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The Great Florentine

Preacher.

(Bev. W. C. Barclay, in the ‘Standard.’)

In Ferrara, Italy, Sept. 21, 1452, of a
pious and noble mother and a worthless
father, was born Girolamo Savonarola, one
of the greatest preachers of righteousness
of any age, and destined to receive world-
honor as the greatest moral reformer. His
parents purposed that he would be a phy-
sician. While they were absent from
home he fled to Bologna and entered a
convent of the Dominican monks. The
family were eminent as physicians, and
it was only the unspeakable corruption of
his native city and of the times that
drove him into the convent. Twenty-three
years later, at the age of forty-six, in the
Piazza della Signoria, the forum of the re-
public, in Florence, Savonarola was burn-
ed at the stake. Wrote Martin Luther:
‘This man was put to death solely for hav-
ing desired that someone should come to
purify the slough of Rome.’ .

" Savonarola was a man of remarkable
talents. His intellectual acumen, togeth-
er with the extreme diligence and devo-
tion with which he applied himself to the
monastic life and to study, caused his
rapid ‘advancement. Very soon he was
made teacher of the novices. In six years
he was transferred to the monastery of
St. Mark’s in Florence, and ten years
later he was elected prior. He was a poet,
and'a friend of literature and art. Among
the artists of Florence were some of his
closest friends. An element of his great
mtu.nd gemius was an extraordinary pro-
phetic insight. History records a consid-
erable number of examples of prophecies
made by him which were fulfilled. Men
hard of belief admitted his possession of
this power. That every forecast of his
was fulfilled I presume no ome would
claim. Infallibility did not pertain to
him, though, perhaps, he himsslf and some
of his disciples believed that it did.

- Savonarola was pre-eminent as a preach-
er. ltcm.ninblpbhwryotthe Church,
since Apostolic times, has wrought great-
er effects by preaching than this Domini-
can monk. Florence was a most wicked
city. Immorality was all-pervading. The

rulers of the city made systematic efforts

to corrupt the people—and succeseded. The

inhabitants were sunk in depths of moral.

degradation. Love of virtue and enthusi-
asm for religion were alike dead. World-
liness and sensuous gaiety  reigmed.
Against this awful tide of sinfulness and
vice stood cme man, the prior of St. Mark’s.
He purposed to call the city to righteous-
ness, and his method was preaching. Mar-
vellous was his success! of
!'!h preaching Florence became a changed
city. The people thronged the churches,
and ‘they sought the Lord with tears! They
exalted Christ as king, and the city of
Florence became, to all outward view,
more nearly a city of God than has been
the case with any other city in all his-
tory.” ‘The people of Florence,’ wrote a
contemporary, ‘have become fools for the
love of Christ.
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What was the method of the preaching
which wrought such wonderful effect?
Savonarola was saturated with the Bible.
Years before he had given himsslf to its
study. He had meditated long over the
messages of the prophets. Their thoughts
had entered into the fibre of his being.
When he preached he stood forth in the
spirit and power of Elijah and Isaiah and
John Baptist. He had given much study
to the Book of Revelation. Some portions
seemed to have been written with special
reference to his own degenerate days. He,
too, like John, had beheld the Lord in
rapt - visions. Living in a superstitious
time, it is little wonder that he seemed
to the people of Florence to speak as the
very mouthpiece of God. In the library

They had to do with the whole range of
men’s needs and activities. Against his
will, he was made the leader of the peo-
ple in the struggle for the overthrow of
the Medici and for the restoration of lib-
erty. The constitution which he gave to
Florence was the best, for justice and
sound policy, that she ever had in all her
innumerable mutations. Savonarola stands
in history as the greatest of preacher-
statesmen.

We ceme to the consideration of his
work as a reformer. Savonarola cannot he
said to have been a reformer in a doctrinal
sense. "He held fact to the theology, as
to the discipline, the ritual, and the pol-
ity of the Roman Church. His loyalty to
the Dominican order was unfaltering, and
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GIROLAMO SAVONAROLA.

of San Lorenzo, at Florence, may be seen
the Bible that Savonarola studied. Its
broad margin is written all over in the
small, neat, careful notes which tell of the
earnest, diligent study of the Scripture,
which, in those days of spiritual declen-
sion made this monk the mighty man of
God that he was. ~Another chief element
of the power of Savonarola as a preacher
‘was his intense convietion, his profound
apprehension of God, his vivid sense of
eternity, and his overwhelming belief in
the judgments to come. He resem-
bled Paul in his thorough belief in
his divine mission, in his sensitiveness to-
ward sin, and in his sympathy with God’s
holiness. And from all this there result-
ed in both a terrific realism in their inter.
pretation of the divine wrath.’ Added to
all this, Savonarola was a man of the peo-
ple. His sermons dealt with contempor-
ary needs. They were sermons of the day.

o o o R N i N i e i i ot e i R e

he made it his boast that his order had
never given birth to a hxﬁe. He believ-
ed in the intercession of ts and angels,
He believed the Roman doctrines concern-.
ing the Virgin. - He held that the Pope
was the true successor of Peter, and he
took an active part in all the pious rites
of Florence, ‘including the processions in
which the miraculous tutelary Madonna is
borne through the streets.’ = He expressly
declares: ‘I have ever believed, and do be-
lieve, all that is believed by the holy
Roman Church, and have ever submitted,
and do submit, myself to her.’

The revolt of Savonarola was not against
Rome. It was not like the later reforma-
tion—a dootrinal revolt, It was moral—
‘the revolt of goodness against indescrib-
able wickedness.” The papacy, as an in-
stitution, was eacred to him, the reigning
Pope was intolerable. He declared that
the Pope had purchased his office, and

a
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was, therefore, guilty of simony; hence,
that he was no true Pope. He deliberately
end continually disobeyed the dictates of
the Pope. He refused to journey to Rome
when summoned. After he was excom-
municated he still continued to preach.
He reserved to himself the keeping of his
own conscience. He made his appeal from
the Pope to Christ. Here he was standing on
Protestant ground. In reserving to him-
self the right of private judgment in re-
gard to papal commands, and in reserving
the right to appeal from pope and council
to the word of God, Savonarola was a Prot-
estant,

Here is his thought concerning the mod-
ern doctrine of infallibility: ‘Thou art
mad to say that a Pope cannot err, when
there have been so many who have erred.

I tell thee that the Pope may err,
even in his judgments and sentenges. Go,
read how many decrees have been made
by one Pope and revoked by the next, and
how many opinions held by some popes
are contradicted by those of other pontiffs.’

It is now more than 400 years since the
fires went out at the stake to which Sav-
onarola was chained. His persecutors
found that, though they had burned the
man, they could not extinguish his influ-
ence. The fires of his #estimony to truth
and his witness to morality and virtue
had been kindled nmever to go out. His
disciples were wont to come to the spot
marked by the flames, and kiss the stones
of the pavement. Tearning of their de-
votion, the reigning duke determined to
put a stop to the annoying custom. Ac-
cordingly, he caused to be erected a great
fountain, with Neptune and Tritons and
four sea goddesses. This expedient serv-
ed only one purpose—that unexpected. It
served to mark for all coming generations
the sacred spot of the martyrdom of the
great Florentine. Whatever doubt might
have come to exist as to its exact locality,
it is now forever fixed by a monument.
Travellers and pilgrims from every land
turn to the hallowed spot, and say: ‘There
was burned the martyr of Florence, one of
God’s missionary apostles, who kept up
the true succession in the age of apostacy.’

—————py —

Maid Margery’s Laugh and
‘the Chinese Mob.

A TRUE STORY.

‘

. (By E. A. Taylor, in ‘S. §. Times.")

It was nearly noon on the 11th of June,
1894, in Canton, China, and there were

very anxious hearts in the house
beside the ‘Jesus Hall’ All round
its compound ;he streets were fill-

ing with an excited mob, shouting
vile tales of the ‘foreign devils,’ and urg-
ing each on to plunder and kill them.

There were two, though, in that threat-
ened home, quite undisturbed by the neav-
ness of danger. Margery Daw sat with
Jack Frost on the big bamboo lounge, and
listened to the yells of the rioters with
lofty indifference. Two little fair-haired,
blue-eyed children they were, though both
born in Canton, and Chinese faces and
Chinese talk had surrounded them for the
two years of their lives.

There was a crash as the compound gate
went down, and, only pausing long enough
in the garden to utterly destroy every-
thing, the rioters broke into the house.

Hardly knowing why, their mothers zat
the two babies side by side on a small
table against the wall, and stood beside

them as the mob swarmed into the room,
their slanting eyes aflame with evil, and
their yellow faces distorted with hate.

And then, unprompted and unbidden,
Margery rose to her feet, and raising her
clasped hands to her forehead, bowed her
plump little body in the Chinese ‘salaam,’
her baby voice lisping the salutation of
peace,

The rioters stood still. Then Jack fol-
lowed his playfellow’s example, bumping
his little forehead on the table, while he
struggled through the Chinese speech of
peace and welcome. Gravely they went
through the ceremony of respectful saluta-
tion that every Chinese child is taught to
offer his elders. And the rioters stood
still.

There was a babel of Cantonese street
cries, and another wave of rascality broke
into the room, flourishing their heavy
bamboo sticks and savage knives.

One man swept a shelf of cups and vases
off with his hand, and, mingling with the
crash of breaking china, came the sound
of a baby’s laughter. . Again the mob stop-
ped to look at the child, who watched them
with eager fun in her eyes; for, mission-
ary’s daughter though she was, there was
never an anarchist with a more rabid love
of destruction than this same Margery.

‘Little foreign devill’ screamed a new-
comer, hoarsely, as he seized a brick and
hurled it at her head. It struck the wall
not an inch to one side of her, and fell
broken on to the table.

Margery clapped her hands. ‘Do it
again,’ she commanded in her broken Chi-
nese. ‘Nice noise. Make some more.’

A second brick was thrown, but not at
her. It crashed instead against the far-
ther wall. Murderers though they were
in their hearts, no man among that mob
could meet those laughing baby eyes and
not know that it was impossible for him
to harm her.

Then as Margery laughed again, and .e-
peated her orders for ‘miore nice noises,’
the savage scowls on the faces round her
gave way to broad grins. And that day
in Canton it was an English baby girl
who really led the Chinese mob in their
pillage of the mission; for they brought
everything breakable in the house to be
smashed in pieces before the table where
she sat, rocking her fat little body from
side to side in her ecstasy of laughter,
while Jack pounded on the table with
chubby fists and shrieked applause.

Everything in the house was destroyed,
—furniture and crockery broken, clothes
and bedding cut to pieces, books taken
page by page and torn to fragments, but
no one laid a hand on the babies or their
mothers. Even when some of the viler
gpirits in that mob suggested. that the ‘for-
eigner’s treasure’ was probably hidden on
the persons of the women, and wished to
search them, they were only hustled into
the background. The mob had settled
down to the business of making Maid
Margery laugh, and were not going to be
turned aside even to look for treasure.

But even a Chinese mob cannot destroy
when there is nothing left to be destroyed,
and so at last Margery and her Chinese
friends looked sadly at each other, realiz-
ing that their good times were over for the
present. Then, after saluting her gravely,
the leaders of the mob withdrew, and their
followers trooped after them. And Mar-
gery looked down at the ruin heaped all
round her on the floor, her face dimpling
with the memory of past delights.

-twenty of them,—a fact

Down the long street which led to the
mission hurried the missionaries, who had
been detained at the Yamen until the man-
darin in charge judged that the mob had
time to finish their work of pillage—and
worse. Then with sarcastic apologies the
two men were released, and sent home with
a guard of twenty soldiers to defend the
mission. ;

It may be said that, {aough these sol-
diers carried the regulation rifies, there
was not a single cartridge among the
of which the
rioters were well aware.

So they reached the mission, and the
white men stopd still, horror-stricken at
the sight of the broken gate and the ruined
garden beyond. }

Then through the shattered windows,
across the terrible silence of desslation,
came the sound of a baby laughing.

—_—————

How to Become a Christian.

‘We must repent, that is, be so sorry at
having grieved God that we are willing
to give up doing wrong, and resolve to do
what is right.

‘God asks us to give him our hearts. To
do this is to place our affections on God,
and strive to please him in everything.’

‘Faith is taking God at his word, fully
trusting him. He promises if we confess,
and forsake, our sins, he will cleanse us
from all unrighteousness.’

‘Just tell Jesus what you are, and what
you need. Trust in him and salvation is
yours.’

‘Soon as your all you venture
On the atoning blood,

The Holy Spirit enters,
And you are born of God.’

(These selections were kindly forwarge
ed by J. D. Sterling, who,in an accompany=
ing letter, spoke very nicely of the ‘Nore
thern Messenger’ and its work.—Ed.)

—_—————————

Personal Work.
(J. H. Tedd, in ‘Ram’s Horn.)

Personal work is important, because of
the value of a soul. Mark viii, 36. If
we valued a soul in the same way as God
does, we would do more for the salvation
of souls. It is important because it is ne=
cessary. A great many attend church ser-
vices, gospel meetings, Bible classes, ete.,
who would like to be Christians, but do
not know how, or are prevented by some
fear or doubt, or misconception as to what
it means to accept Christ, Some of these
are anxious to be saved and just need a
word of help from some Christian to lead
them into the light. Standing at the door
of a theatre at the close of an evangelistic
meeting I was shaking hands with differ-
ent ones as they went out, looking for ~n
opportunity of speaking to some one.
Amongst the people was a young woman
whose face indicated that she was not
happy. I drew her aside, and after some
little conversation, she accepted Christ,
and at once took a'decided stand in her
home for Him. She told me afterwards
that she had felt miserable in the meet-
ing, and had decided that if she got out,
she would never go back to a meeting of
that kind again, but fortunately she was
stopped and spoken to, and led to Christ.
This is one instance out of many who
might be won by a little personal effort.
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The Mount of Olives.

(By Prof. Frederic S. Goodrich, M.A., in
‘Presbyterian Banner.”)

The first view of the Holy City is sub-
Jime, As the traveller approaches Jeru-
salem he sees the mountains all around it,
and he says: ‘As the mountains are round
about Jerusalem, so the Lord is round
about them that fear him.” One of these
mountains whose name is most familiar
and precious to the Christian heart, is the
Mount of Olives.

Leave the city by St. Stephen’s Gate, go
down the hill and across the broek Kedron,
exu you are in the midst of scenes of in-
expressible interest. At the time of the
conspiracy of Absalom, David and his peo-
ple, weeping with a loud voice, passed

over the Kedron, and ‘went up by the as-
cent of Mount Olivet.” Over this road-
way, too, passed frequently the Prince of
Peace as he went about his Father’s busi-
ness, now retiring to the beloved home
at Bethany, now performing miracies of
Periing, now speaking as never man spake;
but always seeking the extension of the
kingdom. The soul thrills at the thought
that here one may be walking in the very
footsteps of the Messiah, but I am glad
that we do not have to go to Palestine to
walk in the footsteps of Jesus.

Nea: the base of the Mount cf Olives
lies the Garden of Gethsemane, surround-
ed by a high wall, and distinguished by
the tall cypress trees—so different in ap-
pearance from the olives after which the
mount is named. There are eight of the
olive trees in the garden, rent by the rav-
ages of the centuries; yet they ‘still bring
- forth fruit in old age.! Sacred places in
the garden are marked, but it is little that
utncertain identifications can help amid the

sceries of the world’s greatest sorrow and
mystery. .

Three roads lead over the mount from
the north-east corner of the Garden of
Gethsemane, the old Bethany road—‘the
Hosanna road’—being the one to the east.
Vatious churches have been built upon
spots believed to be sacred. One is the
Church of the Paternoster, reputed to stand
upon the place where Jesus taught his di-
scipies the people’s prayer. This prayer
s inscribed upon the walls in thirty-two
different languages. Another is “the
Church of the Ascension, believed to stand
upon the spot whence Christ ascended.
This, however, is not in harmony with the
sacred narrative, which says: ‘He led
ithem out as far as to Bethany, and he lift-
ed up his hands and blessed them. And

Iand made sacred by the earthly life of the
Master. Some of the missionary work
which came under our notice made me a
life-long believer in the value of mission
work.

Lingering thus upon the Mount of Ol-
ives, one is led to feel with Whittier,
that—

¢ Faith has yet its Olivet,
And love its Galilee.

Two QGirls.

(Margaret E. Sangster, in the ‘Christian
Intelligencer.’)

Nina Brock surveyed with a frown the
pile of work to be finished before night.
Stitching gloves for a living is monoton-
ous work, and Nina was tired. She went

THE MOUNT OF OLIVES.

it came to pass, while he blessed them, he
was parted from them, and carried up into
heaven.’

Upon the summit of the mount there is
a Russian tower, from which there is a
view unlike anything else the world can
cfford. To the west is Jerusalem, with its
slender minarets and swelling domes. To
the east, but far below us, are the blue
waters of the Jordan and the Dead Sea,
and farther away rise the mountains, one
cf them that Nebo forever linked with the
name of the great law-giver of Israel.

On Olivet we met a lady who, with her
daughter, was beginning missionary work
among the Bedouins, who are the descend-
ants of Ishmael. She had started her or-
phan school by receiving that day a little
Arab girl. One of our party prayed that
this mission might be like the ‘handful of
corn in the earth, upon the top of the
mountains, whose fruit shall shake like
Lebanon:’ There is something peculiarly
attractive about missionary work in the

on with her task, feeling like a slave. It
was a beautiful day out of doors, what
with birds and bees, nasturtiums and
sweet peas, and the perfumed breeze fan-
ned her hot face. How the outdoor life
beckonmed! Nina felt it calling her from
the kitchen and the drudgery and the
needle. She hated the pile of gloves and
thrust her meedle into them savagely.
Spending her summer morning in this
weary work was’ haxd when aho was all
worn out.

