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A Quick Reply to a Mother’s
Prayer.

An officer of the Salvation Army stationed
in the North of England tells a remarkable
story concerning a soldier’s faith in God
for the salvation of her son. He had been
the prodigal of the family, and was a con-
tinuval source of anxiety. His mother never
ceased to pray for his salvation. One Sun-
day night in the prayer-meeting she was
much exercised about her boy’s salvation;
and although he was not then in the meet-
ing, she commenced to wrestle with God
in prayer for his conversion, and asked God
to take hold of him wherever he might be
at that moment. Tears were coursing down
‘ber cheeks as she prayed. Those who heard
her will never forget the scene, nor that
which followed. Whilst she was yet pray-
ing, her son came into the meeting, and
walked deliberately out to the penitent-
form. The strange part of it was that the
Salvationists were more demonstrative
about his arrival than the mother, for when
they stopped her in her prayer to teil her
it was answered, she simply said, ‘T knew
he would get saved to-night.’—‘Christian
Herald.’

A Springtime Secret.

(Marian Isabelle Hurrell, in ‘Our Little
. Dots.")
The merry song-birds twittered in the soft
. Sweet springtide air, <
The flow’rs were nodding gaily, there was
gladness everywhere.
And happy lads and lasses in the grassy
meadows played

With buttercups and daisies ‘mid the pleas-

ant, leafy shade.

‘Chirp, chirp!’ a birdie carolled to a feather-
ed comrade mear. : ;

‘I have a little secret I would whisper to
have a littl

".l‘we,:t?'tweet!' and ‘Twitter, twitter!’” came
~ the answer low and sweet;
‘Please tell me all about it, I should love
to know—Tweet, twept!”

Then softly chirped the little bird, high in
the tree-top’s shade, .

‘It is about a dewny nest, where three small
eggs are laid,

I'm half afraid to

breathe it, lest some

naughty boy should hear,
And rob my cosy little home of ali I hold
most dear.’

Then came a burst of music from two Jittle
feathered throats,

The air was full of melody—of glad and
tuneful notes.

‘Chirp, chirp!—you'll keep my secret? trill-

ed the one, in carol sweet;

Whilst the other answered gaily, ‘You may

trust me, dear—Tweet, tweet!”

+
Prayer for Israel,

—_—

TEN DAYS OF PRAYER, MAY 1-10, 1902.

[We have been requested to publish the
following notes by Thos. M. Chalmers, supt.
Messiah Mission to Israel, 247 South Centre
Avenue, Chicago.]

When God wants a thing done he first
sets men to praying. This is ever the order
of progress in the Divine Kingdom. Moses
prayed, and the sons of Amalek were de-
feated. Samuel prayed, and the Philistines
fled in discomfiture, Jehoshaphat prayed, and
the hosts of Ammon and Moab were over-
thrown. Luther prayed, and province after
province was lost to Rome. Wilberforce
prayed, and the shackles fell from 800,000
glaves,: Each new step in the missionary
march of God has followed on the earnest
supplication of his believing people. Back
of the great missionary movement of mod-
ern times were the praying circles of Bri-
tain and America. When God would plant
a mission station among the Jews of Buda-
pest he led a Catholic Archduchess of Aus-
tria and a Scotch Presbyterian to prayer.
In all the Jewish and Christian centuries
the story is the same. An omnipotent God
has waited for the pleadings of his people,
and his hand moving in the affairg of men
has shown the prevalency of their petitions.
- Many earnest Christians believe that a
new crisis confronts the Church of Christ
in America. God is summoning the Church
to the evangelization of the Jews. What

-God’s Word?

are the elements of this crisis? What are
the signs of this call?

The facts that constitute a present crisis
in the Church’s relation to Israel are vari-
ous and manifold.

The Church, unlike Samuel, is forgetting
to pray for the Jews. Samuel said to the
Israelites, ‘God forbid that I should sin
against the Lord in ceasing to pray for you.’
Forty to sixty years ago prayer for the Jews
was a frequent thing in the pulpits and at
the firesides of our Christian communities.
Now one seldom hears a prayer for the
covenant people,

God has given the Church in America a
marvellous opportunity. When she prayed
her opportunity was limited. In 1840 there
were but 15,000 Jews in the United States—
now they number almost 1,200,000. They
have multiglied nearly eighty-fold in two
short generations. The increase since 1880
has been over 900,000. More than 60,000
Jews landed here in 1900. God has brought
them to our doors. They have been trans-
ferred from the midst of a dead ecclesias-
ticism into contact with the most vital form
of Christianity. Truly some great purpose
lies in this fact. Just as the Jews are or-
ganizing a return to Palestine, enough of
them to form a nation are suddenly remov-
ed four or five thousand miles further away
from the promised land. No movement of
such magnitude has occurred among them
since the fall of Jerusalem.

A growing infidelity accentuates the ori-
sis. Reform Judaism is but another name
for unbelief in the Word of God. The
rabbis of reform, polished and cultured, are
spreading all over our land the baleful
teachings of modern rationalism.  Thou-
sands of young men, breaking away from
the old trammels, are following the lead
of these false teachers. Infidel works form
the staple reading for many of these bright
minds. . The result will soon appal the
world. Jewish immorality, almost unheard
of in Bastern Europe, is a growing evil in
our Jewish centres. If not counteracted by
the gospel Jewish irreligion and vice will
mightily aid the forces of ungodliness in
corruptng our national life. One of the
spiritual ‘leaders of Germany has declared
that thefatherland is threatened with dechris-
tianization by means of Jewish infidelity.
The safety of society demands the instant
evangelization of the Jew.

Apparent failure in Jewish mission work
in our Jand marks the acuteness of the crisis.
One after another of the great denominations
has given up Gospel work among the Jews.
They seem unable to conduct such missions
with success. But it may be the failure
lies with the Church rather than with the
field. The work of Jewish evangelization is
one of peculiar difficulty and requires the
fulfilment of special conditions for success.
Have the Churches met these conditions?
Have they studied the field in the light of
Perhaps God has been test-
ing the churches of America with reference
to the Jew. In Europe much success has
attended Jewish missions. Perhaps a like
expenditure of time, money, labor and
prayer would bring a like glorious fruitage
here. Our American impatience for im-
mediate fruit in this hardest of all fields
may be our condemnation in the sight of
God. - R

By what voices is. God now calling his
Church to prayer for Israel? THach faoct
mentioned above speaks with trumpet tone,
summoning us to humiliation and suppli-
cation, but in addition, note the following:

The voice of command and promise. Thus
saith the Lord: ‘Sing with gladness for
Jacob, and shout among the chief of the
nations; publish ye, praise ye, and say, O
Lord, save thy people,  the remnant of
Israel’—Jer. xxxi., 7. How many of us are
saying that? In Ps. exxii., 6, we have com-
mand and promise united in a beautiful way
for our encouragement: ‘Pray for the peace
of Jerusalem; they shall prosper that love
thee.’ We refer also to Isaiah xlv., 11; Ixii.,
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6, 7, and the example of Paul, Romans x., 1.

The fruitful character of the Jewish mis-
sion field where properly cultivated. Much
fruit has been gathered in the last hun-
dred years, though not all as the direct re-
sult of the mission. According to the ‘Jew-
ish Year Book’ the number of Jews through-
out the world is 11,245,000. In the nine-
teenth century 72,000 Jews accepted Protes-
tant baptism, not to mention the 132,000
baptized into the Greek and Roman Catholic
Churches. This is one Protestant eonvert
to every 156 of the present Jewish popula-
tion, The number of baptized  converts
among the heathen and Moslems in the
same period was 2,000,000, or one to every
525 of the present heathen and Moslem
population. The same degree of success
among heathen and Moslems as among Jews
would have shown 7,000,000 of converts, in-
stead of 2600000. Three times as many
Jewish converts enter the gospel ministry as
of converts from among the heathen. A
careful comparison of facts shows that no
mission field of modern times has been 80
fruitful as the Jewish.

The great neod of men and money. Raib-
inowitz, the neted Jewish-Christian lawyer;
visiting America in 1892 wrote, ‘The thirty-
five days I epent in America were very sad
and bitter days to me. . There I saw
the sheep wandering through all the moun-
tains and upon every high hill—yea, they
are scattered upon all the face of the earth
and none did search or seek after them!
Ezek. xxxiv,, 6. Oh, Jesus my Saviour and
King! where are thy messengers? where are
thy preachers? command them to come and
seek the lost ones in Ameriea!” There is a
great cry for workers—for men and women
filled with the Christ-love and having the
true hunger for souls, who can wait with a

“patience like God's and trust him through
years of darkness.

Money also is greatly needed. Large giv-
ers are desired, who can make possible a
new era of aggressive effort proportionate to
the greatly increased need. While Jews are
lavishing tens of thousands on synagogue
and temple to maintain a religion which
their own leaders deelare is dying, amd to
scatter abroad their infidel polson, should
not Christians dedicate their wealth to win
80 princely a people to the vital and vital-
izing truths of Christianity ¢

God’s choice of Israel to become a nation
of missionaries is a call to prayer fairly
electric with a divine energy. Whatever
the future may enfold this much at least
Is evident from Scripiure, that God pur-
Doses using the Jews in a large way in
bringing the world to Christ. Isaiah fore-
#aw this purpose, xxvii., 6; ‘Israel shall blos-
som and bud, and fill the face of the world
with fruit’ Paul asks with enthusiasm,
‘If the casting away of them be the recon-
ciling of the world, what shall the raceiv-
ing of them be but life from the dead? ‘To
the Jew first’ reveals the divine strategy of
missions, not only in the first century but
in all centuries. If the Jew is Lhe centre of
the divine purpnses, them his evangelization
ought to be the supreme object of Christian
effort. The Jew is the key of the world’s
missionary campaign. Here is the citadel
of all opposition to God. A German writer
says, ‘In unbelief, as in belicf, the Jews are
the leaders of mankind.” No other iaission-
ary eunterprise is so urgent as this. Prof.
Franz Delitzsch said, ‘For the Church to
evangelize the world without thirking of
the Jew is like a bird trying to fly with one
wing broken.” Israel's ralation to the king-
dom of God is a trumpet call to prayer.

This is the crisis and this the eall. Ia
view of the mass of dying Jewish humanity
all about us we issue this appeal to prayer.
We lovingly yet earnestly ask Christians all
over America to unite in humble petitions
to God for Israel during the remainder of
the current year, and especially that they
devote the first tea days of the coming May
to this purpose. °Ne svgges. that prayer he
offered in private, ia the servives of the
churches, and wherever circles of God's re-
membrancers (Isaiah Ixii, 6, 7) may be able
to meet. We invite pastors to preach on
Israel’s need arnd the Church’s obligationg
on Sabbath, May 4th, and urge on their peo-
ple the duty of love and prayer for Israel.
If the Christians of America wiil deyote
these ten days to earnest prayer and fast-
ing, . who can tell what waves of blessing
may overspread the Church sn<d ex‘end cven
to the poor sons of Jacob®

i

The Last of a Noted Family.

On Friday, Feb. 4, there died at his home
at Huntley, a few miles from Alberton,
P.E.I, in the 84th year of his age, John
Gordon, Esquire, leaving a family of three
sons and three daughters. Deceased was
the second eldest in a family of nine; two
of them sleep in far away Errcmanga and
e others in the village cemetery near
their former homes. Mrs. Gordon, who sur-
vives her husband, is a daughter of the late
James T. Campbell, of Park Corner, in
Queen’s County. Early in life Mr. Gordon
was appointed a commissioner in the
small debt court, and over forty years ago
he and the late Stanislas Perry were wont
to occupy the seat of justice at Alberts.
For many years deceased was an elder in
the Presbyterian church, as were also his
father and brother Robert, Mr. Gordon was
a man of sterling integrity, and led a devout
consistent life, He served well his genera-
tion, and his name will not goon be for-
gotlten in the community where for over
balf a century he was a prominent man.

It may be in place here to give a brief
notice of the Huntley Gordons and their
first gettlement in the Province. The name
is one of the most illustrious in the annals
of Scotland, and those bearing it were for
the most part distinguished for patriotism
and mora]l worth.

tobert Gordon, the grandfather of the
deceased, was a native of Inverness, Scot-
land, and was born about the year 1750.
Prompted by, the martial instincts of his
clan, he in early life joined the British
army and in 1774 came to America as an
officer in that world-renowned regiment, the
42nd Highlanders, just as the Revolutionary
war was appearing on the horizon. In 1782
at the close of that terrible struggle he se-
cured his discharge, returned to Scotland
and before very long was united in mar-
riage to Hlizabeth MeAulay, of Nairn, a
town not far from Inverness. In due time
a son ‘was born, who in after years became
the progenitor of the family under review.

' Robert Gordon was entitled to 300 acres of
land in British America in consideration of

military service, so taking his wife and chiid
(then less than a year old) he returned to
the new world, landing at Shelburne, Nova
Scotia. After remaining there over a year
he crossed to Prince Edward Island, where
he resolved to drive down his tent pins.
Qur Province at that time had few roads,
travelling was done mostly on foot, alon-g
shores and through forests. ‘While re-
turning from Charlottetown where he had
been to secure the deed of his property, he
fell through the ice off Covehead and was
drowned. Shortly after the unfortunate acs
cident a second son was born, who was
called Robert, after his lamented father.
The eldest was named John.  Without at-
tempting to describe the young widow’s pri-
vations and trials in a strange land and new
country, I pass on. The heroine, for such
she was truly, succeeded not only in bring-
ing up her two boys, but in giving them
an cducation sufficient for the duties of life.
The eldest on arriving at manhood settled
on land between Kildare River and Alber-
ton, naming the place Huntley, after the
ancestral home of the Gordons in Scotland.

“His wife’s name was Mary Ramsay, who

must have been a woman of unusual ex-
cellence. As already stated, the family con-
sisted of six sons and three daughters. Rob-
ert, the eldest, was a man of superior mind
and fine literary tastes, and he made fre-
quent contributions to the newspaper press
of his day. He was a magistrate, an elder
in the church of his fathers and was active
in all forms of Christian work, He died in
1875 at the comparatively early age of 59
years. George Nicol Gordon was born in
1822, studied for the ministry, was ordained
and in 1856 left home for missionary work
in the New Hebrides: after laboring in Er-
romanga with much zeal and success he
was, on May 20, 1861, cut down by treacher-
ous savages. A younger brother, James, fol-
lowed and met a similay fate on the same
Island some years later. But the story of
these noted men is familar to most of your
readers; I therefore omit giving details,
Death was a frequent visitor to the home of
this excellent family; an unmarried daugh-
ler was called away in the bloom of youth,
and a son named Archibald was accidental-
ly killed in 1862 when 37 years of age; the
father fellowed in a few years. Notwith-
standing the difficulties in the way of ac-

quiring an education aar!xt}k or seventy years
ago, to the credit of John Gordon and his
excellent partner, every member of the fami-
ly received what in their day was consider-
ed a good education.

On arriving at manhood, Robert Gordon
settled at Cascumpec and raised a family,
of ten sons and one daughter, several of
whom are yet living.

Post Office Crusade.

LETTERS FROM INDIA.

The following sums have been generousry
sent to our office with requests that the
‘Messenger’ shall be forwarded to children
in India. We publish a letter that accom-
panied one of the remittances. We also
add a letter received from India showing
how much the missionaries and others ap-
Dreciate the literature which the ‘Messenger’
readers are so kindly forwarding.

Subserber, Owen Sound.. .. $1 00
J. Gibson, Mossley.. .. v es os s oo 1 24
A Friend, Edmonton .. .. .. .. .. e )
Mrs. Potts, Meyershurg.. .. ., .. .. 145

(J. C. Kelly, Nelson, N.H., kindly sends
‘Northern Messenger’ to a lumber camp,
where it will be equally appreciated.)

