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A Round of Bleak Coasts.

(Norman Duncan.)
(From ‘Dr. Grenfell’s Parish.")

Mhe coast of Labrador, which, in number
of miles, ‘roms the larger half of the doctor’s
round, is forbidding, indeed—naked, rugged,
desolate, lying sombre in a mist. It is of
weather-worn gray rock, broken at intervals
by long ribs of black. In part it is low and
ragged, slowly rising by way of bare slopes
and starved forest, to broken mountain ranges,
which lie blue and bold in the inland waste.
Elsewhere it rears from the edge of the sea in
stupendous cliffs, and lofty, rugged hills. There
is no inviting stretch of shore the length of it
—no sandy beach, no line of shingle, no grassy
bank; the zea washes a thousand miles of
jagged rock. Were it not for the harbors—in-
numerable, and snugly sheltered from the
winds and ground swell of the open—there
would be no navigating the waters of that re-
gion. The Strait Shore is buoyed, lighted,
minutely charted. The reefs and currents and
tickles* and the harbors are all known, A
north-east gale, to be sure, raises a commo-
tion, and fog and drift-ice add something to
the chance of disaster; but, as they say, from
one peril there are two ways of escape to
three sheltered places. To the north, however,
where the doctor makes his way, the coast is
best sailed on the plan of the skipper of the
old ‘T'welve Brothers.

' “You don’t catch me meddlin’ with no land!’
said he. . - :

Past the Dead Islands, Snug Harbor, Do-
mino Run, Devil’s Lookout, and the Quaker’s
Hat—beyond Johnny Paul’s Rock and the
Wolves, Sandwich Bay, Tumbledown Dick, In-
dian Harbor, and the White Cockade—past
Cape Harrigan, the Farmyard Islands, and the
Hen and Chickens—far north to the great crag-
- 8y hills and strange peoples of Kikkertad-

soak, Scoralik, Tunnulusoak, Nain, Okak, and,

at last, to Cape Chidley itself—northward,
every crooked mile of the way, bold ‘head-
lands, low outlying islands, surken reefs, tides,
fogs, great winds and smow make hard sail-
ing of it. It is an evil coast, ill-charted where
charted at all; some part of the present-day
map is based upon the guess-work of the
eighteenth century navigators. The doctor,
like the skippers of the fishing craft, must
sometimes sail by guess and hearsay, by recol-
lection and old rhymes.

The gusts and great waves of open water

—of the free, wide sea, I mean, over which a
~ship may safely drive while the weather ex-
~ hausts its evil mood—are menace enough for

the stoutest heart in the world. But the
- Labrador voyage is inshore—a winding
course among the islands, or a straight one

from headland to headland,of a coast off which -

reefs lie thick; low-lying, jagged ledges, wash-
ed by the sea in heavy weather; barren hills,
rising adruptly—and all isolated—from safe
water; sunken rocks, disclosed upon ap-
proach, only by the gréen swirl above them.
They are countless—scattered everywhere, hid-

*A ‘fickle’; is a narrow passa’ge to a har-
bor or between two islands.
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“THERE'S NO CHART FOR ICEBERGS'

den and disclosed. They lie in the mouths of
harbors, they lie close to the coast, they lie
offshore; they run twenty miles out to sea.
Here is no plain sailing; the skipper must be
sure of the way—or choose it gingerly else the'
hidden rock will inevitable ‘pick him up.’

Recently the doctor was ‘picked up.

‘Oh, yes,’ said he, with interest. ‘An un-
charted rock. It took two of the three blades
of the propeller. But, really, you'd be sur-
prised to know. how well the ship got along
with one!’ e

To know the submerged rocks of one harbor
and the neighboring coast, however evil the
place, is small accomplishment. The New-
foundland lad of seven years would count
himself his father’s shame if he failed in so
little. High tide and low tide, quiet sea and
heavy swell, he will know where he can.take
the punt——fhe depth of water, to an inch, which
overlies the danger spots, But here are a hun-
dred harbors—a thousand miles of coast—

with reefs and islands scattered like dust the

length of it. The man who sails the Labra-
dor must know it all like his own backyard—
not in sunny weather alone, but in the night,
when the teadlands are like black clouds
ahead, and in the mist, when the noise of the
breakers tells him all that he may know of
his whereabouts. A flash of white in the gray
distance, a thud and swish from a hidden
place: the one is his beacon, the other his fog-
horn. Tt is thus, often, that the doctor gets
along. : =

but—it is a proverb on the coast—‘there’s no

chart for icebergs” The Labrador current is
charged with them—hard, deqd-white;zluier

1

You may chart rocks, and beware of them;

ice from the Arctic; massive bergs, innumer-

able, all the while shifting with tide and cur-
rent and wind. What with floes and bergs—
vast fields of drift-ice—the way north in the
spring is most perilous. The same bergs—
widely scattered, diminished in number,dwarf-
ed by the milder climate—give the tramsat-
lantic passenger evil dreams; somewhere in
the night, somewhere in the mist, thinks he,
they may lie; and he shudders. The skipper
of the Labrador craft knows that they lie
thick around him; there is no surmise; when
the night fell, when the fog closed in, there
were a hundred to be counted from the mast-
head. -

Violent winds are always to be feared—
swift, overwhelming hurricanes: winds that
catch the unwary. They are not frequent;
but they do blow—will again blow, no man

‘can tell when. In such a gale, forty vessels

were driven on a lee shore; in another, eighty
were wrecked overnight—two thousand fisher-
men cast away, the coast littered with splin-
ters of ships—and, once (it is but an incident),
a schooner was torn from her anchors and flung
on the rocks forty feet above the high-water
mark. These are exceptional storms; the com-
mon Labrador gale is not so violent, but evil
enough in its own way. It is a north-easter,
of which the barometer more often than not
gives fair, warning; day after day it blows,
cold, wet, foggy, dispiriting, increasing in vio-
lence, subsiding, returning again, until cour-
age and strength are both worn out.

Reefs, drift-ice, wind and sea—and over all
the fog: thick wide-spread, persistent, swift in
coming, mysterious in movement; it com-
pounds the dangers. It blinds men—they curse
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§t, while they grope along: a desperate busi-
ness, ind¢ed, thus to run by guess where posi-
tive knowledge of the way merely mitigates
the peril. There are days when the fog lies
like a thick blanket on the face of the sea,
hiding  the head-sails from the man at the
wheel; it is night on deck, and broad day—
with the sun in a blue sky—at the masthead;
the schooners are sometimes steered by a man
aloft., The ‘Always Loaded, sixty toms, and
bound home with a cargo that did honor to
her name, struck one of the outlying islands
s0 suddenly, so violently, that the lookeut in
the bow, who had heen peering into the mist,
was pitched headlong into the surf. The
‘Daughter, running blind with a fair, light
wind—she had been lost for a day—ran full
tilt into a cliff; the men ran forward from
the soggy gloom of the after-deck into—bright
sunshine at the bow! It is the fog that
wrecks ships,

‘Oh, I runned her ashore, says the castaway
skipper. ‘Thick? Why, sure, ’twas thick!’

So the men who sail that coast hate fog,
fear it, avoid it when they can, which is sel-
dom; they are not afraid of wind and sea,
but there are times when they shake in their
sea-boots, if the black fog caiches them out
wof harbor,

A Song of Low Degree.

(Michael Fairless.)

Lord, I am small, and yet so great,
The whole world stands to my estats,
And in Thine image I create.

The sea is mine; and the broad sky
Is mine in its immensity;

The river and the river’s gold;

The earth’s hid treasures manifold;
The love of creatures small and great,
Save where I reap a previous hate;
The noontide sun with hot caress,
The night with quiet loveliness,

The wind that bends the pliant trees,
The whisper of the summer breeze;
The kiss of snow and rain; the star
That shines a greeting from afar; .
All, all are mine; and yet so small
Am I that lo, I needs must call,
Great King, upon the Babe in Thee,
And crave that Thou would’st give to me
The grace of Thy humility.

Rotumah,

A ROMANTIC MISSION STORY.

(The ‘Spectator, Australia.)

About 300 miles north of Fiji, and 1600 east
of Brisbane, the beautiful island of Rotumah
les like an emerald set in the sapphire of
the sea, and fringed with coral reefs, over
which the white spray dances with pictuesque
effect. It was discovered by Pandora in 1793.
Ten miles long, and four broad, with a line
of hills in the centre, it stands clothed in per-
ennial verdure, as the Paradise of the Pacific,
Tradition has it that a certain Samoan Raho,
being badly treated by his own people, set
out on an adventurous voyage. His god di-
rected him to take two bags of sand with him.

When tossed by a viclent storm, he was told to

throw the sand overboard. For a while, the
sea in anger threw its mists about his canoe,
but out of the turmoil an island sprung. The
crew landed on the soil of Rotumah, where
plenty of food was found. The Rotumans are
of a light copper color, with straight, coarse
hair, which indicates Asiatic origin, in spite of
their traditions. | '
Among the seven tribes which dwelt on this
place was a voung man, who felt in his breast
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‘the warmth of life’s ascending sun,’ and with
a lover's instinct, he prepared a sumptuous
feast called ‘koa ne mos’ This he sent over
the hills to a certain young lady, who, busy
with her duties, was surprised to find herself
the recipient of a gift, the meaning of which
she knew full well. The next day another pre-
sent came, called ‘fakpo.”’ The third day saw
the invitations out for the marriage. On the
fourth day, many friends arrived with num-~
erous pigs and yams, and an abundance of
kava. The day was spent.in feasting and in
dancing. The happy couple were smeared
with oil, and yellow coloring. The bans of
marriage were distinctly called, as, raised on
a platform, the bride and bridegroom were car-
ried through the village, amid shouts of con-
gratulation and good will. The ceremony was
concluded by the formation of a ring of men,
in the centre of which the parties stood, while
a presiding genius approached the groom and
struck him on the head with a tomahawk. As
the blood flowed down on his body, he learned
that a married man is a marked man. The
bride was treated in similar fashion, and she
knew that the contract was sealed with blood.

‘So these were wed, and merrily sped the
years! But troubles come into the lives of
them who fancy that marriage is a goal, in-
stead of a ‘kick-off, from which'a serious bat-
tle has to be fought, in which one must help
the other,

They quarrelled, and one day the lady, who

. was of high birth, took her servants and her

only child, a bonnie lad of six, and, with her
belongings, sailed away from home and hus-
band. For many weary days and nights they
voyaged, and landed on the island of Tonga.
They feared violence and death, but to their
astonishment they were welcomed to shelter
and food. Tongo had received Christianity, and
the light that is to illumine every land shone
through the honest eyes of men and women
who had learned to love. The lady was not
long in hearing the glad news of a Saviour’s
love; for through the drawbacks of a foreign
language, and the hardness of the natural
heart, the glory of the Cross of Christ broke,
and lifted up the clouds of doubt and fear,
and set the motes of gladness throbbing in her
soul. Her servants came under the same spell,
and like them of olden time, received the word
with joy.

The lad got into the company of the teacher,

~and nothing pleased him more than to sit for

hours listening to the stories of thrilling inter-
est from the Old Testament. Chief among
them was that of Zerubbabel leading back the
captives from Babylon to Jerusalem; and over
and over again he repeated the words, ‘The ran-
somed of the Lord shall return and come to
Zion with songs and everlasting joy upon their
heads; they shall obtain joy and gladness, and
sorrow and sighing shall flee away.’ One day,
as he looked into the face of the teacher, he
said, ‘Joel, I should like to be called Zerub-
babel, so, on the bright day when his mother
was baptised, he, too, was received into the
Church of Christ, and the preacher prayed that
he might lead the ransomed home with songs
of joy. The first flower which grows in a
e ]
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Flags! Flags! Flags!

CANADIAN FLAGS!

2 Has your school one? Ask your teacher
to write us for particulars as to our
Liamond Jubilee Flag offer.
Address ‘Flag Department,’
JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
‘Witness’ Building,
Montreal, Que.

July 7, 1905,

Christian garden is Forgiveness; so our lady
looked across the throbbing sea, and said, ‘I
must go back to my husband, and tell him
of the Saviour I have found.’ A whaling ship
carried her home to her own land. She came
like the merchantman with goodly pearls, and
her husband—not unlike us to-day—had learnt
her worth in separation; but when he saw a
new light in her eyes, and a new charm in her
manner, he, too, grew hungry and thirsty for
the same eternal springs. ‘I have told you all,’
said she; ‘if you want to know more, you, too,
must go to Tonga.
(To be continued.)

