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PAVEMENT OF WHALES BONES

A Queer Pavement.

IT I8 MADE OF THE BONES OF WHALES,
AND LEADS TO A CHURCH.

One of the oldest, quaintest and most inter-
esting towns in California is Monterey. In
the days ‘before the gfingo came,’” while Alta
California still formed part of Mexico, Mon-

_terey was its capital city. Many buildings
still remain, that are eloquent of those times.
For a long period" Monterey Bay afforded fish- -

ing ground for a considerable number of whal-
ers.- Monterey. Bay still ‘provides sport and
profit for many fishermen, but is no longer the
habitat of any. great number of whales.

A curious memento of the whaling industry
remains, however, in the pavement leading up
from the street to the west door of the church
of San Carlos de Borromeo.
churches founded by the Spanish missionary
fathers, and is still in excellent repair. The
priests live in a house adjacent to the church,
and -services are held regularly,

The round, mushroomlike objects in the

pavement are the vertebrae of the great mam-

mals, The pavement is in good condition and

seems to wear well. Hundreds of persons walk

on it without ever knowing of what it is made.

This is one of the

The pavement is pr&bably unique, at any rate
in this country.

Another memento of the early days of Mon-
terey is a wooden cross erected on the spot
where Father Junipero Serra, the most notable
of the Spanish missionaries to the Califor-
nia Indians, landed on Jume 3, 1770, On the
banks of a creek, now nearly dry, and near
a tree now almost dead. The wooden cross
is not very old, but has been placed on the
spot by the Laudmrks Society, the function
of which, as its name implies, is to preserve
buildings connected with the history of Cali-
fornia, and to cultivate interest in historical
places and people.

The strange circumstance about the mem-
orial is that the inscription on the plate be-
neath the arms of the cross. contains a ludi-
crous mis-spelling of the name of the man
whose memory it is designed to honor. The
name of Father Junipero Serra, which is men-
tioned .in every history of California and
should be familiar to every child educated in
the public school of the State, is spelled ‘Fum-
pero’—and this, too, in a town intimately con-
nected with him and his noble work, and com-
prising among its inhabitants a large number
of “persons of Spanish origin. --’Dhe New York
‘Tnbune.
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The Ministers’ Resignation.

‘The minister had written his resignatidn,
and ‘had made up his mind to read it the next
Sunday. He was very much dxscvuraged For
a long time affairs in the church had gone all
wrong, it seemed to him.
witli the town and on good terms with the
citizens. His church was an average church
for mtelhgence and spirituality., He had been
the pastor for several years, and was attach-
ed in many ways to his people. And yet that

Monday merning he had gone up into his stu-

dy and written out his resignation, and he fully
meunt to read it the following Sunday.
' After writing his resignation, the minister

"ftook it downstain and read it over to his wife,

He was satisfied

and then they talked it over, as indeed, they
had already done, for the minister knew too
much to do anything so important as that
without asking his wife if he 'mig‘ht

‘It is a very serious step to take, John, said
his wife, after he had read‘the remgnatlon and
changed a phrase or two in it.

‘I know it,” replied the minister. ‘But I
cannot stand it any longer, I am discouraged.
I cannot get the people out to the Thursday

evening meetings, and the Sunday night ser-

vices are a perfect failure and my salary is
about a month behind all the time, and the
trustees are careless as to the way the church
is cared for (remember the broken walk in
front of the chapel), and altogether it seems

‘o re I had better go away. I have been here
ww several years, and perhaps the people are
rrowing tired of me.’

It seems too bad, said the minister’s wife
soberly. ‘I am sure the people like you. And
just think of the attachments we have formed.
This has been our home so long. And think
of/ the number of people you have baptized and
married and buried since we have been here.

‘f know. But I feel discouraged. The peo-
ple say they love me and love Christ. Yet
take a matter like the week day meeting—how
few attend! Even when I write the men of
the church a personal letter inviting them to
come, they don’t come, and they never think
of answering my letter. Then take the mat-
ter of the salary. You know we’ve been ow-
ing that grocery bill at Jonmes’s for over a
month, and we can’t pay it because the church
is six weeks behind.’

