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A Famous ToWe_r. '
L (ByL C. Lowe.) :

Three hours ‘from Jaffa we came in sight
“of the ma.Jestrc tower of Ramleh, rising 150
- feet above the surroundmg plam It-is
" built of white limestone; and is of Christian
architecture. It is a tower that has a his-
tory, and would do honor to any city. Judg-

Ing trom its architecture, it must have been’

~ bullt - dunng the Crusades, and very early
in that wonderful movement. -
been designed- for military purposes, as it

5 a magnlﬁc_ent'wateh-tower, ‘looking out .

over the wide plain of Sharon. It is sur-

" rounded by olive orchards, which are as old
&s itself, but not as handsome.

They are,

. Western eyes.

It must have

"eyelids gone,.hands gone, some parts of the

of the ships of many nations. In the fore-
ground stood Lydda—made famous by.-Pet-
er's miracle and the Jame man ‘to whom
such blessing came—a snug little old-world
hamlet whrch would look very queer to

some other people nearer home -'—‘Epworl:h
-Herald. .

A Child’s. Rebuke.' |

‘Do you-ever pray?" asked atlny bit of'a -
girl of an avowed' infidel one day as she
had strayed .into his office from an adja-
cent room 6n'the same floor, .

She was a-opretty, bright child, and the
.young lawyer had been pleased with her
fair face and wmnmg ways, and had often,
by means of candies and other small gifts,
encouraged* her to come; and at this time,
although the office was crowded with
clients, = had called her to his side and
given her a seat upon "his knee, where she
had remalned unusually quiet, until a pause
in the conversation had given her oppor-

We tried to imagme what would be our
feehng were we hurléd from this height to-
the ground, as were the torty martyrs dur-
fng the Crusades.

Descending from this ‘ Tower of the For-
ty Martyrs,” our attention was attractéd by
hoarse, piteous .cries and gl-oans, ‘to ‘a group
of lepers, clad in faded, ragged garments,

body decayed or decaying, the long matted
hair hanging 1loose about their dis-
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- A FAMOUS TOWER.

however, more useful, for they produce fruit

éven In their old age.

To the right of the tower are the magni-

* ficent ruins of a mosque, built in _honor of
Saladin, the Moslem hero of the third Cru-
sade. He.was the beau-ideal of Moslem
chivalry, and is one of the most interesting
characters of history to all who admire
courage and magnanimity. This great Mo-
hammedan temple must have been the glory

- of that people, for even in

-cient “wealth and grandeur.
mighty mar of valor, found his superior in
Richard thz Lion-Hearted, who defeated
him in a great battle near the sea, and gave
-to the Christian forces control of the coast
from Jaffa to Tyre.. . A
-'We began the ascent as soon as the guard
. permitted. :
© and heard, and thought of! There to the
. left the dancmg, dark=blue vwaters of the
‘Mediterranean, dotted with thev white salls

-still more dreadful ones, were very fre-

its- utter
ruin everything about it bespeaks its an-
Saladin, the

- What glorious-things" we saw, -

) stand a word. spoken by us, who know what

tunity for the question which seemed up-
permost in her mind.

‘ Say, do you ? she persisted as he hesl-
tated, visibly embarrassed. Although he
was now an open follower of infidel doctrine
he had in his boyhood ~a Christian home, .
and somehow he could scarcely have ex-
plained why, he was ashamed to meet the-
honest blue eyes of that five-year-old chrld
and frankly acknowledge that he diqd not
pray.

‘Do you ¥ he inquired at last] desperate-
1y ; hoping thus to change. the, to him, very
obnosious subject; for there was an unmls-
takable smile‘showlng upon the faces or ‘his
visitors ~a.t lus evident unmlungness to a.n-'
“swer.. L : '

‘Oh yes of course 134 she answered prompt-

”

N g./f/—/"-:""— ly, not in-the least disturbed by ihe ques--
= \‘ ’U.’r"/ =~ . tlon, ‘once every night and morning, be-
P Q’x/ ) ’ »
'*\IU > /’/’ A - sides lots of other times. But, say, do
= ====v  you? You know—you did not tell me -

‘Didn’t I'?”—the color actually crimson-
ing his forehead. ‘Well I think I might
say, “God bless my littls child I” Do you
think that would do P ’ '

‘ Yes, sir,’ naively, ‘but I think you would.
much better pray for. yourself.’

‘1 .could - have stood up. and faced a.nd
answered the most scathing rebuke ever
levelled at infidelity in public,’ he said, in
repeating the’ story afterwards to a com-
pany of friends in my hearing. ‘I could
" have laughed in the face of the most emin-
ent divine who dared to urge upon me the
duty of prayer; but that’ child’s question
completely nonpluSsed me. I believe in
all tha defeats I ever experienced I never
felt so unspeakably little as' I dld that da.y.
—'Christian Sta.ndard '

" Oh, what a terrible
But such sights, and

figured haggard faces,
sight of suffering !

quent. =~ There to the front and seemingly
not far off, are the beautil’ul purple moun-
tains of Judea and Samaria, the perfectand. -
cloudless day, the glorious azure sky, the
balmy atmosphere, all round and about
Ramleh, stand out a glorious picture, a feast
to be remembered forever.

From the top of this tower, built by Chris-
tians who gave their lives for the cause of
Christ, we heard the muezzin call the faith-
ful \Ioslem to prayer. TFive times a day,
between six a.m., and 6 p.m., he prays with
his face towards:Mecca, beglnmng every
prayer with ‘ God is one God, the only true
God, and'Mohammed is his prophet.’

It seemed strange to see so many, people.
especially little- children, who 'look" exactly
like our children, but who could not under-

"About Two Churches,

The following story comes from Waterloo,
Ta.:—The members of the Presbyterian
church decided to erect a new place of wor-
ship.  Stone was scarce; in' fact, ther\eA
were no quarries and no rock suitable for
building purposes nigh at hand. At last
their attention was called to what was ap-
‘rarently a larze boulder which stood in the
.middle of a plain about eight miles from
the town. The huge mass of rock was
.ike an island ip the midst of a vast sea.
"About eight feet of it projected above '
. ground.” The work of excavatlng this gigan-
tic boulder was at once begun. When ex-
money Is, and are as eager to catch it as posed to view it was fmmd to be 23 _faw
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' Bigh; 30 feet long and 20 feet wide. On

“ this monolith the workmen began their.lab--

‘ors ‘with drill, hammer and dynamite, and
+he enormous rock was copverted into build-
ing store. = The pieces were conveyed to
the town, and before long a wonderful nieta-
morphosis was apparent, and then this giant
boulder, after resting undsturbed for count-
less years and buried by the deposits .of
ages, was transformed into a beaqtifhl
church.. . In its rough state this great rock
is estimated to have weighed more than 2,-
500 tons. : 4

To build a church with material taken

', ‘from one boulder is certainly surprising,’

but not so much as to bumild and complete
a large wooden chufch from the timber of
a single tree, no lumber from any other
source' being used, the building being the
largest edifice in the country. This build-
ing is situated in Santa Rosa, Cal., and was
erected for the members of the Baptist com-
munion in that place.” The {imber * was
talken from a redwood tiree that grew in
the neighborhood.' The interior of the
church was paneled and was finished with
wood, not a particle of. plaster or other
gimilar material being used,. The . floors,
seatings, pulpit, reof and roofing were all
formed from material taken from the same
tree, and after the building was finished in
every particular, stuff enough. was 'takep,
tror it to manufacture 60,000 shingles, be-
gides a large quantity of scantlings, joists

arid other dimension stuff.—American pa-

per.

A ?’rinée of Scientists

——

THE BRILLIANT INVENTIONS AND

NOTABLE CAREER OF SIR WIL- *
LIAM THOMPSON; (LORD.
KBLVIND
(¢ Ram’s Horn)

When the history of this wonderful cen-
tury of science comes to be written, there
are few names that will glow with greater
lustre upon its pages, than that of Lord.
Kelvin, 1. e, Sir William Thompson. I't‘
is safe to say that posterity will raukvhim'
alongside of Galileo, Newton and Pascal.

He is o modern example of that rarity—
a genius. Lord Kelvin is not only the
greatest physicist of this generation, but
also ‘the leading electrical engineer and one
of the most celebrated inventors of the
world.’ R ‘

His first great work was to design a cable
{n which there was no Tetardation of elec-
tricity, thus enabling Cyrus W. Field to
realize his great ambition of joining the
continents. - He invented the instrument
for receiving the messages through the At-
iantic ‘cable; and did more than any other
electrician toward its perfect working. He
also invented the recorder used on all sub-
marine cables. for receiving and writing the
messages. . He first used piano wire for
iying soundings’ in the deep sea, rendered
an important service to navigation in mak-
ing the adjustable compass which bears his
pame, and perfected instruments for aceu-
rate measurements of electric currents. Dur-

ing the long years of his active life, he hag .

made scores of valuable discoveries in heat,
gases, magnetism, hydrostatics and -mathe-
matics. He has written a number of class
books and "scientiﬁc works .vexj;j;" abstruse
and profound. . . .
Lord Kelvin was born in Belfast, in 1824,
In early youth the lad revealed the qualities
that were later to. make him world-famous.
As a boy he was precocious. At the age of

&,

.. THE MBESSENGER.- =~ .’

" eleven he entered the'Royal C‘pllége‘*%vhéré

his father was.-professor. of mathematics.
He' astonished ‘the  older scholars-in 'his
father's “class, ‘by;/his preternatural quick-.
ness in' solving abstruse mathematical prob-
lems. - -Later, he:went to Cambridge, and

_while a. student there publisied numerous-
eriginal papexjs.‘on ‘physieal subjects,—%’-heat, .

gases, electricity, ete. . He was not, ‘how-.
ever, the .pale student bent only on’ his
books.
He won & sculling prize, and was one of the
.winning crew in a boat race between Cam-
bridge and Oxford. He graduated in 1845,
and afler being ‘for a time a student at
Réqnault, in Paris, he became Professor of
Natural Philosophy at Glasgow, in’ 1846..
Here he has remalned, {u splie .of most
tempting offers to go.elsewhere.. He has
honored the university by his presence, In

1896, the most distinguished scientists from -

all parts of the globe gathered at Glasgow
to celebrate the golden anniversary of Lord
Kelvin's career as a professor, philosopher,
author; and inventor, ’ .
Lord Kelvin’s mind is a marvel of bril-
liancy, One who knows him well, says :—
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SIR WILLIAM THOMPSON (LORD KELVIN.)

‘ He thinks with an electrical rapidity. He
" does not appear to weigh and reason, like
‘most men, but to reach his result by pure
~intuition. Sec him engressed in thé sub-
ject of his discourse, and utterly forgetful of
himself, or wild with rapture over the resalt
of an experiment, and you will say this man
was created for science, that he is a pro-
phet or seer with a divine mission to reveal
the physical laws. He seems to imbibe
.knowledge with the air he breathes or with
the pores of his skin. He is gifted with
a very keen perception. '
‘Few things escape his notice, although
" he may not seem to observe them. His
meniory is uncommonly retentive, his. rea-
soning faculty is most clear and precise,
and his imagination strong and fecund.
These rare endowments are all stimulated
by a per-fervid zeal—a vehement enthusi-
asm for the pursuit of science.

In character, Lord Kelvin is modest, kind,
generous, and loving. In manner, Hke
many of the-greatest men, he is as simple

~ and unaffected as a child. - In later life, he
has had lttle time to indulge his liking for
outdoor sports, but in summer he usually
takes a long cruise in. his-yacht, the ‘Lalla
Rookh. It will be remembered, Lord Kel-
vin recently came to America and made the
scientific convention at Toronto notable by
his presence. )

° He has a great capacity for work, often

carrying on his research into the small
hours of the morning. Sometimes while

(SN

He was a lover of outdoor. sports. .

