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‘He is Not Here—He is Risen.’

At sunset on the day when Jesus was cru-
cified a vich man named Joseph of Arimathaea, ing bitterly.

And now Mary was quite alone and weep-

‘Why weepest thou?’ said the
angel.

‘Because they have taken away
my Lord, sobbed poor Mary,

‘Woman, why wespest thou?’ gaid
another voice.

Thinking perhaps it was only
one of the gardeners sopeaking,
Mary, without lifting her head to

. see, said,—

‘Oh, if you hive carried Him
hence, tell me where you have laid
Him, and I will tak: Him away’

Then the voice said, o4, so softly
and sweetly, ‘Mary.

And, looking up, she saw Jesus!
But so radiant was this risen Lord,
so unlike that sorrowful Man who
had suffered upon the cross, that
Mary could nct lcok upon His face;
so she fell down before Him and
clasped her hands lovingly about His
feet, and whispersd, ‘Master!’

‘Cling not to Me,) said Jesus, ‘but
go unto My biethren, and tell them
1 ascend unto My Father, and your
Father; and to My God, and your
God.

So Mary rese up and wentand found the dis-
ciples and said, joyour'y ‘I have teen ths Lord.!

who had begged Pilate to give him the body
_of Jesus, camip with a friend, Nicodemus, and
" took it down tmn; the cross. They laid
f*‘m body in a white MMM,
strewed spices upon it, and carried it away
into a garden. And here they buried it in a
eup, and rolled a great white stone before
the door of the cave, while some women who
loved Jem watched them nd saw where He
was laid.

"As soon as it was known where they had
buried Jesus, Pilate sent scldiers to guard the
tomb, lest the disciples should come and take
Him away.

But at night, as the soldiers were watching,
suddenly the earth shook, and the grest white
‘stone rolled away from the tomb, and an
angel was before them, seated upon the stome.
And seeing this, the soldiers were frightened,
and rushed headlong away.

At daybreak the women came back to the
garden. One of them was Mary Magdalene,
to ﬂom Jesus had been very kmd, and she
qﬁ; ‘ﬂh, if we aﬁ.oﬂly roll away the stonme
and put ‘more sweet spices upon our dear
Lord’s bodyl’ .

But when she saw that the grave was al- '
ready open, she ran off to tell the disciples,
crying bitterly,—

‘They have taken away my Lord, and I
know not where they have laid Him.’

Tut the other women stayed behind, look-
ing all around for j&u. i

‘Fear not,’ said the sweet vaice of the an-
gel. ‘He_is not here; ‘He is-risen, Gnqmctly
and tell the disciples.’ :

So they too hastened from the garden. :

When Mary came again, bnnginé with her
Peter and John, - and the disciples saw the
-empty grave, and. the linén shest l'yil\‘ on the
ground, they were so astcmlhed and east A
down that they went away without saying a
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word.

maeme U" sm SAW IESUS.*
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Easter Tide,

Buds upon the bushes, leaves upon the trees,

Daisies on the hillside, perfume on the breeze;

Happy voices singing; tunaful bells achime;

Glad eyes looking upward—this is Easter
time!

Little brooks rejoicing, sparkling in the light;

Birds with wings aflutter in tho sunshine
bright;

Up with heavenly ladder, hopes, like angels,
climb; i

Pearly gates are open—this is Easter time!

In the quiet churchyard early flowers appear;
Unseen joys and glories now are real and
dear;
Hearts in Jesus trusting, throb with faith
sublime, . ; 3
Life and resurrection! This is Easter time!
o —-Eliza Edmunds Hewitt.

An Easter Song of Hope.

A song of sunshine through the rain,
Of spring across the snow, ;
A balm to heal the hurts of pain,
A peace surpassing woe.
Lift up hour heads, ye sorrowing ones,
And be ye glad of heart,
For Calvary and Easter Day,
Earth’s saddest day and gladdest day,
Were just one day apart!

0, when the strife of tongues is loud,
And the heart of hope beats low,
When the prophets prophesy of ill,
And the mourners come and go,
In this sure thought let us abide,
And keep and stay our heart:
That Calvary and Easter day,
Earth’s heaviest day and happiest day,
Were but one day apart!
—Susan Coolidge.

R EISE LS . ST
The Date of Easter.

The annual changing of the date of Easter
is a puzzle to many. In 1894 it was on
March 25, in 1go5 on April 23, and this year
it is on April 15. Some years it may be as
early as March 21, and in others as late as
April 25, a period of five weeks intarvening be-
tween the earliest and latest dates on which
the sacred festival may be held. Easter is al-
ways the first Sunday after the full moon
which happens upon or next after March 21,
and if the full moon falls on Sunday, March
21, Easter will fall on the following Sunday,
March 28. It is arbitrarily ruled that the
paschal full moon shall never fall later than
April 18, although a consistent method of
scientific computation and instrumental de-
termination would make it sometimes fall on
April 19. ;

The name Easter, like the names of the

days of the week, is a survival from the old
Teutonic mythology. It is derived from Eos-
tre, or Ostara, the Anglo-Saxon goddess of
spring, in whose honmor the ancients held a
fostival every April. Seven movable feasts
depend on Faster for the date of their annual

recurrence. They are Septuagesima Sunday,
Ash Wednesday, Palm Sunday, and Good Fri-
day, which precede it, and Ascension Day,
Whitsunday, and Trinity Sunday, which fol-
low it.—Selected.

Easter Memories of the Holy
City.

(By Miss Mary Brownson, in the ‘Presby-
trian Banner,)

The great object of desire to a traveller in
the Holy Land is the sight of Jerusalem. Nor
is it wonderful that this is so. For much of
marvellous interest clusters about it in the
history of God’s chosen people throughout the
0ld Testament times; in it much of the work
and teaching of our Lord was done; and all
the tremendous events of the death and re-
surrection centred here. In spite of much
that is disenchanting to one who walks the
streets, in spite of the doubt which hangs over
nearly every sacred site, the Christian heart
still feels it to be ‘The.city of our God’—the
place especially appointed by Him for the
making of His glory unto the ends of the
earth. One comes here into a new sympathy
with the ardent love felt by the Jew for his
cityy, and the words of the psalmist echo in
his ears:

‘Beautiful in elevation, the joy of the whole
earth,

Is Mount Zion.

The city of the great King.

God hath made Himself known in her pal-
aces for a refuge.
£ £ & £
Walk about Zion and go round about her;

Number ye the towers thereof;

Marlk ye weil her bulwarks;

Congider her palaces;

That ye may tell it to the generation fol-
lowing,

For this God is our God forever and ever;
He will be our guide even unto death.

The lofty situation of Jerusalem is what

 perhaps first and most vividly impresses a

visitor. The city lies on a plateau of lime-
stone about twenty-five hundred feet above
the level of the Mediterranean; but the deep
valleys of Hinnom and the Kidron, by which
it is- surrounded, very much increase its ap-
parent height. Standing below and yiewing
the precipitous ascent crowned by the city
walls thirty-eight feet high, one realizes what
a stronghold it must have been in ancient
times. One sees why the Hebrews always
spoke of going ‘up’ to Jerusalem. That ex-
pression was appropriate, no matter from
what direction the traveller came.

On the north side the ground falls away
more gradually. It was in this direction that
the city grew in its times of prosperily, ex-
tending far beyond the limits of the ancient
walls. The new portion of the city now is
spread over these northern slopes; and it sur-
prises one to see what a large area is cover-
ed by new and handsome houses, and how
much building is going on at the present time

But the natural avenue of growth was also

the weak point in s2asons of danger. ' For
every foe attacked Jerusalem from the north;
every victorious army entered from that side.
At the time of the Roman conquest Titus en-
camped with his forces before the northern
wall, one legion—the Tenth—occupying the
Mount; of Olives.

It is a very attractive picture which is pre-
sented to the eye as ome views the city from
the suburbe. And its appearance must have
been much more beautiful in the time of our
Lord, under the fostering care of Herod, as it
was also in the far earlier days of Solomon.

The finest view of Jerusalem is obtained
from the eastern hills. To reach this point of
view one may ride or walk about the walls,
or passing out Saint Stephen’s Gate descend
at once into the valley of the Kidron.

Here one usually sees a nnmb3r of the lepers
who frequent this road, pressing closely upon
passersby and begging for heip. There a:e
about a hundred lepers in Jerusalem. - The
Turkish government maintains a hospital for
them, but they will not remain in it, prefer-
ing to gain a livelihood by begging. No de-
scription of the horrors of leprosy quite pre-
pares one for the sizht of these deformed, hid-
eougly distorted bodies. I think the marvel
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of the love of our Lord for poor diseased hu-
manity burst upon me in a new light, as I
felt myself shrinking with an intense repul-
sion from one of these lepers, in a very agony
of fear that he would touch me. It was with
a reverent wonder that I opened the Gospel ac-
cording to Mark that mnight to read these
words:

‘And there came a leper to Him, beseceching
Him and kneeling down to Him and saying to

Him, “If thou wilt thou canst make me clean.”.

‘And Jesus, moved with compassion, put
forth His hand and touched him, “I will; be
thou clean.”’

Crossing the bed of the Kidron and climbing
the Mount of Olives by means of the narrow,
winding, stony road leading to the summit
one reaches the little chapel of the Ascension,
from whose roof he can see the city spread
out before him as our Lord must oftenest have
seen it. The Temple area is fully exposed to
view, the great Mosque of Omar rising in the
midst of the court, over the Rock of Sacrifice
upon which Abraham stood years ago ready

to offer up his beloved son if this were God’s

will for him, In the eastern wall is the mas-
sive Golden Gate, long ago walled up by the
Moslems. There is an Arab tradition that at
some future time, on a Friday, a Christian
conqueror will enter here and take Jerusalem
for his own.

Many Christians believe that it is waiting
for the opening touch of the Lord Himself at
His second coming. Back of the Temple ared
may be seen in the German Lutheran church
dedicated in 1898 on the occasion of the
Kaiser's visit to Palestine, the dome of the
Church of the Sepulchre and many minarets
and towers., The sunlight floods the whole
scene with a radiance which - seems to the
imagination to be a glory indescribable.

Turning from the city ome surveys the
Mount itself, green with olive and fig trees
and with here and there an apricot or haw~
thorn. Kafr-et-Tur, a poor little village, lies
almost at one’s feet. East of the village is a
large Russian church and nearby a great six-
storied tower from which a magnificent view

may be obtained. At the foot of the purple-
clad mountains which bound the eastern hori-

zon are the deep blue waters of the Dead Sea,
seemingly so mear to us that it is only with
an effort one remembers that it is nearly four
thousand feet below his own level and many
hours away. Running north from it is the
green line of the Jordan valley.

Winding about the nearer slopes lies the
white ribbon of the Bethany road, the village
itself being comcealed Dy the hills. Not far
from it is the marrow, uneven pathway which
is believed to have been the road in the time
of our Lord. Over that way Jesus and his
disciples passed many times on their jour-
neys between the quiet l_xome of His friends

(See following Page).

LOYAL CANADIANS

Are Going to Wear a Maple Leaf on
Dominion Day Next.

R

It is fitting that in these days of growth
and prospeérity we do more than we have
been in the habit of dong by way of ce ebrat-
ing our great national holiday. Dominion
Day is a great day because it commemorates

the confederation of Upper and Lower Canada,

and the laying of the plans for the larger na-
tion that now is—and the larger still that
scon will be,

It is the more necessary that we cultivate
a pride in our great Dominion that we may
the more speedily infuse the great hordes that
are coming to our fair land with a like pride.
Many of taem speak a ctrange tingue 2nd have
stranger ideas, but they can see a fiag, and
they can ssc a maple leaf, and theu: will tell
them of the love and pride that we have for
our country, and they soon will hoist the
Canadian Flag and wear the Canadian Em-
blem with a like enthusiasm,

With this in view we have order:d a large
supply of very beautifully colored maple leaf
brooches and stick or cravat pirs, in hard
enamel and inlaid. See announcement on "acv
page. The latter part of ths announcement
will greatly interest scholars of day and Sun-
day Schools. :
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and the City of the Great King. Over it He
passed on the day of His triumphal entry,
while the hosannas of the multitude filled
the air. And somewhere on that road He
paused as the first glimpse of the city e¢ame to
Him, to weep over the blindness of the in-
habitants, from whose eyes were hid ‘the
things which belong unto peace.

Near the base of the Mount in the Kidron

» valley, is the Garden of Gethsemane. It is no
doubt much smaller now than when it was
the faverite retreat of Jesus and His disciples;
but it seems reasonably sure that it covers a
part of the sacred locality. It is now a close-
ly walled enclosure about seventy paces
square, the property of Franciscan monks. Its
central portion is bright with flowers which
grow about the roots of eight very ancient
olive trees. It is mnot mecessary to believe
that these trees are two thousand years old.
They stand probably in almost the places oc-
cupied by their predecessors, and they per-
petuate the memories of that holy spot where
the final agonies of our Saviour began ‘for us
men and our salvation.

Retracing his steps from this point the
traveller may enter Jerusalem by Saint Ste-
phen’s gate, to come at once upon the scenes
of the last hours of the Son of man. For the
street upon which the Gate opens is the Via
Dolorosa, :

On the left hani side just inside the wail
are the Turkish banacks, occupying the site
of the Castle of Antonia and the Praetorium
of Hered, why.c our Saviour's trial was held.
On the othe: side of the narrow ‘way of grief’
are the church and convent of Ecce Homo, al-
60 upon part of the palace ground. An old
Roman arch spans the street here and is built
into the convent wall. Possibly on this very
spot the Lord was brought out by Pilate,

thorn-crowned, ' reed-sceptred, while the Gov-

ernor said to the multitude: ‘Behold the
Man!’

Down wunder the church remains of an an-
cient Roman pavement have been lately dis-
covered upon which diagrams for the playing
of games had been roughly scratched. It may
be that here the soldiers whiled away their
leisure hours, and that here they led Jesus af-
ter the trial that they might mock amd tor-
ment Him,

From this point the Via Dolorosa runs west-
ward to the Holy Sepulchre, a narrow, wind-
ing way with overhanging arches at short in-
tervals,

The Catholic Church counts fouiteen sta-
tions of the cross here, marred by tablets set
in the wall. Two only of the incidents com-
memorated are memtioned in the Scriptures;
they are tbe transfer of the cross to Simon of
Cyrene at the city gate and the meeting with
the women of Jerusalem,

The Church of the Holy Sepulchre stands on
the site of the original building erected by
Helena, the mother of Constantine in 336 A.D.,
and covers the traditional place of the tomb
-of Joseph of Arimathea, in which Jesus was
buried. By means of later additions it has
been made to cover most of the traditional
sites connected with the crucifixion, The
vast central chamber of the building is called
the rettinda of the Sepulchre. Its walls are
lined with chapels belonging to the five sects
of Christians who hold the church in common
—the Greeks, Latins, Armenians, Copts, Syri-
ans. The Sepulchre stands in the centre of
the rotunda; it is really a chapel, twenty-

seven feet long and sewenteen feet wide, fac--

ing the east. Its front is covered with pic-
tures, immense colored candles and swinging
oil lamps. Through the door one enters a lit-

tle vestibule called the Angel's Chapel, and @3 of the Court,’ the new Nerial
stoops to pass through a very low opening at §% ning in the

o
S

six feet square. Here twenty-four beautiful 53

the back, into the tiny vault of the tomb, only

and costly lamps hang over the tombstone
‘marble siab used as an altar.

