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The Maoris.

The Church Missionary Society’s ‘Intelli-
gencer’ gives a rather sad account of these
‘representatives of a vanishing race.” It
says:—The Maori population of New Zea-
land, according to the census of 1896, is in
round numbers 39,800. Forty years ago the
great majority either were professedly
Christian or were more or less clesely at-
tached to one or other of the Missions

which were working among them, but the

to overpower them by the use of a military
force, and to deprive them of their lands.
The missionaries were consequently regard-
ed with suspicion, and in some districts
they were abliged to leave their stations,
their schools were = perforce discontinued,
and Christian worship was generally aban-
doned. .

‘During the last thirty years a generation
has grown up, in many places in a state
differing little, if at all, from absolute hea-

CARVED MONUMENT IN NEW ZEALAND.

war of 1860 and following years wrought a
sad change in ‘a large portion of the North
Island.  The feeling against the English
was intensely bitter, and though many of
those who were in arms against the Gov-
ernment of the colony probably had no in-
tention of renouncing their Christianity,
the notion had become widely spread, espe-
cially in the disaffected parts, that the mis-

~ slonaries had been in reality emissaries of
_ the British Government, which had always

intended, when the opportunity might come,

thenism. In other districts the people conti- .

nned for the most part firm in their profes-
sion of Christianity, and it is estimated that
there are now in the North Island 16,000 in
connection with the Church of the province
of New Zealand. These formed settled
congregations, and are ministered to mainly
by clergy of their own race. ~Besides these,
_there is a considerable number in connec-
tion with the Wesleyan and Roman Catholic
Missions. For some years past there have
- been Mormon missionaries, too, in various

places, who claimed to have gained 3,000 ad-
herents.

‘There still remains about 6,000 heathen,
chiefly in the Waikato and Tarauki dis-
tricts, and another 6,000, who are generally
known by the name of Ringa-tu. The last
mentioned abstain from work on Saturday
by way of repudiating the practice of the
Church in observing the first day of the
week, and hold meetings for worship, at
which certain portions of Scripture and a
few prayers are recited, the object being ap-
parently to satisfy a religious instinct by a
perfunctory observance, without any notion
of moral or spiritual improvement.

This interesting and apparently badly-
used people have considerable skill in carv-
ing, an illustration of which we give on this
page.—‘Missionary Herald.

————

Why Not Now ?
(New York ‘Witness.”)

Dear Editor and Friends: I read a Iittle
article in ‘Sabbath Reading’ about curing
sin. I want to be a Christian, and wish that
I knew how to be. It said in this articie that
if we confessed our sins to God he wounld for-
give them, and remember them no more.
Does this mean that we must confess every
sin that we have ever committed, separately,
and having confessed and repented, need we

_ever be troubled about those sins again? I

would like to be a Christian and work for
God,\df I only knew how. I have had this
desire intensified by reading the ‘Witness’
and ‘Sabbath Reading,’ to which papers I
have been a subscriber for a long time, I
wish some one would help me; for I need
help so much; and T most earnestly ask for
the prayers of the Editor and all who see
this letter. GENEVIEVE.

You could not possibly confess every sin
you ever committed separately. If that was
the condition of forgiveness, no one could
hope to find favor with God.

But what you can do, and what will do &ou
a great deal more good, is to confess your
present sinfulness. Examine your own heart
in the presence of God and in the light of his
claimg upon yecu, and tell him what you find
there. Are you self-seeking, or proud, or
frivolous, or vain, or ill-tempered, or un-
charitable? Are you lacking in kindness
and consideration toward others, or in will-
ingness to deny yourself for the purpose of
helping others? Above all, are you lacking
in love to God, in submission to his will, in
desire to obey him in all things? Evil habits
of thought or of desire are the sins which
you especially need-to confess humbly be-
fore God and from which you need most ear-
nestly to seek deliverance.

1f any particular acts of sin are lying on
your conscience, these should be specially
confessed, but it would be impossible to go
back over all your life, or even over a single
week, and remember everything.

The great object to be attained by the con-
fession of sin is to impress upon our own
consciences a sense of God’s abhorrence of
the sin confessed and thus to make us feel
the necessity of fighting against it and put-
ting it away from us absolutely. Any con-
fession of sin that does not tend to this re-
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gult is worthless. And any confession which
does not.go to the root of our character is al-
most equally worthless. If you could confess
all the sins you had ever committed with the
exception of seme eherished habit of thought
or desire which you are not willing to recog-
pize as sin, such a confession would not
strengthen you; it could not overcome the
barrier which that cherished sin would al-
ways keep between your heart and God.

But just as soon as you are ready to face
God frankly, accepting his will as the abso-
lute law of your life and submitting without
question to his judgments as to what is right
and what is wrong in your life—as soon as
ydu can make up your mind to that—you
will find God not only ready to forgive, but
anxious to welcome and bless you, as the
father did the returning prodigal. God is far
more anxious to forgive you than you can
be to obtain forgiveness.

And when God forgives, he forgets. There
is no string to his forgiveness; no qualifying
clause in it. A forgiven sinner can come in-
to God’s presence with® as much confidence
that God loves him and dezires to do him
only good as if he had never sinned. God
gays with regard to repentant sinners, ‘I wiil
forgive their iniquity, and I will remember
their sin no more.’ (Jer, xxxi., 34); ‘I am he
that blotteth out thy tramsgression for my
name’s sake, and will not remember thy
sins.” (Isa, Ixiii., 25.)

Think what a price God paid for the privi-
lege of forgiving sin! He gave his own well-
beloved Son to suffer humiliation and depri-
vation and sorrow and death on our behalf
in order that he might be in a position to
forgive sin without dishonoring his own law,
in order that he might be jugt.it_’leq in justify-
ing all who believe on Jesus and accept his
sufferings as the condemnation of their sin.

(Read Rem. iii., 20-26.)

Can you imagine for one moment that
after making so great a sacrifice in order to
be able to forgive you, God will hesitate
about granting forgiveness when you are
ready to accept it on his terms?

It is only those who believe on Christ
who can be justified through Christ; for itis
written, ‘He that believeth on him is not
condemned; but he that believeth not is
condemned already, because he hath not be-
lieved on the name of the only begotten Son
of God. And this is the condemnation, that
light (Christ who is the light) has come into
the world, and men loved darkness rather
than light, because thelr deeds were evil.
(John iii., 18-19.) 5

This requirement of faith in Christ is in-
cluded in the demand for confession of sin,
because, as has already been said, confession
of #in is not frank, is not complete, until it
is comprehensive—unless it goes down to the
root of our sinful nature—and unbelief is the
very tap-root of sin. ‘This is the work of
God,” Jesus said to the Jews, ‘that ye believe
on him whom he hath sent.’ (John vi., 29.)

What is believing on Christ?
putting our trust in him—trusting him for
everything. We must recognize our own in-
ability to atone for our past sins and accept
the sacrifice of Christ as made on our be-
half—as the penalty of our sins. We must
recognize our own inability to put away sin
or to obey God’s law, and must accept Chrisi
as our Saviour from sin, and trust him to
fight the battle in us and for us and to bring
us out ‘more than conquerors through him
who hath loved us.” (Rom. viii., 37.)

* As soon as any sinner is willing to take
this position and really desires to be deliver-
ed from all his sins and brought into full
harmony with the will of God for him, he
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can claim forgiveness in Christ’s name, and
God will gladly, joyously honor his plea.

But don’t let the Devil deceive you with
the idea that you must yourself put away
your sins before you can expect forgiveness.
No one could possibly earn forgiveness in
that way. Don’t think of forgiveness as the
goal of the Christian life, but as the gate
through which you must enter upon the
Christian 1ife. God cleans up the record for
you, he washes off the slate, that you may
have a fresh start. He reconciles you to
himself by the blood of Christ that you may
be able to enter upon the great battle of life,
the perpetual conflict with sin in you and
around you, with confidence and hopeful-
ness; feeling that God is your friend and not
your enemy, and that you can depend upon
him for help in every time of need. Faith’s
victories are to be won after, not before, you
have put your trust in Christ and have found
forgiveness through him.

Do not delay. God is waiting for you. He
asks of you nothing but what you can do,
and can do at once.

Let not conscience make you linger,
Not of fitness fondly dream;

All the fitness He requireth
Is to feel your need of Him,

—— e

The Gospel She Needed.

HOW A MINISTER WAS TAUGHT THE
TRUTH.

The theological views of the late Dr..

Berry underwent a considerable change dur-
ing the course of his ministry on at least
one important point.

At one time he belonged to a school of
thought which denied the doctrine of vicar-
ious sacrifice. But when brought face to
face with a dying girl, and realizing her
pressing need of salvation, this view was
swept away as if by a rushing of mighty
waters. 3

A friend of Dr. Berry’s, the Rev. Thomas
Law, in giving the history of the doctor's
change of mind, says that one day whilst
sitting in his study someone came hurriedly
to ask him to visit a sick case.

He did not feel that he had much fitness
for such work, and so suggested his visitor
should see a minister in the neighborhood.
He had already done that; but the minis-
ters in the district were away from home,
and there seemed nothing for it but that Dr.
Berry must go. He went, and found the
girl dying in a terribly sin-laden atmos-
Dbhere.

Dr. Berry felt he had no Gospel for her.
All he could do was to speak of the beauty
of a noble life, the worth of goodness, the
reward of right doing, and so on. As he con-
tinued to speak to her in that way she toss-
e1 still more feverishly on the pillow.’

At last he said to himself, “This will nev-
er do,” and by one plunge he went back to
the most old-fashioned theology, and said
to the girl, ‘Jesus Christ died for you. He
died in your stead, and if you will anly be-
licve in him and accept him as your person-
al Saviour, all your sins will be forgiven.’

Immediately he spoke to her in that way
she rested as quietly on her pillows as if she
were nestling her head in her mother’s
bosom. That was the Gospel she needed.
Shortly after she died in peace. et

Thenceforth Dr. Berry preached the doc-
trine of vicarious sacrifice in the old-fash-
ioned form.—‘'Sunday Companion.’

The Man of Macedonia.

‘There stood a man of Macedonia and pray-
ed him, saying, “Come over and help
us.” ’—Acts xvi., 9.

O for a vision and a voice to lead me

To show me plainly where my work should
lie!

Look where I may, fresh hindrances impede
me;

Vain and unanswered seems my earnest cry,

Hush, unbeiieving one! But for thy blinde
ness,

But for thine own impatience and self-will,

Thou wouldest see thy Master’s lovinge
kindness,

Who by those ‘hindrances’ is leading still,

He who of old through Phrygia and Galatia

Led the Apostle Paul, and blessed him there,

If He forbid to ‘preach the Word in Asia,’

Must have prepared for thee a work else-
where.

Courage and patience! Is the Master sleep-
ing?

Has He no plan, no purpose, of Love?

‘What though awhile His counsel He is
keeping?

¢ It is xha,turiﬂng in the world above.

‘Wait on the Lord! In His Right Hand be
Lidden;

And go not forth in haste to strive alone;

Shun—like a sin!—the tempting work ‘for-
bidden’;

God’s love for souls, be sure, exceeds thine
awn,

The Master cares! Why feel; or seem, so
‘lonely? :
Nothing can interrupt real.work for God;

Work may be changed; it cannot cease, if

only
We are resolved to cleave unto the Lord.

Submit thyself to God for preparation;
Seek not to teach thy Master and thy Lord!
Call it not ‘zeal’—it is a base temptation;
Satan is pleased when man dictates to God.

Down with thy pride! With holy vengeance
trample

On each self-flattering fancy that appears!

Did not the Lord Himself—for our ex-
ample—

Lie hid in Nazareth for thirty years?

Wait the appointed time for work appointed,

Lest by the tempter’s wiles thou be en-
snared;

Fresh be the oil wherewith thou art anoint-
ed! :

Let God prepare thee for the work prepared!

—TFrom ‘Heart to Heart.’
s e S

Over thirty-three percent of all foreign
miskionaries are women. A long array of
honored names make up the list of faithfyl
women who have equalled, and often sur-
pasgsed, their sterner brothers in courage, de-
votion, and intensity of purpose.—‘Young
Folks' Missionary.’

Sample Copies.
Any subscrx'_ber who would like to hava
specimen copies of ‘Northern Messenger®
sent to friends can send the names with ad-

dresses and we will be ple
them, free of cost. o

—

PLEASE TELL TEACHERS,

Any day school teacher or principal not al-
ready taking ‘World Wide’ may have it on
trial for six weeks, free of charge.. By kind-
ly making this known to teachers, suhserib-
ers will greatly oblige the publishers,
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(J. L. Harbour, in the ‘Youth’s Companion.”)

No one ever knew the exact cause of the
estrangement between Maria Devlin and her
distinguished brother, the Hon. Horace
Devlin. The Devlins had always been wise-
1y reticent regarding their family affairs. It
was understood that there had been a viol-
ent quarrel over the large estate left by the
father of the brother and sister, and that
they had never spoken to each other since
the division of the property. The estrange-
ment must have been embarrassing to both
of them, since they lived in a small town
and could not help meeting frequently.

The Hon. Horace was much more popular
than his sister Maria. She had always been
somewhat eccentrie, and this eccentricity
had become more marked after her quarrel

; wum her brother.

