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¢] Suppose I Must [ e His
Child.’

A Story of a Russian Peasant,

Some years ago 1 was visiting friends in
the government of Moscow. I found that an
epidemic of dysentery—particularly fatal to
old people and children—was raging there, In
order to try and alleviate their sufferings we
went to wvisit the villages, taking food and
medicine to the sick.
< In one village I found an old man who,
tired of lying still, had risen from his bed
and was sitting beside the window of his lit-
tle cabin, his face flushed and his eyes bright

if God is your Father and you are His child,
where is your home?

‘Ah he said with a thoughtful air, ‘my

home must be where my Father is—in Hea-
ven. ;
‘Just so; them, if your Father sdid to you,
“My child, you have been long enough upon
earth, T want you up here in Heaven; come to
Me,” would you be afraid to go?’

I saw what was coming, for his face, which
had lighted up with joy, now looked sad, and
the joy faded away.

But—but my sins’ he said in a troubled
voice.

‘Tell me,’ 1 replied, ‘what do you call Jesus
the Son of God?’

‘Saviour, he answered,

RUSSIAN PEASANTS.

from fever. I felt deeply sorry for him, as
he looked o ill, and went in to give him
some medicine, saying to myself, ‘Who knows
m I shall ever see that poor old man
alive again? .

An ardent desire came to me to tell him
in a few wonds the good news’ of a free and
full salvation. I knew that the Holy Spirit
- alone could make him understand the things

f“@ol and T prayed to Him for His assist-
Aance. After a fow minutes the thought came
toﬂgtoagktbeoldmmtheﬁounwmg ques-
tion: ‘Grandiather (it is ﬂme the young al-
ways address the old amonz the Russian
peuph)—-!gtxndfuther tell me, do you know
the prayer, “Our Father, which art in x«-
m"?’ =

" “Yes, heand,‘cuhmyl &o,forlhecr:t
:‘ fhnmh, and I 6xy at mnrmng and even-

‘Then if you call Gwi “Om Father,” what
is your relation to God? If God is your Fa-
ther, what are you to God?' i .

‘Well,! said the old man xn a mmd vmve.
for he feared to be irreverent, I s\tppese l
 must be His child!’ - - x
Yes, mn&father, that is quits nzht Now

= B

‘Then if you call Him Saviour, He mus:
have saved you from something?’ I said.

‘From sin, he replied.

‘Well, then, if the Lord Jesus has saved you
from your sins, they ace no longer on you,
grandfather; don’t you see God says nothing
impure can enter in where He is—in Heaven
—and He wished to have us with Him. His
fatherly heart wanted us, and that is why
He sent His only Son the Lord Jesus Christ,
who had no sin, so that He should take our
sins upon Himself, and we might be pardon-
ed. And now God says to those who believe
in Him that all their sing are washed away

‘by the blood of Jesus, and that He, God our

Father, not only has forgiven our sins, but
also that He will remember them no more.

Wtile I was speaking T could see the old
man’s eyes fill with tears, which ran gently

down his cheeks. He made the sign of the
cross, as all @o in Russia when they feel any-

thing decply, and said to me, ‘Oh, what

beawtiful words you have told me; nothing
new—-apmyer I knew weﬂ, ’bmtlmet

dreamt what it meant. Thank you so much.
1 shall mewer forget your words, and I be-

lieve in them’—‘Light in the Home’  °

" words, John.

" you as I do, I might not be thus

Their Experiment.
(‘Christian .Globe.”) 2

‘Where are you going John? asked Mrs.
Wilson, as her husband arose from the tea-
table, and took his hat.

‘Oh, 'm going out,’ was the careless re-
sponse.

‘But where?’

‘What odds does it make, Emma? I shall
be back at my usual time’

The young wife hesitated, and a quick flush
overspread her face. She seemed to have made
up her mind to speak plainly upon a subject
which had lain uneasily upon her heart for
some time, and she could not let the oppor-
tunity pass. It required an effert, but she
persevered.

‘Let me tell you what cdds it makes to me,’
she said, in a kind, but tremulous tonme. ‘If
I cannot have your company here at home,
I should at least feel much better if I knew
where you were.

‘But you know that I am safe, Emma;
what more can you ask?

‘I do not kmow that you are safe, John. I
know nothing about you when you are away.'

‘Pooh! Would you have it that I am not
capable of taking care of myself?

and

weoag construclion wpou My
Love is always anxiouns when
its dearvest object is away.' If I did not love
uneasy.
When you are at your place of business I
never feel thus, beause I know I can seek and
find you at any moment; but when you are
absent during- these long evenings, I get to
wondering where you are. Then I begin to
feel Jonesome; and so ove thought fo'lows an-
other, until I feel troubled and uneasy. Oh,
if you would stay with me a pmtwn of your
evenings!’ 12 (3

‘Aha! I thought that was what you were
aiming at,’ said John, with a playful shake
of the head. ‘You would have me here all
the evening. S

‘Well, can you wonder at it? returned
Emma. ‘I used to be very happy when you
came to spend an evening with me before we
were married; and I know I should be very
happy in your society mow.

‘Ah,) said John, with a smile, ‘those were
business mestings. We were acranging th»en
for the future.

‘And why not continue to do so, my hus-
band? I am sure we could be as happy now
as ever. If you will remember, one of our
plans was to make a home/

‘And haven’t we got one, Emma?’

‘We have a place in which to live, answer-
ed the wife, somewhat evasnely ‘Now, just
remember, my husband, that previcus to our
marriage, I had pleasant society all the
time. Of course I remained at home much of
my time; but I had a father and mother
there, a and 1 had brothers and sisters there;

‘You put a

~and our evemngs were happily spent. Final-

ly, I gave all up for you. I left the old

home, and sought a home with my husband.

And pow, have I not a right to expect some

of your companionship? How would you like

it to have me away every evening, while
vou were obliged to remain here alone?’
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‘Why, T should like it well enough.’
, ‘Ah, but you would not be willing to try
t.’

‘Yes, I would,’ said John, at a venture,
‘Will you remain here every evening next
week, and let me spend them among my fe-
male friends?’ asked Emma.

‘Certainly I will; and I assure you I shall
ot be so lonesome as you imagine,

With this the 'ixusband went out, and was
soon among his friends. He was a steady,
industrious man, and loved his wife truly;
but, 'ke thousands of others, he had contract-
ed a habit of spending his evenings abroad,
and thought of no harm. His only practical
idea of home seemed to be, that it was  a
place which his wife took care of, and where
he could eat, drink, and sleep, as long as he
could pay for it. His wife had frequently
acked him to stay at home +with her; but
she had never ventured upon any argument
before, and he had no conception of how much
she missed him. She always seemed happy
when he came home; and he supposed she
could always be so.

Monday evening came, and John Wilson -
mained true to his promise. His wifz put on
her bonnet and shawl; and he said he would
remain and ‘keep house.

‘What will you do while I am gone?
Emma asked.

‘Oh, I ghall read, and sing, and enjoy my-
self generally.

‘Very well. I shall be back in good time.

The wife went out, and the husbhand was
left alone. He had an interesting book, and
he began to read it. He read till eight o'clock;,
and then he began to yawn, and refer fre-
quently to the clock. The book did not in-
terest him as usual. Ever and anon he would
come to a passage which he knew would
please his wife, and instinctively he tufrned
as though he would read it aloud; but there
was no wife to hear it. At half-past = eight
he arose from his chair and began to pace the
floor, Then he went end got his flute, and
performed several of his favorite airs, Final-
ly the clock/struck nine, and. his wife return-
ed.

‘Well, John, I am back in good time. How
have you enjoyed yourself?’

‘Capitally. I had no idea it was so late. I
hope you have had a pleasant evening?’

‘Oh, splendid! I had no idea how much en-
joyment there was away from home. Home
is a dull place, after all, isn’t it?

‘Why, no; I can’t say it is,” returned John.
‘I rather like it.!

Im glad of that retorted Emma; ‘for we
shall both enjoy ourselves mow. You shall
have a nice comfortable week of it/

Joan winced at this; but he kept his coun-
tenance, and determined to stand it out,

On the next evening Emma prepared to go
away again.

‘I shall be back in good time, she mid.

‘Where ate you going?’ her husband asked.

‘Oh, I can’t tell exactly. I may go to sev-
«ral places.

So Jphn Wilson was left alone again, and
he tried to amuse himself as before; but he
found it hard work. Ever and anon he would
cast his eyes upon that empty chair; and
the thought would come; ‘How pleasant it
would be if she were here!” The clock finally
struck nine, and he began to listen for the
step of his wife. Half an hour more slipped
by, and he became very nervous and uneasy,

‘I .declare,” he muttered to himself, after
he had listened for some time in vain, ‘this
is too bad. She ought not to stay out so
late!”

But he happened to remember that ha of-
ten remained 'away much later than that;
s0 he concluded that he must make the best
of it.

At fifteen minutes to ten Emma came.

‘A little late, am I not?’ she said, looking
up at the clock. ‘But I fell in with some old
friends. How have you enjoyed yourself?’

‘First-rate, weturned John, bravely. %
think home is a great place. 3

“Especially when one can have it all to
himself, added the wife, with a sidelong
glance at her husband.

But he made no reply.

On the next evening Emma prepared to go
out as before; but this time she kissed her
husband ere she went, and seemed to hesi-
tate somewhat.

‘Where do you think of going?’ John ask-
ed, in an undertone,

I may drop in to see Uncle John geplied
Emma. ‘However, you won’t be uneasy.
You'll know Im safe.
~ ‘Oh, certainly.

When the husband was left to his own
reflections he began to ponder seriously upon
the subject thus presented for consideration.
He could not read, he could not play, ne
could not enjoy himself in any ‘way ‘vhile
that arm chair was empty. In short, he found
that home had no real comfort without his
wife, The one thing needed to make his
home cheerful was mot present.

‘I declare,” he said to himself, ‘I did not
think it would be lonesome. And can it be
that she feels as I do, when she ds here all
alone? It must be so, he pursued, thought-
fully. ‘It is just as she. says. Before we
were married, she was very happy in her
childhood’s home. Her parents loved her,
and her brothers and sisters loved her, and
they did all they could to make her comfort-
able’

After this he walked wup and down the
tcom several times, and then stopped again
and communed with himself. ‘I can’t stand
this. I should die in a week. If Emma were
only hese I think I could amuse myself very
well. How lonesome and dreary iF is, And
only eight o’clock., I declare I've a mind to
walk down to Uncle John's, and see if she i3
there. It would be a relief to see her face. I
won't go in. She shan’t kmow yet that I
hold out so faintly.

John Wilson took another turn across the

room, glanced once more at the clock, and
then took his hat and went out. He locked
the door after him, and then bent this steps
towards Uncle Jehn's. It was a beautiful
moonlight evening, and the air was keen and
bracing. He was walking qlong,.when he
heard a light step approaching him. He
looked up, and—he could not be mistaken-f-
saw hio wife. His first impulse was to avoid
ber, but she had recognized him.

‘John, she said, in surprise, ‘is this you?’

“It is, was the response.

‘And you do not pass your evenings at
home?’ she asked.

“This is the first time I have been-out,
Emma, upon my word; and even now I have
not been absent from the house ten minutes,
I merely came out to take the fresh air, But
where are you going?’ !

‘1 am going home, John. Will you go with
me?’

‘Certainly,’ he returned.

She took hig-arm, and they walked home
in silence.

‘When Emma had taken off her things, she
sat down and gazed up at the clock.

‘You came home early to-night) remarked
Tohn.

The young wife looked up into her hus-
band’s face, and, with an expression half-
smiling and half-tearful, she answered.

I will confegs the truth, John. I have
given up the experiment. I managed to stand
it last evening; but I could not stand it
through to-night. = When I thought of - you
here all alone, I wanted to be with you. It
didn’t seem right. I haven’t enjoyed myselt
at all. I have no home but this.’

‘Say you so, cried John, moving his seat
to his wife’s side, and taking ome of ' her
hands. ‘Then let me make my confession.
I have stood it not a whit better. When I
left the house this evening I could bear it no
longer. I found that this was mo @ome for
me while my sweet wife was absent. I
thought I would walk down to Uncle John’s,
and see your face, if possible. I had gazed
upen your empty chair till my heart ached.

He kissed her as he spok2, and then addéd,

-while she reclined her head upon his arm:

‘I have learned a very good lesson. Your
presence here is like the bursting forth of the
sun after a storm; and if you love me ag I
love you—which, of course, I cannot doubt
—my presence may afford some sunlight for
you. At all events, our next experiment shall
be to that effect. I will try and ses.how
much home comfort we can find while we
are both here to enjoy it.’

