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The Dedication of the New
House, and Twenty Years
After.

(Marion Brier, in ‘Ram’s Horn.”)

It was a pretty, cozy little house, mnot
very pretentious, but nevertheless pleas-
ant te look at in the eyes.-of young Mr.
amd Mrs, Howard Doran; for was it not
their bouse; had they not fondly watched
* its walls rise from the foundation up; had

they not together chosen every bit of the

furniture, experiencing a separate delight
in selecting each plece; and now that
everything was completed were not their
heart-strings already twined about this
cozy embodiment of the magic word
‘home,” Up to this time they had lived in
a boarding-house, and that experience had
made them look forward with the more
pleasure to having a home of their own
and find the greater enjoyment in build-
~ ing and furnishing it. <

At last it was ready for them to move
in, They had spent a hard, but delight-
ful, day’s work getting everything in its
place, and now they had just taken a last
look through all its rooms before going to
the little diming-room to set the table for
the supper that was to be their first meal
in their new home,
. “I tell you, Xate,’ Howard said, putting
his arm about the little wife as they both
stood in the doorway of the tiny sitting-

room, ‘there’s nothing makes life seem so

much worth the living to & man as having
a home like this. You kinow I’ve never
known what it was to have a home since
I was a little chap,” he added gravely,
thinking of the cheerless years that the
orphan boy had passed.

There was a tender light in Kate’s grey
eyes. ‘I wish,’ she said, ‘that all the
homeless boys could know what a home
such as this is like., Perhaps,’ she added
thoughtfully, ‘we can give a few of them
a little taste of homelife here.’

Howard was silent for a few moments,
_then he said, ‘I've lived in a bhoarding-
house ever since I was fourteen years old.
My mother died that year, and our home
was broken up, and from then until I was
twenty years old I had just one invita-
tion to eat a meal or spend an evening at
anyone’s home. My evenings were spent
in my little, cold, cheerless room or on the
street, But I did receive one invitationm,
and you can’t know how much it mesnt
to me. I have never forgotten it, for it
was the brightest spot in all those six
years. I determined then that if I ever
had a home of my home, T would some-
times invite a homeless boy to it.”

They were both silent for a few mo-
ments. Suddymly Kate said, ‘I don’t see -

why Christian people do not dedicate their
houses., It sesms fo me that God wants us
to \use‘dnq jn‘his service :j,tist’ a8 much as
theother > 4 e e :

‘I never thought of it in just that way,

nothing but a heap of smoldering ashes

Howard said slowly; ‘but I like the idea.
Suppose we adopt it; shall we?’

Kate’s answer was given by crossing the
room to the centre-table for her Bible and
handing it to Howard. And then and
there before they ate their first meal in
their new home they held a simple little
dedication service and consecrated the

house to their Master’s service.
* * o # % * L

Twenty years later, the house, no longer
new, but still cozy and comfortakle,
caught fire from 'a burning chimney.
The flery flames spread quickly, wrapping
great scarlet tongues about the old house
and enfolding it in sheets of flames. In a
short time the ferce fire Lad done its work,
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have gone to the dogs, I suppose. You see,”
he went on, ‘that was about a year aftew
I came to the city. I was completely dise
couraged; everything seemed to go against
me; I could get no start anywhere, and
there was nobody to care in the whole city,
I made up my mind that it was not worth
while trying any longer; I had tried my
best, and failed; now I would give up and
just go in and. bave a good time. It was
then that Moward Doran got hold of me
and began inviting me home with him.
He awakened my ambition again and
aroused my determination to succeed and
helped be to a chance to prepare for my,
work and held me to it. But more than all
alge,-the knowledge that somebody was in-
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“THEY READ THE ACCOUNT WITH INTEREST.”

and blackened stones remained to show
the place where the house had stood. An
act of heroism on the part of ons of the
firemen caused the account of the event
to be given a prominent place in the daily
paper. ! ; ; :

As DPr. White, who was becoming one of
the leading physicians of the city, glanc-
ed over his paper mt the breakfast table
the next morning his eye fell upon the ac-
count, ¥e gave a quick exclamation. In.
answer to his wife’s look of inquiry, he
said, “The old Doran place is burned com-
pletely down!” They read the account with
interest, then laid the paper down. ‘It

_really seems like losing an old friend,”

he said. “If it had not been for that house
and the people who lived in it, I should

~ terested in me and cared if I‘succeeded and

would be disappointed if I failed put irom
in my blood. Then his house was a gene
eral gathering-place of the young people
of the church and neighborhood and I soon
got acquainted with them and the old
sense of loneliness left me. ¥Yes,’ he add-
ed, ‘everything Inam I owe to the even-

- ings I spent in that hdupg and the influp

ences I came under there; and there are
dozens of men in the city who can say the

. same. The world was changed into a far

brighter place to many a poor, homeless,
discouraged chap in those cozy little
rooms.’ : =

A little later in the day, down in one of
the machine shops Tom Mason, who was
considered the best workman in the shop, -
opened his paper with grimy fingers and
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. lgokod it over. He gave a low whistle of
gurprise as he came to the account of the
fire. ‘If thé old Doran place ain’t burned
up!’ he exclaimed. ‘Il tell you,’ he went
on to his fellow workman after he had
pead the paragraph, ‘if ever there was @
good man aad woman, it was Mr. and
Mrs. Doran. They used to invite ue young
fellows to that house that’s burned down
and treat us as if we was somebody, until
we just had to make up our minds that we
would be. I was about as good-for doth-
ing a young chap as you could find in them
days, but the very first night Mr. Doran
invited me home with him and seemed so
interested in me and so sure that I was go-
in’ to amount to somethin’ I just made up
my mind that I would be somebhody if
there was any such thing. I started into
night school and I got a job and went to
work, and I’ve kept steady at it ever since,

But if it hadn’t been for that house thad

burned down last night, or leastwise if it
hadn’t been for the people that lived in it,
I g’pose I’d just have been a good-for-
nothing rowdy to the end of my days.’
Tom took up his tools end went to work
again and his work was even better than
usual.

In another part of the city Mrs. Woods,
the wife of the pastor of First Church, was
looking over the morning paper. Mrs.
Woods was idolized by the people of the
parish ; old and young, rich and poor,
came to her with their joys and sorrows,
their problems and -temptations, always
sure of sympathy and help.  As her eye
caught the description of the fire she ut-
tered an exclamation of dismay.

Mr. Woods looked up from the sermon
bhe was writing, ‘What is it, dear?’ he en-
quired,

. ‘Why,” she said, in & tone of deep re-
gret, ‘the Doran house is burned! ¥ou have
heard me speak of Mr. and Mrs. Doran,
haven’t you, Will? You know we lived in
the same block and their house was &
gathering place for all the young people
of the neighborhood; mometimes the tiny
rooms were packed so full there was
scarcely standing-room ; sometimes we
went by ones, or twos, or threes, but al-
ways we found an atmosphere of helpful-
ness there that seemed to awaken the best
at was in our natures, We had been a
careless, thouglhtless set up to the yeanr
that house was built; but after we got in
the habit of going there, sémeway, I think
none of us could live ‘the old, purposoleis
life any longer; at least we could not do
it with easy consciences as we always had
done,
always geemed to be helpfulness to others.
There was not a homeless, discouraged
- young fellow come into contact with Mr.
Doran but the great-hearted man took him
home with him and cheered him up. And
every tirved, discouraged little dressmaker
or music teacher that Myrs. Doran found
was given a little share in the homelife at
their cozy house. ¥ou should have seen
how the brightness crept into the sad faces
in the genial, sympathetic atmosphere of
that home. At first we quite resented
finding “all sorts of people,” as we desig-
nated them, when we ran in to spend an
evening. We thought it entirely beneath

us to associate with those shabbily dress-

ed people. . But 'we could not resist the at-
mosphere of helpfulness that had posses-
slon of the house, and we soon began to get
interested in first one and then another of
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The keynote of life in that house

those who were struggling so bravely
against heavy handicaps, and in the end
we were almost as enthusiastic in our de-
sire to help as Mr. and Mrs. Doran were.
I do not believe,” she cancluded, ‘that any-
one spent an hour in that house without
gaining higher ideals of life and new in-
spiration to work.’

And so on through the city. Scattered
here and there in all walks of life were
hundreds of those in whose hearts the
news that the old house was in ashes
awoke memories of help and encourage-
ment received within its walls, of new as-
pirations aroused and higher ideals caught
pight of. The old house was in ashes, but
the influences that had been set at work
within its walls were going on and on,
widening and multiplying.

True Manliness,

. Christ came to make mien pure. He lov-
ed his Church and he ‘gave himself up for
it; L . . that he might present the church
to himself a glorious church, not having
spot or wrinkle or any such thing; but that
it should be holy and without blemish.”
The men whom he desired were to separ-
ate themselves from all questionable
things, and ‘to touch no unclean thing.’
The very mention of uncleanness was to
be blotted out of thelr conversation.
(Eph. v., 8). Even as he was stainless,
without defect or flaw, he would have
every man stainless, too.

Now the world is full of contaminating
things. And as Jesus pointed out, each
man has in his own heart a fountain out
of which corrupt things come and corrupt
the life. How can we become pure? ‘The
blood of Jesus Christ his Son cleansethj
us.” ‘Every man that hath this hope [of
Christ’s coming and our being like him]
in him purifieth himself, even as he is
pure.’”  ‘Wherewithal shall a young man
cleanse his wayP by taking heed thereto
according to thy word.,’ And how can we
keep pure? He alone who can make us
clean can keep us so; but we have our part
to do in hating all uncleanness, shrinking
from every spot, thinking pure thoughts,
cherishing pure and noble friendships,
gpeaking sweet and true words, and re~
membering constantly Jesus Christ who
was pure and undefiled—the kind of a man
we wish to be.

Purity is a mark of manliness. It is a
sign of strength, of courage, of conquest.

mpurity is a mark of cowardice, of weak~
ness, of low taste. Itis a waste and rack
of blackness blurring the blue sky through
which the soul looks up to God. It mof
only shuts those whom it soils out of the
fellowship of all true men; it also bars
against them the doors of the heavenly
fellowship.

‘Beyond our sight a city foursquare lieth
Above "the mists and fogs and clouds of
Fortenrth, :
And none but souls that Jesus purifieth
Can taste its joys or hear its holy mirth.’
—¥rom ‘Things that Make a Man.’
——lPpr——mn
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In Good Standing,

The meaningless natuse of the term “n
good standing’ is aptly described thus im
‘Church Life’: The ice-cold Christian may,
be a member of the church “4n good and
regular standing.’ Yes, and a contribut-
ing member, too. He attends church quite
regularly and sings in the choir. When
he gets his ‘Sunday best’ on he looks quite
like a Christian, hut how does he live?
daily Bible reading.
blessing asked at the table.
family prayer.

Bible instruction for the children.
religious conversation in the home.
private prayer.

attendance at the week-day services,
attendance at the Sunday-school.
Christ in his choice of reading mate

\

: Christ in his favorite amusement.
And only a little of Christ in his head.
"'Well, what has he, then, which the com~

monest ginner has not? :

1. He has his name on the church roll.

R. He has his name on the list of con-
tributing members.

8. He has a pew or an occasional sitting
in the church,

The three things, and nothing more, to
entitle him to’ the glorious name of Chris-
tian.

If he should suddenly die he would be
given a Christian burial, and these three
things about him would be sure to be men-
tioned in the funeral sermomn, and held
out to the bereaved family as reasons for
a blessed assurance that he has gone
gtraight to glory, with an abundant en=
trance.—‘Christian Guardian.?

RS S
Two Fools.

There are two persons in the Bible dis-
tinctly called ‘fools.” Omne is the man who
declares in his heart that there is no God,
and rids himself of all moral obligations,
to further personal ends; he gets rid of
buman responsibilities and gives himself .
over to his own personal ambitions or ap~
petites. The other ‘fool’ is the man who
said to his goul, ‘Thou hast much goods
laid up for many yeans, eat, drink and be
merry,” and saying thus accumulated more
wealth, and kept on, as we say, making
money. - God called him a fool. He shut

" out of sight all the interests not only of

his own soul, but of the souls of mankind.
He was blind to souls. He was evidently
a capable and emcient man, His grounds
brought forth plentifully and they did not

do that without care and labor, and he

had accumulated more than his neighbors,
He was conspicuous as a rich man. But
he wae called a fool in the eyes of God,
and the judgment of God is thoe" ultimate
judgment of mankind When a man’s life
s over, simply to say that he has accumu-
lated a vast fortuue, is to say a not very
noble thihg, unless he has used money and
influence in affecting human character, or
the lives of other and succeeding genera-
tions. If he has not done this he passes
out of life pitied, somewhat despised by
his fellow men. He has not quickened

‘mankind unto good made this a world

easier to live in, and made all the world
desirable to live in. If he has not done
this, he is what the Bible calls a ‘fool.’—
‘Franco-American Citizen.’
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¢ Just my Luck.

(Blanche Atkinson, in ‘The Christian
‘World.”)

“Yes, it is provoking, but it’s no use

fretting about it. You can'’t possibly go
o a dancs with a twisted foot!’ Clare said
calmly.

‘It’s all very well for you to take it so
coolly. The “Haves” always tell the
‘“Have-nots” it is no use fretting. I am
miserably disappointed, and I don’t see
why I should not say so. But it is just
my luck?

The last speaker was on the sofa, with
one foot bandaged. Her pretty face was
woe-begone and her tone bitter. Clare,
the elder sister, was ready dressed for the
dance, and stood drawing on her dainty
gloves.

‘Well, at all events, Nan, don’t sulk all
the evening, and make poor mother miser-
able, too. She has enough to worry her.
Dick has been making what he calls a
“clean breast” of it once more, and his ex-
. penses have been something awfull I
don’t think we ought to have had these
new frocks if we had known. It is too
bad of Dick.’

‘Dick couldn’t help it!’ Nan cried. ‘He
told me how vexed he was. But he didn’t
know things would cost so much. He is
going to be ever so careful next term. Oh,
here he is! And the cab is waiting. . .
You look—ripping,” doesn’t she, mother?
And Dick is a perfect darling in ' dress
clothes!’

Dick was a handsome lad of nineteen.
He had won a scholarship at Oxford, and
his mother and sisters were determdned
that he at least should have a career. He
came to Nan’s side and kissed her. ‘It's
a shame to leave you behindl’ he said.

‘Just my luck!l’ ghe said, but laughing
now. ‘I don’t see any “shame” ahout it
—g0 cff—and my blessing be with you, my
children! Mind you behave prettily.’

Mrs. Osborne was standing by with a
Wwarm white shawl for Clare, and smiled
broudly at her handsome boy and girl.

When they had driven -away she came
back with a heap of books and papers in
her arms.

‘I hope you have: something- amusing to
read, Nan,’ she said. ‘I must go through
these accounts.’

Without waiting for the girl’s answer
she sat down at her writing-table, and was
soon engrossed in her work. Nan lay
back on the sofa and watched her mother’s
tace——that dear face—which she suddenly
8aw had more lines of care than it used to
have. Her mother worked so hard with
the school! It must have been a struggle
for her to bring them all up comfortably,
and never was a word of complaint
heard,
~ ‘Is something wrong, motherf’ Nan

. asked at last, feeling that she could not
bear to be silent any longer. ‘You look
Just as little Mary does when her sums
won’t come right.’