Round the corner of the road came &
low pony phaeton, and in it a wvision of
loveliness and freedom, was a girl about
Nina’s age, in a white frock and a sailor
hat, a girl who flashed a bright smile at
Nina in the window and waved her hand
pleasantly as she passed swiftly out of
sight. What there was to annoy Nina in
that smile who can tell? Hidden away
in the nooks and corners of the mind
there are many lurking seeds of evil ready
to spring into active life on provocation
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Nina’s particular provocation this morn-
ing was in her weariness, her dislike of
an ever-beginning, never-ending stent of
needlework, and the contrast which was
forced upon her by the sight of somebody
else who lived like the lilies and neither
toiled nor spun., Besides, when they had
been little children these girls had played
together. This seemed to make it worse.
Nina looked after Belle Brinton, and a
feeling of hot envy stole into her heart,
not for the first time; a bitter question
beat like a hammer in her brain. . Why
had one girl so much and another so .it-
tle? For Belle’s father owned the mill,
and the village of Hiveton had grown up
around and depended on the business of
John Brinton for its prosperity. All the
little household fires in Hiveton were
kindled at the one great furnace; all the
bread and meat came from the one manu-
factory where the husbands and fathers
worked. Most of the families shared in
the wage-earning, and many took work
home, as a good deal of the glove finish-
ing could be done by women who had
their own machines, and who helped along
in that way. Nina Brock was a quick and
deft seamstress, and when she was in the
mood did very well, but to-day she was
out of sorts, in the clutches of a black
demon which made her miserably unable
to fix her mind or her hands on what she
had to do. She gazed at her neat ging-
ham gown and white apron in a kind of
dull rage; she was comparing them with
the cool, clean linen, lace-trimmed and
dainty, of Belle Brinton’s summer toilette.
Suddenly she rose, and taking off her
apron, rolled it into a ball and flung it
across the room, where it fell and lay in
& heap, Then she threw down her work
in’a bunch on the floor, and seizing her
sunbonnet from the hook where it hung,
started for the door, her face set and
frowning. It was a sallow face, with
great dark eyes, pleasant at times when
Nina was cheerful, but capable of a grim
ugliness when she was under the spell of
her familiar fiend, ill-temper. Nothing is
more disfiguring, by the way, than this.
‘Nina, Nina!” called a sharp voice.
‘Where be you bound, leaving your work
at ten o’clock in the morning? Come
straight back this instant, do you hear?’
At the sound of her step-mother’s man-
date, Nina turned and looked at the
shrewish countenance of a small, spare
woman of forty-five with a certain ¢hal-
lenge. Then she spoke after a pause.
‘You can pick up my work, Mrs. Brock,
and do it yourself, if you like. I'm aot
going to touch it this day, so there.” And
she went sturdily and stubbornly down
the road.
‘She’s in one of her tantrums, and no-

body can do anything with her. She
grows worse as she grows older,” mused
the step-mother, folding the disdained

pile of half-sewn gloves in a towel and
carefully laying them away. She sighed,
too, a fretful sigh, for life was not very
easy in that house, with Nina Brock and
her moods, and with Job Brock, Nina’s fa-
ther, always at odds with the world and
ready to tax humanity with his ill-luck.
He had néver succeeded, poor Job, since
Nina’s bmsk bustling mother had died,
leaving him with a baby to care for, and
no knack of getting on with his com-
rades. The second Mrs. Brock was a wo-
man of the nagging variety, finding fault
in an intermitting weak way, which nei-
ther husband nor daughter heeded. Nina

had never called her ‘mother’ since once,
when the child had committed some ju-
venile misdemeanor, she had been forbid-
den to do so, with the words, ‘I am no mo-
ther of yours.” No love was lost between
them, though they seldom openly quarrel-
led, but the fireside was most unhome-
like, and often there was in the atmos-

phere an oppressive feeling of thunder
brooding somewhere. It was a very
gloomy home.

Mrs. Brock moved about, preparing

Job’s dinner.” She looked half compla-
cently at Nina’s work, neglected and for-
saken,

‘Her dad’ll give her one good scolding
when she comes back, thank goodness,’
she murmured. ‘She ought to:be ashamed
of herself—lazy; loafing girl, leaving me
to bear the brunt of everything. She’s
enough to worry a saint. I wonder what
she thinks of herself, flinging her apron
down like that. I’ll leave it for her fa-
ther to see. I wish he’d be rightdown
harsh with her, the creature!’

Meanwhile Nina took the path to the
woods, in the sunshiny day. Through the
broad vistas of the forest gleamed long
splintering rays of sunshine, dappling
the ground where they broke into bright-
ness at the feet of old oaks and chestnuts.
The woods were very peaceful. Nina wan-
dered on, following a winding bridle path
which skirted the main road, for the for-
est was cleared of tangled undergrowth,
and was like a beautiful park.

At intervals there were rustic :
where people might rest, and in summer,
when city visitors were staying in the
country round, these were usually occu-
pied by wayfarers, but for a wonder no-
body seemed -to have sought Brinton
Woods this morning. Nina had the sweet,
still place all to herself. She was a girl
who did not, as did most of her mates,
prefer shop windows and streets to Na-
ture. From her childhood she had flown
to the forest for comfort when her step-
mother had angered her, or when she was
storm-tossed by her own passion, poor un-
taught little one! They had always calm-
ed her, and their silence and the sense of
room and freedom had given her strength.
Her father, who dimly understood her
need, would bid her mother let her go to
the shelter of the trees.

Nina sat under a bowery chestnut; slip-
ping from the rude chair to the soft cush-
iony ground, rich with velvet moss. Her
brown hands smoothed the mosses wist-
fully with tender longing and love. The
woods were like a church. Far up in the
treetop a bird sang softly. Nina’s dark
mood melted away. She forgot her griev-
ances and was no longer mean and ig-
noble and envious. She began to be peni-
tent, and said her morning prayer. Na-

seats

* ture, the dear mother, was leading her up

to God, who gave nature to be so undis-
turbed at our caprices, and who has such
balms for our hurts.

Nina was tired and she almost drifted
into sleep as she sat on the ground, with
the squirrels frisking near her, not in the
least afraid of one who kept so still and
paid them so little attention. From the
lulling drowsiness she was suddenly rous-
ed by a cry for help—a cry repeated twice
and dying off the second time into faint-
ness. :

Instantly on the alert and with her wits
about her, she ran rapidly in the direction
of the sound. She was not two minutes
in reaching a scene of outrage which stir-

- reproachfully,

red her blood to fierce resentment. There,
in her phaeton, her hat fallen off, her
dress torn and disordered, sat Belle Briii-
ton, nearly swooning with terror. One
rough, unkempt tramp held her trembling
pony by the bridle, and his fellow, Wwith
an evil grin on his sullen, leering face,
was stiMffing Belle’s pocket-book into the
breast of his grimy flannel shirt, and
clumsily unfastening her jewelled belt.

‘Halt, there! What are you about?’ rang
Nina’s voice, sternly, ‘Let that lady
alone!”

‘What have you got to say about it,
missus?’ asked the second thief, coolly, as
he turned and saw no stalwart man ad-
vancing to the rescue, but a slip of a
girl, stout and strong, it is true, and with
blazing eyes of wrath and defiance. Only
a girl. Why should a man fear her?

Why, indeed? Except for this, that
evil is always cowardly, and detected
crime is prone to scuttle away under cov=
er. The first thief, he who was holding
the horse, exclaimed:

‘Best make off, Jack! There’s more be«
hind her, or she wouldn’t be so bold!’

‘Yes’ (Nina’s tones were fearless), ‘there
is more behind me. There's the law, and
a striped jacket, and prison for both of
you for what you’ve done, unless you
make haste and repent, and go away as
fast as ever you can. Here, give me the
lady’s belt. Give me her ring. ¥You
should be ashamed to attack Miss Belle,
that everybody loves!’

And Nina seemed to grow an inch tall-
er as she stood bravely facing the robe
bers, with blazing eyes. The tramps cow-
ered before her. This girl belonged to a
type they knew, and perhaps she remingd.
ed them of a sister or mother who would
be ashamed if they suspected how low
these men had fallen. They threw ring
and belt at Nina’s feet on the grass with.
out another look at Belle, and took tq
their heels in flight, lurching away the
faster, that through the perfect stillness
of the woods penetrated at the moment
the long, insistent whistle of Brinton’s
Mill, the noon whistle which summoned °
the hands back to their afternoon work,
In some states of the air this peremptory,
whistle carried for a very long distance,
and it smote the silence, both of Nina and
the tramps, with a familiar cadence, not
unlike a military order. To Nina it said,
‘Laggard, you are away
from your duty.’ To the tramps it was a
note of warning, reiterating the girl’s
threat of stripes and a prison cell. They
beard it and hurried the more swiftly, in.
wardly gleeful for all their retreat, be-
cause of the purse which they had secur.
ed, a purse well lined with Dbills and sil.
ver.

But Nina had no time to think of any.
thing, except how to revive and reassure
her companion. She remembered that a
fainting person must be laid in a reclin-
ing position, and she tried to place Belle
more easefuly on the carriage cushions,

As she did so, Belle’s eyes opened, and
color came back to her cheeks.
‘Oh, Nina, Ninal she exclaimed, ‘how

good it is to see you. Oh, Nina, dearV
‘Don’t be worried, Miss Belle; the mien
are gone I’'m right down mad to think
that such a thing should happen in our
wood. Brinton Wood that’s always been
so safe and so sweet. I'm so glad I camo
in time. Now, do you think you can dnve
home, or shall I go for help?’ X
‘Step right in here with me, Nina. ‘and

‘
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. sent crept gloweringly over Nina's
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we’ll go home together. Gipsey’s very
much frightened, too. I thought they
meant to kill me; they’ve taken my pock-
et-book, but that’s no matter.’

‘Oh! why didn’t I make them give up
that?’ cried Nina, in much wvexation.
‘Here, dear, here’s your ring, and your
belt; they didn’t get them. And lest
they begin to think we’re only two girls
all alone, let’s turn Gipsey homeward. I
can’t drive, but I'll keep my arm around
you and you’ll feel stronger as soon as
we’re out of this and nearer the village.’

Gipsey’s pace was not slow, and before
many minutes the girls had reached the
gate of the Brinton homestesd. The house
stood on the crest of a gentle elevation, a
knoll thickly shaded by ancient elms, and
a flower-bordered path led by a long,
winding approach past the porter’s lodge
to the Squire’s door. As they turned
through the gates, Nina made a motion to
stop the horse.

‘I must go home now,’ she said.

‘Nina Brock, you are going home with
‘Have you
forgotten that we used to make mud pies
together? And to-day you’ve saved my
life. You are going with me to rest and
have luncheon and to see my dear father
and mother, who will want to thank you.’

‘I am not going, Miss Belle. Indeed,
indeed, I can’t.. I must get back to my
gloves, that I ought to be sewing on this
moment. I don’t know what my father
will say to me for idling. He’ll be angry
enough, and as for my step-mother, she’ll
scold me the rest of the day. Not that I
care!” and the dark look that had been ab-
face
again.

JAlL this time Gipsey’s little feet were
climbing up the avenue to the terraced
levels on which the Brinton home stood,
many windowed and gabled. Its veran-

das were inviting with chairs, and
hammocks, and Mrs. Brinton was
busy in shade hat and gardening

gloves training her roses and vines.
She turned and looked at Belle as
she drove up, saw her companion and ob-
served Belle’s pallor and her disordered
dress. Down went her basket in haste
and she ran to meet the girls.

“Mother, dearest,’ said Belle, ‘don’t be
frightened. XKeep Nina Brock. Don’t let
her run away. I’ve had an adventure, and
Nina came in the very nick of time. She’s
a heroine, mother. The tramps were
afraid of her.

Through Belle’s compassionate and
grateful heart darted an idea. What
must it be to have such a nature as Nina’s,
strong and fearless as an eagle’s, and to
be tied down to sewing in the house of a
step-mother! But she said nothing then.
Her father was at home, and he helped
both girls out, led Nina into the library
as a matter of course, and in her hearing
dimtchod a 'boy to say where she was,
and that she would not be home till dark.

‘Nina had never been in her life at a ta-
ble so beautifully appodnted as that of

- Mrs. Brinton, The delicate food, the shin-

ing silver, tho eparklin.g cut glm, ;nd
tﬂi sott-tooted mvpnu would at uny
tjqne have imp;-esqed her fancy, but over-
wrought as she was to-day, they simply
mhd and refreshed her. She was quite
nmwed by the reapoctful butler; she for-
got that she was dressed in a cotton frock,
w'bthout a shred of trimming, and she en-

'joycd the meal with a zest altogether new

in her experience,

Mr. Brinton at once sent out men to
scour the woods and fields and telephoned
to the nearest railway stations in the
hope of discovering and arresting the
tramps, but they had too good a start and
succeeded in getting safely away with
their booty. Belle was forbidden to drive
by herself for the present. She was to be
escorted by a groom hereafter.

‘And I think you might often,” said her
father, ‘pick up Nina here and take her
along for company. Don’t say that you
have not time, Nina,” he added. ‘You
will work the better for a little play.’

Nina never forgot the afternoon of that
May day. Belle had a large chamber at
the top of the house. It was an ideal
nest for the idolized daughter of a home,
with rugs on a polished floor, a great easy
chair or two, a lounge, pictures, books,
and a desk filled with paper, envelopes,
and every luxurious appliance for corre-
spondence. Before long she found herself
chatting with Belle in real confidential
girl fashion, not as if they were in differ-
ent situations in the world, but as two
girls together. Nina confessed that the
hardness and barrenness of her life had
made her bitter, and that she had felt a
great deal of jealousy that very day,
when she had seen Belle in her carriage,
and had herself thought of the drudgery
that stretched before her, day in and day
out, unrelieved by any break.

‘It seemed as if I were in a rut—worse,
in a dungeon,’ she said, ‘and my home is
so gloomy. There’s never any pleasure
there.’

Belle sat very thoughtfully looking up
at a picture on the wall. It represented
to her an ideal of repose. There was a
brown moor, with purple lights where the
sunshine tinted the heather. One golden
ray fell across a corner of the field, where
the path skirted a mountain side. In a
windy nook there was the suggestion of a
fold, and huddled together were a flock
of sheep. Off in the dim distance was the
shadowy figure of the shepherd.

‘I like that picture, Nina,’” she said. ‘It
makes me think of peace. The peace that
is not afraid of storms or a cold blast.
Nina, I’'m going to ask a favor of you,
dear. I want you to let me send you this
picture to hang where you can see it every
day. You will be tranquillized as you
are in the woods. That one ray of bright
sunshine, just commonplace sunshine, will
be the greatest comfort. And, if you can’t
love your step-mother—I don’t believe I
could—maybe the patient shepherd there
in the background will show you how to
bear with her better. Perhaps he can
make you pitiful.’ s

‘Thank you, Miss Belle,” said Nina.

‘Belle will do, as it did when we were

children, Nina. Don’t say Miss Belle any
more. And let me tell you that the envy
need not be on your side only. I'd give

anything in this world to be as brave and

strong as you were this moming, and all
the girls I know at college admire girls
who have thuirod some useful art and
who know it so well tlut they can earn
money by it. I regard it as nplendid to
do a,n,ything thoroughly—co th.oroughly
that people will pay you for the doing
As a glove®maker’s daughter, I honor

woman who finishes gloves so that they
keep up the reputation of ‘the house. There,

‘Nina, that is how I feel.”

The picture went home the next day and
made a glory in Nina’s living-room. And

somehow a change was wrought in Nina.
She did not at once cease to be difficult
to herself at times, nor was she very soon
angelic in her demeanor to her people at
home. The great sculptor who moulds us
into beauty and nobility never hurries his
work. But bit by bit, little by Ilittle,
Nina grew different, and now should you
visit Hiveton, you might meet a lovely
young woman, with a fine, strong face and
dark, thoughtful eyes, who would not
seem to you the less attractive and fascin-
ating that she spends her days in stitch-
ing, stitching, stitching the fingers of
gloves that go out to be worn by ladies
who never touch a needle. She does not
complain nor bewail her lot, nor is she
now jealous of Belle Brinton, or of Belle’s
friends. Her step-mother has become
more amiable; her father puffs his black
pipe at evening with fewer flings at man-
kind in general, and Nina, without own-
ing it, has brightened their lives by her
cheer and fortitude, just by giving them
a ray of commonplace daily sunshine.
The Good Shepherd is winning his way
into all their hearts.

PESSIES SRS SRS

Some Strange Eggs.

(By Sarah Endicott Ober, in ‘Congregation-
alist.”)

Little Clay Reess lived in Florida, and
he had fine times on the beach near his
home. One day he was digging in the
sand, when up came a queer little object.
It was long and narrow, and had a tough
shell that bent and dented in Clay’s fingers.
e could not make out what it was., $So
he ran to Cinda, his black nurse, and showed
it to her. Olinda Janghed, and said it was an
alligator’s egg.