2 Edmonton, March 3, 102,

Dear Sir,—I was just reading that little
story in the ‘Northern Messenger’ on the
posta]l crusade, and enclosed you will find
one dollar. Please send your valuable paper
to one of those little Indian children who
have nothing like the opportunities that we
have in this Christian country. They will
find something helpful in your paper, both
for the young and the old. May God bless
the reading of the ‘Messenger,” and may its
subscription grow larger and larger eyery
year, for it is a grand paper. I remain, yours
sincerely, | A FRIEND,

Holmwood, Coonoor, S. India,
March 6, 1902.
Dear ‘Messenger,'—It was with great sat-
isfaction I last ‘home mail day’ received

from the postman a big armful of papers

from our faithful friend, Mrs.. Cole. On

examination there proved to be a splendid

assortment of the ‘Messenger,” ‘British
Workman,” ‘Ram’s Horn,” and a few copies
of the ‘Youth’s Companion.’ The last men-
tioned went to a dear little boy Who has
Spent three weary months in hospital here,
The ‘Ram’s Horn’ is welcomed by the sol-
diers, who have the use of it in a Soldiers’
Home near by, and then pass it on to in-
valid comrades in hospital. We are so glad
and grateful to have this wholesome, light-
giving literature to distribute by the way.
Some of it goes to my Sunday school class,
some to the soldiers as mentioned, some to
a centre for Christian work among railway
men at the foot of our mountain, some ot
to the lonely tea estates, and some is given
away in the humble homes of our little town.
There is not a single children’s or young
people’s paper or magazine published in
English in all India. The English-speaking
families with whom we have to do are not
in touch with any Huropean country and so
this wealth of good reading was to them
non-existent till it began to reach them
through the P. O. Crusade. Just now an
effort is being made to ywunch u aonthly
S. S. paper, which, if assured, will be a great
bzen  OQur India S. 8. Union was organ-

ized a few years ago, the first general sec-'

retary, the late beloved Dr. Phillips, being
supported by the pennies of Englml S, S.
children. This association has greatly stim-
ulated S, 8. work both among English-speak-
ing and mative people. Lesson helps are
Iprepared by missionaries in the various
vernacular, 3 system of examinations and
prize giving has been instituted and S. S.
work generally forwarded immensely. So
We are moving on and you, dear ‘Messenger,’
are becoming a well-known and very wel-
come factor in the good work here.
M. B, McLAURIN.

P.S.—The ‘India Christian Endeavor,’ now
in its second year, should be mentioned
also. It is addressed almost exclusively to
the leaders in the work and not to children,

Your Own Paper Free.

‘Northern Messenger’ subscribers may
have their own subscription extended one

year, free of charge, by remitting sixty cents

for two new subscriptions.
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Against Odds.

By Frank H. Sweet, in ‘Wellspring.’)

*‘Clams and mussels! Clams and mussels!’

The cry began at the upper end of the
willage, and was repeated at frequent inter-
wvals upntil the two boys found themselves
among the saloons and rickety tenements
of the lower part of the town. By this time
their stock was nearly exhausted. A few
more cries, and a few more visits to kitchen
doors, and their pails were emptied. Then
they looked at each other wilh beaming
faces

‘Splendid luck!’ whispered the one with
the large wooden buckeis; and the little
fellow who carried the quart measure and a
tin pail nodded and laughel gleefully.

The woman who nad bought the Jast pint
of clams watched them compassionately, as
they descended the crooked flight of steps
which led to her upstairs tenement,

‘It's a shame,’ she muttered, ‘a burnin’
shame that them two young uns is ‘lowed
to go so! Old Wilson »ugat to be shet up.
The idee!’

Whatever the ‘idee might he, it was em-
phasized by the violent slamming of her
door.

‘When the boys reached the sidewalk, they
looked at each other questioaingly.

‘Where you goin’, now?" asked the little
feliow; ‘to the store?”

‘N—no; s’pose we go down behind the
bushes, next the river, an’ count our money,
Maybe there’ll be enough to buy her some
shoes.’ :
| From the doorway of a saloon opposite, a
: slouching figure was watching them, curi-
augly. But in their eagerness the boys
i falled to notice him. As they turned down

' a parrow lane which led to the river, the

'

.

afler them.
Reaching the bushes, the boys looked
~ about carefully to see if anyone were 4n
sight; then the one with the wooden buck-
ets emptied his pockets into the brimless
straw hat which the little fellow teld for
him.

: . " “A dollar an’ fifty-three cents’ he said,
slowly, as the last coin tinkled upon tihe
theap. ‘I don’t suppose that'll be enough
to buy shoes an’ stockin’s both.’

g ““Shoes cost an awful sight,’acquiesced the

S o little fellow; ‘but maybe we can find some

cheap ones.’

‘We've got to git somethin’’ said his
brother, decidedly. ‘It’s g-mln cold, and
ma’s beginnin’ to feel her rheumatiz:~-She’s
been barefoot all summer; but she can’t go
that way in the winter, ’cause she ain’t
well.  Maybe we can find sowme kind .of
ﬂm shoes that don’t cost much.’

3

‘How s'prised she’ll be!’ cried the

~litlle fellow, ckutnﬂy ‘Shoes an’ stock-

in’s both. She didn’t have no stockin’s at

ail last m—mthh' but shoes’ Then a

~wistful expression crept into the pinched

“litlle face. ‘Say, Tom, don‘tyou wish you
al’ m*eoukl hm shoes?’

the lane caused ‘them to- tarust the
m&f ﬁie!h* into ‘their mﬂ& T
- ‘Hulle!  Tom—Jim, where be ye?
calied an angry voice. ‘Come out an’ show
Yyourselves! It ain’t no time for foolin’.”
The boys stepyed roluctantly u’om the
S bushes.
; “Now hand over that mcmey—-iqﬁickl’

'Hommwd back almost imperceptibiy. ‘T-

knw;yevvegotitbr{mtheold wo-
man pay ye. Com hand it over!”

figure lumhod m:n the door anil staggered

‘But, pa,’ expostulated Tom, eagerly, ‘we’re
goin’ to git ma some shoes and stockin’s.
She’s beginnin’ to feel her rheumatiz.’

The drunken man’s face became livid.
‘D’ye hear what I said? he demanded, fierce-
ly. ‘Fork that money over, or I'll—I’ll—
you know me!’

Tom slowly drew a handful of small coins
from his pocket and placed them in the un-
steady hand.

‘I wish you'd let me keep part of ’em,” he

+«BOYS AND GIRLSz-

But the little fellow buried his face in the
grass and continued to sob bitterly. The
man gazed at him moodily for a few mo-
ments, and then turned away and went
staggering up the lane. Tom watched the
reeling figure until it disappeared round the
ccrner.

‘Come,Jimmy,” he said, at last; ‘you may’s
well git up. ’Tain’t no use frettin’. We
might have knowed how ’twould come out.
Things always end this way with us.’

A DOLLAR AND FIFTY-THREE CE‘NTS. HE SA'IB, SLOWLYo

said, wls&ully. “It’s gittin® owrul cold for
fclks to 8o barefoot.”

into an angry snm'l. e
~“Jim has the rest’ S

‘Give it to mel’ fiercely. #

Jim gave him the money, and as he saw
the coins disappear in his father’s pocket,

 he th.rew himself upon t-he gm;md glith a

~ sharp 01’7‘- :

The man mrned \him eontemphuously
with his foot. Git up, ye baby,’ he snarled,
‘an’ be thankful I let ye off so easy.’

\

.‘nm rose slowly to. hh feet and began to
.dz-y his eyes with hh ragged jacket, ;
- ‘If we'd kept.some of the money hid an’

not told him,” h¢ ventured doubtfully, ‘meb-

be we’d ’a’ saved it’

Tom tu;med on “him, sharply It we'd
done that we’d ’a’ had to lie about it,” he
said, sharply; ‘an’ you know ma wouldn’t
like that. Come, let’s be goin” e

His face had grown hard, and there was
a defiant look in his eyes, ¥

‘We'll go up the river past the tact'ﬂes
He said, ‘an’ then cut through. the fields, I
«don’t care to go ‘back by the rum shops

Jun nodded sloomuy and pjckegi up _the
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qilart measure and-tin pail. Tom was al-
ready pushing his way through the bushes
to the path along the river.

A thick bank of fog, which had been
creeping from the coast, now began to en-
velop them in its damp folds. The boys
could feel its chill as soon as it reached
them. Jim'’s ragged jacket was destitute of
buttons, but he always carried a supply of
pins in one of his sleeves. These made good
substitutes. Tom did not own a jacket, so
he trudged stolidly on.

Up the river they went, past the great
factories whose outlines appeared as dim
shadows in the fog, along the canal whera
the water flowed, swift and silent, and then
acroes the fields and through the woods and
thickets where every leaf and twig sagged
with the weight of the moisture which tha
fog had left.

The boys said little ag they trudged dreari-
ly along. They were wet, cold, and dis-
couraged. Neither of them had had any-
-thing to eat since long before daylight.
last Tom stopped abruptly.

‘S’pose you could go home and carry the
pails? he asked. ‘’Tain’t over a mile.’

‘Of  course,” answered Jim, promptly.
‘But what for? Where you goin’?’

‘I'm goin’ away,” replied Tom, harshly.
‘I can’'t stand it any longer. I'd ’a’ gone

fore now if it hadn’t been for you an’ ma.”’

Then, seeing the pinched face grow sudden-
ly ‘white, he added, more kindly: ‘There
ain’t no use for me to stay. If you an’ me
stayed on the flats we’d never know nothin’.
I’s too far off for schoolin’, and’ pa’ll never
help us to be anybody. Thera ain’t no two
ways 'bout that. I can stand by ma Dbest by
gettin’ to do somethin’ outsida.

Jim regarded him gravely for a few mo-
menis. ‘I s'pose you're right,’ he said, at
length; ‘but I sort o’ hate to leave ma.’

‘Why, you can’t go!’ hastily; ‘you're too
little. You ain’t but ’leven an’ I'm goin'
on fourteen. Besides, we can't both of us
leave ma; she'd be too lonesome.” Then,
lowering his voice; he continued, confiden-
tially: ‘You must tell ma, by herself, that
I'm not goin’ far. But she'd beiter not tell
pa. I g’pect I shall git a job in a fact'ry
or somewhere, an’ be makin’ money. May-
be I can git ma some shoes an’ things 'fore
it's very cold. Then there’s the night
schools we've heard tell about. Maybe I
can go to them. I'd hate to grow up a fool.’

Jim Jocked at him, irresolutely. ‘If we
could only both go!’ he sighed.

‘Ili we did there wouldn’t be anyone to

look afer ma, an’ she’d be awful lone-

some.’

~ The little felow's face began to clear at
this thought, and he drew himself up to his
full height. ‘I suppose I had ought to stay
an’ look out for her,’ he said, meditatively;

‘but when I git big you’ll be sure an’ come

back to stay, so I can go off—won’'t you,
Tom?
“Tcm promised, and a moment later dis-
“appeared in the fog. Jim gazed after him
until the last sound of his footsteps had
died away in the distance, then he picked
up the pails and vanished in the opposite
~ direction. ;
The next day found Tom sorting waste in
the carding room of one of the great fac-
~tories. There had been little difficulty in
getting work.  Cotton factories have an in-
ordinate appetite for boys, and ten minutes
“after he had applied for a job, Tom was
seated on an Smpty bobbin box in front of
a great pile of waste. 'The work was hard
and dirty and the nours were long, but the
boy gave such matters little thought. He
was at work and earning money, and for

Aty

the first few days he was almost happy.

But as the weeks went by he grew less
satisfied with his position. Who was doing
his work at home, now? Who cut wood
and bro#ght water from the far-away
spring? Who caught fish and dug clams
and gathered mussels? Who watched over
the sad-eyed, weary mother and kept her
fro:n deing hard work? Jim was willing,
but could such a weak little fellow do it
all? Tom knew that he could not, and
gradually a troubled, uneasy expression
came into his eyes.

He was attending the night school now,
but somehow it did not give him the satis-
faction he had anticipated. Over and over
he told himself that he was doing the only
thing possible, that he was doing it as much
for their sake as for his own, that if he
went back to the flats, there would be no
future for any of them. But it was qf no

“‘Ma’! he suddenly exclaimed; ‘you are sml'
barefoot.”

use. Visions of his mother moving wearily
about the lonely cabin, and of little Jim
doing work that was too hard for his frail
body, made him more and more dissatisfied
with himself. .

At last he went to the overseer and gave
up his job. ‘I'm goin’ home an’ help do the
work,” he said, in explanation. ‘You see,
my mother ain’t strong, an’ Jim’s too little
to do much. I hadn’t ought to ’a’ left. But
I've saved up ‘money enough to -buy some
shoes and fhings for ma, and I've got some
gchool-books. Now, I'm goin’ back an’
work an’ study till I git big an’ strong
enocugh to make a reg'lar good home for
fam

His step was light as he went down a
side street to his garret in a rickety tene-
ment near the river. He had been unwil-
ling to spare money for board, and so had
obtained this bare room for a dollar a
month, and had ‘found’ himself by catching
fish in the evenings and by purchasing a
few—a very few—absolute necessities at a
cheap grocery. There was nothing of his
in the attic, but he owed fifty cents for two
weeks in a second month. After this was
paid, he hurried up the path by the mills
and canal, and then out across the fields
and through the woods towards his home on
the flats.

He had not heard from that home for six

weeks, and he wondered what little Jim

would be doing, and if his mother’s cold

was any better. As he thought of the pa-
tient, cheerful mother, his hand went ex-
ultantly into his pocket to the little roll
of silver which represented his six weeks’
labor and his six weeks’' economy,

- A slight fog was rolling in from the

water, but it was not so thick but that he
could distinguish objects several rods away.
As he approached the house he saw Jim
staggering up from the beach with a big
load of driftwood upon his shoulders. This
was thrown down beside the chopping block
in front of the door, and the little fellow
was turning away for more when he caught
sight of Tom. For a moment he stood
transfixed; then a look of delight flashed
into his face.

‘O Tom! O Tom!” he exclaimed, as he
sprang forward. I'm awful glad to see you!’
Then, in an awed whisper, ‘Have you heard?

‘Heard? No. What?

‘’Bout pa. He’s ’most died. That night
you left he fell off’'n a bridge an’ broke his
leg, an’ he lay there all night an’ ’most
froze, an’—an’ the doctor says he musn't
drink another drop—not for hig life.” He
glanced aboul hastily to see that no one was
within hearing. ‘Ma’s jest kept with him
constant, an’ I've done the chorin’ and’
housework.” :

‘It must have been pretty hard for you,’
said Tom, contritely. ‘But how’s ma?

‘Well, there has been considerable to do
since you left,’ acknowledged Jim, philo~
sophically; ‘an’ ma, she's ’'bout the same,
There she comes now.’

‘O Tommy, Tommy!” The big, fourteen-
year-old boy tried in vain to choke back
the sobs, as he felt himself folded in the
quick, warm embrace of his mother. Then
they stood back and gazed at each other.

‘You look peaked, Tommy: have you been
workin’ pretty hard?’

‘Yes'm, consider'ble. - But *twon’'t hurt
me.” He raised his eyes to her face, curi-
ously. Her oheeks were flushed, and a
bright, glad look was in her eyes. What
did it mean? “Had she miSsed him so much?

She 'smiled, as ‘though’ divining " his
thoughts. :

‘It is more than that, Tommy,’ she said.
‘God " does everything for the best. I be-
lieve he is planning better things for us. But
come and see your father.

