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A Babe’s and a Woman’s

Love.

(B. W., in the ‘Sunday at Home.)

Tom was a rough bold sailor,
Who now and then would dream
And knew that a poet once had said,
“Things are not what they seem.

He sat alone and pondered,
By the stove that burnt in the hold.
Chums wondered, ‘What is he doing of?
For the weather was not cold.

#)!d w’ he MJ hls face shone
~ As the sea when bught and calm,
And ‘his eyes, as he gazed on the five.

Anobher ﬁme‘wu before him,

i mxckering a floor md a cemng,

Which burnt in a hut afar, =

A cradle stood in a corner,

A mother sat stitching near,
A kettle sang on thc cleaned-up hob,
“A cock crowed in the rear.

The woman, he saw, was looking
Down the walk to the garden gate,
Longing to run to open it now.
Alas! she had months to wait.

His ship was due in the winter,

The corn was just breaking the ground,

‘The summer must go and the roses

’Ere her lost good man is is found.

It was not far to that gate,
Yet it seemed far off to-day, for

The man, that made it her'gate of heaven,
Wu sailing long leagues away.

He saw the woe of her heart;
He almost heard her speak;
He stooped and stroked her brow with his
hand,
And pressed a kiss on her cheek.

e seemed to ride at anchor,
A soul like a ship at sea,

And port had never such anchorage
As that cottage floor could be.

Not all the storms and strainings,
Of the tackle and gear of life,

Could drag his grappling anchor away
From his baby and his wife.

His mates could not understand,
As they rollicked on deck above,

For they had not entered the magical world—
A babe’s and a woman’s love.

Dr. Arnold’s Daily Prayer.

Dr. Arnold’s daily prayer was as follows:
‘O Lord, I have a busy world around me;
eye, ear, and thought will be needed for all
my work to be done in this busy world.
Now, ere I enter on it, I would commit eye
and ear and thought to Thee. Do Thou bless
them, and keep their work Thine, that as
through Thy natural laws my heart beats
and my blood flows without any thought of
mine, so my spiritual life may hold on its
course at these times when my mind cannot
conspicuously turn to Thee to commit each
particular thought to Thy service. Hear my
prayer, for my dear Redeemer’s sake. Amen
—Missionary Herald.

Don’t Believe in Foreign
Missions. .

(By Rev. John Woods, D.D,, in the ‘Herald
and Presbyter.’)

‘I don’t believe in foreign missions.

Oh, you dow’t? Then you think Chris-
tianity ought to have died where it was
born, in the little country of Palestine, about
the size of the State of New Jersey, or one-
sixth as large as Ohio. The moment the gos-
pel was carried beyond the Holy Land it be-
came a foreign missionary enterprise.  Be-
fore the death of the last of the apostles it
had been carried throughout the Roman Em-
pire, and firmly established in three conti-
nents.

Don’t believer in foreign missions?  Then
you think that when Jesus commanded his
followers to go into all the world and make
disciples among all nations, he laid upon
them an unreasonable and hopeless tazk.
You think that when Jesus said, ‘I am the
light of the world, when he assumed to set
up the kingdom of God among - men; or
when he declared, ‘Heaven and earth shall
pass away, but my words shall not pass
away, he was simply a visionary, carried
away by his own enthusiasm, and cherishing
ideas, and aims that could by no possibility
be realized.

Don’t believe in foreign missions?  Then
you do not think much of the prayer whick
our Saviour has taught us: ‘Thy kingdom
come; thy will be done in earth es it is ix
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heaven’ You are not in sympathy with
Christ, for the salvation of the world is a
cause which lies mear his heart. He loves
the poorest Hindoo and the moet benighted
African, and died that they might live.

Don’t believe in foreign missions? Then
you must believe in selfishness. We have a
good thing, let us keep it for ourselves. We
have long enjoyed = the blessings of Chris-
tianity, its noble ideals, its pure morality, its
inspiring precepts, its gracious promises, its
immortal hopes; but to impart these to the
heathen is not our concern.

Don't believe in foreign missions?  Then
you Have no appreciation of some of the
noblest lives that have ever lived on this
planet. Think of the great company of saint-
ly men who have given themselves to the
cause. It shines with the names of Carey,
and Henry Martyn, and Brainerd, and Me-
Cheyne, and Schwartz, and Elliott, and Bis-
hop Heber, and Adoniram Judson and Seud-
der, and Dr.'Duff, and Eli Smith, and Robert
_ Morrison, and Hudson Taylor, and Mackay of
Uganda, and Lowry, and Moffatt, and Living-
stone, and Dr. Paton. What a constellation
that is! But to you it is mnothing. The
mention of these names will not quicken your
pulse one beat to the minute, ~for the
heroism of foreign missions is nothing to you!
You don’t believe in it. What must Jesus
think of you?

Religious News.

Some assert, and perhaps believe that there
is no such thing as disinterested benevolence.
But the history of the world contains very
many proofs of the contrary. There is a
case of recent occurrence that ought to set-
tle the matter for all time to come. Fifty-
five years ago Hiram Bingham graduated at
Yale. He was born in Honolulu, and his
parents were among the missionaries who
changed a nation of cannibals into decen{
Christian people in an incredibly short time.
The son sought a field where he could fol-
low the example of his illustrious father.

Five thousand miles southwest of San
Francisco lie ‘the Gilbert Islands. This man
and his young wife went there in 1857, and
settled down to see what could be done for
them. The dwellers in Apaing, the island
they selected, were 30,000 in number, says the
Cincinnati ‘Enquirer, and were a sullen,
cruel, and treacherous lot, fond of war and
also of eating their prisoners.

Mr. Bingham first reduced their gibberish
to a tangible and written form, and then
gradually taught them in that language, and
by daily example, the ways of civilization
and religion. He and his wife wrote various
books for their use and instruction, including
a complete dictionary, and won their love
and confidence,

More than this, many of them became
teachers and missionaries themselves to their
people, and nearly all the inhabitants of that
large island became and are completely and
radically changed. All their heathenish cus-
toms and beliefs are gone, and they are as
happy and contented a race as they formerly
were wretched and useless. :

Recently they celebrated the semi-centen-
nial of their reformation, and among other
interesting events they prepared and sent to
Mr. Bingham a touching and affecting tri-
bute of their appreciation of the man who
had rescued them out of a sense of duty
alone.” His long residence in that unhealth-
ful elimate hdd broken him down, so that he
was compelled to return to Homolulu, where
he still lives in the happy consciousness of
having well served his Master and his fel-
low men, but without earthly reward or the
expectation of it. Here is an instance of
undoubted self-sacrifice and devotion to duty
without hope of reward. Such men deserve
recognition and remembrauce.

Work in ]_abrador.,

THE ‘NORTHERN MESSENGER’ LAUNCH-
: ED ONCE MORE.

It is impossible to read the following
courageous letter from Dr. Hare without
feeling deep regret that the new launch for
Harrington is still a thing of the future, that

he is still forced to spend on occasion a week
at a time in the cramped quarters that he
describes as allowing ‘no room for comfort.
His work is growing, his calls carry him fur-
ther afleld, and while it is gratifying to know
that were it not for the Northern Messenger’
it would be impossible for him to respond to
many of them, yet it is distressing to think
of the diffirulties which he must face in the
smaller laumeh, and which the larger launch
would obviate. His work is dear to his
heart, and one of his chief troubles is that
Lie cannot do more than he can with the pre-
sent launch. It is for us to see that he is
supplied as soon as possible with the larger
launch, but meanwhile the present ‘Northern
Messenger’ is filling the need to the best of
its abilities:
Harrington, July, 1908.

Dear Mr. Editor,—

The sturdy little launch was put into the
water again after her long rest in her winter
quarters, on the evening of May 12. The
tide did not make high until almost dark,
so it was half-past ten before we had her
afloat and safely moored. I was glad to see
her in her aceustomed place once more. A
sick call had come to go to a place 150 miles
or so west, which hurried us somewhat, but
on account of having to overhaul the engine
it was not until the evening of the four-
teenth that we were ready to start. We

slept on board so as to be able to make an’

earlier start, and next morning, soon after
4 o’c’ock we were running out of the West-
ern Passage and leaving Harrington on the
first launch trip of the season.

Our first stop was made at Wolf Bay,
where I went ashore to see our good friends
the Jones’s, then we went on, but soon had
to leave the run we were in, and pick our
way through rocky shoals to get outside the
islands, as our further passage was barred
by ice that had not yet melted.

That night we ran until too dark to see
anything, then entered a little cove and
anchored for the night. Our smali oil stove
was soon busy with our supper, and after
admiring our surroundings, we crawled into
the small cuddy for the night. Next morning
we called into Musquarro where there 1s a
telegraph office, and sent some messages;
then went on to Kegashka, where I had to
see some sick people. When we were ready
to leave again the wind had risen and as I
knew the launch could not make her way
againet it, we had to remain there during
the afternoon.

A fishéerman friend of ours had met with
an accident that morning in breaking his fore-
mast, but having cut a spare stick last winter
in a cove ten miles away, he would soon be
in a condition to go to sea again if he had
the stick home. As it was inside the islands
I took him aboard and we went down and
towed the stick home for him, saving him a
day or so in time. He was very thankful
for the help and I was glad to do it for
him as he has been most kind to me and
has helped the mission in many ways. We
had a splendid run the following day, get-
ting into Piashti Bay about six p.m., where
T at once got into touch with my patient,
who was suffering from severe pleurisy.

We were ready to leave for home again in
two days, but the weather would not let us,
a heavy head wind and tide preventing us.

Next morning, however, we got away and
ran to Aguamius River, where we had a bad
time getting in over the bar. The ground
swell was heavy and this meeting the current
of the river, made a sea that almost broke
across the bar. 'Added to this, the ice was
coming out of the lakes and river in large
pans, and it was very difficult to dodge the
heavy seas, keep in the narrow channel and
keep clear of the ice at the same time. We
had no aecident, but many close shaves and
some hard knocks which—thanks to the
sheathing of galvanized iron we put on be-
fore launching—did us no harm.

Saw a number of sick people during the
afternoon and evening, among them two
widows, whose husbands were drowned last
autumn while trapping in the country. One
woman has two children, “the other eight
children, the eldest ‘a little over nine, the
youngest eight months. These families are
utterly destitute, being dependent, on the
charity of the neighbors, who are almost as
poor as themselves. Away shortly after day-
light, and ran into Tsle au Mission, where
several families of French from the Magdalen
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Islands live. Here we had several cases to
treat, then a run of nine or ten miles brought
ueé to Natashquau, where we had more sick
to treat. This is another French settlement.
Coming out the next morning we had several
miles of hard, blue ice out of the river to
run through, making it difficult navigation
for a boat built as thinly as this launch is.
The planking is only one inch thick, which
is too frail unless she is full timbered. We
were thankful enough that we had taken
the extra time to put on the iron sheathing,
or we must certainly have punched a hole in
her bows.

Before we reached Kegashka we met a
tremendous south-east sea, which was right
abeam, and we rolled so you could hardly
hold on tightly enough to keep from falling
overboard. When the boat was in the hollow
of the sea you could not have seen more than
a foot or so of our masthead. The sea in-
creased so rapidly that by the time we had
reached Kegashka we could not stick our
nose outside the harbor, so had to remain
there that afternoon, and as the following
day was Sunday, we stopped quietly in the
harbor until four o’clock on Monday morn-
ing.

Service ‘twice on Sunday, with practically
all hands in the harbor turned out. How
one appreciates a quiet, restful Sunday,
especially after knocking about all the week
in such a small boat, where there is no room
for comfort. Gave one of the ministers a
deck passage from Kegashka to Harrington,
which we reached after an uneventful run
of about two days.

Home for three or tour days, then we went
east to Mutton Bay and Tabatiere, seeing
quite a number of patients on the way,
Gave another minister a lift to enable him
to take up a preaching appointment. We
had three days of snmow while on this trip.
On June 3 I started off in a smother of
snow in a canoe with two Indians to see
the sick child of onme of them. Fortunately
he spoke English, as I am sorry to say my
Montaignais is very limited.

Home for two days, them went wesl once
more. The Indians were all at their mission
at Musquarro, and a lot of them

hem were sick.
I remained among them three days, treating

them; there were about three hundred alto-
gether this year. Many of them are very
badly off for food; the hunt for fur has been
a failure this past winter, and most of them
owe good bills at the Hudson’s Bay posts,
where they trade, and it is mot so easy to
get supplies as it used to Le.

We have had some hurry calls, where we
have been able to bPe of serviee, but with-
out the launch it would have been useless
to attempt to go. I have been three days in
o sail boat trying to get to a place which
is not much more than ten and a half hours
by the laumch, and the Ilaunch only goes
about four and a half miles in an hour, if
there is much of a head tide and wind we
average from two and a half to three. We
are busy all the time.  The Jaunch hag
travelled this year eight hundred and se\je?ty-
five miles, carTying relief and good ‘tidings
to the people of the coast, and we will eon-
tinue to do so with God’s blessing:

Yours for the COste Nord.

H. MATHER HARE.

ACkﬂOWledgments.
LABRADOR ‘FUND.

Received for the Jaunch:—Mrs, G. E. Robin-
Waterloo, P. Que, $200; A Guelph

gon, A !
Reader,  $1.00; A  Friend, Murray Harbor,
$2.00; Mrs. David Tees, Westmount, $5.00;

An Interested = One,
gentar Potalo bt il i
Received for the cotsg"...A Prisnd. ®
Previously acknowledged for gll pur- -
POSBH s r s SnEF s e e o B 1,623.26

Woodstock, Ont., 25
‘ 10.25

U

Total on hand Aug. 18.. .. .. ..§ 163451

Address all subscriptions for Q, Qmubi‘l’s’
work to ‘Witness’ Labrador Fund, John
Dougall and Son, ‘Witness’ Office, Montreal,
stating with the gift whether it is fc
launch, komatic, or cots.

i
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LESSON,— SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 13, 1908.

David Made King Over
Israel and Judah.

II. Sam. ii, 1-7; v, 1-5. Memory verses,
M. Sam., v, 4, 5. Read IIL Sam. ii.v.

Golden Text.

David went .on and grew great, and the
Lord God of Hosts was with him. IL Sam.
v. 10.

Home Readings.

{ Monday, September 7.—II. Sam. ii., 1-17.

i Tuesday, September 8.—II. Sam. ii, 18-32
Wednesday, September . 9.—IL Sam. iii,

1-21.
Thursday, September 10.—IL. Sam. iii., 22-

89.

. Friday, September 11.—II. Sam. iv., 1-12.
Saturday, September 12.—II. Sam. v., 1-25.
Sunday, September 13.—I, Chr. xi, 1-23.

FOR THE JUNIOR CLASSES.

