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‘Must say the ‘Northern Messenger’ is very popular. I thing it ahead of all in its class’—(MISS) KATIE COOPER, Chateaugnay, Que.

The Nobleman’s Son.

In_the city of Capernaum, there was once
& nobleman who had a son very sick of fever.
No médicine could cure him. . His mother
oould wateh and weep at the bedside of her
lmﬂ’ermg child, but she could not help him;
his father would have given all he had to
bring back health to hie boy, but that is what
money cannot buy. Then there was a report
in the city that the Lord Jesus had returned
from His j'ourney to Jerusalem, and was again

raise him up even from the dead. But the
Lord Jesus did not 00 he only sent His heal-
ing ‘word:

‘Go thy way, He tenderly says to the
agonized parent, ‘thy son liveth.) And there
was that in his manner which convinced the
man that He had power to make good Hig
word. Contented with that, he set out for
home. -

On the way he met hie servants coming out

in Cana. Cana was about twenty miles from
Capernaum.

The nobleman had heard much of this re-
markable Person, and he hoped He could help
his son. The case was pressing, for the child
was already at the point of death, and every

~ moment was preemua he dared not risk send-
ng the message by a servant, but resolved
to go himself. That is the only way for the
high as well as the low; if they want any-
thing of the Lord Jesus, they must go and
ask it bhemselves The father made haste on

. his errand, and when he found Jesus he beg-

ged Him to come down and heal his som.

. “You will not believe except you see sxgns
- and wonders,’ said the Lord Jesus; for 1 sup-
pose He saw that nothmg but some sore
aﬁhctmn, or signal merey, would lead this
great man to become His true disciple.

‘Sir, cried the poor father with tremblmg
anxiety, thinking of his sick boy, ‘come down
before my child dies.” For as yet he cannot
eonceive that a word spoken from a distance
can cure his son; much less that Jesus could

to comfort him with the news of his child’s
recovery. ‘What time did he begin to grow
better?” asked the father. The servant told
him, and he found if was the very time when
the Lord Jesus spoke.

Do you not think that surprise and thank-
fulness filled that father’s heart at the Jjoyful
tidings? Oh yee; and more than that, ‘him-
self believed,’” that is, ne saw in the Lord
Jesus the almighty and merciful Saviour, and
he opened his heart to receive. Him; more
than that, ‘himself believed, and his whole
house;’ and e it is pleasant to learn that the
6on, now glowing with health, did not forget
the Giver of the blessing, and that he showed
the sincerity of his gratitude by loving and
serving his Saviour.

This family did ‘not receive the blessings

which Christ gives and then neglect or feel

ashamed to ael&nowledge them.  Though a
rich and mnoble family, they confessed them.
selves the friends of Jesus, publicly embraced

- His cause, and threw their influence on the

side of piety and truth ~—Friendly Greetings.

- him hitherto unknown.

Washed Clean,

‘T had a girl once named Mamie,” said the
mmer, softening, ‘and she died. She cared for
me.. Nobody else did. Guess I’d Deen differ-
ent if she had lived. I have hated ey erybody
since she died” His heart having been open-
ed with that memory of his child, he heard

the story of Christ dying for us all, and
then he wanted the other rough miners
brought into his room to thear it. ‘Boys,” he

&aid, ‘you know how the water runs down the
sluice boxes. It carries off all the dirt and
leaves the gold behind. Well. tha blood of
that man she tells, about went right over me
like that, and carried off ‘pout everything, but
it left enough for me to -see _.amie and to
see the man that died for me. (_)h, boys, can’t
you love him? Some day. after, he died,
leaving this word for the woman who had
ministered to him, ‘Tell her T am going to
see Mamie and the man that died for me’—
Selected.

Leaving Christ Cut,

In the village of W was the home of
e man who was honest in his dealings, but
who took no interest in religious things. His
business was absorbing; and as the Sabbaths
came, he was disinclined for public service,
prefernng ease and quiet at home, and rather
en_]oyung ﬂmn otherwise his reputation as am
unbeliever. In the midst of external pros_
pemty and apparent health, a fatal disease
suddenty a\ppea.red One of his first move.
ments was to send for the minister. ‘Now,
Mr. B » if you can help me; 1 will be glad;
for I am all uncertain us to the future; but
I don’t want to hear about Jesus Christ’

The faithful servant of God quailed at first;
but undertook the service upon the basis pro-
posed. ‘Well,” he said, ‘T will taik with you
to-night about the greatness of God” His
watchful hearer agreed to it, and listened at-
tentively whilé the minister spoke of the won.
ders of creation; the beauties of nature ; the
telescope and microscope. The sick man was
profoundly interested throughout the inter-
view; and urged the minister to come on tie
following evening. As the good man entered
the chamber on the next evening, he said, ‘I

“will talk to you to-night about the goodness

of God,” His hearer listened attentively ; and,
as the unnumbered mercies and blessings were
made to pass before him, his mind was moved,
and he exclaimed, ‘It is all true’ And yet
the name of Christ had not been alluded to.

At the next interview the minister said,
‘We will talk to-night of the justice of God.
The sick man trembled with new and s‘range
emotions as the awfulness of this attribute
of Jehovah took p ion of his mind; and
as the skiliul doctor drew the net tighter, his
conviction of sin had become a power withn
At the orisis, when
the face of the hearer indicated the alarm of
the soul, as his sins stood in awful array be-
fore him, the minister arose to take his leave.
“You are not going now, Mr. F—. and leave
me in this distress—can’t you give m.e some
comfort?’

‘No,” said the minister, kindly, ‘I mt;
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“orbidder my doing 0.
gir? said the dis.

on have already

‘What do you mean,
bressed man.

T mean that He whose name you wil not
hear, and whose love is so deep, is the only
One in Heaven or in earth who can comfort
and save you’

The veil dropped from the eyes of the
blinded man; he listened eagerly to the way
of salvation through a crucified Redeemer;
joyfully accepted the terms of salvation, and

_Yived seven months, testifying continually of
God’s great mercy in saving the chief of sin.
ners.— Herald of Mercy’

e i e

Inconsistency,

‘A celebrated missionary from India was
coming to town, and Mt G. invited his
neighbor, who was an infidel, to accorypany
him to church., He declared himself ready
to go, and they started toge.ser in  good
geason in order to sceure seats. By the time
the service began every seat was taken, and
the aisles were erowded with eager listeners.

The good missionary began by relating s
experience among the benighted heathen.
Then, in eloquent language, he pleaded his
cause. ‘The gospel of Jesus Christ, which
you helieve, said he, ‘is the_cnly successiul
- means for the civilization and Christianization
of these poor souls, and it is your sacred duty’
to take an active part in a work in which
every Christian must engage, if he wishes to
be faithful to his Lord, whose command 8,
‘Preach the gospel to every creature.

His appeal was so touching and so earnest
that he held his audience spell_bound. Kver’
the infidel became so thoroughly interested
that he did not think of looking around unil
the missionary ceased speaking and the col.
lection plate wae passed from pew to pew.

While holding his contribution in readiness
he glanced over the audience. Right in front
of him were several ladies, elegantly attired
and richly adorned with jewelry, who eeemed
to be wiping their eyes with handkerchiefs
of costliest lace, With a visible dezree of the
deepest sympathy they each dropped a 5 cent
piece into the. plate. ~ When the plate ap-
proached the neighbor who had invited uum
to go along, he could ecarcely trust his eyes
as he saw a similar piece drop in, after which
the infidel deposited his gift. .

On the way home, the nfidel remarked t7
his neighbor: ‘See here, my friend! ¥ 3
believed what you profess to believe, 1 would
have given at least a lundred times as much
as you did.”

1t wae afterwards ascertained that the mis-
sionary went away disappointed with the
meagre colleetion. Only one dollar note wae
reported, and the infidel recognized in it s
own gift.—Lutheran.’

Religious Notes.

The evangelizing of Korea is one of the
marvels of modern missions. For swiftness of
progress it surpasses all records. The fol.
lowing report of a Presbyterian missionary,
taken from the ‘Assembly Herald,” is but ¢
sample of the accounts vhat come from Korea:

‘Late one afternoon im -~ Apwi, 1897, Mr.
Baird and 1 amrived at Syen Chun.  There
was but one Christian in the town, and his
“home was in the outskirts, so we were foreed
to stop at an inn. ‘he crowd soon assemblel
and gave a most warm reception, poking holes

in the paper doors and windows and mak'ng

for the night. st

‘On this first visit to Syen Chun only oae
believer and one interested inquirer, and no
gervices until a few months later when the
first believers gathered for worship under the
trees on the hiliside to avoid the ridicule of
their neighbors, Now the population of -re

life miserable for us until cur lights were out

town is one-third Christian, and the upper

end of the mneighborhood of the church and
the ‘missionaries” residences is entirely so. in
thie end of the town on the Sabbath the
ghops are closed, the streets quict, except just
before and after. services, when they are
filled with people, and the sound even of farm.
ing when heard from a distance strikes one
as strange.  The Wednesday night prayer
meeting is regarded as of dlmost equal import-
ance with Sunday worship, and six to seven
hundred men, women, and children gather

~ ridge with a tho

regularly. To-day in Syen Chun and its im-
mediate vicinity we have a congregation of
considerably over 1,500, not to mention the
ten other congregations that have been cet
off from the mother church.  “Dhe pretty
chureh, built in Korean style and seating 1,-
500, cost 6,000 yen ($3,000), but was put up
almost entirely at their own expense.

“Phe Board of Agency for Foreign Missions’
in its report to the Gemeral Synod of the
Aseociate Reformed Church of Nerth Ame-
rica, at its meetings in New York, May 20th,
1857, said, in reference to work m Egypt:
‘With regard to the mission at Cairo, we have
nothing of much interest to report. As there
is a considerable number of English residents
and travellers in the eity during most of the
year, with a view to their benefit, a regular
gervice has been kept up on the Sabbath. And
in this way, our brethren have had the oppor-
tunity of preaching the Gospel to men of dif-
ferent natioms. TFor the benefit of the natives,
Mr. Barnett has from the fimst kept up a ser-
vice in the Arabic language. And Mr. Me-
Cague has prosecuted the study of tae
language so successfully, that he is now pre.
pared to take his part in this exercise. As
yet the number of natives who attend upon
this service is small, and it is not our privi-
lege to report any instance of conversion.

That was 50 years ago. Not a convert!
To-day there are 9,340 converts in Egypt,
with a Protestant community of 35,058. Then
there were no native workers; now there is
a native Torce of 585. and the natives them-
selves contributed during the past year to the
work of the United Presbyterian  Church a
total of $145,117.—‘The Missionary Review of
the World.?

Our Labrador Work.
LETTERS BY THE WAY.
Dear Mr. Editor,—Sunday among our fisher-

men ig always kept as a day of rest, whether
at sea or ashore, and indeed it comes no

oftener than it is needed. F¥or the men are .

worn out after six days’ and nights’ work,
though it seems in a season like this, when
fish are hard to find, the work is even more
arduous. So till mid_day on Sunday there
is hardly a move on board when ine echooners
are at anchor, and it would be quite a breach

. of the day’s rest to rouse out a congregation

for morning prayers. To us, however, rest
comes \in a chance to get off the Mission
steamer for an hour, and get a walk ashove.
The mere reaction of being on terra firma
when one is cooped up aboard go long, seems
to be an abseolute rest.
these Northern regions omne is in some wild
natural harbor, where there are no human
habitations and no trace of man’s work. Om
the other hand, the problems that nature here
presents, offord as striking a change of ex.
perience to the mind and are also, therefors,
proportionately restful.

There being a high cliff last Sunday over
by which we anchored, we started off early for
a walk, expecting to be at the top, get an
obeervation or two, and be back by dinner
time. We soon found, however, that we had
entirely misjudged the height of the cliffs,
eimply for lack of some object of familiar
height to compare it with. At 1,000 feet we
scemed to scarcely have begun, and at 2,000,
though we had all we needed we were still
climbing. Thinking we must be near our goal,
we decided, however, to go on again. This
involved crossing astride like a horse a sharp

1d feet of almost preeipi-
tous rock on either side.” To our immense
surprise, a huge chasm yawned in front of us,
and then another peak—the top of the moun.
tain of which we had so arduously ciimbed a
spur, towered up into the heavens—probably
another 1,000 feet above us, and that did not
appear consistent with the day of rest. It had
been freezing the night before at Cape Chid.
ly. Here, only one hundred miles &outh, it
was so hot we mot only had abandoned all
spare clothing at the start, but found it
necessary to bathe in the fitst lake on the
way down. This being simply the tarn from

“gome huge snow deposits above ue, most suc-

cessfully reduced the temperature in a short
time. My London friend being inexperienced
in mountaineering, had been somewhat tardy
in his descent, and somewhat overcome by

Yapecially when in.

_work: to

Feb. 7, 190«

heat, took his bathe in a shallow and warmer
rock basin alone. In the delicious reaction
that set in he, however, forgot the mosquitoes
that were following him. They were so far
rewarded for their wundesirable pertinacity,
that he spent sections of the following night
anointing his numerous wounds from a bottle
labelled ‘Strong Ammonia’ As old Whitburn

naively said, ‘God did certainly make them

(mosquitoes), to stimulate the idle to work.
We have now picked up again the sick we
deposited on our way north, and are bound
south with a full cargo. It- is blowing a
heavy N.E. breeze, and the dark fog-banks
are whirling along behind us, as we push
along to the south. On our starboard are
the lofty Kinglaprit cliffs; the dog-toothed
sierras of our morth. At their feet are count-
less bergs and fragments of ice, which, borne
on these sweeping seas from the Atlantic,
are thundering into them with the force of
battering rams, that no human erection couid
withstand. = We have just passed a small
fishing schooner with a heavy freight Lound
south. She was ‘hove to’ under double reef
mainsail and staysail only, and it seemed as
if she wished to speak to us. But she made
Do sign as we closed on her. There is, how-
ever, an intricate maze of absolutely un-
charted, unmorked, and unlighted islands to
the south of us, and even now we are thread-
ing our way through them under steam and
canvas~at a pace that would leave little of
our bones if the helmsman mistook one paé-
sage for another. ‘The little schooner evia
dently not knowing her way was waiting for
a lead, and now is following in our wake.

It is.ever so, though we do not always
netice it, and do not, therefore, realize our
responsibility.  Others are surely following
us. Will it not be our fault if they strike a
reef? ;

Bah! the engineer has just reported the
seum coek has given out. After all, there
seems to be some risk of nervous prostration,
even in Labrador. 2 §

W. T. GRENFELL, CM.G., M.D. .

Dr. Grenfell keeps in constant touch with
the progress of our fund for the new Har.
rington launch by means of the ‘Witness,” and
in a letter dated January 6, writes:—

S. 8. Portia,” of White Bay.- |
Dear Mr. Editor:—

I have now on hand a friendless and money-
lees girl of eighteen, with hip_joint disease,
whom I am ecarrying to hospital as part of
‘worshipping’ God. My deer have just arrived
all well, and plenty of mess, bearing milk to
the babies, meat to the hungry and tramsport
to all the needy. 1 hope all will enjoy help.
ing others as much as I do. 1 canw’t persuade
every one as practically as I would like, how
the being able to do these things brings home

* the blessedness of giving rather than getting.
I wish all the helpers that enduring happiness '

in the new year—the joy of “helping some

lame dog over a stile,” for the eake of the

Master: i

1 am delighted about the launch prospect.
WILFRED GRENFELL.

e

Acknowledgments.