So intensely jealous of each other are the £3 remembered.
sects of Christians who own the church and 33

worship here that the government cannot al-
low the keys to be kept by any one denomina-
tion. The office of custodian is hereditary in
a Moslem family, some members of which are

~always in attendance near the door, regaling

themsslves during the long hours of waiting,
with coffee. and tobacco. B

- Turkizh coldiers are alsp on guard for the

purpese of keeping order among the worship-

pers, and on Sundays and feast days, when
the danz:r of twinult is greatest, the force is

——————

rintendent

largely increased. Upon an enlightened fol-
lower of the Lord Jesus the discovery of this
state of affairs produces a profound and most
painful impression. The bitter hatred felt
by each sect for those who should be their fel-
low citizens in the heavenly kingdom, the
continual striving of each to gain a point of
vantage over every other ome naturally wimns
for all who bear the name of Christ the con-
tempt of Mohammedans, and dishonors the
Master in the house of His friends. One re-
members here, almost with a rush of tears,
the intensity of the Lord’s intercessory prayer
—‘that they may all be one; that the world
may believe that thou didst send me.’

But the weight of opinion in modern days
is against the traditional site of the crucifix-
ion, and we realize this with a great throb of
relief, as we see its desecration. The careful
studies of learned archaeologists seem to
make it extremely probable if not almost cer-
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widespread belief has arisen that this is the
true Calvary. It is just beside the great
northern highway, and the ground slopes away
from it so gently on the north and east that
a great crowd could have assembled near it in
days when the land was not closely built up-
on, The hill is the only prominent elevation
in the neighborhood, and it is high enough to
malke its summit visible for a considerable
distance. The southern end is precipitous, and
has two small caves high up in its ledge of
rock. It is said that when the evening sun
gilds this surface of the hill and throws the
caves into deep shadow an observer can eas-
ily see a resemblance to a skull in the knoll
itself.

A number of Moslem tombs are found here;
but except for these the hill is quite bare. Its
top has a scanty covering of grass sprinkled
with flowets., It does not require a violent
effort of the imagination to banish present

THE CHURCH OF THE HOLY SEPULCHRE.

tain that tie site of tle Church of the Holy
Sepulchre was within the city walls at the
time of Jesus’ death. It could not then have
been the scene of the event; for we know that
Jesus also, that he might sanctify the people
through His own blood, suffered without the
gate.

There is a little hill to the north of the city,
opposite the Damascus’ Gate, and back about
five hundred feet from it, toward which the
eyes of Christians turn with keen interest in
these later days. It fulfils so many of the re-
quirements of the Scripture narrative that a

surroundings and to restore the setting of the
original scene. One feels that its own appar-
ent suitability and its conformity to necessary
conditions are enough to warrant a belief that
this is the most sacred spot on earth to a sin-
cere follower of the Lord.

Here He ‘bare our sins in His body upon the
tree’; very near this spot his precious body
was laid in the tomb by the mourning gisci-
ples; and there on Easter morning the angel
watcher proclaimed to the women his joyful
tidings: ‘He is not here; for He is risen, even
as He said!’

NEW ' MESSENGER’

STORY COUPON,

S We have been most fortunate in securing ‘Saint Cecilia

Story that has just finished run- ,
‘S3.8. Times’ and was so much appreciated and
talked about. The Sunday School teachers who have read
a w2 it will agree with us that it is just the best possible kind

s«é of story for the ‘Messenger’, and one that will be long

‘ , It will run for about three months
during which such of your friends who have
never taken the ‘Messenger’ may unite to form
@ a club of three or more at TEN cents each.

‘SUNDAY SCHOOLS that have not been taking
the ¢ Messenger ’ may have it while the story,
i runs at the rate of FIVE cents per scholar in
& quantities of ten or more. :

*

Meosrs.
John Dougall
& 8Son,
Publishers,
/' ‘Witness’ Building,
Montreal.

Dear Sirs:—
been taking the
er’nor has it
) ny home for over
a . 1would like to take it on

trial for three months beginning with
the first issue of the new serial entitled
“8t. Cecilia.” o

Name of new Subscriber.....viviveiiiaviningain,

AGATERE: v visvarsaine R T PR TR TTY T v



Hope Immortal,

Flowers die not in the winter-tide
Although they wake in spring;

Pillowed 'neath mounds of flescy snow

While skies are gray and storm-winds blowt
' All patiently they bide, S

Fettered by frost, and bravely wait

And trust in spring or soon or late.

Hope dies not in the winter-tide

- Though sore it long for spring,

‘Cool morn may ripen to hot noom, -

And evening dusks creep all too s00%
‘The noon-day sun to hide,

But through the night there stir and thrill

The sleeping strengths of life and will,

For souls thers comes a winter-tide,

For souls there blooms a spring;
Though winter days may linger long,
And snows be deep and frosts be strong

And faith be sorely tried,

When Christ shall shine, who is the Sumn,
Spring-time shall be for everyone.

Oh, mighty God of winter-time!

Oh, loving Lord.of spring!
Come to our hearts this Easter-day,
Melt all the prisoning ice away

And evermore abide, ;
Making both good and ill to be
Thy blessed opportunity.

—Susgan Coolidge.

Is it Sprinkled?

A Passover Easter Story

(By M. Hickley, in the Australian ‘Christian
World.”) :

Ts it sprinkled?’
question asked by two little Jewish girls—one
in Egypt and one in Rome, Ireme, the little
heroine of my story, asked it in Rome, thous-
ands of years after it had been asked by that
other in Egypt. . :

It was a lovely Roman Spring, A.D., 61. The
Passover season was in full swing; but, as St.
Paul had been preaching for many a year,
there was a good result in many a poor Jaw-
ish home. The Passover Festival had for them
a new meaning this year. In some humble
hearts there was ringing for the first .ti/m‘e the
Easter song that echoes still loudsr and swest-
er to-day, ‘Christ our Passover is sacrificed for
us therefore let us keep the feast’ In the

This was the anxious

poor room of a small house beyond the Tiber,
in the overcrowded Jewish quarter, a young
widow was sitting. On a stool at her feet
with her large dark eyes fixed upon her mo-
ther's face, listening, sat Irene, her only child.
She was a ‘delicate, timid child of eight, al-
most morbidly sensitive in temperament.
Though my story is of Iréme, I must here
say a word concerning her mother. She had
married a Greek, through whose influence she
.had grown cold and indifferent to her Jewish
faith. But a year ago she had lost her hus-
band, and sickness and poverty had brought
her to herself. First, thers had been a return
“to the synagogue scrvice, and recently she
had been introduced by a friend to the pri-
soner Paul, from whom she had learnt the

_ faith in Christ. Her desolate heart had read-
ily opened to receive ‘The Man of Sorrows.’
‘And thus it came to pass that she was among
the number of those to whom this Passover
with its Easter light was the gladest season
she had ever known.

BOYS AND GIRLS:&==-

It was but the day before that on which
our story opens that Irene had accompanied
her mother to the wonderful stranger’s lodg-
ing. What he said had passed unheeded over
her little head, she was more taken up with
the tall and rigid soldier who guarded him.

From physical suffering she had always
shrank, and although so young had often been
in bondage through fear of death; and the
clank of the chain, as Paul, veh:mz2nt and pas-
sionate in speech = held up his hand, exclaim-
ing, thrilled her heart with horror. Baut
though she heeded not the prisoner’s words,
she never forgot the look on his face. Small
and insignificant in person and looking the
more o0 in contrast with his guard, there was
just that in -his face which arrested atten-
tion. Keen, eager, almost passionate as he
denounced the hardness of the Jewish hearts
around him in Rome, yet he melted into such
intense pathos of tone and manner, that Irene
mlmost wept, she hardly knew why. And
when she and her mother left, the great Apos-
tle had .laid his chaimed hand gently on her
dark head saying tenderly:

‘God be gracious to thee, my child.  May
Christ, the Good Shepherd, gather thee in His
arms.” And at the words Irene's heart went
out towards him. To-day she had been sit-
ting at her mother’s knee asking questions
about the chained prisoner, and her mother
had been telling her the story of the Crucifix-
ion and Resurrection which had brought to
her own heart so much joy. From thence the
talk had drifted into the past, and the story
of the first Passover was retold. Irene’s eyes
grew large and eager, as she heard of that
awful night in Egypt, and the slaying of the
firstborn. Already her vivid imagination had
pictured the scene, and she shuddered. She
hersslf was a firstborn, how would she have
felt had she been. there? In an awestruck
voice she asked, ‘Suppose a father had for-
gotten to put the bloed upon the door, albeit
he had killed a lamb, thinkest thou, mother,
that a little girl, firstborn, like me, must still
have died?’ : i

‘Aye, my child, full surely,” answered her
mother. ‘For said 'mot the Lord Jehdvah,
«When I see the blood I will pass over. Me-
thinks that were it not on the door the Angel
of Death must needs have entered.”

‘And new, my little girl, will I tell thee a
story, which thy question had brought to
mind, a story which has come down from fa-
ther to som. Thy grandfather was a learned
Rabbi, and when I was a little one like thee,
I sat on his knee and heard it from him.

It came to pass that in a certain family in
Egypt, there was but one little girl well be-
loved. With beating heart had she heard it
said that, at midnight, the Angel o_f Death
would be abroad slaying the firstborn in every
house where no blood was sprinkled. Ere the
sun was down she, in company with her par-
ents, had partaken of the Passover lamb. She
knew in truth that the lamb was slain, had
she not also seen the basin and thg_ hyssop
laid ready? Soon was she in her little bed
asleap. But her sleep was troubled, and in
the evil dreams that haunted her she seemed
to see the avenging angel approaching with
the stroke of doom. Terrified she awoke.

«Father! father!’ she cried. ‘Hath the blood
indeed been sprinkled?’ 5

‘Yea, my child,
father from anear, and-—comforted—the tired
eyelids closed again in sleep. :

But not for long, many times during the
evening the little one awoke, each time with
the frightened cry—

‘Father! father! hath the blood indeed been

sprinkled?’ :

‘Each time had her father answered, ‘Yea,
my child, it hath’ And verily thought he
that he spoke but the truth, for had he not
deputed his most trusted servant to strike it
there?

‘But as midnight drew near once again woke
the child, and sobbing, wailed she—Father,
oh my father art sure the blood is sprinkled?
So grievous was her fear that her father en-
tered and took the trembling one into his
bosom and strove to soothe her. Then with
arms tightly clasped around his neck she
whispered— :

‘I would like to see it.for myself, take me
to the doorpost, father, that I may see with
mine own eyes the sprinkled blood.

it hath) so answered her

X
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, “Then carried he the little maiden thither.
i Lamp in hand he sallied forth, pointing, smil-
H ing as they passed the blood basin and the
‘ hyssop. My little one need have no fear. Be-
hold the blood. But even as he spoke they had
reached the threshold. How awful was the
darkness without, He shuddered at the angry
: flashes in the midnight gky, and the mighty
;. thunder’s peal. But holding up the light, he
: was about chidingly to sav—“See the blood,
: Behold the pledge of thy safety.,” When a
great and strong cry of agony broke on him
] and mighty beads of sweat on a sudden ga-
thered on his brow, for there was no blood
upon the door, and it wanted only a few min-
e utes to the hour of doom.
{ ‘My God, my God,” he cried, ‘have pity, have
patience, smite not yet’ And giving the ter-
! rified child to the white-faced mother, he
sprang for the basin and the hyssop. It was
but a second and then upon the doorpost and
the lintel, gleamed red and wet the sprinkled
blood.

‘Now, indeed, are thou safe, my child, my
firstborn, my alll’ sobbingly cried he. = And
lifting up the child that she might see it for
herself, he exclaimed, ‘Behold the blood, my
child, the piedge of thy safety. Then closed
he' the doors, and even as ke did so, the wail-
ing on every side commenced, and that ‘great
cry’ arose, from broken hearts, over their
firstborn, from the king in his palace, to the
maid servant behind the  iill’

which was almost a groan. It was mow dark,
or her mother wou!d have been pained at the
white scared face at her knees. The story
had seized on her too active imagination, and
long after her unconscious mother was asleep,
she lay awake with the horror of it. In ‘her
troubled sleep she seemed to hear the thum-
derbolts of doom as they fell on the devoted
firstborn, and above it all she caught ever
and anon the fearful questioning wail of the
little girl—Is it sprinkled father? Is it
sprinkled?’

~

* * * *

Three years had passed, and now day by
day came stories to that little room of the
horrible deaths awaiting the followers of the
Crucified.

Persecution of the Christians, subsequent on
the gréat fire which destroyed half Rome, had
reached its height, suspicion having fallen on
the Jewish community whose quarters had re-

mained unharmed in the general conflagration
—it was but a step further to fix it more cer-
tainly on the smaller Hebrew-Christian sec-
tion, hated alike by both Jew and Gentile.
Hence the terrified destruction which now be-
_ fell the infant Church in Rome, in which it is
likely that most of St. Paul’s converts perish-
ed. What wonder, then, that Itene and
her mother lived in fear of death from hour
to hour. The former now a fragile child of
eleven, had none of her nervous, shrinking
temperament. -

At the last Passover Season in the Spring
of this very year «of persecution, Irens had
once again induced her mother to retell the
Jewish legend which had for her such a grue-
some fascination. By this time she had been
baptized, and was called a Christian. How
was it then she asked herself, that she
was still so fearful, that there hung over her

~ even that fear of death, and the great here-
- after, which had haunted her for so many
years?

. The poor child lived in an agony of sus-
pense and fear as day by day the stories of
death and destruction reached her and her
mother. For now the great enemy who tor-
ments morbid souls had added the bitterest
drop of all, suggestions of a cruel death, and
then— what then? Everlasting separation
from her mother. For her mother was a true
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- over story, in that her trouble had at least
-an actual solution. When the oft repeated
.question, ‘Is ‘it sprinkled?” ‘haunted her
dreams, and she waked to kmow that it was
Rome and not Egypt, and

- with no material blood and hyssop, s
_ fell to wishing that she had.” For that tro

ae least a tangible one,

death from her mo

“ariis, Do I ake R ifthey’wtg{d

As the story ended Ireme drew a deep sigh’

. child of God—a feal Christian. But wis she?
g ~Ab, this she did not know. Poor little lamb.
P She envied the little girl of the Pass-

w if the Blood of

meet again on tie other side? And so, tossed
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hither and thither, ever recurred the old ques-
tion, ‘Am I safe? Is it sprinkled?’

At length the day came when Irene and
her mother were hunted with the rest out of
their poor home, and driven across the Tiber
in the direction of the palace of the Caesats,
and the Colosseum. They were herded toge-
ther in loathesome cells, await ng the moment
when, to please tae bloodthirsty Roman
populace, they should be thrust forth as meat
for beasts and sport for men. Irene had clung
to her mother in an agoeny of fear as they
were driven in a threng down the crowded
streets, cursed and execrated. So exhausted
was she, that on their arrival at their tem-
porary prisen, she had fallen upon the filthy
stiaw, and almost at once merciful sieep had
overpowered her.

