be much required: and to
whom men have committed much, of him they
will agk the more. ,

(By R. M. Kurtz.) / \», :

INTRODUCTION.

Though this is the regular temperance les-
son, it is a part of the serieS we have been
studying, and comes in its place.

* Christ is etill continuing in hig Perean min-
istry, which draws toward its close. We dp
not know the exact place at which he spoke
.the words of this lessonm, but they were drawa
fo_tt,il;,b?', one of the company about the Master

~ suddenly asking him t6 interfere in a dispute
with hig brother about an inheritance. Luke

o T heir e ;

After answering the man directly, and then

. uttering a gemeral warning agzinst covetous-
- ness, and giving the parable of the rich max,
Christ turned to his disciples and addressed

rning dependence upon God to sup-

when he locketh not for him.’
~disbelief will not prevent the return of his
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the accumulation of wealth. Affer urging
the laying up of treasure in Heaven, the Mas-
ter proceeds with the words of this lesson.

THE LESSON STUDY.

Verses 35-23. ‘And ye yourselves like unto
men that wait for their lord’ Different les-
scns bring out teachings upon such specific
subjects as faith, forgiveness, self-sacrifice,
etc. The special message to-day is watch-
fulness.- But it is not watchfulness for a
vague, uncertain, unknown thing or event,
but for a defivite fulfillment of a promise, the
coming return of Christ to this earth,

The fizure in these verses is that of Orien-
tal servants in their flowing robes waiting for
the return of the Master from the wedding.
The clecthing worn by pecple of thke East on
such cccasigns made it necessary for them to
gird it up when any activity was called for.
These seivants are represenied as ready for
their Master’s return. They know he is com-
ing, but the ecxzact hour is not revealed to
them, so -they wait attentive and with loins
girded about, ready to respornd to his knock
v7ieén he comes.

Notice the repetition of the blessing pro-
nounced upen the servants that are so found,
and compare this with the plight of another
sort of ‘servants, who were unready. Mat-
thew xxv., 1-13.

To-day we hear much szeering at the doc-
trine of Christ’s return, but the spiritual lamps
of the foolish servant: are simply going out.
Such opposition is itself a fulfillment of pro-
phecy. As Peter says, ‘kaowing this first, that
there 'shall come in the last days scoffers,
walking after their own lusts, And saying,
V/here is the promise of his coming? for since
the fathers fell asleep, all things continue as
they were from the beginning of the creation.
I Peber il 9 a0

39-40. ‘And this know, that if the goodman
of the house had known what hour the thief
would come, he would have watched' Here
Christ uses ancther figure of speech. So un-
expected will his coming be to the careless and
indifferent, that it will be like the attack of
a thief, without warning.

The hour cf his return will not be publish-
ed beforehand. We cannot even predict the
year or the decade, hence the command, ‘Be
ye therefore rcady alze’ Not, ‘Get ready, or
‘Prepare yourselves by a certain time, but,
‘Be ready’

41-48. ‘“Who then is that faithful and wise
steward?’ Peter interrupts to ask a question,
‘Lord, speakest thou this parable unto us, or
even to all?’ Did this command to watch ap-
ply merely to the twelve, or was it for every
faithful servant of Christ. Christ replies with
a question, ‘Who then is that faithful steward?’
etc. He answers his own question, ‘Blessed is
that servant, whom his Lord when he cometh
shall find so doing.’

In Mark xiii, 37, Christ says, ‘What I say
unto you, I say unto all, Watch.

Notice in verse 44, how the Dblessing, pro-
nounced three times in this lesson upon thess
that are watching, is again more fuolly ex-
plained. In verse 37 the Lord makes them sit
down at thke table, and serves them himgelf.
In verse 44 he says of the servant who is found
watching, ‘Of a truth I say unte you he will
make him ruler over all that he hath! 8o
high, then, is the virtue of watching for our
Lord, that it has its pesuliar recognition and
reward.

‘But and if that servant say in hig heart, My
Lord delayeth his coming, etc. If the faith-
ful watcher is to be rewarded, what of the
one that is'indifferent, doubting or disbeliev-
ing? WNote, in verse 45, what sort of conduct
naturally follows the giving up of watchful-
nesg—drunkenness and brutality. Im other
vrords, low forms of selfishness stand ready ts
come in, when faith, and obedicnce to the com-
ing Lord’s commgands, are neglected.

One of the great causes of worldliness and
gpiritual coldness in the church to-day is that
the doctrine of the Lord’s return is despised

and those who hold it have to endure the con-
tempt and opposition of their fellew church
members who deride it, The unfaithful ser=
vant is simply fulfilling verse 4s.

‘The Lord of that servant will come in a day
The servant’s

Lord, nor the punishment such conduct calls
for. : g PR

Verses 47 and 48, must not be takes to in-
dicate that any guilty will escape, but rather
that those who have done the greatest wrong
will suffer the most severe g}xginihm’ent.

The lesson for May 15 is “The Prodigal Son,
Luke xv., 11-24. ! :

X
o

- ordinary, ete.?
the education of childrea, but ought nst the

11
R LT Topic.

Sunday, May 8.—Topic—Crowns trodden une
derfoot. Isa. xxviii, 1-7; Rev, iii, 11,

Junior C, E.Topic,

THE PUNISHMENT OF SIN.

=3

¥onday, May 2.—Disobedience punishef,
Gen. 1iii., 13-~139.

Tuesday, May 3.—Evil-doing punished. Ps,
XXXiv., 16,

Wednesday, May 4.—No peace to the wicke
ed. Isa lvii.,, 20, 21.

Thursday, May 5.—‘The soul that-sinneth)
Ezek. xviil, 20-23.

Friday, May 6.—‘The wages of.sin’ Rom,
vi.,, 19-23.
Saturday, May y.—Achan’s punishment,

Josh. vii., 10-25,

Sunday, May 8—Tcpic—A story of the pun-
ishment of sin, Gen, xix., 12-29; Luke xviii,
28-30.

Sabbath-School Books.
(A. D, Walker, in ‘Christian Intelligencer.)

We enter a plea for the Sunday-school books
that seem to be disappearing from view. Where
are they? Why do we have in their place
secular Thistories, poets, novels, classical and
All these have their uses in-

Sunday-school books be strictly religious
books? The fact of the books coming from the
Sunday-school library is to the child an en-
dorsement of its bemng right to peruse them
in holy time.

Many a’ child has been greatly aided relig-
iously by the dear old Sunday-school books, It
a child, with all its plastic natuxe, reads a
book which teils him or her of ‘another ohild
who fought to master faults, and by prayer
and watchfulness overcame them, that child
is probably led to think how she or he can
overcome like faults.

If Jjohnnie is given to selfishness and reads
of George’s overcoming love for self, and find-
ing himself far happier and better for it, is
not Johnnie likely to be quickened to thought-
fulness in regard to this matter?

In these books, woven in ‘with healthful
stories, the most important lessons are taught
and often the plan of salvation is unfolded.

We knew a dear young girl, who, when yet
barely in her teens, became a thoughtful Chris-
tian. And this truly lovely young creature
gaid, I owe it all to a Sunday-school book
which told of a young gixl who early sought
and found the Saviour., I was so impressed
by her and her efforts to do right, that I de-
termined to follow her example) A genuine
Sunday-school book has been a book that
seeks with a story to feach these invaluable
lessons to the young, of which we have besn
speaking; and we deem it a matter of great
regret that it shouid be thought cut of date.

