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‘We have for quite a number of years taken the ‘Messenger,” and we are well pleased thh it.”

—P. H. Hudson, Plympton, Man.

What Are You Living For?

What are you living for? Time passes on;
To-day, with its openings, soon will be gone;
Many an aching heart, saddened and trie,
Waits for some sympathy, close by your side.

Many a suffering one, bearing his pain,

Beeks some to help him go forward again;
Many a young life,» blighted through sin,
Longs, with your counsel, afresh to begin.

Many a fallen one, facing despair,

Cries for some brother his burden to share;

Many a tempted one, weak agaimst the foe,

Is secoretly longing some strong friend to
know.

Many a doubting heart, fearful, oppressed,
Wants you to guide it, lead it to rest;
Many a heathen land, still dark as night,
QCalls to Christ’s soldiers, ‘Bring us the light.

Many a broad field, in this great, fair land,
Needs you to succor, give them a hand.
What are you living for? Why do you stay?
Numberless op’nings confront you to-day.
—Waif.

Fire From Heaven,

Whatever other power he may possess, the
minister who is called to proclaim a message
from God to sinful men most and
what everyone who is ftruly called to preach
most desires, is a baptism of fire from heaven
shat touches his heart and his lips. This need
was forcibly presented by Dr. Jeseph Parker
in’ an address in City Temple, London, Eng-
land, before the united meeting of British
Baptists and Congregationalists, - In  the
course of his address, which 'dealt more par-
ticularly with the spiritual as-pecte of miris-
terial work, he said:

needs,

"It is but mockery, guilty with the guilt of
Nasp‘hemy, if we have fine machinery but no
fire from heaven. We need the Holy Ghost.
All our prayers must grow. into one great
ery for the Spirit of God. The Lord’s
ministry is not one of the ‘arts and crafts’ of
men—it is the sorrow of the divine heart; 1t
is not one of the ‘learned professions’—it i
an experience of the altar, an
grateful and responsive blood;

offering of
my Lord’s

ministry is no trick in shapely sermons ‘graven

of art and man’s device, no experiment in
ealculated stipendiary rhetoric—it is the whola
life alive with love, the mind ablaze with a
vigsion that extinguishes the sun, a will that
is gladly lost in sacrificial obedience. Along
that line—not mechanical, but spiritual—lies
our ministry, if so be we love the Lord. That
is our unfailing Sustentation Fund,  Apart
from such conceptions, and all that belongs
to them, we shall be but verbal sorcorers,

- sordid hucksters trafficking in salaries, gelf.
i .,ﬁelim coining God into gotd. Heart of 1 >

©Oross, ‘8ave us from this sin of sins! Why
am I so mﬁms thus to consohdate and unify

‘all the best meamnge and uses of true Con-

gregationalism?  For the one simple reason
that I want to get rid of all problems, dis.
quietudes and agitations that weaken and
smbarrass us. We cannot afford to epend

—‘Little Folks."

much more time in rearranging and polishing
our mere machinery. We want to get at the
great work created for us by modern society.
We must never neglect the ministry of wit-
ness bearing. Our congregations, if faithful,
must mere and more stand for an open Bible,
a scriptural‘ church, a spiritual hierarchy, a
house not made with hands. The“pborest
chapel on the bleakest hillside stands for a
spiritual and most holy testimony. Looked
at architecturally it may be mean’ enough, but
looked at ideally and in the thrilling poetry
of it significance it is nome other than the
house of God and the very gate of heaven.
They that have passed by may have wagged
their heads and railed on it, but by so domng
. they have but established their kinship with
the gang who made the cross a jest and spat
on the Son of God. I call upon my brethren
working in sunless places to take a high view
of their functions and responsibilities.

‘What Dr. Parker says of ‘the poorest chapel
on the bleakest hillside’ in Xngland is equally
frue of the humblest' country church in
America—it ‘stands for a spiritual and most
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holy testimony’ and its pastor is the messen-
ger of God. What an honor is thus conferred
upon the pastor of the country church and
what an opportunity he has to serve his
Lord !-—‘Congregationalist.”

Prayer for Young Men,

A young man is a very precious asset in
any community. NOw almost on the edge ot
the world’s busy arena of = contentious
activity, or quite within the sweep of its
eager rush, the young man needs prayer Ji
anybhmg more: than the boy of the nursery
or the playground. Very likely the young
man—possibly as amiable and atiractive as
the rich youth, who came to Jesus and was
told that he lacked c¢ne ' thing—entertains
vague motions as to the propriety of bemng a
Christian, but is postponing with a perilous
negligence the question of deciding unreserved-
ly for Jesus Christ. Quite as likely the heart
of the young man, who, like an Absal"om, i€
ambitious for the wrong prizes in life, or llk(
a Demas, is making a god ot this present
world, i8 becoming steadily hardened us tae
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days go by. He is becoming the slave of his
sordid ambitions, or the sport of his own
unbridled appetites. Evil companions entica
him from the society of the virtuous into the
haunts of sin. The young man of the day s
in constant peril of evil companions and moral
shipwreck. This fact, added to the natural
evil that is in the heart of every man, con.
stitutes a continual call to prayer in behalf
of young men. Wreckages of young lives .vc
all too common, and no sight on earth is sad-
der than that of a father prematurely aged
and bent with grief, because of the wayward-
ness of a foolish or a prodigal son.

Pray for the young man, labor for him,
realize the value of the young man to society
and the Church. Believe in the possibility:
of his salvation. Employ the best agencies
for his spiritual and social redemption. Co-
operate with those who are experts in this
line of work, and who aeek the prayers and
assistance of all who love the Lord Jesus
Chrigt in sincerity and truth.—Selected.
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Religious Notes.

In the Salvation Army we have one which
in 53 countries and colonies, has over 18,000
commissioned -officers, who command over 7,.
000 eorps of Salvation soldiery. \Where the
wigwam of the Indian nestles amongst the
pines of the forest, and the round hut of the
Zulu dots the undulating veldt, where Hindu
temples rise in the shadow of stately palms,
and where the Australian digger -sluices the
mud for the yellow gold, there are to be
found the representatives of the inimitable
William Booth. The work now extends into
all parts of England, into Austraia, Russia,
Canada, Japan, India Sweden, IFrance, Swit-
zerland, Germany, Africa, Tasmania, New
Zealand, China, Kovea and the United States.

The charitable institutions of the Army
include Prison-gate and Rescue ‘Work, Ine-
briates’ Homes, Boys’ and Girls’ Homes, Ifarm
Colonies, Kmigration, Naval and Military
Homes, Maternity  Homes, N ursing Work,
Samaritan Brigades, Hospital and Benevolent
Visitation, Police Court, Indian Day Schools,
and other great social enterprises.— Mission-
ary Review of the World.

That India is being gradually leavened with
Christian influence, almost unconsciously to
itself, there are many evidences. A real
change of the mational attitude towards its
women i8 taking place. For example, in the
closing days of 1906 a conference of several
hundreds of distinguished Indian women, in_
dluding the consorts of many reigning chiefs,
assembled in Caleutta to discuss the duties,
disabilities and progress of Indian women,
when papers were read on marriage, the pur-
dah system, duties towards neighbors, and
kindred topics. Sueh a gathering was without
parallel in Indian history. 1t constituted a
striking evidence of the gradual but sure
extension to Indian ladies of educational en.
lightenment and socdal liberty which were
denied to them until their country came under
British rule. There can be no doubt, more.
over, that the Christian missionary educa-
tionalist has taken a ‘prominent share in
bringing . about such an alteration of senti_
ment. But those who have the spiritual wel.
fare of their sisters at heart may tremble at
the possible results of emancipated uhevange-
lized Indian womanhood. The fact that such
a gathering has been held showd in itself
constitute an appeal t0 women of higher edu-
position in Christendom to hasten
thither with the glorious message of the One

er—C. M. 8. Gazette. :

As late as 1811 the ecombined income of the
Society for the Propagation of the (os
and the Church Missignary Society was only
$50,000. In 1851, this income had rigen to
$1,000,000, and twenty years later it was $1.
250,000. The greatest development has come
in the last twenty-five years, and in 1906 the
combined income of these two socicties was
Jjust short of $3,000,000. But the Church of

nd has numerous other enterprises under
way. There is the Melanesian Mission in uhe
South Seas, the great Universities Mission to
Central Afriea, the Australian missions, and
the Oxford and tambridge missions in India.
When gifts received from all these sources are
taken into account, it appears that the people
of the Church of ngland are giving about

>

$4,000,000 a year for the extension of the
Church abroad. Side by side with the mis-
sionary societies as one of their most efficient
auxiliaries is the great British and Foreign
Saciety, which is mnow publishing the Bible,
or parts of it, in 400 different tongues and
dialects,

Our Labrador Work,
PATIENCE AND PATIENTS.

Dear Mr. Editor,—The heavy three days
equinoxial has paralyzed our Labrador fishery,
and a sea that is a ‘sight for the gods’ 18
pounding into the eternal ciffs as | write.

Exactly a week ago, lying at anchor off our
hospital at St. Anthony, the crew were sud.
denly astonished by a pigeon dashing at full
speed right down the comranion .into the
cabin. A large hawk was close on its heels,
and hovering over the ship porsisted in its
attentions till a charge of B, B. shot prevented
its doing any damage in future. 1t was a
rough-legged buzzard—a beautiful bird very
common on this coast, and most destruetive
to all kinds of small game. Our white-
winged schooners, yes, and our black-fun-
neled whalers and sealers, have much in the
same way fled for shelter from the storm to
one of our innumerable natural harbors, This
coast is itself a  parable—hostile and vyin-
dictive, it appears, with its sudden storms,
uncharted and unlighted reefs and headlands,
its eternal ice and trackless fogs. Yet, faced
boldly and handled wisely, it gives way, as
obstacles of every kind do to imperious man.
1t is like many animals whom nature endows
only with pretentious dresses to frighten
enemies by their = hideous appearance and
resemblance to animals still more dangerous,
As some butterflies “when resting on a leaf
with their wings closed look &0 like a large
owl that its small bigd enemies conjure up
the body of a monster hidden in the foliage
and depart in fear—and hunger.

The ice and storm have been made to
cleave up these mighty elhiffs till “every ..n
miles from Hudson Straits to the Gulf, a

good harbor awaits the mariner who knows -

1t, The fogs and lack of lights have trained
the fisherman’s powers of observation and
memory till he ean almost verify his opinion
about a breaking rock or the foot of some
fog.hidden beetling cliff,
comes back to his foghorn, and his skill in
finding a harbor in the darkness becomes so
supernatural as almost Iiterally to make the
hair of the casual visitor 1ift his hat off, an
involuntary tribute to his ability and daring.

With us during this, time is by no means
being wasted. Our engineers are in our blown
down boiler ¢hipping off the sait that in the
busy calmer weather accumulates to the dan-
ger point.  When reluctantly I gave them
leave to tie up the telegram for 24 hours and
have the machinery to themselves, I heard a
grumble as they went aft, ‘none too soon
neither.” !

A fine young fellow of 24, a cook on a
sehooner lying near us, has just been aboard—
‘Got a  cough, doctor” As the tell_tale
stethoscope bore to my ears the certain signs
of rales and consolidation, it made me feel
very small that i should fret and grumble at
this trifling delay, when one realized the
Yyears of opportunity that have afready been
mine, compared with those in slore for the
young friend beside me. '

Among my patients yesterday was a widow
woman of about 40 years. Pale, emaciated
and with the haggard look of one utterly
weary of life—she came for ‘an iesue of
blood’—which was steadily sapping her life.
Husband lost some years ago—her echid
‘taken’ by friends. She was out again alone

in the world seeking to maintain herself by

shipping as cook to a ‘floater,} or green_fish
catching schooner off this wild coast. Women’s
labor is cheaper than men's—and they cook
much- better, »

‘Can you do anything for me, doctor®
Yes, I can take you straight to the hospital,
and give you at least six weeks’ rest and
food!> ‘But 1 can’t leave the boys, doctor;
I'm cook, you seel’” ‘But this, my good
friend, is one of those times when you can’t
stay. You will be calied to leave in g way
which you can’t refuse to amswer to” ‘It 18
Q\nly a week or two more, doctor, | myust

by the echo that-
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try to tide it over. Can’t you give me come-
thing for the time? Il be home soon.” ‘Let
the boys eat hard tack for that time. Six
Weeks hence even they will have forgotten all
about .it, while it may cost you ~your Ilife,
Besides, who will treat you ‘at home? ‘Ui,
N0 one; but at home, you see—’ S

‘Yes, [ know all about it. Youw must let me
80 and settle it for you.

‘I ean’t help it, doctor; I can't go—perhaps
the boys will leave me at the hospital on our
way up.

1 have tried to ‘tide her over,” and shail
‘expect them to leave her for’ a far longer
‘rest’ than I suggested as they pass south on
the way home’ 'Fhese cages puzzle one at
first, but they leave a sonse of gratitude that
at lea'st the cause ot the blindness 18 a
worthier one than those which make so many
‘in better cireumstances’ throw away God’s
gifts of time and opportunity.  The waste,
too, is perhaps less grievous, and certainly
not so sad. ”

WILFRED T, GRENFELL, CM.G., M.D,

Perhaps the short sentence that concluded
Dr.. Grenfells httle letter last week, ‘Il am
delighted about the launch prospect, was a
puzz}e to some of the readers who missed an
ea:l\her number.. Kor these we may say that
With the first week of the new year our fund
‘exztered Onl & new phase. The little launch,
I\ortherq Messenger, at Harrington, in apite
of splendrd service.during the past, has proved
dgrmg the last summer too small to cope
with the 8rowing posstbilities of the work.
‘After communicating with the secretary of the
After‘National Mission to Deep Sea Fisher-
n‘len’ in Kngland, under which society - Dr,
Grenfell jg working, it hae been decided ‘o
Temove the present ‘Northern Messenger’ to
Some smaller station, recelving trom the so-
cxety_ t:ull value for the staunch uttle vessel,
providing we can gecure g newer and much
Jarge}- launch to suceeed to the ticle and the
Harrington work. The new ‘Northern Moes.
senger’ we would like to see an accomplished
fact for the opening cf the season, and .-
Grenfell is as confident as ourselves that thig
can be done. With upwards of $800 on hand
in addition to the $1,000 on the piopOded’:
launch transfer, the nest €gg warrants this
confidence, :

S
Acknowledgments,

——

LABRADOR FUND,

—

Received for the launch: Fort Langley ar
; : : and
Skea _Sundny‘ School, per Douglas Syignix{vton
superintendentt, . $4.84;  Avonton . Sabbath
School, $5.00; Mrs. E. Armstrong, Avonton,
Ont., $2.00; Misg Mary Armstrong, Avonton,
Ont., 50 cents; Miss Lizzie Armstrong, Avon.
z%n, Ont., 50 cents; James McWhinnie, allan’s
Pe:intzx:;i' P. Q}l;%, $1.00; Union Sunday School,
1ae, N.B,, G.  W. Flemin
$16.90; Robt. Mu.rmy, Cloverknowe, Aveningz
$1.00; W. E. Traitl, Waskimon, Sask., $1.00;
;:&0 nl“i»e:)p;:, 3;5600; ia Newton Archibald, inger.
s o3 cents; Friends, Fairbur £ ¥
$2.00; Grenfell Club, Montreal, $1.00.° o
Total o it et o i
Received for the cots: FertL :
: : : angl nd
Skea Sunday Schools, per Douglag sr;gmgg:om
4 Ty K. Clark, tm)
Ont., $1.00; A Friend, Quebe City :sl.ogl'm Roybm’
Boudreau, Farnham Centre, 50 ’cents-’JaeIc'
Boudreau, Farnham Centre, 50 Gents, :
; T R T
Received for the komatik: 'popy Langley
and Skea Sunday Schools, per Doug'lis' Syming~
ton, superintendent, $4.83; Mr. anq Mrs, Tg

A., Lennoxville, $5.00; Total,, .. e 0.83
Previously acknowledged for ail pur-
DRl e P S S e

/ i - o £
Total received up to Jan. 29.. .8 1,307.51

The amounts received from Fort Langley
and’ Slgeu Sunday Schools, $5.95 and $8.55
respectively, have heen divided as suggested,
as far as possible equally for  the three
funda.

