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THE BLACKSMITH OF GRUNDER-
WALD.

(From Sunday at Home).
CHAPTER I

Travelling in the Tyrol was not an easy
business in the year 1769. The country,
which might be called an eastward wing of
the Alps, and rivals Switzerland in its alter-
nation of towering summit and deep valley,
had few roads, and those it had were neither
safe nor smooth; its towns, besides being
few and far between, were generally small
and poor, and their inns afforded but scanty
accommodation to strangers. ~ Yet the Tyrol
was then, and had been for many an age, the
highway of trade and travel between the
Teutonic and the Latin race, and the con-
necting link of the Kaiser’s empire, as it
existed at the time, with one end on
the German, and the other on - . .

yetnowhere could one see more meagre crops
or ill-cultivated fields, less-carefully dressed
vineyards or more garden-ground running
to waste than in the purlieus of Grunder-
wald. The roofs of its cottages were gener-
ally in want of thatch, the machinery of the
draw-well, primitive at the best, was danger-
ously out of repair ; broken-down fences,and
hingeless gates were the prevailing fashion.
The windmill looked as if it must give up
work on some early day ; and nothing about
the village seemed in good order but the
blacksmith’s forge.

A short sojourn at Grunderwald would
have made the cause of such general dilapid-
ation evident to the least discerning mind.

In common with the majority of the
Tyrolese, its inhabitants belong to the Roman
Catholic Church, and they now had a high
repute for piety throughout the mountain

men and martyrs whom the Church had
thought worthy of canonization, overpassed
the bounds of his natural good sense and
Christian prudence.

The zeal of Father Felix was not according
to knowledge, but it was fervent, and
brought about a new order of things in
Grunderwald. The simple villagers were at
first astonished to hear vigils and feasts, of
which neither they nor their fathers had
dreamed, announced from the altar, and
their observance enjoined as the most solemn
of Christian duties. Names of which they
had never heard the sound were made known
to them ip the Father’s sermons, with ample
details ofl miracles performed and work, of
ahstinen%\or flagellation done by way of
proving the saint’s right to his day. The

priest’s eloquence and influence soon brought
the saints into. fashion ; there was scarcely

the Italian soil. Gallant caval-
cades escorting imperial viceroys
to Milan, had wound through its
valleys, powerful armies had
descended from its heights, to
crush insurrection in Lombard
cities, or strengthen the hands of
Imperial partisans, and Charles
the fifth had fled through its
mountain passes, pursued by his
Protestant enemies to the very
borders of Ttaly.

- These days were done before
the period of our story, the Lom-
bard cities rested in tranquil
bondage under the rule of Austria
and the Church ; Maria Theresa
and her son Joseph jointly oc-
cupied the throne of the Kaisers.
But the roads of the Tyrol were
as bad as they had ever been ; and
one of the worst, though forming
part of the beaten track to the
Italian frontier, was that which led
to the isolated village of Grunder-
wald.

The situation of that village
was peculiar; a cleft in a great
mountain side two thousand feet
above the level of the sea, in the form of a
deep dell. It was sheltered from mountain
storms on the north and east by the pine
forest that grew between it and the perpetual
snow, but was open to the genial influences
of the west and south. Tt was a rustic place
of thatched cottages clustering round an old,
but well-preserved church, and encircled by
a broad belt of vineyards and cornfields,
Its institutions consisted of a well, to which
the women resorted for water and gossip, a
green on which the young people played, a
slow-going windmill, and a blacksmith’s forge.
Like most of the Tyrolese people, its inhabi-
tants were of the German stock, a strong,
active and hardy race, nestling in the moun-
tain’s breast : sickness seldom visited their
homes. The soil of their dell was reckoned
‘among the most fertile in the Alpine land,
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country, on account of their strict and

abundant observance of saints’ days. It was
not alwaysso. The number of the canonized
had become so great in the progress of ages,
that most of their days, and names too, had
slipped out of memory among the industri-
ous peasants and hardy hunters of the Tyrol :
except the patron of a village or the guardian
of a mineral spring from which cures might
yet be expected, few of the calendar got any
commemoration at all. And so it was in
Grunderwald, till Father Felix came to reside
there as the village priest.

He was a man devoted to the duties of
his office, and the flock committed to his
charge. He had nevertheless one spiritual
hobby, to which the system he served under
gave more than sufficient scope ; his ideas
of the honorand reverence due to those holy

a week of which two or three days were not
given up to martyrs, confessors, or holy
hermits. The villagers had no objection to
work on the Lord’s Day ; indeed the Sabbath
rest had never been regarded among them,
but on a saint’s day nothing would tempt
man, woman or ehild in Grunderwald to do
any worldly work, or mind any terrestrial
business, however needful.  After themorn-
ing mass and its accompanying ceremonies,
the young people played rustic games on the
green or danced the hours away ; the old
smoked and gossiped in convenient places.
There was a good deal of beer-drinking
done, and the habits of idleness and time-
spending thus acquired had an evil effect on
the working days ; everything that conld he

shirked or put aside, was allowed to be so,

and the necessary consequences were, fields

half cultivated, and buildings out of repair:
Thoughtful and intelligent peasants mur-
mured among themselves at the sacrifice of
time and the neglect of needful work occasi-
oned by the observance of so many holidays,
but nobody really ventured to question the
propriety of the new institutions but Lud-
wig Estermann, the blacksmith of Grunder-
wald. SR e R
Ludwig lived in the freedom of a man
who had neither kindred nor connections in
the village, and could therefore speak his
mind. His native place was on the Swiss
frontier, and his sturdy frame and sober,
resolute face belonged to the Swiss rather
than the Tyrolese stock. He had come to
Grunderwald with his wife and their only
child, some fifteen years before Father Felix
began what the priest called his reforms in
the parish, and settled there, as the place was
%a. Without a blacksmith. In the
% course of that time death had
taken from him his faithful wife.
His only child, a fair danghter
named Margaret, had grown up to
fill, in some degree, the place she
left vacant in hisheart and home.
The late device for honoring the
saints went against his good sense
and his conscientious convictions,
and Ludwig did not hesitate to
express his opinion on thesubject.
“ No doubt some of them were
holy men and servants of God in
their day,” he said, “though we
know nothing about the most of
them, by reason of their times and
countries being so far from ours ;
but can any rational man believe
that either they or their blessed
Master would have the~ time in
which poor Christians ought to
work for themselves and their
families frittered away in long
services and useless holidays ?”
Many of the villagers said that
“Estermann had the rights of it,”
yet next day left their ripe corn,
or wind-stripped roofs, to crowd
the church while mass was said in
honor of some unknown saint, and squand-
ered the succeeding hours in idleness or sport.
Many more disputed and grew angry with
him, applying every ill name they could
think of, from “ Lutheran” downward, to
the blacksmith, but it was all the same as far
a.s.he Wwas concerned. While they kept the
saints’ days, he attended to the work of his
forge or field, set things to rights that hap-
pened to get out of order about his premises,
and so contrived to have the best kept and
most comfortable home in Grunderwald.
The blacksmith’s customers were many,
but his returns were small, and there was a
millstone hanging abous Ludwig’s neck, in
the shape ofa debt due to Adam Finkler, the
richest man in the village. Some people
said he was the oldest man, too, but all
agreed that Adam was the best bargain-
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maker ; he had made a shrewd one with
Ludwig Estermann, regarding the house| !
which the latter occupied. Adam had sold,
and Ludwig had bought it, on the agreement

that the price was to be paid in annual in-
stalments of fifty thalers each, to be duly
deposited in Finkler’s hand, on or before
the feast of St. Martin ; and if the purchaser
failed to pay any one of these instalments
within the stipulated time, the house should
revert to its original owner, without any .-
lowance for the payments formerly made,
or the expense incurred by repairs or im-
Eraovements.

termann, but the house was cheap on the
whole. Itsuited his necessitiesand had taken
his fancy ; his trade was good, fifty, thalers
could be easily saved in the course of a
Yyear, and old Finkler would sell on no other
terms.

It was said that he had become the pro-
prietor of many a village home b{ similar
agreements ; but prudent men will do im-
prudent things at times. Unwarned by that
report, Ludwig accepted the conditions, and
made the house his lxome.

Almost seven years has passed away since
then. The greater part of the purchase-
money was paid ; the bare, scarcely finished
building, of which Ludwig took possession,
had become a pleasant dwelling-place as
could be found in all the mountain country.
Snug and warm in winter, fair and flowery
in the summer time, passing strangers paused
to admire its outward aspect, in such re-
markable contrast to the rest of the village
homes, and neighbors knew how bright and
cheerful it was made within by Margaret
Estermann.

Margaret spent a useful and contented life,
though it was not expected to flow always in
the same channel. - Ernest Muller had been
her father’s apprentice ever since the Ester-
manns took possession of the purchased
house. He was a neighbor’s son, the eldest
of a large family, and the help and hope of
his parents.

Between him and Ludwig’s daughter a
mutual attachment had exwsted from their
childhood, which increased with their years
till the young people seemed to have but
one heart and one mind, It was cordially
approved of by the parents on both sides,
especially Margaret’s father, whose earthl
hopes and aims were centred in the well-
being o his only child.

b Ft will be a good dowry for my girl,”” he
would say to himself when contemplating,
with honest pride, the home which 1}1’1'5 own
industrious hands and well-earned thalers
had made of the purchased house; “gshe
and Ernest Muller s‘mll live here, with the
Lord’s blessing, a happy wedded life, and
bring up their children to play about the
arm-chair where I sit Grandfather Grey-
beard.”

The best-founded hopes and most promis-
ing plans of men are doomed to disappoint-
ment at times, and so it was with the éonest
blacksmith in those days of our tale. TLud-
wig’s hand did not lose its cunning in the
forging of iron, but his trade fell rapidly
away, the non-keeping of saints’ days did it
as much damage as their observance had done
to village affairs in general. Ludwig’s un-
popularity was at its height, when a black-
smith from the'neighborhood of Innspruck,
partly in ‘hopes of finding a better field,
arrived and established himsélf in Grunder-
wald. :

His first act was to publish a verbal mani-
festo in favor of the saints’ days, in one of
which he declared no money would induce
him to lift a hammer,>and that orthodox
profession gave the finishing blow to Ester-
mann’s business,

Henceforth his forge was forsaken, while
customers flocked to that of the new-comer,
who was by no means so good a workman
and rather patronized on account of the
saints, than employed for his skill, The
most friendly of the neighbors advised Tud-
wig to recover his position among them by
at once conforming to the established custom
but-his manly spirit spurned the thought of
giving up declared convictions for the sake
of trade aud gain. He remained in his
empty forge, framing curious specimens of
iron-work, or teaching Ernest the most
hidden secrets of his craft, as the youl’s
apprentice-time was now drawing near its
enH. So was the specified time approaching
for paying the last instalment of Ludwig’s
debt to Adam Finkler; but with all his ex-
ertions and savings too, the blacksmith could
not scrape together half the sum.

(To be Continued.)
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CHAPTER IV.—A RESOLUTION.

There was no more sleep for Ben White
that night. He had entered that poor hume
ina merry mood, excited and exhilarated
by battling with thestorm. Full of health and
prosperity, he had thought it a fine joke to
roug% it a little, and have a good story to
tell about in the future. Ben called himself
a Christian boy. He had never thought it
possible he could be anything but a member
of the church and a right-principled man.
Now the awful reality of the truth of God
came home to him with power. How would
his life look when pictured before him at
the lastday ? The hand of his Lord he had
before taken as a right and natural thing ;
now, with x]ew love, he grasped again that
outstretched hand, and felt that only so could
he be safe from destruction, and pass thro ugh
this world of temptation to the rest above,
In Kate’s prayer for her husband Ben
had heartily joined. How he realized the
ower of that habit against which Harry
Barber had so long struggled in vain !

Then and there Ben \%ﬁxite made a resolu-
tion : Not a drop of anything intoxicating
should ever again pass his lips. Wine he
had occasionally taken at his father’s table
with older Christian friends, Hencefor-
ward he would not touch it, lest some one
possessed of the demon should say: “It was
with you I first learned to drink, and now I
can not get free.” How did he know that
he was himself secure from temptation ?

There was but one absolutely safe path.
He would have nothing to do wi - that
which at the last could burn like a fle and

sting like an adder.

Ben grew impatient for the morning
light. There was work for him to do. He
longed to be up and at it. This vacation,
which Ben had meant to idle away, must
be a busy time for him. Who could tell
whether he should live tili school hegan again,
and what had he done for the Kingdom of
his Redeemer? What had he done for his
fellow-creatures, if he should suddenly be
called to his account? What could he say
of his stewardship? Fourteen years of
health of body and mind in a Christian land,
a luxurious heme, and a full purse.  What
had he rendered to God for all his blessings ?
Ben had had no mother to prompt him to
a spivitual, Chuigtian life, or to deeds of
mercy and love. His father had been satis-
fied to know that Ben was what he called a
“ correct boy,” a good scholar, and a merry,
happy fellow, whom everybody loved.

H.;s father was now away from home on a
long journey, and Ben was quite the master
of the house, as he was an only child, so he
had not hesitated to spend the night as he
could, to escape furt}l:er buffeting of the
storm.

As soon as it was light, Ben opened the
outer door, and, fishing-rod in hand, he went
out silently. o4 2 ;

How delicious he found the fresh morning
air ! The three-mile walk wasa mere pas-
time ! ¢

What a breakfast he made, and hqw he
did wish “the giant’” were beside him to
enjoy the good-cheer with him !

en had not finished his comfortable meal,
when the old housekeeper stepped into the
room. ;

He had been ashamed to find that she had
sat up all night for him. He had not once
thought that any one could take any trouble
abouthim. He felt himself so completely
the master in his father’s absence, he did not
realize that to the old servants he wasbut a
child. and a child left in their charge.

“Your father is at the door,” said the
housekeeper soberly ; “shall I tell him about
yournot coming home last night ?”?

“ Ill tell him myself. T am sorry, though,
I gave you so much bother,” said Ben, as
ine bounded to the door, to weloome his father

ome.

Mr. White was a quiet, reserved man, and

Ben had never been very confidential with
him. Now, however, the hoy’s heart was o
full, that as soon as they wereseated at table,
he poured out the story of his last night’s
adventures.

Mr. White ate silently, but evidently
listening with interest ; as Ben described
the tall, thin woman, the courageous
“giant” and the empty larder, he looked
into his father’s cold, light-blue eyes. Could
it be that they were full of tears?

Mr. White said nothing, took another
muffin quietly, the eyes grew clearer, and
Ben thought he must have been mistaken.

Ben found no difficulty in telling his story,
until he came to the point where his own
feelings had been so deeply roused ; this he
passed over shortly, simply saying :

“I never realized before what a miserable,
useless life I have led. I trust I shall be for-
given, and helped to do better. But, father,”

e continued, “one thing I have resolved,
that I will never drink a glass of wine again.
It is not that I thipk my influence will be
worth much, but I want that very little to
be on the right side. And then, father, I
might go wrong myself, who knows? Some
of the boys no older than I am take too
much for them. So you won’t mind, father,
if my glass stands empt{ {

“No, child !” said Mr. White soberly ;
“no, child, but you shall never be tempted
to break your resolution at my table, nor
shall my example be in your way. At home,
and everywhere, my glass shall stand empty
too, from this day henceforward.”

To Ben’s surprise, his father rose hastily,
kissed his forehead, and witha “(God bless
you, my boy,” quitted the room, 5
In the boy’s young face, touched with
deep feeling, Mr.  White had seen again the
earnest, appealing expression of the wife,
who had once softened his calm, cold nature,
and Erompted him to many a lovi.nl.’g deed.
She had been received “up higher,” while
her hushand was left, in his speechless grief,
shut out by his reserve, as by a stromg wall,
from human sympathy, and had little by
little grown almost forgetful of that Divine.
love which can alone cheer and sustain.
His Christian Tife had grown dull and for-
mal : it was paralyzed, not dead.

Ben sat alone, in silent gratitude. He had
but thought to make to his heavenly Father
the poor offering of the influence ofa peni-
tent boy, and now he had the promise of his
earthly father’s sanction and help for the
cause that was already dear to his heart.

(To be continued.)
e

THE BOY WHO COULD SAY “NO.”

“No!” Clear, sharp and ringing, with
an emphasis that could not fail to arrest at-
tention.

“Idon’t often hear such a negative as
that,” remarked one gentleman to another
a3 they were passing the playground of the
village school. 7

“1t is not often any one hears it. The
boy who uttered it can say ‘yes,’ too, quite
as emphatically. He is a new comer here,
an orphan, who lives with his uncle about
two miiles off. He walks in everi morning,
bringing his lunch, and walks back at night.
He works enough, too, to paIv_hmboard, aud
does more toward running his uncle’s farm
than the old man does himself. He is the
coarsest dressed scholar. in school and the
greatest favorite, Everybody knows just
what to expect of him.” ;s

“Quite a character. I should like to see
him. Boys of such sturdy make-up are
ﬁetting to be scarce, while the world never

ad more need of them than now.”

“All that is true, and if you wish to see
Ned, come this way.”

They moved on a few steps, pausing at an
open gate, near which a group of lads were
discussing an excitin question.

“It isn’t right, and T won’t have anything
to do with it. When I say ‘no,” [ mean it.”

“Well, any way, you needn’t speak so
lond and tell everybody about it,”” was re-
spom}ed impatiently to this declaration.

“'m willing everybody should hear what
Dve got to say about it." I won’t take any-
thing that aon’t belong to me, and I won’t
drink cider any way.”

“Such a fuss about a little fuy | It’s just
what we might have expected. Younever
go in for fun.”

“Inevergo in for doing wrong. I told
you ‘no’to begin with. "And you’re the
ones to blame if there’s been any fuss,”

“Ned Dunlap, I should like to gee you a
minute.”

“Yes, sir.” And the boy removed his

hat as he passed through the gate and waited
to hear what Mr. Palmer might say to him.

“ Has your uncle any apples to sell 3"’

“No, sir. He has some, but he has sold
them. T've got two bushels that were my
share for picking. Should you like to buy
them, sir }’J’

“Yes, if we can
Do you know just
WOI‘[?I {1

** Yes, &ir.”

“All right then. I will call for them,
and you may call at my house for the pay.”

This short interview afforded the stranger
an o}pportunity to observe Ned Dunlap
closely. The next day a call was made at
his uncle’s, and although years elapsed be-
fore he knew what a friend he h ined,
that day his fortune was assured. After he
had grown to manhood and accepted a lu-
crative position, which was not of his seek-
ing, he asked why it had been offered him.

“ Because I knew you could say ‘no’if

ee upon the price.
ow much they are

occasion required,” answered his employer.
“No,” was the first word I heard you speak,
and you spoke it with a will. More people,
old and young, are ruined for want of using
that word than from any other cause. They
don’t wish to do wrong, but they hesitate
and parley until the tempter has them fast.
The boy or girl who is not afraid to say ‘ no’
is reasonably certain of making an honorable
man or woman.”

“Yes” is a sweet and often loving word.
“No”is a strong, brave word, which has
signalled the defeat of many a scheme for
the ruin of some fair young life.—Temper-
ance Banner.

THE OPIUM VICTIM,

From Nankin Mrs. Adams writes :—A
few weeks ago messengers came to our house
asking that the foreign teacher would go
and see a woman who was dyingffrom opium
poisoning. Mr. Adams and Mr. Tomalin
took some medicine, and, after walking some
distance, they reached a fine large house,
evidently the residence of a person of some
distinetion. They were shown into a room
filled with peo )Ka talking, smoking, and
drinking tea, and speculating upon the re-
sult of the foreigner’s visit.™ The poor wo-
man was in a death-like stupor. am£ rou
contplained of great pain at the-heart-an

a weary desive for sleep. My husband gave
her a strong emetic, which soon produced
the desived effect. While watching the result
of the treatment, the following story was
told :—The husband of this poor woman
had formerly held a lucrative an responsible
Wai‘tion in a Mandarin Yamen; or court.

hile there he first tasted what the natives
called “ Western dirt.” As long as he kept
his situation his wife and family did not suf-
fer, but he lost it as the opium obtained more
complete mastery over himi. He could get no
other employment, though the taste grew
daily. His poor wife did all she could to
kee,}f) up a{:peamnce and provide food for
her family by winding silk and weaving the
satin for which Nankin is noted : ortions
of their house were let off till they had but
one small room left to themselves, At last
the bitterly cold winter set in, and the poor
creature found herself without money,
without food, without elothes, for those
which should have proteeted them from the
cold had long since been sold to buy the
fatal drug, and yet the infatuated husband
must have money to satisfy the cravings of
appetite. At last the poor wife, ina g: of
desperation, determined to put an end to
the struggle by taking her life ; and thus,
ignorant of God, ignorant of the future, she
was very near the unseen world, when it
pleased God to restore her, as the remedies
used were blessed to her yecovery. The hus.
band came afterward to hear the Gospel
preached, and seemed very grateful, 'I'Eis
shuta })icture of what is occurring in thous-
ands of families in this city, and in myriads of
families in this empire.—Word and Work.

THaAT WAS A stinging rebuke which a to-
bacco-chewing father received,when he heard
that his young son had been begging licorice
from the apothecary, and when asied wh
he wished to chew it, replied, “So I can spit
black, like papa.”

Mgs. DURRANT, Secretary of the Worki
Women’s Teetotal League, having compl
40 years of teetotalism, and her husband 36,
they invited abstainers of 35 years’ standing
fo tea at Mr. Varley’s Tabernacle, Notting-
hill. Nearly three hundred persons accepted

presided over by the Rev. Dawson Burns.

the invitation, and the pleasant meeting was ||

]
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THE HOUSEHOLD.

A SERMON TO GIRLS.—DRESS,.
BY MARGARET E. SANGSTER. i

The subject of dress naturally and pro-
perly occupies an important place in the
thoughts of women. = Every young girl
should have ideas about it—ideas which are
her own, and which she has gained as the re.
sult of intelligent consideration of the theme,
Sheshould determine her dress from elevated
and not from ignoble motives, and decide its
cost, its, style, its beauty, and its harmony,
with conscientious regard to her income, and
her duties in life. It is (Ferfectly right and
womanly that we should care about it and
devote to it a legitimate portion of decorous
and reasonable attention,

A young lady needs, asa matter of course,

' stand behind the counter, measuring gards
]

| of boys.

| mon wear than a soiled and

.reached the recreative art of t

| now the white,

what may be called her business dress, after
that her every-day leisure dress, and last, her
best dress, to be worn on state 0ccasions,
and laid aside that its frezhness may be re-
tained.

By a business dress I mean this, something
strong and serviceable which you can wear
engaged in the daily work, which every self-
respecting girl finds to do. I am not writing
for idlers, for I hold, as a part of religious
duty, that no womanly girl, whatever her
station, can be content to simply exist, help-
ing, oomforting,oand blessingnobody in Gotf’s
busy world. me have one sort of work
to do and some another. Mary may set the
break fast table, sweep the chambers, or dust
the parlor. Eva may attend school. Flor-
ence may read the Bible or the newspaper to
her father, whose sight begins to fail, l}.)ouisa
may knead and bake the bread. Clara may

of ribbon and matching shades of silk for
fastidious buyers. Eleanor may manage a
kindergarten, Maria may be the gem of the
family, sole daughter, in a great merry circle
Each 1n her way and place 'has her
vocation, just as’much as if she had heen
called and set apart to it by an audible voice
from heaven. "And while [ would not re-
commend that all these girls should dress
:ftor precisely the same pattern, because such
recommendation would bea very manifest
‘ﬁhsurdlty:, yet there may be a u:garmity of
tone, which suits the whole great sisterhood
of nice girls, who are at this moment per-
forming the various tasks alluded to above,
Your business dress should for one thing
short. It should clear not touch the
ground. Nothing is legs agreeable than to
see a young woman stepping about upon her
domestic errands, encumbered by a long
trailing robe. Nothing is Jess appropriate
than a garment, worn to market, or to the
shop, which sweeps the ground and gathers
to 1tself soil and stain at the contact. It
should be, in summer, of calico, or muslin,
or some cool, light material that will wash’
A neat, well-fitting and tastefu] print, that
does not fade, is far more lad -like for com-
3 alf-worn silk,
In winter a dark, warm dress of gra , brown,
or black, with a white apron, and clean collar

| and cuffs, is most convenijent and economical

for work

f and wear and hard service, The
habit in

gome families of takin half-worn
dress which in their time havg been con-
sidered stylish, and wearing them to work
In, encumbered with rags and sand
bugl yards of kilt-plaiting, and (uantities
of shabby ribbons and Jace. is not‘in good
taste. 1 do not think a tixoroughl nea
refined woman would wear an old silk wrap.

er, or a loose i

ou have duties to the ar
as to the kitchen and the chamierl?l;:?l Y;exl:
poor management that keeps the housework
around allday. In the afternoon when the
morning duties are accomplished, or in the
evening, when the day’s work is done, put on
your fresh pretty dress, ag simple as you
p'leage, of whatever fashion you prefer, but
significant of the fact that you have now
3 eday. Dress
for your friends and those around you,

OW many girls linger at the mirrors,
studying effects, trying now a pink tie, and
v and again the ¢ inal,
anxious each time to look the very prettiest
in the eyes that are not likely to be too
critical. But to bid you dress in the after-
noon, for your home folks : for father, who
comes in at night so wearied and jaded, for
mother, who so seldom gets anything new
for herself, that you may have all the more
for Brother Tom’s or Sister Sarah’s pleasure,

t, | can accept the offered pleasure.

isnotsuperfluous. And1tis not a bit wrong
or sinful to dress a little for your own de-
light. God who makes the flowers so lovely,
and sets themin so many varieties, and with
80 many delicate differences and variations
of shape, of color, and of perfume, is not in-
different we may be sure to the beautiful.
It is right for you to be as blossom-like and
flower-like as you can be, and to enjoy being
so while you are in the bloom and spring of
your life,

When you receive an invitation to a arty,
the first question usually is, “ What shall 1
wear 7’ Sometimes you decline pleasant in-
vitations to houses, in which you would meet
cultivated people and make pleasant acquain-
tances, because you have no great variety of
dress. Sometimes you stay at home from
church, because you have not what you want
to wear, the new dress and the new bonnet
not being ready on the day that fashion has
decreced a change. ¢ They,” mysterious
power, that we all feel, though none can
exactly define who and where it is, “they
are wearing feathers now,and you have none;
or wreaths, and you have only a single rose-
bud. Never stay at home from church for
that reason, I beg. Think of the real mean-
ing of worship, and of your own responsi-
biﬁty, and do not absent yourself from God’s
house because your gown and mantle are not
a la mode. '

But about entertainments and companies,
let there be this to consele you. People in
general are not es'f)ecinlly interested in you
and yourdress. They will like your youth,
your enthusiasm, your fresh and eager enjoy-
ment, but they will not care very much
whether you are in tulle or tarletan, or satin
or velvet. To say, like Flora McFlimsey,

- ““I’ve nothing to wear,” when you have even

one presentable dress, is to act very foolishly.
Wear one dress over and over; who will
know or care, so long as you do not grossl
violate the proprieties of the occasion ? If
you youmeff tire of the monotony of your
costume, {ou can vary it by altering trim-
mings a little; but, depend upon it, the
friends you visit will not be impressed one
way or the other by your garments, except
as they convey the nameless aroma of grace
and daintiness, which is the birthright of the
real lady, wherever she may be and however
she may be arrayed.

