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Hadara and

Hadara was
born in Abys-
sinia. The peo-
ple in that land are not heathen: large num-
bers are Christians in name, though they are
very ignorant, and follow many pagan cus-
toms.

When Hadara was young he was taught to
Pray to saints, and te fast often. He was
teld that if he went as a pilgrim to Jerusalem
be would become holy and happy, and all his
sing would be forgiven, .

From this time all his thoughts were how
be should get there. He had no money, 8o
he hired himseli ae a scrvant to a person
named Gergis, who said he was going to that
city. But Gergis was a bad man, and after
he had got the lad Away from kis honie. sold

him as o m&ndsrﬁm“vet,annmged to . . :

run away from the island where he was in slav-
ery, and got back to his ‘own land.

He now engaged himself as a servant to a
missionary. Among the first truths his new
master taught him were that ecvery prayer
made to saints was a proof of unbelief to-
wards ‘God, and, therefore sinful; and that all
true prayer is offered only in the name of our
Lord Jesus Christ. He.began to think very
seriously about the right way to pray.

After this he met with some missionary
papers which gave an account of the conver-
sion of several heathens. Reading these little
papers made hinl anxious to have a New Tes-
tament. He nov for the first time saw his
state as a sinner, and cried to God for mercy.
He found that neither a pilgrimage to Jeru-
salem, nor the merits of saints, could sccure
for him the favor of God; it was only the
blood o! leet coulu cleanse him fmm hia
.h'
Foul Mb,‘mf: after this he met hm e s
vter, ‘Gergis, who had sold him. But Hadara
was now a Christian; and, instead of showing

anger, or seeking revenge, when he found Ger.
~ @8 was in poverty, he helped to keep him, out
of his wages, for several months. He showed
- that he had learned to do ggod to those who
him; for he

"hd read the Samnr’s wordas. . :
: Hu kied friend, the mm:onm-y, was taken
~ill, and had to leave his station to return to
Europe. Hadara loved his own eountry, yet
he was willing to leave it, tha.t he might at-
tend his master’s fnmﬂy

- On the journey over the deserts he drove {.h.
umeh, cooked the food, cht watch at night,
: 'emiad hu muteu sick child by .uy, and

“his soul, yet he was willing to die,

His Master.

was ready to do anything for the colafort of
those he loved: and he did all in euch a cheer-
ful way that his services were very pleasant
to them. Hadara grew in piety, and it was
proposed that-he should be edugated in Lurope,
and then return to his own land to preach
the Gospel to his countrymen. But God was
pleased to order it otherwise. He caught a
cold, and became ill.

At length it was seen that he could mnot
live long: he knew it, and now he thought
more than before of the death of Christ as an
offering for sin. He said there were two pas-
sages which gave him great comfort: "He hath
wade Iim to be ain for us, who knew no 8in;

I shall gee the Lord Himself,
end know all truths clearly, clearly.’ His last
words were, to Heaven.—The

&3 it is now.

‘I am going
\ (-]

‘Child’s Companion.’

The Ice= bound Ship.

A writer in the ‘Christian Weekly’ rclates
a story of a Christian gailor named Joha
Blank, employed as iirst mate under Captain
C——, who had command of one of the two
ships which some ambitious persors in Buf-
falo set afloat on Lake Krie, during the
fierce heat of the speculation which raged like
a forest fire over the West for a few years
prior to 1836.

Determined to lead the navigation of the
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that we might be made the righteousness of
God in His own body on the tree’ i

Hadara wished to return to Abyssinia, to
tell his friends what the Lord had done for
‘T shall
be going in a short time,” ke said.

“When asked where he was going, he replied,
‘First to the grave; and then I shall rise
again with a clear understanding—not so dark

acason, the ship left Buffalo immediately af-
ter the harbor was cleared of ice, supposing,
what was’ a qmte usual occurrence, that the
wind would carry the ice up the lake, break

‘is up, and so disperse it that they would have

nc further trouble with it; but to their great
surprise, as they neared the upper end of the
lake, they found themselves moving between
two immense fields of ice; that on the right




\
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#xtending, apparently, to the Canadian shore,
that on the left moving, before the wind,
slowly but surely down upon them.

The ship was not prepared for an Arctic en-
ecunter like this, and how to escape from
their perilous position was, indeed, an anx-
fcus question. But two courses prc:ented
themselves, and whether either of these was
practicable remained to be seen. The firct was
t» land on the ice, and so make their way to
the Canadian shore. Our hero, John Blanle,
volunteered the attempt. It was, of course,
fraught with fearful hazard, but he succeed-
ed in making that exploration, and in return-
ing safely to the ship, but only to report that
the ice was entirely detached from the ei re,
and that escape in that direction was impos-
eible. .

The second method was to reach the ~nen
channel between the ice-fields in the ship's
beats; but this idea was soon abandoned, for,
al the rate the ice was moving before tne
wind, it was very certain the two fields would
meet long before the boats could. reach open
water, and, if caught, they would be erushed
like eggshells. What was to be done? Offi-
cers, sailors, passengers, looked in silence and
with pallid cheeks upon the approaching foe.
Ir front, as far as could be seen, there was
nothing but that narrow channel, and no
wind to carry them through to the open water.

Under these circumstances, the captain call-
ed the passengers and as many of the crew
a¢ could be spared, from the deck into the
cabin, made a plain statement of their dan-
ger, and of his entire want of power to af-
fcrd them relief, and though not a professing
Christian, said: ‘We are in the hands of God;
if He does not interpose for ug, there is mo
Lelp, no hope. If amy of you know how to
pray, I wish you would do so’ ;

There sat the despairing company. with
bowed heads, in deep silence, so still you
could hear your heart beat, In that terrible
moment, John Blank, the plous mate, raised
piz head, and just in a whisper, said, et us
pray’ Officers, passengers, sailors, at once
Guietly went down upon their kneces, and
naught was heard, except mow and then a
deep-drawn gigh or a half-suppressed  sob,
while the converted sailor, in simple, childlike
lsnguage, told in the ears of Him 'wuo holds
the winds in His fists and the sea in the hol-
low of His hand, their expocure and danger,
the interest they -each had in their own lives,

-and the lives and happiness of others, fathers,

nrothers, wives, children and friends; humb_ly
confessing their sins and just exposure to pain
and penalty; and then, with tearful penifence
and loving trustfulness, supplicating mercy and
deliverance through the erucified and exalted

Redeemer.

After the prayer, the captain and mate
went on deck, and who can teill what were
their thoughts or feelings when they &aw

that, during the solemn moment of penitent
prayer, the wind had changed, and now, .n-
stead of blowing the crushing ice-field wpon
them, it was blowing the ship slowly, but
surely, through that open channel. In the
presence of that strange fact, the captain and
mate uncovered their heads, and John Blank
looking aloft at the nearly naked yards, eaid,
‘Shall I put some more canvas on her, vap-
tain?’

‘No, said the captain, ‘don’t touch her; some
one else is managing the ship” And &o ‘the
ureeen Hand did lead them to the open
water, and to their desired haven in safouvy.

We will not atop to do the battle with the

" speculative theorics of prayer, which emin-

ent scientists have latterly thrust into the
face of Christendom. The incident, of the
truth of which the reader can rest assured,
ehall be left to bear, uninterrapted, its own
testimony to the truth tnat God hears and
enswers prayer. And therefore it is written
that ‘men ought always to pray, and not to
faint.’

Even as that cloudy giant yields. and i8
shepherded by the slow, unwilling wind, so is
each of us born onward to an unseen destiny
—a glorious one, if we will but yield to the
Spirit of God, that bloweth where it listeth,
with a grand listing, coming whence we know
not, and going whither we know not.—George
Macdonald.

THE MBSOBNGBR;

My Prayers.

I prayed for riches, and achieved success—
All that my hands touched turned into gold.
Alas!
My cares were greater, and my peace was lesws
When that wish came to pase.

I prayed for glory; and I heard my namie
Sung by sweet children and by hoary men.
But ah! the hurts, the hurts that come with

fame!

I was not happy then.

I prayed for love, and had my soul’s desire;
Through quivering heart and body and
through brain
There swept the flame of its devouring fire;
And there the scars remain.
i
1
I prayed for a contented mind. At length :
Great light upon my darkened spirit burst;
Great peace fell on me, also, (and great
strength.
Oh! had that prayer béen first.
—Selected.

Our Daily Bread.

I hope, friend, you and I are not too proud
to ask for our daily bread, and to be grateful
for getting it? Mr. Philip bhad to pray for
Lis, in care and trouble, like other children
of men; to work for it, and I hope to pray
for it, too. It is a thought to me awful and
beautiful, that of the daily prayer, and of the
myriads of fellow-men uttering it, in care and
in sickness, in doubt and in poverty, in health
and in wealth. ‘Panem nostrum da nobis
hodie” Philip whispers it by the bedside
where wife and child lie sleeping, and goes to
Tis early labor with a stouter heart; as he
creeps to his rest when the day’s work 1
over, and the quotidian bread is earned, and
breathes his hushed thanks to the bountiful
Giver of the meal. All over this world what
an endless chorus is singing of love, and
thanks, and prayer. Day tells to-day the
wondrous story, and night recounts it unto
night. How do I come to think of a sunrike
which T 8aw near twenty years ago on the
Nile, when the river and sky flushed with the
dawning light, and, as the luminary appeared,
the boatman knelt on the rosy deck and ador-
ed Allah? 8o as thy sun rises, friend, over
the humble housetops round about your homes
shall you wake many and many a day ta
duty and labor. May the task have been hon-
estly done when the night comes; and the
steward deal kindly with the laborer.—W, M.
Thackeray.

Religious Notes.

A cablegram has recently been received from
Roston, authorizing our West China Mission
to co-operate in a plan for a Union Christfen
University at Chentu, the provincial capital.
Chentu is, without doubt, the most influential
¢ity in Western China. Its population in-
cludes representatives of all parts of the em-
pire. The area of Szc¢huan is about equal to
thet of France, and its population equal to
that of Japan. Chentu is the political and
literary ecentre for this great province as well
as for the adjoining portions of Tibet. Numer-
ous high officials live in Chentu. Beside those
in active service thére are always 600 or 700
‘expectants’ living in the eapital. ~ Retired
civil and military officials like to live in Chen-
tu, to give their sons an sequaintance with
official life ‘and wsociety. Tt is required of the
magistrates and other lower ofucials that
they come to theé capital to receive their in-
stallation; hence there is a constant stream
of officials going to the capital.—‘Journal and
Messenger.’

The following quotation from an article hy
Doctor Barton published in “The Congrega-
tionalist’ shows how one educational institu-
tion is aiding in the w«pread of Christian
thought and truth:

‘Six of the former (Doshisha) students are
in Parliament and one is a director of the
Bank of Japan, and the head of its business
in Korea, doing there all the government busi-
ness with that country. One is a private sec-
retary to Marquis Ito and a trustee of the
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Doshisha. Two are doing editorial work for
Count Okuma. Five are editors-in-chicf of the
leading dailies in Tokio, besides several who
hold lower editorial pes‘tions. Doshisha men
also “hold important positions upen the bench
and in various government offices Two hold
professorships in the Imperial University. (ver
100 are teachers in private ard government
echools in Japan. Moot of these are Christian
men who carry their religion into their busi-
ness and profession. About 100 more Doshisha
men are engaged in direct Christian work as
pastors, preachers, evangelists and secretaries
of the Y. M. C. A?

In a remarkable article published in ‘The
Christian Movement in Japan’ in 1906, by Al-
bertus Pieters, principal of the Reformed
Church Academy, Nagasaki, the unique place
and influence of ‘education in a nation’s up-
building, is put tnus: ‘In September; 1864, &
few American and European war vessels bom-
parded with impunity the forts at Shimcao-
seki, the gateway to the Inland Sea of Japan,
In May, 1905, a little over forty years later,
not far from the same Straits of Shimonoseki,
Admiral Togo crushed the naval power of
Russia. The difference between the Japan of
1864, wholly at the mercy of whatever power
might choose to insult and despoil her, and
the Japan of 1905, the mistress of the Pacific,
may be summed up in one word, educationy

This is probably an overstatement of the

truth. Christian education would be a better
expression, And this fact must not be forgot-
ten:

“The two foremost men who were the means
of leading Japan out into her new educational
era were Christian men; the one a missionary
and the other at the least a missionary teach
er—Dr. G. ¥. Verbeck and Dr. David Murray,
both of the Reformed Church, America. It
was under the guidance of Doctor Verbeck,
who early won the acquaintance and confi-
dence of progressive Japanese, and who was
by them invited to the capital for the purpose
that what is now the Imperial University of
Tokio, was founded. Thig institution, now
embracing six colleges, those of law, medicine,
engineering, literature, science and agriculture,
with 153 professors and 3,372 students, is the
inspiration of the entire natiomal educational
system.’
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LESSON,—SUNDAY, NOVEMBER 17, 1907.

Gideon and His Three
Hundred.

Judges vii,, 9.23.
Judges vi-viii,

 Golden Text.

all not tear ihem; for the Lord
all fight for you—Deut. iii., 22.

Home Readings,

Monday, Nov. 11—Judges ii., 1.23.
Tuesday, Nov. 12.—Judges vi,, 1-24.
Wednesday, Nov. 13.—Judges vi.,, 25.40
. Thursday, Nov. 14, —Judges vii., 1-23.

- Friday, Nov. 15.—Judges viii, 1-17.
Saturday, Nov. 16.—Judges viii, 1835,
Sunday, Nov. 17.—Ps. Ixxxiii,, 1-18.

Memory verses 17, 18.

< ; Jesh
~ he sh

FOR THE JUNIOR CLASSES.

How many of you can tell what weapons a
soldier carries? Yes, he carries swords and
guns and such things. And what would you
think of a soldier who went against the en.
emy without any kind of a sword or gun at
allt  Yes, he would seem -a very queer sol.
dier, but our lesson to.day is about three
hundred soldiers, something like that. They
carried three things each; each had a trum-
pet, a torch, and a kind of jug. It must have
leoked a very funny army, don’t you think?
But there was no one there to iaugh at them,
2 ~ because it was the middle of the night, dark
© . snd etill, and their enemies were lying fast

sgleep in their tents. ;
The lesson is one of the most interesting
in the series, and certainly there should be no
difficulty in teaching it. Let the children fig-
ure out how the torch would be carried in one
bond with its light hidden in the jug, how the
other hand would likely hold the trumpet and
handle of the piteher in such a way that ine
fall of the pitcher could be almost immediate-
ly followed by the blast of the trumpet. 1f
they are ordinary children they will like the
thought of the smash, the row, and the sud-
- den light in the middle of the dark, still night,
immensely, and it will make the three hun-
dred very real live people to them. Their
imaginations having grasped the scene it will
be easier to speak of its meaning,

: FOR THE SENIORS,

P

- The character of Gideon is one of the most
“interesting in the Bible. It is néticeable that
Gideon was in a state of doubt whether God

~ was any more with his people, whether all

-the stories of his dealings with them in time
me to him. ne well-built man in tae
me of life, he seems to have been (Ju

il
ing ‘at his country’s bonds a heart that would
~ do and dare if there were any to second its
. efforts, therefore “The Lord is with thee, thou

., 18), and Ged saw behind the bitter chaf-

an of valor. Gideon lost little time

mighty m dor? on _
taking his stand and the willingness with

B The s

4 ‘L{t .‘ SH Y NA A
the man's modesty, <
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the manner of selecting the soldiers directed
by God, in which their zeal, courage, and alert-
ness were proved, with the account that ‘ol-
lows of the midnight attack is of the greatest
interest. There is material in this lesson to
supply many a full half_-hour instead of only
the one.

(SELECTIONS FROM TARBELL’S ‘GUIDE.)

Verse 15. He worshipped. We perceive
kere that he was a man of faith and prayer
~—2& man who walked with God,—a man whose
thoughts, even amidst the engrossing cares of
that momentous hour, were towards his
Maker,—a man who held communion with his
God amidst the perils of a nocturnal sally
and the stratagems of war. Having worship-
ped, with light and nimble steps he climbed
the mountain side, and roused his little pand
with the words full of hearty cheer—Arise:
for the Lord hath delivered into your hand
the host of Midian’—Luke H. Wiseman.