A lump rose in Tom’s throat. See his
father? Why, his whole life had been spent
in trying to avoid him. What did it all
mean? - But he followed her, wonderingly.

‘O ma!’” he suddenly exclaimed, ‘ypu
are still barefoot.  Here!’ and thrusting
his hand into his pocket, he drew out j,l_xa
silver which he had momentarily forgotten.
‘You must buy some shoes with this, an’—
an' some shawls an’ things.’ :
 ‘You dear boy!’ a sudden ring of glad-
ness in her voice; ‘now we can get the
medicines an’ nourishin’ things your pa
needs.’ T

‘But your shoes, ma!’ expostulated Tom.

‘Never mind the shoes,’ she returned,
joyously; we must get your pa strong,
first. God is very good to us.

Tom scowled rebelliously, but after a talk
with his father, he was as eager and hope-
ful as she. For that long night under the
bridge, when he became sobered by the ex-
cruciating pain of his broken limb, and
with the danger of freezing perilously near,
had brought the man to realize his positon
as he had never realized it before. In the
darkness and stillness, for the first time in
his life, perhaps, he had felt the nearness
of God, and had shuddered to himself. In
answer to his almost hopeless cry had come
the help which never fails. ,

Tom was almost too happy to sleep, that
night. Like many another, he had followed
the path of duty, only to find it leading to
happiness, and the cross he had lifted had
been transformed into a joy and blessing.

3
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- and boys to be had on all sides.
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Dick’s Fall.

(“The Temperance Chronicle.”)

*A terribly hard winter!’

This was the saying on every lip—the
customary greeting on all sides—said with
a shiver and the drawing closer of
warm coats and costly fur. But if
terrible for the rich, what then was it for
the poorer classes? For the scantily cloth-
ed, half-starved masses of human beings
crowding the large towns?

flhe night was well advanced, a bitter,
driving sleet had fallen without cessation
from early morning, accompanied by gusts
of icy wind, sweeping round the corners of
the streets like some evil spirit bent on
cruel missions.

. The thoroughfares were well-nigh desert-
ed; only a few belated beings passed along,
hurrying with all speed to reach shelter and
comfort for the might.

One figure alone did not hasten, but
passed slowly in front of a London club,
watching with eager eyes the door, whence
he hoped someone might issue who would
need his services, and provide him with

~.the means to procure the bread he so sore-

ly needed, and had not tasted since the pre-
vious day.

- Poor lad, his feet were bare and blue with
cold! His wretched clothes searce held to-

.gether, but left his chest exposed to the

bitter blast; one sleeve of his ragged coat
hung empty! and this was the secret of
his being reduced to such abject poverty.

Nine months before Dick Dilson was a
happy lad, singing whilst he worked in the
huge steel factory where he had employ-
ment.

Bach ‘pay-night’ he took his wages home
. With a proud and loving heart, to his poor
. bed-ridden mother, and after, as he called
it, ‘cleaning hlmselt would sally. tprt:h to
do the markeung required for thelr mod-
est needs.

_Then came the great misfortune.

One slip of the foot, whilst turning to an-
swer a laughing question from his ‘mate,’
and the whirling machinery caught his right

~hand amd literally wrenched it off just be-
low the elbow!

"This saved his life, but at what a cost!

" After weeks of suffering in the hospital,

where it had been found necessary to ampu-
tate the poor maimed limb above the elbow,

‘Dick was discharged, cured, but crippled

and unfit for work.

Now began a sad and weary battle for
dear life, not only for himself, but also his
poor, sick, dying mother.

The neighbors, though most of them as
poor as herseif, had kepu her from starving
whilst ' Dick ‘was in the hospital, but after
“his return ‘home they troubled tlieir head
about her no longer.

It was quite natural.

" 'They had their own hard fight to sustain,
thelr own troub!es and cares to engross
them.

"Dick tried again and again to find work,
“but in vain. Poor boy, he had no one to

g;hlm a hem }um!: no intareat to back

Wi with‘-~dﬁéirfowarm.‘
nmf ‘suoh an ‘weakness, when there
were hundreds dtr stroixg, able-bodied men

8o it had come to-this—tramping the
streets from morning until night, seeking
Gdd jobs and being thankful for a tew pence.
‘#But all this bitter weather!

It was killing him.

- Look at his poor pinched face as it turns
towands the now open door; tears must fill

your eyes as you look—tears of sympathy
and pity.

A gentleman stood on the top step.

Dick touched his battered hat.

‘Cab, sir? Shall I fetch a cab?

He could scarcely speak from cold, his
voice was weak and husky.

‘Yes, boy; and look sharp about it—ugh,
what a fearful night!’

Off ran Dick, hope lending him strength,
and he soon returned, hobbling his fastest
to keep pace with the cab, to be at hand to
open the door and receive his earnings.

After directing the cabman where to go,
the gentleman seated himself in the vehicle,
and drew up the window.

‘If you please, sir,’ said Dick, again touch-
ing his cap with his left hand; but, alas!
there was only cruel disappointment in
store for him.

‘What. are you waiting for? Drive on—
stand ba.ck: boy, I haven’t a copper for you.’
And this was his last hope that night!
Poor Dick! He staggered back groaning,
‘Oh, God, help me! I am so hungry!’ and
then slowly and painfully moved off towards

his wretched home.

Alas! there was worse still in store for
him. 3

Dick's parents had been respectable, God-
fearing people, and had well brought up the
boy.

Since his father’s death Dick had been a
very good son to his poor ailing mother,
and never given her one moment’s anxiety.

To-night the devil saw his opportunity—
and took it. Half way home, as he shuf-
fled along with eyes bent upon the ground,
Dick’s steps were suddenly arrested.

He was passing a gin palace, and the door
was flung open almost in his face, allowing
a current of warmth to encircle his shiv-
ering body.

Dick stopped mechanlcany, and drew in
a breath of this delicious heat.

‘He did not see how laden with spirituous
fumes it was; he only felt it warm and
comforting.

He clung to the door-post and looked in.

How enticing! How bright and gladsome
it all seemed, with shining glass, and glitter
of pewter, and loud laughter!

Dick was too benumbed to distinguish
how hollow was the mirth; he only caught
the echo and it sounded warm.

As he still clung there entranced, a man
touched him on the shoulder.

It was one of the men who worked in the
factory where Dick had lost his arm.

‘Why, Dick, my lad, is’t you? You're
down on your luck, I reckon,’ he said,
kindly. :

Dick straightened himself immediately,
and, without a word was passing on; he
recognized in this man a decent fellow when
sober; but, alas! that was rare, for he was
an ‘habitual drunkard, and Dick also felt
ashamed to be seen in so forlorn a plight.

But as he moved to go, his head turned
giddy and he reeled, and would have fallen
but for the outstretched ha.nd of his com-
panion.

‘Why, lad, what's this? You e LY

‘Npt ill, but hungry; ohr. 0. uumy"'

motmad poor Dick.
‘Hungry! Why, we'll soon swp tlwt.
‘Come in here along o' me, and Il give you,

~summat as will stop hunger and warm the

cockles ¢’ your heart in no time.’ .

- So saying, he drew Dick up the steps, and
into the gin-shop.

‘No, no, not here,” gasped chk ki § m't—
I promised mother.’

‘Don’t be a fool,’ said the man, tightening
his grip; ‘come along wi’ me.

Dick had scarcely strength to resist;. he
was drawn toward the bar before he was
well-nigh conscious,

.«Two gins hot,” was the order.

‘Not for me; oh, no, I can’t, moaned
Dick. ‘Give me something to eat; oh, do!’

‘Bat, you fool! Why, this is food and
drink as well. and warmth, and forgetful-
ness.’
~ He tossed off the portion as he spoke, and
then thrust Dick’s glass into his poor, cold
hand.

Ah, how fascinating it smelt!—how warm
felt the glass to his benumbed, frozen fin-
gers. He raised it to his lips.

‘No, I can’t’ he muttered. ‘I promised
mother.” And he set down the glass.

The man, who in the meantime had drank
another portion, glared angrily at him.

‘Drink it, you fool! I'll make you.’
he swore a fearful oath.

Poor Dick!—sick, starving, and weak, he
wavered and fell—he drank the poisonous
stuff.

As a natural sequence to one false step he
took a second, and accepted another glass
from his false friend; and then another;
80 that when at last he reached his home
he was in a state of hopeless drunkenness.

His poor mother raised herself upon her
elbow as he entered the miserable room.

‘Ah, Dick, my boy,’ she said, faintly,
‘have you brought me bread?’

A wild laugh was all the reply, and then
the poor woman saw her son stagger ands”
fall, a few feet from her bed upon the floor.
She thought him ill, amd though suffer-
ing acute pain in the attempt she crawled
towards him and strove to lift his head.

Then the cruel truth flashed upon her.

‘Oh, God!’ she cried, ‘he has been drink-
ing! = Oh, my boy, my boy, hds it come to
this? Oh, God, forgive him.’

The blow was too much for the poor en-
feebled frame, co'uplgd with the unusual
effort of leaving her bed; one great sigh
from a broken heart, and she fell across
Dick’s prostrate body-—dead!

The silent night hours passed, and still
the two figures lay undisturbed upon the.
floor.

Dawn broke—the tardy, cold, grey, winter
dawn.

Still no movement.

It was late in the day when Dick awoko
to consciousness.

How his head ached!

Mechanically he tried to raise his arm,
and place his hand upon his burning fore-
head, but he could not move, there was a
heavy weight lying across it.

Startled and wondering, he opened hig
eyes. Where was he?
 The dingy ceiling of their tiny attic met
his view; then he looked down, and what a
sight greeted him'

Lying half across him, her head pillowed
on his breast, lay his mother—his mother,
who for years had not left her bed! What
did it mean?

And

. One moment of eonmsed thous'ht and

then the remembrance of the past night
came bmck to him. He guessed the sequel.
A deep groan escaped from his lips.
He gently drew away his arm and passing
it under his mother’s head tenderly raised

4it, as he struggled into a sitting position.

Then the awful truth forced itself upon
him; he saw what had taken place durlng

- his recent spell of madness.

His conduct had killed his mo/cher'

That she was sinking daily he knew, but
he had thought to soothe her last hours and
hold her hand in his whilst they. bade each
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other farewell; and now—he almost shriek-
ed aloud in grief and horror.

Pity poor Dick; that wds a fearful hour.
He had sinned and his punishment was very
heavy to bear.

Again the devil saw his opportunity, and

whispered, ‘Go, go out and beg, and so ob- .

tain drink to drown your &Orrow.’

But Jesus, the friend of sinners, stood by
him also, and pleaded with him, and pre-
vailed. Satan fled defeated.

Dick felt awestruck and comforted be-
yond description as he realized the Divine
presence, and tears of relief rolled down
his poor pinched cheeks.

Then he rose, and with difficulty, half
carried, half dragged, the body of his poor
mother on to the pallet bed.

He had never missed his arm so much.
Sently he kissed the cold lips, and drew a
sovering over the pallid face.

What was to be done next?

He sat down to think, resting his aching
head againgt the attic walll

He did not possess a single penny.

flis thoughts would not shape themselves.

A knoeck at the door surprised him, as
he sat musing.

It was so unusual for anyone to seek
them; how could it be?

The knock was repeated, and Dick, with-
out moving, said, ‘Come in.

The next instant he sprang to his feet, his
eyes blazing, his Dbreath coming in great
gasps, as the man who had tempted him
the previous night entered the room.

“You here!’ cried Dick; ‘ch, how dare you
come? Go away this imstant, or I will kill
you as I have killed her.” And higs eyes
turned towards ‘the still form lying beneath
its covering. The man shrank back, and
gazed with horror-struck eyes at Dick.

“Killed her! What do you mean, boy?

Yes, killed her, my mother—I broke her
heart last night.

The man looked relieved, and said, “You
did not lift your band agin her, lad?

‘No, no, not that; but just as surely 1
have killed her.

‘You should not say such things, boy, nor
go for to make such orful statements; you
don't know the trouble you might get yer-
self into. I thought—there, I daren’t tell
you what I thought.’

Dick sighed, and moving across the room,
raised the covering from his mether's face.

‘Come amd look at her,” he said. ‘You
must,” he repeated, firmly, as the man cow-
ered and shook his head; ‘I forgive you
your share in the business, I suppose you
meant it kindly; but you shall look at what
it's dome. -

Impelled by the boy's manmer, the rough
fellow stepped gently forward and gazed
at the wasted features refined by death.
There was eilence for a few minutes, and
then with a sob the man sank on his knees,
and cried, ‘Oh, Dick! Dick! I am a mur-
derer. T killed her, not you, lad, by tempt-
ing you to drink. God forgive me; I re-
pent, I repent. Herse, by your mother’s side,
1 swear I never will touch that cursed drink
again. You'll help me, wom't yer? Come
home with me, and be a son to me and my
poor neglected wife. She'll bless the day
if it cures me o' that beastly drink.

Dick’s eyes filled with tears.

He stretched out his hand towards the
man, and cried, ‘Oh, thank you, thank you;
aye, I'll come and gladly; but I cannot be
a burden to you, he added, as he looked at
his maimed arm, ‘I am so useless.’

‘Never you mind that, my lad,’ his friend
replied; ‘yoh are as sharp as needles, I

know yer. We'll scon find summat for yer
to do, only come home to Sue and me.’

Dick still hesifated, longing to accept, but
fearful.

‘Ate you quite sure you mean it? That I
shall be welcome to your wife?

‘Wait a bit, and I'll show yer,’ was the
reply he got, as the man turned and left
the attie.

Dick was slightly surprised at his sudden
departure, but resumed his seat and his
meditations, whieh were now less glcomy.
In about half an hour the man returned,
accompanied by his wife, ‘Sue,” a haggard
but respectable looking woman.

She went straight up to Dick and kissed
him, saying, ‘Come home with us, my lad;
we ain’t got much, but you shall share what
we have. If my little Johnnie had lived,
he’d a’' bin just your age; come and take
his place, my dear; and, oh, if you can cure
him (pointing to her husband) of that orful
drink, I'll bless the day that you were born.’

‘I'll try, ma’am, said Dick, ‘and I'll be a
gon to you.'

“Then it's settled,” said the woman. ‘Now
you go home with my man and have summat
to eat; you look well-nigh starved to death
yourself; and I'll see to the poor dear lying
here.

Dick felt a load lifted from his heart as
he kissed once more his mother’s lips, and
left her io the care of the kind-hearted wo-
man, who had come in his hour of need.

He accompanied his friend home, and, af-
ter eating the meal he so sorely needed, was

Jeft alone, for the man went off to do a

half-day’s work at the factory.

‘No more “half-days,” Dick, my boy,’ were
his parting words; ‘no more blows for my
poor Sue; no more aching heads for me.’

And he kept his word. Not without
many a struggle—indeed, he would have
given way and fallen again, but for Dick,
who followed him dinto the gin-palace and
forced him to leave his glass untouched in
the very place where the boy had tasted his
first and last ‘cup of poison.

But to return to our story.

The man returned that evening from his
work with a sum of money large enough
to cover all the expenses of burying Dick’s
poor mother. He had told the tale to his
‘mates,’ and they had freely subscribed the
necessary amount, and came with grave
and sympathetic faces to follow the body to
its last resting-place.

Dick soon grew strong with proper food,
and obtained a place as errand boy in a
large drapery ‘establishment.

He joined a night school, and worked
hard to master writing with his left hand.
In this he succeeded, and after a few years
was promoted to being an office clerk in the
same firm.