‘Thot’s exactly how I feel, Na.n. Mrs,
Osborne ‘gaid, with a smile and a sig'h
‘And perhaps I had better put my papers
away, my head aches!’

‘Poor dear! I thought you hed a head-
ache,” Nan cried. “You have been fretting
about Dick’s expences, haven’t you?’

oIt would not have heen so harassing at

“up.

any other time,” her mother said, wearlly;
‘but we had not a good term, you know;
and I really hardly see how to begin the
year without leaving something unpaid. I
have such a horror of getting into debt!
And unless I can get an extra fifty pounds
I don’t seq how to avoid it. . . . . But
I ought not to worry you, dear, just when
you have your own disappointment to
bear, tool’

‘Oh, never mind me!” Nan cried, cheer-
fully. ‘It was just my luck to go and slip
on a bit of orange peel and twist my foot.
Buch a sordid, stupid, uninteresting sort
of accident. And, after all, worrying about
£50 seems rather, rather small tragedy,
doesn’t it, mother darling. You won’t
when your headache is better.” Then she
slipped off the sofa, seized the walking-
stick which was close by her, and hobbled
across to Mrs. Osborne’s side, and threw
her arm round her mother’s neck.

‘I’m not going to lis down again till you
stuff all those horrid bills and things in-
to your desk and lock them wup; and then
go upstairs to bed.”

‘But you would be so dull, dear.’

fNot a bit. I rather enjoy the luxury,
rare in this house, of being quite alor\le. At
ten o’clock I shall send Jane to bed; then
I shall make myself some delicious coffee,
and write a jolly long letter to Frank.’

‘But they may not be home *ill one or
two o’clock?!

‘All the better for Frank, I will send
the dear boy such a screed!

Mrs. Osborne rose. ‘I shall be glad to
go to bed—if you are sure that you don’t
mind, Nan. It has been hard for you, my
dear, to miss the dance; and you have tak-
en it so well.’

‘Indeed, I have ‘“not’”! Nan exclaimed,
‘I have been horrid about it all day. And
you don’t know how bad I felt when I saw
Clare in her pretty gown. Good night.
Shall I bring you anything?’

‘No, dear, I only want bed.’

Nancy held the dooriopen and listened
until she heard her mother go into her
own room. Then she limped back to the
sofa, buried her face in the cushions and
sobbed.

‘Oh, it .is hard—it is! I have scarce-

‘ly ever a real treat; this was the only

dence we may have this winter, and we
had spent all Aunt Sophy’s Christmas pre-
sent in new frocks, I should have looked
as nice as Clare—and Archie will be there.
It is hard. And I don’t believe any girl
could help fretting. I grind away with
those stupid children, and help mother as
much as I can. And nmow when one littls
bit of brightness comes my way—‘‘this”
happiness! And poor darling mother is
worried to death about this wretched
money! Why, lots of people would think

* fio more of fifty pounds than I do of six-

pence; and yet the want of it gives poor
mother a headache—and a heartache, too,
I know—0 dear! O dear!

With her face on the cushions, and deaf-
ened by her passionate sobs, Nan did not
hear any sound wuntil the door of the
room opened, and Jane said: ‘There’s a
gentleman, - mies, wants fo see the mig-
tress. I said you were—'

‘Oh, but P'm “not”V’ Nan eried, sittin,g
‘Don’t let him come in!’

At the same moment the visitor came in
not hearing her words,

« life.

And Jane, in dis-

may, quickly withdrew, wondering wha$
Miss Nancy would do. §

‘What could she do but wipe her eyesy
and try to look as if she had not been
crying? it

‘Why, Nan! It is Nan, isn’t it? What
is the matter?’ the stranger began. ‘Well;'
there, never mind me. I’m not a stranger.,‘
I am your mother’s cousin George, though,‘
you don’t remember me. I have not been
in town for seven years. So when my
lawyer sent for me on business, and J
found that I had to spend a night in townj!
I thought I would come and see my cousin '
Anne, your mother. The maid said Mrs. '
Osborne was not very well and had gone
to bed early. But Miss Nancy was in. I
remembered Nan, a merry little girl with
curly locks. 8o in I came. Would you
rather I went away, my dear?’

‘No! ©Oh, no! And I'm very sorry youw
caught me crying. I don’t often—really.’

Cousin George was much older than her
mother, He had a tired expression in his
eyes—but a wonderfully kind smile. He
had seated himself near the sofa, and was
looking at the bandaged foot.

‘Is that painful?  Is that whét is the
matter?’ he asked.

‘Partly,” Nan said, smiling,
cause of it, But I’'m rather ashamed to
tell you. ¥You will think meé so silly to
cery—now that I am grown up.’

‘Grown ups have a good deal more to cry
for than children,’ he said. ‘But I'm glad
it isn’t very badl’

‘Oh! I don’t suppose you will think I
ought to have cried at all. But it was such
a bhorrible disappointment—and my new
frock was so pretty, and we get very few
dances. And this morning, as I came in

‘That’s the

_from town, I slipped on a piece of orange

peel and twisted my foot. I can’t put it
to the ground, so it was no use going to a
dance. . . . Ifit had only been to-mox-
row! But, of course, I know, as Clare
said, it is no use fretting about it. It was
just my luck, and that’s all.’

‘Poor little girl.’? He looked at her so
kindly that Nan wanted to tell him all
about it. ‘You see, other girls might not

“care so very much to miss one dance.

But we work very hard. You know that
mother has had school ever since she was
left a widow?’

‘Yes, I know.
notf’

‘She keeps things going. But we all
have to help, of course. So it is only in
the " lﬁlidayl that we can go out at all.
We have what people call a monotonous
This dance was to be such a treat!
‘We had looked forward to it for weeks. . .
And now—here I aml ; i Ty

‘Poor Nanl

‘E wonder if you are really sorry for
me,’ she said, suddenly. ‘I sb often miss
a thing I want very much by some stupid
accident like this, Of course, it is nobody’s
fault, It is just my luck!l

He was silent for a moment, and then
said, ‘Did you ever try how it felt to say
“Just God’s orders” instead of “Just ny
luck”p’ 3

She shook her head. ‘Why =hould hs
care whether a girl went to a dance or notP
It seems absurdl’

‘How do you know? Going or not go-
ing might influence the whole course of
your life and of other lives, If you never

Very successful—ig it

\
\
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peo any result of the accidents which you
vall “just your lutk,” you can never really
know in what way the countless threads
of human lives are linked together and
what purpose was served. Another time
when you are inclined to exclaim, “Just
my luck!” say “Just God’s orders for mel”’
and—you may have to cry over them, but
you will feel different.

It was such a ‘little” thing!’ Nan said
wistfully. ‘But it was not only that I was
‘orying about. Poor darling mother had
gone to bed with a bad headache brought
on simply by worrying about bills. We
have had rather a bad term, and yester-
day Dick came home from Oxford—’ Nan
‘hesitated,  Cousin George was almost a
stranger after all. Ought she to be telling
him their family affairs? But it was too
late. He looked very much interested.
iDick is the youngest, isn’t he? He was
& jolly little chap seven years agol

4And he is such a dear boy ! And so
clever and very handsome. The best-look-
tng of the family. He took a scholarghip
at Oxford, so mother and we girls resolv-
od that he should have a good chance. But
he didn’t quite see what expenses bhe was
going into; and he really means to be
very economical for the future. It is
horrid—trying to be economical—isn’t itf’

I hardly know; my father gave me &
good allowance, and paid my debts be-
gides. 8o I am very sorry for Dick.’

O0h! I am glad you are sorry !’ Nan
sald with shining eyes. ‘I was afraid
you would blame Dick; and I could not
stand that from anycnel’

Cousin George laughed heartily The
tired look wes going out of his eyes, Nan
folt as if he was quite an old friend.

“Then there’s another boy?’ he asked.

Dear old Frank is in Canada, making
believe that he’s going to make a fortune
the day after to-morrow. And meanwhile,
until he does, we can’t put our hands on
a stray £50 to save poor darling mother
from ‘& headache. Isn’t it stupid?’

‘Yes, there is such a lot of wasted
money knocking about that you might
have some of it,” he sald. ‘I suppose poor
Dick—’ ’

Nan interrupted him.

¢You must not think Dick has done any
harm. Wé had a bad term, and mother is
so frightened of a little debt. But it will
all come right. Okl it is ten o’clock. And
here is Jane coming with the kettle and
the coffee. I make &uch good coffee. May
I make some for youf’

‘I would like it immensely.
foot!’

‘Oh, I can hobble beautifully with a
stick!? And Nan was off the' couch and
Umping sbout the next moment. ‘It has
been a delightful evening,’ she said. ‘T am
g0 glad that I had not gone to the dance,
And I won’t grumble about my luck
agaln. . . . You would have gone away,

But your

and we should not ha:ve known one an-

other. Now we have made friends, have
we not?’ !

She had poured out two cups of coffee,
hot and strong and fragrant, and Cousin
George had pronounced it to be the best he
ever tasted. But his face’ 'was rather

~grave.

I am glad you won’t talk about your
luck any more, Nan. But my dear, even
i T had not come, and you had spent the

" evening in crying, I want you to see that
" both what we call bad fortune and good

are ordered for us. Your.part and mine is
just to take what comes—not as “luck,”
but as what God has ordered. It often
seems as if one little stupid accident spoil-
ed our whole lives, and caused bitter pain
to many. We cannot see in the least how
it all ends—nor where it began. We see
only this little bit in the middle. Be-
cause this disappointment has been soft-
ened for you by my visit, don’t begin to
think that ¢“all’”’ disappointments will be,
if you take them well. You and I have
to learn to accept the ‘“‘accident’” and the
disappointment because it was ordered so
—and not otherwise. Will you try, Nan?’

He had finished his caffee, and stood up.
The girl’s hand was in his, ‘Did you find
it hard to learn® she asked, touched by
the look in his guiet eyes..

‘Very hard. There was a girl once
who had just such a stupid little accident
as yours—only it was her horse that had
stumbled—and she was killed. She had
laughing eyes and curling hair like you.
All my life has been different from what
I intended—because her horse made one
false step. I have no one belonging to
me, except all men and women. And so
I am able to be of a little use now amd
then when an opportunity comes, and am
grateful for, . .. Good-night, child.’

He stooped and kissed her; and be-
fore she could rezsh her stick and hobble
after him, he had goue.

There were tears in the girl’s eyes, but
they were for him and for that other girl
—not for herself. As she moved the tray
to make yoom for her writing desk, she
saw an envelope lying as if ‘pushed be-
neath it—addressed to herself. Inside
were two banknotes for £50 each, and’
written in pencil on a slip of paper these
words: “You will not mind your own dis-
appointment when you see that it has
brought me the chance of presci'ibing- for
your mother’s headache. My business
man madé me take some notes to-day,
which I was puzzled how to invest. You
have helped me to see how. Tell Dick to
call upon me to-morrow.’ e :

Nan gasped. Was it magicP Then she
remembered that Cousin George had been
very quiet while she was busy making the
coffes. This was what he had been doing
And, well knowing what it would

o

o s .

mean to her mother, Nan once more burled,

her face in the sofa cushions and wept
tears of joy. >

An Optimist.

According to the Chicago ‘Daily News,
the old man was sitting on the roof of his
house in Kansag after the floods, and was
gazing placidly across the rushing waters.

“Washed all your fowls a.wayf’ asked the
man’ in the boat.

"_l’ed, but the ducks swam,” smiled the
old man.

“Tore up your peach-treesp’

- ‘Don’t mind it much. They sald the
crop ‘would be a failure,’

‘;B'ut the flood! It is up to your win-
dows?

‘Wal, them windows needed washing,
anyway, stranger,’—‘Christiad Guardian.’

Sample Copies.

Any subscriber who would like to have
specimen copies of the ‘Northern Messen-
ger’ sent to friends can send the names
with addresses and we will be pleased to
lupply them, !ree of cost.
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Kenneth’s Treasure Trove.

(L. M. Montgomery, in ‘Good Cheer.”)

Two boys were leaning over the white-
washed paling that rimmed in the orchard
of an old homestead at Glen St. Mary. It
was the afternoon of a late summer day.
The air seemed infused with a golden mel-
lowness and the sers pastures on the up-
lands and the crisp stubbles in the valley
below them were softened by a film of pale
blue haze. Behind them, in the orchard,
the gnarled and closely-growing trees wers
ruddy with ripening fruit, and in front,
gleaming through the gaps in the firs that
sheltered the barns, was the dazzling blue
Sweep of S8t. Mary’s Bay.

Kenneth Cleveland and Leonard Butler
were cousins, both about sixteen years of
age. Kenneth was tall and broad-shoul-
dered, with a tanned, intelligent face and
steady, thoughtful gray eyes. i[e was
evidently a country boy, and just as evi-
dently Leenard Butler was city-bred.

The latter was spending the last few
days of his vacation at his uﬁcle’s farm,
He and Kenneth were sworn chums and
until recently had hoped to spend the win~
ter together at Bennett Academy. Ken-
neth had just been telling him that this
was not to be. :

‘Father told me this morning that he
could not afford to send me after all. He
has lost heavily by the failure of that
shipping firm down at the harbor—so
heavily, indeed, that it must be “short
commons’”’ with us for several years. 8o
Bennett Academy is out of the question
for me this winter, and probably for good
and all.?

There was a ring of discouragement in
Kenneth’s voice. He had set his heart on
going to college. It was hard now to face
the likelihood of disappointment and re-
gign himself to staying on the farm. Ken-
neth had always done his duty thereon
manfully, but the work was not congen-
ial to him and, with several younger bro-
thers growing up, he could be easily spar-
ed from it.

‘It is too bad,’ said Leonard. ‘I sup-

- pose there is no way you could earn the

money yourselff’
Kenneth shook his head.
‘Not in Glen St. Mary. If I could got
my winter at the academy I could get
elong after that. It would give me ;
teacher’s certiﬂcute, and I could teach an
o work my way through college. Bub
ere seems to be no way.’ i
After an interval of silence Kenneth
shook himself together with a laugh,
‘Well, there is no use in sulking, is
there, Len? Other fellows have had to
ve up their ambitions before now. No
bt TH live through it. Just at pres-
ent my manifest duty is to go and pick
those hig blue plums for mother. She
wants to make her preserves this weels,
Mother’s blue plum preserves have & lo-
cal fame extending over thres counties.
As for the rest—you, in two weeks’ time,
will be pacing Bennett’s classic halls with’
notebook and lexicon—and I, in overalls
and sou-wester, will be a-fishing in the
briny deep for vysters in Big Tom Kedge’s,
bOﬂ-t + ! q,"
‘{Are you joking(” :
~«Not I. Oyster fishing pays, Len. It’'s
not wiidly exciting and it is hard work,
but there’s a bit of money in it while the
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@eason lasts. I shall make thirty dollars
or so—not more, for I can only go when
father can spare me. If I make no more
than enough to get my winter clothes it
will lighten his responsibilities somewhat.
I begin on Monday. Don’t lock so com-
passionate. I’'m strong @8 a horse and I'm
fond of the bay. If the weather is fine I
shall have lots of fun, And I think my-
self lucky to get the place. Big Tom had
a dozen other applicants.’

On Monday morning Kenneth did go to
work, The weather had changed and the
ensuing week was cold and wet, with a
misty north-easter whipping over the bay.
Under such circumstances oyster fishing
was even less enjoyable than usual, but
Kenneth stuck to it manfully.