- Her father had been a man of very simple
tastes, and had lived all of his life in the
plain old red house that had been his fath-
ers and his grandfather’s. It was a great
and bitter trial to Maria when her brother,
not long after their father’s death, tore
down the old house and built on its site a
very large and pretentious modern mansion,

Miss Maria had her father’s simple tastes,
and the associations of the old house were
very dear to her, even when it was no long-
er her home. The big, showy mansion was
an offence to her eyes every time she passed
ft. In marked and striking contrast to her
brother’s house was her own. It was as
much an eyesore to her brother as his house
was to Miss Maria.

‘When the Devlin estate had finally been
divided, Miss Maria moved into a tiny old
house once occupied by her father's garden-
er. It was hardly tenantable, and Miss Maria
made few repairs before moving into it. It
stood directly across the road from her
brother's fine home, and was a decided
blemish on the landscape seen from his
spacicus front piazza. He had, through his
attorney, made his sister an offer to buy it

~ ata price far more than its value, but the
offer had been so promptly and so decidedly

rejected that it ‘ha.d never been repeated.
It was thougist that Miss Maria allowed
the old house to remaln :In a state of neg-

~ lect, and the premises to be in a state of

continual disorder, Tor the sole purpose of
adding to her brother’s annoyance and mor-
tification.  She also added many irritating

traits to her natural eccentricities of char-

acter, and was nearly always spoken of by

~ the people of the town as ‘queer Miss
.'Mm'ia

Her sisteg-m-law was an extremely fash-

""tona.ble lady, while Maria went about in the

7

shabbiest and most antiquated of garments.
She was far from being scrupulously tidy,
and secemed to take delight in setting aside
the ordinary conventionalities of life. It

was known, however, that sheé was very .

good and kind to the pcor, while her broth-
er was by no means noted for his generos-
ity toward them.

The Hon. Horace Devlin entertained lav-
ishly, while his sister never entertained at
all, and did nct go into society. It was re-

HON. HORACE DEVLIN.
: \

‘garded as scandelous that Mies Mania

should have chosen to spend the afternoon
in her frent yard with a man’s ‘hat.on her
head, and her skirts pinned up about her

. Waist, on the day of her brother’s grand

lawn party, when he had a car-load of

- 8uests out from the clty

So the breach between the brother and
sister widened until there was no probabil-
ity that it would ever be. bridzggd over.
When they met they stared at each other in
stony silence.

AND GIRLS®s

Wenfield, the town in which the Devlins
lived, was a small manufacturing place:
Most of its inhabitants worked in the mills.
Many of them were thrifty men and women,
Who saved as much as they could of their
earnings, and deposited them in the one
savings-bank in Wenfield,

The Hon. Horace Devlin was cashier of
the Wenfield savings- bank, and never had
there been such wild excitement throughout
the town as on the morning when a placard
appeared on the bank door bearing the two
ominous words:

BANK CLOSED.

Men and women left their work and hur-
ried to the bank with eager and anxious
faces. Many had in it the savings of a life-
time, and they stared at the portentous
words with wildly beating hearts. = There
was the most outspoken indignation when
the truth became known. The fact was
that the Hon. Horace Devlin had brought
shame and disgrace on an old and honored
name, and privation and possible poverty to
many homes, by becoming a defaulter.

It was discovered that he had for years
been speculating with money belonging to
the bank, and his defalcations were suffi-
cient to embarrass it. It wags feared that
its doors must be permanently closed, and
that  the depositors would lose all, or at
least the most, of their savings. The Hon.
Horace Devlin was missing, and no trace of
hig whereabouts could be found.

A week after the closing of the bank an-
other notice appeared on its doors. The
second notice was as follows:—

NOTICE.—All creditors of the Wenfield
Savings-Bank are hereby requested to meet
in the Town Hall on Friday evening at eight
o’clock,

Many who were not creditors of the bank
crowded into the Town Hall with the bank
depositors on Friday evening. Indeed, the
hall was filled to cverflowing, and no one
seemed to have any definite idea of what
was to be dene.

When eight o’clock came no one had yet
appeared on the platform, but a few min-
utes later a door at the rear opened, and to
the amazement of all bresent, Miss Maria
Devlin walked forward and faced the people.

There was an instant hush. One could
almost hear the breathing of the spectators.
Miss Maria herself seemed calmer than any
of them. Her voice was perfectly steady
when she began to speak. Every word
could be heard in all parts of the hall.

‘My friends,’ she said, simply, ‘I am here
to make reparation for the wrong done you
by my brother, Horace Devlin. yThe Devlins
have always been honest people, No man
ever had a higher or a more deserved repu-
tation for honesty than my father. He
owed no man anything, nor do 1. I feel that
I owe it to my father to make full amends
for his son’s wrong-doing, and to do all that
I can to remove the shame and disgrace he
has brought on a good and honorable name.

‘Now I am here to say that I will pay
every dollar due the depositors who had
money in the Wenfleld Savings-Bank, and—

‘Hooray for Miss Maria!’ shouted a wildly
excited man in the rear of the hall.
‘Hooray!’

The crowd took up the cry, and the hal
rang as it never had before.

‘Hooray for the Devlin name!’ shrieked
some one else, when partial order had been
restored. ‘Haonrgy for old Judge Devlin, as
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good and honest a man as ever walked the
earth! Three cheers for him and his honest
daughter, Miss Maria!’

Again the hall resounded with the plaud-
its of the multitude. When order was
finally restored, Miss Maria said quietly:

‘My -lawyer, Mr. Dawson, will take charge
of the matter of making the payments due.
That is all I have to say, except to express
my deep regret that this shameful thing has
happened. Good night.’ :

Queer Miss Maria left the hall amid the
renewed applause of the great crowd.

‘She is her father’s daughter, that’s what
she is!' said Doctor Hale, as the people were
going out of the hall.

‘You couldn’t say a better
her,’” gaid Dawson, the lawyer.

From that time forth *Miss Maria had a
new place in the affections and respect of
the people of Wenfield. She was still ‘queer
Misg Maria,” but the people knew that her
heart was right.

thing about

- —

Twenty Per Cent

OR PROFIT VERSUS PRINCIPLE,

(By M. A. Paull, (Mrs. John Ripley) in ‘All
ance News.’)

CHAPTER XI.—A PUZZLING QUESTION.

The twenty percent ' interest which the
Rev. Octavius Adair received the first year
of his investment in the ‘Rara Avis Brew-
ery Company’ was very faithfully spent.
He apportioned every fraction to those vari-
ous parish matters on whose behalf he had
determined to become a shareholder, and
yet he was not so well satisfied as he had
expected to be. He wasg a sengitive man,
and he was perfectly conscious that he had
placed himself in an anomalous position,
and that he had weakened his influence for
good” not only in the estimation of John
Aylmer, but of several of his parishioners.
His bishop, too, had for some time beer*
more and more alive to the value of the
temperance reformation, and had now: be-

come an abstainer, and thrown the weight
of his influence into the teetotal scale.

Somebody, people said it was the unsparing
Miss Thunder, had let the bishop know that
the rector of Anyborough had shares in the
brewery company, and the next timeé the
bishop and Mr. Adair met, the episcopal
condemnation made the rector very hot and
uncomfortable. ‘The best thing you can
do,” said the unsparing bishop, ‘is to sell out
at once and let your people know it; you
may depend wupon it, Mr. Adair, people
won't tolerate this kind of thing in their
clergymen nowadays. The.time is past when

a rector or a vicar might do as he liked, and -

be sure of reverence: this age has almost no
veneratien, and we must be therefore ex-
tremely guarded and careful that our con-
duct does not call for any kind of censure.
Now, if I am rightly informed, Mr. Adair,
you haye actually received a resclution
frcm some section of the temperance party,
condemning your participation in the mak-
ing of intoxicating drink, which everybody
knows is so inimical to the best interests of
the people, and that won’t do. You had
better neutralize this unfavorable fimpres-
sion as soon as may be, by establishing a
Church of England Temperance Society in
your parish, and becoming its president.’
Mr. Adair, though timid, was not inclined
to let the bishop have it all his own way.
‘May 1 venture to remind you, my lord,’ he
said, ‘that our church itself has some vested
property in houses for the sale of drink—’

- gresses.’

The bishop frowned, and in the tone in
which he answered, Mr. Adair he seemed to
declare that, once for all, he set his foot
down_ on any such excuse as that. He
smiled, but the smile was more grim than
humorous as he declared, ‘Two blacks don’t
make one white, and what is more can’t
make one white, as you very well know, Mr.
Adair; that wrong you allude to will have
to be righted and will be righted, meanwhile
those clergymen do most to neutralize it
who show that the church at the present
time takes a very decidpd stand against the
liquor interest.’

If Mr. Adair had not been so much of a stu-
dent, if his experience of men and things
had been larger, he would have (unhappily)
known that very few other bishops in his
church took precisely the same view of
total abstinence as his own bishop did, that
& number of religious men and women, and
even a number of the clergy, would have
considered the possession of shares in a
brewery perfectly justifiable, for the very
good reascn that they themselves possessed
scme; and that his devotion of his twenty
percent interest to the affairs of the church
would be regzirded by many as a work of
mosgt meritoricus supererogation. As it was,
however, he was only made very uncomfort-
able by the decisive words of his bishop;
and he wished very much that he had never
left off his blue ribbon for the sake of his
glass of wine, and that he had not refused
that excellent young man, John Aylmer, the
help in témperance work in Anyborough for
which he had so earnestly pleaded. He de-
termined to think about selling his shares
if he could find a customer ready to buy
them a little above par; he must gain
enough besides the actual price he had paid,

to recoup m:nselt for the broker’s fee in re- .

selling them:;

The Rev. Octaving Adair was conscious in
a vague sort of way, without analyzing his
feelings openly to himself, that it seemed
more in harmony with his Christian posi-
ticn to be selling out of than to be buying
into a brewery company, and yet even now
the twenty percent interest was not an
amount to be relinquished without a gentle
sigh.

The very day that the rector of Anybor-
ough wrote to the Secretary of the ‘Rara
Avis Brewery Company’ expressing his will-

_ingness to sell his shares if a purchaser

could be found who would give him a price
a little above par, Mr. Lawrence sat up for

the first time since his illness wrapped in a

flannel dressing gown feeling very weak
and feeble, and yet rejoicing even in this
amount of progress. To Muriel, and the
boys, and the younger children, there was
quite a festive air in the house on that day,
and if Mrs. Lawrence could only as yet re-
joice with trembling, she smiled in answer
to her children’s joy, and they were well
content. Muriel, indeed, had her own extra
source of pleasure; for that morning had
brought her the promised letter from John
Aylmer.

had made Muriel very happy. It did not

" tell her anything beyond the barest facts, it

did not even acquaint her at all with that
stupendous fact that his grandfather had be-
queathed him a fortune of five thousand
pounds, but the young man wrote: ‘I shall
have a great deal to tell you when I get
back to Anyborough, and this will, I hope,
be next week. Do not forget your promise
to let me know how your dear father pro-
- It was wonderfully sweet to the
young girl to know that John Ayimer wish-
ed to tell her his experiences, and that he
would soon return to them. 2

It was only a short letter, but it

Rose and Myrtle were honored by an ine
vitation to tea in their father's room, and
the boys came in afterwards to see him, and
the voice that had so long been silent to
them spake gentle, kindly words, and asked
questions as to their progress in shop, and
office, and school, that made them realize
how much he had thought about them when
he could not tell them so. And they sang
together the evening hymn before they left
him, and heard him pronounce the familiar
words of the benediction, and felt, as little
Bertie said, that ‘papa was come back
again.’

A few days after this his elder boys help-
ed Mr. Lawrence downstairs into the site
ting-room, and then he tock them all into
his confidence in regard to the brewery
shares, and the misery his one act of un-
holy greed had caused him, and asked them
to suggest what he ought now to do in the
matter. Thus appealed to, each of them
found that the way out of a wrong path
was beset with difficulties.

‘I should think you'd give the money to

the Temperance Society, or to the drunk-

ard’s families,” said Tom.

‘But what about the shares, my boy?

‘Sell them, father, of course,’ said Charlie,

‘And make someone else as miserable as I
have been? If it is wrong to buy it cannot
be right to sell.’ -

‘Perhaps Mr. Adair would buy them,’ said
Frank, ironically, ‘he does not feel the
wrong, I suppose.’ Frank could not even
yet forget his father’s strange condemna-
tion of the clergyman, when he was himself
a participator in the same wrong-doing,

‘Many pecple would be more than willing
to buy them, Frank,’ said his father, “‘but
ought I to be willing to sell?

“Then you must keep them yourself, fath-
er, can't you get rid of them? asked Bds
ward, looking very sad and anxious.

‘It perplexes me ‘greatly,” said Mr, Law-
rence, ‘I know no way at present to gain the
freedom I.desire from this bondage.‘ I pray
for enlightenment, but my punishment is
less than 1 deserve. God is good, and per-
haps never so good as when he shows us the
result of our sins in the clear light of hig
countenance.’ :

‘Could you not let the brewery company
buy them back on their own terms?’ asked
the thoughtful lad.

‘To sell again, Edward? questioned his
father. ‘The loss of the hundred pounds I
wish you all clearly to understand is a seri-
ous matter to us financially. It is not a
sum that we can afford to lose, but I rejoice
to believe that you are all so much better
teetotallers than your father was, that you
-would rather deny yourselves than accept a
profit from such a source, and weuld even
rather lose the principal than regain it by
means which your consciences could not ap-
prove. The lesson of my illness has been
to me, dear children, and I trust it will be
also to every one of you, ‘What doth it
profit a man, if he gain the whole world and
lose his own soul?” ‘But it was for our
sakes you did it, dear father, said Muriel,
who could not bear to hear him take so
much blame to himself, as if his personal
interest had been the cause of his error.
‘If we had not been so selfish as to say we
wanted this and that, which we could do
very well without, you might never . have
bought those shares at all.’