Now he was able to repay all that his
adopted parents had spent upon him, and
more besideg in loving gratitude; and, what
gave him most pleasure, he could afford to
carry in his pockets loose money for poor

hungry street boys such asg he had once -

been, and for whom he was constantly on
the look-out, especially in cold and wintry
weather, that he might, if possible, be the
means of saving them from a like tempta-

tion and fall to his own.

Newsdealers.

Most newsdealers sell ‘World Wide.! If
your dealer does not handle it, it is probable
that we have not got his address. A post-
card giving his name and address would be
much appreciated by the publishers. John
Dougall & Son., Montreal.

Cuba’s Curious Animals.

The Spaniard is not the only foe the sole
dier will encounter on his Cuban marches,
Cuban sand-flies and mosquitoes are much
like our own, but we have nothing to
match the huge spider, whose bite causes
fever, nor the belligerent ant, known as
vivajagua.

A scorpion, though not so dangerous as
the European’ variety, proves himself un-
pleasant enough to the careless travellers,
and the chigoe, or ‘jigger,’ deals swift re-
tribution to an offender. Its method of at-
tack is inconvenient, for it burrows under
the toe nail, and unless removed at once
builds its nest there. In that case inflam-
mation occurs, and the only relief is the
painful operation of having the little ani-
mal cut out.

Snakes are not numerous, but they in-
clude some of the freaks of the animal
kingdom. The huge maja, longer than two
six feet men set end to end, with a body
twenty inches in circumference, lcoks fierce
enough and formidable enough to put a
whole regiment to flight. It is all a bluff,
for the big reptile is harmless,

Among the birds the soldier may exer-
cise his taste for pets. Those peculiar to
the island have beautiful plumage, rich in
coloring. There are nearly 200 kinds to be
found there, and among them all the vul-
ture and turkey buzzard are almost the only
birds of prey. They are so useful as scav=-
engers to carry away waste material that
they are protected from death by law.
Geese, turkeys, peacocks and pigeons are
the most famillar domestic fowls, and pigs,
sheep, goats, mules and horses, the animals
used.

The Cuban horses are almost a race by
themselves. They are very gentle, they
never kick nor bite nor play any unseemly
tricks on their riders. In some parts of
the island horses receive as much consid-
eration as a member of the family. They
are not tied or confined, but they wander
about the door yard, put their heads into
the kitchen windows to exchange the time
of day, and even on occasion have the priv-
ilege of entering the house. The sight of
humans and eqguines on terms of such easy
familiarity makes one wonder if the days
of Gulliver and his horse cothtry have come
again,

Sometimes the roads are very bad and the
mud so sticky that it holds any foreign sub-
stance like glue. For this reason farmers
braid their horses’ tails, turn them up over

_their backs and tie them to the saddle. No

Northern pony would stand -this indignity,
but the Cuban pack animals seem quife
willing to endure it.

In the mountainous regicns mules are
used to carry sugar and coffee down the
mountain paths, and to save drivers, mules
in long procession are tied together, one’s
head to another’s tail, and with only one
man at the head of the column to guide
the leader, they carry down their burdens

-safely. The hind legs of Cuban mules must

be worked on a different principle from
that in vogue among United States mules.
Here no insurance agency would insure a
man whose business was tying mules to one
another’s tails. :

The only wild animal peculiar to Cuba is
the jutia, or hutia. It is rat shaped, black
and small. It lives in the hollows of trees,
like our squirrel, and eats leaves and fruit.

The juvenile part of the ‘Messenger’ is
continued on page 11. : :
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IN THREE PARTS,

Keeping my

(‘Sunday at Home.")
CHAPTER IIL.

Two days after, the report of our worn
was completed and read out at the close ol
morning school. It was the custom to give
each girl's name with the number of marks
gained in each branch of study. None in-
terested me specially but Effie’s and
Norah's, before my own was read. Eflie’'s
was fairly good, but I was rather annoyed
to find that Norah had nearly the full num-
ber of marks for arithmetic. Still I knew
I must yet be a little ahead. Presently Miss
Marshman came to my name, and following
reports for other exercises, came one for
arithmetic, which fairly struck me dumb.

‘For arithmetic,’ said Miss Marshman,
*there are no marks at all, not because the
work has been done incorrectly, but be-
cause it has been left incomplete. Pupils
are, of course, aware that unless an at-
tempt at least is made to answer every ques-
tion given in each branch, no exercise can
receive commendation. Several sums were
perfectly worked, but others were omitted
altogether.’

Then followed the rest of the report, of
which I heard not a word, either of my own
or of my school-fellow’s success. My cheeks
were burning with indignation and disap-
pointment. Vexed, not merely at losing the
prize, but at being humiliated in this way
before all the class, I was so angry I could
scarcely keep my seat quietly, or restrain
my tongue. My judgment was blinded by
wilful passion, and T made up my mind
during the few moments that I had for
t_neﬁlt.ation that Effie was the culprit. She
was so friendly with the hated Norah, she
wanted her to be successful over my head;
she had, therefore, taken some mean advan-
tage and withheld a part of my exercise, or
destroyed it. I worked myself up into a
white heat of passion, and the instant the
class dispersed, and.J was free, I sought out
the unsuspecting child, and charged her
with the offence. ;

‘So this is the way you freat your Dest

friends, Efie; I began, angrily. ‘You had
my exercises to take to the desk the other
day, and you wanted your fine new friend
to have the best of it, so you played me
a shameful trick. Pray, what did you do
with the rest of the sums? Perhaps you
will be good enough to tell me that. You
don’t suppose I was so foolish as not to
remember I finished them all?’
_ Effie turned to me astonished, her face
flushed. She looked quite frightened at my
violent manner and stern tones. This 1
chose to take for a sign of guilt, and added
gome further bitter reproaches, till the poor
little girl did not know how to reply in
self-defence. ;

‘Oh, Ruth,’ she faltered, when I paused
and gave her an opportunity to speak, ‘Ob,
Ruth, what do you mean? You know I
would never do anything so wicked. I won-

‘you didu’t forget any of the sums?
“Forget any!’ I exclaimed contemptuous-
ly. ‘As if I should forget what I wanted
specially to do best of all’ I filled three
glates with the sums because I wanted plen-
ty of room without crowding them. They
_ were all perfect. I declare it is too bad
to be cheated like this!’ _
Effie fiushed yet deeper at the cruel insin-
uation, but she was really calmer than 1,

and began to see at once where the mistake
had been made. ‘Three slates, Ruth?' she
said, ‘you only gave me two. You never
fill more than two for your sums, and 1
did not think of asking for three.

But I was in no mood to give the matter
any quiet consideration, and I only answer-
ed angrily, ‘Nonsense, Bffie, don’t make Tri-
diculous excuses. You've spoilt all my
chance, and I don’t believe you care a bit.
You think of nobody now bhut that stupid
Nerah, so you'd better go and take up with
her, and leave me alone.’

‘Oh, but Ruth,’ pleaded Effie, as I turned
away from her, ‘Ruth, do listen; do talk
about it. I think we can find out how it
happened.’

‘Hold your tongue,” I retorted. ‘It’s done
now, and can't be helped, and it’s all your
fault, however it happened. It’s no use to
make up a tale about it now; I shan't listen
to anything more. You're a mean little
thing, and I won't speak to you for a
month,’ And with that I flounced out of
the room, put on my hat and jacket, and
started for home, leaving Effie to follow
alone as best she could.

After my temper had somewhat cooled
down and I had time to consider the matter
calmly, I began to see that Effie had been
quite right in the explanation she had
given of the mistake. It was quite true
that I generally filled but two slates with
my sums and answers to arithmetic ques-
tions, and as we were clearing up in haste,
I had evidently quite forgotten that a third
should have been given to Effie to go up
to the desk. I had, no doubt, carelessly
left it with others on the table, some un-
used, and others with scraps of unfinished
exercises, and these had all been collected
and cleaned when our work was over.

This reflection, though it cleared ILffie
from any suspicion of guilt, was not a very
consoling one for me, as whether the an-
swers were right or wrong mattered little
now; they had not been presented at the
right time, and my chance was gone. But
instead of reproaching mysell for my hasty
injustice and trying at once to make
amends, I nursed my disappointment and
vexation, and very unreasonably continued
to look on poor little Effic as the cause of
it all. I knew perfectly well that it was
clearly my duty to own myself in the
wrong; to go at once to Effie and ask her
pardon
though chiefly occupied still in the remem-
brance of my own disappointment, I had
some vague sort of intention of making it
all right again the next morning when we
met, for I really loved Effie, and felt sorry
to have grieved her.

But suddenly there flashed upon<me the
remembrance of my last words as I had
abruptly left her—'You're a mean little
thing, and I won’t speak to you for a
month.’ I regretted them heartily. I woufd
have given anything to recall them, but
as they had cnce been spoken, 1 was too
proud to go back from 1y word. I per-
suaded myself that it was only from a lofty
regard for truth and rectitude that I was
unwilling to break my word, indeed I rath-
er prided myself on keeping a rash vow to
the letter; but all the while I was really
only cherishing a stubborn determination
to show my schoolfellows that I, at least,
when I said anything, meant it, and would
‘stick to it at any cost. I remembered my
scornful words about Florrie Richardson,
and my boast before the whole class that
I always ‘kept my word;' and though I was
not at all sure that the fulfilment of my

for my cruel and hasty words, and

passionate threat would not be fully as tire-
some to myself as it would be distressing
to Effie, I was firmly resolved that nothing
should induce me to speak to my little com-
panion before the month was up.

We met as usual the next morning. Effie
overtook me just as we reached school, and
began hurriedly explaining how the unfor-
tunate sums had been Ipst. I knew that
what she said was quite true, that in fact
1 had nothing but my own carelessness to
blame for the disaster, but, of course, 1
made her no answer; and when, wondering
a little at my continued silence, and quite
forgetting my foolish threat of the previous
day, she paused and asked me a direct ques-
tion, I turned away, and gave her no reply,
hurrying into the porch and mixing pur-
posely among a noisy throng of girls. I saw
that Effie had not taken my words serious-
ly, S0 as soon as we were geated in class 1
wrote on a slip of paper these words, and
handed it round to her: ‘You didn’t keep
back the sums, I know; but I said I would-
n’t speak to you for a month, and I always
keep my word.

1 watched the little girl’s face cloud 28
she read the message. I can see it now—
the pretty bowed head covered with sunny
curls, and then the gentle brown eyes lift-
ed a moment to mine; I think they were
filled with tears. But I only just glanced up,
and then plunged directly into my work.

Day after day went by, and still T ‘kept
my word’ I was not happy; far from it.
I persuaded myself that I was exhibiting
a grand example of constancy to truth, but
my conduct certainly brought me no satis-
faction. The simple fact was, that 1 was
not a martyr to truth, but only a slave to
my own pride and obstinacy. Effie and 1
still walked to school together occasionally.
I in grim silence, she perfectly understand-
ing that my resolution was fixed, chatting
away to me, but expecting no answer.

March was now drawing to a close. The
days were getting sunny and cheerful, and
plenty of early spring flowers were peeping
up in copse and hedge-row. Bffie and I had
often taken long rambles together on half-
holidays, and we had promised ourselves,
a few weeks before, that we would walk
over one Saturday afternoon to Briermead
Wood, where the earliest primroses were
always to be found nestling under a sunny
bank. But my foolish conduct had qlte
set aside any such enjoyment. A long ex-
pedition together with entire silence on my
part could hardly afford either of us much
pleasure.

It was Effie’'s birthday on the last day ot
the month. She had earnestly begged of
me, through one of our school-fellows, to
relax a little the fulfilment of my VOws,
and let the month of silence, which was
quite as tedious to me as to herself, come
to an end on that day, 80 that we might
spend it happily together. This, however,
1 resolutely refused to do. Some of the
girls Jaughed at me for ‘making such a fuss
about a few words,’ girls who made and
broke resolutions a dogen times a day,

" These T held in contempt. Others applaud-

ed me for my ‘pluck,’ and encouraged me
to hold out to the end, and ‘show I had
some spirit’ This advice was congenial
enough. -

But there was one girl who counselled
quite differently. Rose Gilham was quite
fresh to the school, and no one had seem-
ed much disposed to welcome her kindly.
She was poor, and neither pretty nor clever.
Rose ventured to plead for little Efile, and
entreated me not to let this cold shadow

\
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extend any farther, and darken the happi-
ness of my little friend’s birthday. She set
my. conduct before me in its true light,
showing me in a very few words that, sa-
cred as was truth and honor, they might
sometimes be better observed in the break-
ing than in the keeping of a promise rash-
ly and foolishly given. Herod paid no
wqrthy tribute to truth and honor when,
though he was ‘exceedingly sorry,’ yet for
his oath’s sake he gave the order for a
cruel murder. I ought never to” have at-
tempted, Rose told me, to fulfil my threat;
even now it would be better to yield at
once and own my mistake, rather than to
carry it out to the end, and give further
pain to a patient, loving and innocent
child.

But I paid little or no heed to Rose's
words, ' I am afraid I answered her rather
rudely, encouraged as I had been by some
silly companions to ‘keep my word.’

So Effie’s request was refused. I couldn’t
help it, I said, that her birthday happened
to come on the 31st. I was sorry, but it
wasn’t my fault. I did not choose to re-
member that-it was all my fault. I little
imagined I was denying the child’s last
request,

Efiie and I were really as good friends
as ever. The forgiving little soul harbor-
ed no resentful feelings towards me for all
the injustice she had suffered, and all the
pain I had given her, and I kept to my re-
sclution from no reason but a dogged deter~
mination not to be beaten, or to have it
said that I ever went back from my word.
Often, indeed, the situation was more a
comic than a serious one, and in return for
Effie's communications I sometimes conde-
scended to make signs by way of reply. Se-

cretly, too, 1 was devoutedly thankful that -

1 should not have to keep up this ridicu-
lous silence much longer.

Effie was to have a few friends to tea
on her birthday afternoon—a little festivity
from which I had, of course, shut myself
out, as the presence of a guest who was
not on speaking terms with the hostess
would scarcely add to the pleasure of the
little gathering.

Effie, of course, had a whole holiday. 1t
was a lovely sunny morning, and while I
was at school she set off alone for Brier-
mead Wood in search of the early flowers,
and especially of the first primroses, on
purpose for me. I had been very vexed
with myself when I woke that morning to
think that we could not go to the wood
together,, and that I must forego all share
in the day’s pleasure. Rose’s words came

back to my mind, and once I was on the

very point of relenting and-running round
to Bffie with birthday greetings and the
announcement that I would hold out no
longer. I knew I might have a holiday it
I liked, and join Effie in her walk; but
pride held me back,- self-will triumphed,
and taking up my books, I set off to school
as usual.

When I went home at midday, I met Mrs.
Conington at our gate. She was evidently
agitated about something. ‘Oh, Ruth,’ she
gaid, as I came up, ‘have you seen anything
of Effic? She went off to the wood early
this. morning, and I have been so busy I
have not thought much about her till now;
but it is dinner-time, and she has not come
back. I thought, perhaps, she had gone
down to meet you from school.”

A terrible, guilty dread went at that mo-
ment to my heart, and my voice must have
trembled gs I replied, ‘No, Mrs. Conington.’
I said, ‘I have seen nothing of Effie. Did

she go alone? How long has she been
away?

The poor mother was now more alarmed
and distressed than ever. She came into
the house and we told mother. Certainly
there was cause for serious alarm, for Effie
would have been most unwilling to stay out
more than an hour or two, particularly as
she had some preparations to make to re-
ceive her little guests, and had promised
to run down to the village on an errand
for her mother before dinner. We waited
a little while in anxious expectancy, but
Effie did not return, and then we determin-
ed that search must be made at once for
the little wanderer.. Neither mother nor
Mrs. Conington were able to walk any dist-
ance, but they secured the aid of two or
three laborers living near. At my earnest
request I was allowed to go with them, as
I knew the probable road Effie would have
taken, and the parts of the wood she was
likely to visit in search of flowers.

