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JAMES RUSSEL
"~ LOWELL.

Of all the tributes
that can be paid to o
poct the highest,
someone has said, is
that he has revealed
truth, and stirred
-Inany to noble wetion.
Of all the poets of our
time, none can be
said to more truly de-
servethis tributo than
- James Russell Lowell,
Mr. W. T. Stead, late
of the Pall Mall Ga-
‘zette, and now of the
Reéview- of Reviews,
tells how he was first
roused from his
dreams and inspired
to begin practical
work for his fellows
by reading ‘““The:
Parable” and * Ix-
treme Unetion.”
The words ‘¢ What
bonds of love and
service bind this be-
ing to the world's sad
heart?’ he says, stung
him like a spur. It
has been stated on
good authority that
Myr. Gladstone’s
change of attitude on
the question of Irish
home rule, was in no
small measure duoe to
personal talks with
Mr. Lowell, and Mr,
Edmund Clarence
«Steadman is only one
of scores of writers
who speak with' re-
verence of the kindly .
critic who  was 0
réndy with deserved
praise, -and so warm
in his welcome to .
‘évery. young author
.with whom he came
in. contact. In giv-
ing o sketch of this

readers, we cannot do -
‘better than copy the
‘tribute of - Georgo
William  Curtis, in
Harper's Weekly.

Lowell,” he says, *is.
a grievous loss alike
to his country and

beautiful life to our -

" %t The death. of Mr.. .

his friends, Poet,
scholar, critic, and
statesman, he leaves
behind him no more
admirable master in
each department nor
any more truly repre-
sentative American
citizen. His career
was one of constant
and well balanced
progress, and lis in-
fluence upon the lite-
rary taste and moral

“earnestness of the

younger men of his
time was most stimu-
lating and beneficent.
With . Holmes and
Whittier, he was the
only survivor of the
great morning of our
literature. JIrving
was thivty-six years
his senior: Bryant,
twenty-five; Kmer-
son, sixteen; Haw-
thorne, fifteen; and
his friend and neigh-
bor, Longfellow,
twelve. Upon reach-
ing his scventieth
birthday, two years
ago, Lowell was sin-
gularly vigorous, with
the elasticity and
spiritof fiftyunabused
years. Dubfrom the
illness of a year later
he never récovered.
After a long absence
in Europe as minister
in Spain and Ing-
land, and a subse-
quent  residence in
this country with his
only child, a married
daughter, hereturned
to his own house in
Crmbridge, only to
dic ; and with him go
a charming genius, a
noble character, ex-
traoxdinary literary
acquirements, and a
picturesque, brilliant,
and delightful person-
ality.
“Intellectually,
Lowell was 'very re-
markable, Thequick- '

" ness, grasp, and ori-
ginality of his mind,

his keen wit, his ex-
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quisite humor, the fertility of his re-
source, and theopulenceand readiness ofhis
memory were always surprising. Of Puri-
tan descent, he was as characteristic a
new-Englander as Emerson, and his moral
nature wasas positive as his mental quality.
In his youth his verse inspired by anti-
slavery agitation wag so Tyrteean that to
the end of the orator's life it tipped, as
with white flame, the fiery dartsof Wen-
dell Philip's eloquence. But the poetic
imnagination chastened Lowell's ardor, and
mellowed the radical into the wise inter-
preter of the national conscience. Of tho
crucial American controversy of the cen-
tury, Lowell's Biglow Papers and DMrs,
Stowe’s Uncle Tow’s Cabin are the endur-
ing literary inonuments, and American pa-
triotism has no nobler expression and
English poetry no loftier strain than the
¢ Commemoration Ode.’

* Lowell's temperament was that of the
poet, and his life that of the scholar. Ile
was class poet at Iarvard when he was
nineteen ; he published his first volume of
poems when he was twenty-two. At
twenty-four he was cditor, with Robert
Carter, of aliterary magazine. At twenty-
five he published another volume of poems;
and at twenty-six a volume of criticism
upon some of tho old poets. Before he
was thirty he had published *‘ The vision of
St, Launfal,” **A Fable for Critics,” and the
first series of the Biglow Papers. At thirty-
six he succceded Longfellow at Harvard as
Professor of Modern Languages and Litera-
ture. He was ecditor of the Atlantic
Monthly for five years and of the North
American Review for nine years. He
published, between 1864 and 1870, a series
of new Biglow Papers, two volumes of
poems, the Fiveside Travels, and two vol-
umes of critical essays, Among my Books
and My Stwdy Windows. His last work
wag IHeartease and Rue, a volume of poems
issued in 1888. In England, before he
was Minister, hereceived in person the de-
gree of D, C. L. from Oxford, and from
Cambridge that of LL. D., and, while
still Minister in England, he was elected
Lord Rector of St. Andrews University,
but resigned the oftice as incompatible with
his diplomatic position, » g

His wide mastery of literaturc gave his
own works extraordinary and captivating
richness of illustration ; for he carried his
learning lightly, and with the grace of a
prince wearing an embroidered mantle.
He was the master, not the victim, of what
he knew. His acquirements were never
chains of pedantry ; they were the golden
armor of a vigorous manhood and of a pa-
triotic citizenship.

¢“Mr. Lowell's interest in public affairs
was that of a clear-sighted man who knew
history and other nations, and had the
strongest faith in 8 government based upon
popular intelligence. The country never
senb abroad in the person of its minister a
better American. His patriotism was not
the brag of conceit nor the blindness of
ignorance, and the America of the hope
and faith of its noblest children was never
depicted with more searching insight than
in his plea for democracy spoken at a
mechanics’ institute while he was Minster

in Englind ; nor were the manly indepen-

dence and courtesy of the American cha-
racter ever more finely illustrated than'in
his essay upon ‘‘a certain condescensionin
foreigners.” It was a patriotism which
did not admit that arrogance and conceit
and blatant self-assertion are peculiarly
American, nor -insist that everything
American was for tlat reason better than
everything which was not American. Tt
was never unmindful that the root of our
political system and of our national cha-
racter was not aboriginally American, nor
did it deny to the traditions of an older
civilization and to the life of older nations
a charm distinctively their own. Our
literature has mno work more essentially
American than the Biglow Papers, not only
in the dialect forn, but in its dramatic
portraiture of the popular conscience of
New England, of Lincoln’s ¢ plain people”
who have given the distinctive impulse to
American civilization, and from whose vir-
tues has largely sprung the American char-
ncter. It is worth while to lay stress upon
this quality of Mr. Lowell, because it is
the one to which much of his peculiar in-
fluence is due, yet which is often over-
looked or denied. That™ influence sprang
from the humanity of his genius, his gene-
ral sympathy with noble aspivation: and

endeavor, his political independence, and
his steadfaist fidelity to the high ideals of
his youth. + Something of his personal fas-
cination is felt both in his poetry and his
prose, and he has.so cheered and inspired
much of the best American life of his time
that his death will fall as a bercavement
upon multitudes who mever saw his face.”

————
WHAT A TEACHER OWES THE
SCHOLAR.

BY SARAH ALLEN,
Much has been said and written about

the good that Sunday-school teachers have:

done their classes. It secms to me that,
in many cases, the obligation is on the
other side, if the teachers only knew it.

I am personally acguainted with a lady
who, in the two years she has been teach-
ing her class of boys, or, rather, young
men, has been benefited physically, intel-
lectually, and spiribually. Some ' may
wonder how a Sunday-school class of boys
could in any way contribute to the physical
well-being of & lady. This lady and her
boyslive in a town small enough that she
can see and know more of them than an
hour once a week and an oceasional call.

Sho studies them as well as they study
her, finds out what they are interested in,
that she can share with them. In winter,
merry hours she spends with them on the
ice, sho-learns their gallantry and polite-
ness when her skate-straps need tightening
or a rough place is to be helped over. (e-
casional days are spent, in the summer,
picnicking or chestnuting. -

One of tho boysis something of an artist,
having a decided talent in that direction ;
and, in order to help and encourage, the
teacher studies art in a way that, she
never did before. Two more are black-
smiths, She now knows the difference
between the common horseshoe and a
never-slip. A waggon-tire is more than a
band of iron around a wheel. Three more
are teachers in the district school, and she
takes a deep interest in school methods, in
order, she tells herself, to have the boys
know she is interested in what they are
doing ; but, in reality, it is doing her the
most good. Still another is studying
chemistry, along with his-evéry-day work,
preparing to go into a drug-store ; and she
actually hunted a book on that subject,
and is reading it cavefully. Two more are
working on their fathers’ farms, and she is
able to talk intellizently on almost every-
thing pertaining totheir work, but only by
making it a point to get all the information
possible on the subject. -

‘But, above and beyond all these, they
are helping her to a better life. They will
nevor know, thisside of eternity, what their
unconscious influence has done to make
her life nearer the divine Pattern.. Very
faulty and impertect she knows herself fo
be ; but, for the sake of the boys that she
has grown to Jove so dearly, she is learning
lessons of patience, self-control, charity,
and a better knowledge of the Bible,
Do you who are teachers ever stop to think
of the benefit you derive from the study
of the lesson from week to week? If it
were not for that class of yours, do you
think you would study it as carefully or as
prayerfully?  This thing for thas particular
scholar, or that for another, must first get
into your own heart before it can réach
theirs, Unless you are a teacher six days
of the week by your influence and example,
that one short hour on the seventh will
neither benefit you nor your class. One
who is conscientiously trying to help others
will #‘avoid all appearance of evil.” Young

eyes are sharp eves to see flaws.— Eachange.
———— v
SUNDAY-SCHOOL WORK.
BY GEO. SCHWEITZER.

1. The superintendent should, upon the
acceptance of the position to which he has
been clected, have full athorityand control
of the many dutics that belong to the oftice.
There shouldbe no division of his authority.
He should appear always before the school

as the head, and beallowed to pursue such | £

methods as, in his judgment, will be for
the best interests of the school.. '

2. Theroe should be unity of purpose and
effort on .tho part of all workers in the
school, No self-interest should take the
place of soul-interest. Differences will
arise, several methods of work will be
honestly suggested, but, upon theé adoption

.of any method or plan of labor, all should

unitedly give their hearty support. Suc-

cess is rarely know in a school where per-

sonal preference takes the place of united
action, . : .

3. Consecration is a work often spoken ;
so often that.its meaning is lost sight of.
A teacher and officer of a school should
realize, upon entering the important work

of teaching souls the way of life, that thore |

must ‘be consecration on his part to the
work. The importance of it should lead
him to give to it his best thought, his ta-
lents, his money, his time.

4. Conversions should be expected. It
is for this we labor and pray, and yet sue-
cess should not always be determined by
the number of those who are brought to a
saving knowledge of the truth. A teacher’s
work is not a failure; who, having faith-
fully and earnestly sowed the seed, real-
izes not the happy experience of other
teachers who see the fruit- of their Inabor.
Oue sows ; another reaps ; God in his own
good time and way, often blesses a - truth
sown in the hearts of his creatures many
years-after it was sown. -Because of this
we cannot judge of the success or failure
of a consecrated worker for Christ. '

5. A successful school should be an in-
creasing school. Not so much that its
number should increase as that there
should be new faces to be met, new hearts
to be touched, new hands to be shaken.
In every school there is the decreasing
side. Scholaus leave because of removal,
or because they think they have outgrown
the school, and some are tuken awdy by
death. New scholars should bo obtained
to take their places. A large school is.not
necessarily a successful school.

6. There should be a bond of sympathy
betweenteacher and scholar—a good know-
ledge of each other andan influence on the
part of the teacher—that will remnin as a
felt power of the scholar for all time. ™ ¢ I
- . .
was influenced more than I was taught,”
has been the testimony of many good men,
who, looking back to their Sunday-school
days, recall their teachers to memory. i

7. The last important element which
must enfer into the work, if success would
bo assured, is spiritnal-mindedness show-
ing in all our acts and words—*‘ the fruit
of the. Spirit” - closeness to the Saviour,
following him always as our example—his
spirit in our hearts and controlling us.—
Sunday School Teacher. ) :

—————e

SCHOLARS’ NOTES.
(Irom Westminster Question Book.)
LESSON VI—NOV. 8, 1801,

THE WORK OF THE HOLY SPIRIT.
John 16:1-15,

COMMIT TO MEMORY vs.13, 14,
GOLDEN TEXT -
“Ho will guide you into all truth,”—John 16: 13,

. HOME READINGS, .

M., John 16:1-15.~Tho Work of the Holy Spirit.
T, John16:16-33.—The Comfort of the Spirit.
W. Acts 1:1-14.—The Promise of the Spirit Re-

newed, :
Th. Acts 2 ;1-16.--Tho Promisc Fulfilled.
F. 1Cor. 2:1-16.—The T'caching of the Spirit.
S. Gal 5:16-26.—The Fruit of the Spirit.
S. Rom, 8:14-28.—The Witness of the Spirit.

LESSON PLAN.

I. The Promise of the Spirit. vs. 1-7,
II. The Mission of the Spirit. vs, 8-15, 2

TIME,—AD. 30, Thursday ecvening, April G,
Tiberius Cresar emperor of IRome ; Pontius Pilate
governor of Judea; Herod Antipas governor of
Galilee and Perca,

PLAcE.~An upper room in Jerusalem,

HELP IN STUDYING THE LESSON.