England’s Ally, Once a sturdy Scot, valiant
in speech as in deed, English Ambassador to
the Court of Prussia, sat at the table of
Frederick the Great, then meditating a war
whose sinews were to be mainly formed of
English subsidies. Round the table sat French
wits of the infidel sort, and they and the
King made merry over decadent superstitions,
the follies of the ancient faith. Suddenly the
$alk changed to war and war’s alarms. “Said
the longsilent Scot, ‘England would, by the
help of God, stand by Prussia’ ‘Ah!’ said in-
fidel Frederick, ‘I do not know you had an
Ally of that name;’ and the infidel wits smirk-
ed applause. ‘So please your Majesty,’ was
the swift retort, ‘He is the only Ally to whom
we do not send subsidies” There stood the
truth confessed. England’s best ally is God;
the times of her truest heroism and magnan-
imity have been the times when she was
wost obedient to Him.—A. M. Fairbairn.

To character and success,

two things, con-
tradictory as the

Yy may seem, must go toge.
ther—humble dependence and manly indepen.
dence; humble dependence on God and manly
reliance on self—Wordsworth. :

In my own hands my want and weakness are,
My strength, O God, is Thine.
—Bayard Taylor.

(FROM PELOUBET’S ‘NOTES.)

The Book of Judges is a collection of re.
cords belonging to the period hetween  the
death 9f Joshua and the birth of Samuel, a
period of 280 years according to our common
ckronology. But if we add together the num.
bers given in Judges they amount to 410
years. For this and other reasons it is entire.
ly probable that ‘the oppressions and deliver-
ances were not successive, but, in_part, eyn-
ckronous. They were, in fact, without excep-

tion, local struggles; and it is not only con-
ceivable, but highly probable, that while ona
part of the land was enjoying security under
its judge other tribes were groaning under
the foreign yoke.—Professor Moore. While
several of the events were thus oceurring at
di

the same time in fferent parts o

in other cases the judges ruled practicall
‘temporary heads in particular centres, or over
partiecular groups of tribes,—Barak, in the

rcrth of Israel, Gideon, in the centre, Jeph-
thah, on the east of Jordan, Samson, in the
extreme gouthwest./—Driver. 1

~Gideon did the best he could with what he
had. He could not thresh out his wheat on

~ the threshing floor, which, for the sake of the
- wind, must be on a hilltop, in sight of the in-
- vaders. ‘Gideon, therefore, took his grain to
- the winepress, probably into the little house of

the winepress, and there in a space mnot big

- enough to fling a flail in, he beat out the zrain
“slowly and painfully and with rods. It is a
- picture of a man manfully doing the only duty.

> pessible to him under extreme disadvantage,
- while his heart is being gnawed with doubt. .

. This, then, is heroism—the making the

- most of what you have. God meets us never
o y m ‘ b’B‘lt
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where he has placed us in the dust and din of
our cemmon life. Remember to make the
most of what you have, when you are tempt-
ed to complain that you have no opportunity
for the great hopes with which your heart is
bursting. Remember Gideon whom God met
and called a hero bhecause, while suffering from
both doubt and adversity, he &till did what he
could do with a brave and a dogged heart.’—
Report of Sermon by Prof. Geo. Adam Smith.

Academic doubts and intellectual restless.
ness are of no practical profit. ‘But doubt
that rises from the practical pressure of Iife,
from the awful mass of labor that still lies
before society, from the apparent indifference
of the highest powers of the universe, though
it is the awfulest doubt into which man may
enter, is yet of the kind that God can use.
But the strong lesson for us is that there is
no doubt too deep for God to lift a man out
of and make him a man of faith and victorious
energy.—Geo. Adam’ Smith.

BIBLE REFERENCES.
Psa. cvii.; Deut. xxviii.; Isa. ix., 4; x., 28;

Eph. vi, 10-12; I. Cor, iii, 9; I. Sam. xiv., 6;.
Psa. xx., 5; cxviii,, 8; Zech. iv., 6.

Junior C, E. Topic.

Sunday, Nov. 17.—Topic—Wanted: men for
Gideon’s band. Judg. vii, 2-7.

C. E. Topic.
THE WICKED.

Monday, Nov. 11.—God sees the wicked.

Gen. vi, 5, 6.

Tuesday, Nov. 12.—God
wicked. Prov. xii, 2.

condemns  the

Wednesday, Nov. 13.—Ha is angry with the
wicked. Ps. vii, 11.

Thursday, Nov. 14—The wicked are punich-
ed. Prov. xi, 58.

Friday, Nov. 15.—~The wicked must repent.
Ezek. xxxiii.,, 10, 11.

Saturday, Nov. 16.—God will forgive. Isa.
Iv.F: :

Sunday, Nov. 17.—~Topic—What Gol tainks
of the wicked. Nah. i, 3.

——eelP e
A Singular Experience,

Mr. H. H. McL., San Antonio, Tex., sends
this interesting incident: :

In one of your recent issues was an ac-
count of a young lady who was hypnotized
by a 'snake, and her experience was so dif- .
ferent from that of my chum of more than
sixty years ago that I am led to relate his
as then given me. ;

In a stream called Leatherwood, near
Bedford, Ind., there was a pool whers we
went swimming, and to reach it we msually
followed a path down quite a bluff, and on
one occasion my chum had ‘the experience
referred to. He was suddenly arrested by
the flash of brilliant colors, and which ex-
panded and grew in gorgeousness and var-
iety, producing the most pleasing and fas-
_ cinating sensations. And these sensations
- were so pecul r.mﬁogmth; ‘surround-
- ings, the thought came to him that he must
~ be, as then called, charmed, but now hyp-
notized, by a snake, and he exerted all his
will power to change his position, and whe-
ther from such exertions, or other cause,
the charm was broken, he did not know.
But when freed from it, he saw gliding
away a large'black snake. He said he never
could' think of the occurrence without a
feeling of dread coming over him, and yet
with the desire to retain the remembrance
‘of those indescribable sensations, and to
view those gorgeous colors again.—C. E.
World” g .

o 2 ¥4 3 .a

~ When the Holy Spirit comes into the
‘heart, He finds that we know so much al-

ready of what it were well to leave un-
known; we are self-conceited, we are puff-
_ ed up. We have learned lessons of worldly
- wisdom and earnest policy, and these we
~ Deed to unlearn and deny.—Spurgeon. =




== BOYS AND GIRLSE=-

My Huntress.

§ know a huntress; fair indeed
And womanly sweet is she;

Full many a_trophy of the hunt
In her home you may daily see;

And many a story of the glory
Of the chase she has told to me.

How far away in the morning light
Where the forests drip with dew,

With shortened skirts and still-shod feet
She wanders the woodland through,

And swiftly creeps or quiet keeps
For her prey to come in view.

Bhe caught the deer in their lissom grace
As they drank from some roeck-bound podl,

And the birds that came for the morning dip
In the waters sweet and cool.

Yes, many a raid has my huntress made
On the pupils in nature’s echool

But never the forest has heard her gun,
Or its shadows s.en its flame,

And never a bird or beast has known
They were prey of a deadly aim.

Yet #those she sought were surely caught
When into her range they came.

j

A camera only my huntress takes,
As she joys in life so free;

There comes no thought of struggle or pain
When she shows her ‘game’ to me,

And her eyes were bright with kindness hght,
For womanly sweet is she.

—Dumb Animals.

When the Minister Came to
Tea,

‘Really, we ought to have the minister to
supper, now that his wife is away vmxtmg
said Mrs. Allen, thoughtfully. ‘He was in
yesterday and he looked lonesome.’

‘We can’t until we get some new dishes
replied Lesbia, decidedly, ‘I'd be mortified
to death.’

Lesbia was tall, straight and golden-haired.

She had a firm chin with a dimple in it. Like’

most young girls, she had her ideals. bne
dialiked shabby furniture, made over gowns
and worn carpets. Ter especial aversion was
nicked and eracked dishes. She complained a
good deal in the little house because old things
had to take the place of new. Mr. Allen was
a poor man and Mrs. Allen was an invalid,
g0 there was little left for ‘extras’ when all
expenses  were paid. Lesbia worried and
fretted over the little economies she was fore-
ed to practice, ignoring the fact that she Lad
- more blessings than she could count.

The little brown house was shabby enough,
but it was clean and homelike. No one but
Lesbia would have noticed its shabbiness, for,

althouogh the carpets had seen their best
‘days, there were plenty of books and easy-
chairs, the windows were full ‘of flowers and

' the sun shone into every room.

Mrs. Allen looked across at her tall girl}
wistfully. She was a slender, frail woman,
with a eweet face, worn thin by years of ill-
health,

‘L don’t think the minister would notice
the dxshes, dear, if you had one of your nice
suppers,’ she said, gently, ‘We could have
fried chicken and hot biscuit and you might
make—' |

“No, mother, T can’t!’ replied Lesbia, short-
ly ‘Pm ashamed of our old, shabby things.
We haven’t a whole cup in the house. Those
trat have handles are nicked, and those that
are not nicked have no handles. The same
thing is true of the vegetable dishes. The on-
ly thing in the house that isn’t broken is
grandmother’s old  blue china platter, and
that wouldn’t have escaped if we hadn’t put
it away. That’s what those careless girls did
for you before I was old enough to manage
things.’

*True enough, dear,” answered. her mother,
cheerfully, ‘and grateful indeed both father
end T are-that we have a daughter to look af-
ter us, We only wish we could do more for
her.

‘[ don’t mind so much gbout ‘my ‘own

clothes,’ said [Lesbia, soberly, ‘but I should
like a lovely home, with nothing old or brok-
ex in it.”

‘I don’t believe the minister would eare
about the dishes,’ went on Mrs. Allen, still
cheerfully. ‘You make such good tea he’d
forget all about the cup that held it. 1 wish
we were rich for your sake, little daughter,
Lut I believe, I really do, that you take our
peverty too much to heart. It’s not always
pleasant, but perhaps you need the discipline.’

‘It seems to me I get a good deal of it,’ re-
terted Lesbia. ‘I won’t complain, since it on-
ly distresses you, but I do like pretty things,
especially dishes. I love fine china and cut
glass and silver and beautiful table.linen and
since I can’t have them I'm not going to awr
our poverty by inviting the minister to tea,
He gets his meals over at Mrs. Percival’s.
She is rich and has all those things!’

‘Yes, but she’s old and deaf and peculiar,
and I don’t believe she has any more to eat
in her fine dishes than we do in our old ohes.
At any rate, I know that the meals are not
cooked any better and I should like to show
the minister a little hospitality. His wife was
85 kind to me when I had that last bad turn!
Never a day that she didn’t come over or else
send me something. Won’t you, dear?

But Lesbia rose ‘quickly and went away be-
yond the sound of her mother’s pleading voice.
She shut the door of her little white room

tight. Her dimpled chin looked firmer than
ever. ‘I'm not going to!’ she whispered, re-
belliously.

Lesbia always said afterward that she would
never have changed her mind if it had not
been for that sermon. - There were not many
at church that Sunday morning, but Lesbia
wag always glad she went.

The minister took his text from Judges iii,
31: ‘And after him was Shamgar the son of
Anath; which slew of the Philistines six hun-
dred men with an ox-goad; and he also de-
livered lIsrael’

His subject was ‘Christian courage,’ and he
told how much God’s people had accompligh-
ed with humble instruments—Gideon with his
lamps and pitchers, David with his sling, ..or-
cas with her needles, and 80 on down to our
own times. He told of brave Benjamin West,
who make his first paint-brush with fur from
a cat, of Watts with his teakettle, of Sir
Ieaaec Newton with his apple and of a long
line of struggling, ambitious men and women
who would not let  ecircumstances conquer
them.

‘They didn’t wait for the appliances of skill
and science,” the minister said, ‘1f they had
waited, they would have gome to their grave
cbscure and unknown. They worked with
what they had.

Lesbia went straight to her mother’s room
after church that morning., “Mother,” she said,
‘Uve though better of what you asked me. 1f
you still wish it, we will have the ministy=
to supper after all.’ >

Mrs. Allen’s face lighted up. ‘Thank you,
dear,” she answered, and Lesbia knew by her
tecne how happy she had made her, o

The minister said he did not know waen he
had such a pleasant time—not since his wife
had gone on a visit. Leshia had set the table
with painstaking care. The table-cloth was
white, the silver teaspoons shone and there
was an abundance of flowers. The supper was
delicious and. the minister ate as if he enJoy-

~ed everything.

After supper Lesbia played and sang a little,
and then the minister entertained the family
with stories and anecdotes. It was good to
eee how Mrs. Allen brightened and how her
hueband’s face lost its tired lines.

Lesbia saw it and erept dway, humbled, but
strengthened with a mew courage and a new
resolution—a resolution to make the best of
parrow means, not to let poverty dwarf and
thwart her aspirations, but to accept her life
with its environments as God-given and with
all its limitations to preﬁs ‘on to greater
things.

Lesbia went to the door thh her gueet that

evening. The tall, gray-haired minister Jooked

dewn upon her with kind eyes. ‘That was a
very nice supper, Lesbia,’ he aaid, laying a fa-
therly hand on her voung shoulder. ‘I don't

A}

krow when I have enjoyed anything more. I8
is easy to see to whom I am indebted for X

Leshia smiled. ‘It is we who are indebted
to you,” she answered, gently. ‘Didn’t you mno-
tice how much you helped mother? She'id
think of it for a month.” 8he looked up a#
the tall figured impulsively.

‘Mother and father wanted you to come go
much,’ she added, ‘but I—I thought we hadn*t
things fine enough. I wanted new dishes and
cut glass,and we couldn’t have them, so I felt
rebellious. I wasn’t going to ask you at all,
until you preached on Shamgar and his ox-
goad, and then it came to me to make the
best of what I had. So I’'m going to’

They stood in the open door. The minister
laid a hand on the golden head. He read the
new look of submissionin the girlish face, the
epirit of meekness that had lately come to her.
He foresaw struggles before her, but in the
end, with this new grace in her heart, there
would be success and victory. ‘She will make
a fine woman,’ he thought.

He looked off across the moonlit hills, think-
ing of his own life, and of the years when he,
too, had fought against the hardness of his
lot; of those hard years before he had learned
to overcome, to sacrifice, to serve, to be hum-
ble.

‘Keep it up, Lesbia,” he said,
—Youth’s Companion.’

“Good night!’

—_————————
‘Search the Scriptures.’

Lillian felt a glow of pride and pleasure in
her success at the guessing-game in which
scme of the elderly guests in the summer
Fotel had invited her to join.

‘We can’t expeet to match our wits with a
girl just out of high school,’ said one of the
party, with a kind smile at Lillian. ‘We
wmight have known that she would recoguize
Boswell ag the Englishman whose claim te
fame rested upon a biography.

‘And she knew it was Pepys who chronicled
small beer and great historical events in the
same cryptic pages’ added a gray-haired gen-
tleman. ‘But if you will leave the room again,
Miss Lillian, we’ll try to find a character that
won’t be so easy for you.

When Lillian was recalled she was told that
the person she was to guess was a leader, a
lawmaker, and a magician, and celebrated for
hic meekness. After a few moments’ r.hnagnt,
ghe owned herself myshﬁed

‘He had stone tables,” a lady suggested.

‘Was it Hadrian? Lillian asked. ‘He had
lots of marble furniture.
‘Ours ie an Old Testament character,” re.

marked the gray-haired gentleman, smiling,
‘and he passed forty days on a mount.’

Even this hint did not enhghten Lillian,
‘I’ll have to give up,” she said.

‘Moees,” merrily chorused all the players.

‘Moses?’ repeated Lillian. ‘Why, did Moses
preach the Sermon on the Mount? The mer-
riment died out of most of the elderly facas,
and was replaced by a grave expression that
made Lillian uncomfortable.  ‘Have I said
something wrong? she whispered to Mrs. Dor-
gey, her chaperon.

‘I think, dear, we are all pained to find you
don’t know who preached the Sermon on the
Mount,” was the gentle reply.

A few moments later Lillian answered s
tap at the door of her own room, and qu.
Dorsey entered.

‘I thought when 1 missed you that msybo
you were here alone,’ she said, and tthen no-
ticing Lillian’s tear- stained face, "Why, my
¢hild, you mustn’t be unhappy.’

‘I can’t help it. 1 know every ome in t.'»o
panlor was shocked at my ignorance about the
Bible.