Mr. Lawrence’s smile was very tender as
he regarded Muriel. ‘We will try never
again to make the mistake of putting pleas-

ant things like money, and what money can

buy, before right thimgs such as truth, and
honor, and principle against the drinking

-
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system,’” he said; ‘you must all think earn-
estly on this subject, and let me know any
plan' that suggests itself to you as wise and
right. - When does John Aylmer return,
Muriel?’ A crimson glow, beautiful as the
sunlight on a newly-opened rose; lit up the
face of the young girl suddenly addressed.

‘To-day, father, I think; but something
may detain him longer.’ -

Even as she spoke there was a ring that
made the boys say, ‘That’s Mr. Aylmer,” and
Tom and Charlie nearly fell over each other
in the effort to reach the house door first.

‘Well, boys.’

‘Oh, Mr. Aylmer, this is jolly, father’s
downstairs to-day, and you're come back, so
now things’ll get a bit better.’

Muriel stood just within the parlor door,
her heart beating so fast that she was
afraid their visitor could see her confusion;
but if he did, it did not displease him, for he
greeted her warmly, and then hastened to
Mrs. Lawrence and the invalid. ‘You have
made good progress, my dear sir, I am de-
lighted. I think.you will be able to enjoy
the contents of my small hamper.” = Saying
this he lifted the lid of the package he car-
ried, and revealed a tempting display of
peaches and grapes under which, when Mrs.
Lawrence unpacked it, before the delighted
eyes of the assembled family, was found a
fine fowl, some new laid eggs, and a jar of
honey. .

‘l have been in the country, you know,
and have brought a sample of what the
country can produce,’ said John Aylmer, He
looked so Dbright and happy, and accepted
their thanks with such honest pleasure, that
Muriel felt sure something special had hap-
pened, and wondered when he would tell
her.

(To be Continued.)
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A Library Smoked Away.
- (To the Editor of the ‘Messenger.’)

The following is the poem asked for by R.
~ Close, in the ‘Messenger’ of Feb. 21.

; JESSIE C. MURPHY.
Harvey, Ont.

Two-schoolfellows of equal age,
Were ’prenticed in one day;
The one was studiously inclined,
The other boy was gay.

The pocket money each received,
‘Was just the same amount,

And how they both expended it,
I briefly will recount.

Whilst George was smoking his cigars,
And sauntering about,

With youths as idle as himself,
Shutting all knowledge out,

At the Mechanics’ Institute,
And with his books at home,
Tom, wisely spent his leisure hour,

- Nor cared the streets to roam.

One eve, when their apprenticeship

Had nearly passed away,

George at his friend Tom's lodgings called,
An hour or two to stay.

“‘Why, Tom!" he cried with such sarprise,
‘Is your old uncle dead? :

- And left you cash to buy those books

That round the walls are spread?
‘Oh, no,’ said Tom, ‘I bought those hooks
With what my friends allowed; =

- Had you not smoked away your cash,

You might the same have showed!®.
L 2

“Why, my Havanas only cost

Me ten cents every day!’ hilmoatvn
‘Just so,” said Tom, ‘you've only smoked
A library away. Yoy 3

‘Now reckon upon-ten cents a day
-For seven long years to come,

~ And you will, find that it will count
A very handsome sum!’

Winifred Hilderton’s Secret

(By the Rev. F. Docker, author of ‘The
Great Drink Dividend,’ in ‘The Al-
liance News.’)

L

A cab drove quickly up to the door of a
genteel villa in a northern suburb of LQn-
don. It was a neighbornood much affected
by musicians, professionals, and literary
people.

‘Number 20, lady, did you say? queried
.the cabman of his fare. ‘This is Number 20,'
but Jehu receiving no answer, and peering
into his cab, muttered, ‘Blest if she ain’t
asleen.’

Going to the door he shouted sharply,
‘Number 20, lady, this is it.’

Aroused from her slumber the drowsy
woman lifted her heavy ecyelids, and it
seemed to dawn slowly upon her that she
had reached her destination.

The lady made an effort to get out of the
cab unassisted, but that was evidently out
of the question, so the driver led her to the
door of the villa,

Having done o, cabby stood holding his
hat in his hand, and moralizing on the situ-
ation. ‘Young and prutty,” he soliloquized,
‘furbelows and frills, silks and satins, picter
‘at, an’ patent leather shoes—an’ blest if her
ain’t elevated, which, is genteel for drunk.’

Once inside ‘her home the young and
pretty woman managed to drag herseif to
the couch ¢f her daintily furnished dining-
room, and fell heavily upon it. .

There was only another occupant of the
dining-rcom, and she was a young invalid,
who sat in a chair, and reclining helplessly
on a pillow,

‘Winnie!” the invalid exclaimed in alarm,
as her sister stumbled into the dining-room,
‘are you ill?’ and she rang the bell for help.
In response to the call of her young mis-
tress an elderly servant ran into the room.

‘Oh, nurse,’ cried the affrighted young
lady, ‘Miss Winnie is ill.’

The nurse bent down and examined the
half unconscious young lady who lay hud-
dled up on the couch.

‘Are you ill, Miss Winnie? inquired the
servant anxiously,

‘Go away, please, go away,” was the only
response the domestic could get from her
mistress.

‘I think she will be better presently,” the
kindly old domestic said in a tone that had
tears in it, and there entered into the mind
of the faithful old servant a_dreadful suspi-
cion which she would net have confessed on
any -account to her afilicted young mistress,
who now stood leaning heavily on her
crutches as she watched her sistor.

‘Does she need a doctor? asked the. youn$
invalid, anxiously.

‘No, Miss Patience,’ answered the servant,
evasively. ‘I fancy she wants to sleep. At
all events, we ghall see how she is when she
awakes.’

Let us say here that the afflicted young

 lady, being almost entirely confined to her

house as an invalid, knew little of the
temptations to which many women were ex-

~ posed in the great world outside her home.

The world was largely a ‘terra incognita’ to
her.  She had no idea either of the fierce

~ conflict through which her sister was just

then passing, or the struggle she had been

~ undergoing for months past, for Migs Wini-
~fred Hilderton, who was the breadwinner
_for their little home, loved her afflicted sis-

ter too much to cause her pain by confiding
to her all the difficulties that had. befailen
her. X 2 : A5y

Some years previous to the opening of our
story, Patience Hilderton, who was the
younger - sister had suffered from fever,
which -had deprived her of the power of lo-
comotion. The specialists whem she con-
sulted declared that her lameness was not
the result of arganic disecase, and there was
no reason why she should not recover the
use of her limbs, but so far the much to be
desired blessing seemed a leng way off.

The two young ladies had been early left
to their own -resources, as they had lost
both their parents. The suﬁport of the home
depended almest entirely upon the efforts of
Winifred. - They possessed a small patrim-
ony, but it was not sufficient of itself to en-
able them to live in comfort.

Winifred had tried her fortune in the lot-
tery of literature, and had made some little
headway. Her success, however, was only
of a partial character, and the uncertainty
of the prefession she had chosen told heav-
ily upon a naturally sensitive and highly
strung temperament,

The disappointment of hope deferred, the
frequent return of her MSS. with which she
had courted fame and fortune, the nervous
tension of her writing, into which she put
her very soul, all told disastrously upon
her. For a woman of her particular dispo
sition literature was the very worst profes
sion she could have chosen; it simply drain
ed her system of vital energy.

She came to dread the advent of the post-
man, because of the bitter disappointment
it so often brcught to her. * Then she had
no friend to whom she could unburden her-
self. She wore a smiling face for her sis-.
ter’'s sake, when her heart was consuming
with anguish, and this strain of self-repres-
sion helped to undermine her strength. Oh,
the awful effort to wreathe the stubborn
features into a smile when the heart is

nearly breaking,
? I

We said that Winifred had no friends, but
that is hardly correct, for she had one.
Basil Stainten was a hard working curate
in a northern parish, and several years be-
fore he went to Cambridge he had wooed
and won Winifred Hilderton. Basil Stain-
ton was the son of a poor man, and by his
personal industry the young curate had
worked his way up from the ranks. He had
won a scholarship at Cambridge, and hav-
ing graduated, he had chosen the ministry
as a profescion. Basil was gifted, but what
were gifts without money, or patronage in
that calling, which of all others is suppesed
to be most outside the influence of money
The young people had, therefore, no pros-
pect of early marriage, but they were de-
voted to each other. ;

Mr. Stainton watched the growing success
of his ‘fiancée’ in the literary world with
feelings of triumph. He was convinced that
a Dbrilliant future lay before her; but little
did ‘he dream at what cost she whom he

. loved so passionately was winning that sue- =

cess. x : _
The public read her contributicns to lite-
rature; her bright scintillations of wit, and
poetry; but never knew that they were but

~ the phosphorescent gleams of moral decay,

or perhaps of death itself.

That demon of the brain worker—sleep-.
lessness--had begun to paralyze the girl’s
sensitive brain. Her nights became sea-
sons of physical and mental suffering rather

than of balmy and tranquil slumber. She

sought alleviation in opiates, and so pro-
cured fitful artificial sleep. ~ Sleep she felt
she must have, for not only her own but her

sister’s livelihood depended upon ber brain
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work, and she dreaded the thought of her
afflicted sister, to whom she had been as a
mother, being deprived of any comfort.

At last success, substantial success, came
to Winnie, and how her invalid sister re-
joiced in her literary triumphs. ‘Why, Win-
nie, you don’t seem a bit enthusiastic about
that cheque,” Patience said,when a moretran
usually substantial reward for her sister’s
laborg came from her publishers.

Winnie smiled a sad, weary smile; she
knew, alas, how often the bright flame of
her imagination had been fed with the un-
holy fires of alcohol, to which, despite her
_ better nature, she felt herself fast becoming
a slave. s

Just at this period, tco, she learned what
she had never known before, for she was
too young when her father died to know
much about him, and that was that he had
died as the result of excessive drinking,
thcugh he was really a brilliant man. Wini-
fred was aware that her mother's life had
been burdened with some secret sorrow, but
ehe never dreamed it was the curse of drink.

Instead of the knowledge of the fact put-
ting her on her guard against what was
really the hereditary foe of her family, it

created a fatal sense of despair in her mind; '

she felt that she had inherited her father’s
vice, and that his fate, and that of others of
her family, must be hers, and so she yielded
herself to a hopeless sense of fatalism.

Thus weakened in mind and body, she
seemed powerless to release herself from
ibe tentacles of this horrid moral octopus
that were closing around her. Sometimes
she wept passionate tears at the sense of
her degradation, and at other times maud-
lin tears as she came under the influence of
her foe.

} III.

At last the awful fact of her sister’s fatal
weakness was forced on the mind of Pati-
ence Hilderton herself, and she had the in-
expressible sorrow of seeing her still young
and beautiful sister under the influence of
drink.

There seemed to Patience no greater suf-
fering than that that she could be called to
endure. The very light of day seemed hence-
lorward ghastly. She could have borne any
other sorrow patiently, but to know that
her sister was a secret, yet wretched drunk-
ard, was a sorrow for which there seemed
no alleviation.

Sometimes Winifred made a futile effort
o combat her weakness, but the old sense
of the utter dreariness of life, which, per-
haps, accounts more for drunkenness
amongst women than anything else, crept
over her. She expended the little nervous
force she possessed in her literary labors,
and then, entirely exhausted, flew to her
secret foe for relief from her misery. On
one occasion Patience found her sister lying
in her rcom in a drunken stupor.

‘When she had recovered from her intoxi-
cation the afflicted girl drew Winnie gently
to lierself, and the wretched woman fell at
her sister's feet weeping as at those of some
saint. The agonized girl threw her arms
around her sister’s neck, crying in an
ecstasy of grief, ‘Oh, Winnie, my own pre-
cious sister, you will break my poor heart.
Is there no help for you? Must you perish
and none save you? Leave it, darling, leave
it all. - Let us live on a crusi; anything
rather than that I should lose you. Oh,
merciful God, my sorrow is greater than I
can bear. Save us, Father, save us,’ she
groaned. The two women mingled their
tears, the cne those of Gethsemanse anguish,
the other those of shame, and almost of ut-

ter despair.

Singular to tell, as Miss Hilderton sank
lower and lower in the vice of drunkenness,
she” was becoming more and more the idol
of the public. Her work was becoming better
known. She was regarded as one of the fav-
orites of fortune whose literary star had
early risen in the ascendant.

Eulogistic paragraphs appeared about her
in the papers, and yet, all this time Winnie
was becoming a wretched, despairing wo-
man. Sometimes, as she read the personal
paragraphs respecting herself in the news-
papers, she burst out in bitter mocking
laughter. Despair had darkened her heart;
despair of ever conquering her fece.

‘1 have inherited the fatal vice of my
family,” she cried, after one of her lapses,
‘and there is no hope for me.

In Ler despair she determined to break off
ler engagement with Basil Stainton, and
wrote him to that effect, She confessed to
him that her love for him had never chang-
e, but she had discovered a secret in her
own past life, she told him, that would
malke her marriage with him an impossibil-
ity. She begged of him to try and forget
her, and to seek someone who would " be
more worthy of him and his noble life’s
work.