én’gaged""in his 1i\boi;é.toi'Y, ';sox‘ne; theoretical :
subject will burst- like. a -whirlwind upon
“his mind; take entire possession of him, and "

“hold him spell-bound in its grasp for seve-

ral days. . IR
- .Lord elvin is an earnest:Christian, full
of faith and good -works.  ~He tries.to'live

“ut the principles of Christianity in every
- day duties rather than to engage in polemic.

discussion regarding them: - o
His, beautiful: hoe is’ situated near the
university, and, as might be expected, is pro-
vided with the latest electrical and: other
discoveries and inventions. It .is heated

. with - electricity ; has long-distance tele-

phones 50 he can talk at once with any one |
in England ; and is resplendent with vari-
ous in'genim;s devices including astronomi-
cal time, for annihilating time and making
-earth a scientific paradise, ‘

- What Brings Peace.
- A doctor who was vislting a Christian’
‘patient had himself long. been .anxious to
feel that e was at peace with God. The
Spirit had convinced him of his sin and
need, and he longed to possess that -peace
which the world cannot give. On this oc-
casion, addressing himself to the sick one,
he said . .
~*I want. you to tell me just what it is—
this believing and getting happiness, faith
fn Jesus, and all that sort of thing which
brings peace.’’

His patient replied : .

‘ Doctor, I have felt that I could do noth-
ing, and I have put my case in your handsy
] am trusting to you. That is exactly
what every poor sinner must do in the Lord.
Jesus. R ) -

" This reply greatly awalkened the doctor’s
surprise, and a mew light broke in upon his
soul, R TN

‘Is that all 7 he exclaimed: ‘simply
trusting in the Lord Jesus! I see it, as 1
never did before. He has done the work.
Yes, Jesus sald on the cross, “It is finished,”
and whosoever believeth in him shall" not
perish, but have everlasting life’ -

" Trom that sick bed the doctor went a
happy man, rejoicing that his sins were
washed away in the blood of the Lamb.

e

BILLY BRAY, THE CORNISH
PREACHER. : '

This '4wonderfu.lly interesting book (papei-
cover) glves an anecdotal sketchy life of one. .

of the most effective preachers ever used by o

God for the salvation of souls. This book free
to ‘Messenger’ subscribers sending two new
subscriptions at thirty cents each.

The Find=the=Place Almanac

ap—

" TEXTS IN PHILIPPIANS.

Mar. 10, Sun—Unto you it is given in the
behalf of Christ, not only to believe on
him, but also to suffer for his sake.

Mar. 11, Mon.—Let nothing be
through strife or v;xinglory. v

Mar. 12, Tues.—Let each est\eem other bet-~

done’

ter than themselves. ——
Mar. 13, Wed.‘——Let this mind be in you
which was also in Christ. -, p

Mar. 14, Thur.—He humbled himself, and
became obedient unto death. )

Mar. 15, Fri—At the name of Jesus every
knee should bow.’ .

Mar. 16, Sat—Every tongue should con-
‘fess that Jesus Christ is Lord, to the glory
of God the Father. : o

e

‘As many men, so many finds. - ‘World ~
Wide’ reflects the thought of both Lemis-
pheres.
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HE MADE OUT THE FIGURE OF A MAN. - = -

‘In the Depths of the Snow.
(By Walter T. Stratton, in ‘ Home Words.")
Every one’in the village of Imhof said it
would lie between Ulrich Lauener and Peter
+Werden ; and by ‘it everybody meant the
" prize of five hundred francs offered-for the
finest piece of carving made in the valley
before Christmas. The donor was an Eng-
lishman, wintering in Grindelwald, and the
award was to be decided by him at Meiring-
en on Christmas Day.

A stranger might have said that Imhof

glept cuddled under the snow, but within
its wooden chalets there was wakefulness
enough to set tools chipping and tongues
wagging. - '

Only Ulrich Lauener.was silent. Iivery
other competitor talked of.the wonderful
work of art he was perfecting, and invited

“his ‘friends. to comie and criticise the unfifi-
f{shed carving.
.Lauener was doing in his lonely chalet that
stood high above the mestling village—not
even Marle.
with curiosity, and her gentle wiles were
ealeulated to unearth the deepest secret.

" '“Don't you find it dreadfully cold, work--

ing all alome ?” she ventured timidly one
Sunday morning. -
“ Ah, so !’ laughed Ulrich. ‘But the fag-
gots .burp well—and carve well, too. I
have a fine store—enough to last till Christ-
‘mas.’” ‘ ) ) ,
Is it something very big you are making?
1 am sure father would help ycu get it down
~on his sledge, if it is. Peter ‘Werden has
‘nearly finished his table. Ah, you should
see it, Ulrich—all flowers and chamois.’
~ “Ishall see it on Christmas Day,’ return-
"_ed Ulrich, With 2 smile flitting across his
‘face. ‘And shall I not be the only one
who ‘has not seen it-—except the English
. Herr 7 ' -
' ¢You might have shown it to me, your
beautiful 'carving,’ urged Marle, coaxingly.

¢ Just one peep, and nobody else need be the

wiser. ‘ o
But Ulrich was obdurate, though more
than once he was® tempted to soften
towards the girl. ‘She will be twice .as

pleased when she sees it labelled with the . ‘
‘Where will the
fun be if she knows beforehand that I have

first prize,’ he thought.

done something quite new ? Why, all the
valley would be talking about it in a day.
No—better wait till the Englishman-can see
‘and judge for himself. .
So the work went on silently, and wit
.no one to admire, in Lauener's chalet. - His
model of the spears and needles of the En-
gelhorner as they appeared in the summer,
_ with here and there a thread of snow cling-
ing to their precipitous rocks, grew daily

‘-

But nobody knew what -

Yet the girl was consumed

nearer completion. . Even the tiny valley
and its countless streams - seemed. to be
bathad in* sunlight. But the last finishing
touches were terribly hard to give.. Marie

had suddenly become celd fo him, and the-
Some-:

fact robbed him of his inspirdation.
times he felt inclined to let ‘the wdod " that

ol

7

%

\ S SRRAIRNS
il Rt T

AL o oh ool DIt

. the _faggots '_wl;’iclii crackleéd “on the stone

 hearth. -

- But, despite dep{reési‘qh,' the, work p:og:

pered, until, a weck before Christmas, Ul- -

rick-laid aside his tools. He did not regard
the carving from near and far, as though
anxious to discover any flaw that might be
rectified.  But, with his back to his bencR,

e

 had yielded so well to his tools burn Among

‘he sat”staring into the heart of the red:

embers, and the blue coils of smoke fasH-.
foned themselves at the bidding - of his

thoughts. . - :

First, he pictured himself with Marie, axid -

the firelight seemed to dance, and the black-.

ex}ed beams of the chalet to look less
.gloomy. A smile crept shyly across his

face as he fancied he saw Marie setting the:
white tablecloth on the little square table-

which had not been used to such adornment.

Five hundred francs would go a very.long. .

way towards making the dream a reality,
Tor some minutes he enjoyed his thoughts
as though they were®the first meal Marje
" had prepared for him..

Then the warm blaze began to die ddfvn
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THE DOOR THE YOUNG GUIDE JAMMED WITH A HEAVY DRESSER

-
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!nto litl:le spluttenng ﬂames, which ca.me
" and went, -always leaving deeper shadows‘
behind.. :

What ‘it Peter Werden won the grea.t
prize ? He would marry in the spring, and
“not have to wait tmtil another winter should
help him'to earn more money by his carv-
ing.. He could oxly earn money by that.
‘And little Xatharine was ‘ready—quite

- ready, to wed Peter, and mnever notxce his
- stiff knee all the days of her life..

.*He will win if I do not enter,’ thought
Ulrich.
other folk unselfish, if one fights shy of it.
oneself 2 Marie will wait for me till the
gummer, and then I can make some greaf’

“ascents, and earn more than five hundred .

francs. Pster cannot do that, his leg is
{00 bad to let him be even a porter.

‘But Marie had grown so cold to him since
" his refusal to show her his carving. Dare
e risk the possibility that she should
cease to care for him ? If he won the
prize she would forgive him for keeping his
secret.  But what if he did not ?

i

. » ("U to . »”

Late that evening, when the. sky twinkled -

with stars, Ulrich made up his mind; and
next morning he set out to walk over the
Great Scheidegg to Grindelwald. There
had not been so much snow as usual, and
the tracks were easy to find to one who
had known the pass from boyhood. Strap-
ped on his back was the model of the moun-
tains ; and as he walked steadily on with
even stride, he was calculating how much
be dare ask for his masterpiece, now that
he had decided not to enter for the prize.
He might find a visitor who would give him
more than the dealer’'s agent, and then—
who knows ?—he might, after all, wed Marie
be;oré'the snows . melted. -

The dark pines bore théir heavy white
burdens, their trunks as upright as ever,
Ulrich wondered vaguely if men were meant
to bear their burdens as sturdily. At Ros-
enlaui he noted the heavy lumbering -clouds
rolling like waggons over the shoulder of
the pass. There were no chariot clouds
with golden wheels. The snow clogged
heavily on his boots, and more than once
a détour had to be made to avold the
drifts.

Long before the young guide reached the
summit flakes were writhing round him as
though trying to make him theé very centre
of a snowy whirlpool. On his pack a
white wool-like covering had formed, giving
him the appearance of a Father Christmas.

At last he turned' the shoulder, and the
descent began on the far side. - Scarcely
balf an hour from the summit he thought
he heard a faint cry, coming’d from no di-
rection of which he could be -certain. TUp
to his knees in snow he stopped short to
Tisten. ;
granular particles and hurling them hither
and thither, so that they stung Ulrich’s face
like a shower of small shot.

Once more he heard a call, and this time
' .made sure that it came from his left. He
plunged forward; it was difficult to keep his
breath in the face of the storm. Then he
halted again; there was not a sound to
guide him." Suddenly  alorg the deep
tracks he had made came a dog’s bark.
Hastily he turned back, feeling rdther
than seeing his way.

the dog, and followed the sound until he
‘reached a sudden dip in the mountain side.
‘On a broad ledge, partially sheltered, he
made out the figure of a man lymg, his
head pﬂlowed on” the body of a huge ‘St

'Bemard dog
of sleeping bag, round- which the snow had ,
“drifted, and had fallen. into that state of
‘torpor’ which soon- becomes the ‘sleep. that
knows no waking, and only the warmth of.
" the.dog had kept him alive so long.

“What is the use of liking to see

The wind was gathering the more'

. Above the howl of -
the storm he caught the piteous whining ofr

He was wrapped in a- kind

Ulrich tried vainly to rouse him.: 'i‘hen

seeing there was. nothing else to be. done, |
he unstrapped his pack, and hid his carv-

ing: under a- huge rock preparatory to an’
attempt to carry.the stranger down to. the.
nearest chalet, if he might, by the help of
God, happen. upon one.

I uneed not weary the reader with an ac-
count of Ulrich’s struggle through the snow.

-Had he not found -a chalet within an hour,

he would have been forced to abandon the
stranger and go. for' help, ‘thus risking the
possibility that Lefore aid could come death
might have claimed the lost man.

Once inside the chalet, the full fury of
the blizzard broke. The door the-young
guide jammed with the aid of a heavy dress-
er. Then he attempted to light a fire.
Happily the chalet was ‘one of the'few that
are inhabited throughout the winter, and
when Ulrich almost despaired of reviving
the stranger, the owner hammered a.t the
door for admission. -

~ v
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To make a short story shorter, it is only
necessary to add that the stranger whose
life Ulrich had saved in the nick of time
was the Englishman who had offered the
great prize. He had started to walk over
the pass to Meiringen, where he was to

" inspect the carving and -make the award.

On the way he had been overtaken by the
storm and lost the right track.

The medel of the Englehorner was not
recovered until the New Year had dawned,
and Peter Werden had won the prize for the
finest carving in the valley. !But Ulrich is
supremely happy, for has not Marie promis-,
ed to marry him before the spring ?' and
has not the Englishman already given them

a wedding present ‘beyond the dreams of

avarice 7 And it does but add to his de-
light that Peter Werden will ‘make his
home’ at the sameé time. . But only Marie
and the English gentleman know how it
was that Ulrich’s cayving should have been
found under a rock on the Grindelwald side
of the Great Scheidegg.

In Time of Troubie.
(By Eben E. Rexford, in ‘TIorward.’)
If shadows hide the sun away, o

What use to sigh about it?
Go on about your work, and say,
‘If sunshine can’t be ours to-day

We'll et along without it.