All through tke long night that followzd
her mother sat watching the little pale face,
across which the moonbeams struck, praying
that her little timid ons might have grace and
courage for the morrow’s tortures. And her
prayer was heard. She noticed that as Irene
slept she smiled. And as the early dawn of
that August morning lightened the loathesome
spot where slept or prayed groups of wan-
faced Christians, Irene sat up suddenly, and
her watching mother hardly recognized in the
radiant face lifted to hers the pinched terror-
struck one of yesterday and of the days gone
by. Irene crept into Frer mother’s arms and
sighed contentedly as she whispered, ‘Mother!
I have seen the Crucified One. And oh, He is
so beautiful! He came to me in the night, and
I heard Him say, “Suffer the little children to
come unto Me” So I crept into His kind
arms, mother, just as I am now jn thine. And
then I heard Him say—I can’t remember all,
but these words I know He said—‘The blood
of sprinkling is on thee—on thee, my child.”
Oh mother, mother, I am safe! I have no fear
now. To-morrow we will die together, and
go to Him like that thief the geod prisoner
Paul told us about, to-morrow we cthall be
with Him in Paradise. Oh, now I am so glad
to die, so glad!’

And so it came to pass, that when the great
doors through which the condemned passed
into the arena were swung back, and whips
plied to the hindermost drove the deyoted
throng of Christians, young and 0ld, into the
amphitheatre, Irene stepped fearlessly on to
the arena, where lay patches of blood in dark
purple pools, and where already snarled and
roared wild beasts. Yes, there was blood
everywhere, and Irene suddenly thought of
the little girl in Egypt, safe, safe behind the
blood-stained portal. Then a panther leapt
upon her, as his prey; but it seemed to her
that, above his gleaming teeth and fierce eyes,
she could see the face of Kim who had
visited her in the night; neither did she heed
the beast’s angry growl, on account of the
sweet voice' that sounded so clearly in her
ear. ‘The blood of sprinkling is on thee, my
child. Thou art safel’

Thus did the Good Shepherd gather the
frightened lamb in His arms, as prayed ghe
prisoner Paul, when Iréne and her mother died
amongst the noble army of martyrs,

What Will Come?

The eggs in the nightingale’s nest transform
into plumage and song;

Out of the acorn at last comes the oak tree

: stately and strong;

Out of the savage soul, out of the thrall and
the slave :

Come patriot, martyr and saint, the noble,
the true and the brave; ;

Out of poor ignorance, truth, and out of man’s
fetters, release; s S S

Qut of the tempest the calm, -and out of the

_gwee ace. = :

‘battle sweet pe~ : Tected.

- A Bagster Bible Free.
Send three new subscriptions to the ‘North-
ern Messenger at forty cents each for one

year, and receive a nice Bagster Bible, bound -

" {o black pebbled cloth with red
‘in blac ‘Pe_: ath or Day School.

edges, suit-

countries, except United States and its dependencies;
‘also Great Britian and Ireland, Transvaal, Bermuda,
Barbadoes, British Honduras, Ceylon, Gambia,

_Sarawak, Bahama Islands, and Zapzibar. No ex-
- tra charge for postage in ‘the countries named.

heavily to the flor.

+ Montreal and 1'\;bu{;b§; or foreign

Arise

Our lives are too often graves in which the
best possibilities of moral and spifitual beau-
ty and strength lie sleeping. Perhaps not one
of us is living at his best. There are better
things in our goul than have been brought out.
There is more love lying in our heart—sym-
pathy, compassicn, gentleness, helpfulness—
than "has yet been callel out into service.
There are undeveloped possibilities of useful-
ness in everyone’s heart and hand. Many of
our lives are like the trees in orchards and
forests, all over the land, these early spring
days, waiting for the warm sunshine and
gentle rains to call out their foliage and
fruits; we need the warm south wind of God’s
love and of the Holy Spirit to woo out the
blessed possibilities that are sleeping.—The
‘Standard.

—_———

The Little Lad,

Choir practice to-night at St. Paul’'s. The
light falling on the stained glass windows
gives to passers-by mo hint of the beautiful
colors that charm the eye when the light is
outside instead of in.

Soft, low notes float gently on the quiet air,
The organist is playing while the choir is ga-
thering, 2

The clock points to seven as a tall, slender’
boy comes hurriedly down the aisle, and the
Kown fades from the brow of the little pro-

US80s. <

‘Ah, at last!’” he exclaimed; f‘one moment
more and you would have been late, Morrell.’

It is not often that a choir boy is late at
St. Paul’'s. It is too difficult to get into the
leading choir of the city for any boy to risk
a dismissal. In fact, Dwight Morrell is the
only one of the twenty who would dare come
50 near as this to being late; but Morrell has
the finest voice of them all—and is perfectly
well aware of that fact,

He glances at the clock with a careless smile
that exasperates the fiery little director, who
calls out sharply, ‘We will begin at once.” The
rehearsal goes on, but it is not satisfactory
to .the professor. He glances impatiently
once or twice at Morrell, Finally he raps an-
grily on the table with his baton.

‘Stop! stop! That will not do, Morrell. You
are not singing well to-night.

The hot color flashes to the boy’s face. A
quick retort trembles on his tongue, but he
dces not quite dare to utter it. He does mot
realizeé how clearly his feeling is written on
his face. The professor understands as well
as if he had spoken.

‘If you are not willing to practice, Mr. Mor-
rell, T can find someone who will) he says,
brusquely.

Morrell stared angrily and bit his lip. He
had been so long the leading singer of St.
Paul’'s choir, that it had never occurred to him
that he could be dispensed with. That the
professor must have some one else in view, or
he would never have ventured such a reproof,
seemed to him certain. He choked down his
furious anger, and said, coldly:

‘Can we try that passage again, sir?

This time there were no false notes, and
the professor’s brow cleared. ' ‘That is better,’
he said, heartily, as the last sweet notes died
away.

The rehearsal over, the boys quickly dis-
appeared. Half a dozen of them left the
church together, Dwight Morrell among them.

‘What ailed the professor to-night, any-
how?’ he begam, then—‘Get out of the way,
you little beggar,” he burst out, angrily, to 2

pale-faced little fellow who was leaning on

his crutch, in the vestibule. As he spoke, his
foot hit the crutch, which went flying down

_the steps, and the boy, with a sharp cry, feil

Morrell half started as if to help the boy

up, but another was before him—a bright-

faced lad, who sprang forward, and, lifting

‘the little fellow to his feet, held him till an-
_other boy handed up the crutch.

“If you meant to do that, Diwight Morrell, it
was a mean, cowardly trick, exclaimed = the

* bright-faced boy, his blue eyes blazing with
“honest indignation as they looked straight in-
to Morrell’s black ones. ;

Morrell shrugged his shoulders. ‘Much ado

_about nothing,’ he quoted, airily, and went
down the steps without a2 backward glance.
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‘What was that little wretch doing there,
anyhow?’ he said to his chum, Dick Wilson,
who had stood silently by duning this little
episode, and=now walked on with him. Dick
was Morrell’s ardent admirer; he could see no
fault in his friend.

‘He’s Matthew’s nephew, I believe,’ he said;
‘came to live with him lately. Matthews is
down with chills’n’ fever ’n’ that little chap is
doing his work at the church/’

‘Humph!’ growled Morrell.
sexton he is—for St. Paul’'s, But say, Dick,
what did ail the professor to-night? He
never dared come down on me like that be-
fore.’

‘He was mighty peppery to-night—that’s a
fact, said Dick. Then, with a side glance at
his friend, he added hesitatingly, ‘His son is
back from Germany. They say he’s no end
of a singer.

Morrell was silent for a moment. His heart
beat quickly, and the blood rushed to his head.
‘So that’s what it means,’ he said, presently.
‘The professor wamts to pick a quarrel with
me, so’s to have an excuse for turning me off
’n’ putting his gon in my place.

‘Looks kinder that way,’ assented Dick;
‘but you needn’t ter bother. I don’t believe he
can sing any better'n you can.

Morrell raised his head proudly. His be-
lief in his own musical ability was unlimit-
ed. He made up his mind that at the next
rehearsal he would astonish the professor a
little.

Whether or no the professor was astonished,
certainly he was well pleased with the next
rehearsal. His face beamed with satisfaction
as he listened to Morrell’s fine rendering of
the solo on Easter morning when the great
church would be thronged with the strangers
who would come to hear St. Paul’s choir.

‘Very well—very well, Mr. Morrell, he said.
‘If you sing as well as that next Sunday I
shall have no fault to find. You have done
well this evening,’ and he dismissed them
with a gracious smile,

Two persons were sitting near the door at
the back of the church as the boys passed out.
One was the little pale-faced cripple with his
crutch at his side, eH loved to sit in the
semi-darkness and listen to the sweet music
that made him happier than anything else in
the world. The other was a tall, slender lad
with very dark hair and eyes.

‘The professor’s som, whispered ' Dick, in
Morrell’s ear. .

Morrell scowled at both the occupants of
the back pew as he passed. ‘Choice company
he keeps, he said, half aloud, to Dick.

‘What makes you hate that little kid so?’
Dick asked, curiously, as they walked on to-
gethe:. ‘

‘Oh, he makes me sick. Cripples and hunch-
backs ought to be shut up for life, like luna-
tics and murderers, said Morrell, roughly.
‘I'd as soon see a snake as a cripple any time.

‘Pretty hard on the cripples,’ Dick reémarked.
‘I reckon they wouldn’t be that way if they
could help it.

‘Probably not, said Morrell, carelessly; ‘but
come, let us talk of something pleasanter.

The next rehearsal was the last before Eas-
ter. Morrell was there; but he looked pale
and ill, and asked to be excused from sing-
ing. ‘I've taken a heavy cold he said, un-
easily, ‘and I guess I'll have to save myself
up for Sunday. I’ll be right by that time, I'm
sure.’ .

The professor readily excused him, but
shook his head as he looked after him. ‘I
doubt if he’s all right by Sunday, he said to
himself; ‘he looks to me as if he were in for a
fit of sickness.

The profe‘ss&r had taken a fancy to Mat-
thews’ little nephew, and often sent him on
errands, for which he paid him well. He
sent him the day after the rehearsal to in-
quire how Morrell was. The servant who
answered the bell took the boy upstairs to see
Mrs. Morrell. He could hear her falking to
her son in the next room.

‘But, Dwight,’ she was saying, ‘what is the
use? You might just as well send 'the profes-
cor word that you can’t sing next Sunday. You
¥now that the doctor will not hear of your
‘going out so soon.’ >

And then Morrell’s voice, so thick and hoars®
trat the boy in this next room would not
have recognized it, answered, fretfully:

I must be well. I must sing Easter. = If I
don’t Il lose my place. They say the pro-
fe3sor’s son has a solendid voice, and if he

‘Pretty-looking

sings Easter in my place—he’ll have it for
good—that’s all. Oh, if I only knew somebody
who would sing for me just this once, and not
try to get my place, he groaned.

A little pale face—a slight, twisted body
appeared in the doorway. Morrell’s face was
covered with his hands. He looked up as a
clear voice spoke beside his bed.

‘Mr. Morrell, if the professor will let me, I
thin'’k I can sing the solo for you, Easter.

‘You, said Morrell; ‘what do you mean?’

‘Of course, I can’t sing it half as well as
you can, said the little fellow, modestly;
‘but you know I've been there at all the choir
practice, and the part you sing is the most
beautiful of all, I couldn’t help learning it,
and I've sung it pretty often at home. Ill
sing it for you, now, ’n’ you can see if I'll do
—if the professor will let me,’ he added shyly.

‘Sing! sing!’ said Morrell, with feverish
eagerness. And standing there in his shabby
clothes, leaning on his crutch, the child sang
in a voice as sweet and thrilling as any mea-
dow lark’s—the beautiful Easter music. He
looked anxiously at the sick boy as he finish-
ed.

‘Will it do? he said; ‘the gown would
cover this, you know, touching his crutch. ‘I’d
be so glad to do it for you, if I can do it well
enough, 'n’ you wouldn’t be ’fraid I'd try to
get your place, you know.

Morrell had covered his face again #ow, and
tears were running down his flushed cheeks.

‘Do, he said, when he could speak; ‘you
sing it better than I ever did. I’'m sure the
professor will let you take my place, and, and
—. He held out his hand to the little lad.
‘I've acted like a brute to you, but honestly,
I didn’t mean to kick your crutch that night
in the vestibule’

‘Oh, that's all right’ said the little lad,
cheerfully. ‘’Course I knew you didn’t.A fel-
low that can sing as you can couldn’t be s0
mean as that. Il go and ask the professor,
and he hurried away as fast as he could limp.

Some who listened to the Easter music at
St. Paul's were disappointed because Dwight
Morrell did not sing; but the clear child-voice
that sang the solo in his stead sent to many
a heart a strangely sweet thrill that lived in
the memory long after that Easter service
was fogotten.

And the little 1ad from that time on lived
no more with Matthews, the janitor, for the
professor took him into his own hops - and
trained his voice so well that in the years
that followed many a one would havs been
willing to use a crutch as he did if also 18
might have had a voice that could so move
human hearts.—‘Independent.) .

Why We Use Eggs at Easter.

(By Katherine' E. Megee, in the ‘Presbyterian
ol Banner.’)

The use of eggs at Easter is universal” and
has been for many centuries. Indeed, the
custom may be traced to the early Egyptians,
Persians, Gauls and Greeks, among which na-
tions the egg, from the eatliest times of whiek
we have any knowledge, was not only the
symbol of life, but was regarded as the very
origin of life itself, and its use at the spring-
time festival of the Goddess Eastre—the per-
sonification of the morning or East, and also
of the Spring—was undoubtedly as a symbol
of the revivification or awakening of ¥fe in
nature. When the festival came under the
ban of the Church, the ‘Feast of Eggs’ became
symibolical of the resurrection of our Lord and
the life to come. Long ages gone all religious
significance was abolished, yet the custom it-
self has survived, and generation following
generation has continued to associate eggs
with Easter; and poor, indezed, both in purse
and sentiment, is that home in which they
are not a conspicuous feature of the Easter
‘Sunday menu.

The use of colored eggs is almost as ancient
as that of the egg itself. Among the Per-
siang it was the custom at their solar festi-
val in March—in the month from which the
beginning of the new year was reckoned—to
mutually exchange eggs made beautiful with
tlyeir wonderful dyes. This practice was' con-
tinued by the early Christians who were wont
to present each other colored eggs on Easter
morning, -

An ancient custom in some parts of France
was for the people on Easter Sundav morning
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to carry colored eggs to the church to be bless-
ed by the priest, who then distributed them
among the congregation, by whom they were
prized as. valuable souvenirs of the day and
were preserved throughout the year as amu-
lets or charms against disease, fire and other
direful afflictions.