‘Perhaps your ignorance is not altogﬂther
your fault. The Bible isn’t taught as it used
to be. In my early days it was considered
an’ important part of.education, and I think
the present almost total neglect of it in the
home and school is a sad mistake. Childven
who are not brought up on the Seriptuxzes as
I was don't know what they are missing,
Aside from the great religious and athical
value of a knowledge of it, a familiarity with
the Bible is necessary for a good undersiandi-
ing of literature. Do you know why Mrl. :
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Wharton named her novel “The House of
Mirth”?
‘No,” answered Lillian.
‘Then search the book of Ecclesiastes. Do
, You know why Mrs. Deland called a story
“Many Waters”?

“No; I read it, and I couldn’t see any sense
to the title.

‘That was because ycu hadn’t read *3slo-
mon’s Song.” These two names happen to oc-
cur to me now, and as you become acquainted
with the Bible, you will see what fulness aud
richness it has given to nearly all our iite:a-
ture.

‘Well, I intend to become acquainted with
it said Lillian. And she wrote home &:hat
night and asked her father to send her her
miother’s Bible.—'Youth’s Companion.

Do All That You Can.

Ticannot do much,” said a little star,
‘To make this dark world bright;

My silvery beams cannot pierce far
Into the gloom of night;

Yet I am part of God’s great plan,

And so I will do the best that I can’

*What can be the use,” said a fleecy cloud,
‘Of these few drops that 1 hold?
Mhey will hardly bend the lily proud,
If caught in her chalice of gold;
But I, too, am part of God's great plan,
Bc my treasures I'll give as well as I can,

A child went merrily out to play,

But a thought, like a silver thread,
Kept winding in and out all day

Through the happy golden head—
Mother said: ‘Darling, do all that you can,
For you are a part of Goa's great plan.

Bhe knew no more than the twinkling star,
Or the cloud with its raincup full,

How, why, or for what all strange things are
She was only a child at school;

But she thought: “’Tis a part of God’s great

M.ev,en T ;ahould.do all that T can’

8o she helped another child along,
- When the way was rough to his feet,
And she sang from her heart to a little song
That we all thought wondrous sweet %
And her father—a weary, toil-worn man—
Baid: ‘T, too, will do the best that I can.’
\ —Selected.

Not Worth His Salt.
(By W. 0. Throop.)

‘Any rags, rubbers, or bottles,
Daily asked anxiously.

‘Who's there? Oh! it’s Mark Daily’s brat,
None of those Daily’s were ever worth their
salt. No, we haven’t anything.’

Mark was already turning his horse and
junk waggon, when he heard the sarcastic re-
ply. A
‘Polly Gleason reedn’t have been so bitter,’
he said, as he closed the gate. ‘Tom Gleason
is no better than my father, anyway.’

to day? Mark

~ The November wind blew keenly down the

- etraggling street as Mark slowly  approached
Pis home. When he ‘reached it he ran to tne
barn to sce if any fodder had arnved for his
poor, jaded horse, but the barn, as usual, was
empty. The money had been spent tor hquor,

~@nd Mark’s lip trembled, as he thought of old

~ Dolly having to epend the cold night in the
closely cropped pasture. Atter he had unhar-
neesed her, he securely fastened an old blan-
and led”the poor
- creature towards the pasture bare. ‘
- Mark could not bear to turn the old hc se
lgose. Things had not always been so. te
could remember the time when Dolly had been
‘a glick, faf, express pony, and he burled ns
fsce in the old horse’s mane and burst mto
tears, as he thought of Polly Gleason’s words,

~ “None of ‘those Daily’s were ever worth therr

=ealt ; S e i S
Siddev'y o ge tle hand was laid on his

shoulder, and, looking up, he met the deep
gray eyes of his sister, Kllen,

‘Why, Mark! What is the matter? Come
away to the house- and see what tne master
bas left you,” and she led him gently to-
wards their desolate home.

They soon had a roaring fire started from
the pine roots that Mark had gathered along
the country road. As they partook of their
scanty supper, Mark told Kllen what Polly
Gleason had said.

‘Never mind her,” she answered, amiling
sadly, ‘Let us remember mother’s motto,
“Trust in God and do the right.

The book that the schoolmaster had ' left
proved to be an arithmetic, and Mark spent
his evening working out problems; while }i-
len did some sewing for a neighbor. At last

Mark was weary and closing s book said,
‘Come, Ellen, let us have a recitation before
we go to bed’ :

Ellen smiled, as she asked him what it
should be, and, boy-like, Le asked for ‘The
Revenge.” '

Soon they were far away from the plaster-
broken walls of the httle kitchen—away in the
widst of the great battle of *I'he one and
the fifty-three.’

When Ellen had finished, neither spoke tor
a time; then Mark said: ‘You are getting
better all the time. It is too bad you could
not have gone to college and worked your way
through like Hattie Brown is doing.

‘Oh, well™ could have, only, you know, you
and I have to take care of father,” she said,
bravely trying to keep back the tears.

As the winter advanced, things aid not im-
prove in the Daily home, and dhe day the
poor, diseased heart of the drunkard refused
lenger to beat. ‘Drunken Mark,” as the neig .-
bors called him, was laid to rest with 18
kindred, so many of whom had come to an
untimely end through drink.

For a time after their father’s death, Kllen
and Mark worked on as they had been do-
ing; but during their schooldays tneir teacher
had been greatly interested in them, and 1t
was through his influence that Kllen entered
the ‘Ladies College,” as a table waitress, with
an opportunity of working her way through,
and that Mark finally secured a position in
the leading bank of the town. *

Ellen’s unusnal ability in elocution was sbon
appreciated at the college, and she advanced
rapidly. With Mark, however, it was differ-
ect. His was an uphill struggle. Kveryone
scemed to distrust him on account of what
his relatives had done, but he put his trust
in a Higher Power than his own, and manfully
struggled on,

One night a banquet was given in' honor ot
¢ne of the leading citizens, and all the bank
cfficials wire invited. It was a new world to
Mark, and one that he thoroughly enjoyea,
but when the sparkling glass of wine was set
before him, he met with his firat great temp-
tation. Kveryone was drinking, and way
shouldn’t he? Then all the bitter past came
before him. Mark Daily’s face became death-
ly pale, but he refused in such a firm, decid-
ed way, that all who heard him knew tnere
Was no use in further trying to persuade him.
Glancing down the table Mark met the gaze
of his employer firmly fixed upon him, and he
thought that his action had met with his dis-
approval. The next morning, however, the
manager congratulated him on the stand he
kad taken. After this Mark’s advancement
was rapid, and in a few years he became
cashier. Ellen, had, by now become a pupil
teacher at the college, and, together, they
bought a small cottage overlooking the blue
waters 'of Lake Ontario. Here they were hap-
py with their music, their birds, and their
flowers, with time to spare in the interests
of others. On the outskirts of the town stood
the county poorhouse, and often the lives of
thie inmates were brightened by a visit from
Ellen and Mark, who always had a basket of
fruit, or flowers, or some delicacy to beetqw
upon them. One day f4ark came home from
work with the glad news that he was to Lave
a month’s holidays. He and Ellen had never
Leen away from the vicinity of their home,

~snd had long talked of a trip to the coast.

They felt now that the opportunity had ar-
rived, and at once began to make preparations
for their journey. = s

g
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The day preceding their departure had or
rived. Mark worked all day in the bank. ine
hieat was almost stifling, but he did not -uind
it, for he was happily anticipating their jour-
ney. At last the busy hours were over, und
he gave a sigh of relief, feeling that he was
almost free. Hurriedly he gathered up the
rolls of money entrusted to his care, and
placed them in the vault. As he did so he
was ‘considering which road to take on a cer
tain part of their trip, and befcre socking the
deor stepped to his desk to eomsult a map,
But it was not there, and he remembered hay-
ing it in an adjoining room. He found it
wkere he had expected, and stood for some
moments consulting it,

In the meantime, Jacob Allen, the caretaker,
ertered the bank by a side door, and for a
woment stood speechless to find thie door of
the vault. left unlocked, and no one .in the
rcom. Quickly he pushed the heavy door ajar,
and slipped inside. In a moment he thrust
scveral packages of bills beneath his coat, and
hurried away as quietly and noiselessly as
h- had come, ‘

When Mark returned he felt exceedingly an-
noyed to see what he had done, but not sus-
pecting that anyone had been there he secure-
Iy locked the door.

When Jacob Allen reached his home he found
that he had a large sum of money in his pos-
session. At first the old man was exultzaf
over it. He would now have enough to keep
him in his old age, and he felt that he could
not work much longer. He was in the midst
o: his speculations when Mark Daily rapped
at the door. The old man was greatly sur-
prised to find him there, but Mark only want-
€d him to express his trunks to a certam
point in a week’s time, as he and Elien were
going somewhat out of their journey in or-
der to visit some relatives.

Jacob Allen hastily assured him that he
would be very glad to do &0, and had given a
key to Mark’s home,

The next day Ellen and Mark started on
their holiday trip. Mark was in the highest
of spirits, but it was not so with Jacob Al
ler.  When he began to realize what _he  had
done, in the light of another day, he began
v fear lest he should be suspected and the
money found in his possession. As the day
advanced this fear constantly increased, cnd
that night the old man sat in his lonely home
irying to think of some way out of his trou-
Lle. Suddenly he vemembered that one of
Mark Daily’s trunks was like his own, and,
grasping the package of money, and his small
Lunch of keys, hurried away.

It wasn’t long before he had entered the
Daily’s cottage. Yes, the trunk was the same,
and with trembling hands he fitted the key
end turned the lock. Carefully he removed
part of the contents, ‘then putting in the;
money, he replaced them, and stealthily stole
away. ; 2

In a few days it was learned at the bank
that a large sum of money had been stolen,
and, naturally, the suspicion fell on Mark, and
when it was known that his trunks were about
te be expressed to him they were searched.
The money was found, and Mark Daily waa.
brought back to his native town a suspected
criminal. : >
~ Mark had friends enough to secure him
hail, but the majority of the people shook
their heads, and said they had always been
afraid of this, that he
stock, : ,

When the trial came off there was little evi-
dence that Mark could obtain to prove his in-
nceence. Circumstances were against him.
The judge, too, had known his people, and he
was sentenced to a term of years, :
~ Poor Ellen!  She could never remember how
she spent those first bitter days, but after a
time she met her great trouble face to face,
ang fought the battle bravely. There were
many who had been her friends in the past
who mnow scarcely recognized her. However,
she was able to hold her position in the col-
lege, and decided to keep their little cottage
and surroundings unchanged, awaiting Marx’s
return, ° i : . ¥

TFor a time Ellen was so occupied with her
own great sorrow. that she forgot all about

e S,

‘belping others, and it was ome of Mark’s let.

had come of bad . 2
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ters that suggested that she should, as far
8a possible, continue the old life.

Again she began her errands of mercy, and
every week visited the inmates of the poor-
house. Often she interested the college girls
to such an extent, in the lives of these poor
cld people, that they, too, would accompany
Ler on her visits.

On one of these visiting days in early De-
cember, Ellen was standing at her window
watching the snow as it silently covered the
lawn. The flowers in the garden were all
withered and gone, flowers that Mark had
cared for, and loved so well, It would soon
be two years since he had gone away. and El-
len's eyes were blinded with tears as she
turped from the window, 2

It was a biting storm, and she felt halfin-
clined not to visit. the poorhouse. = For some
time past Jacob Allen had been an inmate,
and Ellen disliked meeting him, for she felt
that in some way he was connected with the
bank robbery. \When she thought, however,
of how the poor old people would be expect-
ing her, she filled her basket and went, and
amply was she repaid for her trouble. How
pleased they all were to see her, and how
gladly they accepted the rosy apples and
packages of peppermints.

To-day Ellen missed Jacob Allen, and as she
was about to depart the matron told her
that he was sick and wished to see her.

She was greatly surprised to see the great
change that had come over the old man,
Eagerly he grasped her hand: ‘I'm so glad you
hive come,” he said, feebly, and then in a
Lroken voice admitted all that he had done.

At first Ellen was so overjoyed that she
could hardly believe it. It wasn’t long before
it wag known throughout the little town that
Mark Daily was innocent, and the citizens al-
most to a man met the train on which he
arrived, and Mark was given such an ovation
as is the fortune of few to receive.

Slowly he was carried on the shoulders of
the swaying crowd to the opera house, where
he was called on for a speech. -

Pale and haggard he stood before them.
Priefly he spoke to the young men, those to
whom the struggle semed the hardest, of his
early life, and concluded by assuring them thai
ihough the clouds for a time seem very dark,
if they did their duty, all wowwu be right in
the end.

A Starlight Tragedy.

“The little brother to the bear,’ as several
naturalists have aptly ecalled him, came
scratching down the outside of an eld birch
etub, and alighted at its foot. It was on oid
tiz¢ck with him, for the birch stub was hol-
low, and its dry inside nad been -his home for
two or three years. So he became accustom-
¢4 to his backing out of his front door, and
sliding tail first down his front walk.

The creature which was the size of a small
dog, weighing perhaps« twenty-ive pounds,
vas mnot a bear, as yYou Kknow bruin,
but a raccoon. ‘His habits are those of the
bear, and as he belongs to the tamily, it 1e
quite fair to call him ‘the littlé brother to
the bear, He dens up every autumn and
sleeps through the winter, living upon his fat
fcr several months, just as the bear does;
Bo you see, he is quite like bruin. His gait.
t00, a8 he shambled along through the woods,
reminded one of the movements of a bear,
cnly he was rather. more agile and more
slealthy. ;

He came out into a meadow, where a quiet
little brook, slipped gently upon its way,
winding in and out among the meadow grass,
and about the feet of the tall willows. ‘Lnig
little stream was the favorite haunt of the
raccoon, for he was something of a fisherman
and would eat almost anything, if it had a
fehy smell about it. In fact his Latin name
weans Washer, from his peculiar habit of
taking everything to the brook and washing
it before eating.

It was a very pretty face that wae mirror-
ed by the moonlight in the Little brook. Cun-
ning, and roguishness, and perhaps a bit of
the bear’s drollery were its principal traits.
‘About the end of the nose was a white ring,
and black rings about each eye. His tail was
algo ringed for meariy its entire length. ‘L'here
is but one other North American animal who

enjoys this distinction of a ringed tai, and
that is the civet cat of the South-west. Pre-
sently, the starlight that fell across the rac-
coon’s shoulders showed him a small, mov-
ing object in the water. Quickly and cau-
tiously his paw went down, and in another
sccond a half-pound sucker was flopping in
the grass. Mr. Coon broke the vack of his
cetch at a single bite, and then lewsurely ate
Lus prize, all but the offal, which he left in the
grass.

This was all very good as far as it went,
Ltut Mr. Coon was still gaunt from his long
winter’s fast, and a meal of one course aid
not satisfy him. A little further on, he pok-
ed out a fresh-water clam, and breaking 1t
open with his teeth scooped out its sumy
contents.  Fish and clams were a good begin-
rng, but he must have warm blood before
ke slept.

In a elump of alder bushes near the brook
he got a strong bird scent. 1t must be on the
gound and very near, for it fairly ravished
hie  nostrils. His habit of blundering along
was laid aside, and he crept stealthily, almost
fexlike, toward his prey. It was irom under
ar old log that the scent came. He was just
censidering whether to try to creep nearer, or
sjring at once and trust to luck, when ‘&
wood-cock whistled up through the alder
Lishes and whirled away into the darknees.
Mi. Raccoon mosed along the edge of the log
urtil the scent told him where the wood-cock
had been, and then thrust his nose into the
rest. It did not contain young birds as he
Lad hoped, but five or six warm eggs. These
Le¢ ate ravenuously, and the setting was 8poll-
el Then he crouched tor a while under the
eige of the log, and waited tor the wood-
cock’s return; but she had had a bad irght,
¢nd did not come back. It was lucky that
the racoon had come in the night, for the
woodeock is more watchful at night than by
cay, or she might have been' taken, too, 1
Fave frequently had a woodcock light upon the
ground within ten feet of me, and stand wink-
ing and blinking for half a minute, before he
would make me out.

