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Betty’s Last Prayer.
(C N. Barham, in ‘Friendly Greetings.’)

_ The wind blew a gale from the eastward,
and the sea, breaking upon the shore, flew

inland in clouds of scud. The day was not

one for anybody without urgent business
to be abroad in, yet all the adult inhabit-
lnts of the hamlet of Ragness were on the
seach.

. No, not all of them.

she was proud. Betty was old and para-

Betty -Crouc]:': _'
leaned against the table, gazing out of the
window between the geraniums of which

over Ragness sand, a shallow bank which,
when the wind blew heavily directly off
the continent, exacted a cruel tithe of vic-
tims from those who go down to the sea
in ships. Betty saw, as those on the shore
saw, a brig under nearly bare poles, try-
ing to beat dits way northward, but drift-
ing towards the sand.. ‘If that vessel
escapes destruction it will be by a miracle?
the old woman moaned Wringing her
hands.

<The men on the beach stood by their
boats, ready to launch them when the ves-
sel struck. They recognized her as'a collier

THE INHABITANTS OF THE HAMLET WERE ON THE BEACH-

lysad Althpug’h usually reconciled to her
lot, she was harboring a rebellious spirit
because of her inability to do anything
which would be of servxce, when o.ll ﬂm
neighbors were astir. .

‘Betty was a sailor’s daught-er and a
sailor’s widow.

of the men. Now, when hwq were in pe:-ﬂ
~she was helpless.
Hnalf a mile out at sea the sure boile

In her earlier years she
‘had been able to pull an oar with- the ‘best

in ~ba«llast, and were prepared to venture'®

their own lives on behalf of the crew;

while the women present did not attempt

to dissuade them from their desperatérad-
venture. :

A hardy race are thosa Linoolndhire ﬁch- :

ermen, fighters of the sea from their youth

- Ocean rest upon their ‘heads.
The wind ah:riekgd anrl tho briz drifted

upward. The blessings of many a travel-
“ler along the highway of the German

nearer to the submerged sandbank. Betty
fell upon her knees, and prayed, ‘O Lord,
make the storm a calm—save those men!
Perhaps they have mothers, wives, or
bairns; for their sakes, mercifully deliver
them! There may be some boy on board
who would do.great things for thee, if
only his life were spared; I beseech thee,
don’t drown him! Some of them may be
sinners, Lord—cut them not off in their
sins, but give them time for repentance.
’Tis a cruel sand, Lord, but thou art not
cruel! Oh, if I were not so helpless——0

Betty’s prayer was hushed as a fiercer
blast struck the cottage, causing it to
tremble. She fell forward, still upon her
knees,” with her head resting in her hands
on a chair.

Outside, the clouds burst with the shock
in a downpour of rain. ‘She’s struck, God
help them!” was the cry, as all rushed the
boats down to the water’s edge. They were
Mmistaken. With that tremendous roar the
wind veered sharply round to the south-
ward. Before the boats could be launched,
the brig was seen safely running before
the wind under a scrap of foresail.

Betty’s last prayer was heard and an-
swered. Her soul went out with it. When

"they found her, she had entered the fair

haven and was at rest.
e S R

Lorenzo Dow and the Cobbler
(‘The Youth’s Companion.”)

Lorenzo Dow, an eccentric c1rcuit-prea€h-
er widely known through New England
and the South, eighty years ago, lives in
tradition chiefly for his oddities; but hg
was a man of strong character, who loved
his work and loved the souls of men.

His sermons and his ways of doing good
were peculiarly his own, but they were of-
ten surprisingly effectual—mot merely be-
cause he was singular, but because he was
sincere. An aged lady whose father’s large
farmhouse was one of Mr. Dow’s favorite
stopping-places in Rhode Island, related
some years ago the following story of him
from her earliest recollsction:—

One winter afternoon my father overtook

. the eccentric preacher on his way to fulfil

an engagement, and took him into his

. waggon,

‘I am glad to ride, said Dow, ‘for there
is a thaw coming, and ‘ofnie of my boots has
sprung a-leak.’

As they went on my father suggested a
way to repair the damage. ‘A cobbler lives
in that little red house yonder,” he said.
‘He is poor, lame, crabbed and cross, but

. a good workman.’

‘Just the place for m’e,’ said Dow, jump-
ing off and going into the little shop. He
sat down silently in front of a few brands
smouldering upon the hearth, and pulling
off his boot handed it to the cobbler. The
man looked at the leak and swore.

‘I am afraid you are not a Christian, my
friend,” said Dow, quietly.

4There are no Ohristians, retorted the
cobbler. ‘There are plenty who pretend to
be’; and he waxed his thread with an
angry jerk that seemed to em.phasize wht

he said. ; : . o
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Your room is-so cold that your wax

is hard. Shall I put more woocd on your-

fire?’ said the preacher.

‘I work to keep warm,” was the shoe-
maker’s curt reply, as he pushed a last
into the boot and adjusted his clamp. ‘I’ve
little enough wood cut, and no one to cut
more, and this lame leg won’t allow me to
do for myself.’

Dow removed his long caped cloak, put
his bootless foot into an old shoe lying
near, and going to the shed found an axe
and went to work. Before the boot was
ready he had split and carried in all the
wood in the shed, piled it neatly in a cor-
ner, and made a blazing fire of the chips.

When the boot was done he put it on,
paid for the work, and taking his cloak
said, ‘Thank you, my friend; you have
proved yourself ‘“a workman that needeth
not to be ashamed.”’

The reply came this time with real civ-
ility: ‘U’m much obleeged to you. I
shouldn’t wonder if there was some Chris-
tians in the world—and you one of ’ém.’

‘I try to be one; good-bye’; and Dow was
off, leaving the astonished cobbler say-
ing to himself, ‘Wal, ef he’s tryin’ he don’t
take it all out in talk. He never preach-
ed at me so much as a word.’

That evening Dow, who often picked up
his text on his way to meeting, spoke from
the words that had come to him in the
shop (R Tim. ii., 15): ‘Study to show thy-
self approved unto God, a workman that
needeth mnot to be ashamed.’ He had a
large audience and he preached practical
religion to them, enforcing in his original
way the truth that everywhere there were
poor and unfortunate people for Christians
to look after, and this work must be done
4f we expect the world to believe in our
Christianity.’ :

Dow spent that night with us, and the
next morning one of my father’s teams
left a load of wood at the lame cobbler’s
door. Passing the shop on his way to his
next appointment, Dow looked in and said:

‘Good morning, my friend. I would saw
this wood for you, but there are duties
awniting me further on. I think there
must be Christians enough in this com-
munity to look after a useful citizen like
you.’

Before the cobbler had recovered from
his astonishment at being called a ‘useful
citizen’ two or three schoolboys came to
have little jobs of cobbling done, and
while they waited they acted on the hint
given by Dow in his sermon and worked
at the wood-pile.

From that time little kindnesses done
to the cobbler became so common that he
quite lost his crabbed temper. His neigh-
bors gave him no use for it.

‘Everybody seems to be helping me,” he
said, ‘If I’m “‘a useful citizen” I ought to
be ashamed not to help somebody myself.’

The next time Dow came to our neigh-
borhood he was told:

‘The cobbler has given up his cider and
pipe, he sings hymns instead of foolish
songs, and reads the Bible to a blind
neighbor.’

Dow replied, ¢ “A little leaven leaveneth
the whole lump”—and a little good exam-
ple goes a great way.’

‘Whatever Lorenzo Dow’s singularities
were, he understood the religion of the
New Testament. He knew that a Chris-
tian is et his best only when he makes
himself an ohiect-lesson of his doctrine.

Intercessory Prayer. .
(‘The Congregationalist.”)

The instinct of intercession must have
walkened in every mother’s heart when she
first looked upon the helplessness of her
child. It is the friend’s resort in absence.
It is the Christian’s opportunity. It was
the utterance of Christ’s love. It sums up
human brotherhood and divine co-opera-
tion. God will not be alone in his benefi-
cence. He invites us to make requests,
to share his thoughts of need and danger,
to consider his problems of redemption
and supply.

The province of intercession far tran-
scends the boundary of personal relations.
Its field is the world. Just so far as know-
ledge grows and love of Christ constrains,
the lives of others come within the circle
of our prayers. If the father’s heart in
Abraham melts for his son and he cries,
‘0, that Ishmael might live before theel’
so also the fate which hung over a great
and wicked city moves his heart to pity
and to prayer.

It was God’s choice of man for partner-
ship which gave Abraham courage for in-
tercession, and Ged did not pass sentence
upon Sodom till he had met and satisfied
the sense of justice in his friend. Here is

a hint for our petitions. We need not fear .

to outdo God in willingness to help or save.
Our prayers are contributicns to that fel-
low-working which aims at the upbuild-
ing of a kingdom of righteousness which
js also the kingdom of God. We are free
to come, but we are bound to trust. Our
appeal cannot rest in present satisfactions;
it must reach toward the great end which
God has most at heart. Our appeal is to
his larger wisdom and his deeper love.
That wise and loving will of God must be
the ultimate and complete satisfaction of
all prayer. 2

Our Christian life needs enlargement in
this direction of intercessory prayer. Paul
remembered the Philippians in every sup-
plication. A true pastor always has his

people in remembrance. A true friend :

finds the needs of his friend rise naturally
from heart to lips in prayer. The priest-
hood of believers finds expression here and
gains its own reward. The prayer that
God will quicken others is the best petition
for self-quickening. The prayer that God
will raise up leaders for the church sug-
gests our duty‘(of personal witness-bearing.
It is an opportunity which poverty may
share and love can never exhaust. In
using it to the full we draw closer the
happy ties of fellowship with God in
thought and work for man.
——————

L1

Queen Victoria’s Bible-Class.
(The ‘Christian Herald,’ London.)

Nearly a quarter of a century ago Queen
Victoria conducted a Bible-class at Buck-
ingham Palace. Her Majesty was then
nearly sixty years of age; but those who
had the privilege to receive instruction
from her testify to the fact that no Sun-
day-school teacher of half her years could
have been more painstaking to make her
pupils fully grasp what she had to impart
to them than our late beloved Sovereign.
When the Court stayed in London there
used always to be a great many servants
at the Palace, and as a considerable num-
ber of these were married and had chil-
dren, Her Majesty decided to form a
Bible-class for the especial benefit of the

little ones. This novel Sunday-school was
held in one of the Queen’s private rooms,
and sometimes quite a large mnumber of
children were present. Her Majesty con-
ducted the Bible-class herself, and many
of the children, who have since grown up
to be men and women, look back with in-
tense pleasure and justifiable pride to the
time when they had for their Sunday-
school teacher none other than the Queen
of England. Those lessons have now pass-
ed into history—the history of the pri-
vate life _of"England’s most loved ruler. A
chapter in the Bible would be selected by
Her Majesty. This the scholars read in
turn, verse by verse. The Queen would
then explain the more difficult passages in
simple language, and then set forth the
lesson which was to be learnt from the
chapter. Favorite children’s hymns were
also sung.

The Victorian India Orphan
Society of Winnipeg.

This society comprises members of all
Protestant denominations and was organ-
jzed during the famine of 1897. An or-
phanage was opened at Dhar, in Malwa,
where ten acres of valuable land was given
for the purpose by the Maharajah. An or-
dained Presbyterian missionary and a lady
doctor, both Canadians, were put in charge,
assisted by native teachers. The boys are
taught farming, gardening, weaving cot-
ton rugs and blankets, tailoring, carpen-
try, ete., and the girls are taught cooking
and all other housework and make all their
own clothes, and many of them also do

fancy needlework which commands a ready
sale. A large proportion of those taken

' in in 1897 have already become self-sup-

porting.

The society’s membership fee is $1.00
and the maintenance of an orphan $17.00
a year. The support of a native teacher
costs from $30 to $40 a year. The secre-
tary-treasurer is Mrs. A. S, Crichton, 143
Langside street, Winnipeg.

A SECOND GIFT.
Montreal, Jan. 17, 1903,
Messrs. John Dougall & Son:

Gentlemen,—I have pleasure in remitting
on behalf of the Outremont Union Sunday-
school the sum of twenty dollars for the
Victorian India Orphan Society to pay for
the support of one orphan for this year.
Our Sunday-school promised with the con-
tribution of last year to try and raise a
similar amount for this year’s support. I
am pleased to report success in raising two
dollars more than the sum required for
the support of an orphan for one year. Our
school is deeply interested in the good
work and trust that a contribution for
1904 will be forthcoming in due time.

Yours truly,

W. A. WILSON,
Secretary.

A Bagster Bible Free.

Send five new subscribers to the
‘Northern Messenger’ at thirty cents each
and secure a nice Bagster Bible, suitable
for Sabbath School or Day School. Bound
in black pebbled cloth, with red edges,
measures seven inches by five and three-
quarter inches when open.

———
Many men owe the grandeur of their

lives to their tremendous difficulties.—

Spurgeon. -
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The Fire at the Old Manor

House.

(3. Scott James, in ‘Friendly Greetings.’)

It was twenty years and more since
Henry Brightwell left his father’s home.
He had gone little more than a bhoy; he
was returning a middle-aged man, look-
ing even older than he was.

He had been a wanderer in many lands,
living a wild, even dissolute, life, and now
in coming back there was none of that

went away. A long illness roused his con-
science. He began to realize how wrong
he had been, how wicked it was to waste
life, and to sin as he had sinned. And
above all, whenever he prayed for par-
don, the grieved and troubled face of his
father rose up before him—that father who
had loved him so and had hoped for such
great things from him—seemed to stand
between him and Cod. And when Henry
Brightwell got better, he said, ‘I will arise
and go to my father.’

where he ought to have been at home! He
entered the old hall he remembered 50
well, where the old pictures still hung,
and the trophies of a bygone age; and
then he sent in his name. He learned that
his father was ill, confined to his room
and lived alone,
been dead.

Presently the houseckeeper returned. ¥is
father would not ses him. “That which
was done, was done,’ the old man said,
‘and could not be changed.” Nothing

3
his mother having long

HE AT LAST EMERGED, HIS FATHER HAPPILY SAVED.

bright hope of loving ana cordial welcome,
that so often cheers the wanderer at the
thought of home. i 2

He had deeply offended his father ere
he left. It was not simply that he had
squandered his inheritance—he had done
that sinfully and wickedly, but there was
one act his father would not forgive. He
had banished him from his home, had dis-
inherited him, and returned, . unopened,
each letter he had sent. But Henry Bright-
well was not the same man as when he

Oh, how that ingratitude and sin trou-
bled him! It rose up between him and the
hope of forgiveness whenever he prayed.
It was a burden on his conscience, so that

he felt he must get his father’s pardon be-

fore God would forgive him. And he had
come back from California in order to gain
it : : :

Oh, what feelings rose within him as
be walked through the old park, where as
a boy he had so often played, and stood
at the door of the old house, a stranger

would alter him, and Henry had to go
away with despair in his heart.

He went through the park, across the
_bridge over the stream, and into the woods
beyond. All recalled the old days—days
so happy and so full of love. And now
all was changed. He was an outcast, hated
and unforgiven.

Oh, fool that he had been to fling all
away so recklessly! He threw himself
down on the ground, strong man as he
was, and cried earnestly to God for help.
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Somehow that prayer calmed his soul—it
seemed as though a dawn of hope came up-
on him. He rose, went back to his hotel,
and, baving dined, went up to his room.

By this time the night had set in, but he
could not sleep. Restless and weary, he
got up and dressed himself. He would tire
himself out with another” walk, he said.
He had scarcely got up to the park gates
when he was startled by the great bell at
the Old Manor. It was ringing an alarm.
It was a call for help.

In a moment he started full speed for
the house. Presently a glare through the
trees suggested fire, and if possible quick-
ened his pace. A terrible spectacle pre-
sented itself to him. The old -home was
on fire, clouds of smoke were rising up,
and the red glare from within told how
firmly the fire had taken hold. The ser-
vants were shouting outside, and some
had seized valuable ornaments and wers
bringing them out.-

“Where’s the master? he cried.

‘The master!’ They had forgotten the
master. The old man was ill in bed.
Somebody had seen after him—must have
done. But they had not, so Henry, but«
toning his coat around him, rushed into
the flaming house, up the staircase—hap-
pily he knew the place well—and into his
father’s bedroom.

The old man had fainted in his agony
and fear, so Henry, seizing a blanket,
wrapped it around him, and taking him in
his arms—what was the weight to him in
such a momentP—rushed back again. By
this time the staircase had ignited, and
through the flames he had to rush. He
felt the scorching agony as he leaped
down the stairs, and at last emerged, his
coat charred to ashes, and the blanket
scorched and shrivelled, but his father
happily saved. He had been just in t1me—-
barely that.
~They were both carried into an out-
house hard by, he more burnt and injured
than his father. But though the agony
of the burn was great, he felt a peace of
mind and heart that was greater still. God
had heard his prayer; he felt now he could
trast Christ’s promise, and things would
come right.