I things go wrong let worrying go.
‘What good can come of fretting ?

It may be it ig better so.

God plans it all, and He must know, -
So spare your vain regretting,

There is a sunshine that makes good
The lack of sun above us,

And all might find it if they would,

In cheerful word and happy mood,
And smiles of those who love us.

Then let us smile when skies are gray, °
"~ And laugh at stormy weather,
And sing life’s lonesome times away.
So worry and the dreariest day
Will find an end together.

Every man in his humor. ‘World Wide'
is a collection of the best writing on the
most interesting subjects.

1n perplexity as to-which way to go.

. peers.

.against your melancholy situation;

Stella. s

It is a sma.ll window, and peers blinklng!y
upon its small outloolt. As you cross-the"

" room. from the ﬁre-place to t'.hek sxde-table, .
there fall aﬁhwart your. eyes, obliquely, four, K

succem:ve impressxons of light sha.de, light

“and ‘shade, in the form - of, (1) a stnp of

sky, 2) an erratlc chimney-pot (3) an-
other strip of sky; and, (4)" another chim-
ncy-pot.  And that is Why the window: ap-. :
‘pears to blink. ) :
‘Go nearer to !t and take the Aview I‘oem-
two chimney-pots mxcshapen, grotes que, er-.
ratic, running t]:us way and tha.t, -as
though they were in a hurry to. be off, and
X Item:
s blank wall, with another blinking win-
dow, over which is a small board, contain— .
ing, in rough lettering, the legend, ‘Anc1ent
Lxghts' Item : a roof, loose-tied, Jagged
bleary with sooty rain-marks, Item: a )
back-yard, -containing a washing-tub, an
old boot, and a forlorn clothes-line. And
that is the outlook upon which the window
"Small blame to it for blinking.-

But it is a brave little window! - Come
storm, come sun, it stares manfully upon
{ts desolate prospect, with a grim dogged-
ness and defiance, that say as plainly as
possible : ¢ Well, this is not a very cheery
view, but I can at least do my duty and
look it in the face.’ I held quite a little

_conversation with this window one evening

after I had learned something about the
room, and was waiting to see Stella. T
said.;— : 4

‘Look you, now, yow re a good dutiful
little window in your way, and you keep
up your spirits very creditably in the face
of a depressing outlook, but I think you are
a trifie too vain-glorious and bombastlc

over your virtues.

The window rattled mmgnant]y.
© ¢Ah, said I, ‘but I mean it! You have
a tragic and theatrical air of bearing up
but
come, tell me, sir, have you not an inlock
as well as an outlook ? And does not the
former amply compensate for the latter.?
Could any window have a sweeter, fairer
life-story to look upon, than that which is
being lived out in this room ?’ '

The window was silent.

Come down to.Shoulder of Mutton Alley,
near Commercial Road, in Stepney, and you
shall read the story for yourself, It is a
dreary—lookmg place, a morose, glowering,
beetle-browed passage, that glides noise-.
lessly from out the monotonous thorough-
fare into a dim vacuity, a black, frowning-

: nothingness, which, when you explofe its

dismal mystery, gradually unfolds its.

- gaunt outline; and reveals itself in the sha-

dowy gloom as the court called Shoulder of
Mutton Alley. Come up the staircase of
No. 3, turn to the right along the narrow
passage on the second landing, and we are
in the room with the blinking window.
Stella will rise and receive us as we en-
ter, for she is always there. . At the little
table near the window, surrounded by all
thc craft and mystery of her art in the
form of bits of ribbon, artificial flowers,
needles, threads, scissors, and those articles
which a masculine mind would describe as.,
‘funny things called “shapes,” which have
no shape at all’ *At this table, I say, with
her ten busy fingers darting hither and thi~
ther, and pouncing this way and that, Stella
sits from morn till eve,

¢ And so you are a milliner, Stella ?’ said

. I, on that November morning when my par-

ish visiting first led me to the room.
Stella said; ‘Yes, Miss.’ :
‘On your own account ¥’
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Stella said ‘Yes, Miss, again.‘ She ‘had

: ;a. very sweet voice,. “had; Stella, and .I- liked

to hear her talk.’

‘And you live here alone ? 1 querxed
flookmg Tound’ the’ _room. ‘ _

¢ 0N, no,’ he answered quickly ‘We are
“-quite "a little. family. George and Tom-—
those are my brothers—they are at school
-now-—and Polly—that is my sister—we all
live together, and push :along- as bést we
can’ . - '
“And Polly 7. . ’

¢ Polly is out nearly all.day, except when
she comes in between journeys to have
her meals. She works as a trotter.”

*“And what may a “trotter” be, ‘Stella 7’

. Stella pulled herself: together for an elab-
orate explanation

. ¢Well,? she said ‘there ‘are lots of work-
Ing tailors’ around here who do jobs in their
own houses for firms in the city, and, you
see, they .must have a messenger to carry
the work for ‘them when it is done. They

" call these messengers * trotters.” Polly
trots for two tailors, and makes about seven
shillings a week.
think she does very well. I am four. years
older than she is, and I only make ten
shrl]mgs weekly.’

‘So you keep house for four on seventeen

" ghillings a week, Stella ?’ .

“She looked up at me half quizzically.
‘Yes,’ said she, ‘and I think we are very
fortunate to -have so much to do it om.

There are some poor people around here—

w:dows, mostly—who have to keep their

four or five children on ten shillings a

week, ‘more or less, and pay rent in the.

Of course, they have to live and
sleep in ome room. But we have three,’
she added proudly, ‘and I think they.are
very cheap: at six-and-sixpence a week.’

I looked round the room. It was just
such an apartment as thousands of- other
people have to-day in the East End. There
was the small grate, with its_small fire.
There was the usual oblong table in the
centre, covered by a comfortless '_oilclotli. §

‘They are s0 saying,’ .said Stella, when
she had grown quite confidential. ‘You'va
only to wipe them wtih a damp cloth, nud
there they are, as shiny as new.’ -

" .bargafh.

Near the window, as I have stated, was

the side table at which Stella worked. It
supported, in addition to the afore-mention-
ed stock-in-trade, a miscellaneous pyramid,
‘built up against the wall, in steps of ever
declining size. First came the big Bible;
then a large gaunt copy of Bunyan’s ‘ Holy
‘War,” bound in dark green, with & fantastic
border round each page;.then a model
diary with a.ragged back. It was a reck-
less step of three inches to the next vol-
ume, a fat edition of Mrs. Beeton’s Coolr-
ery. This was surmounted by a large-
typed hymn-book. The hymn-book support-
ed a Common Prayer-Book which had for a
burden a black surly-looking paper-weight,
made of stone, in imitation of a small vol-
" ume, »
‘(Tom had used it to hammer tin-tacks:into
his tops.) The whole was surmounted by
2 pinnacle in the form of a highly-colored
representation of General Gordon, with a
purple face and a green leg, sitting side-
Tvays in a statuesque and somewhat vacuous
attitude on a horse of bright scarlet. I
noticed that Stella was very particular about
the architecture of this pyramid. If it
_ was out of gear by the displacement of so
much as one beok, she could not rest con-
tent until she had remedied the eyesore.
Add to these things four highly Varnished
chairs, two strips of carpet (ome in front
of thé fire and one near the side table),

o

She is only fiffeen. - I

and much chipped at the corners.:

-ago, just twelve months after mother.

. tion of the elbows.

three or four ancient alma.na.cs hung” a.bout
the walls, a many-colored picture represent-
ing a maiden of uncertain age (she .might

. ‘have been five -and she might have-been
_fifteen)- blowing a kiss from two bulby- lips'

with two very podgy fingers; . add .these
things to- the foregoing catalogue, and you
have: the .principal items- of the room- in
thch Stella sat at work.

¢ We managed to get all the furniture to-
gether ourselves, she sald, her eyes bright
with pleasure, * that is, Polly and myself. I
never hoped that we should get-on so well
Yes, it was a hard struggle at first. You
see, father was-ill a long time, and when he
died, well, we were in a.fix.. He had earn-
ed good money in his time—two and three
pounds a week, as an agent for sewing ma-
chines—but for ‘twelve months he was un-
able to do anything. He died two years
He
never seemed to have got over mother’s
death. He had given me a trade, or I
don’t- know what we should have done.
Poor Polly had no trade, and so she had
to turn to what she could get; but I hope
to be able to apprentice her to the dress-
making before many months have gone by.’

A great tumbling and roaring at the
door, a gust of wind, a loud hullabalooing—
all these things burst in together, and in
their wake came George and Tom,

¢ Stella, he hit me on the —

¢ Stella, he took my —

¢ So this is George and Tom,’ said I has-
tening to cover their confusion, which was
manifesting itself, to Stella’s distress, in the
sucking of dirty fingers. ‘I think.I have
seen you before, Master Tom. I think, if
I am not mistaken, that when I saw you
last you were stealing arideon the rear of
a tramcar down Commercial Road, while

the conductor was tahmg the fares on the.

roof !'.-

‘and you promised me——’

‘No, I didn’t, Stella !’ shouted Tom, all
anxiety to put himself right with Stella ; ‘I
didn’t do it since I promised you. It was
before that as she must a-seen me.’

‘Tom, Tom,” said Stella, ‘ you mustn’t say
**she”; it ism’t polite !’

Tom lock mystified, and ‘retired within
himself.

I fell into the habit of callmg once a
week upon the little family of which Stella
was the hedd and the ‘little mother’ and
the commmander-in-chiéf. - Truly a little
mother ; a trifle below the average height;
slim and almost fragile of figure; with

small quick hands and a small head, shape- -
ly and well moulded, upon a small white"

throat. Her eyes were a sober and de-
mure brown, but they
laugh sometimes within themselves, and
flit sharp looks at you, with an air, half of
mischief, half of naiveté. Many a less at-
tractive and less worthy girl than Stella
has been taken up into a good man’s life
and tended there as the sweetest flower that
ever grew. She aways wore a black dress,
which perhaps caused her to look more
fragile than she really was.
light, it was not an immaculate dress.
There wére some threadbare -corners here
and there, and the - sleeves had worked
themselves up the small wrists for quite
three inches by reason of the constant mo-
But In the gloom of
the winter days, when I first saw her work-
ing ‘at the table near the blinking window,
and when the semi-light frowned upon the
‘delinquencies of her dress and gently cov-
ered them with its shadow, she looked as
neat and trim a little figure as I have ever

- Oh, Tom 1 sa.ld Stella in a low voice, -

. could shine and-

Seem in the

B

-geen. Even when. summer-time ca.me and
.the sun cast'a blinding glare upon the. lit-
tle room, showing up shabbiness’ of: wall-
paper, and threadbare clothes, -and -even
one ‘or two patches on-the black. dress—it
‘seemed’ to me that even then Stella seemed
to have ‘the best of it, for the very short-
ening of those- worn sleeves betrayed two .
of the most charming little wrists that any
maiden could possibly possess—so small, so
white, so-delicately traced by the blue velns.
_ And. the sun betrayed another thing. It
‘betrayed the fact that Stella’s hair, which
was -chestnut in its color, had most .be-
witchirg little ripples of waviness in it,
which seemed to break into flashing smiles
and .glintings 2s the summer light poured
into the room,

Stella was decidedly an optimist. I al-
ways ‘marvelled' over the bright view of
things that always-shone in:her brown eyes.
‘I think -we have done, very, well,’ she al-
ways said, when she was telling.me of their
struggles. She was perfectly. contented.
Her little heart was as healthy, and sound,
and free from the corroding cancer of pessi-
mism and dxscontent as any rosy-cheeked

apple growing in a Devonshire orchard, ‘1
think we have done very well’ That was
the keynote of her character. She was

always satisfled, always thank.ful for the
mercies vouchsafed to her. And this amidst
the dinginess and gloom of an East End.
court. This, despite the fact that her little
head, even as it leant over her millinery, '
~was ever busy with the trying problem of
ways and means. - Many <women have
grown peevish, and soured, and old before
their time, over that problem. There was
a golden vein somewhere in Stella’s nature,
which kept her above that sort of thing.
What was if, after a.ll but that rare diamond
called ‘comimon ‘sense’ ?  Nobody could
withstand Stella’s common-sensé, Its argu-
ments were unanswerable Her . advice,
given always,so modestly and kindly, rather
as a suggestmn than aught else, became a
sort of Mede and Persian law to Polly,
George and Tom. ‘Stella said so,” Polly
would “say, and there was an end of the
.matter. ‘Stella said so,” George and Tom
would maintain sturdily, and they would
hold out_to the bitter end rather than-give
up the view of the matter which Stella
‘had expressed. Polly wanted a new dress
in November, but it was the end of January
befcre ways'and means allowed of it, Stella
pondered for a short time over her millin-
ery. -