So Clay dug away lustily, and sure enough,
up came more eggs with every shovelful
of sand. Five times he filled his little buck-
et and carried them home to his mother,
until twenty-five eggs lay in the Dbox she
gave him to put them in. That night, when
Clay was in his white ‘nightie’ and having
his ‘Joving time’ with his mother, he asked,
‘How came the eggs in the sand?

‘The mother 'gator hid them there,” an-
swered his mother, as she rocked and cud-
dled her little boy.

‘Don’t the mother ’gator cuddle her eggs
like the mother hen does? asked Clay.

‘No, dear, she leaves them in the sand
for the hot sun to hatch out’

‘Well, I fink the mother ’'gator is a very
gelfish thing!’ cried Clay, sitting up in his
icdignation.

‘Oh, no,” said his mother, sml‘ing ‘That
is her way of taking care of them—the way
God taught her. She can't cuddle Ler eggs
like the mother hen. She has no soft feath-
ers, and her hard skin would break the eggs
if she sat on them. The nice warm sand
cuddles them, and the sun helps to hatch
them out.

‘Oh,’ said Clay, nestlmg down again ‘Poor
mother ’‘gator! I so sorry for her. How
bad she must feel not to cuddle her eggs"

‘She takes good care of them,” said his
mother. ‘She otten comes to look after her
babies, and whe'n they hatch out, she finds
food for them, and will not let a.nythlng‘
hurt them.’

‘What would hurt them?’
drowsily. :

‘There are ms.ny animals ‘'who- hunt for
the eggs, and I have heard that *he father
’gator likes them, too, and eats them all
up if he can find them. ~

‘What an awful bad ta.ther" cried Chy,

dﬁk'ed ‘Cfdy’,
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bis slecepy eyes coming wide open again.
‘Poor baby ’gators! I so sorry for them.

‘But their mother takes care of them, and
will not let the father find them, if she can
help it,” said Mother Reess, hugging her
own little boy.

‘Will she go to look at her eggs to-mor-
row day? asked Clay.

‘I think she will,” said his mother.

‘Then I'll take them all back,” murmured
the sleepy littie fellow.

‘Poor mother ’gator—feel—bad’—but Clay
was off into dreamland, where mother alli-
gator and her eggs were all forgotten.

The box of eggs was put in a closet, and
neither Clay nor his mother thought of them
again. A week later, Clay went to the closet
for some toys, and heard a strange, rustling
noise. He looked up, and saw a box on a
shelf with the cover dancing up and down
in a frantic manner.

‘Oh, mother!’ cried Clay, dancing up and
down himself in excitement, ‘come here—
quick! Here is a box—all alive!’

His nmthel" came running in, and there
were a dozen tiny black snouts peeping out
under the box cover. Before she could even
scream, oul popped a swarm of baby alliga-
tors and dropped down to the floor, where
they scampered off in every direction. All
the eggs had hatched, for the closet was
behind a stove and the box in a warm place.

Such a time as there was! Clay jumped
up and down, screaming with glee, but his
mother was screaming with fright, and she
climbed on top of a table to get out of the
way of the alligators, who went running
about, as if in' a hurry to investigate this
new, strange world in which they found
themselves. Black Cinda came running in to
see what wag the matter, and she got up on
a chair and screamed, too. If Clay’s father
had not come in, they might have been
perched there, screaming, yet.

Then for a hunt! The baby alligators hid
under the furniture and burrowed under
the carpets, popping out of every hole and
corner. It was nearly a week before the
last one was caught. Father Reess shook
three out of his boot one morning, and Moth-
er Reess nearly had a fit when she pulled
on her stocking and found one in the toe.
As for Cinda, she spent the most of her time
perched on chairs or tables and screaming,
thinking everything she saw was an alliga-
tor.

But Clay was not afraid of them. He
thought they were the cunningest of play-
fellows, and begged hard to keep them all.
But when his mother told him that the
mother ’gator would want her babies, he
consented to have them taken to the beach.
His father let him keep six, and made a
pen for them in the back yard, with a small
tank of water in it. Here Clay played with
them, and they became very tame and seem-
ed to know their little master. He was
often seen with the whole lot swarming ail
over him, but his mother could not bear to
touch the creatures, though Clay assured
her that their way of running up his arm
and poking their black snouts into his face
was their way of loving him. He kept his
pets for a year, then sharp, white teeth be-
gan to come in their big mouths, and his
father thought they might become dangerous
playfellows, so one night they all disappear-
ed and Clay never saw them again. If he
had been on the beach next day, he might
have seen six young alligators scampering
about as if they did not know what to make
of their strange surroundings. I wonder if
their mother knew them.

What Lysbet Found
(Hope Daring, in the ‘Michigan Advo-
cate.’)

‘How mnow, miss! Supper time and past
and you dreaming by the window. It’s
always that way when I am gone. It’s
plain, Lysbet, that you c¢an mnever be
trusted.’

Lysbet Van Pelt sprang up.
ready and waiting, aunt.’

A scowl lingered on Madam Van Pelt’s
face. ‘Let it be brought in. Could you
not have found something with which to
busy your hands while you waited?

Lysbet made no reply. She was a girl
of fifteen, short, plump, and fair, with
blue eyes and sunny hair, She was dress-
ed in a black bodice, a crimson quilted
petticoat, clocked stockings, and low-cut
buckled shoes.

That was the usual dress of young
Dutch girls of that period. For this was
the year 1720, and the Van Pelt mansion
stood on the bank of the Hudson, but a
little way out from what was then the
staid town of New York.

Lysbet called the maid to bring in the
hearty supper of wvenison steak, broiled
shad, hot johnny cake, ‘oly koeks,” frit-
ters, coffee, and various kinds of preserv-
ed fruits. There was only Madam Van
Pelt and her niece. Before sitting down
the lady covered her handsome brown
brocade visiting dress with a huge white
linen apron.

It was a quaint room where the meal
was served. There was a large tiled fire-
place, but on that June evening it was
occupied by an immense East India porce-
lain jar filled with feathery asparagus.
An oak sideboard, black with age and
heaped with massive family silver and
the china brought by seafaring Van Pelts
of long ago from the East, occupied one
side of the room.

The husband of madam and the father
of Lysbet had been brothers. From their
father they had inherited an extensive
shipping business. The younger brother,
Lysbet’s fnther, had died suddenly, and
his wife had lived only a few weeks af-
ter his death.

Lysbet—four years old then—was taken
to her uncle’s home. A year later madam’s
husband died. It was rumored that the
younger of the brothers had lost his en-
tire fortune by speculation, and that the
little orphan was dependent wupon the
bounty of her aunt.

At first this mattered little to the child.
The loss of mother love meant far more
to her. She grew up in the home of her
ancestors, shulng the advantages of her
cousins. As she grew old enough to un-
derstand her aunt’s sharp tongue made
her aware of the fact that she was a pau-
per. Now the cousins were married, and
madam and Lysbet were alone in the old
home,

After the meal was over Madam Van
Pelt took her knitting.

‘Go up to my rcom, Lysbet, and bring
me my glasses before you commence your
spinning.’ ‘

Lysbet obeyed, taking a candle from the
mantle to light her way. Madam Van
Pelt’s room was on the second floor. Lys-
bet entered it, and, as she reélched over
the table for the glasses, her arm hit a
carved sandalwood box, and it fell to the
floor.

The girl bent over the box, an exclama-
tion of sorrow coming from her lips when

‘Supper is

she saw that the slender little brass hinges
were broken. She picked it up, and a
quantity of papers dropped to the floor. A'
name carved on the inside of the 1lig
caught her eye. Holding it to the light,
she read, ‘Gretchen Van Vechten.’

‘Why, that was my mother’s name,’ she
thought. ‘How strange my aunt never
told me this box was hersV

Ever since she could remember the box
had occupied a place on the table at the
head of her aunt’s bed and had always
been locked. Upon picking up the papers,
she found there were several official-looke
ing documents and also a few letters. On
the outside of one of the letters was writ-
ten, ‘To my little daughter Lysbet.’

The girl’s breath came hard and fast,
What did it mean?

With trembling fingers she spread open
the sheet. ‘Mijn witte mamme’ (my white
lamb), the letter began. Lysbet had read
only these words when her aunt’s wvoice
floated up to her.

‘Stupid! Have you gone to sleep? They,
are on the table.’ i

One second Lysbet stood motlonless
Then, with quick, decisive movements, she
returned the sandalwood box to the table,
carefully fitting on the cover. As this
came down over the sides of the box, it
would remain in place as long as it was
not disturbed. Gathering up the papers,
she crossed the hall to her own room, lifte
ed the pillow from the bed, and placed un~
der it the precious packet.

¢“Whatever kept you so long?
asked when Lysbet joined her.

‘I went to my own room and got a clean
handkerchief,” the girl replied, uafolding
that article as she spoke. She sat down
at her little spinning-wheel and began to
draw out the long gossamer-like threads
of flax.

Outside {he uncurtained window nea.r
her she could see the grassy meadow that
separated the Van Pelt mansion from the
next nouse. A mnew moon hung low in
the west, shedding a dim light upon the
scene. The soft air stole in and touched
her check,

‘My white lamb, my white lamb,” over
and over the words sounded in her ears.
Jt was hers at last—that message from
the dead. Why had it been hidden from
her for twelve years?P

It was not until the clock in the hall
struck ten tba’' Madam Van Pelt rolled up
the coarse blue stocking upon which she
was at work.

‘You might as well go to bed, Lysbet,
she said sharply.
the window instead of spinning. Ah, it is
well for you there is such a thing as
charity.’

The girl’s cheek flushed crimson, but
she took her candle without a word. She
was half way up stairs when her aunt
called out:

‘No loitering about your room. Go
straight to bed, or I will never get you
up in the morning.’

Lysbet walked on, tears welling up in
her eyes. Suddenly she threw buck her
head, and the spirit of her brave ances-
tors looked from her eyes.

‘I can wait. I believe the papers are
mine, and I will not give them up. It :s
hard to wait longer for my mother’s mes-
sage, buc I will be brave.’

XFor hours she lay awake. Again snd
agl.i.n her, hand crept under the pillow and
touched the precious packet. Ah, that
letter! Her mother’s own words to her]

madam

‘You are looking out of -
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At last she fell asleep but wakened as
the sun was rising. Sitting up in bed,
Lysbet eagerly read her mother’s message.

It was written when the mother knew
death was near. Lysbet’s tears fell over
the gentle counsel, the passionate words
of love. But what did her mother mean
by urging her to be generous and helpful
with the wealth that would be hers?

Lysbet glanced over the other papers.
There was much she did not understand,
but she comprehended enough to quicken
the beating of her heart. Just then he:
aunt called her.

‘Yes, I am coming.’

She dressed hastily, and managed to
hide the papers under her clothing. She
must have time to think.

Lysbet’s first task was to skim the milk.
8he let herself out of a side door and
crossed the garden, which separated the
thouse from the river. The stone milk-
house stood among a group of out-build-
ings at one side. .

She paused and looked up at the house.
It was built of yellow bricks, the roof
was gabled and adorned with weather-
cocks. The garden was carefully kept,
the walks being bordered with box and
all well shaded by fantastically-trimmed
yew trees, as well as by trees of holly and
Jjuniper. There was a thicket of rose
bushes, now all in bloom, and the beds

were gay with verbenas, pinks, sweet-
williams and laburnums:
Tears dimmed her eyes. It had been

her father’s home. Was it hers? What
did the papers mean?

She entered the milk-house. It was
partly hollowed out below the surface of
the earth, and the walls were of rough
stone. A spring bubbled up in one cor-
mer, and from it a silvery thread of water
led to a rocky basin wherein were jars of
cream Aand butter. On the walls wera
shelves which held flat pewter milk dish-
es.

Lysbet went deftly about her task. As
she worked, a plan grew up in her mind.
First, she must find a safe hiding place
for the papers.

‘Should aunt miss them, she would nev-
er think of looking here. They will be
safe,” she thought, placing an empty jar
between two which' were filled with but-
ter. In the empty one she placed the pa-
pers and carefully covered it. Then, tak-

ing a long-handled pitcher filled with

cream in one hand and a plate of butter
in the other, she started for the house,
How slowly the hours of that day wore

‘away. It was not until the middle of the

afternoon that the visitor for whom Lys-
bet was waiting appeared.

This was the minister, Elder Semple.
The young girl knew her aunt expected
him thet day, and she had resolved %o
find some way to speak to him alone. Lys-
bet was sure the kindly, grave-faced man
was her friend. Nay, more; she knew him
to be an unflinching supporter of the
right.

When he had stayeéd nearly his usual
time, Lysbet rose and boldly left the room.

‘Her aunt, busily engaged in conversation,

did not notice her going.

The girl hastened to the milk-house anl
+aok the precious packet from its hiding-
place. Then she followed a path along
the river bank until she was outside the
Van Pelt grounds. Soon a turn in the
stream carried her beyond observation
from her home. ILysbet here sat down

" and waited for the minister.

In a little time she heard the measur-
ed dip of his oars, for he had rowed up
the Hudson. Rising, the girl attracted his
attention by calling his name. Then she
motioned for him to come nearer.

‘What is it, child?’ Elder Semple asked,
when a few powerful strokes had brought
the boat near the spot where Lysbet was
standing. ‘You could not be found when
I went to say good-by, and your aunt was
displeased.’

‘Please come on shore, Elder Semple,’
Lysbet cried. ‘I must tell you something,
something I dared not say before my
aunt.”

He complied with her request, and she
poured out the whole story.

‘If you say I did wrong,” she said in
conclusion, ‘X will take the papers to my
aunt and tell her all. "The Jetter I must
keep. It is mine; my mother’s own words

to me. Ch, I have wanted my mother all
these years.’
Tears were glistening on the young

girl’s lashes. The minister had glanced
over the papers. He put out one hand
and took that of Lysbet.

‘Child, I remember your mother. She
was a sweet and gentle woman. Try to
be like her, try to keep bitter thoughts
from growing up in your heart, even to-
wards those who have wronged you. You
did right to take the papers; they are
yours, and God put them in your hands.
I am going to ask you to let me take
them. To-morrow I will bring them to
you. Good-bye, Lysbet, and remember
how Christ, our blessed master, forgave
the ones who wronged him.’

Lysbet went slowly back to the house.
She listened to her aunt’s scolding in si-
lence.

The next day dragged slowly by. At
the same hour on which Elder Semple
had called the day before, Lysbet again
saw him coming up the path. He was not
alone. Two men whom she recognized as
lawyers were with him.

Her heart stood still.
gan, but words failed her.

Madam Van Pelt glanced from her
niece’s startled face to the men outside.
She understood that something was
wrong. Before she could question Lysbe",
the girl had slipped out of the room.

For an hour she wandered about the
garden. Then Elder Semple called her,
and she entered the room where Madam
Van Pelt and her callers sat. One glance
at the drawn and pallid face of her aunt,
and Lysbet was at her side.

¢Aunt, what is it? I am sorry, oh, I am

‘Aunt,” she be-

sorry!’ :
‘Hush, child! Listen to what the elder
is telling you.’

In as few words as possible, the minis-
ter explained all. It was the husband of
Madam Van Pelt who had lost heavily by
speculating. When his dead brother’s
child and her fortune came into his hands,
he used the money as his own. The de-
ception was continued by his wife after
his death, madam allowing the rumor
that Lysbet was penniless to go undenied.
She had retained the papers, but the
knowledge that she had been unjust to t:e
child had made her hard towards her.

‘T am glad it is told,” she said, defiant-
ly. ‘I will leave Van Pelt mansion and
hide my disgrace where I am not known.’

‘Ieave, aunt! No, no; you are to stay
here and help me care for all this wealth.
This home is yours as well as miage.
‘!Fher\e' shall be no change, only I wiil

have money for masters and books, and
the poor—we will help the poor.’
Madam’s face worked convulsively. ‘X

do not deserve this from you, Lysbet.
Why do you do it#’
‘Why? Because in my dear mother’s

letter, she bade me follow the Christ, and
I remember how he forgave.’

So Lysbet came into her own. She bhe-
came a noble woman, and her descendants
still live in New York.

Life is What We I'ake It,

‘T wish I could have kept up my study-
ing, but I have had so many household
ceres that it has been almost impossible
for me to get an opportunity even to read,’
suid a woman in middle life.

Her hearer sympathized with her, yet
laier she recalled this woman’s luxurious
Lome, in which the lace curtains must al-
ways be done up on such a dats, tka brass-
es polished at such a time and the silver
cleaned on another stated day. Nor had
il always been possible for this housekeep-
er to find servants to fill her fastidious
requirements., The listener repeated the
regretful words of this woman to a friend,
and supplemented them by saying:

‘She does not realize that her life is
largely what she has made it. She pre-
ferred to have an elegant home, with every
thing not merely comfortably clean, bu.
uncomfortably neat, rather than to tak.
time for reading. Now I, myself, ofte-
lament that I have not time for piano
practice, and wish I were a better player
but really it is my choice, for the few
spare minutes I might devote to music I
spend on my books.’

A party of young girls were embroid-
ering, when one of them brought in a
guest.

‘I don’t embroider, so I shall have to
read to you or talk,” said the newcomer.

‘Don’t embroider!’ cried one of the girls.
‘Why, what in the world do you do with
yourself?’ :

The girl had found so many other things
to do in the world that she was at a loss
for a moment. ‘Why, I don’t have time
to embroider. I—I read.’