Address all subscriptions for Dr. Grenfell’s
work to - ‘Witness® Labrador ~Fund, John
Dougall and Son, ‘Witness’ Office, Montreal,
stating with the gift whether is is for
launch, komatic, or cots.
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LESSON,—SUNDAY, FEBRUARY 23, 1908.

Jesus at the Pool of Bethesda.

John v., 1-9. Memory vex.es 8, 9. Read

John v., 1.18.
Golden 'Fext.

Himself took our infirmities and bare our
sickness, Matt vii, li.

Home Readings.
Monday, February 17.—John v., 1.16.
Tuesday, February 18.—John v., 17-31.
Wednesday, February 19.—John v., 3247,
Thursday, February 20.—Matt xii, 1-13.
Friday, February 21.—Luke xiii, 10-22.
Saturday, February 22.—Isa. lviil, 1-14.
Sunday, February, 23.—Kzek. xx., 12-26.

| TOR THE JUNIOR CLASSES.

Last Sunday we learnt about a little boy
who was ill' and about how his father who
loved him so much hurried away to find Jesus.
Did Jesus make the little fellow well again?
Yes, indeed, he did and without waiting until
he got there to him, for he just said the words
that satisfied the anxious father, and far
away though the little boy was he got well
at once. - In our lesson to-day it is mot a lit-
tle boy who was ill, but a man, and the Bible
says that he had been ill for thirty-eight
years. There was no loving friend to hurry
away and find Jesus for him but Jesus found
him ‘himself. He was lying all alone very
weak and tired, when Jesus passed along that
way and stopped to speak to him. Jesus was
‘always sorry for sick people, and he knows
how hard it is for us to be good when we are
ill or in pain. You know there is a part of
the Bible that says, ‘Like as a father pitieth
his children, so the Lord pitieth them that
fear him. IFor he knoweth our frame; ae re-
membereth that we are dust’ So Jesus was
very sorry for the poor man and asked him
if he would like to be made well.

After telling the story pass on to the four.
teenth verse and ehow them that Jesus was
just as anxious about the soul’s welfare as
the body’s.

FOR THE SENIORS.

Of all the miracles that John witnessed
during his three years of life with Christ, he
has only chosen to deal in detail with seven,
four performed in the north, and three in
Judea. With the exception of the feeding of
the five thousand and the subsequent walking
on the water, they are all recorded by John
alone. The two previously censidered in 1ais
course of study have been the changing.of the
water into wine and, last Bunday’s lesson, the
healing of the nobleman’s eon, both “oceurring
at Cana in Galilee. 'fo-day Christ has returned
to Judea, and it is just outside of the walls
of Jerusalem that the miracle of healing the
impotent man was performed. 1t has been

asked why did not Christ at a word heal all

the sick gathered at this remarkable spring,
‘but that leaves out of consideration the fac.
tor of faith which was necessary in the per-
formance of any miracle. The others were
confident and their hopes were set elsewhere.
This man whose power of faith, in what by
- popular supenstition was-regarded as a direct
~act of God, was as etrong as ever, had well.
- nigh lost hope of ever receiving 1ts benefits,

- His heart would be ready to welcome any

way of reaching the desired end. One point
that should be noticed is seen :r the narrow-
ness of these who set a law against the good
of a human being.
for man,’ said the Master, and the highest
good of his creatures is the cject in all God’s

. consequences,

“The Sabbath was made

law and creation. Not law but ite effect is
the object. “The latter killeth, but the spirt
giveth life’ (11, Cor. iii, 6; Rom. vi, 6), An-
other point is Christ’s purpose to reach the
root of the matter (verse 14). His mission
was to ‘save his people from their sin,’ and
while he stayed on the way to remove its
the removal of sin itself was
his main desire (Mark ii., 5). The text of
to-day’s lesson contains one or two difficulties.
Verse 2 contains the word ‘market’ in italics,
which always denotes that this was not in the
original, but supplied by the translators. .ne
word supplied should rather have been ‘gate’
(Neh. iii., 1). The iast clauvse of verse 3 and
whole of verse 4 are not found in the main
text of the most reliable originals, but were
rather added as a commentary, recording a
popular belief of the time to
phrase in verse 7. The spring, which is now
dry, seems to have been a mineral spring
bubbling up periodically, examples ot such
being known in the Kast to-day.

(SELECTIONS FROM 1ARBELL’S ‘GUIDE.)

Let us praise God that we have no such
Bethesdas in these days. You go to any of
our hospitals and mark the cleanliness there,
See the physician with his skill, and the
nurses in their white aprons, witn soft words,
soft steps, and gentle touch: that is the
Bethesda of Christendom today. O, there is
an infinite gulf between Bethesda in Old
Jerusalem and our hespitals! What makes
it? Jesus has been walking in the porches all
through the ages, and the hospital, which 1s
peculiar to the charmed cirele that we cail
‘Christendom’ is a fruit of the philanthropy of
the historic Christ. He is the divine pattern
of all the beneficience which distinguishes our
modern civilization—David James Burrell,

Wilt thou be made whole? There is a way
where there is a will; and nowhere else &0
much as in religion. If you have a yearmag
desire for something higher and mobler and
better, this very desire is the call of’ God in
your soul. It is the voice of Christ, saying
to you ‘Wilt thou be made whole? Wilt thou

be set free from thy sing ’—Henry Ward .

Beecher.

Every Onristian congregation is a pool ot
Bethesda. “All that gather here are somehow
lame and halt and blind and diseased, and
those most of all lame or halt or blind or
diseased who know it not.—Lyman Abbott.

The spirit of practical sympathy is a fruit
of Christianity—C. M. Alford,

I testify to what the good and strong have
done for deprivation and infirmity.—Helen
Keller,

Major Genmeral Gordon, who at all times,
everywhere, gave his strength to the weak,
his substance to the poor, his sympathy to
the suffering, his heart to God.—Inscription on
General Gordon’s temb. :

'

(FROM PELOUBET’S ‘NOTES.’)

‘Mineral springs impregnated with minerals
to such a degree as to poséess medicinal pro-
perties are found in many parts of the world.
The ancients aseribed supernatural propreties
to mineral springs, and their priests, especially

“those of Aesculapius, praced their sanctuaries

near them, as the Aikalme Springs of
Naupha, and the Gas Springs of Dodona.’—
‘American Kneyclopaedia.

In Fulleylove and Kelman’s fine work on
the Holy Land, the author writes, ‘Next to
its heartless toil the uncured eickness of the
land contributes to the deep sadness of itg
&pirit.  Disease seems to stare you every-
where in the face. . . . When any serious
accident has happened, or any dangerous
disease infected them, they are utterly help.
less, and things take their course.

; f

*The medicinal springs form an exception to
this rule, and seem to be one real healing
agency in the country. ‘T'he bluish wateis

bubble with sulphuretted hydrogen, and smell
abominably, but they cure sicknesses of some
kinds. For other diseases there is mo nattve
cure,’

explain the

~and Jeft.
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‘There is a spring of this kind at Kiseingen,
which, after a rushing sound, about the same
tame every day, commences to bubble, and is
most efficacious at the very time the gas is
making its escape.

‘All the experience of modern missionaries
in the Fast goes to show the wisdom of the
method employed by Jesus Christ and his
apostles in giving attention to diseased bodies
as a means of access to diseased souls.’—
Isabella Bird Bishop.

BIBLE REFERENCHS.

Lauke iv., 18, 19; Rom. vii,, 24, 25; Phil. lv.,,
13; Acts x., 38; xx., 85; lsa. xl: 20,

Junior C, E. Topic.

Sunday, February 23.—Topic—The foreign.
mission work of our denom:nation: a survey,
Rom. x., 8-15. 7

C. E. Topic.

Monday, ¥ebruary 17.—God’s great good«
ness. Ps. xxxi,, 19. :

Tuesday, February 18.—God’s toving_Kind«
ness. Ps. xli., 8.

Wednesday, February 19.—God’s great love,
Jer. xxxi., 3.

Thursday, February 20.—The earth is the
Lord’s.  Ps. xxiv., 1,

Friday, February 21.—Thy God in the midst.
Zeph, iii., 17,

Saturday, February 22.—The
nations. 1I. Kings xix., 15.

Sunday, February
India. John iu., 16.

God of all

23.—Tepie—Cnildren  in

Don’t Forget the Adult Classes

While you are working tor the children
and young peopre don’t forget the adult
classes. Get rid of the idea that the Sunday .
school is only an institution for children. Set
apart some place for these adult class's and
give them the most tactful teachers you ecan
get. ‘Now, children!” That tells the story,
The seeret is out. No wonder you failed to
hold the young men and women for your
school. Your own language told them that it
was a children’s school. They took the hint
They are no longer children, and
they know it, and we should appreciate this
and address them accordingly—S. S. Teacher,

The Teachers' Meeting.

One prime necessity to gcod Sunday Sehool
work is a teachers’ meeting. So important
is this meeting that if only fairly well con.

‘ducted it should by all means be sustained.

A poor teachers’ meeting is better than none
at all. Without this gathering together of
the teaching force the best of work is weak
and lame.—Selected.

Be Prompt, -

‘There never was and never will be a very
good Sunday School, any appreciable propcr-
tion of whose members come stragghng in all
through the hour. Tardiness is absolutely in-
tolerable in an officer or teacher, and is repre.
hensible in the pulpit. 1t is demoralizing
from every point of view, and the supern-
tendent must reduce it to an inconsiderable
item, or the work of the sehool will suffer
materially in consequence. It.is not an in-
curable leprosy, but will yield to treatment.
—Selected. -

e TR S :
Help Them to Help Thems
selves,

Teach the children to overcome difficulties

* themselves, not to be dependent upon their

teacher to meet every question of the Bible,
or daily experience, The first time as a boy
I crossed a stream near home with my father,
he took me upon his shoulders; the second
time he took me by the hand as I waded;
the third time he stood upon the bank and
told me where to step. Afterwards he went
on and expected me to follow.—S. S, Teacher.




Would You?

Would you well yourself for a drink, boys,
A drink from the poisoned cup?

For a taste of the gleaming wine, boys,
Would you yield your manhood up?

Would you bind yourselves with chains, boys,
And rivet the fetters fast?

Would you bolt your prison doors, boys,
Preventing escape at last?
Would you wreck your youth ' and health,

boys,
Those blessings God has given?
Would you rnin your lite on earth, boys,
And blast your hopes of Heaven?

Would you dig, with your own hands, your
grave, boys, :
And willingly cast yourselves in?
Would you die a besotted wretch, boys,
In poverty, sorrow and sin?

Ah, no! a thousand times no! boys,
You were born for a noble end;
In you are our country’s hopes, boys;
Her honor the boys must defend.
\
Then join the great Temperance band, boys,
And pledge yourselves strong against Rum;
Stand firm ag a rock on your pledage, boys,
And fight till the foe is e’orcome.
—“Temperance Leader and Advocate’

His Work.

(By Margaret Holden, in the ‘Ohristian
o ‘World.’) :
{

He was the most brilliant man of his year;
he was alﬁ-o, in spite of that, one of the most
popular. . His teachers were proud of hir:;
hig fellow-studente proud or jealous according
to their temperaments, but mostly proud;
and they predicted great things of his future.
fle had other qualities besides of the intel-
- lect, which made him a safe man to expect
much from. "

He took his degree with flying colors, went
to London, to a minor post on a good news.
paper, rose rapidly in his profession in three
years—and then. disappeared.

Séveral of the students in his college had
formed themselves into a society which they
called “The Order of the Owls, They did not
give themselves this title on account of any
special wisdom which they considered they
possessed, or because they loved-darkness
rather than light—the name was ‘the idle
thought of an idle fellow,’ but it pleased them,
and they kept it. They intended to try and
meet once a year after leaving the university
if possible, and they also agreed mot to lose
sight of each other. Ior three years they haa
their annual meeting, coming, sometimes at
considerable inconvenience, quite long dis-
tances. One member was a foreign corree-
pondent for a daily paper, therefore the
fourth meeting was without' him.

Another was teaching in an Austmli;u* uni-
versity city, and of Harry Glenwood no'trace
could be found. So that only two of the
five met at the fourth year. Of these two,
one was a clergyman in a Northern town, the
other a doctor in the Kast-end of London.

“Phey met at the doctor’s house.

; ‘1 saw Glenwood to-day,” said the doctor.
‘I discovered also where he lives/’

. The other man looked eager. Between
Glenwood and himeelf a great friendship had
existed,

‘Where did you see him? LPid you speak to
him¥ % >

‘No, but I followed him. I tried to catch

him up, but he went too quickly. He came

out of a pawnshop in which I have a patient.

‘A pawnshop!
dogs? S
' *1 don’t think he has,

not as far as hs

Why, has he gone to the
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character is concerned—l would stake all &
possess on that; that he has dome nothing to
be ashamed of, | am certain; but, oh! Mellor,
if you could have seen him—shabby eolothes,
broken boots, pale, haggard face, shrinken
form. I can’t get him out of my mind. He
looked  absolutely starved.  He lives: in the
next street, No. 13. i ;

Mellor went in eearch of Glenwood the next
day. ; e
~“He ‘probably weuld  prefer not to see me,
but I must.look him up, and try to help him
—the “Owls” will all help.

1t was a mean street; with a row of
houses all exactly alike, al with grimy lace
curtains at the dull windows hiding the in-
teriors from view; in some a sickly plant
strugglied to grow, but looked grey, as if 1t
nad aged prematurely in the bad atmosphere.

Melior stopped at No. 13. It differed in
one respect from the other houses; it looked
rather more neglected, and had no ecurtains
at its windows.