Finally the hunter got tired of waiting, and
went in search of other game. He crossed
the meadow and ciimbed a stone wall, close by
an old apple tree. ‘At the foot of the tree,
he stopped and went carefully about several
times, sniffing critically, ‘waen he went to
another tree and still another, going through
the same process, but finally came back to the
firat tree. He seemed to be trying to deter-
mine which tree he wanted.

When he had satisfied himself vhat he was
right he began cautiously climbing, going up
a foot or two and then stopping to eniti and
lieten.  Once there was a little squeak and a
fiutter. This made him stop and keep very suygl
for several secomds. But finally he hitched
a few feet higher toward a large limb.

About six inches below the lmo was a
reund, dark hole, three or four inches in dia-
meter. Toward this hole the raccoon care-
fully wriggled, and with a sudden stealthy
motion thrust his pointed nose into the old
apple tree. There was a frightened squawk
and a furious beating inside, bui the struggle
was very brief, for in a tew s&econds the re-
lentless hunter pulled out a golden-winged
woodpecker and breaking her neck at a sin-
gle bite, dropped her, still fluttering feebly, to
the ground.

Then the inquisitive muzzle was again thrust
into the wook;;ecker’s hole,” but the bottom
of the nest was s0 deep that he could not
reach it. He wished to know it there were
fledglings, or even eggs would answer his pur-
peée; so he thrust in his paw and easily
reached the bottom of the nest. Une by one,
he raked out the eggs, dropping them to the
ground. When he was sure that the nest was
evtirely empty he ‘hastily slid down the trunk
of the tree to his late supper. First, he broke
the eggs and licked up their contents. ‘rhen
he stripped the gay coat from the yeliow
hammer and deliberately ate her, crunching
the bones with keen relish. As with the fish
he left the bird’s entrails, and also her feet
and beak, as too indigestible for the palate
of a fastidious raccoon. When tne last mor-
€e! had been eaten, and he had carefully lick-
ed every trace of blood from his paw, ue ehimb-
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ed the wall and went home to his hollow bireh
by a roundabout way.

1t is merely upon circumstantial evidence
that 1| charge Mr. Raccoon with the murder
of Mrs. Golden-winged Woddpecker, while
sleeping, safe and snug, as she thought, in her
well-protected nest in the old apple tree, but
I will give you each link in the evidence and
Yyou can put it together for yourself,

I was fishing along the little brook, which
was a favorite stream with me, as well as
with the raccoon. 1 first noticed the tracks
and then the entrails of the sicker, whom 1
identified by his head, which the old epicurean
Lad left. Through the tall meadow grass 1
traced him as easily as though it had been
iu enow, to the empty woodcock’s nest, where
the egg shells had not yet dried. Again, the
swale grass stood me in good stead, for it was
still pressed down where he left a ‘tr.il to
the orchard. 'There at the foot of the old ap-
ple tree was seen the full measure of hig
crime, for golden and black and gray feathers
were scattered about freely, and the two pa-
thetic feet of the woodpecker told their sor-
rowful tale. Still more ineriminating was
bark torn from the tree, and claw marks
where the raccoon had chmbed. Also, an oe-
casional gray hair sticking in the bark, aducd
its testimony to the guilt of the accused.

This is the evidence upon which 1 charge Mr,
Raccoon, living at the time in the old birch
stub, in a neighboring sugar orchard, ot
murdering Mrs, Golden-winged Woodpecker, a
peaceful tenant of the old apple tree.

If there be any defence for the culprit let
us have it, that justice may be done.

‘He was hungry and merely obeying-a law
o nature,” you say. ‘He considers the fish of
the stream and the fowls of the air, his law-
ial prey. To sustain life, he sharpens his
wits and practices patience and cunning! ne
did not kill for sport, as man frequently does,
but for meat. All other creatures do the
seine,” you say. ‘lhe weaker amimals are
neat for the stronger and only the strongest
of the strong survive, in the battle for hie.
It is the way of the world.

Ah, Mr. Raccoon, we will have to pronounce
you mnot guilty of murder, upon that scoret
You were merely secking your supper, like
any other gentleman; and having found it you
helped yourself in the only way Nature nad
taught you. When it is kill or starve, we
must judge you leniently for saving your
precious life. We might have done the rame,
Go your way, but beware of the trap at the

edge of the hill. A coon supper may be plan--

ned in the autumn, and he who ained upon
Mrs. Golden-winged Woodpecker, may tickle
the hunter’s palate.—Forward.

It Made a Difference.

A little boy who had been blowing bubbles
all the morning, tired of play, said:

‘Read me that thory about heaven.

‘T willy said the mother; ‘but first tell me,
did you take the soap out of the water -

‘O, yes; I'm pretty thure I did.

The mother read the description of the

beautiful city, the streets of gold, the gates
of pearl. He listened with delight; but when
fhe came to the words, *‘No one can enter
tlere who ‘loveth or maketh a lie,” boun ling
up, he said: ‘I gueth T'll go and thee about
that thoap!’

They Loved Christ,

Even though®you cannot talk about Christ,
you can love Him,” said Mr. Moody in one of
his - addresses, and then in  his own typicak
way he gave these practical illustrations:

‘A young lady, a daughter of one of the
wealthiest merchants in London, felt that she
could not speak much for Christ, but 1 learn-
ed that every Sunday afternoon she stole out
from that magnificent home of hers, and went
to an old man who could not speak the Fng-
lish language, but could only epeak Gaelic.
Thig girl could read in that languawe, and
every Sabbath afterncon she went and read to
him, because that was the time of all the
week when he was tempted to get drunk, and
she wanted to save him. :

‘Another case interested me very much'.'
When I was in Londen, one of the wealthiest

I
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Joung men of the city, an only sen of the
leading London banker, a young man who
was coming into possession of millions, a stu-
dent at Cambridge University, felt that he
could not go into the inquiry meetings, and
work in that way, but he went out to a cab-
man one night and said:

““I will pay you your regular fee by the
kour if you will go in and hear Mr. Moody
preach. I will act as cabman and take care
of your horse.”

‘And on that cold, bleak night in London,
that gentleman stood by the cabman’s horse,
and let that cabman go and hear the Gospel,
He was gone about two hours, and all the
while that young man stood there confessing
Cbrist silently’—Ram’s Horn/

—_——

The Land of Dreams.

‘A mighty realm is the Land of Dreams,

.~ With steeps that h :

~ 'And weltering oéean:nind ttrailing streams,
That gleam where the dusky valleys lie,

But over its shadowy border flow
Sweet rays from the world of endless morn;
- {And the nearer the mountains catch the glow,
And flowers in the nearer fields are born.

¢ The souls of the happy dead repair,
From their bowers of light to that bordes-
ing land;
And walk in the fainter glory there,
. With the souls of the living hand in hand.

One calm sweet smile in the shadowy sphere,
From eyes that open on earth no more;
One warning word from a voice once dear,
How they rise in the memory o'er and
i o’er!
Far off from those hills which ghine with
day,
And fields that bloom in the heavenly pales;
The Land of Dreams goes strctehing away,
To dimmer mountains and darker vales,

There lie the chambers of guilty delight,
There walk the spectres of guilty fear;
‘And soit low voices, that float through the
- . 2 . i 2

m‘”ﬁ ispering sin in the helpless ear.

; L«r maid, in thy girlhood’s opening flower,
Scarce weaned from the love of childish

The tears on whose cheeks are but the shower
That freshens the blooms of early May!

Thine eyes are closed, and over thy brow
Pass thoughful shadows and joyous. gleams;

And I know by thy moving lips that now
Thy spirit strays in the Land of Dreams.

- Light-hearted maiden, oh! heed thy feet!
h, keep where that boam of Paradise falls;
@And only wander where thou mayest meet,
That Dblessed one from its shining wals!

Bo shalt thou come from the Land of Dreama,
With love and peace to this world of strife;

And the light which over that border streams

~ 8hall lie on the path of thy daily life.

: : . ~—W. Cullen Bryant.

— s

A Btory of Stma‘ra.

~ Hamburg, as many know, is the great head
-quarters of t

in the twilight sky;

- Tivers and ravines, :
- Gambrino contrived three large nooses
tuie rope, which he elevated !’Péh;‘f :

th Feard the violin.
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thirty feet in length, and was bespoken by
the Austrian Govérnment for a zoo at Buda-
pest.

But the story of its capture is even more
interesting than the huge creature itself, for
this python had fallen a victim to its fond-
ness for the notes of a violin.

There is a telegraph line extending across
Sumatra, from Padang, comnecting that port,
by means of submarine cables, with Batavia
and Singapore, '

Along this line of land were a number of
interior stations. One of these, called Pali-lo-
pom, has been in charge of an operator named
Carlos Gambrino, a mestizo from Batavia,
Java, educated at the industrial school there.

The station is on a hillock in the valley of
the River Kampar, and is adjacent to dense
icrests, jungle, and long morass. 1t is a soli-
tary little place, consisting merely of four or

_five thatched huts, elevated on posts to  a
beight of six feet from the ground, to be more
. 8ccure from noxious insects, reptiles, and wild
beasts. 3

As a general rule Gambrino has little enough
to do, except listen to the monotonous tick-
ing of the instrument. For solace and com-
pany, therefore, he frequently had recourse to
his violin.

Thatched houses on posts in Sumatra are
not commonly supplied with glass windows;
but Gambrino had afforded himself the luxury
of a two-pane sash, set to slide in an aper-
ture in the side wall of his hut, and some six
months ago, during the wet season, he was
sitting at this window one afternoon, as he
played his violin, when he saw the head of a
large serpent rise out of the high grass, at a
distance of seventy or eighty yards.

His firet impulse was to get his carbine :nd
try to shoot the monster, for he saw that it
was a very large python, and not a desirable
neighbor.  But something in the attitude of
the reptile led him to surmise that it hads
raised itself to hear the violn, and he passed
at once to a lively air.

As long as he continued playing the python
remained there, apparently motionless; but
when he ceased it drew its head down, and
he saw nothing more of it that day, although
he went out with his shot gun to look for it.

Nearly a fortnight passed, and the incident

bad gone ‘from his mind—for large snakes are
‘not unecommon in Sumatra—when one night,
as he was playing the violin to some native
acquaintances who had come to the hut, they
heard the sounds made by a large snake slid-
ing across the bamboo platform or floor of the
little verandah. On looking with a light, one
of the party saw a huge mottled python glid-
ing away.

But it was not until the reptile appeared
the third time, raising ite head near his win-
dow, that the telegrapher became certain that
it was really hia violin which attracted it.

In the meantime the operator at Padang,
with whom Gambrino held daily conversations
by wire, had told him that the German agent
of a Hamburg house at that port would pay
ten pounds, English money, fér such a python
a8 he described.

Gambrino began scheming to capture the
reptile. In one of the huts at the statiop
there was stowed a quantity of fiber rope,

such as is used in Sumatra for bridging small

bamboo poles, to the
and carried the drawing ends of the nooses in-
side the hut. : 5 ;

This was done after the operator had as-
certained that at times the snake would come
about the house and raise its head as if it

{a‘ ‘head inside one of
ho was on

so e

Helght of tha windiw,

in- eries to god against the barbarism of modern

T

ahy to leap to the ground in haste from =
back entrance. The reptile coiled its body
about the posts and pulled desperately to
break away. Altogether, it was a wild night
at this little remote telegraph-station.

The next morning a crowd of natives col-
lected; and as the python had by this time
exhausted itself, they contrived to hoist its
head as high as the roof of the hut and tto se-
care ite tail.

It was then lowered into a molasses hogs-
kead, which was covered over and trussed up
sceurely with ropes.

In this condition the python was drawn to

Padang on a bullock cart. 1t is said to
weigh more than four hundred pounds.—
‘Young England.

P o LR

Only a Crack.

Only a crack; only a crack in the wall

On one gide of it was a soldier's eye, on the
other side a besieged town. e

The town had been holding out against an
army to which that curious eye belonged.

That night the soldier moving along <he
wall saw suddenly-—what was it?

He went eagerly to it, and there his search-
ing eye began to investigate.

The white moonlight = was falling on the
streets—empty. Where was tne garrison? War-
ily, with his hands, the soldier made the open-
ing larger, pulling away here and there, the
aperture growing larger, until his body went
in. There in the shadow cf the buildings ne
made an investigation unmolested.

He went back to his army, communicated
ali knowledge gained that night, and soon an
attacking force moved out into the moon-
Iight.
~ The town was entered and captured!

Only a ecrack in the wall.

Only a careless thought or an idle tale. On-
ly a wrong deed known only to yourself. A
crack in the wall. But the enemy of our souls,
the enemy of truth and purity, is already try-
ing to make it larger. Will you let him? -
Selected.

 Opportunity.

In one of the old Greek cities: there stood,
long ago, a statue. Every itrace of it has
vanished now. But there is still in existence
an epigram which gives us an excellent de-
seription of it; and, as we read the words, we
can surely discover the lesson which those
-wise old Greeks meant that the statue should
teach tto every passer-by. :

The epigram is in the form of a conversa-
tion between a traveller and the statue:

‘What is thy name, O Statue?

‘l am called Opportunity.

‘Who made thee?

“Lysippus.’ ,

‘Why art thou on thy toes? '

‘To show that I stay but a moment?
‘Why hast thou wings on thy feet? -
“To show how quickly I pass by’

‘But why is thy hair so long on thy
head ? : e : :
‘That men may seize me when they meet
me.’ =% :

Vhy, then, is thy head 'so bald behind?

“To show that when I have once pass

The Blble’s Trail of Light,

You can trace the path of the Bible across
the world from the day of Pentecost to this.
day. As a river springs up in the heart of a
sandy continent, having its father in the

" ekies; as the stream rolls on, making, in that

arid waste, a belt of verdure wherever it
turns ite way, creating palm groves anu fer-
tile plains, where the smoke cf the cottage
curls up at eventide, and marble cities send
the gleam of their splendor far into the sky—

- such has been the course of the Bible' on =
- earth. There is not a boy on all the hills of =
America; not a girl born in the filthiest cel-

A

v which disgraces a capital in Kurope, :ad

civilization; mot a boy nor a girl all ﬂlmh;p
dom through, but their lot is made better
that great Book—Theodore Parker.
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A Cure for

“What is the matter with you, Claire? Have
you a headache, dear?

‘No, Miss Benton, thank you, only I’'ve no-
thing to do, and I’'m in the dumps’

Miss Benton was silent for a minute or
more, but at last she said, ‘Claire dear, listen
tc me. You're ill with the dumps; well, T'll
be a doctor and cure you. Now, will you
be a good patient and take what I prescribe?

“Yes, but if it is not too nasty,’ replied
Claire.

‘I cam’t promise’ said Miss Benton; ‘some-
ime8 a bitter dose is the right cure for the
, now, dear, run upstairs, get o»
‘hat and jacket, and let us start

it, are we going out? questioned Claire,
ber interest aroused.

‘Yes; you see youre to be an out-patient;
replied her governess with a smile.

‘But where are we going? asked the child,

the Dumps.

not at all understand; but the children seem-
ed contented enough.

A little farther on Claire and her governess
came upon another scene quite new o the
little girl, who all her life long had had every
wish and fancy gratified.

A group of children had tied some clothes-
line to a lamp-post, and had made swings for
themselves, or rather a sort of makeshift
swing. A loop in the string served them for
a seat, and they swung round the lamp-post
until the cord was all wound up, and ther
they started to swing back again. It seemed
poor fun enough, but the children appeared
quite contented.

Twenty yards farther down the street they
came upon a poor little cripple lad lying in
a sort of cart rudely fashioned out of a sugar-
box, set on four rough wheels. An old shawl
and a pillow had been put into it, and there
the boy lay, his patient little soul gazing

when Mise Benton led her away down some
dreary back streets thronged with poorly-clad
people and pale, squalid children.

As the governess and her pupil passed slow-
ly along, they spied a little girl with a flower
! A man with a barrow of flow-
ering plants had gone by just before, and a
single blossom had somehow been broken off
and picked up by the little girl.

Claire gazed at her, wondering. This poor,
common flower seemed a priceless treasure to
the finder; the pinched, wan face was lighted
up with a pure joy, as she pressed the blos:
€om to her lips, kissed it, smelt it, and at last
pinned it into the front of her dress.

‘Why, how pleased she is!’ said Claire. ‘I
shouldn’t have noticed a poor, little tlower
bke that!