(To be continued.)

They Are Not Lost.

The look of sympathy, the gentle word,
Spoken so low that only angels heard;
The secret act of pure self-sacrifice,
Unseen by men, but marked by angels’

eyes— :
These are not lost.

The happy dream  that gladdens all our

youth,

When dreams had less of self and more of
truth;

The childhood’s faith so tranquil and so
sweet. :

Which sat, like Mary, at the Master’s feet—
These are not lost.

The kindly plan devised for: others’ good,

So seldom guessed, go little understood;

The quiet, steadfast love that strove to win

Some wanderer from the ways of sin—
Thege are not lost.

Not lost, O Lord! for in thy city bright
Our eyes shall see the past by clearer light;
And things long hidden from our gaze below
Thou wilt reveal, and we shall surely know.

: These are not lost.
—‘Watchman.’

. Expiring Subscriptions.

Would each subscriber kindly look at the
address tag on this paper? If the date there-
on is April, 1902, it is time that the re-
newals were sent in 8o as to avoid losing a
single copy. As renewals always date from
the expiry of the old subscriptions, subscrib-
ers lose nothing by remitting a little in ad-
vance. .

Correspo ndence

My Experience.

——
LETTER FROM ONE READER TO
_ANOTHER, :

Dear Genevieve,—I read a short note in
the ‘Northern Messenger’ of March 7, re-
questing an interest in the prayers of
Christiang and also their aid in helping you
to come to Christ. I will most gladly, dear
friend, try to give you a short sketch of my
experience, and may the dear Saviour bless
it to you for good.

When I first came to Christ I felt the
gentle drawing of his holy spirit for some
time(which was a longing desire to become
a Christian). I knew I could not be eter-
nally saved in my sins, so I prayed day and
night that Jesus might take away my sins
and give me the full assurance that I had

passed from death unto life, and that all
my sins were really blotted out and forgiven.

For months I agonized in prayer, but did
not seem to get an answer. I almost de-
spaired of ever finding salvation. I did not
at that time understand what it meant, or
how to believe, on the Lord Jesus, and be
saved. But I fell upon my knees, and said,
Lord, take me as I am, I can do no more.
Let me be, or do anything for thee, ag long
as I live, only save me just now and I be-
lieved he was able and willing and could
save me now. Then, just in the very act
of surrendering myself to Jesus he set my
soul free; then I could rejoice with joy un-
speakable and full of glory. He there and
then gave me the full assurance in my soul,
that all my sins were blotted out, or for-
given, for his name’s sake, and so filled me
with his perfect love that I could pray for
and do good to my worst enemies.

But dear friend, do not think that all
our warfare is past when we are thus
blessed. I tell you, no. In due time God
will permit the world, the flesh and the
devil to try, test, prove us, to see if we will
be faithful in our vows, and love to him,
But you need not fear any of these things,
for Jesus has promised to help you through,
Only look to him every day for his strength
to help you resist every temptation. Trust
his promises, confess, and obey him. Make
God’s word your constant companion. It
will be a lamp unto your feet and a light
unto your path.

I find in my everyday life, the best thing
I can do is to take everything that troubles
me to Jesus by prayer, and he helps me
out of my difficulties. It is at the mercy
seat, and with Christ’s promises we get
strength to meet our every foe. I write
this in weakness. May God bless it with
his power, to you, and to all who will seek
to know Jesus, is the prayer of one who
loves our dear Saviour, and precious souls,
for whom he died. D. 8.

I send you the following lines:

FORGET ME NOT.

‘Forget me not,” in accents mild,

Your mother says, ‘beloved child.
Forget-me not- when far away,

Amidst a thoughtless world you stray.
Forget me not when fools would win
Your fpotsteps to the palths of sin,

Forget me not when urged to wrong

By passions, and temptations strong.
Forget me not when pleasure’s snare
Would lead you from the house of prayer,
Forget me not in feeble age, :
But let me then your thoughts engage,
And think, my child, how fondly I
Watched o’er your helpless infaney.

Forget me not when death shall close
These eyelids in their last repose,

And evening breezes softly wave

The grass upon your mother’s grave,

Oh, then, whate’er thy age -and lot

May be, my child, forget me not.’

Tryon, P.E.I.
Dear Editor,—I thought I would take ad-
vantage of your offer to send the ‘Northern
Messenger’ for a few weeks to some friends.
Enclosed find the names. I go to Tryon
school; it is a graded school. I am in the
advanced room. My teacher is Mr. Wilfrid
Boulter. I study fifth reader, Gage’s geogra-
phy, English and Canadian history, arith-
metic, in which I work simple interest. On
Baster Sunday it rained all day. I go to
Sunday school. I would like Willie J., of
Gibson, N.B.,, to correspond with me. My

address is: i
WILLIE MORRELL, :
Tryon, P.EL .
Cirma.n.. Mm

Dear Editor,—I have been getting the
‘Northern Messenger’ for the last two years,
and enjoy reading it very much, especially
the correspondence, and children’s page. -1
am eleven years old. My birthday ig on
March 22. There is a flood here at the time
I am writing. The river overflowed its banks
and the streets were all water. We have
not been able to go to church for the last
three Sundays. The first Sunday there was
a terrible storm. There were banks of snow

twelve to thirteen feet high, such a storm
has not been seen for many years.: The .

next Sunday it was raining very hard, and
the last it was the flood which kept some of
the people in their houses, so that they
could not get out without going in a boat,
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“ing to draw maps.
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Some people had to leave their home but
now the water is going down so that the
people can go back to their homes. I go
to school every day. I only live a little
distance from the church and school.

EVA F. M.

Black Grave Farm,
King’s Norton,
Near Birmingham, Eng.

Dear Editor,—I am writing to thank you
for gending my brother the ‘Messenger,’
which we all enjoy reading very much. I
bave seven sisters and two brothers. One
of my brothers is out in Canada and the
other in England. We live in an old farm
house on an island. A moat of water about
20 yards wide, surrounds the house and gar-
den. We cross over a narrow stone bridge
to it from the farm buildings. There is no
other way on to the island. We also have
an old-fashioned fire-grate in the -back
kitchen, with the date 1670 on it. We think
there has been a priory here some time. It
is very pleasant here in the summer. time.
The flowers are coming out now, and it be-
gins to look more like spring.

GLADYS DOCKER.

North Brookfield, Queen’s Co., N.S.
Dear Editor,—I have never known what
It was to enjoy good health, and have not
been able to go to school, but I have learned
all I could at home. I can read and write
and can do long division and now am learn-
I have one brother
three years older than I, and have two
grown-up brothers in heaven—we miss them
very much here, but we know we shall see
them again. My grandpa died in February,
and now grandma lives with us. She and I
enjoy each other very much. This is a very
pretty country place, and in summer we
have a good many visitors. Everyone ad-
mires our lovely lake, and the gold mines
right in the centre of our village have great
attractions for strangers. I would like to
welcome you to our village some time., I
enjoy the children’s letters very much for
I am a little shut in. I was nine years old

on the ninth of September.

RHODA GORDON NORTON.
[How: very well you write for such a lit-
tle girl.. Yes, I -  very much like to

visit your beautiful home—®d.]

i 2 Lammermoor, Ont.
Dear Editor,—I am a little invalid girl. I
am seventeen years old, and have never
walked. 1 have taken the ‘Messenger’ for
three years, and we all enjoy reading it. I
have two brothers and two sisters, all older
than me. My papa is a farmer, has a large
farm. He keeps a lange stock of cattle and
four horses. 1 would love to go to school
and Sunday school if I could walk. I won-
der is there any little girl’s birthday the
same as mine, May 13.
? 3 MARY L. M. E.

: I s o Bear Point, N.S.
Dear Editor,~I live on an island called
Bon Portage. My father is light-keeper. I
thought I would tell you about a steamer
called the ‘Express,” which was wrecked on
the island some time ago. She was bound
to Yarmouth from Halifax, and there were
about thirty passengers on board. She ran
ashore in a dense fog only a few yards from
the light. About all the passengers came
ashore to the lighthouse. Some of the wo-
men were very frightened. They stopped on
the island a few hours, and then went on
board the ‘La Tour, for Clark’s Harbor.

It was very rough and she soon went to .

pleces. My birthday is on September 6, and
1 will be ten years old. I have one brother
named Sheldon, aged eight, and a baby sis-
ter named Thelma. PEARL M.
Dear Editor,—I send a dozen names of
some of my little friends who I think would
like to have the ‘Messenger.’ I have taken

the'Messenger’ for a year and think it a-

very nice paper. I go to school almost
every day and study geography, history,
fourth reader, health reader, arithmetic, but
history is my favorite study. I am in the
sixth grade at school. My teacher’s name
Is Miss MacDougall. I like Hannah V. L.'s
letter very much. Florence M. P. said she
had read ‘What Katy Did.’ I have tried
to get that but failed. I have one

sister and four half-brothers, My youngest

half-brother is out West in Alberta, and
one is in Halifax. He is a milkman. We
only have one church, but two ministers.
Their names are Rev. Mr. Fraser and Rev.
Mr. Kinny. I have three cats and a calf for
pets. My birthday is on January 27. 1 will
be eleven years old my next birthday.
EVA C.

Alvinston, Ont.
Dear Editor,—I am going to write you a
letter and send a few mames of friends
around here. There are not very many lit-
tle girls around here, but I will send a few.
I am a little girl living on a farm. We keep
horses, pigs, sheep, cattle and poultry. The
country is wvery nice around here. The
winter has just broken up and sowing com-
menced. This is an early spring to what
we sometimes have. ‘We sowed on the
twenty-fifth of March this year. It is quite
warm here now, and we had a lovely win-

ter. I hope the summer will be as nice.

CATHARINE E.

Ealing, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I have been a subscriber to
the ‘Northern Messenger’ for five years now
and enjoy reading it very much. Last year
it afforded my brother Will and I extra
work,for we were supposed to find the text
each day, commit it to memory and write it
out in our book from the ‘Find-the-Place Al-
manac. 'Sometimes we would rather have
been playing, but it did not do us any harm,
We were pleased to see our names printed
in with the enrolled Bible searchers, also
my letter that I wrote you when living in
Collingwood. Will got a beautiful book
entitled ‘The Naresborough Victory’ as
prize for bringing the most members to the
‘Band of Hope. Noticing your kind offer
to send copies of your valuable paper for
five weeks to any addresses sent you, I en-
close twelve names of boys and girls, alsa
answer (o the Easter puzzle by Mrs. C. Me-
Lellan, Hoping it may be right,

B. DUFFERIN M. (aged 11.)

[The answer you sent to the puzzle was
quite right. Well done!.—Ed.]

Cooperstown, N.D.

Dear Editor,—Taking advantage of your
kind offer, I send you twelve names. We
have taken the ‘Messenger’ several years,
and like it very much, especially since it
was enlarged. We have had a very mice
‘winter. We had just one week’s sleighing,
but it is very muddy. It is impossible to
drive with a load now, as we have had so
much rain Jately. This is a new country;

twently years ago there was nobody living "

here, but now it is thickly settied. The sur-
face of the land is generally level. We
raise all kinds of small grain and stock, and
fine potatoes, but we can’t raise any fruit
except a few small kinds. Our summer is
short, we don’t have much spring or fall,
just summer and winter, about seven
months summer and five winter. We at-
tend Congregational church and Sunday

school. We live a mile and a half from
. school. We generally have eight months
in the year. We Will soon have flowers

outside; the crocus is our first wild flower,
and is open April 15. LOUISA.

. South March.

Dear Editor,—I am a little girl ten years
old. I have only one brother living, and
one dead, whose name was Harold. I live
on a farm. My papa has four horses and
eleven head of cattle. I go to Sunday school
and also attend day school. I have been
taking the ‘Messenger’ for about a year, and
like it very much. I saw in the ‘Messenger’
that any one could send in a dozen names,

80 thought I would send some.

VIDA SMYTH.

L R A S A i N
Dear Editor,—I live on a farm. We have
ters and one brother. ° ,
from the school-house, and I go every day.
I have been to school for over eighty days
without being either tardy or absent. I am

-

in the fourth book and I am eleven years

old. ' EDITH E. B.

Il Maple Ridge, N.B.
‘Dear Editor,—This is my first letter to

the ‘Messenger.” We have only been takin
it a few weeks, but we like it very much.

I saw your notice in the ‘Messenger’ that

S et
We live a half-mile ;

anyone could send the names of a dozen
boys and girls and they would get the paper
free for a few weeks. So I thought I would
write, so they would have the paper for
a little while as there are not many®
around here that take it. I go to church
and Sunday school in the summer, and also
day school in summer, but not much in
mwinter, CORA H. (Aged 11.)

Carrs Brook, N.S.
Dear Editor,—I read in the ‘Messenger’
tkat you would like some of the little boys
and girls to write something about their
ancestors, and I would like to write about
my great-grandpa, as my grandma has told
It. My great-grandpa was a Scotch sea-
captain. He made his home on Prince Ed-
ward Island. He sailed a vessel up the
Hudson Bay trading with the Indians in
furs. He was ship-wrecked on the Hud-
son Bay coast, anl with eight of the crew
he got into a boat; they saw a bear on the
shore, and having nothing to eat, they left
the boat in charge of the mate. When they
came back the savages had killed and
were eating the mate. They tried to run
away. Great-grandpa and one of his com-
rades got away together; they had a dog
with them; they c¢ould get nothing to eat,
so they killed the dog and tried to eat him.
They travelled a long way and” came back
to the same place where they killed the dog.
An old Indian got great-grandpa. He was
with him and his old squaw all winter, the
old squaw was good to great-grandpa. One
time they had nothing to eat, and the old
squaw made signs to great-grandpa if the
old Indian came home that night without
anything to eat he would kill and eat him.
But he came home that night with half a
deer on his back. He had killed two that
day. In the spring the Indians commenced
to move about. One day when they were
going through the forest they came to a
place where one of their tribe was buried.
The way they bury their dead they choose
a place where four trees grow pretty close
together and lay sticks across and lay their
dead on them; they put their gun or
hatchet on top of them, and it is sure death
to danyone who lifts it. Greatgrandpa did
not know that and he lifted it up. They
Were going to kill him right there, but one
young Indian pleaded for his life. He was
With the Indians eighteen months and then
he got away from them. I could tell how he
got away, but as my letter is so long I guess
I will not. When he got home a large
Newfoundland dog he left at home met him
on the shore and he took his neckerchief oft
and tied it on the dog’s neck and sent him.
hecme with it. He had been away three
years. He was so broken down with the
hardships he had endured that he never
could go to sea after that, : ,
My sister and T thank you very much for-

the Bibles; ‘they are very nice. .

GEORGIE E.

' & Alma, P.E.I.

Dear Editor,—~We have taken the ‘Mes-
senger’ for five years, amd like it very
much. I have been wishing to write for
seme time, but did not think I had any-
thing interesting enough to write about. I-
am very fond of reading and am now read-
ing ‘Pioneering in the New Hebrides,” by .
Rev. J. G. Paton. He tells the story of the
death of Rev. Mr. and Mrs. Geo. N. Gordon
on Erromanga I often pass the place where
Mr. Gordon lived when young. And two
trees still mark the place where the house
once stood. Mr. John Gordon, the last sur-
viving brother of the missionary, died this
winter. I send a short account of the family
taken from one of our papers.

"n SOPHIE GORDON BARBOUR.