Formerly the dear boys and girls might
profitably spend the afterncon Sabbath hours
with their Sunday-stheel books, but now if
they do this, they are likely to spend them
in secular reading. And this ieads them to
esteem the Sabbath only as an crdinary day.
And they do need to be taught to honor the
S4bbath.

If these books are in general simple in style,
it is not derogatory to them; but rather in
their favor. They do not work up the imag-
ination unnaturaily, but help it to keep an
even tone. They are often far from classical
in composition, but we believe that they have
Leeti a power for good among the young; and
have never perverted the taste for a high style
of literature. Tkey are religious and full of
Biblical teaching; and ‘the entrance of the
VWerd giveth light’—‘giveth understanding to
the simple” ' >

Give us our dear old Sunday-schoel books,
we pray; don’t let them pass into oblivion.
They can be just as useful to the rising gen-
eration as they have heen to us.  Leave the
poets, the classical novels, the secular his-
tories, etc., for the week days butf let the dear
children learn to read only religious books upon
the Sabbath, Then they will be more, yes,
rauch more, likely to preserve the love for the
Bible. They have often learned from the Sun-
day-school book to put a higher estimate up-
on the sacred pages. ‘ ¢

In all consistency, ought not the Sunday-

- achool lbrary be a strictly religious library?
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The Pianting of the Vine.

Yoo

A LEGEND.

The flocd was over; rich the goil,
That promised recompense to toil;

The legends of the Talmud say,
That Noah, digging hard, one day,
Was asked by Satan what he sought,
As with perspiring face he wreought.

‘T plant the grape,’ the patriarch said,
As from his toil he raised his head.

Said Satan, ‘I a favor ask,
Yot us together share this task.’

The tired man cculd not say nay,
And so the devil had his way.

A bleating lamb he caught and killed
And on the vine its blood he spilled.

‘Henceforth,” said Satan, qamblike be,
O vine, who tasteth fruilt of thee.

A lion’s blood then wet the vine
That it might bring forth royal wine,

‘Bold as a Hon shall he be
Who sippeth sparingly of thee,
i’ 4 > 2 -~

{0 vine, whose clustering cups shall hold
Juice worthy to be drunk from gold.’,

A plg that rooted on the plain, ’
Was next by Satan caught and slain,

Upon the vine its blood was shed,
And as it flowed hell’s monarch saids
‘Who drinketh to excess of thee,

0 wine, a very swine shall be.

Through all the ages since that time,
In every nation, every clime,

‘Whorever wise doth fl11 the cup,
Man gives his better nature up.

A A
The lamb, with trembling, timid fcer,
Before the lion doth xetreat.

The lion to a swine doth turn
Whon wine in man’s proud veins doth
burn,

Who drinketh cnce will drink again,
For Satan tempteth not in wvain.

Who drinketh wine his soul to bless,
Full often drinketh to excess.

His soul he bindeth with a chain
That few indeed can rend in twain,
—¥outh’s Temperance Banner,’

A Murder.

When John B, Gough was speaking in
Norwich, Connecticut, once, he referred to
a local incident, Mrs, ¥alkner had told
him some facts concerning her son. The
young man, it seems, had been a drunk~
‘ard, but signed the pledge. To get away
from the influence and power of his old
drinking companions, he left home and
went to a distant city. After he had been
away two years his mother received a let-
ter, which contained the glad news that
he was coming home to spend Thanksgiv-
ing with her. How the foy welled up in
her fond mother’s heart! ‘My boy is com-
ing home! My boy is coming home for
thanksgiving! ;

The young man came by the stage into
the town, which stopped at the door of
Solomon Parson’s tavern, He gotout. It

. there!
' keeps a grog-shop on the bridge of your
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was after dusk,
standing by.
‘Hello, Fred. How are you, old boyl
What will you take to drink?®
‘Nothing, thank you.’
‘Not on Thanksgiving!

Some young men were

Come, take a

glags.’
‘No, I’d rather not. I’ve come to see
mother, &he hardly expects me to-night.

I thought I'd wait till dark, and then go
in and surprige the old lady.’

Solomon Parsens spoke up, and s2id,
‘Fred. Falkner, if I were six feet tall, and
broad in proportion, as you are, and yet
was afraid of ale, I'd go to the woods and
hang myself.’

‘But I am not afraid.’ -

‘Oh, yes, you are—hal ha! ha! - T say,
koys, here’s g big fellow afraid of a glass
of ale. I suppose he’s afraid of his mo-
ther—ha! ha! hal’

Though possessing the strength of mind
to keep his pledge when let alone, he could
not stand ridicule. They handed him a
glass of liquer, and dared him to drink it..

‘Well,” he said, ‘I am going to mother
now, but I'll show you I am not afraid to
drink the stuff.’ o

He drank it; then came another, and still
they plied him with it. Twelve o'clock
that night he staggered into a barn, and
was found there in the morning-—dead !
‘My boy is coming home for Thanksgiv-
ing !’

Having stated the facts, Gough contin-
ned: ‘Ladies and gentlemen, Solomon Par-
gong, the man who tempted Frederick
Falkner to his ruin—Solomon Parsons,
who staggered through life under the aw-
ful weight of that poor mother’s curse—
is in this hall to-night, and he sits cight
This same Solomon Parsons still
town, licensed by the State. Men of Con-
necticut, reut him out!

Parsons slunk from the hall and hurried
home. In, less than twenty-four hours, he
and his bag and baggage, license and all,
were ‘carte
an indignant throng.—‘Forward.’

A Bartender Won Sympathy

. (The Rev. Louis Albert Banks, D.D,, in
‘Endeavor Herald.”)

In a discourse on one occasion, discus-
sing the reasons why the liquor-saloon
should be closed on Sunday, I stated that
the great army of bartenders ought at
'least to have one day in seven to remem-
'be;". that they were somethirig more than
purveyors to the self-indulgent habit of
others; that surely they needed, as much

&8  anyone, one day in the week to recall.

their duty to God.

This discouirse was printed in the papers
of the cily, and that week a bartender
wrote me a very thankful letter, giving
me & number of instances out of his own
experience to show how hard was his
position, and telling me how he loathed
the business, but that he-did mot know
how to get out of it. I answered his let-
ter kindly, and asked him to ¢all and see

. me, :

He came to ses me, and expressed
great surprise that I should take such an
intérest in him. I found him a good,
stfaightforward fellow, who had got into
this bad business because he had been a
long time out of work, and felt that he
must do something to keep froifi starving.
I had a long talk with him, and he decid-
ed to give up his businéss, and did =o that
very day. /He found another position in
the course of a few. days, at good, honest
work, and a few days later united with the
church., The last time I saw him he said:
‘It was your kind letter, réached out to me
like a loving hand, that pulled me out of

the salcen.’ ,
Own Paper Free.

- Your
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out of the town, escorted by
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Anti-Treating Law.
VERMONT STATE ATTEMPTS TO
SUr.-,2¥8S THE BARBAR-
OUS HABIT,

(The ‘Union Signal’)

The editor of an Atlantic City (N.J.) pa-.

per, who, in referring to what he styles
the real victory of the prohibition party
on incorporating into the Vermont license
law a clause making it illegal for one man
to treat another, says;

‘Treating, which is essentially an Am-
erican barbarism, is responsible for more
drunkenness than all the other elements
combined.. Any toper or moderate drink-
er will tell you that, and prove it. If
treating could be abolished practlcal tem-
perance would be achieved, and drunken-
ness would decrease ninety percent.’