‘Don't you think, Polly, she said, “that
you had better wait till spring ? It doesn’t
matter so much what you wear these dark
winter days; but you see in springtime the
days will be lighter, and the pretty cheap
patterns will be out, and you'll look so
much better than if you got a winter dress'
now which you would have to wear all
through the summer, Then for next win-
ter you could get a nice black dress.’
~Polly would as soon have thought of try-
‘ing to jump from St."Paul’s Churchyard to
the dome of the Cathedral as of question-
ing Stella’s wisdom ; and so the matter was
decided. ' ‘

Stella had her share of anxziety in a secret
kind of way. George was very ‘heavy on

his boots,’ and worked his way through

them as though they were so much brown
paper. Tom’s knees had a predilection: for
peering through his knickerbocKers a fact
which I fear was attributable to his ‘partia-
)ity for playing ‘knock-out’ and ‘knuckle-
down’ at marbles. The weekly food-bill
wanted a lot of managing with George and
Tom °‘laying on' like two young wolves
three time a day. - Altogether, Stella had




gouch to think about, ‘but she always kept

fier - worries -to  herself, ‘and - always _put

. & bright face upon them, and always came

to - the - conclusion that ‘ things ~had come
round very well, considenng, and- never

‘once realized that it was all due to her own -
“sharp scheming little head that things had -

‘come round at all. ~ That was another fea‘
“ture in Stella’s character. - - Life for her was
a succession of corners which by hook or
erook must be rounded. ‘She brought all

her arts to bear upon rounding them ; and °

when, by dint of her own' care and fore-
thought, she succeeded in her effort, she look-
ed round, as it were, with a smile of sur-
prised delight and gratification, and a fix-
ed belief in her head that she had done noth-

‘ing to merit such extraordinary good for-

tune. I think it must have been this buoy-

"ancy of heart and mind’ which kept the

curves of her cheeks so soft’and round, and
free from th& haggar dnesses which Care

“ever leaves behind him,

I chanced upon one episode in Stella’s

life that threw -a flood of light upon her
character. During the visits which I paid

to the family from time to time, a problem

which perplexed me mightily began to force
itself upon my notice. It was connected
with pieces of wood-carving. Now what
had wood-earving to do with Stella ? That
was the question which perplexed me,- ‘but
to which I could find no amswer for some
time.

It began with a small oaken bracket, un-
polished, but cleverly carved in-imitation
of ivy leaves. I casually noticed it above
the mantel-piece as I sat questioning George
and Tom on their nine-times table. Now

a small bracket nailed above the mantel-

piece is not an extraordinary slght and I
thought nothing more of it. When next
I called there was another bra.cked exactly
similar, lying on the side table. That also,
was not an extraordinary sight, and again
1 took little notice. Nothing could be more,
patural than to have a pair of small brack-v
ets nailed to the wall by way of modest or-
panientation.  Doubtless Stella. had only
been able to afford them singly, and had
not had time to put the second in its place!

Her quick eye saw "mine fall upon it, and

" she followed my glance with that little ex-

’

pression of anxiety on her face ‘Which her
kousekeeping punctiliousness could not help
betraying in the presence of visitors. When
she saw what it was I was looking at, her

" head dropped over her work, but she said

nothing,.
On the occasion of my next call I bzheld

yet a -third piece of wood-carving in the -

room—this time it was a small photograph
frame. I began to wonder. Surely Stella,
was not the girl to have crazes, much less
for small ornaments of this kind, Was it
Polly ? No, Stella’s ‘common-sense would
not have permitted her to waste her money
in this way. Asgain Stella followed my in-

. voluntary glance, and this time it was al-

most with an air of distress, which added
to my mystmcation I quickly looked
aside, as though I had seen nothmg Stella’s

head was again bent low over her work, .’
1 contin-

and her face was almost hidden,
ued to wonder and surmise as I proceeded
Wil-h .my visiting, but the explanation
never once occurred to me.

Pleces of wood-carving contmued to ap-
pear and multiply apace in Stelhs sitting-
room, in what was to me an utterly inex-
phcable fashion. A- small inkstand, de-
‘signed as an oak-leaf, with a representation

. of a hollow acorn serving as the ink-well,

made its appearance on the side-table Al-
most elbowing it was a paper-knxfe with a
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carved handle. -On-the. mantel-shelf stood

~a- carved tea-caddy, with all kinds'of: {0

gemous devices  and. ornamentations run-
.ning round it. = The ‘Toom Wwas a’ veritable
receptacle of studies in ecarving.- (Al these

things I saw together. for the first ‘time .
when I returned from my summer- holiday. -

‘Stella’s embarrassment became ‘apparent as
soon as I entered the doorway:
saw my astonishment a . blush, rosy-red
suffused her face.
kind of girl to play the tell-tale ; but I'had
‘become very friendly with the family by

this time, and Polly could not repress 4.
laugh when she saw Stella look 50 distress-

fully self-conscious.

I staréd at the wood-carvmgs in 1rrepres-
sible curiosity.

‘ The truth is, miss, said Polly, looking
at Stella, ‘she’s ashamed to tell you, but
there’s a young man as wants her, and he’s
always sending her these. things.
turner and wood-carver living next door.”.

Stella’s face was
blushes.. I could see them spreading even
to her small ears.

*Oh, you naughty Stella. | sald Iat last
'I have a very good mind to tease you

_unmercifully for trying to keep. a .secret
‘from me !

"As if you could keep it a sec-
ret with all these things about the room ! P

Stella manag ed to look up.

‘I can’t help it !’ she said, plteously. ‘I’ve
npever even spoken to him! He leaves
them all outside the door!
take them in, people would see them, and—
and—-—

She, paused and ‘then added, w;th a cul-
minating air of pathetic distress.:

‘There are more in the other room ! 1

A moment’s silence, and then another tra-
gic outburst,, - . -

¢ I——I-——was foohsh enough to take the ﬁrst
- one because’ I d1d not Want to hurt his
feehngs by sending it back, ~ He gave' it
to George, and told him to bring it to me—
and ever since he has been leaving these
other things outside the door—and what
could I do?
I sent
the three last things back, but found them
outside the door again.’ :

‘Poor Stella!” said I, ‘you are indeed
_encompassed by woes. But do not look so
fmghtened ‘Women have borne up against
that sort of thing before now.’

But Stella was in no mood for banter.
Something about: her mouth told me she
was very near crying. Her mind was not
modelled in the same groove as that of
many girls, and this was no joke to her. It

‘was rather a great, solemn, serious business,
-involving much exercise of mind in its set-

tlement. She was too tender and kindly
of heart to deal lightly with the teelmgs
‘of another. -

‘But tell me,’ I szud. what sort of young
man is he? Is he kind and steady ?'

‘He's very steady, miss,’ said Polly, ‘ and
"he's a good workman at hls trade; but
Stella—'

-Here ‘Polly paused and looked at her
sister.

‘It is impossible, said Stella, in a low
yvoice, her face still burning.

" ¢But why impossible, Stella ? I asked.
‘If he is a kind, steady.felow—if. you feel
you can like him——

Stella looked up through her tears, and
bared her inmost soul to me in her reply,
so simply spoken, so full of qulet dignity
and right feeling.

‘It is my. place,’- she said, ‘to rema.in—-—
as I am, and look after George and Tom un-
til they are of age to keep themselves, I
.cannot saddle any man with the burden of

When she
Now Polly was not the

'7 Stella remains firm in her decision.
haps you do not see anythmg §0 Very .par-. T

He's a .

& succession - of hot’

It T dido't

People would be all talking -
‘about it if I did not remove them. "

- And then my eyes, my Blble

. Pm looking for his ownér now.

supportlng my brothers.

for me.’ . S
" Oh Stella, if he have one grain of com- 3
mon-sense, if. he but: possess even 2 dim
-perception of what is-good, and blessed, and
sweet in life, he will wait and wait, even
as' Jicob waited :for.Rachel, and be- glad
-and proud. in ‘the. waiting, until he have
_won for wife one of.the truest helpmates
that ever man could possess. )

Two years ‘have passed since then, but
Per-

)

“ticular about ‘her course of a.ction' Then

.you know nothing about the struggles of

the poor, nor what a temptation it is to

decent  girls, batthng alone with the-forces

of life, buffeted hither and thither in the -
struggle for emstence,,to take, ‘when the

 first opportunity offers the shelter of some

honest fellow’s heart and home and pro- }
tecting arms. ~ :

_ Stella, I say, remains firm in her decision.

But the young turner and carver still lives

‘next door’; and he appears to be saving

"~ Imoney ; and he seems in no hurry to gef

married ; ‘and, in short, I heard—but to

" tell you what I heard would be a breach of.

conﬁdence
I think,
I thmk he is Waiting -—-Harry Dav1es.

-1 will tell you instead wha.t

What the Pledge=Card Sald.

AA little pledge-card in a heap of crumpled

papers lay.

. I bent my ear, and this is what I heard thie

pledge-card say @ "
: 1

,‘, 0h,~once my face was clean and -bright,
- and once my coat was new ;
And once my owner; noble lad!. was bold
. .ahd. strong and true:; ‘
And once his Bible was my home and every
" morn and night
I caught my owner’s earnest eye aglow with
happy light. .
{
My . svrnature was fresher then the ink
- was hardly dry; )
But now, alas! an outcast and wa.nderer
am I.
I'm faded to a skeleton, and slowly, day by
day, —
My hands and feet, my eyes and tongue,
have decomnosed away.

I think it was my daily prayer, my ha.nds,
I lost the first:

light—Oh,
blindness all accursed ! .

And then my brave prayer meetmg tongue
dropped in a dusty heap, =

And then my swift prayer. meeting feet,
alack ! they fell asleep.

Say, stranger, look around a bit, and ﬁnd’
my owner, pray ;
Angd tell him that his wretched pledge is
mouldering away ;
And bid him come and clean me up and
build me up again,
‘And I will be his passport to the Land of
" Honest Men.’

’

Now that is what the pledge-card sald and
. wanted me to do.’

can’t be YOU ?
—Amos R. Wells, in ‘The Chrxstian En-
deavor World.
e ——

" The Christian has no more right to worry
.and fret about the things he cannot help,
than -he has to steal or break the Sabbath,
—‘Ram’s Horn.

" Nor would-1t b8. . .
fair on’ my part to ask any man—-to—-waﬂ )

It surely_ o



o jf'.'i-' Robert’s Pledge. .
(By_ Marie Irish in /Youth's Temperance
. : ‘Banner. 'y

) In a neat httle cottage surrounded by
bnght flower, ‘beds ‘and a bit of a garden

hved ‘Robert Willis . and his wife, Mary.

‘Uncle Robert’ and ‘Aunt Mary, the v11-
lagers called them, and they were especial~
1y ioved by the children, Who were always
sure_of 'a hearty welcome at the little cot-
tage A o

There had been a time when two bonnie
“lads made sunshine in Robert and Mary’s

hoine, but death had claimed first one and’

then the other, so the sorrowing parents
tried to find comfort in lovmg all the boys
and girls in the village. °

Mary had often wanted to adopt a child,
but Robert had always ob:ected '
- “No, mother, he would say, ‘I like ‘to
“have the children come to see us, but it
seems like I can’t have none of 'em take the
place of our boys what's gone. Like as
not-if we took one and grew to love it, it

- would die, too.’

But strange things are apt to happen, and
~ one day there came a letter to Mary telling

her of the death of a much—loved niece.