When Basil received the letter he was
stunned, and would have posted off to Lon-
don at once td plead with her to alter her
decision.  But in her letter she begged of
him not to increase her present agomy of
mind by seeing her.

Basil wrote to her telling her it was im-
possibie for him to cease to love her, and
that for him there could be mo other woman
for a wife but herself. To transfer his af-
fections to another, he said, was equally im-
possible,

Sometimes a glinting of hope crept into
the wretched woman’s heart that she should
yet conquer her foe, and by years of absti-
nence from intoxicating drinks prove her-
self worthy of Basil Stainton’s great love
for her. But the old craving came back
again; she lost control over herself, and she
fell again, and yet again from the heaven of
her hope.

She told herself she would conguer her
foe gradually, and take less and less intoxi-
cants. A very will-o’-the-wisp delusion to
such as she.

Patience tried to help her by seeing that
no intoxicants came into the house, but de-
spite her efforts, when the craving became
strong upon her, somehow she managed to
obtain them. So the battle went on, altern-
ating between fear and hope.

As we have seen in the opening of our
stury the young lady’s disease—for in her
case disease it really was—had so far pro-
gressed that she had begun to publish her
tafling publicly, and friends began secretly
to whisper the awful faect amongst them-
selves that the brilliant authoress was a
confirmed dipsomaniac. :

1V.

Miss Patience Hilderton slept in a room
adjoining that of her sister, and the doors
of the two bedrooms being opposite each
other, it was easy, when the door was open,
for her to command a view of her sister’s
bedrodm.

One evening Palience had retired to rest
as usual, and before she felt asleep she saw
that her sister was reading in bel. It was a
frequent practice of the nervous woman, to
try and induce sleep. Patience fell herself
into a fitful sleep. After a while she woke,

-and as she gradually became conscious
she could smell fire. The door of her sister’s
room was still open, and she could distinect-

ly see a thin, white, curling smoke arising
from her sister’s bed. She called aloud and
rang the bell for help. But seconds seemed
heurs. She could see her sister’s danger,
and yet she was powerless to help her, and
lay bound in bed as by a chain of iron, for
her lameness prevented her action.

She clutched the bedclothes frantically,
and tried to drag her useless limbs out of .
bed. It was the struggle of love against
physical weakness, and love, in such cir-
cumstances, has often worked miracles. So
it was here. She gained the floor, and
managed to balance her body. She clung
to the furniture and to the walls. She
dragged bLerself along, bent on saving her
sister.

The hangings of the bed were already
aflame, and still the doomed woman slept,
and no help was nigh.

Patience had sufficient strength to lay
hold of the water jug and dash the water on
the smouldering fire. The flame abated.
At last the house was roused by her ecries,
and the servants appeared, and rushed into
the room, aghast to see the white draped
figure that stood by the side of the bed.
Then the reaction came, and the brave girl
fainted.

Patience happily recovered from her ex-
haustion, but what was still more wonder-
ful, she bad regained the use of her limbs.
Her recovery was in no way exceptional, as
there are many cases on record of similar
recovery, even after years of loss of the
power of locomotion.

When the doctor turned hls attention to
Miss Winnie he found that not only was ghe

somewhat seriously burned, but she had
suffered from shock to her over-wrought
system, which was far worse.

The medical man soon understcod the
real facts of the case in relation to his pa-
tient; he saw at once the terrible tragedy of
the life of this brilliant woman, and he saw
too, that what alone would save her would
be to put her out of the reach of all intoxi-
cants. But how was that to bes done?
That was the doctor’s puzzling question.

For the time being, however, the physi-
cian had to save his patient from her criti-
cal condition, and slowly, very slowly, Win-
nie came back to life. Her whole nervous
system was a wreck.

The doctor had formed his plans to try
and save the poor woman. He communi-
cated with a lady friend, and entreated her
to interest herself in the case, and try and
get her to enter an inebriate home.

Miss Hilderton, when the matter was sug-
gested to her by her sister, consented, and
in due course she entered the home. Here,
far away from the heated rush of life, and
amid the healing influences of nature, she
reposed. Day by day a physical, mental,
and spiritual change was slowly passing
over her.

Nature was weaving, in her body healthy
tissue; gradually the old craving died down,
and the calm, benign influence of the love
of God was shed abroad in her heart. At
last she felt as if, by the grace of God, she
dare trust herself to resist intoxicants, and
so left the home.

Weeks lapsed into months, and months
into years, and Winnie was conscious that
she had in very truth become a new crea-
ture. .

The change, however, was not less mar-
vellous in her sister, Patience. The power
she had so wonderfully gained by her ter-

e g

The juvenile part of the Messenger is
continued on page 11.
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How Dan Came Home

IN TWO CHAPTERS.—CHAPTER I
(By Liberty Hayward, in ‘Union Signal.)

‘I wonder what makes Dan so late to-
night? He said he’d be home early.’ Speak-
ing anxiously to herself, Margaret walked to
the door, and with eager eyes peered out in-
to the night. Deep blackness met her gaze;
nothing more; and no sound of voice or
footsteps came to her strained hearing.

She had waited often for Dan of late, so
often that she had become almost used to
waiting—the weary waiting known to wives
who have learned to sit in fear and dread,
as they think of how their husbands may
come ‘home,

Not that Dan had come home that way
many times; only just so many as to make

«her heart sink with the thought of how it

might be, whenever he was late; and it was
growing very late to-night—almost  mid-
night. :

Dan had never denied to Margaret that ho
drank. The thing that he denied was that
he took more than was good for him. ‘“There
are some fellows,” quoth Dan, ‘who never
know when to quit. I like a glass or S0, as
well as any of ’em; but when I've had
enough, I stop.’

Nevertheless, there had come a night—he
had taken so much he didn’t remember
what happened—and in the morning, on
Margaret’s forehead, was a cut, long, deep,
ragged. She made no mention of it; there
‘Was no sign of reproach in her manner to-
ward him, her eyes and voice were gentle-
ness itself, but the sight of it was a sicken-
ing shock, and the possibility of how it
might have come to he there was a thought
80 intolerable he scarcely dared to ask, and
still—Margaret,” he ‘had: said, standing be-

Side her, as she sat pale and silent at the
table, ‘tell me how it happened.

I know I
had taken too much, but I can’t bear think
I did that.’

She stood then, facing him, and for one
minute looked straight into his eyes. ‘No,

‘Dan; no, dear, it wasn’t you who did it; I

fell’ Then, because Margaret was used to
speaking truth, the blood flamed up to her
cheeks and rushing tears choked her speech.

Dan had been very sorry about this. He
kissed his wife when he went to work that
morning, and begging her to forget, promis-
ed solemnly, and of his own accord, that he
would never touch liquor again. He meant
it, and she, poor little woman, believed
him; she was young vet, and, believing him,
was happy—for a while.

But habits are strong, and promises
weak; and the drinking had been for long a
habit of Dan’s, so that the scar on Mar-
garet’s forehead had scarcely healed before
&he learncd what it almost broke her heart
to know, that her husband’s word was not
to be trusted. » :

Sometimes (it was so now) there were
months when Dan didn’t touch a drep; then

she ventured to whisper to herself, ‘He nevy-

~She had felt so this afternoon; so safe
and certain about him when, waving his
hand gayly as he started to town, he had
called back to her, ‘I'll be home early to-
night; have a good hot supper, for it'll be a
cold drive back.

The hot supper had been cooked, dished
up, put back again, kept warm, till it
browned and dried in the oven. The impa-
tient children—four-year-old Daisy and lit-
tle Dan, the baby—had been fed and put to

~ bed. It grew later and later.

‘Oh, I hope he isn’t coming home that
way,’ sighs Margaret, and once more her
dread drives her to the door; but still no
sign.

Baby Danny, disturbed by the unwonted
wakefulness of the house, rouses now, and
his frightened cry brings the mother to the
cradle. ‘She gathers him in her arms, for it
soothes the ache in her heart to clasp close
to it the little loving form, and laying her
hand down over the wakeful eyes, she rocks
and sings softly the lullaby he loves.

For a long time she sings, as though with
the tender words to drive away her own
troubled thoughts. She lays the rosy little
sleeper back in ‘his cradle again, and stili
the waiting goes on. She has never waited
80 long before. What can it mean?

What it meant she learned just before
day-break, when the sound of hurried foot-
steps summoned her to the door. It was a
messenger, a neighbor boy, with the tidings,
‘Dan’s in the hospital in town. There was
a fight in McLean’s saloon, and Dan got
hurt., I can drive you in if you want to go
to see him.’

One glance at his face, white and horror-
struck made Margaret instantly certain that
the worst had not been told. She turned
faint and sick, but asked the question quiet-
1y, ‘Do you mean he’s killed?

‘Ob, no, Dan ain’t dead, burst cut the boy.
‘He’s hurt bad, but—Dan ain’t dead.’

A cry of anguish broke from the lips of
the wife; and the boy who had been charg-
ed to tell no more than that Dan was hurt,
stocd shocked at the revelation he had un-
wittingly made. A few insistent questions
gave her the whole story.

-1t is a common story enough. We read
it every day in the newspapers, and we shall
continue, every day, to read it over and
over again so long as the saloon is permit-
ted to deal out that poison which lets loose
the devil in the hearts of men. Only the
story of a drunken fight, which, at its bitter
end, had taken the life of a man and brand-

ed with the curse of Cain the life of the

other. It was Dan who did the deed; the
man who was killed was Jim Hains, the
neighbor with whom he had gone to town.

‘Tll go with you in a little while,” spoke
Margaret, without emotion. Then entering
the door and closing it, she fell on her
knees beside the children’s bed, and tried
poor soul, to pray.

She could not—not yet—she oould not
even cry. The door opened, and she roused
herself, ‘I’ll keep the children for you,”
said a sympathetic neighbor; ‘you’d better
g0 to Dan.’

Morning was yet fresh and dewy when
the team that brought Margaret to town
drew up at the gate of the hospital. ‘Oh, no,
it won’t do him any harm to see you,” the
nurse had said reassuringly; ‘he is not so
severely injured as we thought last night.
He is sleeping now, but will be awake soon.’

‘Nor hurt so badly as they feared’ The
mention of his bodily hurt startled Margar-
et.  She had forgotten about that.

She accepted passively a chair beside the
bed and looked with hot, dry eyes on Dan’s
unconscious face. It was a good face; who
could help believing in it to see it? ~ She
thought how she had believed in it; how
she had counted herself the happiest among
women, when, without doubt or fear, she
had given her life and happiness into his
keeping. And now the face which she had
loved and trusted had become the face of a
criminal—of—her heart cried out in protest.
She could not utter the word even to her-
self. ¢

He was stirring now, uneasily, as though

'

’

conscious, in his sleep, of pain. Suddenly
his eyes opened, and he looked confusedly
into Margaret’s face. She tried—poor girl
—to smile; but the pain and terror in her
eyes startled him, and his spirit sank with
sudden dread.

‘Margaret, what makes you lock s0? Am
I much hurt?  Ain’t I—ain’t 1 geing to get
well?

She turned so white, her lips struggled so
as she strove to frame some reply, that he
felt himself answered.

‘Margaret,” he pleaded, ‘if it's so bad as
that—if there’s no chance at all for me, I
want to know it. Do they fay I’'m going to
die?

She shook her head, but still words refus-
ed to come. He watched her wistfully, his
eyes begging for some assurance. ‘Don’t
try to keep it from me, Margaret,” he be-
sought. ‘Let me know the worst they’ve
told you—I can bear it better from you than
to hear it frem any of them.

He had found her hand as he spoke, but
as he would have clasped it, he felt that his
wife shuddered and shrank away as atsome
deadly touch.

‘I can’t, oh, T can’t tell you,” he heard her
whisper wildly. He turned away his face,
and the hurt in his voice was pitiful.

‘I'd rather have heard it from you, Mar-
garet, even—even if it’s the worst.’

She told him then the worst—the worst
that was so far beyond his imaginings; the
worst, that meant not his own death, but a
deed of blood upon his hands, and the stain
of deadly sin upon his soul,

Later, hie bore for years, without a mur-
mur, the penalty bronounced by law upon
his crime. But it was in the days when he
lay alone with his thoughts upon his bed in
the hospital, that he endured the keenest
and bitterest of hig punishment, Sharpest,
hardest of all to bear was one thought that
throbbed continually in his dizzy brain. It
Wwas so0 needless, so causeless—all this
wretchedness that nothing now could
change or undo. So little might have pre-
vented it altogether.

‘I'll never touch lMquor again.’ He had
said it to himself and to his wife. Had he
but kept his word, his life would have been
kept in honor and in happiness. But he
had broken it, deeming it a slight thing to
break a promise, and the breaking of a
word had been the opening of a gate that
had let in upon his life and upon other
lives, the floods of wreck and ruin.

The events that followed came swiftly.
As often as some neighbor could bring her
into town, Margaret had been coming to
visit Dan, for she knew he would not much
longer be permitted to remain ‘where he
was. His hurt was healing, and in spite of
mental anguish he was growing stronger
daily. %

She came one morning with a covered
basket. It held such things as Dan had liked

B8t always, and she had hoped he would be

able to eat them. 2

But Dan’s room, when she reached it, was
empty. He had been taken away, the nurse
said, two days before. There was a note.
It “was only a line or two—a few abrupt
sentences.  Margaret’s tears fell fast as sha
noted the weak, tremulous handwriting,

He had determined, so it ran, to make no
effort to escape or lighten the punishment
of his crime. He had seen a lawyer and’
had arranged to be taken into court.at the
earliest possible time, when he would plead
guilly and receive the sentence of the law.
He would not consent to stand trial, It
would only exhaust what little money
could be raised on his home, and he had no
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defence to make. ‘I was drunk when I did
it. that’s all.’