Every evil must masquerade in the
robes of some virtue in order to make it-
self attractive to its wvictimis. = The so-
called good fellowship and social features
of the saloon may cause many a man to
lose sight of its viclous nature.  Dsprive
the liquor business of this social life, of
which treating forms so large a part, and
affgreat percent of its custom would be cut
off,

To the peliticlan who regards the saloon
as a sort of stock exchange, where he can
buy or sell his political wares with profit
to himself, the place would lose half its
attraction, , Z i

To the commercial travellesr and the
agent for large business enterprises, who
look upon the custom of treating as a legl-
timate means of recommending their
waires via their customers’ stomach, the
dramshop would cease to be a place of in-
terest.

To the ‘good fellow’ who knows no lan~
gu&ge of friendliness save the offering of
a ‘glass of drink,” the bar would ceass 1o
be alluring.

To the youth who has not yet acquired

a, habit for stropg drink, nor a habit of
saloon-visiting, {t would be robbed of its
enticements, for treating is the avenus by
which a majority of drinkers, urged on by
counterfeit friends, approach the liguor
dispensary.

The man who had cut loose from the
habit of drinking would find his task of
reform made easy, freed from the templ
tion of seductive ‘treats’ by the ‘hoye.

Xt would, above all, make every man re-

spofigible for his own self-indulgence, and.

would do much to clear away the cloud of
mawkish sentimentality that from the
days of the worship of Bacchus as the devin-
ity of conviviality, has obscured the loath~
someness and vileness of the custom of
drinking.—‘Union 8ignal.’ .

B

‘They tall of the man behind the gun,
And the deadly work that he has donej
But much more deadly work, by far,
Is done by the fellow behind the bar.

- They talk of the man behind ths gun—
Yet only in battle his work is done;
But‘ never ceases, in peace or war,

The work of the man behind the bar.

—Waif.! . e

Solie el LT

Canon
License.

" I am wutterly unable to understand the
value of this compromise which you call
high license. I don’t understand how
the taking of Hcense money from a wrong

b

o

Wilberforce on High -

oan make it morally or financially right.

I feel that the candid moralist is forced

to the conclusion that the liquor traffic is
wrong; that to license or to tax is to au-

therize; that to authorize wrong cannot be
right; hence that all license, high or low,

is morally and politically wrong, Believ-

ing this, I for one, cannot accept high or

low license under any conditions.
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Correspondence

Attleboro, Mass., U.S.A.
Dear Editor,—As we have taken the
‘Messenger’ in our family for over fifteen
years, I believe every one should know how
much we think of it. We moved from New
Brunswick to this country one year &go.
We notice a great diffsrence between the
two countrys. Along the roads here axe
grape-vines and apple trees, and for fences
they havesstone walls. A brook runms past.
Below this is a cranberry bog. 1 have four
brothers and three sisters. We have lots

of fun in the evening playing games.
EVELYN M. J. (aged ro0). :

: Farquhar.

Dear Editor,—I had a very pleasant trip
last fall, time of the fair,’ and on the way
we passed many fine farms and buildmg's.
I enjoyed myself very much at the exh}-
bition, They had a number of the Queen’s
presents which she received at the Jubilee.
The ones I thought were the prettiest were
beautiful saddles trimmed with diamonds
and emeralds, and the Russian footstools.

I attend Sunday-school regularly. We
have a very large one in the summer, and
at that season there is sometimes 150 of
the scholars present. The general assem-
bly have offered a diploma to any one in
our Sunday-school who will say the Short-
er Catechism at one sitting. Of course, our
Sunday-scheol takes the ‘Messeng:er,’ and
we all prize it very highly. I think it.is
indeed & true ‘messenger.’ My favorite
books are the ones written by Ralph Con-
nor and Amy Lafeuvre. Wishing you all
success, M. D. G. L. (aged 11).

: San Juan, Cal,, U.S.A. -
. Dear Editor,—I am getting along finely
in school. I am in the sixth grade, and
my brother Fred is in the second grade.
He received a Christmas present of Bible
Stories, and we like to read them very
much, "~ We like the ‘Mesgenger,” too.
Mamma reads the long pieces for papa and
us. Fred and I have got a gun each; and
‘Wwe go hunting on Saturdays; but we have
to be very careful. CHARLES B, W.

5 Thornby, Que.
Dear Editor,—I have four sisters and
three brothers. We live near the lumber-
ing country, and it is very hilly and stony
hore, with great large trees of all kinds.
My grandpa and grandma are hoth living
yet. My grandpa has taken the ‘Witness’

since before my inother remembers.
MABLE H. (aged 7).

: : Myrtle, Man,
Dear Editor,—I am a little boy thirteen
years old., I live on a farm about three
- miles from town. I have two dogs, their
names bsing Parky and Whopper. They
are both black. I have three brothers and
seven sisters. I live on the prairie.
€T . MARVIN H, B.

: Dalkeith, Ont.
Dear Editor,—We have a gasoline engine
at the station. They grind the grain as it

. comes in, I was in Montreal once to get

my eyes tested, and I have to wear glasses
‘now. I liked Montreal very well, except
for all the cars there. I was nine years old
on Christmas eve. NORA F. M.

Galt, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I suppose I am different
from most girls, but my favorite poems are

_pathetic. I am very fond of that one of
Longfellow’s entitled ‘Evangeline.’ I am

very fond of reading, but as I am much

inclined to read too much, I am only al-

- lowed to read on Saturdays and Sundays.
We built a new house last year, but as it

was not finished till cold weather began we

‘have not had time to make improvements

on the outside. I am looking forward to
the m weather, so that I can begin

~ making flower-beds. My favorite flowers

~ are roses and panties. I am very fond of
wild flowers. Every summer my class at
- school goes out after wild flowers, and I
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enjoy these expeditions very much. I al-
ways bring home wild flowers and make a
garden of them.

I like playing the old-fashioned game of
hide-and-go-seek in the summer, especial-
ly in the evening ; but in winter I most~
ly play snowballing or sleigh-riding or
skating. I am eleven years old, and my
birthday is on August 15, the same day as
Sir Walter Scott’s. My name is Georgina
Helen, after my father and mother, and
surely I should be like one of them; but I
am 1ot, only my hair is auburn like my
mother’s. GEORGINA HELEN T.

Pettapiece, Man.

Dear Editor,—I live in the country, and
I don’t think I would like living in the
city at all. I have five sisters and one
brother. My two eldest sisters are mar-
ried; my second eldest sister was married
about two weeks ago, so I have only one
sister and cune brother older than myself
and two younger. I am twelve years old,
the same age as Edith M. J., and as she
would like to correspond with seme girl in
Canada, I would like very much to corres-
pond with her. My eldest sister’s name is

Edith. T go to the Presbyterian Sunday-
school, It must be funny living near the
sea. My only grandmother that I remem-

ber died three months ago, at the age of
eighty-two. GUSSIE 8.

Ravenna, Ont.