Helpers Wanted.

The Industrial Evangelistic Mission of
Northern India are appealing for workers,
They want men of the ‘Mackay of Uganda’
type—a carpenter, saw and planing mill ex-
perts, a cabinetmaker, a brickmaker, a baker
and confectioner, a tinsmith, a printer, two
shoemakers, and others. Such laborers must
needs be consecrated Christians, ready to go
for Christ’s glory alone, and not for personal
gain to tsach the native Christians of India
how to work, and so become self-supporting,

The secretaries may be addressed at 151
Washington street, Chicago, or at 76 Hayter
street, Toronto.

Acknowledgments,

FOR GENERAL WORK OF .LABRADOR
MISSION.

M. W, $20; R. Wallace, per J. H. Spicer,
$10; A. M. Boosey, $5; Thos. Moore, §5;° W.
M. Ramsay, $5; A. C. W., $5; Wellwisher, $5;
A Friend in Westmount, $5; Mrs. J. S. Wis=
hart, 85; Eliza McLennan, $4; J. L. A, $2; A,
T. B, 82; Mrs. Janet McDermid, $2; Mrs. C.
B. Campbell, $x; Mrs, A. Douglas, $1; Mrs,
Duncan Ferguson, $1; A Friend, Waterloo, $1;
Mrs. F. E. Judd, $1; Mary Kender, $1; ‘In Hig
Name,” $1; Old Subscriber, $1; Sympathy, $1;
J. W. Wallis, $1; total, $8s.00.

LABRADGR MISSION.

The publishers of the ‘Northern Messenger®
will be glad to receive at their office and for-
ward to Dr. Grenfell any sums sent in by sub-
scribers or readers of this paper for the gen=
eral work of this worthy mission.  Send by
money order, postal note, or registered letter,
addressed as follows:—Northern Messenger,’

John Dougall and Son. ‘Witness’ Building,
Montreal. All amounts will be ackmowledged
on this page. Sums under fifty cents may be
sent in two-cent stamps. Subscriptions to
the ‘Messenger’ Cot may be similarly address-
ed, and will be acknowledged on the Corres=-
pondence Page,

——————

NORTHERN MESSENGER PREMIUMS

A reliable and handsome [Fountain Pen, usually
sold at $2.00, manufactured by Sandford & Ben-
nett, New York, given to ‘Mescenger' subscrib-
ers for a list of five new gubscriptions to the
‘Northern Messenger® at 40 cents each.

The People’s Horse, Cattle, Sheep aud Swine
Doctor. This book gives a description of the
diseases of the Horse, Cattle, Sheep and Swine,
with exact doses of medicine. Usually sold at
$1.00, will be glven to ‘Messenger’ subscribers
for a list of four new subscriptions to the ‘Nore
thern Messenger, at 40 cents each.

BAGSTER'S MINION BIBLE,suitable for Church,
Sabbath School or Day School. Each boy and
girl reader of the ‘Messenger’ should pOssess
one. -Given for three new subscriptions to the
‘Northern Messenger’ at forty cents each.

BAGSTER'S LONG PRIMER BIBLE — A band.
some Bible, gilt edges, with the addition of 307
gf:u, containing the following Valuable Bible

Ipg, Concordance, Alphabetical Index, M
and Illustrations, with other aids to Bible
study. Given to ‘Messenger’ subscribers for
thirteen new subscriptions to the ‘Northern
Messenger' at 30 cents each or ten new sub-

pfé?{'fé‘}i’ at 40 cents each,
L TESTAMENT—A handsome pictorial
Ne;r Testament just published, neatly “bound in
leather, gilt edge. Given for ' four new sub-
scriptions to ‘Northern Messenger’ at 40c each,
or six remewals~t fori- -
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«BOYS AND GIRLS®+

The Musical Fishes.
(Ernest Monk, in ‘Toilers of the Deep.’)

[If we take a comprehensive view of the
meaning of the word talking, and consider that
whenever sounds are made for a definite pur-
pose, by means of a special vocal organ fash-
ioned for the purpose, then I think, said Pro-
fessor Bridge, lecturing last year before the
Birmingham Selborne Society, ‘it may be fair-
ly claimed for fishes that they can and do
talk.

‘There is no doubt that the sirens of an-
cient days were simply vocal fishes, which
could be seen any day in the fish market at
Athens. ]

PART 1.

The rippling, laughing wavelet’s song,
The din and roar of bil>ws strong,
The hollow booming of the caves,
When loud and long the tempest raves,
And shrilly cry the birds that soar
Ir circles by a rocky siore,

I grant this truly seems to be

The only music of the sea.

Yet I would say, conceited man,
Express ourselves we fishes can;

And I would have you understand
We are indeed a merry ‘bard.

W. play, since neither deaf nor dumb,
The violin, the fife, and drum;

Oh, do not jest! I will explain,

If further knowledge youw'd obtain
For fishes really ‘play’ with glee
Beneath the surface of the sea.

You ask, how can we fiddle there,
Since fins no supple fingers bear?
Well, when a violin we lack,
One ‘rasps’ rough portions of his back—e
Or skeleton, precise to be—
Till swells the wished-for harmony.
His muscles rub the parts together
Without regard to place or weather;
'Tis far more simple, I declare,
Than scraping strings with bow of hair,
b e
I like this method well, but £ me
Prefer instead to beat a drum,
Not with their tails, nor anytLing
Except a swift, vibrating spring,
. Which strikes the buoyant bag of air
We fishes carry everywhere.

You wonder how the piping’s done,
Since wooden whistles we have none;
You half suspect I'm not sincere,
And that I'm joking, now ’tis clear;
Yet, if you'll bear this fact in mind,
You'll see ’tis nothing of the kind;

_ The self-same ‘organ’ holding air
Is made to carry ‘pan-pipes’ rare.
The branching tubes on either side
A pleading melody provide,
When o’er their mouths the wind is blowa
With loud effect, or tender tome.

~ You fail to follow? then I fear
I cannot make my meaning clear,
Pd try again, did I but know
m band is tuning down below, &
Adieu,

- Then sang the winds or waters blue
- (No matter which), the words are true—

.0, vain and foolish man, to think

. The whole, without one mising link
In music’s chain, is known to thee
‘As song of bird, or hum of beel’

PART IR

When next I met my finny friend,

He shook with mirth from end to end.
Ha! ha! laughed he, and murmured then,
‘How very credulous are men!’

I looked amazed, and strove to hide
All evidence of wounded pride,

For I was hurt to think a fish—
Whose end is but to grace a dish,
Should dare presume to laugh at man,
But ere I spoke, my friend began—

‘Ulysses from th> siege of Troy

(You heard the story when a boy),
Came near the Isle of Sirens, where
Enchanting music filled the air.

Music that o’er the classic waves
Lured simple seamen to their graves,
Ulysses wished the strains to hear,
And still his barque in safety steer,
The mariners shall bind him fast
With ample cordage to the mast,

And lest they hear and weakly yield,
Their ears with wax must first Le sealed
"Tis done, the notes swell o’er the sea,
“Ulysses struggles to be free;

The seamen, deaf to all around,

Row till their master hears no sound;
And one and-all rejoice to find

The Isle of Sirens far behind.

Again he laughed aloud, ‘He! he!
Those naughty sirens of the seal’

I'm sorry I don’t apprehend
 Where lies the joke, my finny friend.

‘Of course, you don’t,) the rough replied,
‘When learned folk—with all their pride
Of knowledge—never guessed that we
Were those gay sirens of the seal’

‘New Street, Dunmow, Essex.

[The purpose of the sounds in most cases
is doubtless to attract species of the same
kind together, while in other cases the pur-
pose is to warn other fish that they had best
be left alone. The grasshopper produces
sound by scraping its legs against its wings;
the cricket by rubbing one wing against the
other, and in an almost exactly similar man-
ner many fishes are known to ‘talk’ Parts
of the skeleton having roughened surfaces are

. 80 placed as to rub against each other by the

action of certain muscles, and produce sound.
In other instzaces the noise is produced—a
drumming sound—by a sort of elastic spring
attached to the vertebrae. being struck with
great rapidity upon the temse wall of the air-
bladder. In another case a number of pipe-
like branches are attached to each side of the
air-bladder. Sounds produced by fishes can
be heard, sometimes when they are thirty or
forty feet below the surface of the water.]
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gl Parents’ Paradise.

By special request we publish the follow-
ing:

We were much impressed lately by the or-
derly behaviour of a large family of clnldren.
particularly at the table. We spoke of it to
our host; and he pointed to a paper pinned
on the wall, on which were written some ex-
cellent rules. He said he gave each child who
obeyed the rules a reward at the end of every
month. We begged a copy for the benefit of
our readers. They were called, ‘Rules and

- ~ Regulations for Parents’ Paradise.

1. Skut the door after you without slam-

ming it.

2. Never stamp, jump or run in the hous@,

3 Never call* to persons upstairs, or in the
next room; if you wish to speak to them, go
quietly where they are.

4. Always speak kindly-and politely to ser-
vants, if you would have them do the same
to you.

5. When told to do, or not to do a thing,
by either parent, never ask why you should
or should not do it.

6. Tell of your own faults, not of those of
your brothers and sisters.

7. Carefully clean the mud or snow off
your boots and shoes before entering the louse,

8. Be prompt at every meal hour.

9. Never sit down at the table or in the
parlor with dirty hands or tumbled hair.

to. Never interrupt any conversation, but
wait patiently your turn to speak,

11, Never reserve your good manners for
company, but be equally polite at home and
abroad.,

TR A A

[For the ‘Messenger.

Nature Talks.

(Annie L. Jack.)

My furry neighbor’s table’s set :

And slyly he comes down the tree,
His feet firm on each tiny fret

The bark has fashioned cunningly,
He pauses at a favorite knot,

Bereath the oak his feast is spread—
He asks no friend to share his lot

Or dine with him on acorn bread.

It is interesting to watch these neighbors
of the woods and gardens, as they scramble
from branch to branch, whisking their bushy
tails, and eager-eyed in search of food. Break-
fast is the first consideration and—‘never give
up’—‘keep moving,’ is the squirrel’s maxim.

This old house of rough exterior near their
home is built or rough stone, and they have
a tunnel right through the cellar. If you
should put a basket of nuts up in the attic
they would find them, and carry them off—
just the same as if they were stored in the

.basement, and they do it so openly—as if to

say: ‘What do you mean by taking away my
nuts?

For he hides them near the tree where he
lodges, and even when the snow lies thickly.
upon the ground he never forgets where his
stores are hidden, but scratches away the snow
when hungry, and finds his treasures. Did
you ever watchﬂ a squirrel eat a nut? He
carries it daintily in his forepaws to his
mouth, cuts off the tip, and proceeds to break
away the shell. There is an air of self-satis-
faction about him that is always amusing—it
seems to say that he is only eating what is
his own, without a thought of interference.
But often the squirrel is a robber, and goes

* into the nests to eat the young birds, so you

can understand that he is not a general favor-
ite with his neighbors. Then again he nib-
bles the tender shoots of young trees, stunt-
ing their growth in his search for fresh vege-
tables, but most likely he never knows the
mischief he has done. It is a very interest-
ing little animal, and the house-building is
wonderfully contrived. It is placed in the
fork of some lofty branch, out of the reach of
enemies, and concealed from sight. Its form
is like a sphere, and the moss and grasses are
woven together, so that it will keep out rain,
and resist wind.

The same c-uirrels keep their nest year af-
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ter year and the little ones do not appear till
warm weather, There are generally triplets,
and sometimes four of them, and they stay at
home all the next winter, being turned out
in early spring to do their own housekeeping.
It would be worth while learning how the
squirrel has been endowed with such a won-
derful memory to remember all its store-
houses, and it teaches a lesson of diligence and
forethought, of cheerful atteation to the du-
ties of its little life, that should not be dis-
regarded.