LABRADOR FUND.

Received for the maintenance of the launch:
A. M. Boosey, Embro, Ont., 95 eents; Me-
Donald Corner W.CT.U., $5.00; Excelsior S.8.,
Meaford, per Nina D. Dean, $1.00; Alex. Mec.

Taren, Melrose, $2.00; A Friend, No. Woburn,

Mass., $5.00; Mrs. Shaw, Forestville, .
$1,00; Total . «. & v wowh daice .8 14956
Received for the cots: St. Andrew’s S.8.,
Queensboro, Ont., $7.23;  W. R. Atkinson,
Virgil, $2.00; Mrs. Shaw, Windsor Korks,
$2.00; Mrs. H. K. Quinn, Beebe Plain, P. Que.
(in loving memory of Harold), $2.0§.

1 e S S ST B 13.23
Previously acknowledged for all
purposes. . Sl B T2

Total received up to Jam. 2L.. ..$ 1,249.11

Address all subscriptions for Dr. Grenfell’s
‘Witness’ Labrader Fund, John
Douigall and Son, ‘Witness’ Office, Montraal,
stating with the gift whether is is for

launch, komatic, or eots. :
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‘growds on the way.

LESSON,—SUNDAY, FEBRUARY 16, 1908.

Jesus Heals the Nobleman’s
e Son.

John iv., 43-54.
Golden Text.
The man betieved the word that Jesus had

spoken unto him, and he went his way. John
iv., 50.

Memory verses 49, 50.

Home Readings.

Monday, February 10.—John iv., 43-54.
Tuesday, February 11.—Matt. viii,, 1-13.
Wednesday, February 12 —Mark v., 22-24,
35-43.
Thursday, February 13.—Luke 1v., 38-44.
Friday, February l4.—Mark ii, 1.12.
Saturday, February 15.—Mark ii, 1.12.
Sunday, February 16.—Luke xiii, 11-22

' FOR THE JUNIOR CLASSES.

Have any of you ever been very ill?  So
ill that they thoughtiat home you were going
to die? You were Fred, were you not, that
time you had croup so badly? 1 remember
how your mother sat up all night long by

«your bed and would not leave you until at

last the doctor said, ‘He’s all right now. The
danger is over’” In our lesson to.day we
learn about a little boy who lived long azc 11
a town named Capernaum when Jesus was
here upon earth. His home was on the shores
of a beautiful lake and his father ~ras a
Roman nobleman. He loved his boy very
much, just as your fathers love you, and so

when he came home one day and found his .
gon was too ill to go out and play, he was'

very troubled, The little boy had fever and
kept getting worse and worse, while none of
the doctors could do anything for him. This
mobleman had heard about Jesus and how he
had healed and helped people down in the city
of Jerusalem, and he heard too that Jesus
was back again in Galilee, at the little village
where he had performed his first great miracle.
It was only about twenty miles away from
Capernaum, but there were no trains or tele.
graphs then, and the country was very u:lly.
However, the father made us his mind thLat
Jesus and only Jesus could help him, and he
get out to find him. Ever so many people
bhad heard about the miracles in Jerusalem,
and the people were all the time hurrying
round to see Jesus and see what he might h»
doing now. They were very proud of him,
because he used to live in- Galilee, he was
one of their own people, so when the noble-
man rode into Cana asking where he could

. find Jesus, he was soon brought to him. That
_ i8 where our lesson starts to-day.

i

it OB THE SENIORS, ¥ "¢

' The lesson is distinetly a study in faith.
Christ had paused on his journey for the two

days in Samaria, and when he at last entered
Galilee he found the whole land in a state of
excitement. The people returning to their
bhomes from the Feast of Passover had told of
tthe many wonderful things that had happened
there (John ii, 23) and what an impression
this carpenter from Nazareth had made.
Incredulous 8, expressions of surprise and

_ridicule would doubtless meet him among the
“There must be some

trick about this. What nonsense!’ one 1-an
would remark to another, as he hurried along
the road to catch sight of Jesus, ‘Why, i was,
in the shop when staying in Nazareth last

‘year with my brother and saw him at work.

- [There was nothing . more wonderful ahout
him then you or I may claim.’ ‘Yes, absurd,

~ the other might reply. ‘I went to school with
fiim, and a guieter, more unobtrusive fellow

b = W
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you mever knew. A general favorite, you
know, but if Joseph had told him to hurry
home, there was no coaxing him to stay be-
hind for a game. That was the only remark-
able thing about him’ (Luke ii.,, »1, 52). It
was doubtless the constant hearing of such
remarks that caused the words of verse 44
(Matt. xiii., 53-58). “The sensation he nad
created in Jerusalem, howe—~er, was sufficient
to give him an excited reception on his re-
turn to Galilee. The deep eager faith of the
Roman nobleman, however, must have touched
Ohrist particularly in its contrast to the idle,
incredulous curiosity of the crowds about him.
It was almost as though Christ had half
bitterly thought ‘my thirty years of life here,
in undeviating righteousness have been lost
on these people, weighing nothing against
the surprise of a moment’s action. Even the
Samaritans, whom i1 have just left, Lelieved
me for my words, for myself, but tnese people
who have had the testimony of my life, couat
that all as nothing.’ The call upon him for
material berefits when the higher gift was i .e
real mission drove him to express s dis-
appointment on a later occasion (John vi., 26).

(SELECTIONS.)

If we think of faith as a belief in certain
propositions we may not see the need of in-
creasing our faith; but if we realize that
the object of our faith is a Person, not a
fact, and that our faith in God is a personat
experience, we shall see that there must be
progression in our faith. ‘Faith is that act
and ‘habit of the mind by which the truth of
God is brought in and made a part of one’s
very being; -the act and habit of the mind, the
heart, the soul, by which the facts concerning
God are made realities’ ‘Faith in Christ is
first of all this: such as He ‘was I want to
be; His is the kind of life I want to live;
His is the kind of character I want to POBsess.
A man may believe what creed he will, and
if this is not in his heart, he has not "sith
in Christ.’—Tarbell’s ‘Guide.’

A miracle is simply God’s doing with his
infinite power the same quality of action,
though vastly greater in degree, that we do
every hour when we exert our personal will

- amid the force of nature. 1 lift up a book,

and make a shower on my parched lawn or
garden. 1 stop a part of the machinery in
the factory and rescue a child caught in 1ts
wheels,

Af Jesus was divine they were s natural
to him as any other act of his will. They
were. object.lessons = in  the spirit and the
work of the Gospel, the principles of which

" he had been teaching. Kvery miracle is a
visible picture before men of the character of
God, of the nature of the gospel, of the loving-
kindness of our Saviour; of his power to help,
of the wonders of grace he can work in our
hearts, of his power to denver from the
diseases of sin.—Peloubet’s ‘Notes.’

Professor Green in an article on miracles,
thinks ‘that miracles have been wrought only
to authenticate the bearers of supernatural
revelation, so when a revelation from heaven
is really being given, the dull minds of men
should be compelled to discern and attend to
it by works so evidently due to divine power
as to demonstrate that the speaker thus
authenticated must bring a message directly
from God himself!’

God’s promises of answer to prayer never
fail of their fulfilling; but man’s hope of
answers to his prayer beyond the promises of
God are always liable to disappointment.—H.
Clay Trumbull. :

¢ )

I ‘have lived to thank God that all my

prayers have not been answered —Jean Inge.
- low. :

7
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Help us to reach out past che things w:

cannot understand to the God ' we trust—

Maltbie D. Babcock,

j

BIBLE REFERENCES., ’.

Mark ix, 23, 24; Phil. iv,, 6; Jokn v., 33;

Psa. 1, 15; I, Cor. v., 1; L John V., 143
John xx., 29, : ‘

Junior C. E. Topic.

Sunday, February
to the prisoners and the poor.
46.

16.—Topic-Ministering
Matt. xxv., 81.

C. E. Topic.

Monday, February 10.—The beginning :f the
talk. John iv., 7.

Tuesday, February 11.—A qu.stion and :a-
swer. John iv., 10;14.

Wednesday, February 12.—What Jesus said
about God. John iv., 19-26.

Thursday, February 13.—A talk with .is
disciples. John iv., 31-38.

Friday, February 14.—Jesus and the Samari-

tans. John iv., 40-42,
Saturday, Yebruary 15.—Christ’s work.
John x., 25.

Sunday, February 16.—Topic—A talk by
Jacob’s well. John iv., 5-10.

A Saving of Time,

The Rey. Wm. N. Drewster, writing m the

. ‘Chinese Recorder,’ gives some interesting 1

I turn on the water from the water.works,

-

lustrations of the success of what is called the
Romanized form of the Chinese language, 1n
marked contrast with the long delay under
the old system. ‘A year of careful study is
scarcely sufficient to eunable the ordinary con-
vert to read with ease and pleasure a single
page of the sermon on {he mount in the clas-
s.cal language; a boy iu ten days was able to
do more reading on the Romanized plan than
he would have in as many years on the othe-’

Milly’s Review.

The older ones were getting ready for re-
view Sunday. Milly, playing about the
room, heard the word many times.

‘What is a weview? she asked. The
others laughed, and Aunt Annie explained,

‘It is looking back, dear, over what you
have done, or learned, to see how much of
it you can remember.’

‘l want to make a weview.

‘Very well, review all this day. Look back
over it and see what you have said and
done. You can print the words on this
sheet of paper. Look, I will mark the hours
for you. .Your day began at seven o’clock.
Here are the figures, eight, nine, ten, down
to five this evening. See if you can think
of something for each hour.’

So Milly began. She worked hard for
some time, Aunt Annie spelling all the
words that were called for. At last the lit-
tle girl dropped her pencil with a discour-
aged cry.

‘Can’t you do it, dear?” Aunt Annie ask-
ed.

‘I don’t want to!’ she wailed; ‘it is all
full of uglies!’

Her aunt took the paper, and read like

this:
7. I was cross being dressed. e
‘8. I broked my dolly. B

9. It rained and I eried. bt

10. I slapped my other dolly.

The children laughed over -Milly’s review,
but after a minute Aunt Annie wore a sober
face and said with a little sigh, ‘Poor dar-
ling, ii we were reviewing our day as hon.
estly as she tried to, I wonder how our
papers would read?—‘'Sunday Scliool Mes-
senger.’
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The Little Public Heuse.

Tve heard, and so Ill tell you
A most effective plan,

To stop the drinking in our land,
And drive away its ban.

The plan, it is a patent plan,
Its aim it cannot miss;

Tis one that can be tried by all,
And just amounts to this:

There is a little drinking-place
Which, everyone can close,

And that’s the little drinking-place

That’s just below one’s nose.

O what a happy land would be
This land in which we live,

If everyone would act upon
The hint which here I give;

To close the little drinking-place
That’s just below one’s nose;
Our country then would speedily
Be freed from half its woes.

Then mind this little drinking-place
Which everyone can close;
I mean that little drinking-place
That’s just below one’s nose.
And let us everyone resolve
To help the glorious cause,
By shutting up that drinking-place,
Nor wait for Acts or Laws,
Tt can be very quickly done
If everyone would close
Their little house, the drinking.place
That’s just below ‘one’s nose.

Then mind that little drinking-place
If everyone would close
The famous little drinking-place
That’s just below one’s mnose.
—J. 0. Murdoch, in the ‘Christian Leader.

Let it Alone.
{Edgar L. Vincent, in the 'S. S. Messenger.’)

T’d like to, Bennie, and I will if father will
let me, or will do it himself. You know ne
always wants me to tell him about it before
I do anything.’ ;

‘All right, then, Merry. Yowll have you're
name with ours, sure. ’Cause he’ll be glad
to do it.’ :

Bennie went away, kicking up his heels,
because they wanted Merry’s name with theirs
on the promise to keep clear forever and
ever of everything that will make a boy or
man stumble, and they knew Mr. Kent did
sometimes stumble through strong drink.

But when Merry came to talk with his
father, about it, would you believe jthat he
gaid harshly:

‘No, Merry, you shan’t do it, and I won’t,
either! We are not going to bind ourselves
to do a thing like that, We will be our own
bosses. We don’t havé to drink if we don’t
want to. We can let it alone.” We will :f ~re
want to.

‘“Well, I do, father. Don’t you?

. The little boy stood there with his
frank eyes looking straight up into those
of his father. Did he know about the times
when father came home trembling, so sick
that he could hardly find his way up the
stairs? 1f he understood why it was he
never said a word about it. For he was a
good, kind father when he was his own mas.
ter.

T would leave anything alone that I was
afraid of, Merry’ But the man’s eyes were
. turned away, so that the little boy could not
gee just what was in them; but he could see
enough so that he crept up to bed very iar
from being & merry lad that night. 1t was
a lonely bed, too, for the mother had gone

~——

clear,
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away a long time ago, and Mr. Kent stayed
out. so late!

1t wase all dark in. the room vhat night
when Merry heard a footstep slowiy climbing
the stairs.  Then a hand fumbled on the
latch, and a man half stumbled into tne
room. How well Merry knew who that man
was! So many times he had heard. the steps
faltering along the dark way! So many times
he had crept far away against the wall after
his own father had andressed and come In by
his side, for he grew sick at the strange
smell that always came with father at such
times!

This time father did not undress in the
darkness.  He felt about until he found a
match and struck it. Though his eyes were
turned away, the glare of the light startled
Merry a moment later. 1t was so bright!

Springing up in bed, ne saw that the match
had come in contact with the curtain at the
window, and that the clobh was burning clear
up to the ceiling. By the bright light he saw
his father sitting there, as if dazed, never
moving a hand to put out the terrible flames.

Then Merry bounded out, and reaching up
ag* high as he could, tore the blazing curtain

.from ite place, and crumpling it up threw 1t

into the stove, where it would not set any-
thing else on fire. The flames played with
the remnants of the curtain tall the last frag-
ment was gone, and then fell back into dark-
ness.

Sitting in the dark, the father knew what
his little boy had done, and reaching out he
drew Merry to him, and held him fast in his
arms.  Merry put his little hands tightly
about his father’s meck, and whigpered:

‘Oh, father, 1 am so afraid of this! You
said if there was anything you were afraid
of you would leave it alone. Aren’t you
afraid of this?

The grasp grew tighter about the httle boy.

‘Yes, I am, Merry! 1 do hate anything that
makes my little boy atraid! 1 do! 1 do!’

‘T'hen let’s put our names down on the
paper, father!’ :

‘We'll do it in the morning, Merry. ‘

Then they crept into bed. Merry snuggling
close up to the father, forgetting the one who
used to be, and remembering only the tather
who now was, the father lost and found again.

Jessie’s Good=-night.

‘Good.night, papa.’ They were the words of
a blue-eyed child as she kissed her chubby

_ hand, and looked down the stairs. ‘Good-night,

papa. Jessie see you in the morning.’