‘Just one thing, Margaret, if you can,” the
note ended. ‘I have never seen the children,
you know, since that day. Perhaps I never
will. Kiss them for me and don’'t let them
know where their father is.

She learned later that it was all over. Up-
" on his appearance in court and his plea of
guilty, sentence had been at once promnounc-
ed—seven years at hard labor—and the she-
riff had already taken him with six others,

to the state’s prison. Four of the seveg bad

been ‘drunk when they did it
(To be continued.)

Alcohol as a Food.

Now we have the assurance of two Buro-
pean doctors, as the result of careful experi-
ments made by them, that alcohol is in
some gense a food, or will supply to some
extent the place of food.

This statement will, no doubt, meet with
an emphatic and indignant denial from tem-
perance advocates, as was the case when an
American investigator made a similar an-
nouncement not long ago.

We think that our friends make a serious
mistake in this matter. We think they run
the risk of discrediting their own teachings
by being forced in time to admit that they
were in the wrong, We think, too, that
‘they are weakening the argument in favor
of total abstinence and prohibition by put-
ting it on a wrong basis. ;

If we give people to understand that the
argument in favor of total abstinence and
prohibition depends upon the assertion that
alcohol cannot under any circumstances or
in any degree supply the place of food, then
the cause we have at heart will be no
stronger in their minds than their belief in
that dogma, and every such statement as
this of these scientific investigators will
weaken their faith in the merits of teetotal-
ism, whether the statement is true or not.
For most men will be inclined to argue that
the scientific investigator is a much higher
authority on such a question than the moral
reformer, and if the temperance advocates
quote scientific authority on their side, it
will at best create a conflict of authority
that will leave every man at liberty to be-
lieve whichever teaching he prefers.

This is exactly the same sort of mistake
that the defenders of the Bible made when
the geologists first discovered proof that the
world had not been brought into its present

. condition in six days, but through long and
slow stages of development: theologians im-
agined that the authority of the Bible de-
pended on the maintenance of the idea that
the six creative days were literal days of
twenty-four hours each.

They were forced to abandon that posi-
tion, but the Bible held its ground and is
to-day more popular than ever. T

The true position for religious teachers
and moral reformers is to leave seientific
questions unhesitatingly to scientists. They
have nothing to Jdo with such questions, ex-
cept to learn all they can from the results
of scientific investigation and to make the
best possible use of these results.

The really essential fact with regard to
alcohol cannot be disputed. It is not denied
by scientists or by any honest man. This
fact is that alcohol is one of the most
treacherous of drugs. - It has ensnared and
ruined—morally, physically and financially
—more respectable people in this country
than all other drugs combined. [t creates
its own market by gradually awakening an
appetite which nothing else will supply and

in time makes a slave of everyone who
yields to its fascination. It is admittedly
the greatest curse of our people.

This treacherous quality of alcohol is the
true reéason why all good men should ab-
stain from it and why the state should pro-
hibit its sale for beverage purposes. No
man who professes to love his fellow men
and seek their good can get away from this
argument by saying that he is sure he will
never be tempted to take too much; even if
he could have a perfect assurance on that
point—which no man can have in advance,
except possibly those who are so hard head-
ed and cold blooded as to be incapable of
yielding to generous impulses. For even if
there was no risk to one’s self there still re-
mains the fact that to most people the use
of alcohol is dangerous, and no really noble
hearted man will wish to set an example
which he knows will be likely to encourage
others in doing that which leads many to
their ruin.

No scientist pretends that alcohol is a
necessary food.—New York ‘Witness.’

o

Missionary Battle Hymn for

the Twentieth Century.

(By Joseph Wilson Barron, in ‘Presbyferian
Banner.’)

Christian, signal to thy brother,
Pris’ner on the other side;

‘Go, and quickly, lest another

Take the crown to thee denied.
Haste thee, rest not,
Life’s short day will soon have died.

Christian, go, and be victorious,
Tell His story, sing His fame;
Every precious soul is glorious
Not the world is worth the same,

‘Haste thee, rest not, f1

Free the captive in His name,

*See the battle tide is turning,

Every knee to Him shall bow:
Christian, when our lamps are burning

Christ shall claim the laurelied brow.
Haste thee, rest not,

Go, and God be with thee now.

Correspondence

Some very interesting letters have been
received recently from our little little
friends who read the Correspondence Page,
and we are glad to present a number of
them to-day. With each of these Iletters
was received a list of names of friends who
did not take the ‘Messenger,” but would like
to receive free copies for a few weeks.—
Editor.

South Tilley, N. B.
Dear Editor,—I am going to school and
am in the Second Primer. I sit beside my
little brother, Tommy, in school; he is six
years old and is reading in the First Primer.
I like my teacher well. I have a little pet
kitten that I call Minto. It has a great big
brown face and never catches any mice. My
little brother got a big Santa Claus at

Christmas. LIZZIE MARION W.

Toledo, Towa.
Dear Editor,—We take the ‘Northern
Messenger,” and like it very well. I am a
little girl, eight years old, and go to school.
I am in the second grade. My teacher’s
name is Miss Laughlin ,and I like her very
well. I have one sister and three brothers,
My sister plays the piano, and my brother
plays the violin. I live in Toledo. We
have a college here, and it lately got out of
debt. My papa is the financial secretary of

the College. HOPE HICKS.

: . ; South Tilley, N. B.
Dear Editor,—This is the first letter I
have written to the ‘Messenger’ though wa
have been taking it for some time. I am

going to school and am reading in the thirs
book. My teacher’s name is Miss McKen-
zie. For pets I have a cat, named Kitche-
ner, it is black and white. I have a big
doll and I call it May. I make dresses for it
and it has a set of furs; in the summer I
take it out for a ride in its carriage. - My
little sister is writing to the ‘Messenger’ too.’
I will close for this time, hoping to see my
letter in print.
BERTHA W. (Aged 10.)

Harriston. .
Dear Editor,—I take the ‘Messenger’ and
like reading it. As I do not see any letters
from any little girl near here, I thought I
would write one, as I like reading the let-
ters from other little girls. Gladys W.
wondered if any little girl’s birthday was
on the same day as hers, Aug. 2. Mineis I
was eight years old on my last birthday. 1
go to school and I am in the senior second
book. I have not been to school all week;
it has been stermy. My teacher’s name is
Miss Lavin. We had a social in our church;
I was in a dialogue and I said a recitatiomn.
I hope I will see my letter in the ‘Messen-
ger.” I have three brothers and no sisters.

; ANNIE BURROWS.

Braeside, Ont.
Dear Editor,—I have taken the ‘Messen-
ger’ for three years, and we all like it very
much. I go to school every day and am in
the fourth book. I have read a good many
books. Some of them are ‘Swiss Family
Robinson,” “Three Boys in the Wild North
Land,” ‘Boy Slaves,” ‘The Original Robinson
Crusoe,” ‘Walter Gibbs, the Young Boss,’
‘Ivanhoe,” ‘The Gorilla Hunters,” etc. My
great. grand uncle was burned in a barn in
the Irish Rebellion of 1798-99. @ My favorite
subjects at school are history and geo-
graphy. My only pet is a dog, named Hero.
1 have five brothers and one sister. Four
of my brothers work on the railway. I will
now close, wishing the ‘Messeuger’ every

success. L. E.

Piperville, Ont.
Dear Editor,—This is my first letter to
the ‘Messenger.’ We have taken the ‘Mes-
gsenger’ and ‘Witness’ for a long time. I
like them very much. I weculd like my ten
littie friends to get it. My grandpa and
grandma lcok the Montreal ‘Witness’ ever
since it was printed. I think it is over fifty
years. Mamma reads the stories in the
‘Messenger’ for us children at bed time. I
am ten years old, and in the fourth book. I
have four brothers and one sister. My sis-
ter’s birthday comes on April 5; she is eight
years old, the same as Wesley W, I. Our
baby was three years old on St. Valentine’s
Day. My granpapa, Magee, is 71 years of
age. He is going to the North-West to. farm.

He is starting in the spring.
H. E. McLATCHIE,

BEATRICE J. W.

Mount Rose, N. S.
~Dear Editor,—As I have never seen any
letters from Mount Rose, I thought I would
write one. Mount Rose is about two miles

~from Port Lorn, which is a very pretty

place. Many visitors come here in the sum-
mer, from the United States and elsewhere.
I am in the seventh grade at school; there
are nine grades in our school; our teacher’s
name is Mr. Richardson; we like him very
much. I am twelve years old. 1 wonder
if any little girl’s birthday is on the same
day as mine, June 29. I received a Bible
for getting a club of four subscribers to the
‘Northern Messenger,” and think it is a very
nice one. Thank you very much for it. I
think the ‘Messenger’ is a very mice paper.
My father keeps the post-office; he has kept
it for about seven years. I would like to
write to Lettie Allen if she would please
write first. My address is:
LINA WHITMAN,
Mount Rose,
Annapolis Co., N. S.

Fulton Brook, N.B.
Dear Editor,—~I saw in the ‘Northern
Messenger’ that any one could send a dozen
names of their friends and I thought I
would send you some. We have Sunday-
school here in the summer, but we have
none in the winter. I am in the primary
class. My oldest sister is teaching school,
a short distance from here. I go to school

in the summer and study reading, writing,

‘
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spelling, geography, grammar, health read-
er, and arithmetic. I am very fond of read-
ing; I have read quite a number of books.. I
have.one grandmother living; she comes to
visit us sometimes. My grandfather died
about a year ago. . My papa and two oldest
brothers are in the lumber woods. My
papa keeps the post-office.
EDNA E. FULTON, (Aged 12.)

Caledonia, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I have taken the ‘Messen-
ger’ four years and like it very much. I ;10
though it was good before, it is very much
Dbetter since it is enlarged. The story
‘Twenty Percent’ is very good. I don't
think any boy who reads the ‘Messenger’
will ever grow up to be a drunkard. Iam
very fond of reading and get books from a
public library. My favorite authors are
Henty, Ballantyne, Stables, Frith and
Kingston. I go to the High School and am
in the second form. We go to the lake in
the summer to spend a few days. Along
the lake shore it is very cool and pleasant.
In the fall we go and gather nuts down the
river, 'We have a phonograph and we have
had a great deal of pleasure out of it this
winter. I can work it myself.

ROY HARRIS (Aged 13.)

Glenmorris, Ont.
" Dear REditor,—I have often thought of
writing to your paper, but I got sick and
could not write till now. We have a large
white brick school and there were about
thirty going after Christmas, but the num-
ber got as-low as three last week, and the
teacher had to close school because the
measles were so bad. I had them, too. I
am in the third book and like grammar the
best of my studies. I like to read the stor-
ies in the ‘Northern Messenger.’ St.-Mary's
is the farthest I have ever been from.home.
Our schoolhouse has a furnace and a base-
ment in it, and we play in the basement in
the winter time. There is one little girl I
like better than the rest at school. She
-8ave me a pretty plate on my birthday, and
a needle-case worked with silk at Christ-
mas. I have a sister living in Southern
j’;(m.lu.‘ox_'n.ia.. ‘ JEAN'S. (Aged 9.)
e ~ Bridgetown, N. S.
Dear - RBditor,~We take the ‘Northern
Messenger’ and like it very much. Among
‘the letters I never see any from Bridge-
town; perhaps you would like to know
about its situation. It is situated on the
‘Annapolis River and lies between the North
and South Mountain. It is a very busy
town for its size. There are factories and
foundries. The storekeepers carry on a
large trade in groceries and dry goods. A
new brick schoolhouse is to be erected in
the spring. I go to school every day. I
am in the sixth grade. I have no pets, but
uncle has a fine colt; its name is Prince.
Seeing the letter from the Editor to the
girls 'and boys that any one might send the
names of a dozen boys and girls who do
not take the ‘Northern Messenge,” I thought
I would write.
ELIZA A. BRIMTRIE.

- Stanton, Ont.
Dear Bditor,—I have not seen any letter
from around here in your paper, so I
thought I would write. I live on a farm
which my grandfather cleared fifty years
ago. Both grandfather and grandmother
are seventy-three years old and are married
fitty years. They have eleven of the family
all living and all married. Father is the
-oldest and he is fifty.

them married. My father owns two hun-

- dred and seventy acres of land and has sev-
 forty-five head of
1av broth:

en horses. We ha

cattle and some pigs. I ha
and two sisters and I am

ee brot
b am the youngest.
One of my brothers-took the first class cer-
tificate at High School last year and is now
‘teaching school. I go to school nearly every
day and passed the entrance last July. 1
take music lessons and I think I would like
to be a music teacher when I get older.
When I was about five years old I went to
Toronto, and when I was seven I was at
Sault Ste. Marie. I was at Toronto again
when I was ten and stayed two weeks with
my aunt who lives there. ~ My birthday is

s ‘on June 22, and T will be twelve years cld.

EMMA B. H.

. to the

I have over seventy .
cousins all living, and there are only five of

Beaverton, Ont.