In other portions of the same country for
weeks preceding the Easter season the largest
eggs to be found were stored. On Easter
morning they were taken to the church and
arranged in pyramids, then with much cere~
mony presented to the king, after which they
were blessed by the priest and distributed
among the people. In other parishes the
priests went from house to house and bestow-
ed their blessings upon the inmates, in return
receiving gifts of eggs, either plain or colored.

In the moorlands of Scotland, in an early
day, the young people would go out at day-
break on Easter morning to hunt wild fowls’
eggs. In propontion to their find would be
their luck during the ensuing year.

In Italy the heads of families carried col-
ored eggs to the church to be blessed, and then
home again, where they were arranged on
flower-decked tables. Each guest during the
Easter season was invited to eat one of the
‘sacred eggs. To refuse to do so was regard-
ed not only an insult to the household but a
sin against the Church.

Various ‘egg games’ were formerly indulg-
ed in on Easter morning and comstituted &
part of the religious ceremonies of the day.
The most popular of these games was egg roll-
ing or egg pitting, which originated in Meso-
potania, and consisted im striking the eggs 1nt
turn one against another until one was
broken; then anmother was put up agamst.-bl’le
winning egg and so on until but one remained
unbroken. Only red eggs, symbolical of the
crucifizion, were used. In Scotland egg pit-
ting is commonly indulged in at the present
time; and in the United States, in one city—
the national capital—his hoary custom is still
honored on Easter Monday, when the White
House grounds are thrown open to th.e children
of the city, rich and poor, and who induige to
their heart’s contént in the ancient sport,
though, of course, 1o religious sugmﬁca_,nco is
recognized and eggs of all colors ate in evi=

dence.

Only a Boy.

There is a striking story of a certain mis-
sionary who was sent for, on one occasion, to
go to a little village in an out-cf—f_:he—\?vay
corner of India to baptize and recelve into
church fellowship sixty or seventy adult con-
verts from Hiaduism.

At the commencement of the proceedings he
had noticed a boy about fifteen years of age
sitting in ‘a back corner, leoking very anxious-
ly and listening very wistfully. He now
came forward.

‘What, my boy. Do you want to join the
church?’

‘Yes, sir!

‘But you are very young, and if I were 10
receive you into fellowship with this church
to-day, and then you were to slip aside, it
would bring discredit upon this church and
do great injury to the cause of Christ. I shall
be coming this way again in about six ‘months.
Now you be very loyal to the Lo:d Jesus
Christ during that time, and if, when I come
again at the end of the half year, I find you
still steadfast and true, I will baptize and re-
ceive you gladly.

No sooner was this said than all the people
rose to their feet, and come, speaking for the
rest, said, ‘Why, sir, it is he that has taught
us all that we know about Jesus Christ.

And so it turned out to be. This was the

"little minister of the little church, the hcnored
instrument in the hand of God for saving all
the rest for Jesus Christ—‘Forward)

Expiring Subscriptions.

Would each subscriber kindly look at the
address tag on this paper? If the date there-
on is April, it is time that the rentwals were
sent in so as to avoid losing a single copy. As
renewals always date from the expiry of tie
old subscriptions, subscribers lose mnothing by
remitting a little in advance.
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The Risen Saviour by the Sea

(By the Rev. Joel Swartz, D.D., in the New York ‘Observer.)

Through all the night till glimmering dawn
Had tinged with gold Gennesaret—
With heavy hearts and weary brawn,
Christ’s chosen fishermen had drawn
The still returning empty net.

Half-hidden by the morning mist,

One treads the sands with pierced feet;
They stay the plashing cars and list
And catch the unknown call of Christ:

‘My children, have ye taken meat?’

; Their faint, forlora, desponding ‘No!’

~ Is answeted by his prompt command—

- “Your nets upon the right-hand throw!’

y héed and drop their nets, when lo!
They scarce can haul the load to land.

‘It is the Lord!” a quick voice cries—
It is the voice of loving John;

For love can see with keener eyes 2

Than ail the ‘prudent and the wise’
And thus John knows the risen One.

A fire of coals burns on the shore, 2
And stranger still, a feast is spread?

,}‘gﬁf“”“- c:&‘witt, 0y runs o'er:
ey eat, behold, and doubt no more

That Christ is risen from the dead.

What if the scene the past recall,

And fire and feast a searching prove—
Re-picture Pilate’s judgment hall,
The oaths of Peter and his fall—

The feast is still a feast of love.

0, who could guess the thoughts that stirred
The seven fishers by the sea!l

We know but this, No single word

Of even soft reproof is heard,
Save in the thrice-said: ‘Lov’st thou Me?'

And Peter from his inmost soul—
Once more, not shifting wave, but rock,
Responds: ‘Yea, Lord!’ and is made whole,

And in Love’s strength receives control

" As under shepherd of the flock.
Dear ones! We often toil in pain,

" And no result of labor see,
0, would we thus drag nets in vain

If we could feast with Christ again,
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Rasmus, or the Making of a
Man.

(By Julia McNair Wright.)

By special arrangement with the National
Temperance Society and Publication
House, who hold the American
Copyright.

CHAPTER X.—Continued.

‘That’s cheese, and cheese mites, and somé
likes it so but I prefers my victuals served
up separate and genteel, Ain't it a boauti-
ful sight, to sce 'em divin’ and dciv'y’ ae if
they was minin’ for gold, an’ growin’ so fat
an’ hearty in that there bit of chees:!” and
the joyful Rasmus winked openly at the smil-
ing Sally.

Thus Rasmus happily filled the professarial
chaiz.

The next mornng the three travellers aga'n
set forward. At the first half Rasmus said
to Mr. Llewellyn: 5

‘I say, dad, can’t a fellow learn to wcite,
without knowing kow to read?®

‘No, he cansot. 2 must know the letters,
and what they spell, or he cannot put taem
together in writing.’

‘Not just a very little letter, without much
in 'it?

‘0, I declare!” cried Rodney, going off into
a convulsion of laughter. ‘Rasmus wants to
write Sally a love-letter!’

I vow, I'd not stop long <ver choking you,
Rod,’ said Rasmus, wrathfully; but Mr. Liew-
ellyn interposed.

‘What is there strange or wrong for a fine
fellow, like Rasmus, liking a mnice girl, such
as Sally? If Rasmus would educate himscif
in reading, writing, and arithmetic, and set-
tle down to steady weork, he would have as
good a right to a wife as any one. Now, Ras-
mus is not the kind of selfish chap that can
live and work for himself; he nesds a home,
some one to care for, to work for, and to en-
courage him. If he finds his brother, they
two will want a home and a home-mistress;
if he does not find him, Rasmus must settle in
a home, with a good wife to help him get over
his sorrow. Every healthy, honest, sober fel-
low like Rasmus, owes one more good home
establishment to the public good. Now, Ras-
mus, you don’t want to be ashamed before
your wife, or hindered in getting on, because
of ignorance; nor to inake your wife asham-
ed of you. Since I knew you, I have been anx-
ious you should learn to read and write, but I
wanted to let the proposal come from you, s0
you would stick to it

‘But could I ever do it, Mr. Llewellyn?

‘Why not? Every little child in school does
i g y

‘But there’s such a plagued lot of letters.
Rod’s two books is full of ’em; so is yours!
I’d never get round them all, if I lived to be a
hundred.’

‘0, you mistake—there are only twenty-six
letters.” -

‘0, hold up there! I've see twenty-six mil-
lion, more  like’

‘But they are the same repeated, as blades
of grass.

‘Don’t mow, guv'nor, protested Rasmus, ‘don’t
try to fool me. Didn’t the boy read to me
out of his book all ’bout the tramps, an’ the
good place, an’ the big fight, an’ the old giant
took with trembles? Now, twenty-six letters
never made all that)

‘Indeed they did, Rasmus. ;

“Then they're the all-firedst-twenty-six-let-
ters ever was!’ - 3

‘Now, Rasmus, I'll prove it to you by shov:'-
ing you what five letters can do. If you 1
learn five, just as many as the fingers on on®
hand, I'll make it clear’

“That’s a fair bargain; I can tackle five.

(Here they are; said Mr. Llewellyn, print-
ing clearly on a card m-e-a-n-t, meant, as
you meant to do well. Rod meant to be good.
This first letter, with three legs, is “m.””’

Yes, an’ there’s the other “m!”’ cried
Rasmus. <

‘Look closer. That other has but two legs,
and is “n’

««M.n”’ said Rasmus, lodkking close, as it
short-sighted. !

#This one is “e.”’

(l‘c»/hc continued.) T
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Song of the Flowers.

I love the little crocus that comes
with April showers,

It lifts its face up to the sun with
earliest of spring flowers;.

You are so bright and dainty,
although you are so small,

I think when I look down at you,
¢ God made and loveth all’

A letter came this morning, would
you know what I read?

‘Robins and snow-birds both are
here, for spring has come,’ it said.

'T'was from a little lame girl, who
dearly loves the flowers ;

Their sunshine creeps into her heart
and cheers her lonely hours.

Like all the birds and flowers that
hail with joy the spring,

We children join our song of praise
to every living thing;

We're happy like the flowers and
Joyous like the birds,

But big folks know that Easter joy
cannot be told in words.

—DBelle Ballou.

Aunt Mandy’s Easter Box.

(Hilda Richmond,in ‘Northwestern
Christian Advocate,’

¢Did you ever see such a mess?
grumbled the big man with No.
on his cap as he looked at the heap
ot broken shells, hard-boiled eggs,
scraps of paper, moss, and ribbons
that lay on his desk. ¢I'd like to
see the person who would send such
stuff through the mails, T suppose
T'll have to get a box and throw
the trash in before I can deliver it.’

‘What's the mfatter with Five ?’
demanded another rural letter-
carrier. “ He must have missed his
breakfast this morning,’ -

‘No, 1 had my breakfast; but
look at this trash. Anybody would
be disgusted.’

‘And it's addressed to Jolinny
Pearce, too,” said the distributing
clerk, coming back at that moment.
“Poor little chap! If that is all the
Easter he is to have this year,
I pity him’

‘I think T'll throw the whole
mess in the garbage barrel, and buy
him something myself,” sid the
carrier, ‘Maybe it is against the
rules to destroy mail, but this is in
no shape to deliver. I'll save the
address, and put it on the package
I get, so there will be no harm
done.’

¢I’ll help along,” said one of the
carriers, heartily taking a shining
silver piece out of his pocket. * And
so will I, said several of the clerks
in the post offics, :

‘There’s Johnny at the gate)

groaned the big carrier as he saw
the little cripple waiting beside the
letter-box, ¢ What can I say if he
mentions that box? I wish I had
got Mollie to fix it up right away,
though it's two days till Easter.

‘I had a letter from Aunt Mandy
day before yesterday, said Johnny,
as soon as he could make himself
heard, ¢ and she says she sent'me a
box of Easter eggs. Have you got
a box for me this morning ?’

‘Why, sonny, stammered the
carrier, ‘it’s alittle early for Easter
eggs yet. This is only Thursday,
you know.’

‘But she says she sent them be-
fore she mailed the letter. Is there
any other Johnny Pearce anywhere
that could get it ?’

¢ No indeed. Don’t you worry a
single bit. Packages don’t travel
as fast as letters and yours will be
along one of these days. Did she
say what kind of a package it was ¥’

“Yes, a shoe box filled with red
and green and yellow eggs. Please
be very caretul of it so the eggs
don’t get broke. I never had any
Easter eggs before and 1 want to
see these awful bad.’

¢ A paper shoe box! said the
carrier watching the little figure
limp painfully back into the tumble-
down house. ‘The ideaof sending
eggs that way I’

‘It will have to be a pasteboard
shoe box with red and green and
yellow eggs in it,” Mollie,” said the
tired ecarrier that night. ¢The
little chiap knows every word of

the letter by heart and he’ll suspect
something if it isn’t just right.’

So the box was filled with moss
shaped like a nest and in it reposed
the gay eggs. Mollie sat up till
midnight trying to get the right
shade of yellow and at last accom-
plislied it so everything might be
perfect for the eager boy. Around
the eggs reposing on soft tissue
paper were the pretty trifles bought
with the money the other carriers
and clerks had contributed, so it
was a pretty Kaster box that No.b
proudly displayed before he started
out on his trip.

‘I told you it would come all
right,” said Carrier No § to the
waiting boy, ‘It takes packages
several days longer than letters,
Are you going to keep it till Easter
to open it

‘Yes, I think I will,’ said Johnny
Joyfully. - ‘Mamma was afraid the
eggs might get cracked coming so
far—Aunt Mandy lives five hun-
dred”“miles from here, but I felt
sure you would take good care ot
them. The box looks just as good
as new, don’t it ¥

‘Every bit!" said the carrier
heartily, ¢Get up, Bob! T've got
some more Kaster packages to de-
liver.’ "

—_— .

‘Be glad, my heart, this Easter
time, :
Thy grateful tribute bring;
The sum of all thou callest mine,
Comes thro’ thy risen King.!
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What Ruth Did.

Little Ruth was playing in the
yard, and seeing her mother a short
distance from the house, she at once
thought of some cakes and candy
which her mother had forbidden
her to take. She ran into the house
and quickly opened the cupboard,
but before taking them, she looked
all around to see if there was any-
one near who would see her. On
seeing no one she quickly put them
into her pocket, and ran out of the
house into the yard again.

R O

She knew that it was naughty to
do such things, but that was what
she had been wanting, some cakes
and candy.

So she sat down on the grass, and
was just going to eat them, saying
to herself: ‘Mamma will never miss
them, for I did not take much of
either.

But just then she happened to
think of what her
often told her to say,

mother had so
when she was
So she hesi-

at the

tempted to do wrong.

tated a moment, looking
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cakes and eandy which she held in
her hand; then in a low voice she
said: ‘God is looking at me.’

She sat there for a moment,
thinking of the all-seeing Eye that
was ever then putting
the cakes and umdy back into her
pocket,she arose and walked quietly
and slowly into the house, and laid

upon her,

them back in the cupboard where
she got them.

May all boys and g¢irls who read
this story about little Ruth, repeat

the same words to themselves when
they are tempted.

————— ¢ Ram’s Horn!

Dame Dorking sits in the last year’s
hay,
On a dozen eggs as white as
SNOW ;
And where they are hidden safe
: away,
None but I and old Dorking
know,
If they should come to mamma’s

eyes
. She wuum take them all for custard
ptes. :

The hen is mine, and the egos
are too,
And I want them all for Euter
Day.
Some I shall color a lovely blue,

Some shall be purple, and some.

shall be gray.

Easter Eggs and Chickens.

Then mamma says surprised, * Why
here,

Where did you get those eggs, my
dear ?’

Now somebody else had heard the
news, Ny
Of Tommy’s hen and her stolen
nest,
And mamma was never known to
lose
The chance for a Joke or harmless
jest; ;
Besides, she knew, ere Easter morn,
The twelve little chlcks would all
be born

'So mamma a secret has as well;

~ For she kept her paints and
brushes there, -

And as they broke from the da.mty
: shell ' -

She touched their down with the
softest care,

Till soon they mingled their motley
hues,

Chickens in purples,
blues.

grays, and

Do you wonder whose was the great

surprise,

When the brood ran out from off
the hay ?
Well, a funny gleam was
mamma’s eyes.
And the hen looked puzzled, but
Tommy Day—
Oh, dear! when he found his mother
out, ]
He just rolled over and gave a
shout.