1t came to be a regular thing, and every
evening as the mother slipped the white
night-gown over the plump shoulders, the
little one stopped on the stairs and sang out,
‘Gtood-night, papa,’ and as the father heard
the silyvery accents of the child, he would
come and take the cherub in his arms, and
kiss her tenderly while the mother’s eyes filled
and a swift prayer went up, for, strange to
say, this man who loved his child with aul the
warmth of his nature, had one fault to mar
his manliness. From his youth he had lowed
the wine-cup.

Gienial in epirit, and with a fascination of
manner that won him friends, he could not
resist when summoned by his Doon com-
panions.” Thus his home was darkened, the
heart of his wife bruised and bleeding, and
the future of his ¢hild shadowed.

There had been three years of the winsome
prattle of the baby as she crept into the
avenues of the father’s heart, keeping him
closer to his home. But still the fatal cup
was in his hand. \

Alag for frail humanity.

How' could this father be saved? His love
for his child, though it deeply affected him,
did not win him from drink. But God, with
unutterable tenderness, could not see him
perish. He knew how this father might be
saved. Calling a swift messenger, he said,
‘Speed thee to earth, and bring me the babe.’
~ ‘Good-night, papa,” sounded from tfie stairs.
What was there in the voice? Was 1t the
echo of the mandate, ‘Bring me the babe?
A silvery, plaintive sound, it was a lingering
music that touched the father’s heart as when
the breeze touched the Aeolian harp.

‘Goood-night, my darling, he said, but grew

ale.

E ‘Is Jessie sick, mother?  Her cheeks are

¥
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flushed, and her eyes have a strange light.*
‘Not sick? Oh, I hope not,” and the m.ther
stooped to kiss the flushed brow. ‘She ma¥
have played too much. Pet is not sick. :

‘Jessie tired, mamma. Good-night, papa.
Jessie see you in the morning.’

‘That is all, she is only tired, said the
mother, as she took the small nand with
another kiss, and the father turned away. But
his heart was mnot satistied.

Sweet lullabys were sung,
restless and counld not sleep.

‘Tell me a story, mamma,’ and the mother
talked of the Blessed Babe that llary cradled,
following along the story until he had grown
to-walk and play. The blue, wide eyes filled
with a strange light, as though she saw and
comprehended more than the mother knew.

That night the father did not visit the
saloon. He tossed on his bed, starting from
a feverish sleep and bending over the erib
as the long, weary hours paésed. Morning
revealed the truth. Jessie was smitten with
the fever.

‘Keep her quiet, the doctor said. ‘A few
days of good nursing, and she will be all
right.’

The words were easy said, but ine father saw
a look on the sweet face such as he had
never seen before. He knew the messenger
was at the door.
~ Night came. ‘Jessie is sick, can’t say good-
night, papa,’ and the little clasping fingers
clung to the father’s hand.

‘O God, spare her, 1 cannot bear it,’ 'was
wrung from his suffering heart.

Days passed, and the mother was tireless
in watching with her babe cradled in her
arms. Her heart was slow to take the truth,
She did her best to solace the tather’s heart,
‘A light case. The doctor says pet will soon
be well,” she said.

Calmly as one who knows his doom, the
father laid his hand wupon the hot brow,
looked into the eyes, éven then covered with
the film of death, and with all the strength
of his manhood cried, ‘Spare her, O God,
gpare my child, and I will follow thee’

With a last painful effort the parched lips
opened, and the little one said, ‘Jessie’s too
gick, can’t say good.-night, papa’

In the morning there was a convulsive
shudder, and the clasping fingers relapsed
their hold. ;

The messenger had taken the child.

Months have passed. Jessie’s crib s‘ands
by her father’s couch. Her blue embroidered
dress and white hat hang in the closet. Her
boots, with the print of the feet as she lasu
wore them, are as sacred in his eyes as in
the mothex’s. He thinks of her as not dead,
but merely risen to a higher life, while cound-

but Jessic vas

“ing down from the upper stairs he seems to

hear the words, ‘Good-night, papa; Jessie -~a.
you in the morning’—angel words that have
been the means at last of winning to a bet-
ter way, one who had shown himself dead to
every former call.—Michigan ‘Christian Ad-
vocate. ; :

A BUSINESS PROPOSITION FOR
; BOYS.

That wide awake boys are really get
ting good business training and experi-
‘ence and making a profitable thing for
themselves in every way, by selling the
« Camadian Pictorial” is well shown by

the following lettex_;d— Ot

; January 16, 1908.
To John Dougall & Son,
Dear Sir:— f
Received your Pictorials—all sold.
That makes me twenty-five Pictorials
with the seven copies that I received to-
day. It is the best paper that 1 have
ever tried to sell and I have handled a
few too. 1 want to thank you for the
agency of the “ Canadian lfxétaonal ” and
I want to tell you that is the best
paper for the money that I have ever
handled. I am going away for a while,
and when 1 come back I will take up
the agency on cash commission for you.
' People have told me that [ should keep
the agency, for it is a good paper. 5
Please send me now the watch and
‘chain,
Your earnest agent, .
ymond Pulver.

Lots of room for other boys.—See ad-
vertizsement elsewhere in this issue,
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Correspondenee

¥., Cnt.
Dear Kditor,—We live in a village and have
much fun coasting and skating. 1 like to
skate very much and we live near the river.
I am 10 years old and have one brother and
two sisters all younger than myself, We
had a Christmas tree for our Sunday Schcol
and we all took part in the programme. 1
was in all the songs. I spent my summer
vacation in Arnprior with my little chum,
Kathleen, that used to tive here. We both had

@ pleasant time.

RITA MecLEOD.

F., Ont,
Dear Editor,—It is winter now and we have
bots of fun sliding and skating. 1 am eight
years old. My papa owns a cheese factory
and creamery. My papa goes to hunt .every
year, and brings home deer, rabbits and

THE

is the letter F, is it, Mr. Editor? L will ncv
ask some riddles which 1 hope have not been
asked before: 1. There is a girl that works
in a candy store in Boston who is 6 feet 6
inches high, has a waist measure of 42 inches
and wears a number nine shoe. What does
she weigh? 2. Why is a bashful lover like nice
corn? 3. When does a farmer behave rudely
to his corn? 4. What is the ditference be-
tween a dog’s tail and a rich man? Well 1
guess 1 will close with best wishes to vhe
‘Messenger.’
LiLA ACORN.

1., Man.

Dear Editor,—When reading the letters
from the other boys and girls 1 have often
felt as though 1 would like to write you at
letter myself. Not having any brother or sis.
ter, my playmates are my dog and cats. My
dog’s name is ‘Hero,’ and in the winter time
he will sit on my sleigh and let me draw him
around on the snow, but he will not draw
me. Then in the summer time he will sit on

OUR PICTURES,
Millar

‘1. ‘A County Scene.
lage 12), Toronto.

2. ‘Doesn’t He Want
Ward (age 9), H., Ont.
3. ‘Boy and Colt” Russell Wood (age 8),

Margaret

Shaving.” - Norman

A., Ont.

4. ‘A Train’ Roland Brown (age 8), H.,
Ont.

5. ‘Teddy Bear’ James Gilmour (age 10),
W., Ont. ;

6. ‘A Watch’ Gladys Berry, P.,, Man.

7. ‘War Ship” Charlie ‘Chestnut (age 9), .,
B '

8, ‘A Clock’ Chas W. Mooney, 1., P. Que.
9. ‘Our Pet.” Johnnie Burpee (age 6), N,
N.B. 2
10. ‘Our School-house.
C.. N.B.

11. ‘Wolf’ L. Moore, B.M., Ont.

12. ‘Peacock.’ Hazel 8. Murrell (age 9), C.
H., Ont.

13. ‘Goat.’ Garnet Felker (age 9), H., Ont.

George C. Fraser,

_foxes. I go to fish in the summer, and spend
my summer vacation at grandfathers, where
I learn to drive. I was away on a trip with
my mama to visit one of my aunts in Olivet,
Micl, last fall and had a lovely time playing
with my cousins, Kthel and Phyllis. 1 am a
Bucky boy. I do have lots of fun.

A WILLLKE Mecl.

N. 8, N.8.
* Dear Kditor,—l enjoy reading the ‘Messen-
ger” 1 am a little boy and L go two malos
%o school. We have two teachers, one upstairs
and one downstairs. We had a Christmas tree
. the last day of school, and we had one at

home and one for the Sunday School.
. GEORGE SWAKLZ.

G., Ont.
Dear Editor,—l am fourteen years old, and
have one brother, but no sisters. . live on a

farm which is fourteen miles trom the neave:t,

railway station. 1 am very fond of fishing,

and the last fish I caught weighed seven

‘pounds. We had a - Christmas tree in our
school at Christmas, and I had a fine .me.
I passed the entrance examination in' 1906,
and have been taking up high school work
gince, but 1 am not going to school now.

" - J. Go MATTHLIE.

-

M. V., Pl
Dear Lditor,—I don’t know if I am right or
not, but 1 think the answer.

ways at the head of fashion, yet out of date,

i

to Maxwell -in summer.
Robertson’s riddle, November 29th, 1907, ‘Al-

the teeter, while 1 sit on the other end and
send him up quite high, and he will also sit
in the hammock while 1 gwing him as high
as I can. My cat’s name is Tabby, and she
18 a very wise old mother. One very hot
summer morning she, with her family of kit.
ties, was in a box at the sunny side of the
house. I thought the sun was too hot for
the kitties, so I put an umbrella over them.
Then I went into the house and presently the
old mother cat came in mewing piteously. I
went out with her and found the umbrella
away across the yard, where the wind had
left it. When I brought it back and put it
up she was quite satisfied, purring her thanks.
; IRMA L. WOOD (aged 11).

D, N.B.

Dear lditor,—Dorchester is a very pretty
place. The Maritime Penitentiary is situated
here and it is nice to go through it. My
father is a sea captain and is now on his way
to Hong Kong, China. I have two brothers,
but no sisters. 1 like driving and spend
much time at it. ;
! ; MINA P.

[Your riddles have

‘ »
been asked before,
Mina.—kd.] ¢

A Ont

Dear Editor,—I1 ii? only a short distance
from Niagara Falls dnd go there quite often
The scenery is very pretty, 1

am an only daughter, but do not get so very

lonesome. I do not go to school, but cid

N
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until about a year ago. 1 expect to
college when 1 am a little older.
JUESSLE WARN KR,

go to

OTHER LETTERS.

Elwin R. Burgess, P., Ont., has lots of
fun on Saturdays skiting, hunting or playing
hockey.’

Hazel Murrell, C.H., Ont.,
sold our farm and will De
spring.’ Going West, Hazel?

says ‘we have
moving in the

Louise K., C., Ont., has two miles and a
half to walk to school, but generally gets
driven in the winter. You ought to be able
to train your dog well, Louise, it you have
him so long.

Rut E. Young, C., Ont., sends this riddle:
I have a fine turkey; she cost a fine price, no
man can guide her, save he who is wise, She
has legs on her body, but' walks upon none,
and yet she obtains her food far from home,

Margaret Campbell, ¥., Ont., gives an an.
swer to a riddle asked, but it has been since
printed. Your riddles have also been given
before, Margaret.

Margaret Millar, Toronto, asks ‘Why are
hay and straw like spectacles?

Madeleine McMorran, L., Ont., gives another
answer to that riddle ‘When are httle girls
like windows? She thinks it is ‘when they
have pains’

Hauldane Robertson, 0., Ont., gends a draw-
ing which will be in shortly. Sorry the other
did not reach us, Hauldane,

Johnnie W. Burpee, N., N.B., has been hay-
ing some extra holidays, as the school-house
i8 being repaired.  Your riddles have been
asked before, Johnnie,

Gladys Berry, P., Man., was a very fortunate
kittle girl at Christmas, by the list of her pre-
8ents. She does not ‘like geography, nor
drawing maps’ That’s a pity, Gladys, geo-
graphy should be very interesting.

Marion Kunice Cox, S.M., P. Que., has a
brother and sister, twins, four years old.

Little letters also came from Mable Lang,
P. Man., and Norman H. Duekworth, 8., Ont

COMRDIAN PICTORIAL
- NEXT COMPETITION.

Eleven Prizes, -and everyone of them ex-
tras above all premiums and commissions
earned.

—

Our next competition will cover the total .
sales of Jaruary, February and March,and
it you did pot start with the January
. number, it will not matter, for you can
easily nrake up for-a late start by a little
extra push.

NEXT COMPETITION.
Eleven Prizes.

This time we will give TWO FIRST
PRIZES—one to boys ip cities and large
towns, one to boys in small towns and
villages, and the prize will in each case
be a genuine Waterman Fountain Pen.
‘We will have patent ball clip attached to
prevent losing it from vest pocket and we
will send the style of nib best suited to
your handwriting. This is a pepn for a
lifetime. No need to enlarge on it. Every
aue1 knows that ‘if it's a Waterman, it's
7 B g

Besides the two firet prizes we will give
a nice hook to the onme heading the list in
each of the nine provinces, exclusive of
the boys winning the pens. Whe will be
the successful ones this time? If you
have never tried yet, send in for a pack-
age of this menth’s splendid issue to start
on, with full instructions, premium lisst,
etc. We give every order careful and
prompt attention, %

. _Address John Dougall & Son, ‘Wituess’
Block, Montreal. Agents for the ‘Cana-
dian Pictorial.” ]
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Afterwhile,

Afterwhile—and one intends

To bergentler to his friends—

o walk with them in the hush

On still evenings, o’er the plush

Of home-leading fields and stand

Long at parting, hand in had:

One, in time, will joy to take

New resolves for some one’s sake,

And wear then the look that lies. ,

Clear and pure in other eyes—

He will smoothe and reconcil

His own conscience—afterwhile.
~—James Whitcomb Riley.

Her Tc;x?h.

Lovice James had just begun to study frac-
tions, and so when the minister spoke often of
‘a tenth’ in his sermon one Sunday morning,
Lovice listened with unusual attention. ., hat
he gaid about a tenth set the little girl to
thinking. The next morning she sat in the
hammock in the vine_covered corner of the
porch, eheltered from the softly-falling rain.
She had a book in her lap, but she was think-
ing, not reading. Lovice was ten years old,
and every Monday morning her father gave
her ten cents for her week’s allowance, to he
spent as she pleased. The James children all
had been brought up on the plan of havng
for spending money as many pennles a week
as they were years old.  As each birthday
came round they were very happy over the
thought of their ‘raise’ of one more penny &
week.

Lovice’s ten cents was usually gone by
Saturday afternoon, and Mr. James always
gave her a penny for Sunday School; but
after what the minister had said about giving

_at least a tenth of our money to the Lord,

- times!”

she had decided that she ought to take her
Sunday School penny out of her ten cents, for
that was a tenth. She had made up her mind
to keep a nice little record of what she did
with her money, so, after thinking it over, she
went and brought her little memorandum-
book and wrote four headings, each at the
top of a new page. 'The first was ‘Sunday
School;” the next ‘Saved;” then ‘Spent foolish-
ly;’ and, last of all, ‘Spent when you have to
epend.” The last heading was eo long it took'
up two whole lines: She didn’t know just ..ow
older people kept their aceounts, o she had to
make up a way. That night, just before bed-
time, sba showed Mr. James her book. °And,
father, 'm going to give a tenth to the Lord,’
she added, ‘and you will not need to give my
Sunday Sehool penny any more.