In responee to Mellor’s knock, Glenwood
opened the door.

He looked astonished, frightened also, and
then hesitatingly held out his hand. It was
clasped warmly by the other man,

What a thin hand it was! It made Mel.
lor shudder to feel such ghostlike fingers in
his.

‘Well, old man, I've found you at last, hé
said in his loud, hearty voice.

The other man leoked behind him ner.
vously.

‘L was afraid someone might come along
when 1 saw Grant. yesterday,’ he whispered.

‘You saw him!’

‘Yes. Will yon come in for a lttle while
now you are here. 1 can spare a few min-
utes, but—would you mind being very cuiet?

Mellor tried to walk quietly and speak
softly, though it was evidently hard work for

man of his build. The two men contrasted
surangely and sadly—the one so big, well-
groomed, well-fed, and hearty; and the other
a pale shade of a man, who looked almost
like a frightened child,

They went into a shabby, dusty room—
books were everywhere, on the floor, on . the
chairs. And a table was covered with papers.

‘What are you doing, Glenwood? ‘Literary
work 7’ : : ;

‘Hack - work—reviewing sometimes—1 like
that. I see new books. 1 do anything 1. can
get, or find time to do. :

‘vhey talked on for a time; Mellor did not
talk of himeelf much; he felt the contrast
would be too marked, but they  talked of
books; and the other ‘Owls’

“The dear old “Owls.” T1hat time seems ga
long way backy said Glenwood. | ‘Tell me—?
he began, but at that moment there was a
great crash of breaking crockery, and Glen-
wood, paler if possibie than before, sprang to
his feet and rushed from the room.

Mellor, startled, was standing in the mid-
dle of the room, wondering what he should
do, when the door wae burst' open, and on
the threshold' stdod a tall, elderly woman,
drawn up to her full height, her beautiful
features distorted by passion and intoxica.
tion.

She wae screaming.

‘I will go in and tell your fine friends how
you treat me, keeping me a prisoner in this
wretched hole”

_‘Mother! for pity’s
go and leave us—you asked
work was—This is my work.’

———————

The Filaw in the Boiler.

L

The late Mr. W, one of the leading busi.
ness men of Cincinnati, was strongly opposed
to the use of intoxicating liquor as a bever-
age, and in his gentle, quaint way preached
many an effective temperance sermon.

He received one day a visit from Judge C.,
of St. Louis, who then held the first place
among the learned jurists of the West, and
who wae besides a brilliant man of the world.
kind_hearted, brave and loyal in hig friend-
ship. ;

l\gr. W. showed him over his manufactory,
and his admiration was especially excited by
the intricate machinery, much of which was

sake—Mellor, please,
me what my

of brass, finely polished—a 'work of art as

well as of use. DS
That evening the friends dined together at
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Mr. W.'s hotel. Judge O. drank to excess.
Observing his friend’s grave, keen eyes upon
him, he said, gayly—

‘You do not take brandy, W.?

‘No.

‘Nor wine?’

‘No. %
‘I do. 'Too much, probably. But ' began

thirty years ago. 1 drank as a boy at my.
father’s table. 1 drank as a young man, and
I drink as an old ome. ' it is a trifling faull
if you choose to call‘it a fault, and will hurt
nobody but myself. If it has not hurt me 1
thirty years, 1 have no cause for fear. ;

Mr. W. bowed gravely, but made no reply.

When dinner was over, he said, ‘We had a®
accident in our mills an hour after you lefte
Will you walk up with me? i

They reached the mills in a few minutes.
One side of the wall had fallen it. ‘T'he ex-
quisite, costly machinery was a hopeless wrecks
Two or three workmen had been crushed
the ruin, and laborers were digging to find
the bodies.

‘Horrible!” cried C, ‘That machmery was
80 fine and massive, L thought it would lasb
an age.’

‘Yes,” said W., slowly, ‘but there was a flaw
in it. A very slight flaw, which the workmen
thought of no importance. 1 have used 1%
many years in safety. But the flaw was there,
and has done its work at last’

Judge C’s face lost its color. He wa#
silent a moment, and then turning, caughé
Mr. W.'s hand. :

‘L understand you, old friend,’
will remember.’

How long he remembered, we do not know.
A habit of thirty years is not easily broken.~
‘S. S. Messenger.’

How Will It Be?

How will it be when the day is done,
And the field of the world we are called to
- leave .
In the shadows of mercy’s sinking sun? = .
Shall we go as reapers to joy, or grievel
Shall' we sing of hope in the harvest yield,
Garnered by us from the world’s wide field?
Or, with many a sigh, if we remain,” °
Spared oureélves;. for the little wrought—
Shall we look back to the golden graim, =~ ™
‘Left afield which we might: have brought?
Joy will arise as has been the strife
In the grasp of fruit for eternal life.

To find ‘much fruit’ in the better land,
Safely housed from the storms of time,
Gathered and brought by a busy hand,
Will stand a pledge for a life sublime—s —
Linger and reap as the sun glides low,
The day is ending, we soon must go.
—dJ. Albert Libby, in the ‘Standard:

ne eaid, ‘¥

St. Valentiﬁc.

The February issue of the ‘Canadian Vie-
torial” will be a kind of Valentine Number.
St. Valentine’s day comes on the 14th of
February every year, but in Leap Year the
day mever passes without something happen-
ing that rejoices L\iracster Cupid. - This number
will possibly set fOrces in motion in the right
direction.

‘The cover has been speciaily designed iof
the ‘Canadian Pictorial’ by the well-known
Canadian artist, Mr. D. P, McMillan, ard
represents a young girl in maiden meditation
with a valentine in her hand and the be.
witcheries of Cupid hovering over Ler. Other
valentine features will be found of interest.

The February issue also contains the life
story of Florence Nightingale, who has just
been decorated by the King with the order of
merit. She is the first woman to receive it.
There are sporting ccenes, winter view: and
news pictures of events in various parte of
the world in which Canadians are interested.
Among the features will be a collection of
portraits of the presidents of the Canadian
Clubs that have now spread to almost every
town in Canada. The usual departments will
be of remarkable interest this month,

. The 1908 programme includes more pictures,
more pages, more features than cver, ar well
as FOUR SPECIAL NUMBERS, Kaster, Mid-

summer, . Thanksgiving, Ohristmas—all in-
cluded with annual subscriptions.
Ten cents a copy; .one dollar a year. The

‘Pictorial’ Publishing Co.,

142 St. Peter St.,
Montrgal. ; e

S
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Correspondence

F.G., N.B.
" Dear Kkditor,—My father has a grist-mill,
carding_mill, and etore. He also hag a emall
farm. The answer. to Midred Wright’s rid-
dle (January 17) i C and Y. We have a
Sunday School and Mission Band here., We
are going to have a Mission Band concert atb
Easter time. The Mission Band raised $£30.00

last year.
NELLIE COLPITTS.

¥., Ont.
Dear lditor,—1 was at my aunt’s at Christ-
mas and had a good time. She had a Christ-
mas tree in her house. 1 got some nice pre-
sente. 1 have one grandfather lving, but

stories of long ago. We have little ravvis
and black, grey and red squirrels, raccoonms,
woodchucks; skunks, some foxes, though 1 have
never seen one wild, but nothing more dan-
gerous. I am a little ‘shut-in’ just now, as a
eold keeps me from sleigh-riding, though it is
fun to watch the rest from the window.
There ‘are snow birds = to-day - picking up
crumbs near the door. Papa sometimes puts
a bone up near a tree and the birdies peck

at it.~ I hope all the - ‘Messenger’: corres-

pondents will have a very bright and happy

New Year. FRED. M.
K., Man.

Dear KEditor,—1 am in grade six at school,
and I like going to school very well.  Our
teacher is a gentleman. I have not tried for
my entrance yet, but intend to. My sister
tried last year and passed. 1 live about three

£,

QOUR PICTURES.

1. ‘A Cat’ Norman H. Duckworth (age 11),
B., Ont. ! ;

2. ‘Hattie Out Walking.’ Clara T. Wheat,
ME, 1L 5 ;

3. ‘Biscuit Jar’ Avey Clarke, 'foronto.

4. ‘Match Holder. Maggie Mason (age 11),
UH, NBi oosido s o

5.°A Quiet Sail’
0., 0nt. " =i in -

8. ‘Duck’ Ruben N. Watts, G.T., P.E.IL

7. My Oolt Topsy’ Thos. Hicks (age 13),

Alex. Kleming (age 9),

. ‘Our Schoolhouse.’ Fred. Gorham, K,

‘A Squirrel’ Julia M. Cameron, E.,, N.S.
13. ‘“Tapir and Young’ Elwin R. Burgess

(age 10), P., Ont. :
14. ‘Barn’ Vernon Matthews (age 13), W,,
Ont.
15, ‘Lion.’ L. Moore, BM., Ont. :
16. ‘Our Kittie’ Martha McAloney (age
11), U, N.S.

17. ‘Regina.” Raymond McComb (age 11),
M., Ont. ;

A., Ont, - 18. ‘Our House.” Laura Brown (age 13), A,,
8. ‘My Glengarry” D. M. 8. (age 9), cope- Ont.

well, NS, . 19. ‘Pump.” Wallace MecBain (age 9), A,
9. ‘An Owl’ Jane Buchanan (age 10), N, Ont.

Ont. 20. ‘Morning.” Bruce B. Walker, G., Ont.
10. ‘A Hat? Willard D. Cameron (age 10), 21. ‘A Lamp.’ Elsie Bonting, M., Ont.

‘B, N.S. 22. ‘Barly Canada.’ Lorne EHiott, Torontoe.

both of my grandmothers are dead. 1 think miles north of the small town of K., and in the

I can answer both of Bila Hackett's riddles
(January 10th). 1. Because it ism’t a foot.
8. To save bheir soles.

MAGGLE BARAGAR.

3 E., Ont.

Dear Editor,—We have a colt named Doily

and we take her out every evening. We have
bells for her and we put them on her every
evening to have a run. I did not get to
school very much this summer, for grandma
was sick all summer and we could not go.
: GRACE E. CAVANAGH.

: K., Ont.

3 r KEditor,—! am nine years of age, and
¥ live on a farm near the schoolhouse and the
phurch, and three miles from K. My two
little sisters have had the measles. One is
wrell over them and the other got pneumonia
after having them. EDITH 1LER.
L ‘M., Ont.

Dear Editor,—I am a little Ontario boy
eight years old. 1 have only taken ths
‘Northern Messenger’ since the New Year, but
my older brothers and sister used to enjoy 18
stories, and I like to hunt up old numbers
and read them. When my little brother
Irving and I read letters from far away places
like Burk’s Falls, it makes us wish there were

big forests and bears and wolves here, as my.

father says there were when the early settlers
eame. He sometimes tells us bear and lynx

s

X

winter we always try to go once a week to

the rink. It has been a mild winter so far
around here. I wonder if it has been in other
places.

ELEANOR 'LITMUS (aged 11).

: G. 8., Ont.
Dear Ftdxtor,-—l live on a farm, not far from
Lake Erie. We are having a fine time now
skating, I have five gisters and two brothers,
and I am the youngest. 1 hive only a dittie
way from echool, so L go every day. I wil
close now, but maybe 1 wil write again.
MABEL E. (age 13).

C. R, Ont.
Dear BEditor,—I had a good time on Christ-
mas and Santa Olaus gave me a nice white
cloud and a box of bon-bons. My cousins in
Montreal sent me two calendars and three
handkerchiefs, and a little pencil. My aunt
gave me a chocolate bell for New Year's
The two school teachers left at Christmas. It
ig pretty cold here mow. !
i3 . RUTH WILSON.

_ N., Ont.
Dear Editor,—I am a little Scotch girl ten
years old. I came aill the way from Scotland

‘in June last, so have peen out here seven

months, Righty girls came out thi year. I
had a long trip out and enjoyed it very
much. We saw icebergs, pretty big ones, and
a whale. We were on the ocean ten days,
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and T was pretty sick, so I was glad when 1
landed. I came up from Brockville to N. 1
thought I would like to write ~to.you, and
when: I asked my mama, she said I could. L
like being out here and 1 have a good piace.
My father and mother are very good to me,
and I am going to be a good girl, so they
won’t be sorry they took me.
JANE BUCHANAN.

P, NS,
Dear Editor,—I haven’t any pets. I had a
nice little kitty, but it went away one day.
My sister takes the ‘Messenger,’ that is why
I can write to it. We have had it in our
house for about two years, and we like .¢
very much. You will all have to excuse r:e
if I make any mistake in writing, because
this ie the first time I have written to you.
There is no good sleighing here yet, because
there isn’t enough snow to make it &o.
RULH TINGLEY.
[No special mistakes to worry about, Ruth,
Write again—Nld.]
M., N.S.
Dear lditor,—lt has been a long time since
I have written to the ‘Messenger.” i have been
ill and am just getting over it now. I haven’t
been to school this week. School only started
Monday. 1 epent Christmas down at my
grandma’s and had a fine time. 1 have one
sister and two brothers. My little brother is
& little mischief. He cannot walk yet.
K. OLARE ANTHONY (age 10).

L. N.S.
Dear KEditor,—l do not go to school now, as
I have not been very well, but expect to go
soon. 1 have three cats named Dolly Gray,
Pansy, and Nettie. Nettie was caught in &
trap and her paw came off, but it is all well
now. 1 have a ‘I'eddy Bear and a doll, which
I like very much. My doll is dressed in white
and has blue ribbon on her dress. It is very
pretty. I go to Sunday School, as the church

® close by my home.
FRANCES A. COOK (aged 9).

: G. 8., P. Que.
Dear Bditor,—l am a little girl eight years
old. Our school finished before Christmas, and
I passed in all my eubjects, so next term 1
will be in the fourth reader. My papa keeps
a etore and L help him sometimes, but 1 lake
best to skide with the other children. We live
right beside the station,

MURDENA McLEOD.

OTHER LETTERS.

Jean Leck, C., N.S., writes, ‘I still go on
erutches. 1 have not walked for over two
years” Very sorry to hear that, Jean, in-
deed, and hopé you will soon be able to give
us better mews. 'I'he answer you give has
been since printed. 3

Robert Currie, A., Ont.,, says the gnow is
very deep around his home. Robert has no
brothers or sisters. The riddle enclosed haa
been already asked. '

Laura Brown, A., Ont., sends a letter with
a drawing on the back, 80, of course, both
could not go in. Your riddle, Laura, has been
asked before. ‘

Annie Burrell, H.S., N.B,, says, ‘L have gon¢
to echool eight terme and am mnow on my
ninth, I have only missed one day since [
started’ That is a splendid record, Annie.

Annie Duckworth, H., Ont., answers Gilford
Bruce’s riddle (Jan. 24)—Because it is just
ready to strike one.

Mary Janet Shaddock, B., Ont., also ‘answerd
this riddle. Mary says ‘we have very good
sleighing here now and very nice weather,

Gladys Cameron, F., Ont., writes, ‘We go to
Sunday School in the hall now, because the
church burned down.” Glad you like the Wit~
ness’ and ‘Messenger,” Gladys.