Dear Editer,—This is my second letter
to the ‘Messenger.” When'I wrote my last
letter I szid that my mother had been to
the 0l1d Ccuntry, and that my father was
going tco. He came home in May, bring-
ing my cousin along with him to leain
farming. My uncle came from England,
ard went to Paris, Ont.,, where he stayed
for the summer and fall, and then came
to our place about a month befere Christ-
mas. I have two brothers and one sistex.
My wister’s mame is Jesgie and my bro-
ther’s names are John and Roy. I am ten
years old, and will be eleven in about four
months. This is-a very pretty place in the
summer time, as there is Euphragic Moun-
tain at the west, and at the east you have
to go down Blue Mountain to get to Col-
lirgwood, which is about eleven and a half
miles from Lkere.
and we could not stop it, so my father had
to stay outin the barn and keep the hopper
filled. ' But after supper my brother John
thought he could stop it, which hLe did by
putting a chain around the shaft.

AGNES EVA B.

’ Marriott’s Cove.
Dear Editor,—I received the Bagster Bi-
ble you cent me for four subscribers for
the ‘Northern Messenger.” T think it is a
very mnice Bible.. Thank you kindly fer it.
I'mean to make the Bible more of a study.
My sister takes the ‘Northern Messenger’
I think it is a good paper for both old as
well as young. H.C: B

North-Eest Point, Cape Sable Ig., N.8.

Dear Editor,—We have had a very bad
winter, ahout one fine day, then a storm.
This is only a small placs, but is very pret-
ty in the summer. = Quite a few tourists
come here,
and a lot of cousins in the United States.
My father and one brother are fishermen,
and' go lobster fishing in winter, but have
not done anything scarcely this winter.
My other brother is a merchant, We only
have service once a fortnight in our church

- as our minister has to cross the passage

between Barrington and Cape Sable Island.

I have no grandmothers or grandfathers.
‘We have a lot of plants this winter, and
I have three.

a lot in summer outdoecrs. :
sisters married, and one of them has three
little boys and a girl. One of them mar-
ried a Suede, who is an engincer., One of
my sisters has a dog, and they are teach-
ing him tricks, He can jump through a
hoop, sit up in a chair, roll and ‘speak,’ he
is a cute little dog.
Ciere s S BNACG W, (aged. 9).

g ; s “Salisbury.
Dear Editor,—I am a little boy aged nine
years. I live on a farm about four miles

Our windmill ran away’

I have two aunts, one uncle

- ther Fred was born there, too.
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from the willage of Salisbury. I have ;
three brothers and one sister. My birthe

day is on the third day of April, and ¥
would like a birthday verse. 'We have 1o
school here this winter because we could
not get a teacher. We have Sunday-school
in the schoolhouse in the summer, but it is
closed for three months in the winter., My
brother and I visited grandpa last sum-
mer, and we had a splendid time. My
brother and I have taken-the ‘Messenger’
for three years, and liks it very much,
GORDON H.

Head Wallace Bay, N.S.
Dear Editor,—~This is my second letter.
The first must bave gone in the waste pa-
ver basket. I have taken the ‘Messenger’
for two years, and I think it is a lovely
paper. The story about Daphy is fine; T
can hardly wait for it. For pets I have
one dog, two cats, a colt, whose name fis|
Tony. I have no brothers or sisters, so I
play with my dolls. I have eight of themq

JOSEPHINE C.

Montreal.

Dear Editor,—My =sister and I would
like very much to join your Royal League
of Kindness that we read of in the ‘Mes-
senger’ of Feb, 18. Trusting in Jesus we
will try:—

To speak kindly to others.

To speak kindly of others.

To think kind thoughts.

To do kind deeds. :

We get the ‘Messenger,’ and we enjoy
papa or mamma reading the stories in the
raper, which helps us to be good. Now we
are beginning to read the stories ourselves.
My sister is nearly 10 years old, and I am
nearly twelve.

ROBERT & EDITH 8.

Westport, Ont.
Dear Editor,—I like the ‘Messenger’ very
much. My mamma lives about twenty
miles from here, and sends it to me quite
often, I live with my grandmother. We
live cn a farm near the village of Butter-
milk Falls. My birthday is on July 28.
The schoelhouse is on cur farm. I have
three sisters and ons brother. I am now
learning to play the organ, and can chord
quite nicely, We have a dog named Colley

and a colt named Fly.
MAGGIE M. C. (aged 10).

: Billings Bridge.
Dear Editor,—~I am a boy nineiyears of
age. I am the eldest of the family, I
have two brothers, Fred and Dean, and a
sister whose name is Grace. Fred is next
to me, and Dean next to him. Gracie is
the baby. Billings Bridge is a nice place
in summer. I wonder where Ruby R. lives
Leve. T am sick a lot in the winter. I live
in Wyoeming Park., The school is not far
from here. I have not gone this winter
because I was sick. I think the ‘Messen-
ger’ is a nice paper. Mother says when
she was small she remembered reading
‘Darh and Her Charge.” My mother said
when I had a bottle of bad medicine, that
if I took it without a fuss she would get
me the ‘Messenger’ always because I like
it. Wyoming Park is betwcen the Rideau
River and Rideau Canal. The ‘Messenger’
is go mice I do not know where to begin
to read it. A little girl said that the girls
were the only ones that wrote letters, I
am sick, but I am writing this letter to
fill up the boys’ roll. Sunday-school is a
good way off, cver the Rideau River. I
was born in Regina, Assiniboia. My bro-
Dean was
born in Ottawa, and Grace was also born
there. I hope my letter is not too long. I
find it very tiresome being forced ‘to lie
down all day long., I am very fond of
reading. March came in like a lion.
GEORGE H. 0.

: Hawk Point, N.8.
Dear Editor,—I received my Bible, and
think it is a nice one. I have two sisters
younger then I sm.  Their names ars
Hazel and Eilie. We have had a very cold
winter. My birihday is on April 9, I will
Le nine years old. - ;
EARL BRANDON 8.
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The Bedroom.

‘When one considers that nearly a third of
each day is, or ought to be, passed in sleep,
it will be appreciated how important is the
question of the place where the sleeping hours
are passed., The body is believed to be less
resistant to injurious influences during sleep
than 'in waking hours, and therefore the bed
and bedroom should be so arranged that the
body may be shielded so far as possible from
the assaunlts of disease at this time.

The location of the bed is important. It
should, if possible, be placed with the head
or foot against the wall, so that free access
may be had to both sides. This is not only
for comvenience in making the bed, but also
and especially that the sleeper may not get
his face into a corner against the wall in
such a way that he is forced to breathe over
and over the air just exhaled from his lungs,
and charged with poisonouns matters.

For the same reason the bed should not be
‘ in an alcove, where the air stagnates and is
almost impossible of renewal. The old days of
closely drawn bed-curtains are fortunately all
gone, but the alcove is almost as bad, espec~
ially if filled with a double bed occupied by
two persons. A light irom or brass three-quar-

ter bed, with a wire spring covered by a not

too thick mattress, and standing in a thor-
cughly ventilated rcom, yet not in the direct
draft, and occupied by but one person, is the
ideal of hygienic night quarters.