I wonder if little readers have ever seen
the story told by a great man, of the moun-
tain and the squirrel. Of course the moun-
tain was big, and thought the tiny creature
that was roving about in search of food, quite
insignificant; but the little animal told the
mountain that it made a very pretty squirrel
track, and added—‘Talents differ. If I cannot
carry forests on my back, neither can you
crack a nut which was a very simple and
truthful conclusion,

He Remembered the Apple
Barrel.

IMr, Lorimer tells this story of one of our
distinguished men, who was introduced at a
great public meeting as a ‘seif-made man.
Instead of appearing gratified at the tribute,
it seemed to throw him for a few minutes
into a brown study, Afterwards they asked
him the reason for the way in which he re-
ceived the announcement,

‘Well,’ said the great gentleman, ‘it set me
to thinking that I was not really a self-made
man.’

‘Why,” they replied, ‘did you not begin to
work in a store when you were ten or twelve?’

Yes, he said, ‘but it was because my mo-
ther thought I ought early to have the edu-
cating touch of business.’

‘But then, they urged, ‘you were always
such a great reader, devouring books when a
boy.

‘Yes he replied, ‘but it was because my
mother led me to do it, and at her knee she
made me give an account of the book after I
had read it. I don’t know about being a self-
made man; I think my mother had a great deal
to do with it.

‘But then, they urged again,
grity was your own.’

‘Well, I don’t know about that. One day a
barrel of apples had come to me to sell out
by the peck, and, after the manner of some
storekeepers, I put the speckled omes at the
bottom, and the best omes at the top. My
mother called me and asked what I was do-
ing. I told her, and she said: “Tom, if you 3>
that you will be a cheat.” And I did not do
it.. I think my mother had something to do
with my integrity; and on the whole, I doubt

whether I am a self-made man. I think my
mother had something to do with making me
anything I am of any character or usefulness.’

‘Happy, said Dr. Lorimer, ‘the boy who had
such a mother; happy the mother who had
a boy so appreciative of his mother's forma-
tive influence!'—Unidentified.

PRI S

A Bagster Bible Free.

Send three new subscriptions to the ‘North-
ern Messenger’ at forty cents each for one
year, and receive a mice Bagster Bible, bound
in black pebbled cloth with red edges, suit-
able for Sabbath or Day School. Postage ex-

‘your inte-

tra for Montreal and suburbs or foreign coun-—

tries, except’ United States and its dependen-
cies; also Great Britain and Ireland, Trans-
vaal, Bermuda, Barbadces, British Honduras,
Ceylon, Gambia, Sarawak, Bahama Islands,
and Zanzibar. No extra charge for postage in
the countries named.

One Hundred Years Ago.

Here are a few facts which show how muca
more convenient life is to-day than in ‘the
good old days’ about which we hear.

In 1834 one of the leading railways of the
United States printed on its time-table, “The
locomotive will leave the depot every day a“
ten o’clock, if the weather is fair.

The first typewriter was received by the
public with suspicion. It seemed subversive
of existing conditions. A reperter who too
one into a court-room first proved its real
worth.

In England, some centuries ago, if an or-
dinary workman, without permission, moved
from one parish to another, in search of work
or better wages, he was branded with a hot
iron.

When Benjamin Franklin first thought of
starting a newspaper in Philadelphia, many of
his friends advised against it, because there
was a paper published in Boston. Some of
them doubted that the country would be able
to support two newspapers,

One hundred years ago, the fastest land
travel in the world was on the Great North
Road, in England, after it had been put imto
its best condition. There the York mail-
coach tore along at the rate of ninety miles
a day, and many persons confidently predict-
ed divine vengeance on such unseemly haste.

When Benjamin Franklin first took the
iccach from Philadelphia to New York he
spent four days on the journey. He tells us
that, as the old driver jogged along, he spent
his time knitting stockings. Two stage-
coaches and eight horses sufficed for all the
commerce that was carried on between Boston
and New York, and in winter the journey oc-
cupied a week.—Christian Endeavor World.’

A Hero.

The hero holds his life as a trust, and not
as a possession. His general course of action
ig: that of an administrator, rather than that
of an owner.

He thinks little about himself, but much
about others. The question which interests him
is not what can he get out of his life, but what
can he do with it.

If promotion, or honor, or wealth comes to
him, it emphasizes the motto of his life: 1
serve” He serves because he looks out on life
from the standpoint of that Jewish- Chrrxstlan
hero who wrote, I am a debtor.)

Sir Henry Lawrence, the defender of Luck-
now, was one of those heroes who serve be-
cause they are debtors.

He was born at Matura, Ceylon, celebrated
for its diamonds, and on Mrs. Lawrence’s re-
moval to another locality, a lady asked if
she had brought any with her,

‘Yes,” said the mother, producing her babe;
‘here’s my Matura diamond!’

She was prophetic, though her son’s life,
while not wanting in brilliancy, resembled
more the diamond which cuts or polishes than
that which merely displays itcelf.

Simplicity, truthfulness, self-denial, and
consideration for others marked him as boy
and man. He never ‘passed by on the othe-
side,) but always lent a kand to man, wo-

man, child, or beast, or any creature that was:

down,

He could deny himself, even at a great cost,
when self-denial was demanded by another’s
welfare. His father, a retired officer, lived
on a small pension, and Henry had but littls
pocket-money while at the seminary where
cadats prepared for the East Indian service.
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Football, hockey and cricket were as eg=
sential to an English boy’s happiness as thres
meals a day. But Henry never induiged 1a
them, because subscriptions were required, and
he would not ask his father for the money.

Once at the end of his vacation, before start«
ing for school, he collected a bundle of clothes
for a poor lady in London. On arriving at
the metropolis, he carried the bundle, a large
one, through the streets, and delivered it to
her. A simple deed! Yes, but one which
showed the heart and pluck of the young ca-
det, who was not ashamed to soil his uni-
form by carrying a bundle through London
streets.

Years after, while defending Lucknow, with
a few hundred men against thousands of Hin-
doos, who had joined the mutiny, a shell ex-
ploded in his room. A sheet of flame, a ter
rific report, and dense darkness were fol~
lowed by his low voice saying, helplessly, ‘I
am killed.?

He lingered two days, his mind intent oa
serving till the last. Minute directions were
given to his successor as to the defence of
the place, with the order ‘never to give in}
He bade those about him to remember the
vanity of ambition, and to inscribe on his
tomb: ‘Here lies Henry Lawrence; who tried
to do his duty. May the Lord have mercy
upon his soul.

So few were the defenders, and so neces-
sary was it that every one should be at his
post, that only four private soldiers could be

spared to bury him. As they were about ta’

carry, off the dead body, one of them turned
down the sheet which covered Sir Henry’s
face and, stooping over, reverently kissed his
forehead. His comrades also kissed their bes
loved chief, and then, amid the plunging of
shot and shell, laid him to rest.—Selected.

St. Bernard of Menthon; the
Great Endeavorer.
(M. W. R, in the ‘Christian World)

Few tourists turn aside from the beaten
track to pay a visit to the ancestral home
of the ‘Apostle of the Alps,’ St. Bernard de
Menthon, though they are fond of visiting
his monks of the St. Bernard Pass and their
dogs.. The Chateau de Menthon is a delight-
ful place, and a landmark on the lake of
Annecy. And its small scattered hourg lies
close by the water's edge, The castle rises
white out of a mound of trees on an isolated
rock under the frowning cliffs of the Dents
de Lanfont.

The Counts of Menthoh we=2 illustrious, and
in the tenth century Count Richard married
Bernoline de Duingt from the picturesque
castle on the opposite shore, and a daughter of
the Count of Gemeva, who was serving with
Charlemagne, But it remained to their great-
er son to give importance to the memory of
his parents. :

The boy Bernard was sent at fourteen to
Paris, under the care of the monk Germain,
to finish his education. Such was the custom
with young nobles so that they might get
polish and style; but they were usually far
busier pleasure-seeking than studying. It was
the contrary with Bernard, who Cevoted heart
and time to his books, and when the news of
his progress reached home his parents pro-
posed the choice to him of a military or ad-
ministrative carcer. But such prospects as
these were pale compared to the glow of his
religious yearnings, and as his tutor coun-
selled him not to divulge too mucl of his in-
clinations, he refrained from a decision. The
Count’s suspicions were, however, aroused; and
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the young heir’s homecoming at the end of
seven years was celebrated by the whole
countryside, while his father uttered the pre-
mature remark, ‘Our son is come home now,
and we shall never let him leave us again.
But closer intercourse neither diminished the
son’s reserve nor the father’s conseauent dis-
quietude, and at last the Count broach:d the
cherished scheme of his heir’s alliance with
the beautiful Marguerite de Miolans. But the
mention of marriage brought Bernard down
on his knees in earnest supplication to his
father not to ‘bind him irrevocably,’ or, at
leasi, to allow him a little time to travel.
Stormy words and threats succeeded, but the
will of a feudal lord brooked no opposition.
Germain, the tutor, was suspected of sinister
influences and dismissed. (He afterwards
founded a cell for himself in the towering
clifis above, and, attaining the neeessary emi-
nence for sanctity, was canonized.)

Cne day soon after, the whole family set
out in state to visit the prospective bride at
the Baron’s feudal fortress in the department
of Chambéry, The picturesque ruins of Mio-
lans are a striking feature in the landscape
of the Isére. The marriage contract was sign-
ed. The party sang merrily on their return
journey, for everyone, except he whom it most
concerned, felt that victory was on the right
side. A princely fete was prepared at Men-
thon, and the nobility of Savoy and Dau-
phiné were invited to the wedding. As was
the custom, the Count and Bernard, with an
imposing cavalcade of barons, escorted the
bride to her future home the day before the
wedding. At night the castle drew its pon-
decous Dbolts and shut itself in like a walled
city. And Bernard withdrew to his own
¥oom, one prayer surging to his lips, ‘Help me,
God!” Then he opened his window, forced
the outside bar, dropped down some twenty
feet, and fled.

Next morning there was no answer to the
knocking at his door, or the voice crying, ‘The
priest is at the altar, the bride is at hig feet,
only Bernard is wanted’ When the door
was broken open the tale told itself in the
unused bed, the cpen window, and the letter
that read, ‘I cannot take a wife, I cannot rule
my land, I want heaven. :

The Baron of Miolans fumed and appealed
for vengeance on the outrage offered to his
daughter and his house.

‘Quick, daughter! Quick, wife—friends! Let
us get out of this perjured place and shake
its dust off our feet. And you, Sir de Men-
thon—to arms. I give you warning to be
ready.’ :

‘Is it not enough, cried the stricken fa-
ther, ‘to lose my son—must we call to arms
because of that? If my son has left me for
God, God will deign to succour us in the day
of trouble. Nevertheless, by ail means’ he
added, ‘let us muster our forces and fight.

Somehow it is not related that they did
fight. The bride appeased her wounded dig-
nity in retirement to a Sisterhood near Greno-
ble, where the convent veil replaced the bri-
dal. As for Bernard, he wended his way to
Aosta, at the foot of the great mountain to

_Which his name has since been given, and

‘there the Archdeacon welcomed him into the
cloisters, esteeming him a brand plucked from

_the burning. In the course of time Bernard
- also became Archdeacon of Aosta.

His parents mourned for twenty-six years
and then found him in the hospice which he
founded on the great Saint Bernard. For it
Wwas there, on what was then Mons Jovis, that
he demolished the famous statue to Jupiter
and, touched with compassion for struggling
travellers, provided dogs to deliver those who

were overtaken by the smow. During his ser-
vice of forty-two years in those dark ages
this great Endeavorer was indefatigably zeal-
ous for enlightenment and purification. He de-
molished numerous pagan statues that re-
mained in the sequestred valleys of the
Alps, and purged the priesthood of its vices.

The same family de Menthon still live on
in the Chateau. The present genmeration is
numerous, and at least one son is in the priest-
hood. We wanted to wvisit the sceme where
human emotions had once been so profound-
ly slirred, and we came to see what the place
would be like in its slumbering old age. The
grey gateway in worn stone lay open; nothing
impeded our entrance into the courtyard.

With keen interest we mounted the ancient
winding stairs. Stating for what we had
come, we were conducted by the housekeeper
through the drawing-room, where—as must
hav. happened so long ago—a priest was
teaching a boy. The furniture in those apart-
ments we saw was quaintly simple, the stone
staircase bare except for a few ancient hunt-
ing trophies on the walls. But a tranquil dig-
nity rested over all.