Who ecan remember what Saul was like,
end what happened when he was made king
of the Israelites? He was a young man
who came straight from the farm to the
throne, but before all the people accepted
him as king he did a very brave deed in
freeing the people of Jabesh Gilead. Then it
was that everybody praised him and accept-
ed him as king. How long do you think he
reigned? About forty years, and at last, as
we- learned in last Sunday’s lesson, he was
killed in battle, and with him died his three
_eldest sons, Jonathan, of course, among them.
The country now had no king, and David,
who you must remember had been anointed
king by Samuel, asked God what he should
do. He was living among the Philistines you
know because Saul had driven him out of
Judah. Now God told him to go back to
Judah to the city of Hebrom, aund here the
people gathered together to make him king
as soon as they heard that he had come
back. Not all the Israelites though, because
some of them chose another king, Ishbosheth,
the youngest son of Saul. He was net very
much of a king, but he had a very brave
general called Abner, his father’s uncle, and
‘#his general got ten of the tribes to pro-
claim Ishbosheth their king.  Just think
what David would feel like. It must have
been about thirteen or fourteen years since
Samuel had anointed him king, and pretty
mearly all that time David had been having
to hurry from place to place to get away
from Saul, who wanted to kill him. David
had been very careful not to fight over the
matter, although he had a great many men
who would have dome anything for him.
Now Saul is dead and David asks God if
it’s time yet for him to be king. God told
Pavid to go into Judah, and when he gets
there he finds he is to be king over only
two tribes, while Ishbosheth, Saunls son, is
made king over all the rest. What do you
think you would have done if you had been
David? Don’t you think you would have
felt like fighting over it? ‘It is Geod’s in-
tention that I should be king, David might
‘have said, ‘so I'm not going to let Ishbosheth
be” However, it seems that he didn’t do
“any fighting at all until Abner forced him
to, because he believed that if God had
g‘omisefd to make him king, God would keep

is promise when the time came for it. A

. Ettle girl one day told her mother that she
- Bad been helping God make the flowers blos--

jom, but what she really had done was to
- pull open a lot of buds before they were
~ ready and had killed them all. We must be
‘patient if we are to help God. If the little

. - girl had been watering the flowers and pull-
. ing out the weeds she might really bave

o g e

said she had been helping God. That is
something like what David did. For seven
years and a half David reigned in Hebron
and looked after the little bit of a kingdom
God had given him, so that it kept growing
and growing all the time until at last he
found it was God’s time to give it all to
him, 5

< ]
FOR THE SENIORS.

Try to get the time of David’s reign
placed in your scholars’ minds in its right
place in the world’s history. 1t was two or
three centuries before there was any ‘thought
of building Rome, even if the legendary age
of that city is considered to be correct. If
any other king of that time had been
brought the news that a certain city had
done especial service to his recent rival, the
act would have brought upon the city sum-
mary vengeance, or at least .the deed would
have been stored. up in the king’s mind until
a fitting time to revenge it should come.
The age was one of cruelty and selfishness,
and in considering the story of David his
faults pale into insignificance by comparison
with those of contemporary monarchs, while
his virtues stand out with* wonderful bril
liancy.  This was doubtless owing to the
hold his religion had upon him, although
the Bible bears record that there was still
much of darkness and  superstition mixed
up with the revealed religion. The seven
years and a half of waiting at Hebron for
the completion of God’s promise were not by
any means years of stagnation. David was
being trained in the lesser office before he
was trusted with the larger. First of all he
had learned to govern a company of outlaws
in the caves of the mountains, so that his
report to Nabal (I Sam. xxv. 7) could be
heartily eonfirmed by the man’s own servants
(verses 15, 16); then he was trusted with a
city (L Sam. 6, 7), where he ruled his people
so well that on a particularly difficult ques-
tion his word was accepted and vested upon
(I. Sam. xxx., 21-25); the next advance was
to the Kingdom of Judah. His probation
here was of longer duration, but quietly ac-
cepted by David. He had paved the way for
himself in Judah, not only by his prudent be-
havior at Saul’s court, by his abstinence from
any marauding acts during the years of his
hiding from Saul, but also by a generous gift
to the regions where he had most generally
stayed during the years of trial (I. Sam.
Xxx., 26-31). He paved the way for himself
to the larger kingdom largely by just such
prudence and generosity during the years of
his reign at Hebron. There is a splendid
lesson in the fall of Jebus in those chapters.
This citadel, entrenched by nature, had re-
mained for all these centuries in the hands
of the heathen. They derided the idea that
it could ever be taken. Yet by the per-
severance of God’s servants it was taken, and
became the synonym through all ages for the
city of God. Many evils seemingly as strong-
ly entrenched will fall before God’s people
with due perseverance. <

/ g }
(SELECTIONS FROM TARBELL'S ‘GUIDE.)

3. David made a covenant with them be-‘
fore Jehovah. One of the psalms (101) as-
cribed to David sounds like the resolves of
a new monarch on his accession, In it the
Psalmist draws the ideal of a king, and says
such things as, ‘I will behave myself wisely,
in a perfect way. I will set no wicked thing
before mine eyes. I hate the work of them
that turn aside. Mine eyes shall be upon
the faithful of the land, that they may
dwell with me”’ That psalm we may regard
a8 the first words of the king, when, after
long, weary years, the promise of Samuel’s
anointing was fulfilled, and he sat on the

throne.-—Maclaren.

Of all the Old Testament characters from
Genesis to Samuel, the most tactful one is
Dayid. When the women praised him so as
to arouse the King’s jealousy, the court
would naturally be opposed to him, too, but
he behaved himself so wisely that he won
the devoted love of Jonathan, the prince, and
of all the peoplee. ~When he was made a
captain over the warriors, his* popularity in-
creased. When he was hunted from place to
place as an outlaw, the disaffected men of
the kingdom joined him, and these brave but
turbulent companions he kept in check and
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won their loyal devotion. All who came
near him seem to have felt the charm of his
personality, and this could only mean that
he possessed the ‘peculiar skill or faculty’
called tact in dealing with men.

People are always talking of perseverance,
and courage, and fortitude; but patience is
the finest and worthiest part of fortitude—
and the rarest, too. I know twenty persever-
ing girls for one patient one; but it is only
that twenty-first who can do her work, out
and out, and enjoy it. For patience lies
at the root of all pleasure, as well as of all
powers. Hope herself ceases to he happi-
ness, when Impatience companions -her.—
Ruskin, ‘Ethies of the Dust.

He has attained to an eminent degree of
Christian grace who knows how te wait.—
Henry Warg Beecher,

(FROM PELOUBET’S ‘NOTES.’)

David was a fine example of Christs
parables of the Talents and the Pounds.
Faithfulness in lesser things is the only way
to higher and better things. David was
now hearing the Lord’s ‘Well done, good and
faithful servant; thou hast been faithful
over a few things, I will make thee ruler
over many things’ (Matt. xxv., 21).

II. Sam. v, 1—"The book of Chronicles
contains further interesting details about
this assembly at Hebron (I. Chron. xii., 23-
40). The joy was universal, for the fame of
David was again on all lips. The homage
and fidelity to a new monareh, shown in
modern nations on the part of public ser-
vants by taking a solemn oath, have been
expressed in the East from the earliest ages
by gifts presemted by the population at large
to - their new ruler. Vast quantities of the
thin, dry bread of the country, loads of meal

or flour, of figs pressed into cakes, and of
raisins, arrived om lomg frains of assés,

camels, mules, and oxen; wine and oil, and
cattle and sheep in herds and flocks, filled
the Hebron valley; at once a demonstration
of the unanimous election of David and
provision for the usual feast of the Acces.

sion, which was held for three days at
Hebron with unprecedented rejoicings’—
Geikie.

Junior C. E. Topic.
Sunday, Sep‘ember 13.—Topic—Commending

our Society. I. By chureh attendance. Ps.
xxvi.,. 1-12; Heb, x., 21-25.

C. E. Topic.

Monday, September 7.-—Adam’s excuse.
Gen.. i1, 12.
Tuesday, September 8.—Aarom’s exeuse.

Exod. xxxii., 21-24.

Wednesday, September 9.—Conscience accus-
ing. Rem. ii., 15.

Thursday, September 10.—Without excuse.
Rom. i, 20, 21.

Friday, September 11.—Too busy.
XX..-89, 40

Saturday, September 12.—Not ready. Matt.
xxv.; 1-12

Sunday, September 13.—Topic—Making ex-
cuses. Luke xiv.,, 16-24. :

e

I. Kings

In the confliet between truth and error,
faith and unbelief, virtue and vice, temper-
ance and intemperance, liberty and lawless-
ness, victory is on the side that wins the
children.—‘8, 8. Teacher.

Childhood is the key which unlocks all our
problems, and the Sunday School has ita
hand on the key.

Sunday School Offer.

Any school in Canada that does not take
the ‘Messenger’ may have it supplied free om
trial for three weeks on request of Superine
tendent, Secretary or Pastor, stating the nume
ber of copies required. ‘ :

N.B.—Ask For Our Special Year End Offer,
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The Deciding Vote.

There lives in a Western state a humble
old lady whose interest in politics is confined
to the single fact that her son was elected
& number of years ago a member of the
legislature, and has several times since been
re-elected. What he has actually dome in
the legislature she does not know. She has
no doubt that he has done all that a good
boy, grown to be a great man, ought to have
done or could do; and one good thing, at
least, he did to justify her confidence.

When the legislature assembled in the
autumn of 1906, the son visited his mother,
and chided her good-naturedly for not read-
ing the speeches he had sent her. She had
saved them all, and knew just where they
were; but she confessed that she had no%
been able to read them all, nor to under-
stand very well what she had read.

‘But yow’re going to make a speech this
year that I shall read, every word,’ she said.

“Tell me which one that is, and I'll be sure
to make it,’ said he. .

“It’s the one on the anti-saloon bill’ said
she.

‘Oh, that omne!’ he said,
fugedly.

“Yes. I kmow it will be a good one. My
boy, you know what liquor did for our home
years ago. I have prayed all the years that
my son might grow up to save other boys
from his father’s fate. And this is your
opportunity. I know you will be true to it

‘Well, mother,” replied the son, ‘I don’t
know that I have much confidence in these
efforts to make men good by Ilegislation.
You can’t very well do more than regulate
the liquor traffic. The attempt to prohibit
it altogether always fails. I don’t know
that I can make a speech in favor of that
bill?

But these arguments fell unheeded on her
ears. She did not take them seriously. She
thought her son joking, as was his wont.

‘Oh, I know you like to tease me, she
said, ‘but I know you’ll vote for that bill,
and speak for it. And I shall read every
word of your speech, and T shall pray for
you every day, that God will bless that
speech and make it win the fight.

The son had, indeed, expected to speak on
the bill, but ‘on *he other side; and he never
had doubted, nor had his political friends,
which way he would vote. But the weeks
went by, and the fate of the bill hung in the
balance, and he kept his own counsel. It was
assumed, however, that he would vote against
the bill in the end, and so his silence caused
no uneasiness to the liquor men.

‘I know why you are waiting,” wrote his
mother. ‘You are waiting to make your
great speech when the great fight comes.
God bless you, my boy! I am praying for
you. How proud I am of you!

It was that letter that put all doubt aside.
When the lines began to tighten and a dead-
lock ‘was threatening, he first voted  on an
emendment which forecasted his final action.
That vote brought surprise to the friends of
temperance and discouragement to the friends
of the liquor cause. :

And’ when the bill came up on its third
reading, he spoke. He did not see the mem-
bers of the House, but he saw an old woman,
reading his speech through spectacles that re-
quired frequent wiping, and it was a speech
that carried conviction. - !

The vote was so close that any one of a
dozen things might have turned the scale;
but among the stories told in the committee-
yooms, after the bill beecame a Jaw under
which several hundred saloons were' obliged
to close, is that here related. It is the true
story of the way a mother’s prayers and con-
fidence had their decisive influence in the mak-
ing of a law—Youth’s Companion.’

somewhat con-
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YEAR-END
BARGAINS

TO NEW SUSCRIBERIS.

SHOW THEM TO YOUR NElGHBORS.

‘The Weekly Witness,

* An Independent, Fearless and Forceful Newspaper.’ Established Over Sixty Years

‘The best weekly newspaper in Canada. Latest news, Markgt and
1 Stock Reports, Financial Review, Literary Review, Good Stories,
Home Department, Boys’ Page, Queries and Answers on all subjects,
ete., ete.
To the end of the year, including the ‘Canadian Pictorial,’

TERCENTENARY NUMBERS
Only 35 Cents

‘World Wide’

2 A weekly Reprint of Articles and Cartoons from the leading Jour-

nals and Reviews, refiecting the current t_hought of both Hemispheres
—a perfect boon to busy men— World dee.: - : el
To the end of the year, including the ¢ Canadian Pictorial

TERCENTENARY NUMBERS
Only 40 Cents.

‘The Northern Messenger’

A favorite for over forty years. Tllustrated Sunday reading every

d Sunday-School. - Twelve to sixteen pages. Evan-
3 B Interesting from first to last. QCaters to all

ﬁf;légf l, mon-sectar ) uality combined UNEQUALLED FOR THI

MO?I\I‘];JYthe. end of the year, including the ‘Canadian Pictorial

TERCENTENARY NUMBERS
Only 256 Cents .

The Weekly Witness' and
4 ‘World Wide’ and the
‘Canadian Pictorial’ and the
‘Northern Messenger”

All to the end of the year, including all the Special and

TERCENTENARY NUMBERS
Only One Dollar,

§M.B.- If you already take one or two of these four publications,
and ‘don’t need a second copy, give us the name sand address of
some friend and we will send the second copy tnere,

The ‘Canadian Pictorial,

Qapada’s popular illustrated monthly. ~News by views. High
5 grade paper, high grade pictures. Interesting to young end old alike.
Many of its full page pictures suitable for framing. No home should
be without it. Must be seen to be appreciated.  One dollar a. year,
including postage, to all parts of the world.
To the end of the year, including the

THANKSGIVING, XT1AS and

TERCENTENARY NUMBERS
S Only 50 Cents :

(to any poetal addrese the world over.)

JOHN DQU-QALL & SGN, Publishers,
" “Witness’ Building, Montreal,

Sept. 4, 1908.
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Correspondence

ROYAL LEAGUE OF KINDNESS.

I pledge myself
To speak kindly to others,
To speak kindly of others,
To think kind thoughts,
To do kind deeds.

Janie L. Libbey, B., N.B, and Mabel’
Bovee, V., B.C., are two new members of the
league for this week. Miss Mabel suggests
that it would be a nice“idea for the league
to have a badge to keep the members in
mind of their: pledge. How would a double
bow of purple and white ribbon do, like the
one shown at the top of the pledge?  The
purple stands for the royal endeavor, the
white for the purity of quiet kindliness, and
their union in the little bow shows the
union into which the members of the league
have entered. This is a little badge that
anyone can use, for a little bow just about
Rhe size shown can be made from five-inch
lengths of the purple and white ribbon, the
ribbon being about one-quarter of an inch
wide. If you are too far away from the
slores to get ribbon, ask mother to cut you
dittle strips from some purple and white silk
or other stuff. That will do until you can
get the ribbon.

- There is another way that the members
might help themselves to remember their
Ppledge, and that is by learning off by heart
verses 4, 5, 6 and 7 of I Cor. xiii. Learn
bhe whole chapter if you can, it isn’t long,
! anyhow learn those four verses and say
Xhem over often to yourself. i

V., NS.
 Dear Editor,—I have written to the ‘Mes-
senger’ twice before. “I am twelve years wold,
and I went up to town to take the entrance
examinations for the Academy, and I was
successful. I am sorry that school is closed
mow, as I like to go. I went the last two
years without missing a day. I have read
& great many books, and I have about forty
of my own. L. M. Aleott, Mary J. Holmes,
Dickens and Josiah Allen’s Wife are my
favorite authors.

ROBINA JOHNSON.

B. C.. Que.

Dear Editor,—I enjoy the ‘Messenger’
more than any other paper for Sunday reaad-
ing. We have had the ‘Messenger’ at Sun-
day School for geveral years, and we all like
it very well. I'have for pets g big cat
mamed Snowball and a little kitten named
Smut, and a dog named Guess. The places
I would like to visit are Montreal, London
and Washington, but I don’t think T will ever
get there. T take music lessons every week
and like it pretty well.
: ARLINE THOMAS. .