‘Read! Dear me! I never read more
than two books a year. I don’t have time
to read.’ :

For people of comparative leisure to as-
sert that they can not do what they would
like because they have no time seems ab-
surd; the more so when we read, in Sir
Walter Besant’s ‘East London,” that even
the poor people of that section who must
work hard for a bare livelihood have at
command for their own use, in holidays
and evenings, one-quarter of the whole
vear. To some all time is given, to all
some time is given, to choose what shall
be done in it.—‘¥Youth’s Companion.’

Expiring Subscriptions.

Would each subscriber kindly look at
the address tag on this paper? If the
date thereon is Oct., 1902, it is time that
the renewals were sent in so as to avoid
losing a single copy. As renewals always
date from the expiry of the old subserip-
tions, subscribers lose nothing by remit-
ting a little in advance.

—_—————

Let it be remembered that what is usu-
ally styled temperate drinking stands as the
condition precedent to that which is intem-
perate. Discontinue one, and the other be-
comes impossible.—Bishop Potter.
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The L. I. S. at 518,

(By Margaret Montgomery, in 8. S.
‘Times.”)

It was too bad! The neighbors had
thought this and several other unpleasant
things, and also said them, more or less
privately, a great many times. In addi-
tion to the eyes of the neighbors, Father
and Mother Howard had eyes of their own.
So you need not think they did not know
how the yard looked.

By turng, there were hats and coats scat-
tered over that yard, also books, tin cans,
dolls, shovels, pin-wheels, scraps of paper,
bones, dishes, rags—in fact, everything
that ought not to have been there. There
was very little of the grass that ought to
be there.

The yard was unfortunately placed, in
the middle of a square where the lawns
were beautifully kept, where every blade
of grass knew its place, and where nothing
got out of order. But then there was not
a single child on the block but at 518,
where the Howards lived, and there there
was a house full of them, and they had to
be busy. - They all knew that, while the
neighbors had lawns, they had nothing
but just a plain yard. Father Howard
said it was a back-yard, and only needed a
goat to look like Tim Flaherty’s. But then
Father Howard had been tried the day he
made that speech, because, when he
brought an old friend to dinner with him,
he had found three pictures drawn on the

flag sidewalk with colored crayons, while

a row of stones and four tin cans were ar-
rayed on the front porch.

Mother Howard found that she was in
the habit of going to the front door after
any caller left the house, to look anxious-
ly at the porch and yard. She found, too,
that she was seldom happy after one of
these observations. Really, something had
to be done.

One day John, Joe, Stella, Clara, and
even little Tom, received dainty notes, in-
viting them to meet Mother Howard ‘on
the back porch at four o’clock, and, if the
way be clear, to form an L. I. 8.

The five were at the appointed place
when Mrs. Howard came out. Joe shut up
his pocket-knife with a guilty air, and
kept his back carefully placed over a
freshly whittled spot on one of the posts.
Clara had a pencil. In the most matter-
of-fact way she went on stating, upon the
side of the house, that ‘4 times 3 equals
12, 4 times 4 equals 16.” Since the tables
had been troubling Clara’s brains, few
people got further than the front door
without seeing evidences of her struggle
on the fence, the sidewalk, or the porch,
in queer-looking figures in pencil or chalk.’

Mrs. Howard had just started to say, ‘By
an L. I. S. I mean,’—~when she was inter-
rupted by a great cackling as one of John’s
chickens noisily dashed around the house.

‘Yes, you're part of it!’ cried Mrs. How-
ard. ‘Children, I’'m ashamed of having
such a yard. Let’s have an L. I. 8., and
make it a lawn.’

Clara had just written that ‘4 times 8
equals’— but she never finished the state-

ment as she heard the plan for the L. I. S.

It was to be a real society, with meetings
on Saturday afternoon. The weekly dues
were the queerest things. They were not
to be paid in money, but in work. You
see the L. I. 8. meant Lawn Improvement
Society, and the weekly dues were that
each member was required to report some
improvement made upon the lawn during
the week,

‘Like working out your road tax, as they
do out at Uncle Joe’s,” Joe had declared.

‘Exactly, and if Uncle Joe doesn’t work,
he has to pay,’ replied Mrs. Howard. ‘It
is the same with our Joe in our L. I. S.
If he doesn’t report a single good deed
done for the lawn or porch during the
week, he’ll be fined five cents. The fines
will go toward something to beautify the
yard, which the society will vote upon
when enough lazy members make it worth
while,’ :

It was voted that a fine of one cent was
to be laid on each member carrying stones,
books, or any such thing, to the front of
the house, or making chalk pictures on
the sidewalk.

When Father Howard came out, he said
he thought it should be one of the laws of
the society not to throw stones at the
windows, or tear off the weather-board-
ing. But Mother Howard said that was too
bad, and she would not let such a law be
written even in fun. They all knew it
was an accident when John had broken a
window the day before, and that such a
thing could never happen again.

John was elected president, Stella secre-
tary, and Mrs. Howard treasurer. After
the treasurer’s treat to cookies, the L. I.
S. adjourned.

Father Howard had been elected an hon-
orary member, and told that this form of
membership released him from weekly
dues, but gave him the right to pay double
the ordinary fines if he left tin cans or
any of his belongings, such as hats or
shoes, lying around the porch or lawn.
The honorary membership also entitled
him to help in disposing of the cookies.

Father Howard made the society a fun-
ny little speech, in which he thanked them
for the honor done to him, praised the
formation of the society, and of the
cookies, and offered to give to the Society
a rubbish barrel marked L. I. S.

When the weekly meeting came, and the
weekly report was called for, what a col-
lection of deeds the dues made!

‘John Howard,” read secretary Stella.

‘Couldn’t have a lawn with chickens
running loose,” said John, a little shame-
facedly, ‘so I’ve been all the week making
a lot for my chickens. I don’t expect
they’ll do one mite of good penned up,” he
added slowly.

‘I’ll pay five cents a dozen extra for
penned-up eggs,” came from Mrs. Howard.

fJoseph Howard,” was the next name on
the secretary’s roll.

‘Mowed the grass. I wish the honorary
member would have the mower sharpened,’
Joe added as his father stepped out on
the porch.

‘Done! = Anything to encourage such a

_society,’ the honorary member quickly re-

plied.

‘Clara Howard.’

‘I scrubbed the side of.the house where
I wrote my tables before I joined the L.
I. 8. reported Clara. ‘Then I put a tin
can, that Nora left on the kitchen porch,
in the rubbish barrel.’

‘Thomas Howard.’ :

‘Shutted the gate two times, and pulled
up three plantains,’ piped little Tom,

‘I've pulled about a ton of weeds out of
the drive,” reported Stella, ‘and there are
enough left to keep us at work all sum-
mer.’ i

For fines the first week there were eleven
cents. Joe was the heaviest fine-payer,

“having paid a penny each for two books,

one coat, one base-ball bat, and one dead

frog, left on the porch and grass Monday
afternoon.  Clara had paid for one tin can
of sand and one spoon gathered off the
front pavement. Stella’s hair-ribbon and
John’s hammer had each cost their owner
one cent.

It was wonderful how that L. I. S. trans-
formed the Howard yard. When the so-
ciety was a month old, the children voted
to pass a by-law that there should be no
running on the grass, except in the play-
ground in the back yard. They also voted
to move the hammock from the side yard
back, and plant grass seed on the site of
the hammock.

The triumph of the L. I. 8. was not long
deferred. They were gathered for one of
their fall meetings when Stella came rush-
ing in.

‘What do you suppose I heard?’ she
cried. ‘Some one going past said, “Pretty
lawn, that,”” and pointed to ours! We've a
lawn at last!’

This all happened three years ago. Now
there is not as handsome a lawn in the
square as 518, The neighbors, who used
te say other things, now say, ‘You could
not expect any of our lawns to look as
well as the Howard’s, for they have five
children; so, of course, they keep every-
thing in order, even every leaf picked up,
—of -course, of coursel!’ 4 y

But it wasn’t ‘of course’ at all.

e e T

Any one of the many articles in ‘World
Wide’ will give two cents’ worth of plea-
sure. Surely, ten or fifteen hundred such
articles during the course of a year are
well worth a dollar.

‘Northern Messenger’ subscribers are en-
titled to the special price of seventy-five
cents.

‘World Wide.’

"4 “weekly reprint of articles from lead-
ing journals and reviews reflecting the
current thought of both hemispheres,

So many men, so many mindss Every
man in his own way.—Terence.

The following are the contents of the issue
of Oct. 11, of ‘ World Wide':

ALL THY WORLD OVER.
Trouble for the British Government—'The Nation,’ New

ork.

Two Notable Suggestions for Amending the Education Bill
—The * Daily News," London.

The Country and the Elucation Bill—‘The Spectator,’
London. 5

Louis Kossuth—'The Daily News,' London. :

Muaicipal Socialism—IIL—*The Times,” London.

Carnegie to Assist in Housing London Poor—orrespon-
dence of the Boringhield * Republican.’

A Month as a Nuvvy—An Actual Experience—By E. Dar-
lington, in the * Daily Mail,” London, 5

A Bad Outlook for Australia—The * Review of Reviews®
for Australasia.

SOMETHING ABOUT THE ARTS.

‘The ream of Gerontius, at the Wercester Festival—By:
J. A. Fuller Maitland, in ‘The Pilot,” Inndoue;‘l t;:]Lon! iy
don * Morning Post " * Daily News," * Daily Tolegraph' and

T, Sioiees Wrothi Col :

'wo Modern French mposers —I1—Cesar e
Daniel Gregory Mason, in the * Qutlook.’ e

CONUERNING THINGS LlTEI.iKRY.
At the Bummer’s Wane - By Clinton Scoliard, in * Munsey's
Magazine.” o =
Proverbs(= in 8onz—By Una Taylor, in the * Westminster

Budge
Obviam--By T. E. Brown.
After Lermontov—By Helen Chisholm, in ‘The Pilot,

London. ;

The Ballad of the Boat—By Dr, Richard G b

ghenlé_ul E}t}u%‘ulx—Tllie s é&rcuig:xy and leWrn"g:r:: London.
n Being ~hut In— iss o, 5 i
Advcrtiser,’ New Ygrk, e cmm?“‘”“

Professor James on Religions Experience—‘The Pilot,"

The Tand of the B Cal :
'he Land of the Eveniog Calm—By Geo. i
‘Westminster ‘Bnd‘get.’ Louch, 1 the i
A Literary Reminiscence—The ‘Commercial Advertiser,’

New Yori.

HINTS OF¥ THE PROGRESS OF KNOWLYDGE,
The Cell Theory of Di The* Academy-atd I torature." -
Cﬁnndt?en" ic Btories of Virchow—DBy F. i

aracteristic Btories of Virchow—By F. e
* Medical Record.’ y F. 8. Billings, in the

The Unexplored World.—The ‘Times,” London,
Comet B. 192—The ‘ Morning Leader,” London, ;
_ Vaccination Previous to Jenner—The * Pall Mall Gazette.'

*WORLD WIDE
 $1.00 a year.
Special 'uterto subscribers o( the “ Mg 188,
' Only 75 conts.
JOHN DOUGALL & SOV,

‘WITNZSS’ BUILDINY,
Montreal,
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Zyl’s Treasure.
(¢ Young Soldier.’)

But a short time ago Zyl could
not have counted her treasures, she
had so many of them. Now only
Sarkis, the little kid, remained.

Zyl was the child of well-to-do
and God-fearing parents. Her lit-
tle life had heen a very happy one,
playing with the animals around

z L ZYL'S TRE.ASURE

that peaceful home, or lcarmng her

lessons and hymns at her mother’s

knee.

- But one day trouble came—and
all the blue sky of Zyl’s child-life

seemed to be hung with great grey
clouds of sorrow.

Zyl was playing in the pleasant
court-yard when she heard a loud
tramping of feet, and her father

- rushed in and slammed the gate

. bolt with a slam, and catching up

- his little "ll‘] ran with her into the :

house, erying, ‘ The Turks are com-
ing !

ZyP’s mother turned white with
fear. Too well she knew all that
the coming of their cruel persecu-
tors had meant to many a happy
and Christian home.

No bars could keep out the
swords of the men. They burst in
parents

and demanded that Zyl’s

should give up their religion or die

a cruel and horrible death. :
It was a moment of sore tempta-
tion, but Zyl’s parents were mnoble

followers of Christ and stood the
- They said they could not
deny their God, and so paid the con-

strain.

sequence of their faith.

~ Before night-fall poor Zyl was an
orphan—father and mother were
both lying dead, slain by the Turks,
and their once pretty home robbed
and spoilt.  Zyl herself would not

FOLKSws

have escaped had she not been
hidden by her father before the
door burst open and he was taken
prisoner.

Now, poor little girl, she is so
lonely and so sad. She found Sar-
kis; the pet kid, had also been over-
looked by the Turks, and when
some pitying hand led her away
from that scene of horror, she took
Sarkis, too. Zyl is very fond of her
dumb friend, and carries him about
and pets him. He is the one treas-
ure left to her out of all she once
possessed.

And yet I cannot help thinking
that Zyl has one treasure more, and
that a far more precious one—in
the memory of a brave father and
mothe», who chose rather to die
than deny their God.

And when you think and pray for
the thousands of little Armenians,
who, like Zyl, have lost their par-
ents, make up your mind to love
and serve without one reserve the
God whom so many have died as
well as lived for.

Playing Circus.

(Anna D. Walker, in ‘Christian

Intelligencer.’)

The Turner children were so mis-
chievous that they kept their fath-
er and mother always in perplexity
as to what to do with them next.
The father was continually invent-
ing modes of punishment, the moth-
er continually pleading for lenien-
cy, and trying to find new amuse-
ments for the numerous flock in
order to divert them from hurtful
mischief.

Barnum’s great museum came to
town, and the father wanting a pre-
text to 2o to see the far-famed af-
fair took the four eldest of his chil-
dren and went. With staring eyes
and open mouths the children be-
held the wonders of the show.

In the circus connected with the
menagerie thev saw horses leap
over what seemed to be great
sheets of muslin. This was a feat
that particularly fascinated Jack,
thirteen years old, and fond of
horses and driving. :

Lena, aged eleven, was Jack’s
companion in all sorts of queer do-
ings, and the day followmg that of
the visit to the circus, found the
two trying to invent a way to do
something in imitation of the horse
leaping performance.
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They first procured an old canvas
'bdg, made to carry potatoes to the
market in, and thought that would
do for the great sheet. Now, the
children had no horse to play with,
but there was a great, fat hog in the
pen, and Jack maintained that that
was as good as a horse, and they
could do the trick all right. The fat
old porker was let out and driven to
a sheltered place behind the barn.
By dint of a great deal of shoving
and thrashing the creature was
made to go over the bag in a sort of
a jump. This pleased Jack so much
that hé wished to make the exploit
greater.

¢This old bag, he cried, ‘is too
little; can’t you get something
else?

Lena shook her head doubtfully,
but went into the house to look.
Here she came across a large bun-
dle of calico which Mr. Turner had
bought to make comfortables for
winter use.  “That might do, and
the child lugged out the huge bun-
dle of goods, taking pains to avoid
her mother’s observant eye. When
Jack saw the bright print and the
size of the piece he was exultant.
¢ Oh, Lena, he cried, ¢ that’s splen-
did; now we’ll make old Grunter
jump finely. But we must fasten
one end somehow, and you hold the
other while I attend to the main
parts.

A boy living in the neighborhood
came along and was called in to
take a hand at the important busi-
ness. The calico was secured by
shutting one end in the barn door.
Lena held the other end till it was
discovered that she was not strong
enough for her part, ard then the
neighbor-boy helped her with his
stronger hands. Over and over
again the dirty, ponderous creature
was driven to leap across the bar-
rier, and shouts of laughter greeted
each performance. After playing
at circus till their zest had some-
what abated the children suddenly
discovered that the calico was in a
dreadfully spoiled condition. Every
time the hog had failcl to jump
clean over it, it had been dropped
in the mud, and then before the
creature had come from the pen it
had been wallowing, and the pretty
print was covered with mire and
slime. Then the weight of the hog
had borne down upon the fabric
and in places it was literally worn

out. What were the children to
do? Lena had heard her mother
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remark that she must get those
comfortables tied, and would com-
mence to-morrow. ‘Distress and
trouble ! cried Jack, as he and his
sister wended their way to the
house. Matters came at once to a
focus, for Mrs. Turner told Lena ‘to
go at once up-stairs and bring down
the great roll of calico papa
bought for comfortables.’

Lena looked at Jack, Jack at
Lena, and then the latter burst into
tears.

‘What is the matter? Why, don’t
you mind me? cried the mother.

“The calico is all spoiled,” sobbed
Lena.

At this Jack went out, and in a
basket brought in the soiled, rum-
pled, ragged heap.

The mother looked in wonder,
and demanded an explanation.

‘We played circus) stammered
Jack, ‘and— and — we — didn’t —
know - the —hog would — spoil—
the—stuff.

By questioning the culprits
Mrs. Turner learned the whole
truth, and would have forgiven all,
but the stern father judged severe
punigshment needful, and the two
were put into solitary confinement,
where for three days they were fed
on bread and water. This story is
a true story about some real chil-
dren.

A Martyr at Fourteen.