* We also received little letters from Lois
J. Cann, Winnipeg; Rcbert Warcup, M., P..
Que., and Dorothy Knapp, F.B,, Ont. Riddles
in these have been asked before.




== BOYS AND GIRLSe=-

He Gave Unto Me a Vineyard,

(Margaret Krskine, in ‘“Zion’s Herald.’)

I worked all morn in my vineyard, sowing
with skill and care.

And 1 said (in my pride), ‘No vineyard will
ever be haif as tair,

For naught will be planted in it but shall
please tke eye and the heart;

None but the costliest blossoms shall have
in my vineyard a part)

A came, in the noon, to my wvineyard, to
gather my harvest store,

But the ‘Seeds of Pleasure’
‘Flowers of 'l'rouble’ bore.

I cast my tools far from me; I shrieked aloud
in my pain;

‘Cursed be the hour that bore me!’
to my vineyard again,

1 planted the

Nor came

1 came, in the night, to the Master, to receive
with the rest, my pay,

For, 1 thought, ‘L have suffered greatly, He
will not say me nay. .

But the Master eyed me coldly.
for words, but deeds.

You have wasted the years | gave you; your
vineyard is choked with weeds’ °

‘1 asked not

How the Butterfly Won Its
Freedom,

(Bessie L. Putnam, in the ‘Universalist
Leader.’)

A heavy thunderstorm was coming up and
Nell and Dell ran to help Aunt Ruth gather
the chicks into the brooder. This was not
always quickly done; for the little downy
tots had learned that bugs and grasshoppers
were much more plentiful in tne adjoming
meadow than on their own grounds; and
while they usually managed to get home about
meal time they did not enough enjoy being
shut up at all hours of the day to come back
every time the clouds lowered. So, as it was
a rainy season, the childven were often called
upon to help hunt them up.

As one was picked up from the tall grass
something clung to its foot and then to
Aunt Ruth’s hand. She shook it off violent-
ly, thinking it but a weed, and was hustling.
the chick under shelter when a glance ugon
the ground showed a butterfly of strange
coloring. Storm and chicks were for the mo-
ment forgotten, and the struggling insecct,
evidently just hatched, claimed undivided at-
tention. :

1t was a beautiful combination of light and
dark brown, lighted by creamy white with
Jjust a tinge of rose, and on each lower wing
was a conspicuous rose-colored spot. When
at rest the upper wings covered this, and
only the soft browns which might belong to
e dead leaf were visible. This coloring,
Aunt Ruth explained, is a device often adopted
by nature as a protection from birds and
other enemies.

Aunt Ruth suggested sending it to Professor

Lee, a friend of the family, who was making -

a collection of butterflies.

‘But you must tell hum not to kill it, said
Nell,

“Fhat is very likely just what he would do,’
was the reply. Aunt Ruth strove to recomcite
the children with the thought that hic method
would be speedy and painless; that a bulte "y
is short-lived, even at best; and that this one
might be saved from a more distressing end.
Beside, if it proved a rare epecies, it would
helguthe professor in his study.

‘But 1 don’t want you to send it if he is
going to kill it, was Nell's only reply. Deil
was silent, but very eober.

The desire to help a friend in the study
of science outweighed the disapproval of child-
hood—a - disapproval based on the sympathy
and common sense which are bound to creep
into our so-called ‘scientific’ studies. The
buttery wae captured in a glass tumbler, and
a piece of cheese cloth tied over the top to
allow plenty of air to go in but no butterfly
to go out. There it hung all the afternoon,

‘by ite bangs,’” papa said, though really by its
fore feet. The feathery ‘feelers’ or antennae
proved it to be mot a true butterfly, but sne
of the subdivisions known as a sphinx. Beside
ite wings were not folded lightly togetner m
butferily fashion when at rest, yet they
overlapped enough to entirely hide the bright
rose spots.

Toward mail time Aunt Ruth placed it im
a emall box lined with soft paper, into which
she had slipped one or two clover blossoms.
Some holes were then made with a fork
through both paper and box to prevent
smothering, The poor little thing wae badly
frightened, despite the most gentle care, and
beat its wings frantically against the sides
of the box until Aunt Ruth feared it would
ruin them and be only a torn, ragged speci.
men, not worth preserving. Other duties call_
ing her, the box was placed on the desk to
await the coming of the postman.

Presently Nell slid into the room where she
was at work and saild softly:
think for a long time what that queer moise
could be; it’s the butterfly’ No more was
said, for Nell was not a tease; buv the mute
appeal in her eye was forceful, and Amntp
Ruth, who had no thought that the fluttering
weuld be kept up after she left the box, re-
turned to it in dismay.

‘I've half a notion to let it go,” she observed,
hesitating.

‘We do wish you would,’ was the earrest
reply of both. Kven lom stopped his stick
horse long enough to second the motion, aad
baby Tot teased to help ‘’et it do.’ But as
Aunty took the box to the door all was
silent, as though her kind thought had come
too late.

‘Perhaps it has gone to sleep for the night,’
suggested grandma, Cautiously the box was
opened in the midst  of the little group. Sure
enough, it had crept up close into the cor-
ner of the box, as if to go to sleep. As the
covering was removed it poised for a moment
just above the top of the box,
wings with great rapidity, as though to test
its power. It had been released in the midst
of some potted plants, with the hope that
they mught prove an inviting shelter for the
nicht. But instead, it fluttered to the shoulder
of its captor and liberator, then rested upon
her cheek; the children insisted it kissed her
—wag it in forgiveness or gratitude? Then
suddenly it dashed away into the top of a
tall cherry tree and was seen no more.

Four pair of bright eyes had gathered to
gee it liberated, and four httle hearts beat
as joyfully over the result as
released wings,

‘Do you suppose Professor Lee will bring you
any more candy after ke hears about how he
lost the butterfly? asked Aunt Ruth.

‘Well, I don’t care,’ said Nell; I'd rather
have the butterfly free.

‘Yes, added philosophical Dell; ‘if it can
only live a short time [ am so glad we coula
help to make its little life happy.’

By Experience.

(By Hilda Richmond, in the ‘Sabbath-School
Visitor.’)

‘It doesw’t seem to me that he is the sort
of boy we want in our crowd,’ said Helen.
‘He is a good scholar, and all that, but some-
how I don’t want him. What do the rest of

ou say?

4 The boys and girls of the neighborhood had
formed a little eircle for afternoon excursions
to the woods with their Sunday School teach-
er, and now they were discussing whether the
new boy, who had lived among them a few
months, should be asked to join them in their
next good time. It was
little club, with no member older than four.
teen, and none under eleven, but they had
jolly times all the year round,

‘What’s that you're talking about? asked
Ben Tucker, who had been away for a week.
‘Of course, we’ll take Ray in with us. 1t’s a
mean shame we didn’t do it long ago.’

‘Look here, Ben. Last time we met you
were the very one who thought we ought not

‘We could not

moving :ts

did the four.

only an informal

to ask him. Seems to me youre getting 9
be a turncoat,” spoke up one of the boys.
‘I know it,” said Ben, ‘but I want to tell

you P've had a week of being alone. You
never saw such folks as live round Aunt
Fanny’s in all the days of your life. They,

looked me all over as I were some sort of & .

freak, and never once asked me to play with
them. I don’t know whether it was my
clothes, or what, that made them so cool, b=t
they simply ignored me.

‘L suppose they treated you just as we have
been treating Ray,” said one of the girls. ‘L
suppose the poor fellow has been lonely, but
I never thought of it till just now.

“You just go away to a strange place for a
week, and youwll think of it a great deal
more,” said Ben.

So Ray was voted in, and after he became
well acquainted with his s&choolmates, told
them that the past few months had been the
longest he ever had spent. ‘You all seemed
to have such good times, and there was no
place for me,’ said the poor boy. ‘If ever
another new boy comes into this mneighbor
hood, 'm going to try to be very nice to Lim,
for I know how hard it is to be alone.

Did you ever think of that, you boys and

girls who have your own little circle, and
never open it to admit a stranger? Widan
it a bit to receive “he new boys and girls.
May you never learn by experience what 16
is to be friendless and alonel :

ake Care.

You may keep your feet from slipping,
And your hands from evil deeds,
But to guard your tongue from tripping,
What unceasing care it needs! :
Be you old or be you young,
Oh, beware,
Take good care,
Of the tittle-tattle, tell-tale tongue!
~—8t. Nicholas;
———p——ee g

The 'Untaiented Qirl,

It seems too bad that such a girl as Beth
should be simply buried alive in a little town
like this! Why, with such talents as she
has, it does seem as if she ought to be mak-
ing herself felt in the world!’

Beth’s friend, Alice, spoke with girlish (n-
thusiasm and unbounded, loyal adwiration,
‘Just think of . ner music, to begmn with—
dear me! Wouldn’t 1 feel too happy for words
if I could play and ®ing as ehe does? Youd
think that was talent enough for one girl'’s
share, but that isn’t half what she has! Hor
essays at school were so fine we always said
she had a future before her in that way-—
some time she’d be making herself famous
as a writer. And, as if that wasn’t enough,
what must she do but have a real, marked
talent for sketching and painting, too! Why,
Aunt Minnie, when our class went to the zoo
and we tried drawing some of the animals
from life, hers were 6o far ahead of the rest

of us—well, you wouldn’t look at ours in the
same day with hers. She’s really the brightest .

girl 1 know.

. ‘She’s a remarkably gifted gil, I haven’t g
'doubt,” smiled Aunt Minnie; -‘but { know an.
other girl who ien’t excetled by anybody m
one way at least, and that is a generous feel.
ing for her friends. 1 believe you are as
proud of her talents as if they were every,
one your own.

‘'m 80 clumsy and commonplace beside
her!’ Alice snuggled up a little closer to her
aunt. ‘I haven’t a talent in the world—
positively I haven’t!’

But Aunt Minnie smiled as she put her arm
around the girlish form. ‘’'m not so sure of
that,” she said. -

‘Allie, Allie!’

‘Oh, Gordon dear, don’t wake mamma!”
Alice went toward him hurriedly. I just per-
suaded her to die down for a little while—

she was up &0 much in the night with Lenny!

But 1 don’t believe you've wakenel her,’ sae
added, reassuringly.
‘Say, Ahce!” Gordon’s voice was dropped

now to a stage whisper, which gradualdy

A 1t was her brother Gordon
calling in stentorian tones through the hail.

Vs
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waxed louder and moye emphatic as he pro-
ceeded, Alice rose to ehut the door, but <o
quietly that he hardly noticed the motion.
Do vou kiow I can’t get anybody to play
the tunes for us for IFriday night—those
glees, you know, we shought we’d nave at our
entertainment? It does seem as 1f tolks onrat
to help us out when we've worked so hard
to get it up, but we've asked everybody we
know who's any good at music, and they all
have an excuse ready. So L told the boys :
guessed 1 could count on ycu, at a pinch’

And Alice carefully suppressed a smile, Gor-
don spoke so ingeniously and with so little
notion of the unconscious slight offered .er
musical powers.

‘Why, of ~ourse you can, @Gordon,” she sazd.
‘Pll do the best 1 can, anyway. Let’s see—
how much time is there before you boys give
your entertainment? Just a week ?’

‘Yes; you see, we thought we could surzly
get somebody else, or we'd have given you
more time. 1 expeet yowll have to do some
practicing, won’t you?—seeing you can’t read
much “at sight,” if that'’s

Aunt Minnie’s arm rested with mvoluntary
tenderness on  her ‘untalented’ niece’s
shoulders, as she looked into the sweet, sglf-
forgetful face.

‘Oh, and say, Alice!’ (ordon went on
eagerly, ‘we find it’s going to cost like ?very-
thing to get our printing done. 1 don’t see
how we're going to have a cent left f'OI' pos-
ters. Itll swallow mp all the profits like
everything to get the tickets printed and that
«gdd” in the paper. We thought Beth Ander-
son would probably help us out. 1 tell you,
she knows how to make beauty posters! But
she wasn’t any more ready to pother with’
that than she was with the musle, 1 Suppose
she thinks it isn’t worth while to put_herself
out for such an affair as we’re getting up,
but she might do it, seeing her own brother's
g0 interested. He felt really cut up about -..
He'd been bragging about what a lot of talent
she had, and she refused as coolly as you
please. “Really hadn’t time!” Well, all the
artistic girls we know “didn’t have time” to
bother with it, I told the fellows perhaps
yowd try to get up something for us. Do
yon_suppose you could, Allie, even if it isn’t
anything very fine and fancy? :
. “Well, I'll do my best, Gordon. If you'll
give me some idea of what you want. You
know drawing’s not my strong point. In fact,
P’m afraid | haven’t any “strong points.” It's
funny, but that’s just what 1 was saying to
auntie before you eame in’

Gordon looked at her with a sudden acces.
eion of personal, brotherly interest. ‘Well,
Tl tell you what I think,” he said. ‘1’d rather
take my chances with you than any girl 1
know. A fellow always knows where to fina
you, and that’s—that’s—’

He did not finish his sentence. He was
rummaging among his pockets for some “aper
he wanted to show Alice—some boyish outline
of what his notions were for the ‘poster’

But Aunt Minnie took up his unfinished
sentence. “Lhat’s as beautiful a talent in at.
self as a girl can have, and as rare a one,’
“she said. ‘And it makes the possessor of it
a most delightful person to live with/’

“Why, auntie!” said Alice. But a little pink
flush of pleasure rose in her face as it bent
over Gordon’s outline,

"—"—’-. A . 3 — "
Sammy’s Security.

“The storm is coming back over the moun-
tain again, children,” said the old gray-haired
superintendent of the Sabbath.school, in the
little red school-house; ‘and L think—

Here Uncle John Graham—for that was his
title among all the children—glanced nervousty

out of one of the broad windows, and caught

.amid the pine tops a glimpse of a dark, angry
. storm_sky beyond. -
 ‘And I- think,’ continued Uncle John, ‘we
had better close as soon as possible. Some
-of you have a long way to go. We will sing,
children, and then close with prayer. ’
The ehildren’s sweet voices were joined in
the singing of one of the blessed
which have been for the comforting of God’s
people in all ages—the ome hundred and
zﬁnﬁy;ﬁm‘t. ‘The superintendent caught one
sweet voice soaring like a bird above all the
Others. :

what you call | S

“That’s Sammy, thought the supcrintendent;
and he looked upen a boys dark, earnest
eyes, lifted, “as it were, to the invisible hills
ever overshadowing the church of God.

‘May I go along with you? said the same
voice at the close of the school.” ~

“Yes, come with me, Sammy! Give me your
hand, boy, and we will trudge on side by side,
replied the superintendent, turming the Kkey
in the battered school_-house door, and tnen
halting one moment to watch his flock scat-
tering down the country road or along tne
footpaths leading across the green fields.