And they did. His father, as he lay in
that burning house, neglected and forgot-
ten, remembered with compunction his re-
fusal to forgive his boy. Was this a judg-
ment on the hardness of his heart?

And when he found himself saved, and
that by the very boy he had sent away, his
heart softened, and the old love came back
again, and father and son were once more

united. The old man rallied wonderfully,

and lived for some years, tenderly cared
for by his son.

Henry Brightwell lived to be a good and |

useful man. But he never forgot those
wasted, sinful years. ‘Ah! he once said
to a friend, ‘those twenty years at times
trouble me still. I broke my mother’s
heart, I filled my father’s life with grief;
I think God has forgiven me, but I can
scarcely forgive myself.’
B
Expiring Subscriptions.

Would each subscriber kindly look at
the address tag on this paper? If the
date thereon is Feb., 1903, it is time that
the renewals were sent in so as to avoid
losing a single copy. As renewals always
date from the expiry of the old subscrmp-
tions, subscribers lose nothing by remit-
ting a little in advance

Joan’s Test.

(Belle V. Chisholm, in the ‘Presbyterian
Banner.”)

Joan stood watching the light spring
waggon as it went rattling down the long
lane, waving her hand in answer to the
white ’kerchiefs that kept fluttering back
from the tiny hands that held them. But
despite her assumed gaiety, her eyes were
dim with tears, and as soon as the waggon
disappeared arcund the curve, she broke
down and cried like a baby.

Just at that moment Jack came back
from shutting the lane gate, and spying
her tears, exclaimed lightly: ‘Hello, Jo!
not tears, I hope! You’d make a dandy
soldier, with the cry always in sight.’

‘I’m not crying,’ retorted Joan, angrily.
‘And even if I were, it would be no one’s
business but my own.’ ;

Jack gave a low whistle, and turned
away, and the next moment Joan went
back into the house to begin her battle
with the toils and trials of the day.
Though it had been a year sinte the Brents
had exchanged their pretty cottage in
town, for the cabin in the wilderness of
the West, this was the first time that the
mother had left home to be away over
night to make a necessary trip to the set-
tlement store, twenty miles away.

‘Joan can manage well enough for a
couple of days,” said her father. ‘She is
past fourteen, and needs a few lessons in
gelf-reliance.’

‘So Joan was left in charge of the house
and baby, but the mother lightened her
burdens by packing the roguish Dick and
the mischievous Edith into the waggon by
her side, where she had them under her
own eye and management. X

‘It’s too bad, mother,’” laughed Joan’s fa-
ther, who, like Jack, was fond of twitting
Joan about her cowardice. ‘Poor Jo will
have nothing to do all day but hunt imag-
inary burglars.

But despite her father’s joke, Joan ate no
idle bread that day. The confusion of the

morning, which left the house in a topsy-
turvy condition, added considerably to the
routine work of the day. To make things
worse, little Dannie, cheated out of his
morning nap, demanded more than ' his
rightful share of her attention. With ev-
erything combining against her, the young
housekeeper made no headway with her
work, so that, when at eleven o’clock Jack
came in he found the stove fire out and

no dinner.
‘Dinner not ready yet ’ he asked, pleas-

antly enough.

<I# you’d use your eyes you might have
saved yourself that question,” Joan snap-
ped, crossly.

‘It’s eleven o’clock,’ remarked = Jack,
glancing at the old-fashioned clock in the
corner. :

‘Suppose you ten me something I don’t
know,’ retorted Joan, impatiently.

‘I’m hungry,’ said Jack, a merry twinkle
in his eye. .

‘Well, I can’t help it, ’ returned Joan.
I’ve been working for the last hour to get
Danny asleep, and just as I was about to
lay him in his crib, you came in like a
whirlwind and waked him up.’

‘Let me have the rogue, Josm, said
Jack, gently, taking the peevish child out
of her arms. ‘It was awful clumsy in me
to disturb him; awful, and then as Joan
started to the kitchen, he added: ‘I say,
Jo, don’t trouble about dimner. Just give
me a piece of bread and butter. It’s dread-

fully warm outside, and I don’t care for a
cooked dinner.’

‘I’m not in the habit of setting working
men down to cold dinners,” returned Joan,
with a peculiar stress on ‘working.” ‘But
I do think you might have started the fire
for me.’

‘0Of course I might have kindled the fire,
and will do it yet,” he said, but when he
reached the kitchen the fire was roaring
in the stove; and he beat a hasty retreat.

Joan was still pouting when dinner was
ready, and did not sit down to the table
at all. Jack made two or three attempts
to be sociable, but failing, relapsed into
silence, and a few- minutes later went
back to the barn to his work. At last,
when the dishes were out of the way, and
Danny sleeping soundly in his crib, Joan

.cut the leaves in her new story book and

sat down for a full afternoon’s enjoyment
with. book friends.

She had not been reading more  than
half an hour, when Jack, axe on his shoul-
der, came rushing in, to say that he was
going to the wood to fell trees. Coming
from the sunlight into the darkened room
blinded him for the moment, causing him
to stumble over a chair, making a racket
as to rouse Danny out of his sleep, and
start him to screaming again.

‘You idiot!” cried Joan angrily, rushing
to the crib, and beginning to jolt it in a
vain effort to quiet the child.

‘Oh, I forgot the baby!’ exclaimed Jack.
‘Poor little chap; I’'m so sorry I wakened
him.’ . ;

‘It’s a pity you couldn’t be sorry in
time to avoid the mischief,’ said Joan, as
she pushed him back from the crib. I
wish you’d keep out of ‘the house . alto-
gether.’ :

‘I just came in to tell you that I am go-
ing to the woods and it was so dark I trip~
ped over the rocker,” explained Jack.

‘I wish you’d go to the woods and stay
there,” returned Joan. ‘You are always
tumbling in when you are not wanted.
This is the second time you have waked
Dannie to-day.’

Jack’s eye flashed indignantly, but he
controlled himself.

‘I am off for the clearing,’ he said.
‘Leave the milkmg until I come back.
Good-bye.’

Joan made no reply; she 'did not even
lift her eyes from the crib, where, despite
his fright, Danny was already beginning
to doze again. She heard Jack’s step on
the gravel outside and felt an impulse to
call him back and beg his forgiveness. She
sprang to the window, but he was already
out of hearing of her voice, and striding
down the long lane, and he did not turn
his head nor once look back until he dis-
appeared in the dark woods beyond.

With a sigh she went back to the crib,
but Danny -gas sleeping sweetly, and
when she tried to lose herself in her book
if had lost its interest. During the next
hour she busied herself putting the house
in order, giving extra pains to Jack’s ne-
glected room. She had never before mo-
ticed how bare and homely his den was,
but in that hour of contrition her eyes
were opened, causing many of the dainty
belongings of her own room—curtains,
cushions, flowers, and nameless bits of
brightness to change owners—thus trans-
forming the ugly den to a place of beauty.

That was a long, long afternoon to Joan,

and it was with a breath of relief that she

watched the evening shadows gather. To
give Jack a pleasant surprise, she had
milked the cows, and to make up for the
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unsavory dinner she had served him, a
tempting supper, in which his taste had
been consulted, was waiting his coming.

Meanwhile, out in the forest, the hard
luck of a woodsman had overtaken Jack.
For several hours after reaching the clear-
ing he worked away steadily, one tree af-
ter another going down under the blows of
his axe. But towards evening a false step
threw him under a falling tree, pinning
him securely to the earth. He tried to call
for help, but could not. Then he began a
fierce struggle to free himself, which, de-
spite his great suffering, he kepnt up until
all was darkness around him, and he seem-
ed to feel himself slipping away from
earth.

While he lay there, unconscious of every-
thing that was going on around him, Joan
waited for his return to the home. Not
until the evening deepened into black
night, did she begin to fear for his per-
sonal safety. The clearing extended over
a large tract of land, and quite frequently
it was after dark when the men came home
from their work.

-Several times during the early hours of
the night she took Danny in her arms and
walked down the long lane, calling loudly
for Jack, but nothing except the echo of
her own voice came back to her. In her
suspense she forgot her timidity, and as
_soon as Danny was asleep for the night she
lighted the lantern and locking the door,
set out alone for the clearing. She went
through the woods, calling Jack’s name
and listening eagerly for the answer that
did not come. Not a sound, except the oc-
casional snapping of a twig under her feet,
or now and then ' the twitter of a bird,
startled from its sleep in the boughs over
her head, reached her ears. At last, how-
ever, she came upon the freshly fallen
trees, where she felt sure Jack had been
at work during the afternoon. His saw
and maul were there, giving evidence of
his late bresence, and a little further
search' she found what she was seeking,
Jack held fast to the hard, cold earth un-
der the trunk of a Prostrate tree.

For one moment she stood as if paralyz-
ed, and then with a brave effort, she knelt
by the unconscious boy and began her at-
tempts to free him. But she coulq not
raise the tree an inch. It was two miles
to the nearest neighbor’s dwelling, and
the time spent in going for help might be
fatal to poor J ack, almost lifeless already.
Whatever assistance he got must come
from herself, and quickly, too. She real-
ized this, and looking round she came upon
a pick and spade, by the aid of which she
soon hollowed out a place by Jack’s side,
and then from this cavity undermined the
earth under him, thus lowering him suffi-

ciently to drag him into the hollow, and

from thence out upon the green sod. Then
from a stream near by she brought water,

and bathed and rubbed his hands, face and

breast, until his blood began to circulate
freely. .
When he could swallow she heated the
coffee she had brought with her, the-hot
drink infusing new warmth and strength
into the boy’s shivering body, so braced

him up that a start was soon made for

home. It was a tedious journey,.however,
for with a broken arm and bruised body
he could take but a few steps without stop-
ping to rest. But at last, half-carrying,
half-dragging the sufferer, Joan opened
the cottage door and helped him to the
couch near the fire. A hot bath, followed

by a liberal use of arnica, warm poultices

and bandages to support the broken arm,
brought much relief. < As soon as she
thought it safe to leave Jack she slipped
out, and running across the fields to the
nearest neighbor, asked him to go for fhe
doctor.

The doctor came and lcoked grave after
he had finished his examination of Jack’s
breaks and bruises, but said cheerily, ‘You
are in a pretty bad fix, my boy, but things
would be a great deal worse if you had not
had a regular little mother to look after
your wounds and bind them up until I
came.’ -

‘If the little mother had not gone out to
hunt me up, I'd still be lying under that
tree in the dark forest,” returned Jack. ‘She
is a first-class heroine.’

‘Oh, Jack! and you know what an aw-
ful coward I am! exclaimed Joan. ‘Afraid
of my shadow, even in broad daylight.”

‘That proves it,” argued Jack. ‘The
greater the coward, the braver the deed,’
and then, much to Joan’s embarrassment,
he gave the doctor a brief account of the
coward’s bravery.

‘That was nothing, insisted Joan. ‘No-
thing more than any girl could have done.’

‘But not one in a hundred would have
stood the test, urged the doctor. ‘They
would have screamed and run away, and
Jack would have died while waiting for
them' to bring help.’

‘At any rate, I’'m glad it was Joan, and
not one of the other girls,’ said Jack.

‘Oh, Jack, don’t heap any more coals of
fire on my head,” said Joan, and then turn-
ing to the doctor, she began: ‘Doctor, I
want to tell you more about that day’s
work.”

But here Jack laid his hand playfully
over her mouth, and nodding toward the
door, said: ‘Here comes father and mother!
Suppose we let them decide where the cow-
ard ends and the hero begins.

Mp st A i ki)
Janie.

(J. L. Harbour, in the ‘Youth’s Com-

panion.’) '

When David Doane, who had been a tin-
pedler, died, his wife, to use her own
words, stepped right into his shoes. TFour
days after her husband’s death, Mandana
Doane harnessed 01d Tod, her husband’s
big bay horse, hitched him to the cart
containing the tinware and began her
career as a tin-pedler. Two hours later
she halted in front of my father’s house.
When my mother and sisters went out to
the cart, Mrs. Doane, who had the reputa-
tion of being ‘an awful talker,” gave free
rein to her tongue, and said: :

‘Yes, I’'m going to take Dave’s place and
go right on with the tin-pedling business.
I know that it ain’t common for women to
go trailing over the country with a tin-
pedling outfit, but that’s no reason why I
shouldn’t do it. I’ve got no children to
keep me at home, and I have my own liv-
ing to make. I’ve often gone with Dave
on his trips, and I know just how he
bought and how he sold, and I don’t see
any reason why folks shouldn’t be as will-

ing to buy of me as of him, long as I be-

have myself and sell as cheap as he sold.
It’s a perfectly respectable and honest
business, and I feel better when I'm out-
of-doors. Maybe some folks will talk about
it, but they can’t say anything bad if they
tell the truth, and lies don’t hurt any-
body.’ g

‘Of course not,” said my mother,

‘I don’t know of any other way to earn

a living; and there’s no good reason why
I shouldn’t earn a living this way, so here
I am, ready for business. Fetch out your
rags, if you have any you want to trade for
tinware, or get your pocketbook if you
want to buy for cash. I have some good
brooms, and a small but good stock of
crockeryware.’

My mother bought a broom and a couple
of tin pans, and Mrs. Doane went on her
way, saying at parting:

‘T’ll be back this way in about three
weeks. I intend to stock up with a lot of
new things when I get over to Clay Cen-
tre.’

Three weeks from that day, Mandana
Doane again drew rein in front of our
house. We were at the dinner-table when
we saw her driving up the dusty road, and
father said to me:

‘Go out and put up her horse.
have her eat dinner with us.’

‘Of course I will,” said Mrs. Doane, when
the invitation had been given. ‘I said to
Janie as I drove up to the house, “I hope
to the land they will invite us to dinner,
for I am as hungry as a bear.” Janie
didn’t say anything, but I know that she
hoped so, too.’ ’

Janie was a stranger to us. She was a
scrawny, timid-looking girl, about thirteen
years old, who sat up on the waggon-seat
beside Mrs. Doane. She had on a faded
blue and white calico dress, a pink apron
and an old straw hat with a soiled green
ribbon. Mer bare, brown feet showed be-
low her scanty dress. She was a homely
little girl, except for a pair of big blue
eyes with a wonderfully appealing look in
them.

We must

‘It was her eyes that fetched me,” Mrs.
Doane explained to my mother, when they
were washing the dishes together and
Janie was looking for the wild strawber-
ries that grew at the edge of the orchard
back of the house. ‘I got her at the poor-
house over in Zoar, I stopped there to dick-
er with Jake Black and his wife, who run
the poorhouse now, and this girl came out
into the yard. Jake spoke so sharp and ugly
to her and his wife gave the child such a
black look that I felt sorry for the poor
young one. The Blacks are tartars, any-
how. They don’t treat any of the town
peor decent, and they went out of their
way to be ugly to Janie Carter. When I
got to Zoar Centre, I made some inguiries
about the girl from one of the selectmen
I know over there, and the upshot of it all
was that I got him and the other select-
men to give me a paper authorizing me to
take the girl away from the poorhouse on
my way back. You know what I did that
forp’ :

‘Simply because you are always dcing
kind deeds,” replied my mother.

‘Shucks! I ain’t, either! I’'m a hundred

and eighty-seven and a half pounds of
pure selfishness. T had a selfish object in
taking that girl out of the poorhouse. The
fact is, Mary Horner, I found driving over
the country by myself an awful lonesome
‘piece of business. Sometimes the houses
are three miles apart. And I like some
one to talk to. I just made up my mind
to take that child out of the poorhouse.
She has no father or mother, or no one
else that cares for her. She hasn’t had
anything but abuse since she was born—
‘poor little thing!

Mrs. Doane wiped the tears from her
eyes before adding:

‘That child has been so abused she
would dodge every time I lifted my hand.
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The first day she was with me she let a
teacup fall and broke the handle off, and
she began to whimper and beg me not to
beat her with the waggon whip. As if I
would beat her with anything! She’d start
up in her sleep, and scream and say, “Oh,
don’t whip me any more! pleage don’t!”
She scemed to expect me to beat her a doz-
en times a day. And she’s the awfullest
coward in the dark, because she’s been
scared to death and told all sorts of wicked
stories about the darkness. Sometimes
we have been out as late as nine at night,
and that child would snuggle up to me and
shiver and cry out at every little sound,
or at an owl hoo-hooing. It’s a burning
chame to treat a child so?’

‘Indeed it is!’ said my mother, heartily.
‘I think so, and I think it is my duty
to be mighty kind to the poor child to
make up for all the unkindness she hasg met
with in her hard life. I don’t expect to
keep up the pedling business only in the
summer-time, so Janie can go to school
in the winter. She will be company for
me. It’s terrible hot to-day, isn’t 4t?’

‘Very hot, indeed.’