‘That’s right, daughter, answered her
father; but he could not help smiling at the
headings in her book.

' The next Saturday afternoon Lovice: sat
once more in the hammock, this time with
her account-book in her hand. 1t did not ram_
now, but was clear and sunny, and the bright
sunshine through the vines made a golden net.
work on the floor of the poreh. lovice
looked carefully over her record. 'The pages
headed ‘Saved’ and ‘Sunday School’ were
empty. On the last was written, ‘One cent
for a sponge and one cent for a soapstone
pencil’ Lovice could have bought two slate.
pencils for a cent, but they were the scratchy
kind, and she liked the soapstone best. 'The
third page troubled her most. ‘Two cents for
lickerish’ and ‘One cent for lozinjers’ six
All her money was gone, and there.
wasn’t any tenth left! Those lozenges were
s0 tempting in the tiny window of the school
etore, each roiled in paper of different colors,
and each with a ditferent flavor. Lovice liked
the sassafras best, all wrapped in pink, Kach
roll had a little printed slip in it with your
fortune on it. Lovice was cousidered quite
a good speller in the schoolroom, but she
never had had any such words as ‘lozenges®
and ‘licorice’ in her spelling lesson, and she
had to spell them as best she could. it was
a very sober_faced little girl who asked her
father the next morning for a penny for bun-
day $School, and explained that her pennies
were all gone. ‘You must lay aside your
tenth first, Lovice,’ said her father, ‘or you
never will do it at all’

~On her way to school the next morning,
Lovice stopped at the Little schoolstore sad-

i g e st

_ thing, father,” ghe said.
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asked for an empty sgpool-box. At noon when
she reached home she wrote on it, ‘One ‘Lenth,
put a penny in it, and hid it safely away in
the top bureau drawer, All during the week,
as one by one she handed the rest of her pen-
nies over the school-store counter to the
plump little German woman, she thought of
the tenth laid away, and it made her happy.
When the next Sunday came, there it was in
the spool.box, waiting to be carried to Sun-
day School. ‘I'm glad 1 put it there first
‘It’s a much better
way.’

When Lovice grew wvlder and had more
money, she kept on giving, but she cnanged
the fraction to a ninth, and then an eighth,
and kept on giving .nore and more, for she
found it one of the very happlest things in
all the world to give her money to the lord.
And she always felt glad that she began whon
such a little girl to law aside the tenth firs®.
—*Canadian Churchman.’

The One=-stringed Fiddle,

(Thomas K. Beecher, in ‘In Time with the
Stars.’)

‘Hello!
sure.”

We were up in the garret. What is a house
good for without a garret? Wkhkat is a garret
good for unless it has old bhings in it? What
are old things good for unless you ¢an go
and rummage them, and ‘O!” and "Ah!’ about
them, when it comes a rainy day?

‘Well, well, here’s the old fiddle. Many’s
the time you have played “Merrily, O!” and
“Hunter’s Chorus,” and “Pompey ituck-legs.”
I'd been wondering what had become of you,
and here you are. Well, well’

By this time the fiddle woke up and begin
to want things.

¢ “Merrily, OV Play “Merrily, 0!” Play
on me! Make me laugh! 1 want somethicg.
I ain’t happy. ;

‘But,” said 1, ‘you are not ready to be played
on. You have but one string, and that is a
&+ string, green and good for mnothing. There
is no “Merrily, O!” in you, and 1 can’t gt
it out’

“Yah!’ yelled the liddle, ‘I don’t like it. 1
don’t want to be waked up. 1 want to be
happy. Play on me. Make me merry’

‘L tell you L can’t play on you. . lou
haven’t strings enough. The string you have
won’t bear tuning.”

‘Yah!’ said the fiddle, like a cross baby.

So I set the fiddle up on the button of ite
tailpiece, and put the bridge in place, and the
G string, and, as near as 1 could guess with-
out a tuning-fork, began to strain it up.
Throom, throme, thrum, thram. And when
it made a little moise something like music,
I put the fiddle under my chin and took the
old bow and sawed away on the G string,
playing a slow tune with five notes in it.

The fiddle was pleased, and said, ‘Do &0
some more.

So I played it again and again, just as you
whistle to a baby to amuse 1t, or tell etories
to little boys.

By and by the fiddle snarled out: ‘i‘m
tired of that tune. Play egomething else.

‘But I can’t play much on one string,’ "L
said. ‘If you will have two strings, 1 will
play six tunes; but on one string L can’t play
much” : 2 :

‘Well, I want six tunes,” said the fiddle.

“Very well, when you have two strings, you
can have six tunes; and with three strings
sixty, and with four strings six thousand—
all the tunes in the world. But you are noth-
ing but a poor, one_stringed fiadie now. 1
can’t do much with you unless you have
more strings.’

‘Well, I want some inore strings,’” said the
tiddde, f

At that 1 put the fiddle back into the bar-
rel and went down_stairs.

‘What was that noise up
asked the children,

‘0, said 1, ‘I was playing on father’s old,
one.stringed fiddle” ; .

“Where is it? Bring it down,” they gaid.

So 1 told my boy where it was, and let him
bring it down. And 1 heard the fiddle say:

Here’s father’s old fiddle, to be

in the garret?

{

‘Now this is something like. 1 shall ece somea
thing of life. Now Ull have a good time.

And as it came into the warm parlor, 1%
made a noise on its one string like the purrizz
of a cat. The fiddle was contented for as
much as a minute, and lay on 18 back on the
table, looking round with its four black pegs
of eyes on each side of its throat, and really
seemed quiet and satisfied.

1 talked with the children about the tunes
that the old fiddle had played, and as long
as 1 talked about it the fiddle purred. ihen
I played the five-note tune for the children,
and they said:

‘Is that all?

Then a young lady sat down at my piano
and played a splendid march. And the fiadie
stopped purring and tried to twist off behind
a vile of books out of sight, and said:

‘Play on me. Make aoises on me like that,

‘Why, I can’t; said L. ‘Just see!”

So 1 opened the piano and showed the dis-
contented fiddle more than two hundred strings
in the piano, and more than eighty hammers
to strike these strings. ‘You haven’t strings
enough to sound like the piamo. XYou can’p
be a prano, if you try.

‘Well, what can 1 be?

‘Only a fiddle’

‘Am I a fiddle now?

‘Not much! You have but one string, and
that the lowest, the G string. You need a
D string and an A string and. an K string;
and when I have time I will get them fir you.
But nobody can make much out of you as
long as you have but one string’

‘Well,” said the fiddle, ‘if I can’t be a piano,
I don’t want to be anything’

And enap went the old rusty, rotten G
string, and down fell the bridge, and there

lay the fiddle, like a sulky boy that has just

thrown his book into the cormer, and do2sn’t
want to be a man. ;

‘Well, eaid 1, ‘some of the finest music in
the world 1 have mneard from violins. For
when a fiddle has grown wup, and has fous

strings and behaves itself, we eall it a violim,

One string is better than mothing; but if you
choose to lie there, | can’t do anything for
you. Here, my son, take it up to the garred
again, and put it in the barrel’ i

Ag they went up the stairs, the sound-post
got loose and rattled round in the bowels of
the fiddle: ‘I don’t care!
don’t care!’” And so the fiddle went upstaine
and was forgotten.

‘Mamma, what shall I do?
what to. do.

‘Don’t you want something to eat?

‘No, 1 don’t.”

‘Well, do you want to play marbles?

‘I can’t play marbles. 1

‘Well, here, take this towel, and learn to
sew, and 1 will give you two cents 1f you hem
the towel’ : ‘

‘I don’t want to sew. 1 ain’t a girl’ i

‘Well, what do you want to do? : i

‘I want to do something. What shall I
do?

Then mamima burst out laughing, and eaids
‘You are nothing but a one-stringed fiddley
and we shall have to put you in the barrel,
upstairs in the garret, unless you get more
strings to your fiddle. The only things you
like to do are to eat and sleep; and when you
have eaten yourself tull you don’t want any-
thing except something more to taste good.

I don’t know

Now, you would better get some more strings’

to your fiddle’

And the boy opened his big eyes and saids
‘Strings to my fiddle? 1 wished 1 had ’em.

‘Well,” 8aid mamma, ‘reading is one string,
When people have learned to read, they can
enjoy hours and days and weeks and years,
and have gentle music every minute, and be
just as happy as the days are long. Work
is another string. 1f you learn to be a car-
penter, or a mason, or a machinist, or a
cabinet_maker, and learn to do your work
well, it will keep.you contented as long as
you live. Drawing is another string. 1f yoru,
learn to draw well with a pencil or with a
pen, you can go through life and see pictures
all day and draw them all night. \Wnting is
another string. Sewing is another string, cooks
ing is another, and making garden is another.
Lvery time you learn to do anytaing, and

I don’t care! E
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_be thrown among the rubbish.

b

4

- quiet until we are asked about it?
Mr. Nevin will think that tke street boys did
it They broke one. S

‘It wouldn’t do at ally’ said Billy, quickly.
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fearn to do.it well, it is one more string to
your fiddle. And when you have as many
strings as a piano, you will Lave a new tune
for every hour in the day. But if you have
but one string, a G string—a glutton string
—you will soon get through that tune, and
there is no place for you except the barrel up
in the garret. The more you can do, the hap-
pier you will be’ ‘For unto every one that
hath shall be given, and he shall have abun.
dance. But from him that hath not shall be
taken away even that which he hath’ Snap!
goes his one string, and off goes the fiddle to
‘1 don’t care!
I don’t care!” Yes, but he does care. ¥or it
is better to be a violin, full of all music, than
& one.stringed fiddle, thrown away and for-
gotten.

Billy.

(By Sallie Campbell.)
t

r One day Billy was a stranger—at the end
®f a week he was as much at home as any
boy on the street. ‘ :

‘We are glad he came,” Teddy Farr said.
*We like him.’
And the other boys said pretty much the

- game thing.

‘Why is this Billy such a favorite? Mr.
Farr asked Mrs. Farr.

‘I don’t know yet,” said Mrs. Farr.
watching to find out.

When three more weeks had passed,
thought that she knew.

A group of boys were out in front of her
gate one afternoon, and she heard one of
them say:

‘Pshaw! What can we play?
snow hadn’t all gone into mud.

‘We had -just finished out fort’ said an-
other, and were ready to begin. But it washed
down in the night. :

‘Anyway, we had fun making it, said Billy.
*Let’s not waste the whole afternoon, Let’s
start and play something that doesn’t need
snow.’

When Mrs, Farr looked again they were
sailing ships down the gutter and discovered
the Mississippi with great excitement. ;

Another time Teddy had to go on an er-
~rand and asked the others to keep him com-

ny.

pa‘();;l, we can’t!’ objected somebody. ‘We've

got it all planned to walk out in the other

direction and see the place where the fire was
last night. : , i

“Why wouldn’t it do,” said Billy, ‘to go witm

Meddy first? We needn’t come all the way

back, need we? ‘L'here ought to be some

short cuts, 1 should think.’
Well, when they had put their heads to-
gebher, they remembered that there were.

Then there was the day when Joe Hall lost
his arithmetic. Joe and Billy were the best
dn the school in arithmetic. Joe hated to

miss any of his lessons.
‘Never mind,” said Billy. ‘My book wil do

‘L am

che

1 wish the

for both until yours turns up. We are pretty _

quick at it, you know. We can manage.’
When the mud froze hard and the snow came
again, and the boys brought out their newr
sleds to go coasting, Billy appeared with the
funniest home-made one that wase ever seen.
‘It isw’t wvery pretty, he said cheerfully

when the others were trying to be polite, and

- dook as if they saw nothing different in it.

“But it will do. When you go scudding down-
hill on it the feeling is just the same.’

I said Teddy, during a rainy -ecess,
‘Will Prichard had only come to school to-
day, we would try that new game he was
telling us about.” 205 T X
‘Let’s try it anyway,’ said Buly. ‘We can

~ play all we remember and make up the rest.
' That will do until we can get the real thing?

< On one sad afternoon, when they were hav.
ing a game of ball in the cchoolyard, Bully
‘broke a cellar window.

- After a crash there was a ‘pause of dismay.

‘We must have kept getting nearer to the
house without noticing it,” said Billy.

‘How would it do,’ suggested Joe, “to be
i Maybe

‘It wouldnw’t be fair” e
. He told Mr. Merv_in, a‘..ﬂ:’-—pnid for the pane,

5
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~of the cripple and whispered

and afttr that he was short of money for
some time; for Billy was poor.

After the three-weeks, Mrs. Farr said to Mr.
Farr:

‘It think | know why the boys like Billy.

‘Why?

‘Because he has a delightful habit of get-
ting the best for himself and his friends out
of what he has at hand. He makes things.
“do”—except the things that won’t do at all.
I like Billy myself, she said, smiling.’—Se.
lected.

How Marion Conquered.

‘I declare, it’s just too mean for anything.’

Leone’s usually pale face bore two bright
red spots, one on either cheek, as her evss,
bright and defiant, gazed after the retreating
figure of her crippled father. It seemed al-
most incongruous, this beautiful spring day,
that any one could feel otherwise than happy.:
To be sure, in Bowling alley, all the beauty
one could see was in the shifting feathery
clouds and the green trees, for no grass grew
here, and only occasionally a little yellow
dandelion lifted it§" golden face skyward.

‘T declare,’” began Leone again, but granny
said cheerily:

‘Now, dearie, I wouldn’t “declare” any
more, if I were you; ’d simply leave it to—’

‘Granny, you don’t need to say one word
about that. If He cared, do you suppose papa
would have to beg?

The flushed young face looked earnestly at
granny’s troubled one, then, with a Dbitter
smile, but quivering lips, she went for the
pail and mop.

The little cottage was clean, but one by one
the articles had entered the pawn shop and
had never returned. How Leone’s mind
surged with the thoughts of better days, ag
she bent low over the floor her young arms
were trying their best to clean. And the
tender, angel-faced mother whom Leone haid
not forgotten, rose before her; then 1:ie
awful accident to her father that reduced them
to penury. That father, with a little old,
cracked hand-organ (a ‘hurdy-gurdy’), daily
wended his way to a down town street and
gathered the pennies he was too disabled to
earn. His pride was almost gone; and to-
day, with all the singing birds and blithesome
sounds, no answering song of hope was
awakened in this heart. The street was
thronged. Bright faces, happy faces, careless
and gay, €ome pensive and some sad, passed
by, and occasionally the little tin cup would
ring with a copper coin.

‘There seems to be something lacking, 1
can’t tell exactly what it is, however,” said
Marion Graves, tall, stately, fair-haired, blue-
eyed Marion, and she smiled half sadly as she
joined her friend Claire for a downtown
recreation, : ?