‘You're tired, and not yourself now, John,
said his wife. .

‘If 'm tired I’m myself, and no one else.
Well, continued the minister, after a pause,
‘the resignation is going before the church next
Sunday. That's settled.

‘Some other. church might be as hard to get
along with as this one, John, said his wife,
with a sigh.

‘I don’t believe it’ replied the minister, as
he went back up to his study.

It was very evident that the minister was
out of sorts and thoroughly dlscouraged And
yet he was more than an average preacher,a
devout preacher, and his whole heart was in
‘his Master’s work. His church loved him, was
proud of his preaching, and had not the re-
motest idea that he was about to present his
resignation.

It happened that the Sunday evening before
the Monday on which the minister had writ-
ten his resignation, the president of the Chris-
tion Endeavor Society of the church had ask-
ed the chairmen of the different committees
to come to his house for a special conference,
The president was a young man of thoughtful
habits. The minister had baptized him in the
church, and he had grown up to know and love
his pastor because he saw what kind of work
he had done. There were five committees in
the society. The chairmen were all present at
the call of the president.

‘I call this special meeting,’ said the presi-
dent, ‘because I believe the society ought to
have another committee; nof a committee ap-
pointed by the society or by the executive
committee, but purely voluntary, and, in a cer-
tain way which I will explain, doing its work
independent of the society. 3

The chairmen looked surprised, but waited
expectantly for the president to explain. He
continued:—

‘Have you noticed how tired and discouraged
the minister has appeared lately? I noticed
it specially last Thursday night at the prayer
meeting, and last night after service. And,
by the way, there were only half a dozen of
our society at the Thursday night meeting,
and more than half of them went away be-
fore the Sunday evening service. -But what
I have noticed lately is the discouraged ap-
pearance of the pastor. He needs help. And

‘I propese that we six, you chairmen of the
‘committees and myself form a voluntary com-.

mittee to be known as the “Pastor’s Commit-
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tee,” cur duties to be to do what we can to
help him in ways that will suggest themselves
to us as we go on.

‘Why,” said one of the chairmen, ‘isn’t the
whole society suppesed to do what it can for
Che church and the pastor?’

‘Yes,” replied the president, with a faint
guaile.  ‘It's supposed to, and it ought to, but
tues it? That's the question. Now it seems
to me it would be a good idea to have a spe-
cial committee of this sort that is purely vol-
untary, is not obliged to make any report, and
is rot krown to anyone but ourselves. Don’t
let us go and tell the society or our pastor
that we have formed such a committee, but
let us surprise him in coming to his help in
ways that we know can encourage him. Let
us have one committee in the society that is
not down in the programme but hard at work
just the same, It will do us good to do some
good this way. I believe our pastor needs
special encouragement just now. There was
something in his manner last night after ser-
vice that made me feel sorry and ask myself
if there wasn’t something we could do Between
now and next Sunday to prove the value of a
new committee of this kind, to be known as
the “Pastor’s Committee” among ourzelves,—
our own secret for his surprise and help. What
do you say?’

They talked it over together, and when the
president said good-night, after a two hours’
conference with the chairmen, the ‘Pastor’s
Committee’ was enthusiastically organized for
business.

1t was Tuesday morning that the minister’s
bell rang while he was busy working at what
he intended to be a sermon calling to task the
church for its coldness and lack of enthusiasm,
after which he expected to read his resigna-
tion. His wife answered the door. Presently
he heard a voice say: ‘I shall be glad to do
that copying for him. I called purposely to
see if I could not be of se}vice. I know how
busy he is, and won’t disturb him, But won’t
you atk him to send it down by one of the
boys? Or, no, Pl call for it on my way back,
Good-by.

The minister’s wife came upstairs and said
that the president of the Endeavor Society had
called and volunteered to do some copying of
necessary reports which the minister had to
send out every year and which cost consider-
able time and care to do neatly and correctly.

It was the first time anyone had volunteered
any work in the church for a long time. The
minister felt strangely moved by it. The next

sentence he wrote to his sermon had a far
pleasanter expression to it. Still he worte on,
that day and the next, and finished, Thursday
noon, with the same thought with which he
started—that the church needed to be roused
to a sense of her privileges and respomsibili-
ties. And all the time the resignation lay in
the drawer of the desk near by.

