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‘For a bit of Sunday reading commenii me tothe “Northern Messenger.”—W. 8. Jamieson, Dalton, Ont.

Thy Will.

The bells of redemption are pealing to-day,
How sweetly the glad music rings!
Above and about me are wafted the strains,
My soul is an echo that sings,
Up swells to the throne in
praise,
The anthem of ransomed ones there;
The heavens and earth in that song are made
one,
One blending of praise and of prayer.

a volume of

Oh, not in the sunshine alone does this song
Well up with rapturous praise;
It soars to its clearest, most triumphing note,
On darkest and drearies’ days,
When no ray of earth-light shincs out o'er
my way,
The voice of earth’s laughter is still;
"Tis then, in the hush and gloom of the
night,
*Tis sweetest to say, Lord, Thy will!

In storms or in calm, still I choose Thy dear
will,
That will wzich is Oneness with Thee;
Is pardon, and peace, and victorious power,
From sin and from self be free,
Oh, wonderful gift! blessed will of my God!
Thou only that will canst fulfil;
Work then as Thou wilt, oh, Thou conquer-
ing One!
- But perfectly work out Thy will!

Thy will! ’tis the gladdest, most glorious
thing
That even Thy heart, Lord, could give;
Thy will! how my soul leaps to do its be-
hest!
"Tis life from the dead, and I live,
The desert grows sweet with the breath of
the rose,
The discords of life all are still;

Who now can harm me, what foe can affright,
Since Thou hast in me, Lord, Thy will?
»—Mrs. Katharine L. Stevenson, in ‘Hymns of

Christian Life.
PR

‘] See It Clearly.’

A gentleman of wealth and high social
position was taken ill. Being much troubled
about the little love he found in his heart for
God, he complained bitterly to his pastor.
This is how the man of God answered Lim:
*When I leave you L shall go Yo my resi-
dence, and the first thing that I expect to do
is to call my baby. 1 expect to place her
on my knee and look down into her sweet
eyes and listen to her charming prattle, and,
tired as I am, her presence will rest me, for
I love that child with unutterable tender-
ness. But the fact is she loves me little. If
my heart was breaking, it would not disturb
her sleep. If my body were racked with ex-
cruciating pain, it would not interrnpt her
play. If I were dead she would be amused in
watching my pale face and closed eyes. if my

- friends came to remove the corpse to the place

of burial, she would probably clasp her nands
in glee, and in two or three days totally for-
get her papa. Besides this, she has :ever
brought me a penny, but has been a constant

~

Forrow that which
is good.’

1 Thess. v. 15

¢ FoLLow after the things ™
that make for peace.’
3 ~ .Rom. xiv. 19.

. ‘When He, putteth forth
His own sheep, He goeth
before them, and His sheep *
¥oLLow Him: for they kiow
His voice. And a stranger
will they not rorLow.”

St. John, x. 4, 5.

=From ‘Sunday Reading for the Young,’ published by Wells, Gardner, Darton & Co., London.

expense on my hands ever since she was torn.
Yet, though I am not rich, there is not money
enough in the world to buy my baby. How
is it? Does she love me, or do 1 love her?
Do I withhold my love until I know she 'oves
me? Am I waiting for her to do something
worthy of my love before extending it ta her?

‘Ob, I see it,” said vhe sick man, while the
tears ran down his cheeks.. ‘1 see it clearly.
It is not my love to God, but God’s love *o
me, I ought to be thinking about; and 1 do
love him now as 1 never loved him before,
We think of our littleness when we should
remember our Father’s almightiness. We be-
wail our weak love when we should be grate-
ful for our Father’s great love. ‘Herein is
love, not that we loved Geod, but that God
loved us’—‘'Banner.’

‘Only Two Months.’

A number of persons were waiting their .

turn in a physician’s consulting oftice. As
they were talking a chatty little man re-

marked that he did not know why he was

there, but he had a sort of numbness in the
tongue, and an occasional depression  of
spirits, but he did not think there was any-
thing seriously wrong with him. His wife,
he said, insisted on his seeing the ‘doctor, and
he was there. His turn came to go into the

doctor’s office. It was some time before he
reappeared; but how changed! Pale, tremb-
ling, excited, he staggered towards the out-
gide door. As he was about to open it he
turned to the doctor and said:

‘Is there no hope, doctor?

‘No remedy has been found for your dis-
ease,’” was the physician’s calm reply.

Then there was a short pause, broken by
the patient asking:

‘Did you say two months, doctor?

‘Yes, two months.

As he was passing out the kind-hearted
physician offered him a glass of water.

‘No, no, was the reply, ‘L have no time.
Only two months to prepare for death.

One who heard the conversation said after-
wards:

‘I watched that man, and in two months
after he was dead’

‘I'hat man believed on the testimony of a
physician that he was sick with a mortal
disease; and yet he must have known before
that he was doomed to die; but for the
first time it dawned on his mind that death
was so near. ‘Only two months.

It is appointed unto man once to die,
Every man is stricken with a mortal disease.
That disease is mot leprosy, or consumption,
or paralysis, or apoplexy; it is sin! ‘The wages
of sin is death”’ ‘Sin when it is finished
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bringeth forth death,’ and who knows how
soon it may be finished? “I'wo months!’ Who
dares to say that any man will Iive another
day? And yet people go on carelessly,
thoughtlessly, fearing no evii, forgetting that
‘it is appointed unto man once to die, and
after this the judgment.’

There is something more important, how-
ever, than preparing to die. Men should pre-
pare to live! to hve in this world as sons of
God and heirs of glory; to live the life of
souls redeemed by love divine; to live a life
that is the beginning of a life that shall
never end; and to live that lhfe eternal in
the world to come, where there shall be ‘no
more death, neither sorrow nor sighing, for
the former things have passed away.’ ‘Death
has passed upon all men’ How soon your
turn may come no man can tell. ‘L'he shadow
of death may be falling across your path to-
day. Oh! see to it that the light of hfe is
beaming there, and that your hope is fixed
in the living God, who is your life and light,
your joy and your salvation.—‘'Christian.’

Religious News.

Dr. W. L. Watkinson, known as the ‘most
distinguished preacher in the Wesleyan
Methodist Church of England, is to visit
America this summer. As Dr. Watkinson is
a white-haired old man of seventy this will
probably be his farewell visit to America.
This will be his first appearance at Northfield,
where he will speak during the General Con-
ference in August. Other noted Knglishmen
announced for Northfield are Rev. J. Stuart
Holden, vicar of St. Paul’s, Portman Square,
London, i

Fifty years’ service in the Methodist Church
has established Dr. Watkinson as leader -of
that denomination in England. He is also
an editor on many of the leading religious

_ publications in his land. TIn &pite of his age,
he is famous for his keen sense of humor and
~his cheery smile. 2

After gpeaking at Northfield Dr. Watkinson .
will  visit the West, giving addresses at
Denver, Omaha, and the Winona Conference.

L]

At its recent ninety-second annual meet-
ing the American Bible Society reported that
its invested funds amounted to $732,631,
besides some $225000 not yet available, or
upon which annuities are paid. It was an-
nounced that Mrs, Russell Sage had offered

.~ $500,000 on condition that an equal amount
in addition was secured from subscriptions
during the year. The issues from the press
reached 1,896,916 last year, and 82,317,298

since the orgamization in 1816,
1

The favorable attitude of the heathen
king of Bamum, in Kamerun, West Afriea,
toward the work of the missionaries of the
Basel Missionary Society, is becoming still
more pronounced as he becomes better ae-
quainted with the Christians. A short time
ago it became necessary to open a second
preaching etation in his capital, Fumban,
The king ordered the erection of a euitable
building with 260 seats, and no help was ex-
pected from the missionaries in the work,
The attitude of the king influences hig sub-
jects, and the mew chapel is well filled at all
services every Lord’s day. On account of
the rapid progress of the work in Bamum,
: ﬂtl: ?a:el bgﬁiety ;xu decided to erect a sub-

stantia i lor missionar ses in
the capital, Fu'-:gban. : z p\utp.o 55
Work in Labrador.
SPRING ON THE COAST.. . -

St. Anthony, May 11, 1908.

Dear Mr, Editor,—Still we are stri .
with snow and ice out here. If anywhere in
the world man is the sport of wind and
waves, he certainly is so here. Warm
weather is evidently prevailing somewhere on
the earth’s surface. = We ourselves are al-
ready in shady cowboy hats and have long

discarded skin clothing and even sweat-
ers. But it still freezes at night, and as
soon as ever the sun sinks low enough to
throw shadows one walks on crusted snow
under the lee of every rock and piece of ice. .
This is entirely due to a prevalence of easter-

i

_ Boyme. Fortunately,
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ly winds, which has brought us with lavish
generosity a recurring contribution of ice
from the Arctic, and which does not seem to
understand that we have had sufficient. The
fact is the endless ice covering the sea, jam-
miag the shores, and filling the bays and
harbors, converts the land into a large tem-
porary refrigerator.

We have just returred from launching our
large motor launch. She had to be hauled
from winter quarters on a cradle over half
a mile of ice to the standing edge, and there
be dropped into the water. She is a large
yawl-rigged vessel, and it took all that every
man and boy in the village could do to drag
her along. But it was a source of intemse
excitement to all hands, and as I galloped
back on my dog team I felt here again is an
experience most enjcyable, especially as the
success spells steaming into the bay next
week where we lope to get many dacks, the
first fresh meat, except seal, for the spring.

By rising before daybreak now you will
find a stiff erust to the snmow that will afford
you ample need to have ‘a good. wind,’ if
you get off to run alongside your komatik,
as you journey into the woods for the last
loads of firing or the last logs for the fishery.
Yet the atmosphere is warm and sunny and
on every spot from which the snow is gone
tiny green blades are peering out amongst
the old herbage, proclaiming the promise of
gsummer. Our sheep have lambed, our cattle
have calved, new batches of carefully selected
puppies are playing around our doors, :‘he
snipe is whirring overhead, the large Ameri-
can robin and the brown song sparrow are
waking the countrysides with song as soon
as ever the sun tops the hills. Meanwhile,
all the glories of the spring sunset are not
only painted in our sub-arctic skies, but are
reflected from our gtill snow-covered hills.
And what is more, the circumstances of our
life are such as to insure that almost every
man in -the community should be out of bed
to enjoy it. Moreover, there are advantages
accruing even to the presence of the floe ice.

Along its edge, as it lies ~off the shore, fly
large flocks of northward bound ducks, which
thus trim our shores and come in reach of
our gunners. Numerous young seals beating
north, play about in the open water spaces
between the pans, which bring us fresh meat
and good skins. Moreover, when the sun
does shine down he shines up again from the
endless white mirror so that we enjoy a

‘double portion which - not only kills the

bacilli lurking in our blood, and tans our
faces, but does not withal prevent us from-
wishing to move about in the brisk air by
the feeling of lassitude so general in the
sunny south,

We have not yet out here outlived the
Orangism which worships at the shrine of
William the Fourth and the Battle of the
however, the society
dees more for the people than serve to. per-
petuate animosity between the Catholic and
Protestant.  In such a district as this it
serves to unite its scattered members for:
mutual improvement. It affords a stimulus
to the attainment of communal property
in the form of club houses, where the young
men are free of surveillance and consequent-
ly learn to know one another (and inci-
dentally also themselves) better. Men will
come fairly long distances to prayers out
here. They will come still further to hos-
pital or the annual games, but they will
spend incredible time and trouble to be pres-
ent at the weekly : 4
are of no small value in promoting unity and

- good fellowship between village and village.

There could be no better check were one
needed cm these festive occasions to utter-

‘ances which are sure to be repeated and that

only tend to strife, even if were true,
than the presence of our really good friend
the enemy, at the same social board. Was
not Christ himself severely blamed by tho
‘unco- guid’ for mixing with publicans and
sinners? We, however all left in the even-
ing, feeling that if invited in return to a
similar function of the wearers of the green
we should be more than wise to go from
whatever point of view. If Christians had
faith enough in their own faith not to taboo’
any pleasures innocent in themselves simply
because the devil also patronized them piety
would soon lose its distasteful flavor of

Phariseeism, and the devil would be robbed

.’ These  efforts
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of many monopolies in those things which,
say what we like, are ever attractive to the
young and ardent blood that God Almighty
has himself placed in us. Christ’s Christian
is an affirmative person, not a negative. Hig
standard by which we shall be graded will
not be ‘what have you avoided? but ‘what
have you done?” The Master himself was an
extraordinary attraction to the godless, the
harlots and the publicans. The Pharisee, old
or mew, is far from that. The Christian of
the Christ must ever be affirmative, attract-
ive, and as naturally happy as the day is
long.

oy on W. T. GRENFELL,

——

FIFTY YEARS IN LABRADOR.