This lesson also belongs to our Lord's farewell
address, . 1. Offended-made to stumble,
V. 4. Beeause Jwas with you—while he was with
them he kept them, but his departure would
leave them to wmeet the world's hatred. V., 5,
None of you asketh me—they gave themselves
up to griet instead. They wero Jooking at their
loss instead of their gain. V. 7. Nevertheless—
though it fills your heart, with sorrow, 7%e Com-
Jorter—the Holy Spirit.  (Scoch. 11:16, 17.) V.8,
Reprove—convince, in order to convict. V, 9.
of sm—ct}pec‘mlly the sin of rejecting Christ.,

V. 10._Of rightcousness—as found_in Christ
alone. V.11 Of judgment—that God will con-
demn all sin and all that remain in sin, The

prince.of the world—Satan.. Is judged—cast | Ci

out. (Scocb, 2:14;1John3:8.) V, 14 Cannot
bear them—aro not yetprepared to receive them,
V. 13, Intoall truth—into larger, clearer views of
truth, which as yet they understood very imper-
cetly. V. M, He shall- glorify me—he shall
make known the full majesty and glory of Christ:.

QULSTIONS.

INTRODUCTORY,—What was the snl;jcct of the'
lastlesson? Title of this lesson? Golden Text?,
Lesson Plan? Time? Place? Memory verses?

L TAE PROMISE OF THE SPIRIT. V8., 1-7.—Of
what did Jesus forewarn his disciples? Why
would they be thustreated? Why did Jesusnow
tell them of these things? Why did ho not speak
of them at the beginning? What had filled the
disciples with sorrow? Why was il expediont

for Christ to go away? Why is the Holy Spirit
called the C'o:%fortcr? Rl yep

'| glorify thee.

II. Tine MissioN.oF THE SPIRIT.' V8, 8-15,—
What work .of the. Spirit is first_mentioned ?,
What is here meant by reprove? . What is em-
phatically the sin of the world? How docs the,
Comforter reprove the world of riyhicousness?t
How of judgment? Whois meant by the prince
of thisaorld 2 \Why did Jesus not tell his djs-
ciples all he had to sny? \What: work of the
Spirit is next mentioned? Inty what would he
guido them? How would he glorify Christ?

_WHAT HAVE I LEARNED? .

1. That the gift of the Comforter is belter than.
the personal presence of Christ himself. .

]?. T'hat the rejection of Christ is the greatestof
all sins. . T

3, That the Holy Spirit is our Tcacher as well
-ag our Sanclifier. .

4, That if we yicld to his influences ho will
.guide ns into all {ruth, ' 3 .

5. That we should earnestly seck for his pres-
ence in our hearts, our homes, our Subbath-
schools and our churchea, .

QUESTIONS FOR REVIEW, .

1, What did Jesus say to his diseiples? Ans.
It is expedient for you that I go away. - -

2. Whom did he promise to send to them?
Ans, The Comforter, the Spirit of Truth. ,

3. What work of the Spirit is first mentioned ?
Ans, When ho is come, he will reprove the world
of sin, and of righteousncss, and of judgment.

4. What sccond work of the Spirit is mentioned?
Ans. He will guide you into all truth,
-5, In what, manner did Jesus sa
would glorify him? Amns. He shal

mine, and shall show it unto you.

the Spirit
reeeive of

LESSON VIL.—NOVEMBER 15, 1801.

CHRIST'S PRAYER FOR HIS DISCIPLES
- John 17:1-19. ' "

COMMIT TO MEMORY Vs, 17-19, -
GOLDEN TEXT.
- “Ho cver Jivelh to make intercession for
them,"—Heb. 7:25, : .

LESSON PLAN.

I. That They Might have Life. vs. 1-10.
I1, ‘That They Might be IKept., vs, 11-16.
I1L That They Might be Sanctified. vs. 17-15),.

HOME READINGS.
M. John 17:1-19.—Christ's Praycr for his Dis

ciples.

T. John]}7 : 20-26,—Christ’s Praycr for' All Be-
. lievers.

W. Rom, 8:28-39.—Christ Maketh Interccssion

. forus,

Th. Heb, 7 :14-28.—Christ Iiver Liveth to Make
Intereession,

F.. ch.f!) :11-28,—Christ in the Presence of God
or us, .

S.  Heb. 13: 1-14.—Christ's Perfect Sacrifice,

S, 1John 2:1-15,—Christ Our Advocate with the
Father.

TiMe.—AD, 30, Thursday night, April 6: Ti-
berius Ceesur cmperor of Rome; Pontius Dilate
governor of Judea; Herod Antipas governor of
Galilee and'Perca, o . .

Prack.—An upper room in Jerusalem,

HELP IN STUDYING THE LESSON,

V. 1. The hour—of suflering, death, atoncment,
triumph, _ Glorify thy Son—by his return to
glory (v, 5) through suffering and death. That
thy Son may glorify thee—by making known
thy salvation and bringing many to glory, V. 4.
Ihave finished—Revised Version, ** having ac-
complished.” V. & Glorify thow me—the two
verscs are parallels; I glorify thee on earth;
glorify thou meinheaven. V. 9.1 pray for them
—literally, the words may be rendered, *I am
prn.ying for them: I am not praying for the

' Be onc=Rom, 12:4: 1 Cor,

world” V, 11 or,
12:12, 20; ¥ph. 4:16, 25, V. 15. Not that thou
shouldst Lake them out of the world—they have a
work to do, and a work is to be done for them in
the world. V., 18, Even so—on the same mission
of merey,
QUESTIONS.

INTRODUCTORY.—What is the title of this les-
son? Golden T'ext? Lesson Plan? ‘Time? Piace?
Memory verses? :

L Tigar Toey Micnr Iave LiFE. vs, 1-10,—
What did Christ_do at the close of his farcwell
address? For whom did he pray? What was
Christ’s prayer for himseli? What had the
Father given him? For what {mrposc? What
isclernal life 2 What report did ho malke of his
work on carth? For what did he then pray?
What did he further report of his work?
What had he made known_to his‘disciples? By,
what means had this beendone? Ior whom did
he pray? What did he say of his_equality with
tho Father 7 Of his being glorified ? '

IL Trar THEY MicnT BB KEPT, vs, 11.16.—
‘What was his prayer for hisdisciples? How had
he kepti them? Why did he not pray that they .
should bo taken outof theworld? To whatevil”
wer?dt?hey exposed? How were they not of this
wotl

11, TnarT THEY MIGHT BE SANCTIFIED. vs.
17-19.—For what did ho further pray? For what
];urposo had God sent Christ into the world?
John 3:16, 17, TForwhat wero tho disciples sent ?
What did Christ do for their sakes? How did he
sanctify himsclf ?

WHAT JIAVE I LEARNED?

1. That we should carncstly secck for the
things for which Christ prayed in our behalf.

2. That the best of all knowledge is the know-
ledgtzo of God and of Jesus Christ whom he has
sent, .

3. That wo can be kept from the evil of tho
wor]dt only when consecrated to |thc service of
hrist, ) -
4. That we shonld constantly study the Word"
of Truth by which we are sanctifled.

QUESTIONS FOR REVIEW,

I What; did Jesus ask for himsclf? - Ans.
Father, glorify thy Son, that thy Son also 1}35

2, Why had the Father given himall
Ans, Thathe might give elgrna.llifo to hisg?lexﬁl;.;

3, What did ho ask for his disciples? Ans.
Holy Father, keep through thine ownname thoso
whom thou hast given me, that they may beone,
" What further did he ask for thom A

. W ie ask for thom s
?t:nt(]:tlfy them through thy truth; thy wordn?s
ruth, .
tl%‘x}\;h?{t hnil : Chrits.t} done foxitthtc]:m ? Ans. For.
helr snkes I sanctify myself, that_ the: .
might be snnctified througl’x_'_the trlxt-h. et oleo
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. THE HOUSEHOLD.

THE BOY'S ROOM.

“The boy’s room was overlooked, and

would - perhaps have been forgotten had
not a dear sister, who says her  ‘‘girls are
all boys,”” reminded me of it. -
" Make your boy’s room as attractive as
possible and allow him to enjoy it. 1f
there are two or more boys, so much the
better, You know, ¢ what one doesn’t
think of another will.” This may be ap-
plied to fixing up and gathering in as well
as mischief.

How often do we hear, *¢ Ol, they areso
careless and leave their boots around so )’
Has a place been provided for the boots or
suggestions given for making one himself ¢

Some boys are fond of delicate things ;
prety fancy work, dainty draperies, ete.,
and take pride in keeping them nice if they
are only fortunate cnough to be trusted
with them. *

Mothers should study the tastes and ta-
lents of their boys just as. closely as those
of their girls. ** A boy will be what he's
born to be or he won't be at all.” Tack of
sympithy, smothering talent, is the sccret
to worthlessness. Above all, teach your
boy to be neat, and there will be no need
of anything being *“good cenough for his
room, he will muss it up any way.” If he
is inclined to whittle, give him to under-
stand that he must go to the shed, barn or
‘back part of the yard and put all the shav-
ings carefully into a box or, basket to be
used for kindling fires.  If this is begun
when he-first arrives at the ‘‘ whittling
age,” and kept up for awhile, it will soon
be a matter of course, and there need be
no further trouble about it.

Teach the boys the value of a collection
of woods, and botanical and geological
specimens.  Geb them interested in such
things, as well as in good books, and when
they grow up they -will be proud of their
collection and feel that they are too preci-
ous for money to buy, Cancelled stamps,
postmarks, Indian relics, eggs, will soon
becomo of great importance to the average
boy. Thereis, however, a limit to even
this and only a certain portion of his time,
| sny one afsernoon of each weelk, should be
~devoted to relic gathering. "
" Most boys may be taught to care for their
room and clothes, if the right course is
pursued. Always consult the boy when
making any changes in "his room.and let
“him help you. The secret of keeping boys
at home is in making the home so attrac-
tive that they will not find it more attrac-
tive elsewhere. A durable carpet or well-
finished floor and bright rugs, bed, mirror,
stand with deawers for his clothes, shoebox,
some comfortable chairs, paper rack, and
shelvesfor the display of his minerals, cte.,
are about.the essentials in fitting up a
boy’s room, If he is small, let him hold
the nails and hand the pieces as you fit the
shoebox. If he is old enough, let him
make it with your suggestions. Tt may be
lined with bright oilcloth, and you may
hint that you do not want to see the pretty

shoes must be carefully cleaned before put-
ting them into a bux, The wood work may
bo painted some pretty color, suited to the
position of the room. This, too, may be
done by the boy, who will take pride in
showing the work to his friends when allis
in order.

Some time ago, a lady told me how she
got her son to fix up his room. *‘‘After
reading an article in the magazine regard-
ing .mothers inviting their little boys to
‘run out and play ;' then, when they were
older, chiding them for not spending their
evenings at home, the more I thought
about it the more guilty I felt, and deter-
mined to devote the next few months en-
tirely to my boy. I began by having him
do some little errands for me, something
that had never been trusted to him before;
asking his opinion in small matters, in
order to drawdhim out that I might more
fully understand his tastes.

You cannot know the remorse I experi-
enced when I eame to féel 1 was not ac-
quainted with my boy. .He was shy and
reticent and would look at me in wonder-
ment, as if he could not understand the
change, I remarked one day that Ishould
like to fix up his room ; but could not do
‘so alone. He did not reply, so I maid:
*Don’t yeu think you can help mamma fix
itup?”? .
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lining spotted with mud, and the little:

girl friends were there.

¢ May be I coildn’t doib good enough,”
he said, looking wistfully at me. *X'd be
more bother than I'd do good.”

It was a bitter dose; I was paid in my
own coin. ‘**Oh, yes, youcan,” I said;
“T can tell you how.” «

It was plain to see that he had not much
interest in it at first, but soon grew en-
thusiastic after the work was fairly begun.
Ilet him have his own way as much as
possible, making suggestions and asking
his. opinion on many subjeets, until he
scemed to feel quite important. I praised
his-work all along as much as I could.

When the room was nearly complete, I
asked him if there was anything in the
other rooms that he would like to have.
He hesitated, looked at me inquiringly and
said: ““If I might have the picture of the
angels.” I was very much surprised, as
that was the last thing I had expected him
to fancy. Nevertheless, up went the
angels and & pretty throw across the cor-
ner of the frame. '

IIc painted the shelves and the wood-
work, a little cigar box for his marbles and
one a little larger for his tools™ I bought
him three sets of cards: Geographical
questions and answers, Bible questions,
Authorsand Quotations, and alittle bookon
objeet and drawingin outline with blank
pages for practice. Other things were
added, little by little; books, pictures,
etc. Two easels for photographs were
made of knotty vines and wire, and other
things added that I really did not think
Harry cared for.

He was so proud of the room that he
brought one after another to seoit and was
o encouraged by their praise that he did
not let the dust accumulate on anything.
I soon found I had overlooked one thing
—a dustbag. I had not thought of put-
ting such a thing in a boy's room until T
inquired how his handkerchicfs became so
badly soiled.

A friend came over one afterncon to chat
over some buttonholes she was ‘working,
and said to me: “Did Harry fix up his
room, do the painting and all 7" S

*“Yes,” I replied, ““and I am sure he
would not be ashamed for any one to see
the job.” '

Willie said he did, but I thought he was
just talking: DPear me ! if he was ofany ac-
count he might do so, too, but I know he
would daub everything up, and make morve
clenning and washing than a1l the good he'd
do.”