Emma was too happy to express joy i
ymrds; but she expressed it ngverthll?esf};;g
mT; mann:r, too, not to be mistaken,

he next evening was spen .
bogh husband and wife; it I:a: jx:.e h«ffmx:ug.
enjoyment. In a short time John began to
reahz_e how much comfort was to be found in
a quiet and peaceful home; and the longer
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he enjoyed this eomfort the more plainly did
he see and understand the simple truth, that
it takes two to make a happy home; and that
if the wife is one party, thehusband must be
ithe other?

The Maple Leaf Forever and
Everyone.

Large numbers of schools and scholars are
hasténing to take advantage of our Maple
Leaf offer while it holds good. In many cases
the teacher is the one to take the matter up,
and remits the order for almost the entire
sc'hsoo: I. So fully do practical educationists
realize the value of the conmcrete in the teach-
ing of patriotism, ; ;

One “teacher in Nova Scotia says: ‘Do not
fail to send the flags and badges, as the
children are as eager to have them as to have
the pins’ Well they might be, for every.
one pronounces these very attractive, and we
give them as extras with each pin in all
school orders of tem or over.

v Another feature of our offer that makes
it ‘more than the money’s worth, as one
school votes it, is that where pupils already
get our papers in their homes, they may give
with their order, not their own name, but
that of some friend elsewhere in Canada,
perhaps some recent settler in the new west
or some brother or sister away from home,
who t?hvusbomay enjoy the month’s free sub-
scription two good weeki ¢rs; namel

bt “Weehly' Witness. ‘sull Craadie, Sasn.
stead, and the ‘Northern Messenger.’ g

Every true Canadian wants to give expres-
sion to his feelings on Empire Duy,  Domin-
lon Day, and other national holidays; our
Maple Leaf offer will help you do it. 'Reud
our advertisement through carefully and act
promptly cn it. | ' '

EVERY ONE DELIGHTED. :

e AIyﬂmer East, Que, May 1a,
r Sirs,~I received the pi b
and badges in good order, Mmu’ b

Promptiy. And
everybody was well pleased with: the ‘ping,

flags and badges that they got. We g0t more
than our money’s worth. ¢ :
Yours truly, ‘ :
VIOLET M. GRIMES.

Specfal Notice.

When ordering Maple Leaf Emblems, if yog
are already receiving in your homes one or
both of the two papers we o_ﬁef, we s‘;au. be
pleased to send the free trial sulgscrxptmns
to either paper to any address you select in
the Dominion. This is a good chance to in-
terest your friends in what interests you.

THE

RpLE LEAF

For Ever
and Everyone,

MAPLE LEAF E-zick PINS

for Em Day, Dominion Day, Class
Day and everyday. Fine, hard enamel,
m'mt cc‘.imnty, retai d25 tg 30 cents,’ 11111

ur coupon and and get one for 20
UBN’I‘S,‘I%%Iudinz “Weekly Witness
and Capadian Homestead” and * North-
ern Messenger” free for one month.

SCHOOL CHILDREN WILL
WANT THEM.

To schools, we %ive the pins or brooches
st Half-price for_quantities and_add
KFree a small silk Union Jack and silk
b&lggﬁ bearing vacl;;d:éh wait’g?rm&w :
P ars 00! er wil
each single order.

N

weesEpie s en e erviesan s iravsesrsene
Maple Leaf Department. ;
JOH:N’ DOUGALL & SON, Publishers,

""Witness’ Block,
Montreal, Can.
Please find d the sum of t by

cents for Maple Leaf....,. veesssDin,
Kindly send particulars of your special school offer.

"~ NAME,,,,,

vesvsnveee

ADDRESS, Toeserananieneses

)
d
"




== BBOYS AND GIRLSE=-

Rasmus, or the Making of a
Man.

(By Julia McNair Wright.)

By special arrangement with the National
Temperance Society and Publication
House, who hold the American
Copyright.

CHAPTER XVI—(Continued).

®Cause I'm only showing you the good

side. There’s a wrong side to this here wel-
wet carpet, brother, and a pretty side it
ain’t. There’s rags, and dirt, and }unger,

and cold, and dead bodies, and starved babies,
and widows and orphans, and broken heads,
and bruises, and fevers, and smells, and
smashed windows, and bare feet, and swearin’,
an ‘lyin’, and drinkin’, an’ fightin®, an’ stealin’,
an’ ravin’, an’ hell let loose is the name ot
it, and who is puttin’ out a hand to change
it?

‘A great many good people, I hope,’ said
Rodney.

‘Maybe that same, but it don’t seem to
make much impression., Seems as if all the
clean, strong hands in the world ought to be
stretched down into that black wickedness, to
drag out them as can’t help theirselves. Now,
Rod, here you be, standing on that very cor-
, mer, where I was knocked down, with my
basket in my hand, and all broke up, and
carried off to hospital, and lost my poor lit-
tle Robin. I can’t take you down in the
slums, where our house was, I often wonder
what happened to him that night, he a poor,
little lonesome fellow, crying and shivering
all by hisself, no one to get him a supper, and
a-fretting his little heart for me! T mind I
told him as I would bring him a apple, if
be’'d be good, and bide in, that rainy day.

Rasmus turned abruptly about, and on a
jog-trot sought the lodging-house, followed by
Rodney. He did not speak again that night,
but Rodney heard him sighing, until he fell
asleep, That fatal corner had recalled all the
bitter misery of the past.

The next morning the search for an uncle
was to be resumed. Rodney, after yesterday’s
experiences, had mot much courage; but Ras-
mus always renewed his youth every morn-
ing, and rose from sleep as a giant refreshed.
He told Rodney to ‘prink himself up as well
as he could, and he should do the same, for
brokers were a kind of apple that grew on
the very top of the tree” The simile seemed
to rouse ulterior considerations in the mind
of the valiant Rasmus, for he further observed
that, ‘Broker or no broker, if he gave them
any sass, as they got yesterday, he’d knock
the whole shop higher nor a kite. Thus Ras-
mus sallied forth, prepared for peace o
war, and Rodney followed humbly in the
shade of his muscular ‘gardeen.

The new address was found without diffi-
culty. It was a fine-looking, first floor of-
fice, several clerks being at various desks.
Rasmus asked for ‘Mr. Peter Waldon.

‘He is here, but he’s busy. What do you
want? I'll see to your business’ said an airy
clerk.

‘No, you wor’t. It's private, and" mighty
partic’lar.

‘Matter of a few hundred millions, I reck-
on?’ chuckled a junmior clerk—a very short
clerk, at a very tall desk. -

‘It’s worth more'n any millions, said Ras-
mus the determined.

‘Call again. To-day is a very busy day’

‘PH call “Mr. Waldon!” at the top of my
lungs, and you'll find they ain’t a very easy
 pair of bellowses, when I lets all steam off

‘Better let the old gentleman clean them

out for himse!f; suggested an older clerk,
a corner. ' S5 G

‘Mr. Waldon ard his private secretary are
in that rcom—take your chance there! said
the first intetlocutor. & !

Rasmus unabashed, said in his usual mild
r0ar: . : 3

~‘Come aleng, Rod. Well tackle ’em, and
led the way to the indicated @oor, which he
opened without ceremony.

It was an inner office, handsome and quiet.
A rich carpet on the floor, dark walnut furni-

~ to once, said Rasmus.

ture, telephone tubes on the .wall, a telegraph
key on a table in a cormer, and bending over
it, the electric tongue clicking under the tap
of his finger, was a figure, in partial gloom.
He lifted his hand, waving it backward, as if
for silence, as they entered, so that Rasmus
stood stock-still, and Rodney gently closed
the door behind them.

Thus they stood, but all Rasmus’ faculties
seemed concentrated on the figure tapping at
the mysterious key. Rodney saw that the
form was young and slender, and hair like

his own—golden, and half-curled, but longer -

and more profuse—fell aver his shoulders. Pre-
sently the click ceased.

‘What is it?’ asked the stranger, and turn-
ed to them, lifting himself, and stepping from
a stool—a youth of Rodney’s height, but
slightly humped at the shoulders, and with
a face of great beauty.

Rasmus’ eyes were set, his hands extend-
ed; great drops rolled over his face. He gave
a kind of cry that was not any articulate
word.

‘Robin!’ cried a voice—an o©ld voice—from
behind a curtain, ‘who is in the office?

‘Robin! Robin!” shrieked Rasmus, darting
forward. ‘Are you my own little Robin that
I lost? I'm Rasmus, Rasmus, don’t you mind?
—Rasmus! Are you my Robin, that they
took to the Home, when I was hurt, and that
a man ’dopted and carried away?’

He had reached the golden-headed secretary,
and grasped his arm.

‘Rasmus! Rasmus, my brother! Oh, I made
sure you were not dead! I've wanted you all
this while’ And the big, brawny brother,
and the little, curly-headed hump-back, were
in each other’'s arms, saying onmly, ‘Robin!’
‘Rasmus!’” ‘I knowed it!’” ‘I have looked for
you!’ 2

‘What's the matter?” demanded another
voice, and the curtain that divided the office
was pushed back by an old man. ‘What is
going on?*

Neither of the recovered brothers heard him.
They were all occupied, saying, ‘Robin, little
Robin!’ ‘Dear, big=Rasmus!’

‘What is it?’ said the old mian to Rodney.

‘Why—Rasmus seems to
brother. :

‘Rasmus! You don’t ray so? Is that the
Rasmus he is always talking about? Bless
my life! And how did he come here to look
for him?’

‘He didn’t. @

‘How did he get here, then?’

‘Why, he came with me. He was not ex-
pecting to find his brother, but I was look-
ing for my uncle)

‘Yes? Onme of my clerks? Very lucky, I'm
sure. What was your uncle’s name?’

‘Peter Waldon, sir/

‘Why, I'm Peter Waldon, but I didn’t know
I had any nephew. Who are you?’

‘My name’s Rodney Harris. Did you ever
wirite this letter to my mother?’ and Rod
held out the letter.

‘Rodney Harris! Why, I thought Pvdney
Harris was swept away in a house, and
drowned in the Ohio flood, last spring. Who
are you? Yes, I wrote this letter.

‘Why, I'm Rodney Harris, I was swept
away in my house, that ds, in Mr. Andrews’
house; but I was not drowned. I got in a tree,
and a steamboat took us off, Rasmus and me.
The captain could tell you. And Mr, Llewel-
lyn was on the boat, and he has been with
us ever since. He will be here in a day or
two. .

‘Why,; why, bless my life! Rodney Harris!
Mary’s boy! Come here till I get a good look
at you! Until I saw that in the paper, I did
not know Mary’s boy had escaped when she
was drowned.

*That was Mr. Andrews’ fault, sir; he has
written all about it in this note-book, said
Rodney, as Mr. Waldon pulled him to the
window, and scrutinized his face.

‘Yes, yes; you don’t need -any book! You
are like your mother, but more like your
grandmother, my dear little sister. She was
just like that, at your age! Let me see the
note-book! This has been a bad husiness.
Why in the world didn’t you come to me at
once ?’ y

‘Well, sir, I didn’t know as I'd find you—
or as youw'd want me—an—I didn’t have
enough money for a ticket—an—I thought I'd

have found his.

‘a place.

like a walk—and I didn’t know it would take
so long, not more than two weeks or so—and
I've been coming ever since,’

‘What! Walked! Walked! No, Mr. Jimson,
I'm not going to the Gold Board this morn-
ing; I'm engaged. You may go for me. Yes;
I don’t care what you do. I am teco busy to
talk business. Walked, boy? And you might
have got killed, or I might have died, and all
my money gone to strangers. My goodness!
you foolish child—walked. And I so grieved
that I had not known you all these years, and
had lost you so. Very wrong—this Andrews
—very bad man, only he’s dead, and you are
here—and so we'll forgive him. And so Robin
has found his brother! How did you fall in
with him?’

‘Why, he found me floating away in my
house, and took me out, or I'd have been
drowned. He has come all the way with me.
Rasmus is a splendid fellow.