It would seem hardly necéssary at the pre-
sent day to insist upon the need of keeping
open windows—yet it is necessary, for the
dread of the mysterious night air, charged
with all sorts of mephitic vapors, has worked
upon so many genetations of our forefathers
that it has become almost an instinct with
some to shut it out of the bedrcom. If the
night air were poisonous there would be no
safety anywhere, for it would sift in to some
extent in spite of all precautions. But the
night air is purer than the day air, and the
more of it one draws into his lungs while he
is asleep the better will he be able to contend
against the dusty, smeky, carbonated day air
of the city streets,

There are many devices for letting in air
through cracks or between svindow-gashes, but
there is nathing so good as the top sash low-
ered and the lower sash raised until the two
are even, s¢ that the fresh air can pour into
the bedroom in the greatest possible volume.—
‘Youth’s Companion.’

———.’———-——-—-

Frovided For.

‘Good wife, what are you singing for?
know we've lost the hay,

And what we’ll do with horse and kye is more
than I can say;

While, like as not, with storm and rain, we’ll
lose both corn and wheat.

She looked up with a pleasant face, and ans-
wered, low and sweet:

‘There is a heart, there is a hand we feel but
cannot see; - 5 250
We've always been provided for and we shall

always be)

You

Ho turned around with suiden gloom; she
said, ‘Love, be at rest;

You cut the grass, worked soon and late, 'you
did your very best,

. That was your work; youw'd naught at all to
do with wind and rain, :

And do not doubt but you will veap rich fields
of grain; -

For there’s a heart and there’s a hand we feel
but cannot see; :

We've always been provided for*and we shall
always be)’

‘That’s a woman’s reasoning—we must be-
cause we must.
She softly said, ‘I reason not; I only work
" and trust; SR
The hatrvest may redeem the day—keep heart
whate’er Letide;- 7

When one docr shuts, I've dlways secn another

open ‘wide.
“There is a heart, there is a hand we feel but
cannot see;
We've always been provided for and we shall
~ always be.) ?

i

Ho'kissed the calm and trustful face, gone was :

his restless pain;
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She heard him with a cheerful step go whist-
ling down the lane,

And when about her household tasks full of
glad content, |

Singing to time her busy hands, as to and
fro she went:

‘There is a heart, there is a hand we feel but
cannot see;

We've always been provided for and we shall
always be. .

Days come and go—'twas Christmas tide, and
the cheerful fires burned clear;

The farmer said, ‘Dear wife, it’s been a good
and happy year;

The fruit was gain, the surplus corn has
bought the hay, you know.’

She lifted then a smiling face and said, ‘I
told you so!

For there’s a heart and there’s a hand we feel
but cannet see;

We've always been provided for and we shall
always be.

—Waif,

Childhood Motions.

(Ida M. Shepler, in the ‘N. E, Homestead')

Children are forming 'jud&ments of peopla
all of the time from chance allusions made of

them. And so often the judgmeat formed ig
not just. We are too ready to find fault with

these we really respect, and in our hearta
know the true worth of, and too chaty of giv-
ing people the credit for good they deserve.
The child hears of the faults and forms its
ideas as to that persom, and that person won-
ders why the child shrinks from him or gives
pert answers instead of polite?

I remember sgilently noting slighting re-
marks made of a woman who was rather odd
in her gpeech and dress. These remarks were
made by a member of the family, whom, as a
child, I Icoked on as knowing about all there
was to be known. I had no use for that wo-
man, and as the years went on my dislike in-
cregscd, simply because of long nursing. At
last chance, over which I had no control, set
this woman and myself down in close quar-
ters as companions. The first week I found
myself wondering, the second week I was get-
ting meekly ashamed that I had so long
avoided and held her in half contempt; the
next week I was congratulating myself on
having found such a bright, loving friend, and
shaking myself for net owning her long ago.
So much for childish judgments and notions.
One should 'be very careful how they speak
before children,

_—._._-—.’-.._-—-—-—-

The Care of the Sick Children

Shall we cend the children to the hospitals,
and will better care be afforded in that way?
So long as the home is healthful and the mo-
ther well and able the answer is pretty near-
ly a upanimous negative. For the child, the
comfort of the mother’s presence and his trust
in her and tte comparative ease with which
he can be cared for, make it as a rule a better
thing to have home conditions. If the mother
be nervous, however, or if she be poor and
must neglect her child for her daily work,
then by all means give the baby the benefit
of ‘quiet, skilful attendance and sunny rooms,
and be sure he will be better off,
having charge of the children’s ward in a large
hospital tells the writer that after once send-
ing a child to them, the mother never hesitates
to trust them with her little ones a second

time.—Clara L. Came, in ‘Good Housepeeking.:

e e

Things Bad for the Lungs.

Dust aud smoky or dusty places are bad,
Dark, damp, or crowded rooms are bad. Dirty
shops and stores, dirty saloons and dance-
halls, dusty kinds of busivess, like marble-
cutting, sorting feathers, or making cigars,
are bad for weak lungs. - To sit bent over one’s
sewing or other work is bad. Seif-indulgence
and intemperance are very bad. Vice which
weakens the strong kills the weak.

THINGS GOOD FOR WEAK LUNGS.
‘Fresh air in plenty prevents consumption.
Sunsghine kills the germs. Choose sunny
rooms. Open the windows and let the air in.
Xeep the house clean. If a consumptive has
moved out of a room, have the Board of Health

disinfect it, Be in the open air as often as

A nurse

April 29, 1904,

can be, OQutdoor work is vastly better than
indoor work. Keep the feet dry. Breathe with
deep, long, full breaths, so as to carry the fresh
air to every corner of your lungs. Do this
always for several minutes in the morning
and at night. Breathe through the nostrils
and net through the open mouth. Spend your
money for simple and well-cooked food,—good
fresh meat, eggs, oatmeal, rice, and other veg-
etables, and for bread and butter, milk and
fruit. Do not spend money for beer or other
liquors or for quack medicines or ‘cures.” Live
a regular life, and keep the bowels regular.
Get plenty of sleep. Daily bathing is good.
Keep clean company and a clear conscience.
?ou’rage is very important.—‘Christian Regis-
et S

How to Eat.

Don’t bring worries to the table,

Don’t bring anger, hate or scowls;
Banish everything unpleasant,

Talk and eat with smiling jowls.
It will aid your own digestion,

If you wear a smiling face;

It will jolly up the others,

If you only set the pace;
Knowing something ‘funny, tell it;
Something sad, forget to knell i
Something hateful, quick dispel it

At the table.

Care domestic, business troubles,
s of body, soul or brain;
Unkind thoughts and nagging tempers,
Speech that causes others pain,
Public woes and grim disasters,
Crimes ard wrongs and right’s defeat—
None of them are to be mentioned
When you sit you down to eat.
Knowing something funny, tell it;
" Something sad, forget to knell it;
Something hateful, quick dispel it
At the table.
—‘What to Eat. :

Compensation.
(Adelbert E. Caldwell, in ‘Waif.")

When I hear you folks complaining,
That some others have more wealth

Than have you, I feel like asking,
‘Would you swap it for your health?’

Though they may live in the suburbs,
Breathe a sweeter, clearer air,

I’ve no doubt that of some good things,
You have much the larger sharel B

Let them boast of lazy leisure,
Toiling no more than the flowers,
Would you give your nights of mending
For their empty, aimless hours?
When worn out for parents, children,
Till you seem a slave to Care,
Think how much more love—the purest,
Falls to you than is their share.

There’s no, use to be disconraged,’
Foolish to be grieved, distressed—

If you don’t have all the comforts,
That come crowding on the rest;

Barth is but the starting signal,
Keep a-smiling, do and dare,

And of Heaven’s joys and pleasures,
You may get the largest share.

e
Worth Knowing.