I knew Harry had overheard the dialogue
and his little heart was beating with satis-
faction. Give him a trial, mothers. "Get
acquainted with your sons. Boys have
tastes, but few are given the opportunity
of airing them. Use their favorite color
as far as possible in their room. You can
find in it cretonne, figured serim, madras,
chintz, cte., ab reasonable figurcs.

It may be used for curtains, cushion
and bed-spread. The madras is of course
suitable for curtains, the other materials
with sateen or cottuge Swiss, if something
a little more expensiveis desired. A slip-
per case, book, chair-cushion, lamp mat or
some such article may be given for a
Christmas or birthday present.

Why need there be any diffcrence be-
tween a boy’s room and a girl’s room?
Boys like pretty things and appreciate
comfort quite as well as girls, but are
given less consideration.

In one house we once visited, the guest
chamber was called **Mary’s room.” It
was not nicely or tastefully furnished but
there was quite an attempt at display.

This was ** Mary’s room” only when
The room where
Mary slept was large and well lighted and
comfortable but plain. The boy's room
was simply a closet without a single win-
dow, The bedstead was a rickety affair
and the covering bits of old blankets and
the remnant of an old buffalo robe. It
was nob because the family could not have
had better. If they had used their small
income more judiciously, all might have
been comfortable; but like many others
who think they can fool other people, if
they don’t fool themselves, they spend their
little on outside littles and go the way of
the needy—go without.

*“What is that peculiar noise ¥’ asked a

lady of an intimate friend she called upon.

“If you mean that tick, tack, tack,”
she replied, laughing, ‘it is Dick practis-
ing. He has taken quite a notion to be a
telegraph operator.”

“I hope you'do not have to listen to
that all day. I would not stand it, and ns
to having lioles put through the wall and
floor, I would not put up with it.”

¢ Well,” veturned the hostess, **if a boy
‘sets his head to anything, he's going to do
it, and if I don’t let Dick have an instru-
ment in hisroom, he will loaf about the
depot, and I won't have that.”—Alte L.
Lyon-Irons in Household,

—e——

BUCKWHEAT CAKES,

The buckwheat has attained such re-
nown that it is served in some restaurants
abroad as a special delicacy. There have
‘been several fancy brands of buckwheat
offered for sale lately. The best buck-
wheat is the old-fashioned kind purchased

pure and fresh from the mill in the fall.

1f you are getting a good flour of this kind,
it is always better to buy enough in the
fall to last all winter, and store in a dry,
cold place. Do not be tempted into pay-
ing a special price for any fancy brands of
this flour, as they are usually simply a
good buckwheat flour adulterated for the
sake of profit,

The best buckwheat cakes are made of
four cups of buckwheat flour, one seant
cup of yellow Indian meal, a tablespoon-
ful of salt mixed up with three cups of hot
water and one cup of ecold milk, making
the mixture about blood warm. DBeat this
batter vigorously and add a cup of liquid
yeast or a yeast cake dissolved in a cup of
Iukewarm water.- Buckwheat cakes, after
the first rising, should be raised with some
of the batter. For this purpose there
should always be made at least a pint more
than is used each time, and this should be
seb away in a cool place to serve as yeast
for the next batch of cakes. These cakes
raised with buckwheat batter will be bet-
ter than the first raised with yeast. I6is

.| not necessary to make fresh Datter raised

with yeast, even when these cakes are
served three times a“week on the table,
oftener than one a month. After the
yeast is added to the batter beat it again
thoroughly, and set it in a place where it
will be kept at an equally warm tempera-
ture till morning. The best dish for mak-
ing buckwheat cakes in is a large pail of
earthenware with a spout, which is fitted
with 4 tieht tin cover over the top, aund
which has a bail to handle it with. The
batter can be beaten thoroughly in this,
and can then be covered up tight. The
cakes are easily formed into perfect circles,
as they should, by pouring the batter from
the spout. .

If there is the least danger that the tem-
perature of the kitchen will become very
cold before morning, wrap a heavy fold of
newspapers or a blanket around the cake
pail.” In the morning have ready a heap-
ing teaspoonful of the best baking soda,
stir it into a cup of warm milk, and add
this to the batter, and beat it well in; it
will foam up like soda water. 'The batter
should be baked as soon as possible after
this. If the batter is not thin enough,
add more milk. There are several kinds
of griddles in use. A soapstone griddle,
such as used commonly in New England,
does not require greasing therefore
there is no smoke or odor from cook-
ing cakes on it ; but the cakes are notas
tender as when they are cooked on an iron
griddle. The best iron griddles are now
polished bright like a French frying pan,
so they ave easily cleansed, and do not be-
come rough, and the cakes do not stick to
them as they do to the old-fashioned iron
ones.

If these directionsare carefully followed,
and the materials are good, this recipe
cannot fail to give the most satisfactory re-
sults. No buckwheat cakes mixed with
water, with molasses added to make them
brown, are ever so good or brown so
evenly as those which are mixed with part
milk. It is a good plan to pour clear, cold
water over the batter left for yeast, and
turn it carcfully off when the batter is
wanted. This water absorbs acidity, it
does not mix with the batter, and it keeps
it sweet and sound beneath.

Next to a maple syrup a rich white
syrup is best to use with theso calkes.
This syrup is quickly and easily made at
home by adding a pint and a half of boil-
ing water to five pounds of A sugar. Put
the sugar and water in a graniteware
saucepan without covering it ; stir it till
the sugar is well melted, then bring it for-

ward and let it boil for ten minutes ; pour
it into an earthen jar to seb away, putting
in a syvup-cup what is needed on the table
at & meal. Maple sugar may be made into
gyrup in the same. way.—New York Ti-

bune.
—————

RECIPES.

SWEET INDIAN BREAXFAST Roris.—Three-
fourths cup of molasses, one cup sour milk, one
and one-half cups flour; one cup Indian meal,
one-half teaspoon salt, one teaspoon saloratus
dissolved in one teaspoon cold water and well
beaten in the Jast thing. This will make twelve
rolls ina common cast-iron compartment pan,
which must be heated and greased. Put a
spoonful of the dough in each division, and then
distribute the rest evenly. Bake twenty-five or
thirty minutes in a moderate oven. .

. Rice GRIDDLE Caxxs.—Cook the rice so soft

it can be mashed until the grains are broken,

T'o each cupful of mashed rice add two tecacupfuls
miliz, two eggs, 4 teaspoonful salt, two teaspoon-

gu]s baking powder and flour to make a thin bat-
er.

RIcE AND APPLE PupDpINGg.—Pick over and
wash a teagup of rice.  Steam it until tender, in
twocupsof cold water ; spread i overn quart or
three pints of good, rine apples, quartered ; pour
over onc or two cups of milk, if preferred, or omit:
the milkk and add o little water to the (H)plcs.
Half o cup of white sugar may be sprinkled over
the apples, or sugar may be added at the table, it
preferred.  T'o an unperverted appetite this dish
will be relished withaut the sugar, or, indced,
without the milk, if carefully baked and if rich
apples are used.

Corn BoiLep HaM.—Cold boiled ham is much
more appetizing if treated in this way, Boil un.
til within fiftcen minutes of being “done, ihen
skin it and rub all over the fat and the ent end
with brown sugar, into which you have put a
few drops of vinegar, then stick cloves all over it
and bake in the oven for fiftcen minutes, Very
good for a picnic,

L, ey

PUZZLES NO. 20.

SCRIPTURE ENIGMA.

Is thy God...able to deliver thee ?
Whereis the lamb ?
Shall I die for thirst?
Who hath believed our report ?
- How can we know the way?
What zood shall my lifec dome?
Artthou that my lord Elijah?
. Tell me, I pray thee, thy name?
Wherefore didst thou fice away sceretly?
Tell now thenames of cach of those who ask
These varied'questions ; ‘tis an easy task,
The words are so [amilinr to the ear
That, one by one. the speaker's numes appear.
Collect initials now, and re-arrange
In order new, and all their places change,
Until they spell a sad inquiry, made .
On that dark night which saw our Lord betrayed.
CIIARADE,

One manhood, last and vigorous
Should be this house of clay ;

Only can man by being thus
Live well hislittle day.

We look for age to be entire,
With slow and fecble gaits

"I'is nature’s law, when youthful fire
And vigor docs abate.

Disease and accident may cause
E'en you to bo entire;
But if the heart keep righteous laws,
There are states far more dire.
WORD-BUILDING.

1. A vowel, 2, A preposition. 3. A drunkard.
4. A multitude. 5. A fish resembling the trout.
6. One of tho Gorgons. 7. Large wasps. 8.
Abridges,

) ENIGMA.
TWe had rambled far into a forest,
Where we sat on a prostrate tree,
It was there we encountered o tourist,
And an active sightscer washe :
Though the soil was the roughest and poorest
Iivery inch he scemed anxious to sce,

We found he had been a restorer,
Of ruins from rubbish aund sand.

He has skill as a'miner and borer,
With implements ever ab hand ;

And this patient, painstaking explorer,
Soon makes a survey of the land,

Some say hicis pathering plunder,
Which he is carefully storing away,

In caverns unscen, that are under
The roof where he chooses to stay ;

And notiin the least should I wonder
If true every word that they say,

His kin has been famous for ages,
As teachers and modcels for men,

Their wisdom was known to the sages,
Who have lefs us the gifts of their pen;

And a proverb he makes for their pages,
That is copicd again and again.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES No. 10.
SCRIPTURE EXERCISK.— Praisc.-—~Ps. 1:23,
P haraoh Exodusix. 27.

I uth Ruthii. 13, 17, 18.
A bsalom 2 Sam, xv, 4, 10, 53,
Gen, x1v. 28 xxvii, 24 ¢
I sracl xxviii, 5; xxxvii, 32, 33;
xliif, 11-14,
S olomon 1 Kings i. 52,

E liczer Gen, xxiv. 10, 83, 53.

A CHAPTER OF SCRIPTURE.—~Gen, xiiil.—(1)
Gen, xiii, 15 (2) Sodom, Gen. xiii. 123 (3) Jordan,
xiii, 103 Matt. i, 5, cte.; () Gen, xiii. 8, 9 (5}
Bethel, Gen, xiii, 33 (6) Gen, xiii. 4: {7) Gen.
Xiii. 2, 8, 9; (8) Gen. xiii. 6, 7; xxvi, 20 xxXVi. T3
(9) Gen, xiii, 13; Jzekicl xvi, 483 (10) Gen. xiii
1113, xix, 23-26; 2 Pet, ii. 7, 8; (11) Gen, xiii.
14:18; 2 8Sam, xv. 9,103 (12) Abran, Lot, Kgypt,
Bethel, Hai, Plain of Jordan, Sedom, Gomorrah,
Zoar, Canann, Plain of Mamre and Hebron,
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The Family Circle.

SO GOES THE WORLD.

Laugh, and the world laughs with you;
Weep, and you weep alone

For this sad old carth musl, borrow ifs mirth,
It has troubles cnough of its own.

Sing, and the hills will answer;

. Sigh, it islost on the air!

The cchoes bound to a joyful sound,

But shrink from voicing care,

Rejoice, and men will seek you ;
Grieve, and they turn and go.

They wantfull measure of all your pleasure,
But they do not want your woc.

Be glad, and your friends are many;
Besad, and you lose them all ;

Thereare nonc {o decline your nectared wine,
But alone you must drink life’s gall,

Feast, and your halls are crowded ;
Fast, and the world goes by ; -

Succeed and give, and it lielps you live,
Butno man can help you die.

There is room in the halls of pleasure
For aJong and lordly train ;

. But one by onc we must all file on
Through the narrow aisles of pain.
ErLs WHEELER WILCOX.
—_—————

CAPTAIN JANUARY.
(By Loawra B, Richards.)

Cmarrrr I—(Contined. )

I don’t think, Grumio, that you ought
to call me lambs and pigeon pies just now,”
remarked the Princess, judiciously. **Do
you think it's respectful ? they don't in
Shakespeare, I'm sure,” s

** I won’t do it again, Honey—I mean
Madam,” said the Captain, bowing with
great humility. *I.beg your honorable
majesty’s pardon, and I won't never pre-
sume to—"'

*“Yes, you will!” cried the Princess,
flinging herself across the tableat him; and
nearly choking him iith the sudden' vio-
lence of her embrace. ¢ You shall call me
pigeon pie, and anything else you like.
You shall call me rye porridge, though I
late it, and it’s always full of Jumps. And
don’b, ever look that way again j it kills
me Y ,

The Captain quictly removed the cling-
ing arms, and kissed them, and sat the half-
weeping child back in her place. ¢ There,
there, there !” he said soothingly. ‘“‘What
a little tempest it is !’

‘“Say ‘delicate Ariel,”” sobbed Star.
“You haven’t said it to-day, and you al-
ways say it when you love me.”

**Cream Cheese from the dairy of Iiea-
ven,” replied the Captainn; ““if I always
said it when Iloved you, I should be sayin’
it every minute of time, as well you know.
But you are my delieate Ariel, so you are,
~and there ain’t nothin’ in the hull book as
suits you better. So!” and his supper
ended, thegood man turned his chair again
to the fire, and took the child, once more

all about it.”