7 Australian ‘Cﬁrist 1an World.'
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Correspondence

C, N.B.

Dear Editor,—I like your ‘Messenger’ very
much. I like the little folks” page best. I go
to school every day; it takes me about 20
minutes to walk over. I am in Grade seven,
in the fourth reader. I am 11 years old. I
saw the question, ‘Which of the Psalms in the
Bible has only two verses?” I say the answer
is the 117th Psalm. Our school here has a
library, and we can get books every Friday.
I have not seen any letters from this part of
the country, so I thought I would send you
one. Now, I will close with telling you all

thirteen years old on the fourth of July. I
have been living in D. P. for a long time, and
I think it is a nice place, although it is not
in the city. I go away to the country every
summer and work on the farm. The place
where we go is called H. C.

RALPH GILMORE.

FOUR LETTERS FROM ST. GILES’ S. S.

M., Que.
Dear Editor,—I like to read the letters
in the ‘Messenger’ I live in M., I am nine
years old. I am in the Third Year First Half
A. at school. There are fifty-three pupils in
the class. Last month I took fifth place

OUR PICTURES.

5 1.‘Brown Thrush. Sarah Gottfried {11), S,
nt.

2. ‘Lily’ Vera Hallman (z1), N. D, Ont.

3. ‘Dick” Hazel McR. (9)

4a. ‘Blossoms’ Harry Walker (6), M., Que.
4b. Japanese Girls” Alice McRae, W., N.S.

5. ‘At Play’ L. McRitchie (14), L.

6. ‘Easter egg.’ Violet Smith, M., Que.

7- ‘Easter morning” W. McBain (7), A.
Ont, ;
8. ‘Easter lily! Emma Hickey (14), P., N.B.
9. ‘Dolly’s ride.” Aunie L. Perry, B, Ont.
10. ‘A sly little fox’ Johnnie N, (11), P.C.

something to do: Think of a number, multiply
by 2, add 1, multiply by s, add s, multiply by
10, subtract 100, and it will leave you the
number thought of, after you strike off the
last two figures. Or you can do it another
way: Think of a number, multiply by 2, add
1, multiply by 5, take away 5, multiply by
10, strike off the last two figures, and it will
leave the number thought of.
: G. D. ALLAN.
: D., Ont.
Dear Editor,—As I have seen quite a num-
ber of letters in the ‘Messenger, that differ-
ent boys and girls have written, I thought I
would write one, too, g
I live in D, a pretty little town, especial-
ly in summer. It is surrounded by moun-
tains on all sides. I am eleven years old, my
birthday is on October 26th. I have a dog,
his name is Prince, and he is a great pet.
WINIFRID N, S.
: A., Mont.
Dear Editor,—The ‘Northern Messenger’
comes to me regularly, and I like it very
much. T take a great deal of interest in the
correspondence page, and I think some of the
pictures are very good.
I go to school, and am in the sixth grade.
GRACE MATHEWSON (age 10.)

; ; D; va- T., Ont.
Dear Editor,—I have ta the ‘Northern
“Messenger’ for some time, and think it is a

5 ood paper.
I:tr;;f on_the correspondence page. I attend

school at the D. P. Public school. I will be

I enjoy the reading of the

among them. We are having examinations
just now, and I am very busy. I am aiming
dor first place in the class. I am reading
‘Rasmus,’ and ‘The Christmas Stocking.” I
think them very good stories. ;
ROBERT MUNRO GIBSON.

M., Que.

Dear Editor,—I get the ‘Messenger’ at Sun-
day School every Sunday, and find it very in-
teresting. I will tell you the names of some
of the books which I have read: ‘Jack Archer,
‘Surly Joe, ‘Snug and Series’ stories.

We will soon be getting promoted. I hope
I will get promoted. I have a very nice tea-
cher at day school and Sunday school.

I take violin lessons, and my violin teacher
gave me a box of violin strings for Christ-
mas. There are five boys in my Sunday School
class,

ARTHUR PAULEY.

M., Que.

Dear Editor,—I am pleased to be able to
tell you we get the ‘Northern Messenger’ at
the Sapbath School, and that I am very fond
of reading it. I found a great deal in it to
interest me, and I think it is a very fine
paper. I have a good time after school is over
in going to the slide in St. Louis Square. OQur
less at school are getting very hard now,
but the subjects I like best are spelling and
- writing.

ALEX. SHEARER,

——

e : M., Que.
Dear Editor,—We get the 'Meséé;ggr’ at
our Sunday Scheol, and I like it very much.
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I read the stories in it, and I enjoy them
very much. There are seven boys in our class,
and we have a nice teacher. We had a New
Year’s gathering. We went to E. Church; we
had a drive out to Westmount, and last Fri-
day we had a soiree; it was good, and we en-
joyed ourselves. M. is a very nice city, it has
such nice buildings in it. I am ten years old,
and I am in the third reader at day school,
STUART WATSON.

Col. Co.; N. S.
Dear Editor,—I have taken the ‘Messenger’
since the first of this year, and like it very
much. I will answer Anne Winger's question
how many letters are there in the Bible?
There are 3,586,489 letters, I will also answer
Joseph W. T.s question—What Psalm in the
Bible has two verses? It is the 117th Psalm.
I will also answer Eva M. Nichols’ riddle—
What is big at the bottom, little at the top,
and a thing in the middle goes wibertywop?
It is a churn. I will now send a question
for your readers to answer. How often does
the word ‘Lord occur in the Bible? I hope
some one will answer this question.
J. HUNT (13).
G. R, N.S.
Dear Editor,—I am sending some riddles,
Four pears hanging high, three men passing
by. Each took one, how many was left?
Which will burn longest, a candle or a
match?
C. G. KILLEN.

€., Ont.
Dear Editor,—I got lots of Christmas pre=
sents. I got a doll, beads for my doll, beads
for myself, slippers, a cup and saucer, and
toboggan cap. I go to school every day, and
have a very nice teacher.
CLAIRE WEYLIE (age 8.)

P.,, Que.
Dear Editor,—I am named after my grand-
mother. I have two sisters and one brother. I
g0 to school every day, and have only been
absent half a day since the beginning of last
August. - I visited an uncle and aunt in
Montreal on St. Famille street three years
ago for nearly six weeks during my holidays.
I had a lovely time. I was on the mountain.
There is a brook runs past our house, and in
the summer there are some little fish in it,
and we have lots of fun fishing, and in win-
ter we can go on'it with the sleigh. I like
to read the Correspondence Page, and. see
quite a few letters from people I know. I
like very much to go to school. We have
thirty-seven scholars in our school. I am in-
terested in the riddles, and I know a lot of
them.
KATIE H. GRAHAM (11).
H.°C;, N.S.
Dear Editor,—Here is a riddle: Ten gallons
of rum, and a ro-gallon keg, and nothing to
measure it in but a 4-gallon and 3-gallon keg.
How could they measure it?
JOHN McDONALD (12).
B., Nfld.
Dear Editor,—I am only five years old, but
I have a missionary box, and I collect for the
heathen, and I have four missionary books. I
have a sled, and I often go sliding, it is great
fun. I have no pets, but a cat and a dog. The
cat'’s name is Nancy, and the dog’s name is
Don. My birthday is Dec. 20,
E. VIRGINIA HARRIS.

—
H., Ont.
Dear Editor,—I get the ‘Messenger’ through
the Sunday School. I am 11 years old, and
can repeat all the memory verses for the first
quarter of 1906.
- I enjoy the riddles in your Corzespondence,
and I will ask some.
1 If 26 cents buys one dozen eggs, how
ztnax;y can te bought with on: ceit and a quar-
er
2. What is the difference between a cat and
a match?
3.Why is a letter like a carpet?
The answer to E. Donaldson’s are: 1.
Water. 3. A waggon.
The answer to Eva M. Nichols’s is a bell or
a churn.
R. 0. WINN.
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LESSON IV.—APRIL 22, 1906.
Jesus the Sinner’s Friend.

Golden Text.

Thy faith hath saved thee, go in peace.—
Luke vii, s0.

Home Readings,

Monday, April 16—Luke vii.,, 36-s50.
Tuesday, April 17.—John xii,, 1-g.
Wednesday, April 18.—Mark i, 1-17,
Thursday, April 19.—Rom. v., 1-11,
Friday, April 20.—Rom, v., 12-21.
Saturday, April 21.—Hos, Vi, I-1L
Sunday, April 22.—Mic, vi,, 6-15.

{By Davis W. Clark.)

Asceticism finds little encouragement in the
habits' of Jesus. He came eating and drink-
He declined no invita-

tions we know of. He worked His first miracle

at a wedding which, in the language of the
ritual, ‘he adorned and beautified by His pre-
sence’ He was no cold guest; no distant ob-
server of what transpired. He entered with
real zest, and made His contribution to the
amenities of each occasion, while at the same
tine He hallowed and elevated all. No one
who hies himself to a desert, shuns the face
of his fellows and retires, literally or figura-
tively, into a hermit’s cave need ever quote
the example of Jesus in justification, His
seasons of retirement -were the exceptions
which proved the rule of contact and fellow-
ship with men. . So we find Jesus the
guest of Simon, the Pharisece. He did not
stand upon His dignity. He might well have
been offended at the patromizing air in which

His invitation came, and the economy of cour-

tesy shown Him on His entrance to the home.

Anything seemed good enough for the Galilean

rabbi, and He ought to be glad to be bidden

at all—such was the cavalier spirit of the
place and hour. A smaller nature must needs
have resented such indignity. Jesus could af-
ford to ignore it, until time came bo feather
His arrow with it. . . . We have a revival
of an Orjental custom in our own country,
where péople are admitted to the gallery to
see others banqueting. Tt is a resemblance
with a difference, however, for in our com-
mercial age spectators are charged an admis-
sion, which helps defray expenses. Availing
herself, in this instance, of the freedom of
the banquet-room, an outcast woman enter-
ed. What attracted her was that Jesus was
there. She had heard of His brotherly words,
of His helpful deeds. She was weary and
heavy-laden. She had come for the rest which
He had promised. According to custom, she
had brought her gift with her. Jesus did not
disdain it, though it may even have been the
gains of her unhallowed life. Her penitence
sublimated it. . The host, true to his
caste (Pharisee—separate), thinks his guest

Eopelessly defiled by the touch of the sinner,

even though it is the touch of a weeping

penitent szeking a new life. He constructs an
artificial dilemma.  ‘Either 4his man, who

Poses as a prophet, knows the character of
”tb&mi?:;.u «:h}a‘ does mot. If he does mot
- Xmow it, then ke is no prophet. If he knows

6,480 Nek-allows Bat To oweh ais, fhoy e

is defiled by the touch. He has lost h's caste,

and can not be ‘my teacher! . . . The

Searcher of Hearts was rzading Hi- bost like a

beok when this citcumstance was transpiring

—and a little Jater He gave him a bit of

“table-talk that set h'm thinking. ‘D:bt,’ ‘For-
giveness, ‘Love; were brand-new words for
- the vocabulary of a Pharisee. The applica-
tion fastens L'e a vise arouni Simon’s heart.
The common civiiities, water, kiss and oil,
which o:lf-righteousness had omitted, peni-
tence had supp’ied. It s“all not fail of its ex-

i

\
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ceeding great reward. ‘And He said unto her,
“Thy sins are forgiven”’

THE TEACHER’S LANTERN.

Jesus was exceedingly skilful in the use of
passing incidents for the illustration of tfuth.
He seized upon them as on this occasion. He
held them' up with the hand of an adept.

This incident is only an illustration of a
larger situation. The clash between
Christ and the Pharisees was inevitable, They
stood for a venerable ecclesiastical establish-
ment, butiressed by tradition and authority.
It sheltered them, and by its craft they had
their living. Not that all had sordid motives,
but the situation was one to stunt the mind
and sririt. They were naturally alert against
innovaticns, suspicious and bigoted. They could
not understand, they were afraid of the young,
reforming rabbi of Nazareth. And in their
judgment it would be far better that He should
be put to death, than that the whole fabric of
ccclesiasticism should be brought down about
their ears. . The Pharisee is a type of
one style of folks to-day. His sins were ne-
gative. He was lacking in sympathy for the
unfortunate and sinful: in faith and love to-
ward the Saviour: in the spirit of helpfulness
toward the miserably unhappy. His were the
sins of the upper classes of the present, He
needed to be shaken from the complacency of
his self-righteousness. Jesus did it skilfully.

3 The woman was a type of another
inveterate class. Hers were the gross sins of
the flesh. No omissions, but commissions, She
had paid the deadly penalty in excruciating
tortures of body and of mind. But the stream
of Jesus’ forgiving love washed away her fear-
ful load. And being forgiven much, she loved
much. 2

C. E. Topic.

Sunday, April 22.—Topic—The Lord’s Day:
how to keep it.holy, Luke vi.,, 8-10; Ex. xx.,
8-11; Rev. i, g-18.

Junior C. E. Topic,
END OF A WILFUL LIFE.

Monday, April 16—Afraid of his enemies.
L Sam. xxviii, 3-6. Sk

Tuesday, April 17.—The visit to Endor. I.
Sam, xxviil,, 7-10

Wednesday, April 18.—A vision of Samuel.
1. Sam. xxviii, 11-19.

Thursday, April 19.—Saul's last night. I.
Sam. xxviii, 20-23.

Friday, April 20.—Saul’s death.—I., Chron.
2., 1-10.

Saturday, April 21.—Why he lost all. I
Chron. x., 13, 14. ;

Sunday, April 22,—Topic—T
wilful tife. T, Sem. zeai. g 00 Of &

The Sunday School and the
Revival. ;

How can we get the young people to com-
mit themselves to Christ?
~ This is the way it was successfully done
in one church: A series of special meetings
had quickened the spiritual activity of the
people. As a result parents, Sunday school
teachers, and Epworthians begun to inquire:
‘What can we do to bring our children, our
scholars and our friends to Christ?” In a
special service held on Friday, in which a
deep interest was manifested for the unsaved,
the pastor called attention to the opportunity
afforded by the regular session of the Sunday
school. After earnest prayer for wisdom and
guidance it was decided that the pastor should
map out a plan for an evangelistic service for
the coming Sunday. g

The opening exercises were brief, but fer-
vent. Quietly the teachers carried out the or-
der of service, a copy of which had been plac-
ed in their hands. The first ten minutes were

-given to a practical application of the lesson
of the day. At the ringing of the bell ten

minutes were given to personal conversation
by the teachers with their «lasses. Again the
bell signalled and each class was formed into
a circle of prayer. Teachers and Christian
scholars prdayed for the unsaved members of

their classes, the Bible classes praying that
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God’s saving power might be seen in the school
that day. Twenty or more prayer meetings
were going on at the same time. It was a
wonderful sight.

The bell signalled once more, and led by
their teachers the classes filed into the audi-
ence room of the church, and sat together. A
hushed feeling pervaded the company, as if
something unusual were about to take place.
Into the tender prayer for divine help that
was offered to the Saviour every heart seemed
to enter, and a deep seriousness rested upon
all, both old and young. It was felt that de-
stinies were to be decided then and there.
With but few words of appeal and persuasion
from their pastor the opportunity to decide
for Christ was given.