One evening, shortly before Leonard’s
«visit came to an end, he and Kenneth were
in the farmhouse kitchen at dusk. It was
an old room, low-raftered and whitewash-"
ed, with a cheerful fire in an old-fashion-
ed Waterloo threading the gloom with
Len liked the old kitch-
en; he was stretched out on a braided
rug before the fire with his head pillow-
ed on the book he had been reading before
dark, and stroking an enormous gray cat
which was curled up beside him.
~ ‘I've something to show you,’ said Ken-
neth. ¢It came up in the drag this morn-
ing, I think it is a pearl. Do you sup-
pose it is worth anything? Theie was a
man years ago at the Lower Glen who
found a pearl in an oyster and got ten
dollars for it.

While he was speaking Ken was rum-
maging in his pocket, and he now pro-
duced a huge, encrusted oyster shell and
handed it to'Len. As the latter held it
to the firelight a whistle escaped him, A
pearl it undoubtedly was, looking, as the
rays of light played over it, like a bit of
crystallized seafoam. It was about the
gize of a pea.

‘What do you think of itP It’s pretty
anyhow, isn’t it?’ said Ken.

Len nodded abstractedly. He shifted
the pearl about and watched the iridescent
play of colors on its glistening sphere.

‘Ken,” he said suddenly, ‘it seems to me
that this pearl ought to be worth a good
deal. But of course I’m no judge. Such
pearls are very rare, aren’t they?”

‘Yes. The Lower Glen man was the
only person who ever found one here.’

‘Well, T’ll tell you. Let me take this
pearl home with me, and I’ll take it to a
Jeweller and get his opinion. If it is of
no value I'll return it to you. If it should
be worth anything, I'll do the best I can
for you.’

Kenneth nodded. : :

‘All right. I don’t suppose’it is worth
enything. Still, if it does bring in a few
dollars I’d be glad. Christmas comes in
about three months, you know, and the
mother has to have a present.’ -
~ 'With a laugh Kenneth put on his sou’
wester and went out to milk.

‘Looks as if this Scotch mist isn’t ever
going to let up,” he remarked as he open-
ed the door to the wet, chilly night.

Len put the pearl away, and it was not
referred to again. Xenneth had almost
forgotten about it when a letter came
from his cousin. It ran as follows ¢
““Dear Ken: When I returned home the
cares and perplexities of getting ready
for school prevented me from attending to
ﬂxi matter of which you wot for a time.

\
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Yesterday I took it to the firm of Hoffman
Brothers, who are the foremost jewellers
in Bennett, and left it with them until to-
day. Called this afternoon. Was inform-
ed that the pearl was a perfect one of its

kind, and that if I cared to dispose of it

they would give me two hundred dollars
for it!

‘I imagine my eyes stuck out. I had a
secret hope that your treasure trove would
be worth a good deal more than you ex-
pected, but I had not thought of anything
so good.as this. I clocsed with the offer in-
stantly, and herewith enclose cheque for
the sum named. - It means Bennett Acad-
emy for you, old fellow, and right glad
am I. Hurry your prettiest and yoﬁ then
won’t be more: than two weeks late in
entering. That day’s oyster fishing was
a pretty profitable one for you, Ken. If
you discover any more pearls please ex-~
plain how you do it to

‘Your very. much delighted coz,
LEN.

-Kenneth mever did discover any more
pearls, nor did anyone else at Glen St.
Mary, although Ken’s good fortune gave
a great impetus to oyster fishing for sev-
eral seasons.

But the one he did find gave him a good
start in his education, and to-day a moted
lawyer in a thriving Western city traces

his success back to the pearl that came up”

in the drag one day when he was fishing
oysters in St. Mary’s Bay. But perhaps
the sturdy energy ‘which led him to do
even uncongenial work rather than mone
at all, if by so doing he could help his fa-
ther in a small way, has had more to do
with it than the pearl, after all.

Be Careful How You Build.

One of my friends told me of a philan-
thropist who once bade a contractor, whe
had been most unfortunate, build him a
dwelling, and he gave him authority to
choose the material and to govern every
part of its construction. At last the house
was finished, but the contractor had felt
that this was an opportunity for him to
recover some of his lost fortune, and had
put into it the poorest material, and the
faultiest of work, and when the house was
finished the philanthropist said, ¢This
house is for you and your family, and you
can live in it as long as you please. It is
yours forever.” And then the man real-
ized that he had built a poor house in
which he must live. Is it not like this
with those of us who build weakness into
our character and allow sin to rule in our
lives? We are buildiag a house in ‘which
we must live forever.—‘The Religious In-
telligencer.’

———p————ee ¢
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soid at $2.00, manufactured by Sandford & Ben-
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ers for a list of six new esubscriptions to the
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Cattle, Sheep aud Swine
Doctor. This book gives a description of the
diseases of the Horse, Cattle, Sheep and Swine,
with exact doses of medicine. Usually sold at
$1.00, will be given to ‘Messenger’ subsecribers
for a list of five new subseriptions to the ‘Nor-
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BAGSTER’S MINION BIBLE,suitable for Church,
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‘Northern Messenger’ at 30 cents each.

BAGSTER’S LONG PRIMER BIBLE — A hand-
some Bible, gilt edges, with the addition of 307
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elps,  Concordance, Alphabetical Index, Maps,
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' tales of froitier life.

Philip’s Failure.

‘You’re grown finely, my beauties,

is a little late for transplanting you, bu#

you’ll do well \yet."

Philip dug vigorously at the petunias
which he had been caring for under glass,
and which now, in their brightest colors,
gave rich reward for his pains.

He took them from the pots which had
been imbedded in the sand and wheeled
them to the garden in which they were to
be placed.

‘Phew, but I'm tired of that stooping!’

Seating himself on the edge of his old
wheelbarrow, he drew a book from his

pocket and was soon abeorbed in its con-

tents.

‘What are you reading, Philip®’

He closed his bcok and looked up quick-
ly to see his uncle coming toward him.

‘Oh,” he began, a little flush arising to
his face.” ‘It’s—it’s nothing in which you
would be interested, sir. Just one of those
1 like them for the
snap that is in them.’

His uncle took the beok from his rather
unwilling hands, and turned over the
leaves. \

‘Poor paper, poor print, coarse illustra~
tions. Poor help in forming the taste of
a young fellow. But perhaps,’ with a lit-
tle smile, ‘the good you are getting out
of it pays you to overlook those minor
matters,’

‘Well, ’'m willing to say I think not,’
said Philip. ‘This is what you would be
likely to call trash of the first water. I
read it only for recreation, you know.’

‘When you are as old as I am, my fbdy},]\
you will look back with regret on every
hour of your young life which you have
spent on trash. They are your golden
hours. Whatever you acquire in them
will stay by you through life. A young
mind is clear and vigorous, and retains
what is impressed on it. Such time as
you spend in really profitable reading will
be of high value to you.’

‘I study hard in school,’ said Philip.

‘I am sure of that—your reports all tes-
tify to it. But does that take away from
you the relish for goed, solid, instructive
reading? Don’t you read history or bio-
graphiesp’

‘History is so dry. I've tried it some=
times, but it is such hard work to get my
mind down to it. Hugh Humphrey bones
down to solid reading. Talks about it as
if he really enjoyed it.’ 2

‘Hugh has found that the best men of

-

all times have spent all the powers of

their gifted minds in the preparation of
treasure for all who have the good sense
to avail themselves of it. Why, Phil,
have you ever reflected that in the writ-
ings of great men we can make our own
the knowledge which it took their whole
lives to acquire?’

‘I wish, sometimes, that I did take to
solid reading,’ said Philip, a little regret-
fully. ‘But it bores me so. I’ve tried it,
but I can’t get interested in it.’

‘That is because you have fed your mind
so long on this,” said his uncle tapping
the book. ‘You are like a child fed only
on sweets. It loses all relish for whole-
some food. And that is not the worst of

© it; its body is relaxed and enfeebled by

it, and just so the mind suffers as the re-
sult of unwholesome literature.’

‘I have always felt strongly on this
point,” went on his uncle, ‘by reason of the
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fact that in my younger days I was Bo
fortunate as to come under the influsnce
pf an old gentleman whe rated me very
poundly on my habit of réading worthless
books. He laid before me so energetic-

elly, indeed so severely, the folly and evil’

of it, as to deeply impress me. Lost time,
lost opportunity—the powers of a God-giv-
en mind vitiated, instead of being elevat-
ed by seeking the best within our reach—
hours wasted for which we must give ac-
count on the great day. He put it at me
strongly, you see.’

‘I should say so,’ said Phil thoughtfully.

‘T am thankful to say that I had the
prace to take heed to his words, I turned
resolutely from my trash to better things.
I found it dull, but T bent myself to it. I
made myself stick to it till the wholesome
relish came. You see I had to reform my
vitiated tastes. When, a few years later,
my eyesight became impaired, I realized
my debt of gratitude to my plain-spoken
old friend. I have never since been able
to read except by mere snatches, But I
will not keep you here to listen to amy!
more preaching. The weather looks doubt-!
ful, and you had better get your flowers
into the ground. Seems to me they are
pretty well in bloom.’

‘I know that all he gays i right,’ mus-
ed Philip, as he was left to himself. ‘T’'m
going to do it, too. I’m just going to see
how this comes out, and then I'll go at the
‘solid reading and make myself like it.’

He lost himself in the pages until fully
aroused by tha falling of large drops on
his book, Heavy rains had again set in,
and the wheelbarrow full of rich blooms,
was hastily wheeled under a shed to re-
main for days before the ground was once
again fit for their reception.

‘They’re a sorry looking lot,’said thg boy
in deep regret, as he saw the plants“had
withered during the delay.

‘They’re looking for an assistant om
some work in the library in town, uncle,’
Philip eagerly said to him a few weeks
later. ‘Something about cataloguing, I
believe, and the work is to last all through
vacation. I wae thinking that as you are
one of the directors you might speak for
me. It will be good pay and mnot such
very hard work.’

‘I had already thought of you in refer-
ence to that place. But they want a young
fellow who has some acquaintance with
general literature—especially history, and
among a number of applicants have set-
tled on a friend of yours, I think, of whom
I bave heard you speak—Humphrey is his
name.’ ;

‘Hugh Humphrey,” said Philip. Yes,
yes—we boys all called him poky, because
he settled down to heavy reading., But
he’s got ahead of us now.” = %

‘And spending his summer among good
books and scholarly men will set him still
further ahead,” said his uncle.—Forweard.’

- ———

A Bagster Bible Free.

Send four mpew subscriptions to the
‘Northern Messenger’ at thirty cents each
for one year, and receive a nice Bagster
Bible, bound in black pebkled cloth with
red edges, suitable for Sabbath or Day
School. Postage extra for Montreal and
suburbs or foreigm countries, except
United States and its dependencies ; also
Great Britain and Ireland, Transvaal, Ber-
muda, Barbadoes, British Honduras, Cey-
lon, Gambia, Sarawak, Bahama Islands
and Zanzibar. No extra charge for post-
age in the countries named,

Gordon Lamar’s Props.

(Hilda Richmond, in the ‘Religious
Telescope.*)

‘Now I'm ready,’ declared Gordon, fling-
ing books, paper, and pencil into a draw-
er. ‘If there is anything I hate it’s par-
tial payment. Long, tedious things, and
if you make the least mistake the whole
problem comes out wrong.’

‘You ought not to hate anything you can
do so well,’ observed Uncle Luther. ‘Ten
partial payments in half an hour is far
quicker work than I ever did in ‘school.
You should be proud of your ability.’

‘Oh, I didn’t work all ten,’ gaid CGor-
don, flushing slightly. “They are all alike,
you know, so Ned Holmes and Frank Les-
ter and I work together. I mean, the
method is the same of course. Any one
who can'work one of the examples can do
them all; and it’s just a waste of time to
figure away for hours when you can ex-
change. If I wanted to work every ome
myself T couldn’t take this long ride with
you, uncle.’

‘Wouldn’t you have time in the even~
ings for your lessonsP’ asked Mr. Lamar,
without commenting on his nephew’s pe-
culiar methods.

‘Yes, if I missed all the basket-ball -

games and shows, I suppose I would; but
none of the boys do that, I used to be
foolish enough to hunt up all the answers
to everything in history and all the bran-
ches myself; but it’s a thousand times eas-
ier to trade. What’s the use of my hunt-
ing all through the encyclopaedia for such
things as Mr. Forest delights in digging
up in the history class, when ten boys can
combine and take a day about finding out
the answersf’

‘How do you get along when examina-
tion comesf’ inquired Mr. Lamar.

‘Oh, that’s the best part of our scheme.
You see, if you get good grades in your
daily work, you are excused on merit in
everything ; for my grades are always
ninety, or over. Do you stop here?’ for
Mr. Lamar was driving up a muddy lane
toward a rickety farmhouse,

‘I bought some hay from Jim Lane last
weels, and he has never delivered it. You
hold the horse while I run in and see if
he is sick.’

‘Buch a tumble-down set of buildings!’

exclaimed Gordon, when his uncle was

once more in the buggy. = “Look at the
props under that shed. Is the owner too
old, or too sick to fix things up? It seems
to me a few loads of gravel would make
this lane passable.’

‘No, he's a young man, and he intends
to do all these things when he gets time,’
explained Mr. Lamar. ‘He probably put
that prop under the sagging building
when he was busy with something else.’

‘Well, he must be very busy, for there
are five supports under it now, and it
looks ready to fall any minute. I can’t
ses why peeple neglect things like that.
Just look at the farm across the road.

That’s the kind of work to do,’

‘It always pays to do good, honest work
in everything, for the results tell all about
the worker,” said Uncle Luther, emphatic-
ally.’ ‘The people who cheat themselves
into thinking half-hearted” work won’t
come to the surface in time, generally dis-
cover their mistake too late to repair the

damage.’
* » * " * * »

‘Gordon, are you very busy this even-
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ing?’ called Mr. Lamar, driving up to his
brother’s house. ‘If you can spare the
time, I'd like to have you drive out and
tell Jim Lane I must have that hay. You
know where he lives. That place whers
the buggy-shed was all propped up. He
promised it sure ilis week, and my cus-
tomers have been waiting several days. I#
you can’t go, I’ll find a man, for I don’t
want you to neglect your studies.’ 9

‘Of course I can go. It’s Ned’s night to
get the history, and our examples are all
worked. I wouldn’t miss driving Polly
by myself for anything,” and he climbed
Joyfully into the buggy. {

‘I ’lowed to haul the hay this very day,;
but my buggy-shed fell down last night,’
explained Jim Lane, when Gordon reached
his forlorn place. ‘Luck’s dead agin poon
folks. =Smashed the only buggy I had,
and just about finished my waggon. No-
thin’ like that ever happens to old man
Jones, over there, but it’s ’eause he’s ﬂ-ch,
an’ I ain’t got a hundred dollars to my,
name.’ i

‘May be he doesn’t let his buildings run
down,” suggested Gordon. ‘When I was
out here with uncle, some time ago, I just
thought your shed was on its last legs.
Were you too busy to straighten it when
it first began to leanp’ /

“Tou're just like all the folks around
here, includin’ my wife, If they had their
way, I'd never have a minute’s time to
rest from mornin’ to night; I’d. like to
know if a fellow’s got to work, work all
the time? I'm sure you don’t do youz
level best in school every da_y. If you doy
yow're the first young one that ever did.
Better look out for yourself before you
tell other folks how to do,” and .Zim look~
ed much abused. :

‘L1l bring it as soon as I kin borry a
waggon,” said Mr. Lane. ‘None of the
neighbors is a bit accommodatin’ in these
parts. They kick about lendin’ the least
thing. Jest because old Jones had to send
fer his plough the last three times I bor-
ried it, he’s shut down on lendin’. They’s
no place in this world fer poor folks.’