‘Mr, Waldon,” said the little private secre-~
tary, ‘this is my brother; he was a little fa-~
ther to me when I was a poor, hump-backed,
cross baby, and he has spent all his time foz
over ten years looking for me)

‘Bless my life! T’'m very glad to see him,
Could not have been more glad to see any-
body, except my nephew. Robin, this is my
nephew that I supposed was drowned last
spring. And it seems your brothe: was the
one that fished him out of the river. Shake
hands, Rasmus; you are welcome for my
nephew’s sake, and for~Robin’s sake, and for
your own sake,’

Rasmus gave Mr. Waldon’s wrinkled old
hand a mighty -shake, and benevolently re-
marked that he ‘was glad to know him, and
he seemed to be about the right sort.

Then Rasmus retutned to a sense of hig
wrongs, and glaring fiercely at his brother,
demanded why he had ‘not answered any of
his advertisements?’

‘Advertisements, my dear Rasmus, I nevet
saw any.

‘What do you read the papers for, thenf®
Or what's the use of my advertizin’ in the
“Herald”? Yes, in August?’

‘Why, Rasmus, we were up in the Adirone
dacks them, and did not see the newspapers/
said Mr. Waldon.

Rasmus’ sudden gloom lightened. He put hit

«arm over Robin’s shoulders. ‘Now, boy, I've

got you, and I'll keep you, and I’ll take cart
of you, never fear!’

‘But I don’t need any taking care of, said
Robin, cheerily. T live with Mr., Waldon,
and I get a salary of eighteen hurndred a
year.!

‘Eighteen hundred!' gasped Rasmus; ‘then
you don’t need me no more. You're a rich man,
and don’t need nothin’ of Rasmus. And Rod
don’t need me; he’s found his uncle, and will
go to college, and get all he wants.

‘Certainly he will) interjected Mr. Waldon,

‘But, Rasmus, I want you, if I can take
care of myself, Tve wanted you vver since
the last day I saw you. I’ve had you in my
mind day and night. Pm all glone in the
world, and you're my brother, I tell you, my
big brother Rasmus, you're not going to lose
me again. DI'll keep hold of you this time.

‘So you might,’ said Rod, ‘he is the best
fellow going! He said if I didn’t find my
uncle he’d work days’ wo'k, and give me all
his wages, and send me through college him-
self, and he’d have done it, too. And yes-
terday, when we were looking for my uncle,
and came on a Peter Waldon who had a
saloon, and said he was my uncle, and
wanted to keep me, Rasmus was ready to
fight all round rather than leave me in such
And he’s the strongest fellow ever
you saw, and the boldest; why, he’s afraid
of nothing!’

Greatly impressed by this eulogy of the
crimson Rasmus, Mr. Waldon rose up, and
shook hands a second time with much energy,
declaring ‘he was glad to meet him, and that
Robin was glad, and that Rodney was under
great obligations to him; and that though
Robin was a private secretary, making his
way in the world, “and dowmn for a little
something in my will,” his brother Rasmus
was by no means a superfluity in his exis-
tence. .

‘But how did you come by Robin?’ de-
manded Rodney.

‘T made that trip West, that I wrote of to
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wour mother. I made it four years ago. At
Denver I called on the widow of a gentleman
that I had had some business relations with.
I was sick at her house, and Robin here, who
lived with her, was very attentive to me. I
saw that he was very bright, and not fit for
hard work, and T took a great fancy to him.

The family had not been left well-off, and

this boy was an adoptien from a home in New
York. 1 offered to charge myself with his fu-
ture, and brought him East with me. I gave
him a year in a good French and German
school, and two years in a commercial col-
lege, and to learn telegraphy, and for a year
he has been my private secretary. He has
often told me of his forlorn early life, com-
forted only by his good brother Erasmus, and
Pve advertised for Rasmus, and looked for
him by means of the police, hoping to re-
store him to Robin. Now, Robin, I think we
had all better go home. We'll take our friends
to the house: we can get acquainted better
there,’

‘Our things’ said Rodney, ‘are down at a
lodging-house on Vesey St.eet, and Mr. Liew-
ellyn will be fhere to-mocrow.’

‘] don’t know who he is; said the old gen-
tleman; ‘but if he is a friend of yours he is
welcome. Rasmus shall come in 2-morrow
for the things, and take Mr. Llewellyn out to
the house too, and Il maks his acquaintance.
Robin, telephone to Jones, the outfitter, to
send a man out to the house this afternoon,
to take measures and an order’

Rasmys looked on with interest while
Robin telephoned to a distant and mysterious
individual kmown as Jones. Then they sent
for a coach, and were whirled off to the sta-
tion; caught a train, and rattled twenty miles
into the country, and walked®along a chest-
nut-shaded road to a great gate that o_pened
on a lawn, and there was an old-fashioned,
comfortable house, with gardens at the side
and behind, and a barn some ways off, and
distant cackling of hens, and coding of pigeons,
and a rising pasture-land, where cows were
feeding, and a sweep of field where corn stood
cut in yellow shocks. At all these sights the
raptures of Rasmus broke forth. ¢

“You never saw such a fellow,’ cried Rod-
ney laughing. ‘He is just mad over horses
and cows and pigs and chickens and farm-
work., And the farmers all say he beats every
man they ever saw for farm-wotk, and for
a knack at everything of that sort. Why, he
can graft trees and prune them, and cure sick
cattle, T tell you, Rasmus ought to have been
born with a farm on his hands.’

The shadow of anxiety wan lifted from
Rodney’s heart, and he overflowed with boy-
ish joy. He had found a relation, a kind,
gracious, dignified old gentleman; he was wel-
come; he had-a home. Rodney became in an
hour or two more his real self than the re-
pressing influences of his early 142 had ever
allowed him to be. He talked, he joked, he
daughed, he told adventures from “fis late
{rg, and his uncle heard with increasing de-
ight.

. ‘There is no reason - why Rasmus should

not have a farm on his hands, if he was not
born with one,’ he said. /

The hastily warned housekeper prepared a
great dinner. It was like the feast spread
before the returned prodigal son. After din-

* ner, ‘Jones’ man’ came, and Rodney was

placed like a lay figure, while ‘Jones’ man’

and Mr. Waldon discussed the proper outfit

for him, and Rodney was Ileft dumb with
wonder at the many things that were sup-
posed to be needful for one boy. %
Then Rasmus was called in, and ‘Jones’
man’ took an order for him, including the
long-desired suit of corduroy, and a suit of
gray tweed. After this, Rasmus and Robin
set off to view the farm, in its length and
breadth, and Rasmus was wonder-struck at
the fact of Robin’s having a little pony to
carry him round the farm, and to and from
the station.
“You've struck it rich, Robin,’ said Rasmus,
‘You cannot think how good God has been
to me all my life; said Robin. ‘The people
who took me when I was carried West, from
the Home, were just as kind as they could
be. I was taught, and had every good thing.
And then, Mr. Waldon has been like the best
of fathers to me’ -
‘And you are so learned, said Rasmus.
‘I'm glad of it, but you’ll be ashamed of me.

" I only learned to read and write, and figure

some, this summer.

‘That’s nothing’ said Robin, If youwll
take lessons of me, I'll teach you every even-
ing, until you are all right.

Meanwhile, Mr. Waldon was leaning back
commpdiously in his study-chair, and Rodney,
sitting on a window-sill, was rattling away
heterogeneous scenes from ‘his life. Finally he
struck the theme, Rasmus, and described
Rasmug’ speech to the mill men, and what
he was pleased to call Rasmu¢’ courtship of
the blooming Sally.

‘Now, see here, said Mr., Waldon, if he
proves the right man, he shall be my farmer.
I've wanted an enthusiastic, lusty farmer this
long while, and Robin can keep his accounts
for him. He must work up a little educa-
tion. I have a fine little farm-house here,
just on the rise of the hill, and why should
he mot marry Sally, say next spring, and
settle down here?’

Then Mr, Llewellyn was described and dis-
cussed, and Mr. Waldon said if Mr. Llewel-
lyn filled Rodney's ‘description of him, Mr.
Llewellyn should bs invited to spend the
winter there, and wuse the Waldon Ilibrary,
which was very good, and go to the Astor
library when he needed to do <o.

‘And you shall go to school, Rodney, and.

then to college, and if you keep straight, and
ayoid all drinking and gaming, and all evil
ways, you have a very fortunate life before
you, for all I have will be yours some day.’
‘T don’t know how I could go very far
crooked, with so many of what Rasmus calls
“gardeens,”’ laughed Rodney. ‘I have you
and Mr. Llewellyn, and Robin, and Rasmus;
and Rasmus is a very peremptory somt of
guardian when he chooses to be.’

And so the wanderings of Rodney and Ras-

mus were happily over.
The End.

~ The Message of Easter.

(Written for the ‘Messenger’ by Vera G.
" Vincent, aged 10, St. John, N.B.)
Do you hear it, the message of Easter,
That's veiced from the soul of the birds?
How it sings us the story of Easter,
In tomes that are eweeter than words?

And the lilies! Oh, list to their message,
That's whispered in fragrance and bloom,
Of the life that dis perfect in purpose,
A heart where the Master has room!

For the message of Easter is courage,
That lives through earth’s darkness and
cold,
And faith that is firm in its holding,
And love that can never grow old.

Arnd love of the Christ thlat is risenm,
Still lives in the heants of His own, !

While the story of Easter is echoed,
In blessom and odor and tone.

Till out from the failures and Ilcsses,
Nerw strength shall arise from the fray,
And the rest of the life shall be ¢ruer,
Because of each new Easter day.
————————

Observatipn. |

An old story, too good to be forgotten, is
that of ‘The Lost Camel’—A Dervish was
journeying alone in the desert, when two
merchants suddenly met him. ‘You have lost
a camel?’ said he to the merchants, ‘Indeed,
we have,” they replied. ‘Was he not blind in
his right eye and lame in his jeft leg? said
the Dervish.
chants. ‘Had he lost a front tooth?’ said tha
{Dervish. ‘He had, rejoined the merchants,
“And was he not loaded with honey on one
side, and wheat on the other?’ ‘Most certain-
ly he was,’ they replied; ‘and as you have
seen him so lately, and marked him so par-
ticularly, you can in all probability conduct
us unto him.! ‘My friends,’ said the Dervish,
‘I have never seen your camel, nor never
heard of him but from you’ ‘A pretty story,
truly,’ said the merchants, ‘but where are
the jewels which formed part of his cargo?’
‘I have meither seen your camel mnor your
jewels?’ repeated the Dervish. On this they
seized his persom, and forthwith hurried him
before the cadi, where, on the strictest search,
nothing could be found upon him, mor could
any evidence whatever be adduced to convict
him either of falsehood or of theft, They

‘He "was,’ replied the mer-’

June 1, 1906,

were about to proceed against him as a sor-
cerer, when the Dervish, with great calmness,
thus addressed the court: ‘I have been much
amused with your surprise, and own that
there has been some ground for your suspi-
cions; but I have lived long and alone, and I
can find ample scope for observation even in
a desert. I knew I had crossed the track of
a camel that had strayed from its owner, be-
ceuse I saw no mark of any human footstep
on the same route; I knew that the animal >
was blind in one eye, because it had cropped
the herbage only on one side of its path; and
I perceived that it was lame in one foot
from the faint impression which that par-
ticular foot had produced upon the sand; I
iconcluded that the animal had lost one tooth
because wherever it had grazed, a small tuft
of herbage was left uninjured in the centre
of its bite. As to that which formed the
burden of the beast, the busy ants informed
me that it was corn on the one side, and the
rclustering flies that it was honey on the
other.” &

i

The Sun Will Shine Again. |

A newsboy, thinly clad and drenched to the
skin by the soaking rain, stood shivering in
a doorway on a cold day in November. First
one bare foot and then another was lifted
from the pavement for a moment and placed i
against his leg to get a little warmth, Every . '
now and them his shrill ¢ry could bz heard
as he shouted, ‘Morning papers! Morning 4
papersl’ - ;

A gentleman, well protected by’ pilcloth
coat and umbrella, in passing, stopped to buy
?"1‘ lx:vapg, :ndf, noti:lilng the boy’s plight, saidsi G

1s kind of weather is pretty hard :
niy Ppretty on you,

Looking up with a cheery smile, he replied
I dow’t mind this much, Mister. The Sun witl :
shine again.’ : i

What a philosopher ‘the boy was! How
much better would it be if we all could Yearp '
to look at things from his stand-point! When
tasks come and the path of life is difficult:
cheer up. Keep a bright face and a bravé
heart. ‘The sun will shine agajn’—Selecteq,

Patriotism for the Kingdom :
of Heaven.