In a short time between fifty and seventy-
five bowed in humbled surrender to God. The
scene was one never to be forgotten, Strong
men wept that were not wont to weep, while
officers, teachers, and parents glorified God for
what they saw. Most of these seekers the pas-
tor was permitted to take on probation, and
in due time, after careful training in classes,
they were received into full membership. The
plan was useful only in promoting harmony
of action,

To have depended on that alone for success
would have made the service mechanical and
powerless. It was the special preparation of
all the Christian forces in the scheol, the sym-
pathetic co-operation of the officers, teachers,
and other Christian workers, together with
the manifest presence of the Spirit in answer,
to prayer, that brought about this biessed re-
sult. Some such plan, heartily seconded by
all concerned, for the salvation of the young,
would be no less successful in many other
churches—The Rev, E. P. Stephens, in the
‘Epworth Herald.

Interesting Girls in a Gospel
Harmony.

It was a class of sixteen-year-old school-
girls, In two or three years they would be
debutantes, for they all belonged to the class
from which debutantes spring. Having many
social and secular interests, to arouse their
enthusiasm for Bible study was a difficult
task. Dress, the theatre, and the boys, en-
gaged their best mental faculties. They were
all church-members, so that ground of appeal
was lacking. But when the International Les-
son Committee outlined a series of lessons in
the Synoptic Gospels, the teacher thought of
a plan. ‘We will make a harmony,’ said ghe,
‘with scissors and paste-pot.

She purchased at the Bible Society rooms
two copies each of the little two-cent Gospels
of Matthew, Mark, and Luke. Shes provided
a note-book wide enough for three parallel
columns of the width of the pages of the gos-
pels. She took these to Sunday scliool, also
several pairs of scissors and a tube of paste.
She let the girls do all the writing, cutting,
and pasting. There was a column for each
gospel. In these were pasted the narrative of
Christ’s life in chronological ord-r—that is,
at the beginning, in the Luke column, was
placed the Preface (Luke i, 1-4). Next were
the genealogies of Matthew and Luke in par-

L RS

allel columns; then the events of Luke i. for-.

lowed in Luke’s column; then Matthew i., 19-
25; then Luke ii, 1-39; and so on. This life
of Christ was to be divided into chapters:
Chapter i, Birth and Early Life; Chapter ii.
Preparation for Service, etc.
would be a map drawn in the book, illustrat-
ing the journeys of Christ.

After this plan was initiated, there was no
further need to create interest. The girls were
eager to plan and paste. The whole planning
was left to them, with here and there a word
of gumidance. The teacher was careful to stop
the mechanical part of the work in time to
let the class leave with a final thought of the
personal Christ about whom they were study-

“ing. The value of the plan is ifs clear his-

torical setting of 'the facts of Christ’s life.—
‘Sunday School Times.

The reason why men are so often disap-
pointed in their search for God is that they
do not look for him first of all wirere he should
chiefly be sought—in the manifestations he
makes of himself in their own minds and
hearts.—David Swing.

Here and there
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Easter Horning.

The Christ that died is risen to-day!
Sing loud, my soul, this joyful song—
The grave no longer holds its sway,
Unlocked has been deati’s portal strong.

Sing loud, O Earth!—ali nature sing;
Lift np your voices, rock and hill.
Through mountain caves let echoes ring,

And valley low with music fiil.

Ye ransomed nations, rise and sing,
‘Our Christ has cast deatl’s bonds away;
Hosanna! let the glad song ring;
Jesus, our Lord, is risen to-day.
—Anna Neil Gilmore.
_—

Red Kum,

(By Henry Irving Dodge, in the ‘National
Advocate.’)

(Concluded.)

‘Gentlemen, the rum that I drank murder-

my mother, It was with malice prepense
it did it, too. It was just as deliberately done
as if I had crept into the poor soul’s bedroom
at night and pressed a knife down into her
trusting old heart. I knew tiat my intem-
perance—nay, my brutal debauchery, was kill-
ing her by inches—the cruclest way ever devil
devised. She did nothing but good to me. It
is no e¢xcuse for a man’s acts that he was
drunk. It is not then he commits the crime—
no, it is when, in his cober senses, he takes
the first drink, knowing full well the devils
he lets loose in his brain when he docs it. At
that time,’ continued Barclay, ‘my mother and
I were living in a boarding house in a smail
town in the Notth. Our landiady was an old
maid. She was a person of uncertain means
and temper. I had becn drinking most brut-
ally for a long period, and would, no doubt,
have been put out of my boarding house un-
ceremoniously, but for Miss C.'s consideration
of my mother, for whom she seemed to have
a genuine affection. I had never had any
words with her. It was known, at the time,
that I had but recently met with several
business reverses, and was unusually “hard
“P-"

‘I had been on one of my cattle-trading
trips; and, upon my return, was regaling “the
boys” with a little up-country gossip and
some hot rum,—for they all laughed at my
jokes when my money was buying the drinks.
I remember it was about eleven o’clock at
night, The whole stene comes back to me
now; the hot rum-and-water-laden air; the
corpulent stove, red with rage and energy, and
the steaming calves of the countrymen who
stood near it. There the scene ends. When I
slowly awoke, or recovered consciousness, it
was still dark, but I felt that I was in a
strange place. Something, a certain subtle,
inner consciousness that goes on recording our
actions when the brain itself is incapaci-
tated, seemed striving to tell me that some
awful disaster had befallen me. I started up
and stood upon the floor. It was hard and
cold. An awful shudder ran over me., I
spread out my arms to their full length, and,
to my horror, touched the two opposite sides
of my room at once—stone walls, iy

‘1 was thoroughly terrified. Going in the di-
rection I believed the doer to be in, I put out
my hand and thrust it thvough what seemed
a hole, but later proved to be one of the in-
terstices between iron bars. I must have
dropped in a faint, because I do not remem-
ber going back to my b2d. However, when I
next came to, it was broad daylight. The
jailer stood at the door, lcoking in, and evi-
dently waiting for me to awaken; for, as
soon as he caught my eye, he exclaimed:

¢ “Remember! Anything you say may b2
used against you.” R Ta

‘A great dread sat, like a lump of ice, on

my heart. I begged him to explain. Amy.
thine but that awful suspense! Shor

‘My trial was put down for a date about a
month away, and my angel mother secured
the ablest counsel in the country to defend
me; but, best of ail, she came to me in my
agony and put her hand upon my forehead,
and then kissed me and told me that she be-
lieved  me innocent. How she csuld logically
do it, with evidence enough against me to
damn an angel, I do not know, but she did it
with her woman’s heart, and her woman’s
Leart broke when, at Iength, the jury told her
she had been mistaken,

‘Gentlemen,” resumed Barclay, after a pause,
‘T used to believe all lawyers rascals until
that time. But the way that man worked for
me was nothing short of sublime. He labored
with me day in and day out, moraing, noon
and night, striving by all means known to
philosophy, science and practice, to recover
from the sensitive plates of my memory the
pictures print:d on them by a rum-enfeebled
spirit betweea the hours of elevem p.m., and
two a.m, on the night of the murder. But it
was of no use. Evidently the flms of memo.y
had been temporarily densitized by the stupe-
fying influence of the alcohol. Anyway, no-
thing could 2ring the dreaded pictures of that
awful period to the surface.

‘T shall nct bore you with the harassing de-
tails of the trial. It was shown, however,
that T had been discovered in Miss C’s room.
I was on the floor, in a drunken sleep, when
the offices arrived, and was completely dress-
c-f!, even to my overcoat and hat, Near my
right hand, as if I had but recently relaxed
my hold upon it, lay my pistol. One of the
cartridges had Leen disckarged, and the bullet
f(‘)u‘r'id in Miss C’s body fitted the empty
shell,
~ My lawyer used to come to my cell and
implore ma to use every trick and device that
I krew of to bring back the chain of events of
tl_lat fateful night, but I could only gaze at
him ctupidly. So far I could go, but no fur-
ther. At a certain point, the cloud of oblivion
would drep before my mind, and I could not
penctrate it. I thought that, by thinking
with great rapidity, and running with exact
séquence along the chain of occurrences lead-
ing up to a certain hour, the mental momen-
tum thus acquired might carry me through
the realms of my mental darkness. But it
was without awail. You can drive a horse at
a furious rate right up to the brink of a lake,
but there he will stop, and not budge an inch
further; and the blackness of the lake in
front of him is no blacker than the blackness
of that hell-born period of five or six hours of
oblivion that confronted me, 0, the helpless-
ness of it all! I used to sit and watch my
lawyer fight against such overwhelming odds
that the admiration I felt for his skill would,
at times, so absorb me that I forgot the part
I was taking in the awful tragedy.

‘To make a long story short, the case finally
went to the jury, You have seen the news-
paper clippings. The verdict killed ny mo-
ther, who had never once left my side during
the trial, except at night—and then only to
resume her place the first thing in the morn-
ing. She had been hoping against hope. When
mother dropped dead, I offered a silent prayer
of gratitude that she had not lived to wit-
ness the last act. : ;

‘On the morning of the twenty-first, as tha
clipping says, I was brought before the judge,
an old friend of my father, and sentenced to
be s1anged by the neck until dead. Gentlemen,
there’s an experience not many ever had and
lived to tell of it. I tell you, words are feeble
when one tries to describe it.

‘Talk about timely rescues in the dramas—
all nicely planned to occur with the regular-
ity of clockwork—why, they actually had
that awful black cap drawu over my face, and

‘the noose adjusted before the Governor's “stay”

arrived. I heard a commotion in the crowd
and wondersd rather impatiently what the de-
lay was about. - Then hands removed the cap
and nodse, and I was led back to my cell, I
was too astonished to speak, and no one vouch-
safed an explandtion. When I reacheg my
cell and sat upon my bed, I couldn’t realize
what had occurred, and pinched myself to
see whether I were really there, or my spirit
had come back to haunt the place, ;
‘Prescntly the; head jailer came to me and
told me ‘that a fire had taken place in the
neighborhood the night before, in which  two

.. . sttange men were s0 badly bur : :
en he told me I had murdered Miss C. i

~was but a matter of hours with them. One of
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the men, when he was told that he could not
live, sent for the minister and confessed to
baving committed the murder I had been con-
victed of. His story, which was subsequently
confirmed by the other burglar, was, substan-
tially, that they had come to our town in
quest of proper prey. They had learned that
Miss C. had many well-to-do boarders in her
house, some of whom carried money with them
in large amounts, and they had determined to
rob the house. The hour was iate, and the
night very tempestuous and black—the very
elements seeming to favor the wicked purpose
of those men. Their plan was to go first to
Miss C’s room and. secure the keys of the
house, after which they could loot at leisure.
Accidentally, however, they awakened the
landlady, who immediately set up such an
unearthly screaming that it was found neces-
sary to despatch her without more ado. One
shot was enough for the dastardly purpose,
and the poor old creature, who had never done
any other harm than ask for her just dues,
went quickly ‘over the river” The robbers
then paused for a moment to ascertain if
any one in the house had be¢en aroused by the
shot. Concluding finally that the storm had
drowned the report of the pistol, they deter-
mined to leave at once, as the murder had so
unnerved them that they had no thought of
theft, but cared only to get away. As they
were going out, however, they discovered a
man lying in the hall at the landing, near
Miss C.s door, in a drunken stupor. Then it
cccurred to them to drag the man noxseless}ly
into her rcom, and leave h'm there with a pis-
tol on the floor near his hand. Their motive
in doing this was to divert suspicion‘ from
themselves, as they were strangers in the
place. When they discovered that I 'had a
pistel in my pocket similar to their own,
they exchanged cartridges; hence the empty
shell in mine, ;

‘On my release from prison, I was met by
my old enemy, who exclaimed: “Mighty close
shave you had, my lad, but don’t be discour-
aged—keep right on as you 1,:ave been doing
and you will get there, I don’t know but we
ought to swing you, ax;yhow;. for, if yog
didn’t kill one, you certainly dz’d the other.

‘Gentlemen, that is my story” :

Barclay paused, and we all sat silent. Pre~

g said:

. ?I“gn;l; there’s ons question you all wgnt to
ask. You want to know what I've got in my
hat that had such a startling effect upon me.
I will tell you what it is—it's a picture—it’s
not that of mother nor my swestheart, but'—
and he held his hat inside turned toward us.d

There was a picture there, one .that cause
us all to shudder. It was the picture of a
gallows.

Todd extended his hax}d.

“The deal is on, he said.

———————— :

Royal Toasts in Water.

It will be remembered that some time ago
King Edward issued a notice to the _eﬁect that
officers in the Army and Navy might drink
the Royal toasts in water, if they preferred.

The Kaiser has now followed the example
of his uncle, and announced that oﬁogrs of
the German Army are under no compulsion tb
drink toasts in alcohol.

NORTHERN MESSENGER PREMIUMS

A reliable and handsome Fountian Pen, usually
sold at $2.00, manufactured by Sandford & Ben-
nett, New York, given to ‘Messenger’ subscrib-
ers for a list of five new subscriptions to the
‘Northern Messenger’ at 40 cents each.

The People’s Horse, Cattle, Sheep and Swine

Doctor. This book gives a description of the
discases of the Horse, Cattle, Sheep and Swine,
with exact doses of medicine. Usually sold at
$1.00, will be given to ‘Messenger’ subscribers
for a list of four new subscriptions to the ‘Nor-
thern Messenger, at 40 cents each.

BAGSTER’S MINION BIBLE, suitable for Chureh,
Satbath School or Day School. Each boy and
girl reader of the ‘Messenger’ should possess
one. Given for three new subscriptions to the
‘Northern Messenger’ at 40 cents each.

DAGSTER'S 'LONG PRIMER BIBLE — A hand-
some Bible, gilt edges, with the addition of 307
pages, containing the following Valuable Bible
Helps, Concordance, Alphabetical Index, Maps,
aud Ilustrations, with other aids to Bible
study. Given to ‘Messenger’ subscribers for
thirteeen new subscriptions to the “Northern
Messengor’ at 30 cents  each or ten new sub-
scriptions at 40 cents cach.

NOTE — Premiums, Clabs and other special sub- :

scription offers are no
Mont Suburbst avaiable for the City.of

D ame bbbl & s &
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‘girlhood days was not forgotten
-sources, however, were limited, for the house
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Love’s Easter.

The comfort of the Easter Day
Comes not alone to those who lay
Their loved ones down with sealed eyes
But to those hearts whose restiess moan
To sleep .beneath, the bending skies,
Tells of sweet hopes too swiftly flown—
Of friends, who tossed love’s cestly flower
Aside—the bauble of an hour,
And left us, while they yet remain
A legacy of ceaseless pain,
By these sad graves through darkened days.
A tender, white-robed angel stays
To roll the stone, that we may see
Love crowned with immortality.
—Ellen M, Comstock.
—_—— —

Ten Commandments for the
Mother,

1, Be healthy.