Thursday night, to his surprise, quite a
large number of the young' people were out,
and six of them took an active part. They
also came up after the meeting and shook
hands with him heartily, thanking him for his
helpful remarks. The minister felt a little
guilty as he stood up there talking with the
young people and thinking of the resignation.
But his eyes moistened, and as he walked home
~he agreed with his wife that they had not
had so good a meeting for a long time.

When Sunday morning came, however, the
minister put his resignation in his pocket and
started for church. He had for a long time
been in the habit of greeting his people with
handshakes as he came in-to walk down the
aisle to the pulpit, For some time, however,
it seemed to him that the effort was very one-
sided.

This morning he was taken by surprise when
he was met at the door by three or four young
people, who greeted him heartily and said
they had been praving for the morming ser-
vice, and hoped it would prove.a great bless-
ing to the whole church. Again that moisten-
ing of his eyes made the minister’s sight a lit-
tle dim as be walked down the aisle into the
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pulpit and opened the well-worn Bible, look-
ing over it to his people, so many of whom he
had learned to love so well, His eyes were
not so dim, when he finally sat down to listen
to the opening anthem by the choir, that he
could not see a pretty bouquet of roses on the
little stand, with a note written, lying near
by. The note read:—

‘From some of the young people.
bless the morning service.

Somehow when the minister came to his
morning sermon that day he did not seem to
fe.l very easy. The people wondered a little
at his manner. Several times he seemed to
turn over two or thr#: leaves at once. It was
a shorter sermon than usual. When he reached
the end he paused a moment curiously, then
gave out the last hymn and sat down. His
closing prayer was very tender and brought
tears to several eyes.  When the minister
reached home after the service he took out his
resignation aad laid it on the table.

‘Why didn’t you read it, John?' his wife
asked. She.sad never known him to change
his mind before. He was a very determined
man in general.

‘Well,” replied the minister, I thought that
I would wait until next Sunday. I didn’t feel
just like it to-day. Somehow I don’t know
but the people are more thoughtless than any-
thing else” He took the resignation upstairs
and put it into a drawer of his desk.

The next Sunday he did not take the resig-
nation to church. He did not exactly forget
it, but somehcv he did nmot take it. During
the week, to his great surprise, one of the
trustees had called and with an apology had
brought a cheque for the long due salary, and
said he hoped the church would be more busi-
ness-like and prompt hereafter. Just how this
had been brought about was the secret of the
‘Pastor’'s Committee,” and you may be sure I
shall nat reveal it, especially as it is a true
secret, and if I told it, you might know who
this minister was, But it seemed to the min-
ister that suddenly his church was beginning
to theat him as it did when he came to it
years before, a single young man, and all the
young people in the congregation thought there
was no one like ‘our minister’ He fzund a
new interest in his prayer-meetings and Su=z-
day-night services. Members began to volun-
teer to do church work. Young members called
at the parsonage to kmow if he couldn’t give
them something to do. In short,” his church
seemed very dear to him and his work very
encouraging; so much so, that after six more
months, coming across his resignation as he
was hunting for some papers in that drawer,
he stared at it almeost as if it was the hand-
writing of someone else.

It was winter time, and there was an open
fire burning in the minister’s study. He laid
the resignation on the coals and it was warmly
received and vanished up the chimney. The
‘Pastor’s Committee’ had done its work well.
They had never heard of the resignation. Bui
on the other hand he has never heard of such
a committee. And that is the reason why the
minister did not resign—C. M. Sheldon, in
‘Young People’s Weekly.!

May God

[For the ‘Messenger.

Victorian India Orphan
Society.