‘It was her dying wish,” so the letter ran,
‘that you should take her baby and care
for him in memory of the little ones you
have lost.’

fCare for him ? I guess we will, said
Mary, as she read the letter, ‘and- love him,
too, as if he were our own, the poor little
darhng

So Roy ceme to live w1th Robhert and
" Mary, and he soon. ‘filled their hearts and
" home with gladness. Such a deéar little.
fellow as he was, only three when he first
came, but he was so sunshiny and happy,
sc full of life, and yet so loving! -

During the day he made the hours pass
quickly for Mary, and-he was always at the
gate to meet Robert when he came from
work at night. He chattered and laughed,

asked questions and teased for stories un-

til they wondered how they had ever man-
aged to live without him. ‘ Papd - Robert’
and ‘Mamma Mary’ he called them, and he
‘was especially fond of Robert. He never
seemed so happy as when he could watch
Robert at 'his work. |

‘When me gets a b'g man, den we w111
both work for Mamma Mary, an’ get her
lIots of money, won't we ? he would often
say.

. So the days and weeks passed and Roy .

had been in his new home about a year
when trouble came to Robert. An old
friend of his, whom he had not seen for
_years,' came to live in the same village, and
it happened that tlns friend was fond of
going to the saloon.

. He coaxed Robert to go with him and
take a glass for the sake of old times, and
Rcbert thought there could be no harm in
‘going just once. But it did not stop with
once, nor twice, and as the weeks passed
Robert formed the habit of dropping into
the saloon whenever it came handy.

Al last Mary discovered that her husband
—who had always been-so good and true—
was falhng into evil ways.

She talked with him, but it only made

him angry.
S ¢ Buess a-man can take a.glass now a.nd
then without his wife’s consent, Robert
told her. *You needn’t be afraid I'm going
to turn into a drunkard. I’'m man enough
to look out for myself.’

Poor Mary. watched him .with a hea.vy
-heart as-she saw the habit growing upon
him. Frequently he spent his evenings at

‘who was 'SIttmg up for him.

_“Mary, you don’t mean—oh !

"to stay. -

: the saloon, and he beca me so changed that.
. even Roy notxced it; -

‘and fretted because

 Papa - Robert was getting sick.’
One night there :had: been 2 jolly time

at the saloon, and Robert did not return

home ‘until late. - oo

He had been drinking . heavily and of
ccurse felt ill and ugly ‘When he reached
hcme he walked . unsteadlly across- the sit-
ting-room, and stumbling agamst a ‘chair
sent it to the floor with a crash.” )

‘Oh, Robert, do be careful,’ said Mary,
‘Don’t wake
Roy up; let me help you.' '

‘Go and sit down,’- Robert told her. ‘I
guess a man’s got g right to tip over chairs

in his own house, ain’t he ? and he sent a
" . forever if you'll only let me go an’ get Roy

second one fiying to the floor. |
" Mary. sat down with - a white face, for
Robert had never spoken so to her’ before,

but at that moment Roy marched into the

sitting room holding up his .little white
gown “with one hand; and rubbing his
sleepy eyes with~the other, -

"“Me didn’t kiss papa Robert good-night,.

he said. ‘Me wants to kiss him now,’ and

he marched up to Robert, his sweet face up-

turned for the good-night kiss. :
But Robert was in no mood for klsses
‘Go ’long to bed,’ he sa1d angnly, and

gave Roy a rough push.

The little fellow fell “backward to the
ficor, but scarcely had he touched it when
Mary had him in her arms, and turned to
Robert, fairly quivering with anger.

“Go to bed this instant, ~Robert Willis,’
she cried.
fore I do something dreadful to you. Xill-
ing my precious child—go to bed I say,
and Robert, sobered-as well as frlghtened
did "as she bade him.

Mary soothed Roy, who was more frlght-

»ened than hurt, but as she kissed hrm_
again and ag'zin she made up her mmd that

her husband should suffer for that night’s
conduct.”

© It was very late the next morning when
Robert came out into. the kitchen. ~The

house was strangely quiet, and his wife was -

silent as she put his breakfast on the table.
" ¢Where is Roy ?’ Robert said at length
breaking the sllence

“He isn't here,’ Mary said shortly thh-
out looking toward her husband.

" “Not here ? Where is hé'fhen ?’ he ask-
ed in surprise. ST

‘He has gone away,’
the same cold tone.

‘What do you mean ? ‘Where has Roy
gone ?’ Robert cried in sudden fear. as -he
thought of the two little lads who had been
taken from them in the years gone by.
Mary, Ididn’t
—' but Robert could say no more.

‘No, Robert Willis,’ his wife said, com-
ing over to him, ‘you didn’t kill Roy last
night, but it wasn’t -your fault you didn't
and I tell you now that Roy has gone away
I took him over to Mrs. Clark’s
early this morning, and she is willing to
adopt him. I'll not let Roy stay here and
see¢ you turn into a drunkard, and have
kim in danger of being killed in one of your
sprees. I'll stand by you because I'm your

Mary answered - in

‘ Get out of my sight, I say, be-
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. The old clock ticked -in a mournful way.
making the silence all- the more notice-_"

‘playthings that she had laid away, Robert .

wife, but even if I die without him, little -

Roy shall never live with you another day,’

and Mrs. Willis marched out of the room,
closing the door with a bang.

Robert Willis did a. great deal .of think-
ing that -day while he worked.
when. he went home there was no Koy to
meet him at-the gate, no little man to
climb upon his lap and beg for stories.

. After supper Mary took her sewing while
Robert tried to read his paper.

At night -

.

able,

‘ert saidi—. : o
. 'Maly, 1 suppose
Roy, but ‘you don’t care for the little fel-

low no more.-than I do. I've been a-think-
in’-it over to-day, an’ I just can’t get along.

I. can’t stand the. stillness
I tell

. without him.
here, without hlS noise an’ rompin’.

you, Mary, I've ‘heen a poor, weak fool to-
{reat such a goodﬁ wife as I've treated you, '
and to sell myself for drink, but I'm going
to ask you to forglve me, and- try to do

better.
‘Pll sign the pledge, Mary, an’ Leep it

an’ bring him back home to-right.! ,

‘Oh, Robert! you don’t know how hanny i

1 am if you only mean it cned Mary, her
face shining with gladness.

‘Well, I do mean it, so write up a pledge,
for I'm in a hurry to get started after our
boy,, and Robert brought the pen and
paper

~.So Mary Wrote out ‘a pledge, while tears
of joy ran down her cheeks,. .and her hushand

signed- it, feeling that he was once more &

free man. .
Then while Mary hastened to get out Roy’s

went to bring the sunshine back’ to their
home again.

_How Toil .Conquered Pride. °

John Adams, the second President of the '
United States, used to relate the following

anecdote :—

‘When I was a boy 1 used to study Latxn.

grammar ; but it was dull and I hated it
My father was anxious. to send me to col-
lege, and therefore- I studied. the grammar

“till I could stand it no longer, and going .

to my father I told him that I did not like
to study, and asked for some other employ-
ment.

‘My father said:
grammar does not suit you, try ditching—
perhaps that will. My meadow yonder
needs a ditch, and you may put by Latin and
try that” ' _

‘This seemed a delightful change, dnd to
the meadow I went. - But soon I found
ditching harder than Latin, and the first
forencon was the longest I ever experienced.
That day I ate-the bread of labor, and glad
was I when night came on. That night I
made some comparison between Latin
grammar and ditching,” but said not a word
.about 1t
! dug next forenoon and wanted to re-
turn to Latin at dinner, but it was humi-
liating, and I could not do it. At night
toil conquered pride; and though it was

one of the severest trials I ever had in my.

‘life, I told father that if he chose I would
go back to Latin grammar.

‘He was glad of it, and if I have since
gained any distinction, it has been owing
to the two days’ labor in that dltch
tian Standard.’

- What to Give.
Give thy heart’s best treasuresj
From fair nature learn ;
Give thy love—and ask not,
Wait not, a return,
And the more thou spendest
" From thy little store,
With a double bounty
God will give thee more.

~—Selected.

For an hour. neither spoke, and then Rob-y

you think you love

“Wel], John, if Latin

‘Chris-

-~y



_ The Little White Kitten.
‘(Madge
~ - - Friends.) .
There was once a dear little kit-
‘ten; whose tiny pink paws were as

soft as velvet, and whose silky fur

was as pure white as the fléecy,
floating clouds which go sailing
. over the, blue sky in the summer
time.

This little kitten lived with its

black and white mother, and two .

- small black brothers, away up on
the hayloft in a big barn. The
small black brothers and the little
white kitten led a merry life to-
gether.. . The old black and white

- mother cat loved them dearly, and
the wonder is that she didn’t wear
her.rough old tongue out trying to
keep them clean. : .

She used to tell the other cats

whom she met on the back fences,

and” who used to visit in a
friendly way, before they began
their evening concerts, that, for her
part, she wanted to know that her
children were clean, whether they,
were black or white. :

One night a minister’s gray cat

came to one of the Back Fence Con-

~ certs, and she and the black and
white cat talked about their chil-

" dren. The minister’s cat thought .

it was a shame to keep cunning lit-
tle kittens hidden away in a hay-
loft, because little boys and girls
were good to kittens, and liked to
play with them. She said that her
kittens had a cosy bed back of the
stove in the kitchen, and the minis-
_ tor’s seven children were very fond
of them. . The black and white cat
shook her head slowly, and told the
minister’s cat -that she would
rather not have her cunning, round,
fat kittens handled by any minis-
ter’s childven in the land; but just
then they heard a few very long
_ musical me-ows, - indicating that
the concert had begun, and they,
must take their places and sing too,

Sometimes, when the old black
_ and white mother cat was at home
"ir the hayloft with the two small
~ black brothers and the little white
kitten, she was so very proud of
her family that she acted . quite
silly.  She used to get up and
walk around them, purring loudly,
ail the time. = At other times she
would lie stil and watch them
" play, and think they were wonder
fully smart because they used to

Fox, in ‘Our Anijmal -~ |

| wLITTLE FOLKSse
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chase their own tails round and
round. :
The little white kitten had a

.saucy habit of running up to her

mother and sticking her cold pink
nose right in her mother’s face.
This always made the old black
and white mother cat sneeze, and
then the little white kitten would
scamper away and play with wisps
of hay. - -

At last there came a time when

‘the small black brothers were left

alone in the hayloft, because a very,
sad accident happened when the
old black and white mother cat
was away catching mice.

The barn in which this happy -

family lived was a doctor’s barn,

and the three kittens had often
heard the doctor’s boy open the big
outside doors and come in and take
the doctor’s carriage out into the
barnyard; but, as their nest was
away back on the hayloft, they
had never ventured near enough to

the edge to see what was going on.

One day, however, when they had
grown very tired of chasing their
‘own tails and scrambling about in
the liay, they crept very carefully
‘to the edge of the loft and peeped
into the barn below. If the doc-
tor’s boy had glanced up then he
would have been very much sur-
prised to see the three little kittens
watching him; but he didn’t look up
nor look around at all, and that is

- why he. did not see the poor little

white kitten when she fell from the
loft right down into the doctor’s
carriage. , L .

The poor little white kitten mew-
ed and mewed and mewed, but the
doctor’s boy didn’t hear it; and,
just as soon as the restless horses
were hitched to the carriage, the
doctor himself came and jumped in,
and away they drove..

On and on they went, farther
and farther from the cosy home
‘and-the small black brothers. The
poor little kitten, curled into a
‘pitiful white ball of downy fur in
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,_'the bottom of the: carmafre, Was too
fﬂghtened to th.mk .or stir; ‘but,

when the carriage stopped-at last,

" “and the doctor got out and tied his

horses, the little kitten ventured. to
look around.. Then she gave a
mighty jump and followed the doc-

_tor, with cunning little leaps and
‘springs, to the door of ‘a large
‘white house. :

The doctor was so blg, and alto- .
“-gether so important a person, that

he didn't know the*‘e was_ a little
white kitten at h1s heels ; and,
when the door was opened and the
doctor went inside, in * went the

- kitten, too.