‘With you? Claire looked up round-eyed
with  astonishment. ~ “fhat’s imagination,
Mae. - 1

‘It certainly does take an abundance of im.
agination to construe the piercing sounds of
that hurdy_gurdy into music, answered Mar-
ion. Her lips were smiling; taen suddenly,
a8 the crippled form of the organ_grinder be.
came more clearly defined, the color feft her

‘I haven’t got any pennies said Claire,
‘Guess he’ll have to wait till next time.’

‘Indecigion, my otd fault, murmured Mar-
ion; then, ‘I canmnot. O why did I think of
1o

When duty whispers low, “Lhou must,’
The youth replies, ‘I can. sl
! ‘Rock of Ages, cleft for me,
Let me hide myself in thee.

The lines would come now with persistent
force. :

‘Wait for me, COlaire/ said Marion. She
quietly stepped from her friend’s wide to that
a few words.
Then in a cracked high key the organ began
playing ‘Rock of Ages,’ and a sweet, clear,
girlish voice rose on the breeze, pirst tremu-
lous and low, then louder grew the song:

So lﬁgh is grandenr to our dust,
So near is God to man,

Somehow the shop windows lost their at.

i

~ the store promptly said:
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traction, and one by one the people stopped f
and gazed at the ‘odd spectacle,” as wealthy |
Mrs. Lee expressed it, of a girl of Marion’s !
social position taking the unheard-of stand
she did. But the sweet voice did not falter,
and tears were in many people’s eyes as the
last verse died away. 1hen, taking a coin
from her own purse, the brave girl dropped
it in the cup with a smile and a blessing,
That tin cup, so long empty, was nearly filleds
now, the natural consequence of that novel
act. Impulsive Claire at once entered a store,
hastily changed her money and dropped a
generous amount in that tin cup.

‘0, I've been selfish. If she could get up
there and sing like that, 1 can give a few pen-
nies” And Susie Lake, poor and despondent
as she was, dropped her mite into the organ=
grinder’s cup, The little seamstress went
away realizing fully now that in service thcre
is love, and in love there is great: joy.

And all this while the eripple sat, with teara
streaming down his..face, and stammering
blessings on all who came that way.

‘There is nothing lacking now, Marion, I’'m
sure,” and Claire slipped. her arm around the
waist of her friend that same evening,

‘0, Claire, 1 don’t believe the sky ever
looked so beautiful, and everything seem so
full of perfect harmony as to-might. 1'm so
happy. Only think, mamma and Muis, Ray
happened to be there this afternoon. They
found eut the address [ was too stupid to
get.. That poor man lives in a miserable

~place, with his little girl, who is only eleven,

and his wife’s mother. ‘L'he place was clesn,
but oh, so very, very poor. Lenoe, the httle
girl—but I've got the cart before the horse
this time, 1 guess. The whole family are to
live in a cosy little flat in S—— street, and
Mr. Ray can give light employment to the
father, The grandmother will keep house and
Leone will go to school.

‘What a revolution.
little girl?

‘Yes, and she is very bright and lovabls, but
also very independent. It 13 hard work to
persuade her that she would do far better
after she had learned something  well, ' L
think she will take a course in stenography
and work two hours daily for papa until ghe
completes her education and secures a posi-
tion as teacher.

‘And you—you have done all this” . There
was a touch of awe and a tone of wonder in
Claire’s voice, but she was caught suddenly
and whirled around a couple of times by a
pair of strong young arms.

‘I? 0, no, Claire, but,” and in a tone rever.
ently sweet, Marion added softly, ‘Christ who
liveth in me.’

‘You were right, granny mine,” said Leone,
stealing softly up and putting her arm around
her grandmother’s neck. ‘You were right and
I was wrong. God does care, and we are all
80 glad.’ :

‘My little girl won’t need to be ashamed of
her old papa now, and a new ring was in the
deep voice of her father as he said it.

‘Ashamed!” and tossing the golden  curls
from her face with a happy laugh, she said:
‘We'll all work together mow, and U, papa, 1
will deserve it. KEveryone was so kind.

And any one looking down into the beauti.
ful deep brown eyes and at the :weet, firm
mouth of the child of Bowling alley would say
she did deserve it.

‘God bless our home,’ murmured granny,
with a new tenderness in her voice. And. the
sun, who had watched the whole performance,

Have you seen the

- retived behind some fairy clouds, to ghine with

redonbled brilliancy the next day, for his

‘heart was unusually warm.—The Michigan

‘Christian Advocate.

A Trusty Boy. ‘

A few years ago, a large drug firm in New
York advertised for a boy.  Next day the
store was thronged with applicants, and
among them came a queer-ooking little fel.
low, aceompanied by his aunt, in place of the

faithless parents by whom he had been
‘abandoned.

Looking at this little waif the merchant in =
r “Can’t take him;.
places all full; besides, he is too small.’

‘I know he is small, said the woman; ‘but

he is willing and faithful

There was a twinkie in the boy’s eyes wl. 'oh

o
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made the merchant think again. A partner
in the firm remarked thaf ‘he did not see
what they could do with such . a boy—he
wasn’t bigger than a pint of cider.

But after consultation. the boy was set to
work. .

A few days later a call was made on the
boys in the store for some one to stay all
night. The prompt -esponse of the little fel-
low contrasted well with the reluctance of
others. In the middle of the night the mer-
chant looked in to see if all was right in the
store, and found the youth busy cutting out
labels, ;

‘What are you doing? said he; ‘I did not
tell you to work at night.

‘I know you did not tell me so, sir; but L’

thought I might as well be doing something.’

In the morning the cashier had orders to
‘double that boy’s wages, for he is willing.’

Only a few wecks passed before a show of
wild beasts passed through the streets, and
very naturally all the folk in the store rushed
out to see the spectacle. A thief saw his
chance and entered at a side_door to scize
something, but in a twinkling found himself
firmly clutched by the diminutive clerk afore-
said, and after a struggle he was captured.

Not only was a robbery prevented, but valu-.

able articles taken from other stores were Te.
covered. When asked by the merchant why
he stayed behind to watch when all others
had quitted their work, the reply was, ‘xou
told me never to leave the store when others
were absent, and I thought V'd stay.’

Orders were immediately given once more:
‘Double that boy’s wages; he is willing and
faithful” In 1870 that boy had become a
partner in the establishment.

Sobha. %

(A Story by Mrs. KareenIa Khan, in the
‘Indian Ladies’ Magazine.’)

- Once upon a time, in a fergotten corner ~f
Hindustan, there lived an honest dhobi who
iused to wash for the kotwal and other big.
wigs of the place. Now it so happened that
the kotwal’s servant, calling early one morn-
ing for hig master’s wash, found the dhobi
seated on the threshold of his little cottage,
clean shaven—sans hair, sans eyebrows, sans
moustaches and sans whiskers, casting ashes
on his head.

‘What ails you, my friend, that I see you
in such deep mourning? asked the servant
distressed to see him in this condition,

‘Don’t you know what has happened? re-
plied the dhobi. ‘Why, Sobha is dead and we
shall never see his like agam.’ ;

‘Alag! is Sobha dead?” exclaimed the sexr-
vant and forthwith repaired to a barber and
had a clean shave, and in that state made his
appearance before his master—What has hap.
pened? enquired the kotwal ‘that you have
put yourself in deep mourning?

‘Alas! Sobha is dead’ replied the servant,
‘and we shall never see his like again.’

‘ls Sobha gone then? exclaimed the wotwal
and summoned his own barber and had him-
self shaven clean like the others.

In a little while he was senyv for by the
Dewan on official business, and was in hig turn
asked why he had put himself in such deep
mourning. ‘Haven’t you heard then that
Sobha is dead?” replied the kotwal, and ‘7e
shall never see his like again/

The Dewan, on hearing the sad news, felt
that he could do no less than the kotwal and

sat to hie barber and had himself clean shaven
ndition repaired to the palace .

and in this
“to pay his respects to the Rajah, who was
surprised and grieved to see his trusted
‘minister in deep mourning, and, on being in-
formed that the incomparable Sobha was
dead, went into mourning at once like the
others. But presently when the time came
for him to enter the zenana, his lLittle daugh-
ter was shocked to see her father in that
condition and wanted to know why he had
gone into mourning. The Rajah replied ‘Alas!
my daughter, a great calamity has befallen us,
. Sobha i8 dead and we shall never see his lhike

. again/’ ;

‘Who wags Sobha, if you pleage, father? in.
quired the princess. ;
‘Why, now you remind me, I do not know

: myself, but I will ask my Dewan.

The Dewan, it appeared, was equally in the
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Jack and Jill.

One morning a young shrimper found a
beautiful sea_gull on the rocks. The poor
bird had a broken leg, and was so bruised
that it could not fly.

The kind hearted man took it home and

(Margaret Hurrell, in the ‘Child’s Companion.’)

dJill, and they grew so tame that at last they
would take dainty bits out of his hand without
any fear.

Gulls are generally very greedy birds, buf
Jack was quite polite to

Jill, and never

nureed it, and placed it in a large cage in /tbe
garden, leaving the door wide open.

Kvery day the fisherman’s wife brought it
food, and woon the bird could fly again, but
he came to the cage every day for a meal,
and ome day brought with him his beautiful
grey and white wife.

Dhe fisherman used to call them Jack and

minded her having the best pieces of meat and
fish.

I wish you could see their nest; it is in &
very high cliff by theteea, and the great waves
are always dancing and dashing up to reach
it, but they cannot do so, for the semsivie
pair have built it out of the reach of alt
that might harm, including little schootboys.

>

dark and had to refer to the kotwal, who was
equally at a loss and sent for his servant, and
the servant who knew just as little was gent
running to the dhobi: ‘you told me Sobha was
dead when I asked you the reason why you
were in mourning, but who was Sobha any
way? asked the servant.

‘Why, did" you not know that Sobha was
the best donkey 1 ever had, and many a load

of soiled linen he has carried for me to the.

river side. - _

Thus it was that the'kotwal, the Dewan and
the Rajah discovered that they nad gone’into
mourning for a dhobi’s donkey, who knew no
better than to die. .

‘A Paper Boat on a Heaving
- : Pool,’
: (A Story From Life.)
(Charlotte T. Wilder, in ‘Epworth Herald.’)

Mary Springer left home and went to the
city to become a ‘saleslady’ in a large depart.
ment store. There may have been a dozen
good reasons why another girl ahould go out

into the wide world alone and unprotected,’

but I think Mary, who was only fifteen years
old and had a good home, could-_hardly have

‘unused to city ways.

given herself a real reason, for going to the
city. ;

When we are 'young we are never certain
why we do this or that. ~ When older, ant
with a disciplined judgment, we &top and ask
ourselves why we wish for a certain foolish
—evil or wise—good thing. ls it an inherited
desire from some foolish or wise ancestor?
Was the longing created in childhood? Of
one thing we are certain—the deed done to-
day was long ago begun in thought or act.

Whether the reason Mary gave herself for
leaving home was a true reason or not, she
left home, and when she left there were ach-
ing hearts in that Kansas farmhouse on the
hill. Her parents knew their daughter was
ignorant of the trials and temptations that
come to girls who are among strangers, es-
cially to girls in a large city and who are
They knew that the
confining duties of a shop-girl would be try-
ing to one accustomed to the free life of a
farm-house. They knew that the money she
would earn could not give her a comfortable
support. The parents were not Christians,
and when Mary went to the city she was, 70
them, launched out into life’s heaving pool in
a paper boat. :

The letters which Mary wrote home were,
at first, filled with Dbright pictures.  &pe
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worked near an open door, where the great
passing world could see her, and she could see
the world. She dressed her hair in style. She
had a new hat with a feather. Other girls
had more rings and pins than she, but she
had several new ones. She had made several
new acquaintances, and began to go to the
theatres and to concerts with them. "he
pictures which Mary saw in this world she
had entered were evidently more to her tacte
than those she had seen at the farm nome.
But perhaps she had not seen the best pic-
tures at her home, for we all see only such
things as we are capable of seeing. Jacob,
in mature manhood, saw angels when a stoze
was his pillow. Moses, after forty years of
discipline, saw the glory of God at the back
gide of a desert. Mary often stood by the
kitchen door, and in the early morning, with
rebellious thoughts, gazed at the green earth,
the tiny, flufly chickens, the row of bright
tins. The picture meant a yard to keep slean,
chickens to feed, cream to be skimmed, butter
to be made, and so many pans to wash. She
never raised her eyes to the swaying tree-
tops and beyond to the blessoming cast<” In
her new home she saw the jewelry on the
. girls about her, and coveted for herself a
diamond ring that ‘cost over a dollar’ At
her home she never once looked up to the
clouds when they flashed whole mines of prec-
ious stones, and where tne garnet and the
sapphire made the royal amethyst before her
very eyes; and often, after a rain, when the
sun came down through the emerald of the
trees, and every tiny leaf and blade of grass
was made brilliant with firc opals and flash-
ing diamonds, Mary never once noticed them.

Mary wrote home about the concerts she
attended where she heard jests, brass instru..
ments, and singing. Around her own home,

all her life, in the soft stillness of the frag-.

rant merning, the birds “hau made music
which sounded ike myriad harps tuned to
angelic harmonies, but Mary had never heard
these concerts. She had never listened to the
mocking_bird as it sang, fairly trembling with
joy at the sweetness of its own delirious
music, She had never watched the sly ‘move.
ments of the cat-bird when, like a buffoon, if
called the cat in all the notes of distress of
a suffering kitten, made
teased the redbird, lorded it over the blue-
jay, and ended its fun’ by giving, with ail
the dignity of a judge, the exquisite strains
of its cousin, the mockingbird. No, Mary
knew nothing about all this beauty, sweet-
ness, music, fun, at her own home-door, but
found what she enjoyed on the stage at a
minstrel show.

Wher. Mary was a little giri a farm-laborer
worked one season for her father. When ne
went away he left a large package of books
in the farm storehouse. Mary’s mother
thoughtlessly allowed her child to read these
books, thinking reading a certainly safe em-
ployment or amusement. The dreadful books
were read and re-read by Mary, and the leaven
worked in her soul.

When books are filled with unreal char-
acters, who are sure to dwell, not in homes,
but in ‘mansions,” ‘palaces,” ‘castles,” readers
of such books soon find it impossible to look
at life from any right standpoint. One book
made Mary dissatisfied with her name. Two
books made her feel that her self sacrificing,
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unselfish mother, who was not ashamed of
honest toil, was ‘common_place.” The third
book showed what a failure her father must
be because he had not discovered the ‘hidden
box,” which contained papers that made him
heir’ to a kingdom!

Before Mary was seventeen she sent-home
an ‘announcement,” resembiing a “hanksgiving
proclamation, that she was married. She
wrote that her husband, ‘Prof. Augustus Fitz
Harman, had sold medicines and become very
rich. ‘Lhat now he was not obliged to work,
but, just to keep busy, was agent for a firm
in New York.” They boarded at ~a ‘swell
hotel” Her husband was very genteel, and
wore ‘swell clothes” e had to be away from
home quite a little; but as she remained a
saleslady she did not get lonely. Her new
gowns were elegant. Augustus bought whole
bolts of fine sillkk goods, which she kept in her
trunks, and should have them made up when
they went to their beautiful mansion in New
York. She had such good times going to ride
on Sunday behind fast horses, and the thegtre
was - a constant sonrce of pleasure. The only
drawback to her happiness was that Augustus
had soon to go to another state for his firm,
and be gone several weeks. f

After a time the parents had o letter that
Augustus had come back from one of his
trips into another state under the care of the
sheriff. Poor Mary!  The man she thought
she had married was a thief, gambler, bur.
glar, scoundrel, and had two or three wives
he had pretended to marry living in other
parts of the country. She did not even know
what was his real name.