Star pondered a moment, with her head
on one side, and a finger hooked confi-
dentially through the Captain’s buttonhole.
““Well,” she said, “‘I've had & very inter-
esting time, Daddy Captain, IFirst I
cleaned the lamps, of course, and filled and
trimmed them. ~ And then I played Sam-
son'n good while ; and—"

““And how might you play Samson ?”
inquired the captain,

* With flics I” replied Star, promptly.
*‘ Heaps upon heaps, you know; * With
the jaw-bone of an ass have I slain a thou-
sand nen.” The flies were thoe Philistines,
.'_md I took a elam-shell for the jaw-bone’;
it did just as well. And Imade’n song out
of it, to one of the tunes you whistle ;
‘ With the juw-bone ! with the jaw-bone !
with the jaw-bone of an nss ' It was very
exciting.” - )

“Must ha’ been,” said the Captain,
dryly. “Waell, Honeysuckle, what did you
do then ¥’ :

. ‘“Oh, that took some time ! said the
child. ‘“And afterward I fished a little,

but I didn't cateh anything, ‘cept an old
tlounder, and he winked at me-so, Iput him
back. And then I thought a long time~-
olt! a very long time, sitting like Patience
on the doorstep. . And suddenly, Daddy
Captain, I thought about those boxes of
clothes, and how you said they would be
mine when I was big. And I measured
myself.agninst the doorpost, and found that
I was very big. I thought I must be al-
most as big as you, but I s’pose I'd forgot-
ten how big you were. So I went up, and
opened one box, and I was just putting the
dress on. when you came in. You knew
where it came from, of course, Daddy, the
moment you saw it.”
The Captain nodded
his long moustache. .
**Do you suppose my pnor mamma wore
itoften?’ the child went on eagerly.  *“Do
you think she looked like me when she wore
it? Do I look as she did -when you saw

gravely, and pulled

Ther??

‘¢ Wal,” began the Captain, me(litdtively;

.but Star ran on without waiting for an an-

swer, i

*Of course, though, she looked very
different, beenuse she was dead. You ave
quite very positively sure my poor mamina
was dead, Daddy Captain 1 ’

*She were,” replied the Captain, with
emphasis.  ‘*She were that, Pigeon Pie!
You couldn’t find nobody deader, not if
you'd sarched for a week. Why, -door
nails, and Julins Ciesar, and things ¢’ that
description, would ha' been lively compared
with your poor mawhen-Isee her. Lively!
that's what they’d ha' been.” .

The child nodded with an air of familiar
interest, wholly untinged with sadness.
“ Ithink,” she said, laying her head against
the old ‘man’s shoulder,_and curling one
arm about his neck, ¢ I think Ishould like
to hear about ibagain, please, Daddy: It's
o long, long time since you told me the
whole of it.” . _

““ Much as a month, I should think it
must be,” assented the Captain, ‘¢ Why,
Snowdrop, you know the story by heart,
better'n I do, I believe. ’Pearsto me I've
told it reg'lar, once & month or so, ever
sinee you were old enough to understand
it.” ‘ S
“Never mind !” said the Princess, with
an jmperious gesture. **That makes no
difference. . I want it now /7 . 7%

“Wal, wal I” said the Captain, smooth-
ing back the golden hair. **If you want
it, why of course. you must have it, Blos-
som! But first I must light up, ye know.
One star inside the old house, and the other
atop of it ; that’s what makes Light Island
the Jightest spot in the natwal world.
Sit ye here, Star Bright, and play princess
till Daddy comes back 1” ,

CrarrER II—THE STORY.

The lamps were lighted, and the long,
level rays flashed their golden warning over
the murmuring darkness of the summer
sen, giving cheer to many hearts on in-
bound barque or schooner. Bright indeed
was the star on the top of the old light-
house ; but no less radiant was the face of
little Star, as she turned it eagerly toward
Captain January, and waited for the be-
ginning of the well-known and well-loved
story,

¢ Wal,” said the Captain, when his pipe

¢ At the beginning !’ said Star, promptly.

“Jes’so!” assented the old man. *‘Ten
year ago this—"

“No! No ! cried the child. ** That
isn't the beginning, Daddy ! That'salmost
half-way to the middle. * When I was a
young lad.” 'That's the beginning.”

“Bound to have it all, are ye,” Honey-
suckle?’ said the obedient Captain.
“Wal! wal! when I were a young lad, I
was a wild un, ye sce, Treasure. My
father, le ’prenticed me to a blacksmith,
being big and strong for my years; but I
hadn't no heart for the work.  All I cared
about was the sen, and boats, and sailors,
and sea tall. I ran away down to the
wharf whenever I could geb a chance, and
left my work. Why, even when I went to
meetin’ ’stead o’ listenin’ to the minister,
T was lookin’ out the places about them as
go down to the sea in ships, yc know,
and ‘that leviathan whom thou hast
made,’ and all that. And there was Hivam,
King of Tyve, and his ships! How [used
to think about them ships, and wonder how
they was rigged, and how many tons they

were, and all about it, - Yes; I vasa wild
un, and no mistake ; and after o while I
got so roused up—after my motler died, it
was, and my father married again—that I
just run away, and shipped aboard of a
whaler, bound for the north sms. Wal,
Honey, ’twould take me a weekto tell ye
about all my voyages. Long and short of
it, 'twas the life I was meant for, and I
done well in it. Had tumbles and toss-
ups, here and there, same as everybody
has in any kind o' life ; bup I done well,
and by the time I was forty yurs old 1
was captain of the *Bonito,” Fast India-
man, sailin’ from New York to Caleutta.”

The Captain paused, and pufled gravely
ab his pipe for a few minutes.

“Well, Rosebud,” he continued pres-
ently, *you know what comes next.. The
*‘Bonito” was cast away, in & erelone, on
a desert island, and all hands Jost, cxcept
mo and one other.”

** Dear Daddy ! poor Daddy ! eried the
child, putting her little hands up to the
weather-beaten face, and drawing it down
to hers. “Don’t talk about thit dreadful
part.  Go on to the next !”

.*¢No, I won’t talk about it, Star Bright!”
said the old wan, very gravelp. ‘*Fust
place I can’t, and sceond placeit ain’t fit
for little maids to hearof. DButX lived on
that island fifteen years,—five years with
my good mate Job Hotham, and ten yenrs
alone, after Job died.- When a ship kem
by, after that, and took me off, I'd forgot
most everything, and was partly like the
beasts that perish; but it kem back
to me. Slow, like, and by fits,1s yon may
say 5 but it kem back, all therewasbefore,
and maybe a good bit more I”

“Poor Daddy!” murmured the child
again, pressing her soft cheek sgainst the
white beard. *‘It’sall over now ! Don't
think of it! I am here, Dadly, loving
you ; loving you all to pieces, you know !

The old man wassilent for a few minutes,
caressing the little white hands which lay
like twin snowflakes in his bwad, brown
paln.  Then he resumed cheerfully :—

**And so, Cream Cheeso from the dairy
of Heaven, I kemhome. Yourold Daddy
kem home, and landed on thesaine wharf
he'd sailed from twenty-five years hefore.
Not direct, you understand, bub takin’
steamer from New York, and so ot 'Wal,
there wa'n’t nobody that kyvew me, or
cared for me. Father was dend, and his
wife; and their children, as weren't born
when I sailed from home, wero growed up
and gone away. No, there wa'n’t nobody,
Wal, T tried for a spell to settle down and
live like other folks, but ’twan’t no use.
I wasn’t used to the life, and I couldn’s
stand it. TFor ten years I hadn't heard the
sound of a human voice, and now they was
buzz, buzzin’ all the time ; it seemed as if
there was a swarm of wasps ramd my ears
the everlastin’ day. Buzz! bum! and
then -clack ! clack! like an everlasting
mill-clapper ; and folks starin® at my brown
face and white hair, and askin' me foolish
questions. I couldn’t stand ib, thabt was
all. I heard that o lightkeeper was
wanted here, and I asked for the place,
and got ik, And that’s all of the fust part,
Peach Blossomn.”

And the child drew a Jong breath, and
her face glowed with eager anticipation.
*“And now, Daddy Captain,” she said.

smiling, upon his knee. . id 1
o &ﬁ::l now, Ariel, what have you been | was refilled and drawing bravely. ‘“Let|‘ now you may say, * Ten yars ago this ‘Amen l.” said little Star, xf?ftly. But
doin’ all the time I wasaway? Tell Daddy { me see now ! where shall T begin ¥ fall " i she added in an cager tone, * And now,

* Ten years ago this fall,” wid the Cap-
tain, meekly acquieseing, *“ omx the four-
teenth day of Sceptember, asever was, I
looks out from the tower, bein’ a-fillin’ of
the lamps, and says I, ‘There's a storm
comin’' I’ So I made all taut above and
below, and fastened the door, and took my
glags and went out ontherueks, to sec how
things looked. Wal, they lnoked pooty
bad.  There had been a heavysea on for a
couple o’ days, and the clouds that was
comin’ up didn’t look as if tley was goin’
to smooth it downany, Then was a kind
o' brassy look over everythiv, and when
the wind began to rise, it wam’t with no
nat'ral sound, but a kind of scveech to it,
on'arthly like. Wal, thar! the wind did
riso, and it riz to stay, In half an hour it
was blowin’ half a gale ; in anhour it blew
a gale, and as tough a one (baxrin’ eyclones)
as ever Isce. T had like toha’ blown me
off my pins, half a dozen times. Then
nat'rally the sea kem up; md ’twas all
creation on them rocks, now I tell ye.
¢ The sea mountin’ to the welkin’s choel’ ;
ye remember, Pigeon Pie ?”

At it and it laughs back ; frown at it and

The child nodded eagerly. ¢ Tempest”
she said, ‘Act I, Scene 2: ¢ Enter Prosper !
dnd Miranda,” Goon, Daddy !” .

* Wal, my Lily Flower,” continued. tho
old man. **And the storm.went on.: Tt-
roared, it Dellowed, and it screeched’; it
thumped and it kerwhalloped. The greab
sea would come bunt up agin the rocks, as
if they was bound to go right through to
Jersey City, which they used fo say was
the end of the. world. Then they’'d go
scoopin’ back, as if they wascallin’ all their
friends and neighbors to help ; -and then,
bang ! they'd come ab it agin, The spray
was flying in great white sheets,  and
whiles, it seemed as -~ the hull island was
goin’ to be swallowed up then and thar.
"Taint nothin’ but a little heap o' rocks,
anyhow, to face the hull Atlantic (cean
gone mad ; and on that heap o' rocks was
Januarius Judkins, holdin’ on for dear life,
and feelin’ like a hoppergrass that had got
lost in Niag'ry Falls.”

**Don't say that name, Daddy !” inter-
rupted the child. **Youknow Idon't like
it.  Say ‘Captain January’!” - :

1 tell ye, Honeysuckle,” said the old
man, ‘T felt more like a sea-covk than a
cap’n that night. A capn on aguarter
deck’s a good thing ; but a eap'n on a pint
o' rock, oubt to sea in a morth-east gale,
might just as well be a fo'e’sle hand and
done with it. 'Wal, as I was holding on
thar, ‘I sced a flash to windward, as wasn't
lightning ; and the next minute kem a
sound as wasn’t thunder nor yet wind nor
sea.” . _

“The guns ! theguns ! eried the child,
in great excitement. ¢ The guns of my
poor mamma’s ship. And then you heard
them again, Daddy 27 -

*“Then I heard themagin /” the old man
assented.  ‘‘And agin! a flash, and 'a
boom !” and then in & minute agin, a flash
and a boom! ‘O, Lord !’ says I. ~*Take
her by Lo the mainland, and })ubher ashore
there I I says ; cause-there's o life-saving
station thar, yo know, Blossom, and there
might he sume chance for them as were in
her. Dut the Lord had his views, my
dear, the Lord had his views ! Amen ! s0
be it! In another minute there kem a
bievk in the clouds, and thar she was,
comin’ full head on, straight for Light Is-
land. .Oh! my little Star, that was an
awful thing to see. And I couldn’t do
nothin’, you understand. Not a livin’
airthly thing could I do, ’cept hide my face
agin the roclk I was clingin’ to, and say,
* Dear Lord, take ‘em easy ! It's thy will
as thoy should be took,” I suys, ‘and there
ain’t no _one to hender, if so be as they
could.  Bub tako 'em casy, good Lord, an’
take 'em suddin ¥ ”? ’

““And he did !” cried the child. ** The
good Lord did take ’em sudden, didn’t he,
Daddy Captain?”

** Ile did, my child 1" said the old man,
golemnly. ‘ They was all home, them
that was goin’, in ten minutes from the
time I saw the ship. You kuow the Roar-
in’ Bull, as sticks his horns out o’ water
just to windward of us? the cruelest rock
on the conast, he is, and the treacherousest;
and the ship struck him full and fuir o
the starboard quarter, and in ten minutes
she was kindlin’ wood, as ye may say.
The Lord rest their souls as went down in
her! Amen!”

Daddy, you are coming to mo !” »
{To be Continued.)
—— s

HOW TO MAKE LIFE HAPPY.

Talke time ; it is no use to fumble or fret
or do as the angry housekeeper who has got
hold of the wrong key, and pushes, shakes
and rattles it about the lock until both are
broken and the door is still unopened,

The chicf secret of comfort lies in not
suffering trifles to vex us, and in cultivat-
ing our undergrowth of small pleasures,

Try to regard present vexations as you
will regard themin a month hence. -

Since we cannot got what’we like, let us
like what we can get. ' :

It is nob riches, it is not poverty, it is
human nature that is the trouble. :
The world islike a looking-glass. Laungl

it frowns back. -

Angry thoughts canker the mind and/
dispose it to the worst temper in the world
—that of fixed malice and revenge. It is
while in this temper that most men be-

come criminals.—~Selected,
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"IN A MISSIONARY HOSPITAL.

Dr. Neve, one of the physicians in charge
of the Church Missionary Society’s hospi-
tal in Kashmir, sends to the Gleaner some
very interesting jottings from his note-
book eoncerning his daily routine of work.
One day, he writes, I was seated in the
hospital consulting-room, engaged as usual
in seeing the out-patients, when in marched
a funny little object. It was a little six
year old girl, with unkempt hair, one
ragged and scanty garment, and a sharp
intelligent face. There was no one with
her, and the most careful inquiry failed to
elicit any information about her home or
parents. When asked, *‘where do you
come from” ? she  pointed west. Inter-

rogated further she stated that she had

slept on the roadside the previous night.
About her origin we could, however, as-
certain nothing. Like Topsy she appenrcd
to have ‘“growed.”

That the Mission Hospital was the best
place-to which she could have come was
quite certain. Tor she was suffering from
a terrible deformity, which quite marred
her beauty ; her head was bound down to
the left side by an enormous scar, result-
ing from a previous burn, so that the cheel
was almost in contact with the tip of the
shoulder, to which it was firmly attached.

- How this forlorn little - maiden happened
to stray into our consulting-room—whether
it was her own idea, or whether she had
been directed to us—wenever found out.

We at once admitted her, and in the
course of a day or two an extensive surgical
operation was performed. As the result
of this, her condition became greatly im;
proved, and after careful attention, in the
course of two or three months it was evi-
dent that, although her head was curiously
tilted to one side, the original deformity
was largely removed. And what was to be
done now ?  Were we to turn out the poor
little vessel to take its chance amongst all
the brazen and the iron and the cavthen-
ware pots which are floating down the cur-
reut of life? If so, what about the shal-
lows and the rapids and the falls? No,
we felt that she was sent to us to be cared
for, and so with the aid of kind friends we
sens little X to the Christian boarding
school at Z——, where we know that she
will be brought under good and holy in?
fluences, and where we hope and pray that
she may grow up to bea Christian notonly
in name, but in word and deed. ’

‘! NOLENS VOLENS.,”

Medical responsibility seldom oxtends so
far as amputating the limb of a patient,
against his own and his friend's wishes.
Yet I have to confess to such a deed.
Nothing else could apparently save his life.
I1e himself was too young to understand,
and his father was in his dotage. Poor

.boy ! the coup was promptly effected with-

oub any suspicions of what was intended.
The turmoil, the shrieks and invectives of
Mahamdhu’s father and mother, when they
discovered that tho thigh had been ampu-
tated, were awful to hear. Their curses
made the stoutest of our assistants quail.
Such a thing had never before been done
in the hospital.

Three wecks passed—the first few days
wero anxious ones for me, the perpetrator ;
but at the end of that timo he was sitting
up and gaining strength. Whenever we
went into the ward, blessings greeted us;
the old man solemnly taking off his turban
prayed to God for us, and 'to Jesus Christ
to save us. 'The poor old man’s infirmity
and poverty, the lad’s inability to work,
often called up vheir tears, but these again
yielded to their praises. A year has passed.

We called recently at their poor cottage
a few miles from here ; ‘and where did one
ever get a warmer welcome! *¢ Holy Jesus
give thee honor” was their exclamation.
A number of their neighbors crowded in to
see us. They are very poor. - The lad
quite weak for want of nourishment. We
Loped he would have come to us for a time
to be properly fed, and to learn more of
the Word of Life, but the Mohammedan
aneighbors interfered to prevent it.

. *BLESSINGS ON You !”

One of the pleasures of going oub into
the district is the mecting of old patients.
Itis rare for us to camp fora day or twoata
village without meeting several such.
They can usually be,promptly recognized
‘by the friendly manner with which they
hasten to greet us, An elderly man comes
forward,  smiling all over his face.

* Baloam, Sahib,” le says: ““don’t you
rememberme?’  ‘‘Yes ; I remember your
face. You werein ourhospital.” **I was,
Sahib. Don't you remember my little girl,
Zih! I brought her in with a bad arm
and you cured her.” ‘‘Of course, now I
know ; you are Zil's father. Whereisshe?
Is she all right now?’ “¥Yes, Sahib,
thank God and you! I will bring her
along to-morrow. Blessingsonyou! God
give you a long life.” On the morrow he
appears, bringing little Zih (from whose
arm some dead Dbone had been removed
six months ago), looking brightand happy,
with her wound quite healed and her arm
strong. Then they produce a basket of
eggs and apples, and after a little chat, in
which I learn thal they have not forgotten
all which they heard in the hospital, they
tako their leave, after pronouncing a choice
assortment of benedictions on my head.

"INGRATITUDE,
Gratitude is not usually a very strong

pressed and down-trodden and imiserable,
that, having found a haven of rest in the

to discharge when cured.
A CONTRAST,

Some patients, however, are genuinely
grateful. Rahima was an old man’ who
came in from the country. Like most of
the villagers, he wag more simple-minded
than the townsfolk. After an operation
had been performed on his eye for cancer,
he was for some time an inmate of our
wards. He always took the greatest in-
terest in the Scripture teaching. Not dn
frequently, when I was reading a chapter,
I handed him another copy of the Testa-
ment, so that he was able to follow. If
there was any point which the others could
not understand, he often would assist in
explaining, Sometimes, indeed, he was
almost too zealous to help, and would

hospital, they resent bitterly any attempt |

muke a little excursus on his own account.
But even then his remarks were usually to
]

o

dinners, breakfasts, balls, thentre parties,
Harry was a favorite in society. .

Someliow, to-day, these things bored
him, It suddenly flashed on him that his
life was poor, and filled with trifles.

**There is some stuff in me fit for better
work than this-}” he thought, as he stood
in the hall, hesitating. )

There was a picture by Corot in the
drawing-room. He looked at it,

*¢If I could paint something that would
last, or write a book! Something that
would give thousands of people comfort
and happiness when I am gone!” he
thought. ‘ .

On the other wall was a copy of Vibert’s
picture of tho returned missivnary priest,
showing to his superior his scars given by
the savages. Harry’s blood warmed. **I,
too, could sacrifice myself fora great eause,”
he said. ¢ But what cause do I care for?
There isnot a single great purpose or mein-
ing in my life.” .

He Joolked out at the sunny street, down
which the people were hastening to church.
He grew grave and thoughtful: e re-
membered how, when he was alittle fellow,
his mother took him to church. Her re-

MEHRI AND

element in the Kashmiri character; the
want of it is apt to be rather conspicuous,
and although oceasionally disagreenble in
its manifestations, sumetimes it is amusing
and sometimes pathetic.

An example of a rather gross case of in-
gratitude was a tailor who was brought in
with a most dangerous complaint of some
days' standing, which threatened to become
rapidly fatal (strangulated hernia). After
operation he made an uninterrupted re-
covery. But ho was a man who loved a
grievance ; so, instead of rejoicing that he
had been snatched from the jaws of death,
he made great complaintsabout being kept
in the hospital ten days, instead of being
allowed to go home at once.

More amusing ave those cases in which,
after recovery from disease, o patient is
displeased because you refuse to give him
money, as in the case of an 6ld man, blind
in both eyes with cataract. After hissight
had been restored, his dissatisfaction at
not being subsidized quite swallowed up
his gratitude for recovery of vision.

The pathetic cases of ingratitude are
those in which the pour people are so op-

HHER FATHER.

the point, and based on the passage under
consideration.
MBHRI AND HER FATHER.

Mehri (pronounced almost like our
“Mary”) was a little Kashmir patient.
She was such a sweet, pretty little thing,
her father's pet, and a great favorite in the
hospital. In the picture, which is repro-
duced from a photograph, we see her look-
ing with pride at her legs, and no wonder,
for this is the first time she has walked for
three months,

——— e,

SHE “DID IT NOT.”

Harry Fawcett came out of the dining-
room and lingered irresolutely in the hall.
It was Sunday morning. He had break-
fasted late, as usual, on that morning. On
other days ho was at his uflice before nine.

** A young lawyer,” he said, ** must look
as if he had business, if he means to have
any,” and Harry, though a rich man, was
ambitious to do good work in his profession.

He took out his note-book and glanced

over his engagementsfor the day and week ;

ligion had been her life. She had died
when he was still a boy.
“Is her faith what I need 7 his soul

-asked, groping in the darkness for some-

thing live and real.

His sister was a professedly religious girl,
She was very active in church work, But
he had never spoken to her of her religion.
She was coming now, on her way to church,

She came down the stairs buttoning her
glove. Something in_her brother’s face
startled her. Could Harry be unhappy ?
If they were more intimate she would ask
him what troubled him. She hestitated,
and he came quickly up o her,

" “*Going to church, Alice ?”

¢ Yes, of course.”

¢ It—counts for a good deal to you, ch?
Church, T mean. It is a help—a—kind of
life, I suppose °

““There is not much help in Doctor Ray's
sermons,”. she said.  “He has no ability,
And the soprano has a wretched voice.”

He walked with hev out of the door.
There was a_hunger in his soul that must
be stayed. Even her jesting tone did not
drive hini back.™" ’

¢“She has the secret. My mother had
it. Tinight learn it. There, perhaps,—
in the hymuns or prayers—somewhere.”

But Alice joked about the hats and
gowns of the women they passed. “If
you will come to church you will see such
guys !” she exclaimed. **It is .a perfect
study on costume.”

¢ Thank you. I will not go.”

1Ie left her at the corner and sauntered
down to the club. That night when they
met at dinner he was his usual guy self,

¢ Are you quite well, Harry ?* she asked.
‘I thought you looked pale and troubled
this morning.” ’

“Tfell into an anxious mood, and was
inclined to take life seriously,” le said,
somewhat Dbitterly. ‘“ But nobody else
does it, and why should I%”

“Your trouble is gone, then ?

** Oh, quite gone !” he said.

She was silent, for in spite of his light
tone she felt that he blamed her. What

‘[ had she done?

She puzzled about it during dinner, but
soon afterwards forget it. Harry and she
journeyed side by side through life for
years. But between them there was a
great gulf, and she never tried to cross it.
She bad lost her opportunity.— Youth's
Compania,

————

Dr. ParkEsonce took three soldiersand
made them march twenty miles a day,
londed with guns, pouch, knapsack, ctc.,
for six days. They had the same food on
each day, but on two days he gave them
brandy and water, on two other days coffee,
and on the other two, wenk beef-tea to
drink. All three said that brandy revived
them for a time, but they were more tired
after they had taken brandy than they
were after taking coffee or beef-tea.

Ir oNE PErson cheats another out of a
single cent, the one who is cheated has
**the best of the bargain.” True the other
has the copper, but it is what the Scotch
might call an ** uncanny” copper. It is
the sign of sin and guilt. Its possession
does the thief more harm by far than he
would suffer by dressing in rags and living
on bread and water.
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JIMMIE AND JOE.

BY HATTIE LUMMIS,

¢ Tsu't it pretty 77

“Lovely! Andit's so hard to decorate
a church tastefully. I think XKitty's a
regular avtist.” '

¢TIt does ionk nice, * admitted Kitty,
with a flush of gratiied pride. She was
the new chairman of the flower committee,
and had set her heart on making a conspicu-
ous success of the church decorations for
this first concert. A pleased smile still
lingered about her lips as she went to the
back of the church, and from that pest of
observation surveyed the works of her
hands, with her head on one side, like a
meditative robin, G L

“Say, ma’am,” said a’ voice’at her side.
Kitty turned and met the black eyes of a
little boy, whose thin, expressive face she
vaguely remembered having noticed in the
Sunday-school. He held in his arms a tin
can, containing an unthrifty, strageling
geraninm, jts ungainliness crowned by a
single blosson of faded pink. *‘Say,
ma'am,” repeated the. bay, smiling shyly
into Kitty’s face, * I've brought you
Jimmie.”

“Q, indeed,” snid Kitty, naturally look-
ing about for a smaller child, whereupon
the bay, perceiving her mistake, held out
his plant, ahd with an air of making a for-
mal introduction, announced, ‘ This is
Jimmie.”

XKitty smiled in spite of herself.  ** That
isJimmie, isit? And who are you, please?”

“Me? O, I'n Joe,” answered the boy,
carelessly.  ** You see,” he wenb on, lower-
ing his voice, *‘ the other Jimmie, that was
my brother, died, and this one’s named
after him. Sece, he’s got a blossom. I
brought him for you to decorate with.”

‘“Indeed !” said Kittie again. ¢ Well,
take it up front, and I'll se¢ what I can do
with it, O dear ! she added, as Joe

-promptly obeyed, “I didn't want any
potted plants this thime. They always look
so stiff.” :

‘* Of course you needn’t use it,” said an-
other of- the girls, with sympathetic in-
terest, | :

f* Well, we'll see,” said Kitty, uneasily.
_‘*Come, girls,” she continued, rousing her-
self. ‘*We wustn’t stand and talk any
longer, or we'll never get through.

The coucert next evening proved - de-
cided success, and the chureh decorations
won even more approval. Kitty, as chair-
man of the flower committee, received
many congratulations ; but ingthe midst of
her triumph a melancholy voice fell on her
enr,—'‘ Please, I don't see Jimmie any-
wheve.” T
" “I'm afraid Jimmie was forgotten,” said
Kitty, with somé embarrassment.  *‘Look
in the little baclk room, and T guess you'll
find him there.” '

“ Who is Jimmie, pray ¥’ asked one of the
gontlemen, curiously ; and Kitty explained,
wondering, as she did so, that she had not

am——

noticed before how quaint and pathetic
a'story it really was. 'The young mun be-
side her listencd attentively. *¢ Hath cast
in more than they all,” he said under his
breath when she had finished. ™ o

Kitty flushed vividly, **Mr. Marshall,
I know you think that I should have put
that ugly geraniwm in front, and have
spoiled everything.” -

* You don’t admire my artistic taste, do
you !” said the young man, smiling, “Why
do you imagine that, Miss Kitty ¥ -

** Because, well, because I wish myself
that ITd used it,” said Kitty, candidly.

She turned with an impulsive inovement,
and hurried after Joe. At the door of the

anteroom she found him, leaning against
- RS

the wall, and crying bitterly.
“““They’ve k

've killed hit, ma’am,” He sobbed:
And, indeed, in the -hurry and confusion
the geranimm had been overturned, and
was broken off at the roots.

‘“Never mind. TI'll get another flower
for you,” said Kitty, trying to soothe him,
“ something prettier.”

Joe shook his head, uncomforted.
other Hower wouldn’t be Jimmie.
Jimmie.”

Kitty considered o moment. *‘See here,
doe. I think I can take a slip off this
geranium that will grow nicely. And if it
does, I will put it in a pretty red pot, and
it will be Jimmie, just the same. Won't
that be all vight #”

““Yes'm,” said Joe, smiling through his
tears. “*And do you s’pose it will really
grow ¥’ )

**I'msureofit,” answered Kitty, heartily.
“You may come to my housc next week,
and, sce how he's getting along.” She
picked up the broken geranium, and smiled
a good-bye after Joe, who went away, wip-

1 An-
I loved

~|ing his eyes on his sleeve, and looking

quite happy again. .

In his new quarters Jimmie flourished
amazingly. Joe made his' appearance
several times during the next few days, to
inquire concerning his friend’s welfare, and
to: remark approvingly that he seemed to
be ‘‘enjoying himself first rate.” Then
several weeks passed, and though Jimmie
wag promoted to the dignity of a red
flower-pot, and was given a position in the
front parlor window, no Joe appeared to
rejoice in his success.

I see Jimmie is in blossom,” said Kitty’s
sister Maud one morning at brenkfast.
¢ Wonder why your other protege doesn’t
make his appearance. Can he have for-
gotten his flower 77

“T hope he isn't sick,” said Kihﬁy,

thoughtfully, * X must look him up,
guess.” But in some unaccountable way

the days slipped by, and shé heard nothing
of Joe, till one morning Nora. made her
appearance, anuouncing a woman at the
door, who wanted to see Miss Kitty.,
Kitty hurried into the hall. The thin,
sallow woman at the door lifted a pair of
black eyes that ab once betrayed her rela-

tionship to Joe.. ‘‘Excuse me, Miss,”
she said in evident embarrassment ; *“but
my boy says you've got a plantyou're keep-
ing for him, and he's taken a notion he
wants to see it, He's sick, and of all
children to take idees I never saw his beat.”

**Is Joe sick ¥’ asked Kibty, with ready
sympathy. ‘I'm so sorry.” L

The woman - turned away her head.
‘“He's going like his brother,” she said in
a stifled voice.. ‘“He won't never be any
better.” _ .

Kitty leaned forward, and took the
work-worn hands in hers. * Come into
the house and rest a little,” she said. ‘X
should like to go back with you.” ’

Joe was lying in his little bed, his
sunken eyes looking blacker and more
brilliant than ever. He noticed Kitty
without “surprise, but.at the sight of the
geranium in her arms his face suddenly
grew expressive. - **Is that Jimmie ?”
he asked feebly.

Kitty smiled assent. °*Yes, this is
Jimmie. Hasn't he grown large and
handsome 7

Joe nodded. ““I s'pose,” he went on,
musingly, ** that when people think we're
dead, God only just puts us in a better
flower-pot, and makes us grow and blossoin
80 they’'d hardly know us.”

‘40 dear,” said his mother, beginning to
cry. ‘“*Didanybody ever hear such idees ¥’

Joe stroked the green leaves thought-
fully, then raised his face to Kitty with a
look of appeal. “S8ay,” he whispered,
“don’t you think Jimmie's ‘most pretly
enough now to put in the church -

* T put him in the church next Sun-
day, if you like,” said Kitty, in a voice she
vainly tried to render steady.

Joo smiled. There was a faint flush on
his pale cheek. o

*I mustn’t tire you now, dear,” she
said, stooping to kiss him. * But I'll
come again and see you to-morrow,”

She came again in -the morning” with a
basket of choice flowers. But upstairs, in
his bed, little Joe lay. very still, and in the
white hands folded on his breast was a
single cluster of pink geranium.—Golden

Rule. o
TRAIN THE SMILING MUSCLES.

4

... The story: of Nanny Falconer's- experi-

ences as told by Mrs. Clara Doty Bates in

‘the” July Wide Awake is an instructive

Iesson not only to young people but to
many of the little girl's clders who have
fallen into her bad habit of frowning.
Though she had the advantage of begin-
ning early to train the right muscles, much
can be done in later yeprs, by continual
and conscientious effort, to remove these
traces of worry and irritability which so
disfigure the face. Here is the latter half

of the story:

Her mother took Nanny’s hand and led
her to the mirror.

“Look in there, my child. What do
you see ?” ;

¢ T see yourJovely face,” sobbed Nanny.

“ First, dry your eyes. Now look at
yourself. That is not an ugly face, even
when it is wet with tears. Those lines are
full of sweet temper.  Thelaughing muscles
are strong and flexible—you see they make
dimples,”, as Nanny half smiled, ** They
like smiling best of anything. The shadow
of crossness is all a bad habit. It is quite
a new one too, Nanny, not settled and
hopeless. . . . Here,” pointing be-
tween the brows, ‘*is the trouble. You
use thesc muscles toe much. You will
soon have o mark there that will stay, I'm
afraid.”

““Yes, Don says it will surely freeze the
first cold morning.”

“Don’t listen to the boys. Listen to
me. We can make our faces, like our
manners, largely what we like, as we can
be rude and abrupt, or gentle and con-
siderate, so we can be dark and forbidding
in countenance, or open, fair and sweet.
Keep the right face museles in training
and the mood will be pretty certain to
follow their nction.” -

Nan Iaughed merrily. ““What do I

I[know about muscles, Mamma? You are

so scientific.” -

“ What you do not know.you can learn,
A docile spirit need never show a-sour
face.” '

‘' Please tell me how. Often when Don
and Rick call me cross, I don't feelso, -1
may be only thinking.”

¢ 8it down. It hasseemed to me thatif

you would think to a little better purpose
you might aveid being found so much fault
with—as you call it.” SR

“Butisn't thinking of one's self vanity

‘¢ Not if you think with the hope of mak-
ing yourself more lovable to thosé about
you. To study to be  pleasing is. not
vanity.,” . -

“ But when T haven’t thought of feel-
ing hateful, why doIlock so?” - :

" ““Because you are not on your guard.
I have myself often got an unconscious
Jook at myself in the glass and have seen
looks of worry when I wasn’t ill. A,
these muscles you know so little abouf,
Nanny—they are very ready tale-tellers.”

**They are story-tellers, you mean.
They tell what isn’t so.”

¢ They get into bad ways. ~And if you
do net want them to make mischief you
must educate them.” . ;

“But I might study physiology a year
and yet look cross all the time.” .

**So you might if you didn't take th
trouble to rule your face from within.”

Nanuny discerned her meaning.

. I should be like an idiot if I always
laughed,” she said,

“Dor’t be perverse, daughter. You
know very well what I mean. Try this
rule for a week, and see what the resule
will ' be: Whenever youn feel irritable,
even in a slight degree, go to the glass and
straighten every drawn line "into repose.
You need not lnugh, nor even smile, but
relax the'tension of the worry and see to
it that there is not one visible trace of it
left. By that time your fret will have
vanished.” '

Nauny tried the rule, with varying suc-
cess, bub with a general result of good.
Wihile she did it she never had reason to
complain that people called her cross.

In later years Nauny Falconer had a
famous face. “*You never have any
trouble,” some one said to her, even when
she was passing through bitter waters,
“you always look glad.” :

An old negro describing her called her,
“The lady with the glory-to-God face.”
And everywhere she went the sunshine of
happy looks was shed broadeast about her.

She herself told me this story, of how
she came to realize that a pleasant coun-
tenance islargely a matter of will, and that
worried looks, and cruss and sad looks,
are things of habit which can be educated
away. . . .

———e— e
SIX RULES FOR BOYS.

This letter from Henry Ward Beccher
to his son is declared, says a special to the
New York Tribune, on good authomi:y,
never to have been published., It is
reminiscent of the worldly good sense of
the advice given to Laertes by Polonius,
but it is also permeated by the leaven of
Christian experience. The precepts in it
are those which, if followed, would pro-
duce a good man aswell as a gentleman :—

You are now for the first time really
Jaunched into life for yourself. You go
from yoir father's house und from all family
conneetions, to make your own way in the
world, Itis a good time to make a new
start, to cast out faults of whose evil you
have had an experience, and to take on
habits the want of which you have found
to be so damaging.

1. You must not go into debt. Avoid
debt as you would the devil, Makeit a-
fundamental rule: No debt ! Cash or no-
thing.

2. Make fow promises. Religionsly ob-
serve even the smallest promise. A man
who means to keep his promises cannot
afford to make many.. '

3. Be scrupulously careful in all your
statements. Accuracy and perfect frank.-
ness, no guess-work, . Either nothing or’
accurate truth. ’ Lo :

4. When working for others sink your-'
self out of sight ; seek their interest..
Make yourself necessary to those who eni-
ploy you by industry, fidelity and scrupu-
lous integrity. Sellishness is fatal. -

5. Hold yourself responsible fora higher’
standard than anybody expects of you:
Demand more of yourself than anybody
else expects of you. Keep your personal
stiidard high. Never excuse yourself to.
yourself. Neverpity yourself. Be a hard -
master to yourself, but lenient to every-
body else. o -

6. Concentrate your force on your own
proper business; do not turn off.  Be con-’
sistent, steadfnst, persevering, S
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.° .. COBWEB CHAINS.

" **What is all this abéut?’ asked Mr.
"Patterson, stopping his march up and down
the deck of the excursion steamer, and
looking with grim face at the paper which
his little grand-daughter held out to him,
¢ A temperance pledge, eh? Upon my
word, you are beginning early. And you
want me to signit? For what, pray?’

N> et

¢“Why, Grandfather, if you would Clyne
says he would ; hesays a boy cannot be ex-
pected to sign what his Grandfather
doesn’t.”

The corners of Grandfather Patterson’s
mouth drew down as though he was rather
amused than otherwise with thisstatement,
but he did not choose to let Elise sce his
swile,

“ Good for Clyno!’ he sid grimly.
¢ Why should you particularly want to get
his name to this document ? Do you con-
sider him in special danger of being a
drunkard ¥ .

** Why, no, Grandfather; only of course
everybody is in danger who drinks the
‘least little bit.”

‘“Indeed! there is just where I don’t
‘agree with you ; and there- is just whire 1
object to your father's and mother's fana-
ticism. If they would confine their efforts
to drunkards, and let respectable people
who know how to behave themselves alone,
I would not havea word to say.”

t*But, Grandfather,” said little ILlise
shrewdly, ** you do not think there would
be any drunkards, do you, if everybody
signed the pledge not to drink a drop ¥’

Grandfather Patterson laughed in spite
of himself this time, and loocked kindly
down on the little girl. ** You are a chip
of the old block,” he said ; “ take after
your Grandmother., But I don’t believe
you will get Clyne to sign your straight-
laced pledge ; he is too fond of cider.”

Elise looked very grave, *‘That is just
the trouble,” she said, in a low tone ; *‘he
says perhaps he might sign if it wasn't for
that ; he says he doesn’t care about the
,cider so very much, only the boys would

make such fun of him for not drinking it

when he goes to Uncle Markham’s. That
was when he said he would sign the pledge
if you would ; he said ho should like to see
anybody make fun of you, and if he could

say, ¢ Grandfather and I don’t drink cider

any more,’ he would just as soon do it as
not.”

¢ Quite .o compliment " said Grand-
father Patterson, stroking his bearded
.chin as he spoke. *‘I aminclined to think
I would make the effort, tremendous as it
.is, if I saw an occasion ; but since I have
-no special fears of Clyne’s becoming a
“drunkard through the use of swest cider,
sT must decline to Jead off, even for the
~sake of such a loyal following. Run away
‘now, and don’t bother the gentlemen on
“board with your paper ; they will be laugh-

- §l'ing at you the next thing, and you know
" you do not like to be laughed at any better

“than Clyne does.” .

« Hlise turned away with a_sorrowful fuce ;

~ghe had felt so hopeful of success, for as a

irule her Grandfather did not like to deny

- Hl:Wer anything. Clyne’s father was dead,
fliand he and his mother lived with Grand-

.father Putterson ; and Clyne had very dif-

-ferent teaching from Ilise, whose father

iwas “a temperance fanatic, Grandfather
:Patterson said, and had made another of
his wife. Elise was a fanatic, too, if being
very.earnest and alert with her temperance
pledge -‘was'a sign ; but try as she would,

she could make no progress with Clyne.

She tried it frequently during the years
which followed, once very earnestly. It
was after they had been separated for
nearly two years, and had passed, Elise
her thirteenth and Clyne his fifteenth
birthday. Clyne was fond of his cousin ;
he thought her very pretty, and smarter
than any of the girls in theirset. **If she
weren’t such a dreadful little fanatic,” he
said to Grandfather Patterson ; ‘¢ she talks

[ her temperance pledgé yet, don’tyou think,

as hard as ever ! Carries her pledge book
in her pocket, and makes herself a laugh-
ing stock by coaxing everybody to sign.”

She coaxed Clyne in vain.

“T do wish you would,” she said, stay-
ing her pretty white fan, and looking
earnestly into his merry blue eyes: *‘1
know of two or three boys who I think
would sign if you did ; you are a leader in
that set, and you ought to be careful.”

“I am,” said Clyne; *‘I.never coax
them to steal, or lie, or anything of that
sorb.”

**Oh, Clyne! I do wish. you would talk
seriously about it ; it seems so strange that
a sencible boy like you cannot see the
danger there is in playing with such an
enemy ! I am going to tell you just what
I think ; I believe you are a victim to ycur
liking forthe stuff ! You used to be bound,
when you were a little fellow, by the fear
that the boys would laugh at you, and now
you are bound becanse you like the taste
of hard cider and home-made wines.”

lity, and not be whining around in search
of some one to influence him,”

What was the use in talking to Clyne?
His Grandfatherupheld him, and his mother
smiled ab his bright replies, and told Elise
shie would have to sharpen up her wits if
she was going to talk the temperance pledge
into Clyne. .

Elise went away again, and -the years
went on. Clyne was eighteen when she
saw him next, and his poor mother knew,
what Elise did not, that more than once
during the holiday season he came in late
withbloodshot eyes and stammering tongue ;
and once, O, that dreadful once; Iny upon
the floor, unable to move, unable to spealk,
and sank into a drunken sleep before her
frightened eyes. Neither was that thelast
time, though Clyne meant it should Dbe,
and promised that it should be. ‘¢TI can’t
help it, mother,” he said, turning bleared
eyes upon her, one dreadful morning when
they talked it over. ‘I never meant to
touch the stuff again, but I did. Elise was
right ; I am bound, and the chains are not
made of cobweb, either, " Grandfather need
not talk about disinheriting me, it is his
fault ; I would have signed Elise’s pledge
when I was nine if he would have doneso.”

Elisc is still trying ; she talks to Clync
abput One mighty to save him from him-
self, able to break the strongest chains and
set him free ; but he has gotten no farther
than to say, ““ Elise, I would promise you
now if I could keep my promise, but I am
afraid I can’t.”—Pansy.

‘¢ WHAT IS ALL THIS ABotT ?”

Clyne laughed lightly, “¢Cobweb chains, |

my dear, croaking cousin ; I could break
them like that ; ifI choose,” and he snapped
an imaginary thread with his finger. I
remember how much afraid of a laugh I
used to be when I was a little fellow, but
I have gotten over that. I do like cider
and wine; I see no reason to deny the
taste. Grandfather has always had home-
made wines, you know, and I have drunk
them ; why shouldn’t I like them? Not
that I am extravagantly fond of such
things ; I'do not doubt but .that I could
break off the use of them if I chose; I
should miss them, of course, so would you
miss your cup of chocolate ; but because a
fellow is fond of a thing is no sign that he
is in danger of making a beast of himself.
There is where you blunder, Elise ; you
did when you were a little chicken ; you
don’t give a person credit for common-
sense and self-control.”

¢ All people have not common-sensga
and self-control,” said Ilise earnestly.
She foresaw that her handsome cousin had
much too high an opinion of himself to
make it worth her while to try to convince
him that he did not know his own weak-
nesses; 8o she determiued to try to win him
for the sake of others. *‘ You cannot deny
that some boys go wrong; even from what
you call small : beginnings, and therefore
you, if you are stronger, ought to throw
your influence as 2 shield around those who
are not,”

¢, bother ! I'm tired of all that kind
of talk, Elise. I thinkitis wenkening ; I
do, honestly. Lot every fellow look out
for himself, I say; learn to understand
that he must stand on his own responsibi-

SIXTEEN EXPLORERS HAVE
CROSSED THE DARK
CONTINENT.

Africa has been crossed by explorers six-
teen times. The first journey was made
in 1802-1811 by Honorato da Casta, a Por-
tuguese, FrancescoI'. Coimbra went from
Mozambique to Benguela in 1838-48, and
Silva Porta from Benguela to the mouth
of the Rovumay in 1853-56. Livingstone
left San Paulo de Loando in 1854 and
reached Quilmanein 1856. The fifth cross-
ing was accomplished by Gerhard Rolf,
who in 1865 and 1866 travelled from Tripoli
to the Gulf of Guinea, near the mouth of
the Niger. Lieut. Cameron, twenty years
after Livingstone, did the sixth trip, be-
tween Bagamoyo and Benguela. Then
came Stanley (1874-77), from Bagamoyo to
the mouth of the Congo; Serpa Pinto
(187%7-79), from Bagamoyo to Port Natal;
the Italians, Mattcuci and Massari (1880-
82), from Suakim to the mouth of the Niger.
Between 1882and 1884 Wissmann went from
San Paulo de Loanda to Sadaani, on the
Zanzibar coast, and Arnot, a Scotchmission-
ary, went from Port Natal to Benguela.
The twelfth crossing was made in 1884-85
by Capello and Ivans, Portuguese; the
thirteenth in 1885-86 by the Swedish Licu-
tenant, Gleerup, who passed but six months
in reaching Bagamoyo from Stanley Falls,
on the Lower Congo. The Austrian, Qscar
Lenz, went from the mouth of the Congo
to Quilimane in 1885-87. The fifteenth
crossing was Stanley’s last one. The six-
teenth was done by the French Captain
Trivier, who took two years to go from
Angola to Mozambique.. Besides these six-
teen successful crossings, there arve on

‘[and somewhat confidential conversation

Chrigtian life. Ibecame deeply interested

record many trips of exploration that were
cut short on the Dark Continent by the
tremendous natural difficulties. It is re-
markable that in the last ten years more
crossings -have been made than in the pre-
ceding eighty, and that while long ago ten
years were required for the undertaking,
one year or even six months may now be
sufficient. -~ | - ) -
—_———————— .

THE SMALL AND THE GREAT,

One night & man took a little taper out
of a drawer and lighted it, and began .to
ascend a long, winding stair. .

“* Where are you'going ¥’ said the little
taper. i )

*¢ Away high up,” said the man, ‘“higher
than the top of the house where we sleep.”

*¢ And what are you going to do there 7
said the little taper,

*“I am going to show the ships ouf at
sea where the harbor is,” said the man.
*‘ For we stand here at the entrance to the
harbor, and some ship far out on the stormy
seanay be looking out for our light even
now.” N

‘* Alas ! noship could ever see my light,”
said thelittle taper. ¢ Itisso very small.”

¢ If your light is small,” said the man,
*‘keep it burning bright and leave the rest
to me.” :

Well, when the man got up to the top
of the lighthouse, for this was the light-
house they were in, he took the little
taper and with it lighted the great lamps
that stood ready there with their polished
reflectors behind them. And soon they
were burning steady and clear, throwing a
great, stroug beam of light across the sea.
By this time the lighthouse man had blown
out the little taper and laid it aside. Bug
it had done its work, Though its own
light had been so small, it had been the
means of kindling the light in the top of
the lighthouse, and these were now shin-
ing brightly over the sea, so that ships
far out knew by it where they were, and
were guided safely into the harbor.

. - ® -
A SECRET WORTH KNOWING,

On a recent journey, I met in a railway
coach a gentleman well-known in the
church as a devout and liberal layman of
the best type. -. Having a long distance to
ride together, we fell into an interesting

concerning our personal experience in the

in my friends’s views and feelings as he
modestly related them to me. At length,

he took from his pocket a small book; and
pointed to a record which some years pre-
viously he had make in the book. It was
in substance as follows: “From this time
forward, I solemnly purpose to serve God
asa calling, and to do business to pay ex-’
penses.” That record revealed the secret
of my friend’s rich religious experience,

and of his exceptionally large contribu-
tions to Christ's church, He isstill a com-
paratively young man, with a growing
family ; he is not wealthy, as rich men es-
timate wealth, but possesses a competency,

as do thousands of others whose contribu-
tions are pitifully small. But he has
learned the true philosaphy of life, and so

richly does it freight his life with blessing
that no persuasion could induce him to.
abandon it. He does not intend ever to

hold in his possession for personal uses any
more wealth than he now has; henceforth

his life is consecrated to.the high service®
of the master, and all the proceeds of that
consecrated life, save his current expenses,

which are very moderate, are to be sacredly
devoted to the Redeemer’s kingdom.—C.

H. Paney, D. D.; LL. D., in, Western.
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WHEN IS THE TIME TO DIE?

X asked the glad and happy child,
IWhose hands were filied with flowers,

Whose silvery laugh rang free and wild
Among the vine-wreathed bowers;

I crossed her sunny path and cried :
*When is the time to die?”

*Not yct ! not yet1” the child replied,
And swiftly bounded by, .

I asked a maiden ; back she threw
The tresses of her hair ;

Grief’s traces o’cr her cheeks I knew,
Liko pearls they glistoned there;

A flush passed o'er her Jily brow ;
I heard her spirit sigh;

*Not now,” she cried, “Ono! not now,
Youth is no time to die !

I asked o mother, ns sho pressed
Her first born in herarms:

As gently on her tender breast
She hushed her babe’s alarms §

In quivering tones her answer came,—
Her eyces were dim with tears

- My boy his mother's life must claim
For many, many ycars,”

I questioned ono in manhood's prime,
Of proud and fearless air;

His brow was furrowed not by time,
Nor dimmed by woe and care,

In angry nccents hoe replied,
And flashed with scornhiseyo;

*Talk not to me of death,” he cried,
“For only ago should die.”

I questioned age ; for him the tomb
Iiad long Jeen all prepared,
But death, who withers youth and b'oom
This man of years had spared.
Once more his nature's dying fire
Flashed high, as thus he cried ;
¢ Life! only life is my desire;”
Then gasped, and groaned, and died,
I asked o Christian; * Answer thou;
WWhen is the hour of death?”
A holy ealm was on his brow
And peaceful wag his breath s
And sweetly o'er his fentures stole
A snile, o light divine
He spake the lauguago of his soul,-=
** My Master's time is mine.”
—0ld Poecm. :
——i——e— -

b

PLEDGES AND SALOONS.

Thirty-five or forty years ago my father
had a splendid Temperance Svciety. He
conducted it upon Seriptural principles.
The pledgo wus administered after Bible
reading and prayer in every case, and fre-
quently penple signed upon their knees.
In twelve months from its commencement
400 members were on the Society's roll.
At that time he believed and often said,
‘* The best way to close’the public-houses
is to preach the gospel and get all the
people to abstain.”  Kvery effort was made
by regular visiting and nieetings to keep
the society together., As soon as members
broke the pledge they were induced to re-
sign amid fervent prayer for grace to keep
it. Things continued in this way for ten
years. At the end of that time my father
“called his conumittee together for a special
examination of the roll, and a special look-
ing-up of members, The sad fact was re-
vealed, that out of the 400 original mem-
bersnot ten were foundtrue to their pledge.
Upnn close and careful enquiry the convie-
tion was forced upon the committce that
in almost every case the fall was traceable
to the temptations of the public-house.
Gospel preaching, prayer, visitation were
all found to be powerless in face of these
multitudinous traps of the devil. I well
remember his coming home one evening,
‘filled with sadness and despair, The fafe
of his lapsed members was a sore burden
on his heart. I shall never forget the
words he used,-** T am sure,” hesaid, *‘ we
have done our very best in every possible
way to rescue .and keep the people, and
now Lamas certain of ono thing as I am
.of my existence that so long as the public
sale of intoxicating drink is allowed in this
manner by the Government, all the preach-
ing aud praying in the world won't save
one in a thousand from drunkenness.”
These words astouished wme, coming from
one who had such faith in tho word of Gud.
But my subsequent experience hus proved
it entirely true. AndIask every Christian
to-day whether with all the gospel preach-
ing of the past 40 years the drunkards
have becn saved, wnd why not? Because
the public-house still exists. How long
are we blindly and stupidly to delude our.
selves in this matter? Assure as we allow
this overpowering temptation to continue

0nA

wo shall, so far as the masses are con-
cerned, preach and pray and work in vain,
Drink will mock and thwart all our efforts,
and though we wmay here and there save
one, yet for each one saved a thousand
will be doomed to a drunkard’s hell.—
Walter Bathgate, in The Sunbeam,. -

- ————— .
A DANGEROUS IDOL.

Daniel, a native of New Zealand, isonly
twenty, and his pretty little wife sixtecn.
He is a local preacher. There was a secreb
socicty which had great influence over the
heathen, It had idols of its own, on which
it was death for anyone to look who was
uninitiated. The popular superstition was
so strong on the subject that the members
of the society, out of pure benevolence,
Lept these idols buried. .But on one occa-
sion rain had partially disturbed the soil,
and & group of boys passing, of whom
Daniel was one, perceived with horror that
a portion of one of them was exposed.
Under ordinary circumstances they, would
have hurried away from the fatal spot, but
Daniel stopped them, ‘ DBoys,” he said,
‘“tho missionaries say it is all nonsense
about our dying because we lovk at ‘those
hideous old idols !~no one has ever tried
—suppose we try ! We'll dig this cne up
and look abit.” It was a Dold venture,
but bays are the same all over the world—
the spice of danger lent a charm to the
enterprise. Quickly they set to work and
unearthed the grim object of their terrors.
Setting it up, they gazed boldly at it, and
finding that nothing happened, they went
in search for others. Soon the sacrilegious
act was reported through the island, and,
doubtless, mothers trembled and watched
to see their children fade away, but as no
evil consequences ensued, the idols fell
into disrepute, and were soon abolished,
and now the generation to which Daniel
belongs, as well as many an aged cafinibal,
has seen by faith the unveiled face of the
Incarnate God, and lives.

— e

NOT A BAD MOTTO.

A gentleman who recently visited Mr.
Edison's great laboradory, at Menlo Park,
and whose son was about to enter upon
business life, asked -the Professor to give
him « motte for his boy, so that he might
remember it as a guide and stimulus in
after life. Mr. Edison laughed a littlo at
the novel request, and then said :—*¢ Well,
T'll give him this—tell him, never to look
at the clock ! Which means this—that
the man who succeeds to-day is not the man
whodoes just what he has contracted to do
and no more, but the man who throws his
heart into his work, feels a genuine inter-
est in it, and does not grumble if he has to
work ten minutes after office hours.

‘*MESSENGER” BIBLE STUDENTS,
Theo publishers of the Northern Messenqer
are pleased to be able to announce to their
young Bible students the results of the
last Bible Competition,
THE SENIOR TRIZE,

Among the older students the first prize
has been won by Miss Clara P. McEwan,
Lakefield, Ont., and the second by Master
Aubrey W. Fullerton, Round Hill, N.S.

SPECIAL MENTION,

The following deserve special mention
either for neatness of papers or excellence
of matter :— )

Margery Sorby, Ont.; Anna B. Chris-
tian, Ont. ; Rebecea J. McDonald, Ont. ;
Lizzie Armstrong, Ont. ; Daisy Hitchcock,
Ont. ; Maude G. Parry, Ont. ; Jennie
Grant, Ont. ; Annie A. MacKay, Ont. ;
Jennie Follick, Ont. ; M. E. Standen, Ont. ;
A. W, Maunder, Ont. ; Charles H. Emer-
son, Ont. ; Robert Cripps, Ont. ; Sophia
Hicks, Que.; Edith Baumgarten, Que. ;
Mabel Pridham, Que. ; Eva Green, Mich, ;
Lillian Newton, Kausas.

OTHER SENIOR COMPETITORS.

Mauy. of the following competitors are to
be commended for- good work done:—

Mary Anderson, Ont. ; Daisy B. Firby,
Ont, ; Virgil Burrill, Ont. , Lizzie H. Gin-
grich, Oné. ; Mande Miller, Ont.; Mary
Crow, Ont. ;1 Jenniv McKenzie, Ont. ;

Sophia Boyle, Ont. ; Grace Claypole, Ont, ;
Jane Greer, Ont. ; Ernestine Bingham,
Ont, ; Linnie Therr, Ont ; Minnie A.
Wilson, Out. ; Mabel Sproat, Ont..; Mary
L. Parson, Ont.; Lily R. Ross, Ont,;
John T. Rydall, Ont. ; Arthur E. Young,
Ont. ; Andrew Stewart, Ont. - '
The following is the sketch winning the
senior prize i— :
JONATHAN AND DAVID,

¢ And the soul of Jonathan was knit with the
soul of David, and Jonathan loved him as his own
soul.”. This was the beginning of that iriendshig
which almost all the world knows about an
loves to read of, Jonathan, the prince, the
heir to the throne of Isracl, and Iavid the shep-
herd lad, *the stripling,” as he is called, from
the little village of Bethlchem. He had been
anointed God's chosen king by Samucl, had come
to Saul's court, had won tho admiration of the
people by his slaying of the great Philistine giant,
and then_also had won Jonathan’s heart, and
they made covenant together, Jonathan Liivmg
up his clothing, his sword and his bow as pledge,
King Suul's jealous temper was soon aroused
against David, the song of the women_after
battle,* Saul hagslain his thousands, and David
his ten thousands,” could not be tolerated, and in
afit of anger Snul threw his javelin at the young
man_and Tfinally removed him from the court,
making him captain over a thousand men.
’l‘hmugi'h all this the loyal friend, Jonathan, re-
mained constant and watchful. .

David was thrown in the way of every danger,
slaying two hundred Philistines that in ’i ~yment
he might receive the king’s daughter as his wife,
and as he overcnmo these dangers, one by one,
Sanl’s jealousy burned flercer than before, till ab
Iengthhe speaks t6 Jonathan and to all his house-
hold, that they kill David,  Whata misteke that
was to take David’s best friend in the kingdom
into a plot to kill him. Jonathan senf him word
te hide himself until he should make peace with
his father. Thishesuccceded in doingfora time,
but Saul's hostility could not be buried for long,
Again, and for the last time, David fled from be-
fore him in the court, and Jonathan and his wife
lovingly covered up his_flight. Shortly after,
David met his fricnd and renewed his vows of
friendship and determined on a sign to show
whether he might return once more in safety or
not, the sizgn to be in the words Jonathan should:
address to his armor-bearer after shooting three
arrows near David’s place of concealment. The
sign on that day was the one which it smote
Jonathan's heart to give, a sign which separated
the friends for almost the last time, and in the
field when the little 1ad gathered up . the
arrows, the record says *“ he knew not anything.”
but they knew and they fell upon cach other's
necks and kissed cach other and separated, the
one to go to an enraged father, the other to take
refuge with the Philistines. -:Once more they
met during Saul’s pursuit of David, Jonathan
found one‘opportunity to comfort his dearly be-
loved friend. The mecting was in a_wood, and
there Jonathan showed his grand character in
full light. * Fear not, thou shalt be king, and I

mous man, the example for sl time to those

echoues in our ears,

** Yo mountaing of Gilboa, let therc bo no dew,
neithor let there be rain upon you, for there the
shicld of the mighty is vilely cast awny.”

* How are the mighty fallen in {he midst (;E
bateilo, O Jonathan, thou wast slain in thine high
places:” CLARA P. MCEWEN.

Lakdfield, Ont.
JUNIOR PRIZiingR.

The. first junior prize has been won by
Miss Edina A Thornburn, Broadview,
Assa,, and the second by Miss Jennie C.
Crozier, Grand Valley, Ont.

SPECIAL MENTION.

Special mention either for neatness, or
excellence of matter must also be made of
Sarah A. Lawrence, Ont. ; Bessio Laing,
Ont. ; Maud M. Goodwin, Ont, ; Mabel
Brownell, Ont. ; R. M. Millman, Ont,. ;
John Cochrane, Ont. ; Gertrude MecClen-
aghan, Que. ; Helena Fairbairn, Que. ;
Addie Bushby, Man., Unity M. McGee,
N.8. ; Laurie Brown, Mich.

OTHER JUNIOR COMPETITORS.

The following are also deserving of com-
mendation :—Jessie  McDonald, Ont, ;
Jennie R. Sproat, Ont.; Louise Jones,
Ont.; Florence McCormack, Ont.; Isabella
McLeod, Ont.; Sarah A. Tracy, Ont.;
Levia E. Tracy, Ont.; Eva Caldwell, Ont.;
Tena Shelton, Ont.; Chilton Leek, Ont.;
Willie Hiles, Ont.; W. . Stevenson, Ont.;
Arthar Brownell, Ont.; Donald Farqular-
son Stewart, Ont, ; Henry Cullen, Ont,. ;
Stewart Slater, Ont. ; Asy Doner, Ont, ;
Alex. Y. Johnston, Ont. ; Mabel Moeser.
Que.; Mable F. Awde, Que.; Rosic Ficks,
Que. ; Bthel May Young, Que.; Fred
Moeser, Que.; Ruby 8. Skaling, N.S, ;
Evelyn Fraser, Man. ; Bva McFadden, I, ;
Emma Nelsen, N. Y. ;J. H. Bingham, Dt.:
John Tvor Guyther, N, Dak. ; Oliver M.
Cunningham, Mo.; Alfred Davidge, Ont.;
Alfred Harris, Ont.; Frauk French, Ont.;
Walter Gillanders, Que. ; Mercy S. Mamy.

N.B."; Edwin Colpitts, N,B. ; Annie Craw- |,

ford, Man.; Annic R. Guyther, N. Dak. ;
Jolin L. Perham, N. H.
The following is the junior prize sketch:
STORY OF DAVID AND JONATITAN.

This picture represents o scene in the lifo of
David and Jonathan, They livedin the reign of

.| with him, go he sent him away and made himn

shal] be next unto thee,” but the brave, magnani- |

who would make firm fricnds, fell in battlo soon’
afterwards at Gilboa, and David’s lament still |.

second king of Israel. was-the son of Jesse, ana-
ive of Bethlehem, Tho first weread of theirat-
tachment for each other ‘was-after David had
killed GoMath, tho Philistine glant. Jonathan.
becauno so fond of David, that hesiripped him-
sclf of his clothes and gave them tohim, even to
his sword and girvdle. R L L
Saul, vho at first had been very friendly and
had given David a.position of trust in his army,
now beeame so jealous, when he heard David’s.
deeds of valor praised, that ho fwice threwa
Jjavelin at him. He wagsalso afraid of him, be-
causethe Lord was with David, and wig not

captainover a thousand men. Another of Saul's
plang to get rid of David, was by sending him
tofight the Philistines, telling him he should have
his daughter in marriage if he proved he had
killed onc hundred, Saul hoped that David
would meet his denth in this way. David ful-
fllled the_conditions and became the king's son-
inJaw, Saultried next to get hisservants, and
oven Jonathan to kill David, but though Jona-
than knew that David would be king after Saul,
he always warned him whenever his father had
any new plan against his life, bidding him keep
out of Spul's sight, and then plerding with Saul
not. to kill David who was innocent of any evil
and who had also done so much for Isreal, until
Snul's heart was softencd and ho promised nob to
hurt David. "After this David went back and
lived in tho king's house. But Sanlagain tricd
to kill him by sending messengers to take him in
his own house, But Michal, David’s wife, hear-
ing ofif, let him down out of the windew and put
an imige in his bed. Then David went to
Samuel the pricst. - Saul pursued him there, but
the $gxrit of the Lord came upon him and he did
David no harm. After this David went to Jona-
than and asked that he might hide till after the
feast of the new moon, If Saul inguired why
David wasabsent, Jonathan shonld answer that
he had gone to keep the feastiat hisfather’s house.
If this pleased Sam), David was safe, if it dis-
pleased him David must fly. He also renewed
the covenant which they had made. ButDavid's
absence angered Saul and he tried to kill his son,
s0 Jonathan knew David mustnotreturn. Next
day the friend parted with many tearsanddid
not moet again. Afterward when Saul and his
sons were killed in battle, David grieved exceed-
ingly for his friends, even of Snul, his encry, he
spoke no evil, David was also very kind to
Mcphibosheth, Jonathan’s crippled son.
X EpINA A. THORBURN, aged 12,
Broadview, Assa. - )

—_——————
TO SUBSCRIBERS IN THE UNITED
STATES.

Our subscribers throughout'tho United States
where International money orders cannot be
procuréd can remit by mongey. order, payablo at
Rouses Point Post Office, N, Y. State, or secure
an American XExpress Co. order, payable at
Montreal, K

—————
NEW CLUB RATES. )

Thé following are the NEw Crun Rares for
the MESSENGER, which aro considerablyreduced;

B ) ) £
10 copics to onge address.,,
20 [ 44 X3 s
50 4 " 4o

100 " “w [

Sample package supplied free on application,
JonN DOUGALL & SON,
Publishers, Montreal.

THE PEOPLE'S ENITTING MACHINE,
Ratail price only $6.00, Will Ionté
P ckings, Mitts, Scarfs, Leggings,
4 Fancy-work and everything re.
¥ quircd in the household, from
home-spun or factory yarn. Simplo
and casy to operate. Just tho
g moachino every tamily has Jon,
R wished for. On receipt of 2
i) I will ship machine, threaded up,
with full instructions by express
" ht cio. D, ,lel cnlt} pay tlmbn‘.nn’co,
o mnchine I8 received. arge commissicn
fé"’,'i'g‘e’;‘n’fs'.'tc&"cumm and terms free. Safo delivery
and satisfaction guarantced. Address
VARDON & GEARMART, Dundas; @nt..

THE NORTHERN MESSENGER is printed and pub.

All business commuoicotions should be addressed " John

Saul, the first king of Isracl, who was Jonathan's
father.- David, who afterwards became the

@, SENSIBLE
Cud WOMEN

all want FERRIS?

% 600D SENSE

CORSET WAISTS. .

THOUSANDS

2>, HOW IN USE.

7 \Best far Wealts, Eco~

nomy und Benuty.

" \BuTTONS af frontine
-} steadcf Crasras

for Bose Snpporiers,

npe-fastened But-
tone—~—wont pull of.
Cord -Edge” Button
oles—iont wear ott,

‘180ld by Leading

{ . JRETAILERS
= _everywhere. -
! ? \\\ Send for Circular. '
RSl FERRIS BROS..
.- . Manufacturers,
841 BRQADWAY. NEW \YORK.

lishdg every fortnight at Nos, 321 and 323 St. Jamet .
st., Montreal, by John Redpath Dougall, of Montreal,

Dougall £ 8on,” ard all letters to the Editor ghould be
" addressed * Editor of the * Northern Méisenger.'” -
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