The eclipping kindly. forwarded will be
tolind,ei!i another part of this number, under
the heading ‘The Last of a Noted Family.—
Lo ————
Kind Words.
Gentlemen—Will you kindly renew our sub-
scription of thirty-five copies ‘Northern Mes-
senger’ for another year. We have taken
this paper in our school for a number of
years, and find that each year it is improy-
ing, being suitable for either young or olg,
and far ‘out-ranks’ any weekly periodical
at so small a price. ‘Yours truly,

G. M. MUIR,
Sec. Treas. Winona Meth. 8. §.
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A Little Close=Home Story
from the Siege of Pekin.

One evening, soon after the burial of
little Ilizabeth Inglis, her mother's heart
was moved at finding that fresh flowers had
Leen laid upon the grave by an unknown
hand, as well as a cross of life-like forget-
me-nots made from delicately tinted porce-
lain, and a broad white ribbon, inscribed:
‘Suffer little children to come unto me, for
of such is the kingdom of heaven. He shall
gather the lambs in his arms and carry
them in his bosom.’

Upon inquiry it was learned that, about
daylight, the English hospital orderly,
young Mr. F'——, had been seen arranging
the wreath. Asked if he were making it for
one of the English soldiers. ‘No,’ he re-
plied, ‘1 am making this for Dr. Inglis’s
baby; not only because I fecl sorry for
them, but because iny own little baby was
born and died in the eighteen months since
1 was home in England. It was our first,
so I am doing this for its sake. :

The same week Mrs. Inglis was approach-
ed by two British marines of ‘the better
sort” They lifted their caps, and one said,
stammering and blushing: ‘Madam, if you
will permit us, we would like very much to
keep your baby’s grave in order. We will
brick it around, whiten the bricks, and keep
the ground level. We used to see your
baby near the Bell Tower. He were a happy
little chap—weren’t he?

‘He called her a boy, but a soldier cannot
be expected to know the identity of a baby.’
wnites Mrs. Inglis. No wonder that these
incidents deeply touched her heart, and, as
she says, she ‘could hardly utter’ ner thanks
to the fresh-faced English lad who had the
i;thgr-hean, though he could never see his

ild. ;

Of the thoughtfulness of Lady MacDonald
and her sister, Mrs. Armstrong, Mrs. Inglis
makes gmitefu]l acknowledgment: ‘We never
recelved so much kindness from any one.
We were given cradle, carriage, mosquito
netting, distilled and mineral water, daily,
and Lady MacDonald ‘even took her own
little three-ycar-old Stella off from cow’s
milk to let our baby try it for a change. 1
shall never forget that morning that baby
died, when Lady MacDonald came with
tearg in her eyes, and sald: I know what
it means to lose a child, for I lost two with-
in four days. How a common grief opens
our hearts to that Christ-like sympathy that
makes the whole world kin.'—‘Woman’s
Work for Women.’

Mother’s Vacation.

Everybody in the house, even father, had
had a vacation, and now, half-way through
September, the circle was again complete
ground the table and one after another took
up the thread of narrative, and told of plea-
sant experiences. Hilda had been camping
by the shore; she was brown and plump,
and the salt water bathing and sea air had
made her all right for her work again.
Hilda taught school. Bob had gone to the
mountains. Louise had visited her Grand-
mother Jenkins at Riverside. Father had
taken a trip to town to sell some meadow

jand. He hated to part with it, but the

price paid .was so liberal that he felt rich.
Mbther only had not had a day's change all
gummer, nor, for that matter, an outing in

ten years. Somehow they all expected
mother to be always there, in her place,
like Gibraltar or the Sphinx.

‘Is fine to be at home again, and nobody
%cilx))g away for the next six months,” said

oD,

‘You are mistaken, Bobby,’ said a soft,
decided voice. ‘I’'m going now; it's my
turn.’ .

Hilda gasped in amazement.

Father set down his tea-cup and stared
at mother as if she had suddenly gone
crazy. There was a dead silence, and the
clock struck six in the middle of it.

‘Why, Susy!’ said father. ‘Where are you
goin’? You could have gone to town with
me. I vow I didn’t ’spose you'd go.’

‘You didn’t ask me, Cyrus,” said mother..
‘But I'm going home now, home to the old
Frarwell Place, to see Phebe, Ann and Polly
and Brother Dave. 1 shall be away three
months. I'm net coming home till I'm rest-
ed, till I want to see my own folks again,
till I've been round all my kin up home. No,
there’s nobody goin’ to take me. I'm settin’
out this trip alone. If I want you to come
after me, husband, I'll send for you. My
trunk is packed. Martha Sansom is com-
ing over here to keep house. = And my
ticket’s bought.’

A bomb-shell exploding in the sitting-
room would not have been more stupefying.
Hilda recovered first. ‘Mother,” she said, re-
provingly, ‘vyou haven't got a thing that’s
fit to wear.

‘What's been good enough for me at home,
will do very well when I'm visiting.’

‘I can’t let you wear that old alpaca
dress, and that straw bonnet with the fad-
ed cornflowers, at Uncle Dave Farwell’s,’
said Hattie, resolutely. ‘What trunk have
you packed?

‘My little old hair trunk, dear.

‘Harriet,’ said father, ‘you pack your
trunk for mother, and put in your black

silk and your gray foulard, and a nice hon-

net; and I'll give you money for more for
yourself. And I'll take her, and she’ll go in
the parlor car, and when she’s good and
ready I'll go after her and bring her home.
We've been dumb and selfish, all thinking
of what we wanted,and never considering
her. I'm sorry, Susy,” he said, and the blue
eyes under the wrinkled forehead twinkled
with a glint of boyish mirth. A pair of
steadfast brown ones, under silver hair, re-
sponded, and the two old folk clasped hands.
The children stole out of the room and left
them together,

‘To think of it’ said Bobby. ‘Mother
starting off on a vacation. Mother!’

‘I can’t see why not,’ ejaculated Hilda.

And so mother went, and when she came
back, in three months’ time, she looked
twenty years’ younger.—‘Christian Herald.

——-

Sample Copies.

Any subscriber who would like to have
specimen copies of the ‘Northern Messenger’
sent to friends can send the names with
addresses and we will be pleased to supply
them, free of cost.

A SCOTCH APPRECIATION.

oy Edinburgh, March 30, 1902.

Gentlemen,—I am indebted to a mutual
friend for making me acquainted with
‘World Wide,” and its most interesting med-
ley of articles. They form a ‘pot pourri’
one does not tire of and when one finishes
a number one is inclined, like ‘Oliver Twist’

to ask ‘for more.” You exercise great dis-
crimination in your selections, securing a
little for each of one’s wants, and making
in all a mental pabutum stimulating, refresh-
ing, nutritious and instructive. T mean mueca
better than‘——." Save ‘Punch,” yoursis the
ounly paper I have ever read right through.
May your paper live long and prosper. I
remain, gentlemen, yours faithfully,

H. CAIRNS.
'NORTHERN MESSENGEK
(A’Twe!va Page Illustrated Waekly),

Ogo yearly subscription, 30e,
Three or more copies, separately addregge
ed, 25c. each. .

Ten or more to an individual address, 20¢,
each.

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

m addressed to Montreal City, Great Britain and Postal
Union countries, 520 postage must be alded for each eopy;
United States and Canada free of poatage. Bpeeial arrange-
wents will be made for delivering packages of 10 or more in
Montreal. Bubscribers residing in the United States oan remis
by Post Ofise Money Order on Rouse's Point, N, Y, or Express
Money Order payable in Moutreal

3 Sample package supplied free on applica=
on, =

JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
Publishers, Montreal,

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

T

Advertisements,
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EXPERIENCE
COMMANDS
~ ATTENTION,

‘To my mind, and judging from my own
experience, no product of the cereal (wheat)
can be compared to ‘Shredded Wheat.,” In
a word, I bear willing testimony to its éx-
cellence as nutritive, both for those of deli-
cate digestion and those in robust health,
and 1 feel sure a fair trial would convince
the most skeptical of its value, <

SARAH FRANCES HALL.

SHREDDED
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Its flesh is Insipid, but it is often eaten.
Curious modifications of felines and canines
inhabit the wood. The animals have sprung
from dogs and cats in jhe domestic state
and differ from them only in their size and
habits. Some of the intelligence of civil-
ization seems to remain with them, and
they cause the farmer much anxiety by
their carefully planned attacks upon his
poultry and eattle.

The matter of lights is a small item of
expense to the poor man in Cuba, for in
the phosporescent fly nature provides him
a lamp free. This fly, the cueunllo, about
the size of our roach, is perfectly black,
with a transparent breast. Two eyes in
front and one in the point of its breast give
out so much light when its wings are
epread that one can see by it to read a let-
fer,

Children make pets of cucullos and shut
them up in reed cages. If they feed them
on sugar, the sticky particles adhering to
their legs exasperate them so much that
they fall upon each other like prize fight-
ers. The children avoid this by giving the
flies sugar cane. They wash them careful-
ly morning and night, and in this way
keep their pets alive and shining for many
days.

Fashionable ladies wear the brilliant flies
ir. their hair, and sometimes the belles use
them covered with a gauzy material for
living belts. One little girl remarked, with
miuch solemnity, pfter examining a ‘cu-
cullo’s legs, that God made it with hooks
to fasten on little girls dresses. Left to
themselves the cucullos fly in regular lines,
giving the effect of the long procession of
the watch at Havana. For this reason the
Cubans call them ‘serenos de los bichos’
—watchmen of the insects. Fifteen or twen-
ty of them in a calabash pierced with holes
make a kind of lantern often used ‘during
the night. 2 :

Another curious phenomenon of Cuban
animal life is the procession of land crabs
across the island. They travel from nortn
to south every spring, when the rains ecom-
mence, and are as regular an institution as
the wet weather itself. Shell fish are abun-
dant, but they are of inferior quality. The
climate is too warm for them, and oysters
there at all times are as unsatisfactory as
ours in the month when no magic R ap-
pears. The rivers and bays and inlets,
however, are well stocked with palatable
fish. The iguana, cayman and crocodile are
common. A huge variety of crocodile call-
ed cayman has a colony of his own en the
Isle of Pines. Turtles are found in large
numbers in shallows and reefs, and on
sandy beaches, and they are put to all sorls
of uses, from soup to walking sticks. For
canes the shell of the carey variety of tur-
tle is used. First a strong stick is cut of
the length desired. Then the turtle shell
is boiled until it becomes a thin liguid,
and into this the stick is dipped and allow-
ed to cool. The process is repeated several
times till the beautiful tortoise shell cov-
ering is of proper thickness, Afterwards

the cane is polished, h

%

The skin is perfectly transparent, and when
rightly prepared is flexible, but _strong
enough to be used as a rapier for defence.
Mounted in gold and silver these canes are

~ very expensive. They are rarely seen in

Havana, and one tourist, who wished to
Ccarry away a cane as a souvenir, paid $50 for

the privilege.—‘Sun.’

A Game Spoilt.

(Edmund Thickstun, in ‘Michigan Ad-
vocate.”)

Frederick Ross was a hired hand on a
farm in Jowa, where he was treated as a
member of the family, in which he was a
general fayorite. He had learned to play
cards, and introduced the game of ‘casino’
to the Sylvesters. Mr. and Mrs. Sylvester
were members of the church, hut just at
that time were tinctured with the error
that there is no harm in cards at hame.
Fred had principally argued them into this
position. Frank, Mary and Nellie Sylvester
often whiled the evenings away at this
game, with Fred for an instructor.

But one day a crisis came in Fred’s career.
He became alarmed about his soul, and
made arrangements with a certain minister
for a meeting at the minister's home, to
have a talk on religion. After supper Fred
hurried into town, and in the parsonage
parlor was happily converted, while his
friend the minister was praying. He start-
ed to walk out to the Sylvesters, a mile
away, feeling that he was, indeed, a new
man. He almost wanted to stop the people
on the streets who were strangers to him
and say, ‘Don’t you know that I've found
Jesus?'

But after a while he came in sight of the
house. Somehow hig courage did not seein
80 great as when he was walking along the
streets. He saw a light {n the great kitchen,
and knew that the family were all in there.
However, he could £o to his room from the
hall entrance, and he weakly resolved on
doing so. But when he opened the hall
door, he heard Frank Sylvestre in the
kitchen say:

‘Here comes Fred; he will deal the cards
in great shape for us.
~ Then Frank threw open the kitchen door
that led Into the hall, showing Mr, Sylves-
ter reading at one end of the dining ta.hie,
Mrs. Sylvester at work with the baking, and
the three young folks at the other end ot
the table with a pack of cania. Fred Ross’s
whole soul seemed to rise in loathing against
those cards, as Frank said:

‘Sit down, Fred, and take a hand with us,
We don’t seem to have auy luck in shuffiing
and dealing.’

The boy took his seat and reached for the
cards. He ‘rifled’ them uneasily for a long
time, debating in his mind what he should
do, until Frank impatiently exclaimed:

‘Go on and deal the cards, Fred; you have
them thoreughly mixed.’

‘T'll deal you folks a hand, but I believe
that I'll not play to-night,’ said Fred, as ho
deftly distributed the cards to the others.

At this both the old folks glanced toward
Fred. Frank seized the cards that were
dealt, and giving them back, said:

‘Here, you must play with us, Fred; deal :

yourself a hand.
The ‘rifiing’ was begun again, and was

watched with great interest by tke old folks.
. Fred knew that he ought to confess Christ

then and there by repudiating ths whole
game of cards, but oh, how hard it was! At

~ last Frank again impatiently eried:
‘Deal the cards, Fred Ross; deal the cards-

Are you going to sleep?”

It was now or never. Fred lifted the
pack of cards high above his head, and
threw them toward the kitchen stove. They
scattered over the floor and Fred solemnly
said: : i :

‘So help me, God, I'll never play another
game of cards.’ ?

Then Mrs. Sylvester dropped the pan of
bread she was taking from the stove, and

11

Mr. Sylvester nearly knocked the table over
getting to his feet. He seized both of Fred’s
hands and nearly shouted aloud. She gath-
ered up the scattered cards, stuffed them
into the fire, and almost hysterically made
for Fred, who was now thoroughly happy.
He said:

‘Oh, Mrs. Sylvester, I've found Jesus!’

‘I kpew it already, Fred: I suspected it
even before you threw the cards: Poor
boy! I could see that you were having a
bhard time of it making up your mind to
stand for the right. But you triumphed at
last, Fred, and you've preached the biggest
sermon to-night that ever I listened to,
though you had only a deck of cards for a
text. If Mr. Sylvester and I had been as
firm as you they would never have come
into the house, If God will forgive me, I
will stand firmer hereafter.’

- .0 S Y
PLEASING CONGRATULATION:
Mount Allison Academy,
Sackville, N.B.,
April 2, 1502,

John Dougall & Son,
‘Wilness Office,
Montreal.

Gentlemen,—I have read the “Weekly
Witness’ with interest for some time, and
you are to be congratulated on the high
tone of your paper, which in this respoct
is perhaps the only paper with but one ex-
ception on this side of ‘the water’ that ap-
proaches the high standard of some of the
periodicals of the mother country.

Yours truly, RAYMOND FORSEY.

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

‘Northern Messenger’ subscribers ‘are en
titled to the special price of seventy-five
cents to the end of the year, and, while the'
last the back numbers of this year will alst
be included.

‘World Wide.’

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

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

——

The following are the contents of the issue
April 12, of ‘* World Wide': .