Sausages are more digestible and free
from grease if they are placed in a wire
basket and cooked for five minutes in boil-
ing water. Lift the basket and draim,
pierce the sausage gently in se'veral places,
roll in flour and brown in a covered spider
or bake in the oven im a covered pan. Pour
off the superflucus grease as it collsets,
and when the sausages are nicely browned
lift on a platter, pour off mearly all the
grease in 2 bow d prepare a thickened .
milk gravy in {} gue i

“Bacon is much better flavored and more
digestible when cooked in the oven. Lay
the thin slices with rind removed on a -
toasting vack and’place the rack over a -
deep'tin dripping pan. 8et in a hot oven
for from three to five minutes according
to the thickness of the slices. When brown

‘and crisp slide onfo p platter, pour off the

grease and use for frying bacon, or make

i



~ steel knife.
- he or she is eating raw beef unless told.
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e thickened milk gravy in the pan. Calz-
bage, chopped very fine and boiled until
tender and served in a deep dish with_the
bacon grease poured over it, for seasoning,
_and the slices used as a garnish, makes an
eppetizing cabbage dish which, with pota-
toes, makes a satisfying luncheon dish.—
Mary Taylor Ross, jn ‘What to Eat.

The Invalid’s Tray.

(Miss M. Frances Rankin, in New York
‘Observer.’)

The preparation of the jnvalid’s tray is
a matter of great importance, and deserves
the most careful consideration. Some one
has said, ‘e multiplicity of dishes confuses
the palate. However this may be true tor
the person in health, an attractive varia-
tion should mark and guard against a pos-
sible monotony for the convalescent.  In
cases of recovery from serious illness, it
were wise to refer to the physician as to
what the patient may or may not eat. The
arranging of the tray should never be left
to an incompetent maid, but by some in-
terested member of the family when the
nurse is not on hand. 2

The most scrupulous attention should be
given to the nicety and daintiness of the
tray itself, as well as to the method of
preparing suitable and appetizing'.dlshes.
A snow white cover free from suspicion of
soil is of paramount importance. Dainty
ching adds not only attraction for the eye,
but appeals to the appetite. :

Below are & few recipes which will prove
favorable to digestion and delightful to
the most dietary whims. But as hinted
at the beginning, @ non-professional
should ever minister solid food without
the approval of attending physician.

Cream Barley Soup.—Mutton from the
neck is best. Remove all fat and cut the
meat into small pieces. Allow three pints
of cold water to two pounds of mutton.
Cover, and when it reaches boiling point,
set back off fire and simmer four or five
hours. Let it cool, and when cold remove
all remaining fat.
salt, IXf desired, a few tablespoonfuls of
barley may be added while cooking. A
tablespoonful of cream added to each cup-
ful, after warmed, will greatly increase its

i nutritive value and deliciousness.

Soft Boiled Egg.—The best way to boil
eggs soft for any one, is to heat a bowl in
oven till very hot. Stand egg into warm
water just to remove chill, place egg In
bowl, pour hoiling water upon it, cover
and let stand five minutes. If egg is not
warmed a little first, it will crack when
the boiling water is poured on it. This
method of cooking egg, assures the white
jelly like. i

Flegmish Cream.—To one teaspoonful of
good gelatine, add one-half cupful of cold
water. Set on stove to dissolve. Cool, and
when it begins to thicken, whip one-half
cupful of sweet cream, sweeten with pow-
dered sugar. Flavor; and add to the gela-
tine, mixing thoroughly. Set om ice. It
must be all beaten together just before
serving, else the gelatine will settle. Isa
nourishing delicacy. : .

- Celery Bouillon,—One tablespoonful of
corn starch, blended with a little fresh
milk; add to this one pint of fresh milk,
one pint of beef stock; one stalk of celery,
‘chopped fine, salt and pepper. Place bn
i‘iﬂre, boil one minute. Strain before serv-
ng. Th e

Delicious Egg Oream.—Place over a
tumbler a sieve and turn into it the white
of one egg; with spoon stir gently till egg
runs through into tumbler. Fill tumbler
with fresh milk, sweeten. Stir, until egg

. and milk assimilate, which they will do.
‘Place on ice to cool. : :

o T 2

Scraped Beef Sandwich.—Out entire

wheat bread very thin, spread with butter

“ scantily, cut the bread then into dainty
triangles and place seraped beef between
the layers. A pound of beef off tho
‘round’ is sufficient. Scrape with sharp
The patient will not know

~ If preferved, the pulp beef may bs made

Strain, season with

into cakes and scorchd over hot coals.
This will be found most strengthening
and appetizing when solid food can be
given.

The Mother’s Recess.

fet apart a little space of time in ﬂ?e
midst of each foremoon, says & writer in
oThe American Mother,” to forget all cgre,
sweeping, baking, dinners, duties of sall
kinds, and just do what you want to,

Throw the tired body on the lounge or
in the hammock, swinging on the porch,
or take the easy chair with a book or a
paper for companion, or go and sit on the
door step in the sunshine and hear the
birds sing to you, go.out and gather a
bunch of sweet peas for the rest of it, Tun
in and chat with a neighbor if there is one
near enough, or, best of all, if you are a
child of the Father, take the Word to see
what new message he has for you to-day.

Let the recess be as near as may be at &
uniform time, then keep enjoying it in
prospect till it comes.

Yes—, of course there will be someone
to criticize you. Your mother-in-law will
say you are ‘getting ghiftless;’ a mneigh-
por will add, ‘Yes, I eaw her reading a

'story when the rooms were topsy-turvy;’

and may be even the ‘gude man’ will just
wonder what has come over his model lit-
tle wife. But do mot mind. Quietly, if
need be stubbornly, persist, and if at the
olose of twelve months you are mot in ef-
fect a year younger instead of a year old-
er than when you began your practice of
rezess, why then you can give up the hab-
it and try some other way.

 Selected Recipes.

Dates with Cream.—Dates, figs, and
prunes can now be used for many desserts.
A simple luncheon-dish ‘is dates with
cream, and- it may be prepared in two
ways. In either case the dates are to be
stoned and washed. They may then be
steamed until very tender, cooled and serv-
ed with plain cream or gently stewed in a
syrup (one-half of a cupful of sugar and
three-quarters of a cupful of water to the
pound of fruit), slightly flavored with van-
illa and when cold served with whipped
cream.

Scotch Cakes.—TFor Scotch cakes, which
are very nice to serve with preserves, etc.,
only three ingredients are required—a cup-
ful of butter, half a cupful of sugar, and
one pound of flour. Mix the flour and the
sugar. Beat the butter to a cream, and
gradually beat it into the dry mixture.
The new mixture will be stiff and hrittle,
and must be worked thoreughly with the

ands until it becomes pliable. Sprinkle
a board lightly with flour, and, laying half
the mixture upon it, roll it down to the
thickness of about half an inch. Cut into
four parts, and pinch the edges with the
fingers to make little scallops. Bake in a
moderate oven. Be sure that the measure-
ments are exact, and: take care in mixing
and baking. iy

————— e
 PATENT REPORT.