“Now, Sammy, I am ready,” said the super-
intendent, eeizing the child’s little hand, and
covering it with his large, warm grasp.

T thought, Uncle = John,’ said Sammy,
archly lifting his happy eyes to the big open
face kindly beaming down wupon him  ‘yeu
might like to have me go with you’

‘Ha, ha, to look after me because 1 am so
little? 1 am not to go with you so much as
vou go with me, and look after me! Ha, ha!
Well. we can look after each other, and as
we are neighbors, we can keep each otuer
company very conveniently. Hark!’

The old man’s merry, laughing mood ceased
in a moment. With an anxious face he hs-
tened.

‘What is it, Uncle John?

‘Well, child, the country is full of water.
The streams are all swollen, and what we are
afraid of is that the dam back in the hills- -
the upper dam, as we say-—may give way.
And there it is, raining again.

As Uncle John looked up, big bold dreps,
without ceremony, splashed into his face.

‘Couldn’t we take the short way nome, down
through the valley? asked Sammy.

Down through what was known as ‘e

valley’ went ‘Swift stream, leading from the-

upper dam. Uncle sohn hesitated. i
‘At will shorten the way, Sammy, but—’
‘Swift stream too high?

‘Oh, we can get across, but—’

Uncle .John again paused. He was rather
uneasy about that upper dam.

‘However, Sammy,” said the old man, with
a hearty laugh, ‘1 think that the idea is that
you are to look after me, and,- come, I’ll go
your way.

Down through the shadowy valley they
went, hand in hand, careless of the wind,
which blew harder every minute, of the ramn
which fell faster, of the increasing roar of
the swollen stream in the bottom of the
valley. :

‘The water is almost to the planking of the
bridge, Sammy, but we don’t care,” said Uncle
John; ‘we shall get across safe.

The passage of the old bridge was made in
safety, and they began to climb the half-
rocky, half-wooded wall of the valley on the
other side of the bridge. Suddenly Uncle
John caught the sound of a tumult. which
was something more than the rage of Swut
stream. He thought he saw the white flash
of a huge mob of foaming, driving waters,

‘The dam, Sammy! Oh, it has given way!
Quick, quick!’ he shouted. ‘Up in my arms,
boy !’

Then came a terrible struggle amid rocks
and trees up the side of the valley. Sammy
clung to the strong protector who was press-
ing forward and upward; but the boy could
not take his eyes off the maelsirom which
suddenly had plunged dowa into the valley
and boiled in every direetion under their feet.
Thie maelstrom was boiling ward, too,
higher, higher—a horrid sight! Still Uncle
John pressed on. The water was now arovnd
his feet. He saw ahead a c-evice in a crag.
Near it was a tree. Struggling with a
strength which &eemed to belong to his
younger days rather than the present, he
pressed Sammy into the crevice, shouting:
‘Hold on to the rock, Sammy; hold on!’

_He then grasped a limb of the tree, and

~ swinging himself up onto it, he clung for his

life. Sammy clung. Once the boy looked
appealingly to Uncle Johm, .as vhough he
wanted to come to his companion. The
water, though, was flowing about the child,
and would have swept him away, if he had
forsaken his grasp. :

¢Hold on to the :=oeck, Sammy, hold on!’
shouted the old man’s voice. ‘Don’t leave!
The water is not—’

Could he say ‘not rising? Yes, joyful as-
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surance! In a moment he added: ‘Hold on!
The water is not rising!”

Quickly, with angry remonstrances frcm 18
many frothing waves, the flood sulside:..
The water beyond had reached the more open
country, and was spreading out over the
level fields.

Sammy and his guardian left their places
of refuge, and went home together, and m
safety.

A few weeks later, one evening Uncle John
was hurriedly summoned to the door of nis
home by a loud, miperative knock.

‘Oh, Uncle Jokn! Sammy is dreadful sick,
and he has been calling for you. Couldn’g
you come? pleaded Bammy’s eldest brother.

‘Why, yes! len’t this sudden, Ephraim?
Ull eome right off.”

‘Sudden? You know he had been sick?

‘Oh, yes; but not dangerous)

‘Well, somehow-—you know he had: v.e
fever—his sickness has turned for the worse,
and it has been areadtul quick, ahd the doc-
tor says there is no hope.

My poor little Sammy! 1 can seem to hear
him now, in the Sunday School, singing the
one hundred and twenty_first Psaim, the very
day the flood came when /the dam gave way.

‘Well, sir, his amind has been on that flood.
He seems to think the “great water” 1is
coming, as he calls it!’

‘My poor little Sammy!’ sympatheticaliy
said the superintendent again.

He found Sammy lying very still on his
bed, and he saw that the death.mark wag on
the boy’s face.

‘Sammy!’ he softly called, .eaning over the
child.’

‘Oh, Unele John, that you?

‘Xes, dear.’

The child’s mind now seemed to wander.

‘He thinks, sir,” sobbed the mother, ‘he-—is8
in—the valley—again—again—and the water
is coming.’

‘It is another valley,” murmured the sup~r-
intendent, ‘another valley, and it is a flood
that is coming—the death flood.”

He now turned to the white little face on
the bed.

‘Sammy, there i8 a rock in the valley—a
great high rock—and it is Jesus,’ softly spoke
the gray-haired man. ‘Are you holding on
to him? :

The boy opened his eyes and spoke: ‘Jesus?
He—the—rock—in—the valley—Uncle John?
You want me—to hold—on—to—him?

His hands began to rise. A beautiful light
came into his eyes, as, looking upward, ie
held out his thin, wasted arms. He spoke not
again, but in his face still lingered the peace
of the blessing of him who forever and aye
is to all trusting souls a rock in the valley
of death—‘United Presbyterian.’

Speaking for Christ in His=
tory.

Now, if we are to be Christians, we ought
to carry om the same kind of eonversation
with the people whom we meet that Christ
would if he were here in our place in the
world, We know something about the kind
of conversations he would have, from the
character of his talke with people when he
was here, There is one thing tha’ character-
jzes all the conversations of Jesus—while they
were perfectly natural and straightforward,
and never seemed to be stilted or forced, yet
they were always helpful, and you can plain-
ly see his purpose to help the person with
whom he was conversing. Take the case of
the woman of Samaria, who, coming out to
fill her waterpot, found Jesus resting peside
the well. He asks a drink of wer, and then
enters into conversation. How easy it woui
have been to let the talk run on the weather,
the different wells in the community, the dry
season, the coming of harvest, and things of
that sort, and have made no impression of
value upon the woman’s heart and mind.
But from the very first Jesus skilfully led
the conversation from the water which she
had given him to the -water of life, of which
‘her poor thirsty soul was in such great need.
And try to change the subject as she would,
Jesus steadily brought 1t round to the great
gpiritual needs of her soul. The result was,
the conversion not only of this women, but
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Uf a great many others in the city of
Samaria. Jesus was always quick to take
hold upon the occasion and make it illustrate
epiritual truth.. Thus, when he tound Peter
and his brother mending their mets, he closed
the conversation with. them by saying, ‘Fol-
low me, and 1 will make you fishers of men.
When he saw a man sowing grain in a neigh-
boring field, he.. gave them . the besutiful
parable of the sower, with the four kinds of
8oil, ‘the ‘thieving birds, the choking thorns,
and all the wonderful story that lifted their
minds up to the great theme of the cultiva.
tion of their hearts for the eternal harvest.

Now, my message is that we should, in
conversing with people, not make ourselves
nuisances by intruding our religious taik in
an offensive way, but that we should have
80 thoroughly in our :mind God’s great love
and care for us that it will be natural to
turn the conversation from the beautiful sun.
shine, or sthe starry sky, or the showers of
rain, to the God who gives tne showers, who
holds the stars in his hand, and the light of
whose face is far brighter than the sun. we
ought to overcome the feeling of hesitancy
we have about speaking to others of spiritual
things. 1t will be overcome by habit.—I'rom
‘Chats with Young Christians.’

A Fostal-card Party.

(By Helena' A. Hawley, in the ‘Sabbath-
School Visitor.?)

: Amy Russel sat bent forward with elbows

on knees, and a hand on either cheek. it

was - a favorite posture when any question
president ‘ of tne
Girl’s Missionary Society “which took a vaca- "
tion as far as meetings were concerned, from

“botheted her. Amy was

“ June to October, ' A :
“I'wenty-six on our membership list, and only
nine at the first meeting this autumn. Not

a very good showing for the coming season.
They “pay their dues, and that’s about alli -
in’ it, and eome-
The ‘murt’ was em-

There’s precious little Ife

thing must be done.
phatic in her thoughts. . .

‘L believe ‘we’d do better if we combined a :

short religious service with a social time, and
some work with our hands; but the girls
don’t care about “making pinafores,” as they
call it, -1t does seem rather a waste of time
to stiteh, stitch, when a machine would do
our whole winter’s work in an afternoon. Be_
gides, materials cost congiderable, and we’re
not millionaires’ daughters.’

Just then the postman left the morning
mail, which consisted of one s&ouvenir card
addressed to herself, Amy glanced at it,
saw that it was a pretty ome, and suddenly
received her cue.

‘l have it she exclaimed aloud. ‘Pl give
a postal-card party, and write my invitations
on postals, to be in keeping.’

A short consultation with Mrs. Russel fol-
lowed, and she approved the plan heartily.
The invitations ran thus:

‘Miss Amy Russel will be glad to see ncr
“friends at a pestal-card party, on Thursday
afternoon, from three to six. Please bring
any souvenir cards you are’ willing to give
away.

Not a word about a missionary mceting.
Amy was too wise for that.. She included in
the invitations four girls who never yet uad
been willing to join the society, so there
would be thirty guests, if all came. :

Nearly all did come, for when did a girl
etay away from a party if she could get
there?

‘Goodness knows what you want of souvenir
cards, Amy’ This was Sybil Howard’s greet-
ing, ‘But mother sald whatever designs you
had would be a blessing to her, for our house
was littered with them from attic to cellar’

Sybil was rather mnoted for extravagant
8peech, !

‘How many do you suppose I've pioked tp?
Well, there are a hundred more or less, and
1 don’t believe I’ve brought half,’ -

‘The more the better, Amy laughed; ‘that

is, if we keep up postal-card parties all win.

ter, as I hope we shall. 1 ought to have put,
“Bring your shears,” in the invitations, but
they were sent out before 1 thought of

However, we have several pairs, and T’ve bor-

After All

Mary Cranston tore off her hat and jacket
and threw herself upon the couch, her fingers
pressed upon her aching eyes. She was sick
of teaching—sick of it! : :

She had had dreams of being an influence in
the lives ‘'of her boys, but somehow she was
Just tired of it all. 5

In came a shabby woman, . with nervous

hands and-eyes where sorrow had long made
a home. : :
‘L know I’m making bold to come,” she said,
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dim till he came to you. 'Then, suddenliks,
he straightened up.

““Mother,” he says, “she believes me, and
I ain’t going back on her.” .

‘And he didn’t, deary, I know he' didn’t.
After he went to. Craig & Shiper’s, every night
he’d look me straight in the eyes, and 1
knew. Then yesterday, there was money lost,
and they accused him. . /Ihey—they knew
about his father. Jim sent word to me; and
’twas this: e : Yot

‘“Tell Miss Cranston I didn’t go back onm
her” So I made bold—’

‘SHE HAD HAD DREAMS.

‘but it's sore trouble were in. Jim, he
wouldn’t have let me, but 1 said it is a sweet
woman's heart she has, and she’ll help us if
she can. It's Jim Maloney’s mother 1 am.

Mary remembered Jim Maloney. She had
worked 8o hard to help the boy, and now—

‘I’s the truth I'm telling ye, deary,’ the

trembling voice went on. ‘Jim’s father was
not—honest, and 1 was desperately afraid fozj

Mary’s hand closed about
fingers.

‘Il come with you this minute,” she said.
‘I think that we can get him out, and if not,
we’ll tell Jim that we’re proud of him.

Two hours later Mary returned. She had
persuaded Jim’s employers, and the look 1m
Jim’s eyes—grateful, honest eyes—had Te-
warded her a thousandfold.—Selected.

the fluttering

)

rowed from the neighbors, and yowlil not all
be cutting, so 1 think we’ll do.

‘Do what, Miss Mysterious, if you please ?
Anna Armstrong asked. ‘We're about ready
to expire with curiosity.” -

‘Well, count the postals, please, first’ A
count disclosed the fact that between six and
seven hundred cards had been contributed,

‘And, of course, the deluge will continue so
long as there’s a place on earth to be photo-

graphed. I must average six a week. This

was Sybil again.
Then Amy made her little speech,
eyes sparkled with fun as she began:

Her

s

e

‘I followed St. Paul’s example, girls—a long
way off. “Being crafty, 1 caught you with
the guile.”. You didn’t dream this was to be
a missionary meeting, but it is—an informal
one’ Bhe went on to speak of the waning
zeal, and her own wish to try uniting some
handwork. with their missionary service, meet.
ing in their own homes instead of the churchk
basement, ‘which is rather dismal by day-
light. e ; e

‘And I thought souvenir cards would make
beautiful scrapbooke for schools and hospitals
on mission fields. Of course, the serapbook
idea is’t mew, but I’ve never heard that pos-

2
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tal cards were used for them, and .the cards
are much prettier than the cheap prints.

At this point she produced twenty booke
cut from stout muslin, whose leaves she had
stitched. While she -was ' speaking, Mrs.
Russell entered with & pan of smooth, white
flour paste. 1% 4 :

‘L don’t expect we’ll accomplish much to-
day, but if youlike the plan—' Amy atopped
rather “timidly.

‘Like it!’ Svbil exclaimed.
and yow’ll see.’

Amy did eo, and every right hand shot up,
except those belonging to the four girls wio
hadn’t a right to vote, but were beginni-g
to wish they had. %

The buzz of discussion ~ which followed!
Should they classify the cards, and be able
" to put on one book, ‘Views from the United
States of America,” or ‘English Views? pnould
they trim off the margms, discarding any
messages written thereon? ‘I'hat had been
Amy’s idea, but there were some adverse opl-
mions. 1t was® ~uggested that we value a

‘Put 1t to vote,

Japanese card more, if it bears any Japanese

words, though they are literally in an unknown
tongue. Then some one thought that the
Japs were getting too much knowledge cI
English to be intrusted with our eecrets.

‘Pshaw! Who writes secrets on a postal
- card?” Thus the shuttlecock of merry: badinage
Passed to and fro, while busy fingers trimmeda,
and other busy fingers: used paste brushes
daintily, .

The Jamgh » as on Sybil, when, from under

« pile, a card suddenly appeared with Jack
- Henderson’s photograph stuck up in one cor-
- mer. ' Sybil couldn’t deny a card plainly ad-

dréssed to herself, but ~though ehe colored,

she carried it off bravely. ‘How in the world

did Jack get in? she said; ‘but eeeing ne 16

inj he' shall go. Iancy Jack Henderson golng
- as a missionary, to the heathen! 1 wonder

*how. he’d like that role. ; o

The party had been invited into the dining-
room for work. At five, Mrs. Russel gent in
@ large bowl of lemonade, and a basket piled
with sponge cake.