ALL TiE WORLD OV&2,
C ¢1Rko‘es—* The Times,” London.
thﬁiml Tmmte'a;;zyd‘m Who Knows Them,’ in the
ﬂa‘fb. ndon,
Tu}gl 1Gove.mmen and the State of Ireland-The London
nles, 3
The Princes and the New York Board of Trade—* Brooklyn
Eagle' and the Now York * Times.”
A Reviving Opposition ~* The Nation,” New York,
The Grimm Treachery —The Spectator,” London.
Five M>n in Railroa t Coutrol -Springtield * Republizan,” |
In the Land of the Western Raj—Manchester *Guardian,”
Mr. Justiee Chandravarkar's Speech .on th > Re- Marriage of
Child-Widows ~*The Indian i’miles' Magzine.' %
In Defence of Mr.  Justice Chandravarkas—By 8:1 Krishna
Sarma, in ' The Indian Ladies' Magazine.'

Every :

SOMETHING ABOUT TIIE ARTS. .
Expert and Amateur Musical Criticism—'The Epactator,
London. 1
CONCERNING THINGS LITE u:n‘n
assiontide—By E. D. 8., ia The ! Pilot,’ Tran. :
ghe Ami;:» (". ¥ 'l‘fne?zdm Roberts, in 'Youth’s Com-
panion.
Worldly Hope —From the Rubaiyat o7 Omar Rhayam.
e . London.
gu qeen Fogmort Dy Gironile Londom"
‘Times Review, i
Ajtoriogruphy of i Waller Bosnt—Daily Kows' and
¥ ity Onronicte,” Lioud o ¢
She Bptndabings of Matinf U The Ploty Londen.
Reuaii v T ading m"x'g’xm. London. .
The Jokes of the People—By Max Beerbobm, in *Pall Mall
B QP he car rns. < .
IINTS OF TilE PROGRESS OF KNOWLEDGE.

Physjcal Treining in Schools —* The Times,” London.
Thinking Recommended as a School Exerciss--By Miio, in
the Brooklyn ‘Eagle.’

"WORLD WIiIDE'
: $1.00 a year.
Special rate to subscribers of the ¢ Mussenger,’
Only 75 ceats.
JOHA DOUGALL & S)V,

4 WITNESS' BUILDING,
Montraal,




LESSON V.—MAY 4.~
The Church of Antioch in
Syria.

Acts xi., 10-30. Commit to memory vs.
22-44. Read Isa., Ixii.

Goldea Text.

‘The hand of the Lord was with them;
and a great number believed and turned
unto the Lord.—Acts xi., 21

Home Readings.

Monday, April 28.—Acts xi., 19-30.
Tuesday, April 29.—Matt. x., 16-23.
Wednesday, April 30.—Matt. xxviii., 16-20.
Thursday, May l.—Luke x., 17-24.
Friday, May 2.—II. Cor. viii.,, 1-9.
Saturday, May 3.—I. Peter v., 1-11.
Sunday, May 4.—Rom. xii., 1-15.

Lesson Text.

(19) Now they which were scattered
abroad upon the persecution that arose
about Stephen travelled as far as Phenice,
and .Cyprus,and Antioch, preaching the word
to none but the Jews omnly. (20 And some of
them were men of Cyprus and Cyrene,
which, when they were come to Antioch,
spake unto the Grecians, preaching the Lord
Jesus. (21) And the hand of the Lord was
with them; and a great number believed,
and turned unto’the Lord. (22) Then tid-
ings of these things came unto the ears of
the church which was in Jerusalem; and
they sent forth Barns,bas, that he should go
as far as Antioch, (23) Who, when he
came, and had seen the grace of God, was

glad, and exhorted them all, that wlth pur- -

pose of heart they cleave unto the Lord,
(24) For he was a good man and full of the
Holy Ghost and of faith; and much people
was added unto the Lord, (25) Then depart-
ed Barnabas to Tarsus, for to seek Saul;
(26) And when he had found him, he
brought him unto Antioch, And it came
to pass, that a whole year they assembled
themselves with the church and taught
much people. And the disciples were called
‘Chrigtians first in Antioch. (27) And in
these days came prophets from Jerusalem
unto Antioch. (28) And there stood up one
of them named Agabus, and signified by the
spirit that there should be great dearth
throughouwt all the world; which came to
pass in the days of Clandius Caesar. (29)
Then the disciples, every man according to
‘his ability, determined to send relief unto
‘the brethren which dwelt in Judaea: (30)
‘Which also they did, and sent it to the
elders by the hands or Barnabas and Saul.

Suggestions.

. In the wide sweep of history shown ln
the book of Acts we lose sight of nearly
all the apostles. The subject of the book
is gospel expansion, that is, the spread of
the church into new countries and among
«different peoples. As Peter and Paul had
most to do with this, we hear most about
them. We would like to hear more about
the. other apostles. Perhaps they spent
their time in Palestine, going to places
where they had been before with Jesus, and
.gathering into the Christian fold many who
‘had been prepared by the Master’s own
words to believe in His redemptive death
and glorious resurrection. Another preach-
er of whom we would like to hear more, is
a certain Joseph of the tribe of Levi, who
showed such gifts"of persuasive eloquence
‘that the apostles called him Barnabas, or
‘the exhorter,’ We hear of him first as siv-
[ing a large sum of money, the price of a
farm, to the Apostles, for the poor .(Acts
‘iv., 86, 37). Then when Saul came to Jern-
salem, a converted man, but still suspected
by those who had known him formerly as
a persecutor, Barnaba,s introduced him to
the apostles, and’ told them the story of
how Saul on his journey had seen the Mas-
ter, and how the Master had talked to him,
and how at Damascus he had spoken out
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fearlessly in the cause of Jesus’ (Acts ix.,
27, ‘Twentieth Century’ version). Again,
Barnabas is spoken of in connection with
to-day’s lesson, and later on we find him,
true to his generous nature, keeping hold
of his nephew John Mark to make a man
of him in spite of discouragements.

The persecutions in which Stephen was
martyred, and in which Saul was so cruel
and violent (Actsg iii.,, 8), had the good re-
sult of scattering the believers and so scat-
tering the gospel. Probably many of those
who. had been converted in Jerusalem re-
turned to homes in Gentile countries, where
Jewish fanaticism would be less likely to
molest them. It is supposed that Luke as
well as Nicholas, the deacon, came from
Antioch originally. Very likely they both
relurned there. Some also who were born
in the island of Cyprus, and others from
Cyrene in Africa, went to Antioch instead
of taking the longer journey to their old
homes. Antioch was a city of splendid build-
ings, ‘bright with Greek frescoes, and adorn-
ed with every refinement which Roman
wealth had borrowed from Ionian luxury’
(Farrer). Its inhabitants were Syrians,
Greeks and Jews. Its wickedness was pro-
verbial, but wicked people are not beyond
the reach of the gospel. Some of the disci-
ples who went to Antioch began to pro-
claim the good news to the Greek-speaking
population. These zealous preachers were
not Jews born in Palestine, but Jews born
in Cyprus and Cyrene, where they had mix-
ed in business with a good many Gentiles,
probably and knew that Gentiles were very
much like themselves. So they did not need
a special vision, as Peter did, to show them
that the Greeks could be saved. Perhaps
they had heard of Peter’s experience, but
preaching to the heathen was still a new
thing in the church. When the church in
Jerusalem heand that many heathen had turn-
od to the Lord through the testimony of the
believers, the eloquent preacher Barnabas
was sent to aid the work, and perhaps to
oversee it. This broa.d-minded man. was
glad indeed to see what God had done. His
preaching was to the effect that all disci-
ples of Christ, whatever they may have been
in the past, were now to cleave to Christ
alone (v. 23). Barnabas, ‘full of the Holy
Ghost and of faith,” did not think himself
qualified to manage the whole of such a
rapidly growing work. He sought out the
talented Saul, who seems to have retired to
his native city of Tarsus. Barnabas had be-
friended Saul before and took this oppor-
tunity to bring him into the most aggres-
sive work of the whole field, a work that
needed vigorous men. Here Saul had a year’s
experience of Christian work, and proved at
once his sincerity and his value as a work-
T,

Now, when these Christian Jews preached
in Antioch, they still spoke of Jesus as their
Messiah, or ‘anointed one.” Prophets, priests
and kings were anointed in former' times,
Jesus is our prophet, priest and king, so
the title was most appropriate. Speaking
in Greek, the disciples used the word
‘Christos’ for ‘anointed,” and the people of
Antioch noticed, probably, how often they
used this strange name. So they called
the followers of Jesus ‘Christ people.’ Per-
haps they meant it as a jest or jibe, but
the name has become one which nations are
proud to bear. °If ye be reproached for the
i::)me of Christ, happy are ye (I. Peter iv.

- C E. Topic.

Sun,, May 4.—Topic—Prayer a necessity.
Matt. xxvl 36-46.

Junior C. E. Topic.
CARE FOR OUR BODIES.
iuMozns., April 28.—Consecrated bodies. Dan.
12T111§s., April 29.—Holy hbodies. Rom. viil.,
Wed., April. 30.—Pure bodies. Heb. x., 22.
Thu., May 1.—Bodies full of light. Matt.
vi, 22, 23.
i11‘;:215 May 2-—-Anxiety for the body. Matt.
v z
Sat., May 3.—-Redeemed bodies. Rom.
viii.; 28, 2
- Sun,, May 4.—Topic—How Christ wants
usg to care for our bodies. Rom. xii, 1; I.
Co: vk, 19, 205 Cix, - 2407 e
Special Clubbing Offer, “‘World Wide’ and
‘Northern Messenger,” $1.00.

A Very Old Temperance
Pledge.

On the blank leaf of an English Bible,
which has been transmitted from father to
son through many successive generations,
and appears as the property of Robert Bol-
ton, B.D., and preacher of God’s Word at
Broughton, Northamptonshire, is inscribed
the following pledge:—

‘From this day forwarde to the end of my
life, I will never pledge any healthe or drink
a carouse in a glass, cup, bowle, or other
drinking instrument, whatsoever it be, from
whomsoever it come; not to my own most
gracious Kinge, nor any of the greatest
monarch or tyrant upon earth; nor my dear-
est friende, nor all the goulde in the world
shall ever enforce me. Not angel from
heaven (who I know will not attempt it)
shall persuade, nor Satan, with all his oulde
subtilties, nor all the powers of hell itself,
shall betray me. By this very sinne (for
sinne it is, and not a little one), I doe plain-
ly find that I have more offended and dis-
honored my glorious Maker and merciful
Saviour, than by all other sinne I am sub-
ject untoe; and for this very sinne it is
my God hath often been strange untoe me,
and for that cause and noe other respect
have I thus vowed, and I hereby beg my
good Father in heaven of his great goodness
and infinite mercy in Jesus Christ to assist
me in the same, and be so favorable unto
me for what is past. Amen.

R. BOLTON.

Broughton, 10th April, 1637.

A Champion’s Testimony,

A champion eyclist was asked: ‘Do you
ever take spirits of any kind? I mean whis-
key or brandy.’

‘No; they cut the breath short. You can’t
race and take brandy. It may help a little,
but it leaves you worse. I believe that if
five or six men were together in a race, say
two miles from the tape, and one was hand-
ed a drink of brandy, it might let him break
away and win easily; but if he had ten
miles, or had a long race before him, he
would find great difficulty in riding. His
breath would be cut short. The man who
drinks brandy or whiskey will soon be brok-
en-winded.’

‘So you don’t believe in brandy?

‘No; it may help for a short spurt, but it
is no good for a long run. Only a temper-

ate man can be a good racer.—Temper-
ance Record. :
T T g
A Short Decisive Alceholic
Summary.

(By Dr. Sir B. W. Richardson.)

1. That alcohol, habitually used, can of it-
self produce disease from which the abstain-
er is exempt.

2. That it will aggravate diseases to which
all are liable.

3. That it renders those who habitually
use it more open to attacks of various forms
of illness.

4. That the alcoholist has a worse chan:e
of recovery from a fever or an injury than
the abstainer.

If these propositions are established the
case stands thus: That there is always risk
in the use of alcoholic liquors, but this risk
is entirely absent in thqse who abstain.

-A Bagster Bible Free.

Send four new subscrlptlons to the ‘North-
ern Messenger’ at thirty cents each and
secure a nice Bagster Bible, suitable for
Sabbath School or Day School Bound in
black pebbled cloth, with red edge, measures
seven inches by ﬂve and three-quarter inches
when open. 2

.
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sHILITTLE FOLIKSWs

Jessie.
(By Sydney Dayre, in ‘Presbyterian
Review.’)

‘A visit to grandfather’s. Jessie
had never been there in her life,
and it may be imagined with how
much pleasure she had looked for-
ward to it. There were aunts and
uncles and cousins there—every-
thing which goes to make up the
delight of a visit in the country.

A very kind fuss was made over
the little lassie and her mother on
their arrival. Jessie liked every-
body she saw, but more than all,
her cousin George, a boy three or
four years older than herself. There
were no little girls except Kitty,
almost a baby.

‘But I don’t care for that,” said
Jessie to herself. ‘I like to play
with boys.’

Very soon, though, she began to
wonder whether her cousin liked to
play with girls. After his first
greeting he stood off at one side,
gazing curiously at her. Then he
disappeared and Jessie saw 1ittc
more of him that day.

In fact he kept on disappearing
in a way that was very annoying.
Jessie tried her best to keep trace
of him, or to lead him into spending
some of his time with her. She was
soon obliged to conclude that he
purposely kept out of her way.

One morning she was wandering
about a grove near the house when
from the further side she heard
merry shouts and laughter. Hup-
rying that way she saw a little
stream and in the steam a boy and
a girl were wading. And the boy
was her cousin George,

What a time they were having,
sure enough. The little girl splash-
ed George, and George splashed
back until her curls were covered
with shining drops. Then they
turned to look for a little boat they

had set sailing, and then they saw

Jessie,

- The little girl waded out of the
water, picked up her shoes and ran
away. George also left the water
but stayed on the bank to put on
his shoes and stockings. Jessie saf
down beside him, ;

‘Who's that little girl?’ she asked.
‘She belongs to the man that
ploughs for grandfather, said

George. ‘She’s the jolliest sort of
a little piece. SR :

‘Why do you like to play with

Ler and not with me. 2%

e —

-

‘O—who said I did? said George.

‘I know you do. 'You keep goiug
away from me all the time. I think
it's real— Jessie burst into tears.

George by this time had on his
shoes and looked as if he, too, waut-
ed to run away. But Jessie held
him.

‘You must tell me, she said.
George looked 2 little frightened.

‘Yau're not going to scream, are
you? he asked.

‘No. Who said I sereamed? Tell
me,” she insisted.

T*will, if only you won’t. Cousin
Jack, that visited at your house,
said so. He said you screamed
whenever things didn’t go as you
wanted. And that if you were very,
very angry you—Xkicked and threw
yourself down.

‘Well, said Jessie, a bright flusi
rising to her cheeks,’ ‘I think it was
ever so mean for a boy to talk so
about a girl”

‘I think so too,” said George peni-
tent at having said so much. ‘And
I think it’s mean for me to tell you.

vou made me. I was afraid

yow'd scream if I didn’t. And say,
he added in strong desire to make
things better if he could, ‘he said
Yyou were a real nice little girl every
other way. He said you had nice
curls and blue eyes—and you have.’

Jessie was not comforted. With
a half sob she turned towards thé
house. George gazed at her side-
ways as if still fearing an eruption
of screams, then, setting his lips as
if determined to brave everything,
walked home with her. :
- The next morning Jessie stood on
the piazza dressed in her white
frock with blue ribbons. So sweat
and dainty a little lassie that it
would be difficult to imagine frowns
and pouts in the place of the dim-
ples on the pretty face. She was
ready for an all-day frolic, a drive
to a lake where she was to meet a
party of young cousins. ;

‘Disappointment, my little . girl,’
said Uncle Horace, coming round
from the stables. ‘One of the
horses is lame and we can’t go.
An angry color mounted to Jessie’s
cheeks.
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‘But T want to go, she cried, in
a high, sharp voice. ‘T'm all ready.
I want to go-0-0—’

Where would that sound have
risen if she had not that moment
caught sight of George. He was
gazing at her as if uncertain whe-
ther to run away or to stay for the
sad sight of a little girl in a pas-
gion. Cutting the ugly note short
Jessie ran to her room and threw

_ herself on the bed.