‘The Sunday school was never so well 3
equipped as to-day to teach the young’ sayg :
John Wantamaker. “Trading-stamp days and 5
methods are past, we are using the training : .
stamp. The quality of teaching and teachers ¢
sas been greatly improved. Great as is the
need of good roads, in order to insure good
mail service and to increase the value of pro-
iperties, greater still is the need of good menm
and women. That's the need of the world,
The day school works with the boy above the
collar and below the knees, but the Sunday
school cares for the heart, and the whole boy.

The day school fills his arms with books, the
Sunday school gives him The Book and
reaches his heart. The weekday school works
only on some of the boy. It says: Whatever
is in him we'll get it out of him. The Sun-
day school says: Give me a boy, I'll teach
him good religious life, not a sectarian Me-
thodist or Baptist life. I’ll make a Christian
man out of him. The Sunday schosl is the
good shepherd; it completes the child; it has
a mother’s heart; it is a hand that has reme-
dies for the soul. It is as thoroughly organ=-
ized as the strongest bank in the country.
What is taught in the schools of to-day, will
color the life of the country in twenty-five /
years from now. The Sunday school is as
the planting of an acorn growing into a
stately oak which is overspreading the world.
Let us have patriotism for the kingdom of
heaven as well as for the Flag.—Selected,

fample Copies.

Any subscriber who would like to haye specls
men copies of the ‘Northern Messenger’ sent
to friends can send the names wilh addresses
and we will be pleased to supply them, frea
of cost. Sample copies of the ‘Witness’ and
'th;ld Wide’ will also be sent free on appli=
cation. :
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The Boy who *‘Took the Bun.’

“The other day,’ says a writer in the Aus-
tralian ‘Spectator, 9 was reading of a bun-
eating contest for boys that was down on the
programme of a lodge sports gathering., It
was thought more merriment would result
by having the item before lunch,

‘Five boys entered, and this is how the com-
petition was carried out:—

‘Buns were tied to a branch by a piece of
twine, and they dangled just within reach of
the boys’ mouths. - The boys’ hands were tied
behind their backs. A table clth was spread
on the ground, so that when the bun was
eaten through the centre, and it fell, it would
fall on something clean, and the boys could
then finish it, for finish it they had to. All
the buns were to be swung at the start, and
the finish was when a competitor eat the
whole of his cake and -whistled “Yank2e
Doodle.” The signal was given, and the fun
to the onlookers commenced. Oh, those boys!
Some tried to bite a piece out, while the
“tempting morsel” was swinging, and, of
course, failed. One lad chewed so hard in his
endeavors that the bun string broke. By
that time the other competitors had devour-
ed almost half theirs. The game was stopped
@ moment while the bun was again tied up.
“Off again” was the order. The poor lad tried
to steady his bun, and then began again with
the remark, “The Great Australian Bight”
(he meant “Bite,” for he took into his mouth
nearly the half of it, just like a boy.) As
the things slipped to the ground, so did their
masters follow them. The first to finish eat-
ing said he could not whistle, but when the
judges declined to accept him as the winner
‘he managed to make a faint whistle through
the line, and was declared the winner|
amidst wild excitement. The other three
were some time in finishing, and the fourth
gave up.

The game would prove a popular one for
summer picnics. It would be fun for the
children if the older ones tried dt in their
turn,

The Outcast.

He lived in an old tumble-down cottage on
the banks of the Nethan Water, about half
8 mile from the town. I knew him by sight
and repute rather tham by personal know-
fedge, though his shabby slouching figure was
often about the Nethan streets. He was gen-
erally supposed to be half-witted, and the
children in their eéarlier days were _terrified
at him, and had fastened on him the sobri-
quet of Bogey Bob.

Indeed he looked not unlike a bogey, with
his bent figure, clad for choice in an old
frock coat, and a tall hat drawn low over his
shaggy, gray hair. He was also clean, how-
ever, and managed to preserve in the evil
days that had fallen upon him, an air of re-
spectability, even dignity, that surprised
aany. H: was in-receipt of regular parish
velief. There had been a long dispute about
it when he first landed among us, the Guar-
dians properly holding that every pauper
should become chargeable to his own parish.
But the difticulty was to find Bogey Bob’s
parish. He seemed to be a cosmopolitan per-
som, a veritable of the world. They got tired

- discussing it at lemgth, and for well nigh

twenty years he had been in receipt of his re-
gular dole. He seemed to have taken some
sudden liking to the place, for after his first
coming to it he wandered no more. He took
possession of the crazy cottage on the Ne-

‘than Water, and nobody said him nay. The
~mmost human thing about him seemed gis love

for his little garden, which he made and

tended with surprising care and skill, eking

_out his allowance by selling fruit and vege-

tables in their season.

Those who had had any actual dealings

- with Bob spoke well of him, but he was a sad

¥

old reprobate of whom the minister could
mak? rothing. He never darkened a kirk door,
pleading his poverty, until one day, sore-

dy pressed, he drove the minister from the

door with threatening words and angry lo

felling him flatly he had 1o mind to sneak
_into heaven holding fast by a parson’s coat-

tails, hut would walk in straight of his own
accord. T had this from Mr. Wingate’s own

said with a sudden kindly impulse.

lips. The Cairn-Nethan boys were the chief
‘torment of the old man’s life. To them he
was legitimate game, and when everything
else in the shape of mischief or play palled,
they would hie them to Bogey Bob’s cottage
to stuff the keyhole or throw divots down the
chimney.

Then he would out after them with his
thick cudigel, chasing them down the road, with
manu utterings, as they went flying before
him in terror mot unmixed with unholy joy.
Little did they dream that he enjoyed the fun
as much, if not more, than any one of them.
For Bogey Bob lived for twenty long years
among us, and achieved that rare distinction
of keeping his real self an unsolved mys-
tery until the day of his death. At least un-
til it came very near, and then it was only I
who saw anything of the inner man, being
at the same time bound to complete and rigid
silence.

It was a cold afternoon in the late March,
a_day of bright sunshine, but with an easl
wind blowing that would ‘cut you in two,
which was a favorite Nethan expression. I
had just piled some more coals on the fire and
sent Jimmy Herd, the office boy, for my af-
ternoon cup of tea, when one of the clerks
knocked at the door,

‘There’s some one to see you, sir, on par-
ticular business,’ he said, and I imagined a
twinkle in his eye.

ho is it?’

It's—it’s Bogey Bob, sir; but he bade me
give his name as Mr. Robert Lawrence’

‘Oh, well, show Mr. Robert Lawrence in/’
I said. ‘Perhaps he wants to take out a sum-
mons against the laddies, Weatherhead, I
saw a tribe of them on his roof only yester-
day.

The lad departed with a broadening grin,
and presently returned, wecompanied by my
new client. He looked more respectable than
usual, and wore a coat that was quite de-
cent; also he had washed his face and brush-
ed the tangles out of hig grey hair. He now
looked a respectable old book canvasser pre-
pared to wheedle me into purchasing his
wares. Weatherhead placed a chair for him,
and closed the door. I bade him good-after-
noon, and asked him to be seated.

Somehow he interested me not a little, even
before he began to state his business. For
the first time I had an opportunity of study-
ing hils appea which was by no means
what I had hitherto imagined.

He sat there with considerable dignity,
and his face was the face of an educated
man, accustomed to think. And he wore his
somewhat obsolete garb with the air of a
man who had the right to it, rather than
with the slovenliness of one who is not asham-
ed to wear another man’s cast off clothes,

‘I have come to discuss a business matter
with you, Mr. Kirkland,’ he said, in a quiet,
well-modulated wvoice, ‘It will take a long
time, an hour at least.)

“Well, if it is to any purpose I can spare

_it) I replied, and at these words he set down

a little bag which he had carried in his hand
when he had entered. T noticed then that his

- hands were blue with cold, and that he gave

a quick shiver as if some sudden chill had
passed over him. Also, he lcoked very, very
old. I believed at the moment that he might
be any age from seventy to a hundred.

It is a cold aftermoon, Mr. Lawremce. I
‘Come
nearer to the fire, and if you are inclined to
such a homely beverage, I can offer you a cup
of tea) :

It was a most unprofessional and unusual
procedure, but Bogey Bob was rot a profes-
sional person, nor a client whom anyone could
take seriously. Then all the pahes of old
‘age, mever more accentuated than in the per-
sonality of an old man, came home to me, He
Jjooked at me with a quick, surprised expres-
sion. , g
You are very kind. Yes, I'll take the t‘éa,
and thank you. That’s an uncommon biting
wind, arid on the Boddam road you get its

full blast” ,
1 rang the bell, and Jimmy brought in the

little tray. When he saw who sat on the

chair he nearly dropped it in his sheer fright,

>

/
'3

~ for he had once beem a chief offender in the
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torment of Bogey Bob. The old man’s eye
twinkled as the lad incontinently disappeared.
‘I remember his face, he’s one ¢’ the deils

of Nethan, but they make the best men, Gie .

me a perfeck “0’ a laddie, there’s
thing in him he can lick into shape’

I agreed, and handed him a cup of hot tea,
which he drank gratefully. It brought the
color back to his wan face, and drove the
cold, wet moisture from his eyes. But he
would eat nothing, and immediately he be-
gan to fumble with the fastening of the bag,
from which he brought presently a great mass
of papers of all sorts neatly tied together,
with quite professional-looking red tape.

“There’s a goodish bit of business here, Mr.
Kirkland, and it's time I got it put straight.
I’m sixwyears by the allotted span, and my
days are numbered.

‘Are you feeling ill?’

‘T am illy he replied shortly. ‘I need no
doctor. I can doctor myself, and if I was put
to it, tell exactly how long I have to Jive’

‘That would be wvery convenient for some
of wus,’ I suggosbed. ‘Well, Mr. Lawrence,
what’s the business?’

I regarded him as a harmless lunatic, and
expected nothing but that the papers ha
handled so carefully would prove a mere mass
of rutbish. But in an idle hour, at the close
of a very full day, I could afford to humor
him. Suddenly he looked me full in the
face.

‘I see that you think any business poor
Bogey Bob might have to do could not be
werth much; perhaps not, but we’ll see. Tell
me, Mr. Kirkland, have you ever wondared
where I came from, or whom I might be?

I shook my head. I could not honestly say
that any such curiosity had disturbed the
even tenor of my way.

‘Or that I could have anything to leave,
but I've come here to get you to make my
will, or rather to attest it, for it is made al-
ready.

Now the use of the word attest, mo les3
than his whole attitude and expression, be-
trayed not only the educated man, -but the
man who had been accustomed to think and
to decide large issues for kimself, My in-
terest began to quicken. Perhaps there was
some mystery here, deeper and farther-reach-
ing than anybody dreamed.

‘You will pardon me for saying that I could
not expect a man in your circumstances to
have much to leave’

He sat back in his chair and looked at me
again with that straight, somewhat sad look.

‘What are my circumstances?’

I felt for the moment put out. Somehow
it seemed difficult to look him in the face
and tell him he was a pauper, which was,
however, the exact and true fact of the case.

T¥s a queer world! he said, amusingly,
without waiting for my reply, which reliev-
ed me considerably. ‘And a fool world as
well, judging a man always by the price of
the coat that is on hds back.

qt is sometimes the only guide we have, I
mad: answer. ‘We might as well say it is
unjust to judge a man by the company he
keeps.!

‘Well, maybe. Look here, Mr, Kirkland,
it's my will I want you to make. Shall we
get to business at once?’

‘Certainly if you like, ’'m wait'ng,’ I said,
and I suppose my lips must have smiled.
Then Bogey Bob set his mouth in a long
stern curve, and taking a big sheet of fool-
scap from among the rest of his collection,
cleared his throat. : :

I want you to listen; this is my last will

and testament, and when you have heard it
we can discuss the contents afterwards’
" ¢All right, I apswered. ‘May I get my
pipe, Mr. Lawrence? It is not businessy, but
this is a little out of the ordinary way of
business, I think.

He paused, and looked me straight in the
face. 2 ;
‘It's as good business as you ever did in
your life, and that yowll prove. I'd rather
yow'd give me your yhole attention, without
the pipe.

‘On, very well? I said, slightly nettled. ‘Ga
ahead.”

some-

-~

(To be continued.)
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Clever Doggies.

Did you ever hear of a d)z that
could go shopping for its mistress?
Good old Hero many a time has
gone with a note to the bakers and
returned with some nice fresh rolls

in his basket safely covered with a
white napkin,

Another very wise dog, I was
reading ol the other day, used to be
given o penny sometimes to go to,
tlle bakers and buy a bun for lum-
~ He was noticed with fresh
buns sometimes on days when -he
had been given mno money, and
by clote watching, his master found
that sometimes, vh n he was givin

m> ey and was not hungry, he,

would Thide the penny in a sale
place, to scratch itup laterand buy
just when he pleased.