Mary awoke to her own
‘married” a man of whose past life and of
whose family she was ignorant. She lost her
own reputation and her position as ‘sales.
lady’ She did the one sensibie thing left for
her to do—went home to her parents.

Mary's health failed. Ivery care and aid
was given which medical skill = could devise,
but all in vain. The girl, not twenty years
of age, cried out in agony over her foolish,
useless, wasted life; but it could not be lived
over again,™

folly. She had

What Will Make You Glad.

When the years have slipped by and memory
runs back over the path you have come, you
will be glad you stopped to; speak to every
friend you met, and left them all with a
warmer feeling in their hearts because you did
80. >

And -you will be glad that you were happy
when doing the small everyday things of life,
that you served the best you could in eartns
lowly round.

You will be glad that men haye said all
along your way: ‘I know 1 can trust him, he
is as true as steel”

You will be glad there have been some
rainy days in your life. Clouds and stcens
are not the woret things in life. If there
were no storms, the fountains would dry up,
the sky would be filled with poisonous
vapors, and life would cease.

You will be glad that .you stopped long
enough every day to read carefully, and with
a prayer in your heart, some part of God’s
message to those he loves,

You will be glad ‘that you shut your ears
tight against all the evil things men said
abount one another, and tried the best you
could to stay the words, winged with poison.
—Educational Review.

Be Courteous Boys.

‘I treat him as well as he treats me,” safd

‘Hal. 3
His mother had just reproached him because-

he did not attempt to amuse or entertain a
boy friend who had just gone home.

‘I often go in there, and he doesn’t notice
me,” said Hal again. : A

‘Do you enjoy that? [

-£Oh, I don’t mind! 1 don’t stay long.

‘1 should call myself a ver; selfish person,
if friends came to see me and I should pa 1
no attention %o them. _

“‘Well, that’s different; you’re grown up.

‘Then you really think that politeness and

courtesy are not needed among boys!’

Hal, thus pressed, soid he dian’t exac .y

, man’s Croft.’

9

mean that; but his father, who had listened,
now spoke: ‘A boy or man who measures his
treatment of others by their treatment of hin
has no character of his own. He will never
be kind, or geénerous, or Christian. If he is
ever to be a gentleman, he will be so in spite
of the boorishness of others. If he is to be
noble, no other boy’s meanness will change
his nature’ And very earnestly the father
added: ‘Remember this, my boy—you lower
your own self every time you are guilty of an
unworthy action because some one else is. Be
true to your best self, and no boy can drag
you down./—'Pacific Christian Advocate.

A Surgeon’s Message, )\

The eminent surgeon, Sir Frederick ‘ireves,
who operated on the King some time ago when
he was ill, was once asked by the editor of a
paper for-boys to send the boys a message.

“I'his is my message to you, hoys,’” exxd Sir:

Frederick:

‘Don’t bother about genius; and don’t worry
abouv being clever. Irust rather to hard
work, perseverance, and determination. 'I'he
best motto for a long march is, “Don’t grum-
ble. Plug on.” “You hold your future in your
own hands. Never waver in this behef. Don’t
swagger. The boy who swaggers, like the
mal® who swaggers, has little else that he can
do. He is a cheap jack erying his own paltry
wares. It is the empty tin that rattles most.
Be honest, be loyal, be kind. Remember that
the hardest thing to acquire is the faculty of
being unselfish., As a quality it is one of .ae
finest attributes of manliness. lLove the wgea,
the ringing beach, and the open downs. Keep
clean body and mind.

The; ¢ Goodman’s Croft.’

The ‘British Weekly’ iells of a custom which
was in vogue among British farmers two hun-
dred and fifty years ago. Many of them were
in the habit of setting aside a part of their
land, oftentimes of their best land, for the
use of the devil. ‘'hey called it the ‘Good-
They meant  the devil’s eroft,
but they were afraid to name it thue plainly.
Posgibly they fancied that he would appreciate
being called ‘good man.’ In this eroft noth.
ing grew but briars and thorns and weeds.
But the seeds of the weeds did mot confiy?
themselves to this croft. ‘che seeds wen*
everywhere. In our fields we no longer: sev
aside a devil’s croft.  But how about our
lives? Do we sometimes band over some part
of a day to the deveiopment of briars and
thorns and weeds? And does i; promote our
permanent happiness?

\

St. Valentine.

The February issue of the ‘Canadian Fic-
torial’ will be a kind of Valentine Number.
St. Valentine’s day comes on the 14th of
February every year, but in Leap Year the
day never passes without something happen-
ing that rejoices Master Cupid. This number

will possibly set forces in motion mn the right

direction.
The cover has been speciaily designed ior

* the ‘Canadian Pictorial’ by the well-known

Canadian artist, Mr. D. P. McMillan, ard
represents a young girl in maiden meditation
with a valentine in her hand and the be.
witcheries of Cupid hovering over Ler. Other
valentine features will be found of interest.

"The February issue also contains the life
story of Florence Nightingale, who has just
been decorated by the King with the order of
merit. She is the first woman to receive it.
There are sporting ccemes, winter views and
news pictures of events in various parts of
the world in which Canadians are interested.

Among the features will be a collection of -

portraits of the presidents of the Canadian
Clubs that have now spread to almost every
town in Canada. The usual departments will
be of remarkable interest this month. g
The 1908 programme includes more pictures,
more pages, more features than ever, ac well
as FOUR SPECIAL NUMBERS, Easter, Mid-
summer, Thanksgiving, COhristmas—all in-
cluded with annual subscriptions. '
Ten cents a copy; one dollar a year. Tho

- ‘Pictorial’ Publishing Co., 142 St. Peter St,

Montreal,

N
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The Toads of Hoppiti=High
Land.

(By Joshua F. Crowell.)

Doady Toad was a little fat
fellow, and wore a coat of brown
and yellow. He had beautiful
eyes of the largest size, and he
looked exceedingly wise,

He sat very still in Hoppiti-High,
on the reddish sand so hot and dry,
and anxiously he watched the sky.
He cried, ‘I wish it would rain I’

Just then a drop came down and
hit the top of Doady’s head. He
tipped his nose and sniffed the air,
and called out gaily, * It's going to
rain | It's goiug to rain!’

All the toads of Hoppiti-High,
little or big, heard what Doady
Toad had said, and came tumbling
up and scrambling out of their beds
of sand to be on hand. And none
too soon, for the shower came down
in b, hard drops, and wet the hot,
dry sand, and cooled it, too, and

washed the dusty trees and watered
the thirsty grass and flowers.

All the toads of Hoppiti-High

forgot they ever had been dry—
they were now so wet and happy.
Under the dripping willow-tree, in
the nice wet grass, the little toads
played games. First they played
leap-frog, only they called it ‘leap-
toad! Then they played hop-
scotch, or Hoppiti-High Scotch,
whichever you choose.

Doady was very good at games.
He could jump as high as any,
one in Hoppiti-High, and he could
wiggle his toes in the dirt and

quickly dig a hole in which to hide, § :

so that when they played the game
of hide-and-seek, Doady wasalways
hidden first,

There was one tiny little toadlet " §

named Spotty Dot, who was just
learning to play, and he kept close
to Doady, and watched him all the
time, so as to learn to play well,
All the little toads played happy
games in the nice wet grass, and
had great fun. There were Thomas
Toad and Thaddeus Toad, and
Nippy and Tucky, the twins, and

Hannah Luella and Deborah Ella,

and a .lot more,

Every one was as happy as she
or he could be, and Doady’s little
cousin, Juella Tree Toad, perched
hersslf in the willow-tree, and was

A Mischievous Puppy.

Puppies are almost always up to
some mischief, and require constant
watching, and very often severe
correction for their evil deeds.
They gnaw and destroy anything
they can get hold of with their
sharp new teeth, they are so full
of gpirits and boisterous gambols,
that they are scarcely peaceable

inside the house, while out of doors
they will do much mischief to

plants and flower-beds, to say noth-

_ing of chasing chickens, worrying
cats, frightening timid sheep,biting
at the heels of horses and the tails
of angry cows. ;

The puppy in our picture is one
of these juvenile lovers of mischief,

he has just discovered a brood of
ducklings, which the careful mother
thought she had safely concealed
under an elder-bush, and among the
thick rank weeds beside the river's
bank, while she herself went in
search of food. When he has at-
tacked them before she has bravely
defended her offspring, and made

'

thev;x;xi‘gﬂifty puppy feel her sbarp

beak, even through his thick hairy

coat. Now they are defenceless;
their only safety is in flight; for-
tunately the water is near at hand,
and thither they betake them-
selves, while their enemy, not yet
bold enough to venture in after
them, stands barking at them on

‘the bank.—J,F.C., in ¢Chatterbox.’

so full of merry glee that she
squealed a song at thé top of her
voice, ¢ Zee! zee! zee!l’

The rain soon stepped. Suddenly,

I
/

in the midst of the fun and frolic, a
feariul, clattering monster called a
lawn-mower crushed through the
grass and rushed into the midst of

R N RO RN B e e e
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the picnic. All the toads jumped
every which way for their lives,
and some of them got nearly caught
in the knives,

But Doady Toad took Spotty Dot,
and hopped away to another lot.

They came to a place where the
grass was high, under a fence.
¢Come, said Doady to Spotty, ‘take
a good long jump.’

Spotty was tired, but he did his
"best. He held Doady firmly by
the arm, and together they gave a
fine long jump. Down, down, they
fell into the ground, far out of
sight. Doady looked round, and
said, ¢ Well, this is an empty post
hole, and if no one comes to get us
out, we'll be right here next year.

Doady tried to jump out of the
post-hole, but his highest hop was
only half-way to the top. ‘It's no
use,’ he said. ¢ We must make the
best of it. Perhaps supper will
come.’ It did. A bungling bug
suddenly dropped, but before it
-reached the bottom of the hole
Doady opened his mouth and shut
it. That was all. The bug was
gone! Then one fell for Spotty.
More came—and went.

Night came on, and Spotty cud-
dled down close to Doady, but
neither was sleepy. They could
not be. If little boys and girls
were toads, they would never be
sleepy at night. Alter they had
waited a while, Spotty said, ¢ Doady,
it’s tiresome doing nothing, Please
tell me a story about your polly wog
days. :

At that moment they heard a
queer sound, as of some one digging
near at hand, and presently Mrs.
Chloe Mole walked into the hole.

“Well,’ said she, ¢ you're caught,
I see. 1 cannot wait to know your
fate.’ ‘

She put her head against the
- gand, and scooped a bit with either
hand. And in a minute she was
gone, and the little toads were left

forlorn.

‘1 suppose she is very busy,’ -
#aid Doady, ¢ and has & great many

mole-hills to make before morning.’

Dawn came at last, and at the
very first ray of light the twolittle
fellows heard a sound of ‘Zee! zeel
“geel Oh, Zee-e-e-e-e!’ ‘It's Juella

in a tree!” cried Doady. Then he
called in his loudest voice, * Juella,
please go to Hoppiti-High and ask

\
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all the toads to come and get us
out!

And Juella went as she was sent.
Presently she returned, and with
her came Thomas Toad and Thad-
deus 'I'oad, and Nippy and Tucky,
the twins, and Hannah Luella and
Deborah Ella, They all stood
round and made remarks,

Nippy and Tucky, although they
were two, could not think of a
thing to do. Said Hannah Luella,
‘It's worse than a cellar” And
Deborah Ella echoed Hannah

Luelia.

Presently the toads of Hoppiti-

High heard Juella giveacry. They
all looked scared and ran away, for
the farmer was coming to plant his
post, and that meant for them to
clear the coast.

But the farmer was a kind man,
and he knew that little toads some-
times fall into post-holes; so before
he planted the post he looked into
the hole, saw Doady and Spotty
trembling at the bottom, and
politely lifted them out.

‘¢That is the very best farmer
I ever knew,’ said Spotty, as they
hopped away to Hoppiti-High. ‘I
wish we could eat all the bugs on
his erop.” Doady was doubtful,
but he replied. as he hopped gaily
away, ‘We will try.” ~

¢ Things That S’prise You.’

There’s lots o’ things that s’prise
you
When you're little, juat like I;
When you bump your head they
tell you '
‘O, you're too big to cry?
But when there’s pie for dinner,
And you want another bite,
The big folks say: ‘O no, indeed;
You are too little, quite?

Then when there’s company, you
know,
They wash you up so clean,
‘And tell you little bits o’ folks
Must not be heard, but seen.
But next think that you know
about

You hear ’em say: ‘Now, dear,

Stand up and say your little piece

For Mrs. Smith to hear.

That’s just the way things s’grise
you
When you're little just like I;

‘But I s’pose you’ll understand ’em

When you're older, by and by.
—NM. C. Advocate’

11

Days and Nights,

If days were only twice as long,
"Twould be a splendid thing! |
’Cause, don’t you know, ’fore you'ce
quite dressed
The breakfast bell will ring;
‘And then it’s time to go to school;
And-then run home at noon,
‘And back to school; and four
o’clock
"Most always comes real soon;
'And then you just begin to play,
And then it’s time for tea;
‘And then, in such a little while,
Your bedtime comes you see!
If nights were only twice as long
’Twould be a splendid thing!
’Cause, don’t you know, when
you’re tucked up, :
Sometimes your mother’ll sing;
And first you lie and ‘watch the
stars,
Or maybe there’s a moon;
And then you get all nice anl
warm
‘And sleepy pretty soon;
‘And then, perhaps, you shut your
eyes;
And then your mother’ll gay,
‘Have I a little boy that means
To lie in bed all day?

Building Blocks,

(By Rose Mill Powers, in the
‘Pilgrim.’)

When Bobby has the building
blocks,
A battery he rears,
And then such thundering cannon
shocks
And firing as one hears!
The dollies shiver in their socks
When Bobby has the building
blocks.

When Barbara has the blocks, we

know :
A bake-shop we shall see,

With bun and biscuit, row on row;

" The dollies all must be

In apron clad and kitchen frocks

When Barbara has the building
blocks.

When Benny has the blocks, be
sure
He’ll play at engineer,
With railroad trains in miniature;
The dollies all appear
‘As tourists now, with bag and box,
‘When Benny has the building
blocks.

When Baby Betty has the blocks,
A bed we always spy.

~Away with cannons, cups, and

crocks,
And choo-choo cars—‘By-by,”
Her darlings all to sleep she rocks
When Baby Betty has the blocks.
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HOUSEHOLD.

Love ani Judgment,

‘I think Mrs. Hillis is the coldest mother
1 ever saw!” and there was considerable
indignation in the way Mis. Kerr expressed
herself, and much :nore 1mpled by the hug-
ging and kissing she bestowed upon her two.
year-old boy.