“An innovation!’ they eried.

“The. whole -thing being an
thought ‘the society would pardon this ons/
Amy anewered.” o o SRebra

plained, ‘we’re enjoying’ - ;

‘Don’t hnow when I've enjoyed a missionary -

meeting &0 much,’ Lauara Ierris ‘annot nced.
‘T will come every time, if you keep up tk}m
sort of meeting.’ i ;
“I'hat is what 1 hoped we could do,” Amy
said. 1
The postal-card party had served ite pur-
pose well. i : :

The Dog Protected the Deer.

. A man whom 1 know has been stayng in
New Hampshire this summer, aud he tells
that one day as he was driving over .ae hills
he saw a. beautiful deer drinking out of the
trough by the wayside. So intent was she
that she did not seem io notice a dog which
was trotting down the road towards her.
Fearful lest harm should come to the graceful
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.the field by her farm house.

innovation, L

‘We're mot objecting,’ Mary Lattimer —c.-

' think of ‘
through his hands and feet. Those hands that
~ were ever ready to do an act of kindness to

* have we done for Him. Oh!

little creature the man tried to drive the dog
away. What was his surprise to see the deer,
when she had finished drinking, turn to the
dog, greet him by rubbing her nose against
him, ‘while he responded- by lcking her face.
Then together they trotted away over ‘the
fields, evidently . on the. best of terms. He
spoke-of his adventure to his New Hampshire
host, and was told that the deer was tame,
that it had . been.brought up -by a farmers
wife, who found it, just a new born baby, in
The mother had
been killed by some accident, and the tiny
creature would have died from exposure had
not the woman rescued it. She took it to the
house, and brought it =p, and 1t became a
household pet, devoted to its mistress and ail
the members of the family. But its dearest
friend and chesen playmate was the hunting
dog, and together the two ranged field and
wood, the dog constituting “himself the pro.
tector of the fawn. "This is cne of the occa-
sional strange friendships of the world, and it
is valuable as proof of what propinquity will

accomplish, —Boston ‘Daily Advertiser.
Be Strong,
(Kev. Maltbie D. Babcock, in the ‘Morming
Star.’)
Be strong!

We are not here to play, to dfeam, to drift;
We have hard work to do and loads to lift.
Shun not the struggle; face 1t; “tis God’s gift.

; Be strong!
Say not the days are evil—who’s to blame?
And fold the hands and acquiesce—O shame!
Stand up, épeak out, and bravely, in God’s

name!
A Be strong!
1t matters not how deep entrenched the .
wrong,

How hard the battle goes, the day how long;
Faint not, ficht on! To-morrow comes the
song. /

Tongues and Ears,

‘Once upon a time a peasant went to heayven,
and the first thing he saw was a long shelf

‘with something very strange_looking upon it.

- ““Whati-is that?” he asked. *ls it some.
thing to make soup of?” (The Japanese are
very fond of soup.) : :

‘“No,” 'was the reply;
They belonged to persons “who, when they
lived on earth, heard what they ought to do
in order to be good, but they didn’t pay any
attention to it, so when they died their ears

“came to heaven, but the rest of their bodies

could mnot.”
‘After a while the peasant saw another ghelf
with very queer things on it.

‘“What is that?” he asked aigain. “Is

-that something to make soup of?”

‘“No,” he was told; ‘“these are tongues.
They once belonged to people in the world

.who told people how to live and how to do

good, but they themselves never did as they
told others to do; so0, when they died, their
tongues came to heaven, but the rest of their
bodies could not.” .

‘Wasn’t that a good lesson for us all?— -

‘Spelman Messenger.”

Are You Serving Jesus or
Satan?

You are doing either one. Don’t you want
to serve Jesus? He wants you to come and
He says, ‘Whosoever cometh unto me I will
in no wise cast out’ Do come to Him dear
friend and He will not cast you out, for He
wants you to spend your life for Him.

Think of what He has done for you. Think
of His agony in Gethsemane. Of the cruel
soourging without a murmur of complaint, and
Hig' dreadful suffering on the cross. Oh!
those great nails’ being driven

any ome. Then that sword piercing His side
and the blood coming forth from His dear

Dear friend that blood flowed ' for you.
Jesus truly did all this for you and me. What
Don’t’ you want
to do something for Him? Cdme to Him and
serve llim in spite of obstacies. He 35 ever

“those  are eams.
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with you and will give you strength amd
‘peace that passeth understanding? Don’t pe
afraid to speak for Him. If you are ashamed
of Him He will be ashamed of you. He is al,
ways with those who love Him, He has often
helped and strengthened me and He will you
too. : ;

:Oh! Won’t you join our band. We are
marching along. Soon we shall be there. Do
join our army and take Jesus for your cap-
tain. Decide now.: Do not wait, put ecome to
Jesus now. 1f you do not listen to His call
now you may never get the chance. Jesus is
calling to all the world; come unto me all
Yye that are weary and heavy laden. Are You
going to be one who will not answer to that
call?

—One who wants to do something for God.

—_———

Definition of Bible Terms.

A day’s journey was about twenty-three and
one-fifth miles,

A Sabbath day’s journey was about an
English mile.

A cubit was nearly twenty-two inches.

A hand’s breadth is equal to three and five-
eighths inches. A finger’s breadth is equal te
one inch. . :

A shekel of silver was about 50 cents.

A shekel of gold was $8.

A talent of silver was $538.30.

A talent of gold was $13,809. :

A piece of silver, or a penny, wae 13 centa.

A farthing was 3 cents,

A mite was less than a quarter of a cent.

A gerah was a cent . : :

An ephah, or bath, contains seven. gallons

-and five pints,

A bin was one gallon and two pints,
A firkin was seven pints. :

An omer was 81X pints.

A cab was three pints—Kvangeliat.?

———

‘How May I Know Whether 1

am a Christian or Not?

A Christian is a follower of Christ, one who
loves him, and is trying to be like him, and
trusts in him for forgiveness of sin. Do you
love him? Are you trying to be like him?
Do you trust him to forgive your sins?

1f you are not sure whether you love him
or not, apply these tests: Do you like to be
with him in prayer? In meditation? In
studying his word? Do youn like to see other
people honor him, and does it grieve you to
see them dishonor him? D¢ you ever try to
do anything to please him? ¥f you can honest-
ly answer ‘Yes’ to any of these questions,
then I believe you do love him a httle. Pray
that your love to him may grow deeper and
stronger, and then vxercise it by trying to
do more things to please him, and by epend-
ing more time in communion with him, a=1
by helping others to honor him.

Are you trying every day to be like him?
If you can honestly answer ‘Yes’ to this ques.
tion, I believe that is another proof that you
love him. Pray that you may try harder.

Do you trust him to forgive your &ins?
Your own goodness can never save you,
though you try never so hard. It is only by
God’s loving_kindness that you will be saved.
Ask him every day to forgive your gins, and
to strengthen you against temptation; then
believe' that he has done it, as he promised,
and turn away from your sin for his dear
sake.

Think over these questions ecarefully be-
tween yourself and God and answer them to
him. Tell him, just as you have told me,
that you want to find the way to him, and
trust him to show you. Then give yourselt
heartily and entirely to him and to his ser-
vice for your whole life, asking him to forgive
your sins, and accept you as his child. When
you have done this sincerely, do not let any
doubts trouble you. Put them away, and “e-
lieve that you are his child, that you :(re
saved; and because he has saved you, and
aceepted you as his child, try with your whole
heart every day to live as his child enould,
and then do not be afraid to make it known
at once to your mother and to your friends
that henceforth you are on the Lord’s side
and mean to serve him faithfully, for ccn.
fessing his name will strengthen your purpose.
—C/ K. World?
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Saint Valentine’s Day,

- There is a beautiful legend or
story that you must ask your
mether or Sunday-sc]iool teacher
to tell you of Saint Valentine,
‘Once upon a time,” so the story
says, ‘this old saint who loved
birds and animals - knew how to
call them and talk to them. The
animals and birds loved him in
return. The birds chose his birth-
day as the day to come together
and sing their sweetest songs for
him and for each other, and then
“chose the one whom they loved
best.” This is still a happy ‘I love
ycu day,” when we send our friends
and all whom we hold Aear, a
loving wish.

Would it not be a happy plan
all of you dear children to say, ‘I
love you,” to some one who doesn’t

- get the sweet messages the post-

man_ brings?;
You might give part of your

valentine money to buy a ‘living

valentine,” a flower or plant to
send to some sick child to blossom
in her window and to say, ‘I love
you,” to her each day with its
sweet. flower face and voice, its
beautiful fragrance.—‘Selected.

From the Old German,

How should the heart of a little
child be?

‘As pure as the lily that blooms on
the lea;

‘As clear as the dews from the
heaveng that fall,

‘A8 true as the mirror that hangs
on the wall;

‘As fresh as the fountain, as gay

~as the lark

That trills out its song ’twixt the
day and the dark;

'‘As glad as the angels when, soar-
ing, they fly,

On the bright wings of love to their
home in the sky.

Do All That You Can,

~

(By Margaret E. Sangster.)

‘I cannot do much,’ said a little
star, L
‘To make this dark world bright;
My silvery beams cannot pierce far
~ Into the gloom of night;
Yet I am a part of God’s great
plan,

The Little Child’s Wish,

(‘Little Folks.’)

‘ Mamma, I want that little star
That's shining in the sky,

But it is up so very far—

I cannot reach so high,

‘I want it for my very own
To be with me at night;

It would be nice when left alone
To have that pretty light.

‘And then, mamma, I might be
told
About that home so fair,
And it on harps of shining gold
The angels play up there.

‘My child, while in this home below
Be patient, good, and true,

Then at the last you'll surely know
What angels say and do.

¢And like that star whose light
pours down,
You (wheu this life is past),
Within your Heavenly Father's
crown,
Will shine a star at last.’

‘And so Tl do the bast I can

‘What can be the use,’ said a fleecy
cloud,
‘Of these few drops that I hold?
They will hardly bend the lily
proud =
¥ caught in her chalice of gold;
But I, too, am a part of God’s great
plan, ;
So my treasures I'll give as well as
I can’
A child went merrily out to play,
But a thought, like a silver
thread,
Kept winding in and out all day
Through the happy golden head—

Mother said: ‘Darling, do all that

you can,
For you are a part of God’s great
plan’

She knew no more than the
twinkling star,
Or the cloud with its raincup
full,
How, why, or for what, all strange
things are; ‘
She was only a child at school,
But she thought; “’Tis a part of
God’s great plan
That even I should do all that I
- CON.

——

So she helped another child along;
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When the way was rough to his
feet,
And she sang from her heart a
little song
That we thought
sweet;
And her father—a weary, toil-worn
man—
faid: ‘I, too, will do the best that
I can’

wondrous

Dot and Silver Floss

(By Marion Wood, in the ‘Child’s
Hour.’)

" Dot crept slowly forth into the
wide street with her doll tied by
a string to her wrist—for as Dot ex-
plained to her—it was the only pos-
sible way, as she needed both her
hands for her crutches. The doll
was very -shabby and worn, but
Dot loved her and called her Lilly
Maud. Dot had come out this
afternoon in hope of seeing Silver
Floss. Silver Floss was the name
Dot had given to a beautiful little
girl that they somelimes saw in
this street walking with a great
white poedle. She had smiled at
Dot one day, and had been loved
by her ever since. ‘Of course, Lilly
Maud, Silver Foss is not her right
name, but it is not a bit too nice,
is it? said Dot. Lilly. Maud
thought Silver Tloss was a
beautiful little girl and always

listened most attentively to all

Dot’s stories about her. Some-
times Dot said she was a fairy
and at night went up to sleep in a
star, but oftener was just & little
girl like herself, only very pretly
and very good. ‘And remember,
Lilly Maud,” Dot would say, ‘she
has not to go around on crutches,
but can run and play and help her
mother and be kind to everybody.
By and by they came to a shop and
Dot stopped to gaze at the wonder-
ful dolls in the window. ‘Not that
I love them half as well as you,
Lilly Maud, but just because I am
a little girl and like to look.’ Just
then something gave her wrist a

sharp pull; she looked down to see
“a white poodle with Lilly Maud’s

heels in his mouth. She made a
wild clutel for her, but it was too
late; the cord broke and the poodle
rushed away with Lilly Maud.
‘Oh! oh? she screamed and limped
as quickly as possible after them,

THE

but the dog was soon lost to sight
and she was left crying piteously.
The white:poodle rushed on with
poor Lilly Maud held firmly in his
mouth. At last he came to a gate
under which he shoved himself and
never stopped until he had laid
Lilly Maud at the feet of a little
girl who was playing on a large
green lawn. Lilly Maud had utter-
ed no sound, and even now when it
was Silver Iloss she was quiet and
composed.
‘Pido! Tido!
done?’ said Silver

\Vhaf have you
Floss; but the

SILVER FLOSS.

poodle only wagged his tail and
barked with glee. ‘Poor little
dolly, I wonder where he got it?

‘Fido has stolen it,” said the little
old lady who sat near knitting.
“You bad dog, bad dog. Go away,’
she scolded. ‘I have often told you,
Anna, not to encourage your dog to
run away with things. He has
most likely taken that from some
poor child on the street.”’

Lilly Maud was very glad to see
Fido sent off, for although she had
lain so quiet in his mouth, she had
been very much alraid.

All the day she played with
Silver Floss and her dolls. They
were all very grand dolls indeed,
and most of them treated
Lilly Maud very nicely, but
Silver Floss had to give the
doll from Paris a severe punish-
ment for being proud of her
clothes and -unkind to a stranger.

MESSENGER.
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Paris doll, because Silver Floss
said, ‘She is sorry she was unkind
and want3 you %o sleep with her.?
When Lilly Maud awoke she saw
Silver I'loss and a tall dark gentle-
man tall:ing to the little old lady.

‘Yes that must be tbe doll that
her little heart was breaking for.”

‘Well! welll” said the little old
lady, ‘how very strange that you,
James, should have run across the
child, ond how fertunate.

‘T ran into her just as Tturned the
corner apd made her tell me all
about it; I offered to buy her a
beautiful doll, but she would have
none of them—said, ‘she wanted
Lilly Maud.” Had she teld me it
was a white poodle I would have
suspected the culprit, but she said
it was Silver Floss’s dos and
neither of us knew where she lived.’

Late that afternoon there was a
knock at Dot’s door and when she
opened it she saw an old lady, and
behind her was—Oh! wonder of
Lilly
Maud wrapped in a beautiful shawl.
That night as Dot lay smiling in
her sleep her mother hummed a
little tune of happiness, for the old
lady had promised to give her
money she had needed to have
- Dot’s little lame leg attended to,
and she knew her little girl could
be cured.