. Lying on a snowy cot, in one of

the prettiest rooms in the beautiful

home, was the doctor’s tiny patlent.
Puttmcr his medicine case on a-low
chair by the bedside, the doctor
stood for a few moments looking
thoughtfully at the pale baby face

~and talking in low  tomes to-the

child’s anxious mother.
In the meantime the little white

kitten was trying to balance its

small self on this dignified doctor’s
medicine case. * It was then that

- the large blue eyes opened and for

"tlie first time for many a long day

the stillness of the pretty room was
broken by the laugh of a child.

It may be that J anet’s curly dark
hair reminded the little kitten of
the two small black brothers in the
havloft; but, however that may be,
the kitten with the tiny pink paws

and the child with the tiny pale

baby face from that time on were
the best of friends, and, as’ Janet
grew better every day thereafter,
she named the kitten ‘Medicine,’
because, so she said, the little
white kitten cured her. _
_And no one ever knew where the
little white kitten came from.

, . Beware. ' .
If you've never smoked as yet,

" Oh, beware! that. cigarette.

-Though,so very sweet it seems,
Yet beneath a dagger gleams.

With a siren spell it binds,
Leading captive willing minds.
First it charms, but to decoy,
Then it chains but-to des‘troy.

If you’ve never smoked as yet
Oh, beware! that cigarette.

" —TRam’s Horn.” -

——— .
‘«World Wide' is.a journal of literary dis-
tlnctlon, and is offered at an exceedxnglv low

© price.

‘ vmeyurds,

How Karl Was Caught

‘Where are you all coming from"’
I asked of a party of chlld.ren, with
rosy cheeks and happy faces, who

passed me on my road on the sunny

banks of the river ‘Rhine.

‘We are coming  from school’
they replied; ‘it is our half- holiday,
and we are going to spend it in the
Please come and find
us and our parents up there this-
afternoon. Come along, Karl’

And away they ran, smiling’ ,and :

waving their hands to me, but Karl
had disappeared.  Just where he
had been standing the railway lines
crassed the road.

A pretty cottage, with a laroe
0'arden round it, stood at a little
distance. Here "the man lived
whose business it was to shut the
gates five minutes before each
train went by, that people coming
from their work might not meet
with any accident. '

This man had plenty of t1me be-
tween train hours to attend to his
piece of land, and made a good deal
of- money by selling his large ripe
pears and beautiful purple plums
at the market in Mayence, a laroe
town near by.

‘As -I'stood looking' aroand and
adrairing his garden, I caught
sight of a boy of some twelve yeal‘s
of age who was peering over the
hedge on the opposite side. His
eyes were fixed upon one particu-
lar tree, then he gazed around, as
if looking to see if any one was
about. I could not help watching
his movements, and scon saw that
he was none other tham Karl him-
self. ’

At that moment I heard the rum.
ble of a train, and at the same in-
stant saw a tall man come out of

the cotlage, and give a searching

look to the right and ]eft along the
road.

The boy must have hedrd -the
riumble too, for the next instant T
noticed him clear the hedge with
a bound and make straight for the
big pear tree. In his hand he car-
ried a large brown paper bag, and
with quick haste lie began to pick
the pears, droppinw each one into
it

Karl was so eager to fill h1s bag
that he did not. notice how the—
train went by, and the mah came
round the corner, and at once
caught sight of Karl in his pear
trce

* Very quietly he crept along until

he stood just beneath it. the ig-
norant'of - his being there, having
filled his bag, the ‘boy began to

come down, and as caught by the
man in his arms. : :

Pale and trembling with fea.r he
let fall his stolen treasure—expect-
ing a sound thrashing, at least—he
could not spedk a word. o
. ’_Lhe man set him on the crround .
then placed’ his strong hand upon
his shoulder. ' ‘

“You thought yourself very sharp
to pick them just when the train-

came up, that I shouldn’t see you,
eLh? But there’s another eye that
saw you—you know whose I mean
—the eye of God.’

Karl winced, but -said never a
word. ' ' : :
" “There,” went on the man kindly,
‘pick them up and take them in to
my missus—tell her I sent you.
That will do,- I don’t think you’ll
ever go stealing pears again. Just
you say a little prayer before you
go to bed, and that will keep you ‘
from it
 Karl did as he was bid, and has
never from that day taken any-
thing that does not belong to him,
although he has helped the man
who treated him so kindly to pick
his ripe fruit every season.—Mrs.

H. Crewe, in ‘Child’s Companion’

The Door of ‘fhe House.

Idle thoughts came trooping in ‘he
- door,
And yarmed their little toes;
And did more_ mischief about *he
house
Than any one living k;loWs.
They scratched the tables and broke
the chairs,
And soiled the floor and wall
For a motto was written above the
door,
‘There’s a welcome here for all

When the master saw-the mischief
' done,
He closed it with hope and fear;
And he wrote above instead, ‘Let
none
Save good thoughts enter her

And the good little thoughts came '
uoopmfr in
When he drove the others out;

+They cleaned the walls and they

-swept the floor,
~And sang as they moved about

And last of all an angel came, |
‘With wings and a shmmc" face;
‘And above the door he Wrote, ‘Here

Love has found a dwelling-place.’

—~8.8. Messenger.
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LESSON XL—MARCH 17. -
-~ .Jesus and Pilate

- Luke xxiii.,, 13-26. - Memory verses,' 20-24.
Read John xviil,,” 28; xix., 163 Lu}:e
. xxiil,, 1-25; M'\rk XV., 1—20

.Goldea Text.

*I'find no fault in this man.'—Luke xxiii,,

The Bible Lesson.

18. And leate when he had called to-
gether the chief priests ‘and the rulers and

‘the people,

14. Said unto them, Ye have brought this
man unto me, as, one that perverteth the
pecple : and, behold, I, having examined
him .beforg you, have found no fault in this
man touching those things whereof ye ac-
cuse him :

15, No, nor yet. Herod : for 1 sent you to.
him; and, lo, nothing worthy of death is
‘done unto him.

16. I will therefore chastise him, and re-
lease him.

17, (For of necessity he must release one

* unto them at the feast.)

18. And they cried out all at once, say-
ing, Away with this man, and release unto
us Barabbas: '

19. (Who for a certain sedition made in

the city, and for murder, was cast into prl- ’

son.) .

20. Pilate-therefore, willing to release
Jesus, spoKe again to them.

21. But. they cried, saying, Crucify him,
crucify him.’

22. And he said unto them the third tlmc,
‘Why, ‘what evil hath .he done? I have
found no cause of death in him: I will’
therefore chastise him, and let him- go.

23. And- they were. instant with lound
voices, requiring that he might be crucificd.
And the voices of them and of the chief
priests prevailed.- »

Suggestions.

Judas Iscariot the traitor had severed his
ccnnection with Jesus and his disciples, his
act of unparalelled treachery proved that

- he had never really bzen joined to them in

heart. If he had at all understood the
heart of Jesus, if he had cared anything
about his love, if he had not been blinded
by. jealousy and greed, he might, even at.
that late hour of the Passover supper, have
fully repented and been freely forgiven.
Cur Lord, though knowing the treachery of
Judas's heart and purpose, gave him every
token of love anl even warned him openly
sgainst that which he was about to do. But

. there is no record of repentance on Judas's
part, after the fatal deed was done. He was

filled with rerorse and went out and hang-
ed himself in the field which had been
bought with the price of blood. (A¢ts {i.,
18-18 ; Matt. xxvii., 3-10 ; Zech. xi., 12, 13)

But what of the other dlsclples" Did
they not all forsake Jesus at the hour of
the betrayal in Gethsemane ?  Ah, but
their forsaking was a very different matter
Judas went out because his heart led him,
the disciples fled from physical fear ; they
were frightened and they ran away, but
their hearts were loyal still. They would

follow Jesus again when they got over their

fright, and after Pentecost they would re-
joice to suifer every scrt of persecution and
even death for his sake.. -

In the meantime Peter followed his Mas-
ter at a distance and John who had gained

. an entrance to the- high priest’s palace,
. Where Jesus was being tried, got the door-

keeper to let Peter in, too. Peter, cold and
weary, brooding over the sad events of the
past few hours, sat down by the fire. Sud-
deily a maid servant, looking at him care-

fully, announced that he was one of the

disciples.” = With hurried impatience he de-
But another, and yet an-

other, accused him, and as he was denying

for the third time, the cock crew. Near the

_at the feast time,

judgment seat probably n’ the .Same- hall>

~.our Lord .was standing’ and at-this. moment

he turned to look upon Peter, with. Wwhat in-

'ﬁnite compassion, and love only those who-
have stood in Petersdplace and: felt" that: \
Peter went out and wept. -

look can ‘know.-
bitterly, but it was not by those tears .that’
his guilt was washed away,. but. by the pre-

clous ‘blood which was shed .tha.t very day ‘
. upon the Cross of Calvary.

The Sanhedrim, having condemned .Tesus
Clirist to death, could do nothmb farther

-until the case was presented to the Roman °

Governor, for cnly he could officially pro-
nounce the death. sentence. ~So, in the
morning, about six.o’clock, the priests and

scribes and elders and common pecple hur-. .

ried their prisoner over to the Pretorium ~and
called upon Pontius Pilate to pass the death
sentence on their King., ' Pilate declared
that he could find no fault in this. Man, and

sought to get rid of his responsibility by .
-sending him to Herod, the ruler of Galilee;

who was visiting Jcrusalem at that time.

Herod only moccked at Jesus and sent him
back to Pilate clothed in a gorgeous robe.

Pilate, afraid to condemn ‘the rightecus
Man, yet not daring to oifend the Jewish
leaders by cinstantly -setting the prisoner

free, told the chief priests that as he .could ..

find no fault with Jesus, he would order
him to be chastised and released. It was
the custom to release one prisoner always

Jesus, but the people, goaded on by the
priests, kept shouting out that they did not

.want Jesus released, he must be crucified,

they wanted Barabbas, a murderer, released,
and they got their way. - Pilate weakly as-
sented to the voice "of-the multitude and
condemned the Son of God to the Cross.

0 break, O break hard heart of. mine :

. ‘Thy weak self-love and guilty pride,
His Pilate and His Judas were;— .
Jesus, my Lord, is crucified. :

C. E. Topic.

Sun, ‘Mar. 17 -—Top1c—Ch1‘ist our ngh
Pnest—Heb vii., 24-28,
SJunior €. E. Topic.
‘NO DRUNKARDS IN HEAVEN.
Mon., Mar. 11 —quuor-drmhinvruins the
home——Dnut xxi., 20.
Tues., Mar. 12. —Causes innocence to suf-
fer—Rom xiv., 21,
"'Wed., Mar. 13.—The drunkard is- against
God—Rom viii., 7.
Thu., Mar. 14.—Wrong doing is punished.
—I Cor iil,, 17.

- Fri., M‘tr 15.—Evil .cannot go to God.— .
Rev xxi i

Sat., Mar 16.—Heaven 1s ‘God’s home.—
‘John,xiv., 2. . ) .

Sun.,, Mar. 17.—Topic—Why drunkards

cannot enter heaven.—I. Cor. vi., 9, 10.

Free Church Catechism.

33..Q.—What is the Holy Catholic Church?
A.—It is that holy society of believers in
Christ Jesus which he founded, of which
be is the only head, and in which he dwells
by his Spirit; so that;, though made up of
many communions, organized in various
modes, and scattered throughout the world
it is yet one in him.
34. Q—For what
found his Church ?
A.—He united his people into this visi-
ble brotherhood for the worship of God and
the ministry of the Word and the sacra-
ments ; for mutual edification, the.admin-
istratxon of dlsciphne and the advancement
of lns kingdom .

ends .did our XLord

‘One great defect in our boy theology has
often. since those days, been subject of
thought. Some of the teachers used to say

to us, ‘Now you must all be good little boys,
and then when you die you will go to heav- .

en.” We were taught to rely on our own good
works, so we were in danger of belng made
into as arrant a lot of little Pharisees as ever
trusted to their own righteousness. This
practice still abounds all over the land. The
pupils go to church, and the pastor pounds
away about eternal judgment but what have
“good little boys” to be afraid of in the way
of judgment? They should have been told
they ware sinners—little boy-sinners, and

* that they should repent and do works meet

for repentance even if they were little boys.
—Dr. Ashmoree

“to_explain the reasom,
-duty “was to draw beer for the. thousands

Pilate wished to relcase -

" much.—

‘employers.
.in a character form, in which this question
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Rotted Off by Beer..