‘Shiftless,’ said Gordon to himself, but
he did not discuss the question with the
discouraged farmer.

. » » . * . *

‘At a meeting of the board last night,
it was decided to abelish the merit sys-
tem and examine évery scholar regardless
of grades,’ explained Mr, Forest, one
morning shortly before the spring vaca-
tion. ‘It is not definitely known whether
the promotions at the end of the term will
be made from merit, or otherwise, but T
thought you would all like a little time
to get your pencils and paper in readiness,
if that has not been attended to as a parg
of the daily work. We will have the tesy
in history this afterhicon. ¥You may now
begin the problems for the morning.’

If the teacher needed anything to con«

oy

‘firm his suepicions that the daily grades

did not represent each pupil’s individual
work, he had the confirmation in the very,
guilty and startled looks the boys cast a}
their mates. Was it possible that some
sneak had told?  This thought flashed
through every mind instantly, and thera
was not a boy in .-e room but was su,r&
he could point out a coward, as he men-
tally termed him. They could not know
that for months Mr. Forest had been go
quietly comparing, watching, and reading .
between the lines of the faultless papers
submitted daily, the story of deception and



‘April 1, 1904,

defeat for the future.

. ‘Hello, Gordon! Dreaming on your way
home?’ asked Mr. Lamar, as his nephew
would have passed without speaking to
him. ‘Have you time to take another
drive for me this evening®’ |

‘No, indeed, uncle. What do you think?
Soms mean sneak told Mr. Forest of our
plan of exchanging work, and now the
bhoard has decided to abolish the merit
system. We had history this afternoon,
and I'm sure I didn’t get over sixty. If
must have been because I was angry that
I did so poorly, for I have been getting
one hundred right along. I know it was
Harry Miner who told, for he never would
have anything to do with our scheme. I'd
like to punch his head for him.’

‘Before you undertake that job, Gordon,
you better find out if he really toid your
teacker. I think all of you had a hand
in the telling.’

‘Why, Uncle Luther, that is impossiblel
We were just as careful as could be about
exchanging, and never told it where Mr.
Forest could hear the least word.

‘Actions speak louder than words,” said
Mr. Lamar, sagely. ‘What do you sup-
pose your teacher was thinking of when
he saw you at all the ball games and the
skating parties this winter, and yet you
were able to hand in fine papers every
day? The trouble was, you thought your-
selves too shrewd for him, but you found
out your mistake. Do you remember poor
Jim Lane’s shed? He put one prop after
another under it, till it rested entirely on
the supports, and not on the foundation.
That was the way with your Ilessons.
You began by putting a small prop under
your arithmetic, intending to straighten
it all up when the fall games were over—’

‘And I got so many props under every-
thing that my stheol work will be like
the wieck of Jim’s shed when this exam-
ination is over, interrupted Gordon. ‘But
why didn’t you warn e, uncle, in the be-
ginning of the termp’

‘Because you didn’t need any warning
The fact that you did not tell your par-
ents about your wonderful schems, and
kept BMr. Forest ignorant, or thought you
did, proves that every one of you knew it
was wrong, You criticized Jim ILane s0
“sharply for neglecting his work, and I
told you then that none but honest effort
ever paid, but you did not think my little
germon applied to you, By the way, Jim
has turned over a new leaf. Even in this
short time he has made wonderful im-
provements in his shabby plaee, and I be-
lieve he’ll come out all right.’ {

Gordon brought his miserable report of °

examivation to his father and mother, and
in manly fashion confessed his fault.
{There are two and a half months till the
final examination, and, if possible, I will
make up enough of this fallure to go into
the Ligher class; but if not, I’ll stay with
‘l(r Forest another year, for I deserve it
 “Your mother and I saw long ago how
things were going, and hoped you might
8ee your mistake before losing a whole
year’s work, and you have. By hard
work, I am sure you. can be promoted,’
eaid his father.
~ One bright June day a very happy boy
put his record of promotion in his pocket
and went out to beg Jim Lane’s pardon for
his hasty words. ‘I'm sorry I said what
I did about your shed, Mr. Lane,’ he be-
- gan, looking with astonished eyes at the

~ with theirs.

trim place, where once rubbish had reign-
ed supreme. ‘I was propping my work in
school a good deal more than your shed,
but I was too blind to see it.’ :

‘No harm done,” laughed the young far-
mer. ‘No more propping for me. See my
erops,” waving his hand toward a field of
corn. ‘Molly says the old shed ocught to
have fallen long ago.’

‘It would have been better for me if my
props had given way earlier in the year,
too,” said Gordon, thoughtfully; ‘but I’'m
not going to worry about the past. I've
had a lesson to last a long time.’

‘So have I. If ever you see a prop on
this place while I live here, come in and
knock it down, will you?’ and Jim turned
resolutely back to his work.

‘All right, and you do the same for me,’
laughed Gordon, turning Polly toward the
pike. ‘Good-by.’

e

All public speakers, ministers included,
are prone to use pet expressions which
after a while weary the ears of their hear-
ers. We have read of a pastor who made
such frequent use of the word ‘thus’ that
one of his laymen, wishing to teach the
parson a kindly lesson, kept tally,ons Sab-
bath, #nd found that the preacher em-
ployed ‘thus’ sixty-seven times during the
course of that one sermon. Repetitious-
ness of this sort is tedious. And it is not
fair to any word in the English language
to work it over-hours in such a fashion.—
‘N.Y, Observer.” /

Saved in a Basket, or Daph
and KHer Charge.

CHAPTER XIV.—Continued.

General Latourette’s first suspicion of
danger was roused by finding that they
had been driven in the wrong direction,
while he in careless confidence had been
chatting with his wife. In the moonlight,
he could see the flashing of the waves and
hear the murmur of the waters, and yet
he knew he was not near his home, but at
some less familiar part of the coast.

Calling out hastily to the coachman, the
carriage came to a stand. General Latou-
rette became aware that the horses had
been cut loose, and he saw the fellow, pis-
tol in hand, seated upon one of them.

In a few hurried words the negro told
the danger of the moment, and pointed to
a boat at the water-side, which offered to
his master and mistress some hope of es-
cape,

Did Mrs. Latourette forget her.little ones
in that hour of peril? < No! She pleaded
to go to them, if but to mingle her blood
The negro assured her they
were already sleeping the sleep of death,
and implored her to fly with her husband,
while yet their lives might be saved.

Thus urged, they entered the little boat,
and whils the strong arms of the husband
sustained the drooping wife, and guided
the little skiff over the dark waters, the
negro went his way to show the contents
of the rirded trunks, as proofs of the crime
he had in reality shrunk from committing,

- General Latourette and his wife reached a
neighboring island in safety, but exiled
for ever from their own dear home.

Sorrowful as the childless only can be,
the world seemed to them suddenly robbed
of its brightness ; they could not have
borne the trials of their lot but for the
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sustaining hand of the Father in heaveny
in whom they had in the days of their
prosperity learned to trust. i

Several years of foreign travel in some
measure recruited the failing health of
General Latourette, and time had calmed
the poignant grief of his wife. They had
come to New York, hoping to have once
more a home of their own, sorrowful
though that home must be.

Bereaved and childless no more, with
deep thankfulness they praised the God
of heaven for his most unexpected mer«
cies, and devoted themselves anew to his
gervices,

As for Daph, their gratitude to her knew
no bounds, and they felt that for her
faithful services they could find no ade-
quate reward on earth.

CHAPTER XV,
THE END,

General Latourette and his wife had once
more a home of their own, made bright by
the smiles of their affectionate children.
At that home Rose Stuyvesant was re-
celved as a loved friend, and made a shar«
er in the pure joy she had assisted in lay-
ing up for the happy parents. There
Diedrich Stuyvesant had been welcomed
as an honored guest, and there Captain
Jones had seen, in the wunited family,
something which gave his kind heart mora
joy than did the warm expressions of great
gratitude that were lavished upon him, or
the more substantial favors that were bes-
towed with no stinted hand on the honest
sailor. Even Mary Ray and her invalid,
suffering mother experienced the cheering
influence that flowed from that happy
home, and felt that, although their lodg-
ers were gone, they had in them still warm
and powerful friends, In the midst of this
grateful rejolcing was Daph forgotten P
No. Among the loved and honored she
was best loved and most cared for. In the
neat room assigned to her was clustered
every comfort that could smooth the de-
clining years or cheer the humble spirit
of the faithful negress. She prized each re-
membrance that made that room beauti-
ful in her eyes; but dearest to her was
the Bible with the golden clasps which
lay on her table, placed there by her mis-~
tress, with words which filled the heart
of Daph with tearful joy.

‘Where is Daph this morning? asked
General Latourette at the breakfast table;
‘I did not see her dear old face in the hall
as I came down.’ :

‘She is not awake yet,’” said the wife. ‘I
told the children they must not arouse
her. She must take her rest; her days of
labor are over.’

‘God _grant that our work may be as well

done,’ said the father, solemnly,

Later in the day the children could not
be kept from ‘just lookmg at dear Daffy,
even if she were asleep.’

The family party entered the quiet room,

The sunbeams shone across the floor
with cheerful light; but they were dark
to the gaze of Daph, for she was behold-
ing the unveiled glory of the Sun of Right-
eousness. The' volce of earthly affection
could wake her no more, for she had list-
ened to the welcome of angels and heard
the voice of her Saviour declare, ‘Well

.done thou good and faithful se:rvant en-

ter thou into the joy of the Lord.’
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How the Heathen Worship.

(By Mrs. Herbert J. Humphrey,
: in ‘Mission Dayspring.”)

When we think of the people
across the waters who have not yet
received the light which comes with
the gospel of Christ, a great wave
of pity sweeps over us.

Perhaps we think there is not
anything good in these heathen
religions, but we are mistaken.
Eminent students say that if a man
could be true to all the teachingsof
Confucius he might lead a moral
life. Butman is human and eannot
in his own strength live perfectly.
Confucius offers no supreme God in
whom to trust for help; man at-
tempts to build a tower of strength
for himgelf and—fails.

The religion of China is Con-
fucianism, The = people usually
worship at the temples twice during
each month, Let us enter one of
these temples. We find it dark and
gloomy, but we walk on and finally
come to the great idol in whose
honor the temple was erected. Tem-
ples are built for many gods; gods
of war, mercy, peace, wealth, fire,
sailors, thunder, ete. The goddess
mother is the children’s god and is
supposed to watch over small folk
and guard them from disease.

The children are first taught to
worship her. See—here is a mother
leading a sweet-faced little girl up
before the great goddess; the
mother bows and kneels before the
idol, clasping her hands and thump-
ing her head on the ground. The
child has been told to follow her
mother’s movements, but she is
afraid, and finally the mother has
. to talk with her and promise her a
~ nice present when they reach home,
before she too will worship the
idol. The people also worship
images of people who died hundreds
of years ago as well as their own

ancestors. They believe that after

death they assume the shape of

_some animal and must be tortured .
‘before they can regain their own

form, We can learn one thing at

least from their religion, and that

is to have greater respect for the

aged. e T :

Japan has four religions : Shinto-

&

ism, Buddhism, Confucianism and
Tenrikyo.

Shinto teaches ancestral worship.
Its followers also believe that the
whole duty of man is to give im-
plicit obedience to the Mikado.
Shinto writers claim that the Jap-
anese were free from sin before the
invasion of the foreigner.,

When Buddhism was introduced
many of the Shinto” gods were ap-
propriated for its followers. All
their gods are secondary to the
hotoke men who have reached per-
fection. Buddhism does not allow
its believers to eat meat, and they
are vegetarians in diet.

Tenrikyo is of recent origin. Tts

followers worship the sun and

FOLKSwe

throws a child into the Ganges
river to atone for some sin. They
have twelve great feasts during the
year.

The Turks are Mohammedans.
They believe in one God and
Mohammed his prophet, All the
teachings of this prophet are con-
tained in the Koran, though certain
parts of the Bible are regarded as
sacred. The Moslems are noted
for their many prayers. You may
come upon them in the attitude of
prayer in the home, on the street,
at their places of business. They

have a certain devotion in which

they rectte the ninety-nine attri-
butes of God, keeping count with
balls on a coral string. A person

A HINDU CHILLC TAUGHT TO WORSHIP.

moon ; they also believe in prayer
and render praise and thanksgiving
by dancing. Its teachers borrow

material from Christian literature.

The common people associate Ten-
rikyo with Christianity, and it is
really far superior to all of their
other religions.

India like China has many gods,
and everywhere in this country you
see the sadu or sacred man, who
receives alms the same as the gods.
He looks neither good nor kind
when you meet him; his body is
hideously painted, and this is done
to frighten you, and make you feel
that if you don’t put something
into his outstretched hand he may
call the wrath of gome god down
upon your head. The people make

very long and tedious journeys to

bathe in sacred streams and worship
at various shrines. A mother often

who is not poor must give the
fortieth part of his property to
charity. We have all heard of the
yearly pilgrimages to Mecca,

The races in the different parts
of Africa (differ widely in their
forms of worship. The people are,
for the most part, superstitious ;
they are greatly afraid of unseen
goblins and of wizards, believing
the latter will bewitch them. They

~wear charms to keep off harm and

make presents to keep the spirits
friendly. s

The people of the Micronesian
Islands while they do not worship
idols, have religious feasts and
dancing which are very degrading,
~ Let us thank God for the gift of
the Lord Jesus and rejoice that we
may all have a part in the carrying
of the gospel to those who are
gitting in darkness.



ey prore %

g . S oy

April 1, 1904,

% Christobel.

(A Story for Children, in ‘ Sunday
at Home,’)
~(Continued.)

The flowers were so lovely.

~ There were amongst them large

lilies, white and red, and such roses

~of every color; and then there were
* delicate orchids, and all kinds of

strange and wonderful plants and
trees. There were orange-trees
too, with their perfectly polished
leaves and golden fruit; and the
grass beneath her feet was like the
softest velvet of emerald color, and
the air was laden with rich and
sweet scents,

But there was even better to
come. The farther she walked the.
more the charm of it all seemed to

‘hold her in a spell of happiness, and

the song of the birds was something
$0 exquisite that she stood with

— parted lips, gmzmg upwmrds lost in:

wonder,

For awhile Christobel stood lis-
tening and looking and breathing
in the sweetness of this glorious
garden till presently she heard
some one close to her say—

‘Little Christobel! peace!

She looked upand found anangel

was standing beside her. There

‘was something of Heaven's glory

on his face, and something of the
sun’s shining in his hair.

N Chrlstobel murmured, ‘hOW
beautiful I -

The angel smiled upon her, and
the smile s&nk deep into her heart.
¢ Where hast thou been to-day ?” he
asked gently, and his voice was soft
and soothing to the ear, like the
rippling murmur of a smoothly-
flowing stream.

‘I have been walking in this
garden,’ she replied. ,

* Before that ? the an«rel -asked

, a.ga,in e -

Christobel stood and thought, but -
it was very difficult to remember.
This new life had almost shut out
the old life from her mind. She
looked up again at the angel; he
was still waiting beside her.