‘A missionary, describing some of
the native converts who were mar
tyred during the Boxer outbreak in
China, says; ‘Li Rutang’s only child,
a bright girl of fourteen years of
age, fled after her father’s death,
taking with her a New Testament.
Some relatives wished to save her,
but said she must burn her book.
She refused. She ran with the book
under her arm into the millet. She
was not known by any of the Box-
ers. She was discovered in the mil-
let. Her book was testimony, and
the only testimony, against her. She
was brought to the place of execu-
tion and asked if she was a believer.
She replied, she was. The child
fearlessly stood before the torment-
ers, who asked her if she were not
afraid, “ Afraid or not afraid, it is
all one,” she replied. But with a
smile she met the sword which cut

her down.”
; TP R

Special Clubbing Offer, ‘World Wide’
and ‘Northern Messenger’ €1 nn '

: The student at the music school

Wasted Time,

(A. J. Glasspool, in ‘ Temperance
Record.’)

Money has a wondrous power
To purchase what we need:
I'ine clothes to wear, nice food to
eat,
‘And useful books to read.
There’s one thing money cannot
buy,
In any town or clime,
A beggar or a millionnaire
Can never purchase thae.

Tis time the good Lord gives to all

" Time to play and labour;

Time to eultivate the mind,
Time to help our neighbour.

Oh, shall we not then treasure up
The hours so quickly flying,

So toiling hard in health and youth,
Have no regrets when dying ?

The boy at school declares it hard
That tasks he has so many;

‘And envies oft the savage child,
Who lessons has not any.

But when the days for school are

passed,

‘And he’s below the line;

He begs to do the meanest work,
And weeps for wasted time.

Aspires to sing and play;

But will not carry out the rule
To practise every day.

Upon the platform bold he steps,
He thinks his notes sublime,

He ne’er returns; the people laugh
And all through wasted time.

¢I want to be an artist, sir,
So said a noble lad.

¢Then you must toil from morn to

night, 5

Nor think your labor sad.”

He worked awhile, but played tha

. Iore, ; e

You think it not a crime.

But now he draws on paving stones.
Alas ! for wasted time.

How soon the days of youth are
passed,

Then we must earn our bread;
When those who shielded us when

; young,

‘Are nfmbered with the dead.
Try hard to do the best you can

Seek oft the aid Divine,

So in the future you may ne’er : ]
Shed tears o’er wasted time.
————
Sample Copies.

Any subscriber who would like to have
specimen copies of the ‘Northern Messen-
ger’ sent to friends can send the names
with addresses and we will be pleased to
supply them, free of cost. o
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LESSON V.—NOVEMBER 2.

Cities of Refuge.
Josh. xx., 1-9. Commit vs. 1-4. Read

Ps. 46.
Golden Text.

‘God is our refuge and strength, a very
present help in trouble.—Ps. 46:1,

Home Readings.

Monday, Oct. 27.—Josh. xx., 1-9.
Tuesday, Oct. 28.—Num. xxxv., 1-15.
Wednesday, Oct. 29.—Deut. xix., 1-13.
Thursday, Oct. 30.—2 Sam. xxii,, 1-20,
Friday, Oct. 31.—Matt. xi., 25-30.
Saturday, Nov. 1.—Heb. wvi., 13-20.
Sunday, Nov. 2.—Psa. 91.

Lesson Text.

(1) The Lord also spake unto Joshua,
saying, (2) Speak to the children of Israel,
saying, Appoint out for you cities of
mefuge, whereof I spake unto you by the
hand of Moses: (3) That the slayer that
killeth any person unawares and unwit-
tingly may flee thither: and they shall be
your refuge from the avenger of blood.
(4) And when he that doth flee unto one
of those cities shall stand at the entering
of the gate of the city, and shall declare
his cause in the ears of the elders of that
city; they shall take him into the city
unto them, and give him a place, that he
may dwell among them. (5) And if the
avenger of blood pursue after him, then
they shall not deliver the slayer up into
his hand; because he smote his neighbor
unwittingly, and hated him not before-
time. (6) And he shall dwell in that city,
until he stand before the congregation for
judgment, and until the death of the high
priest that shall be in those days: then
shall the slayer return, and come unto his
own city, and unto his own house, unto the
city from whence he fled. (7) And they
appointed Kedesh in Galilee in mount
Naphtali, and Shechem in mount Ephraim,
and Kirjath-arba, which is Hebron in the
mountain of Judah. (8) And om the other
side Jordan by Jericho eastward, they as-
signed Bezer in the wilderness upon the
plain out of the tribe of Reuben, and Ra-
moth in Gilead out of the tribe of
Gad, and Golan in Bashan out of the tribe

of Manasseh. (9) These were the cities
appointed for all the children of
Israel, and for the stranger that

sojourneth among them, that whosoever
killeth any person at unawares might flee
thither, and not die by the hand of the
avenger of blood, until he stood before the
congregation.

Condensed from Matthew
: Henry.

Many things were by the law of Moses
ordered to be done when they came to
Canaan, and this among the rest, the ap-
pointing of sanctuaries for the protection
of thote that were guiity of casual mur-
der; which was a privilege to all Israel,
since no man could be sure but some wume
or other it might be his own case; and it
was for the interest of the land, that the
blocd of an innocent person, whose hand
only was guilty, but not his heart, should
not be shed, no, not by the avenger of
blood; of this law God here reminds them.
Orders are given for the appointing of
theze citiés, very seasomably at this time
when the land was surveyed, and so they
were able to divide the coasts of it into
_three parts, as God had directed them, in
order to the more convenient situation of
these cities of refuge. Deut. xix., 3.

It is supposed a man might possibly kill

a person, it may be, his own child, or dear-

est friend, unawares and unwittingly, v.
3, not only whom he hated not, but whom
he truly loved, beforetime, v. 5, for the
way of man is not in himself. What rea-
son have we to thank God who has kept us
both from slaying, and from being slain
by accident! In this case, it is supposed
that the relations of the person slain would
demand the life of the slayer, as a satis-
faction to that ancient law, that who
sheds man’s blood, by man shall his-blood
be shed.

It is provided, that if upon trial it ap-
peared, that the murder was done purely
by accident, and not by design, either
upon an eold grudge, or sudden passion,
then the slayer should be sheltered from
the avenger of bloed in any one of these
cities, v. 46. By this law he was entitled
to a dwelling in that city, was taken into
the care of the government of it, but was
confined to it, as a prisoner at large; only
if he survived the High Priest, then, and
mnot till then, he might return to his own
city.

We have here the mnomination of the
cities of refuge in the land of Camaan,
which was made by the advice and au-
thority of Joshua and the princes, v. 7,
and upon occasion of the mention of this,
is repeated the nomimnation of the other
three in the lot of the other two tribes and
a half, which was made by Moses, Deut.
iv,, 43. v

These cities (as those also on the other
side of Jordan) stood in the three several
parts of the country, so conveniently that
a man might (they say) in half a day
reach some one of them from any corner
of the country. Kedesh was in Naphtali,
the northern tribe, Hebron in Judah, the
most southern, and Shechem in Ephraim,
which lay in the middle about egually dis-
tant from the other two.

These cities were upon hills to be seen
afar off, for a city on a hill cannot be
hid; and this would both direct and en-
courage the poor distressed man that was
making that way; and though therefore
his way at last was uphill, yet this would
comfort him that he would be in his place
of safety quickly; and if he could but get
into the suburbs of the city, he was well
enough off.

Some cbserve a significancy in the
nhames of thesze cities with application to
Christ our Refuge. Kedesh signifies ‘holy,’
and our refuge is the holy Jesus. Shech-
em, ‘a shoulder,” and the govermment is
upon his shoulder. Hebron, ‘fellowship,’
and believers are called into the fellow-
ship of Christ Jesus our Lord. Bezer, ‘a
fortification,” for he is a strong-hold to all
them that trust in him. Ramcth, ‘high’
or ‘exalted,” for him hath God exalted
with his own right hand. Golan, ‘joy’ or
exultation,” for in him all the saints are
justified, and shall glory.

C. E. Topic.

Sunday, Nov. 2.—Topic—The best gift.
1 Cor. xii., 28-31; xiii., 1-18.

Junior C. E. Topic.
KEEPING OUR PLEDGE.
Monday, Oct. 27.—Don’t put off.
Vi 4, b.
Tuesday, Oct. 28.—Be thorough. Deut.
xxiii., 21. e
Wednesday, Oct. 20.—The pledge is to
God. Ps. Ixv, 1.
Thursday, Oct. 80.—A daily pledge. Ps.
1xi., 8.
Friday, Oct. 81.—God heard your vow.
Ps. Ixi., 5.
Saturday, Nov.
Prov. xxiii., 23.
Sunday, Nov. 2.—Topic—How can
kesp our pledgef Prov. iii, 3, 4

Ecel.

1.—‘Buy the truth.’

we

A Bagster Bible Free.

~Send five new subscriptions to the

‘Northern Messenger’ at thirty cents each
and secure a nice Bagster Bible, suitable
for Sabbath School or Day School. Bound
in black pebbled cloth, with red edges,
measures seven inches by five and three-
quarter inches when open. :
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Alcohol.

(Mr. Robert H. Sherard, in the ‘Daily
News.”)

It is a fact admitted to-day by doctors
all over the world that alcohol is never
beneficial, and that the best that can be
said for it is that in some cases it does
no apparent injury.

Chronic alcoholism, with all that that
state brings in its train, can be reached
by people who have mnever once in their
lives been the ‘worse for liquor.’

I can give you a startling example of
the mischief which steady aleoholization
can produce, an example I have on the au-
thority of M. Hugues Leroux, .the famous
French publicist, under whose direct ob-
servation the case was brought. Some
months ago a workman and his wife, ac-
companied by a small boy of four, waited
on Dr. Garnier, the physician who pre-
sides over the insanity ward at the Paris
Depot, or Central Police Station. The
parents were in great distress, and the
story they had to tell was that on two oc-
casions the lad, their son, who was with
them, had attempted to murder his baby
brother. On the last occasion the mother
had just arrived in time to prevent him
from cutting the baby’s throat with a pair
of scissors.

Examined by Dr. Garnier, the child d:»-
clared that it was quite true that he wish«
ed to murder his brother, and that it was
his firm intention to accomplish his pur-
pose soomer or later.

Taking the parents into an adjoining
room, Dr. Garnier said to the father, ‘Are
you a drinker?’

The man protested indignantly. He
had never been drunk in his life. His
wife backed up his assertion. Her hus-
band, she said, was the most sober of men.

‘Hold out your hand at arm’s length,’
said the ‘mad-doctor.’

The man obeyed. After a few seconds
the hand began that devil’s dance to
which alcohol fiddles the tune.

‘As I thought,” said the ‘mad-doctor.’
‘My poor fellow, you are an alcoholique.”

¥He questioned the man, who, with tears
in his eyes, related that, being a brewer’s
drayman, it was his duty to deliver casks
of beer to his magter’s customers, carry-
ing the casks up to the various stages. A
glass of wine was usually offered him as
a pourboire. The total quamtity so ab-
sorbed by him amounted to a litre or a litre
and a half per diem. This had been go-
ing on steadily for several years.

‘With the result,” said the doctor, ‘that
you, who have never been drunk, have
become so completely alcoholized that you
have transmitted to that unfortunate baby
in the next room a form of epilepsy which
has developed into homicidal mania.

I Drink to [ake e Work.
(‘The Domestic Journal.’)

¢I drink to make me work,’ said a young
man. To which an old man replied:
‘That’s right, thee drink and it will make
thee work. Harken to me a moment, and
T’11 tell thee something that may do thee
good. I was once a prosperous farmer. I
had a loving wife, and two fine lads as
ever the sun shone on. We had a com-
fortable home, and lived happy together.
But we used to drink to make us work.
Those two lads I have laid in drunkard’s
graves, My wife died broken-hearted,
and she now lies by her two sons. I am
seventy-two years of age. Had it not
been for drink, I might now have been

.an independent gentleman; but I used to

drink to make me work, and, mark! it
makes me work now. At seventy years
of age I am obliged to work for my daily
bread. Drink! drink! and it will make
thee works? ;
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Correspondence

Ashburn, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I take the ‘Messenger’ and
like it very much. I have been looking
for a letter from Ashburn, but have not
seen one and hope to see this one printed.
My Sunday-school teacher is Mrs. Ander-
sen, and my school teacher was Mr. Mc-
Culloch, but we are going to get a mew
one. We liked the other omne very well,
and he was a good teacher, and I hope the
next one will be as good. I am eleven
years old and will be twelve on Dec. 29;
my birthday is just four days after Christ-
mas, so I get all my presents on Christ-
mas. I have two brothers, one sixteen
and the other nine years old. I am in the
fourth book. MIRIAM R.

Surrey, N.B.

Dear Editor,—I live in Surrey, which is
a very pretty place, indeed, especially in
summer. This place is on the Petitcodiac
river which ‘empties into the Bay of Fun-
dy. We have two schools here, one has
seventy-eight pupils attending and the
other 20 pupils. I have hardly any pets.
I have a colt named Major, and a dog
named Tippie; we have twenty-three hens,
one cow and two calves. We have three
baseball clubs. I have two younger bro-
thers and one younger sister. I go to
school and am in the sixth grade. I was
eleven years old on June 20. I wonder if
any other little boy has a birthday on the
same day as I. This town manufactures
gypsum. A great many vessels come here
and load at the docks of Hillsborough:
among others are two large Norwegian
steamers, one the ‘Bratsburg’ and another
the ‘Nora.” The docks of Hillsborough are
one mile from our place and Moncton is
sixteen miles from here. We have had
some very large fires here lately. -

VAUGHAN B.

Port Saxon, N.S.

Dear Editor,—As to-day is Independent
day I thought I would write. I take the
‘Northern Messenger.’ I like it very
much. Grandmother took it nineteen years
ago; her youngest daughter, my Aunt
Alice, was agent for it. Grandma says
it is like an old friend come back again.
We find some nice temperance pieces in
the ‘Messenger’ for our white-ribbon
army. Grandma and grandpa belong to
the division. Grandpa is superintendent.
of the Sunday-school; he has been a work-
er in it going on fifty-three years. I go
to Sunday-school. I learnt the Apostle’s
Creed, the ten commandments and the
twenty-third psalm. I read the New Tes-
tament through two years ago. I was
eight years old on May 22. My own mo-
ther has been dead four years. I was born
on Cape Negro Island, and my mother
died there; it is a very pretty place and
very healthy; it is a way out to seabord.
Papa lives in Sutherland’s River, New
Gl yw. I have two sisters, the oldest
one lives with my father and the young-
est with my aunt; their names are Josie
and Alice. Josie is agent for this paper,
and Alice is with my aunt in Crofton

Croft. We had a visit from Mr. S. Muir-

head, our new field secretary, and he is a
very fine man. We had the first conven-
tion here on April 7, and he gave us a
beautiful address. Grandpa has two sal-

mon nets, and sometimes I go with him

fishing; it is fine fun; he has only caught

eight salmon this spring. I live with my
grandma, and my cousin Susie lives with
her, too. We live close.by a lake; it is

called Greenwood’s Lake; it is two miles
long and two miles wide; it is very beau-

tiful; there are large quantities of white
lillies and different kinds of fish. I have
an uncle ninety-one years old Dec. 4. '/

of

Dear Editor,—I live on
Eighteen Mile River, in a valley, Our
house is surrounded by hills and at the
back of it is a bush. 'I live on a side-
road. My father has two farms, which
are rented, and a chopping-mill, which

R e Lau l!'s'»vo’?t:,v?{'
the side of the

runs by water. My sister Ida was mar-
ried on February 26. There were
one hundred and four at the wedding. I
wonder if anyone has the same birthday
as I. It is on August 7. I would be
pleased if any readers would write to me.
My address is: Ellen Pritchard, Laurier
P. 0., Ontario.

Plainfield, N.S.
Dear' Editor,—~I have been getting the
‘Messenger’ since last May, and like it
very much. My sister gives it to me be-
cause I am fond of reading. I am in the
seventh grade and study reading, spell-
ing, geography, arithmetic and grammanr.
We are having vacation now and the
trustees are having the school-house re-
paired. My favorite book is Stanley’s
‘Adventures in Africa.” I have two sis-
ters and two brothers. I was eleven years
old the twenty-fourth of last May.
ALFRED T. L.
Kingsmill, Ont.
Dear Editor,—Seecing the other letters in
your paper I thought I would write one
too. I like your paper very much, espe-
cially the correspondence. We have had
a great deal of rain this summer, which
has done much damage to the hay. We
get the ‘Messenger’ at our Sunday school.
This is my first letter to the ‘Messenger.’
I am in the fourth book. We have Sun-
day-school every Sunday. After Sunday-
school we have Junior Endeavor; it is not
very large, but we have good meetings.
I have two sisters and one brother; one of
my sisters attends the Collegiate Institute
and the other is a dressmaker.
EVA A.

Shetland, Ont.
Dear Editor,~This is the first letter to
the ‘Northern Messenger’ I have written.
My sister and I have two turkeys; we
keep one cow. My second brother had,
this spring, an old flying squirrel and
three young ones; he had them in a box,

and the old one got out one morning, but

she came back at night and got her young
ones. We have two kittens; their names
are Tom and Tabby. I have five sisters
and three brothers. We live close to the
River Sydenham. .

ELIZA H. (Age 11).

Grafton, N.S.

Dear Editor,—This is the first time I
have written to the ‘Messenger.” We get
it in our Sunday-school and like it very
much. My Sunday-school teacher’s name
is Mrs. Arthur Wood. I have one sister
named Florence and two brothers, Stanley
and Franklyn. I am the oldest. We live
on a farm; we have seven head of cattle
and one horse named Frank. I walk a
mile and a half to school. I am in grade
seven; my studies are number five reader,
health-reader, spelling arithmetic, his-
tory, geography, grammar and composi-
tion. For pets I have a dog named Fanny,
a cat and kitten named Flossie.