‘Why, 1 have been of the opinion,” Mrs.
Ames replied, ‘that she was making an un.
usually lovely mother, for one so young.

‘And so she is, in many ways, the other
admitted. ‘But when 1 was over there a few
minutes ago, that dear little fellow of h.rs
came to her side and reached up his arms to
be taken. And what did she do? Just rea-h.
ed her head down coolly and kissed him, say.
ing, “Mamma cannot take you mow. Run
away and play with your blocks.” Why!
1 could no more have resisted those ht.e
arms than nothing in the world. That’s why
L caught up Roger and gave him such a nug-
ging when L came in, and said what » aid.

‘Did Mrs. Hillis’ baby seem satisfied with
hig treatment? the visitor asked, with a good
deal of interest.

‘Yes, he seemed to be contented to go back
to his play. Hes a dear little fellow, anyway,
I told her she need never expect to have an-
other child as good as he is.’

Meantime, Roger had been climbing all over
his mother’s lap and up on her shoulder, His
hand wae over her mouth half ot the time
trying to keep her from talking to her caller
and attract attention to himself, while he
insistently asked for a cookie or piece of
bread. By the time Mrs. Ames arose to take
leave, Mrs. Kerr was tired out and remarked:

‘Dear me, I shall pe giad when Roger 1s old
enough 1o teach how to behave himself, I’'m
8oing to begin when he is three. ;

Fifteen months later, Mrs. Ames was cali-
ing on her friends. She had been enjoying a
conversation with Mrs, Hillis for some ten
minutes, when she neard the sound of small
feet, and Wade, not quite three years ¢ .,
came quietdy into the room and sidled up to
hig mother.

‘I fink it's ’portant,’ he said, soberly, in a
low tone.

His mother turned to gee a finger held to-
ward her, from which the blood was trickling.
Mrs. Ames saw the instant flush of anxiety
as she caught the little hand in hers, but
notieed that it was followed by an effort at
self-control as she saw that the finger had
merely been pricked by a eplnter.

‘Yes dear, this is important,” ghe replied,
kissing the finger. Then she excused herself
while looking up a bandage for the wounded
member.  When it was wrapped up, another

kiss was bestowed, and the little fellow went |

to his play.

‘What did he mean by saying it was im-
portant?” Mms. Ames asked, curiously.

‘Why, I teach him not to interrupt me
when I have callers, unless it is for something
important. You see, he understands, Of
course, the scratch amounts to nothing, but
it was really important to him.

Mrs. Ames next called on Mrs. Kerr.
Roger was in the rear of the house when he

heard the bell ring, and by the time the.

vigitor was admitted he had raced through
the rooms and reached the front hallway.
As soon as his mother was seated’ he brought
a broken waggon to her and demanded it
repair.

she got him to put away the toy. 'Lhen he
ingisted on being taken in her lap, and to
keep him quiet so she could converse this was
done. He sat still for a few seconds only,
then put his hand over his mother’s mouth
80 she would listen to what he had to say.
Mrs. Kerr was mortified, excused herself to
take him out of the room for correction, and
apologized when she returned.

‘I don’t know what ‘s the reason,” she said,
in perplexity, ‘but 1L seem %o be making a
failure with Roger. He is no trouble &t ail
when we are alone, and 18 as mannerly as need
be. but the moment I have a caller he just
goes wild and acts as if I mever tried to
teach him anything. He is a little past three

She interrupted her conversation to
give him instructions in behavior, and finally

now, and certainly I have
enough. Don’t you think so.

‘Well,” Mrs. Ames replied, guardedly, ‘when
a child as bright as Roger receives much at.
tention, as a baby, in the presence of visitors,
he will continue to expect it. One’s love must
be tempered by judgment’—Milford W,
Foshay, in the ‘Presbyterian.’

begun young
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Lesson in Cookery.

Soup—Haricoct Mutton—Apple Kritters
—Soutfiles.

The first dish prepared was Mulhgatawnay
soup. The sound of this name caused some
consternation in the class, and numbers looked
helplessly around to see if any one could
spell it. Some few guessed at it and others
copied from them, and they all proceeded
calmly to take down the receipt, which was
not half so difficult as the name would lead
one to suppose. There was required for this
soup two large carrots, one turnip, three
onions, two ounces lean ham, one ounce of
clarified fat, a tablespoonful each of curry
powder and curry paste, two apples and a
quarter pound of rice, or two tablespoons
flour. Mrs. Courtney first cut all the veget-
ables and ham in small dice and fried them
in the saucepan for fifteen minutes in the
two ounces of clarified fat, then poured over
them two quarts of stock and added the two
zpples peeled and chopped small. She then
mixed in a basin the curry powder, flour and:
curry paste with a half pint of cold water,
and stirred it in with the stock and veget-
ables, When all the vegetables were thor-
oughly cooked the whole was to be passed
through a wire sieve. This she left boiling,
seeing that all scum was removed as it rose,
and proceeded to make a dish of

Haricot Mutton.

For this she took two pounds of the best
end of a neck of mutton, cut it into chops
and trimmed away all the ragged edges. She
then peeled and sliced an onion and fried it
brown in two ounces of clarified fat. Here
Mrs. Courtney warned the class that onions
to be fried should ‘always be put into boiling
fat, as there was so much water in them

Ladies' Watch & Ring
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ocoa than

A delicions drink and a sustaining
food. Fragraat, nutritions and
economical. This excelleat Cocoa
maintains the system in robust
health, and epables it to resist
widter's extreme cold.

Sold by Grocers and Storekeepers
in }-1b. and %-Ib Tins.

that they would not brown otherwise. As
soon as the onion was a nice brown, she
took it out and then laid in the chops and
let them fry a pale brown. While the chops
were frying she cut a carrot and turnip into
small round shapes with a cutter. When the
chops were fried, the fat was all drained off
and the fried onion returned to the pot with
one pint of stock. She then mixed a table-
spoonful of cornflour, a dessert spoontul each
of Worcester and Harvey sauce, and a little
caramel, to give the sauce a nice browrm
color, with two tablespoonfuls of cold water,
and stirred it into the pot, and let all sim-
wmer gently for about an hour, carefully re-
moving all scum. The time, she said, should
be varied according to the age of the mut-
ton. The carrots she put in at once, but the
turnips did not require to cook so long, and
were not put in until twenty minutes before
serving. When done;, the meat was placed
in a circle on a platter, with the gravy strain-
ed around and over if, and the wvegetablea
heaped in the centre.™ The last dish made
at this lesson was !

Apple Fritters. .

Four ounces of flour was put in a round
bottomed basin with a little salt, an'd mix-
ed with one gill of tepid water, in which had
been put two tablespoonfuls of salad oil
This, Mrs. Courtney said, she would use at
once, but if one were not pressed for time
it would be better to let it stand for an hour.
Just before using she added ecarefully the
whites of two eggs beaten to a stiff froth,
with a pinch of salt. The apples were then
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MAGNIFICEN

Think of it, a beautiful Ruff of Blue Fox, the most §§
fashionable fur worn, given absolutely free. Such an
offer was never made before. The only reason we can &
afford to doitis that we arranged for these handsome 3§
Furs during the dull season in the summer and got them |
nearly at cost. The Ruffis4lincheslong, nearly 4 inches @
wide, made o f the handsomest Blue Fox Fur, very rich, &
soft and fluffy. Itis warmly padded,lined with the same 8
ghade of satin and ornamented with four rong tails of B
Blue Fox also. Such a handsome Fur hag never before B
been given away.and you can get it so casily, g

NO MONEY REQUIRED

Just send us your name and address and we will mail 8

{qu (all charges paid) 20 packages of our fast selling
Washing Blue, the great wash day help, to sell at 10¢ per B
gnuku.m:. We send with the Bluing 20 handsome Gold

nished pens and brooches to give away to each customer §g
who buys from you,

If you sell the goods and return the money quickly, we
will sond you & magnificent rolled gold ring, set with a
beautiful white gem thatsparkies like the finest diamond.
Such sn oppertunity was never offered before to the
women and girls of Canada, You couldn’t buy anything
in the Furstores that would look richer, be more becoming
or more stylish, and remember, it won't cost you one
eent, Write to-day. We truat you and send the Bluing

st paid. TH MARVEL BLUING CO.

ept.97 Toronto, Ont.

LOVELY DULL

GIVEW FOR SELLING
Pieture Post Cards °/52F

GIRLS ! This Is the Fairy DPriacess ¢« Sun-
shine” She has traveled thousands of

fles 3 over tains, rivers snd seas, by
traim and steamship, till at Iast here she is
in Torento, waiting for some nice little girl
to ge to live with. Sho is a charming little
Ilady, ss pretty as a pletnre; nlways happy
and smiting, with langhing eyes and rosy
eheeks, curly haitr and a levely complexion.
Like every Falry Primceas, she ix dressed In
the height of fashion from tep to tec, We
know you will fall in leve with her the
minute you see her; she is always ready for
fon and play, and when you are tired she
will lie down and go to sieep with you,
closing her eyes llke a real baby. We have
paid her fare all the thounsands of miles she
hag traveled, and to help us send her om to
you by the rallway train, Prinecess Sunshine
asks you to mell for ua enly £8.00 worth

ever
bea

of the loveliest colored picture post cards
scen in Cmnada-—views of the most
. utiful scenes and famous pluees all over
the world.. Yoen can't t such fine cards
mnyswwhere but in the b eitien, nnd even
them they coat 8 for 10c, while we give 6
for 10e. Card collecters buy them by the
dozen, Everyone has friemds who are mak-
ing collections, so everybody buys gladly.

X They go just like hot cakes. 'This is your
chance to have a Falry Princess of your very own, to live with yon all the
time, to play with you, to sleep with you, to mnke you happy ard comtented
all day long. You may never get another chance like this, so don’t miss it
whatever you do. Just nend your name, nge and address. ~'inly wriften—a
post eard will do. Gold Medal Premiunm Ceo., Card Dept, 13 N Torouto.

pared, the core being removed with an apple
corer, and cut in slices about a quarter of
an inch thick. These were dipped in the bat-
ter and fried in boiling fat. The same fat,
a8 mentioned in another lesson, may be used
a long time if it is strained after each time
of using, and this fat was what was used
last week for frying some chicken croquets.

The afternoon lesson was devoted to souf-
fles, the first prepared being a

Steamed Vanilla Souffle.

2 . 4

For this, one ounce each of butter and the
best flour was melted together, and cooked
for two minutes; then the saucepan was tak-
en from the fire and the yolks of three eggs

added, one by one, together with one ounce
of white sugar. The whites of four eggs
were then put on a plate, and beaten to a

stiff froth, and carefully added to the mix-

ture. Here Mrs. Courtney showed a very
nice test for beating the whites of eggs. They
should be beaten until stiff enough to bear
the weight of another egg. So much, shd
said, in souffles, depended on the beating of
the eggs and in the steaming, that great
care was required. For soufiles one more
white than yolk was / required, and the
whites must always be stirred in very care-

fully. A tin mould was well buttered, and
buttered paper tied aroynd it, projecting
about the depth of the mould above the
edge, and the mixture poured in. The mould
was set in boiling water just deep enough to
come half way up the mould, and simmered
for half an hour. If this were baked in-
stead of steamed it would only take twenty.

minutes to cook. A baked souffle should -

not be turned out, but senf to table in the
mould in which it was baked.

A Sauce for this Souffle

was made of an ounce of white sugar, a gill
of water and a tablespoonful of raspberry
jam melted together in a saucepan, boiled a
few minutes, and flavored with a teaspoonful
of lemon juice, and colored with a little
cochineal. A number of souffles were made
in very much the same"way as the foregoing,
but with different flavorings, from which
they too their name—Selected.

How to Eat Correctly.

In an article on the ‘Growth of Fletcher-
fsm, in the ‘World’s Work,’ Isaac F, Mar-
cosson gives Horace Fletcher's following
rules for eating, which are given to all pa-
tients. of the Harvard Dental School Dis-
pensary:

1. Eat only in response to an actual ap-
petite, which will be satisfled with plain
bread and butter. e !

2. Chew all solid food until it is liquid
and practically swallows itself.

3. Sip and taste all liquids that have
_taste, such as soups and lemonade. Water
has no taste and can be swallowed imme-
dlatelyiro sl 2 4 S ;

4. Never take fcod whileé angry or wor-
ried, and only when calm. Waiting for
‘the mood in connection with the appetite
18 a speedy cure for both anger and worry.

5. Remember and practice these four
rules, and your teeth and health will be
fine.

FREE to SCHOOLGIRLS

Nothing to Sell

Only a few circulars to
hand to the boys and girls
# atschool. That's all, Write
a pesteard and give your
name, age, the name of
gour school, the class you are in’, and your full
address, all written plainly.. Then we will
gend you the circulars, aud when you write
and say you have handed them out we will
gend you this handsome Pearl and Ruby
Gold-finished Bing. Thisis all you have to
dc. You have notone cent to pay. Mind, only
one ring to one girl in each room in each school,
co the first to write will be the hu:!{y ones.
Go.p MEDAL PrEMIUM CO., DeptNN, Toronto.

 BABY'S OWN ¢

812 WOMAN’S WINTER SUITS, $6 6O
Tailored to order. .Also Suits to $15. Send to-
day for free Cloth Samples and Style Book.

SOUTHCOTT SUIT CO., London, Ont.

T

Answering Advertisements,

1f ‘Messenger’ readers ordering goods ad-
vertized in the ‘Messenger’ will state in their
order that they saw the advertisement in the
‘Messenger,” it will be greatly appreciated by
all concerned.

TAE NORTHERN MESSENGER.

ANNUAL SUBSCRIPTION RATES.
(Strictly in Advance.)

Single COPYES .. oo se sene we we en 40 a yean,
Three Copies, separately addressed, if
desired, fOr .. .. «s oo 100 *

Four Copies, separately s.ddreseed,u
desired, DO 30DY .. cevr o0 oo e 30 *
Ten Coples or more, to one nddress,

8ix months trial at half the above rates,

Postage included for Cannda (Montreal and soburbs ex.
ecpted) ; Newfoundiand, Great Britain, Gibraltar, Malts, New
Zealand, Transvaal, Jamaics, Trinidad, Bahame Isiands, Bar
bedloes, Bermnda, British Honduras, Ceylon, Gumbis, Bara
wak, Zanzibar, Hong K@g and Oyprus.

U. 8. Postage 58¢ extra to the United Btates, Alnska,
Hawsaiian and Philippine ' Islands, except in clubs, to one
address, when every four copies will be fifty cents sxirs posts
age per annum.

Forelgn Postage to all countries not named tn the above
fist, fifty cemts extra. 4

Samples and Subscription Blanks freely and
promptly sent om request.

CLUB OFFERS.