Cousin Alice came to her half an
hour afterwards.

‘Come out with me to the quince
bushes, dear,’ she said. ‘I am going
to pare some for preserving and
want you and Kitty to help me.

It was hard to put away the
white muslin and ribbons, bat Jes-
sie did it and followed her, still
with tear marks on her face. DBut
she was soen smiling again as they
picked the great yellowy-green
balls from the tree. They looked
so good and smelled so good that
little Kitty took a bite and they
laughed at the funny face she made.

“Tell us a story, please, cousin,’
said Jessie. ‘ 2

‘More than six months ago,” began
her cousin, ‘there was a number cf
knobs wrapped in soft bright green.
These were caressed by several dear
little fairies with loving and gentle
touch. After a while they burst
open and showed funny little
round, roly-poly nubs. And, still
caressed by the fairies, they grew
and they grew, getting bigger and
rolypolier every day. They still
wore their green jackets, but when
they were quite large—’

‘How large, cousin? asked Jessie.

‘Oh, about as large as a ball of
yarn, then one of the fairies put in
her very best work on them. She
put some gold into her paint pot
and colored them, turning their
coats to a beautiful greenish yel-
low.)

“‘What were the fairies called?

“They were named Sunray and
Raindrop and Zephyr and Dewdrop.

~All sent by the great and loving
‘hand which deals out such boun-
ties. And when the fairies had
done their task there hung the beau-
tiful handiwork—quinces ready to
be taken down and made into rich
sweetmeats for the enjoyment,
among others, of a dear gentle lit-
tle maiden who knows how to bear
a great disappointment bravely and
sweetly, . o e

WYou don’t mean me. Cousin

Alice, Jessie was beginning, when
she heard a shout from George.

‘Hello, hello, there! Run and get
on your nice togs again, Jessie. The
Dentons are waiting down at the
gate and they have room for you
and we're going.’ :

All that happy day Jessie kept a
little song of rejoicing in her heart.

‘0, I'm glad, glad I really did try
to bear it well when it was so hard.’

‘Say, Jessie, said George, the
next day when they were alone. ‘I
don’t more than half believe what
Jack said to me about you. I be-
lieve he was making up a lot of =

“No, he wasn't, said Jessie, with
a doleful shake of her head. ‘But
really I'm not going to be so any
more.’

‘I believe that’ said George.
‘Come on down to the creck and
let’s wade.’

‘T wonder, said Jessie to herself,
‘If I ought to let cousin Alice think
Pm a nice, good, sweet-tempered
little girl when I’ve been cross and
agly. Well, perhaps it'll be all
right if I really, truly am that kind.
And I'm going to be’

Can Dogs Talk.

The fact that dogs have a way of
communicating news to one anoth-
er was demonstrated to me in a
very singular and amusing fashion
about two years ago.

1t was in South Georgia, where
as yet little provision is made for
the comfort of domestic animals,
where during cold, wind-gwept
nights, shelterless cows and mules
wander about restlessly, where tur-

keys and chickens roosting on leaf-
less trees fill the sharp air with
their plaintive voices, where dogs
and other domestic animals must
seek their own night quarters as
best they can. One of those bitter,
cold nights, such as a cold wave of-
ten brings, I heard at our front door
the unmistakable sounds of scratch-
ing and whining, and found upon
opening two of my little neighbor-
hood friends, a pug and a terrier,
asking admission to all appear-
ances. In face of the cruel cold it
was granted them, and they were
welcome to share the comfortable
quarters of my own two dogs. In
the morning they took their depar-
ture. But how great was my as-
tonishment to see them return the
following cold evening and acconi-
panied by a large Irish setter who
likewise wagged admission to the
warm quarters Le seemed to have
knowledge of. A

If there were any.doﬁbts as to

‘whether these hospitable night

lodgings were discussed among the

shelterless dogs of the neighbor-
hood, these doubts were removed
on the third night when my tramps
returned, their number increased
by amnother pug and an old pointer.
The mute but eloquent language of
their wagging tails, the humble ap-
peal in their sincere eyes, were cer-
tainly amusing. :

With my own two pets and these
five tramps I had now seven dogs
stretched out comfortably before
my dining-room grate. But, with
their irreproachable behavioar and
many ingratiating ways, they had
insured for themselves a welcome
at our house as long as the cold
spell lasted, which was nearly a
week. As soon as the cold subsided
they returned no move.

Is not this good evidence of the
power of communication among our
speechless friends?—Mrs. B. T. Har-
per, in ‘Our Dumb Animals.’

He Careth For You.

(‘Our Little Dots.”)
O tinv birds in your little nest,
Out in the evening dew,
Sinking to sleep 'neath mother
bird’s breast
One there is watching your nightly
rest:
He careth for you- for you.

The faintest twitter, or ery, or call,
Or song when the day is new,
He hears, and he understands it all;
He sees if but one of you shguld
fall: ~ :
e careth for you—-for yon.

O little child in your soft white bed,
Safe sheltered by love so true,
Blessings and comforts are round
you spread '
By one who watches high over
your head: ;
He careth for you—for you.
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== Bows, Scarfs, ete., ete. You eannot buy such fine Ribbons asthese at any store
without paying many times what we ask. Our stock of Ribbons from which
we make up these pmkaq'es consists of Orown Edge, Gros-Grain Moire, Picot
Edge, Satin Edge, 8ilk Brocades, Striped Ottoman, and various other plain
=3 and faney styles. All colors. No remnant less than one yard long. Ali first-
9 class usefol goods. Care hlli‘mcked in boxes and sent. t{gld.u”e. a box,
or 3 boxes for ¥. MAIL ORDER SUPPLY CO., BOX: 01 Toronto.

Face to Face with the Man in the Moon. Special

Day Offer to introduce this large, powerful
\Achromatic Telescope B

Soa, Farm and Ranch. Mnde by the —— : . ) 4455

Yeautifully ~dr Needed on LaTT Y

in satin, cut in the Iargest manufacturer in Europe, messures nesrly 51t when open, is fiited with powerful lecees scfentifically ground and adjusted, ¥
latest style, and nice- Bas brass beund tubes, andis provided at both ends with brass dust caps, It brings to view ubjects miles away with astonishing

1y trimiued with lace. She has clearuess, Read what Customers say :—Ilucksrox, Onr., Nov. 41b, 1901.  “I ree ived the 990, Telescope all t, Itis a dsndy.
Jointed neck and wrms, golden 1d not take three times what I T.M for it, if Tconld not get another onelike it." Arva Froow. Moxerox, N, B., Jan. 20th, 1502,
ringlets, and when wound up m very much pleased with the Telescope,”” Daxize H. Marruews. Cumtawack, B.C., March 1902, It bringa objects miles

walks «3 natarally as any llvi%
child. Given for selling only 2
Ja ge beautiful packages of delicl-
© ‘s Hellotrope, Vio'et a.d Roso
Verfume at 100 each, Wts fras
ranee lasts for years.
Vothing sells like i,
Write for Perfume, sell it, return
the money and we will send this
beantiful” doll, pon'guld. THE
ROSE PERFUME (O,
BOX 4183 TORONYO.

3rd, .
Sway very neartome.” Bearrie Gruson. Telescopes of this xize have formerly sold at from $5.0010§10 00. Special In Ce
tory E-!eo. $9¢. postpaid. A grand bargain, Dou't miss ile, The Mail Order Supply Co.,” 401 m

JCHDICE SILK REMNANTS 600 INCHES 15¢

Delighted custemers by hundreds testify to their marvellons
Acheapness. Al of our pieces come from siik tie factories, where,
as you know, only the best silks ure used. These silks cost from $3.00 to $5.00
a yard, They are all of good sizo for fancy work, and are of prices
@68 value for making Crazy Quilts, Drapes, Sofa Pillows, Tidies, Pineushions,
0. The varicty of colors and designs is almost endless. They are of @VOry ¢one
iAcoivable patternj plaids, polka dots, stripes, checks, ote., ete,, all of tho
;:,,4”, handiomest and brightest colors. Of ihe many dozens contained in
@ifieach packaze no two pieces are alike. Having purchased the entire output
5,1 of R«mn?nt: from dltl:e Cunﬂ::'t{e hc\orl:‘, We are at jresent .n'ed.nﬁ;‘hu Lady
Wt readers of this paper the grea W in choice rich Yo
{f;, nants ever heard of. WE FPUSILIVLELY CUARANTRE Al«
SIS BOLUTE SATISFACTION. Each package contains over
sipaid, 1 package, 15¢.; 2—250.; 3~35¢.; b—500, Muil Order Supply Co., Bex 41 Toro-lol

FEATHER BOA.99¢.

REGULAR PRICE $5.00.

Beautiful 52-inch black feather
Boak. A rare bargain at threeo
times our prie *. ‘Jheyare made of ti.e
. Woll-known Coque Feathers, beautifully ¢ irle
ed, giving them a wurm. charming.

Nuily efi'eet. These Boas were impor

this year cirect from Paris. They are 52
inches long and reach to or below the helt,
and are very rieh and ful), Nothing is
more stylish than o nico feather Boa, and
this is just their geason. ‘K'his is the

1 51 ba n ever heard of.
1f Yo want oy n&omewﬂnl

Iy ﬁuhlw‘a: 1o, e} RII? @ .
Bon T $5. or only 99¢,
rder (o-day. o have only n few

00
rico. MAIL ORDER
+ oy 401 Toronto,

For selling at 15¢. each, only 20 fashionable Goid-fnisbed

FRE Hat Pina with beautifully engraved tops set with large

d: ‘Rubies, i 1 eto.

Every buys them, This gun is finely raade with best

quality stecl barrel, taper h-’n-bnﬂ, reliable lcc{. hi finished
Nardwood stock with steel shou wud trig

E e B

Iv is accurately sighted and guaran
shooter, Dealers agk $6,00 for thisgun. Youean get one ol utely
Beud for Hat Pins to-day. Sell them, return $3.00, snd we will send you this splendid Gun. Jewelry Co,, Box 4635 Toronte

A EFIRER BICRY CI.E

Lady's or Gent's, Don’t ”ﬂ a cent for a
good safety bicyle. Wo nntglv 4
h 1 ee for

t bow, set
in a nioelyengraved gold

W selling at ] enc 4 doz.
B&:‘lt:""‘o:l' ';l}” at beactiful full length Hat Pirs with
a-fosbed ﬁ“ Pin oxquisitely designed Gold-finished
Doathiinily” o & Tops sot with luga brilliant imita.
with Inrge Hand tion Emeralds, ? hires, Bubies
89 Rubi Emeralds, Turquoise, ete.  They look well worth 50¢, agd
i etc. Write for Pins, sell thom, ®o like wildfire at our special
retarn $1.05 and wosend this handsome Opal Ring ina Brles of 18, Our Pleveles e T e Nl:'“"n Pk :
’ + ' 400, o35 * country conkd u,
volvet box, 7 Co.,Box e R at Yoas lﬂu .00, y have seamiess steel tube enamelied fromon S oTieey et ekt

ngs throvghout. Every
le we send out is gEnarantesd, cre feci ’
rite at onoe and we will 8- nd Hat Pins.  Sell them, return '.hg(:o:olf‘ [Tem's miss

d we will ship yoa &
vlendid s or Gent’s Bicycle same dav money in received. All th
. #¥ionds Bow rou Bt 1. AGENTS TRADING CO., RO 4% o""m{' RONES, "h AR il

12 OUPS, BA

R A PIECE s sy
q AND COVER, 1 CREAMER AND 1 BLOP BOWL Desutifal white
L) porcelaln ware, newest pattarn, elegantly decorsted in pale green or terra

cotta red. A REGULAR $,00 8¥T. GIVEN ABSOLUTELY FRER for N
seiling a4 16c. each only 2 dos, fashionable goid fuished Hat Pins, elegantly
desigeed and sct with superb imitstion Rubies, Emcralds Turquoise,
Eapphires, eto. Theso pins sell regularly in the big Toronts stores

snd we send Fak Fina Sell them, return the money snd we
thip this MAGNIFICENT 44 PIECE TRA BET, earsfully pecked
Write teday. TAS AGENTS TRADING €O, Bex 408 TORONTO.

oomfortable les, new nngo handle bars and genuine fanltless ball b?'nri““".“ L o a
ﬁ": ful is the ch

lolld;gold ‘?;ﬂl.lrlo-'

receive this beautiful braceled
W N e T

oni 2°33]3i‘ .
onable Gold-

N movement, lever eseapos
ment, fally pnaranteed. Give

PEARL

H,}N[zl.lﬂb POUI;—BLADI{B% KN;H;E for selling | /3
only 6 largo packages of Sweet Pey Soeds ab
only 10c. each. E:S: package tvon&uin! 42 fra- |//
grant varieties in all colois. Wiite for seeds,

AN R
finished Hat Pins with begatito)]

engraved tops wit l
some imitation Ru

han

n
for selling tl%?o. each only 20 stylish
Gold topped Hat Pﬁlh:et with glite

hl'gp res, etc.

sell thetn, retorn60c., and receive this beautiful 2 i
knife postraid. THE PRIZE SEED Oolumbia Phon gl o hot ealkes. Writs
. Hat Pi Sell th 1
co.. BOX 148 TORONT®, GNT, Wik 1t wo wond fo Mt P el e, Shorn the
tions of atoh, ewelry

Elqun!l eNuuG {k.Gold-filled Keep-
er Blngl;’be.ud!ul 14k, Gold-flled Gem
Rings set with brilliant s
Diamonds, Rubies, Opals, is,
ete. Wour for selling at
15¢, only 8 stylish Gold topped Hat Pins
set with  superb Rubjes, Emersids,
ires, ete, They look worth 5Oc.
soll calkes., Write
for Hat Pins,  Sell them, retarn $1.20
aod we send your exquisite Ring fn .

., vet, bo'x, 0‘3'.:"” THE

W The
Co.s %&‘“ 463 'i"awr.o.

E eNaiNE
With irom stand, brass boiler
3 steam chest, steel piston
heel, and Russian’
compartment,
fhon for selling only 4 dos,
8! kages of
Pea Beeds at 10¢c. each,

varieties in all
» thom.

Sithe o hd Coract 30
or 8. t
h_l, cp?a_ndid (‘i,rnp o .

ions,

The greatest wonder of
20th Century, By looki
through this md«’, instrue
ment you apparently ses
the bones in your hal the
lead in 8 pencil, the hole
ia a plpe stem, ete., eto.
a g J Price l&’:‘ng'h, o.rr;"or
ROVELTY €9, BOX 401{"'*0 ONTD, ONK, 2
BOY’S PRINTER 4 Easine i SoTic Famp
A comphate thres ale =5 nel, oto. d

phalele of ruliber Ui boitie o best : S RED CO., BOX 445 Ty

pad, ard twoese s, E i

print 500 X or tags
kh uetrac

.

by’ —

Write for

b san

LENSES, DRASS TUR 4-
« Anextra nwmelm’:fhremnrllnlc p.wer:.a,ﬂnp

i X i
distant obiects to view with astoni :‘hs;on:;neu. won« = Ciion, Xt 148 Seoten’ T : i R

instrument at
Y, A lectio volume attractivel,
SRR SR 55, S5 Tas B S i O o S