SADIE ETHEL. (Age 12.)

Steuben, N.Y.

Dear Editor,—As I have not seen any
letters from Steuben I thought I would
write one. I take the ‘Northern Messen-
ger’ and think it.a nice paper. I am ten
years old and go to school every day; I
am in the sixth reader. I have one bro-
ther and mno sisters. My birthday is on
March 24. I go to Sunday-school every
Sunday. Our teacher’s name is Mrs. Jas.
Clark; our superintendent’s name is Mr.
H. D.’ Maydale; our pastor’s name is the
Rev. U. A. Brown. For pets I have a cat
and a kitten. The cat’s name is Dewey
and the kitten’s name is Topsy. My fa-
ther is a cheesemaker. I have two grand.
fathers and two grandmothets living.
I am the oldest of the family.

S S it PRANK W

. Olds, Alta, N.W.T.

Dear Editor,—We have one hundred and
sixty acres of land, and two horses and

hiteen head of cattle. I can ride either
one of the horses. I have four sisters and
three brothers. I go to school, and pass-

. t0o Miss C. J. Mclvor’s.
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ed into the fourth book just before the
summer holidays. Our holidays started
on July 1 and they lasted until August 11.
My teacher’s nameis Miss Kennedy, and
I think she is a very nice teacher. I have
about two miles to go to school. Between
thirty and-forty scholars go to it. I have
lived in the North-West for over three
years and like it very much. There are
very many different kinds of flowers
growing here, which make the prairie look
very pretty in summer.
CHARLES L. A.

_—

Port Hawkesbury, C.B.

Dear Editor,—I am a little Scotch girl,
ten years old, and I live in a small, but
very pretty town. Hawkesbury is situ-
ated on the Strait of Canso, which is about
fifteen miles long and one mile wide. In
summer-time many vessels come in the
harbor, also steamboats, which carry pas-
sengers. A new railway passes in front
of the town. It was completed last fall.
There are four churches here; I go to the
Baptist. I get the ‘Messenger’ at Sunday-
school, and we all like it very much. We
had our annual Sunday-school picnic. We
went to Cape Porcupine and had a lovely
time. : ANNIE JEAN.

Dear Editor,—This is my second letter
to the correspondence. I was very much
pleased to see my last letter printed. We
had two weeks’ holidays at school, and it
started on Monday, Aug. 18. I like to go
to school very much. I am also very fond
of reading and have read quite a mumber
of books; some of them are: ‘Little Men,’
‘Bessie on Her Travels,” ‘Bessie at School,’
¢Abby Blake,’ ‘Harry Blake’s Troubles,’
‘Elsie and the Raymond’s,’ ‘Elsie’s Wom-=
anhood,” ‘Profiles,” ‘Our Bessie, and many
others that I cannot think of. I like Lou-"
isa M. Alcott’s books better than those of
any other author. I am a member of the
Maple Leaf Club; I lost my button a few
days ago, but I must write for another.
We have a band here in Echo Vale, and
on August 7 we had an entertainment at”
a place about three miles from here call-’
ed Marsboro. It was quite a success.

KATIE McD.

—

Charlottetown, P.E.L.
Dear Editor,—This is my second letter
to your paper. I like the ‘Messenger’
very much. I think I like the ‘Boys’ and
Girls’ Page’ and the correspondence best.
I am eleven years old. I go to school and
I am in the fifth book. My teather’s name
is Miss MacKinnon. I like her wvery:
much. I have three sisters and one bro-
ther., My sisters’ names are Mabel, Doro=
thy and Jean, and my brother’s name is
Frederic. I am very fond of reading. I
like reading historical books. I wonder
if any of your little readers have read a
book called ‘St. James, or the Court of
Queen Amnne.’ It is a very interesting
book. My favorite authors are: A. L. O.
E., Louisa M. Alcott, Henty, and Mar-

rat, ETHEL C. L. (Age 11.)

Kinmount, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I have only seen two let-
ters from Kinmount in your paper, so I
thought I would write. My teacher’s name
is Mr. Roberts; there is a new school be-
ing built at present. Our village is sur-
rounded by high, rocky hills, and a river .
runs the centre. I live on a hill
with a great many large trees om it,
There are two hotels, a stave/factory, two
saw- , one creamery, three churches,
two blacksmiths, nine stores, and a post-
office. I read the ‘Elsie’ books, ‘Pansy’s,’
Rosa Carey’s, and others. I hope I will,
see this letter in print. I have two bro-
thers and one sister. e BT

West New Annan, N.S,

Dear Editor,—I have been taking the
‘Messenger’ since last December and . like
it fine. . I enjoy reading the letters, so I
thought I would write a letter in answer
Papa is reading
‘The Man From Gl ’ and we all
enjoy it. I am very fond of reading, and
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. very short letter as the above.
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go to school; we only have half a mile to
go. I am in the fifth grade; we have va-
cation now. Several of my little cousins
from New Annan wrote to the ‘Messenger.’
This i my first letter, and I hope to hear
from Miss McIvor again. I am quite &
lot younger than she is. I will be twelve
years old on Sept. 8. We live on the
mountains; it is quite a pretty place. We
live eight miles from Tatamagouche; we

have .falls on our farm. Quite
@ number come to see the falls
in  summer. Papa has. a saw-

mill, and it is fun catching trout in the
dam and seeing them skip about in the
water. We have a nice Sunday-school.
My two brothers and sister and myself at-
tend it. Mamma is quite well acquainted
on the Gulf and Fox Harbor. Mr. John
McIvor and Mr. Gordon McDonald are her
cousins. I would like to see letters in
the ‘Messenger’ from Gertie McIvor and
her little sisters. MINNIE E. BYERS.

Feversham, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I am a little girl twelve
years old. We live in a village. My fa-
ther has a farm of one hundred acres. We
keep it rented. My father is an under-
taker and agent. I go to school; I passed
the Entrance Examination this month.
My teacher’s name is Mr. Hudson. He is
a good teacher. I have one sister ahd two
brothers. My two brothers are in Toron-
to. I am the youngest of the family. I
have a pet cat; her name is Minnje. I in-
tend going to Toronto for a visit in about
two weeks. We get the ‘Messenger’ in our
Sunday-school. We like it very well, and
we are always very anxious to get it. I
like the correspondence and the ‘Little
Folks’ Page.’ There are two blacksmith
shops, three stores, one temperance hotel,
two carpenter shops and a number of
dwelling-houses here. There is a fine rock
called the Beaver Rock. We have a grist
and saw-mill. F. M. M. P. (Age 12.)

: Kemptville, Yarmouth Co., N.S.

Dear Editor,—Seeing so many letters in
the ‘Messenger’ I resolved to write one
also. This is the second year I have tak-
en the ‘Messenger.’ I would not like to
be without it, as I am very fond of read-
ing, and have read quite a lot of books, I
have five brothers and two sisters. My
youngest sister is a cripple. We have a
horse to carry us to school, which is two
and one-half miles away. I like to go to
school and am in the eighth grade. My
father is a farmer. We live on a farm,
consisting  of 2,200 acres. We keep
about seventy head of cattle, fifty-five
of sheep, and two horses. Mamma has a
bed of strawberries and we eat all we
want. I would like to see this in print,

- as I have never written to any paper be-

fore. We have all around our house pret-

-ty flowers. We also have a number of

house plants, and six of them have bloom-
ed. I was ten years old last March.
: e : FANNIE B.

Acadia Mines, N.S.

Dear Editor,—~I have only written to
your paper once before. I hope I will see
this letter in print. My papa is working
in Sydney. I-am ten years old. I would
like some little girl to correspond with
me, if they would please write first. My
address is: Ida Williams, Acadia Mines,

- Col. Co., N.§.

(In future we cannot publish such a

spondents should try to give some news.—
,Ed-;) * s i

Your Own Paper Free,
‘Northern Messenger’ subscribers may
have their own subscription extended one

year, free of charge, by remitting “sixty

cents for two new subscriptions.
Special Clubbing Offer, ‘World Wide’
and ‘Noriihgyn Messenger,” $1.00.

————————
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Cheerfulness is ‘the rubber tire on life’s

vehicle. It breaks the jolt whenever pru-
dence and industry have been unable to

remove the stones from the road.

Corre- -
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Compensation.
(May Riley Smith, in ‘Northwestern Ad-
vocate.”)

She folded up the worn and mended frock,
And smoothed it tenderly upon her knee,
Then through the soft web of a wee red

sock
She wove the bright wool musing
thoughtfully:
‘Can this be all? The great world is so
fair
I hun’ger for its green and pleasant
ways.’

A cripple prisoned in her restless chair,
Looks from her window with a wistful
gaze,

‘I can but weave a faint thread to and fro,
Making a frail woof in a baby’s sock;
Into the world’s sweet tumult I would go,

At its strong gates my trembling
hands would knock.’
Just then the children came, the father,
too;
Their eager faces lit the twilight gloom.
‘Dear heart,’ he whispered, as he nearer
drew,
‘How sweet it is within this room!

‘God puts my strongest comfort here to

draw
‘When thirst is great and common wells
are dry. -

Your pure desire is my unerring law;
Tell me, dear one, who is so safe as I?
Home is the pasture where my soul may

feed ;
This room a paradise has grown to be;
And only where these patient feet shall
lead ;
Can it be home for these dear ones and
me.?

He touched with revex‘_ent hand the help-

less feet,
The children crowded close and kissed
her hair. s /s

‘Our mother is so good and kind and sweet,
There’s not another like her anywhere!
The baby in her low bed opened wide
The soft blue flowers of her timid eyes,
And viewed the group about the cradle
side 7 :
With smiles of glad and innocent sur-
prise. - - e

The mother drew the baby to her knee,
And smiling, said: ‘The stars shine soft
_ to-night; ¢
My world is fair; its edges sweet to me,
And whatsoever is, dear Lord, is right!’

How to Keep the Honse Cool.

‘Many things can be done to make even
the small house a comfortable, restful
place in hot weather,” writes Maria Parloa,
in ‘The Ladies’ Home Journal’ for August.
‘Of course the windows must be properly
shaded with blinds or awnings, and also

- well screened. All the heavy hunglngl

B

should be removed, and when possible the
carpets should be taken up or covered with
linen. ' Cool colors, such as white, gray,
light greens and blues, should take the
place of warmer colors. Thin white mus-
lin curtains soften the light. The house
should be well aired and sunned at least
once a day. The early morning is best
for this. Open all the windows and blinds
and let the sun and air pour through the
house. About nine o’clock close the blinds
and all the windows except one or two
downstairs and two or three upstairs. In
the open windows place wet grass screens,
or cover the regular screens with wet flan-
nel. When the sun goes down open all the
windows, and blinds. A sky-light or win-
dow should be kept open night and day
in the attic, except, of course, when it
rains. The wllar windows should be open
only at night. If they are not closed dur-
ing the heat of the day the warm, mois-
ture-laden air enters the cellar and con-
denses on walls, pipes, metals, etc,, and in
a few days will make it so damp as to be
an unsuitable place for keeping food.’

*  Cod Fish Recipes.

For Fish Pudding take two pounds of
cod fish, cut in slices about the size of
silver dollars, half an inch thick; fill the
bowl with the paste, as usual, lay some
of the fish on the bottom, season with
salt, pepper, a little chopped parsley, on-
ions, a little flour and pieces of the liver,
if any, then the fish, and so on, until
full; add a gill of milk or water, shake it
well, tie up, and boil one hour and serve.
A little bay leaf and thyme may be added,
if handy. All fish may be done the same
way, varying the flavor according to taste.

To serve Salt Codfish with Eggs, take
a pint bowlful of shredded fish, place it
in a pan, cover with water and set on
the back of the stove. When the fish is
fresh enough drain off the water and
melt a piece ‘of butter the size of an egg
with the fish, stirring in a tablespoon of
flour and letting the mixture cook, be-
ing careful to avoid its becoming brown.

. Then add three cups of milk and after it

has come to a boil break, in carefully as’
many fresh eggs as there are persons to
be served. Take the eggs out when the
whites are cooked, place them on a shal-
low dish, and pour the fish over them.
Salt codfish, when properly prepared,
with the salt washed and boiled out, then
creamed and served on toast, is an ideal
quick-breakfast dish. When the larder
is comparatively empty and the butcher
does not send the steak in time pick and
shred a bowl of codfish until very fine
and light. . Put it into a stewpan .and
cover with cold water. Let it come slow-
ly to a boil, while you rub a tablespoon
of sifted flour into a generous ome:: of !
butter. Turn the fish into a colander and .

_ drain off the salt water; then turn it

back into the pan and pour over it about
half a pint of rich milk or cream. Let
this reach the boiling point, then stir in
the flour and butter to thicken slightly.
Cook three or four minutes longer, then
turn over squares of nicely browned and
buttered toast. >

~
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eell like wildfire. This gnndnm- wal
has polisted Silver nlckel open face
onse, the k elaborately engrav-
od, with Iqlm wind, fmported works,
uinelever escupewent, an exact and re-
ith care it will Inst ten !e#n.
hnrnu postpald Yom
h in s foew mine
Pt 100 Yoronte

ll“u“mclup;r “'“

Write lcudnhv and :.-m wend, tho Vien O
ean sell them aud oarn this wai
utes. Nation#) T'rading Co.,

Cups,

3 Boat,

imitat
Anish

ted
ner Plates, 12 Tea

'sds, 2 Vegetable Dishes, 2 d.velo. 1
10-inch Meal Platter, 1 14-inch Meat Platter, 1 Gravy

i Creamer and 1 Slop Bowl—in =il 97 full 1’.
> Pleces ol' hlndsom decorated China given

away for
14k, Gold ﬂnhhed Slone Set Stick Pml and helping
us to secure a few more agents. These dainty Pins
wre in & variety of pretty designs set with exquisite

Bapphires, etc., of 5o fine & quamy and brilliant &

. They Jook easily worth ten times what we ask

< and st our price, 15¢. go like wildfire. You can earn
this bandseme Dirner und Tea Bet in a few minutes of

yourspare time. Write to-day and we send Stick Pins posipaid. Don’t miss thischance. Piu Co., Dept. 424, Toronte

iates, 12 Soup Plates, 12
12 Saucers, 12 Fruit Saacers, 12 But-

ﬁ
i
\\\ \////,

1 Tea Pot and Cover, 1 Sugar Bowl and Cover, 1

ngat 18¢. each only 18 beautiful

ion Turquoise, Dismonds, Emeralds, Rubies,

that only an expert could tell them from real

e e

FEEL AIR RIFLE i
ven for seliiug st 10c. each oniy LU wonueriul Glass Pens

and helping us to get & few more agents, These Pens are made eu-
tirely of glass. They are Ilglt;h- feather, never"ruu. never we':r out n':h;ﬂ.'ﬁ
easily everywhere.

wsteel long-distanes Alr Rifle is of 3{ bul make and latest model, with nickelled barrel, !:If’r
guard and side plates. It has improved globe sights, pistol grip xud walnut stock, shoots shot, s!u,

® page with one dip of ink

or darts with terrific force and feot sceuracy. Just the thing for lmlllgmn

os postpaid. THE TOLEDO PE

Co., Dept 426 Toronto,

and target -cxloe. Write to-

day and we will send you the

emmallod and Gold

feed, and all acces:
ction Book. The best

for selling, at18e. each,

beautiful mirror.

—=_.F RE E $40.00 SEWING MACHINE

Golden
HEAD on finish, nn. Japlnned stand, annu m-au finoly

decorated exira hiLh and ex! mlm:amhuduu

kardened tool stecl bearings, with take.up features,
Justable tension release, adjustable presser foot
well-threading cylinder lhum., --l{«mu modlo. po-n.lve double action vibrating

stru
most reliable Sewing Machine, s« \ld lofum than $40.
only 2% Dex.

comylete with la ent ad-
and bar, automatic bubbin winder,

b, cul-i bovbfu lwodl;c. cte., uadlu‘-
ugou s running, finest ap ar
me av §no

‘bsolu

curing & few more agents. These Books aie micely prin beautifully bound, an

each contains 789 choice recipes. We send you the J 4 “d' A M‘ d
of good faith, and to show that you mean business, we nire adeposit of le. on each
book, 30¢, in all, which you may keep out of the $4.50 rocy
order and 30c, deposit to-day. You can easily sell the Cook Books in an bour, Every
housekeeper buys one. 20,000 sold already. Don't miss this Grand Chanes to get g $40 00
gowing Machine absolutely free. Home Specialty Co., Dept. 427, Toronto.

Books on credit, but
eived for the books. Seud your

FREE

Plam. 2 C ale Pintes. 1 (reamer 7

A40-Piece China

Tea Set—w Cups.
Oancers,

and ! Slop Bowl. beautifal white porce-|&3
lain ware, newest gulern , elegantly decorated. §

A rc:nlur $5.

15e. eac

0 Sef, Given for selling
h only 10 14k. Golden Stone Set

l.ocketn and helping ns to secure &' few more

agents,

These beautiful Friendship Hearts are

three times t*+ sizc of the pleture and ure each
set with a brilLsot fmi:atio

friends. Thoy look well 'orth 50c. Millions have alread

D!

eontain miniature photographs of lover: ery
bean gold in the Iusotmc- Write to-day and 'n vﬂl send the

11, TORONTO. ARIO.

REE 7l

With cum‘plale outfit as follows :

Full font of lead type, type tweez-

ers, bronzing cotton,gold

bronve, silver bronze, ink
llozal

llln1 at 1Beo
nch only 8 Diamond
Collar Buttons,
with  richly emgmnd

gold-finished lever to)

¥ set with large sparklin
el ectric Diamonds, .nd
helping us to get:lew
more agents. Everybody bu: s o 1ite Lo.dnyk and we
will send the Collar Buttons, po-tpu 0U AN MAake mone)
nti :rd‘ envelopes, ete. SN yomr\;

Locksts postpald. THE AGENTS TRAD co.,

EARN T HIS
WATCH =00

bine blsck lnk Pcwdnr uu s0e
m.mm

Tach
makes fi boulu(!ﬁo.'mh),

E=4 of superior luk. llluarhe/ap and pres
4 ful that everybody buys. This
handsoma Wwatch has polilh silver
nickel open face cage, the back elab-
omcelyenm Aved, with keyless wind
imported weorks, genuine lever escapement,
an exact and reiiable timekeeper. With
care it will Inst u~n'_yh ars. Write
to-day and we will send the 10 packages

postpaid. You ean scllthemand earn this Waich in
o fow minutes; Western Ink Co Box N Toronto.

oy 05. ’I‘OROH'I‘O, ONTARIO.

I.IIIY'S WATCH

for selling at 10c.

each, only 1 doz. /4
plollm of Lcmon. Vanilla
and Almond Flavoriag Fowders and \
securing & fow more agents for us,
One package equals 15c. worth of §
Liquid Flavoring and s far better, §
Bvery housekecper buys one or more

You can earn this watch
s ‘s few minutes. Tt is @ little
beauty with sllver nickel ecase, fancy .
docorated dial, go!d hands snd stem
wind and set, reliable imported works. Write to-day and we
will send you the Fiavoring Powders, postpaid. We trust

HOME SUPPLY CO. BOX N. L., TORO

| PING PONG or ?!"P'h‘s FREE

FREE SKSFOARNE°

Made of selectsd California redw wood, handsome.
1y polished, 23 silver striogs and 8 bars, pro.
duclu‘lohordl. This popular lntrumonl
Camplete with musio rack, ploks, full fn.
) structor and 16 selectlon

selling st 15€. each oul

Home Cook Books aud hei’pln; us to get
@ few more agents. These books ars
nicely printed, beautifully bound, and
each contains 7839 choice recipes. We
send you the

Send your order and

g 8o. deposit to-day ou can easily sell

You
t.ho Cook Bwn In l Ya' mlnntu.

lo-

FREE
TWRIT-
IRG

CASE

Handsome Lady's Seeretary 10} inches ‘ong, 7 tuches wide und

8| inches deep, made of mahogany fintshed ed highly polished

hardwood  with hin, “m beautiiully inluid wil.h lighter
Wi

woods and dscorat
in colorg. It {4 lined

vely dusigns of es and leaves
throughout with rich purple velvet And

when openod forms & sloping deak, It bas com ts for
wgendenvo.ope- letters, also pens, ofls, 1 homae etc.

this
each o

I'HOS.

oged it fastens with a good Jock and key. ?
nmcent Wriling (m for umn 10¢
only I beantiful packages of delicions Heliotrope,

Violet and R«we erfume and helping us to secure a few more
Acents. Nothing Sclis so casily as our Perfume.

BARRY, AHHIR&TBUI& ONT.,says, 1 rold all the Per-

!
fume in 15 minutes.” Write to-day and we will send the P. 1+
fumopostpaid. Rose Pe

rtme Co., Dept 412, Torouto.

‘The most poputar tndmdnluumth ln.uppﬁndl
years. All the rage in large cities. Youn, gl and old en!oy
equally., Complete Outfit, consisting of dividing net with pos

and clamps, two regulation bats, two genuine ceiluloid bnlh nmi
full Instructions given free for selling at 15¢. each only € hand-
some pieces of Jewelry, Lockets, Btlek Pins, Cuff Links, Pins,
eto., and helping us to get a few more agents. Write to-day and
‘we will send the vaelry pnlpdd. You can easily sellit and earn

% werld. u-rly 2 M h,elenml: dressed
from head to foot J‘ and satins, lase
:M nlvet, 'llh n)mn hu. d-im.y tittle

:u«mginp 1?uu bt M and un.
ress e an, % As mtty u -
fairy P;im,’my chelu pearly
beautiful eyes and golden ri»ghn (au
stand alone or wit iy a chair, Givem
free for selling at §5e. each only 6 hand-
some piecesof Jewe!ry, Lockets, Stick Pins,
Cuff Links, Hat Pins, etc., sod Lelping ua
1o get a few more agents, Every of our
Jewelry Jooks worth 50c. At 15¢. you can
casily sell the 6 ploee- in a few minutes,
Write 'o—dly and we vlll mi!.thv Jv:e!ry
reminm
goyndleale. Dept. 1?'{), Toronto.

this interesting and deli; e in o few minutes. Cane
adian Pre ‘r-dfm te, Dept. 423, Toronto.

FREE %c% DEOH

bmﬁfn“yﬂnllhed lOnl.ckcl te&

82 stops, 2 sets reeds, eboni:
case, open muon. double bellows,

Wuickelled protectors and clasps,

A pac
 equals 15¢, worth of Liguid Flavor-
!ng :\nd is far better. Ewverys
l. erm to day and
we will send the Flavori owderl po:t OME
SUPPLY CO., nui'r 105, TORONTO, ONt.

Earn This

Watch

5y selling at 15¢. each on!
Leautiful 14k Gold ﬂ!‘lgd
Btone Bet Btick Pins and
helylnx:‘lto gt afew more agents.
ins are in a variety
of pretty dellgm set with exquisite

Emeralds, R\lblel, Sapphires, ete.,
of sofine & quality and brillianta
finish that only au expert could
7 tell them from real gems, They |
ook ensily worth ten times what

we uk and it our ,?ricc only 15¢. |
his handsome
bas polished L3 ilver

mnickel open face e:.:2,the b
e‘lmum: engraved, with keyless wind, 'impor:::
works, genuine lever escapement, an cxact and reliable times
keeper. Write to-day and we will send the stick pins ponpda.
THE PIN €O. DEPT. 400, TOIO

six plates at once, the hol

E°IE X R
CAMERA
L

! por,’

i wrm, eold =t less than

1 $5.00, 'l‘aku a picture
2){ x1 § has high
° l ehro;nnh Set fo-
us lens, perfect du:
brilliant detachable yien:
finder for uprigm or hori«
zontal pictures, and per-

fectly adjusted shutter for

lnup nThgt or timei expos-
cs, The came)

entirely of thin sheetsof metal covered wh.h fine seal gn.lr; l:::bag:

ette, ail the attachmente belng brightly nlekel-pmed. It takes

ders being furnished free with the

camera. Jt takesa patfm plcture, and is easy to handle, We

give
15¢.
Yins,

this famons “vaper Camera for selling at
each only § handsome picces of Jewelry, Loekeu,ms‘tlck
Cuff Links, Hat Pins, eto., and hel ing us to get afew

more agents, Every ?leee of our Jewelry looks worth 50c. At

150 you can easily sel

the 8 pieces in a few minutes, Write to-

klllﬂ we will gend the Jewelry postpaid. CANAID AN

EMIUM SYNDICATE, Depted: 2, Yoronto.

R

i




THE MESSENGER.

15

€€ WATCF
Forae)lwg at 20¢. each cnly 15 Wone

derful Gings Pens and helping
us te get a few more agonts. These
Pens are made entirely of glass.
They arelight as a feather, never
rust, never wear out, and wiite a
page with one dip of ink. They
sell easily everywhere. This
handsome watch is b.autifunlly
Gold finished and elegantly en-
raved in Solid Gold designs, open
ace, stem wind and set, fitted with
imported jewelled uorks eylinder
escapement, re'iable and accurate.
Looks worth §60.00. You can easily
earn it in a few minutes, Write
to-day and wo will send the Pens

ost patd. TOLED
&0 Dept-‘ 415, TORONTO

FREE Seaveses
B autifully ﬂnisbed, 10 uicke!
Xkeys, 2 stops, 2 scts of reeds, ebo-
nized case, , Open act o and double
bellows, nickelled protectors and
clasps. civenfurselliingai 9 each
only 10 Jurgsb -autiful jackages
of de icious Heliotrop+, Violet and
Rose Perfum~ and ‘u Aping us to
wet a few mors agents.

] buys our Perf\une.
THOS, ZARBY Amherstburg,
Ong,, says: **1 sold all the Per-
furie in 15 minutes.” Wr te to-
day and we will send the Perfume postraid. T ROSE
PERFUNE CO., DEPT. 402, TORONTO.

K Heliotrope, Vlolet and Rose
Perfume und heliingus to

beautlful guarto Album is
bound in full renaissance
celluloid wi(h nlk lush back and cover, handsome y
decorated with nely-eolored floral design, gold
title, border. odges and spring clasp. It holds a large
eollection of both cabinet uxd pnnol photoaraphs

Write to-day and we will send wme paid.
ROSE é ME C 0..:Dept 417, ‘l&onnu.

LUSg" £ DANCING SKELETON

AND
CROW . lenrms and I
Afﬁern.novlngtheweo-
tators '.o cxmlna it to
g;ov is no hid-
hm yon 1a;
iton t.ha table and as
fae, when e‘L"&‘" .
une, w ® as-
ton n’hmn;.‘ every-
lkelaton
nhu lt- head, and
then slow] o s LTARRIY Sagonsls.
enu y upon an ceem n ear
‘"‘Zo g ¢ the ‘whistilug becorses
nvone.- so does the muno skeleton keeping time
the music. Aﬂord- hours of fun and completely
mystifies everyo: Price, with directmns He.
‘I“IIE NOY TY CO., BOX 401 TORONTO.

Earn"l‘hwgs
\WATCH i ezt

belpiug us to get a fo

more agents, These Peus are made uumly
of glass. They are as light ax a feather, never
| | rust, never wear out, and write a page with
one dip of ink. They seli every.
where, This bandsome watch bas
poiished Silver mickel open face case,
the back elaborately engraved, with keyless
wind, fmported works, genuine lever es-
ﬁ""""' an exact and reliuble timekeeper,
Illn care it will Inst 10 years.

rite to-day and we will send the Pens post-
paid. THE TOLEDO® YEN (0.,
DEPY. 400, Toronio, Ont.

AECHAGIOLINTERN

it § pictures in colors, by selling at 150. each on'y
| § 81X cards, each comtaining 4 Collur Buttons
by ﬂtl Gohi finished lever tops and edlnlold
backs and helping wus to get other
azents, Each card of Bu&m isworth
40c. At 15c.  card are & wounder-
ful . They seli «o easil thﬂt
you will earn this ;ﬁ;;lendld
Lante:rn in & few
ean then makc rou 0|’
ugouey ulvlu: exhibitions.
- for the Collar Buttous.
Ti“i GOLDAlOIb €O.,
DEPT. 4 6. TOHONTO.

seling at

dc& wun.orm
Giass ¥eus wud
bei m‘ us togel a few
T agents.

la  ade entirely

: mﬂmrnnli[ht
' as a feather, never rust, never wear out,
and write a plge with «ne dip or ink.

4
-
E : Lo g ‘-Eomu!f.

averywhere.
This wouderful i strument is made Ly
the famous Columbia ¥lo: o-raph Co.
and Paris, \\ith it we send five select ons.
anro’ 3 “The Mockis
, Chickens,
3 "Dlxie hud. Write to-day and we
v‘m :endme Pens, post m. ‘{ou cau easily gm th-

Lrapho) aonu hn
PEN (O, Bipt. 414, TORONT®, Sntario

each, onl
‘10 faghionable Gold-finished Hat Pi .
with beésutifully desi tops set wml
large sparkling
phires, Rubies, lnwr-ldn, etc.
“and hel, us to get 8 few more
agente. They look worth f0c.
and sell like hot cakes. This
‘admumco‘ﬁ?hn:’wpw
Zrav 8]
» stem wind and set, fitted
wll.h imported jewelh‘ worke,

cylinder nd

uccurate. Looks worth §50.00.
You can easi'y earn it in a few
mlnawe-. Wrno to—;hy for Hat.

witl send them,
postpsid. JEWLLRT oo. Box N Q. 'l'omto.

GOLD GASED
WATON T

>4 BARGAIN SALE

Rom3™*® SILK RIBBONS atmost FREE

We hare receatly j urchased several Thousand Dolinra
worth of Ribbon Remuants, in London, Kngland, much
below the actusl eost of mnuu!ncmre We are thereby
| enabled to offer the Indy readersof this paper An e

mense barﬁu‘n in choice Ribbons, They areall
A from one to three yardsinlength,nodsome
38 inches wide. Anougstthese Ribbons are some
§ of the very finest qua ity, Crown Edge, Gros-Graln,
Moire, Picot Edge, Satin Kd e, 8ilk Broeades, Striped
Ottoman &nd various other plain and faney styles, faa
variety of fashionsble colors, a1l shades and
widths, suita'e for Bonnet Strings, Neckwear,
Trimmiogs for Hats and Dresses, Bows, Scarfy, ete.,
ete. Alifirstelass. Nolaly can purchase such tine
Ribbons as these at any store in the land for mauy
times our price.  Pan’t miss this Parpain.
Mrs. W. Gallagher, East Clifton, Que.,
saye I consider your Ribbons thecheapest Ba guin
1 ever got.”" Price, per box, only 35¢.,0r 3 boxes for%%,
postpaid, Mil.inery Sup.ly Co., Box N, H

40-Piece Cch
Tea w3

E R E et Sa.ucv-rs. 12
3 Tea Plates, 2 Cake Plates, 1 Creamer and 1
Slop Bowl. ’Beautiful white pur(,elmn ware, newesat
9 pattern, elegantly decorated. Regular $5.00
ko Given for selling at 10¢, each only 18 large,

beautiful packages of delicious Heliotrope, Violet and
Rose Perfume and helping us to get a few more agents,
Nothing sells like our Perfume. Its fragrance
lasts for years. You can earn this Tea Set in a faw
minutes. THOS. BARRY, AMHEERSTBURG, ONT.

== “ [ sold 11 the Perfume in 15 minutes.” Write t rm 3
and we will send the perfume postpaid. THE ROSE PLiRFUME CO., DEPT. 411, TORONT

C\\‘%" For selling at 15e€, each, only 10 hndsome pieces of Jewelry
a E Stick Pins, Brooches, Lockets. etc.. and help ngus 1o get o few
U N nie ag pis. EV 1y piece of Jewelry Jo ks worth 50c. Al our

price I5¢, everybody lnun This epl-udid un is finely made with best quu\nﬁ
re , rel ab'e lock, hig ly finished hardword s ock witl

srer guard, »nd metal t ped ramrod. It is acenrately

splendid shooter. Dealers ask 800 for this

gun. You can gt one absoiute y free ln exchange for a few minutes of your spare

time. Write today and we will send the Jewelry D The Cunadi Synd cate, Dept. 403, Toionto.

stoel barrel, taper choked- 1w
sieel shoulder-p ateand t
sighted and guarante

FREE N Complm with strings and bow. Powarful,

oot toned, gouuine Stradivarivg e ‘e,

ull size. M.Ado ouel»ﬂ»d wood, with Im., ity polishe ( top, indaid edges and ebony fin-
~ ished trinumings, ven absolu tely free for sélihg at

Oc. each ouly 10 Wonderfnl Glass Fens and he ping
vs 1o geta few more ugen:s. These Pens are mude entir ly of
glags.  1hey are as light 4s & feather, never rust, ever wear out,
and wrte a page with one dip of ink. They sell every-
whsre. You can easily earn this Grand Concert Violia iu a few minutes.  Write to-duy
and we will send the Pens, postpaid. The Toledo Pen Co., Dept. 406, Toronto Lut,

7et. & few more sgents. One nis 15¢
Liquid Plavering and is far beu«rh:.“ .
ne or mere packages, This elegant and stylish Couch hus
frame of bestselected hardwo d, mahogany finish, finest tem-
pered etoel springs, full deep spring edge, hcud and scart,
::umd with best excelsior, np*olstersd in high quality, four-

nrk myrtie green, peacock blue, nnmon old rose, erimn-

mental rogettes, a magnifice:
youonly a little of your spare time. Wrile to day and we

FREE—‘MQ 00 BICYGLE

s cr
Gent': 1902 node hmt m.uu?
’ / steel tublnf, finely -m\mrlled frame, all

'~ \\other metal parts made frem best steel
> —|ihandsomeoly uckel-Litod. good pne anati
C o /tires, 10-k el rims, iraproved saddle, new

/I V style hanle bars, e'c. elc., in fact, & re

lb/ lar $40 00 Bicy: ie free to yon for selling, lt
Sme=” . ABC. each, on'y @ dox. Canadian Home
Cook Honku and helping usto secure a few
more ag~nts. Thess books are nierly pﬂnt-«i. beauti un, bound, an i each contains 789 choice reci: We gend you the Cook

o0ks on credit, but as a proef of xoed faith, aud th show that you maan business, we require a gd‘ it of 1c. on each book,

ot 2e. in all, whichy u may kee; mtof Lhe 82 60 received for lhn 24 books. 8-nd vour onter and 2e. deposit to-ay. You
e easily sell the Cook b WHE HOME SPECIAL €O., BEPT. 4. TORO

% fuad

& Violet nud Rose Perfume aud belping

‘-‘“‘ Nothing solls ikeit
lrry, Amhoutbur% OnL, says:
Terfume {o |

we will send the Perfume postpai

a few m nutes

Favmnnmllbu) FUME CO.,Dept 400 1‘0

EARN THIS
~ WA

by sellingat 10e.
emhonuy [0 (arge
of rope,

ulm

A got other agents. Its fragrance lasts for

Thes,
1 sold

.'" This hand-

open face case, the buck elab rately
o ved, with keyless wiud, im arlud
nine lever mrmm AR exact
‘ith eare l:

can sell it and earn !hln wni -

! ¥asy running, swift and power
velours in all the Intest co'ors, as desired “{v with iron stand, hmp&,“"
ot and steam chest, steel piston rod
v sud fiy-wheel und Kussian
iron burper comparimeut

given for selling at 150, each

ounly six Rismond Co '«

Inr Buitons with ﬂciﬂl

B ep 'l‘lﬂlng. Tail roii head, ora.

nt piece of hmlmn that will cost

We trust you.