R e

Three-fourths Good,

‘Now will you be good? suid little
Rob Wood
To his baby sister Sue,
As he lifted his hand with a look
of command,
And the baby answered, ‘Goo.’

‘You’ve sucked Noah’s paint till
he’s ready to faint,
And wrecked nearly all of "his
crew.
Is that being good? asked stern
Bobby Wood,
And the baby gurgled out ‘Goo.

‘You mean pretty well, so seldom
you yell,
And you never were known to
look blue,
But you're not always good—that’s
quite understood’—
‘And the little one laughed and
said, ‘Goo.”

Lilly Maud did not know what she

had done, but knew is was some-
thing very bad for she heard Silver
Floss say in a voice exactly like the
old lady’s, ‘I am ashamed, indeed,

~that a child of mine could be so un-

kind.?

After a long time Sllver Floss
put them to bed. Lilly Maud
shared a beautiful cot with the

‘Goo is three-fourths of good,” said
wise Bobby Wood;
‘I suppose that’s the best you

c¢an do;
But when you’re as big as I am,
you sprig,
You’ll have to be good clear
through?

—*Selected.?
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The * Cradle Tomb * in West-
minster Abbey. .

There. is no move pathetic sight in' the grand
old Abbey of Westminster, full as it is of re-
ligious and historical associations, than the
‘Cradle Tomb,” which commemorates the death
of an English princess who died three hundre.
and one years ago. On the altar steps at the
east end of the north aisle of Henry the
Seventh’s chapel is this tomb fashioned in the
form of a cradle, and showing the figure of a
-ckild sleeping peacefully beneath a laced cover-
let. It is the perfection of the simple real-
iem of art, and attracts at once by its homely
truth, and by the appeal it makes to all
hearts, and more especially to those who have
known a kindred sorrow to that felt by King
James and his Queen, Anne of Denmark, when
untimely Fate carried away the royal rose-
bud—but only, as the epitaph declares, to
bloom again in Christ’s rose-garden. )

Some lines written by Susan Coolidge cx-
press the unspoken thoughts of many who
have stood by the cradle tomb at Westmins-
ter:—

i

A little rudely sculptured bed,
With shadowing folds of marble lace,
And quilt of marble, primly spread,
And folded round a baby’s face.

Smoothly the mimic coverlet,
With royal blazonries bedight,
Hangs, ag by tender fingers set,

And straightened for the last good-might. .

And traced upon the pillowing stone
A dent is seen, as if, to bless

That quiet sleep, some grieving one
Had leaned, and left a soft impress.

It' seems no more than yesterday
Since the sad mother, down the stair

And down the long aisle, stole away,
And left her darling sleeping there.

|
But dust upon the cradle lies,
And those who prized the baby so,
And decked her couch with heavy sighs,
Were turned to dust long years ago.

Above the peaceful pillowed head

Three centuries brood; and strangers peep,
And wonder at the carven bed:

But not unwept the baby’s sleep;

For wistful moth‘;-eyes are blurred
With sudden mists, ag lingerers stay,
And the old dusts are roused and stirrd,
By the warm tear-drops of to-day.

Boft furtive hands caress the stone,
And hearts o’erleaping place and age,
Melt into memories and own
A thrill of common parentage.

e e e e ——————r.
Little Girls’ Dresses, 50c up.
Boys’ Suits, 75¢ up.

8end for Catalogue of Children’s Wear No. 2.
N. SOUTHCOTT & CO,, Lenden, Can,

selling 35 ocopies of that %
the

alone for selling 20. Other pre-
- minms—all good, Everyorie
the ._Plowrhl." It *sells a
sight * Beautiful y paper.
Over 1,000 square inches of ex-
site pictures in each issu
‘worth framing. Orders for
eurrent issus rusl in. . Don’
be among the last, '8 Prom
s

pre- 7 ;

of .
list and fu! ns, - 2

Address JOHN DOUGALL & SON, Agents for th

¢ Piotorial,” “ Witness” Block. Mot

_your sales will all
‘Write fo

lendid prize

Y

"to free it from fat.

Men die, but sorrow never dies!
The crowding years divide in vain,
And tke wide world is knit with ties
Of common brotherhood in pain.

Of common share in grief and loss,
And heritage in the immortal bloom

Of Love, which, flowering round :ite. cross; .
Made beautiful a baby’s .tomb.

We share the grief of the royal hearts that
ached three centuries ‘ago. and now are dust.
If Sorrow is immortal, so also is Sympathy.—
Selected. >

—_——
Selected Recipes,

Put one and a half pounds of shank of veal
chopped into pieces in a small soup kettle,
cover with cold water; add one teaspoonful
salt, a leek, one onion, a small carrot, a white
turnip and a bouquet; cover tightly and set

‘the kettle in the oven and cook two hours;

remove, strain the broth through a napkin
Put three pints of this
broth in a saucepan and place it over the fire.
Beat up one egg in a bowl till light; add half
teaspoonful melted butter, one teaspoonful
flour, one tablespoonful milk and a pinch of
salt, mix all together; hold th# over the soup
and let it run slowly into the boiling soup;
cook three minutes; remove from fire; add
one tablespoonful fine-chopped parsley and
serve.

DROP DUMPLINGS.

Qrop dumplings are considered great deli.
cacies, but want a very light hand to make
them esuccessfully. Beat up a tablespoonful
of good dripping till quite white; dip an egg
into boiling water, then break it into the
dripping, and beat these together; now add
two tablespoonfuls of flour, pepper and salt to
taste, a grate of nutmeg and a dessertspoon-
ful of chopped parsley. . Form the mixture
into pieces the size of a large walnut, drop
them idto the boiling soup, and cook them
about a quarter of an hour.

NUT CARAMELS,

Two cupfuls of molasses, two cupfuls of
brown sugar, one cupful of milk, one table-
spoonful of glycerine, one cupful of grated
chocolate, a piece of butter, the size of an egg,
one cupful of chopped walnuts. Boil rapidly,
for thirty minutes, the first four of these in-
gredients. Add the chocolate and butter and
boil for twenty minutes ' longer. ‘I'est by
dropping a little into very cold water, using
your judgment to determine the desirable de-
gree of hardness. It will be of the same hard-
nese when cold as when dropped into the
water. When done add the nuts and pour in.
to a buttered tin. When nearly cold mark
into squares. ’

BROWNED RICE.

Browned rice is a favorite sanatorium
dish, and one that is vepecially adapted
to invalids, young children or old people who
require a light supper if they would have a
good night’s rest. Lo prepare it, put the rice
on tin plates in the oven and brown just as
you would coffee. Btir frequently to prevent
scorching.~ 1t will require some little time
to brown, but it can be attended to while
other work is going on and then put in glass
cans until needed. It ehould be a golden
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brown when finished. Put a few spoonfuls
in a small saucepan with a little .salt and
water to barely cover, Cook rapidly for
fifteen minutes, shaking often to prevent stick-
ing. : : ;
When tender serve hot with milk or cream,
syrup or fruit juice, though many prefer :t
without any addition. : :
Browned rice is also excellent served as a
vegetable with chicken, veal or lamb.’

Jesus Himself Drew Near.

(By Margaret k. dangster, in the ‘C. K.
World.”)

We had wrought till the brain was weary;
We had toiled till the hands were nmumbj
The look of the day was dreary,
And the song on our lips grew dumb.
When lo! in a sudden gleaming
Came the glow of a wondertul cheer;
We were neither asleep nor dreaming,
When the Master Himself drew near.

Our hands that the tasks had hardened
He held in a nail-pierced hand;

Our hearts that were heavy and burdened
He was swift to understand.

All in an instent, heaven
Had brought ite brightness here;

We had sinned, but were sin-forgiven:
The Master Himself drew near.

We sat .in the halls of feasting;
We were glad as the children are;
Over our path no shadow;
We had fought with never a scar.
In the midst of our deep rejoicing
Did there come a shiver of feart
Nay, foolish heart and raithiess,
For the Master Himself drew near.

And He blessed the loaf, and brake it;
And the cup Himself He poured;
And He told us that joy and gladness
Were ours in the light of the Lord;
So we know that bliss or sorrow,
The ache, or the emile, or the tear,
Is each in ite turn a blessing
When the Master Himself draws near.

So hallowed a thing is living, °
So beautiful daily toil,

When the Christ we follow is giving
Better than earthly spoil;

So close are we held in His keepmg,
We never may doubl or fear;

To His own, in waking or sleeping,
The Master Himself draws near.

—_—————— ?

Labelling Children

The name of every child and its home ad-
dress should be written under the collar or
on the sleeve, on the left side. Or it may be
written on the inside lining of the shoe, sinee
then it will not wash out, and the name can
be found without undressing the chud.  As
goon as a child can talk it should be taught
to repéat its name and the name of the street
in which it lives. If these suggestions are
heeded, lost children will be easily .restomd
to their parents.—‘Babyhood.
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Rob’s Gymnasium Ticket.

‘Mother, can’t I buy a ticket to the gym-
nesium for this summer? asked Rob Royse.

“How much does it cost?

“Four dollars; but that includes baths, anl
w—and just lots of things.’

“Could your little brother go in on your
ticket

‘No, of course not, but—’ .

“Then I am sure we can’t afford it, Bob,
she said firmly.

‘But, mother, I need it so! Tm all stooped
oveér and weak-armed, and thin as a rail,”
he pleaded.

Mrs Royee sighed, for what Rob said wa#"

true, and her great anxiety was to see her
two boys grow strongand straight. Still, they
could hardly afford the four dollars just 10w
and ehe could not give to one and not to the
other.. So she answered quietly.

‘Alden mecds it, too, dear,’ adding after a
pause, ‘I wonder if we could not have a gym-
nasium of our own?

If we had a big barn we could, but we
ean’t stand up in our coal-shed.’

“What about the back yard—an cutdoor
gymnasium ¥’

“That big, cld bare lot¥ e

“Yes, Tt needs to be big and bare, and the
high fence around it is just the thing. The dead
apple tree will make a fine 'hold for our swing-
ing ropes, and we can easily fix up thg place
fo1 basket ball, horizontal bars, and ali those

3 tl
th‘lzf:i we'll have swinging Jadders, put in
Rob, suddenly all enthusiasm, ‘an’d I?ol]ard
Wright has a pair of saw horses hell give us.
Say, mother, wouldn’t it be mice to have Dol-
lard in our gym?

Mre. Royse looked dubious. ‘We don’t want
a crowd of bgys-—it would soon give us trou-
ble; but three would make it nicer than two,
#o if you promise to ask no one else, you 1ay
have him in it’

‘And between us we have money enough
to buy -our Indian clubs right off. Mayn't I
go over and tell him about it? o

Away he bounded, leaving his mother smil-

ing over her work’ a_"xii_'i"}lz.lannjng' how to trans.
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form the ugly back yard into a first-class gym-
nasium,.

‘I’ll ymake them a floor_mat by sewing to-
gether those two old mattresses in the attic,
and covering them with denim. It ‘ean be
kept in the lattice porch at night. The bent
thing about the vlan is that the boys are de-
veloping their muscles and they .re in the
open -air at the same time, and happy it
home where I can be with them. Maybe |
shall get a little physical culture myself!’
laughed the wise little woman.

T.at night the charter members of the
Royse gymnasium held a caucus as Rob called
it, and the most enthusiastic member of all
was Mr. Royse himself.

‘Well, we must all get to work and
clean the yard till it looks like mnev,” he
gaid. ‘Then I’ll see that the ropes are up
good and strong. If a punching-bag doeen’t
cost too much, we will have one in the cor-
ver.

This was greeted with cheers, Dollard, ex-
claiming: ‘Oh, let me buy that! Father was
going to give me a gym ticket, and T’ll just
take the four dollars to get apparatus. Ve
can invent &0 many nice games with the ap-
paratus.’

‘I know one already!’ cried Alden. ‘It’s o
put a tin can—an opened one—on the end of a
pole, and see how may times you can throw
it up and catch it on the pole again. It takes
lote of practice. :

The older boys smiled over this, but Mrs.
Koyse declared that it would be fine training
for the muscles of the back. Although they
tried it next day ‘just’ for Alden’s sake,’ Rob
and Dollard got plenty of fun out of the tin
can during that jolly summer.

Indeed the whole gymnasium was a grand
success. To be sure no grass grew in the
Royses’ back yard that year; but there are
many things better than grass. The boys de.
veloped some respectably big muscles, and be-
came very skilful in their games. And since
there were only three of them and it takes fonr
to play most games, Mrs. Royse was often
coaxed to leave her work and join them.

When she declared she was ‘getting more
~physical cultute than the housework could
stand,” the boye resolved to help. They wash-
ed dishes, made beds, swept rooms, and, in
fact, as Dollard said ‘they . ‘turned girl so
that ehe could turn boy when the work wss
done.

‘We’re a Mutual Aid Society’ she explained
to Mr. Royse, while Alden whispered, confi.
dertly: ‘Do you know, father, I mnever used
to love mother a8 much as I do now. She’s
eo jolly and always plays so fair!’

When fall came, Mrs. Wright sffered the
use of her big attic for the winter, and here,
though somewhat hampered by low rafters,
the boys continued their musele traiunz.

‘Are you satisfied with your summer’s gym-
nasium ticket, Rob?" asked Mra. Royse, vith
a smile, as she helped him gather up his school
books on the opening day. :

‘Well, T guess so!’ he exclaimed, heortily
‘And it didn’t cost four dollars, either, did
it?”

‘No. Did you notice how sturdy Ailden has

e s
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“aud you will ssen have this biz
‘La..tera, and won't you have fun with it—giving ex-
‘hibitions ¢ &¢ is she very latest moadel. When you
see it you will wonder how we can give such a fine out-
it for o littlo work. Write to«la.a)(a postcard will do)
‘ani say you will do your best ¢

5 nane and address p ai 5
»iust Co., Card Dep:. g1 N, Toronto.

M agic Lantefﬁ Free

For Selling Picture Postcards

6 for 10c.

o Boys | here is one ef the fincst Magic Lanterns you have ever seew
= You can get it'complete in every way, including magnifying lenses, good
¢ lamp and a dozen slides of colored views, all for selling only $3.00 worth of
* high-grade Picture Postcards—views of famous places all over the
world ; the loveliest cards ever seen in Canada. You ean't
buy them except in the big eitlcs, and even here in Toronte..
the biggest stores give only four for 10c, We give six.
By for 10c. and at this priee, the boys tell us, “they just

| golike hot cakes." No troubleat all to sell. Everybody
: fs. d to ges such fine cards so chca]a Just try them
2 v

nisorie Magie

sell the picture
s Bogsure to ‘fh'e your age and write your
nly. Twk GoLp Mepat PrE-

You cannot possibly have
a better Cocoa than

'PPS'S

A delicious drink and a sustaining
food. Fragrant, nutritious and
economical. This excellent Cocoa
maintains the system in robust
health, and enables it to resist
winter’s extreme celd.