Your dress should be, to some degree, the b

expression of your own individuality, This
it cannot be, if you are contented to be the
slave of the dressmaker and the abject victim
of every caprice of fashion. For the rest it
should be faultlessly clean. Outer cleanliness
is a sort of pledge of inner purity. It should
be whole ; nothing is more rt;pulsive than a
frayed and tattered gown. If you belong to
the set of unfortunates who catch on every
nail, and are always getting garments torn,
learn to darn neatly, and make a %oint of
doing it at once, after each catastrophe.
Don’t despise what may be called the
finishing off, the ruffles and cuffs and edges,
which should always be immaculate, And

once you are dressed to your own satisfac- k

tion, think no more about it.—g. S, Times,
— e
BITS OF ADVICE.

BY AUNT MARJORIE PRECEPT,

When you receive an invitation from a
friend to made a visit at a specified time, it
is polite to answer it as promptly as possible,
and to say distinctly whether or not you
Your friend
may have others whom it is desirable to ask
after you have been entertained. Be sure
you state by what boat or train you will go,
and your hour of leaving home, so that there
will f;e no uncertainty about meeting you.
When nothing is mentioned as to the dura.
tion of your visit, it is usual to asume that
aweek will be its sufficient period. Do not
stay longer than that time, unless you are
urged to doso. The most agreeable guest is
the one who is regretted when he or she goes
away. Always anticipate a good time, and
be prepared to contribute your share to it,
Be pleased with what is done for you, and
express your pleasure. Do not be obtrusive
in offering help to your host, but if an op-

ortunity arises for you to give assistance,
Eo not be afraid to embrace it. There are
little helpful things which come in our way
at home and abroad if we have eyes to see
them. Charlie, dear boy, was at Tom’s
house not long ago, and happening to glance
from the window he noticed Tom’s mother
struggling to open the gate with her hands
full of parcels. He ran out at once, and
relieved her of some of her bundles, held

the gate open as she passed in, and closed it 1 one-half; turn the other half over onto it,

behind her. Helen, who is her mother’s
right hand when at home, is in request in her
friends’ houses, for somehow she scatters
sunshine wherever she goes, she is so bright,
80 animated and cheery.

When visiting we ought to conform to the
family ways. %tis ill-bred to give trouble or
cause annoyance. Harry’s father and mother
dislike extremely to have people late for
meals. When the Lesters were staying there
they seldom heard the breakfast bell, and
never came home from an outing until din-
ner was almost finished. Harry said he could
not help it, but reproof nevertheless came
upon him. Boys should not go tearing
wildly through a friend’s house, nor, Yor that
matter, through their own. Grown-up
ladies and gentlemen have mnerves which
should be considered. Of course well-be-
haved young people will put away their
outside wraps when in a strange house, and
not leave overshoes in full sight in the pas-
sage, nor shawls, cloaks, hats and gloves
lying loosely around the parlors. foung
girls should "be careful in their use of pretty
things that adorn their chambers. Do not
rumple that dainty lace pillow-sham, nor
strew your clothing over every chair and sofa,
to the irritation of the mistress. Do mnot
follow your friend and host everywhere, but
at the busy times of the day amuse your-
selves with books or work, and remember to
thank them, on leaving, for what they have
done for you.—Harper's Young People.

 — e —

FOLDING HANDS.

I cannot conscientiously advise you never
to sit with folded hands. A great deal of
what John Wesley called the lust of finishing
work is a sin. Rest is a Christian duty.
Besides there is a kind of activity which
amounts after all to what may be styled at
best a busy idleness, Girls, you may be em-
ployed from morning till night, but if the
employment leads to nothing,benefits neither
yourself nor your homes, nor your inner or
outer life, of what avail is yourenergy » Or,
if you let your surplus animation flow into
a channel of curiosity concerning other peo-
ple’s bu 8,and so you becomemeddlesome
and hypéreritical in‘affairs that do not con-
cern younearly or remotely, might you not
etter lead a nun’s life behind a cell door ?
Once in awhile be.content to sit down and
think. Cultivate the habit of thinking in a
clear sustained way, on some subject which
is higher than the trimming of a dress, or the
shape of a bonnet. Give your friends the
satisfaction occasionally of seeing you look
as if life were not all work, but as if it had a
margin, now and then, for leisure. I have
sometimes wished that how to sit still might
somehow become a compulsory part of the
education of girls. If you think of it you
will be surprised to see how few of your
youngfriends have acquired the really elegant
accomplishment of sitting quietly for any
length of time. Eveninc hurch some people
eep up a perpetual fidgeting and changing
of place, which must disturb their own at-
vention, asit does that of their neighbors.
No human soul grows harmoniously, with-
out time to consider its relations to the world
around it, and to God. I hope you will
always improve some time by daily medita-
tion.— Margaret Sangster. :

—_——

To CLEAN Froors.—If you have a paint-
ed floor, keep soap and soapsuds off it, for it
spoils the brightness of the paint, makes it
soft, and then it peels off, leaving the floor
looking worse than if it had not been painted.
If your floor has not been painted, keeiz 804,
off it, for it gives it a dirty, grimy look an
keeps growing worse all the time. Just take
clean hot water, put a teaspoonful of spirits
of ammonia into a three-gallon pail of water,
stir it, and with a clean, long-handled mp{)
rub the floor all over ; then wipe it off with
clean water. It will takea little while to get
the gray out of the boards, but it will come
out after a time and you will find it far
easier to keep your floor white and nice than
it was when cleaned with soap and suds,”—
Woman’s Journal.

TeA RoLus.—Lhe following will be found

a good recipe for rolls : Two quarts of flo ur,

into which rub a larﬁe spoonful of lard, one
cup of cold boiled milk, one-quarter of a cup
of sugar, one half-cup of yeast ; make a hole
in the flour; pour in the liquid and let it
rise over night ; in the morning knead, and
let it rise until noon ; then knead and rol]

out, cut out with a round cutter, and butter | A.

and let it rise until tea time ; bake ina quick
oven.

CuEwiNe Miuk.—Milk taken alone and
quickly swallowed by a healthy adult coagu-
lates in a dense, impenetrable curd., Held
for a minute or two in a healthy mouth, and
chewed, or mingled with saliva, it is found
to coagulate in a soft, custard-like mass,
which enables the gastric juice to readily pen-
etrate and emulsi%y it. So says one of our
medical exchanges. It is certainly worth
trying, tor it can’t do any harm.

To Cook Ox10Ns.—It is a good plan to
boil onions in milk and water ; 1t diminishes
the strong taste of that vegetable. Chop
them after they are hoiled, and put them in

stand about 15 minutes. This gives them a

hot.

-

—_——

PUZZLES.
RIDDLE.

I have nor shape, nor form, nor state,
Alack ! I nothing have but weight ;
Yet sometimes in fine clothes 1 swing,
Holding fast a precious thing,

At others hide me, cold and are,
Deep in earth—pray leave me there.
Should L chance through air to fly

I might fright some passer by.

If they yet knock off my head, :
Gentle and kind I’'m heard instead ;
If yet another head should 20,

I still have one—pray leave it so.

HIDDEN AUTHORS.

1. The cynic owl eyes all with distrust in
day time.

2. Where the will is there is the way.

3. Where the leaves are dry, denizens of
the forest repose.

REVERSIBLE WORD SQUARE,

Each word may be read four ways.

1. To cook; 2. A characteristic of the
sea ; 3. To prepare for publication ; 4. Mois-
tens. )

DIAMOND.

1. In Philadelphia. 2. Laceration. 3. A
bird. 4. Turning upon a pivot. 5. Small. 6.
Denial. 7. In Philadelphia.

CURTAILMENTS.

Curtail to allure, have a species of salmon.
Curtail contempt, have to deceive. ’
Curtail an article of dress, have a blemish.

WORD SQUARE.

First a piece of ordnance formerly used
for blowing up barricades and other defensive
works,  Second, a female name. Third, to
feel a sharp, pricking sensation. Fourth,
a state in‘Africa. Fifth, part of a printing-
press.  Sixth, having a melancholy appear-
ance.

METAPLASM,

First I am one of Shakespeare’s kings ;
change my head and have a highly-prized
fruit ; change again and have precious ; again

terize ; again and have a boundary ; another
change and have one of the passions ; again
and have the use of one of the senses ; again
and have to consume slowly ; again and have
apgaratus; again and have adjacent ; again
and have a drop of water ; again and have
part of a century ; one more change—the
fourteenth and last—and have the end, or
hindmost,

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES OF FEBRUARY 15,
C’Imrade.—Rasp-berry. !
Transposition, — Love thy neighbor ag
thyself.
Rebus.—The season is backward.
Hour-Qlass, —
GLACIER
ETHER
MAR
R
T Ln
BREED
FISSURE
Charade.— Peerless,
Buried Cities.—One in each line, Tyre
Leith, Pau, Derly , Waterloo, Rome, l):ee:

Ggglrif, E)a:h, %gra, Perth,Kew, Stoke, Sedan,

a stew pan with alittle cream, and let them .

fine flavor, and they should be served up very |

and have an animal ; again and have to cau.
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NOCRTHERN MESSENGER.

ONLY BUTTONS!

CHAPTER 111.—(Continued.)

They were so much engrossed
with each other, that Tom did not
notice for some little time the shy,
awkward figure, standing, half
turned away, at the gate.

“ Holloa, Jim! is that you ?”
said Tom. ¢ Come on, old fellow,
and sit down a bit with me.”

Tom did not care for anything
now he had got Buttons back;
and he would, I beliéve, have
blacked the boots of his worst
enemy. But Jim still hesitated;

“Of course you weren’t, But-
tons,” said Tom, looking at him
proudly, and rubbing his cheek
against the little silk ears, whisper-
ing into them, “ If you only knew
how glad I am to have you back !”

To which Buttons responded
by giving him a good lick, and by
creeping even closer into his arms.

“Tom, can you ever forgive
me ?” asked Jim, earnestly, look-
ing him full in the face for the
first time.

“Of course I can!” answered
Tom, quickly. “ Why, old chap'
you've had a much worse time
of it than I have. You look not-

he grew very red, and looked as
if he would like to run away.
In the first place, he

thing but skin and bone; and I

“Did Susie tell you, then, that
I had gone away ?”

“Yes,” said Tom.

“Did she tell you the very day
I left home?” Jim went on
eagerly, almost under his breath.

¢ Yes, she did,” ansvered Tom.

“Then, Tom,” he said, seizing
him by the arm, “you must have
guessed about your dog ; you must
have thought it was I that stole
Buttons ; you must have known I
was the thief!” he added slowly,
letting the word fall as if it were
burning him.

Tom remained silent—it seemed
to Jim for a long time ; then, with
an eflort, Tom answered,—

was shocked to see how
pale and ill Tom looked,
for he had no idea that he
had been ill even; and
then he knew he had done
him a great injury. So al-
together, Jim looked un-
happy and ashamed, and
sat down beside Tom very
reluctantly, turning his
face away. :

At last it all came out.
With red, burning cheeks,
and a broken voice, Jim
told Tom the whole story;
how he had been tempted
to steal the dog and get
the sovereign ; how he had
fought against the tempta-
tion day after day and
| night after night, till it
seemed to tear him in
pieces, and he could hold
out no longer. He told
Tom exactly how he had
got hold of Buttons, how
he had put him in the bag,
how nearly he had run
back from Major Browne’s
lodge-gate: and somehow,
when he had once begun
to tell the story, it seemed
easy to go on.

Then he related his ad-
‘ventures in Bristol ; how
he had tried to get work
at one place after another ;
how every one told him
he was too small and weak-
looking to be of any use,
besides knowing nothing ;
and how quickly his sove-
reign had melted away.

But he said as little as

influence each has had on the
other has been of good to both of
them.

E. P.

HIDE-AND-SEEK.

It was drawing-room “Hide-
and-Seek, at which the children
were playing; that is to say, the
object for hiding was a thing, not
a person ; and a small thing, more-
over, suited to the size of an ordin-
ary parlor.

Every one knows the nooks
and corners in such are not like
the nooks and corners in a wide
range of fields, and gardens, and
out-buildings.

Under the corner of
the hearth-rug, or table-
cloth, or among the folds
of a curtain, is a capital
hiding-place for a thimble
or purse, but would scarce-
ly conceal anything much
 larger, to say nothing of

the person of a little boy
or girl. :

The party—the party
engaged in the game, |
mean, for we will not
count the father, mother,
and grown-up sister, sit-
ting by—consisted of three
children: Frank, about
seven ; Freddy, nearly
six; and Annie, only just
four. - : ;
. They had come down

from the nursery after the

late dinner, and, providing
they were™ “good, might
amuse themselves as they
liked till bedtime. And
they were good—for the
present, at any rate; but
then nothing had happen-
ed to vex any of them.
They took it by turns to
hldfa, the others shutting
their eyes and covering
their faces so as not to sce.
Each one had played fair-
ly, and there had been no
dispute. :

“Oh, here comes Nellie!”
they cried out together, as
. nurse opened the door,
. and the youngest child of
the house toddled in—a
wee, dimpled little child

Paiwn

possible about this, and

Tom could see by Jim's

worn -out clothes, and
pinched haggard look, that he had
passed a very wretched time of
it. But by dint of great saving
: g.nd scraping, hard work,and little,
if any, food, he got together
a soverelgn, and walked all the
way back to Melcombe, nearly
twenty miles.

There he saw Major Browne,
who had, fortunately, just return-
ed home, and Jini screwed up his
courage and told him the whole
story, and gave him the sovereign,
begging him to let him take the
little dog back to his own master.

“ That you certainly shall do,”
said Major Browne, “for the dog

“YyOU'VE HAD A MUCH WORSE TIME OF IT.”

am sure,” he added, laughing, “ if
you were to take off your coat you
would fall to pieces.”

Jim smiled, too. He was very,
very tired ; but he did not mind
that, now he had confessed every-
thing. It was the great burden
of sin lying on his mind that had
worn and wearied him more than
anything ; now that was removed,
he began to feel less tired.

“By-the-by, Jim,” said Tom,
“ I have got your blackbird. Susie
brought it me {o take care of for
you, and I can’t tell you what a
friend he has been to me.”

has never been happy with me.”

Jim flushed up and said quickly,

“Yes, Jim, I did think it might
be you; but I tried to put the
thought out of my head.”

“ Tom, you are a good fellow !
And do you mean to say you
never told any one what you
thought about me ?” And seeing
Tom shake his head, Jim seized
both his hands, and with tears in
his eyes he said,—

“Tom, I can never repay you
for all this kindness !”

Those words were a sufficient
reward to Tom for having fought
and conquered the suspicion that
had crept into his mind.

From that day to this those two
lads were inseparable, and the

not yet three years old.
She was all undressed,
ready for bed, and wore
over her night-clothes a
tong dressing-gown, over which
fell the fair, silky curls, and, alto-
gether, a prettier picture could
hardly be seen.

“ Let me hide,” said the child,
holding out a chubby hand for
the purse. :

“ Wait for your turn. We go
in ages; and it is me now,” rea-
soned Freddy.

“No, me! I want to!” was the
baby answer.

“ Yes, let her ; she is such a lit-
tle thing,” said the mother.

Freddy was good-natured, and
gave in at once, running with the
others to the sofa, where a row of
little faces were soon hidden

He—

=
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Meanwhile Nelly walked about
on tip-toe, uncertain where to
hide the purse.

“ Here !” whispered sister Jane,
finding a nice little snug hole in
her work-basket.

“Ready !” called out Nelly in
triumph, feeling that a very secret
place had been chosen.

The three seekers were all up
and about in an moment, but no
one had ventured hitherto to in-
terfere with Jane’s work, so it
was a long time before the corner
in the basket was searched and
the purse brought out.

“Now it’s me !” cried Amy.

“No, it's me !” said Freddy.

“Yes; it is certainly Freddy’s
turn,” decided the mother; *he
gave up, vou know, to Baby, be-
cause she’s so small. You must
let him hide now.”

It was more than poor Amy
could bear, and she burst into a
flood of tears.

“ That is naughty,” said mother.
“It is only waiting just for once,
and then your turn will come.
Now, hide your face on my knee,
and don’t cry, dear.”

But Amy could not so easily
get over her trouble, and she stiil
pouted and sobbed.

“Well, then, you must go up to
the nursery and let the others
play without you.” - And mother
led the little girl out of the room.

“Cuckoo!” cried out Freddy,
who had chosen his hiding-place
for hianself,

“Let us call at the door that
Amy may come back,” kindly
suggested Frank.

No the boys ran and called,
“ Hide! hide ! hide !” and present-
ly little Amy came back, clinging
to mother’s gown, and rather
tearful still, but ready to be coaxed
by her brothers into helping in
the search, and very soon gaining
back her smiles.

* She is little, too,” whispered
Frank, spving the purse under
father’s newspaper, “so I will let
herfind it.” *“ Am Ihotor cold 2”
he asked roguishly. And as
Freddy cried “Hot! hot! burning
hot!” Amy made a dart toward
the heated spot and pounced
upon the hidden treasure. She
clapped her hands in delight, and
Frank was fully rewarded for his
kind action.

“Now me !” she said, with the
brightest of bright faces. “Shut
your eyes, every one of you,
while 1 find a place.”

The eyes were obediently shut,
and then Amy appealed to
father for advice. Great was her
delight when he slipped the purse
into her own little pocket, and
loud her cry of “ Cuckoo ! cuckoo !
cuckoo!” as she slipped away to
the sther end of the room.

“ You'll never find it this time,”
said father.

And they never did. Search
as they might, it never once oc-
curred to any of the three seekers
that a possible hiding-place could
be on Amy’s own little person.
And yet the pocket was so small

that it scarcely hid the green
leather ; only, as we all know, we
generally find where we look.
So Amy asked at last, “ Do you
all give up ?” and as they all did
give up, it was, according to the
laws of the game, her turn to
hide once more.

This was a great piece of good
fortune which Amy was about to
seize, when her mother gently
said,—

“Can’t you be generous, like
Freddy, and give up to Baby;
because she is so little, you know ?”

It certainly was a trial, and the
child hesitated a moment.

“It is nice to give up,” went
on mother. “Jesus gave up all
sorts of good things to make little
children happy. You would like
to grow like Him, I am sure.”

This was just the right appeal.
Amy loved to hear about Jesus,
and how He was kind to every
one ; she felt that nothing could
be so nice as to be something like
Him. So she yielded now, with
a perfect grace.

If we all learn the same lesson
from my little story of “ Hide-and
Seek,” it will be one more help
come to us from Sunday.

KIND BROWN DOG.

A SETTLER'S STORY.

In the wilds of Canada, where
the settlers’ wooden huts lie many
miles apart, and the ground is
covered with thick forests, a little
boy went astray one autumn day.;

tle meant only to pick berries|
close to home ; but he sauntered
on and on, picking and eating,
and finding each bush more
heavily laden with fruit than the
last, till evening came, and his
little head grew puzzled. Was
home up here or down there?
through that tangle of briers, or
past that clump of pines ?

Alas! there were so many briers]
and trees, all nearly alike. The
poor little man tried this way and
that, but home came no nearer.
He was indeed lost.

Meantime the father and mother
in the wooden hut began to grow
alarmed, searching the woods and
beating the bushes, and ecrying
for Johnny everywhere. And
by-and-by the far-away neighbors
came to help, and the little
frightened company searched all
night, and the next day, and
the day after that, and for three,
four, five, six days after, but still
there was no Johnny. And
then every one, except the father
and mother, shook their heads,
and would have given up the
search. But the poor parents
went on, searching with their
worn-out eyes, calling with their
tired voices, gropingunder tangled
bushes, prying into hollow trees.
Johnny must be found. And he
was found.

On the seventh day the father
rested a moment by a grim old
fallen tree. 1iid it seem to stir in 1ts
hollow depths? e peered into

THE

the hole trembling, and then put

in his hand. It rested on Johnn
—warm, breathing, but very
weak—only just alive.

They drew him out, gave him
milk, and carried him home. By-
and-by he was stronger, and
could answer their questions.

What had he lived on all those
seven long days? Berries—al-
ways berries. But how had he
kept warm in the frosty autumn
nights? Oh, he had slept in the
tree, and a kind dog had kept
him warm by lying near him; a
brown dog, a big dog.

The neighbors looked at each
other; the father looked at the
mother: they all knew every dog
in the neighborhood. There were
very few, and all had masters.
Notone dog answered to this des-
cription ; not one settler owned a
big brown dog, or had missed
one in all that long anxious week.

The hollow tree where Johnny
had lain with his warm bedlellow
all those seven nights was then
carefully inspected, and the con-
clusion arrived at as certain, thata
kindly bear had allowed the little
man to share his lair.

This was the big brown dog
which had warmed and cherished
lost Johnny! The mother shud-
dered as she clasped her little
boy in her arms, and shut him
closely in the wooden hut, for
bears in Canada, or indeed any-
where else,are not safe bedfellows,
and the big brown dog might
have turned on her little Johuny
and made a breakfast of him.

2 But God willed it otherwise-—

willed that the fierce beast should
lie peacefully by the little child
—a great, soft blanket, to keep
the feeble life in him.

Johnny grew up a strong, lusty
settler, a backwoodsman able to
tell many a stirring tale of settler
life. But his- children cared for
nothing so much as to hear from
father in the winter’s evenings
the story of the kind brown dog.
—Sunday.

AMONG THE NORTH AMERI-
CAN INDIANS.

Mr. Benjamin Needham has
settled down among the North
American Indians of the Ohswek-
en Reserve, in the county of Brant,
Ontario, Canada. He seems
happy in his work among them,
and does not regret that he has
turned away from evangelizing
among his Christian fellow-coun-
trymen for their sakes. There
are six of the Indian nations re-
presented on this reserve, includ-
ing the Mohawks, the Cayugas,the
Onondagas, and the Tuscaroras;
his interpreter speaks all those
languages, but being a self-sup-
porting helper, cannot give his
whole time to evangelizing. Mr.
Needham writes ; “ If some friend
would enable me to pay him a
salary, how profitably I could
employ his whole time, visiting the
tribes, attending their feasts, &o, ;
we could do a good work., Much
prayer and sympathy are due

5

trampled |
people” Our brother is living |
in a little room, 6 ft. by 12 {t., given |
him by an Indian, who also feeds |
him for two dollars a week. He |
is content among these “men of |
low estate,” and only longing for |
more means that he may benefit |
them the more effectually. He |
wishes to go with his interpreter |
to visit the Indians of the prairies,
and to establish schools among
them. We shall gladly be the
channel of forwarding assistance |
for this mission to the Red Indians,
to our brother Needham, who is |
carrying it on in simple faith in |
God, and on his own responsibili- |
ty, in obedience to the command,
“Preach the glad tidings to every |
creature.”

A BIBLE-GENTLEMAN.

It was a hot July morning, and
old Mrs. Dawes, carrying the
clean linen home to the Rectory,
thoughther basket seemed heavier
than usual. Johnnie Leigh, the
son of the village doctor, overtook
her half-way up the hill. ‘
“Why, mother,” said he, “that’s |
more than you can manage! Let |
me have one handle, and then
we'll trot it up easily enough.”
Away they went, Johnnie chat-
ting gaily, and the old woman’s

pleasure.

“The idea!” said Fanny Leigh,
who came down the lane just in
time to see her brother and Mrs.
Dawes turn in at the Rectory

had met you carrying a clothes-
basket !

Johnnie whistled.

“« A gentleman!- Of course I
am. I am a Bible-gentleman,
like father.”

Fanny looked
Johnnie explained. !