S : 5 LR, NS
. Dear Editor,—This is my first letter to the
_*Messenger.” We have taken it for some

time, and we all like it very much. I go to
school all term and am in the fifth grade.
We study -draﬁv’ing a lot, so I am sending a
drawing of our schoolhouse. It has two
fYooms and . a lobby. . The Stewiacke River
Tuns behind it, and the valley is very pretty
in summer. My father is a farmer. We have

three colts and seven cows and ten young

cattle. We have about seventy chickens.

‘We moved here from New Brunswick nearly

hree years ago. I am ten years old. Well,
I think this is a long letter for the first one,
80 will close with the answer to Clifford
‘Willard’s riddle (July 17)—A bald head.

% MAUD L. LOCKHART.
' £y B., - Ont.
~ Dear Editor,—As I have never seen any
Jetters from around here, I thought I would
try to write ome. We have taken the

‘Messenger’ in our Sunday School ever since -

I can remember. I like to read it very
much, especially the letters from the girls
and boys. I have three sisters and three
brothers. My eldest sister is twelve years
old, and she passed the entrance this year.
I have no pets but my little baby sister
Anita. I will not say that I do very much
work, as two years ago I had my arm
broken at school, and it has never been very
strong since. ' I guess I will close for this
time, hoping 'my letter is not too long.
GLADYS GILLILAND.

A RIDDLE.
I'm a strange contradiction; I'm new and
I'm old;
Pm often in tatters,
gold. -
Though I never could read, yet lettered I'm
found;

Though blind I enlighten; though loose, I
am bound.

P'm always in black and I’'m always in white;

I'm grave and I'm gay, I am heavy and
light—

In form, too, I differ—I’m
thin;

T've no flesh and no bones, yet I’'m covered
with skin.

I've more points than a compass, more stops
than a flute;

I sing without voice, without speaking con-
fute.

Im English, ’'m German, I'm French and
P’m Duteh;

Some love me too fondly,
too much;

I oft die too soon, though I sometimes live
ages, :

And no monarch alive has so many pages.
Sent in by CLINTON R. McARTHURS,

E., Alta.

and oft decked with

thick and I’m

some slight me

U, 8., N8,

Dear Editor,—1 am ten years old and like
to read the correspondence. I thave only
three pets, a black cat named Dinah, a white
bull-dog named Bob, and a little colt named
Topsy. I live on a farm on the banks of the
Stewiacke River, and it is very pretty in the
_summer,

CURRIE JOHNSON.

P E——

A LETTER FROM LABRADOR.

A great many of our correspondents, we
know, are interested in Dr. Grenfeli, Dr.
Hare, and their work in Labrador, so there
will be a very ready welcome for the fol-
lowing letter from Dr. Hare’s little daughter,
Eileen. If you don’t know about the work,
ask mother and she will likely be able to
tell you how the readers of the ‘Northern
Messenger’ have sent money to help build
a launch for Dr. Hare to go and see his
patients in, and if you think a bit you will
surely remember about the two cots that so
many of our little correspondents helped to
give to the Harrington Hospital, where Dr.,
Hare worke. It is very interesting then, to
think how little Miss Eileen,” who writes
this letter, watches her father hurry away
in the launch ‘Northern Messenger’ when he
gets those telegrams that Eileen thinks so
tiresome, and how she must often have seen
the poor sick people lying in the very cots
that so many of you gave your momney to-
wards, - Yes, indeed, we are very glad to
hear Trom Eileen, even if she had not written
the nice little letter she has,

Harrington Harbor.
Dear Editor,—I am a little girl ten years
old, The ‘Messenger’ comes to us, and I like
it very much, especially the correspondence

‘page. Harrington is a very rocky place. We

live on an island. For one pet we have a
beautiful collie puppy. Dr. Grenfell gave her
to us last summer. We have another puppy,
a little Indian dog. His name is Temis, and
he is a very good hunter. I have been on
this coast two years, . In the winter we have
fine coasting, the rocks .are covered with
deep snow. = Then sometimes we have rides
on the komatic. The dogs go so fast you
must ‘hold on tight or you would be thrown
off on the ice. T have two brothers and two
sisters. I always read them the stories in
the ‘Northern Messenger’ My father is
away most of the time seeing all the sick
people on this coast. When he comes home

THE MESSENGER. 5

we are all so glad to see him, but before we
have him many days he gets a telegram to
go off to see some sick person, and then we
do not see him for days, sometimes weeks.
Hoping I have not taken up too much space,
I remain your little reader.

EILEEN E. M. HARE.

1 G5 Ont:

Dear Editor,—It is a long time since I have
written. I am having a good time, as these
are our holidays. We have 21 little chickens.
I go to Sunday School every Sunday, and my
brother goes too. I have a wee tiny kitten,
and its name is Mittens, I am ten years
old.

ADALINE LUCILA.

If We Had But a Day.

We should fill the hours with the sweetesf
things,
If we had but a day;
We should drink alone at the purest springs
In our upward way; -
We should love with a lifetime’s love in an
hour .
If the hours were few;
We should rest, not for
fresher power,
To be and to do.

dreams, but for

We should guide our wayward or wearied
wills
By the clearest light;
We should keep our eyes on the heavenly
hills, :
If they lay in sight;
We should trample the pride and the discon-
tent
Beneath our feet;
We should take whatever a good God sent
With a trust complete

We should waste no moments in weak re-
gret,
If the day were but one:
It what we remember and what we forget
Went out with the sun;
We should be from our clamorous selves get
free, \
To work or to pray,
And to be what the Father would have us

be,
If we had but a day,
—Mary Lowe Dickinson,

i —————— ]

Assist Us by Making Known this

SPECIAL OFFER T0
SUNDAY SCHOOLS

That have not been taking the
NORTHERN MESSENGER.
Beginning on receipt of order we will send

10 Copies weekly of this popular
Sunday-school paper to the beginning of

_the New Year, for only 50 cents.

Larger quantities on the same prices, namely
b cents per copy for the halance of the year,
to any address in Canada (outside Montreal
and suburbs) or Newfoundland, or Great
Britain.

You do a kindness to any Sunday-school
when you introduce the °Messenger.’ The
Superintendent of the morning school of
St. James Methodist Church in Montreal,
says :—

' Montreal, July 15, 08,

Dear Sirs :—I think the ¢ Northern
Messenger ” - the best. We have taken it
for years in our school and if it were known
you would have difficulty in filling demand,

: J. A. MATHEWSON,

Supt. St. James Morning S. S.

And many pastors and superintendants of
all other denominations, hold the same view.

A three week’s trial free at any time to
any school. Address, John Dougall & Son,
Witness Block, Montreal.
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Black Mother’s Lullaby.
R One L1'i’l Lamb. i
' ' (Martha Young, in ‘Outlook.)

I'm a little sheep mos’ too black to see,
80 de hire-man-shepperd can’t never find me
When I'm wrap around wid de dark er de
night, .
And de odder sheep shine
white—
So he gadder dem all safe inter de fol’
And leave me a-trimblein’ out in de col’.
Coo-ee!
Sheep-ee!

in de dusk 8o

Folks say dar’s one black sheep in every flock,

But dat hire-man-shepperd don’t hear me
knock;

Hit seem lak he’d ruther his sheep be all white

When he shut ’em all up safe and sound at

night—
He count dat he got in de half and de
whole,
When he shut-to de door of de warm shap-
fol’y
Coo-ee!
Sheep-ee!

But de Master come singin’ adown dat way'
To see of His sheep airy ome gone astray;
And He say, ‘I wants nairy ome log’, you
know.
But de hire-man-shepperd he don’t sesso—
He pulled his forelock and he speak out
right bol’:
“Yas, sah, Massa, de good uns is all in de
fol’?
Coo-ee!
: Sheep-ee!
Des a little black sheep am me!

Don de Master look all around, and he say,

‘I’m missin’ of one’—He speak des dat-away.

Den out on de mountain all col’ and so dark,

He go callin’ dis-away: ‘Sheep—o0— Any
hark!’

e finds and he ketches me wid a firm hol’,”

And dar’s sholy ome little Black Lamb in
de fol’!
2 Coo-ee!
Sheep-ee!
And Mammy’s little Black Lamb am he!
o R

Mother’s Vacation.

(By L. Montgomery, in the ‘Sabbath School
Visitor.?)

The Osbornes were in the sitting-room when
Jill—whose name was Therese—came dancing
in. She flung a strapful of text-books in
one corner, threw her hat in another, and
cast herself on her own pet rocker in the
sunset window.

‘Breddern and sistern, I’se free, she an-
nounced. ‘Free! F-re-e! 1 could roll the
word as a sweet morsel under my tongue.
Two glorious, golden months to let myself
go—never once to have to remember that I
anm prim teacher with an inconvenient
dignity to keep up. 1 mean to have the very
jolliest vacation of my life this vear’

‘T'wo months! Lucky you!’ groaned Larry,
enviously, from his nest of pillows. “Two
weeks are all I'll get—and that in the broil-
ingest days of August. But I'm going to
cram as much fun into them as yowll spread
over your eight, Jill’

It seems to me that we’re all looking for-
ward to a very gay and festive time this sum-
rer,’” said Fred. ‘Here's reckless Jill going
to the seaside with half a dozen old high-

school chums, and sober, sedate fis is betak-

ing herself to the mountains, while Larry
and T, if we're lucky enough to get our -vaca-
tion together, are going camping up river.
Whoopee! Tt makes me young again to
think of it -

In the laugh that followed, the door bell
rang.  Cecil went  out
Woodruff in. Tt could not be said that the
Osbornes were frantically  glad to see her.
Miss Woodruff had ‘a habit of saying caustic
things without any apparent provoeation that
put you out of coneeit with yourself. This
might be wholesome, but it did not make

and brought Miss -

for popularity, A special antipathy existed
between Miss Woodruff and Jill. A general
wave of straightening up passed over the
room as Miss Woodruff entered.

‘és your mother home? said Miss Wood+
ruff.

‘No, Miss Woodruff,” said Cecil. ‘She went
down to the Baker road this evening to
take some jelly to old Mrs. Trent. She is
very ill, you know.

‘Yes, I know. Your mother’ll be ill herself
if she goes walking down there on these hot
nights. She’s not looking well. Why didn’t
some of you take it?

Cecil flushed scarlet.

“There was nobody home at the time except
myself, and I was busy cooking’

‘As meek as Moses,” said Jill fiercely,
afterwards. ‘And poor Cecil had agonized all
the morning in the heat making that jelly!
Cecil is too good for this earth. I have to
say it of her, if she is my sister.)

“Well, I merely called to see her about her
contribution to the flannel fund,’ said Miss
Woodruff, who was always more deeply in-
terested in the flannel fund in dog days than
at any other time. ‘I ean drop in again.
Very warm weather, isn’t it? T suppose your
school is closed, Therese. Are you going any-
where for your vacation?’

‘Oh, ‘yes, said Jill. ‘We are all planning
a nice time. I am going to spend the sum-
mer with friends at a little seashore place,
and Cecil has been invited to go to the moun-
tains with Cousin Fedora. The boys are
going camping with = 2 number of their
chums.’

“Humph!’ said Miss Woodruff. ‘And where’s
vour mother going for ler vacation?’

A dead silence followed this pointed ques-
tion.  Everybody waited for somebody else
to answer it. In the end, Jill stepped lamely
into the breach:— :

Why—why—mother isn’t going anywhere,
I suppose. She can’t be spared from home
very well. Somebody has to keep house, you
see. i

‘T see,’
acrid smile.

Miss Woodruff rose to go, with an
‘Of course, mothers never need
vacations. Strange, isn’t it? They're war-
ranted not to wear out. 1 don’t think Il
wait any longer. Good evening’ :

‘She gets on my nerves,’ sighed Jill, as the
door closed behind her. ‘She has taken the
savor out of everything’ ; :

At the breakfast table mext morning Cecil
had a private, uncomfortable suspicion that
her mother had been crying in the mnight.
Her eyes looked it. To be sure, she seemed

as bright and cheerful as® ever, entering
whole-heartedly into the vacation plans the
making, and discussing Jill's new

boys were ]
dresses. with her. But Cecil felt sure that
her suspicion was correct.

Later on in the forenoon, as she was pass-
ing through her mother’s room, she pi.cke'd
up an open letter from the floor and laid it
on the /table. As she did so, her eyes fell
on a paragraph, and she could not avoid
taking im the sense of it.

‘Can’t you come home for a vigit this sum-
mer, Emily? it van, in Aunt Alice’s large
handwriting. ‘We have not seen you for
fiffeen years. Surely now that the children
have grown up—’

Cecil went out with flushed cheeks. This
acconnted for the look on her mother’s face
that morning. She was very thoughtful and
abstracted all day.

YWhen the time came for their accustomed
conclave, Cecil said: ‘I have a proposition
to make to you all—to you, Therese Osborne,
better known as Jill; to you Lawrence Os-
borne, alias Larry; and to you, Frederick
Osborne, commonly called Fred. It’s this—
let us give up our vacations, at least so far

as going away is concerned, and send mother
down East for the summer” :

An eloquent silence followel, broken only
by a whistle from Larry.

“You see, went on Cecil, after a pause,
‘what Miss Woodruff said yesterday set me
to thinking. Mother doesn’t look well.  She’s
pale and tired, although she never coni-
plains, Tast night she had a letter from
Aunt Alice. wanting her to go home this
summer. Mother hasn’t been home for fifteen

’

years. She ecried over it—I know she did—
and I know she’d love to go. :

‘But Cecil, if you back out of going to
the mountains now, Cousin Fedora will be
offended, She’ll never give you the chance
again.’

‘It will not matter, said OCecil, bravely.
None of them really knmew how her heart
had been set on that mountain trip. ‘If
mother will go, Ill stay home and keep
house, and the money that was to have gone
into my clothes will go into hers. You will
have to give up the seashore, Jill, and,
boys, I’'m eorry, but there’ll be mo camping
out in company for you.

‘Pl do it said Larry, sturdily. ‘Sorry
I didn’t think of it first. I've fifty dollars
1’d saved up for my share in the campaigny
It’ll buy mother’s ticket home.

‘And my fifty will buy it back, said Fred.
‘We're with you, sister.

They all looked at Jill. Jill glared back
at them. Then she rose and walked three
times around the room. She did not believe
she could give up the seaside and her jolly
plans. At the end of her third perambula-
tion, Jill came back and sat down.

‘It’s wrenched every bone and sinew, bub
it’s over, she announced, cheerfully. T'm
with you, breddern. My little hoard is in
the forget-me-not jug in my room. It is ab
your disposal, Cecil. Tll help you keep
house if I'm mot more bother than Pm
worth.

“The trouble will be to coax mother round,’
said Larry. ‘She’s so strongly in the habif
of 'effacing herself and giving everything to
us that she’ll not want to go. :

‘We must make her, declared Jill, reso-
lutely. ““Parents, obey your children,” is
a good commandment sometimes.

‘She’ll go if we’re only in earmest enough,’
said Cecil. ‘Let’s go straight to-mother and
tell her this minute. I want to gloat on the
dear, blessed, ungelfish little woman’'s sur-
prise. : . L : ;

So Mrs. Osborne went East. At first she
protested, but her protests were not listened
to, and the preparations for her visit were
carried serenely ou all the time she declared
she couldn’t go. In the end she succumbed.

‘Tt was worth it said irrepressible Jill,
when the train had steamed out of the sta--
tion the next morning and the Osbornes
started home. ‘Mother’s face was better than
all the vacations in a lifetime, wasn’t it? T
declare, there’s miss Woodruff coming down
the street.  Well, T can look her squarely
in the face to-day.

Only a Little Doll.