Sol by Grocers and Storekeepers
in }-1b. and %-Ib Tins.

grown during the summer? He a0ks like a
different boy.

‘Sure enough! And Dallard aanl T have got
biceps like a blackemith’s. Just feel that! I
tell you mother, it’s fanny that every boy
doesn’t get up a gym of his own. Don’t you
think so?—The ‘American Boy.
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Three Copies, separately addressed, it
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‘World Wide,’ and ‘Canadian Pie-
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Six Rules for the Furnace.

¥or the general, everyday working of a
furnace, the following rules are offered by the
experienced furnace-man:

1. Clese check in chimney
slide in door.

2. Open- the air-box a little, then shake the
grate till live coals begin to fall. Leave the
lower door open.  As soon as there is a good
draft put on a little fresh coal and open cold-
air box fully.

3. While waiting for the fire to get a good
start remove all the ashes. If there are any
clinkers or bunches of ashes mm the bottom -f
grate they should be broken up and raked
out. <

4. In about five minutes close the drafts,
which can be regulated during the day ac.
cording to the house temperature,

5. At night shake the fire down more or
less as its condition demands and put on
fresh coal; not eo much, however, as in the
morning.

» Close the air-box two-thirds or wholly 1if
little heat is required during the night. Ogpen
the check and the slide in the door.—Selected.

pip. and the

Do We Use Our Bibles?

A bright little fellow was turning over the
dusty leaves of the family Bible, when sud-
denly he asked Lis mother:

‘Mother, is this Gods book?

‘Yes,” she rephed.

‘Why, then,” sard the little fellow, ‘hadn’t
we better send it back to God, for we never
use it ?—=RSelceted.

S e e

Cleaning Soiled Ribbon.

(Alice Jefferies, in the ‘New England Home-
stead.’)

The method is exceedingly simple, and an-
swers the purpose for all exeept white ribbon
or these that are very badly mussed. Fill a
glass fruit jar about half full of gasoline,
more or less, according to the amount of rib-
bon to be cleaned. Place the soiled ribbon in
it—all colors, lengths and kinds may go m
at once—and screw the cover on tightly.
Shake the bottle occasionally and leave it
closed for from two to six hours, or over
night. Then take out the ribbons, shake each
one well and hang it to dry in ‘the open air.
The ribbins will be clean, and the dirt will be
found in the bottom of the jar. Of course,
the ribbons need a thorough airing and sun
bath to remove the odor of the gasolne, but

that is all. No pressing is required, as the
gasoline does not affect them as water
would,

For white ribbons or those badly creased
or mussed prepare a suds of soft water and
any pure soap, wash the ribbons in this, just
as you would a fine handkerchief, rinse and
let it partially dry. Take it down while stili
damp in all parts and roll it smoothly over
a wide card or piece of pasteboard, roling a
clean piece of white muslin with it. Wrap
the muslin around last, so  that the ribbon
shall be covered, and place the whole under
a heavy weight. Leave it unti it shat have
had time to dry. ‘Lhe muslin will absorb the
moisture and the ribbon will come out look-
ing fresh and clean, and will have lost none
of its ‘life,” as is the case with ribbons which
are pressed with an irom,

———————
Mistakes of Women,

One of the mistakes of women is not know
ing how to eat. If a man is not to be fed
when she is, she thinke a cup of tea and any-
thing handy is good enough. If she needs to
save money, she does it at the butcher’s cost.
If she is busy, she will not waste time 1n
eating, If she is unhappy, she goes without
food. A man eats if the sheriff is at tae
door, . if his work drives, if the undertaker
interrupts; and he is right. A woman will
choose ice eream instead of beefsteak, and a
man will not. 2

Another of her mistakes is in not knowing
when to rest.  If she is tired, she may et
down, but she will darn stockings, crochet
shawls, embroider doilies. Doesn’t she know

that hard work tires? I she is exhausted,
she will write letters or figure her accounts.
She would laugh at you if rou hinted that
reading or writing could fail to rest her. All
over the country women’s hospitals flourish be.
cause women do not know how to rest.

Another m'stake on the list is their constant
worrying,  Worry and hurry are the:r
enemies, -and yet they hug them to their
bosoms. «Wocmen cross bridges before they
come to them, and evem build bridges to
cross. They imagine misfortune, and run out
to meet it.

Women are nct jolly enough. They make
too serious business of life, and laugh :t its
little humors too seldom. Men can stop in
the midst of perplexities and have a hearty
laugh. 1t keeps them young. Women ecan-
not, and that is one reason why they fade
80 early—there are other reasons, but we will
pass them now. Worry not only wrinkles “he
face, but it wrinkles and withers the mind.
Have a hearty laugh once in a wnile; it is a
good antiseptic, and will purify the mental
atmosphere, drive away evil imaginings, bad
temper, and other ills.—Buffalo ‘Times.

"MESSENGER * PATTERNS

FOR THE BUSY MOTHER’.

]
NQ. 5907—LADIES FRENCH DRAWERS.

The popular French circular drawers :ppeal
to the home dressmaker, as very little labor
is required for their making, and as tney
take the place of an extra underskirt, all un-
necessary fulness around the waist is avoided.
Nainsook, linen, cambric and longecloth ave
all used in the making, while embroidery or
Valenciennes lace are .suggested for trim-
ming. For 26 inches waist measure 3 1-4
yards of 86.inch material will be required.
Sizes for 20, 22, 24, 26, 28, 30, 32, and 34
inches waist measure.

NO. 211—PLAITED DRESSING SACQUE.

This pretty little negligee is developed in
cream colored figured challis. = Deep plaits
are atitched to yoke depth in the front aad

Feb. 14, 1908.

extend to the waist line in the baek, giving
a trim, neat appearance. The pattern pro-
vides for full length or elbow sleeves, finished
by turned back cuffs, and neck completiomn
is afforded by a broad round collar. Satis-
factory results may be obtained in cashmere,
French flannel, China silk, and cotton crepe.
For 36 inches bust measure 3 1-4 yards of ma-
terial 36 inchss wide will be required. - Sizes
for 32, 34, 86, 38, 40 znd 42 nches~ bust
measure.

‘NORTHERN MESSENGER! PATTERN
COUPON.

Please send me

Pattern.

RS T wsse oo

Size.

40 @scsae ecscsnnne

MOS0 e *e48s ae [0000 ssesas wossvees

NO. - dvns iv ®00s0 o0 Jeom se0cee Weosasose

L P i o ¢ joos eveoss ssesevsce

for which T enclose .. .. .. cents
Name 95490 200 @8N LEES COIVES GseRbOBEE

Addrese......g ®ses ss0e seee ‘.ooo: eese oo

!

9900EE0s 008 009N es 09O SERENE eEE VOBEES

7

$0000000 000 200500 G0ce se9see EEs G8GSOC

N.B.—It is always :a’er to cut out illus-
trations and eend with the coupon, carefully
filled out. Allow ona week beyond time needed
for return of post, as orders are handled in
rotation. Price, 10 cents, in stamps or postal
note. Address ‘Northern Messenger’ Pattern
Department, ‘Witness’ Bloek, Montreal.

Trained Hearers.

Parents in their kind consideration of their
excuse them

small children are disposed to
from attendance upon the regular church
service on Sunday morning, thinking that they
cannot understand what is said in prayer and:
sermon. But they are not so wise in this
matter as in others wherein they desire that
their children shall have the earliest pcesibie
treaning. A child may not be interested in
the church service and may be disposed to
play or may fall asleep. The moment comes,
however, when the Ittle ears catch a sen-
tence, attention is given, end thought 13
awakened. ‘Fhe power of giving attention is
developed and the child becomes a good lis-
tener to sermons. Church congregations con-
sist chiefly of trained hearers who have tne
habit -and power of giving attention such as
is not found in street audiences or in crowds
of curicsity seekers in hall meetings. Some
church congregations are highly trained in
hearing and the preacher feels the strong
support of their attention. ‘The best hearers
are those trained from childhood and if cml.
dren are brought te church from the first
dawn of comprehension their minds will open

.to the truth from the pulpit as the bud opens

to the light. The hearing of sermons is a 'ne
art to be cultivated and the earlier the power
is developed the better the hearing.—The
Watchman.’

The Feet,,

Hot water enlarges, the feet by drawing the
blood to them. When used the feet ehoul@ be
exercised before attempting to put on a tight
boot. Mustard and hot water in a foot bath
will cure a nervous headache and induce
sleep. Bunions and corns and callousness are
nature’s protection aga st bad sh»og leather.
Two hot foot baths a week and a little pedi-

_curing will remove the cause of much discom.

fort. A warm bath with an ounce of &1t 1s
almost as restful as a nap. . Paddle in the
water until it cools, dry with a rough towel,
put on fresh stockings, make a change of
shoes, and the persont who was ‘ready to drop’
will then be ready to stand up.—RBelected,

S S B > Com oo inaaibal S

e




Feb. 14, 1908.

S8hop in Toronto
Through Our Mail
Order Department

THE
ROBERT = -

TORONTO

THE MESSENGER. 15

COMPARY,
LIMITED

NMoney refunded
if goods are not
satisfactory,

CANADA.

Women'’s Nightdresses

Every picce
of th's ex-
guisite
Whitewear
is made un-
derour own
direct super-
vision, in a
bright, clean
factory, by
well paid
Canadian
operatives.

Lengths, 56, 58,
60 inches.
Bust meas-
ure, 32 to 40
inches. Nos,
496, 498 also
come in 42,
44, 46 inches,

' The “Carbo-Magnetic” Razor, $2.00

N. M. 404.-The ‘Carbo-Mag-

neti¢’ is rapidly be-

coming one of the

most popular razors;

it is tempered with

electricity to a flint-

like hardness, and will

retain its keen cut-

ting edge for years,
full hollow ground, handsomely etched blade, 58 inch gquare
point, black handle, unconditionally guaranteed, each in case $200

Silks Underpriced

N. M. 405—36 inch Black and Ivory Japanese Habutai Silks,
best Lyons dyed Blacks, qualitieg that launder perfectly and retain
their natural brightness. Guaranteed first choice qualities.
Values for 65c. Special to Mail Order customers, per yd. 48¢.

N, M. 406.—Honan, Shantungs and Natural Pongee Silks, in the
unbleached shades only. Med'um and rougher weaves. Qualities
that wash well and give serviceable wear. Two special
numbers at special prices; 26 inch., per yard.... .. ..
34 inch., per yard..

48c
68c

sslen se ss. as 48 se es e e

$3.75 Boys’ $2.49

N. M. 407.—Boys’ Medium ang Dark Grey Winter Overcoats,
fancy Russian style, made to button close up at throat, of a
smooth soft-finish cloth, meat velvet collar, turn-down Prussian
style, fancy metal buttons, patent leather belt and Italian cloth
lining throughout. In sizes from 3 to 8 years.

Regular $3.75. Special to Mail Order customers.. .... 3249

Overcoats,

The Simpson Fountain Pen

quality, chased barrel, 14k gold pen with hard, smooth iridium point.

In a box with filler, each.............

N.M. 400—In size and style exactly as represented in the cut, A large size pen, bearing our name as a guarantee of $i
- 9149

$3.00 Men’s Fur Caps, $1.69

\
\

N. M. 401100 Men’s Fur Caps assorted lot in wedge and driver shapes,
eloctric seal, half Persian, Astrachan and German Otter.
Regular up to $3.00. Special to Mail Order Customers.. ..81.69

$2.25 French Elastic Belt, $1.48

N. M. 402.—French Steel Studded Elastic Belts, 134 inches wide,
with cut steel points, forming very pretty designs; the steel
front buckle s the Tongue design, the newest as shown in =
Paris.  Regular price, $2.25. Special to Mail Order Cus-

tomers.. . T 81.48

$3.00 Gold Filled Lockets, 69c.

N.M. 408.—2.000 10k. and 14k. Gold Filled Locketf, Roman and
bright ﬁpish, each locket has room for two pictures, round, oval
and heart shape, pearl and stone set, crescent, crescent and star
fleur-de-lis, ete. Regular value up to $3.00. Special :
to Mail Order customers ... .. <« .. . .. +v .. ..0ach B90

P.S—~Any Gold Filled Locket in the department, .. .. 68¢

$4.00 Ladies’ Butioned Boots, $2.99

N. M. 409.—1,000 Ladies’ Boots, fine Vici Kid Leather, patent
leather toe cap, button style, medium weight sole, Cuban and
Military Heels, B. C. and D. widths, Regular 4.00, Spe-
cial- to mail ‘order’ customers... Jo .. vul el GE ie awsia 32-99

“THE REGERNT”—Our Drop Head Family Sewing Machine

Simplicity, Durability, Reliability, Speed, Strength and Beauty Combined.

N.M. 403 LEADINC FEATURES —Light running, noiseléss, simple in construction, easily

operated,

woodwork in golden quarter cut oak, attractive in, style and substantially  made, nickel-plated fly

wheel, long centre drawer

or sewing,

and two drawers at each end of table.
receptacle when closed and,.

The head dropping into wooden

being eqvere& by the leaf, forms a convenient table for writing, reading

THZ REGENT does all kinds of plain family sewing, as well as hemming, ruffling, tuck'ng, fell-
ing, binding, ete., also fancy work, such as embroidering, Brazilian drawnwork, Roman embroidery

and outlining,
IMPROVEMENTS —

balance wheel, by which bob
splendid machine costs I8 (v as oo a0 e esteniire caven sens

ualized tensions, open end ¢ylinder shuttle, direct acting feed and loose
ins can be wound without running the machine,

All this

Gt wreis s P10 T S

Ye serse esens

A complete et of attachments and accessories in a highly finished case, goes with every ma-
chine. ~We guarantee you entire satisfaction, otherwise we will take it back and refund your

money in full,

Make up your order to $25 and we will prepay freight to any railway station in Ontari =
bee, and Maritime Provinces, and as far as Winnipeg on all western orders. 10 e

R P




16 THB MESSBNGER. Feb. 14, 1908.

o e

THE FEBRUARY NUMBER

ST. VALENTINE

"And the endearing pranks of

CUPID

naturally hold the place of honor in the February Number
of the :

CANADIAN PICTORIAL’

which contains besides about 2000 square inches of

PICTURES

portraying the events of the month and many other interesting and
seasonable pictures.  Besides other features calculated to interest
every member of every household.

The more intelligent people are the higher the value they set
on information gained from the right kind of Pictures.

; Only 10 Cents

A COPY. =
Annual Subscriptions only $1.00, including the. four special
Numbers for Easter, Midsummer, Thanksgiving and Christmas.

OUR MOTTO

«“EVER IMPROVING.”

We still have in reserve a supply of January Numbers for sub-
| scribers who wish to begin with the year. The January Number
was “the best yet” to quote public opinion, and the February
number vyill be unanimousy voted

YSTILL BETTER.”

For Sale at alll.eading Newsdealers } The Plctorial PﬂbllShillg C0.,

throughout Canada—or of 142 St. Peter Street, MONTREAL:




