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'Chinese Pictures of a Train=
ing School.

You will all be interested in these pictures
of a training school in China, although \they
were made some years ago. The great in-
fluence that the missionary training sechools
bave had can hardly be overestimated, and
a story that illustrates that influence was
#told by the missionary in charge of this very
training school.

At the time these pictures' were made
there was in the school a boy who had come
from his home three hundred English miles
eway in Shantung Province. Twenty years
before his grandfather had visited Peking
where he entered a mission chapel and heard
the GQospel. He became interesited and took
tracts to his home; affer a 'while he em-
braced Christianity. His wife
know something of this ‘Jesus Religion” On
asking her son about it he volunteered to
wheel his mother on his barrow all ithe way
to Peking, three hundred miles away. They
wenk.
h'g'nnl«hbher was dead, the father was a
trosted nafive minister, and the grandson
s in the school, one of the best of its scholars.

Out-of=doors in China.
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. - e Missionary Herald’)
We are going for a walk into the City to-

day, and as we leave our home by the front

gate we meet our next-door neighbor just
sstting off for the market with his load of
“wegetables on his shoulder. ‘Have you had

wished fo

At the time this story was told the. :

(By the Rev. Henry Payne, of Shantung, in.

A CORNER OF ONE OF

p{;:ture and the sweep’s
Peat’s Soap?

Now we are through the big city gates and
in the midst of the bustle. Xeep a good
lookout for the bullock carts, and especially
the wheelbarrows, and mind the deep ruts.

‘Have you used

"

r : e. ‘Yes! have you
uten food?” ‘we reply. Doesn’t this way
of saying ‘Good morning’ remind you of the
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—‘Christian World.”
BOYS OF THE TRAINING- SCHOOL AT PLAY(

Aren’t the streets narrow? and as there are
no pavements you may have to pop into a
doorway when a cart comes by.

‘makes quite a hubbub to

—‘Christian World.’
THE RECITATION-ROOMS.

The streets, too, have curious names. This
one is called ‘Secure Peace Street;’ that one,
‘Flourishing = Street,) another ‘Cinnamen
Flower Street,’ and this other ‘Old Clothes
Street,’ because there are so many second-
hand clothes-shops in it.

You notice that the shops are quite open
to the street. There are no windows, so you
musn’t mind people stopping to look and lis-
ten when you are buying. Notice, too, the
brilliant signboards which hang down like
flags in front of the shops, swayed by the
wind. They tell us the names of the shops
rather than the owners, and also the kind
of articles sold. Some are ten feet long and
nearly touch the ground, all are painted blue
or scarlet, while some have large raised gilt
letters.  Others have pictures of a shoe or
sock or hat to show what the shopman sells,
and sometimes a dentist will hang out a
string of old teeth as a sign-post. And look
here! What is this that looks like a black
whip? It’s a ‘pigtail,’ and if you peep inside
the shop you'll see a barber at work on John
Chinamén’s crown, or plaiting his long hair.

Would you like some soup? Here’s a man
selling it, steaming hot, in the street. He
carries it in a bucket, from which he ladles
it into basins. You can buy one if you wish,
but you will have to drink it as you drink
tea at home, for we don’t provide spoons in
China. Here’s another man selling hot meat-
puddings. ‘Hot puddings! Eat a couple be-
fore you go!” he shouts. Next to him is &
melon merchant armed with a big knife. He
attract thirsty
people, and I fancy he says: ‘Come quickly,
before the flies eat up all my juicy melonst’
"He will sell you a huge cool slice for half a
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farthing. Step aside for this string of mar-
ket gardeners with bundles of produce that
$ake up nearly the whole width of the street.
Listen to the leader of them calling: “You'll
get a knock! Youll get a knock!’ which is
the Chinese for ‘By your leave’

You are wondering why all the doorways
have strips of paper pasted above them on
which large Chinese letters are written. The
words represent good wishes and greetings.
Here are a few rough translations: ‘Happi-
mess and wealth,” ‘Prosperity all the Seasons,
‘Abundance of Rain and Sun’ ‘Leaving, may
Happiness meet you,’ ‘Every time you go out
may you see joy,’ ‘May all on the main street
prosper!” Thig is a good one you will say:
‘May the man opposite me get rich.’ Isn’t it
unselfish? But notice that it is posted on
a blank wall or an empty house, and the
truth is, it was the ‘man opposite’ who put
the paper there! TIsn’t John Chinaman a
funny man!

Though there is much bustle in the street,
- the people in the shops all seem to be taking
things easily, smoking, drinking tea, and
chatting. The Chinese have a saying, ‘Buy in
a hurry and you are sure to lose,” and you
shall see why this is. :

On our way through ‘the city we will do a
little shopping. Tet us try the silk shop.
We enter, and are at once met by the shop-
master, who salutes us with a bow, which we
try to return as gracefully. He invites us
into an inner room, bids us be seated, and
we each receive a cup of tea, without sugar
or milk; and after we have drunk and chat-
ted a little we venture to mention what we
require.

The silk is brought and displayed before.us
by “young Chinese boys, the master maming
the price. We reflect a little, and then offer
about half of what he asks, and thus the bar-
gaining begins. You must not suppose the
shopman is vexed because we offer so little.
Everybody keeps smiling. Hé explains how
good the silk is, but lowers his price a lit-
tle. 1f he at once accepts the price we of-
fered we may be sure that it was more than
a fair price; but as a rule our price must
gradually rise, while his drops little b): lig-
tle until they meet, when the bargain is
struck. This sort of shopping is. mot easy
when one has no clear idea of -the value of
things, for it may mean paying dearly for
things which may not be valuable.

Having' finished our purchases we attempt

to leave the shop. The master presses us
to stay. and chat, but seeing we are deter-
mined he escorts us to the street, where we
bow and separate. : :

Religious News.

From India comes the aews that a grea
revival has commenced among the heathen
in the country of Jaspur. Five or six
thousand men, women, and children, are’ ask-
ing for Christian instruction aund' for pre-
paration for the rite of baptism. The faith-
ful missionaries of the Gossner Missionary
Society, who are at work among the heathen
.in the neighboring districts, have sent twenty-
three native helpers to Jaspur that the great
opportunity may not slip by unused. 2
: !

Dr. Arthur Smith finds it inereasingly evi-
dent that the Centennial Conference of China
Missions held last summer in Shanghai is to
mark an era in Protestant missions in that
empire. As the dominant note of that gather-
ing was unity amid diversity, its results ap-
pear in a much gréater co-ordination of ac-
tion thaw hitherto. Its large standing com-
mittees are grappling with ihe practical
missionary problems, which are felt by all
workers alike. Preliminary steps to a federa-
tion of most Protestant missions bave already
been taken in three different provinces; there
is a prospect that other provinces will follow;
although organic unity is not aimed at, such
a result may ensue at a later stage.

el

Work in Labrador.

AN EMERGENCY CALL AND WHAT IF
MAY MEAN. ¢

We are now making arrangements for the

. securing of the mew launch for Harrington

and looking forward to the interests of a

‘new season’s work. In this connection just

the kind of field the Harrington work offers
and just the kind of difficulties the hospital

launch there has to run up against cannot
be better described than in the following ac-
count of the last trip taken last season by
Dr. Hare, in the present sturdy little ‘North-
ern Messenger.

Dear Mr. Editor,—We had only just arrived
safely home after .dark from what we had
intended to be the ‘Northern Messenger’s’
last trip of the season. We were almost
perished with cold, and were covered with
ice from the freezing of the spray, so that
nobody was overjoyed next morning to find
a telegram in waiting with a call to a little
harbor settlement a hundred miles west. Of
course there was, however, no demur, only
a grave weighing of pros and cons. A doubt

May 29, 1908.,

ing our eyes to try and see something, when
just at daylight the dense mists parted for
a minute and I saw the tops of some hilld
and a huge column of vapor rising up near
them. This, we judged, could only come from
the chute on the Kegashka River four miles
beyond the Point that we wanted to makel|
We still kept in on the land, and after some
time found ourselves close ashore and we
recognized the place here as one of the
portages we make in the winter when travels
ling on the Komatik, so—to retrace our
road and make again for the Point in the
thick vapor. Again we passed it and ram
too far to the eastward. Hauling in on the

THE ‘NORTHERN MESSENGER’ IN WINTER QUARTERS.

was more than once expressed as to whe-
ther we could get there, on account of the
young ice forming everywhere, We pre-
pared, nevertheless, to leave the next morn-
ing, and were just going aboard to get
under way when we had a furious gale of
south-west wind and thick driving snow,
which made it utterly impossible to leave
that day. We did leave, however, the next
morning, and our first -stop was qt the tele-
graph office, ab Point au Maurier, twenty
miles away, where 1 got in touch with my:
patient, 1 desired to find out whether or not
it was necessary ftc go up then, not wishing,
unless absolutely necessary, t:,o !'t.lll the risk
to the launch from ice. Finding it a case of
necessity, we left and do@gefi, along between
the rocks and shoals then inside of Wapitigun
and on into Wolf Bay, where 1 wanted to
stop and put some. parcels on shor'e‘ for the
people who live there in summer. ‘T'hey had
now moved inside to the bottom of the bay,
but we had sent a message to them t.o come
out after the parcels, sto Lad no fear in leav-
ing u the doorstep.
mt{V;li‘fémag anchor here we boiled the kettle
and had our supper, afterwards deciding to
go on all night, as it was _ﬁne and mpdemte.
This we did, and made fairly good time un-
i1 we met the ice when trying to run ma-xde
of Romaine Beacon Island.  After butting
into it three times without any res.ul-t, we
had no alternative but to run o.utade and
shape a course for Kegashka, hoping at the
same time that the weather would keep mod-
te. :
eri&ye ‘the time we had reached ‘I'reble lsle
the moon rose and it looked fine, so we set
a course to take ms clear of all dangers and
hoped to make Kegashka point twenty-two
miles away,” but after running so for two
hours the wind sprang up and it began to get
very cold. There is no protection whatever
for the one who is" steering, but we were, of
course, dressed for any such weather,

Tee soon began to form on everything that
the spray’ could reach, and as the little boat.
rolled and pitched, one had to be very care-
ful not to get thrown overboard, as the rail
round the deck is only about ten inches in
height, and everything one caught bold ot
was cased in ice. / g

Before daylight we had run our distance,
but were unable to see anything, as the
vapor from the water was so thick you could
not see the length of the launch, We kept

edging in on the'land all the time and strain-

land again we made a small island that we
knew, and here ran into the Bay. 1t was
almost seven o’clock when we anchored, and
the people were very much astonished to see
us, not expecting us pntil the evening.

The point that we tried to make runs shoal
for a long distance and one must give it .

good berth for fear of getting aground, yet

when we were far enough out to clear the
shoal ground ome could not, for the thiek
vapor, distinguish anything that looked flike
land. We left Kegashka - as soon as I had
treated the sick one, and made all the speed
we could (about 4 1-2 miles per hour), in the,
hgpe to' make Romaine, besides calling in at
iBzg Musquarro to see a couple of families.
}‘hls we did not quite accomplish. We had
mst'ead to make harbor in Fraser's harbor,
as it got so dark that we could not see the
rocks or shoals. : s
The next morning we ran into Romaine,
whe.re I had a few patients to see, then off
again, and finding the passage that was block-
ed ‘when we came up now free of ice, we were
able to run inside of the islands, by dodgiag
the floating, pans of ice, At Romaine 1 met
a trader from Quebec who had ‘got ashore
Wwith his schooner, He had to unload his
cargo and leave the vessel here for the win-
ter, and was just starting to walk to Netash-
quau_with his crew in ‘the hope that the
steamer would call there for them, There
was nothing we could do for them so we did
not delay, This.was the last stop on ‘Qu’r'
}Eomewurd way, and dark caught us some
ﬁfteen miles from our destination, but run-
ning by compass we slipped in: the western
passage and dropped our anchor about nine
o’clock, having made the run in about thirty-
six hours, including all delays.  Since “J’uly
23rd, when the launch arrived, she has run
one thousand and thirty-nine miles, on her
errands of merey, and throughout all the
storms, God had us in His keeping so that
no harm all season had befallen us, - :
The launch was not hauled up out of the
water until December 4th, and when blocked
up for:the winter’s rest, she was sheathed
all oyer with about two inches of ice, the re-
sult of a heavy silver thaw, or freezing rain.
Every strand of rope was as large as a good
sized cabbage stump with crystal ice spark-
ling in the clear sunshine. The sturdy listle
boat in her rest had become a thipx of
beauty. N S
H. MATHER HARE.
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khere stood Jesus himself in their midst.

LESSON,—SUNDAY, JUNE 7, 1908.

Jesus Appears to the Aposties

John xx., 19-31. Memory verses 19, 20.

Golden Text.

Thomas answered and said unto him, my
Lord and my God. John xx., 28,

Home Readings.

Monday, June 1.—John xx., 19-31.
Tuesday, June 2—Luke xxiv., 33-49.
Wednesday, June 3.—1. Cor.,, xv., 1-20.
Thursday, June 4.—1. Cor. xv., 21-38.
Friday, June 5—I1. Cor. xv., 39-58.
Saturday, June 6.—Col. iii., 1-17.
Sunday, June 7.—I. Thess. iv., 13; v., 11.

FOR THE JUNIOR CLASSES.

When you have been adding your sums in
school you have often been told by your
teacher to prove your answers to see whe-
ther they are correct, havew’t you? And
sometimes when one of the boys has claimed
that he can do some clever trick the rest of
you have said, ‘Well, show us.’ You wanted
to prove his words. You wanted to see for
yourself.  There are a great many things
that we can prove in this world, but also
a great many others that we have to take
‘on faith,” that is, that we just have to be-
lieve either because we don’t know how to
rove them or they are what we call history.
We can’t tell how far the sun i8 away from
us, but there are clever men who can tell,

rove that King Alfred ever lived in Kngland,

but that is history and we just have to be-

lieve it. You remember how we were learn-
ing last Sunday about Christ’s resurrection
from the grave and how he appeared to Mary

‘and the other women who went to the tomb

in the early morning. ~When the women
came and told the disciples about it, how-
ever, the disciples would not believe. ‘Lhey
gaid ‘What nonsense! ~ We never heard of
such a thing. You can’t prove it’- You see,
they wanted to see for themselves before
they would believe it, although Jesus had
often told them he would rise from the grave

just as he did. Well, in the evening, that

was Sunday evening,

the very day on which
Christ had s =

risen, all the disciples were

. gathered together except Thomas, and they

were discussing the wonderful stories heard
that day. Mary said she had seen Jesus, the
other women too had seen him, Peter had
Been him, and two other disciples going to
Emmaus had met and talked with him,—
could it really be possible that Jesus had
risen? Just as they were talking about 1t,

¢
’
&

“ It is genmerally admitted among sober-
minded scholars that there is no better at-
tested historical fact than the resurrection
of Jesus. And the emphasis placed by the

~apostles in their writings on the importaace

of the resurrection in the ‘Christian belief

’ﬁl}qﬂdlﬁake us careful to remain firm in our

hold to this great truth, in spite of the
sophistries of those who would argue it
way. Yet among the very disciples them-
elves it was almost impossible for the fact

[ even under the overwhelming

- witness of all the others. It is manifest that
- the ocular proof of Christ’s actual being can-
~ mot be given to generation after generation,

that those who came after must necessarily

- mccept or reject the fact on the witness of
~ those who proved it at the time, and that fs

our warrant for the closest study of the
fs presented, the character of the wit-

¥

_and buried, they had

just have to believe them. We can’t

.New Testament.—Hastings’
ary. ‘Thomas was privileged, doubter though

o gain credence, Thomas remaining in obsti- -
e Mo ng

nesses, and the historical value of the records.
The proofs presented were sufficient to
‘satisfy a group of the most prosaic, matter-
of-fact unbelievers. Their Master was dead
seen that, andgthe
story of the women was greeted with pro-
found contempt. Peter’s experience at some
time during that wonderful day, the experi-
ence of the two disciples who had by now
returned from Emmaus with their account
of the risen Christ, served indeed to awaken
a sort of delirious hope and expectancy, but
was not enough to ensure the Saviour on his
appearance the joyful recognition that should
have been his. Instead the  disciples be-
lieved that they saw a spirit and were ac-
cordingly terrified. The joy came later when
the proof had satisfied them of the Saviour’s
reality. It is notable that Thomas, whose
doubt has been turned to valuable service, is
made known to us only through John’s nar-
rative (John xi.; 15, 16; xiv, 4, 5; xx,, 24,
25, 26-29); the other Gospels do not mention,
him. = A study of his character even irom
these few  passages, however, reveals him
prosaic, obstinate, hard-headed, but withal,
loyal and a great lover of Christ. 1t was the
character of the Saviour, rather than his
claims that had won him. He was perfectly
ready to die with him (John xi, 15, 16), and
seems more than the others to have believed
that death possible and even likely, but once
dead there was nothing for Thomas but to
grieve for a lost friend. It could have been
no hallucination that induced such a man to
ery out in adoration, ‘My Lord and my God!’
As for the historicity of the records, there :3
as sound reason for their acceptance as the
work of the apostles and their contem-
poraries as there is for the acceptance of any
writings of that date as the work of any
particular writer of that time. This quite
apart from the question of faith, yet Christ
pronounces a special blessing (verse 2Y) on
those whose hearts are not bound up in mere
materialism, on those who can exercise this
grace of faith without which it is impossible
to please God (Heb, xi, 6).

\
(SELECTIONS FROM TARBELL’S ‘GUIDE.)

Verse 22. If we are fo be the lights of the
world, our lamps must be fed with oil. 1f we
are to be Christ’s representatives, we must
have Christ’s life in us. What is the use of
a mill full of spindles and looms until the
fire-born impulse comes rushing through the
pipes? Then they begin to move.—Alexander
Maclaren, D.D, ;

Verse 23. Whose ,soever sins ye forgive,
they are forgiven unto them, whose soever
sins ye retain, they are retained. ‘L'he great
charter which followed the gift, the power
of forgiving or retaining sin, must be under-
stood in consonance with the preceding com-
mission and endowment. Christians  are
‘sent’ to proclaim the death and resurrection
of Jesus as the destroyer of sin. ‘L'he sing
of those who receive it are remitted, and
those of its rejectors are bound more tightly
on them. The messengers, therefore, do for-
give and retain by the preaching of the
Word, and they have the right to tell a man
that his sins are forgiven when they hear
him "profess his faith in the Great Remitter.
We have here to do with no mysterious
priestly power of -absolution, but with the
blessed or awful consequences of the accept-
ance or rejection of the offer of salvauon in
Jesus.—Alexander Maclaren, m ‘S, 8. Times.’

“The same heat “softens wax and hardens

‘cls',j".” The message of the Word will either

couch a blind eye, and let in the light, or
draw another film of obscuration over the
visual orb.’—Alexander Maclaren, D.D,

Verse 28. ‘My Lord and my God!” ‘'No
greater confusion of faith is recorded in the
Bible Diction-

he was, to fix the faith of Christendom.'—
Rev. R. ¥. Campbell. :
‘Bible References. ‘
Tuke xxiv., 13-48; I. Cor., xv., 14, 20; Rom.
viii,, 11; I Thess. v, 21; IL Cor ‘v, 7; L
John iv., 20; AL Cor. v., 18, 20. " * :
Junior C. E. Topic.

Sunday, : June . 7.—Topic—Songs of the
Heart. VI. What is true penitence?  Ps.
51. (Consecration meeting.)

¢
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C. E. Topic.
Monday, June 1.—Afraid to
Gen, iii., 8-10.

Tuesday, June 2.—How the Ninevites heard.
Matt. xii., 41. ”

Wednesday, June 3.—Hearing and follow-

hear Goa.

ing. John x., 27.

Thursday, June 4.—Careless hearers. Matt.
xiii., 19.

Iriday, June 5—Hearing and doing. Luke

vi., 47, 48.

Saturday, June 6.—Hearing but not doing.
Ezek, xxxiii., 31, 32.

Sunday, June
hearers. Mark
meeting.)

7—Topic—Four kinds of
iv., 14-20. (Consecration

Keep to Your Purpose.

Having decided upon a definite application
of the lesson, let nothing turn you from your
purpose. Of course, unexpected questions myy
arise and discussion of secondary points may
be necessary, but through all keep your eye
fixed upon the desired end. _1 have seen
migratory birds turned from their direct flight,
by the smoke and noise of a city, but with
the precision of machinery, they turned again
towards the coveted South. 1 have seen a dog
on his way home, hindered by the missiles of
a crowd of boys. But, even if compelled to
take another street, at the earliest oppor-
tunity his head was again turned towards
thome. Let it be your firm intelligent purpose
to apply some essential truth of the lesson
and hindrances will be no more to you than
an adverse wind to a -carrier pigeon that g
winging its way home.—The ‘Evangelical 8, 8.
Teacher. :

Winning People’s Confidence.

And he came forth, and saw a great multi-
tude, and ‘he had compassion on them, and
healed their sick (v. 14) Mr. Spurgeon told
how seven people were saved by a smile. A
clergyman passed by a window on his way to
church. A baby was being dandled there, and
he smiled at the baby, and the baby at him.
Another time he passed; the baby was there
again, and once more he smiled. Soon baby
was taken to the window at the -hour when
he usually passed. They did not know who

the gentleman was, but one day two of the-

clder children followed, to see where he went
on a Sunday. They followed him to church,
and, as he preached in a winning way, they
told their father and mother, who felt inter.
ested enough in their baby’s friend to wish
tr go. Thus in a short time a godless family

tbat had previously neglected the worship of -

God was brought to the Saviour because the
minister smied at the baby. Mr. Spurgeon
comments on it as follows: ‘I never heard
of anybody getting to heaven through frown-

ing at the baby, or at any one else’—S. 8.

Times. . X

Teach the Little Ones to Give.

It is not hard to teach little ones to give,
and they often do it with a more intelligent
and loving purpose than their seniors. A dear
little girl, not quite six years old, the grand-
daughter of a former pastor, occasionally
visits my mission band. One day she wa-
overheard saying earnestly to her younger sis-
ter, ‘This morning, Gladys, I put one of my
very ownest pennies into the missionary box,
because every time I go to the mission band,
I hear some lady tell about the poor little hea-
then girls, and T’m so sorry for them. Pre-
cious indeed, in God’s sight, must have been

 that tiny gift of self-denying love.—Selected.

Sunday School Offer.

Any school in Canada that does mot take

“The Messenger’ may have it supplied free on

trial for three weeks on request of Superin-
tendent, Secretary or Pastor, stating the num-
ber of copies required. :
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A Modern Drinking Song.

Fill high the bowl with Fusel Oil?
With Tannin let your cups be crowned!
If Strychnine gives relief ito Toil,
Let Strychnine’s generous juice abound!
Let Oil' of Vitriol cool your brains,
Or animated atoms brew—
And fill your arteries, hearts, and veins
With glee—and infusorial glue!

Vine! That died out in 58—
What fool would have it back!
The ‘cup that will inebrialte
And never cheer, they sell us now,
*The conscious water saw its God
And blushed’ What of it? Don’t you feel
That water knows the drugger’s rod,
And blushes now—with Cochineal!

And how?

Ah-h! Fragment fume of Creosote!
\Bewitching bowl of Prussian Blue!

Who would nolt soothe his parching throat
With your mild offspring, Mountain Dew?
Btronger than aught that racked the frame
‘And shook the mighty brain of Burns,

Burely ye’ll set our heads aflame,
Whene’er his festal day returns?

Bring on the Beer--fresh Copperas foam!
With alum mixed in powder fine,
How could my foolish fancy roam
In search of whiter frolth than thine?
Thy Indian Berry’s Essence spread
Through amber wavelets, sparkling clear,
Benumbs dull care—strikes Feeling dead—
And narcotizes Shame and Fear.

" |

Far down thy bubbling depths, Champagne!
Drown’d honor, love, and beauty lie—

They fought th’ unequal fight in vain—
Shall we, too, merely drink—and die? - °

Bweet Acetate of Lead, forbid! i b
Fill every drink with pangs—and tell

Whait tortures could—and always did—
Anticipate the stings of hell!

Then drink, boys! drink! We never can
Drink younger! And we meyer will
Be men—or~aught resembling man—
While péisoners have the power to killt
Amen! From Frenzy’s screech of mirth
To maudlin Sorrow’s drivelling flow,
We'll rave through scenes unmatched one
And not to be surpassed below!
—'Alliance News.’

‘Is it True That all Teetotalers
Are ‘Molly Coddles?’

The day has gone by when total abstainers
gould be dismissed with a cheap sneer, and
public men, -as a rule, do not judge it wise
to antagonize lthem by any ill-directed and
untimely abuse.  Quite a little flutter oc-
curred in certain parts of the temperance
ranks in the United States, a few days ago,
by Mhe report from ‘Washington that Dr. H.
W. Wiley, chief of the national pure food
department, had, in a public address, chosen
to characterize total abstainers as ‘molly
coddles,” and had said that it would be a
gorry day for the country if liquor were baan-
ished, and that a young man should drink
whisky Mo give him nerve, seif-reliance, ete.
The report bore its refutation on the face of
it, but Dr. Wiley has chosen to give a pub-
fic reply to the canard, and to make sure
that it would not be garbled he has put it
in writing. He says: ;

‘I said I believed the general effect of
alcohol on mankind was wholly bad; that" it
was bad even in small quantities; that if dis-

tilled beverages, such as whiskey, brandy and - will give anything to

yum had any good effedts, they are due to
the fact that the aromatic and fragrant sub-
stances therein stimulated  the digestive
gecretions and thus. overcame, to a_ certain

extent, the bad effect of the alcohol they
contained. - I further said that 1 was ‘in

theory a prohibitionist, bukt that there were
practical difficulties in the way

of prohipi-

_then the preacher exclaims:

tion, and that the better plan would be fo
abolish the saloons, and that if Kthe people
wanted to drink distilled beverages they-
should do so quietly at their homes and wibh
their. foods, and- not in saloons. 1 did not
sug@est, nor advise young men to drink liquor
of any kind, bult said it was always bad’

The fifteen millions of men in the United
States who do not use intoxicating liquor can
now breathe more freely. They are not
‘molly coddles” Let wus be thankful!—Se-
lected.

Why He Hates the Saloon.

The editor of the New York ‘National Ad-
vocalte’ of temperance says he had the privi-
lege, on a Sunday in February, of preaching
in the First Baptist Church of Binghampton,
N.Y., and ‘at the close of the service a gentle-
man came to him, with tears filling his eyes,
and asked the question: “Do you know, sir,
why I am opposed to the saloon?” "L itold
him that I would really like to know. He
answered: “Out of my Sunday School class,
during the many years I have taught it, seven
young men have entered the ministry; but
seventeen have been ruined by liquor. Do
you wonder thalt I hate the saloon?”’ And
‘Uh, may God
give every one of us increased zeal in our
effort to abolish the accursed thingl’—to
which we are ready to say, Amen, and to
remind the boys and men among our readers
of this saying of king Solomon: ‘Wine is a
mocker, strong drink is raging (or, “a
brawler”); and whosoever is deceived (‘er-
reth,” or “reeleth”) thereby is nolt wise’'—
Prov. xx., 1. Let it alone, and keep out cf
the saloon.

Great Men and Alcohol.

‘T was spending,” says a writer, ‘a few hours
with Lord Charles Beresford, who is an old
friend of mine, on his #lagship one day week.
I asked him how he found total® abstinence
agreed with him, and he, who looks abso-
lutely the “fititest” man 1 ever saw, replied,
“Admirably; never better in my life.”

¢“In the old days, if I took a ‘nightcap,”
it was bound .to make me drowsy and
sleepy. Now that I touch nothing, 1 am =3
clear as a bell. 1 am 60 years of age. 1 go
to bed at 12.30, and gelt up again at six
o’clock every morning. 1t makes all the dif-
ference to a man physically and mentally.”
_ ‘Two or three years ago Judge Rentoul
told me the following incident in connection
with his own early experience as a barrister:
“I was dining with a well-known physician
once, and he pressed me to share a bolitle of
champagne. ~

‘“I cannot,” I replied; “I have to do some
special work when I get home.”

¢ “Rubbish! It’ll do you all the good in
the world. What work is it you are com-
pelled to do at this hour? !

““T have to draw up that

urs.”

‘“My dear fellow, why on earth didn’t you
say so before? Not a drop of anything ex-
cept lemonade or plain water shall you have
in this house to-night!”

‘Last year, when Colonel Barrington-Foote .
quiltted the post he had filled so admirably
as head of the Kneller College training es-
tablishment of army bandsmen, he told me
that, out of 180 of the young men, he had
induced no fewer than 140 of them to be-
come total abstainers, “and they are filiter
in every way, and more mentally active.”’—
Selected.

stalttement of

Does Alcohol Relieve Pain?

- Tife is so full of suffering of mind and
body that if there is anything which has the
power to blunit the sharp tooth of pain and
“to pluck-from the memory the rooted sor-
row, you may be quite sure that there are
immense numbers of people in the world who
obtain this ‘sweet
oblivious antidolte. Yes, Alcohol ecan ilo
this; but, oh, what a terribly heavy fee he
charges for it! :
Alcohol, as you have learned already, is a
narcotic or stupifier—in big doses; -and be-
fore the use of chloroform was discovered,
if a poor sufferer had to undergo
painful operation, the surgeon would often, in

some
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kindness, make hig patient drunk with brandy
80 as o deaden the agony of the knife.
Thank God for chloroform and ether to-
day, so that we hagve no excuse for going
back to Aleohol for such a purpose. The
world’s maxim is, ‘Give wice to him that is
of a heavy heart; let him drink and forget
his poverty, and remember his misery A0
more” Yes, that is very well over night, but
how do lMthings appear next morning? What
about the dry mouth, and loathing of food?
the dull headache and irritable temper, the
settled gloom of spirits, and the pungent
sting of congcience? Ah! Aleohol, you ‘m
no true friend in trouble; you are & liar!
Can we wonder Wthat two out of every three
of the thousands of suicides committed every
year in our country are the result of drink?
ZDr. R. M. Boodle, in “The Young Abstainer.’

Gratitude.

Months ago I was conducting a great mis-
sion in Aberdeen, in the north of Scotland.
Within the largest building in the city three
thousand were gathered. Onme mnight as 1
worked my way through the crowd, 1 feit a
hand tugging at my coat. I thought it the
plea of one who wanted to get 1 with me,
and for a few seconds I paid no heed. But
the tug became insistent, I stopped, and ther®
beside me stood a lititle Scotch lassie, ciad
in rags, and in her uplifted hands was soma-
thing wrapped in tissue paper, moist and
grimy from the clutch of her hand.

“What is it, my dear? I asked. And she
said, I want you to have my candy.’

‘Why? I asked. :

‘Oh, 'sir, she cried, ‘we’ve got a new
daddy! He’s never been sober till Saturday.
We've never known him to be sober. He
was in your meelting on Saturday and it’s so
wonderful now.’ =

And didw’t I take her candy, and didn’t ¢
take her in my arms? Men, it was worth liv-
ing a lifetime for tHat minute.—Gipsy Smith.
ey ————

FLAGY

and
SCHOOL.

——
CANADIANS ABROAD WANT THEM.

It is not only at home in Canada that
“Witness’ readers are being stimulated by
our Flag campaign 1o provi@e themselves
with good Canadian flags, either through
our Free Flag Offer or in other ways; but
Canadians abroad are interested and are
seeking to secure a flag for their forelgn
home., Only those who for years have re-
sided in a foreign country without their
own flag can understand the deep emotion
with which the exile, homeward bound,
first catches sight of his country’s emblem,
waving, perchance, from the mast of som®
vessel in the harbor. d a good flag in
these foreign homes would prove a 2
source of comfort, and would serve to foe-
ter in the minds of children growing up
there a feeling of love and respect for the
land of their fathers which they, perhaps,
have never seem.

Tt has been a pleasure to us thus to sup-
ply a number of Canadians abroad with
good flags and in every case these flags
have given great satisfaction. The Jatest
of these acknowledgments has just- come
to’ hand from China, and we give the fol-
lowing extract:

Shanghai, China.

The Canadian Flag which I ordered from. .
you has arrived safely and is eminently
satlefactory. In fact, one gets in the habit
of being satisfied with your productions,
they aré ajl of such a high quality.

JAS. H, WALLACE, Y.M.C.A.

We shall be pleased to treat with asny
of our readers who want a good flag either
for their homes or for their schools. These
flags may be obtained WITHOUT A CENT
O OUTLAY, by our special plan; and the
quality of the flags themselves may be
relied on absolutely. We guarantee wsat-
isfsction.

There is still time with prompt nction
to get one for Empire Day. Your school
closing exercices would have a long-to-be-
remembered interest if the pupils secured
a good flag and presented it to the school
on that occasion. Many schools have Wone
just that. Why not yours? iz

Our flag department will promptly answer
all enquiries, and send our flag cards, and
all helps needed. ?

Address: Flag Dept.,, JOHN DOUGALL
& SON, ‘Witness’ Block, Montreal. tos
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~ Dear l@‘d}tor,—i received the
~ and thank you for your kindnmess. I will try
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Correspondenee

G. B, NS.
Pear Editor,—I can see a coal mine and the
goa from the windows of this house. 1 do
not go to school yet, but I do my primer at
home with mother. I want to be a doctor
when 1 am a man, because I am going to find
out everything if I can. I like those stories
in the ‘Northern Messenger’ that mother
reads to me, for I can’t read just yetf, as I
am only four. I do a lesson every day ex-

eept Sunday and Saturday.
Your little friend,
ASTLEY CAMPBELL.

S C. Sta., Ont.
Dear Editor,—I have a little cousin Mel-
ville. He was two years old, when one day
last summer he got lost. At eleven o’clock
in the morning he was playing round the
door. His mother went to get the dinner,
and he started to go t» his father who was
working in the field. Melville got very near

TTHE MESSENGER

went to a sugaring off and had lots of fun.
It will be the last sugaring off this season
that we will go to.

¥LORA M. GILBERT.

: G. A:; N.B.
Dear Editor,—I am in the sixth grade at
sehool and my brother is the teacher. There
are twenty-four attending. We had a con-
cert in our schoolhouse and I had part in a
few dialogues and recitations. We have a
hen that brought out chickens the seven-
teenth of November. They are all alive yet
and are growing well.
CATHERINE McPHERSON.

R., N.B.

f _ .sitor,—We have no school now, as
there aren’t enough children in our district,
my brother and I are the only omes to go.
I have taken about three-quarters of musie
lessons on the piano, but I am not taking
them now. I have a canary bird that is a
great singer and my brother has two dogs.
I think the answer to Wm. R. Campbell’s
riddle (February 28th) is ‘Courtship’ I am

OUR PICTURES.

& *A Good:Steed” Q. B. Seale (age 10),

" M. L. P. Que.

2, ‘Our Jack.’ Alice Wearne, S, P. Que.

3. ‘Horse.” Harvey Wallace (age 7), E,
Bask. ;

4. ‘Nelson.” Harley McAskill, S, P,, C.B.

5. ‘A Bureau.’ Flora G. Gilbert (age 8),
L. R, P. Que.

6. ‘Our Maud.
B. G, N.B.

7. ‘Potatoes’ W. E. McBain, A, Ont.

8. ‘Bird” Alice P. Ogilvie (age 13), L. R,
P. Que. :

Cecil L. Shefmrd (age 9),

9. ‘Black Diana’ Violet Plaine, N., Ont.
10. ‘Our Backyard’ Mabel E. A. Seale, M.
L., P. Que.

11. ‘Indian Encampment.” Mira Campbell

-(age 13), C. F., Ont.

12. ‘A Cottage by the Mountains’ I. W.
Postil " (age 9), P., Ont.
13. ‘Royal William. Charlie Young, To-

ronto.

14, ‘Allan und Sport.’ Hilda Tield
Montreai. e

kis father and turnmed back and followed a

path which led to a large bush where there
was a cow path. He k2pt on this till be
eame near to my grandpa’s, which is nearly
@ mile and a half from his home. When his
father came home for dinner his mother found
that he had not seen Melville. Sh® ran out at
once and looked about, but he was nowhere
to be seen. Then they started to look for
him. His father went to tell a neighbor and
looked every place they could think, Tae
meighbor went to the school to tell the
teacher to let the school out. People ca ne
and they hunted all round everywhere, but
could not find him. They thought that he
eould not be found that night as it was get-
ting so late. There were some men coming
::.r look for him, and they did not go very
coming along the path. It was about six
o'clock in the e ening when they got him.

RETRE LYLA MeD. 8,

3 e . -Li: R, Que.
two premiums

to. do better the next time. It rained quite

a little last. night. We are going to have a
May party the first night of May and have

& bonfire too, and we will have fun. 1 hope

we will have a nice night. Our school begins
the 4th of May, and my “girl’s penknife will
be just the thing for school. Sunday after-
moon we went to the woods and found some
May flower buds. Saturday at 2 o’clock we

past my grandpa’s when they saw him

15. ‘Ready for School” Marjorie L. Bar-

teaux (age 11), W., N.S.
sending a puzzle: stand take  to takings
you throw .

SADIE M. COBURN.

C., :
Dear Editor,—We generally keep abox?tntloo
hives of bees, but last spring was very hard
on them, so we have not got so many now.
We grow quite a lot of fruit, strawberries,
blackberries, raspberries, thimbleberries, pears,
peaches, grapes, plums, gooseberries and
apples.  We have a nice sized apple orchard.
I have hemstitched two handkerchiefs,

knitted two shawls and am making a quilt’

W,
FLORENCE McPHEE.

P. 8, Ont.
Dear Editor,—Parry Sound is a very pretty
place on the Georgian Bay. We moved here
about four months ago, and my papa is build-
ing a house here. We have had lots of snow
here this month. I expect to be able to go
bathing in the lake in summer. 5 ;

; : ALLAN H.

Rincris L. R., P. Que.
Dear Editor,—Our Sunday School has been
kind to us and has given us the ‘Northern
Messenger’ for the year.. I like the paper
very much. We have two pretty little Kit-
tens, black and white. I hke grey kittens
very much . I am home from school now, as
I had my arm vaccinated. There was not
much skating this winter, but I can skate,

% o .

b
and like to.very much. I haye two sisters

teaching school and three brothers at home,
ALICE . OGILVIE.

M.. Que.
Dear Editor,—I have not seen a letter
from this part of Quebec for a long time, so
I thought I would write one. I attcnd Sun-
day School, and last year I received a pretty
hymn book for regular attendance. 1 am in
the fourth reader and go to school for four
mo:.ths in the summer, but last winter 1
went to a French school.
JENNETTE Mack.
M., P. Que.
Dear Editor,—I have lots of fun watching
the trains coming in and out; as we live near
the station and right in sight of the big lake.
We have a big boat on the lake called the
‘Fady of the Lake’ My baby sister is 1l
months old. .
GLADICE CROTHERS (age 7).

N B,
Dear Editor,—We came out here a year
ago. This is a very pretty place. We have

lots of pretty flowers now. I am just get-
ting over chicken-pox. I have two sisters,
and both of them have chicken-pox now. 1
won a certificate for Bible verses at Suaday
School. It was very pretty. We have ten
chickens and expect more in’two or three
days. ;
BESSIE B. LAY’YON.

OTHER LETTERS.

Margaret E. Lloyd, Quebec, writes, ‘1 am
staying here for the summer and live quite
near the Plains of Abraham, so we will be
able to see the Prince when he comes. 1
like Quebec very much. .

Grace and Pearl Stirton, 8., Ont., send lit-
tle letters. Grace says, ‘The woods are near
our house, so we get flowers nearly every
day’ Pearl has found that ‘There is a wood-
chuck in the hill mear our house. '

Beatrice Turner, W., Ont.,_has not been to
school for over four months, ‘I have been
quite ill’ Too bad, Beatrice, bat we hope

“the summer will make a big difference in

that.

8. G. Stamnas, Smyrna, Turkey, sends a
story which will be published later.

Edward Dyer, 8., P. Que., tells about an
exciting ball game between the home team
and a visiting team, the home team winning
in a score of 13 to 12. No wonder ‘con-
tinual excitement reigned,’- as he reports.

Graham S. Greenough, M. G., N.8.,, says,
‘While I am writing to the ‘Messenger’ my
mother is away helping with a quilt to send
to Dr. Grenfell the missionary in Labrador.
Last year my little sister got three diplomas
at Sunday School.

One of our artists asks, ‘Shall we draw on
cardboard? No, much better not. Draw on
plain white paper. Medium sized drawings,
neither very large or very  smell, are best.
Dow’t color your drawing and don’t expect
to see it ‘in mext week’s paper’ FEach draw-
ing must wait its time,

May Willard, L. R., P. Que., want's‘ to know
about original stories. ~We do print them

_sometimes May, and will be pleased to, if
. they are not too long to go on the corres-

pondence page. You know we have 80 many
correspondents (and are glad to hear from
them all) that we have to see one does not
have too much room and crowd others out.

‘We have also had little letters from Effie
L., L. S, Ont.; Ivan G. Jenkins, ¥., Man.;
Glen FElder, H., P.EI, and Archie McHarg,
M. H, P. Que. All riddles in any of these
letters have either been asked before or sent
without answers.
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s BOYS AND GIRLSe=<:

An Old Desire.

(C. W. Dawson, in the ‘Worker and Other
Poems.’)

O to be as Christ was in happy Galilee,

To walk Ithe world with healing and hands
of charity,

Mo suffer with each cripple till our love should
make him straight,

O to be as Christ was, and die without the
gate.

1f we had His compassion, what comfort we

" could make

For fthose in dread of dying uwpon some storm-
-tossed lake,

To walk, in spite of tempests, in the valleys
of the dea, 3

And spend our strength for sinners in deeds
of sympathy,

- O to be as Christ was, to die upon a Cross
In some obscurest: country, ror count our
dying loss,

If only by our

might be free,
And fiturn again from sighing to the fields
of Galilee.

- The House of Lords.

(By Emma S. Allen, in the ‘Classmate.’)

dangering one bondsman

!
q can’t go, declared Ireme, quietly bwk
firmly. ‘My music ‘class would -go to pieces/’
‘And I won’t go, said Delia, not so quietly
but even more firmly. She had no music
clags to ‘go to pieces, but she had plans for
a gay winter which she had no mind to set
agide for a dull season in a ‘stupid parson-
age” : ;
“I'hen it will have to be Florence, said Mrs.
Hill, who had yet a remnant of authority
left in her household, which she usually ex-
pended on her youngest daughter. What
Trene ‘could mot’ and Delia ‘would not’ do
invariably fell to Florence’s portion.
‘0, mammat’ she pouted.  ‘You always

poke me into disagreeable places where the.

girls won’t go. -1 it were an invitation ~to
some gay, delightful place in the same city
they’d jump at the chance to go East for the
winter, and let everything go to pieces here
at home., But, of course, 1 must be the one
“to go to the “House of Lords,” for a horrid,
solemn visit in a—a parsonage!’ :

1f she had spoken of the State prisom, or
a reform school, her tone could not have been
more hopeless. Irene laughed, and reached
over the corner of the breakfast table to pat
her hand. ;

‘Pretty good, Flo—the “House of Lords”!’
she exclaimed. ‘What would our. uncle, Rev.
Dr. Lord, think of ‘such a flippant allusion to
his abiding place? He’d preach a sermon to
you on the spot.

‘Sermon!’ groaned Florence. ‘I¥’Il be all
sermon, I suppose, for three months. L'he
idea of a Hill girl in a parsonage!’

‘0, well, it may not be so dreadfully dull,
Tlo, her father said, consolingly, as he rush-
ed away to business. ‘Your Aunt Mary, my
sister, was a jolly girl before she married a
minister. Perhaps she hgsn’t lost all of her
fun. Write that youwll come and stay until
you get home-sick. It’s the least you can
do. They seem so very anxious to have one
of you girls in their childless home—and
we've put them off so many times, I suppose
they concluded a free ticket was the only
thing that would bring you.

But Florence did mot ‘cheer wup’ readily,
even after the letter of her -acceptance was
dispatched to the ‘House of Lords’ - The
packing of her small trunk did not tend par-
ticularly to ‘cheerfulness’ for into it went
none of the new and dainty gowns she had
dreamed of wearing that winter at her ‘com-
ing out’ in Clintonville society. ;

“Youll need nothing like an evening gown
at a parsonage, of course,” Delia remarked
as she put Florence’s ‘Sunday best’ gray
_nun’s veiling and a pink silk waist in. the
top tray ‘for an emergemcy’ .

‘And so you can have an extra new one,

~ gaid Florence, spitefully. ‘Well, I've got my
new travelling suit, anyway—and it's a dear.
Pve made up my mind to enjoy the trip,

" said the

going° and coming, for all it’s worth, and
make the most of both sides of the dullness
in the middle.’ :

Seated in her Pullman section, with the

. beautiful autumnal scenery flashing past her

window, Florence gave herself up to the de-
lights of the journey unreservedly.

‘After all; she reflected, ‘what do we know
about ministers—and parsonages—and ehurch-
es? Maybe—maybe they’re not so dreadful

“as we think.

True enough—what did the Hills know of
that broader world entirely beyond their
own mnarrow limits? Lukewarm interest in
religious matters, in the early married life
of the parents, had cooled into indifference
before the little girls ecame into their home,
and been frozen to death before they were
half grown.

A day and a night, and until the afternoon
of the second day, Florence sped eastward, so
absorbed in all she saw that the dismal pic-
ture of her journey’s end had almost faded
from her mind by the time the train rumbled
into the grand central depot. But it came
back with the first emotion of homesickness,
as she left her cozy section, regretfully, and
stepped out into the noisy crowds of the great
city. :

She had never seen a picture of her Uncle
William, for Aunt Mary’s letters had long
lain unanswered and finally ceased coming
altogether, until Dr. Lord’s transfer, a year
ago, to the large uptown city church, when
she had renewed the attempt, unsuccessfully,

to elicit a fragment of correspondence with

her brother’s family.

‘Tall and lank, of course,” Florence said to
herself, @s she waited, ‘to be identified, ‘and
solemn as a tombstone—in a frock coat but-

_ toned to his chin; and he’ll hire a cab, or a

hack, or .something shut up, and stiffly say,
“Be seated, my child.”’

About all poor Florence knew, personally,
of ministers was what a few meagre glimpses
of them at occasional funerals of friends hzw
revealed to her, for on Sunday mornings they
always slept late, breakfasted at tem, and
then devoted the afternoon to riding and
visiting and the evening to amusements.

No wonder she felt something like an elec-
tric shock when a big, handsome man of
forty-five or fifty, dressed ag other men dress,
stepped before her with outstretched liands
and a smile as bright and warm as June®
sunshine, exclaiming: :

i
‘Ah, here you are—the girl in the blue

~tailor gown your letter told me to look for!

—my niece, Miss Florence Hill’ |

Her hands were held in two warm, wel-

coming ones, and a pair of merry blue eyes
looked down into her glowing face with any
almost boyish twinkle. ¢

‘You look as your mother did twenty years
ago, at Mary’s and my wedding—that’s howl
I happened to know you so quickly, he ‘saidy
laughing. ‘Now, give me your checks, dear—i
and come to the phaeton’ ;

He himself untied his beautiful bay mare,
‘Nancy Lee’ and drove spinning away fromj
the depot into the wide smooth avenues,
handling the queenly, mettlesome animal with
the skill of an expert horseman.

Florence stole a sidelong glance at the fine,
clear-cut profile beside her, shaded by the
soft hat of gray felt, and her heart swelled
with pride. At least, Uncle Will and ‘Naney!
Lee’ were mot ‘dull and stupid,’ whateven
the ‘parsonage’ might have in store. )

‘Here we are, at the “House of Tords,”?*
voice that had been chatting
sociably in her ears, block after block, all

through the half-hour drive across the cityl

into the most beautiful residence seetion.

Florence laughed gayly. ‘Why, that’s whati
I called your home—the “House of Lords,””
she said, and then caught her breath, in des
light. 3 <

That beautiful gray stome building, match-
ing the magnificent church on the corner—a
‘parsonage!’ It surpassed Clintonville’s ‘finest
residences.”

Uncle Will waved his. hand proudly, yet
reverently, toward his beloved church.

‘And that, he said, softly, ‘s the “Lord’s
House.”. I welcome you to both. There is
Aunt Mary at the door’

‘He drove into the wide driveway, waving

- logue of ‘amusements,’

his hand to the graceful, slender woman Om
the veranda, and in a moment more Florence!
had completely forgotten her dismal mind
picture of a ‘parsonage’ Afterward, shd
tried to recall the distorted vision, but its dis-
solution was complete.

The beautiful reality of the lovely rooms,
filled with treasures of art gathered ubroa'd,
made her wonder that night, as she sat im
her dainty room, if all her conceptions of 1if_a
were as far below the highest ideal as this

ugly dream had been. And then the thoughb

came to her, would the heaven beyond this

life, of which she knew or cared as littlel

about as’ she had about ‘ministers’ and ‘pard
sonages,’ be as sweet'and wonderously beau-
tiful a surprise to her?

A chill swept her heartstrings. What if
she failed to reach it? What if her life’s
journey, so wholly set in another direction,
were on the wrong road—hers—and her gig+
ters’—and her fafher’s and mother’s? Whatl
marvellous new country was that into whichi
ghe had caught a faint, passing glimpse ad
she knelt—for the first time in her life—
in prayer, and listened to the happy, trust4
ful words on Uncle Will’s lips, in the library,
in ‘evening prayers? ° :

During the days that followed she couldi
not write home how happy she was, or of]
the new, glad delights opening for her ens
joyment at every turn; but het brief letters,
written hurriedly between visiting and.drlv‘
ing and ‘sight seeing/ puzzled the Hills &
good deal. . e

‘I'm so glad the poor child is finding itl
nicer than we expected” Delia remarked, half
regretfully. ‘That afternoon in the art‘ gals
lery, and dinner afterward at Judge Somed
body’s, was hardly what Flo expected, ]1
guess.’ e :

‘And that symphony concert at Music .Ha’lli
must have been fine, mused Irene. ‘1__d1dnﬂ
suppose a minister would dream of tak,mg hext
to even such things. But wheg sheks s:::

i d libraries and parks, ar
zgai?(llw a.ggélr'::;: 311-‘ two, they’ll think they'vel
done enough for her, and then the humdrums
ness will settle down.

And the poer girls, who believed all pleass
ures to be summed up in their meagre catas
went about arrangd
ing the card tables for a little party of
friends they had asked in for Sunday even+
ing. : :
gJChui'. game Sabbath night, far away in the
Fastern city, Florence found- herself, in com=
pany with one of the new girl friends wha
were rapidly making her feel at home amon,g
them. in a large lower room of her uncle’s
great church. It was crowded to the dogn'!
with young people from every walk of life,
assembled together in a glad service of prayer.
and praise. Up to this evening she had
shyly declined her uncle’s breezy invitations
to attend the ‘League’—whatever that was—
feeling that she must draw the line at prayen
meetings.

At the closg of such a happy hour as shei
had never dreamed was possible, among &
crowd of bright, animated young people in
a ‘prayer meeting’ the young president an-

nounced, to her surprise, an ‘at home’ at the

parsonage Y¥riday evening, December 15, ‘it
honor of the niece of our pastor and Ris
wife—hours, from eight to eleven. :

““Now, Unele Will, I suppose that will be
another delightful surprise for me,; she saidl
to him after church service, as she helped
him into his overcoat in the study—‘the re-
ception for me Friday evening’- ‘

‘0, he laughed, looking, tenderly down intd
her bright eyes. ‘“I'hen the League. too, was
a delightful surprise? o

‘It was fine, the girl said, seriously. ‘Lhey

were all’ so jolly and sociable afterward, tool -

—and didn’t make me feel as though 1 were
a eat in a strange garret, as 1 expected they
would.’

Aunt Mary and two or three of the ‘sis- :

ters’ stood just outside the study plannming

to pack a missionary box for the fromtien
the next day. e LR
‘We'll come around ab one o’clock to help
you, dear,” they said, one of them announc-
ing that she would drive about all the fore-
noon collecting donmations. : -
‘I really believe, said Aunt Mary, ‘that

iy = B3
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we’ll have enough to fill.another box—for the
Montana missionary, who wrote of such dire
need.

Every day since her arrival, three weeks
before, Florence had been expecting the ‘dull:
ness’ to settle down and enfold her; now she
was sure it was coming, with the packing of
missionary boxes in the parsonage basement.

But Monday evening found her an enthu-
siastic convert to the missionary spirit, for
she had had the jolliest afternoon since she
came East.

‘Dear me, girls,” she scribbled home that
evening, ‘a parsonage is the liveliest place I
ever got into, and Uncle Will is a whole
ocean full of life and gladness. He and Aunt
Mary are to give an “at home” in my honor
next Kriday evening, and the “four hun-
dred” are invited—that is the four hundred
members of the Young People’s Society—
hours “from eight to eleven” Imagine me
standing in the front parlor, beside thein
“Lordships”—*“receiving”—in that old gray
cashmere and pink waist that you said would
be “good enough for a dull parsonage.” But
I don’t care, for, O girls! it seems as though
T’d slipped off the earth into a new world,
where dress isn’t the first, last, and only
thing that’s worth while. I feel as though
T’d been lifted up into a .high place where L
am getting my first wide view of real liv-
ing. Thank you, girls, for making me come
to the “House of Lords.”’

On Saturday morning she sat with her
cloak and furs on in the library, and wrote
a hurried letter while “waiting for a sleep-
ing pastor.

‘The “at home” was a grander and jollier
and ‘brighter one than any 1 ever went to;
the girls were sweeter and happier, it seemed
to me, and the young men more delightful
and sincere than the ones in our world.
Aunt Mary had a surprise for me in a lovely
new dress of eream-white albatross, all ready
to put on. She stole my measure and had
it made on the sly, and Uncle Wall gave me a
bouquet of exquisite pink roses. Half a
dozen of the girls served ice cream and cake
in the dining-room, and three or four others
served tea, Japanese style, in the library.

___‘Here comes the sleigh. A dozen of us are
g&gibi a%mﬁ% ride to some suburban
church to a—but you wouldn’t know if I

told you what a “League” is. I've just found

out myself, and I like it—and I'm going to

join it. Say, girls, you might get up early
some Sunday morning and go to church and

Sunday School and six o’clock “League,” and

church again in the evening—just to see if

you can imagine the kind of happy life I'm

living—in the “dull parsonage.”’

 Florence never forgot that day—the long,
merry ride over the sparkling snow; the
sumptuous dinner served the hungry visitors
by the jolly young people who acted as hosts
and hostesses; the wide-awake meeting in
the afternoon, with its earnest addressey
and bright debates; the bountiful supper
served in the same cheerful lower room where
they had dined, with its ‘toasts’ and re-
sponses; and at last the glorious praise and

testimony service in the evening, crowned 'y

- the moonlight ride homeward, when the giad
young voices floated out over the snow  in

+ @ sweet chorus of Gospel songs.
- It was in that hour; while her compan-

_dons were singing ‘Whiter than snow,” that
 Florence experienced the first deep, holy

“longing of her life—the yearning after God.
Instinctively her hand crept into May Rip-
ley’s, and she threw her sweet alto voice
shyly into the refrain, ‘Now wash me, and
I shall be whiter than snow.

Her uncle met her at the hall door of home
and unfastened her wraps, and Aunt Mary
had hot chocolate waiting for her.

. ‘Well, dear, did you enjoy the day? he
~ asked, as he led her into the warm library
Tiﬁdtepl'aegd a chair for her before the blazing

¥

glistening in her uplifted eyes, ‘it’s been
beautiful—a regular “white day” It’s all
beautiful here in your world—even the com-

Her faltering words and eager face told
~ the good man all that was struggling for
~utterance inthe awakening young soul.
‘A “white day,” dear?” he repeated, gently.
*Make it the whitest day of your life, Flor-
ence, by giving your heart to the Saviour

0, U'n:éle Will,? said l,‘lol"em softly, tears

now. Yes,’ and he looked searchingly and
tenderly into her true eyes, ‘I see it in your
face—you have come into the kingdom. Now,
dear, while you sip your chocolate and get
warm, I'll read to you what John says in
Revelation about the “white stone” and the
“new name” in the foreheads of God’s chil-
dren, and about “walking with him in white.”
Why, bless you, dear, Mary and I have been
praying for the dawn of this “white day”
ever since you came to the—the “House of
Lords.””’

It was the little Oxford Bible he gave her
that night, after writing her name and the
happy date of her “white day” on its spot-
less fly-leaf, that Irene and Delia picked up
the Sunday after Florence’s return home late
in the following spring—for somehow the
‘winter’ had stretched almost into summer
at the parsonage. Florence herself was down
stairs getting an early breakfast to lure
Hér mother and sisters into the new pathway
to church service.

‘We’ll have to go to please the dear child,
she seems so beautifully happy over som:-
thing or other,” said Irene, to whom life was
getting insipid with ‘sameness.’ s

Delia went on scanning the marked verses
for a few moments, and then closed the book
with a sigh.

‘If I thought six months in a parsonage
would make me as happy and contented =as
it has Flo, who used to be all spunk and
pouts, I'd start for the “House of Lords” to-
morrow,’ she said.

Florence, who had run up to tell them the
muffans were ‘in, heard the speech.

‘Girls,’ she said, softly, with sweet yearning
in her face, ‘it wasn’t the parsonage that
did it. You don’t need to go to the “House
of Lords” for admission into—into God’s
country. The Lord’s house is everywhere—
and wide open—if we’ll only go in.

Of Cburse, Papa Dear.

‘There’s a button off my overcoat, Molly.

Can you put it on for me?’

‘Why, of course, papa,-dear” The answer
came s$0 promptly, and Molly’s hand patted
her father’s sleeve so affectionately that al-

most any one who listened would have been -

astonished a few days later to hear him say,
‘By the way, Molly, that button isn’t sewcd
on yet.

Molly gave a little, horrified ery. ‘Oh, you
oor, patient papa! How neglectful 1 have

n. I will surely sew it on to-night” But
she was so absorbed ‘in her shadow em-
broidery that she forgot it again, and her
father stopped at the tailor’s next night and
the button was sewed on. As for Molly, she
forgot that she had forgotten, and never
thought about the button again.

Kind words sound sweetly in a father’s
ear, we mag' be sure, but .when they are
coupled with continual forgetfulness there is
a jar in the music. It is the girl who re-
members father’s requests and anticipates
his wishes whose loving words abways ring
true.—Selected,

The Three Ways.

Yesterday it had been almost like winter.
Even when school began that morning there
had been a frosty tang in the wind that al-

ways met you on the school-house hill; but

before noon the sun had drunk up the mists,
and by the time school was out the air that
fanned the children’s flushed cheeks was soft
as summer,

‘L guess it blows from “India’s je_ptfa)__ :
strand,” said Norma, swinging her hood by .
_its strings and letting the warm breeze lift.
_ the loose locks on her forehead. ‘Come, girls,

~ let’s go and hunt for violets; I know a place

~where there were oceans and oceans of them
lm.mr‘,' 3 e G e g At ) 2 : y
~ “They all started off on a rum, but at the
foot of the hill Norma turned in at a broad,
white gate, ‘Ull just leave my books and

‘mon things of life—but to-day—has been—’ catch up with you,’ she called baek.

‘How sweet it smells!’ she sighed. Pausing
on the porch where she bad laid her books,
she dropped down on the step and looked
about her. -A feathery puff of white lifted

above the stone wall caught her eye. ‘1 de-

clare if the wild cherry hasw’t come out!”

_knitting
_before to run against an obstacle in the full
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Springing up, she started to run across tha
yard, but before she got out of earshot &
voice checked her flight, v

‘Is that you, Norma? her mother called
from the kitchen door; ‘I'm glad yow’ve comes
Aunt Jane’s been waiting all the afternoom
to have some one hold her yarn for her so’m
she can finish those stockings she’s in suel
a hurry to send to your Uncle Oren. 1 was
too busy—there’s a new calf at the barn,
and—’ ‘

‘A new calf!’ interrupted Norma, ecstati-
cally, ‘oh, let me go and see it

‘I ought to have known better than to
tell you that, oughtn’t 17’ said her mother,
smiling. ‘You'll see it all in good time; it’s
asleep now. But first go in and bhold that
yarn for Aunt Jane, that's a good girl. The
poor old lady’s been waiting till she’s in a
fidget, :

Her mother turned back into the kitchen,
and Norma walked very slowly to fhe place
where she had left her books; but instead of
picking them up, she dropped down again on
the step and let her eyes follow the girls
who were winding down the road. May Belle
turned and beckoned; Norma waved back,
and the girls went on.

JT wouldn’t mind so much,” thought Norma,
her heart swelling rebelliously, ‘if it weren’t
the very first day of summer. It’ll never be
the first day again—not for a whole long,
long year anyway. Why couldn’t Aunt Jane
wait just until to-morrow?  She would, if
I asked her to,” she aeknowledged; ‘but I'd
have to tell mother, and I know how she'd
look at me. :

‘Oh, I suppese I'll do it,” she muttered
angrily, after a moment of frowning reflec-
tion. ‘Pll hold that yarn because I think .
I ought to, and T’ll hate doing it every single
minute; I’ll leok around that hateful old
room—it’ll be too hot, and smell of sage tea,
and there’ll be medicine tumblers on the
table—and Tl think of the nice, cool woods,
all sweet and spicy, and the violets tucked
down under ‘their leaves. It’ll almost malke
me hate Aunt Jane, and she’ll know it—they
always do. :

‘Mother knows when I feel that way, of
course; she knows everything, but she only
looks sorry. And the girls know it, but they
get mad, so that isn’t so bad.  The baby
knows it for all he’s so little, when I have
to take care ‘'of him and don’t want to. He
looks at me just as queer! And Fido knows
it ‘'when I have to leave something I’'m in-
terested in and go to let him in or let him
out. He squints up at me out of the corner
of his eye and once he growled.’

Norma seemed to see a long procession of
grieved or angry faces all turning to look at
her over averted shoulders.

‘It’s better not to do things at all -than to
do them that way,’ she decided. ‘People will
forget that I didn’t do what they wanted

. easier than they can forget the way I did it.

I won’t do it!” she ended, drawing a long.
breath; ‘I wont go in and hold that yarn.
If I run I ean overtake the girls.’ :

"But scarcely had she risen to her feet
when a’ quavering voice from the half-open
door arrested her.

‘Mother said yow’d come in and hold my
yarn for me, Norma,’ said Aunt Jane, rest-

" ing on her cane and peering out into the yard,
" ‘from beneath her pushed-up spectacles.

She was Norma’s great-aunt and the oldest
woman in the village, but she was always
busy with some piece of work, and it was as
great a trial for her to be checked in her
now, as it would have been years

swing -of some household undertaking.
A hint of anxiety was in her voice and in

‘the shrewd eyes that rested on Norma. But

in a moment a smile broke up the puckered
lines of the old face.

‘It is too nice to stay indoors) Aunt Jane
agreed, edging a little further into the sun-
shine and shading her eyes with her hand.

" “The cherry tree an’ alll’ she murmured, hap-
. pily; ‘I didn’t know as T'd ever see it again.

It don’t matter a mite about the yarn’ she
went on, turning to Norma; ‘T wouldn’t have
thought -of bothering anybody, only it’s
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tangled up so a chair wouldn’t do. But you
yun along now an’ play’

I know she wants it/ thought Norma,
eovering her hesitation by an onslaught upon
& dandelion that had pushed its yellow disk
through the matted grass. ‘She wants that
yarn just as much as I wanted to go for

violets. If I'd really rather go in and hold
it for her than go with the girls, that
wouldn’t be the same as doing it when 1

didn’t want to’

‘I'm coming, Aunt Jane,’ she announced,
jumping up. ‘I’d just as lieve. 1 just waat
to get you a bunch of cherry blossoms first.”
And she darted across the grass at full
speed, feeling as if she were borne on the
wings of her new impulse.

It wasn’t even very tiresome keclding the -

yarn, though it was so badly taugled that it
took a long time. Norma sat Weving her
extended arms now this way, now that, won-
dering dreamily how it would have been if
she had gone off to the woods instead, the
way she meant to. Father, mother, will,
Aunt Jane, even—she could see them all look-
ing at her with stern or sorry eyes as she
stared into the green haze that filtered
through the lilac leaves pressed close against
~ the south window. ; '

‘Are you tired, dearie? asked Aunt Jane,
looking up and smiling.

And suddenly all the other faces smiled,
too; and the little room seemed pleasanter
and sunnier tha nit was even out there on the
grass under the cherry trees, and filled with
the perfume of the white blossoms.

Tt’s aweet, isn’t it? said Norma.

Yes, child, said the old woman, smiling
into the fresh up-turned face; ‘it’s spring’—
Helen Palmer in ‘Congregationalist.

‘Beaton’s Folly.’ .

(By Rey. John T. Faris, in the ‘Christian
“Endeavor World.’)

‘Good-by, David!

good news to-night!’
David Beaton smilingly waved in recogni-

" tion of his mother’s injunction. But he did
not feel much like smiling. He was starting
for the city, where he had expected to call
at the offices of the Alabama Railway, and
make an application for appointment as
and operator at some station.

For three years he had been a helper aboat
the home station. Eager for work, and quick
to learn, he had soon become familiar with
all the duties, and had frequently taken Mr.
Dunlap’s place. In fact, Mr, Dunlap had told
him a year before that he was entirely cap-
able of running a station, and had offered to
recommend him for appointment.

But. David had been content to wait. He

. was only seventeen when Mr. Dunlap made
his suggestion; and it had not then become
necessary for him to go to work. There were
only kis invalid mother and himself in the
family, q.nd Mrs. Beaton had always emjoyed
e sufficient income from a small property.

When, however, that property was swept
away, David realized that he must become
the breadwinner. Remembering Mr. Dunlap’s
offer, David asked him to write in his behalf
to the general offices of the road. When two
weeks passed without a reply, the young man
determined to make hisapplicationin person.

At ﬂro? he felt quite bold as he thought
of the visit to the general manager. But
now that he was actually' about to begin his
jonrney;, he was not so sure of the outcome.
What if the manager should tell himv he was
too young?! What if he should be asked
some questions too hard to be answered at
once?! What if—— :

But he squared his shoulders, and told him-
gelf to stop thinking of the lions which might
prove to be in the road.

‘Perhaps there’ll be no trouble, after all.
T'll do my best to lcok old and wise, and I'm
gure 1 can answer any fair question. Any-

" way, I must have the position; what will

. mother do if I fail? She. expects me to tell

her some: good news to-night, and 1 must not
disappoint ber. :

He was more than an hour too early at
the railroad offices. But after tedious wait-

Be sure you bring me

ing he found himself in the presence of Mr.
Albright, the manager.

‘You say there was a letter about you
several weeks ago, Mr. Beaton? was the re-
sponse te his few sentences of explanation.
‘Let me send for it. 1t must be on file in

" the other room:’

When the letter was brought, he glanced
at it, and read a paper pinned to it.

‘Yes, the letter came, and has been favor-
ably considered. ‘We had no station for you
at the time, but instructions were given to
let you have the refusal of the first suitable
opening. Buf, to tell the truth’—and the
general manager looked at his caller judi-
cially,—‘aren’t you a little young for such a
responsible position? ) :

David was ready to urge the three years’
experience, when Mr. Albright spoke again,

‘Never mind that, though. 1 see here is
another suggestion pinned to your applica-
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great city. If the plans of the founders had
been carried out, neither you mnor I would
ever have-been appointed to this station.
Twenty years ago an English syndicate was
investing in the Alabama iron-mines. A rail-
road was surveyed from the mineral field to
Zeno, here on the river. The town was laid
out on a grand scale, Water-works and'
electric lights were put in. Three or four
dozen houses were built. "Then there was a
big failure in England. The railroad did not
get within a. hundred miles of us; we have
only a little spur of the Alabama, and omne
mixed train a day. 7The housés are many of
them empty; the water-works have never
been in use; the lighting plant has been dis-
mantled. Some days 1 never sell a ticket.
Nothing comes over the wires but railroad
business, and very little of that. "Ihere is &
small amount of freight to handle, and some
mail to care for. ‘I'he monthly reports are

&
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THE ‘PADUCAH’ WAS AFIRK!

gion. “Offer him Zeno City,” it reads. You
are young, but I don’t know but yowll do
for our work there, It’s a very small sta-
tion. Yet it’s the best we can offer you.
The salary is thirty dollars a month. If you
prove yourself faithful and willing, we’ll have
something better for you. What do you say,
Mr. Beaton? =

Of course David agreed. The pay was
emall, but the fifteen dollars he could send
his mother each month would be sufficient
for her needs. Then he would not plan to
stay at Zeno City many months. He would
be so faithful and willing that promotion
would speedily come. So he told his mother
when he informed her of his appdintment.
So, also, he told the retiring agent at Zeno
City when, next day, he had been duly
‘checked in’ for service, . :

The retiring agent . laughed unpleasantly.
‘There’s no chance here for faithful and will-
-ing service. The G. M. said the same thing to
me when he sent me down here. I've done
the best I could; butthere’s nothing to do.

Then he went on to explain.

#You see, Beaton, this was to have been a

a farce. In fact, I don’t see any use of
keeping up thé oftice, unless it is that the
company has its eye on this field for future
development. Anyhow, 1 am glad to be out
of the place. : \

They were walking through the freight-
room as the retiring agent finished his nar-
rative.
attention.

‘What’s that for?’ he asked.

“That’s another relic, was the explanation,

‘When the station was built, it was expected

| that the Temmessee River would be a great

feeder to the railroad. Many boats were run
from here to Ohio and Mississippi river cities.
The station is, as you see, on a high bluff.
Treight was to be carried from the boats to
the shipping-platform by means of a cable
tramway. ‘This engine operated it. You can
see the tramway from outside. 1'd open the
door, but the lock is too badly rusted.’

‘Do they never use the s“tramway, then®
David asked. g

‘Not in the year I’'ve been here’ was the
answer. ‘When 1 came, they told me it would
be a part of my work to keep the engine in

s

A peculiar engine attracted David’s ,
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order, in case a steamboat should land. 1
did tinker at it for two months. The loafers
about the platform laughed, said no boat had
landed here for two years. BSo 1 gave it up.
Anyhow, it’s out of order. Something has
gone wrong with the gearing. 1 tried it ome
day last spring when the only boat which
ever brought me freight landed. I told them
they would have to use the road. Kven that
js out of commission now; there was a land-
glide soon after. Since then no one has been
A able to get down to the landing without tak-
ing the breakneck climb down the face of the
bluff.’
In another hour David found himself alone
—and lonely. For there was really notlring
to do. The mixed train had gone. The tele-
graph-instrument was silent. There were no
fréight-bills to be prepared, no book-entries
to be made. So he went out for another look
atout the station. = When he came to the
large double doors across the tramway, he
worked at the lock until it yielded to his
coaxing. Then he was able to look out on
“the track which led down into the water.

" “Wish I might see a boat down there at
- the landing, he thought. - ‘It would be a
variation in the monotonous landscape.’
; He put'in the remainder of the day at odds
g 'and ends of work. At night he felt exhaust-
: ‘ed by the effcrt to invent something to do.
T dow’t krow but the last man was right
when he said thefe was no chance here for
faithfulness he thought as he went to
sleep.
Next day there was a little bustle when
the mixed train drew up ~to the platform.
One passenger appeared, who bought a ticket
to a point six miles down the line. "A sack of
_Mlour and a barrel of oil were left. Then the
train was gone. And the day was before
_him. COarefully he made the necessary en-
tries in his books, then looked about him for
~ something to do. He went to a window, and
_.looked up the river. ‘Lhen hé went to a
second window, and looked down the river. Jle
~went to the platform, and looked across at
“the little cluster of houses and the two or
: efore the single store.
e " the station.

=
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: » ‘how “to stand this, day

after day, and week after week,” he thought,
self-pityingly. ‘If I had only myself to look
out for, I am afraid I should send in my
resignation by the next mail’ i

As he discontentedly walked through the
- freight-room, he stopped to examine the
engine. He had always had a taste for
" mechanics, and had frequently handled the
engine at the water-tank near the home sta-
-tion; so he soon mastered the more intricate
mechanism before him. He wished he could
try it, and see. the flat cars running up and
# down the incline.

‘But it 1sn't only the gearing I’'d mneed to
fix” he said aloud. He had. already beglin
to speak aloud; it was so lonely. “I'he whole
thing -would have to e thoroughly cleaned;
the dust of months is on everything. It
would have to be thoroughly oiled, too, May-
be, after all, it wouldn’t run.’ ’
~ He walked on to a little storeroom not far
away. Here he found—also covered with
dust—a spare cable, some tools, a barrel of
lubricating oil, and other supplies. Kvident-
ly this was the store-closet _the engine
and the hoisting outfit. e X

Then he took another look at the ma-
chinery. ‘Wonder if I ought not to fix that,’
‘he asked himself. “Ihe last agent said he
~ was instructed to keep it in order. 'T'he G.
M. didn’t say anything to me about that,
 though he did say the retiring agent woufl

- point out my duties. Now, 1 wonder, have
I any right to leave the engine alone, even
_ if # isn’t used? No telling when it may be
~wanted. T guess I'll get to work. i

- he was busy at the grimy machinery. Al

the morning he gave to his task. It was hard

~ work: But he made progress, and the hours
i ST aedim S0 lomg. 5o BN o e

. -AS he was about to, go to his room for a

~ change of garments, two loafers strolled in.

They laughed uproariously when . they saw

‘what he was doing.
3 : s to

‘. -_\'.‘

>
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“boat land.

“to se

_mattress.

In a little while, in overalls ‘and /}uippér,, t
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one of them said. “The last man soon found

" the thing was not needed, and he let it alone.

Youwll do as he did before long’
But David persisted in his work. 1t was
a week before he had the engine ready for

use. It was another week -betore he learned
how to lubricate the cables properly. ‘'I'he
loafers who had seen the tramway in use

some years before gave him hints, and one
of them volunteered to help him as he made
his first trip.

‘Well, now that it is running, what’s the
use?” he asked himself grimly. ‘Few boats
are on the river, and none of those few ever
stop  here. Wonder if it wouldn’t be easier
to do as the men say, and give the engine
another long rest.

‘No; he said with decision. ‘The G. M.
told me to be faithful; and, as this is about
the only way in which 1 can be faithful, 1
guess I might as well keep on’

So every day he cleaned the engine, and
saw that it was in shape for use. He kept
a fire laid, that he might be able to get up
steam at a moment’s notice. And, when he
heard the whistle of a steamer, he stood
ready. to light the fire if there should be
any indication of intent to land.

But months passed, and mot once did a
The loafers from the village
poked fun at him. They called the tramway
‘Beaton’s Folly” They insinuated that he
was fit for the insane asylum.

Sometimes they walked over to the sta-
tion when they heard a boat’s approach.
Again, they would call to him from the
gtreet, asking him to give the captain their
regards when his boat tied up at the land-
ing. ‘These sallies made mno ditlerence to
David. ‘It’s my  work,’ he assured himself,
‘and as long as I am here | must do it

One evening in late October he had just
come in from supper when he heard a whistle
from down stream. Mechanically he hurried
to the freight-room, threw open the double
doors, and looked out. Yes, there was the
‘Paducah,’ which had passed the landing foar
or five times sinece he had been agent. And
it was going by againl Well, he might have
known it. He was closing the doors, when.

‘he was startled by a burst of flame from the

steamer’s boiler deck, He had hardly time
to wonder what it meant when the whistle
sounded, blast upon blast. ‘Then he saw
what was wrong., The ‘Paducah’ was afire!
The pilot was turning her nose to the bank!

He ran to the engine, poured’ oil on the
fuel in the grate, and struck a match. In an
instant the fire was burning fiercely. As he
worked, he could hear the roustabouts shout-
ing and yelling; and everything was confu-
sion. The mate was trying to control them,
f,hat they might be able to make the land-
ing. : :

In a few minutes the steamer was at the
bank. 'A dozen men from the town had burst
info the station. Several hurried down the
timbers of the tramway toward the boat.
David stopped two of the ‘men, with a re-
ques* to help him operate the cars. 3

‘What do you want with the cars? they
jeered. ‘“Think they’re going to send you any
frejght? Why, it will be all they can do to

_get out themselves!’

" But David persisted : :
end down the car. At the moment the
boat touched the land his engine was ready
for use. The car went out the door, and
slipped down the incline. ~Some on board,
seeing it coming, set up a shout. When it
rested on the water, several planks were run .
out from the deck; and almost immediately
three children and a mattress with some one
lying on it were carried over to the ear. Une
man held the children; another knelt by the
Then some one shoutéd.

‘Hoist away there!’ e St

And David, wondering, obeyed. ik
. When the car was halted witliin the freight-
room, the frightened children stepped to the -
floor. The kneeling man rose, and, turning
€5 Davill alled 1208 idar 3ETY '

‘Help me with" this mattress, please. !

As he spoke, David recognized the gen--
eral manager, whom he had not seen since
the day he secured his appointment.

‘Can you lead the way to some home where

sy

in his determinati wion s

9

my wife can be cared for? Mr. Albright
asked. ‘She is ill, and tlie excitement of the
last half-hour has been hard on her. Let as
get away from the river as quickly as pos-
sible.

When the little procession had made its
way to the best home in the town, and
David had returned to the river, the 'Pada-
cah’ was burned to the water’s edge. In the
station were the captain and the crew.

‘Mr. Agent, I wart to shake your hand,
the captain greeted him. ‘Half an hour ago,
when the boat caught fire, I told Mr. Al-
bright that his one chance to get his wife
ashore within reach of help was by the use
of ‘the rough road from this landing. 1
thought the tram wasn’t working; the last
agent said it was out of order when we
landed here a year ago. Mr. Albright said it
would be too much for his wife. Xou see, he
brought his family on the river in the hope
that the trip would benefit Mrs. Albright.
Yesterday she was taken seriously ill, and
we were hurrying to the Chattanooga hos-

_pital. The men tell me the road is blockaded.
“What would the poor woman have done if

the tram had not been in order? She could
never have stood it to be hoisted up the
cliff, But, thanks to you, everything was all
right. These men have been telling me how
you have worked to be ready fcr any emer-
gency. I shall take pleasure in telling Mr.
Albright what he owes to you. Young man,
yow’ll be a candidate for a real station when
he has heard me out. o

David did not sleep very much that night.
He was rejoicing that he had been faithful
even when there seemed to be nothing to be
faithful about,

And, while he tried in vain to sleep, one
of the villagers whé had laughed at him as
he tinkered at the hoisting-engine thus ex-
pressed the general opinion:

‘Somehow “Beaton’s Folly” doesn’t seem @0
funny to-night, does it, boys?’

FROM EAST AND WEST.

Two enthusiastic . letters are selected
from among our budgét of good things this
week, one from Saskatchewan, ome from
New Brunswick. Did space permit we
could occupy & column or two each week
with hearty letters from our ‘Piotorial’
army, now getting to be a very large com-
pany indeed. But, large as our ‘army’ is,
we've always room to enlist new recruits,
and we will be pleased to enroll any boy
reader of this advertisement, Al it needs
is a postcard from you asking for a pack-
age of ‘Pictorials’ to start on, a premium
list and our letter of instructions, etc.
We believe in women’s rights, too, and
while we don’t at all urge our girl read-
ers to become newsboys, we are quite will
ing to give girls the same chance as boys
—since some of them could quite easily
ceeure ordens for six or eight coples per
month from their own personal friends.
Indeed, we have several girls already who
have ‘done splendidly, earning fountain,
pens, cameras, ‘locket and chain, as well
as book prizes.

But we have wandered away from our
letters—here they are:

¢———, N.B,, May 1.
Jobn Dougall & Son, Mo , P.Q.

Dear Sir,—Received camera No. 0.K.
1t works fine; have taken a number
enaps and they could not be better.
delighted with the rubber stamp. Hope 1
will_ soon get the pad. Please forward
‘twenty May ‘Pictorials’ as soon as possible.

Yours truly, #. "y g '

i > JAMES B. FRASER.
Box 186. 5

AR R Aild . ey, Sask., April 28
Dear Sirs,—1 am sending returns for the
four papers I received. Please send me
eight papers for May. The majority of
my customers say that they wondered how
+ 1 could sell the ‘Pictorial’ so cheap when
1 ask tbem how they like the papers. T
received the fountain pen to-day and think
it is a dandy for the little work. T have
iscld 49 papers since the 1st of January,
and received watch and chain, for B5 pa-
pers, fountain pen for 14 D s, Please
send jack knife for selling nine papers. I
am writing this with the fountain pen, so
vou will be able to see how the pen

works. Yours truly, § % X
¢5 HOWARD. JONES.

NdW FOR YOUR ORDER! The May
number ran down very rapidly, but we
eculd still supply a few new boys (or girls)
with a small package to start on—only DO
IT NOW. There's no time to lose. Full
particulars of our. prize competition sent

. on_application.
. P.&—If you are too late for the May
- Number we will send a package of Jume
jespe just as soon as it is ready.

Be

~

- See Large Advt. on Arother Page.
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Chummy and Midget.

(By Helen M. Richardson, in the
‘Child’s Hour.’)

Chummy lives in a flat. Midget lives
in a large house out in the country.
Once they both lived together with their
mother in this couniry farmhouse. But
one day a lady came to visit there and
Chummy ran to meet her.

‘You dear little 1 tten! How T would
like to own you!’ she exclaimed, seizing
CLummy by his tawny fur coat and eud-
dling him in her arms.

‘All right!” purred the kitten, lazily
c'osing his sleepy yellow eyes and snug-
gling down for a nap.

Strange to say, Chummy’s mistress
said ‘all right’ too, when the lady asked
to be allowed to take him home with
her.

The next day was an exciting one for

house all the time. There was not even
a rard for him to play in. But he
found Toodlekins there, and the two
grew very friendly. Chummy would
follow the little boy from room to room,
just lik2 a dog.

One night not long after the kitten'’s
arrival, Toodlekins awoke to hear a
queer noise in his soom.

‘It is in bed!’ Toodlekins whispered
to himself. ‘It is right here!’ He be-
gan to be afraid. If he put his head
outside the bed-clothes, it was dark—
oh, very dark! and then when he pulled
the sheet tightly around his frightened
little head, there was that st ange noise
close beside him.

Suddenly something soft and warm
touched Toodleking’ hand down there
under the bedelothes, and the sound
that had so frightened him changed to a
familiar purr.

this small Angora kitten. Midget and
her mother looked on with a great deal
of anxiety as they saw Chummy being
dressed up in a long garment that cov-
ered every part of him except his head,
and that tied around his neck with a
string.

It was Chummy’s travelling bag.
Midget wondered why she could not
have one, too; and she reached a little
gray paw to play with the string. But
her mother pushed her away, saying, in
scdate cat language: ‘Wait until your
time comes to wear one.’

For the first few days after Chum-
my’s departure Midget was lonesome.

It was not as much fun playing with

her mother as it had been with Chum-
my. Cats are not as playful as kittens;
and sometimes when Midget wanted a
frolic her mother wanted a nap. At
such times she was often sent away with
a pair of boxed ears, and was obliged to
content herself with chasing her own
silky gray tail until she was tired; then
she would wander out into the field and
go to cleep in the tall grass.

At first poor little Chummy was lone-
some, too; for he had to stay in the

‘Why, it’s Chummy! it’s dear little
Chummy!’ he cried out in such a loud
voice that his mother came hurrying into
the room to see what the matter was:

Meanwhile Chummy had cuddled into
Toodlekins’ arms and wss begging to be
allowed to stay, by many soft and coax-
ing purrs. But Toodlekins’ mother in-
sisted that it was not safe for kittens
and children to sleep together. . So
Chummy, much against his will, was car-
ried out. to his own little bed beside the
kitchen stove. :

It must be confessed that Toodleking

‘was what his mother was in the habit of
~calling - a ‘little. sleepy head’;

and.
Chummy delighted to wake him" up

mornings by walking back and forth
across ! is pillow, and brushing his silky
tail over the little hoy’s faca, This was
an invitation for a frolic which usually
ended n a separation; for Toodlekins’
mother declared that this was the only
way to get either of them ready for
breakfast. : :

After Chummy had been several
months in hig new home, Midget came
to make him a visit, ar 1 she :nade the
journgy in a bag, just as Chummy had

7

done.  Strange to say, the kittens did
not get on very well tog >ther. Chum-
my was extremely jealous of his little
sister; and whenever he happened to
find he in any one’s lap, he would im-
mediately jump up and box her ears un-
til she was glad to get down. If Mid-
get veatured to stick her rose into
Chummy’s saucer of milk there was
such an uproar in ths kitchen that even
Toodlekins was glad to run away and
leave them to fight it out alone.

Two pretty little Angora kittens were
nice to have around if they did not
querrel, Toodlekins’ mother said; but
she was very glad when the time came
for Midget to go back to his country
home.

Chummy’s good-by to his sis’ r was
a humpéd-up back and a series of spits,
which seemed to say: ‘I’'m glod you
are going home to mother! T cCon’t like
you as well as I used to!” Which real-
ly seemed a very unbrotherly thing for
a little Litten to say.

—_———

The Minutes.

O the little minutes—O the minutes,
every one,

Are the tiny steps that I go climbing
with the sun;

Up the stairways of the day, we glane-
ing, dancing, go,

And I'm happy elimbing with the little
IRHIOTEN, O P g :

O, the little minutes—but they’re big
enough to find—

Step by step I climb them, till T leave g
day behind.

They're the easy steps upon the stajr.
ways of the day,

Guiding, leading, through the lovely
golden lands of play,

—Frank Walcott Hutt, in “Little Folks,’

“The Queer Little Old Man.’ *

One time there was a little boy, and
he didn’t always mind his mother as she
wished he would. No doubt he meant
to, but you know he was slow, and for-
got too soon about what his mother had
asked him to do. So one day his mother
said:  ‘Charlie, I wish you Wuld 20
and get some coal for tha grate

Chariie didn’t hear. '

Just then came a knock at the door.
Charlie’s mother went and opened it,
and there stood a little old man.  Ifis
hair and whiskers were white, and he
had red cheeks and twinkling little blue:
eyes, and just the merriest good look on
his face.

‘Pardon me, madam,’ he said. Char-
lie’s mother saw he was a nice old man,
so she said, ‘Won’t you come in?’

‘Think I will,” and in he came. .

“You ought to know me, m:dam,’ he
said to Charlie’s mother. ‘I'm quite an
acquaintance of yours. My name is Mr.
O’T-don’t-want-to. You must have heard
of me often. Then he smiled so merri-




: ~ gilver and gold.

5t mﬂm s smile.—*Child’s Honr

May 29, 1908.

ly that Charlie’s mamma smiled too. It
was a queer name, too, wasn’t it? Well,
then he saw Charli-.

‘Ah! this your boy?
Fire boy! Ever have any trouble, my
boy? 1If you do, all you have to do is
to learn my name, and it will help you
right away.’

Charlie thought this was queer.

‘What is your name?’ said Charlie.

‘Mr. O’I-don’t-want-to. Now, you
say it over two or three times, and then
you will get it real smart. That’s it.
You know,” he said to Charlie’s mamma,
‘boys don’t have any real trouble except
at hom2. So I make it my specialty to
help them out. Now, supposing your
mother would say to you, ‘‘Charlie, go
get me some coal for the grate.”” Now,
you might be playing and not want to
do it. That’s a boy’s real trouble. But
Jjust speak my name, and you will al-
most fly to get the coal.’

Now, what do you think? Charlie
went after that coal so fast that he al-
most fell down stairs. 'When he came
back the little old man was gone.

A day or two afterward Charlie’s
mamma said: ‘Charlie, I wish you
would go to the grocery and get me some

_eggs.’

Charlie was busy fixing his skates.

‘Chazlie!” called his mother.

- ‘O’I-don’t-want-to,” said Charlie.

Just at that very instant came a rap
at the Joor, and in walked the same lit-
tle old man,
‘ ‘My, my,

Yes—ah, um.

said the little old man,

that gets there.’

‘There’s the boy for you,” said the old
man. ‘I knew he wouldn’t forget me,
Cailed my name, and here I am. Now,
Charlie, go to the grocery, get your
mother’s eggs, and I'll show you the
All you have to do is
~ ask for those eggs. The silver and gold
- you’ll find in them. You're a good boy

te remember an old man’s name that

So Charhe went to the grocery. Pret-

ty soon he came back with the eggs.
The old man was gone.

Charlie looked around. His mother

was there alone. ‘Mamma,’ said Char-
lie, ‘who is that old man?’
But his mamma was smiling a tender,

“—FW‘ ,!_‘

Piggy.
Teddy was about ten years old. In
view of this interesting event Teddy’s

mother had ordered some ice cream_andﬂ A

cakes and other dainties, a
was told to invite his
~ birthday party.

began Teddy, ‘I just thought that for
once in my life I'd like to have enough
goodies, so I guess we better begin now,
’cause I didn’t invite any one.’—
SelecteC.

The Greedy Little Maid.

One day, T met a little maid, on hér way
home from school,

‘Whose tears had flowed so freely down,
they formed a tiny pool.

‘Pray tell me, little one,” said I, ‘why
tears your face do smudge?’

‘I've lost a dime, kind sir,’ she said, ‘I
meant to spend for fudge,’

I
‘Now, cease your copious weepmg, chlld
“here is another dime.’ '
She wiped her eyes—she smiled at me—
but only for a time.
And then her wails rang out once more;
her tears flowed down anew:
‘If my ewn dime I had not lost, O, dear
~—I’d now have two.’
—dJean S. Rémy, in ‘Park and
Tilford’s Quarterly.’
g f I G5, el

The Song Sparrow’s Toilet.

A splash-into a silver brook,
A dainty little dipping;
A dart into a quiet nook,
With all his feathers dripping;
A little skake, a little tweak,
To stir up every feather;
A pretty preening with his beak -
To lay them all togéther;
A stretch of wings, some fluffy shakes,
A flash—he’s flown away !

© That is how the sparrow makes

His toilet for the day.
—By H. H. Benett in the ‘Child’s
Hour.? ;
e —

Bessie’s Family.

(By Hilda Richmond, in the ‘Presbyterian
Banner.’) '

Mollie’s mamma had ecome to help
Bessie’s mamma eclean house and, as
there was no one at home to leave Mol-
lie with the little girl had to come along.
tl‘he two children had a fine time play-
ing with Bessie’s dolls and dishes and
toys, and both were sorry when evening
came and Mollie had to g0 home.

‘Just think, mamma,’ said Bessie, so-
berly as she cuddled up in mamma’s
arms for a bedtime talk, mﬁhe hasn’t
one single doll.” . S
~ ‘That is too M"mdm
hope my little girl was very kind to her
to-day and let. hzerﬁw thh Katie and

= cclebranoh egme mﬁn@.

ing to-morrov- aﬁemoon to finish gcmb-
_bing and ybn e give one
- then.
e your dolls with poor Honzr and I am
~ sure sh: will be delighted.

It is a nice little idec to shae

Bu;;hanextmormngmmmamyd

I--?‘I‘

tholhe '
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a dolefnl sobbing from the corner where
Bessie had her play-housz, and there sat
the little girl erying as if her heart
would break. A row of dolls lay on the
floor }efore her and old Katie, the dear-
est one of all, though her wig was gone
and she had only one eye, sat staring
with all her might at the queer scene
before her.

‘Oh, mamma, I just can’t part with
any of my childrer. I thought I could
but I love them too much. Could you
spare Bennie or Ilelen or me?’

‘Certainly no*, darling. You are all
my own dear childwn and I couldn’t
give one of you away.’

‘That’s the way I feel about Dalsy
and Polly and all the rest, bat I do want
Mollie to have one so bad.’

‘I’Il tel' you a capital plan,’ said
mamma, taking Bessie on her knee.
‘When people who have no children of
their own want them they go to what is
called an Orphans’ Home and get them.
This is a big house where children who
have no parents to take care of them
live and kind people sometimes take
them for their own. You may take
some money out of your bank and play
that the store is an Orphan’s Home
where you may pick out a child for
Mollie. How will that do?’ ¢

‘That will be fine!’ cried Bessie, wip-
ing away her tears. ‘You do think of
the loveliest things. I wish all the boys
and girls had niee homes and papas and
mammas,” so there wouldn’t need to be
any Orphans’ Homes.’

. So Mollie got a4 beautiful doll with -
flaxen hair and blus eyes, dressed in the

~ prettiest blue and white frock, and Bes-

sie did not have to part with her dean
thildren.

' What They Would’nt Like
. to be.

i wouldx’i’t want to be a chair,”
- Said naughty Bob Magee,
‘Because I simply couldn’t bear
o have folks sit on me.’

“I°d hate to be a clock!’ then erk
Wee modest Mabel Sands;
‘For then how ever could I hide
My face within my hands?’

‘To be a window muxtbegreat,‘

- Said little Harry Haines;
Andyet I'gu‘im*y sure I'd lmtg
%ﬂig&_ S0 many panes.”

T just would hate to be a pie,’
~Said hungry Annie Gupp.

~ *Some eannibal might wander by,

And he might eat me up.’

; ‘The very worst things we eould be

- Are rugs,’ said Tommy Gay,
‘For rugs are taken up, you see,

5 And beaten every day.’ :

8o all good children should agre

* Though tired of their toys,
That after all it’s best to be
Just little girls and boys

iy ‘Anshalaaa.’




i2 THE MESSENGER. -

HOUSEHOLD,
[ S
For Every Day.
(Frank Walcott Hutit, in the ‘Housokeepor.’)_

A cheerful song for every day,
And not for glad days only;
A song to clear a misty way,
And soothe a heart that’s lonely;
A song that’s not too late to bring
Joy unito one that may not sing.

A song whose mission ’tis to find
And clear the place of sorrow,
And have its message glad and kind,

Fulfilled before to-morrow—
Whether the skies be blue or gray,
A cheerful song for every day.

R Rl 0l

Miss Libby Testifies.
(By Mabel Earle, in the ‘Wellspring.’)

There’s exactly four dollars and sixty-
eight cents in the treasury,’ said Mrs, Donald-
son, rocking to and fro in the best chair of
her gister’s parlor, where the Ladies’ Aid
Society had met on ‘impertant business.’

‘And the interest is thirty dollars, due on
the first, Mrs. Qarter observed, with a sigh.
‘Mr. Hansen’s bill for the window is eleven
dollars and seventy-two cents. The, salary’s
falling behind every month. Well—we have
to give something.’

‘That’s what 1 said) came in sharp ones
from Libby McIntyre. “That’s gospel doc-
trine. If we gave more—

‘I mean 8 supper, or a sociable, or some-
thing’ Mrs. Carter explained, hastily. ‘The
Presbytertans were real successful with their
oyster supper last week.

‘Bure token that we couldn’t make anything
on an oyster supper, thenm, for six months,’
pronounced a sister in the shadow of the
portieres.

‘The Episcopalians have done real well with
their ten-eent teas, Thursday afteérnoons,
Mrs. Donaldson observed, thoughtfully. ‘May,
be folks wouldw’t think it was imitating if
we followed them.

‘Yes,” said Libby McIntyre, ‘and the
Baptists in Jonestown had a Tom Thumb wed-

ding week before last, with the children -

dressed up to represent ’em all, minister and
everything, the whole ceremony. They made
& hundred dollars.’ :

‘My sakes!” sighed Mrs. Donaldson; ‘but
Wwe can’t have such doings here.

‘Miss MelIntyre, I don’t understand at alll’
the school teacher said, after a minute of
silence. ‘You don’t ‘seriously mean that we
should give’—

Yes, I do seriously mean that we should
give; Libby flashed back. ‘Not minstrel
shows, nor teas, nor suppers, either, nor yet
breakfasts; but give of our substance, a%
Beripture says. I'm not saying that minstrel '
shows and reffles are all the same as socials’

‘Why, they aren’t, the school teacher pro-
tested. ‘The churches have always raised
money by soeials’

‘T don’t read about any in the New Testa-
ment,’ Miss Libby answered, grimly; ‘but, a3
I said, 'm not contending that socials are
wrong. Only, if we've always done that way,
I think it’'s a pretty good sign that it’s time
for us to change the way. The debt here is
ten years old, and the minister has never
had a whole month’s salary paid up promptly
on time since I can remember. Of course,
we don* let ’ém starve; 1 think our minis-

ters aren’t half so bad off as those in some

real stylish churches. - But Tve  held my
tongue in this society since 1 was a girl, and
to-day, if yowll not run away before it, I’'m
going to testify. I'm going to tell you my
way.’ A
‘We'll listen, Libby,” Mrs. Carter said.
‘Well, then, to begin with, we women
aren’t paupers, any of us; nor yet rich folks,
either. Most of us know what economy
means, all right, and some of us plan pretty
close to make ends meet. But most of us—

T'm fot one of ’em, but no matter—depend
on the earnings of men folks; and men folks -

that go to church, thank the Lord, if they
don’t all belong, to it. And men folks would
a sight rather give right out of their

pockets straight than give by the ‘social’
way. Fancy if the Farmers’ Union was to
give a lavender tea every time they wanted
twenty dollars! They figure up what they
need, and each man pays what he sees best,
and that’s the end.  No breaking of dishes,
or squabbles over who wasted the cake cut-
ting it, or lost spoons, or nothing. They’d
rather do it so for the church, and I venture
to think the Lord would be better pleased
with results.

‘But where would our share come in,
Libby? said Mrs. Carter. ‘Women ought o
have a part in working for the church.

‘Tll tell you where it would come in for
some of us,” Libby answered. ‘1t would
come in real, genuine sacrifice, the kind that
cuts deep and is real healthy for souls. You
may think you:can’t live on any less than
you're using—Dbut you ‘ean, every time; till
it comes to right-down poverty-—which, as 1
said, none of us know anything about. My
Uncle Joseph was a tlose man; some of you
knew him. Well, one fall, the corn erib
burned down on his farm. It didn’t amount
to much, but it was where he was keeping
some notes for a hundred dollars or so—he
was a queer man for hiding things—and he
‘'most went wild. But Aunt Hannah talked
to him real sensible, and showed him how
they’d get along without this and that, and
use something else another year, and be just
as happy without the notes, till he felt re-
signed. Then Cousin Thomas came in with
the notes in his hand, and owned up he’d
found ’em and hid ’em in another place the
day before, to plague his father. Uncle
Joseph was real impressed. By and by, he

told Aunt Hannah he’d had a sharp lesson,

and if she was willing, he was going to offer
the whole of that money to the Lord; be-
cause he’d been saying he couldn’t possibly
spare another cent, and the Lord had showed
him he ‘could, after all. It was a lesson to
me, too, for all my life; and now I never say,
“I can’t give more,” but I find some way 1
can.

‘There was Kunice Green, in Jonesville, she
believes .just this way, and last spring when
I stayed with her, she told me that for six
years she’d put off getting a black silk she
wanted, and put the difference of the money
into the collection. She looked just as sweet
in her henrietta, every bit; Eunice never did
go shabby.’

‘Well,” said Mrs. Donaldson, slowly, ‘that’s
an example, ’'m sure. I had wanted a new
hat this winter, but I'm willing to start the
ball rolling by keeping the old one one year
more; that is, if we're going to take up this
plan.  That’ll mean five dollars, just by it-
self.’

There was a murmur of admiration
among the women, but Libby’s voice cut
through it sharply.

‘Mary Donaldson, I've known you since
you were a girl, and ‘I'm going to speak:
plain to you this day, while I'm testifying!
The Lord has prospered your husband bounti-
fully this year, and you and he can give a
hundred as easy as Eunice Green could give
ten. Mind, I'm not saying it’s your duty to
give a hundred, any more than I ever told
Eunice just how much she ought to give.
But you just ask yoursetf, solemnly, if all
those plans you've made for extra expenses
are for real necessaries; and if you want to
come right out and say, “I don’t see best to
give more’n so much,” nobody’ll blame you;
but for honesty’s sake, don’t let us women
say can’t when we mean won’t.

Mrs. Donaldson sat up, aghast, ahd the

-strangers in the room turned pale faces of

indignation upon Libby Meclntyre.

Tm going, she 'said, rising suddenly. ‘I
know just how impertinent I’ve been, and
you can talk me over.all you please. ‘I shan’t

resent it one bit. I had this thing on

mind to say, and I've said it, and I feel
eagier. If you folks decide to give a social,
you can count on me for two quarts of
cream and a layer cake, just the same as
mu‘l.l B )
She walked out of the room deli

and nobody said anything for g werl)’
Then Mrs. Donaldson took off her glasses ap
wiped them, with a little chuckle.

‘That’s Libby, all over, ghe said.  ‘She
took me all of a sudden, anq I hadwt q
word to say. But she’s right about extrq
expenses. - 1, was planning €5°buy ' new got
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of furniture for the spare room, and move
mother’s old walnut set upstairs—it’s so sorg
of gloomy and queer-looking. But it stands
to reason I don’t have to buy new things this
fall, nor yet go as far on my trip as 1 wanted
to.?

‘If everybody thought Ilike Libby, things
would be &ver so much simpler, the tirec-'
faced woman by the portieres said, with a
little sigh. ‘But you can’t make everybody
see things the same way just by talking, 1
know John would rather give a dollar or
two out and out any time than have me
work at a supper.

There was silence in the room for a min-
ute. Then the school teacher questioned,
with *some acerbity: ‘Does Miss Meclntyre
give much herself to the support of the
church

‘LIl tell you what she’s giving, year aftor
Year,” Lucy Carter answered, slowly. ‘She’s
giving far more than any of the rest of us,
She’s made the greatest sacrifice that any
woman could make. She’s giving her life
and her happiness. You young women don’t
know, but we older ones remember. She
gave Robert Gartney to the mission service
in South Africa, thirty-three years ago. He
was doing real well, and they were to have

been married that spring. But he got that

call, and he laid it before Libby. She
couldn’t go with him, for she couldn’t leave
her mother and father; they were so near
helpless, and she’d planned to keep them with
her after she was married. But she sent

Robert, and she kissed him good-by at the '

train, and turned to us girls—there was
you, Mary, you and she were to have been
marnied at the same time that spring; and
she said, “Don’t you dare to feel sorry for
me, any of you! It’s a privilege.” That’s
what Libby gave, and gives year after year—
home, and love, and comfort. She’s got a
right to lecture the rest of us.

‘Well,” said the school teacher, ‘I think we

. have learned our lesson. If Libby MeclIntyre

could make such a sacrifice, I think we, too,
should be willing to really give.!

‘You’re right, Lucy,’ Mrs. Donaldson said,
wiping away a tea . ‘And Libby’s right too,
just like T said. T’'m going home to think it
over, and talk it over. I don’t know that we
can do any better than follow her lead.’

A Vaication in Character
Building.

The annual vacation i§ a new mvention,
It is but a few years since it was the ex-
clusive possession of the college student, and
even he took his holiday in the winter, that
he might use the precious two months for
teaching a country school, ity years' ago
vacations for clerks or artisans were brief
and few; and the idea that the father, mother,
son and daughter of every family should each
hnve. a holiday would have been treated as
nothing short of wicked by that New England

conscience which insisted on steady occupa-

tion as the only protection against the wiles
of the devil.

To-day American life has accepted the
changed conditions for these summer months.
We have all come to do our twelve months’
work in ten months or eleven months. OQur
physical life is adjusted to it. How about the
moral and spiritual life? Have they been
congidered in the transaction?

Character is a most sensitive growth. We
toil hard to induce it to nourish in our little
garden plot. For example, we read good
booke; we try to acquire self-control in
speech and habit; we practice charity for the
poor and suffering; we frequent the serviceg
of the Christian church. By these means and
such as these, men and women for twenty
centuries have made themselves better crea-
tures. 2

But with the new conditions which the sum.
mer now brings, many of us break off these
habits at a given date. We exchange good
books for the cheapest and poorest of modern
novels and magazines, We go to hotel or
cottage where it is unfashionable to be
punctual or useful or orderly. We cease to
look for God’s poor, and our attendance ‘upon
the services of the church either ceases en-
tirely, or is reduced to the briefest and most
formal duty. It is little wonder that whean
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the working winter returns to us we have so
little to show as progress in the delicate art
of the building of character. 1t is precisely
as if we were trying to acclimate a mag-
nolia tree, and after digging round it and en-
riching it and watering 1t for tem months we
were to pull it out ot the soil and leave it
lying with its roots exposed to scorching sun
and drought for. two monthks, and then

laboriously replant it, and wonder at its re.

tarded development. It is high time that
Christian men and women should face tha
question, ‘What of the things of the spirit m
vacation?

Let us premise that ithe poorest kind of a
vacation for a tired, intelligent Christian
person is a month of doing mothing. “here
may be cases where that is necessary; but
they are cases for a physician’s prescription.
Of course, restful occupaticn presupposes a
mind at ease and a conscience void of offense.

Our first and readiest holiday busine:- then,
may be the reading of a few good hooks. The
chance novel is a poc: makeshift for the
happy leisure of a summer’s day. A little fore-
Jight and contrivance will provide some noble
reading for every holiday, and by so much
establish the period of rest upon a e&ound in.
tellectual basis.

Whenever the service of Gods church is
available, it is the most gracious accompani-
ment of recreation. When it is not acces-
sible, there remain for the devout soul ihe
pages of Bible or devotional book or at least
the hymn and the inspiring printed sermon.

Again, it is good for every ome all the year
round to maintamn a friendly relation with
people less well placed than himself. If the
poor do mnot press so closely upon us as in
winter, there are always the lonely and the
overworked to whom a smile and a word may
be priceless. It is even vorth trouble to try
to reveal to some tired worker that the true
recreation does not depend upon change of
scene or freedom from toil, but is a matter
of the inner epirit. It may be the privilege
of the holiday maker by a word to set fre2
the imagination of the stay-at-home worker, to
catch a glimpse of what eye hath not seen.

The fretful child, kept in by the rain, may
be shown that the great forces of nature,

_going on, their beneficent way, are preparing
Sor him on the morrow @ ideeper green in ..o
field, a brighter blue in the and a clearer

horizon. So the child may actually share the
joy of the parched earth in the rain, as his
fancy follows cloud and brook and bursting
seed, while all are quickened by the storm.

There is one other way by which the sum-
mer may be wonderfully enriched. The joys
of travel -may be deepened by the definite in-
tention of seeing and delighting in the world
because it is God’s world, and in the beauties
of art because He has inspired men to create
them. We have no right to look upon our
earth as the child reads a book—ignorant and
incurious of the author. We are beund t(‘
see in mountain and’ ocean and meadow the
work of God's hand.

Is there any one phrase in which we may
sum up the whole matter? The writers : of
the gospel story have set the hfe of our
Lord before us with a subtile, inspired adapta.
tion to the needs and the questionings of all
the ages. As we study it, we may continually
adjust our lives and their new-old problems
to the standard of the most blessed Iife.
Will this process help us here? e

One day in the midst of Christ’s busiest
year he ma(}e a long tiresome journey on foot.
With the reserve with which the evangelisis
always speak of the physicai conditions of
Christ’s life, 8t. John eays simply, ‘Jesus
therefore being wearied with his journey sat
thus on the well” 8o his companions “left
him while they went to buy food. ‘'hen fol-
lowed his meeting with the Samaritan woman,
the long searching conversation with her, the

revelation to her of her sin and the sin of
_ the world, her hurried message to her neigh-

ng’I'he long summer afternoon wore on as he

taught—without food or drink—and when the
disciples returned they found him, not ex-
hausted and travel.worn as they had left
him, but refreshed and iuvi_gora,ted. .'{'hey-wgre
perplexed and said t_me::h oAther, h‘dath d‘i:{"
0 _ him meat? Anc he, rea
s B ‘My meat is to do

'

bors and their flocking out to hear his teach.

—
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the will of my Father’ Then with a figure
which may flash a quick ray of light even on
our modern perplexity, he added, ‘Ye say,
“There are four months and then cometn
harvest.”  Behold, I say unto you, “Lift
up your eyes and look on the fields, for th.ey
are white already to the harvest.”’—Heloise
E. Hersey in the ‘Interior. ¥
' L i L e

Begin the Day Alrights

A good beginning is always desirable in a
day of work or pleasure. A few  cheerful
words counlt for more now than at any other
time, for they often serve as a keynote for
the whole day. It depends largely upon the
mother of a family whether home is a sunny
resting-place, or merely a habitatron of com-
plaint and contention. Unhappy indeed is the
household Mhat" begins the 1iorning with
domestic clouds. There are some heads of
families who seem to consider it due to-their
dignity that they should perpetually wear a
severe aspect, and who are never sterner or
more unrelenting than at the breakfasit-
table. The family leave for their respective
daily tasks with a sensation of chilliness that
requires the most cheerful surroundings to
overcome. : ; S

A sunny word now goes far to lighiten the
day’s tasks, to speed the parting members
of the family, and to help those who remain
behind in the performance of their various

duties. The hostess who goes to her kitchen.

and deftly straightens out with a few
touches of her own the tangled skein of work

\

which she may find there accomplishes more
by a few well-chosen words of encoursgement
than she will by a score of complaints. Con-
sideration and kindness often do wonders
with even the most stupid and obdurate of
servanits, It shows great selfishness for the
family or for the mother to make other
members of the household bear the burden
of their individual trials and grievances at
the breakfast-table.—‘Christian Globe.’

Hbme Religibn.

There is no greater need to-day than &
quickening in home religion. 1t is beyond
question sadly true that we are now reaping
all over our land the painful result of irre-
ligious home life. It is evident in all social,
domestic and other crimes which shame wus.
There is no safeguard of our civilizaition, of
the state or of the church which is nearly so
strong as that which godly homes furnish.
When unbelief or evil dominates here the
floodgates of iniquity are open, and all wrong
finds an ally. There is no institution in the
world thalt can do or undo the wrong in.
equal measure with the home. The echureh
is a'great sufferer at the hearthstone to-
day. It seems an uneven task to teach ehil-
dren in the Sunday School, when it is net
supplemenited. by prayer and example in the
home. ; e

The responsibility of parents—not of ome, .
but of both-——is very grave here. No eondi-
tian or pretext can excuse us. 1t is easier
to live right than wrong, to trust and obey
God rather Whan the world, the flesh and the
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devil, and the difference in the word puts a

distinct waik upon the Christian and un- «

Christian home, There 15 no culture, or dis-
play of wealth, no earthly comfort that can
substitute the family altar. A prayerless
home is like a house without a roof, wholly
incomplete. There is no assured hope_for the
Home as long as it is prayerfess, On the other
hand, a family gathered about the altar of
prayer in the morning, the father reading
the Word of God—or ithe mother, in his ab-
sence or refusal—and then commending ail
to God for the day, this is a most forcefu:
example and testimony, and one of the most
beautiful pictures of heaven ever witnessed
on earth. ~ After thalt you may have equipage
and splendor, put on diamonds and costly
garments if you can, but without God’s altar
in the house they are mockery and a vain
show. The merciful God increase the num-
ber of quiet Cnristian homes!—St. Mark’s
Messenger. ¢

Soup Stock.

In regard to the making of soup stoek, a
writer.says in Table Talk: There are but a
few esserltial points in soup-making and serv-
ing. Having mastered these every house-
keeper who has the will ean make a good
8oup. The basis of the majority of soups is
the meat stock, whether it be.-mads from beef,
veal, or poultry. Meat consists of five ele-
ments—albumen, gelatine, fibrin, fat and
osmazome, and in making dtock the object
is to extract all the nutriment or the ele-
ments of the meat, leaving a residue of mus-
cular fibre. In selecting the meat for the
stock remember thalt . the cheaper inferior
parts will yield the most nutriment for this
purpose, and that odds and ends of ¢ooked
meat can be used which are otherwise use-
less. In an economically managed household,
where much meat is used, especially large
roasts, there should be lititle need for fresh
meat for stock except in making consomme
or bouillion. A shin of beef is usually taken,
as the proportion of bone and meat should
be about equal by weight. The first point to
be enforced, after Mhe raw material ‘is put
in the hands of the cook, is, do not wash the
meat, wipe it thoroughly with a damp - cloth;
to wash it wastes the juices, which are
weeded for the stock. Then ithe meat must
be cut from the bome, cut in pieces and the
bone cracked to expose as much surface as
possible, and allow the juices to flow. Put
the bonesiin the bottom of the ketitle, the
meat on’ top, and cover with cold soft water,
allowing one quart to every pound of meat
and bone—cold water draws out Ithe nutri-
ment and it must be soft, as hard water
toughens the fibre and prevents the free flow-
ing of the juices of the meat. For this rea-
son salt must not be added until the stock
is done. It must be sinmimered, never boiled,
unless the liquid is to be skimmed, which is
Unnecessary.  The scum is the coagulated
albumen and juice of the meat, which being
lighter than the water, rises to the surface
@3 the water heats, and by skimming a por-
tion of the nutriment is lost. The vege-
tables are added to the stock merely to give
it flavor, and in summer the stock will ke:p
longer if they are omitted.

How to Keep a Child’s Con-
fidence.

(8. V. DuBois, in the ‘Christian Intelligencer.’)

{

There are problems which all are called
upon to solve of more or less importance, but
none of them should receive more careful at-
tention than that of keeping a child’s confi-
dence. For the child himself, this close and
frank intimacy is essential to his well being,
and without it there cannot be mormal de-
velopment and growth.

Few have reached matute years - without
learning that what we are carries far more
weight and influence than what we say, and
that there is no one quicker to discern the’
real motive which prompts our actions than

“the child whose. life touches ours. Confidence
cannot be demanded, and - fo inspire it we
must ourselves be: deserving, of it, The poet
has truthfully said: G a
“Phou must be true thyself if thou the truth

wouldst teach, : -

Thy soul must oveglow if thou ano‘ier soul
wouldst reach,

It needs the overflow of hearts to give the
lips full speech,’ s

i

There is uv more interesiing -lass than that
of the little ones fresh from the fhfant room.
It is semetimes surprising how their memory
has been developed :nd their knowledge, along
Seripture lines, to the uninitiated, seems litt'e
short of marvellous. They are in a senior
school now, and are expecting great things,
and the new teacher sits among them keenly
feeling her own inefficiency. First of all, win
their confidence. Be what you seem and stand
among them for truth and righteousness,

{
If we cannot sing like angels,
If we cannot preach like Paul,
We can tell the love of Jesus,
We can say, He died fo- all.?

God only holds us responsible for. the
talents which ars ours, and these discerning
children whom we are attempting to instruct
are not questioning our wisdom to any
marked degree; they are more interested -o
know if we mean what we say, and live what
we mean.

Do not expect too much. of these little
ones, and if they sometimes lapse into in-
difference, -do not. be too readily shocked;
kindness on your part and a quiet dismissal
.of the matter will count for more than any
words of reproof,

Once having won their confidence you can
hold it without reserve. A good fellowship
exists between you; they look upon you as
a comrade and tell you many little things
about 'themselves. You appreciate the con-
fidence and make note of it as bringing you
a step nearer. s

Sometimes they make remarks or ask ques-
tions of a personal nature which might: seem
disrespectful, but it is doubtful if they in-
tended them as such; they have given you
their confidence, and like deserves like, nce
cording to their childish idea.

Tn the midst of a lesson on ‘The Boyhood ot
Jesus’ a little Zirl leaned over and touched
her teacher's chain, ‘Is this gold? she said.
Yes, dear’ was the quiet answer, and the
lesson was resumed.

We must not forget how many experiences
have combined and taught wus, as older
s?holars, the distinetions which seem ¢
simple now. As teachers let us take heart;
t}'xere is always a golden age, soon to be b-
hind us, just as to-morrow’s yesterday is still
to-day. Carefully and Prayerfully let us

.come’in contact with the souls entrusted to

us,

MESSEGER” PHTERN

.FOR THE BUSY MOTHER,

NO. 1065—CHILD'S FIRST SHORT
: CLOTHES,

“While loath to give up the bab the;e %gl
a fascination in the ,.making}:)qf th'e:grst short
clothes, in which, after the time prescribed,
six months, has passed, ‘the: shapeless mito

can be made to take on some semblance of
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a iittle man or woman. As with the Jong
clothes, everything must tend to comfort,
easy tubbing and the greatest simplicity—no
pins to scratech or strings te get into hard'
knots, but everything ‘ship-shape’ and with
good firm buttons and buttonholes. Nain-
sook is a material well liked for ordinary
short. clothes, and every one of this set, whiel
is made in one size only,.may be endowed
with grea* variety by the changes in the
material and trimmings. Some of the very
sheer and fine barred muslins are pretty for
the little slips, which are .plain except where
the narrowest tucks are used in clusters,
The whole set is put in one envelope and
the quantities required are- to be found on
the printed slips.

NO. 1106—GIRI’S WORK APRON,

Every girl should be ta t the common
duties {t‘s;lrduse:@fﬂ’g‘,“dﬁ&"' " those who
must hurry away to school after the dish-
washing or dusting, an allover apron will be
a great saving to the dress underneath, and
may be thrown off in no time, Cheeked
ginghaifis are the best material for work
aprons, and no attempt at elaboration in the
way of trimming should be made. The gar-
ment will be shapely and require no finish
but stitching if made by the pattern, No.
1106, that comes in three sizes, for 12, 14 and
16 years, five and a half yards of twenty-
seven-inch material being required for a four-
teen-year size.

‘NORTHERN MFSSENGER' PATTERN
COUPON.
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The Tyranny of Ill-temper.

(Aunt Marjorie, in the ‘Christian Intelli-
gencer.’)

It is an open question and possibly an open
secret that the good-tempered people in this
world are responsible for the tyranny of the
ill-tempered. In social intercourse and in the
household ill-temper is so dreaded,. its effects
upon commonplace enjoyment are so blight-
ing and its atmosphere is so baleful that the
amiable and self-controlled are apt to yield
their own preferences to avoid a scene. Woe
to the home in which an ill-tempered father
or mother has succeeded in laying a spell of
uneasiness or terror on the children.

In ome of Miss Muloch’s stories three sis-
ters living together might have had a peace-
ful and happy existence but for the stormy
temper of onme to whom the others continu-
ally conceded the right to have fits of pas-
sion and to be violent and disagreeable when-
ever she chose. The truth is that once in a
while the path to peace leads straight through
war. To concede to any person the privilege
of being ill-tempered at discretion is to do
a double wrong, first to the person and then
to kindred and friends.

No lesson should be earlier learned than
that of restraining one’s moods and of re-
pressing hasty and unconsidered speech, In
Little Dorrit Charles Dickens with a master
hand set on his canvas a type of ill-temper
Tun riot, in the character of Miss Wade, a
woman in whose life were no flowers, noth-

_ ing but a rank growth of evil weeds. She

exerted a malign influence wherever she
went. Mr. Meagles’ advice to the young girl
whom this woman did her best to ruin body
‘and soul, might well be taken by any ill-
tempered individual.  ‘Count five-and-twenty,
Tattycoram’  Whoever counts five-and-
‘twenty_ slowly before speaking will be able
to maintain silence until it is prudent to
speak.
The gist of the trouble is that usually ill-
:&F“d People justify themselves and fancy
the rest of mankind are to blame. They
:::i °t° "e‘dyhto excusé their own outbreaks
0 complain of others that it really re-
quires an immense amount of effort -aid;»-&
very clear vision to stand up against them.
One .has éven seen g cross and fretful child,
Jpermitted indulgences and allowed to domin-
ate the nursery because the short-sighted
mother has thought it wise to avoid issues
and to take invariably the easier way: This
mistake in child training has fatal results.
While it is the case that example is:more
potential than precept in the ordinary home,
every rule has exceptions.  Early in life
children should learn that justice is the one
~ thing to which all are entitled and on which

~ mo onc can trample with safety.

P

Rose Bloom.

There is no music in a rest, but there is
the making of music. in it. In our whole life
melody, the music is broken off here and there
by ‘rests, and we foolishly think we "ave
come o the end of time. God sends a time
of forced leisure—sickness, disappointed plans,
frustrated efforts—and makes a sudden pause
in the choral hymn of our lives, ana we la-
ment that our voices must be silent, and our
part missing in the music which ever goes up
to Mhe ear of the Creator. How does the
‘musician read the rest? See him beat time
‘with unvarying count and catch up the next
note true and steady, as if no breaking
place had come in between. Not without de-
sign does God write the music of our hves.
But be it our to learn the time, and not be
dismayed at the ‘rests’ They are not to be
slurred over, nor ito be omitted, nor to des-
troy the melody, nor to change the keynote.

If we look up, God himself will beat the time

for us. With the eye on Him we shall strike

the next note full and elear—John Ruskin.
Everybody in town should get the test
paint to paint their houses. 1t is Ramsay's
Paints that have stood the test as the best
ints: for over 60 years. Your dealer has

3 Jll! st received a big stock with handsome color

_cards to show you. Write- A. Ramsay & Son
Co., Montreal, for designs - No. 5, showing
painted homes.—Advt. < :

Blessed Rest.

There is a spot in every heart,
Deep down below the world,
That human nature keeps apart

In sacred incense furled.

Not love of man nor love of maid
Can ever hope to be

Sacred enough that spot to fade
From dearest memory.

Not love of any mortal may
Reign o’er this sacred gpot;

For she who ruled it rules to-day,
Although we see her mot.

Oh, mother! queen of every heart,
Not wife nor child that space

Can ever hope by any art,
To rule, nor take your place!

fid —'Table Talk.’

Abi.ding in Gloom.

I am sometimes reminded of the ‘tot’ who,
on a rainy morning looked out of the win-
dow with a frown, and deeply sighed. Then
she said: ‘There are so many horrid things!
Why do there have to be such a loit of ’em,
mother?” ‘And what is troubling my little
girl this morning?” was the smiling answer.
‘O, ten mmillion thousand things. More than
I could count up in a month.’

After breakfasit was disposed of, the mother
said: ‘I want you to come with me into the
library, dear” That was a favorite resort
with the little one, so she made no objection.
Once there the parenit asked, handing the
child a pencil and a sheet of paper: ‘Now
write down as many of the million things

‘that trouble you, as you can. Of course one

sheet won't hold half a yeillion, but you can
start on it’ .

Rather dismayed bu't still ‘game’ the wee
one seated herself and industriously wrote
two headings. One read: ‘It rains’ ‘'Lhe
other bore this lament: ‘Addie’s gone away,
and Sadie’s going to be my seat-mate. 1
don’t like her” Then she began to bite her
pencil, and looked crestfallen. Her motther
kept silent, allowing the little mind to gather
ideas. At last a meek voice aa]’d: ‘Mother,

Every DBoy Wants
A WATCH and CHAL v.g i

FREX L

For umﬂf 25 copies of that ¥/
ular illustrated monthly, the /
adian Pictorial” at 10 cents
each. Send us the $3.50 and you
at once a guaranteed Ingersoll
atch, stem wind, stem set, and

each

any worth framing. Orders for
current issue rushing in. Don't
be among the last. o.%.n prompt-
ly filled. Send no money, but.d.n':
us s and we will forwa,
tupply of *Pictorials " also pre-
mium list and full iostructions. v
Address JOHN DOUGALL & SON, Agents for the

Ouudl'u’n Pietorial," * Witness' Block, Montresl.
N.B. - ing p i e sales will all
eount in our splendid prize oorwotﬁen. Write fo
vartieulars. 3 ? o

LADIES’ SUITS, 8$7.60 to $18.00.

Tailored to order. Beautiful Voile Skirts, $5 to
$9; New Silk Coats, $5 to $10; Nice Cloth Skirts,
$2 to $6; New Waists in Lawn and Silk, 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 roaterials and style book. They are free,

SOUTHCOTT SUIT CO., London, Can.

Learn Bookkeeping at HOI'I:‘e
h you by mall. Courses also in Penmanship,
ygtmu:.ﬂcoymmetg Co mmamw,xﬂlectﬂr:nl En-
gineering, Steawm Engine ering, Mechanical Draw-
fng, Civil Servie. Public School Course.  Matri-
ition, Teachers’ Certificates (any province),and
100 other subjects. Ask for what you need.
CANADIAN CORRESPONI'ENCE COLLEGE, Ltd.
Dept. N.. Toronto, Canada. (920)

n ¢ H Re ts, sultable |
Sﬁuan§1 Ix:%;;sﬁkne‘f ::ln_t‘a upntlx?‘ig years. A(Hv:
age, and,

we will cut pa free; add 25 ceats for
postage. N, SOUTHCOT ;tsa CO., 23 Coote Block,
London, Ont. : ' :

WANTED

Farm or Business

for sale. Not particular about location.
Wish to hear from owner only who
will sell direct to buyer. Give price,
description and state when possession
B can be had. Addre-~ .

f L. DARBYSHIRE, Bax 474, Rochester, N.Y.

>

gt tes

I can’t think of any more. Pspect 1 put it
ltoo high, don’t you?

When one allows the-~habit of seeing the
gloomy side of things to become. a settled
trait of character, trials are usually exaggers
ated. Not that one necessarily becomes ums
trulthful, but the mind has gotten a ‘twist’
and ever discovers more troubles than really
exist. . . . The habit must be broken if
vou are to live a victorious life. And it must,
first be recognized. The very best way to
secure this, is to look carefully over yonr
blessings. As you do so, you will begin t
seg how remiss you have been in notb givin,
God praise for all his many gifts and lovin
favors.—Mrs. M. Anderson, in ‘Way of Faith,

TR NORTHERN MESSEXGER.

ANNUAL SUBSCRIPTION RATES.
(Btrictly tn Advanesa)

lo OCPISS .. .o o veee oe oo oo @ A0 A yean
:‘l‘:.rto Coples, separately addnand,uloo >

Four Coples, separately addressed, it
deaired, PEF CODY <o cevv +o +0 o» 30 %
Ten Coples or more, to one address,

o SN AR
#ix manths trial at balf the abowe ratea
Passage fncluded for Cansda (Montreal and suburbs em

coptad) ; Newloundland, Greot Britain, Gibraltan Malte, Now
Rrensvaal, Jamnics, Trinidad, Bahoma Islands, Bas
Yol § 27 4 Bﬂm 1L A “bl‘h G 3.1, M
wak, Zanzibar, Hong Koong snd Oypmaa )
B. B, Postage ¢ oxton v the United States Alastay
Hewnaiian sod Philipyins lelands, except ka clubs, to ene
address, when every four copics will be fifly cents extra pouls
R e WRLKAGI.
Forelgn Rostage te all counteies not pamed in the sdove
1tst, By oemis extrn.
BSamples and Subseription Blamis freely and
promptly

A SPLENDID GROUP—TRY IT!

The *Witness’ For over sixty years un-
rivalled in the confidence of the Canadian pub-

cial and literary reviews, good stories, home
and. boys’ pages, queries, etc., etc. Valuable
departments devoted to farming interests. A
clean commercial, agricultural ~and home
newspaper. (Send for a sample.)

‘World Wide’ ’ * A weekly reprint of the
best things in the world’s great journals. Re-
flects the thought of the times. Best cartoons
of the week. The busy man’s paper. Noth-
ing like it anywhere for the money. Send
for a sample. ;

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

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

SPECIAL FAMILY CLUB.

‘Weekly Witness and Canadian Home-

BEERE P s N anh s s v 100
SWarid - WIR. o T AT i3 TS0
‘Canadian Pictorial’c. o .. .. .. .8 %00
‘Northern Messenger’.. .. «. .. .. 40

< Astimpmatng
Worth.. .. .9 300
All for one year, $2.70
Anywhere in Canada or Great Britain! X
Any one of the group may be sent to a friend
AS A GIFT subseription.

e es ae we

THE ‘ NORTHERN MBSSENGHR' Is printed and | S
every week ab the “Wikmess' Building, st the corner of
sod St Peter stroots, in the oMy of Mootsosd, by

When writing to advertisers ploase mention the * Northern

sent on request. ¥

lic. Tatest news, market reports, ete., finan’
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16 THE MESSENGER.
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P B e B L Ly o ke o ks i 0 R L N g o R S B i ¥
..} {;‘ | d
P i funde
gh i THE " COMPANY, Monecy Refun
Thro:l;h no:l,-:'?ﬂr:; ROBERT Sl M s | if Goods are not
Satisfactory.

Order Department.

Lo

TORONTO.

You No Matter Where You Live

odern

ok A
PATENE SR

A great metropolitan $lore at your Post Office address, that's what it means when you order by mail from
Smapson’s.  You don't have the worry of crowded cars and bustling crowds to bother you. You sit down at your
own table and write out what you want, enclose the money securely with your name and address very plainly written
so as there can be no miftake and send us the letter. A two-cent stamp will be your messenger, the Canadian
Poat Office and our splendid Mail Order Department will do the rest for you: purchase your goods, look them over
with an eye as careful as your own, pack them and ship them to you with the leagt possible delay. Thus you
possess all the advantages which accrue to people who live in big cities without many of the disadvantag?s. '-Thus
you bave the advantage of the lowet prices and a range of choice possible only to a &tore of national dimensions.
We refund your money if you say so. We're confident you'll be perfectly satisfied.

Here are four skirts specially priced as an inducement to you to send us a trial order.

EXTRAGRDINARY VALUES || VERY LATEST STYLES

SD.1482

S.D.1487 S.D. 1485—Women’s Skirt ot

§.D. 1488—Women's Skirt of check
worsted tweeds; neat patterns in
mid and light grey shades,two pleats
on each seam, novcl trimming of
self on side gores, weight suitakle
for Spring and Summer wear, Care-
fully tailored throughout. Waist
bands 22 to 29 inches, front lengtha

37 to 43 iInches. Par- 33 95
Y oda

ticularly good value.

SRR W

S8.D. 1487—Women's Skirt of light
and mid grey worsted in plain
mixed patterns, a dressy garment,
with box pleat in front and back,
and pleated side gores, irimmed
with fold and strapping of self,
Seams all bound, modish and well
made. Waist bands 22 to 29
lincl;‘es, front lengths, 37 to 43
nches, at a special

$3.95

price L. o

.D. 1482—Women's Skirt of sea-
m?m%le worsted tweed, small and
medium = check, designs in light
and mid greys, a handsome flare
style, with pleated front gore and

bias fold of t;ell(l‘,1 se;xlns uh:l‘ll!elg,
i and workmanship un -
p gt Waist bands 22 to 29

ticnable, 1
inches, front length 37 to 43
inches.

Extra good value 33195

light weight worsted or iweed in
light and mid grey tones, mostly
plain, with a mixture of white,
Side pleated between gores, trim-
med with folds of self and buttons,
seama all bound, workmanship the
best. 'Waist baads 22 to 2) inches,
front lengths 37 to 43 jinches,

Undoubted : $3 95
“e ase -
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" UWHEN WRITING TG Apma-rmmts PLEASE MENTION “NORTHERN MESSENGER.”