~ Anotherdog who was a great pet,
was one day sent to the butcher’s
with a note from his master, ¢ Please
give Towser a sausage and charge
to me.” The butcher did so and
Towser had a fine dinner. Nearly
every day Towser came with his
note and got hisdinner in this way.
At the end of the month the bill

was sent in and the master at once
came down to say that something
must be wrong, as he had only
given Towser four or five ‘meat
orders, The shrewd dog had found
that a piece of white paper was
worth his dinner, and had hunted
up blank slips for hims:lf and
brought them to the butcher who,
after having read the first few
orders, took the rest without read-
ing them, and gave Towser the
meat. :
Here is the picture of another
clever dog, clever again over his
food, for that is what a dog might
be expected to think of, isn’'t it?
At a Salvation Army colony, the
people were éach supplied with a
dinner. Each one coming would
ring a bell. and his portion would
be passed out through a small trap
door by an attendant who often
did not see the person outside at
all. A doz watched one alter an-

other do this, and when the coast
was clear, pulled the bell, Out
came the dinner which it very
quickly ate. This was done for
several days belore the doggie was
found out..

=

Runav‘vay Ralph.

‘T won’t sta,y here .mother min-
ute, so there!” pouted little Ralph
Perl\ms. ‘There’s always some-
thing horrid to do mext.- In the
morning, [ must get up if 'm ever
8o sleepy, comb my hair,and bother
with shoe strings and neckties that
are 'most sure to get into knots,
It’s just the same all day; it grand-
father doesn’t ask me to do an
errand, mother is sure to want the

" chickens fed, or a basket of apples,
~ or some wood, or sonething!

I'nu

go where a boy can have a little

fun, and I guess every one will
miss me.” So filling his pockets
with ginger cookies and some

doughnuts that grandmother was

frying, he said: ‘Good-by, grand-

~mother; I’'m going away to find a
T'm tired of living

real jolly place.
on & stupid old farm.’

¢Good-by, dearie,” smiled grand- :

mother. ¢Come back to Thanks-
giving dinner, and eat sowme of my
punmpkin pie and turkey.

‘Why-ee!” thought Ralph; grand-

mother doesn’t care at all; but I
guess my mother will be sorry that
she made me work so hard.’

Mother lqoked surprised when
the eager little boy told his story.

¢Very well, Ralph,’ she said as
she kept on sewing: ‘only look
out for snakes and spiders and
cross dogs; when it gets dark be
sure you find a dry place to sleep.
Good-by.’

¢She never even Kkissed me!’
thought Ralph dolefully.

¢ Better take along some of these
apples, my boy,’ called grandmother
from the orchard. ‘You'll get
hungry by and by.’

‘Ralph’s going to run away!’
cried his sister Amy, “Oh, goody!
Now I can have all the cup cus-
tards.”.

¢ Amy is really glad I'm going,
thought Ralph, slamming the gate,
‘and nobydy seems to care much.’
Running away did not seem such
a grand frolic after all.

Just at dusk, a tired little fellow
crept softly through the hedge of
lilacs, around the grape vine to the
piazza and made a wild rush for
mother’s arms.

‘I couldn’t find a good place to
sleep, mother,” he sobbed. *¢There
wasn’t any fun; folks were cross
that lived where there were lawn
swings and croquet balls, and noe
body wanted me at all and there’s
cross dogs and policemen and every-
thing!  I'll bring in wood and run
errands all day to-morrow, mother!
Amy can have the cup custards if
she want's ’em, but please, grand-
mother, Id like another doughnut.'

—The Sunbeam.’ :

The Captain’s Ordcrs.

«How isit I don’t seem to hear
you speak bad words? asked an
‘old salt’ of a boy on board 4 mane-
of-war.

‘Oh, ’cause I don’t forget my
Captain’s orders,” answered the boy
brightly.

¢ Captain’s orders!” cried the old
sailor. ‘I didn’t know he gave

any.’
‘He did. Here they are. I will
read them over. <[ say unto you,

- swear not at all; neither by heaven
“for it is God's throne

nor by the
earth, for it is his footstool."
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¢« Thou shalt not take the name
of the Lord thy God in vain, for the

“Lord will not hold him guiltless

M

that taketh his name in vain.

¢ From the good old log-book,’
said the sailor. ‘Yes, you've got
your orders.’—Selected.

Nature Study.

This dear little goose of a girlie,
Who ever had notions like hers?
‘It I lived in an evergreen forest.
I'd never be cold!” she avers.
Aud how could that happen, my
dearest ?
¢ Why, 'cause’—her reply is the
clearest—
‘I'd go to the fir-tree that’s nearest,
And buy me a nice set of {urs!’

—*Century.’
—e s

The Remorseful Cakes.
A little boy named Thomas ate

Hot buckwheat cakes for tea—
A very rash proceeding, as

We presently shall see,

He went to bed at eight o'clock,
As all good children do,

But scarce had closed his little eyes,
When he most restless grew.

He dreamt a great big lion came
Aund ripped and raved and

roared—

- While on his breast two furious

bulls _
In mortal combat gored.

He dreamt he heard the flop of
wings
Within the chimney flue—
And down there crawled, to gnaw
hisears, = . :
“An awtul bugaboo!

When Thomas rose next morn his
face
Was pallid as a sheet;

‘I never more,’ he firmly said,

~ —Eugeune Field. s

- (By Georgin M. Root, in *Congre- .

¢ Will cakes for supper eat!’

—_—

Patty’s Pen ny#. %

gationalist and Christian World,”)

0, the beauty of that store win-
dow! Patty Price stood before it
with her brown eyes round with

" anticipation of good things to come.
 Her bare toes burrowed into the
~ sand and stones without feeling

- their hardness;

_her two short

_braids quivered with excitement,

and one little brown hand clasped
tichtly the penny that was to pur-
chase so much happiness.

What should it be? One thing
she knew—it was to be candy, for
it was so long since she had tasted
any that her mouth watered for it.
From the chocolate sticks, so tempt-
ing in their rich ‘brownness, her
eyes turned to the gayly-colored
papers of peppermint and winter-
green lozenges, and then strayed
on to brighten into determination
as she saw a box of colored candy
marbles, beautiful marbles,
and six for one cent! ‘Two for
each of us,’ said Patty to herself,
for she was a generous little soul
and always remembered little
brother and sister at home.

So intent was she on her choice
that she did not hear the sound of
wheels, nor did she see her good
friend, the rural postman, jump
from his delivery waggon with the
big mail bag in his hand. But he
saw her, and his jolly face broad-
ened into a smile as he said:

‘ Hulloa, Patty!
Miss Brown out ?

She turned, smilin g‘;brightly, and
answered, ¢ Hulloa, Mr, Rice.’

Then she went up to him and
slipped one hand confidingly into
the big one held out to her saying,;

such

Going to buy

‘See what I found ‘tﬁ:is morning,”
‘and, opening the other hand, dis-
played the moist treasure within.

“‘Why, let’s see that penny,
Patty,” said the postman with a
twinkle in his bright eye. *Why,
that looks just like the one I lost
yesterday alternoon? -

Then it was Mr. Rice’s penny
and not hers at all! © Poor Patty !
her heart seemed to sink right
down into her feet, it was such a
disappointment. Well one thing
was certain, she wouldn’t enjoy
buying candy right under his very

~eyes with a penny that he had said
~ was his. Sosheslipped away while -

the postman went on into the office

never thinking again of his joking-

words.” > e :

 She would go and ask Mother i

she ought to give it back to him.

Mother always knew what it was
best to do. So in haste she came

‘into the room where her mother

sat mending little garments in all
stages of dilapidation, and with
words tumbling over one another in

‘mother :

.ern
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their hurry, and with some tears,
finally made herself understood.
Mrs. Price.put her arm around
Patty and drew her close, while
her other worn hand gently
smoothed the roughened hair.

¢ Mother knows it's hard to give
it up, dear, when you have so few
pennies to spend for yourself, and
she’s sorry for her little girl, But
Mother knows, too, that you do not
want anything that does not belong
to you, and that you will be a brave
girl and give the penny to Mr.
Rice as he comes along. There he
comes up the street now!

Patty gave her mother a kiss,
wiped some tea~s away, and hurried
out to the gate where Mr. Rice
spied her standing as he came
driving along. He saw her little
outstretched hand, and, as he reined
up his horse, heard her childish
voice, ‘Here’'s your penny, Mr.
Rice.

For the first time, he remem-
bered his words at the office,

‘Why, Patty, child, he began,
‘did you think I really meant that
that was the penny 1 lost ? Bless
your heart, I lost my penny in a
village ten miles away. Now run
right off and spend that one quick
before any one else claims it.” And
with a hearty laugh and a ‘get up
there’ to his old horse he drove off.

Mrs. Price, watching from the
window, smiled and said, ‘I guess
it'’s all right,” as she saw Patty’s
flying feet disappearing down the
street, and a little later she was
sure for Patty burst in vehemently,
demanding: ¢ Where's Ruth and
Bennie? I've got something for
them.’

Then, with a big hug for her
¢ He was just joking,
Mother, and I didn’t have to give
it to him at all. But I'm glad I
did what you told me to for I feel
lots better inside.”

And Mother said, ‘I knew you
would.

A Bagster Bible Free.

Send three new subscriptions to the ‘North~
Messenger’ at forty cents each for one
yeat, and receive a nice Bagster Bible, bound
in black pebbled cloth with red edges, suit-
able for Sabbath or Day School.

Postage extra for Montreal and suburbs or foreign
countries, except United States and its dependencies;

. also Great Britian and Ireland, Transvaal, Bermuda,
_Barbadoes, British Honduras,

Ceylon, Gambia,
Sarawak, Bahama Islands, and Zanzibar. ' No exe
tra charge for postage in the countries named.
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Correspondence

E.,, Scotland.
Dear Editor,—I have been looking to see if
you get any letters from here, but as it is s0
far away, I have not seen any yet. I go to
school about three minutes’ walk from where
I stay, and I am in the fifth standard. I have
an uncle and aunt at St. Catharines, from
whom I get the ‘Messenger,’ and like it very
much, I will be twelve on the last day of
July. I am sending you some anagrams:
1st. There is a room with four cornmers;
there is a cat in each corner; three cats sit-
Ing before each cat, and a cat on each cat’s
tail. How many cats are in the room?
and. Twice eight are ten of us, ten of us
are three of us, and nine of us but four; six
af us are three of us, and five of us but four?
JEMIMA SWAN.

V., Ont.
Dear Editor,—I think I know the answer to
Barah Paul’s puzzle. It is a candle burning,
ecause the longer the candle stands the short-

doctor’s office, and the Public Library were
burned. I tried the Entrance Examination last
June, but I failed. I saw in Z. L. Foster’s
letter the question, ‘How many words are
there in the Bible?’ I think the answer is
773,746 words. I also saw in Vernd’s letter
the question: ‘Where is the world girl found
in the Bidle?” 1 think it ds mentioned in
Joel, the third verse of third chapter.
DOROTHY McLEOD.

P., Ont.

Dear Editor,—I am twelye years of age
and I go to school every day. I am in the
fourth reader. For pets I have a dog named
‘Laddie, a cat and a canary named ‘Dick.

I am very fond of reading. Some books I
have read are: ths ‘Elsie Series,’ ‘Uncle Tom’s
Cabin, ‘In his Steps, “The Old Curiosity
Shop,! and a great many others.

I wonder if any little girl’s birthday is on
the same date as mine (March 19).

SENETH E. M.

S, N.S.
Dear Editor,—My sister has taken the

OUR PICTURES.
i 5. ‘Sweet pea’ Lester B, Maliar (10), W-,,

1. ‘Jug’ Lauca Innes, R. H I
2. ‘A girl’ Eimer B, A, Ont. -
3. ‘Wrat makes a house look pleasant’

Grace Mattowson (ro), A, Mont.

4. *The summer sea. Augusta Metcalf (g)s
B., Ont.

6. “Two little maids’ Shirley Hood, H.,
iOnt. . .
7. ‘Hoppy” Roy W. G»obtfried,'(xo),_s., Ont.
8. ‘A bunch of roses’ Margaret Shipley.

=

er it grows, because the light burns the candle
and makes it shomter. I go to school near-
ly every day. I am in the third hook.