" This is not-a temperance treatxse but: 1t

-has a bit of fact in it that the total absta.in-
-er may show to the beer drinker, when-

ever occasion oﬁers, says ' the New. York’
‘ Mail and Express.’

" The attention of the New York hospltal

" surgeons has been called to the big number:

of bar-tenders -that have lost several fin-
gers of. both “hands within the past few
years. . The first case was that of an.em-
ployee of a Bowery. concert hall. Three
of his fingers of his: right hand and two.of
his. left were rotted away when he called
at Bellevue one day and begged the doctors
- He said that his

who: visited the garden nightly. The young
man was in perfect health otherwise, and it
took the young doctors quite a time to ar-
rive at any conclusion,  But they did fin-
ally, and it nearly took the beerma.n s brea.th
away when they did.

‘Your fingers have been rotted off,’ they
said,
dled.’

Other cases of a similar nature came rap-
idly after this on€, and to-day, 'the physi-
cians estimate, there is an army of .em-
ployees of. saloons whose fingers are being
ruined by the same cause. ' The acid and
resin in beer aré said to be responsible.

The head bartender of a -well-known
down-town saloon says he knows a num-
ber of cases where beer-drawers have, In
addition to losing several fingers of both
hands, lost*the use of both members. .

‘ Beer.will-rot iron, I believe,’ he added
‘I know, and every bartender knows, that
it is 1mposs1ble to keep a good pair of shoes’
behind the bar. Beer will rot. leather as

. rapidly almost as acid will' eat into “iron.

If I were a temperance orator, I'd ask what -
must beer do to men’s stomachs, if it eats
away men’s fingers and their shoe leather?
I'm here to sell it, but I won't drink it—not
“Western Christian Advocate.’

' SImOking,Am'ong Boys.

The evil of tobacco-smoking by boys is.
one that is engaging increasingly the at-
tention of those engaged in practical edu-
cation. Teachers speak out with no un-
certain sound as to the "disastrous conse-
quences to their general morals, their phy-
sical health, and their powers as students,
which follow indulgence in this habit by
boys. ‘Whatever may be said of smoking
by men, and we incline to: the belief that
very little can be said in its favor, there
is no question whatever as to the dire ef-
fects of the use of tobacco upon growing
boys. . And it is'to be noted that, however
much a man may be himself addicted to in-
dulgence in the habit, he-is sternly oppos-
ed to the use of tobacco by his children.
All the same, the public generally is nob
sufficiently alive -to the importance -of
checking an evil which s unfortunately bé-
coming more and more prevalent,

The headmaster of a boys’ school of much
experience, - writes :—‘In making enquiries

‘ag to the suitability of boys for certain sit-

uations we have often been asked, “Does
he smoke ?” “The assumption that. .faggests
the question is, of course, that smoking is
‘bad for boys, and, therefore, bad for their
Only recently we had to fill:

had a promment place.’

The subject is being dealt with very
seriously by the educational magazines on
both sides of the Atlantic. Thus the ‘Eng-
lish Educational Review’says: ‘This prac-
tice has greatly increased of recent years,
and medical evidence seems clearly to prove
that no habit is more injurious to young
people than this; in fact, without prejudg-
ing the question ot smoking among .adults;
we can safely say, that for the young, ~the
practice is an unmixed evil.. It is a source
of heart disorders, nervous disorders, stunt-
ed growth, and mental laziness and incom-
petence.  Juvenile smokers.can generally

by the beer which you . have han- --



e
~o-7- of the. Board of Education of, San: Pra.ncisco
~says:—'I am physician to geveral -boys’
« schools, and I am often called in’ to .pres-

- be spotted at once by a teacher ; they are

dreamy, apathetic, dense, and almost incap- -
.able of intellectual work’ .In the United
- States’the evil,appears to .have assumed. -
shocking proportions "-A ‘medical nember

cribe for palpitation of the heart. 'In nine

cases out of ten it is caugsed by the use of -

tobacco.”’ - Still another American writer
says, and his testimony is startling as to
both the extent of the ‘evil, and: the havoc
it is working .in'the schools +—¢An inquiry
wis made in the city of Chicago recently,
and it was found that there were 5,000 cigar-
ette smokers (between the ages of eight and
- fourteen) in the city schools, not more than
400 of them being able to do good -work.
There were very few smokers in the high-
-er grades, for the obvious reason they never
Teach those grades. ' The boys make a
grade or more per year until they begin to
smoke, when progress stops.” They -be-
come listless and -nervous, ..cannot keep

up their work, cannot keep still while at.

their desks and are often defective in hear-
ing and sight.

How far the boys in Canadxan schools are
suffering from this evil we have no means
of knowing. But we are ‘very cerfain that

parents and teachers will do well to keep -

their eyes open, and to look carefully af-

ter the habits- "of their boys.— Chnstlan,

Guardian

There is Room at the Top

' There is always room at the top, dear bOys,

So leave the crowd, and climb ;
Don't gaze at the ladder and measure ‘its
length,
As you grasp each round you will gain new
strength,
"And mount to t.he top in time.

There is room to grow great, if you re wise
% dear boys,
Room for brain and soul to expand ;
_In the duties that wait each to clalm its
hour,
Theres a. settmg of gold for. each gem of

The ﬁnest in all the land. .

Would you climb to the top, don't tarry,
boys,
Where the wine glows ruby red.
There the luring paths are dangerous ways,
There a maelstrom swallows life’s golden
days,
~ There evil his snare -has Spread

Would you reach the top you must practice,
boys,
Keeping the armor bright,
Give tears to sorrow, give smiles to song,
Cherish the- good and abhor the wrong,
And’ battle for God and the right.
There are rocky steeps in the c11mbing,
boys,
There are thorns for the {ender feet ;
But through the long night the stars look
down,
In the loom of the cross is woven the
crown— _
The bitter will change to the sweet.

" Then swing to the rounds and elimb, dear
hoys,
‘While the flower of youth is in bloom,
Let your stakes be high, your aims all

straight ;
There is only ‘I will’ in the chalice of fate—

At the top there is always room.
—Uncle Jim, in ‘ Temperance Advocat’er’

1t has been the folly of some of our tem-
perance speaking that it has heaped male-
dictions upon the moderate drinkers, in-
gtead of appealing steadily and lovingly to
the noblest instincts of human nature, and
asking them to make a sacrifice of what
they deem a liberty for the sake of others,
it may be members of their own families.
I know of a rich man in Providence whose
only son had been brought home to him
intoxicated, and he reproached him, say-
ing,. ‘I have done everything for you.’ ! ‘Yes,’
said the son, ‘and you taught me to-drink
wine,” and he struck his father to the earth
—Dr. Barrows

'E(htor Northern Messenger’ :

.

THE MESSENG Ru';‘ffb‘,

Correspondence
The Postai CruSade ‘

‘Letters in response to the request for vol-
unteers to enlist in a post-office crusade have
come in from all parts.of Canada, several
have come -also from the. United States.
Up to date there ‘are seventy ready to start
in:this peaceful warfare by mail and type.
As-soon ‘as possible replies will be sent. If

- the list- of names that comes from India’is

not large enough I will write ag'un Just
a little patience and perseverance is requir-
ed. In the meantime how it would glad-
den the heart of Miss Dunhill if all would
post their papers to her. " I can imagine
her very great pleasure on receiving seventy-
‘Northern Messengers’ by ome mail.. Just

let us help her while we are waiting for in-.

dividual addresses of boys and girls who
read English in India.
Perhaps-a few items regar ding
hill will interest you. :
First, the address: ——M1ss-Dunh111, 12 8.
Parade, Bangalore, India. Please remem-
Lter to wrap parcels carefully and pay full
postage, 1 cent for 2 ounces. Miss Dunhill
is National W. C. T. U. organizer for the
Empire of India, and she also holds an im-
portant position in the evangelistic depart-
ment. In her work of distributing papers
ghe is assisted by her sister Mrs. Walker.
They go carefully over all the papers sent
to them in order that only ones suitable to
the natives may be circulated. Thus you
w1ll see that you are quite safe in scndmg
her' papers you have asked me about..  The
‘ Northern Messenger’ is a favorite, as it is
safe and suitable and loyal. It teaches
temperance with the Gospel, and it has
nothing to do with any denomination.
Denominational papers of any kind are
not wanted by the missionaries or tem-

Iiss Dun-

‘perance workers with whom I correspond.

When redding - thesa papers the natives look
away from Christ to the different ¢hurches.
Please let us respect the wishes of orthodox
church member - missionaries, . they know
best. Send all the Scripture cards you
can. . There have been two offers of the
‘Youth’s Companion’ for the Rev. Mr. Le-
flamme, Cocanada, India.. 'Will these who
have offered them .kindly send them, as
they will be most valuable. .The ‘Ram’s
Horn’ is specially liked in India and the

‘{llustrations of the ‘Christian Heruld' render

it particularly attractive. In fzct any illus-
trated undenominational Christian litera-
ture with loyal British sentiments is valu-
able. Should you see-in a religious paper

- any article condemning Great Britain’s at-

titude to South Africa, do not send it to
India.

The kind wishes expressed in the many

letiers sent to me are very cheerlna A

number of parcels have come in for the
French work in Montreal. I will repeat
the address as some may not have noticed

. it. The postage for this will be one cent for

4 ounces :—

For the ‘Home Crusade, Welcome Hall,
207 St. Antoine street, Montreal Que,

Please do not send papers for India or
for the French Crusade at home to my
house address. It Is best to mail your
papers to India direct, as it saves stamps
and time  ~Some have been sent to me
with the request to\forward them abroad.
‘Will those who have very kindly- sent un-
asked money as well as stamps for the cru-
sade please accept my thanks. As soon
as possible I will let you know by letter to
what use it was put.

In closing please let me tell you that

Miss Dunhill and the women who assist her
take literature to natives in the city. They
also supply the barracks and the railway
stution. At the barracks one bright cor-
respondent tells me the men make a rush
for the papers.. At the station they are
snatched up by the employees and carried
all over whenever the trains go. ~ Ten. years

ago it w~~ estimated that one hundred and-

twenty-four million people travelled in one
year over.twenty thousand miles of railway.
This will give you some idea,of the number
of people who travel by steam. .
Faithfully and thankfully,

. N MAGGIE E. COLE. .
. P.S—In.reply to a question received, the
¢« Northern Messenger’ can be sent to India

) ot hers. every week.-

" ter.

u

direct from the pubhshers, the posmge be\
1ng 51 cents extra.. ‘ .

" . _NOTE. TO ‘A SUBSCRIBDR "~

A subscriber asks:if'we can prmt a story ’
. “We fear we have ‘too:
“" . much material on hand to be able to accept

the offer.

Quebec.' Feb. 11, 1901.
Dear Editor,—I was reading the ‘North-
ern. Messenger’-and I saw a lettet from a
little girl who signed herself as ‘Lottie T.,’
of  Agricola, North Alberta. If this little

_girl would send me her full address I wili .
watch out for it.

‘We have quite a numbey
of different books and papers that I am
sure would help to cheer her.
I am yours sincerely,
WINIFRED WOODLEY
\’otxe Dame de Quebec, Que.

Manchester, N. H
Dear Editor,~I am " a little boy eleven
years old.
‘Messenger’ two years, and I like it very
much.

y . ALVIN A.
[The subscription for your ¢Messenger"
expired on Dec. 31, 1900.] = _.
' Manitoba. -

Dear Editor,—I live on a farm four and
a half miles from the town of Dauphin
My brother and I drive to school in th¢
winter and I walk in the summer. - Ouw
Sunday-school paper is the ‘Northern Mozs:

senger.” We have taken the ‘Messengex
for two years and we think it very n'ea.
. MARY C. MeK.

* ‘ Fineh. -

Dear Editor,—I am a very little boy and
cannot write very well. I like the: ‘Mes-
senger,” I love to read the letters. I have
three sisters and two brothers.
my uncle on a farm.
take hifn out fo water every day. I have
a pair of fine large ducks, and a good ‘dog;
he is kind and good to go after the cows.
I am studying the Catechism. . I am learn-
ing to skate thlS winter. -

. . SANDIE (Aged 8)

Marathon Ont.