Then they passed on and saw some boys
playing just inside a narrow court. They
had only three or four 'marbles, a battered
knucklebone or two, and a couple of old metal
buttons. And the game was one Claire could

7
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wistfully out through
great dark eyes. X

This last sight touched Claire to the heart.

‘Oh, Miss Benton, she cried, ‘do look at
that dear little boy! Only see what a p..T
cart he’s got, and how badly he’s dressed, and
how thin and pale he is! And yet he doesn’t
seem cross or grumbling a bit. Oh, Miss Ben-
ton, I'd just love to do something for him.

‘And go you sghall, dear, if papa and mam-
ma are willing, replied the governess,

I've got eome toys he’d like,” said Claire,
‘and I'd give him another pillow; but what
would be best of all, Miss Benton, would be
to carry him down to some place by the sea,
or in the country, and try to make him well.
Wouldn’t that be just lovely!’ :

All the way home Claire could #alk of no-

thing but the children she had scen, and Miss
Benton let her chatter to her heart’s content;

for the child was full of plans of what ehe
wanted to do for the little folks. But all at
once &he stopped.
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Claire looked up puzzled for a minute, then
she cried, ‘Oh, now I see! It was clever of
you! I was discontented and sick of every-
thing, and so you brought me out here to
show ma how the poor children amuse them-
selves and are satisfled wita only such 4 very
little. Wasn’t that 4, now?

“Yes, dear,’ replied the governess, ‘and more
than that, for out of your eurprise and pity
arose the desire to help the poor children, and
this has taken you out of yourself and the
weariness of such a life/

But the cure for Claire’s dumps did not end
here. Her parents, who idolized their only
¢hild, and could refuse her nothing, began té
realize too how much good they might do
with the wealth God had given them. They
hired a roomy house in the country, sent
down ‘a good staff of helpers, and throughout
the summer months the comfortable house
was always filled with poor, pale-faced chil.
dren from the great city, conveyed thither
for change of air, good food, and healthful
play out in the open, So you eee that @
blessed work was begun just through the
cure of one little girl’s fit of the dumps~—M,
E. R, in the ‘Child’s Companion.’

. True Happiness,

Half the happiness in living
Comes from willing-hearted giving,
Comes from sharing all our pleasures.
From dividing all our treasures.
All the other half is loving
Woods and waters, fields and fountains,
All things tame and all things roving;
Loving skies, too, and the mountains,
8o each good child should be sowing
Love seeds while his life is growing;!
For all happiness in living
Comes from loving and from giving.

2 —Waif.

Lesson for a Boy.

1 overheard a conversation between Karl and
bis mother. She had work for him to do, which
interfered with some of his plans for enjoy-
ment, and though Karl obeyed her it was not
without a good deal of grumbling. He had
much to say about never being allowed to do
as hé pleased, and that it would . be time
enough for him to settle down to work when
ke was older. While the sense of injury was
strong upon him, I came out on the piazza be-
gide him and said, ‘Karl, why do you try to
preak that colt of yours? = '

The boy looked up in surprise. ?

‘Why, I want him to be good for some-
thing’ :

‘But he likes to have his own way,’ I object~
ed. ‘Why shouldn’t he have it?

By this time Karl was starmg at me in per-
plexity. ‘I’d like to know the good of a horse
that always has his own way!’ he said, as if
rather indignant at my lack of common sense.

‘And as for working,” I went on, I should
think there was time enough for that when
he gets to be an old horse.’

‘Why, don’t you see if he doesn’t learn

when he’s a colt—' Karl began. Then he P;t:g: :

ped, blushed and looked at me rather appea
ingly, I heard mo more complaints from him
that day.—Selected. :

Is it Any Harm?

. ‘Don’t be saying, “Can I do this, and can I
do that?” or “Is it any harm?” Christianity
is not a no-harm religion. It always means
good. When you face a questiom, don’t stop

and ask, “Is it any good?” 1f you study your

Bible carefully and pray faithfully, trying to

be a winner of souls constantly, you will

neither be barren nor unfruitful. Keep away

from the danger line. The devil has practis
on this old world for over six thousand years

now, and he is pretty ekilful at his trada. His

joints never get stiff; he never has the rheu-
matism, the asthma, or neuralgia. 1 never

Teard of his being short of breath, and if you

get over in his door-yard playing tag, sooner

or later he will beat you and get your Kag. :
But work for the Lord Jesus, and the devil

~will have no power over you’—Selected

¥
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‘And Afterwards, What?’
(S. C. Bond, in the ‘Tempem’.nce Advocate.’)

Give us wine, ruby wine, when it sparkles and
glows,
And rivals in perfume the scent of the 10se;
When it moveth itself in its smooth, gentle
way,
And adds to our pleasure, the joy of its sway.
‘And afterwards, what?

Give us drink that is stronger by far than red
wine,

Its mildness and blandness with scorn we de-
cline;

Give us brandy to stir all our blood to .new

. life,

’ And drive out all thoughts of the world’s stir

| and strife, |

‘And afterwards, what?
all our senses

Give us headaches that drive

away;
b Give us woes without number through all the
f; long day; i
. Give us sadness, and sorrow, and hot, burn-
ing tears;

Give us days full of anguish, and nights. full
. of fears.
?. _ ‘And afterwards, what?

Give us angry contention and madness and

strife;

us poverty’s darkness to blacken our
us v;ivea in the mad house to curseus and
die;

uﬁe. sad, hungry children with no place to

Give
] Give
Give

‘And afterwards, what?’

TR T

: Giverus redness of eyes and sore weakness of
g oeight; sy de Py
ks Gives us noses that shines out like beacons at
- night ; '

¥ Give ue limbs full of weakness that reel as we
g o walk,

And tongues that with babblings ani foolish-

ness talk.

‘And afterwards, what?

Give us visions of serpents and all erceping
~things,
Of adders and vipers, «ach one of which stings;
~ Give us scorpins and reilles wherever we lie,
4nd the darkness of death many years ere
we die.
‘And afterwards, what?

Give us souls that in error and crime have
- been dipped,
From which all of godliress
stripped,
And a conscience that never shall stir us

long has been

So agaim; : :
Give us torment of darkness, unending, and

- then,
In eternity, what?

' The effects of rigarette smoking 'by boys
and young men are positively injurious. The
auty rests upon parents to restrain their
- boys from contracting the cigarette habit,
~ Charles H. Stowell, M.D., treasurer and gen-
~ eral manager of the J. C. Ayer Co., Lowell,
& in an article in the ‘Business World,’

gives among other reasons the following for
cpposing the amoking of cigarettes by boys
- under twenty-one years of age: 1. It lessens
~ the natural appetite for food and injures di-
‘gestion. 2. It seriously affects the nervous
system. 3. It lowers the moral tonme, and (4)
it creates a craving for strong drink. = For
shese and other reasons the company last

arettes is injurious to both mind and
body, thereby unfitting young men for their

The Cigarette Habit,

February posted throughout their buildings
his announcement: ‘Believing that smoking

views. Would that T had been a

THE MESSENGER.,

best work; therefore, after this date we will
not employ any young man under twenty-one
years of age who smokes cigarettes” The
company, on cloge observation for many years,
discovered that the boys in their employ who
were most energetic, active, alert, quick, spry,
did not smoke; while the listless, lazy, dull,
sleepy, uninteresting and uninterested, were
those addicted to the smoking habit. It would
be a good thing if all manufacturers or em-
ployers of boys, were to follow the example
of the Lowell firm. Such a course, and ths
proper co-operation of parents, would go far
toward suppressing the evil. This evil
spreading not only among the boys and young
mwen, but also among the girls and young wo-
men.—Christian Intelligencer.
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Just Too Late.

‘My dear fellow, I quite agree with you that
total abstinence is an excellent thing for some
people, but I feel positive that in your case a
moderate use of stimulants would be of im-
mense benefit. One may be over-zealous even
in a good cause, you know; and you;are the
very last man in the world to indulge too
freely in anything’

Young Dr. Heywood looked anxiously at
the worn countenance and painfully thin form
of his valued friend and vicar as he said this,

Anselm Atherton emiled a little sadly as he
replied gravely, ‘Even had I the smallest de-
gree of faith in the so-called bemeficial proper-
ties of the prescription you advocate, my dear
Heywood, I would never take it though order-
ed to do so by the most famous of London
physicians. I am aware that you deem .  me
something of a fanatic upon this point, and
very possibly I appear as such to many; but
you shall hear my reasoms, and then decide
whether T have not only too sad cause for my
fanaticism. No; I am not very tired to-night,
it is only the heat of these city streets that
makes me pale, and I would gladly weary my-
self more could I but bring some wandering
omes into the path of safety. Those horrid gin-
palaces, haunts of Satan himself. = Oh, that
they could be abolished and this great city set
free from such bondage!

An expression of deep pain crossed the fine in-

tellectual face of the clergyman as he said, af-

ter a brief silence, “The remembrance of what
I am about to relate is so intensely painfil
that I have put it away from me, as much as
possible, and let the “dead past bury its dead,”
and it is only because I feel it my solemn
duty to warn you of the danger there is in
preseribing strong drink in any form to your
patients, and so impress you if possible with
the tremendous importance of your responsi-
bility as a medical man, that I recall that past
now, and unearth, as it were once more from
its grave, the terrible events of which 1 have
never spoken to you or anyone before.
‘Mamy years ago, when quite a young man, 1
was ocurate of the parish church in a lovely
place on the coast of Devon which for con-
venience sake I will call Westhaven; it is not.
mecessary to reveal its real name, While there
I became very intimate with the Stanhopes
at tue Castle. I will not take up your scam-
ty leisure by enlarging upom the beauty of
that fair home; suffice it to say T was quite
captivated by it, and the fairest treasure it
contained— Lord Stanhope’s lovely young
daughter.
- ‘Of Nora I dare not trust myself to speak.

Your imaginative powers will furnish you with

jdeas of what she was. A queen of girls, Jove-
ly and gifted beyond the average. In coutse
of time we became very dear to each other,
and to my surprise her father actually smil-
ed upon our engagement. Those were halcyon
days, and had anyone suggested that under-

‘meath all their sunshine, within those ancient

castle walls a terrible skeleton lurked ready
to shadow our joy in the future I should have
smiled increduously at so seemingly impossible
‘As it was I lived in a dream of bliss. Lhe
handsome, genial master of the Castle was

most kind to me in every way, and there was

on.y one subject upon which we did mot agree.

I can see by your eyes, Cyril, dear old boy,
_ that you have already divined what that was.

Lord Stanhope, a2 man of most abstemi.
ous principles, hated what he called ‘“cold-
water doctrine,” and often rallied me u my

more faith

s
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ful adherent to the cause I espoused. With
deep shame I confess that I frequently re-
frained from advocating it both from the pul-
pit and in society, that I might not offend my
aristocratic father-in-law, thus losing many a
golden opportunity of doing good.

‘When the time for our marriage drew near,
and he pointedly asked me whether I intend-
od to make Nora conform to my way of think-
ing, I weakly yielded to the temptation and
said that my wife should be free to follow her
own convictions upon the matter, instead ot
boldly - declaring that not- one drop of the
cursed liquor should ever be permitted to en-
ter our home.

‘I do not see how you could have
otherwise,” observed Dr. Heywood.

‘T could, and ought, rejoined Anselm Ather-
ton sadly, ‘and thus have spared the terrible
consequences and retribution that followed.
But you shall hear.

‘We had Leen enzaged about nine months,
and preparations for the wedding were gomng
on apace, when one day, ¢hancing to be in Lon-
don on business connected with the approach-
ing festivities, I fell in with an old friend of
my father’s, a physician like yourself. He was
one who held very strong views respecting the
question ‘of total abstinence; and much to his
honor be it said, had frequently lost lucrative
cases through his staunch adherence to his
principles; ‘and in his young days had prefer-
red to tramp his daily rounds on foot and
content himself with very modest fees, rather
than win fame and ride in his carriage by the
breaking of his conscientious determination
not to preseribe alcoholic remedies.

“fn those days there was very little light
comparatively upon this all-important subject,
and I, like very many others, was imbued with
the fallacious idea that total abstinence was
necessary to the lower classes only; but what
I learned that day from old Dr. Bell opened
my eyes eonsiderably, and made me wish 1 had
been as true to my vledge as he had, and,
above all, that I could carry out his advice
never to allow any strong drink in my new
home. i
‘“Always remember you are living like
those who dwell near a volcano,” was his re-
mark; “and it may break into eruption at amy
time, “Believe me, moderation is the most dan-
gerous of doctrines. While you keep the devil
in solution in your home there can be no safe-
ty.” ) : ; '

‘Would that I had acted upon his excellent
advice,” comntinued the eclergymam. ‘We were
married one exquisite day in Jume, and |
thought myself the happiest of men in spite
of the hateful presence of the enemy at the
wedding feast, and my father-in-law’s bhalf-
sarcastic remarks upon my refusal to partake
of the expensive beverages provided. Oh, that
I had stood up for the right, and, as a dear
friend did the other day, nobly and courage-
ously declare I would rather go without any
festive meal to celebrate the event than have
upon the table the vile liguor which had wreck-
ed so many lives, ruined so many homes, and
made the echo of those marriage bells too of-
ten but a painful memory. ;

‘The first year of our married life passed in
unclouded happiness, and at the end of that
“time my vicar died, and I was presented to the
living by Lord Stanhope, in whose gift it was.
Nora was enchanted at the idea of living m
the picturesque old vicarage, which I fear was
not a very healthy abode, and during our sec-
ond autumn there my wife became quite ill
~ with what red to be a bad form of neu-
ralgia; and yielding to her entreaty ! calted
in her old doctor instead of Dr. Temple, a 13an
I much preferred, knowing him to be a staunch
abstainer; and I was vexed to find that Dr.
Viney had advised Nora to return to her port .
wine, whidh she had given up to please me ever
since our union. I had hoped she was becom-
ing really one with me' at last upon the only
question over which we were not agreed, and
the disappointment was very keen, T had made
this a matter of constant prayer, forgetting
that I ought not to have mated myself with
one who was utterly at variance with me upon
8o important a matter, :

‘Christmas brought no improvement im
‘Nora’s condition, and I began to be reaily

acted

alarmed as the New Year dawned and she be-
came worse every day. P
; =

W

 (To ‘be ‘Cont.i‘nued.)
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Mrs. Crimson’s Afternoon
Tea.

(By A. M. Keith, in ‘Our Little
One’s Annual’’)

It was all ready. The table, 2
smooth, white toadstool, was
spread with a tempting feast. A
sliced strawberry represented ice-
cream and ices, the plates were
rose-petals, and the goblets honey-

suckle-blossoms with a drop of
honey in each.

The guests were— Dorothy’s
dolls? — No, indeed! Hollyhocik

ladies in silky robes of crimson,

rose, pale pink, yellow, and white,
with soft green shoulder-capes.
Their heads were green grapes
upon which features were marked
with a pin,

Dorothy had worked hard to get
everything ready, and was tired.
Leaning against the old apple-tree
root, she closed her eyes for a
~ moment. Suddenly, however, she
opened them in surprise, for Mrs.
Crimson was saying:—
“Madame Blanche, do take some of
this delicious strawberry cream.’

‘No,” drawled Madame Blanche,
peevishly; ‘you know I don’t like
strawberry cream!
you have vanilla?

Dorothy’s face became almost '1s
~red as Mrs. Crimson’s dress, for she
recognized the very words she had
used that day at desseft Mrs.
Crimson went on:—

‘Miss Pink, Miss Rose, won’t you

have some ices?

‘T hate ices, replied Miss Pink,

tossing her head. :
‘So do 1, chimed in Miss Rose.

Why didn’t

about it.

‘Oh? exclaimed Dorothy, ‘you’re
spoiling the party. What makes
you behave so?

‘You taught us!” they all crleﬂ;
‘our stalks are just outside the
dining-room window, and we hear
you complaining at every meal.’

‘But I don’t do so at parties,’ said
poor Dorothy, half erying.

‘It’s just as bad to do it at home,
returned Madame Blanche, severe-
ly. ‘Besides, cried Miss Pink, in a
shrill voice, ‘you can’t expect
people with green-grape heads to
have pleasant dispositions!

At this all the hollyhocks pulled

off their heads and began pelting
Dorothy with them.