2. Be joyful.

3. Be beautiful.

4. Be gentle and placid,

5. Be firm without severity,

6. l?o not stint your mother love. Tender-
ness 1s not effieminacy. And just because life
offen is cold and hard and cruel, a sunny,
bright, glad childhood is a blessing for the
‘whole life,

7. Digcipline as life disciplines. It does not
scold, it does not plead, it does not fly into
& passion. It simply teaches that every deed
has its adequate effect.

8. Do not laugh at the little sorrows and
pains of child life. Nothing wounds a child
more than to find ridicule where it looked for

_8ympathy.

9. In illness and danger protect, nurse, cher-
ish and cheer as much as in your power. And
yet do not weaken your vitality by giving
away to anguish and sorrowing. What can
be done must be done as well as possible.

10. Do not forget the happiness of having a
child includes the duty of smoothing his way
in the world—of endowing “him with health,
g{adness, courage, vigor; of finally letting
him live his own life freely and in his own
way, Your pay you have had in advance,
for your sorrowing was happiness and your
sacrificing  joy.— Translated for ‘Harper’s
Bazar’ from ‘Die Illustrirte Frauenzeitung.’

A Helpful Home.

At first it was only a plan, talked of ome
afternoon as a group of girls were chatting
together. They had been discussing their
plans for the future, and ptesently the brown-
eyed girl began to speak:

‘I would like to have a home of my own

~ some day, she said, ‘just a nice, cozy home;

then I would lend it to other people.

‘Lend it to other people—what a queer idea,’
chorused her companions in surprise; ‘how
could you do that?’

‘Why, this way, she explained. ‘I would
have a pretty sitting-room for tired mothers,
a dainty dining-room in which to give pleas-
ant little teas, and a spare foom for visitors
who needed a change occasionally. Yes, I
have it all planned out now, even to the ones
I would invite.

‘Then count us among the number, re-
marked her friends, smiling at the novel idea,

: ;;d after a little more talk the group separat-

; Yemv passed by; they were separated in a
wider sense, and in the mcantime some of

them had realized their wishes ‘and some had

the former was the brown-
- the happy mistress
Plan formed in her
= Her te-

ittle home, and tre

contaired only six rooms; but to each care-
ful taought had been given, and though plain-
ly furnished, they were teautiful with the
{truv beauty of simplicity. Frequently, too,

‘weore they ‘emt even as their owner had

plann:d in former times. i :

Yot it was not from the circle of her inti-
. mate friends that her guests were most often.
chocen. The little hostess rzasoned that they:

had comfertable homes of their own and did
not need -help, But there were othe:s, so
many others, whose lives seemed but a round
of toil amid surroundings where beauty was
unkrown, even though hearts a:d m niscraved
for it.

‘They have such hard lives,) the little
woman observed sympathetically, ‘and have to
live in such wugly houses. Perhaps a few
hours spent in another home would help them
a little. I mean to try the plan, anyway.’

So she set to work; and thus it came to
pass that there were many pleasant gather-
ings in the small house on the hill. Some-
times only one guest would be present, some-
times two; but never more than three or four
at once.

Perhaps the visitor would be a weary mo-
ther who was asked to spend an afternoon in
the bright sitting-room (parlor there was
none) among the bocks and flowers. Or else
two old friends would be bidden and then left
for a cozy chat together. Again, the guest
would be a homeless woman, a dweller in
boarding houses, and for a time she would
have a glimpse of real home life.

Tired workers, too, worn out in mind and
body, were welcomed cordially, and for them
the hostess would play sweet, restful music.
She was not a skilled musician, but from her
small organ she could draw forth the old, old
melodies which after all are best. And thus
many different people, different creeds and
classes, but all one in their human needs,
found a refuge in her home; and wisely she
ministered unto them, carrying out her plan
of simple kindness.

All, however, was done quietly, and never
was there any special effort made at enter-
taining. She considered her own family
worthy of the best c¢he could give, and her
guests fared as they did. Yet, in a small
house on a small income, she helped more
than those whose riches were great; and
through her influence many a life was bright-
ened, many a heart strengthened and comfort-
ed.

True, it required much unselfish effort, for
her household cares were many and there were
no servants to share them. But she gave
herself and her home freely.. to the cause.
She was a woman who wanted to help and
who did so, realizing thus her girlhood’s
dream. And in its simplicity and its help-
fulness, does it not offer an example many

might follow ?—The ‘Interior.’

How to Prevent Consumption.

Consumption (with other forms of tubercu-
losis) causes one death in every eight in this
country. Of all deaths in the Dominion, he-
tween the ages of twenty-five and thirty-five,
nearly one-half are due to consumption.

It gives rise to a vast amount of suffering
and permanent ill-health. It is calculated
that in Canada, at the present moment, be-
tween 30,000 and 40,000 persons are suffering
from it.

The disease is preventable.

Consumption is contracted by taking into
the system, chiefly by inhalation, the germ or
microbe of the disease, The invasion of the
system by the tubercle bacillus or germ may
be induced by a great variety of conditions,
such as living in overcrowded, ill-ventilated,
dark, dirty rooms; insufficient or bad food;
alcoholism and other forms of dissipation; in-
fectious fevers, or other illness; by anything
which enfeebles the constitution and thus im-
pairs its power of resistance. ~The germ is
contained in the dust particles of the dried
spit of the consumptive, and in the minute
droplets sprayed into the atmosphere by the
consumptive in coughing.

These germs are only derived from persons
suffering from consumption, or some other form
of tuberculosis. They are found in vast num-
bers in the phlegm, spit, or expectoration of a
copsumptive person. e
" In a moist state this expectoration does not
infect the air, excepting by the sprayed drop-
lets in coughiug, but if allowed to dry and be-
come dust it is exceedingly dangerous, and is
then a means by which the disease is spread
from person to persom. g ;

‘The best place for a consumptive is a sana-

torium. If this is impracticable, he must sleep”’
in a separate bedroom. s

PRECAUTIONS.—It is essential for the pro-
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tection of their own families, and to prevent
the spread of the disease among the general
public, that the following simple precautions
be taken by consumptive persons:.

The consumptive person must not expec-
torate about the house, nor on the floor of any
cab, omnibus, street-car, railway carfiage or
other conveyance. Spitting about the streets,
or in any public buildings (churches, schools,
theatres, railway stations, etc., is a dangerous
as well as a filthy habit.

The consumptive person must not e7pector-
ate anywhere except into a cup or small spit-
toon kept for the purpose, and containing a
little water.

When out of doors, a small, wide-mouthed
bottle with a well-fitting cork, or a pockst
spittoon, which may be obtained from any
chemist, should be used.

The expectoration must be washed ints a
grain, buried in the earth, or thrown into the

re.

The cup or spittoon must then be kept in
boiling water for ten minutes before being
thoroughly cleaned.

When not provided with a proper spittoon,
a consumptive person must not spit into a
handkerchief, but into a piece of rag or pap:r,
which must be burnt.

Handkerchiefs which may have been used of
necessity should be boiled half an hour before
washing.

Consumptive persons must not swallow
their phlegm, as, by so doing, the disease may
be conveyed to parts of the body not already
affected.

A consumptive person must not kiss, or be
kissed, on the mouth,

A consumptive person, when coughing,
should always hold a handkerchief 'in front of
his mouth, and avoid coughing in the direction
of another person.

General Precautions to be observed:—

Live as much as possible in the open air.

All rooms occupied by consumptive persons
should be as well lighted and ventilated as
possible. Fresh air, light and sunshine are
most important preventives of consumption.
It is not safe for a healthy person to share a

“bedroom with a consumptive!

No chimney should ever be blocked up, and
windows should be kept open.

Cleanliness and good sanitary surroundings
are important, both for the prevention and for
the cure of consumption. y

Wet dusters must be used to wipe up the
dust on the floor, furniture, woodwork, etc.,
and must afterwards be boiled. Tea leaves
used on the floor should afterwards be burnt.
Do not chase dust about or stir it up.

Milk, especially that used for children aid
invalids, should be boiled or sterilized. Meat
should be well cooked.

A room which has been occupied by a con-
sumptive should not be used again wntil it has
been thoroughly cleaned. In the event of a
death from consumption, advice may be sought
from the local sanitary authority.—‘Presby-
terian.’

As a Tired Mother.

‘As a_tired mother when tne day is ¢’er,

Leads by the hand her little child to bed,

Half willing, half reluctant to be led, -

And leaves his broken playthings on the floor,

Still gazing at them through the open door,

Nor wholly reassured and comforted,

By promises of others in their stead,

Which though more splendid, may not please
him more;

So nature deals with us and takes away

Our playthings one by one, and by the hand

Leads us so gently that we go

Scarce knowing if we wish to go or stay,

Being too full of sleep to understand

How far the unknown transcends the what
we know.

—Longfellow.

Sample Copies.
Any subscriber who would likevto have speci-

men copies of the ‘Northern Messenger’ sent

to friends can send th: names with addresses

- and we will be pleased to supply them, free

of cost. Sample copies of the ‘Witness' and
‘World Wide’ will also be sent free on appli-
cation.
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My Share.

I have no lands, I have no gold;
Fame’s way my footsteps miss;

‘But I've my baby girl to hold,
My little lad to kiss.

To helpful heights I may not reach,

Or tides of error stay;
Be mine the sweeter task, to teach

Their unstained lips to pray. 3
—A, Matson Osson, in ‘Grod Housekeeping’

>

Home=made Liniments.

It is difficult to find a liniment that will
be of more general usefulness than simple
camphorated oil or camphor liniment as it is
often called, says the New York ‘Farmer’ It
is valuable for rubbing on the outside of the
throat or on the chest as a gentle stimulant,
or it may be used in case of chronic rheuma-
tism, where it must be applied with friction
to give relief. It may be purchased of the
druggist, or it may be preparéd at home by
dissolving one ounce of gum camphor in four
fluid ounces of olive oil. In case of a severe
cold, a piece of flannel dipped in camphor
liniment and heated and laid over the chest
under a layer of cotton batting will seldom
fail to bring rclief to a little child or even to
an older person. Ammonia liniment is a
more powerful stimulant to the skin, It is
made by mixing half an ounce of spirits of
ammonia with an oynce of olive oil and shak-
ing in a bottle until they are mixed. Apply
it with the palm of the hand, using abundant

. friction.

e el e

The bank-note without a signature at the
bottom is nothing but a worthless piece of
paper. The stroke of a pen confers on it all
its value. The prayer of a poor child of Adam
is a feeble thing in itself, but, once endorsed
by the hand of the Lord Jesus, it availeth
much.—Bishop Ryle.

e

Drugs in Headache.

It may be said, with little fear of contra-
diction from those who know the facts, that
if a cast-iron law forbidding the use of any
drug whatever in the treatment of headache
could be enacted and enforced, there would be
much less misery for the coming gemeration
than there is for this.

A sufferer from repeated headaches,’ who
has found a means of relief in ‘headache pow-
ders’ or other even less harmful drug may
dispute this assertion, but the victims of some
drug habit or the friends of one whose heart,
poisoned by acetanid or anti-pyrin, has sud-
denly ceased to beat before its time, will look
at the matter from another point of view en-
tirely.

During the Spanish war numbers of would-
be recruits were rejected because of a weak
heart; and in the epidemic of pneumonia
which ravaged the country last winter an un-
usual number of deaths occurred from failure
of the heart to meet the added strain.

Although various causes have doubtless bcen
at work to weaken the hearts of the present
generation, there can be no question that one

potent influence has been the indiscriminate

use of headache powders, In all cases of habit-
ual headache recurring periodically a physi-
cian must of course be consulted that he may
find the cause,—eye-strain, s
ears, nose, stomach or other more -distant or-
gan,—and remove it if possible. But the
separate attacks of headache have to be re-
 lieved, if very severe; and in these cases it
is better not to resort to drugs, unless the

drugs are taken under the special guidance of |

the physician. In the congestive headache,
marked by throbbing and made worse by

disease in the-:

SICK HEADAGHE

| Positively cured by
these Little Pills, |
They also reliove Dige

edy for Dizziness, Nansea,
Drowsiness, Bad Taste
In: the Mouth, Coateq
Tongue, Pain in the Side,
regulate the Bowels, Purely Vegetable.

SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE. SMALL PRICE,

Genvine Must Bear
Fac-Simile Signature -

REFUSE SUBSTITUTES.

stooping or lying down, a cold towel or an ice
bag, applied to the head, a hot water bag to
the spine, a mustard plaster to the thighs, or
a hot mustard foot bath—one or more—will
often give relief when many drugs fail.

In the anemic form of headache, marked by
pallor, in. which the pain is made less severe
by lying down, massage of the head or the
application of warm cloths to the head and
face will often be found grateful. A threat-
ened bilious headache may sometimes be ward-
ed off by a dose of Epsom salts, as may other
headaches due to disorders of the stomach;
and one due to overuse of the eyes or eye
strain will usually, if taken at the moment

by closing the book and going for a walk.—
‘Youth’s Companion.’

——

Houschold Hints.

Stewed fruit is mest delicious when the
sugar is boiled with the water for ten minutes
‘before the fruit is added.

Tt is affirmed that cereals with eggs or
vegetable oil furnish all the food elements
necessary to sustain a man with hkealth, no
matter how laborious his occupation,

To prevent a musty odor in seldom-used
teapots, put a lump of sugar within, and .t
will absorb all dampness. It is understood
that the teapot is first carefully cleaned. A
little soda or scouring woap will remove any
discoloration from one made of china, and
these are best to use.

Lace, scrim, or other thin curtains should be
‘washed with little rubbing, and so died as not
to require ironing. Make a suds of two pail-
fuls of soft water, to which a teaspoonful of
powdered borax has been added. Have the

‘An admirable food, with all
its natural gualities intact.
This excellent Cocoa main-
tains the system in robust
health, and enables it to resist
winter's extreme cold.

COCOA

: ZFhe Most Nutritioug
l and Bceonomical,

List of Subscribzrs Securing Our Daily Jubilee Award
: for the week ending Saturday, March 31 ' ‘

Morday, March 26th.—J. C. Clark, Sarnia,Ont. .. ..

vess 92,55

P S

Tuefday, March a7th—Jas. Fraser, VerBon, Onti. .. .. ov .ouuivn o .o 8.75

Wednesdlay, March 28th.—Horace ‘Foster, Brampton, Ont .... .... ....

PP

Thursday, March 29th.—Jzs. Davitsn, St. Raymond, Que.. .. ..., .. .... =x.
Friday, March 30th.—Geo. Holmes, Walhalla, " Bl ey ey ggg
Saturday, March g3ist.—C. Vermilyea, Manitou, Man.. .. ,. .. .. 5} weee - 2000

of the first warning, be arrested or mitigated,

curtains soaking in a tub of cold water, wring
from this, and wash through the suds. If
several pairs of curtains are to be washed,
the‘ suds will have to be changed. Use no
bluing, but a small quantity of starch in the
last rinse. Wring out and spread on a sheet
on the floor straightening out all the edges.
Pin down firmly every two or three inches.—
‘Country Gentleman.