‘I was in bed before I came

“here,’ she said at last,

¢And before that? the angel

; aaked once more,

Ah! now she remembered it all
The many things that had gone

_wrong; the tears, the grief, the dis-

appointment and failure; and, as

“on the verge of tears.

she thought, the tears came to her
eyes and dimmed the shining of the
garden and the beauteous angel-face
before her; but he gently drew her
to him and dried her tears and only
said, ¢ Tell me!

And so she told him sll, and he
understood and did not ask her to
explain, and he did not cease to
look kindly on her,

Yet Christobel felt all that she
had to tell of was failure, and she
seemed to have done nothing well,
Even her fairest thoughts seemed

old and ugly. The day had been a

very wasted one; and again she
wept; and as her tears fell on the
ground at her feet, a beauuful
flower appeared.

‘See! said the angel, ¢thou

may’st take this flower with thee.

HE ALLOWED HIMSELF TO BE LED AWAY.

Its nameis “ Hope.” Benot afraid,
little Christobel. Come with me,
and I will show thee how to grow
happy in thinking of others.

And as Christobel gazed into the
clear pure eyes of the angel, she
felt herself grow stronger, and he
took her by the hand and led
her on.

He led her out of the garden,
and she seemed to have dropped
into the old life again, for they
were in the garden of her own

“home ; and Christobel heard angry

voices behind the hedge.

‘You must give it to me, Dick ;
it’s mine, not yours!’

‘But I want it, Tom,” Chrissie
recognized her baby brother’s voice

idea was to run away, but the angel

~held her fast.

- ‘Here!” he said softly, and he
looked at her again with those

& Deside her to help - her.

"Her first
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clear, shining eyes, and Christobel
understood and went boldly to the
other side of the gate.

¢Oh! Chrissie!’ Dick said when
he saw his sister; ‘I want the
horse.

¢ And he shan’t haveit,’
angrily.

¢ Tom, don’t be angry,’ Chrissie
said. . I will get another for Dick.
Come along, Baby,’ she said kindly, -
and the little brother, surprised that
Chrissie should have taken any
pains to help him, quickly forgot
his trouble, and allowed himself to
be led away. In the meantime,
Tom forgot his ill-temper at sight
of his sister’s kind little face, and
began to wish he had given up his
toy.

As Chrissie walked towards the
house with her little brother she
told him of the angel, but he did
not seem to understand when Churis-
tobel showed him to him. - He could
not see him, and yet he was close
to little Christobel, still with the
same sweet smile.

When little Christobel had fin-
ished her task of comforting Dick,
the angel called her again. Hc
had other things for her to do—
things which, somehow, she had
not thought of before, but which
seemed easy with that loving friend
First he
led her into the garden again, .
where two brothers and a sister
wanted a fourth for a game,

¢It’s no use asking Chrissie,” she
heard them say, ‘she mever will
come when she’s wanted.’

‘But I willl” Chrissie answered
with a bright smile, and they were
sorry they had let her hear what
they said; and though she was very
tired after running about a great

gaid Tom

~deal, she was very happy to think

she had been wanted.
And then the angel took her
away to the house and to the school-

room, where her governess was sit-

ting alone, As the angel geniy

pushed the little girl into the room,

she noticed how tired Ler governess

looked, and how lonely she seemed

to be with no one to talk to her.
(To be continued.)
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LESSON II.—APRIL 10.

Peter Confesses the Christ.
Mark viii,, R7-38.

Golden Text.

Thou art the Christ, the Son of the liv-
ing God. Matthew xvi., 16,

Home Readings.

Monday, April 4 —Mark viii., 27-38.

- Tuesday, April 5.—John vi,, 80-71.
Wednesday, April 8.—Luke xviii., 24-34
Thursday, April 7.—Matt, xi., 20-30.
¥riday, April 8,—I, Cor. ii,, 1-16.
Saturday, April 9.—II. Tim. ii., 1-15.
Sunday, April 10.—Matt. xvi.,, 13-28.

27. And Jesus went out, and his disci~
ples, into the towns of Caesarea, Philippi:
and by the way he asked his disciples, say-
ing unto them, Whom do men say that I
am?p

28. And they answered, . . . John the
Baptist: but some say, Elias; and others,
One of the prophets.

29. And he saith unto them, But whom
say ye that I am? And Peter answereth
apd saith unto him, Thou are the Christ.

30. And he charged them that they
ghould tell no man of him,

31. And he began to teach them, that
the Son of man must suffer many things,
and be rejected of the elders, and of the
chief priests, and . . . scribes, and be
killed, and after three days rise again.

32 And he spake that saying openly.
And Peter took him, and began to rebuke
him. ;

83. But when he had turned about and
looked on his disciples, he rebuked Peter,
. .. saying, Get thee behind me, Satan:
for tlhou savorest not the things that be of
God, but the things that be of men.

34. And when he had called .. . the
people unto him with his disciples also, he
sald unto them, Whosoever will come af-
ter me, let him deny himself, and take up
his cross, and follow me.

35. For whosoever will save his life
shall lose it; but whosoever shall lose his
life for my sake and the gospel’s, the same
ghall save it. :

86. For what shall it profit a man if he
«shall gain the whole world, and lose his
own soul? 7

37. Or what shall & man give in ex-
change for his soulP g

38 . . . whosoever therefore shall he
ashamed of me and of my words in this
adulterous and sinful generation; of him
also shall the Son of man . ., . be asham-
ed . . . when he comelth in the glory of
bis Father with the holy angels.

g (By R. M. Kurtz.)
INTRODUCTION.

We are gradually approaching the close
of our Lord’s life upon earth. ' In this and
vecent lessons we study events within
less than a year of the crucifixion. In the
passage considered to-day Christ and the
disciples are at Caesarea Philippi, a town
about twenty miles north of the Sea of
Galilee and near Mt. Hermon. The place
is now known as Banias.

In this lesson we find Christ instruct-
ing his disciples, and also extending his

teaching to include the people about him.

His instruction covered the subject of his
own personality, his approaching death,
and also the application of this principle

of self sacrifice to the lives of men and |

women. 78
This lesson is full of spiritual teaching.
Don’t be content with the bare facts and
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records. Seek the fullest significance of
every verse. Passages of Scripture are like
mines of precious ore, the deeper we ex-
plore them the more richly do they repay
the effort. Read also Matthew xvi., 18-
28, and Luke viii,, 18-27,

THE LESSON STUDY.

Verses 27, 28. ‘Whom do men say that
I ampP’ As the Lord and his disciples were
on the way from Bethsaida to Caesarea
Philippi, he asked them a question. Notice
that he did not here ask for their belief
touching himself, but for the opinions of
men in general. Luke says his question
was, ‘Who do 'the multitudes say that I
am?” He had been so long teaching and
performing miracles among men thet, by
this time, they would begin to have cer-
tain pronounced ideas concerning his iden-
tity. What had all his work amounted to,
as it impressed the masses?

The answers of his disciples indicate the
uncertainty of those who had been mere
spectators. He was to them John the Bap-
tist, Elijah, or ‘one of the prophsts.’
Somehow, there is a wonderful difference
between spiritual spectators and true dis-
ciples. God does not reveal himself to the
unwilling and careless as he does to those
who diligently seek him. You will remem-
ber that, on one occasion, when there came
a volce from Heaven speaking in response
to an utterance of Christ, some who stood

by thought that it thundered, others sup-.

posed an angel spocke to him. People will
live all their lives in one community, at-
tend the same church, and share the same
Christian environment, yet some will ad-
vance far beyond others in their spiritual
perceptions of things.

29, 30. ‘But whom say ye that I amp’
Having heard -what the multitudes
thought, he turns to those who were clos-
est to him, and had had the opportunity
of close conversation with him, enjoying
his plainest and fullest teachings. It is
Peter, the tempestuous and impulsive, that
answers for all, ‘Thou art the Christ.”
Matthew more fully states that Peter said,
‘Thou art the Christ, the Son of the living
God.! He was recognized by this little
company about him as the long expected
Messiah.

Christ at once forbids the disciples to
publish this truth. This may seem strange
at first thought, but we see upon a little
study that the people at large would mis-
understand him, and might create an up-
roar in thelr attempt to elevate him to a
temporal throne. Not only so, but Christ’s
mission was not yet accomplished. Even
his disciples did not yet comprehend what
was before him, and it would not have
been wise to allow anything to tempt men
to render him royal honors, when the
shadow of the Cross wags lylng across his
way. The time had not yet come feor his
assumption ef his sway over this old earth,

81-33. ‘And he bagan to teach them,
that the Son of man must suffer many
things.” Matthew says, ‘From that time
began Jesus to show,” etc. Peter had just
acknowledged that Christ was the Son of
God. It might be natural then for the dis-
ciples to look for continually increasing
manifestations of power and glory, until
all the world was at his feet, but Jesus
checks any such mistaken hopes, by be-
ginning to teach his great sacrifice for the
aing of the world, though he shows that he
will not only die but rise again. This he
said openly, that is, without any figurative
or obscure language.

Poter cannot yet grasp the sad things
Christ has just said about his sufferings
and death. He, in his zeal for his Mas-
ter’s honor and safety, presumes to re-
buke him for foretelling such events. But

Christ promptly checked his over zealous

follower with a sharp reprimand. His re-
ference to Peter is ‘Satan’ does not mean

that the disciple was really Satan or will-

‘Ingly doing the work of Satan, but his
words were akin to Satan’s own sugges-
tions in the time of temptation, and for
the moment Peter, though unconsciously,
was volcing Satanic thoughts.

The plans of God are not the plans of
men, end Peter had not yet risen above
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worldly ideas about the mission of Christ
upon earth. Thousands to-day, in their
so-called Christian teaching and preach-
ing, savor of the things of men. :

34-38. ‘Whosoever will.’ Christ has
been talking to his disciples, about
his work, but now he calls the peo-
ple around him, and speaks to them
of their duty. Whososver will follow him
must deny himself. The one seeking to
save his life to enjoy life, to make the
most of the world for himself, shall lose
it. But whosoever gives up his earthly
opportunities and joys for Christ, shall
find life and joy everlasting. How many
of us to-day really give up anythipg for
the advancement of Christ’s kingdom, out
of our love and devotion to himP Are you
personally making any sacrificesP

‘What shall a man give in exchgnge for
his soul?’ is Christ’s solemn gquestion to us
all to-day. With every one the hour comes
when all earthly hopes and plans and joys
must be laid aside forever. What shall
we _have then to show for our lives as
Christians? = To go further, what hope
have we ccincerning eternity?

The time to bear witness for Christ is
to-day. In this very cold, materialistic
age, when men are seeking money, and
power, and knowledge, and fame, and
pleasure—this 1is the very time when
Christ’s true witnesses are called upon to
endure, for the sake of testifying for him,
the contemptuous wonder of friends, the
sneers of scoffers, and the scorn znd ha-
tred of evil doers., In the presence of these
things is your silence a mark of your

shame over your faith in ChristP Read .

verse 38 thoughtfully and prayerfully.
The lesson for April 17 is, ‘Jesus Trans-
figured,” Mark ix., 2-13.

C. E. Topic.

Suinday, - April 10.—Topic—How the
world’s standards conflict with Christ’s.
Matt. v., 43-48; I. John ii., 15-17.

Junior C, E. ‘T()pic.
GOD'S PROMISES.

Monday, April 4.—Lot taken prisoner,
Gen. xiv., 8-12.

Tuesday, April 5.—The rescue.
xiv., 13-18,

Wednésday, April 6.—Abram’s return
from battle. Gen. xiv., 17-24,

Thursday, April 7.—God’s promise to
Abram. Geln. xii., 2,

Friday, April 8.—God’s promise to
Moses. Ex. iii.,, 12. Ea

Saturdey, April 8.—A promise for you.
X Cot; 11..°9,

Bunday, April 10.—Topic—God’s prom-
ises. Gen. xv., 5, 6; II. Cor. i,, 20.
B

It is wonderful how much one person
can accomplish who is really in earnest.
The story is told of a young Negro who
had spent two years in a mission school,
and who was one of the dullest scholars.
The teachers thought no more about him
"when he left, but a few years afterward
one of them chanced to learn that this
same stupid young man had transformed

Gen.,

- the whole neighborhood of his home into a

little Christian community. He had seem-=
ed a dull scholar, but he had learned how
to help others, and his earnestness and
love had influenced one after another of
his old associates to lead a better life.—
‘Congregationalist.’ :

Expiring Subscriptions.
‘Would each subacxifxer kindly look at
the address tag on this paper? If the date
thereon is April, 1904, it is time that
the renewals were sent in so as to avoid

losing a single copy. As renewals always
~date from the expiry of the old subscrip-

tions, subscribers lose nothing by remit-
ting a little in advance,
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Laughing at Shame.

Dr. G. H. R. Dubbs, in treating of an
aspect of drunkenmess, lays stress on the
fact that people laugh at this vice when
they ought to be disgusted and ashamed,
‘I was once speaking to a man,’ he says,
‘who held the record of police convictions
for drunkenness. He was a gentleman
born, and had been a great athlete. I met
him in a prolonged parenthesis of sobriety
and I believe his brain-cells were at the
time he conversed with me fairly free from
alcoholiec soakage. He said: “Depend upon
it, the habit that society has of treating
drunkenness as a comic incident has some-~
thing to say in the matter of how the
drunkard is led to regard it.” I have of-
ten thought over this phrase, and not al-
ways with absolute equanimity. I took
up an old volume of an illustrated comig
Paper the other day, and I found allusion
after allusion to drunkennessg, and always
from the laughable side.’

To which add what Dr.
says, ‘also with regard to England: That
while the richer classes have become more
temperate and consume less liquor, the to-
tal quantity consumed per head of the
population has not diminished, but in-
creased in the last fifty years.
culated that the average English working-
class family spends six shillings per week
on drink, or about a quarter of their
wages. If that six shillings could be with-
drawn from the till of the publican and
spent on bread and clothesf plenty could
be brought to the working classes at once.
Bixty-three percent of the crime of the
kingdom end seventy-five percent of the
Pauperism was attributed to intemperance,
and the direct deaths from alcoholism have
largely increased both among men and wo-
men.—‘The Cross.’

The Cigarette and the Comin:
Man, '

WHY A BOY SHOULD ABSTAIN FROM
: : SMOKING.

Efforts are just now being made to induce
boys to abstain from cigarette smoking.
Perhaps, however, some boys, while they
would not yield to the habit, have only a
hazy idea as to why it is injurious. There-
fore, the five reasons set out below will be
of service.

1, Cigarette smoki essens the natural
appetite for food, an? injures digestion.
The boy who smokes has a bad digestion
and a poor appetite. Because of this in-
terference with appetite and digestion, the
.food is not properly digested and assimil-
ated, cellular activity ie checked, and the
?mwth and development of the body ser-
ously interfered with by this early pois-
oning.

2. It seriously affects the nervous sys-
tem. The rush of blood to the head, the
dizziness, the unsteady beating of the
heart, the distressing dreams—all show

_how seriously is the mervous system af-
‘fected. This effect on the nervous system
is sufficient to produce the most marked
chan in the mental activity.