‘Dorothy, Dorothy,” called some
one, Dorothy gave a start and
looked about her. There were the
hollyhock ladies, their heads all in
place, each wearing the same fixed
smile she had scratched upon it
with a pin.

‘Dorothy, come to supper,” called
mamma.

As Dorothy took her seat, papa
said, ‘Here’s some nice hot toast.
Pass your plate, Dorathy.’

She began to say, ‘I hate toas:,

I wanted muffing for supper, but
she thought of Madame Blanche,

and, shutting her lips ﬁrmly,

passed her plate in silence.
ate her supper without a com-
plaint, and, looking towardg the
window, fancled the tall hollyhocks
outside were nodding kindly at her.

After supper she told mamma
‘m never going to for-
get that dream? said she.

‘T hope you never will,” repliel

mamma with a kiss.

She .

Why the Photographer
Waited,

Onee a little girl while waiting
in the photographer’s sky-parlor to
have her picture taken, got into
& quarrel with her little brother.
In the midst of it the man ealled

‘Ready, Miss!’ but as the little wlﬂ"- v

went forward she caught a ghmpse
of herself in the mirror. She hur-
ried to the man.

‘Oh, please wait,” she =aid in dis-
tress; ‘one picture is going away to
Uncle Dick away off in Kansas
City, and I want another for my
teacher. I don’t want them to see
this face.

‘Why, have you two faces, little
girl? 1 didn’t think that this was
a very good one. TII wait till you
put the other on.’

How funny the phetographer
was.

Bessie burst out laughing at the
thought of taking off a face like a
dress and putting on another.
And then the man said:

‘Now that’s the face you needn’t
be ashamed to send anywhere, I'm
sure; but if you were to wear it all
the time now, I guess it wouldn’t
be wearing out’

‘Oh, no, indeed, Bessie said,
hanging her head a little; ‘T think
that the more I wear it the better
it will look.’

When the pleasant-faced picture
came home, Bessie said:

‘T’ll keep one on my little table,
and P'll throw my old, cross face
away, and use this all the time.

And I am sure Uncle Dick and
the teacher liked the ofter face
best.—‘S. 8. Messenger.’

How the Baby Got in the
Ceib, - -

‘Let’s go and play in the corn-
crib,” said Katherine.

‘Oh, let’s! cried all the children
at once.

‘What's a corncrib? asked the
little visitor. ‘I didn’t know corn
slept in a crib too!
the baby corn in it to sleep?
~ ‘Oh, mo,
‘They put the grown-up corn in a
crib in winter; but in summer it’s
empty, and it’s our playhouse,
Come along.’ e

Away they went, even Baby
Barbara, with her chubby bare

feet picking her way slowly over
and rough places,

the stones
When she climbed a few steps

leading into the corncrib, the chil- g
ﬁamue}l,’, :

dren were already the’g‘iep

o

Do they put

laughed Katherine,
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had scampered up the little wind-
ing stairway to the loft, and was
peeping down through a crack,
yelling like an Indian; Francis was
dragging tin cans and bits of
broken china from the closet under
the stairs, ‘getting dinner’; Kather-
ine, with an old broom, was
‘cleaning house.’

The sunshine streaming in
through the wide erevices laughed
to see the corncrib full of children
. instead of corn; and the baby,

tumbling into the midst of it

laughed too. What a good time
they had! Samuel found a knot-
hole on the stairway big enough to

- put his foot through; and by climb-
. ing on an old chair Katherine could
- pull it a little. Such kicking and
~ pulling! Then each in turn had to
- go up and put a foot through.
Even Baby Barbara’s fat foot
dangled down, to the delight of all
the others, who each in turn must
-~ climb up and pull her soft toes.
A cry of surprise from Francis
~ brought all suddenly to the ‘stove,
- an old, rusty iron teakettle.

; ‘What i it? what is it? As

_ they all stood looking in wonder,
- Francis had pushed off the lid, and
there the old teakettle was filled
- with long, slender, white things
reaching from the bottom to the
- top, and the very top of each one
~ shaded into a soft green color.
- Buddenly Francis, ‘the farmer,
~ clapped his hands and danced
~ about with delight. ‘Oh, I know,
- I know! Don’t you remember last
~ time we made coffee out of grains
~ of corn and dirt and water? The
corn sprouted, that’s all; and it’s
irying to get out to the 11ght. Let’s
set it out to the sun?
- ‘Wasn’t it funny,” said the visitor
~ later, ‘that the baby corn got into
~ the crib, after all?”—‘Scattered

Seeds.’ ‘

- Turn About is Fair Play.

~ ‘Did you order the soup-bone on
your way to school this morning,
Sam? Because it didn’t come.

~ ‘Why, no, mother! I forgot it

than you might have expected;
for, of course, little boys will for-
‘get sometimes, and people have to
be patlent w1th them

e time. He iorgotto open the

jis  bed- -room, and mother
ys had to attend to it; he for-

vot to shut the front door behind
m; he forgot to wear his over-

it ramed he fm;gfot to

R ’é“mb’thex !oulieﬂ moré ~ve2e'a’:r

hat he '?orgot, it was\:almost.

in the ‘morning when he

-'forgot to wash

his hands and brush his hair for
dinner; he forgot to feed the gold-
fish; he forgot to. water the
geraniums—oh, the list would be
so long you would fall asleep over
it were I to tell you all the things
Sam constantly forgot to do.

And he did not seem to think
that it was his fault; he always
said: ‘I forgot,” as if it were a
perfectly good excuse.

‘I am going to give you some
medicine, little boy,’ said the
mother, ‘to improve your memory.’

‘Medicine, mother, out of the
bottle?

“No, not out of a bottle; you will
find out about it presently.’

That night at tea Sam’s cup had
no sugar in it, and he made a very
wry face. ‘O, I told Hannah she
might forget the sugar,” said his
mother, ‘you are used to forget-
tings.’

My, what a week it was! Every-
thing went wrong with Sam.
There was no salt in his oatmeal,
no spoon on his plate, no gown
under his pillow, no fire in his bed-
room, no water in his pitcher, no
buttons on his shirtwaist; the
things that other people had been
used to doing for him all went un-
done, and to every complaint his
mother answered smilingly, ‘Why,
Sam, you ought not to mind people
fmgettmg

But mothers do not like to see

their little boys unhappy, or even

-uncomfortable; so pretty soon this

mother said: ‘Suppose we start
over again, little son, and keep the
Golden Rule: “Whatsoever ye
would that men, women and chil-
dren should do to you, or for you,
do you even so to them.”’—‘May-
flower.’ :

How it Was lanaged.

If there was one person Dollie
thought clever enough to do any-
thing, and to whom she went in
every trouble, it was brother Tom.

Did she tear a leaf in her picture
book? Tom could mend it quite
neatly. Did one of her dollies
meet with an accident and break

‘its head off? Tom could put it on

again. Did her pet kitten stray
away? Tom would find it.
So, of course; one day when the

. road was very muddy and she
~ had to keep her new white shoes

qmte clean, she started off to find
‘Tom to help her.

. Mother had said before she Went
out that morning—

 ‘Now, remember, you are 1o
keep your white shoes quite clean
to go to auntie’s. The sun was
- shining then, and of course mother
could not know it would rain ham‘

THE MBESSBENGER. e

for an hour or two after she had
gone.

Tom was at his lessons, but he
listened to Dollie as she told him
about it with tears in her big blue
eyes.

He looked at the muddy road
and then at Dollie’s white shoes,
and then at two big tears trickling
down her cheeks.

Now Tom could stand a great
deal, from being beaten to being
laughed at, but he could not stand
seeing Dollie in tears without help-
ing her. I fancy Dollie knew this,
for she tried to look as woe-begone
as possible. \

“There’s only one way,” said Tom
at last; ‘I could carry you. The
tears were soon winked away, and
she fvas on Tom’s back in no time.

Now a weight seems a great deal
heavier at the end of a journey
than at the beginning. Tom
started in fine style, but he thought
Dollie a very heavy little woman
indeed before he got to the end of
the road, and when she slid down
as fresh as a daisy, poor Tom’s
back felt as if it would break.
But Dollie was in high glee and
gave him a good hug. She had
come down the muddy road and
yvet had kept her shoes elean!

When mother returned that
evening Dollie told her how she
had obeyed her and yet had gone

to her auntie’s. Her mother said . ;

she was a good little girl and gave
her a kiss, but she gave an extra
smile and kiss to Tom for being so
kind to his sister.—‘Child’s Com-
panion.’

Light.

When grandma was a little girl,
And was sent up to bed,

She carried then a ‘tallow dip,’
‘Held high above her head.

When mamma used to go upstairs,
After she’d said, ‘Good-night,”

Her mother always held a lamp
So she could have its light.

As soon as sister’s bedtime came,

- When she was a little lass,

If she found the roomtoo dark,
Mamma would light the gas.

Now, when the sandman comes for
me -
I like to have it bright;
So I reach up and turn the key
_Of my electric light.

And maybe my dear dolly,
If she lives out her days,
Will see right through the dark
ness
~ With the magical X-rays!
‘St. Nxcho]as’

N
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Correspondence

F., Ont.

Dear Editor,—I\am sending two new sub-
scriptions for the ‘Northern Messenger,! and
expect to get a Maple Leaf brooch.

I live in the country on a farm of two hum
died acres. I walk to town nearly every
Sunday to Sunday School . I nearly always
get the ‘Girl's Companion.” But sometimes L
get the ‘Messenger,” and then I give it away,
a& I get it through the post. I can answer
scme of the riddles: 1. What has a heart in
ite head? A cabbage. 2. There was a meon,

old. I live on a farm, and have a playhouse;
it will scon be tco cold to play in 1t, 1 mik
a cow nearly every night, after I come from
school. We have not threshed yet. It has
been very wet weather, but will likely soon
ckange,

M. K. HAMMOND.

D., Ont.

Dear Editor,—I have not seen any letters
ifrom D., so I thought 1’d try to get one in.
I have two brothers and one sister. My fa-
ther is dcad. We lived on a farm until my
fzther died, and than we came to town about
three years ago. 1 think Canada i3 a most
beautiful place. 1 enjoy sleighing in winter.

OUR PICTURES.

1. ‘On a Long Run.’ William England (aged
11), L. J., Ont.

2. ‘Flag’ Bessie Strong (aged 8), P. H,
NS, =

3. ‘Our House.' Matt. Robertson (aged 8),
0., Ont.

4. ‘The Old Homestead.

A ‘Mesaenger’
Reader (aged 12), W. A, Nu§. + “on o

5. ‘Turkey.”’ Jennie Bowie (aged 13), Mont-
real.

7. ‘A Manitoba Home.” Charlie Forbes (aged
11), H., Man. :

8. ‘A Hen and Chickens.” Herbert Saunders
(aged -14), Ottawa. ° e

9. ‘Houge.! Edna . McMurdo (aged 11), K.
£ S L R &

he had no eyes, he went abroad, to view ihe
skies. He saw a tree with apples on it. He
took no apples off, and left no apples on. I
am not sure of this one, but I think it is the
wind.
I am sending some riddles:
1. When are children like corn?
2. When is a lady’s skirt like her husband’s
coat?
3. Open like a barn door, ears like a cat,
guess all your lifetime, you can’t guess that?
ANNIE C. McPHEDREN,
W., Ont.
Dear Editor,—This is the second time 1L
have written to #he ‘Messenger” 1 am: eight
years old. I have five sisters and two bro-

thers. My oldest brother is in the Merchan a°

Bank, and my sister is training for a nurse in

Detroit. T went to Elora for a moath, and

had a good time, and was out in the countrv.

We have a little black dog named Jack. W.

is a little village, but is pretty in en nner. -
: LAURA INNIS NAIRN.

M. 26, NS,
Dear Editor,—I go to school, and am in the
ninth grade. I awo go to Sabbath school. 1
bave four brothers and two sisters; two uro-

' 7 thers away and omne sister.” In my vacation

5

T was away at Dartmouth for five weeks. We

live on'a large farm, and keep a large stock
~of cattle, and are building a new house.
: GLADYS G. DARES.

A

R o 8. ont,
Dear Editor,—I live in a small village. 1
go to echool nearly every day, and am in the
fourth reader. We haye a Mission Band, and

we are going to give a concert on ''hanksgiv-

irg, I have one brother younger than my-
ool o o A oo ‘

[Your riddle has been asked, Annie.—kd.]

B. C, Ont.
Dear Editor.—I am a little girl ten years

ANNIE 1, RODGERS. °

and skating, too. I am thirteen years old.
CORA SIL\Y &R,

B, Alta.
Dear Editor,—I am a boy eight years old.
I have two brothers and one sister. 1 live
in Alberta, and go to school in B. 1 have a
fine teacher. My brother has a livery. We
bave a ranch 12 miles from town. I have a
peny, & dog and a cat. . My brothers are cut-
ting wheat, and Blanchard is setting 1c up.

HAROLD ANDERSON.

> U. M,, N.S.
Dear Editor,—My father i a farmer, and
i¢eps cows, sheep, pigs, hens, turkeys, geese
and ducks. I have two brothers and six sis-
ters living. I have not missed_a day since I
began to go to school this term. 1 have three
nephews, and two nieces, and I am only
rine years of age. We have not a very large

school, only twenty-seven on the roll.
B S A )
———

U. M, NS.
Dear Editor,—This is a very wet night, and
I have ncthing to do at present, so I thought
I would write to you. We have a dog named
Bingo, and also two ducks named Susie and
Jake. I went away on a vidit this summer
to see some cousins before achool began. L
had a fine time. I think that in ‘The Red,
Red Wine’ we had a very nice story.
5 A DLy

'OTHER LETTERS, .

Jessie’ Carscadden, L., Man,, had a fine trip
t) Vancouver this past summer. Jessie has
a bwin sister. Are you much alike?

Florence Olive Miller, 0., Ont., has a little

brother four years old, ‘he is a sweet little fel.

lcw’ ghe says, and no doubt he is. Sorry, Flor.
ence, but we can’t give addresses.

Ruby J. Finley, P., N.8., sends three riddles,
but they have been asked before. Ruby has

. Nov. 8 1907.

taken Marguerite Brown’s advice to read “The
Wide, Wide World,” and, of course, she enjoyed
it.

Georgie Wood, K., N.S., has to cross a river
in a canoe to get to school. Do you skate
across in winter, Georgie?

M. F. H,, Chester Basin, N.S, enjoyed ‘Gul-
liver’s Travels’ very much,

Bessie Strong, P. H.,, N.S., sends a riddle,
Lut it has been asked before.

Daniel McQuarrie, M. H,, C.B., also sends a
riddle, but forgot to send the answer. Daniel
lives on a farm near the sea, so he ought to
be a strong healthy boy. .

Edna Louise MacAloney, U, N.S., and &

Dunean, G., Ont., also send riddles, but they

have been asked before.

We also received little letters from Jennie
Bowie, Montreal; Evelyn Foster, W. R., N.8.;
Carrie Parent, G. H., N.B., William England,
L. J., Ont.; and Mina Wright, B. Ont.

Hundreds of little mothers were charmed
last year with the dainty dolls’ patterns we
were able to supply.

The sewing season is on again, and dolly’s

winter wardrobe sadly needs attention. Then
there are dolls to dress for baby sisters, dolls

SET NO. 2—~GIRL DOLL’S OUTDOOR SUIT,

to dress for Christmas trees, dolls to dress
for missionary boxes, and dolls to dress for—
well, just for the fun of dressing them, and
for another very good reason—to learn to sew
reatly, that by-and.bye you can make your
own clothes. For all this sewing, it would be
80 nice to have tissue paper patterns, ‘just like
mamma,” wouldn’t it?

Well, we have them for you. The directions
are clear and easy to follow, and there is a
diagram to show you how to put your pat-
tern on cloth, 8o as to make your cloth go
ae far as possible; even ‘grown-up’s’ make
mistakes, in that way, as mother will agree.

The patterns are in only one size to fit a

doll of 12 to 15 inches, but each set contains
from three to six ‘garmenta, including the un-
derwear,

Eigbt sets are in stock now, but we will not
ba able to get more at so low a price, 80 or-
der at once if you want them, If any set you

choose is sold out, we will put in another of -

your own choosing. 'The following are those
tc choose from:— '

i Set 1. Child doll’s out-door seuit with cape
and bonnet, 3

Set 2. Girl's dol’s
jacket and muff.