‘Messenger’ and ‘Daily Witness, worth
PBalidor e s s a8
‘Messenger’ and ‘Weekly Witness,’” worth
$140, Tor. & iaatoniiip an on iR RidD)
‘Messenger’ and ‘World Wide,” worth
$1.90, forv s s iiiia v e S B LTH
‘Messenger,” ‘Weekly  Witness’ and
‘World Wide,” worth $2.90, for
o710 R s L SN S R T ]
‘Canadian Pictorial,’ our best premium,
may be added to the above clu
for only fifty cents extra.
‘Messenger’ and ‘Pictorial’ worth $1.40,
o TR R e e LB ... 1.00

SPECIAL FAMILY CLUBS.
‘Northern Messenger,” ‘Daily Witness,’
‘World Wide,” and ‘Canadian Piec-
torial,’ $5.90.. .. .. ., .. .. ...$3.70
‘Northern Messenger,” ‘Weekly Wit-
ness,” ‘World Wide’ find ‘Canadian
Pictorial, $3.90.. .. .. .. .. ...32.70
N.B.—The club rates include many foreign
countries, but not.such countries as require
extra postage (including the Umited States
and ite dependencies) nor is the city of Mont-
real or its suburbs included in the above club
offers. >

SUNDAY SCHOOL OFFER.

Any school in Canada that dees not take ‘The
Messenger,” may have it supplied fres on trial
for three weeks on uest of Superintendent,
Becretary or Pastor, stating the number of copies
required. ! s %
m
THE ‘NORTHERN MESSENGER' is printed and pablished

every week at the ‘Witness' Building, st the eorner of Oraly

and St Peter streeta, in the city of Montreal, by Joba
~  Redpath Dougall and Frederick Eugens Dougall, both of
Montreal, \
% tokicos showld be addiaseed * Sebm
Dougall & Son,’ and all letters W the editor should be

Al

addresssd Editor of the ‘ Northern Messenges.’
¢

o
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Making Over.

When there is a large family, and the week-
Iy earnings ave small, much economy has to
be used to make both ends meet, and the
garments worn by the parents have to be cu:
down and made up for the chudren.

It will sometimes happen that not even one
child’s combination, or a couple of little firat
skirts, can be made out of a shirt that has
belonged to the father, because it has become
86 thin from wearing and being” washed. In
this case, cut out the best portions, lay them
aside, and wait until another shirt can be
spared, then some serviceable little garments
can ke made up.

Do not destroy the thin parts that seem: of
Eo service. After the garment has been wash.
ed, all the thin parts should be cut Gp very
fine, and used to stuff pillows. I once saw a
beautiful little cot mattress made entirely of
such small pieces.

The children of the household are generally
much pleased with this work of cutting up
fragments, and it keeps them quiet for some
time.

Let me impress upon all others the neces-
sity of ripping the garment stitch by stitch. It
should not be cut off at the band or ripped
up at the seams, as very often every bit of
material is needed for the new garment. After
the ripping is done, the pieces should be well
washed and hung out to dry. If colored the
material should be hung in the shade, or it
will fade,

Next, it must be ironed while still damp,
and until every crease has disappeared.

A good paper pattern is the next thing re-
quired; it is always best to vse one that has
been tried and proved to be good.

If the material needs joining, let this be done
peatly before placing the pattern on it, and
Yress it with a hot iron to make it flat. All
these little details may sound tiresome, but 1f
my advice is taken, I am sure mothers will
be fully repaid for their trouble when they
find what nice useful garments they can make
«0ut of what idle and thriftless people would
destroy, or put in the rag_bag. It is just the
_astention to all these little things  which
makes .the difference between comfort and
misery. Some people can have a neat respect-
able home, and a little money in the savings
bark, for a rainy day, while others, whese
wives do not take the trouble to mend and
make the children’s clothes, may be always in
difficulties.

Not long ago T saw a beautiful little sailor
blouse, which had been made out of a pair
of trousers belonging to an elder brother. The
mcther told me that the knees were worn
through and the bottoms were frayed out, and
gbill, by ‘planning and contriving,” as she term-
ed it, and by the use of a good paper pat-
tcrn, she was able to make her youngest
son (aged three) a warm and useful blouse.

Always tack the pattern firmly on the ma.
terial before attempting to eut out the gar-

went.—Trained Motherhood.

-He Was so Busy.

One year ago to-day 1 sat at my desk busy
with the month’s bills and accounts, when a
bright-faced, starry-eyed lad of twelve rushed
4dn and impetuously announced, ‘Say, pa, this
iis your birthday; you are fifty-five years old,
and I am going to give you fifty five kisses,
~one for each year.
good his word when I exclaimed, ‘O Andrew,
don’t do it now, I am so busyl’
attracted my attention, and, lool.ing up, 1 saw
his big eyes filled with tears, and apologetically
Haid, ‘You can finish to-morrow.” He made
no teply, but was unable to conceal his dis.
appointment, his face wearing a grieved ex.
pression as he quietly walked away.

The same evening 1 said, ‘Coeme and finish
the kisses now, Andrew,” but he did not
respond to the invitation.

Two months later, in consequence of an ac.
cident, the waves of the ¥ox River closed over
his body, and we carried him away to ‘sleep
near the village where he loved to spend his
summer vacations.  ‘The robin’s note was
never sweeter than his voice, and the turtle-
doves that coo to. their nestlings where he
sleeps could not be more gentle than my lit-

%

And he began to make.

Hig silence

HE MESSHENGER.

tle boy who never finished his love-imposed
task.

If I could build a ladder to the skies and
und him there; if 1 could only tell him how
much I regret the thoughtless word spoken;
if T could be assured that he understands and
knows how my heart is aching because of the
unkind request, there would be no man in au
this wide world so inexpressibly happy as ine
one who sits to-day and thinks now he pre-
vented an act that love inspired, and grieved
a little heart as tender as the mercy of God.

‘And, be ye kind one to another, tender-
hearted’—A. M. Bruner, in ‘Northwestern.’

"MESSENGER * PATTERNS

FOR THE BUSY MOTHER.

S867 s
MODISH DESIGNS FOR WINTER.
No. 6000. Girls’ Dress.—A stylish lit-
tle frock on the guimpe order with the
wide short sleeves set into wide arm-
holes. Sizes 4, 6, 8, 10 years.

No. 212. Girls Box-Pleated Frock.—
Onz piece dresses are among the smart-
est designs for girls and are always be-
coming. Albatross, mohair, pigue, che-
viot, linen and gingham are ail adapt-
able for the making. Sizes 4, 6, 8, 10, 12
years. ‘ :

No. 5979, Tadies’ Chemise—This dain-
ty undergarment is exceptionally well
cut as the French shaping of the back
removes all fulness at the waistline.
Sizes 32 to 44. £ i

No. 210. Ladies’ Work Apron.—The
comfort and convenience of a  work
apron that covers the entire skirt is ap-
parent at a glance to the woman who

as little duties to perform about the

Feb. 7, 19¢° .,

house. Sizes small, medium and large.

No. 5867. Ladies’ One Piece Corset
Cover.—An attractive design for a one-
piece corset cover. Lawn, nainsook, and
handkerchief linen are all good materials
for the making. Sizes 32 to 42.

No. 207. Ladies’ Blouse.—There is al-
ways a place in the feminine wardrobe
for one more blouse, especially a plain,
practical mode, such as is here pictured.
Sizes 32 to 42.

“NORTHERN MESSENGER’ PATTERN
COUPON.

Please send me

e

Pattern, _ Size.
WOV i

es00 o 246 eseves svevevses

Wb Sl s rina bioes sesees vsescens

No.o 9809 00 ssse o0 9ee 099000 0vecsses

b S D e AL o

evee oo s0e

for which I enclose .. .. .. cents

Name

$TLIN €00 0090090 EN 0BRIes BOGGENIL S

Address. .

“908 0890 G0se S0ss 00es S0CE eee

|

©2000000 45 SLNPEE P $00008 008 VGG

99900000 9009 S0P s G80e seeese b0 S0

N.B.—It is always :a’er to cut out illus-
trations and send with the coupon, carefully
filled out. Allow ona week beyond time needed
for return of post, as ourders are handled in

rctation. Price, 10 cents, in stamps or postal
note. Address ‘Northern Messenger’ Pattern

Department, ‘Witness’ Block, Montreal.

Cure for Nervous Prostration,
A lady came to consult a famous physician.

~ She had worried herself to the verge of ngr-

vous prostration.

She gave the doctor a list of her symptoms,
and answered his questions, only to be
astonished at his brief prescription at the
end—'Madam, what you need is to read your
Bible more. 1

‘But, doctor—’ began the bewildered patien’.

‘Go home and read your Bible an hour a
day,’ the great man reiterated, with kindly
authority, ‘then come back to me a monia
frcm to-day.’ And he -bowed he: out without
a possibility of further protest.

At first the patient was - inclined to be
angry. Then she reflected that at least the
prescription was not an expensive one. Be-
sides, 1t certainly had been long since she had
read the Bible regularly. Worldly cares had
crowded out prayer and Bibie study for yesrs,
and though she would have resented being
called an irreligious woman, - she had un-
doubtedly become a most careless Christian.
She went home and set herself conscientiously
to try the remedy.

In one month she “went back to his office.

‘Well,” he said, smiling, as he looked at her
face, ‘I 'see you are an obedient patient, and

have taken my prescription faithfully. Da’

you feel as- if you needed any medicine now?

‘No, doctor, 1 don’t,” she said honestly; ‘L
feel like a different person; but how did you
know that was just what L needed?

For answer the famous physician turned to
his desk.  There,” worn and wmarked, lay an
open Bible. ‘Madam,” he said, with deep
earnestness, ‘if 1 were to omit my daily read.
ing of this Book 1 should lose my greate:

source of stremgth and ekiil. I never go to

an operation without reading my Bible. "1
never attend a = distressing case with-
out finding help in its pages. Your case called
not for medicine, but for sources of peace and
strength outside your own mind, and I showed
you my- own prescription, and L knew it
would cuxz’ 3

‘Yet, I confess, doctor,” said the patient,
‘that I came very near not taking it.’

‘Very few are wiiling to take it, 1 find,
said the physician,» smiling again. ‘But there
are many, many cases in my practice where
it would work wonders if they would only
take it. ;

This is a true story. The doctor died only -

a little while ago, but his prescription re-
mains.  Won't you try it?—Classmate,
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Department i8
at your servicec.
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Your Orders will
receive prompt
and careful at-
tention.

COMPANY,
LIMITED

N.M. 8234, Women’s Waist of

fine Japanese silk, tucked
back, front opeming, yoke effect of % inch
tucks, tucked collar and cuffz, edged with

lace, black cream, $2.00

navy or brown.
e P

ies’ Hosi

Ladies’ Hosiery-

N.M. 153. Ladies’ Black Cotton TWleece
Lined Hore, soft silky fleece, warm and
comfortable, ‘FAST DYB.? A comfortable
stocking for winter and early

ring wear. %A(_:M sizee,.alsyé to

s lar, s ec Sar SRy

N.ﬁ?gum; Ladies’ Ieavy Black Wool
Hose, 2-1 ribbed, seamless feef, double
beel, toe and sole; eizes 8 tO

10. Regular, 40c. 25

Special, Der DAIT .o va e oy se oo S

N.M/{ 127, Women’s Waist

of good quality Japanesc

eilk, black or ivory, yoke
effect of solid pin tucking back and front,
new sleeve trimmed with rows of pin
tucking and insertion, dainty attached col-

lar and cuffs of rows of

irsertion and lace.

Special .... $2-50

sees

N.M. 126. Women’s Waist of
extra quality ‘Japanese silk,
black or ivory, front of all-over half inch
tucks, trimmed with silk, French knot:,
baby back, tucked
collar and cuffg .. ,$2'95 e
|

Boys’ Overcoats.

N.M. 165, .Boye’ Black and Dark Oxford
Grey . Winter Overcoats, fancy Russian
style, made to button clocse up at throat,
of a smooth, soft finished cloth, neat vel-
vet collar, turn dowm, fancy metal but-
tons, patent leather
Italian ecloth linings,

§ years. Sale Price ..

N.M. 201. Nottingham Lace Curtain, 50
inches wide, 3% yards long. 1
January Sale Price, per pair .... caa

Simpson’s Special
: Pocket Knife.

Thi= two bladed Jack Knife Js absolutely
guaranteed to give catlisfaction. ar money

refunded. The steel is the finest grade,
electrieally tempered, large blade, 23
inch; emall blade: 1% inch

Hach knife stamped with our 30
pame. Special Price .. ve ses¥

3000 Articles Jewelry

Gold filled and Sterling Silver Brooches,
Lace Pins, Stick Ping, Hat Pins, Cuff
Links, Beauty Pins, Bars, plain chased and
pearl eet patterns,—Ieur-de-lis,  Cres-
eents, Maple Leaves, Birds, Scotch This~
tles, Swastika, colored enamelled, three
leaf, Bars, ‘etc.

Regular value, 25¢ and B0c. 25
for 15¢ each, or 2 for .. .. «. so oo®

Ladies’ Hand Bags.

Ladies’ Seal Grain Leather Bag, 8 inch
frame, leather lined, strap han-

dle, coin purse inside. g
FOr cvev evne sens oo 8

Ladies’ Lcatﬁc”r“Bclts.

Ladies’ Leather Belt, with five rows
cording, double stitched; the
new Belt for Spring. 5 48
Bach oo s o e wa cens seveses®

Ladies’ Cbﬁili Sets.

Paris Ccmb Set, consisting of one back
comb and pair of eide combs,

with a very artistic steel mount
Bach set in a box, per set .. ., <. -98

Ladies’ Hose Supporters.

Ladics’ Satin Pad Hoee Sup-
porter, four etrap fancy {frilled
elastic, per pair .« «v oo oo oo o0 oe ..-48

Men’s English
Cardigan Jackets

Guaranteed pure wool, three pockets,but-
i

. 44. Regular value up
$0 ClEAl +vvu ssee sosese ensees ....vsms

2,000 Men'’s
Heavy Flannelette
Night Robes

. Yoked back, extra wide and long, double

stitched, neat pink, Dblue and
grey stripes, sizes 14 to 18, Reg- .45
ular value, 75¢. TO Clear .. sviees wse s

N.M. 189. Nottingham Lace Curtaln, 56
inches wide, 3% yards long. s
January Sale Price, per Pair .... 1;&3

Take advantage THE
of Sale Prices
and order NoOw.

= Sl

SON

TORONTO, GANDA. |

COMPANY,
LIMITED

Money refunded
if goods are not
satisfactory,
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And the 'endearing pranks of
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naturally hold the place of honor in the February Number

‘CANADIAN PICTORIAL’

which contains besides about 2000 square inches of

2y % 4
: -3 il
< B, <&
SE %
@ o

portraying the events of the month and many other interesting and
seasonable pictures.  Besides other features calculated to interest
every member ot every household. |

~ The more intelligent people are the higher the value they set
on Information gained from the right kind of Pictures.

Only 10 Cents

Annual Subscriptions only $r1.00, including the four special
Numbers for Easter, Midsummer, Thanksgiving and Christmas.

N

: . OUR MOTTO :
“EVER IMPROVING.”
We still have in reserve a supply of January Numbers for sub-
scribers who wish to begin with the year. The January Number

was ¢the best yet” to quote public opinion, and the February
number will be unanimousy voted

. “STILL BETTER.”

For Sale at alll.eading Newvsdealers_ } ThC PiCtOﬂaI PubllShmg CO.;

tlfroughout Canada—or of 142 St. Peter Street, MONTREAL,