We visited St. Bernard’s room, and looked
down from the window that had been his gate
into a wider life. The room is now an ora-
tory, and on the altar is a statue that repre-
sents St. Bernard enchaining monsters. The
family possess several portraits of their fam-
ous predecessor, and one that looks very dig-
nified and benevolent in faded distemper is
quite likely authentic.

—_—

The Ruling Passion Strong.

‘0Old Adam Forepaugh,’ said a friend of the
veteran showman, ‘once had a big white par-
rot that had learned to say, “One at a time,
gentlemen—one at a time—don’t crush.”

‘The bird had, of course, acquired this sen-,

tence from the ticket-taker of the show. Well,
one day the parrot got lost in the country,
and Mr. Forepaugh leaped into his buggy and
started out post-haste to hunt for it.

‘People here and there who had seen the
parrot directed him in his quest, and finally,
as he was driving by a cornfield, he was over-
joyed to hear a familiar voice.

‘He got out and enbered the field, and found
the parrot in the middle of a flock of crows
that had pecked him till he was almost fea-
therless. As the crows bit and nipped away,
the parrot, lying on his side, repeated over
and over, “One at a time, gentlemen—one at
a time—don’t crush.”’—Selected,

O S e

How often do we say with St. Augustine,

‘Make me holy, but not yet’?

i

Planned to Have Enough.

Teddy was about to be ten years old. In
view of this interesting event Teddy’s mother
had ordered some ice-¢ream and cakes and
other dainties, and Teddy was told to invite
his little friends to a birthday party.

The evening of the celebration came around,
and all the goodies were waiting to be en-
joyed. Teddy and his mother were also wait-
ing. :

Suddenly the youngster said, ‘Mother, don’t
you think it’s time to eat the ice-cream and
cake now?’

‘No, indeed, my son,’ she replied, ‘we must
wait until your friends are here.

‘Well, to tell you the truth, mother,’ began
Teddy, ‘I just thought that for once in my
life I'd like to have enough goodies, so I guess
we better begin now, ’cause I didn’t invite
anyone,’
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What is the Real Good ?

(John Boyle O'Rielly, in ‘Dumb Animals’)

‘What is the real good?’

I asked in musing mood.
‘Order,” said the law court;
‘Knowledge,’ said the school;
‘Truth, said the wise man;
‘Pleasure,” said the fool;
‘Love, said the maiden;
‘Beauty,’ said the page;
Freedom,” said the dreamer;
‘Home,’ said the sage;
‘Fame,’ said the soldier;
‘Equity,’ the seer.

Spake my heart full sadiy—
‘The answer is not here.

Then within my bosom,
Softly this I heard—

‘Each heart holds the secret—
“Kindness” is the word.

Obtained Good Pay.

Probably no workman ever felt less satis<
fied with his pay at the time than did Nicho-
las Sparks when he received a deed of the
land on which a large part of the city of Ot-
tawa is now built. The deed was given in
lieu of money due for wages,

Sparks was a native of Woburn, Mass, Hav-
ing pioneer instincts, he had pushed up inte
the less settled parts of Canada and obtain-
ed employment with a man named Wright on
the northern shore of the Ottawa river, at a
point known as the Gatineau. The city of
Ottawa was destined to be built on the south-
ern shore, nearly opposite, but there was yet
no evidence of the flourishing capital city of
Canada. Sparks worked for his employer for
some months; but, not receiving his wages to
his satisfaction he decided to make a change.
He was obliged to accept for compensation a
deed of a tract of land on the south side of
the Ottawa river. The deed was taken reluc-
tantly as being the best that could be donme
under the circumstances.

It happened, however, that just about this
time some activity began to be manifest along
the southern bank of the river. The British
government had commissioned Colonel By to
construct for military purposes a canal which
should join the Ottawa river with the great
lakes. The point where this canal was to be
cut was within the land deeded to Sparks.
Operations on the canal brought together a
large number of workmen and a settlement
soon sprang up, which assumed the propor-
tions of a town. This settiement was called
By Town, after the engineer who had the work
in charge. 3y this time Sparks found him-
self fairly prosperous, as he was able to sell
small parcels of his land to the new settlers
at a very good profit. .

By Town continued to grow and prosper
until its crowning honor came to it when the
British government, noticing the beauty and
security of its inland position, selected the
site for the capital of the newly confeder-
ated Canadian provinces. The name changed
to Ottawa, and the place grew rapidly into a

large and handsome city, as it is at present.
Nicholas Sparks lived to see all these changes.
Some of the fine government buildings were
erected upon the land deeded to him. The
finest residences and business blocks are upon
the land the title of which is derived from
Sparks. The principal street in the city is
called Sparks street. Before he died the old
man’s wealth had become very great. He was
quite illiterate, and it was a laborious pro-
cess for him to sign his name. But his des-
cendants form one of the wealthiest and most
aristocratic families in Canada. It is one of
the many romances of wealth of this contin-
snt—Hamilton ‘Post.’
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Stories of the Merricks.

A SPECIALIST IN FLATS.

(Walter Leon Sawyer, in the ‘Youth’s
Companion.’)

When Della Merrick was fifteen years old
she graduated from the grammar school, but
she did not complete her education. Experi-
ence—and her mother—then began to teach
her. When Della was seventeen she took a
diploma in this special course, and went into
business.

It was not altogether the girl’s fault that she
failed to make her fortune during those two
years, She worked hard. She tried faithfully
more than one promising plan to earn money.
Her brother Kendall, who was a year older and
a student at the Latin school, used to say
that Della seemed to have as many arms in
motion as an octopus—but she never caught
anything.

‘Then she’s all the more free to go in and
“joggle the parlor,”’ Mrs. Merrick would ans-
wer, with that comforting kind of smile that
mothers use. ‘I'm thankful for that, if Della
isn’t. .
Della was always willing, at least. Perhaps
she felt that, as the inventor of the phrase, she
was in honor bound to respond to it. And
‘joggling the parlor’ meant much to the busy
mother, for it involved a thorough sweeping
and dusting. The fascinating part of it to the
girl was the rearrangement of tables, chairs,
everything, the discovery of attractive possi-
bilities in new combination of furniture. But
how Mr. Merrick and Kendall laughed at her
experiments.

‘Well, little daughter,” her father would say
sometimes,-‘have you been moving the mantel
up and down to-day, or measuring to see if
the bookcase would fit the fire-escape?’

‘Where’s my mackintosh, sis?’ Kendall used
to ask. ‘Playing portiere somewhere, or mas-
querading inside out as an Oriental rug?

‘Tll leave it to mamma if this convenient
six-room flat, with all modern improvements,
doesn’t look better than it did when I began,
was Della’s last word when accused of mak-
ing too radical alterations.

The Merricks lived on the third floor of the
Hotel Germania, which was a ‘family hotel?
or apartment-house. The building was four
stories high, so there were a family over their
heads and two families below them, while on
the other side of the main stairway were four
more families—eight in all.

Each family’s six rooms were separated from
every other family’s six rooms. The Merricks
could lock the two doors that opened upon the
front and back stairways, and be ‘monarchs
of all they surveyed’ Steam-heat and ‘ser-
vice’ were included in the rent, which meant
that the janitor cleaned the halls and stair-
ways, sent up the coal for the kitchen range
and removed all ashes and refuse.

Moreover, the rent of the flat was twenty-
five dollars a month, whereas the smallest
house on the street rented for five hundred dol-
lars a year, not including the cost of heating.
Important considerations, all these, to people
in moderate circumstances, people who, like
the Merricks, were practically compelled to
live in a certain neighborhood. Mr, Merrick
was the sexton of a church, and had to be al-
ways within ‘easy reach’ of it.

The church paid a salary of a thousand dol-
lars, and the sexton’s fees for weddings, fun-
erals, and other special occasions added sub-
stantially to his income. p

‘But suppose there shouldn’t be many mar-
riages next year!’ said Della, tragically, on the
very day she left school. ‘Then I should feel

as if I ought to be helping. Why can’t I be-
gin to help right away?

9 can draw, and I'm good at figures, but I
couldn’t become a scholar, like Kendall, if I
studied a thousand years. Perhaps I ought to
go to an art school; perhaps I'd do well in a
business college; but either one would cost
money, and I’m big enough to earn money
myself.* I want to stay out of school a year
and work, and try to find out what I can do.
Even if I go to the high school in the end,
T'll be no older two or three years from now
than lots of girls are when they enter it

It was an unusual proposition for so young
a girl to make, but Della was an original girl,
as well. After stipulating certain things she
should not do, her parents gave consent. So
Della let out a hem of her dress to make her-
self look older, and started to take sub-
scriptions for ‘Gems of Song and Story’

This was a hotch-potch of familiar prose
and verse, that weighed five pounds and sold
for three dollars and a half. Della’s commis-
sion on each copy was to be a dollar and for-
ty cents.

The publishers assured her that many of
their agents earned five thousand dollars a
year. Surely she could sell two books a day,

‘the girl thought—and that would be almost

seventeen dollars a week! But at the end of
the first week she found that she had nearly
worn out a pair of shoes and had only three
orders.

I can’t even get into the houses,’ Della con-
fossed to her mother, ‘Do I look like a des-
perate character, Mamma Merrick?’

‘No, dear’ Then the wise mother changed
the subject.

‘Speaking of the looks of things,’ she said,
gaily, ‘I want you to take a holiday Monday,
and hunt up new wall-paper for our hall,
That paper quarrels with the parlor and dark-
ens the hall itself.

‘It’Il have to be something in red,’ Della
promptly responded. But her mind was on her
recent experiences. ‘And at one house where
I called, she added, ‘the woman said, “No, run
along, little girl; we don’t want to buy any-
thing to-day.” Do I look as small as that,
mamma?’

‘No, dear. That was only her way of put-
ting you off. Don’t fret about it. Think about
something pleasanter.

“Think about how to fit up a dark room for
me!’” Kendall cried. He had entered just in
time to catch the last sentence. ‘You always
say there’s space emough for anything in a
flat, if one is~clever about contriving. I stump
you to contrive a place where I can develop
my negatives.’ ‘ y

These problems of paper and dark room kept
Della busy and happy for a day or more. Then
again she took her ‘specimen book,’ and with

fortune that varied, but was mainly bad, she

canvassed many city streets and the most pro-
miging section of a suburb.

At the end of a month she had sold sixteen
books, and she borrowed the wholesale price
from her father and ordered the volumes from
the publishers. All that remained to be done,
she thought, was to deliver the books and
collect three dollars and a half from each sub-
scriber.

But that was not so easy: Two of her pa-
trons were reported to have ‘moved away,
and nobody seemed to know whither they had
gone. One woman smilingly explained that
she did not want the book, anyway; that she

only gave her name ‘for encouragement’ An-

other woman ‘hadn’t expected her so soon,
and volubly promised to pay for the book ‘day
after to-morrow.” But when that day and
Della arrived, the woman and the book had
both vanished.
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On twelve books paid for Della’s profits
amounted to sixteen dollars and eighty cents;
but the four books for which she could not
collect payment had cost her half that amount.
That left eight dollars and forty cents as the
net return for her month’s work—not reckon-
ing freight charges or car fares or shoe leather.

‘It’s not the fault of the business, Della ad-
mitted, bravely. ‘Lots of people make money,
canvassing. But my book wasn’t attractive
enough to make people want it, and I wasn’t
smart enough to make them think that they
wanted it.’

‘Never mind, dear, said her mother. ‘Rest
your nerves by joggling the parlor, and then
I'll set you to work out a problem for me—
the question of furnishing a dining-room for
fifty dollars. I believe that could be done,
2nd I have a reason for wishing to know just
what on& could provide. You may “shop”
for a few days,—without spending any money,
—and then make a list describing each arti-
cle and naming its cost.

(To be continued.)
S ol

Read These Letters!

Carroll, Man,, J._.e 6, 1905.

Dear Sir,—Our flag was duly received and
floated on the twenty-fourth for the first time,
though the day was a showery one.

The pupils and citizens of our village are
well pleased with it, and we had no coaxing
to get the trustees to put up a flag-pole.

Your library offer is certainly very attrac-
tive, but for the present we can do nothing,
Perhaps in the autumn we may make the at-
tempt, as we need and would appreciate a
lib.ary very much,

Thanking you for your courtesy,

I am, yours truly,
RAY H. HALL.