FREE sita: 32

s engraved gold-finished lever tops se
FREE rms.u, n:-h'l:. electric ¢1;‘md¢m Iu
ug us to get other agents, Nothic, ull-lln
MV'P"‘&K Bo& ou: Diswond Collar Buttons. W
decirated and we will send them postpaid. Glmi
!rﬂhﬂomn 1nd ves it

terflies and scroli w i, all in

A

only 9 large brauti-
ful packages of de'i-
cious  Hellotrope,
Violet and Ros» I'v 1~
fume and hel. in

NOVELTY €CO.. Dept. 421, Toronto

rfyh:nd we will send u.r Porfoma rosipaid.

GGNBINATION KHIFE nNﬂ! TOCL .&

meto.. Dent. 418, Torcento f‘;-“' m«?ﬁ‘h ric

G l R L N Lo:or topl.dlel:t 1"&"‘ llma; mrkutn‘%. = eotrim Dis.

on ‘more
S X . Thte, Samgnifcent BLith. 05
4 compiete tool chest in nnlf. oon-l:tlnxof, l.wrn#
driver ; 2, nut-cracker ; 3, hoof-clunlr. punch ; 8,
l.mu Princess, / corkscrew ; 6, tweezers 3 f:sd b\ndc,nl!'.

Abe pretitest dotl / 1ittle blade. A strong, welifinis
inthe world, pear- 7 heffield of best: qnn‘lit’#ngl wuh ‘ll!
: b sl piedie, it i g vagl]
o) o paid. :
_ RGVELTY ©0., DEPT 404, TOR

and tace trimmed
nnderuoﬂdnx. Can b.
dressed and

auny live bdry As n
as a8 hh-y m.": u;

pearly teeth, beau-

\Klicye- n«i pldn ring-

lets. Caa stand uoneor sit
inachuir, Givem

for seiling at §5e, each only 6
haminﬂ‘ 14k, wnu-‘;m

Full nngm wade of soft, warm, glossy, bi
fur, a perfect imitation of the finest F-bh,
resal heud sud three full tails, very

‘helping usto get a few more agents,
pieceofour Jewelry looks worth 50c. At 15c.

R, I8 1B

i‘.lo‘nnt. Softand Warm.
fortable and swlhh

i ‘

y.
en absolutely Free for selllugas 15¢.
each only 8 hnd!ame of J u:uvy':éﬁ

Pins, L«skctl. Cuff Links, Hat Plu. ete., and

Every.
you

ean sell the 8 pleces in & few minutes, Wi
d.,mve-ulmdmhvelry Mﬂ“%

trust yo
ﬂndiuto, Dept. N.iK. F. ‘l‘om‘o
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GOLD WATCH

g
LADY'S OR GENT'S SIZE
Double Hunting case, beautilully
(old finished and richly engravedin
bandsome Soiid Gold desigps, stem
wind and set, imported jewetled
§ works, mccurate and reliable. A
| very beautiful Wateh, Looks
worth 8 00.00. Wegiveitfor
4 solling at E5e. each only 1 doz.
fashionable Gold finished Hat Pins,
with besautiful y designed tops set
with lerge sparkling imitation San-
phires. RRubies, Emeralds,
etc., aud helping us to get afew more
sgents,  Our Hat Pins look
worth 50¢. and sell like hot
eakes. Youcsn earn this elegant waich in a
few minntes, Write to-dsv end we will send Hst Pios,
postpaid. JEWELRY CO. BOX N. V., TORONT®

For selling at 15e€. each only 19 cards, each
containing 4 Collar Bu'tors with Go'd finished

FRE

Lever tops and Celiuloid backs, and helping us
to get a few more agents, Each card of Buttors isworth 40c. At /o8
1jen Card they are n wonderful bargain. This
Gun is finely mad -, with best qua ity steel barvel, taper choke-

bored, reliable Jock, highly finished bardweod :tock with steel

shoulder plife and tricer gnard, and m: tal tipved ramrod. Itis acenrately sighted

and guaranteed o splendid shooter. Write to day for the Collar Buttons. The Goldaloid Co., Dept. 403, Torouto.
Powerful, Sweetstone with strings

FBEE VIOLlN- and bow, full size, Stradivarius modek

made of selected wood, with highly polished top, inlai
edges and « bony finished trimmings, given for sellin
at 15€. cach only 7 iamond ¢ol ar Button- wit
richly engraved Gold finished lever tops, set wi th large,
@ sparkling Electric Diamonds, and helping usto get a few
more agents. Everybody bm's cur Coellar Ewtions. You can earn
this Grand Concert Violin in a few minutes. Writeto-day and we will send
the Collar Butions postpaid. Gem Novelty Co., Dep’t. 406, Toronive

FREE 10 suees g

Eoth beautifully g 1d-hiished, one set with 8 large handsome Opals that
listen with all the gurgeons colors of the ratnbow, and the other set with
fiery, flashing. rich, red Rubies in fancy claw settings. e give both

the '@ handsome Rings for w!lin{ at 12e. each only 9 large

Beautiful packages of delicious Heliotrope, Violet and Rosé Perfume and

Jelpiug us to seenre a few more agent:, Nothing sells like our

4 Perfume. Its fra, ce lasts for years. YVou can easily
earn both these Rin:s ina few minutes. Thos Barry, Amberstburg, Ont.

says: * I sold all the Perfume n 15 minutes.” \Write t-day and we wlﬂ

S e 97 PIECES
DINNER AND TEA SET

Elegantly decornted English China, 12
Dinner Plates, 12 Tea Plates, 12 Soup Plates, 12 Cups,
12 Saucers, 12 Fruit Sauce 12 Butter Pads, 2 Vege-
table Dishes, 2 Covers, 1 10-inch Meat Platter, 1 14-inch
Meat Platter, 1 Grayy Bast, 1 Tea Pot and Cover, 1
Sugar Bowl and Cover, 1 Creamer rud 1 Siop Bowl—
inull 97 full sizo Piecesof bandsome decorated
China given awa r soliing oniy 3 dot. packages
of delicions Lemou, Vanilla and Almond Flavoring
Powders, ot 10c, each, and helping us to secure a few
wore Agents. Our 10c, packagesul Flavering Powders
are equal to 15¢. worth of Lifu:d PFlavoring and srefar
better, Youcan scllthe whale 2 doz, packages ina
few minat per buys one or more.
. This handsome set will not cost you oné cent, Allthe
: 97 Pieces are full size for family use. All you
have to sell is 2 doz. 10¢. packages of our wonderful Flavoring Powders, We trust you fully, Write to-day and we will
send you the Powders postpaid. ¥pon't miss this Chance. The Heme Supply Co., Box N T. Toronto.
GroL.D FOUINT.A T BT JETER RS
T s A N B > ;

L

5T R A
FIRE
ENGINE
mado cns
thely of
7 steel, iron
#§ and brass,
beanti-

R driving wheel, shaft
5y and piston, polished
brass boiler and
team chest, Rus.
= = sian iron furnace
compartment, brass st am pump with a suction hose
and a long fire hose with brass nozzle, given for sell-
ing at B¢ esch only 6 Diamord Co.lar Buttons with
hﬁxlv engraved Gold-finished tops, set with large
sparkling Electric Diamonds, and hr'lpinn us to gcta
fow more ' gents. Eve bc&y buys. Youcanearn
this wondorful ¥ire Engine in a few minuntes. Write
to-day and wowill send the Collar Buttons postpaid.
The Gem Novelty Co,, Dept. 420, Torcnto

,FH':E ; CORDEON

o eaut fully finished, 10 mickel
keys. 2 stops, 2 sets of reedy, « bo-
nized case, open action and d u.
ble b lows, nickelled protectors
ind clasps, wiv u for selling at
10¢ eich orly 10 wonderiul
Glass Pensandhe ping usto
@l a few more agents. Tlee
Peéns are made ent.re’y of plass,
They are light as a feather, never
ru t, never wear out and writea
P ge with one dipof ink. 'They

: sell everywhere. Youcin
easily earn this accordeon In a few minuter. ~Write {o-day
and wo will send the Pens postpaid.  THE TOLEDO
PEN CO,, DEPT. 402, TORONTO, ONT.

by selling at 100 oA . J S - HAcz: y
| § coch only 10 Highly finishad holder made of selected hard rubber, elaborately and elesantly chased with ventitoted fnbreakable cap, improved o
r‘nektgn of Lemon, Vanilia and Almend f.ed, and genuine Real Solid Gold Nib. A handsome Pen good for yenrs of constant use. Given absolutely Free
F.avoring Powders and helpiag us to get a for selling at 156, ¢ach only 8 Dimmend Collar Buttons with richly engraved Gold finished lever tops net with larze
few m.re sgents. One package egualy spuikling Electric Dismonds and helping us to get a few more agents. Everybody buys, You cin earn this efegant
150, worth of Liquid Flavosing end is far Fountaiu Pen inafew minutes, Write w-day snd we will send the Collar Buttons postpald, Gem Novelty Co.; Dept.
better.  Every Dbuys, This e = e —

’

nieliel open face case, the back elabe L A D Y s F
orntely emgravesf, with keyless or GE NT’S
eapement, an exact and reliabl e timekeeper. e ey it L
;vn.h care it will Iast ten W ’ o
the Flavoriag Powders postpaid, Wewu
ean sell them snd earn th s wateh

Torouto.

GHAND SOLO

Every b k

B

EE $40,00 BICYOLE

Braad ngm Yasvar
. ocecen .
S léu.liulcer {nﬂrﬂ;e.‘fll} %ﬂO.P h

3 rade, nd new, with every up-to-dal
// \ feature—Dbest wnmh'uxuel'ulbinz, finely cLamelled

Dismond frame, all other metxl parts made from

¥ I

handsome watch has polished 8l ep

wind, imported works, genulue lever es- e
ars. Write to-day and we will send

‘:1 a_ few ufes, NV EHE J1 nished and handeomely nickel plat-
“'W SU CO.. BDEPY. . :‘-‘ "w'pun'. nn.dc tires, ro-k elm ﬂL bar steel .
400 TOROGNTG. ol o, hn‘u, improved saddle, new style hand.e bars, etc.,

cte.  Righ grade ball hearings throughopt—in fact
a regular $40.00 Bicycle free to you for selling ouly
2 doz. handsom? pieces of Jewelry, Hat Pins, Btiek
Pins, Cuff Lioks, Brooches, elc,, that look worth 500,
at ouly 15e, each, sud helping us to pet a few mare

BELC FREE
for seiling at 100, ench ouly 10

nrge besutiful packages of del clous
Heidotrope, Vielet aud Rese Pere
fume, and helplog us to get A few

“1yo0l4 ail the Perfume in 15 min-
utas,’ “nis wonderfal Walk-
ir. g Doll is beantifully dressedin
satin, trimaed with elegant lace,
She hasjointed neck and aums, go'-
den ringlets, and when wound up
walks as natarally ns any lving
ohild,  Write to-day and we will
gend the Perfume pos!~ail,  Reso
Perfume Co., Dept. 410, Torouto

A O )

Elegant, Soft and Warm.

.(‘?.nolinfortab eand Stylish

9 fur ﬁ:::&“c".?r:l’ten?l’o:o ;‘fl'v.:: g:' sth;'gl‘ Ty
.. real head mt:llgm full tails, rer;llvraf;) & "“h

cost you not one ¢

ent. Hereis

your chance.

ok $4.60 worth of Jeweiry.
Don’t miss it.

agents. Please remember, you have (o sell only
'l'il.‘ Bi
One agent #ays: “1 am well pleased with

FREE RIFLE

ure doath w Rats, Crows,

Bquirrels, Rabbita, ete. leong
s Terrific Force., All steel barre! and fit

tings, improved gights, walnet stock, The best Air Gun
made. @iven for solllng at 10g, eneh, coly 3@ peckages ef
Chinese blue bimok Ink Powders and heiping us o pges o fow
more ageats. Kach packags makes 2850. vurzg of superier ink.
1t1s so choap nnd vseful that b‘x" “Write for -
Powlers to-day. THE WESTER CU., TORO

mo ¢ agents, othing cells my Bioyele, It1s tie easiost running wheel T huve ever been on.  Fraxk CLeMEnNs, Tana, Ot Writo to-day, and we will

ke o kRerfume, . ltalry T yeu tho Jowelry, on aredit, jostyald. Address, The Canadian Premium Syndicate, Box N. B, ,Teroats.

geance lasts for years.  Tuos. - - ———
BARRY, AMHERSTRBURG , ONT., 50Y8:

&' AR

VRIS LTS

FREE-40-Pisce China

I S

12 Cups,12 Sancers. 12 Tea Plates, 2 Cake Plates,
Creamer and 1 Siop Bow!s Beautifol white poree-

< p g 2, ne ain ware, newest pattern, eicgantly decorated. cgular
ﬁwlhm‘l"l?l":'l,i::’- = pRexsgra.il " ‘,\, ““.‘ \“fA“"'-'uzdg: % fﬁ..o Set. Full size for family use. Given for selling at
romitilh “m. iolet and Rose i v J } / ] ” T — -'l'D‘ 5e. each only 10 handsoe pleces of Jewelry, Hat Pins, Stick
"“’ e ct & few more agent:. ‘.ﬂ oy e - -l ‘Pins, Lockets, eto., nad helgh; us M{eulev more agenta. lv«(
BT ranos Teets for our Perfume. ¥ Yo 3L ; "{% picce of Jewelry looks worth 50e. At 15, each you can easily sell
WA RReTRERD, Ont. ’::l:l‘-l l:;:o:ll 3.::,-.:, b)’] 3 J’,:\.\ ) the 10 pieces in a fow minutes, Writs to-day and we wiil send the
et ff.'#.?%f.ﬁ;‘,“,‘.;f.?;’ R e il (AL Lo :-gv;l;{mpc;i I Toronto Onhrito.:
. .
The Ross Purfams Co.. T R - -

Torontn.

T

el, with er- =
Tl elear sweot :

Il

re
FEa. P 3t e
i av and we will send the Pe
Tolado Pen Co.. Dept 41'; 'l'orom neno.

Silk 2c,

Remnants fr
new cholce material, bright new pat-

MORRIS, GH/

E!?uﬂlllk ¥On. h, onl E -4
0 each, on

rckn;u oﬂmon,vmmntz A!mgl’.d
ldvoring Po'wders and &ng us to

get o few mm:ﬁ:nu. E Juku
. m‘ 15e. worth Liquﬁ
Flavoring and is far better.
Every woman buys one or
more pack This hand-
some Chair
&

y u
bolstered 't rich veloure
with handsome patterns
in light, dark or medium
colors, The cushlons are
47 N deeply tufted,  all-wool
: > Sustod to. aay postiion,

an;
This magnificent piece of farniture will cost you anlyy: little ot
;;:r de”r:” time, dwmev:u;‘y“ and we ""II" ;n; the Psmni
) A e t you.

SUPPL s DEPT, M TO '» °§T'

terns, endiess varieties of colors, All
giece‘ of good size for faucy work,

'0 yrove that we areofferiug a great
bargain we will mail samples free to
any one who will send a2-02nt stamp
\opay the postage. When you see
the Silk we know you wii be sure to
send s & good sized order.  Howe
Supply Co., Dept. N 8 Torento, Ont

D WATGH t&rdsit

Double Hunting Cass, beeutifully Gold
finished engraved 1o hand-

GOMBINATION KNIFE, AND, TOOL, SEX
e:lnss P ns helping us to gein few moute Agenis
These Pens are muule entirely of glass. %ue as lightas &

unever wear oit and write a e w.ih vne

i y
some Solid Go'd des

igps, stem wind and

feather, never rust,
dip of ink. 'l'lmz sell
magnificent Kni e is a Com)

y set, § works,
and reliable. ‘A very beautiful watch,
wworth $80.00.

of 1-screw driver, 2:nut cracker, 3-hoof clesner, 4-

¢

everywhere.
& Tool Chest in itsolf, cousisting

eord
. A strong,

Lo Fl'.
4% for selling at 10¢C. "ch'o-(cll“
doz. large beautiful packnges of deliclous
Helietrope, Violet and Rose Per ume and

helping us togetother agents. Bvery-
ks o

screw, 6-twee; T-probe, 8.big | lade. %ljitle b o
well finished knife, made in Sheffield of 1he best quaity

lish wih handle - nd 3 w "
e S e S, ML M YOG
PEN CO. REP?”. ;a4 TORONTO, ONT,
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