“ Father said that a Bible-gentle-
man is always civil to poor people
as well as rich ones;and poor old |
Mrs. Dawes is my *mneighbor”
just as much as lady Blake.”—
Sunday.

puzzled,

THE KING AND THE SER-|
VANT. |

When George III, King of!
England, was sitting alone one |
day in his palace-library, he rang |
the bell for coals. Q
came, as soon as he heuard it was
coals that was required, rang the |
bell himself. The King asked
him why, when he replied it was

it was to attend the fires. The
King immediately got up, and
put the coals on himself.

“neverask an old man to do what

self.”

——
KEEP your ears open to all

o)

to all that is not.

face beaming with gratitude and |

gate. ‘You are a genlleman,
Johnnie! Supposing Lady Blake

How could you do it?” |

80

A page who |

for the old footman, whose duty

“ There, sir,” said his Majesty, |
giving the page the coal-scuttle ;

you are better able to do your-

that is worth hearing, and closed
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TELL ME YE WINGED WINDS.

Tell me,'ye winged winds,
That round my pathway roar,
Do ye not know some spot
hex‘e morta]s weep no more—
Somelone and pleasant dell,
Some valley 1n the west,
Where, free from toil and pain,
The weary soul may rest ?
The loud wind dwindled to a whisper low,
And sighed for pity as it answered, “No !”

Tell me, thou mighty deep,
Whose billows round me play,
Know’st thou some favored spot,
Some island far away,
Where weary man may find
The bliss for which he sighs,—
Where sorrow never lives,
And friendship never dies?
The loud waves, rolling in perpetual flow,
Stoppe‘(‘l IE'Ior gwhile and sighed to answer,
0!

And thou, serenest moon,
That with such lovely face,
Dost look upon the earth,
Asleep in night’s embrace,
Tell me, in all thy round
Hast thou not seen some spot
Where miserable man
May find a happier lot ?
Behind a cloud the moon withdrew in woe,

And a voice, sweet but sad, responded,
«“ No !))

Tell me, my secret soul
O tell me, Hope and i‘aith,
Is there no resting-place
From sorrow, sin, and death ?
Is there no happy spot
Where mortai may be blessed,
Where grief may fmg a balm,,
And weariness arest?
Faith, Hope and Love, best boons to mortals
given,
Waved their bright: win!’ga and whispered,
“Yes, in Heaven !’

Sl SR,
A “OFFSCOURING.”

BY ELEANOR KIRK.

“ Well, yes, ma’am, I have stole !”

“Why, John !

“You asked me, didn’t you ?”’

“Yes, I asked you !” the mission teacher
replied, a sad, almost disgusted expression
on her sweet, young face,

¢ What did you ask me for, if you didn’t
want me to tell you? Icould 7a’ lied !”
the boy went on in a stolid sort of a way,
and yet with a ring of feeling in his voice.

‘No, vou couldn’t, Johnny,” the teacher
answered with a smile, “because you pro-
mised, you remember, that you would al-
ways tell the truth to me.”

“ Well, T didn’t go back on it, did I ?”

“No, Johnny. Have you any objection
to telling me how ften you have taken
things that didn’t belong to you 97

“Mebbe L couldn’s remember them all,”
the boy replied, “ but I never tifted anytaing
very partikeler.  Ouce when the old woman
where I haug out got sick, and eried a blue
streak for oranges, and nobody had an
money to get "m, I asked the old cove that
kept the grocery store to trust me fora
| couple till the next dav. He wouldn’t do it
| and that night I stole six from him,?” :

“Why, Johnny !”

“ Why didn’t he let me have ’em, then 7"
the boy went on doggedly. “P’q ’a’ paid
him, ’cause I said I would. Anyhow the
old woman got well off them oranges,”

“Then you aresmot sorry you took them 44
the teacher enquired.

“Well, the :)lldr woman had to have them
granges, and somebody had to get ’em for

or.”

The teacher’s face was very grave, and as
her companion looked up he saw the tears
in her eyes, a sight which Ead a curious effect
upon him. : ¢

“Don’t make me tell you any more,
please, ma’am,” he said, drooping his eyes,
while his face flushed scarlet, “I ain’tno-
4 thing but a offscouring anyhow, and it ain’t

no go to fret about what I do. I was
kinder dragged into this place, else I'd
never a bothered you.”

“What name did you call yourself ?”’ the
teacher enquired. “I didn’t understand
you.”

“Granny Leeds always said I wasa off-
scouring, and so I am.”

“What is an offscouring, John ?”

“Oh ! the leavin’s of something that ain’t
no good.”

“Granny Leeds, as you call her, was very
much mistaken, and you are very much
mistaken about yourself, Johnny,” the
teacher replied. “You are not an offscour-
ing, but God’s own child, and he is giving
you a chance to make something of your-
self. How much do you think the thin
are worth that you have taken, in all,
Johnny 7
“Them oranges was worth four cents
apiece when I took ’em : that’s twenty-four ;
and then two loaves of bread I lifted for
two fellows that froze their feet last winter,
and a mackerel to make the bread go down.
It’s awful tough to eat bread without noth-
ing with it : and then a base-ball that was
worth fifty cents, and all them things would
make near hand to a dollar. Idon’t re-
member anything else now.”

“Well, John, I shall give you a dollar,
and I want you to go to those places and
pay for all those things.”
“Then I’ll have to own up,” the boy in-
terrupted, in his bewilderment relapsing at
once into slang.
“Wouldn’t you feel better to confess,
Johnny 77 the young lady enquired, not a
little troubled at the effect of her words. For
a moment the boy seemed lost in thought,
and then lifting a frank face to his com-
anion said, “I ain’t never felt partikelor
f:ad about any of them things ’cept the base-
ball, and that I could ’a’ done without, but
if you say so, Miss Lee, Ill give the whole
thing away : only as I ain’t lifted anythine
lately, and don’t never mean to again, they
wouf:{ always suspicion me, and make me
out a thie(y when I ain’t no such thing.
Don’t you think ’twould do, ma’am, if I
dropped the money in them places so they’d
besure to find it? If you don’t think so
Pllblow the whole thing, if it takes me to
the Island.” R

“What will you do, Johnny, if someboq
needs bread and oranges, and you haven’t any
money to buy them with ?”

“That’s a sticker, ma’am. I dunno.”

“ And it wouldn’t be strange if something
of that kind were to happen any day
“No, ma’am. There’s something putty
gen’rally to pay with the folks I know.”

£ Weﬁ',Jo nny, I will tell you what to do,”

the teacher replied. ¢ Here is my card, and
whenany of your acquaintances areintrouble
I wish you would come directly to me ; and
if anyt{in is amiss with you at any time
besureand send a messenger. You had hetter
come up to-morrow, anyway, Johnny, for I
want to give you some warm clothes, and
then it will be easy for you to find the place
the next time.” e
Johnny hung his head. This kindness
had overpowered him, and not a word could
he speak.
“I didn’t mean to hurt you, Johnny,”
the tender-hearted teacher hyrvied to say.
“You are willing I should help you, are
you not >

I guess you had better let me git, now,
Miss Lee,” the boy replied, huskily. “You
could knock me down with a eye-winker.
You needn’t worry about my remembering
all you’ve said ; but just now I'm all broke
up.”

“And Tcan trust you, Johnny ?? the lady
enquired. 2

“1t is a go, ma’am,” the bdf' answered,
simply.

Miss Lee tucked a dollar bill in his hand,
and Johnny hurried out of the building.

It took considerable tact and skill, as well
as time, for the boy to satisfactorily manage
the business which his teacher had provided
the money for. For instance, the grocer
from whom he had “lifted” the oranges
had sold out to another man, apd Johnny
was obliged to hunt him up. He was at last
found, poor and ill, and the boy without a
moment’s hesitation confessed the theft and

roduced the money. “I guess I canmake
1t thirty cents,” he said, “and thatll be a
little interest. If I wouldn’t like to give
you fivedollars then you may shoot me for
a crow.”

The ex-grocer was so surprised at J ohnny’s
confession and subse(\uent generosity that he
skook the boy’s hand heartily and inviteq
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him to step in again soon, which the lad pro-
mised as heartily to do.

By nightfall these “back debts,” as Johnny
naively called them, were all settled, and
then, after ascanty meal, the boy started out
with his evening fmpers. About a quarter
to eight he had sold out, and then, as fast as
his fleet feet would carry him, he hurried to
theneighborhood of the Academy of Music to
watch the people go into the building. It
was opera night, and this was one of Johnny’s
greatest pleasures ; and so with his back to
the lamp-post, he gave himself up to the
delight of watching the gay throng. Johnny
wondered what it would be like to drive
round in luxurious carriages and haveplenty
of money to spend on fine clothes, He
thought of the bread and herring he had
eaten for his supper, and tried to imagine
what it would be like to have turkey and
cranberry sauce every day. Every Christ-
mas Johnny had turkey and cranberry sauce
for his dinner, and he knew from experience
how nice they were. He had once ridden in
an ambulance with a friend of his—a news-
boy—who had been run over by an express
waggon, and this was his nearest approach to
a carriage ride that Johnny had ever enjoyed.
He wondered, as he watched these happy,
gayly dressed people, why it was that some
people had all they wanted while others were
cold and hungry, and sometimes starved to
death. This was not the first time that
Johnny had been perplexed with such
thoughts, but they hu({) never made him feel
%uite so uncomfortable as on this occasion.

e called to mind the warm underclothing
and tidy jacket and pants which Miss Lee
had given him that day, and tried to com-
fort himself with the thought that there was
one person in the world who cared for him.,
There had been a heavy fall of snow that
day, and as Johnny, still absorbed with his
thoughts, started fo cross the street he saw
something sparkle in the snow at the side of
the crossing. There had been a rush of car-
riages. and a few had not been able to pull
up at the curb.  As he picked it up he saw
that it was an ornament in the shape of a
cross, and studded with diamonds.

Johnny knew they were “shiners,” as he
called them, as soon as he looked at them, so
with his heart in his throat he tucked the
ecious jewel in his pocket, still holding it
rmly in his hand. .}ulmny’u ambition had
been to start a coffee and cake establishment
where newsboys could be entertained at low
rates. For morethan a year he had nursed
this object, and here was a chance to carry it
into execution. There were nine stones in
the cross.  Disposing of one at a time o as
to avoid suspicion, there was money enough
to last him “ for years and years” he told
himself. It puzzled him to know where he
could keep theshiners, for there wasn’t asoul
among his acquaintances whom he dare trust
with the secret. Not until he had crept into
his poverty-stricken bed, with his treasure
carefully hidden among the straw, did the
thought occur that he ought to try and find
an owner for it.  Then followed a hard
battle between the natural honesty of the
lad and his very natural desire for creature
comforts. The person who could wear a
gold thing like that “chock full of shiners,”
esaid to himself, “must have money enough
to buy more shiners.” Here he was, cold
and hungry half the time, with no prospect
before him but to be always hungry, if not
always cold ; and here were these “shiners »
which would set hin up in business and give
him a chance to help the boys. Johnny
honestly wanted to help the boys. Why
should he find the owner of this cross when
he had nothing and the owner had every-
thing? This fight continued until it was
time for the lad to start out for his morning
Yapers. All through the busiest part of the
orenoon the battle still raged, and the news-
boy’s thoughts were so occupied with his
new-found riches that he almost forgot to
attend to his customers. About ha f-past
ten, as he crossed City Hall Park, he noticed
a gentleman in earnest conversation with
another gentleman, and as he passed he heard
the words “diamond cross” spoken. Johnny
slackened his pace and listened.

“The diamonds were all of the first water,”
the gentleman said. “It was a present to
my wife from her father, and she is terribly
cut up at the loss. I don’t suppose we sh
ever find it.”

“You will advertise it, won’t you ?”” his
companion enquired.

“0h, of course,” the gentleman replied,
“hut more than likely it has fallen into dis-

honest hands, and unless the reward is made

all | that 1 love the privileges and o

equal to the value of the diamonds we shall
probably never see them.”

When the gentlemen separated,theone who
was interested in the diamonds entered the
City Hall, and after a little enquiry Johnny
discovered that this gentleman held a very
honorable office in the city department.
After finding this out the lad took a turn
round the Park to think it over again.

“Granny Leeds said I wasa offscouring,
and Miss Lee says I ain’t,” he argued to
himself. “If I keep these shiners Granny’ll
be right and Miss Lee’ll be wrong. She said
the Lord was giving me a chance to make
something of myself. Well, now, the ques-
tion is, am I oram I not a offscouring? If
I keep these shiners I am, if I give them u
Lain’t. Well, I ain’t !”’ and with these wonﬁ
on his lips Johnny started for the gentle-
man’s office. Nothing daunted, he entered,
and presented himself at the desk.

“Some of your folks have lost something,
ain’t they ?”” he asked.

“They have,” said the gentleman.

“ Will yer honor tell me what it is like 2

“Itis a gold cross set with diamonds,” and
the gentleman described the relative position
of the stones. It was lost either in the Aca-
demy of Music last night, or on the way to
or from that place.”