Eisie was only a poor:little girl, but she
had heard the missionary from India tell of:
the children there who have no toys and
very little to make them happy. She wanted
very much to send something to help them.
She had only a penny to spend, and as she
looked in the shop windows she saw so few
things that only cost a penmy. At last she.
bought a doll. Tt was only a little one, but
she begged a piece of red silk and some white
lace and dressed it very prettily, and it was
then quite a nice present for some little
Indian girl, One day she had the joy of tak-
ing. it to be packed in a box with many
others to be sent to India. Ilsie felt rather
sad when she saw so many large . dolis, be-
side which hers looked so small, but she
prayed that although hers was so little,
Jesus would use it to tell some one of His
love.

After a long voyage the doll reached [rdia,
and for some time lay in a eupboard wait-
ing to be sent on its mission of lyve.

Far away from any town, in a village
where the people all worshipped idols, and
where no missionary had ever gone,' lived a
little Brahman girl named = Lakshmakka.
She was a pretty, curly-headed girl of seven
years of age. One day her elder sister’s mar-
viage - took, place. Friends from all ‘the vil-
Jages around were gathered ~to¢te_t.her to re-
joice and feast. On the greatest day of the
feast the usual fireworks were let off, and,
as often happens in India, one took fhe too
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soon, and poor little Lakshmakka’s clothes
caught fire. Before the fire could be puf
out her legs were burned all over. The
father and mother did not know what to
do, and there was neither doctor nor hospital
near. The only thing that cculd be thought
of was to plaster the poor burnt legs with
mud.

For three days poor little Lakshmakka lay
in agony, her legs covered with mud which
had then become as hard as clay.

On the fourth day the father and mother
said, ‘Lakshmakka is very ill, and she may
die; We will take her t othe hospital and
see if the doctor can make her well” So
they put her into a bullock-cart and -took
her four miles to the railway station, and
then for several hours in the train to the
town where the hospital was. It was a long,
weary journey, and the dear little girl suf-
fered terribly.

At last the hospital was reached and the
little girl laid on a bed. The doctor came
and examined her and said: ‘The first thing
is to take off the mud’ So the nurses be-
ban to take this off—but oh! the agony lit-
tle Lakshmakka had to endure, and it was
her screams that brought in a lady mis-
sionary who happened to be passing the hos-
pital at the time.

What could this lady do to help? First
she had to ask if the father and mother—
who were standing helplessly looking on on
either side of the bed—would permit her to
touch their little girl. For so holy are those
people that the touch of an English person
would defile. © But so anxious were those
parents, that at once they said: ‘Oh, do
:couch her; what does it matter now the child
18 s0 ill’ So the missionary toock the little
girl in her arms and held her very tight so
that she should not feel the pain so badly.
Then she began to talk, and this is what she
said: ‘Don’t ery any more; be a brave little
girl, and I will give you a doll’ ‘A doll!
How big will it be? What will be the color
of its dress? Will it have any silk on? and
many other questions Lakshmakka asked, al-
w'nost forgetting the pain in her wonder and
Joy. She had never seen a doll, and now she
was to have one for her very own. g

By this time the mud was taken off and
the poor burnt legs carefully wrapped up in
wool and bandaged. The last bit—straighten-
ing and weighting them-—caused another,
seream, but it was soon over and the child
lay quietly waiting for the -doll.

The little doll that Elsie had dressed in red
silk and white lace was the one which little
Lakshmakka received to comfort ‘her. Tf
little Klsie could have seen the joy and heard
the shout of delight she would have been
quite repaid for the penny she gave and for
the trouble she took in dressing it. For two
weeks the. doll lay beside Lakshmakka, and
then she was sent home quite cured. But
this was not all the good that little doll did.
The father and mother were so astonished
to find that Christians in TEngland had
thought of their children, that they said,
‘We will never persecute Christians again; we
did not know what this new religion meant.’
On saying ‘good-bye’ to the lady who gave
the doll they gave her a hearty invitation to
go to their house and to send Bible-women
to tell more of the Saviour and His love.

Will not some other little girls give their
fime and money to help to fell of the

First Wrong Moves.

Mr. Ruskin, having turned his' mind to
chess in his old-age, made a wise remark
upon the game. Writing to the author of a
work on chess, he said:

- ‘In all notes on chess that I ever read,
there is to my notion, a want of care to

_point out where the losing player first goes

wrong. It is often said, “Such a move would
be stronger,” but scarcely ever why stronger,
and no player ever confesses by what move
he was first surprised.

~ The same thing has often oca.rred in the

game of life. We have seen the living wreck
of a human being—a woman before the police
court for drunkenness, a man sentenced to

~_prison for forgery, a married pair living in
' avoidable squalor, a stalwart man sunk to
“be a bar-keeper. That woman once was an

innocent child; that forger once held his
head high as an honest citizen; that ferlorn

. couple began their married life clean and de-

cent; that bar-keeper was once a respectable
porter.

In each of these cases there was a moment
when the ‘losing player first went wrong.’
In some instances, though not in all, the
individual can distinetly remember it, and
that moment may have occurred very early
in life. There are boys and girls, now ap-
parently innocent and safe, who are meditat-
ing the false move, or making it without
thought, which will bring them to dishonor
and ruin twenty, thirty, forty years hence.

Two thousand years ago it was a familiar
saying that no one becomes base suddenly,
and every one now living who has had oppor-
tunities fo learn the history of ecriminals,
knows it to be true. There is only one safe-
'ty for any of us, and that is to do right
from the start, and to keep doing it.

The Story of One Penny.

(By Kate Maud Johnson, in the ‘Juvenile
Missionary Herald.’)

It was a ecold, foggy afternoon in winter.
The Ragged Sunday School had met as
usual, but to one class and teacher that Sun-
day was different from any other Sunday.
All the boys felt it, and the- teacher felt it
perhaps even more than the boys.

It was the last time they wou!ld meet, for
before the next Sunday the teacher would
be on the wide seas, going to China as a mis-
sionary. In simple, earnest words Paul
Marsh spoke to his boys of the work he
hoped to do for his Master in far-off China.
The boys felt, although they could not have
put their thoughts into words, that he wus
going to do high service for the King. And
they forgot that they were ragged and poor
as their hearts were stirred by new and
great thoughts.

Two days afterwards, as Paul Marsh
walked down a poor street mnear the Ragged
Sunday School, he heard the patter of bare
feet behind him. ‘furning, he saw Toney,
one of his scholars.

‘Please take this for—for China,’ Toney
said breathlessly, holding up a penny.

‘But, Toney, you are hungry, said Paul
Marsh in surprise. ‘Why not buy something
good with' the penny?

But Toney flushed as he answered hastily:
‘No, no; I want to do something to help.
This is all I’ve got.

Paul Marsh hesitated, but only for a mo-
ment. Then he spoke a few words of -thanks
to the boy, and they parted; but Toney
never forgot the loving pressure of his
teacher’s touch on his shoulder, or the grip
of his hand as he said: “Toney, you 'are .a
brave boy. God bless you!’

To Paul Marsh ithat penny was far too
precious to be mixed with the loose bits of
money in his pocket. He put it carefully in
his pocket-book, and some time afterwards
used it to buy the Gospel of John in Chin-
ese, When he did this he had a strange lit-
tle plan in his mind. He wanted that book
to do some special work.

It was more than a year later, after he
had learned to speak Chinese, that he be-
came acquainted with a Chinese gentleman
whose house was mnot far from the mission
station. He was a servant of the Emperor,
and all the people in the town looked up to
him with great respeet. More than once he
asked Paul Marsh and the other missionaries
to his house, for he had a great desire to
learn more of the great West and its people
and customs. They spoke also of higher
matters, and the gentleman was interested
in the story of Jesus Christ, the Son ot
God. But he did not feel that he needed
the Saviour at all :

One day Paul Marsh took the book, bought
with Toney’s penny, to the great man’s
house.  Presently, in their talk, he told
about the Ragged Sunday School in London,
about Toney and his self-sacrifice.  He
made it a very interesting story, and the
great man listened to every word.

‘Is that the end of the story? he asked, as-

the missionary paused.
~ ‘No, I don’t think that is the end of it.
There may be some more to tell some day,

~said Paul smiling.

The great man looked puzzled at the =n-
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swer. DBut he promised to read the little
book carefuily.

That day, and the next day, and for many
days after that, the great man would ake
up that little book and read in it.  And
every time he opened it the truth became
clearer and clearer to him, until at last he
could no longer refuse its message. But
still it was many days before he sent for
one of the missionaries and told them what
he felt, and desired to learn yet more.
They answered his questions, and showed
him the Saviour of ‘lhe world whom they
had come so far to preach. And in the
end he became a humble follower of Jesus
of Nazareth.

But the story of Toney’s penny was not
ended even when this was told, because
this new soldier of the cross felt that he
must use his influence and money towards
extending Christ’s Kingdom amongst his own
people.

Toney is not a ragged boy now, but a
young man doing well in his business. And
one of his chief treasures is a letler from
China telling him the whole story af his qne
penny and the work it did.

One Rose.

(By Eva F. Buker, in the ‘Morning Star.’)

The sun rose slowly over the great city one
spring morning, and one of his first beams
struck oun the highest window of a large tene-
ment house and was reflected crosswise into
a little window of an otherwise dark bed-
room in one of the adjoining flats. Here it
danced over the wall ag the sun rose higher,
and at last rested on the pate facer of a
sleeping child.

Instantly the sleeper awoke and over the
wan features spread a smile of welcome to
the bit of light.

‘Mamma, mamma, he called, ‘come see the
sunlight. Perhaps I shall be better to-day.
Has papa gone?

In answer a man rose from the breakfast
table in the kitchen close by, and entered the
room oceupied by the boy.

Weary months had passed since thig lad
of eight years had been injured by the care-
lessness of a burly driver on one of the big
waggons, of which there were so many con-
stantly going up and down in this crowded
part of the great city.

Not ome morning had the father failed to
see his son for a few moments before setting
out for his day’s work, and although his
heart wds heavy at the prospeet ahead, he
never faltered in his endeavor to bring only
good cheer and loving comfort to the in-
valid.

So much did this little morning visit mean

“Canadian Pictorial”
e RORE L
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Pictures of the waning summer season are the
feature of the September ‘Canadian Pictorial.” The
cover-picture shows a Ca iadian girl on vacatiom
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across the lake for the boat that is to carry her to
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lawn tennis championship, and a jubilee celebration
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Laura Secord. The regular departments are repre-
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One doilar a year postpaid to any address the
world over. Or, to the end of 1908 for 50 cents,
starting with the July and August (Tercentary) is-
sues.

The ‘Pictorial’ Publishiag Co., 142 St. Peter street,
Montreal.
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%0 the child, for papa was away the whole
day, that he had extracted a promise from
his mother to always wake him should it
happen that he overslept, before his father
left the house, and when he woke his first
eager question was, ‘Has papa gone?

This morning greetings were followed by
eager questionings from the sick one: ‘Was
the grass nice and green out in the country
yesterday? and down in the little park by
the bridge? Oh, papa, I can just feel how
soft and nice it is. 1 wonder when 1 can go
out to see it, and roll on it, and are there
any flowers in those beds by the big houses
on the avenue? Oh, I wish I could go out.
Do tell me all about them.’

Then papa told him how the grass was l{e-
ginning to grow, for spring was in the air,
though it had been a long time coming, or
so0 it seemed, even to well people; how a few
fowers had crowded up into sight, yellow
and white ones; how a big tree under which
the car rolled—for papa was a conductor on
a street car—was just the day before cover-
ed with bright red, tiny to be sure, but red
leaves. They were most too small for leaves
but they looked very pretty, and the child
concluded they must be flowers of some sort.

Last of all was the beautiful flower mar-
ket on the street close by the car track;
roses, pinks, daisies, in great bunches and
plies; such heaps of sweet posies. So they
chatted of the outside world as fast as their
tongues could go, for the time was short.
The father must be prompt at his station
and the rums were so long and so fast, and
much of the day the car was so filled with
passengers that small time remained the
conductor to gaze at the fields in his country-
ward trips or the blossoms in city gardens or
crowded markets. i

Still as he counted the fares and rang the
bell, he seldom forgot the little tired body
at home. There were others there but they
could skip about in the sunshine. He almost
forgot them at times. On this particular
morning, their talk ended, as the father was
hastening to button his coat and depart,
a stifled sigh from the bedroom ecaught his
ear: ‘If I only had one of those flowers! If
1 only had!’

It echoed and re-echoed within him as le
hurried along. Throughout the day he wish-
ed he might feel right in buying one rose.
It would cost five eents only, but there were
80 many needs in his home that even five
cents must not be parted with unnecessarily.

But he could not help longing for one sweet
flower as he rode up and down. A woman
with a dozen got on hig car.» He could
hardly keep his eyes off the bouquet. At
least he could carry a picture of it to his
boy.

The day wore away. About four o’elock
in the afternoon on a down town trip s
young woman mounted the steps. She had
several books, two or more small bundies,
and above all one rose, one beautiful sweet-
scented rose. It was just the time of day
when few passengers were in the ear going
down town. Shoppers and business people
were turning homewards, so. the conductor
could not fail to notice the two or three
occupants of his ear.

The young lady settled herself, her books
and bundles, last of all picking up the flower
which had slipped down beside her. Rather
indifferently she held it, but its odor seemed
to fill the whole place.

After & little, as she rose to leave the car
it fell into the seat she vacated. The con-
ductor saw it, instantly thought, ‘She has
forgotten it; now I shall have a rose’ but
only for a second. Dropping his hand from
the bell-rope he hastily picked it up and
ealled after the girl. ‘Lady, your rose!” hold-
ing it towards her,

She looked back. ‘Oh, well, never mind!’
said she, ‘I have too many things to carry
now., I can’t bother with it and with a
Yook which said, ‘You are welcome to it,” she
hurried across the street.

This was his last trip for the day. On
ghe return he would be excused. How slow
¢his car moved. Everything seemed to be in
the way, but at last the turn at the bridge
was made and the loaded car started home-
wards. More than one passenger glanced up
from his paper or -woke from his day dream
at the sound of #+s conductor’s voice. and
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The Captain’s Faithful Dog.

In the ‘Biographical Sketches and Authen-
tic Anecdotes of Dogs’ collected by the ‘ate
Captain Thomas Brown is the following an-
ecdote of a Newfoundland dog.

During a severe storm in the year 1789 a
ship belonging to Newcastle was wrecked on
the banks near Yarmouth, and every human
being on board perished. The only living

sagacious animal, as if sensible of the import-
ance of his charge, which had in all pro-
bability been delivered to him by hie master
in. the hour of death and when he saw all
hope was gone, at length, after surveying
the countenances of those assembled on the
beach, leaped fawningly upon the breast of
a man who had attracted his notice among
the crowd, and delivered the pocket-book te
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- THE DOG THAT SAVED THE CAPTAIN'S POCKET-BOOK.

thing which escaped was a large dog of the
Newfoundland breed, the property of the cap-
tain, which swam ashore, bringing in his
mouth his master’s pocket-book. He landed
on the beach, whither he was driven by the
heavy surges, amongst a number of spect-

. ators, several of whom endeavored to take

the pocket-book from him, but in vain. The

him. 'The dog immediately after depositing
the rescued treasure into what he considered
safe keeping, returned to the place where he
had landed, and watched with great attention
for everything that was drifted shorewards
by the billows for the wrecked vessel, seizing
it and endeavoring to bring it to land.—
‘Autumn Leaves.’ j

Jooking up saw a tired, dusty man with a
bright light in his eyes and a fine rose se-

' enrely pinned to the left side of his eoat.

Reaching his home he hastened at once to
the sick boy and placed in his hands the
carefully cherished rose. The little hands
grasped the strong, straight stem which bore
the proud blossom, and the little face was
buried in its sweet depths, while every atom
of the worn frame expressed joy and delight.
At this moment the mother entered, and
noting what was going on, said with a bit
of reproach in her voice, ‘I hope, John, you
did not spend money for that, for even she
eould see that it was mno ordinary five-center,
but might be worth five times that cum.

“No, said the father. ‘No’

‘Well, where then did you get it 7 the tone
now being one of surprise.

With a bit of hesitation the answer came,
.as the husband, still watehing’ the boy, fur-

leaves are all too common,

tively brushed something from his cheek,
‘My dear old mother up in Vermont would
say, “The Lord sent it.”’

Leafsclitting Bees.

Perhaps scme of my readers may have
noticed on their rose-bushes a number of
leaves in which neat round or oblong holes
were cut., This is the work of the leaf-cutting
bee, a pretty little insect looking much like
the common honey bee, but with stout

‘orange-red legs and metallic-green refleetions

about the head. Although the mutilated

the ‘nest for

which they are sacrificed is seldom seen; for
this little bee is a carpenter as well as &
leaf-cutter, and hides her home away deep
in the heart of some old post or board. The
hole is much like that of her busy relative,
the carpenter bee, but smaller, and, instead
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of forming a tunnel at right angles to the
entrance, penetrates directly into the wood.

When the hole is drilled %o her satisfac-
tion, our little friend stops carpenter work,
and, flying to the nearest Tose-bush, selects
a tender, perfect leaf. From this she cuts

‘oblong pieces, which are carried to the nest

and formed into a thimble-shaped tube at
its bottom. This tube is mext filled with
polien and honey, on which a tiny egg is
placed.  Another trip is taken to the rose-
bush, and this time perfectly circular pieces
a trifie Jarger than the diameter of the tube
are cut. These the little worker forces into
the upper end of the tube, forming a tightly
fitting stopper.  These operations are’ re-
peated until the hole is filled with tubes one
above another. ‘I'he lowest eggs are hatched
first, and each young bee waits for the omne
beyond to go forth, in the same manner as
the young of the large carpenter bee.—A.
Hyatt Verrill

The Boy \R’Tw Helped Jesus.

We do not even know his name,
His lineage, or his age;

And yet he lives in deathless fame
Upon the Gospel page.

The people round the Master pressed,
The sick, the r, the sad;

He stands distinet from all the rest,
A little fisher lad.

We cannot guess what prompts his thought
That those five loaves he brings:

Two fish he may himself have caught
He carries on his strings.

He waits with patient, upraised head;
_The bungry crowd he sees;

The fish are here, the barley bread,
And “yet what use are these?

Btill, all he has his Lord may take,
And then it must be well.

The Master took, and blessed, and brake,
And wrought His miracle.

O glad ehild heart, so sure and swift

The perfect way to choose!
O happy hands that bore the gift
The Master deigned to use!

A Man in the Making.

The story of Skaggles—as it is told by a
writer in the ‘Associated Sunday Muagazines’
—is very simple, but it goes straight to that
spot in the heart that is always waiting to
respond to the brave and sweet things of
life. Skaggles was not his name. Some one
gave him that title the third day after he
took the job. It was finally curtailed to
‘Skag’ When he first came to the office he
fitted like a mouse’s tail in a well; but he
bad an old look—the look of a burden be-
yond his years. He was wan and pale, and
his nose was red every time he came in from
the weather. His shoes and stockings were
ventilated beyond endurance to anybody
except a boy.

But Skag was a faithful worker—at first.
Bright and early he swept the office and

e Saledtedy

' dusted the desks,—that is, used the duster,—

and by eight o’clock he was over in his' cor-
ner, his hair plastered back and his face wash-
ed, save for the high-water mark about his
neck.

‘But by degrees Skag’s enthusiasm over his
new position languished. ‘The clerks com-
plained ' of unemptied waste-baskets and
dusty desks. It was also noticed that Skag's
clothes were daily growing more shabby, his
hair longer, his shoes more run over, and
it was evident that his mind was not on his
work. :

A reprimand from the ‘boss’ had the de-

- gired effect. He became more punctual, took
' more interest in his work, seemed cheery,

and sometimes whistled a little, But Skag’s

‘work was spasmodic. It was not long before
he was as bad as ever. His work lagged, he

was slow about getting round mornings, and
his interest—outwardly, at least—was of the
wooden Indian variety. = The crowning and
final test of emdurance on the part of the

office force came when' he went to sieep in

his chair,

‘Skag, come here!’

Tt was the boss. Skag shuffled into the
manager’s private office, and sat on the edze

R

"’

of & ehair, nervous and fidgety. .The boss
did not speak for a minute—his way of im-
pressing a culprit.

‘Skag, this thing has gomne far enough!
You are not paying attention to your work.
Look at the dust on my desk—it’s frightful.
This is Monday. Ill give you just one week.
Saturday winds you up unless you come out
of that trance. That’s all’

Skag sniffed and shuffied back to his chair,
where he tugged at the seam on his trousers
and gazed vacantly out of the window.

The next morning the office fairly glistened,
and all through the week his work improved.
The stenographer even discarded her work
gleeves, her desk was so clean.

But no one noticed that Skag’s face was
growing thinner and his eyelids: more droop-
ing.

Saturday night, after five o’clock, Skag
stayed and cleaned up the office. He would
be that much ahead when Monday came.

Monday morning the office was as clean
as a Dutch Lkitchen, but there was no Skag.
Noon arrived, and still no Skag, at which
the boss waxed wrathy.

‘Jones, go up to the kid’s house and see
what the trouble is. Tell him if he can’t
get here by two o’clock, he needn’t come at
all.?

When Jones returned, he went into he
manager’s private office and closed the door.
Tater he came out with a long sheet of paper
in his hand. The boss had headed the list
with twenty-five dollars.

‘What brought it on? asked the steno-
grapher.

‘Exposure, and not enough to keep body,
and soul together. The kid’s been sitting up
pights with her for a month. Funeral’s
Wednesday.’

- Skag is still working. He wears a new
suit, and the high-water mark round his neck
has disappeared. And they do not call him
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Skaggles now. They call him by his right
name,

«Cannot be Made Over.’

“Your house was pretty badly used up,’ re-
marked a visitor after a great flood in Cin-
cinnati to an old man who was sitting on a
broken step of a frame cottage that was
twisted out of all shape.

“Yes, he replied. ‘Thar ain’t much left of
the old house. The high water done a heap
of mischief.

‘But yowll soon make things over again,
as good as mew, continued the first speaker.

‘Stranger,” said the old man, in a husky
voice, ‘thar are some things in this yar world
that you can’t make over again. This was
my house, and so it is yet; this was my
home, stranger; but it will never be my
home again,’ and he paused, gazing sadly
about him.

“Thar are some things you can’t make as
they was. When the high water came, my
wife was in bed with a fever; and the water
come and come, and all the time I' thought
it couldn’t come any higher; but the fust
thing I knowed, it wasclear in the house.
Then I had to move her, and what with the
fright and the cold and all, she was no
sooner under a roof, on high ground than
she died—my old wife, stranger.

“Yes, she died; died ’fore Bill—Bill was
our boy—come back. He was a good boy to
hig mother and me, but I didn’t understand
him, and he went off, Yes, went off, to make
his own way in the world.

‘But his mother said he would come back,
and she used to pray the Lord to wateh
him. She said he would surely come back,
and she used to keep his room and his things
just as he left ’em. His mother, stranger,
always fixed that room every day all ready
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. #or him, and if he had come
! #thing would have been as he remembered it
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back, every-

‘That room to us, to his mother and me,
was wuth more than all the world; but the
high water came, and I didn’t get a chance
to save a thing. All his little boyish things
were washed away; the walls is cracked, and
when he comes back there will be nothing
left to tell of home—no mother, none of his
old things and nothing to show the love of
the years that we've waited for him.
Stranger, thar are some things you can’t
make over agin as good as new.’

With a dreary shake of the head that told
of a sorrow too deep for tears, too holy for
expression, the old man looked again at his
ruined house; but the other’s eyes were
brimming with tears, and he did not trust
himself to speak for many minutes.

But the homely plrase ‘cannot be made
over,’ conveyed to my mind another and a
deeper meaning.

Build well to-day, and to-morrow, and in
all the days for life and its associations and
influences ‘cannot be made over” To say at
the end of an unwise life, ‘If I could live my
time again, I would do differently,’ is but
empty breath—live now, and when comes to
you the judgment day of final years, you
will not find your service for God and others
an experience that you wish ‘to be made
over.’—Companion.’

The Bear That Was Not.

(By Jennie Martin M’Daniel, in the ‘Chil-
dren’s Visitor.’)

‘Hurrah for Camp Skiddoo!’ shouted Harry
Johnson as he tossed his cap into the air
and ‘cut the pigeon wing,’ much to the dis-
gust of his older sister, Kate, who invariably

viewed such conduct on the part of her
younger brother with disdain.
‘Do behave yourself, Harry!” said Kate.

‘Any one would think that you had never
been anywhere before in your life. Certainly
we will not give it any such ridiculous name
a3 that.’ :

Harry was exactly like all othur live boys
—full of the exuberance of youth. Hence
this hilarity éver their summer outing; for
it was to be a camping trip, and the tents
were to be pitched by the seaside—just the
kind of fun for a boy.

This sort of a summer trip did not appeal
very strongly to the female portion of the
Johnson family, especially to the young
ladies. XKate and Gertrude had just re-
turned from ‘college, and: would have much
preferred the gayety of one of the seaside
hotels, where there would be opportunities
to show their dainty summer toilets and bask
in the sunshine of many admiring masculine
glances. However, with characteristic good
mature, they began to assist in making pre-
parations for the trip.

‘After all’ said Kate, ‘it will not be such
8 bad way to spend a few weeks./ I am just
dying to read all those lovely books given
me at Christmas. I haven’t had time fo
even look at them.

Gertrude said she might write a story or
two, for she was exceedingly fond of weav-
ing romances, and hoped some day to be
known in the literary world.

Mrs. Johnson really welcomed any sort of
@ change that would break the monotony of
housekeeping and the strain of social duties;
so she actually looked forward with a de-
gree of pleasure to the freedom of camp life.
8he expected to relax and rest. 5

The Johnson home was in Florida, and
about a day’s journey from the point on the
c¢oast which had been selected for camp.
The tents were pitched on the summit of the
last sand dune approaching the ocean. Im-
mediately a flag pole was hoisted, bearing a
white banner, on which was inseribed, in big,
black letters of Harry’s own make, ‘Camp
Skiddoo.! :

The outlook was indeed promising. North

and south lay the beautiful beach, as firm

and smooth as any pavement, and broad
enough at low tide for a whole battalion of
goldiers to march abreast; to the eastward
the grand old Atlantie, ever beautiful and
full of interest with its changing moods; to

the westward, as far as eye could reach, one -

vast streteh of low palmettoes, broken here
and there by huge oak trees, around which
gracefully twined the wild grapevines, which
at this season hung heavy with their fruit.

The Halifax River, half a mile away, was
said to be teeming with fish; and surely the
fingers of these followers of Sir Izaak Wal-
ton were tingling with the desire to land a
few of the finny tribe.

A merry party sat down to the first meal
served in the dining tent, and did full justice
to. the menu, which was as follows: Fried
fish, deviled erabs, creamed potatoes, corn
bread, and coffee. The table, an arrangement
of boards on barrels, was made very attract-
ive with the. snowy linen and dainty pieces
of china and silver, which had been broucht
over by the thoughtful mother. It was fur-
ther ornamented with a bowlful of the beau-
tiful, variegated sea morning-glories, gathered
along the sandy slopes.

Many days of genuine pleasure followed.
Mornings were spent in fishing, either in the
Halifax for small game or in the surf for the
huge bass. During the mid-day hours the
family rested, read, and slept. Later bathing
suits were donned for a dip in the briny deep.
A tramp along the beach, then supper, and
the day’s exercises were ended.

The nights had been delightful, a cool
breeze blowing continually from the ocean;
consequently the festive mosquito had been
‘conspicuous by his absence.’

A day dawned cloudy and warm, a gentle
breeze blowing from the west—‘a land breeze,
the coast people were wont to call it, and
experience had taught them to dread the
same, Along with this ‘land breeze’ came
the mosquitoes and pesky sand flies—a few
at first and more back to the woods for re-
cruits and, marshaling their forees, swept
down, millions strong, upon the unhappy tent
dwellers, endeavoring to devour them there
and then, without further ceremony. Brave-
ly the battle was waged till midnight, when
a stiff breeze sprang up from the ocean and
drove the enemy once more into the back-
ground. It was a sweet relief, and the people
were soon asleep.

Hark! What was that? A low, ominous
growl from Bruno, the faithful watchdog.
Immediately the sleepers were - awake and
listening. There must be some intruder, for
Bruno never gave a false alarm. Out to the
front they came to investigate. Bruno was
now tearing madly down the beach, barking
and yelping at every jump. Yes, there it
was, in plain view—something big moving
slowly up the beach.

‘It’s a bear!” screamed Harry; and with
this announcement the girls went wild with
terror. They clung to. their mother, who
was trembling with fear.

Mr. Johnson calmly shouldered hig shot-
gun, followed by Harry with rifle, and start-
ed down the beach to kill this midnight
prowler. It seemed strange that a bear
would take so little notice of a dog. Bruno
was barking furiously, but the bear pro-
ceeded quietly up the beach. They closed in
on him.

Bang! went the shotgun. Bang! went
Harry’s rifle. Was there ever such excite-
ment? ;

‘We’ve got him,’ said Harry. It was evi-
dent the bear had fallen. Rushing up to the
spot where they saw Mr. Bruin fall, they
found—not a bear at all, but a great, big sea
turtle! She had quietly come out of the
ocean, as turtles do, to lay her eggs in the
sand, and was on her nest when thus rudely

interrupted. With their guns they ‘turned’ .

her, and thus was captured the finest turtle
ever geen on the beach.

Turtle steak and furtle egg omelet were
enjoyed in the Johnson camp for a few days.
The huge shell was taken home as a souvenir,
and was always a reminder of an exciting
night,

[ ———

Fault-finding Girls.

Have you ever heard a group of girls dis-
cussing a neweomer in ths office or shop?
The chances are they pick out every flaw pos-
sible in dress and looks and manner. It
would have been just as easy, and far bet-
ter for the future characters’ of the critics,
to have been on the lookout for good points,
Most people have more virtues than faults
if only we weren’t most of us so blinded by
old critical habits that we can’t see them.
Some time, when you find yourself seeing the
shortcomings of relatives and friends, stop
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short and ask yourself if you haven’t ways
of your own which are just as open to criti-
cism. It is most unfair to ecriticize other
people’s actions unless you know all the cir-
cumstances. The chances are if you were in
their places you would do no better.

The habit of fault-finding with places and
things, which most girls have, ought to be
nipped in the bud. One girl can ruin the
pleasure of a whole party just by pointing
out the flaws everywhere. ~What if things
aren’t just to your liking? You won’t make
them a particle better by calling attention
to them, and you will make others uncom-
fortable by doing so. Train yourself to see
the bright side and to make the best of
t}u‘ngs‘ If you caw’t get a rosy view keep
quiet. And don’t always have a ‘but’ in your
pleasures. Get all the small joys you can as
you go along. Don’t go sidestepping after
the disagreeables. Some of them will come
of course, but you needn’t go to meet them.
By learning to keep your eyes on the good
and pleasant in people and situations, yon
will make it easier to grapple with the in-
evitable disagreeables.—Catholic Record.

The Shadow of Failure.

. The terror of failure and the fear of com-
Ing to want keep multitudes of people from
obtazmng the very things they desire, by
sapping  their vitality, by incapacitating
them' through worry ‘and anxiety, for the
effective, creative work necessary to give
them success. 3

Wherever we go, this fear-ghost, this
terror-specter stands between men and their
goal; no person is in a position to do good
work while haunted by it. Thers cay, be no
great courage where there is mo confidence
or assurance, and half the battle is in the
conviction that we can do what we under-
take.

The mind always full of doubts, fears,
forebodings, is not in a condition to do ef-
fective creative work, but is perpetually
handicapped by this unfortunate attitude.

Nothing will so completely paralyze the
creative power of the mind and body as a
dark, gloomy, discouraged mental attitude.
No great creative work can be done by a
man who is not an optimist.

The human mind cannot accomplish great
work unless the banner of hope goes in ad-
vance, A man will follow this banner when
money, friends, reputation, everything else
has gone. s ;

Some men are pitched to a minor key.
They probably do not realize it; but there
i3 a downward tendency in their thought
and conversation, Everything  is down—
business poor, prospects dark. They are al-
ways seeing snags ahead. They see tenden-
cies in American life which are sure to under-
mine our demoeracy and end in revolution.
Nothing is as it used to be when they were
young.  They cannot get any more decent
};elp. Everything is in a deplorable condi-
ion.

It is a most unfortunate thing to get into
such a mental habit.

I know some of these people, Their letters
are always pessimistic.  They go through
like like a tornado cloud, carrying blackness

and threatening disaster wherever they go. '

Everything depends upon the way we look
at things. Near these calamity howlers we
find people living practically under the same

conditions, who see beauty and inereasing
goodness, and an upward trend in eivilization

everywhere. ~

What an untold blessing to form early in,

life the optimistic habit of seeing the best
instead of-the worst! .

Think how much more those get out of

life who are always courageous, hopeful, al-
ways grateful for every good thing that comes
to them, and who have a great faith in the
goodness of human nature and in ‘the honesty
of most people!

One of the hardest, and yet one of the
most useful lessons we can ever learn, is to
smile and wait after we have done our level
best. A

It is a finely trained mind that can strug-
gle with energy and cheerfulness toward the

~goal which he cannot see. But he is not a
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great philosopher who has nol learned the
secret of smiling and waiting. S

A great many people can smile at difficul-
ties who cannot wait, who lack patience; blft)
the man who can both smile and wait if
he has that tenacity of purpose which never
turns back will surely win.

The fact is, large things can only be done
by optimists. Little successes are left t_o
pessimistic people who cannot set their
teeth, clench their fists, and smile at hard-
ships or misfortunes and patiently wait.

Smile and wait—there are whole volumes
in this sentence. It is so much easier for
most people to work than to wait. o

‘When you see the corners of =a child’s
mouth go down, you know the remedy. You
try to make him laugh, to forget the thing
that caused his mouth to droop. Why not
apply the antidote to your own case?

Tf the corners of your mouth sag, you
know the antidote that will turn them up—
a smile, a good, hearty laugh or an uplifting
thought. :

If you catch a glimpse of your face in ‘the
glass and see that there is a thundercloud
in your expression, if it does not seem pos-
sible to look pleasant, just get by your.self
a few minutes and persistently crowd into
your mind as many pleasant, hopeful, joyous,
optimistic, encouraging thoughts as pos_slble
and you will be surprised to see how quickly
your expression will change.

The thundercloud is in your face bscause
there is ome in yur mind. It is a mental
reflection.—‘Success.’

Among the Birds.

(By Alice Mil'er Weeks, in the ‘Friend for
Boys and Girls))

‘Why don’t you read out loud? Harry
asked, dropping down on the root of a large
tree beside his older brother Bert, where he
and Helen were already deep in their books.
I haven’t anything to do if youw’re going to
read all the time.

Bert looked up, a little eross at being in-
terrupted. ‘Why, I can’t read alound right in
the middle of my book,’ he said. ‘Besides,
Helen’s reading, too. It would not be polite
to disturb her!’

He turned away. and went on reading.
Harry looked up at the trees and wondered
what he would do with this bright Saturday
afternoon. He had brought his ball, but
playing catch alone was tiresome. The lake
Jooked as if fishing would be fine; but in- the
spring boys were mnot allowed to fish there.
He was still wondering, when he saw Bessie
Brown and her father walking among the
trees, ;

“There’s Bessie!’ he cried, jumping up sud-
denly. ‘I’m going over where she is’ Bert
and Helen looked up long enough to see him
with Mr. Brown and Bessie, and back to
their books, breathing little sighs of relief.

‘Oh, Harry, what do you think?” Bessie

eried. ‘We've brought the opera glasses, and
father’s telling me all about the birds.
Youw’d never believe there are so many dif-
ferent kinds here! It’s the most fun!’

“What birds? Sparrows and robins? Harry
asked. ‘That’s all I ever saw here’

‘Why, there are ever so many other kinds.
When you look sharp, you find birds almost

- everywhere!’ ; -

Harry began to use his eyes. Presently he
spied a little gray-and-white bird coming
headfirst down a tree trunk! Me was so
excited he frightened the bird away, but Mr.
Brown saw it as it flew.

‘It was a white-breasted mnuthatch,” he
said. ‘You have to be very quiet, for most

- of the birds are timid.

A small brown bird flew down to the root
of a tree and began travelling in circles
round the trunk. : i

‘It is a brown creeper, picking grubs out
of the bark, Mr. Brown said, Jetting ‘he
children see the busy little fellow through
the glasses. While they were watching, a
sleek, ‘smooth bird in a dark-gray suit and
black cap, alighted near and locked at them
quite ,feaxlessfy.

‘A catbird) Mr. Brown told them.
spends most of his time dressing his feathers
and keeping himself trim and tidy; you see
whot a stvlish-looking chap he is’

The children laughed, and the catbird flew
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away. Then a sweet warbling song came
from a bush mear by. Creeping wup very
softly, the children saw a tiny brown bird,
balancing itself and singing with all its lit-
tle might. It was a wren, and it stayed on
its twig long enough for them to see if
through the glass. After it had flown, they
still ‘heard its bright and cheery song from
a distant tree.

‘Now we’ll walk along the lake and look

for water birds,’ Bessie’s father said. Harry
and Bessie watehed the gulls, while Mr.
Brown looked along the shore of a little

island. ‘There, I've found a sandpiper!’ he
said suddenly. ‘See him over there—that lit-
tle speckled bird on stilts? See him tilting
along at the edge of the water?

It was such exciting work that the after-
noon eame to a close long before either Bes-
gie or Harry wanted to go home. When
Harry went baek to his brother and sister,
he found them still reading.

‘My, Pm tired, Helen said, getting up slow-
ly and brushing bits of leaves from her dress.
“My head aches, too’

‘And my foot’s asleep, Bert growled, slip-
ping a bit of grass into his book to keep the
place. ‘I can hardly walk’

But Harry’s eyes were bright, and he was
full of enthusiasm. ‘I never had such a nice
time,” he declared, skipping along beside the
others. ‘We’ve been studying birds all the
afternoon. You mnever would believe how
many kinds of birds there are, right here in
the park!’

And Helen and Bert began to wonder if,
after all, there were things better than books
to be found in the fields and meadows, and
under the bright spring sunshine.

The Officer.

(By Rev. J. G. Stevenson, in the “Christian
‘World.”)

Once upon a time there was ‘a great officer
who had a wvery bad temper. A bad temper
will spoil anyone, and his temper spoiled the
officer. Ome day, in chureh, when the officer
attended with his king and with many
soldiers, a plain-spoken chaplain preached a
sermon on the duty of being good-tempered.
The officer heard and was very much ashamed.
Also he wad angry at hearing such things
mentioned in the pulpit. So when the service
was over he went to see the chaplain and
upbraided him. “Come, my friend, said the
chaplain, gently, ‘better try to overcome your
failing rather than add to your sins by los-
ing your temper with me. When people are
bad-tempered they always get very angry
with anyone who tells them of it. But you
know better and you ought to do better.’
“That’s all very well,” said the officer, sulkily;
‘I tell you I cannot keep my temper. Noth-
ing will ever make me keep it.’ ‘Pray and
try hard, urged the chaplain, But the offi-
cer was so angry that he went away mut-
tering things to himself.

* * * *

- *

The next day the king held a court, and
to it were bidden the officer and the chaplain,
together with many nobles and lords and
other important people. They all talked to-
gether freely, and at last a courtier said
something that was not at all polite to the
officer. The officer looked at him and flushed.
He moved his right hand nervously just about
the place where he generally wore his sword,
and it seemed for a moment as though he
were going to get angry. But suddenly he
caught the eye of the king, and the flush
on his face died down and he made some
pleasant answer to the insult. So all passed
off well, for the rudest of people ean often be
stayed from further rudeness by speaking to
them politely.

» * * * » *

Outside the reception room the chaplain
met the officer, ‘My friend,” he said, touch-
ing him gently on the arm, ‘you kept your
temper just nmow and it was good to see it.
“Yes,” answered the officer ‘T did keep my
temper’ ‘Well, now,” said the chaplain, ‘only
yesterday you said it was mno use blaming
you. You were bad-tempered and you could
not help it. <Yet to-day, ‘when you tried,
you kept your temper splendidly” ‘Ah, but,
said the officer, ‘vou do not understand. You
see, T was in the yrcserce ¢f the kirg. T
knew the king was watching me, and so for

very shame 1 had to keep my temper.’ This"

11

was the reply for which the chaplain had
been waiting. He heard it with a smile, and
then, turning to the officer; he said, gently,
‘T’ think I do understand. Yet how strange
it i3 that while you can keep your temper
because your earthly king is near and is
looking, you can lose it even though your
heavenly King is always with you and is
always watching you’ Never in your life
have you seen a man look so amazed as did
the officer when he heard these words. “Well,
well,” he answered, humbly, ‘I never thought
of that. T promise you the mext time I am
inclined to get amgry, I will remember that
the King—I mean the heavenly King—is al-
ways looking at me, and because of the eyes
of my King, I will try hard to be what He
would wish me to be’ And he passed on
quietly, thinking.

A Boy’s Reunion.

If a boy is a lover of the Lord Jesus Christ,
though he ean’t lead a meeting or be a
church officer or preacher, he can ‘be a godly
boy in a boy’s way and in a boy’s place,
He need mot cease to be a bey Lecause he is
a Christian. He ought to rum, jump, climb
and shout just like. a real buy. But in all
he ought to be free from vulgarity and
profanity. He ought not to use tobacco in any
form and should have a horror for intoxi-
cating drinks. He ought to be peaceable,
gentle, merciful and generons. He ought, to
take the part of small boys against la'rge
ones. He ought to discourage fighting. He
ought ‘to refuse to be a party to mischief,
to persecution or deceit. And above all
things, he ought now and then to show his
colors. He should not always be interrupting
a game to say that he is a Christian, but he
ought not to be ashamed to say that he re-
fuses to do something wrong becanse he fears
God or is a Christian. He ought to take no
part in the ridicule of sacred things, but
meet the ridicule of others with a bold state-
ment that for things of  God he feels the
deepest revercnee.—Selected. 3

Why Not?

You say you cannot help others. Why
not? No money? Possibly so, but remem-
bfzr that a kind word or a sympathetic look
given to a discouraged soul may renew faith
and bring fresh courage. This is your op-
portunity to give more than gold. A kind-
ness shown, a sympathy expressed, a thought
fitly spoken, may be of infinitely more worth
to your friend in distress or gorrow, than
the costliest gem. You have much that you
can give. 'Withhold it not from those who
need.—Seleeted.

Practical Dont’s. v
Don’t

Don’t say, ‘That’s good emough.’
borrow tools; buy your own. Don’t let your
lathe run and cut air. Don’t be always

looking for pay-day. Doen’t be too important
to do insignificant jobs. Don’t take off your,
overalls before quitting time. Don’t try to
fool your foreman, for you may get left.
Don’t wait until Monday morning te #ll your
oil-can. Don’t deny spoiling a piece of work
if you have done it.—From ‘Practical Don’ts
for Machinists.’ ’

M

A Chance to Interest Your
Neighbors or to Remembear
Your Friends.

The ‘Messenger’ to NEW SCBSCRIBERS
from now to the end of 1908, including the
TWO SPECIAL TERCENTENARY NUMBERS
of the ‘CANADIAN PICTORIAL’ (price, lic,
each).

ALL FOR 25 CENTS.

Show your neighbors this offer.

1f you yourself already get the “Messenger,
send us the 25 cents and the name and ad-
dress of some friend in Canada (not Mont-
real or suburbs), Newfoundland or the British
Isles, and we will -send the Tercentenary
Numbers to you and the ‘Messenger’ to your
friend. Or, we eould send both for 25 cents
to any friend in the places indicated abave.
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‘Alsie’s Birthday Present.’

‘Dear little Alsie,” grandma wrote,
‘you must write and tell me what you
wish for a birthday present.” And Al-
sie thought and thought, for it was a
very important matter, and she did not
want to make a mistake. For a while
she ran her pencil over the page with-
out making a mark, but finally she
wrote. :

‘Dear Grandma,—I believe I want a
little gold necklace more than anything
else. It costs ten dollars. I believe I
want it as much as » amma wants a new
set of teaspoons.’

Grandma smiled when she read the
letter; but she s:nt Alsie ten dollars,
telling her she coulc buy the necklace
or anything else.  ‘Because .I know,’
wrote grandma, ‘that sometimes little
people change their minds.’

‘I don’t change my mind when I’ve
got ten dollars to buy a gold necklace,’
said Alsie, and she ran off to the jewel-
ler’s.  But, while she was standing at
the counter waiting for the clerk, she
saw laid out in th: case before her the
prettiest set of teaspoons, and she
thought, ‘I wish mamma had them!’

‘The price is ten dollars,” said. the
clerk, ‘but thcy’re worth it.” And he
took out the spoons.

‘I want to look at the little gold neck-
lace,” said Alsie, bashfully. She held
the necklace in her hand, but again her
blue eyes sought the silver spoons. ‘I
believe,” she seid, softly, ‘I’ll take the
spoons.’ _ il e

It was a happy little girl who ran
home carrying the teaspoons, a happy
little girl who handed them to her sur-
prised mamma, and a happy little girl
who wrote: :

‘Dear Grandma,—I know you won’t
care when I tell you that I spent the
ten dollars buying lovely little teaspoons
for marama and a’i of us, instead of get-
ting the necklace just for myself. I
send you a thousand thanks from every-
body and a special birthday kiss from
your little granddaughter,

. ‘Alsie.’

And grandma did not mind at all,—
‘Jewels.’

Louise’s Hat.

Until she was six years old, little
Louise had lived in the city. Then her
mother moved to a smaller town where
the houses stood n large yards, and
there were trees and flowers and plenty
of grass. Louise had a little garden all
her owx, and in it she raised one tomato
plant, one pea-vine, two dande ‘ons, and
a geranium. Think of that!

There were many other things about
her new home that pleased little Louise.
One was a swing with two chairs that
faced each other, and here she and her
sister used to sit ~nd swing and play
they were riding i~ the cars.
 One day Louise was sitting in the
swing alone, when a bird plumped down
out of. the apple tree right upon the
crown of her hat.  Louise was a bit
startled, but her mother, who sat near

in the ham.nock, called out: ‘Don’t be

Vacation

'S Done,

-

Back from the farms and hills and
dales,

Back from the valleys and back from
the vales,

Back to school and the comrades theve,
Back to the playground’s noise and
glare

Come the children, bronzed and tan-
ned, :

Back from the surf and the ocean
strand ;

Books are opened——school’s begun.
Work hard now—vacation’s done. =
—‘Catholic News.’

frightened, dear; it is just a baby robin!
Keep still and ses what he will do.’