Dear REditor, —I have taken the ‘ Messen-
ger’ for two years and could not do without
it. - I have no brothers or sisters. ‘I am
taking music lessons. I have-three miles
to go to school. My papa is a carpen-
‘I had a little pet kitten called Nim-
I enjoy read-

my Dancer, but she died.

ing the little boys’ and girls’ letters in the _
I will close by wishing them

‘ Messenger.’-
all a happy New Year. -
MAMIE E. G. (Aged 10)

‘Black Cleek.\Ont.
Dear Editor,—We have taken your paper
a number of years and like it very much.
My auntie sends it to me for a present. 1
will try to get you a new subscriber. I
have one sister and four brothers. We
live on the bank. of the Niagara river., It
is a very pretty place in the summer time.

CONSTANCE D. (Aged 8.) .

8hipley.

Dear Editor,—We have four horses, nine-
teen cattle, twelve sheep and twenty pigs,
by- this you will know that my father is
a farmer. We have about fifty hens and
we get three or four eggs a day now. We
have a dog called Rover, in the winter we
hitch him in the hand sleigh and he’ will
pull us. The river Maitland is not far
from here, and we have gooed fun on it. I

have one brother and a sister living In

Manitoba; they have been there three years,
I would like very much to see them. With
love to the ‘Messenger.

ROBERT H. M. (Aged11)

“ Smithfield, N.S.
Dear Edltor,—My brother takes the ‘Mes-
senger’ and we like it very much. I have
four brothers and two sisters, a pet cat and
a pet horse. ISABELLA M. (Aged 12.)

Port Rowa.n Ont.
Pear Editor,—I live on a farm in South
Walsingham, four miles from Port Rowan.
1 have two brothers -younger than myself,
and one sister, and also a sister older than
myself, and she has a ‘bantam hen for a
pet. ‘ JOHN LLOYD P. (Aged 9.)

My auntie “has sent me the.

I have one brother eight years old.’

I live with
I have a little colt. I~
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GUR BEST PREMIUM \

For Brulses. e
Active children are very apt to tumble

“about in summer, when they have free privi- -
_lege to roam out of doors,. and they some-
times sustain serious bruises.

‘While these
are too trivial to require a physician, it will

save pain and black and blue: spots, to: keep‘

a soothing: lotion in the house, which will
reduce the Jocal inflammation. The most
simple and. effective remedy. is one part ar-
nica to five parts. water. When a serious

_ bruise has Dbeen sustained, of course, clear

arnica may be applied, but this is not neces-
sary for ordinary cases. It should be re-
membered, however, that arnica is poison-
ous,” and for that.reason should be kept la-
belled and safely locked out of reach of
people who make mistal-.es and of meddle-
some children, .

‘Before 11: is Téo Late.

If you have a grey-haired mother
: In tae old home far away,
sit down and write the letter
You put off day by day.’

Don't wait until her ‘tired steps
Reach lLeaven's pearly sgate,
But show her that you think of her
Before it 1s too late. )

1f you've a tender mesgage
.Or a loving word to say,
Don't wait till you forget it,
But whisper it to-day.
Who knows what bitter memories ,
May haunt you.if you walt—. '
So make your loved ones happy
‘Before it is too late.

We live but in the present,
The future is.unknown,
Te-morrow i3 a mystery,
To-day: is all our own.
The chance that fortune. fnds to us
May vanish while we wait.
So spend your life’s rich treasure
Before it is too late.

The tender words unspoken,,
~the letters never sent,

Tho long-forgotten messages,
The wealth of love unspent.

TFor these somc hearts are breaking,
For these some loved ones Wwait,

So show then that you care for them
Before it is too late.

" Selected Re: mes.

Croquettes.—Boil until very tender chick-
en or veal. To two pounds of meat add three
raw eggs, butter, salt, pepper, nutmeg and
onions, a little celery salt i3 good. Add the
juice boiled down to about one- -half cup,
thickened a very little. Make into small
pyramld'ﬂ forms, roll in egg and cracker
and fry in hot lard. Serve hot

About “ World Wide.’

REV PRINCIPAL MACVICAR, D.D.

Presbytermn College, Montreal,
Feb. 9, 1901.

The Editor ‘World Wide,’ -Montreal :
1 have read ‘World Wide' for several

. weeks,-and cordially recommend it as fitted

to be eminently useful in the homes of the
Dominion. I wish the publishers all suec-

cess in this new venture.
D. H. MACVICAR

PROI"ESSOR DE MILLE
‘King’s College, Windsor, N.8., Feb. 14.
Messrs. John Dougall & Son, Montreal :

Gentlemen,—I have carefully read the
first .six numbers of ‘World Wide,' and
write to express my appreciation of your
admirable little review.

Your general plan is excellent, and the
various selections are made with taste and
judgment.
much self-praise among the magazines one
reads with pleasure the modest announce-

ment of your paper, followed as it is by’

50 useful a synopsis of the trend of current
thought. = Your success should be sure.
Very truly yours,
.- B. DE MILLD

‘Tb@ N@W%C@m@ry; P@bﬂncaﬁ@n

'WORLD WIDE. =~

A Weekly Reprint of Artxcles from Leadln§ Journals and Revlew. .
Reﬂecting the Current Thought of Bot.h Hemispheres. ' :

Specnal Clubbmg Offers '

TWO GREAT WEEKLY PAPERS

NORTHERN MESSENGER and WORLD WIDE

o ) upages, 30c, - e 16

. . Aggregating over 850 pages per annum, pages, e,
Both to onme address—Regular price, $1.05 .8pectal DriCo oo os oo’es as oo i ;.n"

_ Both to two separate addresscs—Regular price, $2.10. ‘Speclal price «. .» o Te 120 ) )
Beth- to five nepante addrweo—negnlar price, $5.25, Speclnl prlce ve o0 ve o :. 250 . -

THREE GREAT WEEKLY PAPERS

NORTHERN MESSENGER, WEEKI.Y WITNESS, WORLD WIDk
. 18 pasee, 30¢c. . 2024 pages, $1.00. - 18 pages,’ e,
Aggregating over 3,500 pages per snnum,
“s_se ae il ......31.80 .
pri »

All to oneo address—Reg'ular price, $2.06. Special prico .. ..
All (o two separate nddreesea—negular prlico, $4.10. [ O A 1]

JOHN DOUGALL & SON, Publnshers, Montreal, Canada.

- ADVERTISEMENTS.
2 FBE 2 cAMERA E;?zust?g]l phlos,
i AND OUTFlT ﬁgvmmﬂ: 4

at only 10c.cach. These phots are fullcabinet size, splendidly
nnlsned inthe very finest style of phol paicart.. Evory-
Huody wanis a pléture of tho'Quocn. Tbis Camera takes s
gepicture 2x2 Inches. Tho Qutfit conslsts of 1 box Dry Plntcs.
SHukz. Hypo., 1 Printing Frame, 2 Developing Trays gi
Developer,,1 p‘zg. Buby Paper, 1 pkg. Emvar Papier nnd full
3 Diirections. Tite'and we mail photos, Soll

2% money, we send Camera and -
postpald.  THE HOME ART CO. BOX 123 TORONIO

. Glven for sellisig only 2%
doz. bu\udfull nnm:ml Q
full-alz

graphs ot Lhe l!ueen of 10cte
each. - Everyone wants a good plcture
of Her Mnjesty 'l'hh rcny d%ll hag
rosy cheeks, I Ps, tue ‘cyes, cnd -
u.nzbundmco orl!g curly holr, She
is 19 inches tall, with movable head,
arms, and legs. Her dros ia of rick
material, cnt in the latest style.nnd
bmum}\}lly trimmed with velvet and .
A\ ¢ hat ig extromely fashionnble
X nndshohmnlmm.ocldn , slippers, and
undon:lothlng '\\'rltoforyhotos Sell
them, ret the money, and we send
this bc:mtlml Doll,_all c!mrges :m%
THE HOME ART COC,. BO
T 'I‘OHOWT s oNTo

A book for
. slvlnz
Lons m the
g i m%ﬁ?r Sevalopinga boys
¢. No 0 it for dev LY nbo s
ingcnultymﬁum ltustrated ax§1 u% simple 4
th.ma.ny b%y can castly mako anyth
[¢ deserd t by mall for ten cents.

2 Mcl"arlmo & Co..uo ‘Yonzo 8., Toronis

A complete pﬁnﬁnxomee. conhlnl
a font of changeablo rubber ,Eypc
md tweezers and holder, Useful ig
wng— rlnﬂnémr\ln, yosr]
< J5) c!nminz. xu.otc. boy sh¢
A havo one. P cta. Mclfn.rlnne
& Co,y L0 kow.e bL. Lmnw,

At a time when there is S0.

v .~ Bridgeport, Conn.
Dear Sir,—I like ‘World Wide' extreme*

1y. It seems to ﬂt—m its niche exactly.
S. B. ROGERS

Charlotte, Mich

Dear S1r,—I have received a copy ot
‘World Wide. -. I am delighted with its
contents, and with the idea that gave it
birth. FRED J. CASS.

London, Ont. Teb, 8, 1901. .
I’ubhshers of ‘World Wide' :

Dear Sirs,—Herewith I send one dollar.i

Send me.your publication ‘from beginning of
year. I hope you are making it .of a size

_which can be bound similar to the ordinary
- A carefully-selected publica- .
binding size, = -
would give us a valuable: record ‘worth pre-:_

magazine.
tion on a cheap ‘paper, of .

Yours, -

servation. -
’ A, O J’EPFERY

mowlng n.l the colors of ks .+ -

1ainbow, set -In o splendidly -

. ﬁu!slled Solid-Gold “Alloy .
g, given lor selling onl{

m banutlrully finished ful.

sized  €Cabinet Photo=

grmhq of the Queen |

at 10¢, each. . Everyonew:nts

0d picture < of - Fler

Write for

TN ful photogrin i of Tt S
A 0 1113 of L, MA~
nger: Vi ctoriatnt 10c,

cach, Thoso
Photos aro full cabinet size and‘aro in the

veryﬁneut k{le of phnto"r\ph!c art, Every
riradt

4 pcmmwou a good po!

81} of Her Majest; 'rms mnkl:s our photo.
graphs asy- to sell. - Writs ond wo mail
hJ]photos, Sell them, return money, and we
§// send poatpald ~ this handsomo  polished
H nickel \vntch, with ornsmented rdgo, hour,
#{ minuts and socond hands. and genuine
g Amorian lavermowmcnn 1t is accurats
and rcl!nhlo and with carc will l:un ten
Ym.

Writs_to-day  The
Cos Box lﬂ » Toronto.
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NORTHERN MESSENGER

(A .Twolvs Page Illustrated Weskly),

One yeurly subscription, 30c.

Three or more- copies separately -addresz-
ed 25¢. eaoh

Tm or more to an indivmua.l address, 20e,
each. -

Ten or more aeparately addrwsed 25¢. per
copy-

* ¥hea addresaed to Montreal Oity, Groat Britain and Puhl

Union countries, 520 postage must bo addod for each eopy;
Unitod Btates and Canada free of p Special ng

" ments will be made for delivering packages of 10 ormorein .

Montreal. Subscribers residing In the United Btates can remit
by Post Offico Money Order 6n Rouse's I’omt, N.Y.or Expm
Money Ordor payable in Montreal. .

Sample package-supplied free on applicn»-

tion,
J OH'N DOUGALL & SON .
_ " Publishers, Montreal..
- S ———CT X R . -~

THE * NORTHERN MISSENGER' is printeq and pnbﬁxhed
every woek at tho * Witness® Building, at tho corner of Craig '
and Bt Peter streets, fn tho city of Montreal, by Joha

) Bcdpath Dgngall and F-cderick Euzonz Doupl]. both of

Montreal .

- Q11 business’ eommnnimﬁom ahould “bo addrossed ! Jobm
Douzall & Bon. and all letters to the editor shouldbe
uidrueed B‘dxtor of tho * Nort.hcm Meswm:ur.