R. BROOMHEAD.

N. G, P.EL

Dear Editor,—I am nine years old, and g0
to svhool nearly every day. I am in the 4th
book. I have been taking the ‘Messenger’
nearly a year, and like it very much. 1 saw
some riddles in the last ‘Messenger,’ and 1
will send answers to a few of them. Why
are A, E and U the handsomest of vowels?
Because they are all found in beauty. What
can run, but cannét walk? A train. What
has a tongue, but cannot talk? A boot. What
comés once in every minute, twice in every
moment, and not once in seven years? The

letter M, /
s EMERSON WARREN.

: R., Ont.
Dear Editor,—We live in a small village,

»

but we have quite a few large stores here.

On the ist of February, about six o'clock in
the morning, a fire caught in a barber shop,

gnd the harbe:r shop, the butcher shop, the

- (A i

“Northern Messenger’ for a number of years.
We all like your paper Vvery much. I don’t go
to school this winter, but am staying home to
help mamma. 1 have two sisters and one
brother; they go to school every day. My
grandpa was our Baptist Minister for thirty-
six years. He was greatly loved. He died
about two years ago, and we all miss him so

much. We have anobher pastor, his name is

Mr. L., we all like him, and as he is a young
man he is more 'able to carrv on the church
work. I go to Sunday school, and am in the
second junior grade. This s quite a busy
place in the summer time. The Gypsum Co.
from New York have a number of steel
barges and vessels to be loaded, besides a
number of other sailing vessels which
Joad with lumber. In winter the ice closes up
our river, and it is not quite so pleasant.
> ANNIE WETHERS (age 14).
& ST, Ont. -
Dear Editor,—I am a little girl just going
on twelve years of age. I am.also answerin
and sending some puzzles. One answer t £
.pu:zle agkn?.llmh is, ‘What can run but 'cgnf
not W Answer, “Water! Second puzzle,
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‘What has a tongue but cannot talk?’ Answer,
‘Waggon.’ Third puzzle, ‘What is it which
comes once every minute, twice every mo-
ment, but not once in seven years?’ Answer,
the letter ‘M. I am also sending one. Where
is the word razor found dn the Bible?, and
what is the longest word in the Bible?. I
hope these two will be answered.
DOROTHY L. EMERY.

Y., N.S.
Dear Editor,—I go to scheol nearly  every
day, and I am in the fifth grade. Our tea-
cher’s name is Miss T. We all like her very
much. I have two brothers and two sisters. I
am the youngest of the family. Eva M.
Nichols was asking a riddle, which is: What
is big at the bottom, little at the top, thing
in the middle goes wibetywop? Is an old-
fashioned churn. There was another riddle in
the ‘Messenger’: What word, if one letter is
deducted from it will make you sick? I think
the answer is masic. I enjoy reading the

letters to the ‘Messenger’ very much.
C. L. BAIN (age 12).

H.,, Ont.
Dear Editor,—I have just begun to take the
‘Messenger,” and as I looked through it'I came
to the Correspondence page, which I read with
great pleasure, I am fourteen years old, and
am in the fifth reader. I will answer two
puzzles. 1. A thing that runs but cannot walk
is a river. 2. A thing that is large at the
bottom, small at the top, a thing in the cen-

tre goes whipitiwop, is your throat.
W. SMITH.

B., Ont.
Dear Editor,—This is my first letter to the
‘Messenger.” I take it, and I like it very well.
I saw some riddles. I think I have got the

_answer to. Norris Harries's riddle is the

‘donkey up,’ and Eva Nichols’s is a ‘churn.
WILLIE B.

—

“ e Y. C., Ont.
Dear Editor,—Our school has an attendance
of about fifty pupils. Our Christmas enter-
tainment last year was a success, although it
was-a disagreeable evening we had a fine
time. The programme consisted of a cantata
entitled the ‘Coming of Sambta’ The book I
got for attending Sunday School was ‘Girls
of the True Blue” This year we are learn-
ing verses to see who can receive the best
book.
CLARA A. MILLS (age 14).
e

C., N.B.

Dear Editor,—This is my second letter to

‘the ‘Messenger” The answer to Sarah E.

Paul’s riddle is a candle, and the answer {0
Amy Froat's riddle is a dog, and the dog’s
name was Yet, and he walked. I like the
story of ‘Rasmus, or the making of a Man’
very much. My little sister takes the ‘Nor-
thern Messenger.” She is six years old, and
when she was seven months old she and
mamma went through a railway bridge in a
train. The bridge was seventy-two feet high.
DELLA HETHERINGTON.

s N., Ont.

Dear Editor,—I think the answer to Eva
M. Nicholg’s riddle is a churn. The answer to
Joseph W. T.’s riddle is 117th Psalm. E.
Donaldson put in three riddles, two of which
I can answer. The first one is water, and the
other is a shce.

I hope someone will answer my riddle:

His eyes went to London, so he took off his
cap and drew off his gloves, what was his
name, I told you in it?

We did not have much sleighing mor skat-

'»ing here, but what we had we made good use

of. I got a pair of skates this winter, and
had lots of fun learning to skate. -
EMORY D.

e e el
Exqiring Subscriptions.

Would each subscriber kindly lodk at the
address tag on this paper? If the date there-
on is June,it is time that the renewals were
sent in so as to avoid losing a single copy. As
renewals always date from the expiry of t:e
old subscriptions, subscribers lose nothing by
remitting a little in advance. \ :
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Peter’s Great Confession.

Matthew xvi, 13-28,

Golden Text.

Thou art the Christ, the Son of the living
God.—Matt: xvi., 16. :

Home Readings,

Monday, June 4—Matt. xvi, 13-28.
Tuesday, June s5.—Matt, xvi, 1-12.
Wednesday, June 6.—Mark wviii., 22-30, !
Thursday, June 7.—John xx., 19-29.
Friday, Junke 8.—Luke ix, 18-27.
Saturday, June g.—Mark wviii, 10-21, »
Sunday, June 1o.—Matt. xviii., 15-20,

(By Davis W. Clark).

: In His last year, Jesus turned from the
multitude and concentrated His energies up-
on His disciples. His ministry to the throng
had proven a failure, His pearls of word
and deled had fallen before a brutish people.
To perpetuate His church after His depar-
ture, He turns to trim and square and polish
His apostles—as the foundation-stones that
are to bear aloft the superstruoture. Wit
this in view, He led them to Decapolis and
“Tyre and Sidon'and Caesarea-Philippi, locali-
ties where He was comparatively unknown.
In such places His course of private instruce
tion would be least interrupted by public de-
mands. . . Philip’s Caesarea was in
‘what has aptly been called ‘the Switzerland
of Palestine’ There was the ever-startling
contrast between arctic white and tropic em-
Lrald. As they walked amid the oleanders
and beside the gushing fountain, source of
the Jordan, they could lift their eyes to
snow-clad Hermon and Lebanon. It was a
school-room worthy at once of teacher and
taught. . . It was here that Jesus pro-
pounded that immleasurably importanmt ques-
tion, ‘Who do men say that I, the Son of
Man?' The question was only asked
that it might produce that dark back-ground
of an inadequate and erromsous public opin-
lon on which the fair confession of the

_aposties might stand out in pristine con-
trast.

. . . What a medley of opinions!
Somle joined guilty Antipas in the suspicion
that He was the Baptist come to life again;
others, that He was the fiery old reformer of
Carmel; others, the weeping prophet, come
to guide thlem to the ccypt of mature, where
He had hidden the golden ark of the temple.

Not a soul of the pecple rose to the height

of recognizing Him as the Messiah, Jesus
got exactly the anmswer He had anticipated.
He could not have been disappointled or cha-
grined by it. . He did expect more of
the chosen omes who had been His intimate
companions for two years. In this, too, He
was not disappointed. El cried, ‘The people
gay *his and that; but what do you say?’
Then that glorious sanctuary of natuwre rang
with the simplest, sublimest credo of all the
ages, as the ‘mouth of the aposties’ cried,
‘Thou art the Chuist, the Son of the Living
God.” In that word, Peller burst the shell of
an hereditary and universal misconception’ of
the nature cf the Messiah. He first spread
the wings of a true Mesvan': faith, and
soared above the temprcral idlas of throne,
army and conquest. . . At the sound of
this confession, Jesus was in a transport of
joy It wcpaid Him for all the toil, humi!i.a-
tion and sacrifice of Hi3 ministry. But while
joyously setting the seal of approval on

- Peter’s creed, He also avows its supernatural

/

- Jesus says: ‘My church

source, It came not from flesh and blood. It
originated not in himself, nor in some human
teacher. Tt was a revelation of the Father
in heaven. . . But what is the meaning
of this crucial affirmation? I do not join with
thode who say that Jesus addressed Peter
only as the spokesman of the apostles, and
that what He said to Peter applied equally
to all; nor with those who say that Peters
confession, not Peter's self, was ithe rock on
which Jlesus built His church, There are
current Protestant interpretations, but they
seem to require the subtlety sometimes attri-
outed to Romanism for their defemce. . . .
I would rathler take the language just as it
stands, and admit that Jesus built His church
upon the man Peter. But he is such a manas
Jesus describes—a man with a revelation;
a revelation that did not originate in himself
or in a fellow, but one that came from God;
a revelation received with faith and acknow-
ledged with joy. It is the man as a con-
fessor that forms the basis of the church.
Tile confession apart, be it never so ortho-
dox, is a dead thing, but the confession on
the lips and in the characteris the livest thing
in the world. . Well says the apostle,
‘No man can say that Jesus is the Christ ex-
cept God be with him.’ Of course, any on'e
could say the words by rote and parnot-like,
but no one can say them as they should be
said, in a manner pleasing to God, with right
emotions, with faith and love and loyalty,
until he has become a new cileature by the
regeneration of the Holy Ghost. In point of
time, Peter was the first to make confes-
sion in this manner. He was laid, therefore,
to use an oft-repeated figure of the New Tes-
tament, as the first living stone upon the
chief corner-stome. So everyone who says
that Jesus is the Christ—not by revelation
of flesh and blood, but of the Spirit which
has made him a new creature—becomes at
once a living stone, in that spiritual temple
wihosle walls are salvation and whose gates
ara praise.

THE TEACHER’'S LANTERN,

The gates of hades, the insatiable jaws,
soon or late, close upon all this world con-
tains. The powerful, the beautiful, the wise,
all alike, sink down in death, Institutioms,
arts, sciences, literatures, governments, the
remiorseless doors of oblivion close upon them.
But one thing survives the universal wreck.
. the gates of
hell shall not prevail against it’ One thing,
and that the best the earth comtains, escapes
the gaping mouth of death. . . Peter’s
Pentecogtal sermon was that heaven-given
key with which he opened the door of grace
to three thousand souls at once. w + The
positive emactments (whatsoever thou ghalt
bind), the abrogations (whatsoever thou shalt
loose), the legislation incidental to the growth
of the church, shall be approved and con-
firmed in heawven. Public annuncia-
tion of Messiahship was premature. The
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glorious seal of His resurrection from the
dead had not yet been affixed to His creden-
tials. So Jesus cautioned His apostles against
proclaiming Him as the Christ. . Sud-
den revulsion of feeling naturally followed,
when, with the same breath with which
Jesus affirmed the persistent survival of His
church, He warned His apostles of His own
approaching suffering and cruel death.

Flesh and blood reasserted itself in Peter,
when, in strongest deprecation, he cried, ‘Pity
thyself, Lord!” As Van Ammon remarks, he
was inclined to ‘put ChriSt under care as an
enthusiast who occupied himself with melan-
choly thoughts” The foundation stone, priz-
ed and honored by the Master a moment be-
fore with the inveteratemess of human na-
ture, suddenly transforms itself into a stum-
bling-block in his path. Stier says,
with his proverbially fine insight: ‘It was, in
fact, a severe and deep-searching temptation
for Jesus—this word of His dear Peter,
springing from a 2zeal which at hea:t was s0
well meant. He is sensitive upon the things
He must suffer. The apostle’s flogh and
blood expresses also what the flesh of the
Son of Man, resisting in human weakness,
had, long previous to Gethsemane, begun to
say in him.

C. E. Topic.

.Srun‘dmy., June 1o0.—~Topic—Chrimt’s tife, VI.
His relations to His disciples, and what He
expects of us, Matt. x., 16-33. '

Junior C. E. Topic,

A PRAISE MEETING.

Monday, June 4—A song of Mos:s. Ex. xv.,
1-4. ‘

Tuesday, June s—Miriam’s song. Ex.
Xv., 20, 21.