Johnny’s coat was off in a twinkling, and
with a rip at the stitches which confined his
treasure he took it out and put on his coat
again. “Is’pose this is it,” he said handing
it to the gentleman. “I wanted to ktf
them shiners awful bad,” he continued:
“They’d ’a’ set me up in business, them
shiners would, but you see I couldn’t get to
be such a offscouring as that, though I have
been trying to be a thief all night fong. If
I'was your folks,” he went on, “I’d get a
stronger string to hold them shiners, for
fear they’d be gone for good and all next
time.”

“What is your name?” the gentleman
enquired, as the lad, with his cap in his hand,
stood moaestly before him.

“John Resney,” the boy replied.

“ Haveyou afather and mother ?” was the
next question.

“ Nobody, yer honor, but myself.”

“Which would you prefer to do, Johun ¥,
the gentleman next enquired ; “go into busi-
ness or go to school 7
“ Why, I would rather go to school; tento-
one,” said Johnny, “but there ain’t no show
for that.”

“We will see,” said the gentleman, “Will
youcome into my office, Johnny, until I see
what is best to be done 7
“Yes, sir,” Johnny replied, the tears start-
ing to his eyes. .

“I shall want you to go home with me
in an hour or two, and give my wife her
diamonds, and see what she thinks of you.”
“ All right,” said Johnny, brushing away
the tears. “Anything to do now, yer
honor
The following Sunday Johnny went to
the Mission School for the last time, and in
such good clothes that Miss Lee hardly knew
him. = The grateful boy told his ‘teacher
f.ll that had happened, and concluded as fol-
OWS '
“I am going away to school to-morrow,
and if I’ve got the learning stuff in me I can
go to college ; but, Miss Lee, if it hadn’t been
for you and God I should have been a off-
scouring all the days of my life.”—Christian
Union.

——————

AN AMERICAN GIRL’S LAMENT.

“I wish I was rich,” exclaimed Agnes,
¢ I suppose you wish to live in an elegant
home, (}l)ress magnificently, receive and enter-
tain elegantly,” said Mary. “Not at all.”
“Perhaps your desires take a higher range,”
said Jenny. “You would like to have your
home filled with beautiful paintings”and
other works of art, to indulge your taste for
music, to have well stocked green-houses and
conservatories 1’ Agnes sEook her head,
“I know,” said Kate. “You would make
that tour round the world you have been so
anxious for, ever since you read Dr, Field’s
books.” “ Agnes loves to help the sick, the
suffering and the poor,” interrupted little
Lucy. “She wants money for them,”
“Thank you, Lucy,” said Agnes; “I own
. ortuniti
that money brings, but to mept e dea.re:
privilege, next to the luxury of doing good,
1s the independence it confers upon its pos:

sessor.”’
“Really !” exclaimed Kate, “I did not

know that wealth was necessary for independ-

e {0)
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ence ; I thought it was the birth-right of us
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Americans, chartered and sealed by the
Declaration of Independence.” “By no
means,”” returned Agnes. “In the very face
of the Declaration, we have in this free coun-
try the very worst aristocracy in the world
—that of money.”

“Money,” replied Kate, “cannot buy
goodness, refinement, cultivation or any of
the graces of the mind and heart.” “Iknow
that,” said Agnes; “I am only speaking of
the perfect independence it allows its pos-
sessors. If they live in an elegant home,
dress in the latest fashion, &c.,—why, they
display their taste. While on the contrary
if they live and dress plainly, it is only a
proof of their independence. In fine, they
may confuse their tenses and double their
negatives, may never have heard of Milton,
and think Shakespeare to be the name of a
new plant, possibfy of a mineral, eat with
their knives, dress in colors at war with each
other—all is right, because they are rich.
While we have to wear heavy suits in sum-
mer and take ourselves out to freeze in
winter, because the claims of society require
it of us.”

“ Here, Agnes, you are wrong,” said Aunt
Susan. *You may not be able, for the
lack of wealth, to live always as you please,
yet the privilege of dressing in comfort
and with reference to the season is certainly
yours,”

“By no means, my dear gooa Aunt Susan.
Now, let me explain. When I was visiting
in the city last winter, my friend Julia New-
bold_ sent me word that she had en aged a

rage to return some stylish calﬁa upon
their fashionable reception days ; and as the
obligation was mutual, she would call for me,
On the appointed day, which was bitterly

cold, I dressed myself in my blach silk suit, | b

over which I threw my cloth cloak, which
every one says is so becoming to me ; then I
&1'1111; on my felt bonnet, trimmed with velvet,
en Julia came, I saw disappointment in
her face. ‘Am I not dressed suitably ? 1
enquired. ‘Why, dear Agnes, it is not ex-
actly the dress for carriage and reception
Why do you not put on that retty
mauve silk so becoming to you? and then
You could wear a large fndia shawl and a set

of ermine ; or, if you have not the ermine,’

-skin might do.” And without waitin
for my reply, Julia told me she would atten
toa lml_e commission of her own, and would
be back in a few moments, leaving me just
time enough to change my dress. So I
arrayed myself in my mauve silk which,

ng intended to do double duty, is cut
mnpadour waist and elbow sleeves. As I

no large India shawl and neither ermine
nor seal-skin, I was obliged to employ the
best substitute, which was a steﬁa with
camel’s-hair border. My concert hatis only
a white lace frame, covered with pansies and
mauve ribbon. A nice dress for the therm-
ometer at six above zero! When Julia
returned she smiled in approbation, and with
a ‘ Now, you do look fit to beseen,’ we took
our places in the carriage. I do not know
how I looked, but I never suffered so with
the cold in my life ; my ears tingled, the end
of my turned-up nose was as red as my
shawl, and my teeth chattered so it wasim-
possible for me to hold any connected con-
versation. While calling on the fashionable
Mrs. Grantley, that rich Quakeress, Mrs.
Morris, was there in her drab suit. Above
all,that jreat millionnaire, Mrs. Harding came
in her elegant coach. She was dressed in a
cachemere dress, an ulster cloak, and a velvet
hat; for she was rich and could afford to
dress so. While spea.kinﬁ of the severity
of the cold weather as well as my stiffened
muscles would allow, Mrs. Morris, with grave
irony in her Quaker dialect, said to me :
¢ Does th{ dress keep thee warm ? while Mrs,
Harding looked me through with her discri-
Ininating eyes and said in words of sympathy,
ulll imh'm}l were encased a decided sneer, ‘Poor
child. X '
“When once more alone in the carriage
with Julia, as I quoted Mrs. Harding as an
example for comfortable and seasonable dress
I was silenced by, ‘Why, of course you can-
not expect to imitate Mrs. ing ; she is
rich and can do just as she pleases.’
“And then this summer when invited to
‘that great fair and musicale at —— Park, I
put on mwretty figured linen suit and
; hat, but I was sto by, ¢ Agnes, that
is not at all suita
strangers, gay and fashionable people.” So I
|| was obliged to put on my heavy new suit,
all lined, and my dress bonnet—while with
_my parasol, and linen duster to wear on the
| cars and ferry, my hands and arms were too
cecnpied to use my fan, though the heat was

e; you will meet

most oppressively hot. The mercury in the }
thermometer rose higher and higher, and to
make matters worse, there was that rich Mrs.
Walker (whose husband holds such a splen-
did position under Government as, in addi-
tion to his enormous salary, to have made a
large fortune out of it) dressed in a linen
duster with a large shade-hat over her face,
Her excuse for %mr apparel was, that she
could never bear to ﬁold an umbrella or
any other article in her hand when not in
the carriage. So there she was in her shade
hat and duster, the star of the occasion, every
one seeming to feel honored by and grateful
for her presence.

“Now I am through,” said Agnes. “but
one thing I wish understood—I do not envy
Mesdames Grantley, Morris, Harding, Walker,
& Co. the velvets and satins, the silks and
laces, the diamonds and furs that their
wealth brings, but the independence that
allows them to .wear ulsters and cachemere
in winter, shade-hats and linen dusters in
summer.”

“My dear Agnes,” said Aunt Susan, “I
think you are entirely wrong, Why should
not this independence be yours? Why
should you, the daughter of a clergyman, a
person of education and refinement, submit
to a thraldom which you feel to be oppres-
sive, even if you have not wealth ? In neither
case which you have qucted were you pro-
perly dressed, for the first principle of tastein
dressis comfort. Youwentshiveringin winter
at the risk of ruining your health Sfor out-
raged nature always avenges herself), to call
upon some persons of great wealth and posi-
tion, and who probably, as your personal
suffering must have been apparent to all,
only criticised your folly. Why should you
e almost overpowered by the heat and dust
of summer, attired in a heavy silk, when Mrs,
Walker could dress in such great comfort
because, as you say, she was the possessor of
a large fortune made (as she herself may see
in the sharp criticisms of the daily press) in
over-pay in the office of trust with which
her husband has been invested by his fellow-
citizens 1 5

“As a nation we are almost servile imita-
tors of the rich. Wealth has entirely too
much power, and there is truth in your as-
sertion that our moneyed aristocracy is the
most tfmmnical in the world. A few mag-
nates lead the way and we follow on. We
see too much with other men’s eyes; we
hear with their ears; we eat with their palates;
we follow the fashion set by them in the choice
of our churches,

“Now, my dear girls, be truly independent.
Be contented with your lot in{ife and willing
to l;ﬁpl?ar Jjust yourselves, endeavoring to ful-
fil all life’s duties in that station in which it

will be both useful and
. “In ourselves maintaining, and r rding
in others, the simple standing that God has
given, there is a native dignity and a moral
elevation which sets aside tg'eee false as-
sumptions of aﬂride and vanity, gives an
influence over all with whom we are thrown,
;:nd emibles us ht]n fill with integrity and

onor those eart ositions to which God
has called us,” o

_“Thank you, dear Aunt Susan,” exclaim-
ed Agnes.  “I feel youareright. Now, for
my part, I shall abide by the maxims of the
Declaration of Independ :nce and regard my-
self as ¢ free and equal ; and so, even if not
rich, T feel as if I too can afford to dress
plainly.”—Christian Intelligencer.

—iii i
THE CABMAN’S FAITH.

There are nine children in the family, the
eldest of whom is dying in consumption ;
the father isa cab-driver, and, through many
being away from London,has for some weeks
been able to earn little more than sufficient
to feed his horses, leaving scarcely anything
‘for his poor wife and their nine children.
They would actually have starved had not
the promises, as of old, borne the pressure
their faith put upon them. In the midst of
this destitution, “at the very worst time,”
to use the mother’s own words, but, as she
triumphantly added, “to prove that man’s
extremity is God’s opportunity,” came early
one Saturday morning, after a fruitless week,
the tempting offer of a good cab fare on the
morrow,amountmg to8s., provided he would
work on the Lord’s Day. The s le in
the father’s mind was severe ; he looked on
the two hungry children gazing upon him
from each knee. Satan for a time got the
mastery. “Feed your children any day,”
the tempter exclaimed ; “to refuse it is to

has pleased God to call {]ou ; and your lives | W
appy.

household.” The stiuggle wis great, and; in
answer to his wife’s enquiry as to what he
should do, he exclaimed, “Idon’t know.”
But she knew where her great strength lay,
The mighty God of Jacob could give relief,
and she prayed for herself and husband.
And that mighty heart that ever beats in
unison with His children’s wants sent down
this answer : “Them that honor Me I will
honor.” That was enough for her. Her
great Provider demanded simple faith, a
childlike trust in His bare word of promise,
and the pledge He gave was in that event
success was certain. The husband returned
at dinner-time. “Well, what have you
decided to do ?? asked the wife. “To abide
by God’s Word, and take all risks,”” said the
husband. “Thauk God,” exclaimed the wife
“my prayer is answered!” And so they
rested, two faithful children of a promise-
keeping God. A lady in the neighborhood,
who had heard of the tempting offer, but
had not heard of their decision, yet knowing
the Christian character of the cabman in con-
verse with a friend upon the subject, ex-
claimed, “ He'll never doit;” and the blessed
Spirit, who came to the poor mother on her
knees, and gave that pledge of help in the
text, “Them that honor Me I will honor,”
now came down into the heart of this other
daughter of Heaven, and laid upon her this
from the lips of the Saviour: “ Verily, I say
unto you, imasmuch as ye have done it unto
one of the least of these My brethren, ye
have done it unto Me,” The King’s word
wasenough, She immediately commissioned
the friend to go and visit the stricken home
and see how matters went. This was Satur-
day afternoon. The father had again gone
out, but the wife remained within, “How
goes the matter 7’ asked the visitor. *Oh !
we are determined not to accept it,” ex-
claimed the godly woman. “We and the
children will starve, if needs be ; but we will
not break God’s commandment. He pro-
mises, ‘Them that hox.or Me1 will honor.””?
« And He has honored you,” rejoined the
visitor ; “what would the fare have been?”
“RBight shillings,” replied the wife, and
drawing from his pocket the exact sum, he
placd it on the table, returning home from
that cottage with his own love to Christ in-
flamed by “the luxury cof doing good.”
Aftefa Jittle while the husband came back.
“Gofl has been as good as His word,” ex:
claimed the wife— Them that honor Me I
will honor’”—and she drew out the eight
bright shillings, the reward of their fidelity
to God—the pay without the labor, the food
without the sin, the two days provided for,
and provided for fifteen hours sooner than
would have been the case had they yielded
to the tempter.—Fanny Jones, in Word and
e .
k, M e

THIRTEEN WAYS OF BEING HAPPY.

Happy-is the man whom God correcteth ;
for He maketh sore and bindeth up.
Happy is that people whose God is the
Loxd.
Happy is he that hath the God of Jacob
for his help. 7
Happy 1s the man that findeth wisdom,
and the man that getteth understanding.
Happy is the man that feareth alway.
Happy is he that condemneth not himself
in that thing which he alloweth.
He that ﬁath mercy on ‘the poor, happy
is he. :
: lV];;hono trusteth in the Lord, happy is he.
He that keepeth the law, hap})y 15 he,
If ye suffer for righteousness sake, happy

M(i IY ;'e be reproached for the name of Christ.

e
haﬁggglga \);e count them happy which en-
dure. : : :
1f ye know these things, happy are ve if
you 3‘0 them.— Well-Sprina.

A ‘WORD FITLY SPOKEN.
The following incident actually occur-

red :—

A father who openly denied the Christian
religion, and was a professed infidel, observed
his little son intently reading the Bible,
“What book are you reading?” he said

sternly. :

The boy looked up abstractedlgy and said,
with eyes swimming in tears, “ Father, they
erucified Him !”

was a word in season. God had spoken to
him through the lips of his child. Ere long
the scales fell from his eyes. His soul was

cast away the bread of two days from your

prostrate at the foot of the Cross, seeking

The professed unbeliever stood still. It|

peate and pardon from the Saviour he had
rejected.

And now he is among those who testify
to the truth of Christ’s religion—to his pro-
mise—

“Him that cometh.to me, I will inno wise
cast out.”—N. Y. Observer.

—_——
THE BRIDEGROOM COMETH.

Shadows vanish with the light,
Brightness comes with dawning :
Sorrow lasteth but a night,
Joy comes in the morning.

Watch then, caildren of the day !
Clouds may gather thickly ;

Heaven and earth must pass away :
Jesus cometh quickly.

—Sunday. S. L.

Question Corner.—No. 6.

Answers to these questions should be sent in as soon as
possible and addresred EpiTor NORTHERN MESSENGER.
It 18 not necessary to write out the question, give morely
the number of the question and the answer, In writing
letvers always give clearly the name of tho place where
youlive and the iu'tials of the provincein which it is
sitnated.

BIBLE QUESTIONS.

61. What became of the ten spies who
brought back an untrue report of the
land of Canaan ?

62, What punishment was sent to Korah,
I)atfmn and Abiram when they re-
belled against Moses and Aaron ?

63. How many were consumed by fire at
the same time for offering incense ?

64. When these men were consumed the
Israelites still murmured against Moses
and Aaron, and further punishment
wassent. What was the punishment,
and how many died ?

65. Why did the children of Israel murmur
as they journeyed from Mount Hor,
and how were they punished?

66. Which of the leaders of the Israelites
had died shortly before this, and who
was his successor ?

67. What was the first miracle performed
after the death of Moses 1 s

68. What city was called the city of palm
trees ? 3

69. The hand of what king of Israel withered
as he tried to injure a man of God ?

70. What king of Judah was smitten with
leprosy, and for what sin was he thus
punished ? T

71. For how long a time was rain withheld
from Israel during the reign of Ahab,
and at the word of what prophet was
it withheld

72. Whom did Elijah raise from the dead ?

ANSWERS TO BIBLE QUESTIONS IN NO. 4.

37. The brook Besor, 1 Sam. xxx. 10."

38. He was pursuing after the Amalekites
who had burned Ziklag and carried
away their families captive, 1 Sam.
xxx. 1,10:

39. By the brook Kishon, 1 Kings xviii. 40.
Ef;juh, 1 Kings xvii. 3.

41. Cherith ; it ran through the northern
part of the tribe of Gad and emptied
mto the Jordan.

42, Ahab, 1 Kings xviii. 2.

43. Chebar, Ezekiel i. 1.

44. Damascus, Gen. xv. 2.

45. Bethlehem, 1 Sam. xvi. 1, 4.

46. Bethsaida, John i. 44.

47. Upon Chorazin, Matt. xi. 21.

48. Turning the waterinto wine, John ii. 19,

ANSWER TO BIBLE ACROSTIC.

1, Cain (Gen. 4: 8); 2, Lot (Gen. 19 : 15
23); 3, Elect lady \gz John 1); 4, Abraham
Rom. 4: 3); 6, Vashti (Esth. 1:12); 6,
lijah (2 Kings 2: 11); 7, Uzza (1 Chron.
13 : 10); 8, Nabor SGcn. 11: 26); 9, Thessa-
lonians ; 10, Obadiah (1 Kings 18: 3, 12); 11,
Timothy (2 Tim. 2 : 15); 12, Hannah (1 Sam.
1: 10, 13); 13, Endor (1 Sam, 28: 5.9); 14,
Laodiceans (Rev. 3 : 14, 20); 15, Obed-edom
(2 Sam. 6: 10, 11); 16, Ruth (Ruth 1: 16);
17, David (1 Sam. 30 : 3, 4).—Cleave unto the
Lord (Joshua 23 : 8; Acts 11 : 23).

CORRECT ANSWERS RECEIVED.

To No. 4.—Mary E: Coates, 12 ac: =
hq&;n,&t) m;‘ H E&vg:{d Ili;hmenl:i. 9, e
¢ B e Hawkins, 12 ac;
Sgt)légrilxa%dhﬂ:c 11 surah5 Fowley, 8 ac i:eELfi:rg::g

» H.A. Lunan, 5 ac; 1
8ac; Joseph Bell Gac, | Do iorest Leathers,
The answer to question 18 in No. 2
be Acts xvi, instead of Acts xii. an% 159‘33%(:

8 &f themselves ” in the question should be lert




NN ERN

MESSENGER.

SCHOLARS’' NOTES.

(From the International Lessons for 1881, by Edunn
W. Rice, as issued by American Sunday-School
Union.)

LESSON XII1I.
MARCH 27.] » [About 27A.D.

PREACHING THE KINGDOM.
Luke 9: 1-6.
CoMMIT TO MEMORY VS. 1-6.

1. Then he called his twelve disciples together,
and gave them power and authority over all
devils, and to cure diseases.

2. And he sent them to preach the kingdom of
God, and to heal the sick.

3. And he said unto them, Take nothing for
your journey, neither staves, nor scrip, neither
bread, neither money : neither have two coats
apiece.

1. And whatsoever house ye enter into, there
abide, and thence depart.

5. And whosoever will pot receive you, when
ye goout of that city, shake off the very dust
from your feet for a testimony against them.

6. And they departed, and went through the

t,nlw ns, preaching the gospel, and healing every-
where.

. ——— *
GOLDEN TEXT.
He sent them to preach the kingdom of
God—Luke 9: 2,
——1 0 m—
CENTRAL TRUTH
Be a missionary for Christ,
* R *

CONNECTED HISTORY.—Among the im portant,
events recorded since Jesus sat at meat in the
house of Simon the Pharisee, are the charge of
casting out devils by Beelzebub and Christ’s
teachings on biasphemy, Matt. 12 : 22-37, who are
his near relatives, teaching in parables, Matt. 13,
stilling the terapest, the healing of a demoniac in
Gadara aud destruction of the swine, raising the
danghter of Jairus, restoring sight to two %llnd
men, and easting out a dumb spirit.

NOTES.—HIS TWELVE, 1. Simon, Peter, Cep-
has; 2. Andrew (Peter and Andrew were sons of
Jonas) ; 8. Jumes; 4. John, the beloved (James
and John were sons of Zebedee, and were also
called Boanerges): 5. Philip; 6. Bartholomew,
Nathanael ; 7. Thomas, Didymus; 8. Matthew,
Levi; 9. James the less (Matthew and James
were sons of Alpheus) ; 10. Judas Lebbeus, Thad-
deus : 1L Simon Zelotes, the Canaanite ; 12
Judas Iseariot, the betrayer. For a more com-
plete-account of the calling and sending forth of
the twelve, sce Matthew 1uth chap.

EXPLANATIONS.

LEsson Torrcs.—(l.) CALLED AND SENT. (1L)
ORDERS RECEIVED. (l1ll.) OBEDIENCE,

1. CALLED AND SENT.—(1-2.) THEN, when
Jesus saw the multitudes, Matt. 9 : 56-38 ; CALL~
BD, selected previously, 6:13; TWELVE, doubt-
less with reference to the twelve tribes of lsrael,
DISCIPLES, apostles; POWER, Jesus alone im-
parts power to do good ; AUTHORITY, to com-
mand, subdue, overthrow ; ALL DEVILS, nothing
is able to separate the trusting Christian from
the love n(JChrist,, Rom. 8: 35-30 ; PREACH, tell
men of Jesus; KINGDOM OF Gop, Christ’s spiri-
}.nal reign ; HEAL, both soul and body to be cared
or.

1. ORDERS RECEIVED.—(3-5.) TAKE NOTH-
ING, the laborer is worthy of his hire ; STAVES,
plural of staff, which according to Mark was al-
lowed, Mark 6.8, “ the true meaning is that he
who had a staff might take it, but he who had
not should not provide it.”-Whedon. SCRIP,a wal-
let, for provisions ; BREAD, on which Matthew is
silent § MONEY, gold, silver, brass, Matt. 10:9;
TWO COATS, in other words, follow the eustoms of
the people; THERE ABIDE, wander not from
house to house ; NOT RECEIVE YoU, see Matt. 10:
405 o¥F. . DUST, symbolical of pollution ; TESTI-
MONY, proof.

11I. OBEDIENCE'—(6.) DEPARTED, wimnf ob-
edience ; WENT, were sent ; TOowNS, in Galilee;
PREACHING, teaching ; GosSPEL, glad tidings of
great joy ; EVERYWHERE, wherever they went

Pornts 10 NoTICE.~HOW does this lesson
teach : (1.) That Jesus calls us to service? (2.)
That he cares for our bodies as well as our souls ?
(3.) That we are to trust Christ forall we need ?
4.) That every true disciple is a representative
of Christ ?

SECOND QUARTER.

TESSON I.

APRIL. 3.] [About 27 A, D,

FOLLOWING JESUS.
Luke 9 : 51-62.
CoMMIT TO MEMORY V8. 57, 58,

5. And it came to gasa, when the time was
come that he should be received up, he stead-
fastiy set his face o go to Jerusalem.

52. And sent messengers before his face : and

went, and entered into a village of th

they y e
Samaritans, to make ready for him.

£3. And they did not receive him, because his
face was as though he would go to Jerusalem.

51, And when his disciples James and John
o this, they said, Lord, wilt thou that we
s 1munﬁ fire to come down from heaven and
w“qume them, even as Eliasdid ?
ot he turned, and rebuked them, and said,

P know n.* what manner of spirit ye are of.
X 2 For the Son >f man is not come to destroy
mif';,,s lives, but tosave them. And they went
to another village.

i ass, that, as they went in

57. And it came (0 WSS 14 unto him, Lord, 1
the W::l)(‘-; fgee whithersoever thou goest.
o d Jesus said unto him, Feoxes haa,vezzsgolesr

58. Al;q (-’{ the air have nests; but the n o
xxx;“xlnb::‘z(;t,h not where to lay his head.

59. And he said unto another, Follow me. But
he said, Lord, suffer me flrst to go and bury my
father.

60. Jesus said unto him,Let the dead bur,
dead : but go thou and preach the kin
G

their
om of

61. And another also said, Lord, I will follow
thee; but let me first go bid them farewell, which
are at home at my house.

62. And Jesus said unto him, No man, having
put his hand to the plough, and looking back, is
fit for the kingdom of God.

* *
GOLDEN TEXT,

And Jesus said unto him, No man, havy-
ing put his hand to the plough, and looking
;mc!&, is fit for the kingdom of God—LUKE

: 62,
—

CENTRAL TRUTH.
Christ is to be followed completely.