Sintaluta, May 26, 1905. '

Dear Sir,—Just a line to state we received

your flag as premium for securing twelve

subscribers to ‘Witness!) The flag is a good

one, and highly satisfactory to us. You might

forward some books 'for the school library

with the balance of the funds. Use your own

judgment.

Yours truly,

E. W. JERVIS, Teacher.

Arcola, Assa, May 13, 1905.
Dear Sirs,—The flag sent by your firm ar-
rived last week, and I am pleased to state
that the -upils and staff are delighted with it
We will be pleased to send you a picture
of the school as soon as it-is finished. As
there are over a hundred pupils we cannot
promise you the picture of pupils with the
school, but will send building with flag flying.
Thanking you for the flag, and assuring you

that it has even exceeded our expectations, I

remain, sincerely yours,
M. M. CAMPBELL, Principal.

Saskatoon, June 12, 1905.

Dear Sirs,—Your flag is a flag. No one
thought it would be half as good, as gener-
ally speaking premiums are made of the
cheapest material; but not so this time. The
people in this section (Diova) are now satis-
fied at having obtained their flag so easily,
and wonder. why more of the neighboring’
schools did not take up the grand” offer
Thanking _you for your prompt attenti;on t!;
our subscription,  Yourg truly,

E. E. COUPLAND.
ST :

Sample Copies,

Any subscriber who w Bt ’
abscr ould like to have speci-
:oxex; copies of the ‘Northern Messenger’ psent
tiends can send the names with addresses

and i
cov:: will be pleased to supply  them, free
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Some Truly Mouse Stories.

These are not stories of mice that
have been tamed or trained, but
Just the ordinary little mouse that
scampers away at your approach,
eats your food and wakes you up in
the night with thatawful gnawing,
and then a thump and scramble
that makes you think that an army
is overhead.

In the first place, our mice
would not be caught. They simply
wouldn’t. We tried wooden traps
baited with the most beautiful
cheese, but they only ate the
cheese and laughed at us for sup-
posing for an instant that they
would venture into the trap and be
caught. Then some one suggested
a tin trap; and we tried that, but
to no avail.

Evenings when we were quietly
reading there would be the sound
of little feet scrambling, then a
tiny gray shadow would flit across
the room. ¥ood, papers, boxes,
feathers, everything was attacked
by them, and we grew desperate.
Now we had three traps setall the
time, with a variety of goodies, 8o
that the dainty ones could take
their choice and be duly tempted.
And what do you think ?

They ate the food, and they ate
part of a trap. Yes, they gnawed
away as clean and nice as possible
a good piece off the old wooden
trap, as much as to say, ‘See how
much we care for your old trap,

Another time we had saved some
chestnuts, nice fat ones from our
own trees, waiting for a merry
evening when we could roast them
before the fire.

The night came, a cold, bracing
November evening, and we went
for the nuts.

They were gone' Where were
they? ‘Where have you put
them ? was the question asked each

-member of the household in turn.
 But no one knew.

‘ Every oné de-
“nied any knowledge of their where-
abouts. They had been in a tin
- dish on the pantry-shelf, that is all
any one knew.

A week later, when the first
heavy snow came, Chester went for
‘bis rubber boots. As was his cus-
»tom,, he shook them betore putting
hls foot mto them for ouce, when

l.l

FOLKS@@«

Grandma and Rover.

- When Grandma was a little girl

she lived in a tiny cottage in.an
English village. All about were
spreading shade trees and pretty
lanes where the little maid loved
to wander. Then the meadows!
What a delight it was to wander
through them, picking the dainty
pink-tipped daises that nestled so
close to the soft green carpet of
grass! But best of all did Grandma
love to run races with her big
doz Rover. Running knee deep
through the golden buttercups as
they filled the pastures with their
sunny blossoms, stepping merrily
from stone to stone across the tiny

brooklet that Rover lea.ped at one .

great hound, Grandma’s days were
full of joy from dawn till dark.
9ne dreadful day, that she shudders
still to think of, yet the one,strange
to say, that her grandchildren like
best to hear of, was the one on
which in her play she fell into
the water where the little brook
widened and grew deeper intoa
small pond. :
How glad she was when her
dear triend and companion Rover
plunged in and, seizing her little
wet pinafore, carried her safely to
land! Do you wonder she trea-
sures the memory of her childhood’s
playmate, her dear old dog Rover ?
AW

he failed to do this, he had found a

- whole mouse family, warmly en-

sconced in the foot, and this had
taught him caution.

As he lifted the boot, and gave
it a shake, out rattled chestnuts—
a whole lot of them, all of them,

our treasured hoard. The mice had
stored them away for future eating,
exactly as a squirrel stores away
his nuts for winter’s eating.

Our mice are fond of millinery

and fancy work, to say nothing of

books and papersand flannel skirts,

~

e
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One Sunday night a best hat was
left out.
the rim were the husks of some-
thing ; and the hearts of the poppies
on the hat, which were the real
thing dyed, were all eaten out,and
the pretty hat despoiled.

A fancy bag, made after the style
of long ago, of dried melon seeds
and stcel beads, was found one
morning with only the network of
beads and lining of silk, the husks
in the box telling of the glory that
had ‘been. And a prefty white
flannel skirt, left in the bottom of
a bureau drawer, had a big piece
gnawed out of it, as mistress mouse
proceeded to enter the drawer and
investigate.

There is no limit to the places
those mice will go. Place a little
bowl with cream-in it on the top of
a pitcher, where the shiny, slippery
sides would seem to preclude any
possible attempt at a feast, and, be-
hold, in the morning the cream is
gone !

How did it go?

On top shelves, reached only by
Jumping or perpendicular climbing,
we find tracks of those mice. They
are everywhere.

On my waste-basket, not three
feet away from me, a tiny mouse
frequently climbs, and runs round
and round the edge, looking up at
me saucily, as much as to say,
‘Don’t you wish you could catch
me ?

Once I caught one in my hand, a
tiny baby mouse, which I had tired
out chasing about in the china
closet. lle grew dizzy and fell,
and there I had him, a dear soft
little creature, that despite his mis-
chief it seemed wicked to kill.

Truly, the mischievous little
creatures are interesting, even if
annoying.—Harriet Caryl Cox, in
¢ Every Other Sunday.

Winnie’s Happy Days.
(By L. M. Montgomery, in ‘ New

York Observer.’)
(Concluded.)

‘Pm afraid not, dear. In the
first place, four of us could hardly

‘ride so far in the one small buggy.

And then, you know that Grandma
Everett has only one spare room.
You will have to sleep with Cousin
Della. There would be no place
for Winnie.” |

In the morning all around

“Oh, I'm so sorry,’ said Marjorie.

‘ But there is a way, after all, if
my little daughter is willing to
make the sacrifice. If you want
Winnie to go, let her go in your
place and you stay with Aunt
Elizabeth over Sunday.’

‘Oh, mamma, I couldn’t do that,’
cried Marjorie.

And she really thought she
couldn’t. Give up her lovely trip
to Apple Grove Farm, and stay all
Saturday and Sunday with Aunt
Elizabeth who thought little girls
should never move or speak but
Just sit still and be prim! No, she
never could. And she just wouldn’t
think any more about it,

But she kept on thinking for all
that. Winnie had never seen the
real country at all. And she,
Marjorie, had seen it four or five
times. And she would likely get
out again before the summer was
over, but not in apple blossom time,
oh, not in apple blossom time. And
she did so want to see those big
white orchards that father had told
her about.

‘I don’t see how I can do it,
Marjorie protested to herself.

At sunset she went to the hole
in the board fence and -called
Winnie.

‘ Winnie,” she said, when that
small lassie appeared, carrying the
baby this time, ¢if you would like
to go to Apple Grove Farm to-
morrow, father and mother will
take you.’

Winnie nearly dropped the baby
in her astonishment,

‘And you ? she gasped.

‘Ob, I'm going up to stay with
Aunt Elizabeth,” said Marjorie stur-
dily, asif that were just as pleasant
a prospect as the other. ‘So you
must go in my place. T’ll write a
note to Della and ask her just to do
everything with you that she and I
would have done, And I hope
you'll have a splendid time,”

So, in the end, it was settled
that way. Saturday morning
Marjorie saw Winniedrive off with
Mr. and Mrs. Everett and then she
trudged up to Aunt Elizabeth’s,
swallowing lumps all the way,

I wish I could relate that she
had a nice time at Aunt Elizabeth’s
after all,

But the fact remains that she
spent two very dull and lonesome

July 7, 1905.

days there. But she had her re-
ward when Winnie came home,
bubbling over with delight and
gratitude.

‘Oh, I never had such a splendid
time in my life before,’ she ex-
claimed, throwing her arms around
Marjorie. It was just lovely out
there, and your grandmais so sweet,
and Della is almost as nice as you
are. But I love you best of all.

Three days later Marjorie said
to her mother: ‘It has been ever
so much nicer since Winnie was at
Apple Grove, mamma. You sce,
before that she couldn’t talk about
it because she had never seen it.
But now that she has been there,
we can talk all about it. She says
she doesn’t get half so tired mind-
ing the twins now, she just keeps
thinking about the apple blossoms
and the garden all the time. And
she’s clearing up their back yard.
Next summer she is going to plant
some flowersinit. Della promised
her the seeds. Oh, I'm so glad I
let Winnie go, mamma. It’s worth
while to give somebody two whole
happy days, isn’t it ¥’

‘It is a greater gift than you
realize, Marjorie,” said her mother
gently.

Some Things [ Would Like
To Know.

Would I were wise enough to know
How the little grass-blades grow;

How the pretty garden pinks
Get their notches and their kinks;

How the morning-glories run
Up to meet the early sun;

How the sweet peas in their bed
Find the purple, white and red;

How the blossom treasures up -
Drops of honey in its cup; :

How the honey-bee can tell
When to seek the blossom cell ;

Why the jay’s swift wing isblue
As the sky it soars into.

I wonder if the grown folks know

‘How and why these things are s0?

—*North Western Christian Advocate’

Your Own Paper Free.

‘Northern Messgngef subscribers may have
their own subscriptions extended one year, free

of charge, by remitting cighty cents for two
new subscriptions.
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LESSON III.—JULY 16.
The Suffering Saviour.

Isaiah lii,, r3-liii, 12.
Golden Text.

The Lord hath laid on him the iniquity of
us all. Is, liii,, 6.

Commit verses 4-6.

Home Readings.

Monday, July ro~Is. lii., r3-liii, 12,
Tuesday, July 1r.—Is. xhi, 1-1a.
Wednesday, July 1z—Is. xlix.,, 1-13.
Thursday, July 13.—Is. 1, 4-11.
Friday, July 14.—Heb. ix., 1-14.
Saturday, July rs.—Heb. ix., 15-28,
Sunday, July 16.—Ps. ii., 1-12.

(Davis W. Clark.)

The anonymous manner in whicn the eup-
ject of this poem is introduced is one of the
surprises of literature. The skill of it chal-
lenges admiration. The hero lives and moves,
but is nameless. His career of paradoxes,
with its alternations of shame and honor,
grief and joy, is depicted to its very close,
where the so-called malefactor has a king’s
grave; but his name is not once announced,

Anothing striking characteristic of the poem
is, that it is written in praise of an idea su-
perlatively repugnant to the Oriental mind.
The East can never divorce suffering from
shame. To it affliction is always penal. Woe
is disgraceful. It seems absurd to suggest
any possible advantage as accruing to it, Yet
the first stanza flatly controverts this cur-
Tent sentiment, and affirms the honor and
usefulness of suffering,

The portraiture of the Sufterer follows, It

is done with minute and persistent fidelity. -

Qne ﬂar_k stroke after another is laid on, The
Visage 1s so marred that it is fairly dehu-
manized. He is no tall and stately palm,
but a thin ond frail plant; or worse, a root
lylng on the parched earth. No form! no
comliness! No regal state or retinue which
would command respect. Man of Sorrows;
not casually acquainted, but on intimate terms
with sufferi-z. He is the personification of
grief. Sorrows and afflictions are concreted
in him. Under pretense of legal form he is

_cut off without natural descendant and in

prime of life, They attempted to make a
grave for him with executed criminals.
Literature does not contain another such
likeness of the Sufferer. But the delineation
of the human attitude toward the Sufferer is
equaily faithful. Is it to be wondered that

a character which so contravened all current

notions of greatness, and even goodness, should
have been despised and rejected; that the face
should be averted from such an one—and that
the concensus should be that he was smitten
of God for a cause.