Set 4. Girl do’s indoor set, with pinafore.

Set 5. Doll’s party dress, with cloak.

Set 7. Infant doll’s out-door suit.

Set 8.—Infant doll’s indoor suit.

Set 11. Girl doll's saior suit.

Set 12. Boy doll’s sailor suit.

Give number and name of set when you or=

out-door suit, with

der, and send the money in one or two-cent

stamps. As to the price, in single sets we
could not accept less than ten cents, the same
as for big patterns, but we only ask five cents
asdded to any other order sent to this office.
If father is renewings for the ‘Messenger’ and
‘Witness,” or if mother is ordering some large

_ patterns, or if big brother is sending in for a

premium, just get them to add five cents for

a doll’s pattern for you. 3
Another ‘capital way to get them is to get

four or five little friends to put their money

with yours, and order all together =t five

cents each. We would .cend the patterns ail

to you, and you would know how to distri.

bute them to the right persons.
Address, ‘Northern Messenger’ Pattern Dcpt.,
‘Witness’ Block, Montreal.

¥
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HOUSEHOLD,

The Secrets of a Happy Day.

(By Frances Ridley Havergal.)
Just to let thy Father do
What He will;
Just to know that He is true,
And be still;
Just to follow hour by hour .
As he leadeth;
Just to draw the moment’s power
As it needeth;
Just to trust Him, this is all!
Then the day will surely be
Peaceful, whatso’er befall,
Bright and blessed, calm and free.

Just to let dim speak to thee
Through His Word,

Watching, that His voice may be
Clearly heard;

Just to tell Him everything
As ‘it riges,

And at once to Him to bring

s~ s, All surprises;

Just to lieten, and to say,
Where you cannot miss his voice,
“This is all!’ and thus to-day,
Trusting Him, you shall rejoice.

Juet to ask Him what to do
All the day,
‘And to make you quick and true
To obey;
Just to know the needed grace
He bestoweth
Every bar of time and place
Overfloweth;
Just to take thy orders straight
Marked by Him who loves thee best
From the Master’s own command;
Blessed day, when thus we wait
Always at our Sovereign’s hand!

Just to leave in His dear hand
Little things—

All we cannot understand.
All that stings;
Just to let. Him take the care
Scarcely pressing, | .

Finding all we let Him bear

Changed to blessing;

This is all! and yet the way 5
Marked by Him who loves thee best—

Secret of a happy day,

Secret of His promised rest.

‘Reg’hlate Your Hurry.’

A friend of mine travelling to Norway told
me she was much amused at the directions on
the hotel walls for Knglish tourists; that re+
dating of the fire escape being particularly
unique, viz.,, ‘Regulate your Hurry.’

“‘That many women in this rushing, feverish
age fail to regulate their hurry, ie seen in the
inerease of nervous diseases. Over-doing is the
order of the day; nearly every one attempts
too much and consequently we have lost
much of the quiet and repose which make life
beautiful. The old-fashioned woman who was
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* time to sew on your doll’s clothes?

elways at home has been supplantied by the
hurried nervous one, who is rarely in the
ouse, except to eat and sleep, or to enter-
tain company and who, when she dces have a
leicure moment, i& too weary to enjoy it. Said
one of these women to whom the excitement
of outside interests was meat and drink, and
to whom club life, society life, and everything
indeed but home life was a delight, ‘I can
keep up as long as I have guests in the house,
but when they have gone 1 am utterly ex-
Lausted and my husband makes sarcastic re-
marks about my being “so entertaining to out-
siders, and so dull when I am along with him,”
but he does not realize that I am worn out
and ready to drop.

Even the young girls are drawn into the
rish, and T know one pretty little creature in
her teens who complains wearily that she
does not stay at home long encugh to sew on
Ler buttons, for besides her society duties she
belongs to no lees. than six clubs, yet sne
tkinks she cannot stop, not knowing how to
regulate her hurry.

But it is a plea for the children I would
make, in urging the mothers of the present day
to regulate their hurry.

A child surely has a right to much of its
mother’s time, and has a eclaim on her inter-
ests in all its' plans; but how many children
get this right? Are they not more frequently
dismiesed with a hurried ‘run away now—I'm
tired—don’t bother me—some other time? 'fhe
other time seldom, if ever, comes.

One New Years day 1 was an amused &pee-
tator at a doll’s reception, and chanced to
liear a conversation which made me realize how
little the society mothers actually see ~f their
children. Dolls of all sorts and conditions
were present at this funetion and a great vari-
ety of costumes displayed. One little flaxen-
haired beauty seemed to be the most admired.
Her underclothing was all hand made and
trimmed with lace, while the dainty reception
gown was equally fascinating. ‘Where did you

it? ‘Isn’t she sweet? ‘Who made her
clothes? came a chorus of questions.

‘Why my mother dressed it of cosmse; she
always does! She loves dolls ag much as I do)
answered the proud owner of the waxen
beauty. :

‘Your mother dreseed,it! Did she really?”
queried a surprised little friend: ‘Does she gel
Oh, how
1 wish my mother would do that! But, of.
course she never hag time, and I hardly ever
gec her. When I get home from school she is
at a reception or a card party, and at night
she either has company or goes to the theatre,
and on Sunday she is go tired she sleeps near-
ly all day, or goes out with papa.’

Naturally I was anxious to see the doll this
motherless (%) child brought, and I was nob
surprised to find it bedecked with bits of rib-
bon and gauze, hastily put together by a nurse
and the cheap effect pathetically told the tale
that even dolls can not altogether be relegated
to nurses, but like their owners need ‘mother-
ing’ :

In the former case the mother went so fa
a3 to ‘love dolls’ and even on occasions was
called dolly’s grandmother. s ‘

And can you not imagine as she played thus
with her daughter that she managed to instill
scme beautiful thought that could bear pre-
cious fruit in after years?

In contrast to this is another case where the
mother was a society woman solely. On cne
cecasion she was unwillingly acting the part

of nuree. A friend coming in found her sitting

in one corner of the room intent upon a book,
and holding in her hand a little switch, probk
ably not so much for actual use, as to intimi-
date her charge, and insure to herself an un-
interrupted hour.

In another corner as far away as possible
sat Dorothy with her doll baby in her lap;
‘If you dare to do that again, I shall give you
a good whipping. Then followed some sound-
ing slaps and a great pretense of anger on

" the part of the little lady. The scene was 50

comical that the mother herself had to laugh
and admitted frankly it was only too true to
life. She said she thought the care of chil-
dren was very wearing and she would be very
glad when Dorothy was grown up. And when
Dorothy ‘does grow up think you she will be
any kinder to her own children, if she has any,
than ehe was to her doH? I fear not, ‘Like
parent like child’is only too true, Yet where
is the conscientious mother who does not hope
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thLat her children will do better than she has
dcne and succeed where she has failed? If this
hope is to be realized, the foundation must be
laid in early childhood. No one can take the
place of the mother. She must give herself up
to the work and ‘herself’ means her time. 1f
she is being drawn too much into the vortex
of outside interests, there is omly cne course
before her—to stop short and ‘regulate her
burry’—Presbyterian Witness.’

Inside and Outside Influences.

(Kate Upson Clark in the Brooklyn Daily
Eagle)’)

Far too many of us realize but dimly the full
influence which our home ideals have upon our
children. We think that they go to good
schools on week-days, and to good Sunday
schools on Sundays, and that, therefore, we
may feel ourselves relieved of the responsibili-
ties which -we have imagined that we have
shifted upon the teachers in those respective
institutions.

Your child may be taught grammar in his
school, but his language till the day of his
death will bear upon it the accent and the
idiom of his home. He may be explicitly in-
gtructed in ethics in his church and Sunday
gchool, but his morals will be those of his fa-
ther and mother. He may be told that he
should love to read, and love to study, and
love to listen to lectures on ;rofound subjects,
but he is going to do in all those matters
just about as his father and mother do.

It is the home that molds the child’s
tnoughts and manners, and every father and
mother who thinks he can cherish low ideals,
or can delegate any considerable part of this
molding duty to outsiders, will come to grief.

In at least one such family, where the best
schools and the most faithful religious teach-
ersé labored with the half-dozen children
through all the so-called ‘formative years,” the
results were most disastrous. The children all
went wrong, simply because the home had left
cverything to the schools. It really some-
{imes seems a& if school and church put on
only the frosting of the cake, that the whole
texture and quality of the cake itself depends
vpon the home.

The teacher tells the child that he should
not emoke-—he should not swear. The father
smokes and ewears—and all the teacher’s talk
goes for naught. L

The teacher tells the child that he must
read—and read what is good. He sees no good
reading done in his home. \

The teachers tell the girl that it is vain and
foolich to talk of dress very much; to paint
and powder her face. The child’s mother
thinke of nothing but clothes from morning
to night, and paints and powders her face.

The teachers tell the child that it is. wrong
to evade taxes, to steal in any way. The mo-
iher makes the child cower in order to ap-
pear smaller than he is, and thus escape pay-
ing full fare on the railroads.

The teachers condemn quarrelling and bick-
ering, and loud talking. In the child’s home

. /
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-there may be constant bickering and lack of
seli-control, and he will get the habit, no mat-
ter how the schools teach him.

It is a rare child who is able to shake off
the almost irresistible, never-ceasing, subtle
icfluences of the home and substitute for them
ithe shadowy, half-comprehended ideals set
before him by his teachers. If mothers and
fathers could only realize that it is what they
are and what they do every day in the home
which are going to determme the quality of
their children, perhaps they would take a lit-
tle more pains. They are lazy; they have
formed habits they had to give up; and they
think it is enough if they are faithful in

- making the children go to the schools. These
schools, they argue, will surely point out the
right waye and make the children walk in them.

Don’t for an instant believe 1t. If you want
your children to be noble and high-minded, you
have got to be so yourself. Kven that may
not be enough, but it is the only thing. Some
people think that that is the reason why
children were given us—to make us behave
ourselves,

—_———————

Selected Recipes.

GINGERED PEACHES.—Soak one ounce of
green ginger over night in a pint of water.
Peel cight pounds of ripe peaches and cut in-
to quarters or smaller. Place a layer of
peaches on a platter, sprinkle thickly with
granulated sugar, then add another layer of
peaches and sugar, and continue in this man-
ner until all are used. Let stand over night.
In the morning turn into a porcelain-lined pre-
serving kettle, add the water in which the
ginger has been soaked, and simmer four
Jvours, or until rich and thick. ’

COFFEE CAKE.—To make a cake flavored
with coffee, use strong coffee in place of muk
in mixing the batter. A good recipe is one
cup of coffee, one seant cup of butter, one cup
of sugar, one cup of molasses, one cup of
seeded raising chopped fine, one teaspoonful
soda, one egg, four cups of sifted flour, cinna-
mon, cloves and nutmeg.

R ey ¥

‘A DELICATE PUDDING.—Soak quarter of a
box of gelatine in sufficient cold clear coffee
to soften. Make a boiled custard of two cups
of milk, a pinch of salt, three tablespoonfuls
of sugar and the yolks of three eggs. While
hot pour on the soaked gelatine, and after
etraining fold in the beaten whites of the
eggs. Add half a cup of finely chopped Ma-
deira meats. Pour in individual forms, stand
in ice chest to harden. Serve with cream fla-
vored with lemon.

ROLLS.—At night scald one-half pint of
milk and let it get cold. Take one quart of
flour and rub in thoroughly a dessert-époonful

e T ——————G———C
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of Jard and a little salt. Add a tablespoonful
¢1 sugar and one-fourth cup of yeast to the
milk, and pour into the middle of the ilour,
without mixing at all. Iet it stand until

CHRISTHAS HEEDLEWORK

Many of our readers would like to include a
little real lace among their Christmas gitta
for friends, but think it perhaps more difficult
than it really is. We have arranged to sup-
ply patterns for real Battenberg lace, stamped
in black on blue cambrie, each pattern with
illustrated working directions, &o” simple as to
enable almost anyone to make these dainty
articles. The designs will cover doylies, centre-
pieces, sideboard or piano scarfs and runners,
collars, handkerchiefs, etc. Patterns can be
used over and over again. The cuts are all
greatly reduced.  Full size of cambric pattern
given with each design.

For the additional accommodation, of out-of-
town readers particularly, we can supply the
recessary material in best quality linen braid.
thread, and ecrocheted rings. Prices vary for
beth patterns and materials according to size
and quality. Read descriptions carefully, and
send money in poatal xote, momey order, or
registered letter. Stamps (one and two cent)
accepted for small sums. Always send itlus.
tration with order to avoid mistakes, and
carefully state size when design is given in
various sizes,

Readers will bear in mind that the ma-
terials we supply are not cotton, but the
best imported linen throughout, so that if the
¢cat is higher than the braids ordinarily sold,
the quality fully makes up for it in beauty
of appearance and in durability.

DESIGN NO. 39.

DOYLEY, CENTRE, OR RUNNER.
Doyley sizes, 7 in, 12 in., 14 in.; Centrepiece,
25 in.; Runners, 17 by 68 in., 21 by 72 in.

At breakfast, luncheon and supper the table.
cloth is dispensed with in many homes to-day,
plate, bread-and-butter, finger-bowl and tum-
bler doyleys being used instead. It is an ar.
tistic fashion, as the dark wood forms an ef-
fective background and makes the lace show
to its very best advantage.

Cambric pattern, with illustrated directions
fcr working the above design of real Batten-
berg lace can be supplied to mateh in the
different sizes, and complete working materials
are offered, as follows:—

Doyley pattern, size 7 inches; price, eight
cents. Material 4 1.2 yards linen braid No.
1 thread), 15 cents, or material for six for
price. of five, if sent along with pattern order.

Doyley pattern, size, 12 inches, price 15

cents.  Material (16 yards braid, No. 1, 1

thread), 30 cents, or material for two for 55
cents, if gent with pattern order.

Doyley pattern, size 14 inches, price, 18
cents. Material (13 yards No. 2 braid, 1
thread, 4 rings), 30 cents, or two for 55 ce.its,
if sent with’pattern order.

Centrepiece, pattern, size, 25 inches, price,
25 cents, Material (23 yards No. 2 braid, 2
thread, 8 buttons), 60 centa.

Runner pattern, 17 x 68 inches, price 30
cents. Material (42 yards No. 2 braid, 2 thread,
12 buttons), 95 cents,

 Runner pattern, 21 x 72 inches, price, £0
‘cents. . Material (60 yards No. 2-braid, 2
thread, 50 buttone), $1.35.

Address, ‘Northern Messenger’ Pattern Dept.,
‘Witness’ Block, Montreal, '
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morning; then mix, and let it stand until
noon. Then knead very thoroughly, and roll
cut as for biscuit. Cut them out, roil the
eages together, and stick with a bit of butter
eet away in a cool place until tea-time, and
bake in a quick oven,

CREAM PIE.—Beat the yolks of three ezgs
with one cup of sugar. Sift two level tea-
spoons of baking powder with one cup of sitt-
ed flour; add it to the sugar and yolks of
egga. Then add the Dbeaten  whites,
Eutter two layer cake pamns; fill them with
the mixture. Put them into a“rather quick
oven and bake ten minutes. Iet them'irest

in the tins for two minutes, then turn them'™.

cut. Just before serving time spread with
whipped cream, sweetened and flavored. ‘A'ne
top may be covered with icing.

CHOCOLATE CAKE.—One and one-half cups
of pulverized sugar, one-half cup of sweet milk,
white of five eggs, two cups of flour, one
ard one-half teaspoonfuls of baking powier.
Bake in jelly tins. For the frosting grate one-
s:xth of a cake of sweet chocolate, mix with
cne cup of sugar, butter size of an egg. one-
kalf ceup of milk and one tablespoonful cf
cornstarch. T.et all boil five minutes stirmag
censtantly.  Flavor with vanilla. Let it cool
a little before spreading over cake.

LEMON CAKE.—Two cupsful of sugar, one-
Lalf cupful of butter, three eggs, one cupful
of milk, three cupsful of flour, three level
teaspoonsful of baking powder; bake in layers.
For ‘the jelly use the grated rind and juice of
two lemons, one cupful of sugar, one egg, one-
kalf cupful of water, one teaspoonful of but-
ter, and one tablespoonful of flour mixed in
a little water. Boil until it thickens, let 1t
cool, and spread it between the layers of
cake. s

Men’s Wives.