‘I think likely it will end in a thunder-
storm. We need all the rain that will
come. I noticed the fields were awfully
dry and parched as we drove along. Old
Tod seems to have felt the heat more to-day
than any time this summer. He’s gone a
little lame, so I guess I’ll stay here and
let him rest until along toward the cool of
‘he evening, if you don’t mind.’

‘Oh, do stay! Don’t go out in this heat.’

“Well, I won’t. I feel kind of all het up
iayself, and I’d rather sit out here on your
hack porch than go trailing round in the
Just and heat. If you have any carpet-
-:vigs or ‘any other plain sewing, you fetch
't out and let me work on it. I’ll get the
Tdgets if I’'m idle.

Mrs. Doane sat on the porch with my
aother, sewing and ‘visiting,” until near-
7 eix o’clock. Then she looked up sud-
'anly and said:

‘My! How it is clouding up out in the
rest! I must hitch up end jog along
' sme, or T’ll get caught out in the rain.’

“You'd better stay until after supper.’

Mrs. Doane ‘reckoned’ that she ‘had bet-
ar not,” but finally concluded to do so. It
vas nearly dark when she started for
rome. :

‘I shan’t mind being out after dark,’ she
caid. ‘It’s only five miles, if I take the
shont cut through Tobey’s woods. It’s the
lonesomest road in this country, but I’ll
have Janie for company. Looks as if we’d
gat a wetting ’fore we got home.

The western sky had grown blacker and
slacker, and it seemed even more sgultry
han during the earlier part of the day.
#e noticed that Cld Tod walked with a
lecided limp when he came out of the
table. Mrs. Doane had said, when Janie
vas not within hearing:

‘T never saw a child so scared of a storm
s she is. She’ll screech out at every clap
£ thunder. I guess she’ll be scared en-
yugh before we get home.’ 3

They drove up the road, and in a fe
minutes we saw them disappear in a strip
of timber. Thirty minutes later it was so
dark that we had to light lanterns to fin-
ish doing the chores about the barn. The
wind had begun to rise, and there was an
occasional ominous roar of thunder. We
expected the storm to break at any mo-
ment, and were surprised when it held off

for about two hours. Then it burst with
terrific furv. The wind blew a oale. The

roar of the thunder was almost contintous.
The lightning was blinding, and the rain
came down in torrents. We thought at
one time that a real cyclone was at hand,
and were about to seek refuge in the cel-
lar, when the fury of the storm abated
a little. -

‘I do hope Mandana Doane and that child
reached home before this awful rain came
upon them,” said mother.

“Whether they did or not, has depended
upon Old Tod’s lameness” father answer-
ed. ‘He was limping badly when we lost
sight of them. I pity that child if they
are out in this tornado.’ !

The storm raged with almoest unabated
fury until about ten o’clock. By eleven
o’clock the wind had died down, and there
were only occasional roars of thunder and
flashes of lightning. The rain still came
down in torrents.

We had all gone to bed, and enly mother
lay awake. Thinking she heard some one
call in the darkness, she sat up in bed and
listened. A shrill, tearful voice cried:

‘Mr. Horner! 0-0-o, Mr. Horner!

‘Do get up, Henry!® cried mother. ‘There
is a child calling out in the rain! Listen!
Father sat up in bed, and he, too, heard
the cry. He ran to a window and called
out:

Who is it?’

t’s Janie. Mrs. Doane’s hurt. Oh, ’m
afraid she’s killed away off there in the
woods! The wind blew the waggon over,
snd Mrs. Doane fell out on a stone wall. I
couldn’t get her to speak to me, and T
came away back here for you! Oh, do
comael’

She began to sob aloud. Father was out
at the gate almost immediately, and mo-
ther reached the door just as father came
into the house leading the sobking girl.
She was drenched with rain. She had evi-
dently stumbled in the darkness, and fall-
en again and again. One hand was bleed-
ing, and there was a cut on her face. Nev-
er was there a more forlorn-looking object.

“Now tell us all about it said father,
kindly.

‘Well, 0ld Tod got so lame he could
hardly walk, and we were in the woods
when the storm came. We had driven out
into a little open place, when the wind
blew the cart over against a stone wall.
Mrs. Doane fell out and the horse fell
down. I couldn’t make Mrs. Doane speak,
and I couldn’t get the horse up, so I walk-
ed all the way here. Oh, dear, dear!’

She began to cry, and to beg father to
hurry. ;

In a very few minutes father and his
hired man were in a waggon on their way
to Mrs. Doane. They found her four miles
from our house, lying on the ground,
moaning with pain and only partly con-
scious. Her right leg was broken, and she
had been stunned by striking her head on
the wall. They had taken a maitress
with them, and they put the injured wo-
man on it, and then, after sesing to the
horse, started on the way to our house.

o think of that little girl walking
those four long miles in all that storm?
said father, as they drove along. ‘She
would probably have lost her way but for
the stone walls on either side of the road.
How she must have suffered! She is a lit-
tle heroine! What a pitiful-looking ob-
ject she was, drenched and bleeding. My
wife will have all she can do trying to
celm the girl down—gpoor child?

The doctor father brought from the town
gaid that the injury to Mrs. Doane’s head
was not serious. Her broken leg was set,

and for five weeks she and Janie were af
our house. On the day they were to leave,
Mrs. Doane said, with tearful eyes:

‘I never can repay you for all you have
done for me, Mary Horner, and I never can
be too good to that child for the way she
has acted. I’d died there in the woods if
it hadn’t been for her bringing help. And
was there ever a girl kinder or more lov-
ing than she was while I lay here? I had
to almost drive her ocut to play, she was
that anxious to be doing for me. Look
how sghe’d sit and fan me for hours those
hot days! ILook how she’d jump and run
for anything I wanted! She ain’t ever go»
ing to lack a friemd while I live. Don’t
let any one ever say to me that there ain’t
any such thing as kindness and gratitude
in the world! It ism’t so. I have had
good proof of that in the last five weeks

Why, Mary Horner, there’s kindness evs
erywhere!’

Speak Up, Boys.
(‘Success.”)

Next to standing erect, and having a
manly bearing, I like to have a boy speak
up when he is spoken to. He can mnever
make a good impression if he mumbles or
‘mouths’ his words when he is talking to
others. Clear and distinct enunciation is
a valuable trait for a boy to possess. I
was in the office of the president of a great
corporation, one day not long ago, when
he rang his bell for his office boy. The boy,
came in a moment, and the gentleman said:

‘Did you take that package over to
Brown & Smith’s for me®’

‘Mum-mum.’

‘Did Mr. Brown send any message to
mep’ :

‘Mum-mum-mum—'

‘What did he say?

Lum-mum-mum-mum-—

‘Oh, speak up so that I can understand

.you! said the gentleman, a little sharply.

‘I do not know what, “mum-mum-mum’’
means,’ :

It sounded exactly &s if the boy were
saying ‘mum-mum-mum’ every time he
opened his mouth. When he had finally
held up his head and had spoken more in-
telligibly, and had then gone from the
room, his employer said:

‘I really think that I shall have to let
that boy go. He mumbles everything he
says so that I can hardly understand what
he means. I do not like to send such a
boy with messages to our customers. I
like a boy who can speak up like a man.
He can do that and at the same time be
a perfectly modest and respectful boy.
Somehow, I feel rather suspicious of a boy
who hengs his head and mumbles every-
thing.’

I think that a good many people have
that feeling, although a boy may be ex-
cessively shy and mumble all that he says,
and at the same time be a perfectly hon-
est boy. But he makes a very poor impres-
sion, and will not advance so rapidly as
the bey who looks one squarely in the face

.and speaks up like a man -when he has

anything to say.

The voice has much to do with a hoy’s
success in:life, and it should be well cul-
‘tivated. There are boys who speak up so
that they can be heard a long distance ev=
ery time they open their mouths who are
even more objectionable than 2 boy who
mumbles. An over-loud, brassy voice, .
with ‘a kind of defiant ring in it, is ex-
tremely unpleasant, and is sure to make &
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very bad impression. A voice with a
whine in it is always irritating, and an
insolent tone of voice has told against
more than one boy when he has been in
search of a position. The voice that is
‘clear and distinct, and at the same time
deferential, is the veice that makes the
‘best impression. Don’t mumble; don’t
‘meech,” don’t whine, and don’t use an in-
solent tone when you speak.

You may think that it is of no conse-
quence how a boy speaks if he does his
work properly and faithfully, but I am
sure that you are mistaken. There are
other things to be taken into account be-
sides doing one’s work as it ought to be
done if a boy hopes to get on in the world.
I know a young man, nearly thirty years
of age, who is very thorough in his work,
and would long ago have been advanced
ito the position of foreman of the establish-
ment in which he works, but for the fact
that he is boorish in his manners. The
manner of one’s speech, as well as one’s
general bearing, are all considered at cer-
tain times apart from his work. So, speak
‘up and acquit yourselves like men, boys!

Telling ¢ Nice’ Things.
(The ‘Christian World.”)

I know a girl—in fact she’s a very dear"

friend of mine—a young, timid, struggling
artist who is trying to support herself by
her brush. This is not a small thing to
accomplish, as perhaps many of you know
by experience; so my little friend has be-
‘gun housekeeping in a modest way. She
lives in two rooms at the top of a very
tall house and she does her own cooking
on a small kerosene-stove; but she’s a
brave girl and paints away for dear life.

I went to call on her the other day, and
took with me a friend of mine who is also
an artist, but one who is far along that hill
of success which Nan is now so patiently
climbing. I had hoped much for Nan from
this call, so introduced them with a beat-
ing heart. She shook hands cordially en-
ough with Nan, who was trembling with
nervousness, and seemed graciously inter-
ested in her work, for she turned over
sketches, looked at paintings, and then,
with the picture of an old woman’s head
4n her hand, sat down and talked art all
the rest of the afternoon to her heart’s
content. I did wish it had been to Nan’s
heart’s content,” but one glance at the
child’s face told me it was not, for it was
art that was away over her head.

Meanwhile there was no word of praise
from her lips, neither any criticism, even
of the kindest; and her comments were
of the mildly polite style that is exasper-
atingly like the faint praise which con-
demns. Do you wonder that I felt like
shaking her when I looked at the repressed
hope and longing on the
poor little striving Man? I was almost
ready to cry with disappointment when
we got into the street again.

‘Why didn’t you say soxﬁething nice to
that child, you miserable woman®’ I burst
out at last. :
~ She looked at me in unmitigated aston-
ishment, ; ‘

‘Say something “nice” to her?’ she schoed
her face one whole exclamation point of
surprise. ‘Why, it never entered m
head to do so. Do you suppose she -

ex-
pected me to say anythingp’

‘But, I artfully inquired, with an eye
to the future, ‘don’t you think she has
*alent?’

face of the

‘Most certainly I do. The head of the
old woman is a gem in itself, and, what is
more, I know a man who will buy it at her
own price. I wonder who her model was®’

‘I don’t know,” I said, abstractedly, for
I was planning a call upon Nan the very
next day; ‘but I will ask her.’

And I wish you could have seen Nan’s
face when I :carefully repeated the ‘nice’
things I had saved for her. It was the im-
personation of joy itself.

‘And to think what a perfect goose I was
yesterday,” she said, with a happy laugh
‘I actually cried myself to sleep after you
had gone and forgot about my supper. But
there, I do believe I’ll never be discour-
aged again.” And she shook the frying:
pan so joyously that the chop she was fry-
ing over the kerosene-stove danced a mer-
ry jig as though out of pure sympathy
with her.

Oh, it’s a wonderful tonic, is this ‘tell-
ing nice things to people!” I have seen il
work the most surprising results at ths
most surprising times.

Keep an Account, Girls.

How many girls who may read these
lines keep an accurate, carefully-balanced
account book? asks ‘Harper’s Bazaar.” An
English girl who is always thor-
oughly trained dn the management
of a house considers it a proud
day when the key, basket and ac-
count book are turned over to her, for
which responsibility, however, that begins
with the keeping of her own accounts. It
is excellent training in thrift to keep reg-
ular accounts. Every girl should do it of
her own expenditures. Only the simplest
petty cash system is necessary. TUse the
double page of a fair-sized account book,
marked the left hand page debit (dr.), and
the right credit (cr.). en the latter
page is filled add up the column and bal-
ance the amount with the money received,
which will be the amount on the debit
page.
ble page in the same way. The amateur
acccuntant will do well to balance ac+
counts carefully each week. The account
may be kept even if no regular allowance
is received. Nothing is more illuminating
and useful to a girl than a knowledge of
her expenses. This, no matter how articles
are paid for, by an allowance, by credit
at shops, or by money given separately
for each purchase. Shopping values will
be learned unconsciously, and if items are
carefully looked over from week to week
careless unnecessary purchases will be few-
er. It is quite probable that the candy
and soda water counters might not be lined
five and six deep with girls, as they often
are, if each buyer counted up conscien-
tiously the money she invests now in this
ephemeral, and sometimes most unwhole«
some, gratification of appetite. An ac-
count book quickly teaches economy, in
short, to any one who tries it.

One Orange Too Many.
(;I‘.he ‘Cottager and Artisan.”)

‘A young friend,” says Mr. O’Shea, asked
me to show him the elephants, so we went
with an offering of oranges, which the lad
was to carry. But the moment we reached
the stable-door the herd scented the fruit,
and set up such a trumpeting that the boy
dropped the fruit and ran like a scared

rabbit.’
There were eight elephants, and M,

' 0’Shea, as heé picked up the oranges, found

Carry forward to the following dou-,

that he had twenty-five. Walking slowly
along the line, he gave one to each. When
he got to the end of the narrow stable, he
turned and was about to begin the distri-
bution again, but suddenly reflected that
if elephant number seven saw him give
elephant number eight two oranges in suc-
cession, he might fancy himself cheated
and give the distributer a smack with his
Proboscis; €o he returned to the door and
began at the other end of the line, as be-
fore.

Three times he went down the line, and
then he had one orangs left. Every ele-
phant had his greedy gazs focussed upon
that orange. It would have beén as much
as a man’s life was worth to give it to
any of them. What was he to do? e
held it up conspicuously, coolly pesled it,
and ate it himself. 3

‘It was most amusing,” he says, ‘to no-
tice the way those elephants nudged each
other and shook their ponderous sides.
They thoroughly entered into the humor
of the thing.’

Any one of the many articles in ‘World
Wide’ will give two cents’ worth of plea-
sure. Surely, ten or fifteen hundred such
articles during the course of a year are
well worth a dollar.
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The Precious Footstool.
(‘ Friendly Greetings.’)

There was a family in France,
long, long ago, who had a footstool
of which they took particular care,
and which they used in a singular
manner.  When strangers were
present, the footstool was set aside
in some out-of-the-way place, where
it would not attract attention; but
whern the family were alone, it was
sure to be brought into notice
again. Sometimes the - father
would take it on his knee, and,
turning it upside down, bend over

This book was the treasure and
cowfort of the family.. It told them
of a Friend who was near them at
all times, and who was able and
willing to save them in every dan-
ger. It told them of a beautiful
land where sin and sorrow cannot
come, and where there shall be no
more sickness, and no more death.
It taught them how to act at all

times and in all circamstances. Tt

gave them comfort in every trouble,
and cheered them in the hours of
the greatest misfortune. More
than all this, it told them of a
Saviour, for whose sake the sinner

UNDER T‘HE FOOTSTOOL A BOOK WAS FASTENED:

it with the deepest interest. Some-

times it was the mother who held

it on her lap, and gazed at it as

tenderly as if it were her youngest

babe.

What was there about that foot-
stool that made it so precious?

Under the footstool a book was
fastened, where it was out of sight,
and yet its pages could be turned,
and it could be read from begin-
ning to end. : '

may be forgiven, and received into
an eternal home of joy.

I hardly neéd to tell yqu the

name of this book, for the Bible
alone contains such good news,
such words of comfort and glad-
ness. But why was this precious
book kept in such a strange hid-
ing-place? Why was it read
secretly and with trembling?
Alas! in that sad day the Bible
was a forbidden book in France;

and those who dared to read it were
threatened with punishment, and
even with death.

That French family loved their
country and their home; but there
was something which they loved
better-—that was, liberty to read

. God’s Book openly, and to worship

him truly. They heard of a land
far over the sea, where the poorest
man might pray aloud in his own
words to his Father in heaven,
without fear of cruel soldiers or
more cruel priests. :

They heard of a land where the
Bible might be openly read, and
the Saviour openly served; and to
this land they resolved to go.

They left the pleasant vineyards
and the green hills of their native
I'rance, and across the wide seas
they sailed.

Very happy they must have felt
when they were safe on board that
ship. . The waves of the sea might
dash against the vessel’s sides, the
winds might roar around it, yet
they were happy. Their precious
Bible was with them, and they,
might read it without fear. :

The sea was crossed at last,-and
in the land of America this French
family found a home.

Very sweet it must have been to
them to sing their hymns together,
and together pray to God, with no
spy to listen, and no danger to fear.
The Bible they had so loved and
guarded was treasured in their new,
home, and handed down to their
children in remembrance of their
sufferings and trials in their native
land. :

The French family have long
since passed away from earth, but
the Bible that was hidden in the
footstool is still to be seen in the
hands of their children’s children.
The family that now own it live in

Western Pennsylvania. .

Keeping Back a Part.
(“ Central Presbyterian.’)

‘Say, Ted, let’s earn some money.’

‘How?’

‘Don’t yoh see that coal on the
sidewalk?’ and Jim pointed down
the street to a place where a ton
of coal had just been deposited.”
‘That’s in front of Mrs. Lange’s
house, and we can go and offer to
put it in for a quarter’

- ‘But likely the man himself is
going to put it in.
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¢ Oh, no, he isn’t! Can’t you see
that he’s getting ready to go away?
Come, let’s hurry,” and Jim rushed
down the street, followed quickly
by his companion.

They paused to take breath in
front of Mrs. Lange’s door, and then
Jim ventured inside of the house
with his offer.

‘Why, yes,’ said that lady, pleas-
antly, ¢ I’ll be glad to have you put
it in. I thought the man himself
would do it, but I see he’s gone off.’

So, armed with shovels and pail,
the boys set to work to get in the
ton of coal. It was hard work for
such little fellows; they had to
carry the coal around to the back

of the house where the coal-shed .

was, but they went at it bravely,
and before long the pile on the side-
walk had grown considerably
smaller.

Once Ted looked up and said:

¢Say, Jim, that quarter won’t
divide even.

¢ No more it won’t,’ was the reply.

‘Twelve for you, and twelve for
me, Ted went on; ‘ but what about
" the other cent?’

‘f don’t know,” Jim said thought-
fully; ‘we can’t divide a cent, and it
~ donw’t belong to any one more than
to the other.”

‘There’s your baby,’
Ted.

‘Yes, but there’s yours, too, and
they both can’t have it, and giving
it to one more than to the other
wouldn’t be even.”

‘1 say, Jim!’ Ted suddenly ex-
claimed, as if a new and bright
idea had occurred to him, ¢there’s
the old blind man, corner of Man-
hattan avenue.

¢ That’s s0,” assented Jim, ‘and
he’s both of ours. He don’t belong
to me any more than to you, nor to
you any more than to me. We both
kinder own him—don’t we?’

‘Yes, we both helped him pick
up his money the day he slipped—
didn’t we?’ ,

“Of course; so he'll have the ex-

tra cent)
~ Having arranged that xmportant
matter, the two little fellows went
to work again with such a will that
inside of an hour the coal had en-
tirely disappeared from the side-
walk.

‘\Iow we're done,” said Jim tm-
umphantly. A

‘Yes, we're done, echoed Ted

But had they finished? Down in
the gutter was lying at least half a

suggested

pail of coal, and Jim asked himself
this question as he happened to
glance at it.

Ted came along, and saw, too.
Looking at Jim, he read his
thoughts and said, ‘Oh, pshaw!
let’s don’t bother about that little
bit, we're both too tired.

“There’s the dust on the sidew all\,
too, remarked Jim slowly, ¢the
putiter-in always cleans that off’

‘But we're not regular putter-
ins,” argued Ted, as he straighten-
ed up to rest his aching back.

But Jim stared at the gutter,
and did not reply.

¢ What’s the matter? What are
you thinking of?’ asked Ted.

¢ Why, I was thinking about the

story that we heard down to the

mission school—that one about the
man and woman who was struck
dead for lying.’

¢ Nias and Sophia?” asked Ted.

¢ Ananias and Sapphira,’ correct-
ed Jim, who was two years older
than - his companion, and could
more easily remember hard names.

“Yes, that’s them?.
‘Well, what have we to do w1th -

nor we
: money—-

them? We ain’t lying,
ain’t' keeping anybody

are we??
¢ No, but—’ and Jim IOOI\Qd as 1f~

he scarcely knew how to express
what he meant.

¢ But-what?’ said Ted with won-
dering eyes.

‘You see, it’s just like this,” Jim
went on, thoughtfully, ¢ that man
down to the mission school said it
was the same if you kept back any-
thing, even some of the work that
you ought to do, and we're going

to be paid for thls, Ted, and it ain’t

done.

“Well, then, let’s take up the
coal,) and Ted s‘tal'ted for the
shovel. : N

¢ All right, and I’ll get the broom
to sweep the sidewalk.. It’s better
that way—ain’t it, Ted?’

And Ted gave a wise little nod
by way of reply.

A Seal’s Intelligence.
(Chas. I. Holder, in ¢ Golden
Days.’)
A few years ago some fishermen

were following their vocation off a

harbor on the Maine coast, when
they observed a commotion on the

surface, and soon made out a seal

leaping from the water as if. fol-
lowed by some enemy.

It came near the boat, swimming
around it several times, and then,
making a leap, the men saw that
it was being chased by a large fish.

One of the firshermen dropped
his line, and, stepping into the bow,
leaned over, and held out his
hands. To his amazement, the seal
immediately dashed toward him,
and, with his help, scrambled out
of the water into the boat just in
time to escape the sharp weapon of
the swordfish that darted by, its
big eyes staring, probably in won-
der at the method of escape, to its
fishy intelligence being evidently a
case of out.of the frying-pan into
the fire.

But the little seal apparently
knew better, and it need not be
said that its confidence was not
misplaced, as the men were o0

‘pleased with its action in coming

to them that they kept it as a pet,
and the seal became a familiar ob-
ject.about the shore. ;
The fishermen had a small house
upon the  beach, in which their
boats and nets were stored, and
here the seal made its home, sleep-
ing on a pile of old cloths, and dur-
ing the day lying upon the sands,

lazily rolling over in the enjoyment
of perfect freedom.

‘When the men came down to the
shore the seal was there to greet
them, frisking about and attempt-
ing to crawl into the boat. When
not taken in, it would follow the
boat out, swimming alongside, with
its intelligent black eyes fixed upon
them. If taken into the boat it
wonld lie on the forward deck and
watch its protectors, occasionally
eating a fish which they tossed
over to it, or diving over after omne
which they threw away.

During the winter the seal was
moved up to the home of one of the
fishermen, where it spent much of
its time by the kitchen fire.
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LESSON VIIL—FEBRUARY 15.
Christian Self Control.

1 Corinthians viii., 1-18,
QUARTERLY TEMPERANCE LESSCN.

Golden Text.

Let us therefore follow after the things
which make for peace. Rom. xiv., 19.

Home Readings.

Monday, Feb. 9.—1 Cor. viii,, 1-13,
Tuesday, ¥eb. 10.—1 Cor. ix., 19-27.
Wednesday, Feb. 11.—Prov. iii., 1-17.
Thursday, Feb.. 12.—Gal v., 13-26.
Friday, Feb. 13.—Phil. ii., 1-13.
Saturday, Feb. 14.—Col. iii.,, 1-14
Sunday, Feb. 15.—Matt. v., 43-48.

(By R. M. Kurtz.)

1. Now as touching things offered unto
idols, we know that we all have know-
ledge. Enowledge puffeth up, but charity
edifieth.

2. And if any man think that he know-
eth any thing, he knoweth nothing yet as
he ought to know.

3. But if any man love God, the same
is known of him.

4, As concerning therefore the eating of
those things that are offered in sacrifice
unto idols, we know that an idol is noth-
ing in the world, and that there is nono
other God bhut one.

5. ¥or though there be that are called
gods, whether in heaven or in earth, (as
there be gods many, and lords many).

6. But to us there is but one God, the
Father, of whom are all things, and we in
him; and one Lord Jesus Christ, by whom
are all things, and we by him,

7. Howbheit there is not in every man
that knowledge: for some with conscience
of the idol unto this hour eat it as a thing
offered unto an idol; and their conscience
being weak is def¥ed.

8. But meat commendeth us not to God;
for neither, if we eat, are we the better;
neither, if we eat not, are we the worse.

9. But take heed lest by any means this
liberty of yours become a stumbling block
to them that are weak.

10. For if any man see thee which hast
knowledge sit at meat in the idol’s temple,
shall not the conscience of him which is
weak be emboldened to eat those things
which are offered to idols?

11. And through thy knowledge shall
‘tll;ed;veak brother perish, for whom Christ

e

12. But when ye sin so against the breth~
ren, and wound their weak conscience, ye
sin against Christ. .

138. Wherefore, if meat make my brother
to offend, I will eat no flesh while the
world standeth, lest I make my brother
to offend.

TIME, PLACE AND CIRCUMSTANCES.

Last week we left Paul at Corinth, where,
we learned, he preached for a year and a
half. When he left there he sailed for
Syria, and took with him Aquila and Pris-
cilla, whom he left at Ephesus. He then
visited Jerusalem and Antioch and also
the churches of Phrygia and Galatia, and
finally made his way back to Ephesus. He
continued at this city over two years, and
while there wrote to the church at Corinth
the two letters we have in the New Testa-
ment. From the first of these, the Sunday
School lesson for to-day is taken.

The church at Corinth was only about
five years old, and some troublesome ques-
tions had arisen in the young society. Re-
member they did not have the New Testa-
ment as we have it, nor Christian books

and papers to guide them, but rather they
were largely dependent upon what they
had learned from Paul and, at the same
time, were surrounded by heathens whose
lives were most corrupt. The perplexities
of this young church, relative to matters
of conduct, led them to write to Paul for
advice. Our lesson is taken from the
apostle’s answer with reference to the
eating of meats offered to idols.

Alford says that these meats ‘were those

portions of the animals offered in sacrifice
which were not laid on the altar, and
which belonged partly to the priests, part-
ly to those who had offered them. These
remnants were sometimes eaten at feasts
holden in the temples, or in private-houses,
sometimes sold in the markets, by the
priests, by the poor, or by the niggardly.’
It is very easy to see that in the course
of ‘their everyday life, Christians might
find such meat placed before them. Now,
as they no longer worshipped idols, the
question was, should they, being Chris-
tians, eat what had been offered to idols?

Lesson Text

In the first verse Paul uses the expres-
sion, ‘We know that we all have know-
ledge.” That is to say, we know that we
realize the truth about idols, that an idol
s nothing, and that so far as the meat is
concerned, it makes no difference to the
intelligent Christian whether it has been
set before an idol or mnot; the Christian
knows that the meat is not in itself chang-
ed in that way. The decision as to the
righteousness of partaking of such food
must, then, rest upon something else than
one’s own personal knowledge of the emp-
tiness of idolatry.

The apestle gives a hint in this verse as
to the basis of this decision, when he adds,
‘Knowledge puffeth up, but charity edi-
fieth.” Mere knowledge will not do. This

is a passage of Scripture which should be

especially studied in this age, when men
are very proud of their learning. If the
head alone is educated we have a very one-
sided man. The word ‘charity’ is better
translated by our word ‘love.” In verszes
2 and 8 Paul further emphasizes the use-
lessness of knowledge alone, and shows
how love and the knowledge of God are re-
lated.

Having then opened his answer to this

question by explaining that it is necessary
to have more than knowledge in order to
appreciate the principle involved, he pro-
ceeds to take up the question itself. In
verse 4 he says that we know that an idol
is nothing, and that there is no God but
one. The heathen believe that the idols
they make can control the lives and affairs
of people, but the little idols, which mis-
sionaries bring from heathen countries,
seem to us very helpless. We see that they
are only miserable images made of stone,
metal, earthenware or wood, and we have
no fear of them. If a bit of meat were
clean and fit to eat we would not care very
much whether it had been placed before
one of these heathen idols or mnot, because
we have a knowledge of the true value of
such things. .
" Paul says that though there are many
so-called gods and lords, to us as Chris-
tians there iz only one God, the Creator,
and one Lord, Jesus Christ. Hence, meat
offered to iddols is not really of-
fered to other gods at all, for there are
no others. Verse 6.

Still, we cannot dismiss this matter so
easily. The fact that an intelligent Chris-
tian is not worried by his own personal
rights in such a matter does not decide the
question. In verse 7 the apostle says,
‘Howbeit there is mnot in every man that
knowledge.” Men’s intellectual gifts vary.
Some men easily throw off some old error
and at once understand clearly a new truth <
that is presented to them, but there are
others, again, who cannot so easily do this.

In the Revised Version the rest of verse
7 reads, ‘But some, being used until now,
to the idol, eat as of a thing sacrificed to
an idol; and their conscience being weak
is defiled.” Some of those who have but
lately accepted Christ have been so accus-
tomed to thinking of the eating of meat
offered to an idol as a part of idol worship,

‘that they cannot realize that to one who

does not believe in the idol there is no
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worship in eating such meat. There-
fore, the scomscience of such a person
being weak, he is apt to be led into sin
by seeing his more intelligent and strong
brethren eat of this meat.. By weak con-
science may be meant one that is not clear
in its promptings, or one that is too weak
to compel the person to act rightly.

We can easily realize how such a feel-
ing would cling to a person who cnce wor-
shipped idols. If a child has been badly
frightened in the dark, he may come to
realize after a while that the dark cannot
hurt him, but still he feels nervous and
uneasy when in a dark room alone. The
old fear still leaves a trace. He will not
therefore be as courageous as one Wwho
never had such a fright. To many of
these poor Corinthian Christians idolatry
had been such a great and important thing
that it seemed to them, even after they
no longer believed in the idols, that, some-
how, meat which had been offered to the
idol, was unfit for a Christian, that if the
Christian ate it he would be worshipping
the idol. But as stronger Christians could
be seen eating of such meat, some of these
weaker ones would be tempted to follow
their example, though they could not do
so with a clear conscience.

In verse 8, Paul says that the eating of
the meat does not commend us to God, that
we sre neither better nor worse for doing
so. How, then, shall we decide? The
great lesson for us is in verses 9-13.

In verse 9, he gently urges us to be care-
ful, lest our liberty—that is, our freedom
in the matter of eating the meat or not
—may cause those that are weak to stum-
ble. Here we get the great idea of this
temperance leszon. In many forms of in-
dulgence the danger is to oureslves as
well as to others, as in the case of strong
drink. If we get to drinking, we may per=
ish through becoming drunkards. But
eating meat of itself contains no such dan-
ger. The question here is, What influence
will it have upon someone else? We must
be temperate and even abstain from some
things, not on our own account, but for
the sake of others who may be guided by
our conduct. .

In verses 10 and 11 Paul illustrates what °
he has been saying by supposing a case of
this kind, where a strong, clear-minded
Christian eats of meat in an idol’s temple,
and one of these weaker brethren, seeing
him do so, smothers his cwn honest doubts
and his conscience in the matter and also
eats of the doubtful food. FEating in the
temple of an idol would be decided much
in the same way as eating meat offered to
jdols. As the heathen gods do not exist,
the Christian would regard a heathen tem-
ple as no different from any other build-
ing where feod was set before men.

The responsibility of the strong Chris-
tian’s example is shown in verse 12. If we
thus by our example and careless condl_lct
cause a weak person to sin, we also sin.
The weak person sinned when he did what
his conscience could not approve, and. we
sin by placing our personal liberty above
the safety of our brother’s soul. In the
closing verse Paul sets forth his own no-
ble principle in his resolution mever to
eat meat if his doing so causes his brother
to offend.

There are many Christians who insist on
enjoying every form of pleasure that can-
not be proven harmful to themselves, no
matter how they influence others who are
more easily tempted. Such have mot the
spirit of Christ.

The church is injured by an endless dis-
cussion among its members as to their
right to play cards, dance, attend theatres,
and even drink. Many argue that such in-
dulgences do not harm them personally,
and that therefore it is wrong to ask them
to give them up. That is a narrow and
selfish view of the case. We know that
many young people have been ruined by
just such pleasures. Therefore, we should
apply Paul’s high-minded and generous
rule, and be willing to sacrifice certain
pleasures, so that our influence may
strengthen the weaker ones about us.

The temperance cause in this country
would not be achieving the success that
is beginning to come to it, if all the good
people who could safely take a little wine
or beer were to insist upon that ‘right.
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When a war bresks out and the country
is in danger from an enemy, it can be
saved only by men who are willing to give
up their personal liberty and rights, to be
ordered from place to place by the govern-
ment, and to lay down their lives for their
country, if necessary. The idea of the les-
son is, Be temperate and abstain, not for
your own sake alone, but for others.

C. E. Topic.
sunday, Feb. 15.—Topic—Lessons from
Ben-hadad’s defeat. 1 Kings XX, 12-20.
Junior C. E. Topic
WHAT WE OWE OUR PARENTS.
Monday, Feb. 9.—Honor. Ex. xX., 1.

Tuesday, Feb. 10.—Obedience. FProv.
xxiii., 22.

Wednesday, Feb. 11.—Respect. Lev.
xix,, 8.

Thursday, Feb. 12.—Submission. Heb.
xii, 6, % :

Friday, Feb. 13.—Gratitude. Matt. vii.,
11

Prov.

éaturday, Feb. 14.—Attention.
S
’Sunday, Teb. 15.—Topic—What we owe
our parents. Eph.-vi, 1-3; Prov. i, 8, 9.

How it Paid.

(Sue Elizabeth Stoever, in the ‘Christian
Intelligencer.”)

Edward Cole was ten years old and the
man of the house. It was nearly a year
since the father had died and left the mo-
ther alone with the two children. DMrs.
Cole had taken in sewing and worked early
and late to keep the little home, and the
children at school, but it was too much for
her strength, and she was obliged to go-to
bed ‘and stay there for weeks.

Fdward - succeeded in getting a place
with Mr. Carminy, the grocer, and soon
learned to be very useful. True, he work-
ed hard, but he was well pleased to be able
to bring the wages home every week.
Sometimes Mr, Carminy gave him a bas-
ket of groceries, and so the little family
managed to live in the plainest way, and
pay the rent promptly every month.

One evening, just before lgavlng the
store, Edward heard Mr. Carminy say to
one of the clerks: ‘To-mOIrrow we will be-
gin to sell whiskey- All the other stores
do, and we must, too. The first lot has
besn delivered this afternoon.’

Fdward’s heart sank. He knew he ought
not to handle any intoxicating liquor.
How careful his father had always been
to teach him to have nothing to do with
strong drink. Edward could never forget
the verse learned just before his father
died: ‘Abhor that which is evil; cleave to
that which is geod. Nor could he forget
how earnestly his father had talked to
him about it. ‘

Never, my boy, have anything to do
with those things that will not please God.
Chooze the good and be a loving child of
the dear heavenly father. Then he will
have you in his precious keeping, and you
can safely trust him.’

All the way home from the store Edward
was considering what he should do the
next day. His heart was heavy, but he
tried to put awey the anxious thoughts
end greet his mother as usual. There was
not much sleep for Edward that night, but
the more he thought the matter over the
mors he felt he could not sell whiskey.

The next morning he rose early and with
_ the help of his sister Bess, eight years old,

got breakfast. Then he said good-bye to
his woethrr and etarted off with his din-
ner basket, feeling it was hardly worth
while to carry it. He swent the store front.
as uzual and attended to his early duties;
then, seeing Mr. Carminy bad come in, he
went to bim in bis ‘office. It wos hard to
bezin, but the brave boy did not wait.

‘Nr. Carminy,” he said, ‘you have been

Afirm.

kind to me, and I am sorry to tell you
what I must. I heard you say that to-
day we would begin to sell whiskey. I do
not thin¥ it right, and I cannot do it, sir.
I’m sorry, very sorry, to leave, but, sir,
I am not able to do what you reguire.’

‘Tut, tut, boy! Why this objection? I
myself don’t want to sell whiskey, but I
must. All the other stores keep it: A
merchant must look at things in a busi-
ness-like way. Come, think it over.
There’s your mother to support. It won’t
do for you to give up a good place like
this.” :

‘I'm very sorry, sir,’ replied Edward,
‘but I cannot do what you ask, and thera
is nothing bhut to go.’

“Well, of course, if you will persist, but
you are throwing away a good chance.’

‘I’'m very sorry, sir,” repeated Edward.
‘I thank you for all you have done for me.’
And the boy could say no more, but, going
for his cap and basket, walked out of the
store and gave up his weekly earnings
that he might ‘cleave to that which is
good.’

On the way he met a neighbor.

‘Why, EXdwarg, you are going in the
wrong direction. Nothing the matter, -I
hope.’

Edward told him what had happened.

I'm afraid you were a little too rash,
my boy,’ was the answer. ‘¥You would bet-
ter hold on at least till you had other
work. You know you have to keep the
family, and you can’t live on air.’

This was poor consclation, and Edward
trudged on wearily.

Bess was tidying the kitchen.

‘Home so soon, Xddie! Were you anx-
ious about mother? The doctor says she
is better this morning.’

Without answering the question, Ed-
ward gently pushed open his mother’s
door.

‘Why,
wrong?’

‘No, mother, I hope not,’ answered Ed-
ward, with a smile. ‘I’11 come and tell you
all about it directly.’ Then he mounted to
his little room. Taking up his Bible, he
turned to the marked verse: ‘Abhor that
which is evil; cleave to that which is good.’

‘Yes, that is what I am trying to do.
I'm sure father would say it was right.”

In another place were these words: ‘How
much more shall your father which is in
heaven give good things to them that ask
him.? y

FEdward knelt and asked God to help
him in this hour of trial. Then he went
down to his mother’s room and told her all
about it. She drew him to her and said:
“Thank God I have such a son. 8o like his
father, too. Edward, we will trust God. He
is our refuge and strength.’

Just then there was a knock at the front
door and Bess came running in to say
some man was asking for Edward. Ed-
ward went out immediately and was greet-
ed with these words:

‘I need a boy in my store. Can you come
at once? I was asking a man if he knew
where X could find a boy, and he said he
had met you this morning gecing home
from your old place. Would you like to
come with me? I am William Forbes of
the house-furnishing store. I’Ill give you
a third more wages than you have been
getting at Mr. Carminy’s, and there’s a
chance for you to do still better if you
prove the boy I want.’

Edward joyfully replied: ‘O, sir, I’ll
come right away. Only let me just speak
to my mother, sir, and tell her I have
work again.’ »

“That’s all right, my boy. Get your din-
nér Arst and be at the store at one o’clock
sharp.” And the new employer went off
well satisfied with his contract. Sy

Mre. Cole was overjoyed, and, as she put
her arm about her boy, said: ‘God be

my son, is it you? Anything

thanked. He always hears the cry of his’

children. It pays to trust and obey him.’

That was not the end of the story. Xd-
ward proved as faithful to his new employ-
er. He made himself necessary to the
business. He rose from one position to
enother, until he became a member of the
In every pocition he held to his
motto, the verse learned long ago: ‘Abhor
that which is evil; cleave to that which
is good.’
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The Cause of Blindness.
(‘The National Advocate.”)

Congiderable excitement has been cre-
ated in Baltimore by five damage suits
against a large drug firm in that city, the
charges being that the plaintiffs were
made blind by drinking a preparation put
up by the house called Jamaica ginger, in
the manufacture of which wood or methyl
alcohol had been used instead of pure
grain or ethyl alcohol.

Last winter the ‘Ophthalmic Record’ had
a long article by Dr. Herbert Harlan, of
Baltimore, an eminent oculist, in which at-
tention was called to the prevalence of
blindness among people who use Jamaice

ginger as a stimulating beverage. In his
article Dr. Harlan says:
‘Wood alcohol is certain to produce

blindness when used as a drink or other-
wise introduced into the system. If a
large dose is taken on an empty stomach
death is almost certain to follow immedi-
ately.

‘The consumption of wood alcokol by
manufacturing chemists throughout the
country has increased enormously during
the last decade. It can be bought for 75
cents per gallon, while ethyl alcohol costs
$2.45 per gallon.

It is time that the men who are sending
bottled blindness and certain death broad-
cast through the country should be stop-
ped.?

SSEANI. SR

No Dram-=Shops in the Valley

(‘A school-house on every hill-top and no
saloon in the wvalley.’—Lieut.-Gover-
nor Manning, of Iowa.)

When we’ve a school on every hill
No dram-shops in the wvalleys,

Our streets shall then with commere

thrill, 3

Nor murderers haunt our alleys.

The home at night shall dim the light-
All fear of danger scorning,

For there shall be no drunken tramp
To burn it ere the morning,

No more the wife shall hide in tears
No children pine in sorrow, 3

Because the want, the pain to-day
Drive hope from each to-morrow.

No more the bravest in our land,
Free-hearted, strong to labor,

Shall stain with crime his trembling hand
Made drunken by his neighbor.

No more the costs for drunken broils
Shall tax the patient farmer,

Nor commerce shrink amid the toils
When dram-shops clothe in armor.

No more shall prisons, jails display
Our captive sons in fetters,

Because death’s drink took will away,
And made worse men their betters.

Then speed the shout—earth, ring it out
Till every voter rallies,

And cries: ‘A school on every hill,
No dram-shops in the wvalleys.’

Keep Away From Bar-Rooms
(Alfred Ayres, in ‘The Mentor.”)

if you would preserve your good name,
keep away from bar-rooms.

If you would preserve your self-respect,
keep away from bar-rocoms.

If you would preserve your good manners,
keep away from bar-rooms.

If you would preserve your good looks,
keep away from bar-rooms. -

If you would keep out of the clutches
of the devil, keep away from bar-rooms.

Your Own Paper Free.

(Northern Messenger’ subscribers may
have their own subscription extended one
year, free of charge, by remitting sixty
cents for two new subscriptions.

Special Clubbing Offer, ‘Worid Wide’
and ‘Northern Messenger,” $1.00, for Great
Britain, Montreal, and foreign countries,

except United States, add 50 cts. for post-

age.
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Correspondence

HINTS TO LETTER-WRITERS.

Dear Little Letter-writers,—We thank
you for your many good wishes for the
New Year, and for your bright letters.
Now, I want to speak about two things
we cannot undertake, and you wise little
people will understand that we have good
reasons. First of all, though we are glad
to see thoughtful little paragraphs from
our readers expressive of noble sentiment,
you must not be disappointed if these do
not appear in the ‘Messenger.’ Sscondly,
we think it wiser not to-give addresses of
other little girls and boys in our columns,
so you had better ask those whose letters
you found interesting to write again to
the ‘Messenger.” We have had some very

interesting letters lately. You are finding .

out, I think, that because one girl says
something in her letter, that that is not
a good reason why another should say it.
For instance, just think what a lack of va-
riety we would have if you all told how

many sisters and brothers and pets and
teachers you had and the number of each
creature that inhabits a farm-yard and a
catalogue of your studies (without a single
remark on the objects of your different
lists),—do you think you would like to
read them as well as the descriptions of
places some of the letters give us, or the
stories of adventure which the young sub-
seriber has been through or knows about?
. Perhaps this will explain why some of the
letters of the dearest little writers are not
always published. But whatever you do
don’t be discouraged; write again, whether
you see your letter or mot. -
- Correspondence Editor.

'N.B.—Thank you, Etta Maclennan, for
that Christmas card.—Ed. :

Lantz, N.S.

Dear Editor,—I have never written £ the
‘Messenger’ before. I am ga little girl nine
year old, and I live in the country. I have
been trying to get subscribers for the
‘Messenger,” and I thought you would like
to know about some of the little boys who
are getting the paper. Omne little boy in
our school, my age, cut his knee with a
hatchet and has been quite sick, .but is
well enough to read now. Another little
boy fell the next week at school and broke
his leg; he will not be able to go to school
for some time and he wants the ‘Messen-
ger’ to read. I have some little cousins in
Mexico who are far worse off, as their
dear mamma died last week, so I am send-
ing them the ‘Messenger’ to help comfort
them. . The paper is also going to a little
girl in the United States whose mamma
has been sick for a long time, but is get-
ting better now. I hope they will all en-
joy the paper as much as I do.

, ‘HAZEL. B. L.

(We think you are a most kind little girl

and have worked well. Thank you.—Ed.)

Moncton, N.B.

Dear Editor,—Moncton, where I live, is
situated on the bend of the Petitcodiac
River. It is a very pretty place, and has
many fine buildings, and some of our
newly-erected stores are as fine as in any
of the leading cities in Canada. We are
building a new hospital, the corner-stone
of which was laid on Oct. 29 by the Lieu-
tenant-Governor of the province. Monec-
ton is a railway centre with headquarters
for the Intercolonial Railway trains com-
ing from Montreal, St. John, and Halifax.
The railway shops and general offices are
situated here, which give employment to
a large number of men. We have a cotton
factory and a large woollen mill, where
they take the wool and make it into cloth
and the cloth into suits for men and bhoys.
I go to school every day. I have only
missed one day in two and a half years.
I take music lessons. I am on my sixth
quarter. I like the ‘Messenger’ very much.
I had two volumes of it bound, and I

would advise other boys and girls to do
the same; they make such a nice book and
it is-such a nice way of keeping them. I
have a pet canary; he is twelve years old;
he is a very nice singer. o
HARRY C. M. (Age 13.)
Black Rock, Big Bras D’Or.
Dear Editor,—I am a littlie girl twelve
years old and I live in a lighthouse. It
is very pretty in summer, but cold in win-

ter. .We see lots of vessels and steamers
passing. I have three sisters and two
brothers. Oune of my brothers was killed

at the steel works in Sydney. He was a
good boy and is in heaven. My oldest bro-
ther came home from the Klondike about
a month ago and we were all so glad to
see him. He was away four years, and he
brought us lotsef presents. We have no
school here this winter. I have twin sis-
ters; they are going to school, one in Syd-
ney and one at the Rev. Mr. Drummond’s,
who is our minister. I would have been
in school, too, only I was sick, but I am
getting better. A. J. M.

Weston, Ont.

Dear Editor,—As I am ifterested in your
vaper I thought I would write and de-
seribe this village. It is about eight miles
from Toronto, on the Humber River, of
about two thousand five hundred of a
population. It is connected with Toronto
by an electric railway. Weston possesses
four grocery stores, one drug-store, a post-
office and a bake-shop, of which my father
is proprietor; a very good public school
and a good High School. My sister and I

go to the High School. We passed our en-

trance examinations last summer. Hilarie
was eleven and I was thirteen years old.
I saw a letter from Miss Brown. I am
well acquainted with her; she lives across
the street from us.

RUTH MAC. (Age 13.)

Greenﬁel&, Ont.
.Dear Editor,—We only have Sunday-

_ school in summer; there are only twenty-.
two scholars on the roll.

superintendent in our school. Our church
is called Greenfield Presbyterian Church
and is only a branch of Dunvegan congre-
gation. We have preaching every two
weeks, the Rev. Mr. Gollan, of Dunvegan,
and the Rev. Mr. Leitch, of St. Elmo,
preaching alternately. But for all it is
only a branch it is a very snug little
church,” I was in Montreal three years
ago and I saw quite a number of things.
I saw two monkeys and I did not like
them at all. I went into all the great dry
goods stores. I did not stay long that
time, but hope to go soon again. My papa
was visiting his brothers and sisters in
North Dakota; he went via Winnipeg and
Deloraine. We live on a farm a mile and
a half from Greenfield. I have two bro-
thers and no sisters.
CASSIE ANN K. (Age 11.)

. Vankleek Hill, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I have taken the ‘Northern
Messenger’ since I was five years old and
now I am nine years old. We all like the
‘Messenger’ very well. Papa reads it all
the time, and it is the best paper we talke.
We live on a high hill in a very pretty
place. The school-house is built on our
place. I have only to run down the hill a
little piece and I am at school. I have only
one brother younger than I, and we both
go to school. Papa is a farmer. We have
two sugar-bushes on our farm, We have
a big orchard. We had a lot of apples
this year, and also a good crop. My bro-
ther Thomas has a pet cat and I have a
pet dog. He goes with me after the cows
when I come home from schdol. T have
to help papa, and mamma has no person
to help her but us. JOHN 0. McD.

Hicksvale, Assa.

Dear Editor,—I am going to write and

try to tell a little about the country I live
This is a prairie country, and about .

in.
twenty miles north of here there is some
bluff where father gets the wood. It is
very small wood. Here in the summer
the prairie is covered with wild flowers.
The roses are the most plentiful, while the
orange lilies grow in abundance around

My papa is -
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the creeks; and there are ferns also.
Around here it is pretty hilly, but farther
south it is very level. This is a farming
country. Off ten acres we get four hun-
dred and nine bushels of wheat, but we
had other wheat that did not yield so good
as that. My father owns four hundred
and eighty acres of land, thres hundred

-and twenty being light land and one hun-

dred and sixty.being heavy land. My fa-
ther set out three hundred and fifty maple
trees in our garden two years ago, and
they are doing nicely.. We have no min-
ister at present, but when we have one we
have service every two weeks at eleven
o’clock. In summer we have Sunday-school
every Sunday. We always look forward
for the ‘Méssenger’s’ weekly wvisit.
FLORENCE R.

Chalk River, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I live on a farm about a
mile from the village. I have two sis-
ters and one brother. Chalk River is
small. Tt consists of a few scattered
houses, churches, school-house and board-
ing-houses. The school-house has two
rooms and has two teachers; their names
are Miss Dewar and Miss Brock. There
are four churches, Presbyterian, English,
Lutheran and Roman Catholic. The Pres-
byterian church is about one mile east of
the village, but there is a mission hall in
the village and the service is held in it
every Sunday evening and prayer meeting
every Wednesday evening. The Sunday-
school is also held in it every Sunday
morning. There are quite a few scholars,
although some come from a long distance.
There are four teachers. I am in the Bible-
class and it is taught by the superinten-
dent, Mr. Dumouchell. Our minister is
unable to attend the Sabbath-school, as he
is always away on Sunday momin'gs at
other preaching stations; his name 1s: the
Rev. G. D. Campbell, son of the Rev. Dr,
Campbell, of Perth. The Ladies’ Aid S.o-
ciety also hold their meetings in the Mis-
sion Hall the first Thursday of . every.
month. The hall looks ever so much bet-
ter since it was painted by the Ladies’ Aid
Society, The ladies bought the paint and
painted it themselves with the aid of two
or three gentlemen.

LIZZIE A. L. (Age 13.)

(A well-written letter.—Ed.)

Nanton, Alberta.

Dear Editor,—I see some very nice let-
ters in the ‘Northern Messenger,” and I
thought I would like to write one, too, and
tell you how we like this country. We
came here last spring, and there was only
a station, but now there is a store, a hotel
a livery stable, a blacksmith shop, a butch-
er shop, a lumber yard, and four dwelling-
houses. We are only one-half of a mile
from Nanton and Nanton is 50 miles from
McLeod and 56 miles from Calgary. We
used to live at Oak Lake, Manitoba, but
we left there because the country was too
cold. This is a very pretty place where we
live.. We are only eight miles from the
Foot Hills and forty miles from the Rocky
Mountains, and we can see the snowy tops
of them all the year round. There are
thousands of cattle running over the prai-
rie around here. My papa is a farmer and
owns three-quarters of a section of land.
My brother has sent in the Temperance
Pledge-Roll. We did our very best, but
we only got thirteen, as this is a new place
and there isn’t many settlers here.

LILY MAY S. (Age 11.)

(You worked very well.—Ed.)

~ Owen Sound, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I go to school every day
when I am well. I am in the third read-
er. I go to Sunday-school, too, and like
it very much, but don’t like the day-
school as well. I have two hrothers both
younger than myself. Their names are
Harry and Lawrence. Lawrence is seven
years old and Harry is nine years, while -
I am ten years. For pets I have a dog
and cat. The dog’s name is ‘York,’ but
the cat has no name but ‘Puss.”’ I was at
my grandmother’s for three weeks in the
summer holidays, and I had a very pleas-
ant time. She lives about half a mile from

.Mount Forest, and the railway runs by
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their place, but it is only five minutes
walk to the station. When I went there
this summer I surprised them, as they did
not know I was coming. Our harbor is full
with boats of all sizes which are laid up
for the winter. My birthday is on Oct. 25.
BERT M.

West Hanover, Mass.

Dear Editor,—The first time I wrote to
you we were living in Annapolis, N.8., and
since then we moved to Hanover, Mass.
There is a house in this town nearly two
hundred years old. We live on quite an
old farm. The apple trees are very old,
some of them over one hundred years old.
We have a fire place, and a crane for cook-
ing. I have a grey squirrel, and I call
him Frisk; one of his legs is lame where
he was caught. My father runs a saw
in a mill two miles frem home. When it
is fine he rides his bicycle. I go to school
two and a half miles from home. I go
most of the way in a barge and have to
start at a quarter to eight.

RUPERT McN. (Age 13.)

E Echo Vale, Que.

Dear Editor,—I received the Bagster
Bible for getting five subscribers for the
‘Messenger.” Thank you very much for
the Bible; it is a great deal better than I
expected. . I like the ‘Messenger’ very
much. We have no Sunday-school now.
Both my grandfathers and grandmothers
are dead. There is smallpox in the vil-
lage about four miles from here. My bro-
ther is lumbering in the woods this win-
ter, and he hired another man to help him.
I have never learned to skate, but I am
learning this winter. There is a skating

vink a short distance from here. :
: KATIE MacD.

e

Balallan, Que.

Dear Editor,—I am a little hoy ten years
old. My mother has heen in bed for the
last six years, and she is not better yet,
but I am very glad she is living. 'We had
sad news in our district, the death of M,
McDonald; he used to he our Sabbath-
school superintengentl:ik ;1; s wash a ioog
neighbor; everybody liked him; he was
goo%l, kind Tt & Bis childser AN “is
children were with him when he died.

i iss him very much.
We will all mi prie i

Burgeo, Nfid.

Dear Editor,—I am a little girl nine
years old. We live in Burgeo on the west
coast of Newfoundland. It is a very
rocky place; it is an jsland surrounded by
islands. I have heard that there are three
hundred and sixty-five all around it, one
for each day of the year. Burgeo has a
magnificent harbor, and there is a lot of
boating done here in summer. Quite a
ive on different islands and

le 1i _ '
:g:xeP::pthis jarge island to church and
summer time,

. It is pleasant in

:;}togiry bleak ?n_ winter. There are eight
shops, two churches and three schools
here. I am in the fourth royal reader. I
have four brothers and one sister. My papa
took the ‘Messenger’ eighteen years ago
when he was stationed north. Papa says
) ike the
Efy"ﬁﬁi,lana I really think we could not
do without it, we like it so much,

LILY C. C.

Cambridge, N.S.

Dear Editor,—I live in the country one-
half mile from the school-house and Bap-
tist church. I go to Sunday-school every
Sunday and get the ‘Northern Messenger.’
T love to read the Correspondence very
much. I am a boy eleven years old. My
birthday is on Nov. 17. T have no father.
He was killed in his own saw-mill more

_ than two years ago. I have no grand-
mother nor grandfather. The only grand-
mother I remember lived with us till last
summer when she died. I live with my
mother and three sisters and go to school
évery day that I can. I am'in the sev-
enth grade. I have a gsister sixteen years
old, and she got ‘C’ Certificate last sum-
ner, We have two teachers. We had a
Shristmas tree and concert in our school.

MELVIE D.

‘Messenger’ to be in ev-

HOUSEHOLD.

The Kitchen as it Should Be.
(‘Good Housekeeping.’)

When I furnish a kitchen as my work-
room some idea as to convenience and the
saving of time and steps modifies the ar-
rangement of things. All the utensils are
kept as near as possible to where they will
be mneeded. The tin covers of saucepans
and kettles are on a rack within reach of
the range. The cooking forks and spoons
have their niches just below. The little
paring knife I like best is not in the knife
box amid carvers and mixing spoons, but
where I can get it without leaving the low
rocker where I sit when preparing vege-
tables. The bread knife and cutting board
(which last is apt to be the cover of a
grape basket, light and clean) are always
convenient to the bread jar. Two or three
favorite saucepans are kept hanging
abroad in full view near the water faucet,
for is not the first step toward cooking al-
most everything the preparing for some
freshly boiled water?

The House or the Home ?
(The ‘Christian at Work.”)

“‘Why did you bring them in here, John?
Mrs. Markham of all people in the ‘world!
You know what a perfect housekeeper she
is. What must she have thought of this
room! said Mrs. Wood to her husband as
the door closed on the neighbors who had
been making an evening call.

Mr. Wood smiled in his happiest man-
ner as he answered, ‘It was just because
it was the Markhams that I brought them
into this cosy sitting-room. I wanted them
to see what a home was like. I don’t care
a fig whether their house is always in or-
der or not; I know there isn’t a corner in
it that compares with this room.” And
with loving eyes he lcoked around the
cheery.living room in which books, maga-
zines, papers, games, toys and the work
basket gave evidence of the occupations
of the inmates. ‘I wanted,” he continued,
‘Tom Markham to have a good time once
in his life: for I den’t believe he’s ever
happy in that great house where he never
dares to move for fear of putting some-
thing out of order. Don’t you see how he
enjoyed it? I knew he wanted to help
Jack with his kite, he could hardly keep
his eyés off the boy. Poor Tom! to think
their only boy should have run away! I
don’t wonder they both look old and worn.’

Mr. Wood sighed and his wife hastened
to say, ‘Oh, I didn’t really care; only I
thought it would seem like a dreadful con-
fusion to them, the children get so many
things around.’

‘But they don’t run away,” rejoined the
husband. ‘You know they seldom wish to
go out evenings, and I know that you are
a perfect home-maker, and that’s worth
far more than mere housekeeping.’

Oh, that all mothers realized this! I
thought, as my mind followed the Mark-
hams to their perfectly ordered but dreary
house, unworthy the name of home. Now-
a-days almost every newspaper has a
househoid department, filled with rules
and directions concerning all kinds of
work, from dishwashing to the furnishing
and care of the guest chamber. But is
there enougn said about home-making?

There is no deubi of the importance ‘of'
good housekeeping; no doubt, tco, that
many American women have sadly ne-
glected their duties in this line, and that
come have been moved to reform by the
popular agitation of the subject. But do
-we not know ‘perfect housekeepers’ who
make their husbands’ lives a burden, and
sour the dispositions of children not yet
in their teens. =

The majority of American women are
not rich; many add to the myriad house-
keeping duties the care and training of
children, with only a ‘general housework’
girl to help along. ' Let such women at-

tempt to keep house in accordance with
the strict rules laid down by the wniters
on housekeeping, and who will blame them
if thev never oet beyond the daily routine?
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I have read of a woman, with a husband
and five children, who did all her own
work, kept her house always in perfect or-
der garret to cellar, never neglegted her
children’s manners, morals or clothes, ex-
celled as a cook, was always informed as
to the contents of newspapers, magazines,
and the latest beok, and was never known
to appear cross or discouraged. There
may be such women, I never saw one. Cer-
tainly they are not and never can be num-
erous. JFor the vast majority there is a
limit to time and strength. Some things
must be neglected.

The question then is, Which shall suf-
fer, the house or the home?

Surely no true woman would decide in
faver of the former. And what man does
not enjoy a bright, chesrful, happy home,
with wife not too tired to show her inter-
est in all that concerns him and the chil-
dren, even if some sweeping and dusting
have been neglected, and the table lacks

" elaborately prepared dishes?

‘Is not the Jife more than meat, and the
body than raiment?’
N

Out of Touch.
(Jean Watson.)

Only a smile, yes, only a smile,
That a woman o’erburdened with grief
Expected from you; ’twould have given
her relief,
For her heart ached sore the while;
But weary and cheerless she went away,
Because, as it happened, that very day
You were ‘out of touch’ with your Lord.

Only a day, yes, only a day,
But oh! can you guess, my friend,
Where the' influence reaches, and wnere
it will end,

Of the hours that you frittered away?
The Master’s command is, ‘Abide with me’;
And fruitless and vain will your service be

If ‘out of touch’ with your Lord.

— e

~ Household Hints.
(Mé.ry Graham, in ‘Woman’s Home Com-:
EE ; panion.”’)

A cooking teacher’s directions for boil-
ing wvegetables, even onion, cabbage, or
cauliflower, without filling the house with
an unpleasant smell, are to cover the vege-
tables. with. boiling salted water and
stand the kettle aside, where they camnot
boil rapidly again, until tender. It is the
steam, according to this authority, that
is driven off by rapid boiling that carries
away not only the odor but the flavor of
vegetables. %

Eat plenty of fruit. More fruit and
fewer vegetables should be a household’s
pelicy. The buying of fruit that is in sea-
son means no unnecessary outlay of mon-
ey, and the results, both as to health and

_satisfaction of the appetite, will be encour-

aging. There are qualities peculiar to
each kind of fruit that render it of value
to the system. -
From the point of view of health the
raw fruit is far better than the cooked.
There is hardly a month that some kind
of raw fruit cannot be had. The old farm-
house policy of keeping a barrel of red
apples where anybody could help himself
was very wise. If it accomplished moth-
ing else, it at least saved doctors’ bills.
City homes and small houses and apart-
ments cannot have the apple barrel, but
even the people of small means can man-
age to have some fruit always on hand.

Foot Baths,

Foot baths of cool water, into which a
considerable amount of listerine, half a
cupful at least, is put, will be found to be
a great relief to tender feet in this season.
A chiropodist who gave this advice says,
further, that the nails should always be
cut straight across to the level of the top
of the toe, as preventive of ingrowing
nails. They will never grow in if the cor-
ners are left untouched, unless the shse
is worn entirely too short. ‘Darned stock-
ings, too,” he said, sententiously, ‘keep me
in business. Walking, at its best, is hard
upon the feet of city dwellers, who must
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tramp these unyielding pavements. The
tiniest darn frets and rubs the skin, and
is likely to create an inflammation which
it will take professional treatment to re-
lieve. Almost as bad as the darned stock-
ing is the stocking with a hole in it. Few
persons think of the comfort of their fest
until the discomfort rouses them to des-
perate measures. In point of fact, no part
of the human anatomy repays care so well
as the feet, and no part more promptly
and painfully resents abuse.’

Sample Copies.

Any subscriber who would like to have
specimen copies of the ‘Northern Messen-
ger sent to friends can send ' the names
with addresses and we will be pleased to
supply them, free of cost.

NORTHERN MESSENGER

(A Tweive Page lllustraled Weekly),

One yearly subseriptien, 30c.

Three or move copies, separately addresse
ed, 25¢ each.

Ten or more to an individual address, 20¢
each.

Ten or more separately addressed, 25¢ per
copy.

‘When addressed to Montreal City, Great Britain and Postal
Union countries, 5% postage must be added for each covy 3
United States and Canada free of postage. Special arrange-
ments will be made for delivering packages of 10 or more in
Montreal. Subicribers residing in the United States can
remt by Post Office Money Order on Rouse'’s Point, N. Y., 0r
Express Money Order payable in Montreal,

Sample package supplied free on applica-

JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
Publishers, Montreal.

In all correspondence with advertisers in
these columns, kindly mention the ‘Mes-
senger.” This will oblige the publishers
of this paper as well as the advertiser.

An Admirable Food

PPS’'S

for maintaining Robust Health

COCOA

in Cold Ciimates.

for Announcement of the Northern
e Bus'ness College, Owen Sound,
Ontario, theleading College in the
Dominion. C. A, Fleming, rincipal

600D CANVASSERS WANTED

TO PUSHA DOLLAR PROPOSITION ON A
50°% CONMMISSION.

IT APPEALS STRONGLY TO THE BEST PEOPLE
IN EVERY LOCALITY, %
No expericnce necessary. No deposit required
School teachers succeed well. Must furnish
minister’s recommendation.
Address AGENT MANAGER,
P. 0. Box 2234, Montreal.

Wo, this boautiful Pearle]

gve Handled, Four-Bladed
of beat quality: te steel, burnihed ters
and brass lining, tg :‘ﬁg; mllnpgod zes of lwooitmgsl
at 10¢, ey are fully decorated

?t‘ul colors and aa::h one containi 42 of the rarest, prrettie?
most fragran varieties -in e .
W buys. Roy lnpg{?i{onvond. Man., saids
“1 go0ld the in & iew minutes. Jwemuha wildtire,” A
Boc. Certificate frec with each rite usa Post Card
Pl St B " Tos o fooh po el Sgnon)
13 a rhost oxcellent Freminm for the littie SorT ait - Fhe
Dominion Seed Co., Dept, 417 Toronto,

ABY'S OWN £

vse

w ATeﬁ for men or boys.
H.inpdsome Silver

Nickel cage on which a Deer is
elegantly enamelied, the rich
brown fur and delicate coloring
making the whole design abe
solutely true to life. A very
beautiful and a thoroughly
reliab'e watch that
ARSWery every purpose
of the most expensive
timepiece, given for
geiing crﬁi 3} doz.
laige packages of
Sweot Poa
Seeds at 10e. each.
§ The packages are
cautifully decoratedin
12 colors and each one
containg 42 of the
rarct, prettiest and
most fragrant varieties
in cvery imaginable
color. Hury Smith,
Sydney, C.B, sald:
“Isold all the Seeds
- in five minutes, ‘They
wens, like wildfire.”

A 50c. Certificate fres withesch package. Write us a FPost
Card to-day and we will mail the Packages postpaid. Don't
delay, Win, Frankoski, Shoa! Lake, Man., says : “ I received
the Watch and am more than delighted with it. Itis asplendid
timekeeper and also a handsome watch,”  Address : The
Dominion Seed Co., Dept 464 Tosonto.

Boys, don’t
miss this

Free Rifle

Sure Death to Raty, Crows, Squirrels

Rabbits, etc. LonzRange; Te: c
torce“.' All -weln?z'uxmx and fttings, im-
proved sights, walunt stock. The best Air §

B8 Elierful Pens aremade eatively ofgiass, Theyd
Snever rust, never wear out, and write & paged
¥ with one dip ofink, F?o'yc?“‘lame i %

; rywhers. g, Certiiic e
:x: each Pen, Write us o Post Card
to-day and we willgend you the Glass Pens
postpaid, Sell them, return $1.80, and we
will immediately forward your Rifle. Don't
delay. Howard Oliver, Bagot, Man,, says:
¢ My Rifle is o dandy, It shoots swift, is
well buiit and I an highly satisfied withit.”
Address ',:-1::: PEN CO., Toronto

= Columbia
Phonograph

E o g?
e RAEM f\\‘\‘{\‘]7 2
EnGINE. ST
Made entire-
ly of steel,
iron and

with 'drlv!ng wheel,
shaft and piston, pol-
hied brass boiler and
team chest, Russian
iron furnace compart-
. 2 “" ment, brags steam pump
with 8 suctlon hose and a long five hoge with a bmsl'nmzh.
given for selling =t 1. each only 10 ¥piamond Lollar
Buttons, wichﬂohlg engraved gold finished tops, set with
kling Kisetrie Di d

large Kverybody buys,
Geo, Sinclair, Innisfail, Alta,, gays: ¥ soldfsl the g’um:u in
8 few minutes,’” 50c. certificate free with each Batton.
Write us o post eard to-day and we will send the Coliar

= P(}lvsg {2:! sellgl;ﬁe onga?
0%, 1arge packages of Sweet Pea Seeds a e cach,
The packages arve beautifully decorated in 12 colors and each
one containg 42 of the rarest, prettiest and most fragrgnt
varieties in every imaginable color. Everybody bDuys.
‘Wm. McKeil, Pugwash, N 8., said ; T sold all the seeds in 16
minutes.” A 50c. certificite free with each package. Th's
wondertul instrument is made by the famous Columbia Fho-
nograph Co., of New York and Paris. With it we send five
selections’ ag follows: Speech; “‘Song of Sixpencei" “The
Mocking Bird ;"' Imitations of Robins, Treo Toads, Turke;
Chickens, Ostriches, ete., and Cornet Solo, *‘Dixie B
‘Write us a pOSE €q) to-day and we willsend the Seeds go-t-
paid, M. Payne, Drimston's Coruers, Ont., says ¢ I think my
Graphophone is A splendid premium for so little work.” Whe
Dominion Secd Co., Dept. 15Toronio, Ont.

4 BOOKS FlifF

“Every Boy his own Toys=
mradier,” tells yon how to make
a Stean Eng ne  Magic Lantern,
Camera, also Kitcs, Balloons, Bows
and Arows, Bid Traps, ele., ete,
“Paprlor Magic,” teaches you
% how to perform over 160 tricks.
“glow (0 frain Animals,”
written by an experlenced aninal trainer, teils you how to
teach your dog to leap, dauce, sneeze, stand on his head, etc.,
bow to train sqllirrnlw cat«, monkeys and all kinds of ani.
mals, #“he Fig Value Preminm Budget,” a
book, tains stories, adventures, songs,
tricks. games, Jokes, riddles, and many other interesunq
things too numerous to mention. These books are ful '
of interesting in‘ctuws, and neatly bo.nd in attractive
covers WWe givo ihe whole 4 for selling only 10 glass
Pons i #9¢. eacl. These wonderful Pens are made entirely
e(ghu. They never rust, never wear out, and write a page
with one dip of ink. They sell easily everywhere.
A 50c. certiticate free with cach Pen.  Wiite us a post eard
today and we will send you tho Pens postpaid, '3 BRES
PEN €0, DEPT 418 2ORONT®, @NT,

Buttony m!p‘:ld. Geom Noweity Co., Dept, 4325, Toronto.

FORTURNE
TELLER
TR, JER IR

A marvellous invention,. I
will tell your fortune and sa-
swerevery question you ssk it.
If yoa wish to kmow whether
as - o tnrme z:;. m‘i:‘ronuue u';‘itl
you are to marry or not, or ng elae that now puzzles

ou, just direst your thought and conversation to this Magie
ortune Teller, nnd everything will be made clear. Yoa oan talk
toit as though it were aliving being, and it will answer without
an instant’s delay.  We give this wonderful machine for seliing
at 15¢, each only ¥ Canadian Home Cook Books, These Books
are nicely printed, beautifully bound, and each contains 739
choicerecipes, Every housekeeper buys one. Write
us & post eard to-day and we will suail the Cook Rooks posts

~w WALKING
‘?g? DOLL FREE

@irls, would yon like to get
tois biz handsoine Walking
Doll for & few minutes’ work
alter school? If se, write
us a post card st once
and we will mail you 10
beautiful 14K, gold fini~hed
Stiek Pina tosell nt 18cC.
©wch, Thesedainty Pins are
inavariety ofpretty desicns
set with exquisite imita.
tion Turgueise, Diamonds,
Rubies, etc. When sold,
sond us §1.50 and we witl
forward to your address,
oarefully packed, ‘this
lovely alking
Doll. Dolife is a per-

s Girls, order the
10 Btick Pins at once, sell them to your friends, and receive this
big Waliing Doll for your trouble. A 50¢. certifieate free
viﬁmh Pin,” Maxwell Co., Dept 440 Toronto

paid, Don't delay. Home Specialty Co., Dept, 492, Toronto.

Farn This
WATCH

With  polished silver 9
nickel open face case, the f§
back elaborately engrav-
ed, fancy m:lled edge,
A heavy bevelled erystal and “S ™\
2 keyless Wind, boported works, by &
selling only §5 large pickages of @
§ Swect Pea Seeds ab 10e, each.
The packeges are beautifully decor- i
ated in 12 colors and each one con- 4
teing 42 of the rarest, prettiest and
most_fragrant varieties in_every
il e, Bierheds
8. Perey y L] ids, d
ok id: “The_sced: 1d %

Ont., said :
wildfire” A B0c. certificate froe with_each package.
Wriie us a post eard to-day and we will send you the Seeds
on't delhy, Edward Gitbert, Petrolea, Ont,, sayas:
I'received my wateh in good condition. It is a daisvand I
am very much pleaed mﬁz it.” TEIE I O BK O N
SEED 'CO., DEPT. 162 TORONTO. Ont.

FES

° ACCORDEON

With 8 nickel keyn, 2 sets

of reeds, mahigany fin--

ishol oase with ebonized

trimmings and ghlt decoras

tions given forsellingat

ife, each only 10 Glass

Peas. These wonderful

Pens are made entirely of

Glags., They mnever rust,

™ neverlven;&ult. and write

s with ore dip of ink. ey sell ¢ Y everys
W'il-:’". A G0c, e’emﬂm free with each Pen, §. Wilton,
8houl Lake, Man.,says: ** I received my Accordecn and am quite
delighted with it, )i frienda were ail surprised to see what &
hupd;ome_l’remm “g‘;n for m uu‘x’a troul;;o.'i, Wriu;:! li-.

eard a; we will send you the Pens posi

RElE PN Co.. Dent 419 KORONTO, Gnts

ENGINE

Magic Lan‘ern with
powerfullenscs showing dozena
piotures in colors and
‘Real Steam ¥ngine
withbrass boi.er pnd
steam chest, steel

: FREE LANTERN anp

ironburnercompart-
 ment, given for
sellingonly 1 doz.
large packages of
Sweoet Pea
Seeds st 10c, 5
- each. Thepackages
arebesutifully decorated in 12 colors, aud each one containg 42
of the rarest, prettiest and most fragrant varicties, of every
nable co'or. WOU can & and 4 pack
in every houses A 50c.certifionte free with each package,
Write us a post to-day and we will mail the Seeds post-
. When sold return §1.20 and we will forward immediately
h the Lantern and Engine. The DOMINION
SEED CO0., DEPT 439 TORONTO, ONT.

Powoerfal, Swret-toned Violin. nol rize,
Stradivadias model, made of selected wood,‘wlth highly
polished top, inlail edges and ebony finished trimmings
gveu for seliing a 15e, csch only 10 ])]aunondl

oline Buttons with richly cngrared gold finished
tope s t with luxg?plrkllng Electric Dinmonda, A 50e,

certificate free with Gordon €. Houn, -
Chantlers Ont,, says: “I had no troubls eclling the
Collar Buttons. Evervone thinka they are cheap and
pretty.”  Write us o post eard to-day and we will
the Buttons postpaid, N, McKenzie, Whitowood,
d B.C.,says: “I umweuﬂlmedwhbmy Violin, Everys
one that sces it says it is worth $5.00 ™ Write at once,
4 Gem Novelty Co,;, Dapt. 423 Torenic
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GPAL RING

made of Solid Gold alloy, hand-
somelﬂu.dvmgned and set with
three large beantiful Opals that

FREE

the rainbow. A very handsome
n.mli styllsth ‘l};ng, Liven m]:r- lb.r
selli each only
< kages of Lemon, Vanilla and
Rarcnund Fiavoring Powders.
One oo equals 20c. worth
of Liquid Flavoring and is far
better. TUsed b'y the leading
caterers, hotels and res ~taure
ants. Every !lousAebl&fen-

5 LAB'ES We ha~ejust bought 1,008 Sets of Dishes from a large manufactarer in Europe, at a specially low price, and
while they last, will give cne set to everyone who wi'l sell amongst their friends only §6 ofour Canadian Home &

B Cooik Books at 15¢, ench, These books were never sold before for less than 25¢- - They are niceiy printed, beautifully bound fi

B8 and ench containg 739 choice Recipes, - With every hook we give a 50c, Certificate Freo. Every lady buys cne, Our
agents say they never handled anything that sold so easily.
in-a few minates, Everrbhody was pleased with them aad thought them awfully chenp

Florence Ascott, Rupirt Que., said : ‘I soid nnme Cock Books B

Ta our illugtration we can do little

# more than show you the shape of this e'ezant set. Tt consists "of 36 pieces, all fu'l size for family uce, anlfor all practical §

i purposes equal to any $15.00 get ever gold, The design is new and the beautiful decorstions in naturel colors will not wash or

M wear off. It is beyoud all donbt the pretticst sct of Dishes we have ever sdvertised, and remember, dear lady, you have nnly %

[ to sell {6 of our fast selling Cook Books togetit, Write us a Post Card tad-y and we will mail you the books postp-id,

§ Any lady can easily sell them in en bour, and st this rate our 1,000 sets will not last very long, so o pot put oif

f writing untilitis toolate. Mrs, Magee, London, Ont, says : “I'gm delignted with my Dishes. Inever expected
such a magnificent Premium for the small ‘amount of work Taid for yo The Home Specia'ty Go.y Dept. 421 Torouto §

Thisisa apecial offer made %o clear out a stock of Rings,
at once if you wish totake advantage Cora Washington,
t‘ ”
Ring, It isa magnificont Promium for so little work.
Standard
of polished nickel, with
clear, sweet tore, given for semng at 15¢,
Pins. These dainty Pins are in a variety of
pretty designs, set with exquisite imitation
look easily worth 50c., and at our price, only
15e., golike wildfire, Writeusaposs
Pins postpaid. A. Wiseman, Kirkton, Ont.,
says: ‘I was surprised to get -uch a grand
THE MAXWELL CO.,
Dept. 446, [‘ortmto. Ont.
al] ma d [} of
lpccln"y prepared

Flavg:mg Powders poswn
of it.
says: *I am perfect)y delighted with my 0
Flavoring Co., Dept. 466 Tomnm
Finely shaped md beannfnllymsde
ench only 8 beastiful 14K, gold finished Stick
Turquoise, Diamonds, Rubles, ete. They
card today and we will send you the Stick
Premium for so little work.,” Address
’.‘non i
Oak Tanned Len-

with best quality

red rubber bladder,
ven for selling at 15¢, each only

8 Diamond Cellar Buf-

tons with richly eugraved gold

finished tops, sct with large, spark-

Rieotric Diamonds, A 500, certificatefree with each Batton,

Geo. Sinclair, Innisfail, Alta,, ssys: *‘ Isold the Buttons in 6

mlnum Everyone was e:.lnd with them,” Write us &
to-dny ond va will send the Buﬂnn- postpaid,

n't dohy. Gem FKovelty Co., Deot, . 424, Toronte,

~@Earn This Watch

with polished silver nickel open face case,
the back elaborately engraved, fancy mi I-
ed edge, heavy bevelled crystal and keyless
wind, imported works, by selliug at 10e.
each only 15 Giass Fens. Thesepens
are made entirely of glass. They never
3 rust, never wear out and write a page with
one dip of ink. They sell eusny
everywhere, M. E. Bush, Rose Is-
land, Ont., shys : # The Pens -ell like hot.
oakes, Everyone is pleased with them,”
50e. cortificate free with each
Write usn to-dayand we will
send you the pens postpmid, Don't doh{
Edwsrd Gitbert, Petrolea, Ont., says: “I
received my watch in condition, B iaa ddsl and Tam

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

Boys! How wonld ou like to have an All-Steel Long-D!B
r Rifin of the best make and latest modei, that shoots B, B.
Shot Slugs nnd Darts with terrific force and perfect nccumcy'{ Wa ara i
giving away fibsolutely Free thesesplendid Rifles to anvone who
will sell only 134 dozm. largs packages of Sweet Pea Seeds al
10¢. each. The packages are beautifully decorated in 12 colors,and ¢ac
onecontains 42 of thararest. prettiest and most fragrant varieties.in every
imaginable color. ZVerbody buys. M. Speeles, Mona Miils, Ont.,
said: T no gooner opened my parcel than I had all the Seeds sold, They &
went ke wildfire,”" A 50e. certificate free with each package. Write usa 9081" 2
card to-day and we will send the Seeds postpaid. Boys, this is the best Air Gun
made. Tt has all steel harrel and fittings, improved giobe sights, pistol grip and g
walnut stock, Is alvun ready for Squirrels, Rats, %purrows eto. Geo. Allen,
Brandon, Man., says: * I received my Rifle yesterday and think it is a beauty. I
bave shot 5 birds already.” Dominion Seed Couy Dept. 414 . Torouto,

S T

To any bright boy who will

sell only 6 large packages

of Sweet FPea Seois

at 10¢. each. The packages are beautifclly decorated in 12 colms and l'&vh
oune contains 42 of the rarvest, pretliest and most frugrant varies.es

every imaginable color. Everybady lmys. Percy Be 1, Little Rapxdl,

Ont., said : **The Seods sold like wildfire.” A 50¢c. Certificate fres with each

e Cannon is made of iron, nicely bronzed, and has a spring

ot shooﬂng bucklhot pena etc. Th‘ammumtion wa,gon and the artillery

horses are very natural, and ‘gu wagon just like a real big

Cannon. Itisa lmautimltoy. and the bent vu.l—uo we have ever glven for zo httle vgrk You can easily earn it in a few minuies,

‘Write us a FPost Card to-dayand we will 8 nd you Beeod s Dept, 4186 Toronto

good
Very much pleased With it.” J*erm ¢

= STEREOSCOPE

wmsde, witis micely varnished frame,
ek hoods. and. ar” powerl

mro views appear I
ugh wh.!om .0 P! g

FUR
- SCARF
FREE

b o P oo ot et wood,

Munrunynnlslwd with 8 nickel keys, Given Soft, warm, gl lack,
FRE = for_relling at 10¢. cach only 10 packazes of o e iy & taatn
Powders. Each ckuge:x::sa :1;3 wide, made of seiected full

br. tlea (35'2 wortl\) uf snpeﬂur ink,
useful that %‘\,verybody A 50c,

d th
owdem. 8ell them, return the money. and we will send \hll
Sweei-toned Clar‘lnne with ocmogieu Instructor and a large

furred skins with 6 fine full
: . A handsome, stylish
fur, given frec for eslling at
b ench only %5 pock-
age: of Lemon, Vani'la and

FREE ELErﬁmc

\ Sanlight Aeotyleno Gas
Ll T- anu ’eni}ec' ﬂ.rcly nt
whitebrlh

tor.
slear l ight, oqm.l to electridty.
mﬂ‘ og m n parties,
n“ : r m bet at pight .bt:elgampor vt
cut at nl 0 one. We
E'ml'ngnt l.e.ooltc on'y 10 Glass Pens,

ﬂ!!! nonggmss GARIIIAGE
Jr:z@n‘metal u&l mlde -n~

finished
Given ror seliing at
ouly 6 Glass
. .P.as. These Pens are made
4 evtirely of Glass, They never
ru.wt, never wear out, and wri
2 page with one dip of ink,
They sell eatuy everywhere. P, MacGillivra: A
Goderich, Ont., says: * All the people wanted the Peng. Bame
Dbonght two and three,” A 50c, Certificate free with each T'en.
Write us a Post Card to-day and we will send you the Pens
postpaid, The Pen co.. Dept. 460, "Toronto.

bmmd. and each oontum 73. cholee
ndm,.’; Lat’f;daymdwouﬂlmmr
NCh ook, st tbem. yeturn $1.05, and we

SRR HoME

451. 'Lonutn, Ont

solutely trus to life v
beautiful and & thorou; "13
reliab'e  wateh
BUSWETS CVETY purpose
of the wost :’xgz;,.;“
ﬁmepfwe f"m for

Certificate free with each Pen. Wﬂh\un.l'uq'
todayandwewmmﬂthel’cnl postyaid, Dou't delay.
W, Frankoski, Shoal Lake, .-ay"‘l the

em more than d-ugxu.ed m\m nhﬁ

KW and ﬂlo 2 hnndwm&4'

They wen collection of ces., head, Campbeilford

Pen, Writo ., SUyS: ‘P? rnoeived our Clarionet, ngd am hi 5 pmfwi 3:::0"‘1 Fkx:vorix:gnl:‘mdg:.
ie THE NATIONAL B INK : worth of Liguid Fiavoring
w  DEPT. 92 TORONTO. CNTARIO. L ;.nd is f;{r bester, ]E;\(er
£ i OWSE ee er buys
£a FREE ENAMELLED honsekerpsr BuY2
g;s o for men or boys, ; fmvnhmhp.c Mrs,
e - w c Handsome Sllver 3o Bakicory “ °:f!l‘ ke,
e Nickel cage on which a Deer is #l“ ez ok ol oy
elegautly enamelied, the rich avoring Extracts in a few
E-ao brown and delivate coloring 2‘?“?'». yfmcan nhell 31‘ ji““
a5, can handieit,”

a B making ihe whole design sb- Wslte vin s G enElbor

day and we will mail the
Flavoring Powders postpaid,
Don’t delay, Mary Murphy,
says: “lam

McPhail,
dellghwdvnh fur, Every-
one thinks 1t is beautiful.’

tandard F'avoring

0., Dept, 447 ‘Yoronto,

~

= BOY’S PRINTER

three sl

nd. bl i, type Toider, seltinking
pad. avd iype tweeze s, You can

itn 1 atractions, xuw' -paid
Wi 0 3 .
Tha Novelty Co, Box 401 Toronto,

bru of nR:’bor tn\e. hom. ol Dbest

t 500 envels or in
pﬂn S opes, 'Jll .

MOHRIS CHAIR

®: This
E:te Chest in Ihclf consisting of 1—8ecrew Driver,
Nut Cracke Hoof Cleaner, k Screw,

D g er, 3— ch, 5—Cor

: A;f: !:tY"EAR!ll‘. Frobe SoBig Blade, 0—Littls Blade, This is

4 bo-. Canadian m:‘zooﬁ & wirong woll-fmbehed Kuife, ade 1 England, oft

X4 ‘Books., These books are nicely print- . bﬂl;(ﬁ_:l"tyl.ngﬁ!h Steel with stag handle and name plate.
X bound and esch contains G. hell, P t, Dni.. 2 1 must sny my tnil’elu
b, bes %39 Chotoe. amp«. tisa b . Write ne
- m‘v Ay mmnll the . postpaid.

. Wil M,g wo will fram forward

e g g g Seybest. <M Teronto.

Ll
.S, sa7s :DE! h “HE SAID gn HE &m%
5 m: :wr AT h.nﬁxc % --u,r;. Vowsm
3 ﬁmm b Dm\ You Feel Amnue)." “Just
ir is made of the finess Eyes," and 17 others al-o nu
Golden Oak, lar Militia
:::W Becitations.  The Songs Tum m

‘ pat- are all full lhdm“nllze(mxll
Y T e By g L g
’:Ew‘ your &E' Titea Poat ¢ !ﬂg uo.e-a. 6‘-:' ricajor Che entity
Epecialty awuv. Dopt., 450, 0. Shuato Dop NN} 'm"g:"‘
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EARN THIS

$50.00 SEAL COAT
Not One Cent to Pay

out of your own pocket. Ladies, we
give you this stylish, warm and hand-
some Electric Seal ( ‘oat ‘made from full
furred selected sking and lined with
best Skinner's satin, for selling at 15¢,
each only 4 doz. Canadian Home Cook
Bouks, ‘Ihese books have never before
been sold for less than 25¢. They are
nicely printed, handsomsly boun({ and
each ons contaius Y39 valuable and
fried recipes for all kinds of plain and
Ever
W.th each Cook Book
m;glve a G0c, certificate free.
Flaberty, Windsor Mills,
“*I80ld all the Cook Bool B
two hows. Rvery person I called on
1ok o o and was pleased to get it.”
Doubtless you wonder huw we can give
you this costly fur coat for doiny so lit-
tle work, but b“’n‘ir only a Hmited
j number of them left from our Christe
. may trade and being anxious to intro-
duce our Cook Books into every home in Canada we have de-
cided fo make this unheard of bargain, You have no “Agents”
to get, no ** conditions” 1o comply with. All {ou Lave to do is
to sell the 4 doz. Cook Books, which will Take you om{ @*
short time, send us §7.20 received for them, and we wi'l for-
ward vzour coat atonce. Send usa Post Card to-day and
we will send you the Cook Books postpaid. Don't put off
wﬂt&n&l::tll the coats are all gone. You will never got an.
other ce like thin. Homo Specialty Co. Dept. 455, Toronto

»~.> (\ o
<) Watch and Gain and Rifle |
= Niclel %v’i&fmﬁﬁm}ﬁff with keyless wind

works,

a Chain and Charm and an

im
.steel Long-distance Air Rifle of the best make and
ﬁtgt:nt:del that shoots B.B. shot, slugs or darts with terrific force
and fect accuracy,
llnr;re Cook Books.
less than 25¢. They are ‘nicely
contains 739 choice recipes.
Baxter, Sherbrooke

i . each only 26 Canadian
bk’.ts‘.al imt I!goc e i r before sold for

ks ‘were neve:
ted, beautifu'ly bound and
very housekeeper buys
ys: "I never saw anything

:)eﬁfé qnfcldyas rour Cook Books.” '\‘ﬁth every book we give & 50C.
certil frée. Send uss FPost Cawrd to-dry and we will mail the

toaid,
g S ifle. Watch and Wateh Chain.

at once the ]

This isthe biggest chamce you everhad in

When sold return us $3.00 and we_wiil forward
your life. Write

» Toronto.

R L S NS

FREE SOLID GOLD RIAC

Genuine Precious Stones, Pearls,
Turguoiso and Garnets, st
in a_beautifully engraved
real soild &Gol Rin'?'. givea
for selling at 15¢. each only 7 Canadiau, W
Home Cook Books, These books were
never beforesold for less than 23c. They
are nicely printed, beautitully bound,
and eachcontains ¥39 cholcerecipes.’
With each Cook Book wegive a50c.
certificate free. Bvery hounses [
keeper buysone, J. Baxter,
Sherbrooke, Que., £aid: I neve
saw anything sell 80 quickly a.
your Cook Books.” Send us =a :
post eavd to-day and we will

mail the Cook Books postpaid. A; Goodick, Sandy Point, N.8.,
said: “I received the Gold Ring, and am more than glad and
satisfled with ir, All my friends think ita besuty.” HBLE
HOME SPECIALTY CO., Depi. 454, Toronto.

A regular Professional Instrument, full size, suitablo for solo
R E E EB“"Y Plccolo or orchestra work, beantifully polished and correctly tuned. Given
for selling at 10¢. each only 8 Gk P These Pens all; .

made entirely of Glass, They never rust, never wear out, and write a page

with one dip of ink, They sell easi

B, Criger, Welland, Ont., says: “I soldthe Pens In a féew minutes. They went Jike hof cakes.” A 50C

everywhere

Certificate free ‘;lth cach Pen. Write usn Post Card to-diy, and we will send you the Pens postpaid. M. McCurdy,
Otterville, Ont., says : ** I am more than pleased and delighted with my handsomexl’remmm

& large assortment of popular selections sent with each instrument, THE PEN €

A complete Self-Instructor and
DEPT, 465 TORONTO,

RE E Alfiikb

Muade of selected California redwood, hande
gome’y polished, 23 silver strings and 3 bars,
producing 3 chords, This popular insiru-
ment complete with musie rack, picks, full
instructor and 16 selestions, given for
eelling ot 15¢, each only 10 dann-
dian Home Cook Mooks.
These Books wers never -before gold for
less than 250, They arericely printed,
beautifully bound and each” contuiny

man buys one. With each hook
we give u 50¢. certificate free. H, Fiteh,
Ningara Falls South, Out.,says: ¢ The
Cook Books sold well, Everyous thinks
they are very fine for the mouney,'"
Write us 8 post eard to.day and v
Ay will send you the Cook Books. paid,
H. Proctor, Vancouver, B.C., says:
“1received my Antoharp and am more than plonsed wph %

B R e S R B e A G T e

&P

IEARN priziioms!
IBY A FEW MINUTES’ EASY WORK

Boys and Giris. How would you like toj
#receive s great big package of gifts, containing
{ dozens of different articles, without spending ag
# cent of your money? We aregiving away abso-
lutely free & mammoth collection of goods whichy
B we have collected from all parts-of ‘thc world g
&= S48 s pecially for boys and girls, 1t contsing Riugs §8
Piug, Chains, Whistles, Musical Instruments,i
Books, Pigtures, Puzales, Tricks, Games, Toysandid
Novelties of every kind and description. Thereisks
everything that a boy or girl could wish for, Al
B you have todo in order 10 get these wonderfu!f
&l Preminms is to send us you}'lnm(z‘e lndl;dg{ese
@on a 8t card and we will send you 15 Glassi§
% Pens,t,oese?l at 10¢, sach, These Pens are madci§
entirely of Glass, », They never rusi, never wearfs
o {4 out, and write apage with onc dip ofink, TheyH
b sell easily everywhese, When you haved
¥ s01d the Pens return §1.50 and we will immediately ¥
g forward the wheale 20 Preminms. Writel
¥ to-day and tske advantage of this grand chance.fy
#The Pen €o., Pepi 463 Toronto.p

139 choige recipes. Wvery wo- «

Write us to-dey, Rlome Specialty Co. Dept. 456, foronto

FIEE ERNEER: e

Splendid Magie Lantern with f :

powerful Icnaes showing dozens
of pictures in colors and
A Real Steam FEngine 5
with bressboilerand
g steam chest, pieel
piston rod and fiy
Wwheel, and Russian
iron burnercompart-
wient, givem for
selling at $0¢, each
on.x'y 1 cquzh. l-‘.]Pass
ens: cae Pens
%’:g‘;;?_" are nminde entirely of =
i Glass. They never o R

rust, never wear out, and write n page with one dip of ink.
’l;hey seil eagi'y everywhere, A 0o, certifieate freo
with each Pen. Write us 8 post eard to-day and we will
g:il ua.i Pensd 'ﬁpagld. u:v?:u ;oid return 31..'23md we will
‘ward immediately ko ¢ Eantern o Fngine.
E PEN ¢, Dent, 459, TOROXTO, Ont.

FREE Watd

b ¢ 3 g Tichly and
2 unting Case, 1 ke yswd

A bl
for selling at 1CGc. each only
2} dox. Lemon, Vanilla and

o Tosath hot i
e ng caterers, hotels and restanrants. Ew ho -
keaper buys them. A 50c, certificatet) ;‘:v!rh each
packdge.  Miss B Eastetf, Shoal Take, Man., says: 1 gold
all the"ﬂavqring pov/ders in balf-an-hour, It ig. ust p'sy to
sellit” 8.nd'us » Post Card to-day and we will mail the
sow ors postpaid.  You have no ‘“agents” to get, ni

itions " to comply with, Don't deay bub write at once,
L. Keelor, Welcome, Ont., gays :** T received the Gold Watch
and am more than %ﬁd and satlsfied with it, ¥t fur exceeds

¢

by

ever had,”
ALTY

Not 2 single cent to pay for her. Aspretty as a picture. You §
will fall in love with her the minute you see her. Golden ring- §
~ lets, laughing blue eyes, rosy cheeks, stylishly dressed in silk §
and satin, with velvet and lace trimmings.
hat, dainty little slippers, real stockings, lace-trimmed
underwear. ' She can be dressed and undressed like any
live baby. Her head, arms andlegsare movable. She f
can stand alone or sitin a chair or on the floor.
you get her you will say she is the prettiest doll you
have ever sden, :
15¢. eachonly 8§ Canadian Home Cook Boeks: B
These books are nicely printed, beautifully bound, and §
each contains 739 choice recipes.
Card to-day and we will send you the Cook Books post-
id.. You can easily sell them in a few minutes, Ever
E&onsekceper buys one, 30,000s0ld already. With §
every Cook Book we give a 50c. Certificate Free. JEssiE §

BAXTER, SHERBROOKE, %UE.. I
sell so quickly as your Cook Books,
crand chance but write at once. Iizzir SPROUTE,

EWDALE, MAN., says: “I received the Doll and think 4

it is a fine Premium,

CO., Dept.

ISFOR YOU

ovely trimmed

When §:

We give her free, for selling at §

Write us a Post

§: “I never saw anything
Baoks.” Don’t missy this

It is the loveliest Doll I have
dress THE HOME SPECI=s /
449, ‘Toromto. ¢

Handsome (told finished Double ~

Squirrels, Rab

ance. T e Force.
All steel hum fittings, jmproved sights, walnut stock.
'L’bla bia:‘Air Gén made.
only & do=. e okz Boo!
mi:y printed, mzifunx bound and each coutalns ¥39 eboiogr::?u.

Every houseix bu .. Write for Uook Books to-day,
) HIOME SPECIALTY o TORONTO, Ontarie.

RIFLE
hto Rats, Crows,
bits; etc. X.0n;

l'pen for selling at LHc, each,

2.dian Hom 155, Those Books'are

a?w.': ”rono%‘r%. oag!?fli"i'g

GOMBINATION KHIFE £ND TOOL SET

i 1
Sebdnst 100 i T oo ko Dackases

: F R E E SEWING:

MACHINE

o s tiven for selling ot 10e. eéach only §3§

% doz. ;w:)uges of Lemon, Vanilta and
Almond Flavoring P*owders, One
packnageequals Z0c. worthof Liguid Flavor.
ng and is far better, . Used by the leading
Hoteld, Caterers and Restaurants, Bvery
housekeeper buys them,. Idith

e iy B package at overy piace Ioalled.” . A. ~

S 4"-) oermlie;mre‘e ;}m{l!n“h rackage. :‘bh is |
& real ng Machine, well made offinel,

tempered gteel with putent feed motion, stitch regulator i )

scif-setiing needle. Just the thing forany kind of light work,

5 postpaid,

" oqiRinl 00 W BTy

Write us & pg eard. to day and we will gend the Pow ¢
ect Wiavoring Cos Dot 185 Toraaks Oats

ders, - Onemp;lp kage

u avori

and is far better. Used ymtemﬁ
, hotels and restaurants,

in 12 colors and each one containg 42 of the rarest, prettiest and
most fragrant varieties of e imaginable color. Harry
Smith, Sydney, C.B.. said: 1 sold ol ihe secds in 5 minutes.

" A BOc. certificote fres with each
a Tool Chest in

went I
%ﬁ“ is Knife is a
ons of 1—Se 3 it 83— Hool
W ey Drhe&__zr—_xnt Cracker, 8 Hoof

Cleaner, Punch, Screw, 'weezers, T—Prob>,
Big Blade, 9—Littlo Blads, This § rong, well-finished
Knifo, madoin Shoffold, Haglane, of the. tos qnn‘!ftyﬁngglhh

h

very housekecper
ﬁlem. % Bons mmle’m m:’ hh
each package, ' Migs &, Rasteott, Shoal
Lake, Man., said: “I sold all the =
Fiavoring Powders in half an hour,. Itis just play to sell it."” .
You cam ensily earn this beautiful littte watch in s few minutes.
Itis open face, with fancy decorated dial, gold hands and stem
wind and set, relinble Tmported works, The caseis solid silver
piockel, besutifully finished-with a large rose with buds and
leaves elegantly en:
Nature's art. Nothing baif so
for 5o little work. Ed " an, Ont.,
received my watoh fa good order and think it is a perfest beauty.” -

fng Powders postpaid, Standard Flavoriog Co, Dept, 46 Toronto

“MeCalium, Port Arthur, Ont.jgaidt “Isold =

smelled in seven col 1
,ﬂl | seve .ﬂ"l*?;'..np'rfeutw of

Send us & POsE card to-day and we will mail you iho Flavor-

Perfume is made

lirgest  manu‘acturers in

Burope. Wo were fortunate

enough to zecure & shipment

ata specially reduced price,

and are thus ablo to sell at

25«' ? botl%a. julﬁ one-half the

regular price, eryote you

#howit to willbuy . t least one

i 5 i botsls, - S;nd us %,ll’oxt“‘}ard
=y to-day and we will mail you

*  the Perfume, postnaid. - A 50¢. eertificats free with earch 1o,

. 'The Paris Perfume Co., Dept. 42¢, Toronto,

i R i)

THE ‘NORTHERN MESSENGER' is printed and published

i . every week at the ' Witness' Building, at the co:neér cf Craig

. and BL Peler streets, in the city of Vo .trea’y by John
Redpath Dovgall and Frederick Eugens Dougall, both of
Montreal e S| 3

All business communicst'ons should he sddressed ‘John

- Dougall & Bon," and all lotters t> the cditor shou!ld by

ddressed Editor of the ‘ Norther )y Messenger.’