Dear Editor,—This is my first letter to
the ‘Messenger,” and 1 take the privilege of
your kind offer to send it to Some of my
friends here. I am sure if they think as
much of it as' I do they will soon become
subscribers to it. ~We also take the ‘Wit~
ness’ and ‘World Wide’ and a lot of other
papers, but the ‘Messenger’ is my favorite.
Iam a girl, twelve years old. I am in the
fourth grade. I can’t hoast of pets like some
other children, but I have a dear little baby
brother which I think a lot of; he is nearly
two years old. I have two brothers grown
up men and six sisters. In the summer we
are kept very busy; my Pa raises strawber-
ries, some days we pick nearly one thou-
sand boxes. I must tell you also I belong
‘Little Beaver’s Mission Band,’ in
connection with the Pregbyterian Church.
We are making an autograph quilt; I start-
ed out to collect names for it one day last
week. I got 26 names at ten cents each. I
thought I did pretty well. I had quite a
distance to walk between the houses in the
country on a cold day.

WINNIFRED BARRETT.

Coverdale, N.B.

Dear Editor,—As I have not seen many
letters in the ‘Messenger’ from this place, I
thought that I would write one. I live on a
farm near the Petitcodiac River. This
river is noted for its bore, or tidal wave,
which comes up the river twice a day.
Sometimes the wave is very large and
makes a loud roaring noise which can- be
heard for a mile. This is a great curiosity
to those who have never seen the bore, and
many people come to. Moncton to see it.
Moncton is about nine miles from here and
the tide iz much larger there than hers, as
it is nearer the mouth of the river. I be-
long to the Methodist Church. It is about
three miles from here. We have Sunday-
school in the church in summer, but the
scholars are all so far from the church that
we do not have any in winter. I have three
sisters and one brother., © We have been
taking the ‘Messenger’ for about five years
and like it very much. We have tried to
get others to take it, but have not succeed-
ed in, getting very many. I will close

wishing the ‘Messenger’ every success,

MARTHA B. GASKIN.

.~ South Tilley, N. B.

Dear Editor,~We have been taking the
‘Northern Messenger’ for about three years.
I enjoy reading the Correspondence very
much, and as I have not written before I
thought I would try this time. I am going
to schecol and am reading in the fifth book;
my favorite study is geography. We have
not a very large school as it is in the coun-
try. I have five brothers and six sisters;
one of my sisters is geing to P. N. 8. Two
of my brothers were out in Assiniboia, and
came home this winter. © We have fine
times coasting and skating. There is lovely
ice here now. I cannot skate very well
yet but am going to learn as soon as pos-
sible. This is a very pretty place in sum-
mer. - We have a Sunday-school here, but
it is closed now for the winter months. My
teacher’s name is Miss McKenzie and we all
like her very much., = We had a Christmas
tree here this year, my brothers and sisters
got quite a number of presents. I have a
litlle work to do now as I am the oldest of
the girls at home; this is my first year’s

experience and I find it quite hard, but I

suppose we all have our work to do. Ihave
not got a bicycle yet, but expect to have one
next summer. My youngest brother’s name
is Thomas Edison.

! Manion.
‘Dear Bditor,—I would like to tell you and
the children who read this page a story of

my ancestors, as my grandma (mother’s

mother) told it to me. When she was a girl

of ten and my granpa was a boy of twenty-
- one their parents sailed from Ireland, about
‘the same time, but not on the same ship;

the ship grandma came in was almost
wrecked by-a big storm, for the great mast
was breken and fell over on the side of the
deck which caused the ship to fall over to
that side, but the sailors hurried and cut
the ropes and the men helped them to heave
it out into the sea. The passengers, who
were hatched down, were awfully frighten-
¢d and were all praving to be saved from

drowning, and so they were, as they land—‘

“in one battle a bullet struck

ed at Quebec, after being six weeks at sea.
Then when the waggons were loaded with
their boxes grandpa took grandma up in his
arms and set her on top of the load and
they drove off, not expecting to meet again.
But seven years later while grandma was
visiting a  friend, thirty miles from her
home, she met my grandpa again, and in a
year from that time they were married.
RUDSDALE A. ROBINSON (Aged 10.)
P.S.—Grandma’s father was a soldier, and
his knapsack
and pierced through the cover and half way
into his Bible, ;

[What an interesting letter. Ed.]

Brockway, N. B.

Dear Editor,—I thought I would write
and take advantage of your offer in last
‘Messenger,” and try to have it sent to some
of my friends. . My brother has taken the
‘Messenger’ for néarly a year and we all
like it. I am attending the school in this
place and hope to be a teacher myself some
day. We have a Maple Leaf Society. We
have an hour every Friday afterncon, from
three till four o’clock. Every member is
supposed to give a song, recitation or read-
ing. The secretary writes the report of
each meeting. 'The programme ig prepared
by the committee. All the members (every
scholar is one) wears a badge. It is very
pretty here in summer and is quite a good
farming district. In winter we have lots
of skatinz and good roads for sleighing.
The village iz situated on both banks of the
Magaguadaire River. The Tumbermen haul
their logs to this river, and in the spring,
they are fioated down to the mills situated
near the mouth of the river. A new bridge
is being erected over this river now. I
spent my Christmas holidoys in St. An-
drews, the chiretown of Churlotte County.
This town is very prettily sitvated on Pas-
samaquoddy Bay, and is a popidar summer
resort. I will now stop, hopiug this will
not reach the waste-basket land, and I will
be so far successful as to have your very
interesting paper sent for a few woeeks to
some of my friends.

GEORGIE V. DAVIS.

; ¢ Egmondville.
Dear Editor,—I have thought for a long
time of writing to the Correspondence col-
umn of the ‘Northern Messenger.” As it is
the first time I have ever written a letter to
a paper to be printed, I was a little afraid
to begin, but I thought I would try any
way. I must tell you that we get the ‘Mes-
senger’ at our Sunday-school; a kind gen-
tleman supplies ocur Sunday-school with
them. I think it is very kind of him, he
must be interested in us boys and girls. He
is one of our Church Elders too; it is the
Presbyterian Church and Sunday-school I
go tn. I saw in your issue of Feb. 7 where
vau said that if any little boy or girl would
send you a list of a dozen boys’ or girls’
names, that you would send them the paper
containing the letter and a few copies more,
free of charge. I will send you a few names,
but there are not many round here as they
mostly all go to Sunday-school and get it
there; but I will send you some of my cou-
sins’ and second cousing’ names and some
other little friends. Mamma and sister and
I used tc find the. Texts in the Find-the-
Place Almanac, and we liked to hunt them
up. We take the Montreal ‘Weekly Wit-

“ ness’ at our place and I like the Boys’ Page.

I have not been to school all this week, be-
cause it has been so stormy. ‘We have a

“lady teacher and like her very much, she

has never whipped any of us yet; she has
been with us six months. I study arithme-
tic, history, grammar, geography, agricul-
ture and physiology, and I am in the fourth
book, and for sport, at school, we take our
sleds and coast down the river bank that
is near the school and we sometimes skate
on the river, too, and in the summer time,
we play football and baseball. When I am
at home I have to help to attend to the cat-
tle and horsps, pigs and hens; I also have to
attend to carrying in of the wood and water,
‘$0 you may know I am kept busy and can-
not get into mischief. S. P. M.

2 NOTE. -

Julia B. Patien and several other friends
are warmly thanked for letting us know
where the piece called the ‘Chest with the
Broken Lock’ was to be found.
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HOUSEHOLD,

Marrying Men to Reform
Them.

It is not so much the fashion with the
girls of this generation as it was with wo-
men of earlier times to accept offers of
marriage from dissipated guitors; and in
_spite ¢of parental prayers and denunciation
to marry the men to reform them; still the
custom has not entirely disappeared, and
it may not be amiss, therefore, to draw at-
tention to the recently published findings of
a certain neurologist. The high average of
nine women being shot at by lovers or hus-
bands within the short space of four months
in a certain American city led this student
of human life to investigate each individual
case, and as a result he published the state-
ment that eight out of the nine attempts on
the lives of the women—nearly all of which
were fatal—were made by men addicted to
drink, and who fortified themselves with
potations when they set out to do their
shooting. It is pointed out that, although
these figures apply only to one city, that
they can justly be taken as typical of an
agreement that must be appalling. If the
account were summed up each year for the
whole country of the number of women
and men stabbed, shot or beatenp to death
by drunken assailants, the total would be a
staggering blow, to our pretensions that we
are in a position as a nation to start out to
evangelize the world.—Vogue.’

—_———————

Use for Scraps of Tin.

‘A two-horse load of tin clippings was be-
1ng transferred to the rear basement of a pro-
minent hotel. It had come from a can-fac-
tory and the narrow, curling strips had be-
come go twisted and intertwined as to form a
conglomerate mass that was moved with the
greatest difficulty by two sturdy fellows with
stable-forks.

A bystander who was curious enough to
inquire what use a swell hotel had for such
truck was answered by an attaché of the
house: ‘We use it for rats. I mean the big,
gray fellows with whiskers. The hotel rat
is bigger, bolder and wiser than any other
rat. He laughs at traps, fattens on poison
and the killing or chasing of dogs, cats and
ferrets is his pet diversion. Even when
energetic measures have rid us of the pests
they are with us again in augmented force
within a day or two. They will tunnel
through almost anything for incredible dis-
tances. It is their boring ability that has
given us so much trouble hitherto. No mat-
ter how we closed up their passage-ways, the
routes were promptly reopened. Filling the
holes with broken glass was considered a
good scheme until we found that with mar-
vellous patience they removed the glass piece
by piece.

‘But we think we’ve got them now. With
this tangled-up tin we construct a sort of
abatis, covering all places where the beasts
are likely to enter our cellars. They can’t get
through it. They can’t chew it and they
can’t carry it away as they do broken bot-
tles, for when Mr. Rat takes hold of a single
strip of the tin he finds it an inseparable part
of a net-work weighing many pounds.’—Phi-
ladelphia ‘Record.

_—

An Inexpensive Rug.

The rug described is 214 x 4 feet. It is
made of burlap, or what is commonly called
gunny sacking. It can be got at almost any
stores in any quantity, especially in' furni-
ture stores and at the grocery. Three yards,
if of full width, is enough to make it. The
burlap is first colored any desired shade or
color, two packages of dye being sufficient.
Cut the burlap in strips sbout five inches
wide and ravel from both sides, leaving
about an inch unravelled through the centre.
Double this through the middle and lay om
the edge of the burlap, which is used for a
foundation, and sew on. It is best to sew
with a machine, as it is held firmer than if
sewed by hand. - Sew on the next trip, let-
ting the ravelled edges lap over the first far
enough to cover the foundation and full
enough to stand up well. Continue in this
way until taoe centre of the rug is reached,

then commence and fill in the other side. By [

using two shades of the same color a very
pretty effect is produced. Two shades of
green make a good imitation of grass, and is
very pretty for a bay window with flowers.—
‘N. E. Homestead.’

When I Have Time.

When'I have time so many things I’ll do
To make life happier and more fair
For those whose lives are crowded with
care;
I’ll help to lift them from their despair,
‘When I have time.

When I have time the friend I love so well
Shall know no more these weary, toiling
davs;
I'll lead her feet in pleasant paths always,
And cheer her heart with sweelest words
of praise.
‘When I have time.

When you have time—the friend you loved

so dear

May be beyond the reach of all your
sweet intent;

May mnever know that you so kindly
meant

To fill her life with sweet content,

‘When you have time.

Now is the time!
wait
To scatter loving smiles and words of
cheer 2
To those around whose lives are now 8o
dear;
They may not meed you in the coming
year—
Now is the time.
—Presbyterian Banner.

Ah, friend, no longer

The Mother’s Training,

It takes years of training to be able to
properly extract a tooth or to fill a cavity in
the same. It requires days and nights of
painstaking study to fit a man or a woman
for any one of the professions; but a fitness
for the solemn and sacred duties of mother-
hood is supposed to come by instinet or by
intuition. However, the procession of chil-
dren that are marching towards the chil-
dren’s hospital, the multitudes that are en-
feebled in body and mind, and enslaved by
soul and body destroying habits, and the
enormocus demand for cigarettes and liquer
by the youth of our land, all testify to the
fact that this essential knowledge is not ac-
quired in this manner. When the subject
of cookery shall be regarded as essential a
part of a young woman’s education as the
study of geography, when the young mother
learns how to properly care for a nursing
baottle so that it shall not endanger the life
of the infant every time it uses it, and a
score of more things equally important,
then and not until then, we may hope that
half the woe and sickness and misery that
is to«day so widespread among the infants
and children may be banished.—Union

Signal.’

Selected Recipes.

Brown-Bread Roll.—Mix thoroughly one
cup of sifted rye meal, one cup of fine granu-
lated wheat or fine Graham flour, half a cup
of granulated yellow corn meal, half a cup of
bread flour, one teaspoonful cf salt, one
rounding teaspoomful of baking powder and
half a teaspoonful of soda. Then pour in
half a cup of molasses and one pint of sweet
milk. Grease four small baking powder
cans, half-pocund size, fill them about half
full with the batter, cover and steam two
hours.

Tor plain onion pickles let the onions (af-
ter peeling) lie in salted water over night. A
teacupful of salt will be sufficient for four
quarts of water. Rinse in clear water two or
three times, letting them stand in the last
water half an hour. Then drain for an hour
or two, and pack them in jars with spices
(whole cloves, stick cinnamon, pepper corns
and allspice), allowing a teaspoonful of each
—except the cinnamon, of which we use a
little more—to each quart jar, adding chop-
red celery or celery seed if liked, or spices
may be omitted if desired. Then scald suf-
ficient gocd vinegar to fill the jars full, pour-
ing on when boiling hot. Cover and keep
cool and dry.

READING ROOMS.