8. It lowers the moral tone. RBoys who
would not tell a lie on any other matter,
not for a fortune, our best and moblest

- boys, do not seem to hesitate a moment to
tell any kind of a falsehood in order to
keep from thelr parents the fact that they
are smoking cigarettes., They hide the
cigarettes. They smoke them away from

_bome. They try in every way to conceal
the truth. Indeed, they will do all man-

ner of things in order to deceive those

are nearest and dearest to them.
It creates a craving for strong drink.

WT'»

John Watson

It is cal--
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The hot smoke from the cigarette tends to
make the mouth and throat dry, and cre-
ates a peculiar sinking sensation in the
stomach. Water may temporarily relieve
this dryness, and may temporarily check
the sinking sensation. But with the moral
ttone lowered, and the mental power weak-
ened, the desire to yield to the first temp-
tation is strengthened, because of the
flimsy excuse that the boy must have
something to wet his throat. And so it
goes on, from bad to worse. In other
words, the boy who smokes more easily
accepts an invitation to a ‘treat’ than one
who does not smoke. 5

5, It is a filthy and offensive habit. No
matter how stealthily the boy may do his
work, sooner or later his clothing becomes
saturated with the oder of tobacco. Omne
of the most inexplicable things in this
world is that a well-dressed, highly-ac-
complished young lady will git by the side
of a young man in a railway carriage, or
will walk by his side in the street, and

‘siubmit to inhaling this most offensive
odor—bad at all times, but, of course, in-
creased a thousandfeld when the smoking
machine is in full operation,

An article of this kind would not be
complete without a reference to the good
work done by the International Anti-
cigarette League, which has now 21,350
members as a result of two years’ work.
The headquarters of the League are at 57
and 59 Ludgate Hill, London, E.C.—The
‘Christian Age.’

An Unwelcome Memory.

In the midst of my thotights and medi~
tations this morning there came up, like
Banquo’s ghost; the vision of a scene that
occurred sixty years ago. It was a scene
that I did not love to recall—one that I
would have buried beyond all possibility
of resurrection if I could. But there it
was, 88 fresh and vivid as if it had hap-
pened yesterday. Under sudden excite-
ment I lost my self-control. I said and
did what was foolish and wrong. I was
sorry for it soon after. I repented of it,
and believe that I was forgiven. But re-
pentance and forgiveness could not keep
the photograph from taking ifs place in
memory’s gallery, for nothing that we say
or do or see or hear is ever absolutely for-
gotten. Some one has compared the hu-
man memory to a file of newspapers. They
are piled up one upon another, day after
day. Only the latest is in sight. But by

turning over the file you can find any

page or column that you want to read over
agsin, This turning over we call recol-
lecti: ‘We can often recall the past by
an effort of the will, though quite as of-
ten we try and fail. And then theve is a
law: that we call association, It seems
that in some way there are wires running
through the file and connecting the differ-
ent items. If you touch one of these wires
it may bring up some long past'event,

And I find this illustration in a book of
anecdotes: :

A painter, famous for his delineations of

natural scenery, domestic life and battle ~

scenes, was compelled, by ill-health, to
give over his work and seek rest in the
country. There he grew worse, and in his
delirium he described the several scenes
~and groups he had studied and portrayed.
His room became a chamber of imagery,
on whose walls all the studies and paint-
ings of his life re-appeared. What he had
contemplated, conceived and forgotten, re-
appeared under the influence of disease.
What pictures of earthly scenes will the
day of judgment bring before the mind,
which will justify the  decisionl of ; the
righteous Judge! 2 !

Good old Thomas Fuller, who died in
1861, contends that it is easier to remem-
ber and recall the evil things that we do
and hear than the good ones. His words
are: '
~ Almost twenty years since I heard a pro-
fane jest, and still remember it. How
many pious passages of far later date have
I forgotten! It seems my soul is like a
filthy pond wherein fish die soon and frogs
live long. Lord, raze this profane jest out
of my memory. Leave not a letter there-

11

of behind, lest my corruption (an aph’
scholar) guess it out again; and be pleased
to write some pious meditation in the place/
thereof. And grant, Lord, for the time tdl
come (because such bad guests are easien
kept out), that I may be careful to not to
admit what I find so difficult to expel. = |
Let us all joln in this prayer for divine
belp in keeping the memory pure.—Senex
Smith, in ‘Journal.’ o

Old Country Friends. - |

Do our subscribers sll know that the
postage on papers to Great Britain and
Ireland has been so greatly reduced that
we can now send any of our publications,
postage paid, at the same rates as obtain
in Canada.

‘Daily Witness,” post paid, $3 a year.

‘Weekly Witness,” post paid, $1 a year.

‘World Wide,” post paid, $1 a year. iy

‘Northern Messenger,’ pest paid, 80c¢ year(
rca e R

Any one of the many articles in “Wgqrld
Wide’ will give three cents’ worth of pleas
sure. Surely, ten or fifteen hundred such
articles during the course of a year aré
well worth a dollar. {

‘Northern Messenger’ subscribers are en= !
titl:;i‘ to the special price of seventy-fivae
cen 28

§
3

é s y

‘World Wide.

A weekly reprint of articles from leadl-
ing journals and reviews reflecting the
current thought of both hemispheres.

So many men, so many minds.

; Every
man in his own way.—Terence. .

The following are the contents of the issus A
of March 19, of ‘World Wide’:

e )

ALL TH® WORLD OVRR.
England’s Greatness—* Colliers’ Weekl: ," Now Yor| v
Mr. L{rt_telt,(m and Chinese Lnbor*Ths; * Pilot,’ Lgrl::don.
Bir William Harcourt's Retirement ; A Charaeter Sketoh—
By Harold 8pender, in the ‘Daily News,” London.
New Inspector-General—Duke of Connaught—The Man-
Tl‘x:heﬁwr ‘lG’bFarll.an.’ b i
¢ Royal Treasury—The ‘Btandard,” Loudon.
'.l‘l?e King at Cambridge—-Bpecial Correspondence of the
Daily News,” London.
The Mormon Unveiling—~The New York ‘ Evening Post."
he Tsar's Great Chanee—'Public Opinion,’ London,
'he Man Whe Made Japan; ‘Ewmporor not. for Myself but
for my Poople'—Bt. Jamen's ‘Gazette,’ London.,
The Herml ingdom—T. P,, in ‘T. P.'s Weekly,’ London.
Fallen Statesman—The Corean Minister for War—The
Manchester * Guardian,’
Japanese Proverbs and Sayings.

SOMETHING ABOUT THE ARTS.
Pianos Past and Present—The * Daily Telegraph,” London.

CONCERNING THINGS LITERARY.
The Busy Child—8ong, by Josephine Preston Peabod,
“*In the Night of Heaviness '—-g “hristi i
tha Binde: M oem, by Christian Burke, in
A Ienten Thought; The Blurred Vision—The ‘Outlook,”
New York,
Axiclethreel(Rcligion—By Gilbert Murray, in the ‘Speaker, ——
ondon. :
An Excursion in Higher Oriticlsm-The Ethical Bea: ng; of'
Tiddledy-winks—By Frank Crane, D.D., in the 'Ifxdgg
endent,’ New York

i

The Kirkyard School of Poetry—The ‘Scotsman,’ Rdin- .

burgh,
The #ersonu.llty of Hawthorne—By William Dean H

in the ‘North American Revieyw.’ i
The Bilent Plaeces of Canada: The Forest—8t. Jamea's

Gazette,” London.
The Citizen Exiled—The ‘Spectator, London.
HINTS OF THE PROGRESS OF KNOWLEDGH.
Consumption—Dr. De Plauzoles’ Book—The ‘Literary
Wofld,’ Lenco 1.
The Ideal Physician—'American Modicine,’
The Sun's Heat and Our Scosons—The New York ‘Herald.”
‘We are all of us Fond of Quotasions,” Indian-English

—The Manchester ‘Guardian.
New Kindergarten Methoda—'Punch,” London,

8cience Notes. .

CUY OUT THIS COUPON.

World Wide

Will be sent to any
address for twelve

L months for
clnlly\ reduced rate of ;
75 Cents, $100‘

by sending this coupon, oy :
'0‘%? have the ‘Messenger’ and t‘%{:rld
de’ for 12 months on trial, the two

papeors for a doliar !
JOHN DOUGALL & BON, Publishérs, Montrea

BUT, ]

Sub-
scribers

-to the ‘Mes-
genger’ ma
kave ¢ Wogld
Wide’ at the




0. THE MESSENGER.

Correspondence

THE ROYAL LEAGUE OF KINDNESS.

Dear Boys and Girls,—Already the ques-
tion has arisen as to a badge for the mem-~
bers of the Royal League of Kindness. One
of you has written suggesting a bit of
white satin ribbon with the initials of the
League painted on it in light blue. Some
of you would like that, T am sure, but
some would not; and though the girls
might be pleased to wear such a badge,
the boys would rather not. Then the
question of enamel pins arises, but here,
again, there is a difficulty. There are some
whom we wish to have join the League
who could not very well spare the few
cents that such a pin would cost. As the
one object of the League is to promote
kindness, we can allow no obstacle to be
put in the way of any one who wishes to
join; therefore, there is no membership fee
and no call of any kind for money.

But, as it is quite true that a badge helps
one to remember one’s pledge, we would
suggest the wearing of a badge in perfect
keeping with the spirit of the League, the

. badge of a bright and sunshiny face. 1
do not know of any deed of kindness more
appreciated by the world than the wearing
of a bright and happy face; and a kind
smile is the best index to a kind heart.
The badge, therefore, is to be worn on
every face, and the pledge to be carried in
every heart bound together in the Royal
League.

We will be glad to have you swrite what
you think about the League, and about
your efforts to keep the rules. We are
also glad to have you get others to join;
you may send in names on a postcard, if
you wish, of those who join the League by
promising to observe the following ruless

To speak kindly to others. = ¢
T speak kindly of others.

To think kind thoughts.

To do kind deeds.

Your loving friend,
THE CORRESPONDENCE EDITOR.

- ANSWER TO INQUIRY.

One of our little friends asks how to se-
cure one of the Bagster Bibles which sev-
eral correspondents mention having we-
coeived. Send the names of four new sub-
scribers to the ‘Messenger,” with one dol-
lar and twenty cents (being 80 cents for
each). Then each of ths subscribers will
recelve the ‘Messenger’ for one year and
you will receive the Bible.

MEMBERS OF THE ROYAL LEAGUE OF
KINDNESS.

Katie B. McDonald.
Bessie Douglass.
Hazel Brown.

Morton McMichael.
Samuel Wismer.
‘Nancy Wisrt}sr.

Grace M. Jdanston.
Flora Violet Atkinson,
Bessie B. McGee.
Lillian I. McGee. /
Annie Pringle.
Annetta Cook,
Estella Hayward.
Abbie Spafiord. .
Hattie V. Borrowman,
Gertrude Dresser.
Christina Gilchrist.
Thomas Gilchrist.
Lillian Euretta Cunningham,
Robert Scott.

Xdith Scott. ’

LETTERS RECEIVED.

Clara Godard, Nellle Bailey, E. C. R.,
Vioclet Graybeil, Harry W. Graham, Nan
I. McGlashan, Alvah Carter, Mabel McGee,
“Georgina = Jefferson, Georgina Morrison,
* James Warren York, Orris Dawson, Win«
mie J. Wallace, Clifford D., Roy C. B,

Archie McQuarrie, Lila Craig, Marguerite
G., Libbie Steinberg, Russel Richardson,
Aggie Bailey, Nettie Transe, H. M. Nes-
bit, Annie J. McAuley, Wesley McAuley,
Ella M. Corbett, Edna May Ruthven, Liz-
zie May M., E. M. M., Mary Gillies, Lewis
A, H.,, Ida Buckland, Glenn Stewart,
Ianthe Shupe, L. N. 0., Gertrude A. L.,
Irene McKenzie, Stanley R. Hayne, John
Pangras, N. F. M., Raymond 8., Fred.

Petero, Thos. R., L. E. Cunningham, Hil-

liard D., Richard Mann, Bessie C. McBain,
Stella Sander, Bethesda Bristow, Ida
Freethy, Job Adams, M. G. R., Lily Rod-
way, Jennie J. 8., Ruthie B., Hanford
Burney, Hattie Maltby, Laura Yake, Ka-
tie May Mackintosh, Belle Stevenson, Jes-
sie Rollins, Gertrude T., Bruce Marshall,
George Davicon, Maggie B. P., Florence
Irene W., Tommie Izzard, Ethel R. Craft.

THE BIRTHDAY BOOEK.

‘We are sorry for the disappointment of
those who sent in their names too late for

the March birthday book. Wie hope all

April names will be sent in before the
first of April, and we want all the May
names to be sentin before April 25.

New Liskeard, Ont.
Déar Editor,—I have just finished read-
ing about the new society you have start-
ed. I think it is a good idea, and I would
like to join. I am sure all the other ‘Mes-
senger’ readers will, too. This will be my
third year for taking the ‘Messenger.’
and I do not know how I ‘could do with-
out it now. We live on a farm fourteen
miles from New Liskeard. I belonged to
the Band of Hope and Mission Band when
we were in town, but there are not enough
here to have either. Wishing the ‘Mes~
senger’ and the R. L. of K. every success,

ANNETTA C.

: Kincardine, Ont.
Dear Editor,—I was born in Manitoba,
and came here three years ago to live on
the old homestead, which is two miles and
a half from the town of Kincardine, which
my grandpa settled on fifty-three years
ago. The town is situated on the shore of
Lake Huron. It is a very pretty summer
resort, and people come from a distance to
spend their holidays by the lake. There
are two furniture factories, a grist mill, a
foundry and a number of stores. I have
one brother and one sister, my brother be-
ing in South Africa. He went there three
years ago. My papa takes the ‘Weekly
Witness’ and ‘Northern Messenger.” I
think the story of ‘Daph’ very interestingyj

also the HEditor’s letters.
JAMES MacL. (aged 10).

Froatburn.

Dear Editor,—I have taken the ‘Messen~
ger’ for nearly five years, and think it the
best paper in the world. The stories are
interesting. I have no brothers or sis-
ters, and we live with my grandfather on
a farm. My grandfather is the biggest
man that I ever saw ; he weighs three
hundred pounds. I would like to have my

name in your birthday book. I 'am eight,
. years old. Wishing the ‘Messenger’ every

success, BLANCHE B.

e McAlpine, Ont.

Dear Editor,—On Saturdays, after I get
my work done, I have fine fun coasting on
the steep hill behind our barn. We lived
in Manitoba about five years. I liked to
live ouf there and see the big wheat fields;
but it was very cold in the winter, some-
times forty or fifty degrees below zmero.
We did not*have as deep snow there as we
have here. The snow would pack hard,
and I could walk on the snow to school,
and sometimes a team could go on it. The
people had to go a long way to get wood—
often ten or fifteen miles. Wishing the

‘Messenger’ every success.

FREDDIE C. (aged 11).

~8Salmon Point, Ont.
Dear HEditor,—In the ‘Northern Messen~
ger,” dated Feb. 18, you invited your read-
ers to join the ‘Royal League of Kindness,’
80 I have concluded to do so. I think

~ parrot.

April 1, 1904,

that it is & good idea. When Ethel M. A.,
of New Brunswick, wrote a letter to this
paper a long time ago, she said she won-
dered if any little girl’s birthday was on
the same date as her own, Nov. 28, Al-
though I am not little, my birthday is on
that very same date. She said she was
eleven; I am four years older than that.
I have one sister, Mary. She i3 is in Pic-
ton, sewing. My little brother, Alva, died
when he was three years old. If he had
lived he would have been nineteen now,
while Mary is older. Picton is our near-
est town. The great evangelists, Cross-
ley and Hunter, were there a few weeks

ago. My favorite pastimes are reading.
and music. I am taking music lessons
DOW. At what age do we have to stop

writing to this paper? I suppose you
have got tired of me by this time, so I
will say good-by, but will always remain
your admiring reader,

ABBIE S. .