Wednesday, June 6—Deborah’s song.—
Judges v., 1-5. ;

; Thursday, June 7.—Hezekiah’s praise meet-
ing. II. Chron. xxix., 30. -
Friday, June 8.—David's
I, Chron. xvi, 4-15
Saturday, June g.—Praise ye the Lord. Ps.
cxlvi., 1,2. X
Sunday, June 1o0.—~Topic—Ore of David's
songs of praise. IL Sam. xxii, 1-4.

praise meeting.

Far too much of our church, socicty and in-
dividual work is attempted in and through
the mere humar. Let fis ever strive to realize
that the utmost we can hope to become is a
veice, a pen, a hand, an arrow, a something
(mever a nothing) in the control of our Lord.
Tt is honour enough for any child 27 man to
be used in any way, in any place, in any
manner. Higher honor than 'being used by
Jesus Christ is impossible. Morning and noeon
and evening let us cultivate the hab't of as-
certaining whether we are 'being used by out
Lord or whether we are simply using our-
selves.—‘Morning Star.

ﬂ |

NEW ‘ MESSENGER’ STORY

GOUPON.

¢ friend.

ister, Supserinteadent

=

§§ remembered.

FLEASE SHOW

quantities of ten or more.

We have been most fortunate in securing *Saint Cecilia
of the Court,’ the new Serial Story that has just finished run-
ning in the ‘S.S. Times’ and was so much appreciated and
&2 talked about. The Sunday School teachers who have read
;2 it will agree with us that it is just the best possible kind
2§ of story for the ‘Messenger’, and one that will be long
It will ran for about three months
£7 during which such of your friends who have
never taken the ‘Messenger’ may unite to form
a club of three or more at TEN cents each.

SUNDAY SCHOOLS that have not been taking
the ‘ Mescenger * may Lave it while the story
‘runs at the rate of FIVE cents per scholar in

Meesrs.,
John Dougall
& Bon,

Publishers,
‘Witness ' Buildingy
Montroal.

Dear Sirg:—
I have not been taking the
‘Northern Messenger ' nor has it
been comingto my home for over
a year, I would like to take it on
trial for three ymonths beginning with
the first issue of the now scrial entitled
“8t. Cecilia.”

Name of new Subscriber....cvieeearcoresnsenens

a4
A . o onds
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¢Saint Cecilia of the Court,” the new serial,

will begin in next weelk’s

‘Messenger.’
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Practical Temperance.

Some time ago the Boston and Maine Rail-
road, at the suggestion of its president,
bought a hotel at Rotterdam, N.Y. where
liquor had previcusly been freely sold, and
turned it into a headquarters for religious
work among the railroad men who congregate
in large numbers in that town so full of
saloons The investment has already paid
excellently well in moral result, and we be-
lieve also in pecuniary returns. The tone of
the railroad men has greatly imp-oved, and
the work they now do is of a higher grade.
This was certainly a very practical way to
fight the salcons—by buying out the devil,
as it were. A good wo'k is also being done
among the railroad men at Woodsville, in
New Hampshire, on the line of the Boston
and Maine, which is a growing railway junc-
tion point. . The president of this road is
deserving of high praise for his efforts to im-
prove the morals of tkhe Boston and Maine
force since he became president of the com-
pany. He evidently believes that practical
religion is a true friend, both to capital and
labor,—‘Morning Star’

—ee P
In the Stocks.

Drunkenness in the time that is often er-
roneously referred to as the ‘goed old days/’
was punished by placing the sinner in the
stocks, where he was made the sport of all
passers-by.

In the year 1605 an Act was passed making
the fine for the offence of too much drink
five shillings, or six hours in the stocks.

Cardinal Wolsey was, about the year 1500,
the incumbent of Lymington, mnear Yeovi!,
and at the village feast he overstepped the
limits of tempe:ance, with the result that Sir
Amias Poulett, who was the local magistrate,
and a strict moralist, ordered him to be con-
fined in the village stocks.

A curious use of the stocks was madle by
the constables, who were entitled as of right
by common law, to use them as a sort o:
handcuffs. If they caught an unruly prison-
®r, they were allowed to place him tempor-
arily in the stocks, pending the artival of as-
sistance to take him to the lock-up.—Tem-
perance Leader.”

Why Take Chances.

It was in the early morning hours. No one
was about but the attaches of the mission
when this derelict ‘blew in’ He had no hat,

1o coat, no collar, no shoes. His visible garb
congisted of shirt, trousers, and socks. Where
was the rest of his clothing? He had sold it
for drink. Yes! sold it for d:ink and ac-
knowledged it. Do you know what that frenzy
is? God forbid. You do know what thirst is?
That is nothing ccmpared wiith the drunk-
ard’s desire for drink, Is not the young man
or woman a fool who takes chances on such
experiences when safety is assured by ab-
stinence?

Most young men and some young women
put themselves in danger of drunkenness.
Jack,Charlie and Mary and a host of cthers
say: ‘Why, I am in no danger of abusing my-
self with drink. A glass of wine or beer will
hurt no one.’ There are thousands of drunk-
ards in this State. From whence did they
come? Out of the multitude of tipplers! How
do you know that it will not be you next?

‘But,’ it may be urged, I do not belong t0
the same social order as these drunkards.
Lome with me. i

Blackwell’s Island in the East River is

" known almost everywhere the yame New
York is known. There is the most conspicu-
ous ‘workhouse’ in America. Who are its in-
mates? Principally men and women who were
sent there because of drink. Ninety per cent.
of the prisoners are the product of New Yorl

‘gin-mills! Fully 50 per cent. of all commit-
ments are ‘drunks’ From what rank in life
do these people come? Perhaps it would be
difficult to make a very correct census, as
most prisoners conceal their.identity as much
as possible. One incident that came under
my personal observation shows something of
the motley throng as well as the social char-
acter of it. The van in which the prisoners
were taken from the station-house to court
was over-crowded—two prisoners must sit on
the seat with the driver in full view of the
jeering crowds in the streets through which
they pass. There were a negip and a white-
man handcuffed to each other. Together they
had occupied th: same cell the preceding
night. The white man was a professional
man, a graduate of college, university, and
professional school. He was, or had been, re-
fined, cultured, and sersitive. The creature
to whom he was chaired was without other
raiment than trousers and shoes. He was
black as ebony. He had not long been in this
country. On both checks, from eyes to mouth,
were thiee deep hideous scars, the insignia of
some repulsive heathen rite or fetish. He was
a barbarian from some Pacific island or in-
terior Africa. Together these two faced the
judge—the barbarian first, the collegian next
—both charged with d:unkenness. Both re-
ceived the same sentence:’ ‘Ten dollars or ten
days.’ Together to the ‘Island’ they went.
Their association, begun in the station house,
was continued in the same cell throughout
the incarceration on the Island, Why take
chances on such an experience when you may
eliminate it by total abstinence?

There is arother place where this is even
Letter seen. That is Bellevue Hospital. Have
vou heard of the alcoholic ward there? If
possible, go visit it. If there can ke on earth
a nearer approach to hell than Ward 32,
Bellevue, may I rever ses it! Man after man
tied to his iron bed in the embrace of the
rum démon, raging with blood-curdling but
impotent profanity
(Sometimes every bed is full and the floor
covercd with mattresses, so great is the ‘de-
mand upon this ward). Wko are tive  poor
wretches? Professional men, business men,
mechanics, every class. Why take chances on
filling such a bed when total abstirence f;om
thy youth up will effectually protect you
against it?

The old M’Auley Mission in New York,
which fior eighteen years, under the
superintendency of S. H. Hadley, himself a
transformed inebriate, doubtless has received
more drunkards through its deors than any
other institution on earth. Whom do you find
there? Yes, the man from the lowest walks
of life, sociologically, By this I mean those
born in the low environment and without
great endowment. But you will find the pro-
fessional man, the business man, and the
skilled mechanic as well. One week in Au-
gust last, to this mission came two clergy-
men at different times. Neither had a coat,
on¢ had no outside shirt, only an undershi:t.
One had fled from his charge drunk but a
few days before. The same week there were
at the mission men who had be:n prosperous
in business and other professions. An attor-
ney who had held important offices in Eng-
tand and New York ‘drifted’ in to plead for a
prayer in his behalf. He was but partly clad,
and covered with vermin, Th: former mana-
ger of large apartment houses was another
visitor, and he, too, was ragged and filthy,
I am telling what I do know and what I with
my Oown eyes have seen,

The other night in the mission I heard a
business man say:—‘A young man who is
'k_nown to drink will have a hard time get-
ting a job in this town.’ He uttered the key-
note of the present business policy. The
young fellow who hopes to get on in the
world to-dg'y cannot experiment with drink.
'.l‘vhe world is moving so fast, and competition
is so sharp, that an office or store, bank or
factoyy, doep not have to deal with the un-
certain contingency of 3rink. Ability, talent,
genius will not save you any longer. There
was a time when the supply was not equal
to the demand, when the ‘brilliant’ fellow had
trial after trial given him, The supply is
equal to if not greater than the demang to-

in  hell=sent delirium.
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day. Firms will not be annoyed with the
trouble of a drinking man when they may
secure the services of one who does not drink,
Suppose you want any kind of job to-day in
our larger cities. What is the first question?
‘Do you drink? The ordinary laborer 18
now-a-days asked for ‘“references as to tem-
perate habits” The laborers at work in the
great tummel under the East River between
Manhattan and Brooklyn must be total ab-
stainers, both by order of the contractor and
the edict of Nature. The contractor cannot
afford to have the danger of a drinking man
in that tunnel.

Not so long ago the idea was prevalent that
much of the brilliant achievement of the
ages was the inspiration of the cup. The poet
and romancer of all ages and in almost every
literature has given rein to fancy in describ-
ing the pleasures and brilliant achievements
of wine and other inebriating drugs. The
notable exceptions are found in the religious
literatures of Mohammedan and Jew. History
is challenged to produce ome monument to
human ideas or ingenuity begotten by drink.
Among all the treasures of art and literature,
among all the structures of commerce and
industry, there is not one surviving product
of the cup.

No state has been erected; no battle won;
no architectural wonder conceived; no death-
less song ever sung; no life-like gtatue
chiselled; no soul-thrilling picture painted;
no epoch-making oration uttered; no great
fortune or business founded by men influ-
enced by drink.

‘Ah!” someone will say, ‘what of Byron and
Poe?’ There is no record of either of these
having written anything that has lived when
‘in drink. Neither did Burns. True, some
things are the aftermath of debauch, when
the soul falls back upon iteelf in utter dis-
tress, and wails forth its penitence in some
deathless minor, as did David in the sist
Psalm. This but proves the contention that
such things could not have béen born of drink.

The greatest material argument for total
abstinence in modern times is the defeat of
Russia by Japan. Russian soldiers and
sailers were notoriously intemperate, consum-
ing great quantities of vodka.” The Japanese
ar: conspicuously temperate; abstinent, The
world is beginning to see that drink reduces
the value of a man and jeopardises the vir-
tue of a woman,

Now, drunkenness is but an expression of
sin peculiar to come temperaments. Surren-
der to Christ, and the living of the life that
He lived will make efficient total abstinence
and also gain Eternal Life.—~‘Lincoln Maga-
zine,

‘One clearly recognizes that alcoholism is not
simply a physical disease but also a great
moral malady, and we therefore seek to lead
the patient to look upon life in a new way;
to persuade him to give up false friends and
old associations; and to make up his mind
that in the future he will under no circum-
stances whatever touch the poison that has
ruined his past’—S. Backwell Fenn, L.R.C.P,
in ‘British Medical Journal” a

— .

NORTHERN MESSENGER PRENMIUMS

A reliable and handsome Fountian Pen, usually
sold at $2.00, manufactured by Sandford & Ben-
nett, New York, given to ‘Messenger’ subscrib=
ers for a list of five new subscriptions to the
‘Northern Messenger’ at 40 cents each,

The People’'s Horse, Cattle, Sheep and Swine
Doctor.  This book gives a deseription of the
digseases of the Horse, Cattle, Sheep and Swine,
with exact doses of medicine. Usually sold at
$1.00, will be given to ‘Messenger’ subscribers
for a list of four new subscriptions to the ‘Nopr-
thern Messenger, at 40 cents each.

BAGSTER’S MINION BIBLE, suitable for
Sabbath School or Day School. Wach b‘il;u:c&
girl reader of the ‘Messenger’ should possess
one. Given for three new subscriptions to the
‘Northern Messenger' at 40 cents each.