So Louise kept still, and the robin
perched on her hat and looked about.
Then he seemed to think that he would
like to take a walk, for he got down off
the crown of Louise’s hat and hopped
around the brim, until at last he tum-
bled off into th- grass. :

Pussy saw the bird fall, and started
at once to ereep slyly toward him; but |
Louise’s mother saw her and scared her“\'

away, and picked the baby robin up and '

put hir in the tree, where the old birds
were making a great fuss. They seemed
glad to get their baby back again.

Louise’s mother says she doesn’t like
hats trimmed with dead birds; but if a
live bird wishes to trim a hat with him- °
self, why, that is quite a different mat-
ter —‘Little Folks.’

Bedtime.

Isn’t it strange little girls and boys
never do like to go to bed? Harold was
like that, and when Aunt Alice came to
take him to bed at seven o’clock he beg-
ged hard to sit up a little longer, al-
though his eyes blurred often and his
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neck ached from trying to hold his head
upright. But h> said he was not sleepy.

‘I will tell you a story,” said Aunt
Alice, ‘about some little people who
have to find themselves a place to sleep
every night instead of having a nice
Wwarm bed, as you do.’

This made the little snarls leave -

‘Tarold’s face, because he loved the
stories Aunt Alice told.

| ‘I have told you about the flock of
English sparrows that huddle in a bush
near my window, but this story is about
the dear little British blue butterflies.’

Harold followed Aunt Alice upstairs,
and was not long in cuddling down in
his own little bed, waiting for the rest
of the story. '

‘These butterflies,” continued Aunt
Alice, ‘have grey-srotted wings and are
seen flying over the downs all day, and
when it comes night they go in great
numbers to a sheltered place, where the
grass is tall, and each one chooses  a
separate blade of grass on which to
make his bed. Each butterfly turns his
head downward and folds and lowers
his wings, so that he looks exactly like a
seed growing on the grass. If the night
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is cold they creep down lower and lower
on the blade, and as the wind blows the
grasses to and fro they are rocked to
sleep.’

‘I ghou.d like to see them,’ said
Harold, sleepily; ‘but I am glad that I
have a bed—and an Aunt Alice.” And
while he was thinking about the little
butterfly brothers, all sleeping together,
he made his journey to dreamland.—
‘Presbyterian Witness.’

In the Tree.

(By Mary Callan, in the ‘Youth’s
Companion.’)

Up in a nest in the old apple-tree
Three little round things lie,

Pretty and speckled and blue as can Ye,
Up in the branches high.

Rock them, breezes, sing to them, wind,
They will be gone by and by.

Up in the nest on the old apple bough
Six little bright eyes peep.

Out of the pretty blue eggs somehow
Birdies have managed to creep.
Rock them, breezes, sing to them, wind,

Maybe you’ll get them to sleep.

Dear little feathers in wings have grown,
Wings the wee birds/must try.

Mother keeps watch in the nest alone
Up in the branches high. :

Waft them, breezes, wait for them, wind,
Birdies are learning to fly.

The Faith.

Every one smiled when his father car-
ried him into the ear—this little lad of
three, who taught me so sweet a lesson
in faith. The car was crowded, but
there was a corner between door. and
window where the child could stand, and
there his father put him down.

“You stay still there, Herbie; papa is
going to stand near you. You won’t be
afraid ¢’

The wee man shecok his head very de-
eidedly, and catching hold of a brass

*rail with his chubby fist, stood content-
edly watching his father with trustful,
happy eyes. At every corner new pas-
sengers came on board and erowded be-
tween father and child.  Herbie was
much more comfortable in the sheltered
nook where his father had put him than
he would have been even in his father’s
arms on the erowded, jolting platform.
Little by little the new-comers hid the
father from Herbie’s =ight. He did not
look like a child who was accustomed to
be alone, and I watched him closely,
ready to comfort if need be. I saw his
lips moving, and bent toward him. This
was what he said: ‘I ean see my papa’s
foot, and I can sec my papa’s hand.’

Precious little heart, comforting it-
self ! -

The erowd jostled back and forth. I
heard another whisper: ‘I can see my
papa’s foot. I—can—see—my—papa’s
cifant]? © e

Then the foot was no longer visible to
the patient watcher. Trouble clonded
his serious eyes for a minute, followed
by a sudden happy smile.

‘I can hear my pepa talk!”

* Sure enough, the father was talking
t~ some one. But the conversation was

not long. The blue eyes were growing
shadowy again.

‘Herbie,” I whispered, ‘I can see your
papa. I am taller than you. I can see
your papa’s face, dear.’

For a brief space my face was sub-
jected to a searching glance. Then the
content came back to the boy’s face. e
watched me and I watched that other
face, nodding assurance to my little
friend. In a few moments people be-
gan to leave the car, therfather sat down
and took his child on his knee.

“Were you afraid, Herbie?’

‘No—I knew you were there all the
whole time!’

‘Oh! for the faith of a little child,

that whatever comes, the heart may
say: ‘I was not afraid, for, lo! I knew
that all the time Tkou wert there!—
‘Catholic News.’

Dress Parade.

Captain Great Toe,

Corporal Little Toe,
Baby counts his men, .

Five on oxze side, five on t’other side,
Five and five makes ten!

Up, up, Great Toe!

Up, up, Little Toe!
Baby laughs and crows.

All the men come marching up
And over Baby goes!

Two big captains,
Two littl. corporals,
‘With their whole brigade—
For Biby’s major-general,
And this is dress parade!
‘Christian Guardian.’

A Queen Doll.

(By E. S. L. Thompson, in the ‘Youth’s
Companion.’)

Hilda Dill has dolls and dolls; but
the one that occupies the place of honor
is ‘White Feather Blue Eyes,” which
came to her ag a birthday present all the
way from a United States fort in Ari-
zona, Hilda’s uncle is a cavalry officer
out there, and not long since an Indian
woman came to the fort with horn
spoons, reed-covered hottles, beaded moe-
casins and dolls, of which one was
White Feather Blue Eyes.

A good many wanted that doll, but
Colonel Tom offered the most money,—
five silver dollars,--and Mountain Bird
—that was the Indian woman’s name—
sold it to him.  ‘Her clothing was so
soiled and greasy, and she looked so
fierce and wild, that she ought to have
been called ‘‘Carrion Crow,’’’ wrote
Uncle Tom.

‘White Feather Blue Eyes is a rag doll
from head to foot. Her face is stained
with the juice of some berry until it is
brown as any little Indian girl’s. Her
cheeks are the color of brick dust, and
in each of her black ears is a wire on
which is fastened a large bead for an
earrinz.

- Her blue eyes, are large, blue glass
beads. Her hands are black, with a red
ring painted around each finger. In a
band of doeskin which is fastened tight-
ly around White Feather Blue Eyes’
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head sre five white feathers, nearly the
length of the doll. These are tipped
with red.

The doll has no underclothes, but a
doeskin dress, covered nearly all over
with beads. The froit of this dress has
a beaded canoe and a tomahawk em-
broidered in the beacs. The back has a
very good Indian pepoose, or baby, in
its bark cradle.

A piece of red blanket, fringed with
beads, and a pair of moccasins, com-
pletes White Feather Blue Eyes’ truly
striking costume.  The Indian doll is
eoveted by all the little girls in Hilda’s
neighborhood ; but she cannot be bor-
rowed, begged nor bought.

Ben’s Lesson.

Once there was a little boy
‘Who always said ‘I couldn’t’
‘When he was asked to do a thing—
He really meant he wouldn’t,

He ‘ecouldn’t’ write, he ‘couldn’t’ read,
Of course he ‘couldn’t’ gpell,

He never even tried to count,—
He could do nothing well!

His uncle Jim came in one day
A pareel in his hand.

‘Come, Ben,’ said he, ‘undo the string,
You'll find this something grand.’

Now, Bennie thought, ‘It’s just a book
Of lessons he has brought.’

Instead of taking off the string
He fumbled with the knot.

----- ",

‘I ““couldn’t’’ take this great knot out,’
He said, and turned away.

His uncle tried, and opened out
A box of chocolates gay !

‘You lazy boy! Since you won’t try
To do as you are told,

I’ll give this chocolate box away
To Tom, who’s good as gold.’

Ben learned a lesson from that day:
Though difficult his work,
‘T’11 try it!” now he bravely cries,
‘And nevermore I’ll shirk!’
—‘Our Little Dots.}

Naughty Kitty.

(By Marian Isabel Hurrell, in ‘Our
Little Dots.”) :

“What a lovely sunshiny day!’ said
little Snowball, peeping out of the
stable door. ‘I think I’ll take a little
ramble, if mother will let me go.’
Mother said ‘Yes,” for Kitty was now
quite big enough to take care of her-
self.

‘Be good,” were Mrs. Snowball’s last
words, ‘and don’t be late home.’

¢All right, mother,’ said Kitty. :

But after a while the naughty little

puss forgot all about her promises. She -

saw a lovely piece of fish on the kitchen
table as she was pessing by the open
doo.r. At once she jumped up and took

it in her mouth. But Cook, who was not

far off, came in, and, eatching her in .
the very act, gave her a good whipping. '

So you see that one naughty act will
spoil even the r-ost sunshiny day.

!
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Flower Memories.

(Sarah Doudney, in the ‘Quiver.’)

I think of the roses I wore one day
When life was merry and sweet,

And children called me the Queen of May,
And knelt at their playmate’s feet;

But the mirth died out with the sunset light,
When the young ones went to rest;

And the flowers were left in the summer’s

night

To fade on the earth’s green breast,

I think of the roses he gave to me
When love was a bliss new-born,
And hill and meadow and daisied lea
Were fresh with the touch of morn;
But short was the life of that love of ours,
And sharp was the sting of pain
When I looked on a spray of withered flowers
That never might bloom again.
)
I think of the roses. dainty and fair,
I bought at a London stall;
Their fragrance scented the morning air.
Their smiie was a smile for all;
I carried them straight to a darkemed room
Where a ehild lay sick and tired,
And the life they gave with their tender
bloom s
Was the joy my soul desired.

Oh. not for the roses of spring that shed
Their dew on my childish brow,

And not for the love-gifts, early dead,
My epirit is longing now!

For sweeter far are the flowers we give
Than those which the hand can hold,

And blossoms gathered for others live
When the giver’s heart is cold.

To Destroy Insects.

It may not be generally known that skim-
milk or buttermilk readily mixes with kero-
sene, forming an emulsion which destroys in-
sects without danger of injury to amimals or
plants, on which they might be, that might
result from the use of the pure oil or of the
oil and water.

"MESSENGER * PATTERAS

FOR THE BUSY MOTHER.,

NO. 1424—CORSET COVER WITH SKIRT
- PIECE.

One cannot be limited im - the matter of
corget covers when a sheer waist calls for
a8 frequent changes of the under as the
outer garment. They are really in better
taste if simply made and one finished very
much as our model is with button-holed
scallops and worked eyelets for ribbons is
very satisfactory. The gkirt piece protects
the corsets that are too quickly soiled when
the ekirt bands are allowed to rub against
them. We cannot too strongly urge mothers
to teach their daughters fo make their

work could be given a fair little apprentice
than the dainty covers in few pleces and
readily understood. The pattern, No. 1424,
is in all even sizes from 32 to 44-inch Dhust
measure and I -2 yards of 32-imeh material
will be required for a medium size.

’
{

: i
NO. 1417—LADIES" AND MISSES’ APRON.

For one who has household duties to per-
form a sort of cover-all is an absolute neces-
sity. There are patterns galore, with and
without sleeves, bibs and  waist part, but,
atter all, not so many that are worn at-
tractively. Our pattern, No. 1417, is well
formed in front, and gathering in the back
disposes: of a little necessary fulness.  Ajl
seams are straight and so plainly marked
that a child could put them together. The
only trimming is a bias band of the gingham
of which the apron is. made around the neck
and sleeves. he pattern is made in seven
sizes, 32 to 44 inches bust measure, and five
and three-quarter yards of 27-inch material
will be required for a 30-inch size.

Give name of pattern as well as number,
or cut out illustration and send with TEN
CENTS. Address ‘Northern Messenger’ Pat-
tern Dept., ‘Witness’ Block, Montreal.

FamiTy Worship.

The reading of Scripture in the family is
likely to be omitted entirely unless made
necessary by the law of daily domestic de-
votion. Suppose it is a reading lesson of only
five verses each morning. That will make
thirty-five verses a week and seventeen hun-
dred and twenty-five verses a year. Multiply
that by ten years. How much of God’s
Word is read in the hearing of the household
by a fixed habit of holding a brief season of
family prayer once a day? Family prayer
exerts a silently subduing and refining power
over the house. Tt calms the mind. It
stops the currents of secularity. It brings
into the mind great and holy thoughts. Tt
connects’ daily life with heaven. It sends
out over the day a réstraining influence,

UB 1 Recelve 5 Wool Remnants, suitable
SE for Boys’ knee pants up to 11 years. Give
age, and we will cut pantg free; add 25 cents for
postage, N, SOUTHCOT T & €O., 23 Coote Block,
London, Ont.

CANADIAN FLAGS

Without a Cent of Cutiay
Writefor ourplan to the Flag Department,.

John Bougall & Son, “Witness’ Block, Montreal,

LADIES’ SUITS, $7.50 to $18.00.

Tailored to order. . Beautiful Voile Skirts, $ to
$9; New Silk Coats, $5 to $10; Nice Cloth Skirts,
$2 to $6; New Waists in Lawn and Silk, 50¢ to $4;
Wash Jumper Suits, $2.25 ; Lustre Jumper Saits,
$4.75; Silk Jumper Suits, $12.00. Linen Suits,
(coat and skirt), $4 and up.® Send to-day for ihe
sample materials and sty le book, They are free.

SOUTHCOTT SUIT CO., London, Can.

Learn Bookkeeping at Home
We teach. youw bv mail. Courses alsa in Pen-
manship, Arithmetic, Complete Commercial, Elec-
trical Kngineering, Steam Engineering, Mechanical
Drawing, Civil Service, Public: Scheol Course, Ma-
triculation, Teachers’ Certificates (any province),
and 100 ‘otlier subjeets. Ask for what You need.
CANADIAN CORRESPONDENCT COLLEGE, Limjted
Bept. No Tovonte, ¢anada. 920

Kitehen and school work will move a little
more smoothly, Sin will geem meore sinful.
There will be a firmer safeguard against
temptation. The family that does not open
the day with prayer must lose power.—Rev.
Dr. Vineent.

Good Teeth are Soon Injured
by Neglect.

A child should be taught to use a tooth-
brush and water. A soft brush with water
morning and evening is all most teeth need.
Castile soap, preferably white, is good; also
prepared chalk. Gritty tooth-powders are to
be avoided, The teeth should be brushed back
and front lengthwise and crosswise. Metal
toothpicks are injurious. A bit of wood is
better than a quill.

'THE NORTHERN MESSENGER.