Below will be found a list of patents granted
by the Capnadian Goyernment last week, ob-

taiged thiough the agency of Messrs. Mdrion
8 Marion, Patent Attdrneys, ] ; -

ada, and Washington, D.C. i
garding any of the patents cited will be sup-

plied free of charge by applyiug to the above-
- Nes. 86,376, Hubert ‘M. Taylor, Hamilto
Ont., incandescent electric lamp; sé;m,?os%%x’ ;
Morean, St. Germain de Gra%ham, Que., 76ss-

ing machine; 86,408, John Mcintosh, Alexan:

gg, Ont., carriage pole; 86,442, Norbert Al-
ird, Montréal, Que, sfety device for eleva-

tors; 86,457, James Munro, New Glasgow, N

spring bed; 86,401, Ernst Abee ~-Nanhein
ermany, cardiac trisses; 86,503, Gu tave

Louis Mouchel, London, Eng., structures in
adiacent to water-ways. :

NORTHERN MESSENGER

(A Tweive Pago llustrated Weskiy.)

One yearly subscription, 80c.

Thres or more copies, separately_addressad,
25¢ each. ;

Ten or more to an individoal address, 20c
each,

Ten or more separately addressed, 25¢ psr
copy-

The above rates inciude postage for Canada (ex-
cepting Montreal City), Nfid., U, 8. and its Colonies,
Great Britain, New Zealand, Transvarl, British
Honduras, Bermuda, Barbadoes, Ceylon, Gambia,
Sarawak, Bahama Islands, Zanzibar, Hong Kong,
Cyprus, Fiji, Jamaica, Malta, Trinidad, British
Guiana, Gibraltar.

For Montreal andforeign countries not mentioned
above add 50c a copy postage.

fample package supplied free on applica-
tion. >

JOHN DOUGALL & BON,

Publishers, Mouotreal.
aa.

FREE TO
SABBATH SCHOOLS.

The ¢ Messenger’ is at once the
cheapest and most interesting paper
published of its kind. '

The Subscription rate for Sabbath
school clubs is only twenty cents
a year,

If your school already takes ane
other paper,perhaps some particular
class would try the ‘ Northern Mes-
senger.” The ‘Messenger’ stories
would prove a real incentive to
regular attendance and would be
helpful in every home the paper
enteréd.

Our experience is that if one
class gets 1t the whole school will
order it before long. The circula-
tion of the ¢ Northern Messenger’
has grown with leaps and hounds,
nu_gghering to-day over sixty thou-
sand copies a week.

Superintendents or teachers may
have it on trial for four consecutive
weeks, FREE OF CHARQE, in suffi-
eient numbers to give a copy to
cach family represented.

JOHN DOUGALL & SON.

THE MOST HUTR!TIOUQ. :

EPPS’S

GRATEFUL~ COMFORTING

COCOA

_EBABY'S OWN ¢

RATENIS

eaolici thie husineds of Manutactufers, K-
iiéne‘erfs and others who reafize the advisa %1

) v{&g their Pateut business transacted by
per

7
Preliminary advice free, Charges m
vate, Qur Inventors’ Help, 125 pages,sent

request. Marion & Marion, New York Life %
ﬁgmm . and Washington, D.C., U.S.A." o ;
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Holding Papers Together

French, in ‘New England

"v'(May Myrtle
: Homestead.”)

-

- ' mhig little article is intended to use in
temporarily fastening together half a doz-
en copies, more or less, of your favorite
paper. It is made from a strong, straight,
wire hair-pin, about 235 inches long.

TFirst bend up the ends, as shown, in
eguch a manner that the loop made by the
bend lies flat with the original shape of
the pin. Then take & large nail or slate
pencil, and lay it across the pin at the
place shown by dotted line, and bend the
top down until it comes between the ‘legs’
of the pin. Bend it until it goes a trifle
beyond the level of the lower part of pin.
Mhis is in order to give it the mecessary
spring to hold the paper firmly.

Put together the papers to be fastened,
glip two of these little articles over the
backs, a shori diatance from each end, and
your papers are gnugly convenient..

PICTERES ON CREDIT

-NO SECURITY ASKED—
We gendyou 15 large beautitufly
colored plotures, eaca 16x22 inches
named * The Angels Whisper,”
“The Family Record,” “*Chrisy
\ bafore Filot,” * Rock of Ages.”
A Thess Jﬂcturas are haudsomely
g:lshe 1n 42 cvlors and could nos
a bought for 1ess than £0c, each
in any store, Yousell them for
950, each, gond us the money, and
for your trouble we send you
handsome gold-fintshed Byoukbio
Bunt @ase Watch, lady's
or Gent's size, richly and elgbore
3 atoly engraved in solid gold de-
stgnx, with stem wind and sot,
tely adjusted _{ “‘ vemms & 'Wrmé u?;
t enrad to-duy and we will'mall you the pictures Lostpaid,
o our lar; oﬂ!uat);ated Premium List showing dozens of othiee

WATCH

With Soltd Bilver mickel
c‘;a;e. fincy edge, hea
velled ‘crysta), houf,
minufeand secon: s)n’nﬂl;
gnd relinble  Amerl
movement by seiling on;
% of our large beautifully

# VG colored Pictures, 18 ;
3 1A1.1che§. iﬂ!{i,‘cx L3 e ck O
) Ages,” « Angel er”
: -ﬁ»‘é‘f % Famﬁy f:,},,;.;,}’-- 4
> ench. A Ceorfifis
cateworthBdc froe
with ouch Ficture,

SEND NO MONEY
1y write us that yoy
) like to %B.m this
bendsoras Watch And Wi
will send the pletured ad
onca postpajd.” You can
oV easily gell them in half aft
. 5 : hourasthoygre thelargest
£nd most beautiful ngtﬂﬂ! evor rold in thig conngr{mroh gl‘ii.

8 hande

valusbloprizos, Address, Home Axs Co., Deph 416 ‘Torontos

Write us to-day. Every boy wiil bs delighted wit)
some Watch, =~ The Co.onlal Art Co., Dept. 455, Torontes,
Handsome Presents FREE,
et SEND NO MONEY
: e 3 Justyournamoand sddrgssan ;
5 Bl niaiy
Etreet Foa Boods |

4 100, each,

£l trmm
hat ave.
tainst! sﬂmtmg

pilcs,
glant flowers, dolicloygiy fiagrant,
endlesy comhiu,atlomiofbeaum-
ful colors. Wealdo glven cerw
tificate wc;:th 9¢. £
X each puikazs,
‘When £0ld return the mone
and wo will immediataly geon:
iml this beautify ng
Solld Gold finished and sef wiﬁ;

8 You

name and 'fd:z‘roog a{ ;

KiVO_YO\.l aﬂ

#et &h’ls handsome Gold finished Doqb!‘

n ase a.tch‘alegnm engraved, that looks

exaotly o B50. Bolid Gol aich, FREX

ZAdition 6, the Fuing, witho selllug
more Beeds, This {s a grand chaned.  Dow's miss it,

SEED SUPPLY Cf.. DEPY. 41 TORONTO

| ‘

haveishot 8 bird,

SURE DEATH TO RATS,
CROWS, SQUIRRELS,
RABBITS, ET0.

Boys! Mow wotrld
tancs AY
Shot, Sings and Darts with terrific foroe
giving away Absolutely Froo thesesplondid Rifies to anyona who 4
wli} sellonly 3 : 3
100, ¢aoh. The packagesare he:
onecontaing 42 of théravest, protiie
immglnable color, Ewe
said: I no gooner opened my paroel 4
went liko wildfire,” A& 50e. certifiente free with each packas
to-day and wo will send tho Seeds postpaid.
mado, It bag all steel barrel pnd Atringd, improved
watput atock, Is alwa;
Brandgon, Man., i-);
8 8!

r Rifle

£ B
ready.

you ifks to have sn All-Steel Long-Di
of the best snke and lafest niodel, that shoots B.
and perfect nacurscy? We 4ro @

X, large packiges of Bwest

utifeily degorated in 38 colors, g
¢ snd Taogs fragrant varisties inavery g
p Mono Mills, Onti,
They
oG i

ey e, M. Speeles,

X fx’un 1 had all the feeds sold.

.- Writo nss

oye, this {8 the beat Alr

{ohe wights, pistol grip and

a4 nirrels, !{Ma.%punown. ato,** (teo, Allen
e yesterday and think it {s p benuty.

Depts Toronto.

Send us your name and a
of the handsome reward.

room. You don’t have to send us one cent.

b

room.

. Wowant to distribute samples of our new Blotters,
schools in Canada, and we are willing to reward Boys and Girls liberally for doing it.
5 Y ) ddress on a post card, what grade you are in‘at schoo?,
the number of scholars in youtr room and we will forward the required nwmber, also £

Remember, all you have to do is to give one of our Slotte
You don't have to

but answer at ognce before some one gets ahead of you,
Addross, THE ROYAL ACADEMY PUBLISHING CO., Dept. B.N., Toronts, Canada,

the best made, through all the

an i
nll particulara :
x;;w Blotter: 1!'@,' ek of the scholars in your

y any work. Don’t mlss this chanced
a3 we just want one scholar from every

Beau-
tiful

FREE.
In order to Introduce our New GOLD PER-
FUMED CHATELAINE LOCKETS, wé are golng
to glve away thousands of rare and beautiful
Song Birds to any one who will sell only 20 at
18c each. THEY SELL AS FAST A8 YOU CAN
HAND THEM OUT. Each one consists of a
beautiful Gold Filigree Locket containing a Me-
dallion of Oriental Arabian Perfume, highly od-
orized from miilions of Rosés, the most fragrant
and lasting perfume in the world. They look so
beautlful and smell so sweet that EVERYBODY
BUYS. A certificate worth 50¢ ; given ¥res with
each one. If you want a beautiful Singing Can-
afy, gend us. your name and address. If you write
us at once and sell the Lockets and return the
money within ten days after you receive them,
we will give you a BIG HANDSOME CAGE FRER
as a speclal prize for promptness. Address THE
HOME SPECIALTY CO., Dept. 484, Toronto.

¥

SoNG

BOY’S WATOH and
PRINTING OUTEFIT

- EFERIERIER.

All you have to do is to sell 1
doz. of our New GOLD PERFUM-
ED CHATBELAINE LOCKETS, at
| 150 cach,  Thay are the loveliest
- Lockets and fastest sellers you ever
saw. Hach one consists of a bedu=
tiful Gold Flgure Locket, contain-
ing a Medallion of Oriental Arablan
Perfume, odorized from millions of

o roses, the most fragrant and last~
ing' Perfume- in the worid. With each one we give
a certificate worth 50¢ free. =~ When sold, return
the money and we will.send you this handsome
Boy’s Watch, with Polished Silver Nickel Case,
the latest fancy edge, heavy  bevelled erystal
and keyless wind imported works. WITH %RE
IT WILL LAST;IB-}.’EA . AN EXTRA PRIZE
FREH. If you write us at once for the Lockets,
and ‘sell ‘them and return the money within 10

ays after you receive them, we will give you a

oy’s Complete Printing Outfit, consisting of 4
font of type, a big bottle of indelible Ink, type
tweezers, type holder, ete., and full directions
for doing all kinds of printing. ALL FRER as
a special prize for promptness. Hvery Boy should
take advantage of thls  chance, Addregs THE

'FREE

Mzlzey 800 Revelutions E;
minuto, Res rﬁn;n‘;, ewift and pcwog
ful. Birongly mede of steel and brasi
handgomely nickel plated, Has bol
wheel, staam whistle and safety velve,
i iroR giand, brass boi;g d steam ches

¢ steel plno{: rod and Kusslan fro) ?l‘:m
compartmenty, lg‘ul 8:: big,

owerfal Bteam Engine ia freo to
ou for felling only 9 large, beaytis
1y tbjored packeages Mgﬁm Peh
éeds st 10¢, each, Everys
ody uy% them. Ro;
utler, Wilsonville, Ont., $aid s **
sold i geeds fn & fow minutes.!
People spid they 3!}‘«9 ne."* erfo:
vs s Post enrd today end we;
will “send the Beedn post afd.}
rder now, as we haye only & Hudte
ed %nnputy ofthese spectal Englnes
on hand, Arnold Wigeman, §lrk.
ton, Ont., seld ¢ ““My Engine is &
beauty and A grand premium for 0
Hitle” work, PRIZE SERI
©0, Dapts 415 TFToronto

‘?'4'6

%{; x«od"y’

veryhod:

b, yRapl!gcs, y

A Boe. ceriificato. free with esc packlgo?

ost eard to-day and wa wﬂyend you ths Seads

on’t delay, Edward Gllbert, Petrolea, é)nt.. saya
1t 13 4 dolsy nnd&'é

my waten in good condition.
a MEINEO
s TORONTO, Ont.

wildfire.”
Wﬂttclll‘lsa
pastpald
“1 receive ny watE
am very mueh pleased with it.,” %"
BEED ¢ o

Dy DEPT, 455

LADIES’ WATCH
ARD OPAL RiNa

e

Free

iiiand e’ Send na
R S T e O

]
congist 30’?(,. beautiln 1d - |
Lmlwt, -n&j?:%gﬁmm}x}m litlon af 4

) o world, Thess baautl
ts soll everywhe! 250., amil are Py
You sell them for pnly 156, nud give & ce’:’ﬁﬁ"&“{;
worth 50c. free with each ohe, return ths
Mo ‘y. and for your trouble ws will glve you this wmede
tul Nittic Rady’s YWateh with figé i1d hapds, o
which a large rosewith buds and lsates fa&" ANty enams
olio A4 .. as

1 rn

itxgeyen co!

nddress ek nceo:”ndm ST
;vlth!,un weelk after
»in ; s
that gtistens with all the
Ladies and girls, write-us to-day, ¥ou can
s s s ok i T

oli;hted with these L1t Tedents. !

faSh SR AR Y C6. rens s Ta

YETRUSTYON ¢
ith 2 doz large 'beouz g
¢olored pu:fual of Bwest
Pon Seeds to mell forus at
Bon o o et Bt Faten
will glve yo 3
\mhaaofual gnds on Which & large.xo

with bu f.hd leaves s oleganii
ed _in wevén coloras,

o1} f
{n¥on, Powapson, Ont., 2 A0
f:‘ii’é_xisé:m beanly. rits ué 8

nd i

rtifieate it] h o
e
; rea

Do D,%P‘R- 479 5 TORON:

ER)

HOME SPECIALTY COQ., Dept. 472, Toronto.

“ Poull & Bon” sad

£
et

: should be #ddrpased *Jobm
“all Jetters ta the editor should B2
*Northern km L g

ddressell Baitor of the