*

HISTORICAL CONNECTION.—With verse 51 be-
fim aspecial section ending chapter 18:17. It
ntroduces us to the last period of our Lord’s
ministry, covering six months., More especially,
it contalns the record of the last journeying to-
ward Jerusalem. This journey, referred 10 «n
verse 51, is In all probability the same as the
one spoken of, John 7 ¢ 10, to the feast of Taber-
nacles. The scene of this lesson is in northern
Samaria, :

NOTES.—SAMARITANS, the inhabitants of the
central division of Palestine. They were a mix-
ed race, some of their ancestors having been
transferred to the country by Esar-haddon, Ezra
4:2. On the other hand the Samaritan woman
refers, John 4: 12, to Jacob as her ancesior.
They worshipped on Mount Gerizim instead of at
Jerusalem, and built a temflle there, which was
destroyed B.C. 109 by John Hyreanus. They ac-
cepted the Pentateuch, and expected a Messiah
who should be a Great Prophet, in accordance
with Deut. 18:18. A bitter feeling of hatred ex-
isted between the Samaritans and Jews. KLIAS,
the Greek form of Elijah, the Tishbite, oneof the
greatest of the progbe(s. He appeared as their
representative on the Mount of Transfiguration.
He was translated to heaven in a chariot of fire.
BURrY, the mode most common amongst the
Jews was entombment. The tombs were natural
caves or chambers hewn out of the rock. Tne
first place of burial mentioned in the old Testa-
ment is the cave of Machpelah, Gen, 23:9. Con-
tact with a corpse or a tomb rendered the party
unclean for seven days, Numb, 19 : 11, e¢te. In
order to prevent unconseious contamination, it
was the custom in the time of our to wash
or paint the tombs white, Matt. 23: 27. PLOUGH,
thgmost ancient instrument of agricalture, J. op
4 : §, made in the earliest time entirely of wooc.
The plough used in the East is small and light
compared with those in use amongst, us, Oxen
were employed in ploughing, 1 Kings 19 : 19, and
the ground was simply seratched, and not d
scarred as with us. 4

EXPLANATIONS.

LessoN Tor1cs.—(1.) CHRIST REJRCTED, (I1.)
REVENGE REBUKED. (l11.) TRUE FOLLOW ERS
TESTED,

I. CHRIST REJECTED.—(51-53.) TIME WAS
COME, ‘“when the days were being fulfilled.”
The last six mouths of our Lord’s ministry begin
at this point; RECEIVED UP, at the ascension;
STEADFASTLY SET, it was his fixed purpose ; MES-
SENGERS, our Lord pursued the same course be-
fore the last passover, Matt. 26: 18; VILLAGE.
name unknown ; MAKE READY, a lodging place ;
NOT RECEIVE HIM, the Samaritans expected the
Messiah to manifest himselfon Mount, Gerizim.

II. REVENGE REBUKED., — (54-56,) JAMES
AND JOHN, brothers, and sons of Zebedee. They
may have been the * messengers,” but it 1s not
likely;SAVE,as it was notChrist’s object to destroy
the law and the prophets but to fulfil, so it was
not his object to destroy men’s lives but to save
them. His mission was to save the lost—sin de«
stroys, Christ saves; WENT TO ANOTHER, Christ
commanded his diseiples not toremain in a place
which would not receive them, Luke 10:10,
Christ “ knocks” at, but does not.force himself
into, hearts.

111. TRUE FOLLOWERS TESTED. — (57-62.)
(Represeatatives of three classes of followers.)
THE WAY, perhaps a road back into Galilee or
the road further into Samaria; CERTAIN MAN,
ascribe, Matt. 8: 195 LAY HIS HEAD, our Lord re-
fors here to the poverty and humility of his con-
dition. He cautions the over hasty aspirant, that
to be his follower meant suffering an: self-d’enlnl
for “the diseiple is not above his master” ; FoL-
LOW ME, (l’he second class,) Jesus commands
him ; BURY MY FATHER, he 18 willing to follow
but asks for a little time, comp. Acts 24: 25. The
burial of his father would entail delay. Perhaps
it was only an exeuse. He wanted a little more
of the world ; THE DEAD, ETC., let those who are
dead in *trespasses and sins’ bury the physi-
cally dead. * We should love our earthly father
but love our Creator more.,”—Augustine. All
earthly thlngs are to be given up for God;
PREACH, publish abroad; FIRST, the trouble
with this man and the one before was that they
gld 3301. “ first seek the kingdom of God,” Matt.

PoINTS TO NOTICE.—W e should learn from this
lesson : (1) To return good for evil. Matt. 5 : 44.
2.) To look only to Christ as our example. Heb.
2: 2. (3.) To forsake all things for him. Matt.
19:27. (4.)To give him our whole hearts. Prov.
%(’3011_2&6 g.)(’el‘g ve; ?fxme}ll\lres to him at ox:ioe. 2
. H '0 fol
roserve. " Job Sl mt.)w m without question or
——— S,
STEPHENSON AND THE BIRD.

Everything that is tru i
beautiful when it i entl?.' glg?étn 1:, ;::t
mind is %reayest then. ~ It was a little bird—
a robin, I think—that wag the first to think
that George Steghenson had a great mind

It was George St h ni
e st ell‘lggil]e :gd enson who found out

Stephenson we should have had to ride from
town to townsin coaches and carts pulled by
horses instead of in trains pulled by steam.
He was a great man this George Stephenson ;
he had a brave heart and a strong mind, and
a robin found it out first when ‘fm was still
a rough-looking poor boy eating his dinner,
sitting on a heap of cinders in the engine-
house of a coal pit. It used to come and
take dinner with him ; it hopped close to his
feet, then on to his knee, and looking saucily
up into his begrimed face it said, “I know
you would not hurt a little bird like me,”
and the big rough George Stephenson did
not hurt it ; he had too strong a mind and
too great a heart for that. He fed it, and
talked to it, and was proud and glad that it
believed in him. And many years afterward,
when the boy had become a man, and the
world had found out, what the robin knew
before, that he had a great mind and a brave
heart, he did not forget to be gentle. Let me
tell you how I know this. One day he shut
a window in one of the upper rooms of his
house. It had been left open a long time,
because of the great heat, but as the weather
had grown cooler, it was closed. Little did
this good man know what he was dom§. A
day or two after,to his great sorrow, he found
out, for then he ckanced to observe a bird
fiying against the same window, and beating
against 1t with all its might, again and again,
as if trying to break it. He atonce went'ul:-
stairs and opened the window that he m:lg t
see what this strange conduct meant. The
window opened, the bird at once flew to one
rticular spot in the room, and there,
tephenson saw, was a bird’s nest. At the
sight of the nest the poor bird fell to the
floor, broken-hearted, almost dead. There
sat the mother-bird, and under it four tin
little young ones all dead. Stephenson cried.
He tenderly lifted the exhausted bird from
the floor, with the worm it had so long and
bravely struggled to bring to its home and
young still n its mouth, and carefully tried
to revive it ; but all his efforts proved in
vain, the little thing died, and the great man
wassad for manya day. He was known and
praised by all civilized people ; his mind had
changed the face of the world ; yet he eried
at the sight of this little dead family, and
most of all because he himself had uncon-
sciously been the cause of its death. He
was a great man, for he was powerful, and
had a tender, gentle heart.—Sunday Maga-
zine.
— e

A BALKY HORSE IN THE SANDWICH
ISLANDS.

We got safely out of the home avenue,
and into the road, when suddenly the horse
stops, and no persuasion of word, insistance
of whip, or derision of the passing natives,
can move him. Nunanu Avenue rises just
here, and the creature knows it. Mount it
he will not.  He iswilling to turn and go in
the easy direction ; but that we do not wish.
It is a contest of obstinacy, and I propose to
fight itout. Inother words: I getmy book
and a lunch, and sit in the carriage enjoying
them, while the horse stands there. T have
the better of him. I can eat, and he cannot.
I can read just as comfortably in the carriage
as in the house. I propose to starve the
creature into submission. = But after an hour
or two of ineffectual waiting, finding that
the calls would not be made in that way, and
knowing that they must be made forthwith,
I was led to take another and more pliable
horse, and go the rounds with him. Pahaku-
uni, or the Big Stone, wasnot speedy but he
did not balk. = We afterward learned that the
new horse had been harnessed with a check-
rein, a restraint he was not used to, and that
that was the cause of all his obstinacy. Alas,
how many of us are provoked to the same
vice by over-restraint ! I am sure I have seen
children who balked at their elders’ com-
mands who only needed a little loosening of
the check-rein to make them tractable, —
From Alhoa, by’ Rev. G. L. Chaney.

———— ey
SELF-WINDING CLOCKS, °

A clockmaker of Copenhagen
Louis Soenderberg, who E)r sh:x%e t’;in:]: t}?&ﬁ
has had charge of that city’s electric time.
keepers, has just invented an ingenious ap-
pliance which obviates the necessity of
winding up the re§ulator, from whicﬁ’ the
clocks in question “ take their time, By a
mechanical contrivance which viodically
cuts off the stream of electric ﬂuk{):‘manating
from the battery, and brings an electro mag.
nef’to bear upon the relaxed mainspring

; : taught
rebvaye. I3t bad o ke o e

taneously, perpetual motion is practically
imparted to the works of the regulator—
that is to say, so long as the batteries con-
nected with it are kept properly supplied
with acids. The discoverer cf this impor-
tant improvement has satisfied himself, by
six months’ successful experiments-in his
own workshop, that his system works fault-
lessly, and has applied for permission to
adapt it to the electric clocks set up by the
municipality in different parts of the Danish
capital.—London Telegraph.
————e

NOTICE.

Subscribers to this paper will find the
date their subscription terminates printed
after the name. Those whose subscriptions
expire at the end of the present month will

please have the remittances mailed in time.
EEAEEREey CEESSE

NOTICE TO SUBSCRIBERS IN
UNITED STATES.

Our subscribers throughout the United
States who cannot procure the International
Post Office orders at their Post Office, can
get instead a Post Office order, payable at
Rouse’s Point, N.Y., which will prevent
much inconvenience both to ourselves and

subscribers.
R ST

TrE CrLuB RatEs for the “ MESSENGER,”
when sent to one address, are as follows :—
1 copy, 30c ; 10 copies, $2.50 ; 25 copies, $6 ;
50 copies, $11.50; 100 copies, $22 ; 1,000
copies, $200. Jon~x Dovearr & Son, Pab-
lishers, Montreal.

MonTrEAL DArLy WiTNEss $3.00 a year,

post-paid.

MoxtrREAL WEEKLY WirNess, $1.10 a

year, post-paid.

JouN DovGaLL & Sox,
Publishers, Montreal, Q.

ALL PERSONS are hereby warned against
Kayixi% money to a person calling himself
fr. Kearney and travelling in the Eastern
Townships, representing himself asour can-
vassing agent.

EPPS’'S COCOA,
GRATEFUL AND COMFORTING.

“ By a thorough knowledge of the natural
laws which govern the operations of digestion
and nutrition, and by a careful application of
the fine properties of well-selected Cocoa, Mr,
Epps has provided our breakfast tables with a
velicately flavored beverage which may save
ug many heavy doctor’s bills, Itis by the judi-
cious use of such articles of diet that a cousti-
tution may be gradually built up until strong
enough to resist every tendency to disease,
Hundreds of subtle maladies are floating
around us ready to attack wherever there is a
weak point. e may escape many a tatal shaft
by keeping ourselves well tortified with pure
blood and a properly nourished frame.”—Civil
Nervice Gazette.~Sold only in Packets labelled—
“JAMES KPPS & CO., Homcepathic (’hemists,
London, Eng.””—A Iso makers of Epps’s Choco-
late Essence for afternoon use.

NEW YORK WITNESS PUBLICATIONS

NEW YORK WEEKLY WITNESS :

Single copy 4e¢, or $1.50 a year, or eight months
for a dollar.” Club of five ‘for a year, $6; Club
of eleven for ayear, $12 if sent without any
diminution. The WrTNESs is almost the only
paper that reports the progress ot the INDEPEN-
DENT CATHOLIO CHURCH.

NoTE.—As aspecial effort to double the Wrr-
NESS subscription list, we offer the rivilege to
each present subscriber when renewing his own
COpy 1o order another for a new subscriber, and
both will be sent se tely 1or a year for $2.

Any old friend of the WITNESS
same privilege. o o

= e SABBATH READING :

weekly eight-page religious T, 1c & co)|

or 50c a year. Parcels of one huxz)xared' for 750')3!"
twenty-five for 20¢c, will be sent as sam ies.
either all of one number, or assorted. This
paper has more choice reading matter for the
money than any other we know.

GEMS OF POETRY :
A weekly eight-page ?aper filled with the
cholcest, roet. we can select; ﬁo,a copy, or 75¢ a
year. A club of three for $2, or ten for $6, The first
volume, extending from 1st June to end of
31 numbers, will be sent for 40e, and any one
who subscribed for the first six numbers ormore
can have the whole volume by remitting the
%ﬂbretnee between what he formerly paid and
cents.,
All the above prices include postage, and
sample coples will be sent free on applloadon. 3

JOHN DOUGALL & CO.,

THE NORTHERN MESSENGER is printed and published
the 1st and 15th

such a way as to renew its tension instan-

on
37 Bonaventure Montreal, by John Wﬁl
& Son, composed of John Don‘f‘u,"/ot New Y

and Johu Redpath Dougall and” J.'D. Dougall, of
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