"ANNUAL SUBSCRIPTION RATES,

(Striclly ia Advance.)
Bingle ccples .. .. ii veve on e -3 .40 a2 yeans
tely addr d, It
ce seee oo ae oo 100 *
tely addressed, if

PR QOPF o' oo’ v Wi e o el b
8ix months trial et hait the above mtes,
Posinge included for Canada (Mantrest snd suburbs e

U 8, Postage 50c extrato the Dnited Stales Aluska,
Homslisn aod Phiiprine Iusnde, exoupt. b ciubs, to sue
Foreign Postage to all countries mot saned s the above
iist, fifty cents exirn. -
Bamples and Subseription Blanks freely asd
promptly semt om reguest 3

A SPLENDID GROUP—TRY IT!

The *‘Witness’ For over sixty years un
rivalled in the confidence of the Canadian pub-
lic. Latest news, market reports, ete., finan-
cial and literary reviews, good stories, home
and boys’ pages, queries. ete., etc. Valuable
departments devoted to farming interests, A
clean commercial, agricultural and home
newspaper. (Send for a sample.)

‘Worid Wide* ° A weekly reprint of the
best things in the world’s great journals. Re-

cis the thought of the times. Best cartoons
of the week., The busy man’s paper. Noth-
ing like it anywhere for the money. Send
for a sample.

‘Canadian Picterial’ Canada’s popular il-
lustrated monthly, High grade paper, high
grade pictures., interesting to young and old
alike. | Many of its full page pictures suitable
for framing. (See ad. on another page.)

The * Northern Messenger’ speaks for itself,
A fayorite for over forty years, and increas-
ingly popular. A potent intluence for good.

SPECIAL FAMILY CLUB.

‘Weekly Witness and Canadian Home- -

$hoAd s o i e n s L
World WMo U Sl it i 1 60
‘Canadian Pictorial.. .. .. <. .. +.8 200
‘Northern Messenger’.. .. v «. «u .40

- e
Worth.. .. b T, S R RUEIER R 121 |

All for one year, $2.70
Anywhere in Canada or Great Britain!
Any one of the group may be sent to a friend
AS A GIFT subscription.

THE ' NORTHERN MESSENGER' s prioted and poblizhed
overy weeok at the “Witmess' Building, at the comer of Craig
and Bt Peter sbrecls, in the ity of Mewtreal, by John
mmnumuhmmmd

on 7

All busi commumicstions should be addrsssed ' John

« When writing to adv ple tion the “North
plainest garments, and no better practice J Messonger.” 4% 20

essenger.” '

Dongall & Son," and all letters to the editor should ba
addressd Bdlitor of %o * Northern Messenger.’

i b
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MAMMOTH SATH

d Pianos ang

TO CLEAR BEFORE EXHIBITION,.

Gourlay, Mendelssohn and McMillan Pianos ¢ coming in and to display them properly, our warerooms must be
em tieAd z‘:pi?ceEz?lex't;(I)‘; ggg‘;ngd Pmnoyevery returned-from-rent Piano and every Piano that is not new style even though not actually used. Prices
havpe been cut away down fer the instruments to go quickly, so send in your order at once. Better &till, send your second and third choices in case
the first should be rold before your order is received. RL’VIE‘V!B‘FR WE GUARANTEE EVERY INSTRUMENT, SHIP SUBJECT TO APPROVAL
AND AGREE TO PAY THE RETURN FREIGHT IF NOT SATISFACTORY. ;

TERMS OF SALE:

Organs under $50; & 5 cash and $3 per month

= over 50O, 10 ¢« A “*

B Pianos under $1 50 10 i " 4 e
5.: “ e 250 10 “ . G 6
; 13 over 250 15 ce 113 = 66

A DISCOUNT OF 10 PERCENT FOR CASKHL.

It monthly payments are not convenient, quarterly, half-yearly, or other convenient payments may be ar mnged
. Every instrument is fully guaranteed for five years.
A handsome 'Stool accompanies each instrument.

i

3 \

NOTE—OUR MAIL ORDER DEPARTMENT IS AT YOUR SERVICE, IF YOU WISH FURTHER INFORMATION ABOUT THE OFFER OR IN- “
\

STRUMENTS, WRITE US. WE WELCOME CORRESPONDENCE. BUT DO IT NOW.

ORGANWS.

BELL—5 octave Organ by W. Bell & Co, GJelph in eolid walnut case. Has 5 stops. 2 sets of «reeds in the treble, 1 set in the bass, knee swell

s Sale Price .... .o ee e Sees nevis coerer e e ae o $29 :
' MLIN—5 octave Organ by Mason & Hamlm Boston, in eolid walnut case without hlgh top, sultab‘e for school or chwel use. Has |
MASON; gtoglsA 2 complete getz of reeds, a very nice Orgau, in good order. Sale Price .... .... .... P S PR s R e $36
DOMINION—5 octave Parlor Organ by the Dominion Organ Co., in &olid walnut case with high ton Has 11 etope, 2 sets of reeds throughout,
2 knee swells, mouseproof pedals. A esplendid Organ, Sale Price .... .... e R i A N DR s G M - $45
e a Organ by the Thomas Organ Co., Woodstock, handeomely carved and panel]ed extended top, music rack, lam
THOM':tSandAg b;?:&;f;gro«i ;]e(gale gHae 10 stops, 2 sets of reeda'thmughout % kiee ewelle ~ete.: Bale Price s s oeer avve [0 ais ool spid i ....p $45
e ctave Piano Cage Organ by The Doherty Co., Clinton, in ebonized -cace with mirror top and lamp stands. Has 11 stops, 2 sets :
DOHEI;{T!;%e%SOthmughouf" couplers, 2 knee swells. Sale Pl o e R e T P R : R T Ty W S AN T e i S0 ‘
; : BELL-6 octave Piano Casc Organ by W. Bell & Co, Guelph, in sclid walnut case with rail top and fret panele Has 11 stops, 2 sets of 1‘
reeds throughout, 2 couplers, 2 knee swells. Sale Price .... ... weoviinn ciin nn ol - U TS D N = S S $74 |
DoH __A' walnut Pianc Case Organ by W. Doherty & Co., Clinten, in up-to-date case with solid panel srved in relief, mirror top, lam
E]:;l;gds mouseproot pedals, etc. Has 11 stops, 2 complete sets of reeds, 2 knee ewells, couplers, ete. Sale PTiCe .... o... ... X p, 3 p $76

DOMINION—An almost mew Piano Case Organ by the Dominion Co., in eolid walnut case, full length music desk, solid panel carved in relief,
: mirror top, lamp; stands, mouseproof pedals, etc. Has 11 stops, 2 full sets of reeds, 2 couplers, 2 knee swells. Sale Price .... .... ., &85

& SHERLLOCK-MANNING — A Piano Case Organ by the Sherlock-Mannirg Organ Co., London, in rich double vereered mahogany ecase,full piano
front panels and music desk and without mirror top. Has 13 stope, 2 sets of reeds throughout couplers, vox humana, knee swell mouse-
proof pedals, etc. Is' a sample instrument and has not been ueced three monthe. Sale PriGe .i.. .uvievse wess sevs svne oo sses oves $89

: PIANOS. :

VOSE—7 octave Square Piano by the celebrated firm of Vose & Sone, Boston, in attractive rosewood case with carved legs and 1 Te, is fin-
jshed alike back and front. Has overstrung ecale, full iron frame, ete. Original Cost $3756 Sale Price ..., .... g e y P o

DOMINION—An excellent Square Piano by the Dominion Co., Bowmanviile, in rosewood case, with catved legs and lyre, serpentine mouldings,
etc. Hae large overstrung ecale, full iron frame action in perfect order. A gcod toned instrument. Sale Price .. p e Sl poRt g $107

HAZELTON—An unusually good Square Piano by this old andhrehab'e house of Hazelton Bros. Tas 7 1-3 octaves, full overstrung secale, iron
frame. ls ome of the finest Square Pianos that we have had in the warerooms for years. Were it an Upright, it would eell for

nearly double the meney. Originally $500 Sale Price ...... ...... ..., i e R e R S L
WILLIAMS—A Cabinet Grand Upright Piano by R. 8. Wﬂllg.ms,qin ehonized case with plain panels, full tric herd overstrung ecale, double re-
peating action. In perfect order. Original Price LTSRS e e A S AN ST Re L s e el e B s el .« $185
WHALEY-ROYCE—A 7 1-3 octave Upright Piano by Whaley-Royce, Toronto, in rich mahogany case with full length music desk, carved panels,
trichord overstrung scale, 3 pedals, ivory and ebony keys, etc. Original Price $350  Sale Price .... ... 5
DOMINION—7 1-3 octave Upright Piano by the Dominion Co., Bowmanville, in walnut case with full length music desk, plain  engraved
/ panels, sliding fall board, continuous hinges, lVOI‘Y and ebony keys. A medium sized anno, in good order. Original Price $350 ¢
L7 o T T e R e T e R e N RS e e A PR O SRR RN e A Tl 2 Pes eies ars save were cese sesas owses saes oo $198

MASON & RISCH—7 1-3 cctave Upright Piano by Mason & Risch, Tcronto, in. dark rosewocod case, with plain panels, trichord overstrung scale,
ivory and ebony keys. A good toned Piano and in splendld order. s Originale Cost sbnt -2 Salel PRES. . 1ol i i o i e bR et 0

MENDELSSOHN —An  almost new 7 1-3 octave Upright Piano in rich mahogany case, full length music desk and carved panels, automatic slid-
ing fall board, ivory and ebony keys, 3 pedals, etc. Cannotbe told from new. Manufacturer’s Price, $340. = Sale Price .... e b

HARDMAN-—A Cabinet Grand Upright Piano by Hardman & Co., New York, in attractive case of plain design, plain polished panels, Has full
cabinet grand scale, ivory and ebony keys, finest. double repeatlnv action, in Al order. Original Cost, $500. Sale Price .. .. .« oo o« $245

A DECKER BROS.—A rarely good Piano by this celebrated firm, has rich, sonorous tone, perfect repeating action, in dark rosewood case of
e sl SRR T e T B s Y MR (Y i s T - et RSO S G A S i e e e O e T $248

| GERHARD HEINTZMAN-—7 1-3 octave Piano by Gerhard Heintzmar, Toronto, in walnut case of up-to-date deeign with plain  panels and
music desk, ivory and ebony keys, trichord ovomtrung ecale, 3 pedals, ete. Cannot be told from new.Manufacturers’ Price $400
Bgle Price: .o . i M e el e e e e S e e T e ST vt Sl e e s ae Ve aens e dves wdes ok sess o $2BO

HEINTZMAN & CO.—A large size Cabinet Grand Upright Piano by Heintzman % Co., in burl walnut case. Has full length music desk,carved
panels, automatic eliding fall board, ivory and ebony keys, 3 pedals, Manufacturers’ Price, $500. LTI L L R S e B e 1

GERHARD HEINTZMAN --A large style Gerbard Heintzman Piano in walnut case, full length music desk, ca rved panel, Boston fall board,
trichord oversirung scale, ivory and ebony keys, etc. Sale Price ...u vooe voee vo seemiien cuns o Seds werelavie Sgie vene wene saae sbis  $2TD

GOURLAY—The popular FEmpress design Cabinet Grand Piano of our own make that has won so much favor with professional musicians
and music lovers. It’s simplicity of design also appeals. Nothing but the finest materials and workmanship enter into the make-up of
this " inetrument, In mahcgany case. Used only about a Year. Price is TeAUCEA 10 tii wis vuv wes oeviusins avsn svse sa buensoss au oo ses $305

GOURLAY—A new Grand-fcale-Gourlay Piano in rich mahogany caeec of Ornate Colonial design. A rare Piano. If we were to make a Piano
" to your order at $1,000, it could be no finer in tone, action or durability than this instrument. The rich, sonorous tone of this Piano
closely resembles that of a Grand. Has been ueed professionally for 15 months, but is just like mew. Sale Rleer 5 3 Vel o DO 28

| Gourlay, Winter & Leeming, |

180 Yonge Street, Toronto.

WHEN WRITING TO ADVERTISERS PLEASE MENTION “NORTHERN MESSENGER.” P
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ES AHEAD

ROM ALL PARTS of the Dominion come
whost encouraging reports regarding the .
harvest outlook, which will mean new encour-=
agement to all kinds of business.

Do you realize what THE ROBERT SIMP-
SON COMPANY is doing to keep pace with
this growth? When our new building in To=
ronto is completed this Fall, the store equip-
ment will be doubled, and we will be able to

fill twice as many mail orders, with a prompt-
# ness that you’ve never known.

The new Fall and Winter Catalogue that
has just been issued was compiled with this
increased business in view. A comparison of
prices will show you how well worth Vyour
while it is to SHOP IN TORONTO AT TO-
RONTO PRICES. No matter where you live,
our free delivery oifer puts you on an equality
with all our other customers. : :

Your address on a postéard will bring you
the new catalogue by retura mail, with full

e

particulars about the free delivery.

THE _
ROBERT

SIMPSON

TORONTO, CANADA

COMPANY
LIUTED

WHEN WRITING T0O ADVERTISERS PLEASE MENTION ‘NORTHERN MESSENGER.”

What Will You Give?

A Missionary Recitation.

(Mrs, M. B. C. Slade, in the ‘Juvenile Mis-

sionary Herald.’)

There’s a call from the far-off heathen land.
Oh, what can you give for the great demand?
We have not wealth like the rich man’s
store;
We will give
more,

ourselves—we have nothing

I will give my feet—they shall go and go
Till the heathen’s meed all my friends shall
know.

I will give my hands, till their work shall
turn
To the gold I have not, but can earn.

I will give my eyes—the story to read
Of the heathen’s sorrow, the neathen’s need.

1 will give my tongue, that story to tell,
Till Christian hearts shall with pity swell.

We have little to give, but by and by
We may hear a eall from the Voice on high:

“To bear My Gospel o’er land and sea,

Unto all the world, Go ye! Go ye!’

Though of gold and silver we have mnone at
all,
We will give ourselves if we hear that call.
el L ]

The Victory of Struggle.

Struggle is more important than vietovy.
Struggle is- sure to make character, and vic-
tory often fails to do so. Struggle is a duty;
victory may mnot be. Struggle is progress;
victory may be standstill. In other words,
the result of our pushing onward in the rigat
direction is in the Liord’s hands, not ours;
and the result in this world i3 a minor mat-
ter, a mere incident, so far as we are con-
cerned. It is hard to see this, when we have
pushed, and strained, and struggied for years
in the line of plain duty, and the goal seems
as much in doubt as ever. 1t is still harder
to see this wnen the result is no longer in
doubt, but is plainly to be failure. Yet this
last kind of fight is the finest test of all.
1t is the test that Jesus Christ had to meet;
with earthly failure surely ahead as the end
of hig life-work; it is the test that he calls
on some of his followers to meet. ‘Any

coward can fight a battle when he’s sure ot
winning,” George Eliot has said; ‘but give me
the man who has pluck to fight when he’s
sure of losing’ The man who will not give
up, even in defeat, cannot be conquered. He
wins a greater victory in defeat than he
could in vietory.

Contagious Cheerfulness.

How much easier it is to work briskly
when whistling a merry tune. How our
steps and our every movement will keep
pace to an inspiring song. But deeper than
this lies the emotional, if one might so call
it, the spiritual effect—the toning of one’s
spirits, the raising of the drooping head, the
invigorating of the flagging activity, when a
noble song bursts upon the ear, or when a
gentle, soothing refrain steals into the con-
sciousness. Religion has stirred all the best
that is within human nature by song. Well
i3 music called the ‘divine art,’ since it ap-
peals to that which is divine in us. All the
noblest and most hopeful and most practi-
cally helpful of the various creeds to which
man subscribes, have their hymns. From the
earliest ages it has been thus. Helpfulness to
gelf and to others, then, indorses the exhorta- -
tion, ‘Sing on!’—Selected.