¥ Buckingham.
Dear Editor,—Miss Josephine, of Mul-
grave, gave us quite a lecture about so
many of us writing about our pets, did
she not? My memory gem is something
like hers: ;

‘Oh, wad some power the giftie gie us,
To see oursels as ithers see us.

But how much better if by spells
They should see us as we see oursels.’

Her lotter is very nice; but everyone does
not think the same as she does. I can-
not give my favorite flower, because all
flowers are so pretty, I cannot say which
I like best. Lilies of the Valley, narcis-
cus, forget-me-nots and wiolets are ex=
ceedingly pretty. I am very fond of musio
and reading, One of my sisters is a
beautiful player. ;

A large fire occurred in the business part
of Buckinghampa short time ago. A few .
dwelling-houses were burned, too. They
were unable to check the progress of the
fire owing to a deficlency in the water-
works. IMother and father have just re-
turned from visiting friends in Niagara,
Buffalo, Solway and Syracuse. Both are
much improved in health.

I hope Miss Joseplhine will write soon

again. Believe me to be your sincere well
wigher, HILDA.
- Elmo, Que.

Dear Editor,—I sent you four subsecrib-
ers for the ‘Northern Messenger,” and X
received a lovely Bagster Bible. for which
I wish to thank you very much. I gave it
to my sister Flossie for a Christmas pre-
sent. She carries it to Sunday-school each
Sunday. ' She is eight years old. It was
8o long in coming, that I grew impatient,
for which I want you to excuse me. Our
Sunday-school teacher has formed a Jun-
lor ©. E. Society, and my sister and T be-
long to it. We meet efery Sunday at three
o’clock. I hope that every one of us will
strive to please God by doing what he
wants us to. We movéd up here from Buec-
touche, N.B. It is a lovely place, and we
live right near the school. On Wednes-
day, Feb. 10, our school was burned to
the ground. We think a tramp set the
fire.. It seems too bad, as we came here
on purpose to be near the school. My
grandma and grandpa are in Buctouche
yet. My papa is dead. We all like the
‘Messenger’ very much.

MAMIE McC. (aged 9).

Fredonia, Chaut. Co., N.Y.
Dear Editor,—We live about a mile from

Lake Erie, and it is very cold in winter,

because we get the winds off the lake;
but it is very nice here in summer. I
have two sisters and four brothers. 3 €
am the youngest in the family. I was
twelve years of age on June 11 last. For
pets I have two cats, two kittens and a
Wishing the ‘Messenger’ every
o MARY ETTA 8.

success,
3 SRRl

Ten cents worth of pure fun—the ‘World "

‘Wide’ Cartoon Nuimber.
advertisement. »

See illustrated
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Vitee-Ore points the way for storm-tossed sufferers to a haven of Health
and Comfort. If you have been drifting in a sea of siockness and disease,
toward the rocks and shoals of Chronic Invalidism, Port your helm ere it be
too late } take heed to the message of Hope and Safety which it fiashes to
you j stop drifting about in a helpless, undecided manner, first on one §
course and then another, but begin the proper treatment immediately, and &
reach the goal you are secking by the route so many have travelied with
success. Every person who has used Vite-Ore is wliling to actas a p_iiot
for you ; each knows the way from having followed It j attend their advice,
follow the light, and be cured as they have. Can you afford to disregard it ?

SENT ON 30 DAYS’ TRIAL.

You Are to bo the Judge!

'READ OUR SPECIAL OFFER. Dol W Uabiarabic
WE WILL SEND to every reader of *THE S

? NORTHERN MESSENGER,” or worthy person i o g i ool

b recommended by a subscriber or reader, a full- sands In Canada Whomi Vite-Ore Has

.; 3 * sized One Dollar package of VITZ-GRE, by mail, Cuted of

3 post-paid, sufficient for one month’s treatment, Serious Kidney Troubles

to be pald for within one month’s time after re- ;
ceipt, if the receiver can truthfully say that its HOUSANDS of people have pain in the

P

B use has done him or her xﬁore good than all the back and wonder why; it’s there,but

- ) drugs and dopes of quacks or good doectors or they don’t know what causes it, and

'J»" patent medicines he or she has ever used. Read § rub t%e ?ack ;)A,lthnllnmzlellllt:hand a,m:llykpor-

& i i 1 . ous plasters, but it’s st ere, and keeps
this over ggain carefully, snd understand that we Mbare nth-tis shmer. aWakes 1o i, ol

ask our pay only when it hag done you cod that the trouble is in the Kidneys, and
and not before. We take all the risk; you have | yzes the right medicine for such a};,;ouble,
nothing to lose. . If 1t does not benefit you you § as did Mr, Harrington. The doctors have
pay us pothing. Vites-Ore is a natural, hard, | many ways ot telling if the patient’s kia-
adamantine, rock-like spubstance—mineral—Qpre | noys are working right and normally; they
—mined from the ground like gold and silyer, § ©ADn prove by analysis, by examination of
and requires about %wenty years for oxidation. :.‘de]]:f{’ w?fthd" BE nft um;" tihsi il oo
It contains free iron, free pulphur and magne- ef,,i'“r, té y{eu to Xeiuﬁgrer"?ﬁm th:’ fau‘;:’rs-
sium, and one package will e&;ml in medicinal | in the kidneys. The dull, aching pain In
strength and curative value 800 gallons of the | the small of the back, the sharp, terrible
most powerful, efficacious water drunk fregh at | sensatlon when arising from a stooping
the springs, It is a geological discovery, }o posture, the heavy, dragged-down feeling
which there is nothing added or taken from. It | When standing long In one position, are all
is the marvel of the century for curing such dis- | 5015 n (hase gr:;?ng :ntdroﬁ%!l’:zttggzeguzg
eases as Rheumatism, Bright's Disease, Blood | bo treated promptly and effectively. That
Poisoning, Heart Trouble, Dropsy, Catarrh and | Vitae-Ore provides such a treatmient the
Throat Affections, Liver, Kidney and Bladder i?llllétvging ltetlt;r tro_:n 'BMr. \l/)h;}c?ntf.liuﬁ:r-
Aliments, Stomach and Female Disorders, La n, oi Hgmont bBay, P.H.L, w &=
Crippe, ‘dalarlal Fever, Nervous Prostration :;]O;S;t);zt:iblbeeyg:&a}he shadow of doubt or
and General Debility, as thousands testify, and o
as no one, answerlug this, writing for a package, Read What Hs Says
will deny after using. Vitee-Ore has cured more EGMONT BAY. P.E.I
chronie, obstinate, pronounced incurable cases Words fail me o tell
than any other known medicine, and will reach how I have suffered,
such cases with a more rapid and powerful cura- st Pt P
tive action than any medicine, combination of has cured me oiK§~
; ; 3 medicines, or doctor’s prescription which it is R
s S R R S posgible to procure. erdl years. My ba
Vitae-0re will do the same for you as it has done for hundreds of readers of ‘THE NORTHERN :;‘,.‘3, saaperh Wera 8
MESSERCER’ if you will give it a trial. 8end for a $1 package at our risk. You have nothing work five minutes {n
to lose but the stamp to answer thig announcement. We want no one’s money whom' Vite-Ore R s
~ ocannot benefit. You are to be the judge! Can anything be more fair? hat =ensible per- ) m?numm stry lghu?x;
son, no matter how prejudiced he or she may be, who desires a cure and is willing to pay for it, up again, and the pain
would hesitate to try Vitse-0re on this liberal offer ? One package is usually sufficient to cure ordi.
pary cases ; two or three for chronic, obstinate cases, We mean Just what we say in this an- .
nouncement, and will do just as we agree. Write to-day for a package at our risk and expense,
- giving your age and ailments, and mention *THE NORTHERN MESSENGER,’ so we may know that

‘.N‘..\“

7 VT almost unbear-

# able, I am now a3
etro in the back
and vigorous and full
of vimas I wag aL16
gaars, and I give

I v hanks toVitee-Ore for

you are entitled to this liberal offer. s he great change.
s YINCENT J, HARRINGTON.
1TSS CURES ARKE PHRMANENT, BT o
1 -
It Isn’t the Medicine Which Does You SOME GOOD Which Counts, But the Medicine THAT CURES ! g:afm};os‘slf‘ ffm;}:x?t::: %ﬁﬁi fxgutggsi l:)?--
- Vitse-Ore is That Kilad! It Cures, and Its Cures Are Permanent! THIS PROVES IT! ans, D,O NOT DHLAY, but begin the

u?xs'x' STE. MARIE, Ox¥, -I had Bhoumatism and Dymah very bad for thrag years, and during that time tried reatment immedlately with this natural
the reme dies advertired for these troubles. Vits-Ore fing1 1! J i gt the thi J 3 ’
g;?ogxptnl t.:x ugod two paokages, whioh cured mo COMPLETELY. TThat was elg Eoy?:u”m'o.n-‘zégﬂu\‘e 5%11?5?11:: curing and heallng Ore. It is NATURE'S
never. returne R 3

/SPECIFIC for all irregularities of the vital

rgans, for every uble in the physical 3
orces, & specific which works in a rational, ! B
. NOT A PEN“Y UNLEBB BENEF'TED- prompt and !molsﬁlt aloannetr that no olher ' 33
A ; medicine or combination of medicines can ;
This offer will challenge the attention and consideration, and afterward the titude of every livin s ¢
d . porson ,vbho degires better health or who suffers pain ?ﬁs and digeases which hak*e Hohed the medionl world | duplicate. ;
" and grown worse with age, We care not for your nkepticism, ut ask only yc:rr investigation, and at our Bend for a Package on 3o Days’ Trial,
- expense, regardless of what ills you have, by sending to us for a package. ~Address :

’ =0 : ' . M. DEPT,, Y :
| THEO. NOEL, - - - Geologlst, L.’ Yooy

.
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" HOUSEHOLD.

Enjoy as You Go.

~ Some people mean to have a good time
"when their hard work is done—say at fif-

Others plan to enjoy themselves when
' eir children are grown up. Others mean
'to take their pleasure when tﬂaey get to be
{ wich, or when their business is built upon
{ & sure foundation, or the farm is paid for,
; or the grind of some particular sorrow is
overpast. :

Such persons might as well give up ever
having a good time. The season of de-
light, which is so long waited and hoped
for, too rarely comes, Disease, poverty,
death, claim each his victims. The lives of
those whom we love, or our own, go out,
and what is left?

Then. take your pleasure to-gay, while
there is yet time. Things may not be in
the best shape for that visit you have heen
go long planning to make your only sis-
ter. It might be better if you could wait
till you had a more stylish suit of clothes,
or till the boy was at home from college to
look after the place, but she is ready now.
You are both growing old—you had better

J okn drives round with the horse, ‘Just
jump in, mother,” he says. ‘It is a lovely
day. You need the fresh air.,’ Don’t say,
‘I can’t go—I was intending to make some
cakes,” or ‘My dress isn’t changed.” Put
of your warm coat, tle a veil around your
hat and take your ride. If you don’t take
such things when you can get them, they
are apt to be missing when you want them
again.

Don’t say, ‘I shall be glad when that
child is grown up!  What quantities of
trouble he makes!’ No, enjoy his cunning
ways; revel in his affectionate hugs and
kisgses—they will not be so plentiful by
and by. Enjoy his childhood. = It will
look sweet to you when it is gone forever.

Enjoy the little of every day. The grest

. favors of fortune come to but few, and}f
. those who have them tell us that the quiet

. end homely joys that are within the reach

of us all are infinitely the best. Then let
us net cast them away, but treasure every
sunbeam and get all the light and warmth
from it that the blessing holds.— Famlly
Herald.’

P ]
Home Nursing.
(Amelia E. Graessle, in ‘Union Signal’)
The most essential of the very many
. things that should be observed in the care
of the sick, are the proper ventilation and
light of the sick-room. First and fore-
most, a sick room should always be on the
sunny side or southern exposure and as
far from the sitting-room and kitchen as
possible, to avoid the noise of the house,
and the odor of cooking. An ideal room
would have two ¢r three windows, a bed
(iron preferred), a dresser, a few plain
chairs and a plain table. The room should
be thoroughly cleaned two or three times
a week by scribbing the floor, and wood-
work. The furniture may be cleaned by
making a suds of Ivory soap and using a
soft cotton cloth or soft hair brush, and
then polishing with a cotton cloth or a
chamois skin, In sweeping the foom, the
raising of dust may be pravented by sim-
ply pinning a cloth round the broom. In
dusting, use a damp cloth to prevent the
dust from flying.
In making the bed, if it is necessary to

use a rubber sheet, a draw-gheet should

be placed over it, which is done by folding

_ & sheet in the middle and tucking in on

both sides. In case no rubber sheet is
available, clean mnewspapers will angwer
the purpose, and afterwards they may
be destroyed. The Hnen should be chang-
ed on the sick bed every day, and the soil-
ed linen and other wash material should

at once be removed from the room.. If

the room i# a large onse, a constant cur-
rent of fresh air may be cbtained by low-
ering one of the windows from the top. If
the room is small and communicates with
another room by a door, throw open the
window in the adjoining room, leaving the

door open between. When there is only a
small bedrcom, the air may be kept pure
by opening the window a little way and
placing a screen before it.
ghould be ‘well covered. A screen may be
improvised by taking a sheet and throw-
ing it over a clothes-rack or by simply
opening an umbrella and placing it be-
fore the patient’s face. Open the window
wide, and air thoroughly.  As the room
becomes warm, remove the extra covering.

In ventilating the sick room great care
must bs taken to prevent the patient from
taking cold, and draughts must be care-
fully a.voided

Scarlet fever, diphtheria and pneumonia
patients need plenty of fresh air, No
greater mistake exists than to keep these
patients in close, warm rooms.

The 1oom rust be supplied with a ther-

mometer. In fever cases it should read
65 degrees F.; and in lung diseases, 70
degrees T, :

ok N R S
The Old Bottle.

Get me out the bottle, wife, Fikes)
It is our time to take ‘

The nightly drink of the Ore of Life,
The Brew of God’s own Make,

That keeps our blood in action still,
F’en though our bones are old,

That helps us carry out Cod’s will,
Though the ashes of life grow cold.

s

You and I know what it be,
Though some there are who mock,
We know what it’s done for you and me,
This Ore, this Earth-born rock,

That lifted you up from a siege like death,

When the night all around was black,
That carried me through hke an Angel’s
breath
' When my hold on life seemed slack.

Twas full five years ago, wife,

That time of trouble and pain,

When we thought no power could win the

strife
Nor life in our bodies retain,
But came a rift in the clouds, wife,
When Vitae-Ore to us was brought,
Hope again in our bosoms was rife,
To win the 'struggle bravely fought.
You and I know how we did win,
How drink after drink we took,
And with each draught gave thanks to
Him

As the pangs of disease us forsool,

{ And since that time with each Moon-rise

We’'ve taken the nightly dose,
A Homage to it and the All-wise,
And so we shall till we close,

A full-gsized One Dollar package of Vitae-
Ore—the Ore of Life—will be sent on thirty
days’ trial to every reader of this paper
who requests it. Read the offer made in
this issue by the proprietor, 'l‘heo Noel,
Geologist, of Toronto, Ont.