BAGSTER’S LONG PRIMER BIBLE — A 5
some Bible, gilt edges, with the addition :ru 3‘(ln
pages, containing the following Valuablé Bible
Helps, Concordance, Alphabetical Index, Maps,
and Illustrations, with other aids to Bible
study. Given to ‘Messenger’ subscribers for
glrteeen ne:v 3osubscrlpuons to the ‘Northern

essenger’ a cents each
scriptions at 40 cents each, S Teh Wk
NOTE — Premiums, Clubs and other special sub-

scription offers are not a y
Montreal and Suburbs, TN T S iy
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Sewing and Applied Art.

‘In the question, “Will the woman of the
future sew?”’ says a writer in the ‘New Idea
‘Woman’s ' Magazine, lies much significance.
It means more than the actual words of the
query. Indeed, woman’s relation to the needle
is changing in exact relation to the evolution
of the home, concerning which we hear #
much in these days. So, in discussing’ the
question, “Will she sew ?” one necessiarily dis-
cusses the future of our home life.

‘Sewing has been since time immemorial
looked upon as woman’s most practical occu-
pation, unless we except cookery. Even t#en-
ty years ago the girl who couldn’t sew was
considered rather a poor candidate for mar-
riage. Of course, she should know how to sew.
It went without saying. And she generally
did. Moreover. ske was prepared to &v, and
intended to do, a large share of the sewing
for her children.

‘Those same children of hers are by this
time growing up, and it is to be doubted if
any one of the daughters contemplates mak-
ing the bulk of her children’s clothing. Not
that they are lazier or less wiliing to work.

‘No, the change is due to the progress of
the people as a whole. Machinery, pepartment
stores, the new occupations in which women
engage—these are among the influences that
not only reduce the cost of buying the cloth-
ing our mothers wused to make with such
weary stitches, but they have given women
s0 many mew things to do that the old-time
sewing is a waste of time. It is poor busi-
ness to spend a week making one’s child a
'summer dress when you can earn in any one
of a dozen ways, in the same time, enough
money to buy the child all the dresses she
needs for the season. . F

‘And yet it is the opinion of a good many
people who have thouglat on the subject that
sewing will become more popular with women
lthan ever before. One often hears men say:—
“I like to see women sew! I'd hate to think
they'd stop sewing”

‘Such men may quiet their fears, The
moment any useful art is taken gut of the
class of drudgery and is elevated to the rank

- of pleasant accomplishment, it finds countless

new (}evotees. Precisely this elevation is tak-
ing place with sewing. It is passi i
field of applied axtag e Ly
"’I‘Khe elements of beauty and usefulness com-
lblped are strong enough to keep almost any-
thlpg .alive. Women are developing these 18-
sibilities' in sewing and are leaving to manu-
factgrefs and wholesale dealers the heavy.
routine work that was always too arduqus a:
task for them, They thus become conservers
of the finest elements in a fire art’
———-—-.—_q

The Mother’s Pitfall.

- The dangers that cluster about the untried
feet of the young mother begin from the
very first dawnings of her babe’s intelligence.
Lo_n,z before she dreams of his knowing any-
thing, or receiving mental impressions, the
seeds are sowing for good or ill in his char-
acter. I have watched the growth of weeds
that, with the lightest touch, might have

e —————ee ey

The Celebrated
English Cocoa.

EPPSS

An admirable food, With all
itz natural qualities intact.
ol e e n Folmah
£ 8 system
: hea:.‘t'ih, and gmblea it to resist

COCOA

The Most Nutritioug
and vBconomica.l.

been flipped away from the tender seil; but
time passed by, and the intruder flourished
apace. Get control of your child- during the
first three years and you are sure of him,
The habit of disobedience and deference firm-
ly rooted then, he will never fail you in af-
ter years when he has slipped the apron-
leash. ‘Oh!” but the darling is too little te
whip,’ says the young mother. It may not
be necessary to whip. I have seen a rebel-
lious infant conquered by holding his hands.
You give him no pain, but when his strug-
gles fail to set him free, he comes soon to
learn that your will is stronger than his own,
and he bows to that authority. I knew a
mother whose eyes were all-powerful to
control. She had only to look her disappro-
bation, and thi naughty behavior ceased at
once.—‘Womankind.

Religious Notes.

The ‘following represents graphically the
growth of foreign missions: 1800, the foreigm
missionary societies numbered 7; 1900, they
numbered over 500; ‘1800, the income of seven
societies amounted to about $s50,000; 1900,
the income is over $15,000,000; 1800, the num-
ber of native communicants enrolled in Puo-
testant mission chunches was 7,000; 1900,
there are now 1,500,000 native commnn.icanxtg;
1800, the adherents of Protestant churches in
heathen lands were estimated at 1,500; 1900,
they number 3,500,000; 1800 not one unmar-
ried woman missionary in all heathen lands;
1900, there are at least 2,575; 1800, medical
missions were unknown; 1goo, there are now
more than soo medical missionaries, one-
fourth of this number being women.

It is estimated that 40,000,000 Wwomen are to
be found shut away in the zemanas of India
who can never be seen or prescribed for by a
man physician, What a sum of misery and
pain this fact represents! How wide a field
awaits here the women physicians of “our
own and other lands' whom the love of their
Master shall lead into this service! —‘Inter-
national Medical Missionary Report.’

The United States churches gave for foreign
missions last year about $6,000,000.
» The proprietor of a newly furnished New
York City hotel has given an order to a pub-
lishing- house for 200 Bibles, ' 1 have been
hearing 'a lot lately, he said, ‘about hotel
guests going wrong because there were no
Bibles in their rooms. Several years ago it
was the practice of many hotels to include a
Bible in the list of necessary furniture, Grad-
ually the people wio were back of the enter-
prise lost ‘oterest and the books disappeared.
It now seems that many persons, particularly
comimercial traveilers, - complain of missing
them. Frequently they read a c¢hapter before
going to bed just to drive away the blues,
but now they never get a chance to lodk in-.
side a Bihle. That being the case, it shall
not be said that any man stopping at my
house is driven fo perditior for the want of
a Bible)

The Hedjaz Railway, which isto unite Da-
‘mascus with Mecca, is being built for the
purpose of carrying pilgrims to and from the
latter, the holy city of Mussulmans. For the
larger part of its course of some 1,200 miles
the railway will pass through deserts, idle
and unfertile regioms. Sitill, it will benefit
some of the country about the Jordan, a dis-
trict whose crops have no market on account
of/ the want of transportation; and branch
lines for commercial and industrial uses will
be constructed. From Damascus to Maan,
about 400 miles, the line has been doingbusi-
ness for some months. The Germans super-
intend the undertaking, and Turkish soldiers
do the work; and they don’t get trade uniom
wages. To Mecca by rail, personally con-
ducted! The world is growing smaller every
day.

Despite the fact that less than six months
ago officials of the American Bible Sogiety
feared an indebtedmess of at least $75,000,

they reported to the members at the nine-
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 SICK HEADACHE

Positively cuared by
these Little Pills,
They also reliéve Dige
tress from Dyspepsia, Ine
digestion and Too Hearty
Eating, - A perfect reme
edy for Dizziness, Nauses,
Drowsiness, Bad Tasts
in the Mouth, Coateq
Tongue, Paln in the Side,
TORPID LIVER.
regulate the Bowels, Purely Vegetable,

SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE,
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REFUSE SUBSTITUTES.
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tieth annual meeting that the year had closed
with a balance on the right side., Furthezr-
more, there had been distributed Scripture
and  parts of Scripture in larger amounts
than in any previous year of the society’s
existence, The annual report showed that
2,236,755 Bibles were issued, of which only
94,367 were printed at the Bible House, the
Test being printed by the society on migsion
presses in China, Japan, Siam, Syria and
Turkey. The increase over the previous year
was 405,650 volumes.
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Doors and windows that are troublesome to
open and shut on account of being swollen
by degnp weather will often run easily if
oastiles soap is rubbed along the places that
stick fast,

> Only Ten Gents

to quickly introduce our fashionable
Jewellery catalogue. We send you
this Ladies’ 14 K. Gold Filled Ruby
Set Ring, Lord’s Prayer or initinl en-

ington, Ky , U.8.
Songs we sang in
10
ren's children will
Sweet Home — Iead, Kixxdly Light —
music, printed on good paper, and
best in song and sentiment is appre-

raved free. Send size. Shelby
- g
- ' \
2 -
childhood — that our
fathers and mothers
sing. Songs sung the world over in
every tongue.
Swing Low, Sweet Chariot— My O1d
Kentucky Home—Blue Bells of Scotland
bound in book form with illustrated
cover. It's a book that deserves a place
ciated. Senton receipt of roc.
THE C. S. CLARK COMPANY

ewellery Co., l\gf.g. Dept. 76, Cov-
26 of the melodies that never die
sang—that our child-
Such favoritesas Annie Laurie—Home, [
—Old Oaken Bucket, etc. Words and
in every home where the purest and
801456 " 2 . % Moncio, B.

$12 WOMEN’S SPRING SUITS, $4.50.

Made to order, Suits to $15. Rainconts, 8ilk Jackets, Linen
Suils, Skir's and  Waists, at manufacturers prices. Send for
new samples,

SOUTHCOTT SUIT €O., Dept. I, London, Ont,

8end for Mail Order Catal which ins  everything
you use at wholesale. :
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100 minutes during the next thirty days, if it means health for you? Can you atford 100 minutes
18 such an important factor in your sue- of your lifetime to insure for you new strength, new blood, new force, new energy, vigor, life

ceu:ﬂ;i happ! ness t{xgt utyou are 1&1 ut:: and happiness? That is all it takes—just one hundred minutes. Five minutes to write for it, five
m“m ,?c‘.‘e’,fgé‘x?o‘é‘fbu?‘.’bo‘iﬁ%°b'3’mx’3hé minutes to properly prepare it upon its arrival, three minutes each day for 30 da')l'.s to properly
err:per treatment immediatoly, before the | use it—just one hundred minutes altogether, just one hour and forty minutes. his is all you

e haa & ohanco (o become settied In. | risk—only one hundred minutes of your time. We risk all else. We risk the dollar package of
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in putting sach organ In s Borm, o0 Ton, | test it? You are to be the judge. If you need health, if you are sick and suffering, if you want

in substituting ErATTHE for ill health. health enough to risk 100 minutes, read our special offer, read what V.-O. is, and send for it today.

Read This Liberal . |women == IRH EUMATISM.

2 B with an i srabl —_— &
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2] diseases which are so com- F u d Yy One Month’s Treatment.
mon and prevalent among Urrorp, ONT.—Owing .fo exposure during &
r : severe weather in winter, I contracted Rheumatism. 8

? en- 4
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l' YOII Al‘e Slck X.?,_ the g?re-t m’:{ﬂ- from tﬁ, e,fu,-s veins, | lev us assure you that NPT to me, but got no i
)

enough for 3o days’ use, postpaid, and we want to send it to you on 30 days’ | Vite-Ore is the true relief ; . the pain §
trial. We don't want a penny—we just want you to try it, just want aletter | “Balm of Gilead” to every bothered me worse
from you asking for it, and will be glad to send it to you, We take abso~ § . woror. The many discased in the hip, making

futely all the risk—we take all chances. You don't a ny!  All we o o \ i

askdlys that you use V.-0. for 30 days and pay us $i.00 if 1 has helped you, | conditions  which  unit i fﬁ;ﬁ,&m‘}';:c"gg;ﬁ

if you are satisfied that it has done you more than $1.00 worth of positive, | women for the full enjoy- h while reading my [
, visible good. Otherwise you pay nothing, we ask nothing, we want | ment of life and its duties } {f ' _ < \) Bw!%!. 1 mw,{'ih,-

nothing, Can you notlsp-re 100 t:ll:mt‘%s ?:lrlng 'thotnexttoao dny:lto try it? | may be at once alleviated § | “f'en y“d(vl?mn‘:fl
o not give b minutes to write for it, § minutes properiy-preparc § -3 permanently  eradi 7, \ On. seeing. that it

Can

it up%n its arrival, and 3 minutes cach day for 30 days to use it. hat ic
all it takes. Cannot you give 100 minutes to insare for you new health cated by the proper use of
new strength, new blood, new force, new energ'i;, vigor, life and happiness ¢ | this  wonderful remedy.
You are to be the judge. We are satisfied with your decision, are perfecti:

willing to trust to your honor, to your judgment, as to whetherornot V-0 } , .\ .
has benefited you, Read what Vite-Ore is, and write today for a dolla: o R
package on this most liberal trial offer.
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