At this point the prophet enters a strong dis-
claimer to the current and habitual judgment
of the East, ‘This Sufferer was not stricken
for his own sins’ An idea, bran-new in Ori-
ental thought, is now evolved; namely, the
vicarious nature of suffering. ‘No, he was
pierced for our transgressions. He was crush-
ed to death for our iniquities. - We get our
peace with God by his chastening, and our
wounds ar: healed by his scourging’ He was
ill-treated and scoffed while he bowed himself
in voluntary pain. He came to suffer, and so
will remain dumb before his unjust judges and

~ foresworn accusers.

The triumph of suffering is the last touch
upon this marvellous picture. All the think-

~ ing of the East is to be turned back in its

-
ol

course. Suffering is not defeat, but the con-
trary. It is the way to glory. He who treads
it shall divide a portion with the great. Weak-
ness shall divide the spoil with the strong.

THE TEACHER’S LANTERN. :
(

Suffering is the crux of life. Whence came
it? What is its utility? When and how will
it end? The problem seems peculiarly unsolv-
able to the Oriental mind.

The life of the Supreme Sufferer gave the
lie to current philosophy, which affirmed the
disgrace and inutility of suffering.

Though faith is so laggard that the prophet
must needs cry: ‘Who, if any cne, has be-
lieved our report?” ‘Who sees the arm of
God in it?’ Yet suffering is both useful and
honorable. >

The prophet diagnoses the case. It is the
most superb psychological analysis in litera-
ture. First he pictures the bewilderment of
the people at the servant’s suffering, He gives
their hasty conclusion; namely, that it is all
contemptible. Passing into the equity of _the
case, they reason that the Sufferer is bean.ng
a penalty. DLut .on further examination its
vicarious quality and its redemptive effect is
discovered. And this conclusion is reached b}'
a subjective process, not by a categor_ical D{-
vine declaration, .The human conscience is
touched by what it sees, and makes penitent
announcement.

The face of Jesus shines through the veil of
the prophet’s language, though he does not
once mention his name or indicate his rank.

The prophet sits at the very foot of the
cross while he paints this fadeless portrait of
the Sufferer.

Befere Isaiah could have uttered words which
contain the very heart of the gospel and win
for him the title of Evangelist among the pro-
phets, some unusual experience must have pre-
pared him.

The sixth chapter contains a vivid and sub-
lime description of this preparatory experi-
ence.

This vision of God produced the natural ef-
fect, a consciousness of sin, The prophet cries:
‘Woe is me. I am undone, hecause of my un-
clean lips’ The symbolism of touching - the
lips with fire is explained in the announce-
ment, ‘Thine iniquity is taken away.’

One act -emains. The ineffable voice is
heard, calling not now for an angelic messen-
ger, but for a human evangel, ‘Whom shall I
send, and who will go for me?’ The prophet,
elevated by what he has witnessed, and pre-
pared by that to which he has submitted, ex-~
claims, ‘Here am I! Send mel’

C. E. Topic.

Sunday, July 16.—Topic—The message of
the flowers. Matt. vi, 28-34; Jas. 1: g-11.

Junior C, E. Topic,
A GOOD MAN'S LIFE.

Monday, July 10—A goodly child, Ex. ii,2.

Tuesday, July 1r1—A learned man. Acts
vii.,, 20-22, :

Wednesday, July 12—A defender of his
brethren. Acts vii.,, 23-25.

Thursday, July 13.—One who gave up
worldly honor. Heb. xi., 24-26.

Friday, July 14.—One who saw God by faith.
Heb. xi., 27.

Saturday, July 15.—A good old age. Deut.
xxxi.,, 2.

Sunday, July
good man’s life.

16.—Topic—The end of a
Deut. xxxiv,, 1-12.

Pictorial Testament Premium

A very handsome Pictorial New Testament,
just published, with chromographs and engrav-
ings from special drawings made in Bible lands
by special artists, J. C. Clark and the late H.
A. Harper. The book is neatly bound in leather,
round corners, gilt edge, well printed on fine
thin paper, making a handsome book. ' The
colored plates contained in this edition are
particularly fine.

Any subscriber to the ‘Massenger’ can secure
this book by sending four new subscriptions to
the ‘Northern Messenger’ at 4o cents each, or
six renewal subscriptions at forty cents each.
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Little Lamps to Light the
Teacher.

Illustrations are born, not made.

There is an important difference betweent
simpleness and simplicity. 2

Have a2 method, and let it be this: Know
whither you are going, and g0 there,

The point in teaching is to make a point.
Leave glittering generalities to the orators.

What shall it profit a teacher to gain a re-
putation and lose the child’s soul?

There is more skill in earnestness than in
half the methods.

What to do with the hard questions is it-
self a hard question. But build them some-
how into the wall.

When the teacher can turn listlessness into
listeningness, the major part of the art is
mastered.

There are some things that are to be done
sometimes, but there is one thing that is to be
done always—pray, pray, pray!

A rainy day is as hard on the spirits of the
scholars as on the spirits of the teacher.

Do the first thing well in opening the class.
—Edgar W. Work, D.D,, Berkeley, Cal.

How One Teacher Holds Her
Class,

She is not sensational, offers no premi-
ums, uses no cunning devices, and yet there
they are, Sunday after Sunday, twelve or
fourteen pleasant maidens, ready -to greet
their teacher with a smile. She has had the
class for about five years, took them when
they were mere girls, and now they are al-
most young ladies. If I may judge, she will
hol3 the girls as long as she cares to teach,

Miss Fannie is quite a young woman, a
graduate of our high school, and in society
somewhat reserved and unassuming,

How does she manage? Well, let me think.
I hardly know. It is not any one thing. Ra-
ther Wordsworth’s

‘Little, nameless, unremembered acts
Of kinddess and of love.

For instance, when the girls were yet in the
doll period, she would invite them to her home,
and a whole afterncon would be spent in mak-
ing dolls and in contriving doll-houses, clos-
ing with a good supper, including ice-cream
and other dainties to tickle the childish pal-
ate.

Miss Fannie never forgets her girls. They
are in her mind, and she is always devising
something they will enjoy. Sometimes she
gives cards, sometimes she sends letters. Last
summer she took a trip east, and, while at
Niagara, bought for each of her girls a pretty
little picture of the falls. It is a souvenir the
young ladies will prize as long as they live. -

Recently she invited them to a regular tea
party. The hour was five, an elegant spread
at six, and then games and a frolic till ten.
I called at the house in the evening, and, in
an adjoining room, with a friend, was a wit-
ness to their innocent delight.

As the old saying is, to have friends you
must show yourself friendly, and I suppose
the mistake of the average teacher is in not
showing sufficient attention to the boys and
girls during the week. We think our duty
ends with Sunday’s lesson. Home, ours or
theirs, is a large factor in the problem.—
Selected.

Don’ts For Teachers.

(The Rev. A. Y. Haist, in the ‘Evangelical
S.S. Teacher.)

‘Don’t be absent.’—If there is one obligation
upon a teacher above every other qualifica-
tion, when once he has been engaged to teach,
it is that he does not miss his class. He ‘may
have the finest talent, be possessed of the
choicest knowledge on the lesson and have
the most thorough preparation, these all will
be of no use to the class if he is absent, Don’t
be absent, unless you utterly must, and then
always provide a substitute.

‘Don’t come late’—Better late than never,
you say? Better never late. The late-coming
teacher will miss many precious moments of
training and of disciplining his scholars before
the school opens. A large percentage of the
ill-behaviour of a class is born before the class
work begins in the absence of the teacher who
comes late. Please don’t come late,
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1. ‘Lady’s Face’ (profile). Myra H. (13),

C., Ont.

2. ‘Dog and Calf’
dress not given),

3. Cow’s Head’
N.S.

4. ‘Potted Flower.
cover (10), M., Ont.

Mamie McKenzie (ad-
Judson B. Rose (13), U,

William Markle Pe-

OUR PICTURES.
5. ‘Wild Iloses’ Louelle Lane (12), B, Que.

6. ‘My Beauty.
Y- B,

7. ‘Togs’ (a cat). Helen R. Anderson (9), B,
Ont.

Edythe P. E. B. (13), R.

8. ‘Pansy.’
Zorra,

9 ‘Fishing at the mouth of the Fraser
River, B.C. Edna Lockhart, M., N.B.

Mona Johnson, H. R., South

Correspondence

Urbania, N.S.
Dear Editor,—I have not written to the
‘Messenger’ pefore. I live on a farm, and go
to school nearly every day. I belong to the
Presbyterian Church. We live nearly two
miles from the church. I have seven brothers
and one sister. We have a separator. My
mother took first prize for butter at the Hali-
fax Exhibition in 1904. It scored ninety-
seven and a half. We all like our teacher very
much. I study the Royal Reader No. V., his-
tory of Canada, geography, English grammar
and health reader. I like to read the ‘Mes-
senger, and I think everyone that takes it
likes to read it. We have Sunday-school in
the summer, -and close it in the winter.
JUDSON B. R.
N. B, Iowa.
Dear Editor,—As I am sending a picture,
I will write a letter, too. The spring has
come again, and with it the birds and flow-
ers. The daisies and violets are all in bloom.
1 wonder why there are so few letters from
the United States? We live about half a
mile from the Santa Fé Railway. A new
track is being built now, a double track. Our
teacher took us down to watch the men at
work. There are high banks of earth on each
side of the track. They have to shovel these
banks away before they can build the track.
They use a large shovel moved by machinery.
It is very interesting to watch them. As
soon as they have filled the cars they take
them farther down the track and dump the
.earth out. Another train of cars takes its
place. We rode on the engine when they went
to empty the cars. We all had a very good
time. I will now explain my picture. This
boy’s name is Robert. He is a very idle boy.
He 1lets all his opportunities slip by unno-
ticed. If he would attend to his work, he
- might have knowledge, honor and money. I
think the story, ‘Ben Joyce’s Hymn, in one
of the ‘Messengers’ was very good. Every
time I get the ‘Messenger’ I look at the Cor-
respondence Page first to see if there are any
letters or pictures from Iowa.
ETHEL HAMILTON.

(Ethel’s brother has also sent a picture.—
Cor. Ed.)

Cross Roads, Country Harbor, N.S.
Dear Editor,—I noticed your questions in the
‘Messenger’ asking if anybody had ever seen a
white colt. My papa owns a white mare, and
. she, has a little white colt, so I thought T
would write and tell you about it. The colt
is very pretty, and it stays in a box stall
with its mother nearly all the time. The first
time it saw the snow it did not know what to
do with itself. We are very proud of the colt,
as it is a very rare thing to see a white colt.
It is the first one we ever heard of. Its mo-
ther won the race here last winter. Her name
is Nellie, and we call the colt Ada G. We
get the ‘Messenger’ at our Sunday-School, and
like it very much. I have four sisters and two
brothers. My elder brother is in Winnipeg. He
went last summer, and is going to stay all

“the winter, BESSIE L. S.

B., Ont.
Dear Editor,—My birthday is on Dec. 14. I
like the ‘Messenger’ very much. I like the
Corresponderce Page best of all. For pets we
have a dog, a cat, some rats and a horse, and
nothing more. I am sending you a picture of
our cat sitting down. Her name is Togs. I

hope to see it in print. Your loving friend.

HELEN R. ANDERSON (age 9).

Dear Editor,—I live on a farm which a
river runs through, called the Medway. I
have never written before, and I hope that I
will see this house in the paper. I go to
school a mile away every day. I have a
brother, and he is fourteen years of age. We
go three miles to church on Sunday. I go to
Sunday-school (a mile away). I have taken
the ‘Messenger’ for nearly a year. We some-
times go and fish, but we have not gone yet
this year. We have three horses, and their
names are Frank, Babe and Nell. It is_nice
out in the country. For pets I have a cat,
whose name is Alice.

RAYMOND McCOMB (age 8).