“This place is' perfect, Charles Kingsley once
wrote to his wife from the seaside, ‘but it
seems a dream and imperfect without you. [
niever before found the loneliness of being with.
cut the loved being whose every look” and
word and motion are the keynotes of my life.
People talk of love ending ‘at the altar-—
Yools,

Within a few days of his death, having vs-
caped from his sick-room, he sat for a few
blissful moments by the bedside of his wife,
who was lying seriously ill. Taking her hand
tenderly in his, he said, in a hushed voice,
‘Don’t speak, darling. This is. heaven.’

John Bright spoke of his wife as ‘the sun-
shine and solace of his days’ When she died,

m
Fall and Winter Fashions,

Those who purchased cur catalogue of apring
and summer patterns found it a very handy
addition to the home work-room. We can
supply an attractive catalogue of the latest
styles for fall and winter, 1907-8. Same price
as before, only ten cents, and well worth that
emall sum. Illustrated supplement on Home
Dressmaking, Fancy Work, Household and
Beauty Hints, and the latest ~Embroidery
Designs.

Send name and address on pattern coupon
given in this issue, with ten cents in stamps,
and the catalogue will be sent you by mail.
Allow one week margin beyond time n
for return of mail, as orders a )
rotation. R N e A g
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Le said, It seems to me as though the world
were plunged in darkness, and that no ray of
Light could ever reach me again this side of
the tomb.” It was Cobden who shook him at
last from the lethargy and despair which were
paralyzing his splendid enmergies. ‘There are
thousands of homes in England at this mo-
ment,” he -said, ‘where wives, mothers, and
children are dying of hunger. Now, when the
first paroxysm of your grief is past, I would
advise you to come with me, and we will
rever rest until the corn law is repealed’

Dean Stunley said: ‘If I were to epitomize
my wife’s qualities, 1 couldn’t do it better
than in the words of a cabman who drove us
¢n our honeymoon. “Your wife,” he said to
me, “is' the best woman in England”—and I
guite agree with him/’

“Why should you pity me? Mr. Fawcett, the
blind Postmaster-General, remarked to a friend
who had expressed sympathy with him in his
affliction. ‘My wife 1s all the eyes I want, and

no man ever looked out on the world through
cyes more sweet or true’

No man ever relied more completely on his
wife’s guidance anl counsel than John XKeble.
the poet of the ‘Christian Year’ She was, a3
he often declared, his ‘conscience, memory, and
common-sense.’

Dr. Wordsworth, late Bishop of Lincoln, said
tnat his wedded life had been ‘as near perfec-
tion as was possible this side of Eden.’—Tit-
Bite!
el

In Spite of Heredity.

Those who have read the interesting bio-
graphy of that great and good man, the late
Larl of Shaftesbury, who was a leader in all
that was noble and good, will remember the
remarkable facts of his life. e was not only
the son of a father who drank hard, and used
very bad language, but his mother was also a
his training. Not only was the seventh Earl

of Shaftesbury likely to turn out badly from
worldly, selfish woman, who utterly neglected
bereditary causes, but also from environment.
His mother’s neglect was, however, the cause
of his salvation; for he was committed to the
care of an old nurse, who was a true Chris-
tian, and who, in his early youth, instilled her
Christian principles into his plastic mind; thus
counteracting for good the mother’s evil in-
fluence, and sowing the seeds in his young
Feart of that noble character which, in after
years, made him do so much for his country
and poor suffering humanity around him.
Heredity was adverse, and environment was
bad, but faith was stronger than both toge-
ther.

It is not a little remarkable that another
striking personality, well known as an earn-
est Christian man and a great philanthropist,
had an experience similar to that of Lord
Shaftesbury. I refer to the great Wilberforce,
whose name was so closely associated with the
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PICTURES

The more people are educa-
ted the more they appreciate
and value pictures of current
events—for they contribute
del.ghtfully ata glance to a
still further education.

The less people are edu-
eated the more they appre-
ciate and value pictures be-

« cause they tell them at a
glance of interests of which
they cannot or perhaps will
not read. That is why they
please and instruct the chil-
dren.
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Everybody likes pictures

“and no home should be with-

out its picture paper. The
cheapest and besl is the

! . Itis

 to Canada what the “London
1llustrated News’ and “ Gra-
phic” are to Dritain. The

% Canadian Pictorial” con-

tains about a thousand inches

_of pictures and costs nkout a

“thousand dollars each issue.

~Only ten cents a copy.

. One dollara year.

A Tax Pwmmh Posusmizg Co'y,
142 St Petor St, Montreal.
Jo ‘ ).

HN DOUGALL & SON, Agents, :
** Witndas ” :M e

ing, Montreal.

4 Publishing Co, 142 St. Peter street,

"CANADIAN PICTORIAL

(Contents.)

The second volume of the ‘Canadian
Pictorvial’ ends with the November 1ssue,
just out.  Among its full ‘page pictures
are the following :—A prize picture of
an’ sh tLatched ecottage; the seven
Qanadian. premiers since Confederation;
the Hon.” Wm. Pagsley, Mmister of
Public Works; the famous yachtsman,
Sir Thomas Lipton; an Algerian war
picture.  Other pictures deal with the
Indians of Alberta, the Prince of
Wales shooting on the moors, airships,
bullooning, wireless telegraphy, the hand-
some wrought iron gates in fromt Of
Buckingham Palace, which are Canada’s
gift to the monument to Qu.en Victoria.
and many other timely topics.

The usual ‘News of the Month,’
¢ With the Wits,’ *Fashion Patterns,
and the various articlcs m the Woman's
Department, complete an excell nt num-
ber. Thirty-two pages in all.

Annual subscription, $1.00;
copies, ten cents,

single

PRESS OPINIONS.

Whe ‘Pictorial’ Publishing Company
of Montreal is doing a distinet service
to Canada and Canpadians in publishing
the Canadian Pictorial.’  The illustra-
tions are high class and the printing 18
in keeping. There is a large field m
Canada for such a magazine, and the
standard set by the ‘Canadian Pictoral’
should spell success.— The Hamilton
Spectator.”

]

"The handsome full page and other il- .
lustrations of the *Canadian Pictorial
are a delight to all picture lovers, and
a great credit to Canadian _workman:
ship.— Daily News,” Truro, N.S.

¢ L am highly pleased witkithe ¢ Cana-
- dian Pictorial. ' —Ed. of ‘Standard,’ Pem-
broke, Ont. : 3 :

The * Canadian Pictorial’ iz  $1.00. a
vear.. 10 cents a_copy. ~ The ‘ Pictorial’

BIRTHDAY.

Just a year ago the ‘Canadian Pic-
torial’ made its bow to an admiring con-
stituency.  Thousands of people sub-
scribed to the end of the last year—and
practically all of them followed up their
trial with an annual subscription accom-
panying with it in very many cases sub-
seriptions for their ‘friends also.

The list of admirers continues to grow
at such a rate as to ‘involve presently
the purchase of additional machinery—the
present plant, though the best to be had,
is already taxed to the utmost to get the
publication out in the required time. This
all shows the popularity of the ‘Canadian
Pictorial” = You would certainly have
it in your home if you could see a copy.
But as these copies cost too much to
send around as samples it has been de-
cided to offer November and Docember
issues of this year for only 15 cents, Octo-
ber issueg are almost exhausted, but this
will be included as long as supply lasts.
The Christmas Number of the ‘Canadian
Pictorial,! which is going to be extra fine,
is included in the offer. We make this
offey knowing that you will want to zon-
tinue taking the publication regularly af-
ter the trial. Only 15 cents to the end
of the year. John Dougall & Son, agents
for the ‘Canadian Pictorial,’ ‘Witness’
Plock, Montreal.

SPECIAL YEAR-END COUPEN.
John Dougall & Son, Agents for the
‘Canadian Pictorial,” “Witness’ Office,
Montreal, - et

: Dear Sira

T have not been subscribing for the
‘Ctanadian Pictorial, but would like to
take advantage of the Year-End Trial
Offer, given above, I therefore enclose
Tifteen Cents to pay for the November

the December (Christmas) iesues, al-
¢ ::dfor October, if any are stigl available.
)

Namp.. #e he e su s% s s ek es en ee
; s oo

U e L R e e v

=3

PROVBON. < <o s ool an 00 e Wb
190...... ‘ Wiz o
1s : 3 g
N.B.—Good for Canada (Montreal and
suburbs alone excepted), Newfoundland,

Montreal.

5

' the Britich Isles, and for"mdavionyn' de-
pe;dencies of Gireat Britain as do not
Nequire extrs postages
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—_
literation of all the slaves velenging to the
British Empire. He, too, had a worldly, self-
ish mother, whose one object was to push him
or in the things of this world,
Peglected his religious training,
opposed anything of the
ther he had turned out a manp of the world
than a Christian man. In spite of his heredit-
ary taint, and in spite also of his environmen?®,
an apparently accidental acquaintance at the
University led him to take up the nobler and
better life, and to be to the w-rld an object-
lesson that a living faith.in Christ can make
us ‘more than conguerors.’——Christian Age.

bat actually
kind, and would ra.

— i

Fancy Work.

Of course it is quite impossible that a man,
however gifted, should appreciate the import-
ance of fancy-work to the feminine mind, .o
woran finds a great deal of pleasure in the
embroidery, the lace, the ‘erochet-work or
kuitting, that she keeps on hand as a relief
from other sewing or from the continual

|
|
|
i
i

|

|

l

nending that is-the mother’s and the house-
wife’s portion. Very little poetry, although

{ very much true love may prompt it, goes to
She not culy |
[ a jagged tear in fathers coat; but when a

tLe patching of Johnny’s trousers and darming

woman has finished her household tasks for
tie day, and has changed her kitchen garb fer
a fresher gown, she understands what 13
weant by life's poetry a wee bit better,” at
flom her basket she takes a piece of dainty
linen, and embroiders it with leaf and stem,
than if she sit aown beside a great pile ot
sccks, with yawning holes at the toes and the
beels.

There are specimens of needle eraft that

S ‘
Answering Advertisements,

1f ‘Messenger’ readers ordering goods ad-
vertized in the ‘Messenger’ will state in their
order that they saw the advertisement in the
‘Messenger,” it will be greatly appreciated by
all concerned.

—
]

"TH I

t

NO. 5856 AND NO.75824.—SHIRT-WAIST

SUIT.

¢
A smart model, suitable for development in
ény of the season’s fabrics, is shown in this
design for a shirt-waist costume. It is very
neat, and practical for home.making. The
blouse waist may be of the same material as
the skirt, or may be made up of the lighter
fabries, It is made especially becoming by the
deep tucks that extendw over the shoulders in
‘Gibson’ effect. The skirt is one of the fuli
graceful models in pleated style, and is  in
round length. Striped novelty suiting was
chosen for the making, but mohair, serge,
eashmere, gilk and panama cloth will all de.

 velop attractively. For 36 inches bust mea-
~ Bure 2 3-8 yards of 44 inch material will be

Tequired for the waist and 6 1.2
skirt,

Ladies’ ehirtwaist, No. 5856, sizes for 32,
34, 36, 38, 40 and 42 inches bust measure,

Ladies’ gkirt, No. 5824, sizes for 92, 24, 2,
28 and 30 inches waist measure.

yards for the

This illustration calls for two separate pat.
terns which will be sent to Aany address on the
receipts of 10 cents for each.

BUSY

MESSENCER’ PATTERNS

FOR

MOTHICR

NO. 5688—A CHILD'S COAT,

The box modes,
verites of the gefson, Tixcellent shaping

for girls are among the fa-

given the one here shown, which ig equally
stylish in long or three-quarter length, both
of which are provided for in. the pattern. The
reck is completed by a proad round collar, and
the full sleeves are finighed by turned.back
cuffs, Broadcloth, tweed, serge, cheviot and
velvet are all adaptable for the making. For
a child of seven years one and five-eighths
yards “of fifty-four-inch material will be re.
quired. Sizes for 5, 6, 7, 8 9 and 10 years.

‘NORTHERN MESSENGER’ PATTERN
courox

Please send me

JAS. A. OGILVY & SONS,
CLOSE PRICES ON MATERIALS

for making up ‘Messenger’ patterns,
Jour orders to us, and
t'ng the best quality and lowest prices pos.
sible. Ours is one of the largest dress goods
stocks in Canada, and we buy direct from
makers.

Write for sample of
for making up.

FOR THE SHIRTWAIST SuULT,

Send
you can rely on get-

anything you desire

44 inch Shadow Strips and Check Tweeds, all™
pure wool, 85¢ ner yard.

46 inch Mohair, 75¢ per yard,

40 inch Pure Wocl Serge, b0c per yard,
Cashmeres, in a large range of cclors, 42 in.
wide, 50c and 6jc.

18 ,

Pure Wool Panama, 42 inches wide, 65c; 44 in.
wide, T5¢; 46 inches wide, 8ge.

Cream Striped Tafreta Blousings, with a neat
; eatin -over-stripe, in ecelors, 29  inches wide,
per yard, 50e.

French Striped Blou:ings, 36 inches wide, 50c yd,
Very Special, Foulard Silk, make EXQUISITRH
WAISTS, worth 85¢, for 50c vard,

FOR CHILD'S COAT.

Ladies’ Cloth, 51 inches wide, $1.65 yard.

Tweeds of all kinds, from 50c to $1.65 yard.

24 inch Velveteen, Very Special, 50¢ yard.

High Class Corduroy,guaranteed in pile and cole
or. Very pretty for Children’s Ccate, 24 in,
wide. Special, per yard, $1.00.

Canada’s Leading Dry Goods Store,

Montreal, Canada,

e T —

have the beauty and finish of painting, and
they have filled happy hours for happy women.
We need nov go to museums and expositions
te discover wonder specimens of art needle-
work: They are to be found in plain farm-
houses, and in the back rooms of city board-
ing houses, where quiet women have learned
that a great deal of pleasure, and not a little
repose, comes from doing beautiful needle-
work well,

If one does not care for the needle, and it
is not her tool, &he may pass this paragraph
by There are thousands of Kves daughters
who do understand, and who love the nttie
ticedle, and use it as an artist uses brush and
pencil—‘Christian Herald.

Gi2 WOMAN’S FALL. 8SUITS, $8 50

ABY'S OWN ¢

Tailored to order, Also Suits to $15. Send to-
day for free Cloth Sampl es and Style Book.
SOUTHCOTT SUIT Q0. Londoa, Ont.

‘THE NORTAERY NESSENGER,

ANNUAL SUBSCRIPTION RATES,
(Strictly in Advance.)

; 8Bingle ccples ., A . a
Three Coples, od,‘ﬂ 0 =

upantei; : “d.dr'nt

desired, for .. s dehe we ee-ea 1.00 ®
Four Copies, separately  addressed, it
desired, per copy ., ..., .. e e 30 =
Ten Coples or more, to one address,
POFCODY . o s 133 Tid caliipaion s ual coy 20 =
8ix months trial at half the above rates,
Postage Included for Canada (Montreal and saburbs em.

ecepted); Newfoundland, Great Britain, Gibraltar, Malta, New

Zealand. Transvaal, Jamaica, Trinidad, Babama Islands, Ban
badoes, Bermuda, British Honduras, Ceylon, Gambia, Sara
wak, Zanzibar, Hong Kong and Cyprus.

U. 8. Postage 50¢ extra to the United Biates Alaska,
Hawaaiian and Philipjine Itlands, exeept in clubs, to one

Pattern. Size,
o SRR e L ) S e gt
N taesa el S S A IR
Nosr s

A N RS e s VR

N e

tese aw et RO BRI SN o RN e

- for which T encloge .. s .. cents

Name. ;. .}

AR S S T R LR

g ol e ol o N R teveae

N

dd _,'hmﬂ"lwmﬁ.'ﬂb.ku~~
8ge per annum. - v
Foreign Postage to all conntries
tist, ifly cents extra.
Bamples and Subscription Blanks
promptly sent on request.

SUNDAY SCHOOL OFFER.

Any school in Canada that does not take ¢
Meszenger,” may have it supplied free on
for three weeks on request of Buperintendent,
Becrotary or Pastor, sta inz the number of copies
requ.ire;.y : ’ .

Dot named in the above