Selected Recipes.

Bread Dumplings.—Soak stale bread in
eold water for fifteen minutes then squeeze
as dry as possible. To each pint add two
tablespoonfuls of milk, one well-beaten
egg, two tablespoonfuls of melted butter,
one-half of a teaspoonful of salt, one-half
of a teaspoonful of sugar and sufficient
flour to make of such consistence that the

mixture will not fall apart when a small'

spoonful is dropped into boiling water.
Have the water slightly salted and boil-
ing vigorously. Test a spoonful or two of
the mixture. When of the right consis-
tence drop a number of spoonfuls at a
time into the water and cook for five min-
utes. Lift out with a skimmer and ar-
rangé in a dish, keeping them hot over
water or in the open oven until all are
done. Serve as a course at luncheon ac-
companied by stewed fruit.

RO
PATENT REPORT,

"Following s a list of patents recently
granted by the OCanadian Government
through the agency of Messrs. Marion &
Marion, patent attorneys, Montreal, Can-
ada, and Washington, ‘D.C. :

The patient .

- oy

Nos. 85,661, George Bryar, St. John, N.
B., joint for lead pipe; 85,8663, Albert L.
Mowry, 8t. John, N.B., lock nut; 85,684,
Stanislas M. Barre, Winnipeg, Man., ap-
paratus for pasteurizing or keeping cream
and milk; 85,686, Jas. C. Anderson, Vic-
toria, B.Cy4 preserving jar; 85,695, Edward
¥. Wilson, Elkhorn, Man., frult harvester;
85,778, Richard L. Myres, Winnipeg,
Man., fence construction; 85,880, James T.
Griffith, Lachute Mills, Que., carding ma-
chine attachment; 85,983, Fred. B. Wood-
worth, Grafton, N.8., saw-mill feed; 85,~
0385, Alexander Murray, Golspie, Ont., gate

; Is.tch

NORTHER“I MESSFNGER

(A Twelve Pago MHustrated Weskly.)

s

One yearly subscription, 80c.
Three or more coples, ssparately addresaed,

950 each.

Ten or more to en jndividoal address, 20c
each,

Ten or more separate!y addressed 28c per
copy. !
The abova rates Include postage for Canada (ox-
cepting Montreal City), Nfld., U. 8. and its Colonies,
Gireat Britain, New Zealand, Transvaal, British
Honduras, Bermuda, Barbadoes, Ceylon, Gambia,
Barawak, Bahama Islands, Zanzibar, Hong Kong,
Cyprus, Fijl, Jamaica, Malta, Trinidad, British
Guiana, Gibraltar,

For Montreal and foreign countries not mentioned
aboveadd 50¢ a copy postags.

Sample package supplied free on applica-
tion, :
JOHN DOUGALL & BON,

Publishers, Montreal.

o ———
BOYS AND GIRLS.

BOYS AND GIRLS ALL OVER CANADA
can make money easily, Sees money-~
making prize winning Owl and Monkey +
competition plcture elsewhere in this
paper.

FREE TO
SABBATH SGHOOLS.

The ‘ Messenger’ is at once the
cheapest and most interesting papest
published of its kind,

The Subscription rate for Subbath
school clubs is only twenty cents

jear. ;

f your school already takes an=
other pa,per,perhaga some particular
class would try the ‘Northern Mes«
senger.” The ‘ Messenger' stories
would prove a real incentive to
regular attendance and would be
helpful in every home the paper
entered.

Our experience is that if ona
class gets it the whole school will

order it before long. The circulas
tion of the ¢ Northern Messenger’
has grown with leaps and bounds,
numbering to-day over sixty thous
sand copies a weelk,

- Buperintendents or teachers. may
have it on trial for four consecutiva

weeks, FREE OF CHARQGE, in suffis
 eient” numbers to give a copy ta

cach family represented,
JOHN DOUGALL & SON.
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Thé ‘\&fsct)r(:lcllt :Widef CA RTOO N N'lfjel\t?z;g?igtggpy- '

ining over One Hundred Comic Sketches and a War Map.
e Also a Coupon worth Twenty-five Cents.

{Belng one-third of a subseription to *World Wide'to January, 1505. See foot note.)

Colored Cover Illustration.  Specia! Paper.
Is exceedingly funny. A splendid hit,

A Most Laughable and Effective Review of the Year.

2

AGENTS o aEen :
Commissions and Prizes.

ENTS WANTED in every county
ﬁl?ouglgout COanada and elsewhere, Agents
g get 80 percent profits in cash, and may ésn
eally valuable prizes, such s organg,
Llo’oles. old watches and libraries, aggro-
gating ﬁnndred- of dollars.

Anyone—even boyls and giitls l;ltng: ml
h 1d sell twelve copies of Laga-
!gl;mstc‘o\r‘;orfd Wide' Oartoons in a single
our.

12 coptes sold at 100 each.....
12 coples cost the agent,..s

Leavinga profit to agent....eeess-es 70
Thig o itself would be good pay for a couple
of hours of pleasant work. Buf, besides
this, there ia the opportunity of winning
valuable prizes as follows:—

5 PRIZES FOR THREE DOZERN.

the'agent who sells the first three dozen In his
or!l;:r cﬁu‘gf.y will be given over and above the profit !
of 82,10 in cash, one of our splendid FOUNTAIN
;&%ngm‘s watoh, or books of the value of $1.50 to

PRIZES FOR BIGGEST LIST.

Besgides the mw;&du gust mentioned, really fine
i fe}{olqs, organs, gold watches, or books of equal value
will be awarded to those sending in the largest lists, |
One such prize for village competitors
ne m:v% prjze for town competitors,
ne such prize for clty competitors, '
\ It will bo seen at a glance that these prizes will be i
waorth working for—and they will be carefully selected
of really good valua,
e adition is now on the press and orders will be
filled in rotation a3 received.
twill be ‘qulte safe for anyone to send for three
dozen, cnolosing therefor $1.50, which, as shown .
above, will yield u profit of §2.10 besides the chanco
of the county and gemcral prizes.

ORDER FORM.

For the convenience of agents, the following form
may be used,

.

JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
Publishers, Montreal: :
) Please send me three dozen of your tencent Maga-
X gine of 'World Wide' Cartoons, for which I encloze
; fon-oﬂioe order. for $1.50, in full payment, and whioch
will sell at ton cents a copy ; the eutire proceeds to

- helong to we.

OR THIS FORM

yet would like to try it,

JOHN DOUGALL & BON, }
Publishers, Montreal:

of ' World Wide' Cartoons, wl
poon as possible afier they arrive, al

soon a8 I collect ¢ amount.

ARIINEEIEIEE. (v ve vaiwoimns va uo dND Sy 44 s Wi §

This smali lot'wil ensiire the
"Those who send for thre

TRAMER o icass criisinihins SaN ISR T S oo
¢
ADDREREL Coiscsvaavoneisriavis seoibs s s dodirsse

B T R R R R T TR seae

May be used for thoge who fear that they might
not know how to&o to work to sell three dozen, and

R PR R R R S

Please send me six copies of ﬁom' ten cent Magazine

ich I agree to sell ag
ten cents a
ocopy, and to send 'X;u twonty-five cents in stamps as

BEADER < 52 s ok srsinrs veb b aga v sanis d sy s o wasasis

R L e T R R L P R

t 34 cents profit
but it will mean delay in getting further supplk?: :
¢ dozen at once cbviousiy
-have the best chance of winning the prizes,

.. 1004

The Paris news stands and agents report that a similar
collection of 1903 cartoons enjoyed a larger sale than any
other publication in the French capital. y

Single Copies, Ten Cents each. Stamps accepted.

All Orders filled in rotation as received.
JOHN DOUGALL & SON, Publishers, Montreal.

Address Immediately,

‘women.

the paper warmiy to my friends.

Dr. 8. E.
I read without skipping.

evesaans

week by week in the
of readers than woul

otherwise enjoy them.

MOTE-This Magazine of (fartoons while complete in itself, is an annual feature of
) 20 pages wockly paper called ‘World Wide,” lssued ot one dollar a year, and which contalng
besides the best Curtoons, the best artlolés that appear in the beat British and Ameries)
publications.. This publication 18 in its fourth year and is endorsed
Free Sample Uopy will be supplied with ‘every copy of Cartoon Magazine.

President Trotrer writea—ldl’ook eagerly for your weekly collection of good things, and recommend
Dawson writea—I take a good many papers, but “World Wide' is the only oné which

Prof. Rhodes writes—" World Wide' is a delight to me, Read every word.

Bir Algernon Coote, Bart., writes—I am delighted with ‘World Wide.' The publication is super-
for to any of a similar kind that 1 have seen on either side of the Atlantic,

‘World Wide' appeals to thinking people of all sorts and conditions.
both sides of the moat interesting subjects. “Its only mission is to select the best things that appeal
est British and American publications, and pass them on to a wider circle

eminent men an

It i unbiased, glvin'g

Is your county being canv'assed for the above ?
~ Note the cash premiums and  valuable prizes.

A Touch of Sentiment.

Mr. Finnegan had been ill all winter,
and was just getting about. It had been
hard for Mrs. Finnegan, who had to take
in washing. Fortunately the family was
small in number and well grown. As Mr.
Finnegan began to get his strength back
he tried to help his wife, who let him stir
about a little and then sent him again to’
his cheir, - : S
‘You must Jet me help you wid the
~ clothes,’ hie saia, one morning, as the bas-
ket grew to a heaping white mound.

- ‘8it etill where ye are, Jim, dear.’

‘Annyway, I can put up the line.’ :

‘IZ you like. 'Tis a fine day, and ’twill

\

not hurt ye to stay out a minute.
put on yer hat.

£he watched him through the window as
he pulled the line taut and tied it round
the top of the post. He seemed yery ac-
tive, and she was glad. : ;

When he came in he had a good red spot
in his cheek, and he hoisted one end of the
bagket as far as the door, S

Mrs. Finnegan hung a table-cloth on the
line, pushed down the pins as they strad-
dled the rope hard, then stooped for an-

But

other mouthful of pins and a bed-spread..

Scon that flapped in the wind. :
When she had fillled the line down one

length and back on the next turn, it slip-

ped, and the white clothes lay in the mud.
Mrs. Finnegan turned quickly and looks

ed through the kitchen window. Mr, Fin-
negen sat looking the other way. With a
few quick sweeps of her bare arms, Mrs.
Finnegan pulled the clothes off the line,
rolied them up and put them in a pile on
the side of the basket away from the
house. Then she strung the line again,
knotted it hard, and hung the rest of the
clothes from the basket.

The soiled clothes she flattensd artful-
Iy into the bottom of the basket, and,
taking it up lightly, went into the house
and slid the basket under the table.

‘Jim, dear, will ye go in the room while
I sweep up here, and ye needn’t gome
back, ’cause I’ll be cooking dinner by 'n’
by, and I'll have the winders open.’—‘The
Temperance Leader)
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THE MOST NUTRITIOUS.

EPPS’

GRATEFUL - COMFORTING

COC

BREAKFAST ~— SUPPER.

EURE DEATH 70 RATS,
CROWS, SQUIRRELS,
RABBITS, ETC.

4\ Boye! How vomd I 1ike to have an All-Steel !.onz-!’is- 3
i ta.nco Air Rifie of the best make and Iafest model, that shoots B, B. 3
8hot, Slugs and Darts with terrific force and perfeet acourasy?  We ore i
giving ewsy Absolutely Freo thesc spiendid Rifies fo anvons who &4
wilt sell pnly 134 dom. Jarge packages of Sweet Pea Secds atH
180, each, The packages are beautifully decorated in 12 colors, and each §
onedontaing 42 of therarest, preuiest and most fragrant varieties fnevery i
imaginable color. Everybody bizys. M. Speeles, Mono Miila, Ont., :
said: T no sooner opened my p-rcal t)?un T had all the Sesde soid, Tbey &
: went ke wildfire,” A b0c. cortificate free with each package, Write ugs Po ;
@ to-dmynnd wewill gend the Seeds postpaid. Boys,thia i3 the beat Alz G2 .
R ms, 1t has all ateel barrel and Gttings, improved glo! be ulghu, pmo\ grip and &
walnut stook, 15 always ready for Squirrels, Rats, Spatrows, eto, . Allen, &
Brandon, Man., says: ¢ I roceived m 31& yeaterday and think 1t i-abe‘uty. I8
hnvo ubo¥ birds nlready Do on Beed Uo., Dept.” 423 Toronto. §
3 ORRLIEL

ﬂandsome Presents FREE Pi&T“RES CH CRENT
SEND NO MQNEY

=—NO SECURITY ASKED—
‘We leud ou 15 large beautitully
colored g cturea. SR lex')}‘
n‘a

nam
"The Fa.mu
before Pilotz" Bock of Agu.
These plotires are handsomel
finished in 12 colors and could nof
‘bo bought for less than £0c,
in any stors, Yousell them for
280. edch, send us the money, and 3
for our trouple we gend you &
sgold nnmmd l)oublo
0l tol, Jady's
%mﬁ Z9, mmy snd ‘elabor-
O,My engraved in soli s old de-
. trns. 1 and seby
8, ¢ Wﬂ te us A
t- cay andw wlll mg}slymxthe plotires

fﬁh b u-o our lustrated Prowlum Lish showlng dozens of othed
eyl ol tha
and we will imquhmmo%o mﬁ Address, Homo Azt Co,, Deph 416 T

pABYS OWN 2| i QY | Erem miexn
® Slsiiant @D — |
-] BA Y N ’8:5?%31?‘:“{%%" at : ) GET INTO
\ THE GAME
7 ‘ =

AGENTS.

AGENTS WANTED TO SELL A 10c CAR-
toon Magazine; large profits assured. Ses
the large advertisement, with illustration
of Owl and Menkey, in this fesue. JOHN
DOUGALL & SON, Publishers, Montreal, =

B 5 1 tell your frionds that o;‘s&
We SOlCIL Lhe brsiness of Manuf acturers, Kn- -;.ano contains the finest
neers and others whoreadzethe advisabilit l f ; "3
aving their Patent business transacted by
perts, Preliminary advice free, Charges mo e-
rate, Our Inventors’ Help, 125 pages,sentu
request. Marion & Marlon, New York Life Bl d‘.
Montreal 1 and ‘Washington, D.C., U.8.A, gx’;‘
ul colore. Wenlio gve o &er-

tm' ts worth

ggpqrtun :y to gof thig handuomo Gnld fintshed Eoub ?
ntzn? Case Wateh "ﬂ’"” gnaraved, k
STEAM . gueesy e €00 mga NLok, ¥
ENG'N 1 Ing, without #
E ‘sirsa;’mnd Don't
3 300 Revolutions in & S!‘AF b ‘w”’"'v Eo.. P
IltGL Boey runuing, swift and owcr- ;
Pht. Etrong)y adg of dteel and brass,
hendyomely nioks) plated, Has belt
¢ Wheel, steam whistle and islaly valve,
iron stsnd, ];I;z’l ‘boller and steam cheat,
#teel plston and uiujwnironbumot
compartents, Boys!
N powerful teun En e ls h'eo

; you for ge only @, be;
i 00 on{ 3 ackages. of wee&‘ 3&
% oe s &b s eRch.
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