J., Ont.
Dear Editor,—I am sending the picture of
a goose. I am also sending ten cents for Dr.
Grenfell’s mission, My sister takes the ‘Mes-
senger, and we all like it very much. We
have a pup, and we call him Togo. I go to
school, and I am in the second class.
DOROTHY HILL (age 10).

M., N.B.
Dear Editor,—This is my first letter to the
‘Messenger.” My father has three horses and
eighteen cows. He lumbers in the winter and
farms in the summer. I have five sisters and
four brothers, We have a cat and a dog. My
sister takes the ‘Messenger, and I like the
reading very much, I go to Sunday-school
There are about sixteen in our class in the

summer. There are five classes.
EDNA LOCKHART (age 13).

U., Ont.

Dear Editor,—I get the ‘Messenger’ at Sun-
day-scheol. I am in the semior fourth class,
and I intend to try the entrance examination
in the summer. The school and church are
about a mile from where I live. We are fout
and a half miles from the town. I have three
sisters and two brothers. My sister and my-
self take music lessons. We have for pets
three cats and one dog. He went to school
with us all last summer, He would go with
us in the morning and come home with us
at night,

BEATRICE GERROW.,

M., Ont.

Dear Editor,—I am a little boy ten years
old. I live in a little village called McC. It
is situated right in the bush, and has about
one hundred inhabitants or more. There is
no school right in town, but the nearest onme is
about two miles and a half south, and I walk
there every morning. I liked Charles H. D.s
letter very much, because it was so long and
interesting. I have read several books. The
books I liked the best are: “The Wizard of
0z ‘The Coral Island,’ ‘Dog Crusoe, and ‘Man
of the House! R. M. Ballantyne is my favor-

10. ‘Grasshopper.’
Ont, :
11, ‘Beaver.” Carrie V. Pearson (11), D., Ont.
12. ‘House, Fence and Clothes’ Line) Ray-
mond McComb (address not given).

Beatrice Gerrow (14), Uy

13. ‘Goose”  Dorothy Hill (x0), J., Ont.

14. ‘House! Tomy M. Gowdey, F. Que.

15. ‘At the Seaside) Nellie Barker, H,
Oniti -~

ite author, My father is the Presbyterian
missionary .here. We are holding. service in
our house just at present, but we expect to
build 2 small church this summer. I think
I had better close now, as my letter is get-
ting pretty long.

WILLIAM MARKLE PECOVER.

F., Que.

Dear Editor,—We thought we would write a
letter to the ‘Messenger’ telling you how we
are getting on. We had no school all the
winter, but we had in spring. There are eleven
scholars a® school, and the name of the school
that we go to is Stewart’s School No. 1. Tom=
my’s complexion is yery beautiful; he has fair
hair, blue eyes, and everything that is needed
to make him look beautiful. I have fair hair,
blue eyes, and Scotch cheeks, This is Tom-
my’s first letter and my second letter to the
‘Messenger, and we hope to see it in print,
as well as/‘he drawings which we enclose,
My last letter was printed, and we were very
pleased to see it. For pets we have each a
dog, and Tommy has two cats and two young
kittens, and I am going to get a young kit~
ten. Tommy has one brother, and I have one
brother and one sister. Tommy lives on a
farm, and I live in a cottage, named Agnes=
dale Cottage, called after my sister. Tome
my studies reading, writing, spelling, arith-
metic, Canadian history, Bible, drawing and
hygigne. I study Latin, bookkeeping, reading,
writing, spelling, drawing, Bible, sacred his-
tory, Canadian history, grammar, etc, We
will now come to a close, but will write a
longer letter next time.

ALEX. D. CAMPBELL.
TOMMY M. GOWDEY.

Dear Editor,—I am sending a little picture
to put in the ‘Messenger, and I hope I will
see it printed as soon as you get it.

MAMIE McKENZIE.,

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS.

OUR LABRADOR COT FUND,

Interested Reader of His Mission Work, $2;
Knox Presbyterian 8.S., Flodden, $1.28; G.
D. Kirkpatrick, $1; Ernest W. 7s¢c; W. S.
Johnston, soc; A ‘Messenger’ Reader, soc; K.
géacDougall, 4oc; Dorothy G, Hill, roc; total,

i53.

[In last week’s list, the sum of $1.50 from
Cleveland, C.B, should have been credited,
‘Cleveland S.S., per D. McKillop”—Cor. Ed.]

N.B.—If you send under fifty cents for the
cot in Dr. Grenfell’s hospital, send it in two-
cent stamps; if more than fifty cents, send a
‘post-otfice order, money order o1 regisierea

letter.—Ed.

Expiring Subsériptions.

Would each subscriter kindly look at the
address tag on this paper? If the date there-
on is July, it is time that the renewals
were sent in so as to avoid losiag a single
copy. As renewals always date from the ex-
piry of the old subscriptions, susscribers lose
nothing by remitting a little in advance,
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The Burning of Daleside Mill.

(Concluded.)

In a few minutes Mr. Bristowe stood by the
bedside of his old and faithful overlooker, in
the little upper room of Peter's cottage. Nay,
it was Mr. Bristowe’s cottage. Nearly all of
the cottages in the dale belonged to him, but
he had rarely been inside one of them. The
room was very small, scarcely more than a
box. Mr. Bristowe could hardly believe it.

The face of the old man, scarred and drawn
by the fire, until his master hardly recognized
it, lay on the pillow. They were alone in
the room. The light from a small oil lamp,
which hung against the wall, served, in Mr.
Bristowe's eyes, to suffuse the place with a
weird and unpleasant dimness. A shudder
passed over him as be glanced round the lit-
tle room, "

‘Coom near, Mestur Bristowe; aw want t’
speeak,’ said the old man, in a thin voice.

‘What is it, Peter?” Mr. Bristowe felt a
little alarmed. What could the old man have
to say to him?

‘Mestur, aw wanted fer t’ speak t' yo’ abeawt
th’ mill. Tt wur fired, Mestur.

‘T fear so. Have you heard anything?’ Mr.
Bristowe asked nervously.

‘It's only me as knows. THh’ people said as
they’d fin’ out, an’ that if they did they’d ’ang
whoever it wur. But they'n noan fin’ out 'less
yo' tell ’em, ¢os no one only me knows. Aw
seed it done, Mestur)

‘You—saw it donel’
hardly control himself.

:%rvlvl Mestur, aw dig? :

0—who—who did i 5

Mestur—Arry? d it? Tell me.

‘Harry! My own son! T ible.

‘Nay, Mestur, it's true. Aﬁp:::?l’gin do it”
mel’{OW? When? Why don’t you speak. Tell

‘Well, Mestur, yo’ know at ’Arry ’ad been t’
market th' mornin’ as th’ mill wur burnt, an’
when ’e com back ’e’d adden drink. 'E’d drink
on ’im, an’ did no’ know what ’er wur doin’.’

‘Harry! Drunk! Monstrous!’

It's true, Mestur; aw seed ’im. 'B went all
thrqugh th’_ stock-room an’ struck two matches
t’ light a cigar wi’, an’ aw seed ’im throw ’em
both down, alight. Aw followed ’im, but th’
stuff had catched, an’ tW’ blaze run up, an’ th’
Place were afire afore yo' knowd. It wur ’im
::r ?id it, an’ nobry else. Aw seed it a’, Mes-
When Mr. Bristowe entered the room in
which his wife sat watching for him at Thorn-
by Hall, he was deathly pale, and so haggard
looking that she hardly kenw him. He seem-
ed to have aged twenty years since he left
her.

‘Clay—ton!’ she exclaimed, horror stricken.

‘Oh, Alice! we are ruined, punished, cruelly
punished. It's all my fault’ he said, as he
threw himself into a chair and buried his face
in his hands.

‘What is it, Clayton? What do you mean?’

‘It was Harry who fired the mill. He came
home from the market drunk, and threw light-
ed matches among the stock. Our own boy has
ruined us’ : 2

For a time Clayton Bristowe was inconsol-
able. The terrible truth had come home to him
that his boy, whom he loved so fondly, was

Mr. Bristowe could

o a drunkard, and that in a moment of drunken

aberration he had caused the fire at the mill.

~ The discovery was the more bitter, as Mr. Bris-

towe had been warned that Harry was show-

ing a dangerous liking for whiskey, but he had
- 'regarded his son as superior {o a weakness of

that kind, He himself loved a glass of old
port, and would as soon have thought of go-
ing without his dinner as of going to bed with-
out the glass of hot whiskey and water which
he sipped with such keen relish every night,
It was at home, at his father’s table, that

Harry. Bristowe had acquired a liking for alco-

holic liquors. Now, for the first time, it dawn-

~ed upon Clayton Bristowe that all of this had
. been fatally wrong. It had led his boy wrong.
- The burnt-out mill, the maimed mill-hands,
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and the distressed and workless town were the
terrible evidences of this.

Gradually it leaked out that Harry Bris-
towe had caused the disaster, and a darker
cloud than ever seemed to settle over the lit-
tle town. Men went about with knit brows
and set lips, with desperation writ on their
very features. They knew who had fired the
mill, and they remembered their oath. If they
kept their oath the criminal would die, and he
was their master’s son. Vet they had taken
that oath, solemnly, What were they to do?

Mr, Bristowe was seated at a table in his
writing room at Thornby Hall. The table was
spread with plans of the old mill and plans
for a new mill which had only reached him
that day. He had been poring over them for
upwards of an hour, comparing the new plans
with the old ones, and criticising points of
improvement which had been introduced into
the new ones.

A maid announced that four of the old work-
ers from the mill wanted to see their master.
Mr. Bristowe asked that they should be shown
in

The four men entered the room with awk-
ward gait and timid air. They had never be-
fore been in the hall, and to enter it for the
first time on such a mission as that which
had brought them was enough to unnerve them
utterly, plain millworkers as they were.

‘What may be the object of your visit? Mr.
Bristowe asked, after he had motioned to the
men to be seated.

Thomas Deakin, the oldest member of the
party, spoke.

‘Mestur Bristowe, he said, gravely, ‘when
the mill were burned we knowd as it weren’t
no accident, but as someone ’ad done it care-
less or milicious, an’ we all tuk a solemn oath
’at when we catched ’im as ’ad dome it we'd
’ang ‘im. We known a’ abeawt it neaw. It
wur Mestur ’Arry as did it when ’e wur ¥
drink. We respects yo’ gretly, an’ ud like-to
’elp yo’ i this trouble, but ef we're t' kep our
oath we’n got t’ ’ang ’Arry, but we'n no cause
fer to’ do thet neither. We'n only got t’ say
a word to tW’ p'leece abeawt ’im firin’ th’ mill,
t" ev ’im transported, but that ud only be
makin’ fresh trouble fer yo’, an’ God known
youw'n ed enungh trouble wi’ 'im, twixt ’is
drinkin’ an’ ’is burnin’ th’ mill.?

Mr. Bristowe knit his brow. ‘Well, what do
you want to say?’ he asked, impatiently.

‘Jus’ this, Mesiur. Ef we agree t’ hush th’
thing up, an’ don’t breathe a word abeawt it
t’ no living soul, will Mestur 'Arry tek a sol-
emn oath ’fore God to swear off drink; not t’
touch another sup of it? Its th’ best thing
we can say to ’elp ' an’ you.

‘That is not a bad snggestion, certainly, I
will try to get Harry to do as you wish,” said
Mr. Bristowe, reflecting,

‘That’s good, Mestur. Get ’im t do it. We
don’t want t' make mo trouble fer yo’, but
an oath’s an oath, Mestur, We’n sworn what
we’d do when we got ’im as fired th’ mill. Th’
chaps is very sore about it.

I will do what I can to get Harry to give up
drink. He ought to do it M». Bristowe said,
shaking his head. :

‘Thank’ee, Mestur. Yo’ onderstand, we only
wishes yo’ well, but we'n in an awkward fix,
Mestur; an oath’s an oath.’

‘Yes, yes; I understand. That must not be.
Good night!” X

The men slowly left the room, olosing the
door behind them.

Mr. Bristowe turned to the table again, but
not to study the plans. His mind was on what
the men had told him. Placing his elbows on
the table, he rested his head in his hands and
thought.