——— e

Selected Recipes,

.GREEK PUDDING.—Boil a quart of milk
with a saltspoonful of salt, a piece of cinna-
mon stick and three ounces of sugar; strain it
when, cold and mix with two or three well-
beaten eggs, Pour it into a pie dish, cover the
top with slices of brown bread buttered on
both sides and cut into triangular pieces; ar-
range them so that they look well on the
pudding; the point of one should overlap the
slice under it. Bake in a slow oven and serve
with warm maple syrup in a sauce boat.

ROLLED BEEF STEAK —Take a large,
tender steak, bone it, and scatter over it bits
of butter, salt and pepper, a very little sage,
a very small onion chopped fine. Over that
spread out a thick layer of mashed potato as
left from dinner, Roll the steak tight, and
cord it all round. Put it in a pan with a cup
of nice stock or brown gravy, with a little
sauce or catsup. Turn- and baste till cooked
and brown. 2

CHICKEN AND. PARSNIPS.—Parboil, the
parsnips. Split a young chicken dlown the
back, and lay it in a dripping pan, the bony
side down. Drop over the chicken some bits
of butter, and lay round it several small
slices of salt pork. Cut each parsnip in two,
sprinkle with sait, pepper and flour, and lay
them round the chicken. Add a very little
water, and bake till chicken and parsnips are
browmn. .
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S IR
fh, THE I'MAPLE LEAFY

T

FOR EVER AND EVERYONE ﬁ
R e
: The happy suggestion that everyone, old and young, throughout .E'gif.
no iget e the Dominion should wear a Maple Leaf on Empire Day and Domin- ig% e
color and beauty ;Z;T -
omy  ‘hews e without one. If you get our Maple Leaf Pin you will be proud of it t%% gﬁé
Pin, as well as of the day you celebrate. E3E “\R
- =}
DAY OR BADGES e TR
SUNDAY SCHOOL CLASS ANID PINS E&a

greatly increase the esprit de corps—the fellowship of the members of any class or
school. Nothing could be more appropriate than our fine colored hard enamel Canadian
Maple Leaves. These are exceedingly dainty and pretty and would serve to pinon a
small silk Union Jack for Empire Day, a badge bearing the arms of your Province for
Dominion Day,and scholars will find it the right thing to hold their school or class colors
safe and fast.

AR SINGLE ORDERS TWENTY CENTS EACH.

;‘% 5 R g R Day, is gaining ground like wild-fire, and you will not want to be
only

N

%

%

(X7 W

SN The price for these brooch or stick or cravat pins ranges in the city stores
,‘:{; from twenty-five to thirty cents, but we are able to send these pins postpaid for
W the remarkably low price of twenty cents each, because, knowing that thousands of our

readers will want them, we have made special arrangements with the largest manufac-
turers to supply their needs. Kach person who remits for a pin is entitled ‘to order the
‘Weekly Witness and Canadian Homestead’ and the ‘Northern Messenger’ for one
month free trial to any single address they like in the Dominion.

BE A LEADER IN YOUR CLASS. T

Send twenty cents for a sample stick pin or brooch pin and we will promptly /(/ig

3
e

: gegtﬂ it to you—then call a meeting of the boys and girls at recess—show them your  GIGRS
ST anditall thom Toar | i | % AR

IN ORDERS OF TEN OR TORE THEY ARE ONLY TEN CENTS EACH

and that if they will each pay you ten cents for a pin or brooch we will send them
promptly, and in quantities we will include With each pin a silk Union Jack to wear
with the pin on Empire Day, a silk badge bearing their Provincial Coat of Arms for
Dominion Day, and that besides all this we will send the ¢ Weekly Witness and

Canadian Homestead’ and the ° Northern Messenger’ for one month free of all charge % ’.9
to each one of the class whose name is sent us with the order as having bought a pin N
-the pins and brooches will, however, all be sent in one package registered to the S

address of the one remitting the money. Act promptly. Don’t let your school be
behind in this important matter.

S
=~ FNC NN

N\ Maple Leaf Order Form for all. Sz
=742 Jonx Dovearr & Son, Publishers, ; >

‘Witness’ Block, Montreal.

Please find enclosed the sum of twenty cents for Maple Leaf ..........
Pin in fine hard colored enamel.

NAME, POST OFFICE ADDRESS AND PROVINCE.

> SelldPillto‘..ID...'I.".!'..'..... ...'0..»......0...‘.Illl'.l--ll.'
Send Witness :

andHomesteﬂ-dtO ........ LU . @9 S A0 6 98 P 40008 P SBLEL NI BOENN

a’ ”Sé‘tﬁigmzeﬁsenjgertO-.o...-..-....-... 2 B o b BARS ¥5 ROS AR RES G RS LR ST R

: Nblextrﬂ%!_ii&ge i8 to bs made for the papers which are being sent on trial to those who have not tasen thewm.

Special ‘Scholars sending for these pins as a sample to show to th'e'ir classes will please give the
Notice } pawe of :Iqmir class ﬁmcher wnd also the name of the schicol. Those who do Wwill receive an
to Scholars. ) c

~‘extrz premium free of charge.

2 *”:v‘\' :
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All We Ask

isa test, ATEST AT OUR RISK. Weknow what we have
to offer, we know the public. We trust TO THE POWER
of what we offer, We trust to the public’s sense of HONOR

AND GRATITUDE.

day by day for the lack of the right kind of help, is glad

happy to pay when th
know Vitw-Ore will hel
80 we take the risk.

The slck man_or woman suffering
and
ey get the help. We know this, we
p, we know we will get our pay and

It is not a gamble, not an experiment, not chance, BUT A
TEST, and a test that leads to absolute, sure convict on, to

assurance, to POSITIV

E KNOWLEDGE that V.

Ore is

the best medicine on earth forsick and ailing, poor, thin,
weak, debilitated, worn-out, Rheumatism-racked, stomach-

tortured, kiduey-tyrarin
that leads to unassaial
RIGHT MEDICINE fo
test that Jeads to our

iz6dl men and women. It isa test
e certainty that Vitw-Ore IS THE
or him or her who makes the tast—a

and Vitw-Ore's popularity, THAT

Day
IS WHY WE TAKR ’l‘HE RISK.

You Don’t Risk

ONE SINGLE, SOLITARY RED CENT. You must
spend two cents for astamp to write for it or we can not
know that you neel it, but we will return a two-cent stamp
to you afrer thirty days if you ask us forit. We want the
test to be ABSOLUTELY, ENTIRELY AND COM-
PLETELY FREE OF ANY COST TO YOU if Vite-Ore
doeanot help you. We do not want it to cost you one single
penny unless the thi lay TREATMENT BE TS
YOU, un it pro - y for you I8, as
it has proven the remedy for the ills of so many thousands
of others. WE DON'T WANT A NICKEL OF YOUR
HARD-EARNED MONEY unless you are glad, willing,
happy and proud t5 send it tous for what Vitwm-Ore accom-
plishes for you. THEN WE WANT OUR PAY AND
DRSERVE IT, BUL NOT OTHERWISE., We take
absolutely all of the risk. We leave it entirely for you to
decide, entirely for you §> say whether or not we have carned
our pay. Realour special offer; read what Vitee-Ore is ;
READ WHAT IT HAS ACCOMPLISHED FOR OTHERS
and write to-day for the $1.0) package on thirty days’ trial.

z

Read This Liberal
Thirty-Day Trial Offer

": Yo“ ARE Sch we want to send you a $1.00 package of Vitw-Ore, the great
: healer from the éarth's veing, enough for 30 days’ use, post-

jnld., and we want to send it to you on 39 days’ trial.  We don't want a enny —we
ust want you to try it, just want a lotter from you asking for it, and will ge glad to

send it to you, We take absolutely all the risk-—we take all chunces, You don't risk a
penny | All we ask is that youuse V.-O. for 30 days and pay us §1.00 if it has helped
you, if you are satisfied that it has done you more than $1.00 worth of positive, actual,
visible good. Otherwise you pay nothing, we ask nothing, we want nothing. O you
not spare 10() minutes during the next thirty days to tryit? Can you not give 5 minutes
to write for it, 5 minul_.uz'« to properly prepare it upon ‘its arrival, and 3 minutes each
day for 30 days to use it? That is all it takes, Cannot you give 100 minutes to insure
for you now health, new_ strength, new blood, new force, new energy, w.gor, life and
happiness? You are to be tho judge. We are satisfied with your dscision, are perfectly
wil m%b:'tmt to your honor, to your fudgment, as to whether or not: V.-0'has benefited
{19‘1:.1 e d what Vite-Ore is, and write to-day for a dollar package on this most liberal

IK

you are sick or suffering
from any of the following-
named disorders, in ail of
which Vitae-Ore is of special
value, don’t let another
day go by before you send
for a trial package,

Rheumatism, Bright's ]‘)iammo,
Blood Poisoning, Heart Trouble,
Dropsy, Catarrh of Any FPart,
Throat Affections, Liver, Kidney
and Bladder Troubles, Stmgl:\ch
and Female Disorders, La Grippe,

Malarial Fever, Nervous Prostra-

tion, General Del dlity.

READ WHAT VITZ-ORE IS

Vite-Ore in its original condition is an ore-substance—a combination of minerals—
mined from the ground—from the EARTH’S VEINS. It contains Iron, Sulphur and
Magnesium, three broperties which are most essential for the retention of health in the
human system, and one package (one ounce) of the ORE, when mixed with a quartof
water, equals in medicinal strength and curative value nearly 820 gallons of the most
powerful mineral waters of the globe, drank fresh at the springs. The mineral pro-
perties which give to the waters of the world's noted healing and mineral 8prings their
curative virtue come from the rock or MINERAL ORE through which water perco-
lates its way to its outlet, only a very small Froporﬁon of the medicinal power in the
ORB being thus assimilated with or absorbed by the liquid stream, The rock contains
the much-desired medicine, the water serves as the conveyance to carry but a small
mt of its properties to the outer world, Vite-Ore is a sombination of these medicine.

ring minerals, powu'leruq and vulven_zed. and partly soluble in water, the addition of
muku the health-giving liquid drink.’ It is the marvel of the century for curing

a3 thousands testify, and as no one will den: fter usi VIT A
cured mora chronic, obstinate pronounced incura e T R s S

ble cases tha
and reaches such cases with s more rapid Ani. any other known

it is Different

from anything ever before offered,
from other treatments lyou have
used, ns is puve milk from
chalk and water or the bril-
tiant sunlight from a tatlow
candle. It flows like life through
your veins, pure as it came from
the veins of the earth, and acts
in a different manner, cures in
a different way. It is different
from all others aud can be ditfer-
ently offered to thoge in need—
on trial, the user to be the

judge-—a way sellers of medicine

dare not duplicato or copy. Send

T and powerful eurative action than for a dollar e to-day and
| any medicine it is possible to procure. If yours is § i i i
Hesitate, donot delay, but SEND FOR A PACKAGE To s ) 10t doubt, do not ool e

; estly say that T .
it was burdensome toyme‘:,o mnever knew a well day,

eamatic painy, and even

taking it, and

cramps, puins and fat are things of the past.

b e s lfjesurlt wmchtghey preu icted c:;tgehubout,. ébeg;nw e ok pod
course of a few months a well man, and have continu : e
abloto do the hardest kind of manual labor, My heart never gives me any unéasitess and my

A. T. SIGSTAD, Covina, Oal.

OWES IS ILIFE TO VITAS-ORE

T owe to Vite-Ore that I i frered from Kidney trouble, |

% ass Sho ton i ol os Eenty, L yemis Ibz‘(l;a;re 50 bloated ulr:’d fat that

f ake any exertion, and a continual pain about my heart never
itt uie. .1t was impossible for me to 1io on Wy Jeft sider: t AARIon 10 tils 1 was tortarod with
. my Digestive Organs were diseased, acute attacks of

Sramps and neuralgic pains'of the stomach being 8o sevore 8 to throaton death.

Four years ago I was attacked with typhoid fever, and two doctors attended mo. They broke
the fever and treated me for other troubles, but I became weaker and weaker, and every one
&h&“&me past muve:g My family would not give up hope, but persuaded me to try Vitm-Ore.

e
d

to improve at once,

' medicine, from doc-

Rheumatism
For 40 Years.

NOW PERMANENTLY CURED:

TARBROOK MINES, NOVA SCOTIA.

I am over seventy years of age and haye been
troubled with Rheumatism for about forty years
more than half of my lifetime, For years also my

= Liver has been torpid
and sluggish and my
Digestion bad.

During all this tim
I tried many so-called
remedies, but with
no permanent relief,
About one year ago I
aw an advertisoment
of Vitse-Ore, a remedy
I had never before
used, and I sent for a
package on trial, as
ad v;rtiuedvn'l‘"l‘x: .t:io i

age ga ]
g:rcmﬂgiaf results that
I concluded to give it
a thorough trial, to
sec if it would noten-
irely cure me,
tufft’er taking three
more packages, or
fonr altogether. I now g8
feel eromzbar&d ht‘x]ttrl'_v s
ith every. pain_removed from my body. is
(‘1‘,\\:’? noyca:silrjwc 1 first tried Vite-Ore. #0 Llfm:.)l
have had ample time to judge of the value o 1ry
cure, and I heartily recommend Vitas-Ore.to every

ailing person as a Godsend to hm:l‘{“:ziig'l{and.

Was Badly Crippled.

Goes Back to Work After using
Three Packages.
SrureroN FALLS, ONT.

started to use Vite-Ore, I could not

lif‘tvn,u‘;"hzlu?(;‘;tto my face, I was so badly crippled.
Shortly after I began : e
its use 1 co:qmcnced L
to improve ;. in about
fifteen days I could
walk about and elimb
the ‘stairs, which I
had not dono for
weeks. Before finish-
ing the third package
1 had gone baek to
my work and am still
working and feeling I«
better than I havefor
years, In fact I have
never felt better in
my life. 5

I had tried much

X
N

th in Canada
;(;rds tgz States, butall
failed me, It wasa
Jueky day forine that g
& nelghbor, JTED Brer = —
been usin, T o 2O

t it and advised me : S

'éogg ?35 :bgg‘(‘xood it has done me. Jas. Stack.

You Don't Pay One Penny Unless You Are Benefited.

p e AiM ce if you give no eredence or betief, it mat-
it “]“;“kg:“':ﬁl doe{;{l}lmrki“ cannot help doing it, Its’au’bstmges

DON'T CARE j!t you are ske tieul. we eare not if you have no confidence,
' o it made, and it flews

you lack hope. It takes only a trial—all we as

t even

:g:‘:n:ut‘mm oul the ground, from the earth’s veins, the dust out of which man was first mad

for lack

) f ! ] ffering for.it. wasting away day by day,
k and the n 5 ot or b in »3 not believe. If you need it, if you are su if i 8 3.
of that hel‘e:g"l;dcg;:'ﬁhwxll]ggl‘\:ritr.h:a‘x‘\s‘b‘;l!:\??ge;c;:}:g;gl}:iqgto—dn t It will aot cost you one simgle penny if it does not help.‘ Nothing

1o begin with, noth g at any time if you aro not satisded.  Xowire to be the Judge ! Address,

N. M. Dept,

TH EO'. NOEL CO Limited; Yonge St.,

Hke fire through the veins of the sufferer,

Toronto, Ont. ~.