The Rev. C. C. Carpenter, pioneer mige
sionary to Labrador, writing from Andover,
Mass., on June 15, says:

‘T have Labrador tenderly in mind this
week, as it was fifty years ago - yesterday
since I landed from the Newburyport cod-
fisherman on the wild old shore on my first
missionary expedition. It seems to me now
almost a presumptuous thing for me, a youth,
Jjust past 21, inexperienced, in feeble health
to go there alone, without any nucleus of
church or school or home, and try to estab«
lish a mission. But you dear Montreal
people stood behind me grandly, and God
guided and blassed the feeble effort made in
His name, so that now after a half century
it is a source of blessed cheer to find here
and there the fruits of the humble seed-
sowing on that rocky soil so long ago. My
dear boat-boy of those early years came to
this country thirty years ago, married here
one of our early scholars and has raised up
a fine Christian family, and they have been’
the means of starting a mission chureh” on
the Massachusetts coast—I see them often.
They take the ‘Witness, and enjoy reading
it as mueh as they did at the Eskimo River
station in the old time.

What a wonderful escape from: horrible

death Dr. Grenfell had—no other mortal man

could have ever managed to  conquer - the"
four-fold ~dangers of starving, freezing,
drowning, and being devoured by his dogs,
It was the 91st Psalm verified in the Most
High’s care of His own! S :

I have just had a note from him in which
he barely mentions it, saying, ‘I faced death
very close last month, and I say nothing un
earth is any use but being able to work for
Him in whom we believe)

Yours very cordially,
C. C. CARPENTER.
[

Ackndwledgments.

—_—

LABRADOR FUND.

Received for the launch:—J. A. B. and
Family, Boston, $1.00; Miss A. C. E. Alguire,
Cornwall, $2.00; A Friend, Ingersoll, Ont., $1;
Mr. and Mrs. Robert Lindsay, Sr., Tatehurst,
P. Que., $1.00; Walter Scott, Winnipeg, $5.00;
Friends Missionary Auxiliary at Woodford, -
Ont., $1.51; Edward Field, Quill Plain, Sask.,
$1.00; Samuel B. Field, Quill Plain, Sask., 50
cenits; G. M., Almonte, Ont., $2.00; a
Total.. . : ..8 15.01
MecClel-

gn‘d‘, ok Reginald
one, Ouvry, 00; Mr. and Mrs. Robt.
Lindsay, Sr, Tatehurst, P. Que, $100; W.
BT, _Vlrgﬂ, Ont., $3.00; Total.. ..§ 90.50
Previously acknowledged for all pur-

poses. . $ 1,766.18

o L R N

*

Total received up to June 30. .

: ..$ 1,790.69
Forwarded for maintenance of i

the launch

.‘}or:rthem Hbucngexj’ ‘during the past -ea-
el Bt S T
~ Total on hand June 30.. .. .. . 140000

Address all s ‘;I"*"‘df“ Dr, G'renfS }
rador Fand, John
Dougall and Son, *Witness' Office, Montreqy
€ift  whether it is for

Sound, Ont., $2.50; Alfred Wi
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LESSON,—SUNDAY, JULY 26, 1908.
Saul Rejected by the Lord.

1 Sam xv., 13-28. Memory verse 22. Read

I, Sam. xiii.-xv.

Golden ‘Text.

The Lord our God will we serve and his
voice will we obey. Josh. xxiv., 24,

Home Readings.

Monday, July 20.—I. Sam. xiii,, 1-14.
Tuesday, July 21—1IL. Sam. xiii,, 15; xiv., 7.
Wednesday, July 22.—I. Sam. xiv., 8-23,
Thursday, July 23.—IL Sam. xiv., 24-35.
Friday, July 24.—I. Sam. xiv., 36-52.
Saturday, July 25.—IL. Sam. xv., 1-15.
Sunday, July 26.—I. Sam. xv., 16-35.

FOR THE JUNIOR CLASSES.

Do you remember how we spoke about :;
warning in our last Sunday’s lesson? Who
can tell me who gave the warning and who
it was that needed warning? Yes, it was
Samuel who warned Saul and the children of
Israel not to be too sure that everything was
all right now because Saul was made Kking.
He told them that everything would be all
right only if they obeyed God. In our les-
son to-day we learn that Saul forgot that
warning and so Samuel had to tfell him that
God was going to choose another king for
the Israelties. You know the Israelites lived
in a little land and all about them there
were heathen nations, cruel people who often
used to come and fight against the Hebrews,
burn their houses and steal their crops. It
was because of these enemies that they first
wanted a king, and it was because of Saul’s
vietory over some of their enemies that the
people were so glad to have him for their
king. In our lesson to-day Saul had been
king for a number of years, we don’t know
how long, and- his little boy Jonathan was
lgrown up and-was a prince whom the people
l:::dt;zryl’ hlfl‘xlsct}:n He was very sorry to see
st s es came and ;ll-treatedltlge

raelites, and one day he couldn’t bear it
any 10n:ger. (This story of Jonathan’s brave
deed will probably be of greater interest to
the children than any other part of the les-
sonm, but it should only be used as an intro-
duction.  Show the children that self-
will was the great sin that made God re-
ject Baul, and try to make them see how
self-will brings sorrow and unhappiness in
their own homes to-day. ~

FOR THE SENIORS.

x X Xy
The revised version throws not a little
ght on rather a puzzling question by means
" allowing the first verse of chapter 13 to

read more as the original leaves it—‘Saul

wal i years old,” the blank intimat-
ing that the writer not being sure of his
figures intended to enter them later. 1t has
often been wondered how Saul, the bashful
young man who was crowned Kking, should
have had a son old enough during the first
year of his reign to be placed in command

‘ of part of the army, and also how Saul’s

~character could have altered so remarkably
~in the space of a year or two. 1t is evident,

" however, that Saul had reigned for some time,

that he had grown more and more to desire
. popular approval, and that the power to have
~his own way had made him impatient of re-
gtraint in any form. e story makes this

all too plain, and that these rank weeds

were spoiling an otherwise lovable character
% also evident, in the character and loyal
love of his son Jonathan, the applause and
ready service of the people (I. Sam. xiv,,

-

52), and the yearning love that Samuel evi-

=

dently bore him (Chap. xv., 11). Seif-will
end the love of popularity are two of the
greatest evils to-day, and they spoil many a
character quite as promising as was Saul’s,

(SELECTIONS FROM TARBELL’S ‘GUIDE.")

Verse 3. Such wars,
along with the guilty

involving the innocent
in a common destruc-
tion, are incompatible not only with the law
of love, but with the idea of justice taught
by the Gospel. How, it is asked, could they
ever have been commanded by God? 1t is
replied that God is the author of life and
death, and that He ha.: the right at any time
to deprive any number of His creatures of
life, whether by the natural instrumentality
of pestilence or famine, or by the express
employment of man as the instrument of des-
truction. But the difficulty s4ll remains, how
a nation could be convinced thut 1t was to
be the executioner of God’s judgments, and
how it could execute them in so terrible a
way without injury to its moral conscious-
ness. The solution is to be found in the de-
fective oriental idea of justice.  The de-
struction of a nation for the sin of its ances-
tors, or of a family for the offense of its
heads, was a common oriental practice. 1t
was not repugnant to the current sense of
right.  This = indiscriminating tand .f ven-
geance was due to the defective sense of
human individuality, the want of a true
perception of the rights and responsibilities
of each man as an independent being. This
fecling was, no doubt, shared by the Israelites.
But with them such acts were expressl pro-
hibited as a part of ordinary judicial pro-
cedure (Deut. xxiv., 16), and in this respect
they were on a higher level than other
oriental nations. But when God saw fit by
the mouth of a prophet who was recognized
as His accredited messenger to enjoin the
execution of such a sentence, there was no
moral resistance to it. It would be accepted
without hesitation as coming from God, and
executed without any violation of their sense
of justice. Such commands were an ‘ac-
commodation’ to the moral and religious state
of the nation .to which they were given.
Revelation is progressive, and God’s dealings
with the chosen people, while designed to
raise and elevate them, were necessarily
conditioned by their moral state at any given
period. It need hardly be said that such
commands are inconceivable under the Gos-
pel dispensation.—Kirkpatrick, in the ‘Cam-
bridge Bible’

Verse 22. Schiller says that ‘the first great
law is to obey, a thought expressed by
Kipling in his ‘Jungle Tales’ in these forcible
words:— ¢
Now these are the laws of the Jungle, and

many and mighty are they;
But the head and the hoof of the Law and
the haunch and the hump 1s—Obey!

Sacrifice without obedience is saecrilege.—
Dwight L. Moody.

.~ Verse 21. It is hard to admit that we are
wrong. How easy to say, ‘the woman, the
serpent, my temperament, my circumstances!”
Few things more surely reveal our self-love
and pride than this instinctive, automatie
excuse-making. We thoroughly understand
the lawyer who asked the question, ‘And who
is my neighbor? wishing to ‘justify himself.”
There is little hope for our growth in virtue,
unless we make u
admit the truth about ourselves, no matter
how it hurts. No man can afford to play
ostrich. Self-deception is seldom genuine, and
conscious duplicity ruins. ‘We can do noth-
ing against the truth, but for the truth.’ To
acknowledge our mistakes is not only wise,
and marks an advance in self-knowledge, but
it means self-mastery, spiritual victory.—
Maltbie D. Babcock., = RE

(FROM PELOUBET’S ‘NOTES?)

All the riches of these people, oxen, sheep,
asses, and camels were to be destroyed.
Wy oot ;

Because (1) This command was necessary
in order to show tha‘ Israel was not making
war for gain, but for righteousness and
patriotism. “The Israelites must mnot be
tempted to make marauding excursions upon
their neighbors, and by degrees be trained
up as an ambitious and conquering people.’
~—Millman, Such conduct would be utterly

our minds frankly to
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opposed to the very purposes for which God
had made israel his people.

(2) Riches gained without earning them
are a continual dang.r and corrupting influ-
ence. \Vitness what becomes of a gambler’s
gains. Witness the eifect of such gains on
the character.

‘Saul was a man of unusual rative power,
His character is spoiled by a dominating sel-
fishness. He might have become one of the
masterful spirits of the world had he directed
his abilities along the right lines’—Charles
H. Morgan.

‘We are not worse
evil

Begins so slowly, and from such slight source,

An infant’s hand might stem its breach with
clay.

But, let the stream get deeper,
sophy,—

Ay, and religion, too,—shall strive in vain

To turn the headlong current. g

‘It is easy to hide from our own eyes the
one or two small points (as we tell ourselves
they are) in which we fail to obey; and we
are apt to think that we have done very well
if we have performed seven-eighths of “the
commandment of Jekovah” and to expect
him, like a good-tempered creditor, to be
content with a fair dividend on the = whole
debt’—‘Sunday School Times.

Bible References.

Isa. xxix., 13; Mark xii, 23; Amos v, 21-
24; Isa. i, 10-17; Micah vi.,, 6-8; Hos. vi.,, 6;
Jer. vii, 22, 23; I John iii, 18; Matt. ix,
13J; I Cor. xiii., 1-3.

Junior C. E. Topic.

Sunday, July 26.—Topic—Home missions:
The home-mission schoolhouse and what it
does. 1I. Chron. xvii.,, 1-9.

C. E. Topic.

Monday, July 20.—Servants
vi., 16.

at once. The course of

and philo-

of sin. Rom.

Tuesday, July 2l—Free from sin. Rom.
vi., 17, 18.
Wednesday, July 22.—Christ makes us

free. Gal. v, 1
Thursday, July 23.—The
1. Cor. vii., 22, 23. A

Friday, July 24.—Strong to resist. Eph,
vi.; 12, 13.

Saturday, July 25.—Be the
Spirit. Eph. v., 18. .

Sunday, July 26.—Topie—How to keep free
from bad habits. John viii.,, 31-36.

Lord’s freeman.

filled with

The Reward.

The earnest, studious, conscientious teacher
is _paid, and well paid, for his services. He'
derives a personal benefit in the way of an
enlarged knowledge of Scripture. No person
can take charge of a class, even of young
children, and enter heartily into his work,
devoting every week a certain amount of
time to hard, close.study of the lesson with-
out deriving a rich benefit for himself. Such
a person discovers something new in every
lesson; he gains a deeper insight into the

ing of Scripture; he gleans new facts
continually, so that week by week he en-
riches himself in the mind and heart. It has
been our privilege to hear more than one
teacher testify to the fact that every time
they made a thorough preparation for the
teaching of a lesson, they were conscious of
deriving more benefit for themselves than
any other member of the class. And this
-is the blessed experience of every teacher
who conscientiously devotes time every week
to painstaking preparation for the following
Sunday’s work. In preparing well to teach
others we learn much ourselves.—§8, 8§,
Teacher.’ :

el —

Sunday School Offer,

Any school in Canada that does not take
the ‘Messenger’ may have it supplied free on
trial for three weeks on request of Superm- 5
tendent, Secretary or Pastor, stating the num
ber of copies required. i

~ N.B.—Ask For Our Speclal Year Ea'\d‘oﬂ.r., :




o THE

Correspondence

The Three Aged Men.

The first beams of the rising sun greeted
the summits of the hills, The brilliant star
was rising slowly in the sky, and ere long
the valleys of Palestine were under the
beams of the gorgeous sum. On one of the
surrounding hills a young shepherd tended
the sheep of his master. The name of the
boy was Isaac, his parents were poor, and
that is why he was obliged to lead this life.

From early morning Isaac led the sheep
in the valley, carrying with him his scanty
meal, consisting of bread and water, His
companions were but a dog and his flute.
Under the shade of an olive tree the boy
was sitting, calling to his mind ‘Jesus Christ,’
who perhaps passed these holy paths.

The sun had run the one quarter of his
way when Isaac discerned from afar a4 man
coming down the hill. The boy looked at
him intently, because passersby were rare at
this time.

When the old man approached Isaac got
up, took off his hat and bowed to him.

‘Alas, I am hungry!” sighed the old man.

Isaac took out from his bag the piece of
bread which he had with him and offered it
to the poor fellow.

“Pake this,” said Isaac, with an encouraging
tone. Without uttering any word the old
man took the piece of bread and continued
his way.

It was midday; the heat was excessive,
the sheep and the dog were. sleeping on the
carpet of grass. :

Isaae, exhausted by his hunger, let drop
the flute which he held in his hands and fell
asleep. Suddenly he awakened, by the barks
of the dog, and saw beside him another old
man, who was murmuring, ‘Oh! how thirsty
I am!” ‘Drink!’ said Isaac, stretching to him
the leather bottle.

The man took the leather bottle and went
away. The poor boy, left without bread
and water, threw himself again under the
shade of the tree. The sun reached slowly
the edge of the horizon and Isaac thought
it time to drive the sheep into their sheep-
fold, therefore, he got up and, whistling,
called to him the sheep.

Oh! a pitiful sight was then discloged to
his astonished eyes, a half naked and bare-
footed and half dead man approached, who,
exhausted by the long journey, fell down, cry-
ing, I am poor! I am hungry! I am
thirsty,” and tears were wetting his wrinkled
cheeks, ¢

Alas! exclaimed the boy, I have nothing
to give you. 8

“T'hese sheep do not belong to you?

‘No!’ replied the boy, ‘they are my
master’s. i

‘Never mind, let me take one, said the old
man faintly.

‘No!” said the shepherd, ‘I don’t give what

is not mine. I give you myself. Sell me,
and whatever you will gain let it be a relief
to you and your family. B

The man got up and said to the boy, ‘Come
then, along with me.” Isaac followed the old
man. After a long journey they entered the
town of Jerusalem.

In the front of a magnificent house the
old man stopped and knocked at the door.
When the door was opened the man motioned
to the boy to enter the house with him.
Isaac followed him and entered a magnificent
room, the furniture of which immediately
attracted his attention, Among other things,
he saw a silver table, on which there were
the piece of bread that he had given to the
hungry, and the leather bottle he had given
to the thirsty. Opposite him there stood
three men, two old and a young man. The
boy understood that the young one was
Jesus Christ, and fell to his feel
shipped him, Then Jesus said:

You have given your bread to the hungry,
your water to the thirsty, yourself to that
poor man, Be blessed! and whatever you
have given it will be restored to you plenti-
fully. Instead of the bread I give you this
house, instead of the water whatever this
house contains, and instead of yourself liberty.

and wor-

MESSENGER.,

Biessed be the merciful, for God will have
mercy upon you.
; 8. G. STAMNAS,
SR oy Smyrna, Turkey.
IR
R.. Man.
Dear Editor,—~What has happened to the
R. L. of K. we used to have in the cor-
respondence co'umn? The pledges were:—

To speak kindly to others,
To speak kindiy of others,

' To think kind thoughts,
To do kind deeds.

I was a member of that Royal League of
Kindness, and was sorry to see it end. I be-

lieve it was a move in the right direction, so

why not continue it? If it were started we
boys and girls would have to back it up with
our names and hearts. I move that this
League be started again. I think it would
help our page a great deal Wishing sue-
cess to the ‘Northern Messenger’ and the R.
L. of K., I remain, as ever,
WATCHER.
!
[The Editer will gladly second this motion,
and feels sure it will meet with the ap-
proval of all the correspondents, &0 the
Royal League of Kindness is in operation
again. Anyone can become a member of this
league by writing out the words, I pledge
myself, and under this the four pledges
given, and signing their own name. Keep
this where it can be often seen and send a
copy to the Editor. We will keep a list of
all the names at this office, so tixat we may
readily know how many members there arc
at any time. But, remember, if you take
this pledge it will mean hard work for a
time and constant watching of your hasty
tongue. One kind deed you might start
with would be the keeping of a pan full of
water for the stray dogs and for the birds.
This hot weather is very trying for them,
and a great many people regularly remember
them in thi§ way every year, but thére are
also a great many places where no one thinks
of this little act of kindness.]

W., NS.

Dear Editor,—I do not go to school very
regularly, as my mother is not very well,
and I am not going to school just now as
my cousin is visiting me. She and I thought
we would write a letter to you. 1 saw in
one of the papers that they would like the
correspondents to tell something about what
they have been doing. 1 was up on the
North Mountain yesterday. It is the highest
peak near here. In Berwick there were spe-
cial meetings, and my brother and I joined
the church. 1t was the Baptist, and we go
there to Sunday School, Last Sunday I re-
ceived my diploma for writing the supple-
mental work that we had been studying the
last year. I will close now with love to all
the club. .
x JEAN AMANDA ILLSLEY.

¥ W., N.S.

Dear Editor,—I would like to join the Cor-
respondence Club too. My cousin and I were
out on the North Mountain yesterday. You
have no idea what a beautiful ‘valley we
have, or maybe you are a Nova Scotian and
know what it is like. I have not seen my
mother for over one year, and have not seen

- WHILE THE IRON IS HOT

People who want the Special Tercenten-
- ary issue of the ‘Canadian Pictorial,” which
‘at 15 cente a copy takes the place of the
regular July Number, will need to place
their order. RIGHT OFF or they 11 find
to their great disappointment that they
won’t be able to get a single copy.

' Coneequently, bright boys all over the

N couptry will be busy as bees booking or-
ders for two, three, or even a cozem coples
each for their customers, to avoid vain
recrets when the supply runs out. Such
a eouvenir of the Great Quebec Tercen-
tenary at €0 low a price le a bargain not
to he lightly passed over, and it js the
bueinees of a good salesman to point this
cut. 2t

CASH WITH ORDER must be the rule
for thig issue, for after the regules an~
nual eubscribers and dealers are mppliod,.
it is bound to be ‘firat come, first served,

July 17, 1908,

my brother and sister for two yezrs. They,

* live in the State of Maine, but I live with

my aunt Rachel Dodge. My cousin Perry,
has a dog that I am very fond of. I do
hope to see my letter printed, and my
cousin’s also. My aunt will not know that
I am writing and I wish to surprise her, and
my mother also. 1 have been away from
aunty’s two weeks, and my cousin says I am
homesick, but I am not.

NORA MAE TUPPER.

J
]
|
B. H, Ont. !
Dear Editor,—I am sending my. renewal for
the ‘Messenger, and thought I would send a
little letter for the Correspondence page. I
have two little brothers and one sister, who
is only six weeks old. She is the only girl,
and we all think a great deal of her. My
little brothers like the children’s page so
well, and my mamma says she finds many
beautiful stories in the ‘Messenger” 1 like
to read and am good in literature and com-
position and reading in school, but a poor
speller and -writer. I will close with this
riddle: ‘What is it that no ome wishes to
have, yet if you get it you would not care
to part with it
CLIFFORD H. WILLARD (age 10}, '
i

: F., Ont.
Dear Editor,—I have a very kind f{riend,
who has sent me the ‘Northern Messenger,
and this is the third year of the gift. I like
it very much and read the children’s letters.
I live a short distance from the school, and
got promoted from the third to  the fourth
book at Easter. 1 go to the Methodist Sun-
day School. I got first prize last year. My
father is superintendent and my mother
teaches a boy’s class. Our Sunday School
picnic is on the 19th of June, we go to Port
Stanley.
MARION L. CROCKER (age 10).

8. B., Ont.

Dear Editor,—I have taken the ‘Messen-
ger’ for years, and would miss it very much
if T were to drop it. I live three miles from
school, but have not been going for some
time, as my grandma has been here and was
very ill, so I had to stay home gnd help my
mother. 1 have eight little goslings to feed
and to attend to; it is a nice job to do. I
have three brothers and two sisters. I am
the youngest in the family, eleven years old.
T live on a farm and find vlenty of work to
do. 1 help mother milk, and I often turn
the cream separator all through. 1 gather
the eggs, feed the hens and have three of the
cutest little kittens to feed. I.also feed the

calves. ‘
: MURIEL A. KIRK,
o 1

Economy, N.S.
Dear Editor,—Economy is a little village
on the shores of the Coluquid Bay. Its
scenery is very preity. On the north are
the Coluquid Mountains stretching as far as
you can see. They are covered with forests,
which are very beautiful, especially during
the spring and autumn months. On the
south is the Coluguid Bay, where the tide
ebbs and flows, and where there is fishing,

b
i

‘boating, ete., which attract many summer

visitors. There are three schools in Econ-
omy. The one in Central Economy, which
1 attend, has two departments. My seat:
mate at school is Hazel Sobey. :
VELMA M. (aged 10).

and boye need not look for credit orders.

With proper dash and spirit eaou -
ite orders can be secured to fnlly‘&frerg:t "
any boy advancing the money out of his
cwn pocket to secure thiz gplendid num-~
ber. All money received after supply runs
out will be PROMPTLY REFUNDED.

‘Rememter! the price is higher. So are.

your profits. Better commission for this
{nfue. 8till more liberal premium offers.
No space to into details here. Write

us a card ng for ‘Full particulars ef
the July Bqu 'rermten-ryp Number Of-
fer for Boys,' and let us help you on to
:1 og:cmd thing. The main thing is DO IT
;vn&?; “The mill c'ue- not grind with

that is past.’ While you're con-
siderin; n , 5
S GEY- pony © - iINER UG tegeen

For all informatfon address: B
DOUGALL & SON, Am“%'%?:z S
dian Piclorial,’ ‘Witvess' Office, Momtreal
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=3 BOYS AND GIRLSE=:

Grannie.

‘What makes ye sae canty, granny deart
Has some kin’ body been for ye to speirt
Ye luik as smilin’ an’ fain an’ willin’

As gin ye had fun’ a bonny shillin’!’

Ye think I luik ecanty, my bonny man,
Sittin’ watchin’ the last o’ the sun sae gran’?
Weel, an’ m thinkin’ ye’re no’ that wrang,
For ’deed i my hert there’s a wordless sang!
Ken ye tlfe meanin’ o’ canty, my dow?

It’s bein’ i’ the humour o’ singin,’ 1 trow!
An’ though nae sang ever crosses my lips
I'm aye like tae sing whan anither sun dips.
For the time, wee laddie, the time grows lang
Sin I saw the man wha’s sicht was my sang—

Yer gran’father, that’s, an’ the sun’s last
glim

Says aye to me, “Lass, ye're a mile nearer
him!”

For he’s hame afore me, an’ lang’s the road!

He fain at my side wud hae timed his plod,

But, eh, he was sent for, an’ hurried awa!

Noo, I'm thinkin’ he’s harkin’ to hear my
fit-fa,’’

‘But, grannie, yer face is sae lirkit an’ thin,
Wi’ a doun-luikin’ nose an’ an up-luikin chin,
An’ a mou clumpit up oot o’ sicht atween,
Like the witherin’ half o’ an auld weary
mune,”
‘Hoot, laddie, ye.needna glower yersel’ blin’t
The body ’at loos, sees far through the skin;
Ar’, believe me or mno’, the hoor’s comin’
amain
Whan ugly auld fowk ‘ill be bonny again!
For there is One (an’ it’s no’ my dear man,
Though T loo him as nane but a wife’s hert
can)
The joy o' beholdin’ Wha's gran’ lovely Face
"Il mak me like Him in a’ ’at’s ca’d grace,
But what I am like I carena a strae
Sae lang as I'm His, an’ what He wad hae.
Be ye a guid man, Jock, an’ ae day ye'll ken
What maks granny canty ’yont fourscore an’
ten!’
PR —

(By Belle V. Chisholm, in ‘Christian Intelli-
gencer.’)

Ruth Lenox was not satisfied with the
double first that she carried away from
Olome Institute on her graduating day. In-
deed, her success there made her more
anxious to drink deeper  from the wells of
knowliedge. At the beginning her last
week in college, Grandaunt Jean Oxley had
announced her intention of visiting her old
home in bonny Scotland during the following
yeer, and without having consulted Ruth
regarding her plans after - receiving her
diploma, informed that young lady to hold
herself in readiness for a journey beyond the
seas, as it was her intention to take her
with her as a “sort of a companion’ in her
travels over the Old World. Ruth knew
very well what ‘sort of a companion’ would
mean under Aunt Jean’s cranky control, but
she was 50 eager to broaden her life by the
advantages such a trip would insure, that

- she determined to submit to Aunt Jeaw's

ess, and for the good of the years to

4t of her unpleasant-
ness.  Hence, plans for this grand outing en-
tered largely into her arrangements for ner
senior year, and as the end of her school life
drew nearer and nearer, her eagerness ‘to
start on the long anticipated journey to the

~ Old World deepened almost into a passion.

What made the prospective visit doubly de-
sirable was the fact that Alice Maitland, her
S too. Thoy Su opt Sogiinin e sohent

ing, too. y had kept together in schoo
from the time Qeﬁey,mz?-m primary
grade in their native town until they re-
~ceived their diplomas from one of the best
colleges in the country. They were kindred
souls, and wany happy hours had they al-

~ ready spent in imaginary walks in and
ginary  wi

und places of antiquity where once had
lived and loved and suffered ‘the heroes with
for all human hopes and plans! ~Just when
‘Ruth’s e tions were about to be re-

alized, when her modest wardrobe was eom-

pleted and her trunks packed ready for the
ocean steamer, Aunt Jean, by a misstep, fell
down a flight of stairs, injuring her back in
a way that the doctors said it was almost
certain that she would never again set a foot
under her. Of course this put a stop to her
European trip, and Niece Ruth’s as well, for
though Aunt Jean could have supplied the
necessary funds without a strain upon her
bank account, she was far too selfish to
think of spending money in a way that would
bring her no return. She liked Ruth, and
because she could make use of her had pro-
posed giving her a much desired pleasure;
but now that she was compelled to give up
the trip herself, and endure exeruciating pain
besides, she looked wpon Ruth’s disappoint-
ment as a very trifling thing indeed, and
never for a moment thought of compensatp
ing her in the least for a service she had not
rendered.

It almost broke Ruth’s heart to see Alice
and her father and mother go off without
her, and for several days she moped about
disconsolately, making every one around her
as gloomy and unhappy as herself,

One morning when she was lamenting over
her misfortune, her grandfather looked up
from the big Bible on his knee, and asked,
gravely: ‘Daughter Ruth, do you not thinls
that the hand of your heavenly Father may
be in this trial?’

‘T do not think that a God of love would
take delight in thus disappointing His chil-
dren,” Ruth replied, a little sullenly.

_Tf you are His child, my dear, there is no
doubt but that He feels an interest in all you
do,’ returned grandfather. ‘We have Hiy
own word for it, that “All things work to-
gether for the good of those who love Gog;”
and I have been wondering this morning if
there might not be “an angel in the way,”
blocking up your passage to the land over
the sea. You remember how the angel stood
in the way of Balaam to turn him aside
from a journey which was not pleasing to
the Lord. Balaam did not see him, though
ix&&:ddf&sx’org dr:;vn in his hand;. and three

i ry to foree a by dif-
ferent ways before bhq"eyu mfg.penid to
the danger he had just escaped. In a like
manner I believe that God sometimes hedges
us in, thwarting our plans and placing an un-
seen angel in our path to oppose us. Wae
ought to be very careful how we strive
against our disappointments, lest we might
be found fighting against God.’

Ruth was a Christian, and she took her
grandfather’s gentle reproof to heart, and
the more she thought of his searching words,
the more she became impressed that she had
not been turned aside from this journey
without there being a purpose in God’s plan,
Before night her father came to her burden-
ed with a heartache forced upon him by the
conduct of his only son, Ruth’s dear elder
brother, Jerome. FHe had been counting much
on her influence over Jerome, and mnow,
though sorry for her disappointment, was
glad that she would be Jeromes companion
during vacation. His hope was that she
might save him from his wicked associates,
who were ruining him,

- That night she sat down and studied the
matter all over, prayerfully as well as tear-
fully, and the result was g delightful trip to

by proxy—not only for herself, but
for Jerome, toc. If they could not look upon-
the historical wonders of antiquity with their
own eyes, there was no reason why they
should not see them through- Alice’s vision,
and as the first letter, which she was certain
would be replete with interesting items con-
cerning the ocean voyage, was almost due, she
enlisted Jerome’s sympathies in the proposed
journey, and by consulting ocean charts and
reviewing special points in navigation, they
were ready to enter inteligently into the
deseription of an ocean voyage by the time
“the letter arrived. ' :
~ Alice was now taken into their plans, and
began . her sight-seeing with a double purpose
in view, knowing, as she did, that two other
pairs of eyes were looking at the Old World
through her orbs. What a searching of his-
tories and geographies, and tracing of maps
and charts, the new study developed. Jerome
soon became as enthusiastic a traveller as

Ruth, and the evenings
soon enlisted the interest of the younger
members of the family, while father and
mother enjoyed the journeyings from place
to place, and even grandfather fell into the
habit of sitting up an hour later than his
usual bedtime to follow the tourists and add
some reminiscences from his own experience,
especially while the travellers tarried for a
time among the highlands of his bonny
Scotland.

Three evenings in the week were devoted
to the journeying in foreign lands, and the
other three week evenings were taken up
with amusing games, musie, and pleasant in-
tercourse with friends, thus leaving Jerome
without an hour te waste upon his com-
panions. After the first few weeks he lost
his relish for such associates, and, ashamed
of hanging useless upon his hard working
father, he sought and found employment, a
circumstance that served the double purpose
of keeping him busy and of adding some-
thing to the family income. Ruth enjoyed
this labor of love, and lcng before the year
expired she acknowledged the wisdom as woll
as the mercy of the loving Father who had
crossed her will and obstructed her way by
placing an unseen angel in her path.

The cross proved a blessing in disguise,
and when, during the following winter,
Jerome gave his heart to Jesus, her gratitude
was unbounded, for she knew that it wag
through her influence that he had been turned
Christward, and that in the home beyond the
skies she would wear no staress crown,

devoted to study

How Sweet Plum Saw The
Foreign Devil.
(By Dr. Phillips, Newchwang.)

‘Foreign Devil! 'Foreign Devil’ The tired,
hot man, plodding on a weary pony through
the Manchurian village, turned and smiled
lazily at the little plump, brown, mnaked
figure, four quaint pigtails, tied with red,
dancing on his shaven head, that pattered
along in the dust, raising such a shrill out-
ery on the summer air. ‘Foreign devil! For-
eign devil!’

It was only Sweet Plum, and he meant no
harm; merely to show his wonder and sur-
prise that a man with such queer hair and
such funny clothes should ride through his
village. Sweet Plum was six years old, and
his big black eyes looked out of a cherub,
yet when he was cross he could say things
that—but there, he was only copying the folk
around him. Sweet Plum lived with his
father and mother and all the little Plums, in
Three House Village. There was big brother,
‘Happy Days,’ who was almost a man, and
went to school, and had a proper pigtail,
because he was engaged to be married; and
his sister ‘Cinnamon Cloud,” who, poor girl,
was having her feet bound; then came ‘Sweet
Plum,” and last of all the baby girl whom
mother called ‘Little Beauty. g

The Plum cottage was made of brown mud,
with a roof almost flat. It was only one
storey and the windows were of paper. But
still it was nice and warm in winter, when
the north wind blew outside, and Sweet Plum
snuggled down, with all the family, on the

~brick bed, so cosy with the fire below. It

was cool, too, in summer, for you just poked
your finger through the paper windows and
then you got all the breeze. And round the
house was a fence of millet stacks to keep
in“the hens. All the other pud houses in
the village were like it, and stood in a st::g'
gling row down each side of the road, which,
when it rained, was like a lake, full of great
ruts, nearly deep enough to drown a cart.
Sweet Plum was a very happy small boy.
In summer he and his friends, withcut troubl-
ing much about elothes, chased each other
and the squealing black piggies down the
Janes between the tall millet that grew as
far as one could sce away to the Dblue hills.
And in winter, a round, fat bundle of wadded
‘coats, he played at shuttlecock, kicking it
with his c¢hoes while his hauds were warm,
deep in his long sleeves. Or eise when the
north winds blew hard, and it was bitter
cold, so that the rivers froze to the bottom—
for then he dared not 2o out lest Jack Frost
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nip off a finger or a toe—he teased the pug
dog while mother conked the millet poriidge
till father came in, his sheepskin coat frozen
stiff, and icicles hanging from his nosc and
moustache. Then they had supper, and went
all to bed directly it was cark. There were
mo lamps in the streets and, besides, an odd
wolf might be lying in wait to carry off a
toothsome small boy.

It was not the first#time Sweet Plum had
geen the foreign devil. He could just remem-
ber the bad time; two years  before, when all
day long he had heard a dreadful ‘boom,
boom,” away in the hills, how at dusk streams
of tired, angry-looking big men came pouriug
down the road, all muddy, and many with
bandages round heads and arms, and how
mext morning, very early, the village was full
of small brown men with guns who came
into every house and knew where to find the
things that were good to eat. Those were
bad times. Little Plum was lean and hungry
then. The millet was trampled and spoiled,
and father could plant no more, for all the
mules and cattle had been taken to pull guns
end drag carts for the armies. but that was

ran gaily

long ago, and now Sweet Plum

down-the street calling out ‘Foreign devil!’

_and then Big nose’—that was very rude—
till man and horse were out of sight.

There was really quite a lot to see, even

~ in that small Three House Village—marriages

and funerals, and processions to the graves

to worship the spirits. ~And there were
feasts, when mother made delightful dumpl-
ings, full of lovely pig’s flesh, which Sweet
Plum gobbled with his chopsticks till he
really could not bend .
Boon the harvest arrived, and the big carts
came home heaped high with millet till the,
) fields were bare and brown, and even the
stubble was rooted up to make winter fires,
Then the squawking wild geese began to fly
south, and presently the hard frost came, and
eB:et:t't'ﬁh;le tied himself up in five or six
ats till he was as broad as he was long, and
pulled his felt cap down over his ears, and
went out to see the strings of carts coming
down frcm the north. Such a lot of carts—
for the ruts were frozen hard and smooth—
each with a team of five or six mules, all
pulling hard, and sometimes a small donkey
or two harnessed in to help, their drivers
walking alongside in skin shoes and shaggy
‘fnr eaps, cracking their long whips. It was
such fun to steal a ride as far as the Fox
Temple at the corner of the village.

Poor little Plum! One day as he was

hanging on to the tailboard of a cart, some-

how he elipped and fell off. Before he could
gcramble up, the mules of the next cart fol-
lowing close behind were right on top of him.
He screamed, ‘ma ya, and then—the next'
thing he knew he was lying in the house;
his mother was erying, and the room was full
of mneighbors, all talking at once, and each
advising something different. At last they
put. a big plaster on Sweet Plum’s broken
leg, and tied it up with millet stalks, and

THE MESSENGER.

But his mother kept on erying,
to scold poor

went home.
only stopping mow and then
unhappy Sweet Plum.

That happened in the coldest weeks. At
New Year Feast Sweet Plum could not put
on his best clothes, nor take his share of
dumplings. . Spring came, and still a poor
thin white Sweet Plum lay on the brick bed,

moaning with the bad pain in his leg. They
tried all kind 6f medicines. One Chinese doc-
tor—he was not really a doctor!—in very

big spectacles came and ran a long needle
into the swelling ‘to let out the wind,” he
said; but Sweet Plum only cried the more.
Another day Mr. Plum took the cart and a
big present, and next night came back with
a very famous doctor indeed, whose finger
nails were longer and blacker than any you
have ever seen. This big man looked at the
leg, and said he could drive away this ‘wind.’
So he put out the light and began to danze
and stamp in the dark room, waving a bun-
dle of burning sticks about his head, shout-
ing and calling on the evil spirits to come
help him cure little Plum’s leg. But when
in the smoke Sweet Plum saw his fierce, red
face coming nearer, and the burnipg sticks
almost touch his leg, he ghrieked in terror;
and even Mr. Plum was white. So. that
‘dovil doctor’ too went away; but Sweet
Plum grew mno betier. :

At last Mr. Plum said to his wife: ‘There
is mnothing left but the foreign doctor.” ‘No,
no, she cried, ‘he will cut off his leg’ ‘1
won’t go, sobbed little Plum. But the
father would not listen: he had seen a man
who had been cured at the foreign hospital.
8o he got a blanket slung on two poles, and
he wrapped up Sweet Plum and put him in-
side. Then Mr. Plum and his friends picked
up the poles on to their shoulders, and start-
ed away for the Mission hospital, Mrs. Plum
following in the cart with Little Beauty,
who could not be left alone at home. Two
days later they all stood before the foreizn
doctor. ‘He does mnot look so fierce,” said
Mrs. Plum. But the doctor only asked grave-
ly ‘Why did you not come sooner? - Then
Sweet Plum looked up: it was the same for-
eign devil he had seen riding through Three
House Village! So the poor frightened little
boy cried out, ‘Oh, dor’t eut off my leg’

Soon after Sweet Plum found himself in a
strange iron bed in a big clean room, where
there was so much to see that he almost for-
got the pain in his leg. But Mrs. Plum, ait-
ting cross-legged on the cold, foreign bed-
stead, as she smoked her long pipe, grumbled
—“This is a strange place, indeed!  They
won't even let a body spit on the floor”
Poor Mrs. Plum!

There came a day when they took little
Plum down a corridor to another room.
When the doctor, in a long white coat, with
a smile told him not to be frightened. But
he was!—there was such a funny, chokey
smell.

Sweet Plum woke up in bed again: his leg
felt so nice and comfy in clean bandages,
and his father and mother were smiling at
him. From that day Sweet Plum begag to
mend. He got fat again—no pain now. The
days went quickly: there was so much to
see and hear. Soon he learned to sit up and
emile when the doctor came round: and he
was not at all frightened of the dressings.

Then a foreign lady used to come, and when
he had etopped wondering at her funny
clothes, he listened to the wonderful stories

ehe told of a foreign Man, who took little

children in His arms. It was very nice,
though difficult to understand, of course;
but Mre. Plum was more and more interested,
and began to ask questions about the ‘for-
eign doctrine, as she called it. Sometimes
his father was there too and listened, and
bought a little book to read more about this
¢Jesus religion, which must be good, since it
made people so kind.

At last came the day when a fat, rosy
Sweet Plum sat in the cart, ready to start
for home, bidding farewell to all his hospital
friends, while Mr. Plum went to knock his
head on the floor before the doctor, to show
his gratitude.

There is a little Christian Church in Three
House Village now. A dozen people meet to
sing and read in the Plums’ house, and Mr.
Plum tells what he heard at the hospital.
They don’t know much, those Chinese Chris-
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tians, but when they come to a difficult place,
there’s always Sweet Plum to say ‘Jesus?
Yes, He cured my leg’

That was a year ago, and one day Sweet
Plum saw again the foreigner and his
horse. But how different his greeting now!
‘Mother, mother,” he shouts, rushing into the
house, mother quick, here’s the foreign doe-
tor!” And out comes Mrs. Plum as fast ss
her little feet can earry her, full of eager-
ness, erying, ‘away, Sweet Plum, and fetch
your father. TFlease come in doctor, come in,
and drink some tea, and tell us more about
the doctrine.”

Some Boys’ Mistakes.

It is a mistake for a boy to think a dashing,
swaggering manner will commend him to
others. The faet is that the quiet, modest
boy.is much more in demand than the boy of
the swaggering type. Modesty is as admirable
a trait in a man as in a woman, and the wise

- boy will find it to his distinct advantage to
be quiet and modest in manner.

1t is a mistake for a boy to put too high
an estimate on his own wisdom. He will lind

i

it to be to his advantage to rely on the far
greater wisdom of those mueh older than him-
self. And he will tind it still more to his ad-
vantage to rely on God’s Word for direction
in all the affairs of life.

It is a mistake for a boy to fecel at any
time in all of the days of his boyhood that it
is not his duty to be respectful and ‘deferen-
tial to his father and mother. ‘The noblest
men in the world have felt this to be their
duty. S

It is a mistake for a boy to feel that there
is any better way of acquiring a dollar than
by honestly earning it. he real ‘royal road
to fortune’ is by the road that requires hon-
est toil and the giving of the very best ome
bae to give in return for money received.

It is a mistake for a poy to feel that reli-

jon is something intended for women and
girls, and that it is unmanly for him to go to
church and Sunday gchool. 'The world has
never known better or maniier men than those
who have been faithful attendants at both
church and Sunday school. Real plety is the
foundation of all character, and the scoffer at
religion is never respected by those whose re-
spect it is worth while to have.

It is a mistake for a boy to do anything
‘on the sly.” ‘The sly boy is sure to be found
out, and when he has once lost the contidence
of his friends it is extremely difficult for him
to regain it. The wise boy will be ‘as honest
as the day’ Woe to him if he is not!—
‘American Boy.

Sample Copies,

.Any lulgscnber who would like to have spe-
cimen copies of the ‘Northern Messenger’ sent
to friends can send the names with addresses
and we will be pleased to supply them, free
?‘fi’ :‘cﬁz.WiS:x})plgncopies of the ‘Witness’ and
a1 ¢ will also be sent frec on qvp!l-

»

P

S LT

ks

22 B LN

o
o

Sat




.v"

 Mrs. Murwood’s
trouble and especially through her sad habits
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s Bastrovds and the Maurwoods

BY SARAH SELINA HAMER, IN THE *ALLIANCE NEWS.
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Chapter IV.—Continued. A Desperate Remedy.

‘Oh, God, have pity upon my weakness,
strengthen my will, help me to keep the vow
I now make—never more to touch, taste, or
handle the—the poison of my lifel’

“Then you will go, Ellen, where you can be
helped, where you will be safe? whispered
Kate, letting her hand drop caressingly on
her sister-in-law’s head.

T will go anywhere; do anything you
wish,” said the poor woman, conquered at
last. ‘And, oh,’ she added, conscious of her
own weakness, ‘let it be soon—let it be goon!’

Kate stooped, and raised and kissed her.

It shall, Ellen,” she said; ‘and be sure that
God will answer your prayer, and bless and
help you, nmow you are willing to use the
right means. ’

Tt was not an easy task, Dby any means,
whieh Arthur Hasleham undertook the fol-
lowing day, namely, that of interviewing Mr.
Murwood about his wife’s going away to a
‘Home for Inebriates’ It was like opening
a wound scarcely skinned over. But it had
to be done. It was the only course possible,
the only means of salvation for a woman so
completely a vietim to aleohol as Mrs. Mur-
‘wood; and Arthur told her husband so in
plain terms. e was angry ab first, said it
was all nonsense; she could, if she would,
keep within bounds; he wanted ‘reasonable
'emperance,” not ‘rabid total abstinence,” in
his house. Besides, he was tired of being
talked abouf, Ellen's going away would only
cause another scandal, and he was sick of
it.

Arthur Hasleham agreed with Mat Mur-
wood readily enough about the duty of self-

_control, and there had been a time, he ad-
mitted, when Mrs, Murwood could have exer-
oised it and ought to have done so. But
that time was passed. Her will power had
failed, or, rather, had become enslaved by
stronger appetite. She needed thé help such
a home could give, in order that her will
might be disenthralled. She had shown that
she had some courage left, by having signi-
fied her willingness to go. Her husband
would be doing a cruel wrong, both to her
and himself, if he withheld his consent.

And, the truth thus presented to him,
Mat Murwood yielded, though it went sorely
against the grain. And ere another fortnight
bad sped, Ellen, his wife, had gone away
from the neighborhood of Clapperton, and
her two little girls had gome to stay with
‘Uncle Ernest’ and ‘Auntie Katie’

‘Folks say as Mistress Murwood has gwon
away for her ’ealth/ said a certain gossip,
one Ann.Appleton, on a fine afternoon late
in July, when she had walked wup to Red
Acre farm from Clapperton to have a cup of
tea with the farmer’s wife. For my part,
I don’t believe it. : :

But I do, said Mrs. Shackleton, stoutly.

1i Ann Appleton had come there to pump
ghe would find the spring very dry. What
business was it of hers? she wondered.

As a near neighbor, a woman of experience,
and a capable one to boot, Mrs. Shackleton
had been suddenly fetched to West Moor
House in the late emergency there, and had
‘greatly won the confidence of the Murwoods

and their friends. And just before her de-

s \wure,' Mrs. Murwood had told her the ob-
: ‘upon her trust-

of her going, relying
worthiness to keep the matter to lerself.
physical health,

- had greatly suffered, and her mental health

" was worse. .

~ ‘She’s niver been herself’ sin’ little Masther

 Maurice died, went on Mrs. Shackleton, ‘an’

~ niver would ha’e bin, i’ my opinion, so long
SR N Sontst o o W et

ut I reckon hooll ha'e to come back

o

through -
“other two.

egain,’ said Ann ~Appleton, who, as her

friends said of her, liked to discuss things
‘all sides up.

“To be sure hoo will,” said Mrs. Shackleton
briskly; ‘but then don’t yo’ see, Arm, v
keeness ’Il ha’e wore off by then. Whatever
’ould become on us i’ this world, I should like
to know, if time didn’t tak’ t* edge off eawr
throubles?

‘Some folks says as hers and dthrink to-
gether has sent her crazy,” said the gossip,
with lowered voice, but a keen, inquisitive
look at the farmer’s wife, who, she had an
inward sense, knew more than she would tell,
unless she could by some diplomacy worm
the knowledge out of her. ‘There’s plenty
believes as they’ve ta’en her to a ’sylum.’

“Then there’s plenty as is fools’ said Mrs.
Shackleton, stoutly, ‘as omne knowed Dbefore,
as far as that goes, she added, parentheti-
cally, ‘an’ yo’ can tell annybody as asks yo’,
o0s as yo' hear say so, I’ future, as Mistress
Murwood’s no more in a lunatie asylum nor
they are’ )

‘Oh, well, m fain to hear it, Mrs. Shackle-
ton, very fain,’ said the visitor, with a com-
placent sense that she had learnt something
at last, though it was of a negative nature.
If you could not convey information about
your neighbors, the mnext best thing was to
be able to contradiet those who did.

It does feel quiet upo’® West Moor bout
her an’ t' childer, went on Mrs. Shackleton.
“Hoo’s been to see me manny a time sin’ her
little lad died, an’ t’ nuss used to walk up
Y’ fields wi’ t’ others sometimes, an’ they'd
rest ’em a bit i’ ¥ house here. T’ve seen her
look at eawr Tommy—Mistress Murwood, 1
mean—while t' great tears has come in her
eyes, an’ rowled deawn her cheeks. “Hoo
little knows what a handful he is,” thinks L
to myself, though goodness knows I wouldn’t
be bout him for all I could see. I wonder
what lLe’s up to neaw, she went cn, the
thought of Tommy creating a diversion.
“He’ll come in not fit to be seen, I'll be bound,
before aught’s long. 2

‘Oh, continued Mrs. Shackleton, associa-
tion cf ideas at work, ‘how is that poor Mra,
Robson gettin’ on? Hoo lives close to yo’,
Ann, doesn’t hoo?  Tommy brought little
Robbie up'wi’ him one day fro’ t’ school,
when we were hay makin’. “He has no
father,” Tommy said, so pitiful like, ’at 1
kissed ’em both, i’stead o’ slappin’ Tommy,
as I was just goin’ to do, for losin’ his col-
lar—t’ second that week. Eh, t' way childer

come o'er yow’, it’s fair wontherful, isn’t it?

But, then, yo’ niver had none, Ann, so yo’

.don’t know.’

‘Nawe,” said Ann, dryly, ‘an’ I feel thank-
ful nfanny a time as I haven’t, when I see
" way as sich a lot on ’em turns eawt; it
seems to me they’re moor care nor comfort,
big or little’ :

It’s thrue they’re a lot o' throuble, said
Mrs., Shackleton, peering through the win-
dow, to ascertain whether Tommy was any-
where within sight; ‘but I'd lefer ha’e two
thry lumps i my porritch nor be bowt.

Ann Appleton gave a little grunt in ve-
sponse, whether in assent or digsent it was
difficult to determine.

Vo' were askin’ me just meaw about Bob
Robson’s widow,” she said. ‘Yo’ “appen hiaven't
heard ‘at hoo’s gone back to ¥’ mill. Hoo
used to be a mule spinner at Hastroyden
afore hoo were wed, an’ they ’n fun her work

again.

ways beside.’ 3 :

“An’ heaw about t’ childer? asked Mrs.

Shackleton. Rt TinE ‘ s
‘Oh, Robbie goes to t’ schoo’, yo' known/’

said Mrs. Appleton, ‘an’ her father minds i
Her mother died t’ week after

her husband, an’ her father’s left . Lumb,
an’ has come o’ livin’ wi’ her” =
 ‘pPoor Misthress Robson! Throubles most-
ly come i’ bundles; remarked Mrs. Shackle-
ton. L s ?

x

They’re very good to her i’ a lot o’
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‘Aye, an’ that reminds me as there is &
talk goin’ as Mesther Murwood here hasn’t
done wi’ his yet. That brother Mark o’ his,
as manages t’ Baleborough part o’ ¥’ business,
has been speckilatin’, they say, an’ they've
lost a heap o’ money by it

“When t’ drink’s in t’ wit’s eawt,’ said Mrs.
Shackleton, sententiously. ‘An’ I shouldn’t
think as Mesther Mark’s sober nafe his time
by what I heax’

‘No, nor quarter, assented Mrs, Appleton,
“Mrs. Robson cannot abide to hear him named,
nor Mesther Edward mnor Tom KEastroyd
naither. Hoo says as it’s all owin’ to that
set as hoo’s lost her husban’.

‘Tt does lie a deal at their door, I believe,’
said Mrs. Shackleton.

“True, said Ann Appleton, ‘but then as 1
says to Jane Briggs ’at lives next door, Bob
Robson should ha’e had a mind of his own,”
a’ he had Mesther Ernest to back him up.’

It’s easy talkin’) said charitable Mrs.
Shackleton; ‘but if yo' smelled somethin’ as
yo’ were fond om, an’ three folk said “Come
an’ ha’e some,” an’ only one said “Don’t,”
there’d be a middlin’ likelihood as yo'd go
wi’ ¢’ three. But I’'m rare an’ sorry to hear
this abeawt t© Murwoods losin’ ‘money. It’s a
bad job if it’s thrue/

‘It’s thrue enough, I'm ’feared, said the
gossip.  ‘Jane Briggs’ sisther’s husband ’s ¥’
t> warchouse at Baleborough, an’ a cousin o’
his is it office, an’ t’ other week Mesther
Murwood went o’er there, an’ 1 reckon he
but ha’e looked into things, for there were
a fine row. Dick Mitchell could hear ’em
through t’ partition between t’ offices, an’
soon afther I heard t’ tale Pve towld yo'.’

‘Well, if T were yo’ I wouldn’t let it go any
further. said Mrs. Shackleton. Things mnever
lose i* tellin’; an’ it mayn’t be much. But
ra-alee, ' mischief as this dthrink does i’
one way an’ another is fair gickenin’!’ she
added. ‘I'm givin’ it ¢’ go-by for one, an’ I've
jined v Women an’ Girls’ Union; an’ yo'd
betther do t* same, Ann. I thowt once on a
time 'at I niver could ha'e done without a

-drop o beer, especially at hay time; but I've’

managed right enough. When T've felt ra-aly
to need some’hat I've made mysel’ a good cup
o’ tay, an’ it’s done me far more good. An’
my word,’ looking up at the clock, ‘it's tay
time now, an’ past, an’ me gittin’ talkin’ here
‘{’stead o’ getting’ it.  But niver mind, t’
kettle biles, an’ I can get t' tay ready while
some folks ’ould be lookin’ at t' cups an’
saucers; theyv're that slow. But where’s that
lad o’ mine, I wondther? she went on, as she
began to move briskly between the cupboard
and the table. ‘He must ha’e come back fro’
t’ schiool by this time, though T've miver seen
his pass t’ window.

“’Appen he’s wi' his father,’ suggested the
visitor. \

‘Not he,’ said Mrs. Shackleton; ‘Sam’s off at
Brameld Market. Oh, here he comes,’ she
added, as footsteps  were heard approaching
the door from the direction of the orchard.
I must ha’e missed seein’ him go by.

And ere Mrs. Shackleton had finished
speaking a very dirty, untidy, dishevelled
Tommy arrived, and stopped short at the
doorway. His trousers were torn, his clogs
‘noses’ (toes) were fearfully scratched, and
his rough head was minus a cap.

“Thou may well be ’shamed to come in, an’
let Mrs. Appleton see thee, said Mrs. Shackle-
ton to her young hopeful. ‘I niver gee sich a
sight’—Mrs. Shackleton said this, on an aver-
agc, a dozen times a week—‘n’ I'm sure she'
niver did. An’ what has tha, dome wi’ thy
cap, I should like to know? Tha met think
’at caps an’ collars grows upo’ trees, at Med
Acre here, by t’ way tha goes on; but r—-

‘Tt is up of a tree—my cap is; whimpered
Tommy, interrupting the threat, ere it fell on
his ears. -~

“Then tha threw it up,’ said his mother,
severely, though she was inwardly laughing,
Ann Appleton audibly so; 4t dido’t grow
-there) \

‘T didn’t do it o’ purpose,’ said Tommy, one
dirty fist in one of his cyes. “T° white pigeon
flewed up into t’ tall pear tree, an’ woulun’t
come down, an’ I throwed my cap at it; an’
then—-an’ then added Tommy, 4t did come.
But my cap stopped up.’

“As was likely,” said his mother.
| “T've been thryin’ to get it/ said Tommy.
“’ve been hafe way up oncet, but I slipped
- deawn again, an’ an’ tored my treawsers,
SR ‘ \

; ~ (To be eontinued.)
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Summer-=time.

I like the happy summer-time, when
holidays are here;

For then I’m taken tc the sea, yes, near-
ly every year.

I see the ships and sailing boats, 1 digl
upon the sands,
. Isee the big black steamer ships, that 20
to far-off lands.

G i |

Sometimes when mother dear is tired, I
get my pail and spade, {

And dig a big hole in the sand ; she rest
there—not afraid.

And even when the time comes round to
g0 back in the train,
I do not mind, because of course 1’1l o
some day again.
¢ —F. S, in ‘Our Little Dots.’

Among the Tea Leaves.

(By Anna B. Jacobs, in the ‘Child’s
Hour.’) ’

Two little Japanese girls, wearing red
petticoats and gay sashes, were bending
. over the tea bushes, picking rapidly the
thin leaves and then throwing them into

& deep basket. They had as many pins

and their sashes were arranged in the
required form, just as though they had
not been bending all the morning over
the tea leaves, ' ey talked and laugh-
ed together at their work,

It was the month of May; the young
tea leaves were just out; the first gray
pussy leaves of the tea plant are the
finest, 50 the two little Japanese girls
were careful not to lose any of them in
the picking. ‘I do not like to stand in
the sea reed,’ said Kioto; ‘it slips and
moves like a living thing beneath my
feet.’ '

‘But it is good for the roots of the
plants,” said Mimos-, whose sleeves were
tucked up so that her round plump
arms showed as she worked. ‘You are
not used fo it; that’s all.’

Kiota ~i~had. hut kept on filling her

basket, for was she not earning money
to pay for the little home made of bam-
boo 'way up on the mountain side a hun-
dred miles from the great tea plantation
where she was working?

‘My basket is full,” said Mimosa.

‘And mine too,” said Kioto, standing
on her tiny feet to pick the upper
leaves; ‘and now let us go and weigh
them.’

‘Four pounds of tea leaves make only
a pound of tea,” said Mimosa to Kioto
who had come that day for the first time,
and therefore did not know about the
ted-picking.

“Ah, is that so? But I do love to
drink teal!’ gshe exclaimed, dimpling
prettily, for like all the Japanese she
was a true lover of the fragrant tea
leaves. :

‘To-morrow is the day we celebrate
here in honor of the man who first

brought tea into Japan,’ said Mimosa

again.

‘Oh, tell me about it!’ clapping her
hands until her long loose sleeves foll
down over her small fingers.

‘Hundreds and hundreds of years ago
a priest went to China from here as a
missionary, and when he came back here
to Japan he brought with him some tea
seeds, which he planted on a hill in the
west side of this country, and soon after
he raised a large crop of tea bushes.
One of his neighbors was sick with a
dreadful toothache and sent for the
priest who took some hot brewed tea
leaves to him. The neighbor swallowed
the drink and felt immediately better,
for the hot mixture, I suppose, helped
the tooth.  Of course, the neighbor ask-

‘ed the name of the drink that he had

liked so much, and then he begged some
seed of the priest. A few years after,
he had a beautiful tea plantation, and
his tea leaves were everywhere sold for
great prices.’ / :

‘Oh, dor’t T wish. I had some of
them!” eried Kioto, ‘and I could sell
them for a great price and take the

money right home for my dear mother
and little sisters.’

‘Yes, but that would be impossible,
It is midday now; let us rest,” and the

-two girls passed out between rows of tea

bushes soon to be filled with the small,
white waxlike tea blossoms, which ook
much like a lovely wild rose.

Soon the tap, tap, tap of tiny sandals
was heard along the street, for Kioto
and Mimosa were going for a cup of
their favorite tea in a bamboo tea-house
near by. Vo b okl

The Caterpillar’s . ‘ap.

One day last fall, when Madge was
playing in the garden, what do you
think she found? A great, big green
caterpillar that seemed to be fast asleep.
Madge was afraid of it, so she called
Uncle Ted.  He lifted it up on a stick
and put it in a pasteboard box and car-
ried it off with him to the attic.

‘What did you do that for?’ asked
Madge when he came baek.

‘The caterpillar is sleepy, so I have
made it a bed, and by and by it will
weave itself a blanket,” he said.

‘Oh, uncle! Can it, really?
can a caterpillar make a blanket ?’

‘It weaves it, dearie, something as a
spider weaves its web. It will take a
good while. You must watch and be pa-
tient.’ :

Madge went nearly every day to lock
at the caterpillar, for her uncle had put
a piece of glass over the top of the box,
and after what seemed to her a long
time, one day she taw some fine threads
from the creature to the glass. Every
day there were more threads, until at
last Madge could not see the worm at
all.

‘He has covered himself all up, unele.
Is the blanket finished now?’ she asked.

‘Yes, and now the caterpiller will
sleep all winter, and when he wakes in
the spring I don’t believe you will
recognize him.’

After a while Uncle Ted went up to
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the attic and lifted the glass cover off
the box, and found the caterpillar snug-
& wrapped up in his home-made blan-
ket fastened tightly t the glass. So he
stood the glass agains. the wall on the

"mantel in his room and there it stayed

all winter.

But one day in Ap1? a strange thing
happened. Madge had just gotten out
of bed when she heard Uncle Ted calling
her from his room. ‘Oh, Madge, come
here as quickly as you cau.’ So she ran
jus® as she was in her little white nigh-
tie. And there on Uncle Ted’s mantel
was a lovely yellow butterfly.

‘Oh, Uncle Ted, how did that-get
aere? Did it fly in ycar window?’

‘No, dear, it crept out of its winter
blanket.’

And then Uncle Ted showed her the
cocoon, as he called the blanket which
the caterpillar had made.  There was
a hole at one end, and out of that the
‘ugly green worm, now changed into a
fairy-like insect, had erept to spend its
second summer floating in the air and
sipping sweets from flowers.— McCall’s
Magazine.’

When Georgie Played Barber.

‘Let’s go to see the colt,” said Nellie.

‘No, let’s play gypsy,” said Tom,
rushing up with the little waggon which
had been covered with a piece of grand-
ma’s old red eurtain. ‘You ean be the
queen, and ride in a waggon, Nellie.’

‘It’s so hot in there,” pouted Nellie.
‘Grandma said to stay in the shade as
much as we could.’

‘Let’s play something new,’ said
Georgie, tossing his ball up into the air.
‘I’'m tired of all the old things. T’ll
tell you a good plan. Let’s each thick
of som>athing new, and then take turns.
You are the oldest Nellie, so you think
first.’

‘Wel’, I guess we’ll play Buzz,’ said
Nellie, after wrinkling her brows for a
long time. ‘That isn’t entirely new,
but we haven't played it since we have
been at grandma’s.’

But in a little wbil- it was Georgie's
turn, for they soon grew tired of Buzz,
and he was ready at once with his game.
‘We’ll play Barber,” hs said, running

~ quickly to the back porch to get the old

chair that Sarah used to set her tub on
when she washed the clothes.

“What’s Barber?’ asked Nellie. ‘I
never heard of that.’

‘Of course not. You're a girl,’ said
Georgie loftily. ‘Now come on, Tom,
and you can be the first.’

‘Why, Tommy Blake! Mamma

- wouldn’t like it a bit if she could see

you,” said Nellie, in alarm, as Georgie
took the old shears and began to cut his
cousin’s hair. ‘Ske’ll be very, very an-
gry when she knows.’

‘She won’t exther, said Tommy AT

: heard her say this morning that my air
was too long and peeded ctxttmg ust
- go ahead, Georgie.”

‘When Georgle got through he sat down
in the chair and Tommy had eut off a
few locks, when Sa.ah came to eall them

- to dinner. ‘Whatevc: are you bad chil-
_ dren doing?” she eried.
~ to have you out of sight a minute.’

‘It isn’t safe
‘ J‘We Jmplayed B md Gearg:e,

feeling over his head. “You called us
too soon, Sarah, or we would have been
all done.’

‘Come here, boys,” said Uncle John,
when everybody had laughéd and laugh-
ed. ‘Look in the glass and tell me hew
you will look at the picnie to-morrow.’

In the big looking glass they saw two
of the oddest little boys you ever heard
of, for in some places the skin showed
on their heads, while i- others tie hair
was not cut at all. The hired man did
the best Lz could for them after dinner,
but neither of the bhoys would go to the
picnic next day. Sarah said it serv~d
them just right, but when she saw how
lonely they were she gave them jam
tarts, aad did not seold any more.

‘Th: next time yov play Barber you
mu-t sharpen your shears, Georgie,’

said Uncle John; but bothk his nephews-

cried at once, ‘We’ll never, never play
such a bad game again.’--Selected.

Her Very Own.

Once upon a time there was a little girl
named Helen. She lived in the country,
and about her house there were many
fine trees, where tke birds came every
year to spend the summer. Now Helen
loved ‘v wateh the birds, butterflies, and
bees doing their work. Well, one day
Mr. and Mrs. Oriole came to look at the
big elm tree. ‘Oh, father,” cried Helen,
‘let’s help them, so they’ll stay here!’

‘All right, little girl,” answered her
father.

Helen had helped birds before by. put-
tirg bits of string and worsted and
straws on the ground and nearby bushes.
Suddenly she elapped her hands, ex-
claiming, ‘Oh, I’'m going to label this
nest, and then, after it’s all built, it will
be mina!” 8o she carefully wrote her
name on a tag of paper, putting a lorg
picee of white string through the end of
the tag. On some other tags she wrote
tke da; and the month, ‘May 28.* Then
tiey were left in plain sight, and Helen
scampered away.

The birds did not scem to notice the

strings at first; but later every one was

gone, and from that hanging nest waved
six littl2 tags bearing Helen’s name and
the date.—‘Sunbeam.’

Boys, Girls, and Monkeys.

The boys and girls of India like sweet
things just as much as we do. Did you
ever chew any sugar czne? It is very
juicy and sweet and sticky, and it does
well in place of candy. It is really
candy in another form, for all the sugar
candy you eat was once the juice of
sugar cane. If you lived in India, you
could buy a piece of sugar cane for three
pies. You think a pie is something to
eat, but any boy or girl in India could
tell you that out there it is the name of
a piece of money, and three ‘pies’ are
worth about half a eent in our money.

The monkeys in India like sweet
things, too. One day last winter a boy

‘was b.sinning to ¢hew a nice, fresh bit

of sugar cane as he sat under a tree,

when suddenly a monkey dropped from,

the branches overhead, and, snatching
the suger cane, scrambled back into the
tree again, and then sat there triumph-

s
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«~{ly chewing the cane dmself, chatter-
ing and making faces, just as you may,
have seen them do at the monkey-house
at the zoo. Probably some of u. would
have felt like thre./ing ston s at the
monkey, but this boy did.’t 'are do that
because in India monkeys are sacred,
and a _.eat many people worship the
monkey god.

In one city there is a large stone tem.
ple altogether given up to the sacred
monke, 3, and nearly two hundred and
fifty live there, sleeping in the corridors,
climbing around the roofs and among
the pillars, playing, fighting, chasing
each other, and sometimes falling into
the water tank beside the temple wall.
There are priests living there, too, who
do nothing but feed th> monkeys and
cive them the offerings which t:e people
bring. - The monkeys do rot stay in the
temple, but climb around the houses and
trees all through the city, and are very
rischievous, stealing things whenever
they can, and making a grea  dedl of
trouble, bul no one thirks of trying to
stop them, because they are sacred.

Let us be very thankful that we know
better than this, and that we do not wor-
ship monkeys or images or other hideous
idols, but that we know that Christ is
our lov'ng Saviour and Friond, and that
we can pray to him.—'Over Sea and
Land.’

The Little Red Doors.

Two little boys were playing together
upon the sidewalk. ‘You didn’t play
fair then, Bob,’ eried Willie; ‘you know
you didn’t.’

‘Yes, I did,’ said Bob; ‘but you are so
afraid I shall win, that you want to
make out that I cheat.’

‘Soyou do! I saw you!’

‘I didn’t. T——

‘Quick, quick!’ said a strange lady,
who heard them. ‘Quick, shut the
doors!’

Willie and Bob felt ashamed; and
then Dob asked in a low voice, ‘Please,
ma’am, which doors? We don’t know
what you mean.’

“Why, those doors, to be sure!’ point-
ing 1o the two rosy mouths that looked
as though none but sweet words could
come from them. ‘Don’t let any more
of those unkind words come out. Shut
them up tightly, and they will die for
want of air,’—and sk» laughed softly as
she passed on.

‘I believe she meant we should not
quarrel any more, Bob,’ said “Willie.

‘I believe she did,’ sald Bob. :

‘Then we won'’t,’ they said together;

and these were the wisest words that.

they had spoken since the quarrel began.
—Selectcd. -

Mother Knows Best.

Mother knows hetter than you, httle
one
et s AT it should be

 done;

‘Shg has been over cluldhood s way,
Learning surely, day after day,
The best to be, to say, and to do—

And that is why mother knows better
than you.
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Tercentenary Celebration

AT QUERBEREC.
- Canadian Pictorial’

Tercentenary Number will prove a most beautiful and valuable souvenir filled with

HISTORIC PICTURES - v
and etchings of the World’s most

PICTURESQUE PAGEANT
The only publication of the kind offering the most expensive illustrations at popular prices.
The Number will include

A Princely Cover Design showing H.R.H. the Prince of Wales in Vice-Admiral’s uniform. :
Reproductions of advance pen and ink sketches, paintings especially prepared for the occasion, ;
Champlain, the intrepid founder of Quebee, the birthplace of Canada, Wolfe and Montcalm, heroes of the Plains of Abraharm.

‘Wolfe’s Cove, as it was on the night of the memorable landing.

British soldiers in Canada 150 years ago.

The very latest picture of the Prince and Princess of Wales.

Sketch of Mme. Hebert, the first matron of old Quebee,

And very many other pictures that are or will become celebrated.

A staff of expert photographers have been securéd from New York, men who venture perilous positions to get the best photo-
graphs. No expense is being spared to make this issue a successful souvenir, and to give to our readers phenomenal yalue.

: Limited Supply
Every Canadian and everyone interested in Canada or things nistorical, will want these pictures. Such historie publica-
tions often fetch large sums after the edition is exhausted, and while the presses of the ‘Canadian Pictorial’ are being taxed to the
utmost to supply the demand, the demand bids fair to greatly exceed the supply. Orders for onps and twos, and dozens, and
hundreds are pouring in already, and dealers who did not wake up to its importance at first are trying to lodge large orders. .
Remember! The ONLY SAFE WAY to secure this number is to ! :

g PLACE YOUR ORDER AT ONCE FOR THE
A —

‘Canadian Pictorial’

Tercentenary Numbor. Price 15 cents.

Order NOW, or it may be tos late,

r

from your newsdealers, or direct from s :

THE PICTORIAL PUBLISHING CO.,
; : 142 St. Peter St., Montreal, A

N.B.—The Annual Subscription rate of the ‘Canadian Pictorial’ is only $1.00 a year, including postage to ull parts of th
world, and all special numbers. New yearly subscriptions sent in AT ONCE will start zvith, the Julygisgue. ’ . 2

No Time to Lose. ‘The edition is being rapidly absorbed.
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A Mother’s Family Prayer.

Wken we had laid the body of the husband
and father to rest, and night grew apace, my
three little fatherless boys, with eyes brim-
ming with tears and voice trembling said:
‘Oh, who will talk to Jesus every night for
us now, mamma? I felt my own mnothing-
mess, and could only breathe a prayer for
help. As if in answer, I did, with great ef-
fort at self:control, *tis true, read a few
verses of the 130th Psalm, kneeling with my
children and repeating the Lord’s prayer to-
gether. Thus began, and has continued with
unabated interest, our daily seeking the
grace sufficient. The children do not seem
to think it ‘tiresome’ when they all take
part, asking questions which T try to an-
swer the very best I can—A Mother, in
‘Christian Observer.’

—_—————

"NESSERGER* PATTERKS

FOR THE BUSY MOTHER.

No. 1421—PLAIN NIGHTDRESS.

In spite of the attractiveness of the many
beautiful designs for night robes, some with
low neck and short sleeves, and others. with
the tops cut in a square or V shape and
glecves in elbow length, there are manv who
wish, when looking at exquisite = lingerie in
ghreds after only a few washings, that it
were possible to find ready-made, or patterns
~ and that could be buttoned to the neck and
&M‘mﬂx 8 high, rolled collar. Our pat-

tern answers such a deserip
snforced across the shoulders will outlast two
of the fancy sort. The edges of collar, cuffs
and front could be buitonholed if preferred.
The pattern, No. }421, is made in four sizes,
32, 36, 40 and 44 inch bust measure, and will
require five and five-eights yards of yard-
wide material for a medium size.

- @ive name of pattern as well as number,

or cut out illustration and send with TEN
CENTS. Address ‘Northern Messenger’ Pat-
tern Dept., ‘Witness’ Block, Montreal.

—_

It is a well known fact that Ramsay’s
~ Paints beautify and give life to everything
‘they touch. Their brilliancy, purity of color
~ and power for covering gives them unchai-

~a price that will please you, and guarantees
_every can. - Write A. Ramsay & Son Co.,

> homes.—Advt.

for making, a plain garment with good lines

tion, and being re-

lenged leadership. Your dealer sells them at

Montreal, for designs No. 5, showing painted

—THE—-

Helpful Reference Bibles

A new and much improved edition. Clear
type, excellent binding, and printed on the
famous Oxford India paper, making the
book extremely light and portable. Size,
% X 4% inches, Thickness, % of an inch;
weight only 12 ounces. The ‘Helps' are
of a esuperfor kind, full of spiritual in-
struction and valuable information. Nothing
more practically helpful and suggestiva.
Just the Bible for any Christian worker.
Highly recommmended.

1. In FRENCH MOROCCO, Yapped,
Round Corners, and Gilt Edges.$3.00

2. In PEFSIAN MOROGCO, Yapped,
Round Corrers, Red under Gold

Edges, Leather Lined and Silk
Bew i irEnas cone 5450
3. In Finest TURKEY MOROCCO,

Yapped, Round Corners, Red un-
der Gold Edges, Kid Lined, Silk
Sewn, superior finish .. .. ..

. In Finest LEVANT MOROCCO,

Yapped, Round Corners, Red and
Solid Gold Edges, Calf Lined,
etc., a handsome -Presentation
JAWON 5 oy Sl e v B 1000

THE LAMP OF LIFE, an §-page month-
ly paper, urdenominational. An advocalo
of Scripturai holiness, ihe return of our
Lord, divine healing, and kindred themes.
FULL OI' BOUL-STIRRING TRUTH. A.
Sims, Editor. To Canada, Great Dritain,
and most of her colonies, 50c a year. To
the United States, @2c. Two sample
copies, 1Qc.

For ecight new subscriptions at 50c¢ or
62¢c each, we will send a copy of Helpful
Reference Bible, No. 1, FREE.

MEMOIRS OF MIGHTY MEM. A scries
of cheap biographies, suitatle for Old and
Young, with illustrations, These books
are thrilling and inspiring. There are 14
diferent memoirs, as follows: John Wes-
ley, Martin Lauther, John Bunyan, Wn.
Carey, C. H. “Spurgeon, Robert MofTatt,
David Livingstone, D. L. Moody. John G.
Paton, Alexander McKay, John Knox, Geo.
Whitfield, Jemes Hannington, Robert and
James Haldane. G4 pages in each., Paper
covers, S5c¢; by mail, Gc. A complete set
to any address, 82c.

t»¥ The above series of books can also
lieahad in cloth covers, 15¢ each, by mail,
A

6.50

SONGS OF VICTORY

New edition of a most popular book, con-
taining a large number of beautiful NEW
HYMNS and solos. Combines also a rich
and varied selection of the OLL PFAVOR-

- ?:s‘th Igoo ‘l:‘.t mtnﬂﬁnnt and Choruses.

u; e o €n up your

Services and Sabbath‘seh:ol.p % : N

: Word Edition
Cloth covers, ‘small type, 8e¢; by mail,
10c. Cloth covers, large type, 15¢: by
mail, 18e.

Music Edition

Colored paper boards, cloth back, 835c;
by mail, 9%7c.

Cloth limp, gilt stamp on side, $1: by
mail, $1.12. -

Cloth beards and gilt stamp, $1.25: by
mail, $1.37.

Special terms allowed on quantities for
Missions, Gospel  Meetings, Sabbath~
Schools, ete.

Send remittance with order to
A. SIMS, Publisker,
5 Simpson avenue, Toronto, Ont.

MATRICULATION BY MAIL

If you want to enter any profestion, the first
step necessary is to secure matriculation. We
teach you at home by m ail. lastruction in ‘any

subject in Public, High School or Commerciel

work., Over 100 courses. Write to-day for parti-

culars.

CANADIAN CORRESPONDENCE muﬂi‘l&l(ﬂ
Pept. N. Toronio, Canada. 017

=BELLS 5
Peal WcSumsBay Fosnsm Cs., .m

LADIES’ SUITS, $7.80 te $18.00.

Tailored to order. Beautiful Voile Skirts, § to
$9; New Silk Coats, $ to $10; Nice Cleth Skirts,
$2 te $6: New Waists in Lawn and SHk, 50c to $4;
Wash Jumper Suits, $2.25 ; Lustre Jumper Suits,
$4.75; Silk Jumper Suits, §12.00. Linen  Suits,
(coat and skirt), $4 and up. Send to-day for the
sample materials and sty le book. ‘They are free.

. SOUTHCOTT SUIT CO,, London, Can.

CANADIAN FLAGS

Without a Cent of Qutiay
‘Wrile for our plan to the Flag Department. .
John Bougall & Son, ‘Witness’ Block, Montreal,
SEMD Recelve 5 Wool Remnants, -um'hu
e gt for Boys’ knee pants up to 11 years. Give

postage. N, SOUTHCOT T & CO., 23 Coote Block,
Londen, Ont.

When mjﬁnx to advertisers please mention the * Northern

Messenger,

we will cut pantg free; add 2 cents for

The Profits of Farming.

Many a man supports a family on a farm
that would not bring $2,000 on the market,
and has time for fishing and poiitics besides.
For his investment he receives more than
most men, and his investment should im-
prove with every crop. Not only may the
investment itself improve, but lhe is making
a home at the same time that he is making
a living.—From The Lesson of the Aban-
doned Farms, in Country Life in America.

Diet Values of the Lemon.

It is not generally known that lemon
juice, taken in proper quantities, is a most
excellent tonic. The juice of half a lemon
taken in a tumbler-of cold water, a half hour
before breakfast every day will stimulate the
liver and digestive organs, causing an increase
in the appetite and making the skin fresh
and clear. If the majority of women could
be made to realize that their dull, celorless
complexions generally are the results of the
inactivity of their digestive organisms, there
would be less use for objectionable cosmetics
that never, in the slightest degree, resemble
nature, :

THE SORTHERF MESSENGER.

ANNUAL SUDSCRIPTYON RATES
trictly tu Advomea)
Bingle oeples .. .. .. .cov as v .9 A0 ayet
Three @oples, esparstely addressed, if
Aasiaed, TOF .. <0 oi asse or o0 +0 3.00
Pougr Gspies, separately ®
WPRE OODY oy sace we saras . BO W
Tea les or more, to one addmgss, 20 *
POC BODY ov so a0 55 sivs as as sa o
Bix months trial at balf the ahows vaten, ;
Postage Ancluded fes Conndy Montredl andrsubards em
oogted) : W asd, Greab Batom, Qibaalosn, Mals, Wow
Zecland, Tuansvaal, Jomadea, Reinidad, Bahamy Igaods, Bas
badocs, B da, Britsh Mond Qgylon, Gaglja, Baxm
wak, Zensibex, Nong Kong sad Qypmus
W A Pestqoe 502 emisn o the Ynited alen Admba,
Howasdien sad Bhilpiios Jabands, except in slaba - to ooe
oddaegs, when ey d6us eopiga-will be Gfty aents eubca poste
now S eaeh. o
Forolpm Mastnys to off cvinta agnobansediisths ahecs
prompily esnt sn esguest. - = -

A SPLENDID GRQUP—TRY IT!

The *WMness’ For over sixty years un-
rivalled in the confidence of the Canadian pub-
li.c. Latest news, market reperts, etc., finan-
cial and literary reviews, good stories, home
and boys’ pages, querles. etc., etc, Valmable
departments devoted to farming intevests. A
clean commercial, agricultural and home
newspaper. (Send for a sampla.)

‘Wewid Wide’ ° A weekly reprind of the
best things in the world’s great joursals. Re-
flezts the thought of the times Best carbooms
of the week. The busy man’s paper. Nosh-
ing like it anywhere for the momey. HSend
for a sampla

‘Canadian Plsteriar Canada’s popular il-
lustrated monthly. High grade paper, high
grade pictures. Interesting to yeung and ald
alike. Many of its full page pactures suitable
for framing. (Sec ad. on another page.)

The * Kosasangow speaks for itse
A favorite for over forty years, and incn::

‘tingly pepular. A potent infiuemes for mood.

SPECIAL FANILY CLUB.
‘Weekly Witness and Canadian Home- {
e T R RS R
World: Wide!in s siins asisn w0, 82150
‘Canadian Pictorial’.. <. «v e ne <.§ 100
‘Northern Messenger.. . ¢o we <. .40
TS e ¥ l‘-ﬁ—“ -
Worth.. .. e N wE e L9390
 All for one year, $2.70

| Anywhere in Canada or Great Britain!

Any one of the group may be sent to a friend
AS A GIFT subseription. 3

Redpats Bongall and Pedocick & ’ﬁ»- [
AN psinces ‘ bo aliiend *Johw

Dougsll & Bon," apd o Btiers & e afiter should he
eddvonmd Editor of $he * Northers Momsenger,”
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ES-BNGER'S

diste

R} S vaa»rm:gr -

Money Refunded
if Goods are not
Satisfactory.

§ comPany,
S LIMiTED

€hop In Toronto
Through Cur Kail
Order Department.

TORONTO

—SPECIALS IN—
AND STAPLES.

With all our experience in buying and selling dry goods, we never remem-
ber a time whén conditions so completely favored shoppers as they do right
now. ~ The rush of work on the new store is urging us to greater efforts every
day to get everythmg in readiness, and no consideration of profit or loss is al-
lowed to stand in the way of a complete reorgamzatnon This means that we will
sell goods cheaper during the coming weeks than is liable to happen again in
years, and we urge shoppers in their own interests to anticipate requirements
as far as they possibly can. Read carefully the following offers from our Linen
and Staple Department.

160 HEMMED SHEETS, $1.23.
Full bleached plain sheets, two sizes,
hemmed, ready for use, made from good,
heavy English sheetings, free from dress-

ing, 72x90 inches. Regular $1.00 gyg 3
per pair, Special Sale Price, $||2

100 FINE STRIPE FLANHELETTE, To.

Best made Canadian striped flannel-
ettes, large assortment of colorings, free
from ‘any filling, soft nap, good, shonrr
firm weave, colors warranted fast, 34
inches wide. Regular 10¢ pu yald
Special Sale Price 7C

12}0 CHECKED IRISH TEA TOWELLING, Sc

24 inches wide, red or blue checks, with
or without border, firm close weave, good
drying weight and free from lint. Regu-

lar 12}c per yard.
Special Sale Price 90

35¢ FANCY LINEN PIECES, 150.

400 pieces Japanese hand drawn and
hand worked centre pieces, spoke hem-
stitched all around, very dainty designs,
12x12 inches. Regular 85¢ each.
Special Sale Price Isc

30c WHITE IRISH DRESS LINEN, 20e.

800 yards full bleached Irish dress
linens,even close weaves,assorted weights,
splendid qualities for hot weather dresses
and skirts, good reliable goods, 36 inches
wide. Royrulm 25¢ and 30c per
yard. Special Sale Price 200

LARGEST SIZE COTTON BLANKETS, $1.19.

400 pmx white or grey cotton or flan-
nelette blankets, best make, beautifully
nappvd white or grey, pink or blue bor-
ders, 72x84 inches, just what you need
even now for they are always needed.
Clearing at per pair, Specml Sale $l lg

Price
60c DAMASK TABLE LINEN, 38c.

700 yards sun-bleached Irish damask
table linen, every thread linen, good
weight and quality, will bleach pure
whlte, 62 and 64 inches wide, good pat-
terns. Regular 50c and 60c per 383

yard. Specml Sale Price
200 Satin Damask Table Cloths, $1.87.

0dd lots, no napkins to match, all pure

linen, rich satin damask, full meadow

bleached table cloths, good weight and

beautiful fine quality, all this season’s

bordered designs, 2x2} and 2x3 yards.

Regular $2.50, $2.69, $2.75 and

$3.00 each. Specwl Sale Price, $' 87

180 Bleaoched Circular Pillow Cotton, 1310.
600 yards bleached circular pillow
cotton, good weight, free from dressing,
strong, round close thread, 44 inches wide.
Regular 18¢c per yard Specml | 31
Sale Price

WHEN WRITING T0 ADVERTISERS PLRABE MENTIO!

}

12i0 FACTORY COTTON, 9¢.

Extra heavy unbleached or factory cot-
ton, free from sizing and specks, round
thread, will bleach pure white, splendid
sheetmg weight, 800 yards, 86 inches
wide. Regular 12}c per yard.
Special Sale Price -
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