Libraries and Reading Rooms not already
subsecribing to “World Wide’” may have it on
application for a six weeks trial, free of
charge. Subscribers will kindly make this
known and oblige the publishers,

In all correspondence with advertisers in
these columns, kindly mention the ‘Messen-
ger.” This will obligs the publishers of thig
paper as well as the advertiser.

NORTHERN MESSENGER
(A’Twe!vo Page lilustrated Weekly),

L 3

%r:o yearly subscﬂptrion, 30c.
‘Arée or more copies, separatel résK-
ed, 25¢. each, : > T

Ten or more to an individual address, 20c,
each,

Ten or more separately addressed, 25¢. per
copy.

When addressed to Montreal City, Great Britain and Postal
Union countries, 53¢ postage must be added for each eopy;
United Statos and Canada free of postage. Bpecial arrange-
ments will be made for delivering packages of 10 ormore ia
Montreal. Bubscribers residing in the United Btates can remig
by Post OfMce Money Order on Rouse's Point, N.Y, or Expreag
Money Order payable in Montreal.

A Sample package supplied free on applica=
on. 5

JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
Publishers, Montreal,
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rible shock continued, and her chastened
beauty grew sweeter. She simply lived for
her sister’s happiness.

During all those years Basil Stainton had
worked hard as a poor curate, but in his
case hird work did at last receive due re-
cognition, for he was offered and accepied
the living of an important parish.

Basil remained true to his word, and
faithful to his first love, and he never mar-
ried.

Years had gone by when, accidentally, he
met both Winnie and her sister at a London
railway station. The meeting at first was
naturally embarrassing, but the feeling of
restraint scon wore off, and something of
the old intimacy had returned to them.
That was only the first of several meetings,
but the clergyman studiously avoided any
reference to the past. He was struck, how-
ever, with the beauty of his old ‘fiancée,’
and yet it was utterly unlike the sweet
girlish beauty that had first won his alfec-
tion. It seemed like the beauty of a sum-
mer’s evening when nature dwells in a hal-
lowed calm, and seems to worship with
folded hands, :

The§ had talked together of many things,
and the clergyman held her he still loved so
much by the hand in farewell, for he was
about returning to his northern home.

‘May I ask a question, Winnie? he said,
fixing a hungry look of love upon her beau-
tiful face.

‘Yes, Basil, she replied.

‘Well, 1 want to ask whether your secret
is still a forbidden matter.’

Winnie’s face flushed crimson, and ehe
was deeply agitated.

‘Forgive me,” he said, with a sob. ‘[
ought not to have troubled you; I promise
=’ he was continuing.

‘It is not that, Basil’ she stammered,
‘You have a right to know why I outraged
your love years ago, but I dread to confess
my shame.’

The sad-hearted, though victorious wo-
man then told him all, and the clergyman
bowed his head and mourned as he listened
to the sad, sad story of a woman’s agony,
and yet he rejoiced with her in her victory.

‘Winnie,” he exclaimed, as he clasped her

in his arms, ‘you are sweeter and holier to *

me than the ninety and nine just persons
who need no repentance. You have been
the victim of cruel heredity, but the grace
of God, that has kept you for s0 many
years, will still keep you from your -old
temptation. Why did you not tell me your
secret before? Perhaps I could have saved
you earlier,” he said.

* * L % o » x *

In a London Church a double wedding
was celebrated; Winifred Hilderton was
~married to the Rev. Basil Stainton, Viear
of —, and, at the same time, Patience Hil-
derton was married to a gentleman who had
for many years been an intimate friend of
the Rey, Basil Stainton.

A Touch.

A living coal! And with its glow

It touched another coal, when lo,

The diyrl} form into radiance grew,
And light and cheer beamed forth anew.

e g i

Your Own Paper Free.
“Northern Messenger’ <subscribers may
have their own subscription extended omne
year, free of charge, by remitting sixty cents
for two new subscriptions.

The Voice of Science.

The well-known Viennese clinician, Prof.
Max Kassowitz, asserts that the dogma con-
cerning the nourishing and strengthening
character of alcohol is one of the fatal er-
rors of science. He holds the view that the
majority of physicians take up an inconsist-
ent position with regard to the use of alco-
Thol, for the reason that while they are well
aware of its dangerous and poisonous qual-
ities, they nevertheless contribute to mak-
ing permanent the false ideas concerning
the value and effects of alecohol which areso
generally disseminated. Kassowitz explains
these inconsistencies on the ground that the
teaching which considers alcohol a food,
because it is burned in the organism, has

"held its ground in gpite of many disregard-

ed newer investigations which have shown
its indefensibility. He is, therefore, of the
opinion that the assumption ascribing food
properties to alcohol based on simple theor-
etical consideration is a grave scientific
error, the removal of which is the most im-
portant preliminary condition to an effec-
tual battle against alcoholism.

The common use of aleohol as an aid to
digestion, in the form of port wine, various
domestic “wines, champagne, after-dinner
toddy, brandy-and-egg before breakfast, and
in various other ways, although supported
by the time-honored custom of both the
medical profession and the laity, when ex-
amined in the light of scientific facts, is
found wanting even a single leg upon which
to stand. Roberts, of England, clearly
showed more than a dozen years ago that
alcchol in any considerable gquantity dim-
inishes the activity of the gastric ferments
upon albumen. The writer showed by care-
fully conducted laboratory experiments, the
results of which were published in the ‘Bul-
letin,’ August, 1896, that two ounces of
brandy taken with an ordinary test meal
convert normal digestion into hypopepsia of
an extremely low degree, while eight ounces
of port wine produced the same effect, only
to a slightly less extent. The results of ex-
periments recently published by Laborde in
the ‘Analyst’ confirmed these observations.
—Dr. J, H. Kellogg, Boston.

.‘..__—,_
There’s Poison in That Glass.
A FACT.
(By Mrns. J. Collins.)

Two young men from the far West were
on board a train the night hefore Christmas
going East to spend the holidays with
friends.

They evidently started out with the deter-
mination of enjoying themselves, no matter
who might be annoyed by their jesting amd
profamity. At midnight, when some of the
Dassengers were trying to sleep, the noise of
glasses was heard—one of the party was tak-
ing from his satchel a bottle from which he
poured into a glass the fiery liquid.- As he
sat looking at it ‘giving its color in the cup,’
a lady sitting near said in solemn tones,
‘Young man, “there’s poison in that glass.”’
Immediately all eyes were turned toward
him as he sat pale and motionless, holding
the glass before him. His companion said
with much feeling, ‘That is true, and I have
been drinking poison all my life’ The
thought seemed to trouble him and he put
the glass aside. ;

Science proves that alcohol is a poison. It
never changes in the system, but remains al-
cohol. It is shunned and cast out as an
enemy.

it is not food for mind or body; on .h2
contrary, it destroys the mind, shatters the

nerves, vitiates the blood, and, worse than

all, ruins soul and body.

Young man, are you willing to run the
risk for momentary gratification of taking a:
glass? It may be the fatal glass! Stop and
cousider. A gingle glass of liquor has
brought many a young man to the peniten-
tiary or gallows.

Then flee to the Saviour; ask to be deliy-
ered from the evil appetite; seek forgiveness,
and he will hear and answer in peace.

¢ Delirium Trimmings.’
Learning that liquor was being supplied
to ladies by a firm of dressmakers in Dub-
lin and charged in the bill as ‘ trimmings,’
the Dean of the Chapel Royal paid a visit
of inspection and remonstrated with the
offenders. If they must call the drink
trimmings, he added, let them be honest
about it and call it ‘ delirium trimmings.’
———eee il
KINDLY TELL THE PREACHER.
Any clergyman not already subscribing to
‘World Wide’ may have it on trial for six
weeks, free of charge. ' By kindly making

this known to your minister you will oblige

the publishers. :
A g B

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

‘Northern Messenger’ subsecribers are en-
titled to the special price of seventy-five
cents to the end of the year, and, while they
last the back numbers of this year will also
be included. The contents of the issue of Jan.
18 are given below.

‘World Wide.

A weekly reprint of articles from leading
Journals and reviews reflecting the current
thought of both hemispheres.

S0 many men, so many minds.
man in his own way.—Terence.

Every

The following are the contents of the issu
Feb. 22, of ‘ World Wide':

ALL THE WORLD OVER.

The Anglo-Japanese Alisnse—New ! i

‘What Can Russia do *—New York ‘Sg:n).r‘k iy

A Notable Diplomat'st —* M.A.P.," London.

The Conan De yle Propaganda— Letterin * The Mail, Tondon,

Russia and Finiand— Special Corresponce.ace of the * Morn-
ing Post,” London.

Why Parl'ament Can't Work—By Alired Kinnear in * Daily

ews,” London,

Dr":;‘egms;m snd Dragomans -By Ex-Altache in New York

e,

The Educationa] Value of News— New York ‘Times.’

Vuigarity of Moderners—Abridged from the London
* Chroniele,’

Sea-Fishing in Austral’a —* The Traveller,’ London.

The Moral Drug Stores ' Panch.’ Y

Columbia’s Electric Dream—New York ‘S8un.’

SOMETHING ABOUT THE ARTS.

Adelaide Risterl—* The Speaker,’ London,

* Ulysses’ ut Her Majesty's Theatre—Criticisms in the Lon-
don Weeklies: ‘The 8peetator,’ ‘The Pilot,” *The
Academy,’ and ‘The Speaker,’ g

An Art-for-8chools Ajl{—liy Charles Mulford Robirnson, in
' The Nation," New York.

CONCERNING THINGS LITERARY.
Quictl:is—l’oom. by Wilium Watson, in ‘The Speaksr,
ndon.
Each in His O vyn Name--Pcen, by Professor Carruth, re
T# iited in ‘'The Academy,’ 4
¢ Twa Prayers—Poem. by Jobn MacFarlane, in ‘ Presby-
terian College Journal.' 7
B,)ghpnd b!;ictlxrga'ny Moses Leggart, in the Springfield
€]

: ublica
m:hnx:l as lt.n‘uuL—;‘Thu Aé.hbnseugn.‘ Iﬂlr)!dclm.P 3
* Shak are’s Library'—Biimingham * Daily Post.’
C?;l:le? 'Eickens—ny (. K. Chesterton, in *Daiy News,
London.
Newspapers of New Yori—* Piiaters’ Ink.’
'lu‘hi:nln:lxht ﬁ Love—Extract from germcn by Horace

Bushnell.
Swriuns}f the Late Profeszor Davidson—*'Westminster
Budget.’

IINTS OF THE PROGRESS OF KNOWLEDGH.

Too Great a Bacrifice—Brooklyn ‘ Eagls.’

Umltml:&nl of Wirelcas el hy
* Guardian.’

Fluc'tuations in Lake Levels —Clevaland ‘ Plain Dealer.’

Maa in the Upper Atmosphere—Chicago * Inter-Ocean.”

How High Can a Balloon Rise?— From ‘ Harper’s Magazine.

'The Manchest

CWORLD WIDE
$1.00 a year.

Special rate to subscribers of the  Messenger,
Only 75 ceats.
JOHN DOUGALL & SON,

‘WITNESS BUILDING,
! Montreal.
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*  LESSON XI—MARCH 16, 1902.
The Ethiopian Converted.

Acts viii,  26-40. Memory verses 35-37.
Read Isaiah liii.

Golden Text.

‘With the heart man believeth unto right-
eousness, and with the mouth confession is
made unto salvation.’—Romans x., 10.

Daily Readings.
Monday, March 10.—Acts viii., 26-40.
Tuesday, March 11.—Isa. liii.
Wednesday, March 12.—Psa, Ixviii., 28-35.
Thursday, March 13.—Psa. cxix., 9-24.
Friday, March 14.—1 Pet. i., 1-12.
Saturday, March 15.—Matt. iii., 7-17.
Sunday, March 16.—Rom. vi., 1-11.

Lesson Text.

(29) Then th~ Spirit said unto Philip, Go
near, and join thyself to this chariot. (30)
And Philip ran thither to him, and heard
him read the prophet Esaias, and said, Un-
derstandest thou what thou readest? (31)
And he-said, How can I, except some man
should guide me? ~ And he desired Philip
that he would come up and sit with him.
(32) The place of the Scripture which he
read was this, He was led as a sheep to the
slaughter; and like a lamb dumb before his
shearer, so opened he not his mouth: (33)
In his humiliation his judgment was taken
away: and who shall declare his genera-
tion? for his life is taken from the earth.
(34) And the eunuch answered Philip, and
. said, I pray thee, of whom speaketh the pro-
:bhet this? of himgelf, or of some other
man? (35) Then Philip opened his mouth,
-and began at the same Seripture, and
preached unto him Jesus. (36) And as they
went on their way, they came unto a “cer-
tain water; and the eunuch said, See, here
is water; what doth hinder me to be baptiz-
ed? (37) And Philip said, If thou believest
with all thine heart, thou mayest. And he
answered and said, I believe that Jesus
Christ is the Son of God. (38) And he com-
manded the chariot to stand still: and they
went down both into the water, both Philip
and the eunuch; and he baptized him. (39)
And when they were come up out of the
water, the Spirit of the Tord caught away
Philip, that the eunuch saw him no more;
and he went on his way rejoicing.

Suggestions.