He appealed to his son, and with good ef-
fect. Horrified by the thought of the havoc
and suffering caused by his drunken act, Har-
ry Bristowe made a solemn declaration in wit-
ing, which was witnessed by Thomas Deakin
and Joe Forshaw, on behalf of the other work-
ers, that, God belping him, he would never
again touch a drop of alcoholic liquor as a
beverage. As an encouragement to his son,
Mr. Bristowe signed a similar declaration,
which was witnessed by the same two wit-
nesses. To him it was an act of great self-
denial to give up his glass of port at dinmer,
and his glass of hot whiskey at bed time, but
for his son’s sake he made the sacrifice.

Daleside Mill was rebuilt. Harry was now
changed. He kept his written promise, and
became a partner in the business. He is now
prosperous, and a respected public man. The
mill-hands have been very loyal to their old
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master and his son. The part which Harry
played in the burning of the mill has been kep
a secret. It is rarely mentioned, even rouni
the cottage fires of Daleside.

Drunk;'ds’ Children.

Every mecdical man, every legislator, every
father, every mother, every voter, every one
who has any regard for the welfare of hu-
manity, ought to read and ponder the follow-
ing startling statement, which has now been
before the public unchallenged for some time,
We take it as it appears in the Kane ‘Leader’:

‘Prof. Demms, of Stuttgart, has vecently
published the results of ten years’ careful
observation made on ten drinking families, in
contrast with ten temperance families of the
same social and financial standing.

‘The drinking families had fifty-seven chil-
dren, twenty-five of whom died before they
were six weeks old. Among the rest were six
idiots, five very much stunted in growth, five
suffering from epilepsy. Only ten of the chil-
dren showed normal physical and mental de-
velopment.

‘The ten temperance families had sixty-one
children, of whom five died before reaching the
age of six weeks, four suffered from nervous-
ness in their youth, and two secemed to be
victims of hereditary nervous diseases. The
other fifty—that is, eighty-one percent of the
lot—showed normal, mental and physical de-
velopment.

‘One out of five of the drunkards’ children
showed normal development; four out of five
of the abstainers’ children showed normal de- -
velopment. An awful heritage of epilepsy and
lunacy is the lot of the progeny of drunkards.’

Why He did not Drink.

‘T read the other day of four young men
riding in a Pullman car chatting merrily to-
gether, At last one of them said:

‘“Boys, I think it's time for drinks” Two
of them consented; the other shook his head
and said:

¢“No, I thank you.”

¢ “What!” exclaimed his companion, “have
you become pious? Are you going to preau_h?
Do you really think you will become a mis-
sionary ?” :

¢ “No, fellows,” he replied, “ I am not spe-
cially pious, and I may not become a mis-
sionary; but I have determined mot to drink
another drop, and I will tell you why; I had
some business in Chicago with an old pawn
broker, and as I stood before his counter talk-
ing about it, there came in a young man about
my age, and threw down upon the counter a
little bundle. When the pawnbroker opened
it he found it was a pair of baby shoes, with
the buttons a trifle worn. The old pawn-
‘broker seemed to have some heart left in him,
and he said: -

‘% Took here, you ought not to sell your
baby’s shoes for drink.

¢“¢Never mind, Cohen; baby is at héine

dead, and does not need the shoes. Give me
ten cents for a drink’
“‘“Now, fellows, I have a wife and baby at
home myself, and when I saw what liquor
could do in degrading that husband and fa-
ther, I made up my mind that, God helping
me, not a drop of that stuff would ever pass
my lips again.” ’—‘Herald and Presbyter.’

Recruiting Tactics.

A lady, passing a public-house, observed a
girl of about eight years drinking from a jug
of beer. The lady inquired of the child whe-
ther she did not know that it was wrong to
drink her mother’s beer. ‘Oh,’ came the re-
ply, ‘but Mr. —— (the. publican) told me he
had put some in for me, and that mother
would still have her full pint left. He gave
me these sweets, too, and I'm to have them
‘when ever I go in, and Mrs. —— has promised
to let me fetch her beer, t00.) The lady called

and remonstrated with the woman named, and

succeeded in obtaining a promise that the girl
should not be sent on the erarnd again. A
couple of days later the same woman accosted
the lady in the street, and informed her that
the promise had been kept, but that the child
had ‘gone on dreadful’ when told she would
not be allowed to fetch the beer any more—
Exchange. :
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‘Dem Waves Will Roll Away.’

Oh, de chillen stood down by de sho'—
Dat’s what the Good Book say—
Dey cried, we can’t go on no mo’;
But the waves done roll away.
Travellin’ and singin’,
Travellin’ day by day:
Dem chillen weep
’Case he water’s deep,
But de waves done roll away.

De trouble come a-pilin’ high;
An’ de sky is cold an’ gray,
But I’s holdin’ on, ’case by and by
Dem waves will roll away.
Travellin’ and singin’,
Travellin’ day by day:
Trouble’s strong,
But it won’t be long
Till the waves done roll away.
—Washington ‘Star.’

Sweet Tempered Women.

‘A woman who is truly amiable, meek, and
sweet-tempered, rarely has any cause for re-
sentment,” says a well-known doctor.. ‘If she
is a strong woman with her amiability, both
men and women have so much respect for her

. that they would do her no wrong. The wo-~

man who governs her temper is the woman
who wins in this life. As a rule, she makes
the best match. She is certainly the most
successful woman in business and society,
and where is the person who will deny that
she is the best wife, mother, and friend? Ex-
perience teaches one that the average wo-
man with a naturally irritable temper cul-
tivates it, encourages it, fosters it. This is
as true of those in high life as it is of the
women in low life. Indeed, very rich and
idle women generally luxuriate in their tem-
pers. Perhaps they wouldn’t if they knew
that anger curdles the blood, hinders circula-
tions, and consequently makes the complex-
jon bad and dulls the eyes. It also weakens
a woman’s wits, making her less attractive
physically and mentally. Bad temper does
not destroy the mind, but it renders one un-
able to work mentally.—‘Glad Tidings.

el
Hints on Conversation.

Avoid an apologetic mood; it is always
weakening to character, :

Never let your eye wander over the room
while your friend is talking to you.

Study the person with whom you are con-
versing, and lead up to subjects with which
he is familiar.

Never talk about yourself, and if you see
the conmversation drifting that way get it out
of a personal rut at once.

The secret of successful conversation is con-
tained in the faculty of being able to make
the other person talk. ’

Remember that conversation is an art. It
takes time, thought and experience to develop
the faculty of conversing properly.

Do not Jet conversation drift into any sub-
ject. Begin the attack with something defin-
ite, and force your partner to show his own
powers. .

If you find yourself doing all the talking,

‘you may depend upon it the other person is

managing you. If you make the other person
talk, you are master of the situation.

Do not talk about the weather, or your ill-
nesses, or the maladies of your friends; so-
ciety is a place for the interchange of only
bright and pleasant thoughts—leaves the
‘grinds’ at home.

It is not at all necessary that you should
do all the talking. Do not fly at your part-
ner and drown him out with words. Show
an interest in what he is saying, and then he
will continue to hold the field. ;

The secret of a good conversationalist is
always to be a rapt and attentive listemer. No
matter what foolishness your partner is talk-
ing always listen, for it is the good listener
who captivates and conquers, .

Conversation, in its final essence, consists
of the element of charm. What charm is, it
is extremely hard to define. But if we bend
our minds to ‘the task of being charming, we
shall most probably succeed in the end.

him off, bring your will to bear upon his, and
project into his brain some other topic, or lead
the way by a series of forcible suggestions to
another train of thought.

Society demands of those who enter it that
they shall bring someéthing positive and de-
finite to the social gathering. Try to carry
some special cargo into the port. Do not al-
ways sail into conversation with nothing in
the hold of your ship, or with only ballast
there.

Do not become monosyllabic in your talk
and say ‘yes’ or ‘no.” This stops the spirit of
conversation, and represses expression. The
interrogation mark and not the exclamation
mark is the instrument by which the ore-bed
of conversation is most successfully worked.
» It is surprising how little effort is requir-
ed to carry on a successful conversation when
the other party is willing to do the talking.
Balzac says in his story of Eugenie Grandet,
that he carried on his great business activi-
ties by the judicious use of the four following
expressions: ‘Indeed!’; ‘Perhaps so’; ‘I cannot
tell’; ‘We will see’—‘The Delineator.

Selected Recipes.

Soft Gingerbread.—The ingredients for soft
gingerbread are three cups of flour, half a
cup of milk, half cup of butter or lard, one
and a half cups of New Orleans molasses, one
teaspoonful of soda, two eggs, one tablespoon-
ful of ginger. Beat the yolks of" the eggs
and the lard together. Then add the milk,
soda and molasses, Add the ginger and flour.
Beat the whites to a stiff froth, add them
carefully. Bake in a moderate oven for three-
quarters of an hour.

Stewed Lamb Chops—Take one pound of
lamb chops, one ounce of butter, half-pint of
water, dessertspoonful of flour, mint, gravy
coloring, pepper and salt to taste. Melt but-
ter in-the saucepan, and fry the chops in it
until they are nicely browned; add the water,
pepper, and salt, and a few sprays of mint.
Let them simmer for three-quarters of an hour.
Blend the flour in a little water, and add the
gravy coloring; then let it boil slowly for five
minutes. Place the chops on a dish, and pour
the gravy over them. Garnish with green peas
when in season.

Cold Caramel Pudding.—Put two ounces of
loaf sugar into a small saucepan with two
tablesponfuls of cold water.  Boil quickly
without a lid on the pan and do not stir

When the syrup becomes a nice brownish
color pour it quickly round the inside of a
plain dry mould. This will at once harden.
Pour half a pint of milk on to two beaten
eggs and flavor with vanilla. Put this cus-
tard into the coated tin, cover with greased
paper and steam very gently till the custard
is firm to touch. Turn out when cold, and
the melted sugar will form a nice sauce.—
Washington ‘Star.

An. inexpensive meat dish.—Just now, when
meat is high, housewives may welcome this
dish which can be made quite inexpensively.
Take round steak, which, though tough is nu-
tritious, or any other part which is too tough
to be palatable, and run it through a meat

SICK HEADAGHE

Positively cured by
these i{tlp rm..';

SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE,

Genvine Must Bear
Fac-Simils Signature
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REFUSE SUBSTITUTES.

tatoes and slice lengthwise about an inch
thick. Put these in the pan over and about
the meat. Season with salt and pepper and
bake in a quick oven, turning the potatoes
when half done so as to have them brown
on both sides. It takes about half an hour,
more or less, according to the thickness of your
meat cake.—Exchange.
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Boys’ Wateh Free

We will give this handsom®
watch free to any boy for sellin)
only one dozen of our annual
comic review ofthe xenr entitled
441804 CARICATURED,”
atten cents each,

The watoh has 2 besutiful sil
vered nickel case, handsomel
po ished, a hard enamelled dial
% heavy bevellad crﬁltsl hour, min-

ute and sccond hands, and reli-
£ able American movement, It
8 will last for years with eara.

Thero is nothing on the market
that compares th 19
CARICATURED,” andit is so
cheap that it sells at sight.

Alvah Matheson, Dundas,
ol P.E.L, writes : I received the

- watch safely some time since
and am delighted with it. Itisa good time keeper
thanks for prompt delivery.

Write for your dozen of “1904 CARICA-
TURED" to-day. Post card will bring them by
return mail.

JOHN DOUGALL & S8ON, Publishers Montrea],
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EARN OVER $10 A DAY.

Agents Wanted all over the world, Experience
not necessary. Ten dollars a day easily earned
taking subscriptions for “World Wide." Write for
full particulars and ourhints for easy canvass-
ing. Address the Publishers of ‘World Wide,”
Montreal. Canada.

1 WOULD LIKE EVERY WOMAN £,

New styles and Sampiles of $4.50 to$12 Suaits
in cloth, silk, linen and, lustres; also raincoats, skirts
and waists, Shiry waist suits in lawn, linen, etc., $2
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With polished silver
nickel open face case, the
back elaborately engrav-
ed, tancy milled edge
heavy bevelied crystal
and reliable American
movement,by selling only
% 18 Glass Pens at 10c each,
These wonderful Peng
fi sell like hot cakes every-

where. They are made

entirely of glass, neyer
g rust, never wear out and
write a page withone dip
of ink. Write us to-day
and we will mail the Pena
Bostpa.id. THE PEN CO.

2 ept. 455, Toronso,
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