After the converts at Samaria had receiv-
ed the Holy Spirit, Peter and John went
back to Jerusalem preaching the Gospel to
many of the Samaritan villages on the way.
Then the word cf the Lord came to Philip
telling him to go down to the desert place
-southwest of Jerusalem where the road ran
down to GaZa. - Philip may have wondered
why God should send him away from this
great revival in this large and needy city
which wasg such a good centre for evangelis-
tic work, but’ he obeyed God unquestion-
ingly. The people in Samaria had now a
good chance to hear the Gospel from those
of their own number who had been saved
and filled with the Holy Spirit, and these
needed the strength which comes from help-
ing others. |

Philip arose and went, he did not wait for
God to speak twice to him, neither did he
try to escape in another direction as Jonah
did, but in simple unquestioning obedience
" he set out at once upon his journey. When
he got to the southern road, he saw a cha-
riot coming along, and in it sat a man read-
ing aloud to himself. The man was an of-
ficer of state under Queen Candace of Meroé,
Africa, and he had been up to worship at
Jerusalem. The Holy Spirit told Philip to
run and get close to the chariot. Philip did
not pause to argue about the propriety of
attaching himself to this nobleman, he sim-
ply obeyed. And as he got near the cha-
riot he heard the man reading aloud from
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the book of Isaiah, so he called and asked
him whether he understood what he was
reading. The rich man did not answer
proudly that that was none of Philip’s busi-
ness, instead he meekly begged him to get
up into the chariot and explain it to him if
he could. -Meekness is a sign of greatness
of mind, and the man who is willing to take
instruction from the humblest follower of
Christ is ocn the way to a greater store of
knowledge than he who seeks to find it all
out for himself for God reveals different
truths to different souls.

It was the fifty-third chapter of Isaiah
that the Kthiopian was reading, no doubt
when at Jerusalem he had heard rumors of
the claims of Jesus, of his crucifixion and
resurrection, and of the wonderful miracles
which were now being wrought in his name,
and of the thousands who believed in him
as the Messiah. He was led by no sudden
impulse, but being a thoughtful man, he de-
cided to study for himself all that the Holy
Scriptures had to say on the subject. This
description of the humiliation of the Com-
ing One puzzled him greatly. So he asked
Philip what the prophet meant and  Philip
joyfully took that very passage, and from it
preached Jesus to the open-hearted African,
Before long the sincere mind was convinced
of the truth of the Gospel, and with joy
confessed his faith, and as they came to a
stream the eunuch asked Philip to baptize
him there, and he was baptized and con-
fessed his faith' in the Lord Jesus Christ in
the presence of all his retinue. Then the
African went on his way rejoicing in the
Lord, and when he reached home he no
doubt, proclaimed the Gospel to his own
people for the scul that is truly filled with
the love of God cannot help testifying to his
grace and power. ]

God sent a little bit of foreign missionary
work into Philip’s life, he allowed him to
help the African ncblemen out into the
light of the Gospel, and that man must
have won many of his people whom Philip
himself would never have been able to
reach. 8o, to some of us who are not call-
ed to the faraway lands, God sends little op-
portunities of foreign missionary work; per-
haps it is the teaching of a Chinaman, and
by. patient endeavoring and prayer, seeking
to lead him to the Saviour, if you can get
him to give himself to God he may do more
for his peopie than you ever could. It may
be that your opportunity is to write cheer-
ing letters to some lonely missionary out in
the foreign field. It may be that your op-
portunity is to form a little circle for pray-
er and study of missions, for without pray-
er all missionary effort is useless. Per-
haps God will give you the opportunity to
win some soul to him for service in the
foreign field. Perhaps he may let you give
the money to send some one else, Do not
miss the opportunity whatever it is. Ask
God to open your eyes to it, and be very
obedient when he speaks.

Questions.

What did God tell Philip to do?
How did Philip obey?

What did he find in the desert?
‘What was this man reading?
Of whom was it a description?
‘What did Philip do?

‘What did the African do when

lieved?
K. Topic,
Sun. ,March 16.—Topic.—A noble purpose.
—Dan. i., 8-20. (Temperance meeting.)

Junior C. E. Tovpic.
MISSIONARIES AND THE WORLD.

Mon., March 10.—They bring peace.—Ps.
xxxvii., 11. .
Tues., March 11.—They destroy idolatry.

he “be-

—Isa. xlii., 17.

Wed., March 12.—They draw to Christ.—
Zech. 4L

Thu., March 13.—They bring light.—Isa.

ixi;. 2
' Fri,, March 14.—They cause fear of God.—
P oxxxiils 8 .
- Sat., March 15—They bring strength.—2
Cor. xvi., 9. :

Sun., March 16.—Topic.—How mission-
aries help the world.—Acts viii., 26-38.

———————

Special Clubbing Offer, “World Wide' and
‘Northern Messenger,” $1.00,

Faithful to Our Pledge.

Recitation for Four Boys,

First Boy.

We know nct, we see not the future
Nor guess what the years shall impart,
But we’ll try to be faithful temperance Doys,
Working on with a fearless heart.
We'll work for the cause of the right
Wherever our path may be,
All fast in the temperance fight,
All locking for victory.

Second Boy.

Some, some may be out on the ocean,
A-sailing the billows so wide,

Jack Tars, hearts of oak, jolly sailors,
Afloat on the blue, blue tide;

But we’ll work for the cause of right.
With a zeal that is ever new,

Till the crew shall arise in might
On the side of the glad and true.

Third Boy.

And some may be village blacksmiths,
Klink-klank, when the anvil rings,
And some may be merry ploughboys,
At work when the skylark sings,
But we’ll work for the cause of right,
And we'll walk in the temperance way,
Till at last shall dawn on our sight
The gladsome triumph day!

Fourth Boy.

Or some of our band of helpers
May stand on law’s battlefield,

And, fighting 'neath our banner,
Refuse to shrink or yield;

For we'll work for the cause of right,
And surrender we will not know,

And the Temperance flag, so bright,
Will be ghining where’er we go.

All Four Boys.

Yes, yes, wherever it be we labor
And whatever our life work be,
We mean to be steadfast abstainers,
The band of the blest and free.
And we’ll work for the cause of right,
+ Till drink never more hath sway;
Now, now with temperance boys unite,
Take the pledge and be true alway.

—'League Journal,’

B o AT

Tobacco in the Colleges.

Some study as to the effects of tobacco on
students in college is being made in various
places. “Out of the highest scholarship
men in Yale, only five percent use tobacco.
Of those who get no appoihtments sixty
percent nse it. The inference Dr. Seaver,
director of the physical laboratory of Yale,
draws, is that it is those with a lower grade
of intellect in general who use tobacco. The
higher and more nermally developed stu-
dents do not have a craving for it. Perfect-
ly healthy people, it is believed, have nei-
ther a craving for tobacco nor alcohol. Our
best athletes are good illustrations. The
probable truth jg that those who use the
weed to a cert,z{n extent paralyze their aspi-
rations to - t)'gh attainments and are content
without striving for that which is the
noblest and best. g

Expiring Subscriptions.

Would each subscriber kindly look at the
address tag on this paper? If the date there-
on is March, 1902, it is time that the re-
newals were sent in so as to avoid losing a
single copy. As renewals always date from
the expiry of the old subscriptiens, subscrib-
ers lose nothing by remitting a little in ad-
vance. :
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«SLITTLE

Frisky.
(By Marian Isabel Hurrell, in
‘Early Days.’)

‘Frisky ! you naughty, naughty
dog! What have you done? and
little I'lossie Merton, as she said
these words, threw out her arms
with a gesture of dismay.

Upon the floor lay Miss Araminta
Sophia, her last new dollie, whom,
on account of her waxen charms,
she had greatly prized. But now,
alas! her beauty was gone for ever,
as her broken nose and poor, bruis-
ed face testified.

It was in vain that I'risky, who
wag the culprit, lifted his paw in
pleading  fashion. Flossie was
merciless, for the naughty little
doggie (who had been strictly for-
bidden to play with her dolls) was
guilty of disobedience. A pretty
story book had also come to grief
to Frisky’s very frisky
ways.

‘I shall never forgive you, Frisky
—never, never! cried Flossie. ‘Get
out of my sight, you horrid, bad
dog!’” At these words [I'risky,
with downcast air, slowh and sad-

_\,Jy left thg xoom, i

-------

Flossie Merton was ain dn:ly clnld
and it must be confessed that she
was far too fond of her own way—

a fact which occasionally led her .

into trouble, as
proved.

On the day following Frisky’s
disgrace, I"lossie was amusing her-
self in the garden with one of her
numerous family of dolls—not Ara-
minta, for, owing to shock to the
system, she was still very much in-
disposed.

‘Pm tired of playing in the gar-
den,’ said she to herself; ‘I shall go

circumstances

for a walk in the meadows, and get .

some wild flowers.’
Now, as Flossie well knew, her
mother had strictly forbidden her

to go into the fields by herself; but .

so self-willed was this little maid,
that in spite of all she determined
to go. : ¢

‘Nobody will see me, she mur-
mured to herself- ‘I can slip out at
the back gate.’

Ah! Ilossie had forgotten for the
moment the little verse she had
learned at her mother’s knee —
“Thou God seest me” It came

- back to her afterwards, however. in
=% mox_g_ent‘olf great peril,

‘All unconscious of harm or dan-
ger, the child started on her way,
and Frisky, who was standing near,
prepared to follow.

‘How dare you, sir!’ she said se-
verely. ‘Go back at once. I am
not going to have a disobedient

-dog with me/

At these words Friskey looked

FOL K Sws

along, and see what’s the matter.

The gypsy who thus spoke was
standing at the door of the cara-
van, leisurely smoking a pipe. His
son, a sturdy lad of about sixteen
years of age, guided by the sound
of a dog’s vociferous barking, im-
mediately made his way tawards
the stream that ran through the

. IN VAIN FRISKY LIFTED HIS PAW IN PLEADING FASHION.

very glum, and, could he have
spoken, I think he would have said:
‘I know someone else who is dis-
obedient, too!
Away went Flossie, smgmg a
little song to herself, though it
must be admitted she was not with-
out certain qualms of conscience.
After she had gone some little dis-

tance, Frisky cautiously followed,

determined not to be deprived of a
gambol in the meadows.

‘Bless me, Jack! what a row that
dog’s making, to be sure ! Run

meadow in which the gypsy cara
van was situated.

‘Bow-wow !  barked the dog
(which was none other than little
Frisky), as he bounded to meet the
gypsy lad, and then rushed forward
again like a wild thing towards the
water.

The boy hurriedly followed; and
it was well that he did so. A bit-
ter cry of distress rang through the
air, and then he realized that a
child was in peril of drowning.

Alas! little Flossie, in trying to

L/
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reach some wild flowers on the
bank of the stream, had fallen into
the deep water,and but for Frisky’s

timely alarm she must have perish- =

ed. She was jusi sinking a second
time when Jack the gypsy plunged
in to her rescue, and brought her in
safety to the bank.

Needless to say that the gypsy
boy was amply rewarded for his
courage. And as for little Flossie,
she had learnt a lesson in obedi-

ence she would not easily forget
: —_———

A Long Tongue.

Wouldn’t you think that yours
was a long tongue if it was as long
as your whole body? agks Olive
Thorne Miller, who knows so much
about animals of all kinds, and tells
the things she knows in the way all
children want to hear them. Well,
odd as it seems, there is a little fel-
low who lives in Africa, with just
such a tongue, and you cannot im-
agine how useful it is to him. You
see, he is a dignified, slow-moving
little creature, and he lives on in-
sects and such lively game. He
could never catch them and might
starve to death, only he can dart
out his tongue quick as a flash, and
as long as his body. The end of
the droll weapon is sticky, and
holds fast any unfortunate insect
that it touches.

The little animal that I speak of
is the chameleon, and his tongue
isn’t the only droll thing about him
His eyes are very curious. To be-
gin with, they are very large and
round, and stick out like big beads
on the side of his head ; and the
funniest thing is that he can turn
them different ways, so as to see all
round him. He can turn one up
and the other down, or he can turn
one forward and the other back,
and thus see everywhere. It must
be a very small fly which ean escape
these sharp eyes.—‘Christian In-
telligencer.

Don’t Be Crbss.

Bishop Brooks was much attach-

ed to children, and had many fami-
liar acquaintances amonyg them. In
one family whom he sometimes
visited there were four clildren,
and they loved to gather arnrund
him, the younger two sitting one on
each knee, and the older two lean-
ing one on each shoulder. IHe
would talk with them in this posi-
tion for a long time, entering into
all their childish affairs apparently
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with no less interest than was
shown by the children. On one oc-
casion a little girl, perhaps twelve
years old, was telling him of some
childish gievance, and concluded

her story with the words: ‘It made

me real cross.’

‘Cross,” exclaimed the bishop;
‘why, C—— I didn’t suppose you
were ever cross.’

‘Wouldn’t you be cross,’ repiied
the child, ¢f anybody had treated
you so? -~ -

‘I don’t know whether I would or
not,” said the bishop; ‘perhaps 1
should if it would do any good. Did
it make you feel any better?

‘No,” said the girl.

‘Did it make anybody feel any
better?’ ‘ :

i

‘No, came the answer again,
hesitatingly. :

‘Then,” said the bishop, ‘I don’t
see any sense at all in being cross,
and wouldn’t be again if I were
you.'—‘Ladies’ Home Journal.’

A Bagster Bible Free.

Send four new subscriptions to the ‘North-
ern 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 edge, measures
seven inches by five and three-quarter inches
when open.

AU business communications should N"M *Johe

Dougall & Bon, and all letters to the editor should
addressed Editor of the ‘Northern Messenger.’ »
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