About one hundred children are at present
being cared for in the “orphanage at Dhar,
Central India, maintained by the Vic-t(orian_ In-
dia Orphan Society (undenominational). Fifty-
five of these are supported by individual don-
ors or societies, about half in the city of Win-
nipeg, and the rest from various places
throughout Canada, from Prince Edward Is-
land to British Columbia. ;

Reports from India are- most encouraging.
Some considerable time ago, the Viceroy of In-
dia, Lord Curzon, and bis staff, closely inspect-
ed the Orphanage, and were deepM interested
in the work; the Maharajah of Baroda, one of
the most important and most enlightened na-
tive princes, was equally impressed, and just
recently the Native Secretary of Dhar State
asked permission to see it, and wrote imme-
diately afterwards, expressing his great appre-
ciation of the good work he saw being done
there. Besides their words of approval, all
these gave practical demonstration of their in-
terest. Thus, besides the untold benefit to the
children themselves, the establishment of such
a Christian work, contrasting so forcibly with
the heathen darkness around it, is an object
lesson to all the country round.

Recently five of the elder girls passed the
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junior teacher’s examination, and some of the
older boys are assisting in the services held in
the villages, so soon it is hoped there will be a
band of native Christian workers who owe their
training to the faithful, loving work done in
this Orphanage.

A lefter from one of the workers, Dr. Mar-
gatet O’Hara, saysi—

‘There were twenty-nine of the girls bap-
tized last Sabbath. It was a most impressive
service. Dr. Russell preached a sermen on
“Baptism,” and afterwards the girls came for-
ward. 1t is a great joy to see them take a
public stand for Christ. I really think they
are Jesus’ own little lambs. There was one
girl especially who resisted for a long time;
she felt that she ought to yield, yet did not
want to do so. She seems very happy since
taking that step.’ .

The S(;cretarg-Treasurer of the Society, Mrs.
A. S. Crichton, 142 Langside Street, Winnipeg,
sends the following acknowledgment, with
thanks, of contributions received from readers .
of the ‘Northern Messenger’ since May 135, 1903
and explains that an extended stay abroad pre:
vented a list being sent last year:—Mrs, M
Hgnderson, $3; Mr. R. Farquharson, $15; .Mrs.
Milton E. Barrett, $2; Mrs, C. V. Morris’ 335‘.
Sidney Pres. Iunday-school, $47.75; Mrs.’] T,
McElrea, $2; Miss A. E. Ballentine, $37; La
Riviere Y.P.M.S., $38; Mrs. Hobman, $2; ’Pres.
Su_nday-schcol, Doon, $18.75; Friends from
Point Fortune, $30; Marais Benefit League
$34; St. David’s Society, Oak Lake, $35; Sun.
day-school Class, Camilla, $27.55; Pro;perity
Y.P.S.C.E., 834; Rosser Union CE.S, $7.091;
Mrs McKinnon and son, $5; Gibson ’Miséion’x
Band, $29; Prospect C.E. Society, $36; Friend
$1.50; Priend, Melita, $18; Miss J. E. R, Fishor,
$17; Montgomery Union C, E. S‘ociet.y 8 8;
Beulah‘ Sunday-school, $7; Mr. A M B’oos?:e :
$s; Friend, Christieville, $17; Beulah .Sunda y_,
school Class, 328;'Cripp1e Creek Mission Schozl
‘318; Mrs. Ph. Field, 85; T. J. Morrison $7-’
Servant of Jesus,’ $1.10; Outremont Sur;da 2
school, $20; Friend, St. Eugene, $5; Mrs 3}
F. Boake, $15; and Mr, Hec. McLe:'m Mr ]‘.
Wells, Mr. W. A. Gardiner, Miss E, §. I:Dby .M :
J. Towe, each $1. Total from readers of thrt;
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‘I Didn’t Think.’

If all the troubles in the world,
Were traced back to their start,
We'd find not one in ten begun
From want of willing heart.
But there’s a sly woe-working elf
Who lurks about youth’s brink,
And sure dismay he brings always—
The elf I didn’t think.

He scems so sorry when he’s caught,
His mien is all contrite,

He so regrets the woe he’s wrought,
And wants to make things right,

But wishes do not heal a wound,
Or weld a broken link,

The heart aches on, the link is gone—
All through ‘I didn’t think.

I half believe that ugly sprite,
Bold, wicked, I don’t care,

In life’s long run less harm has done
Because he is so rare.

And one can be so stern with him,
Can make the monster shrink;

But, lack-a-day, what can we say,
To whining ‘Didn’t think?’

This most unpleasant imp of strife
Pursues us everywhere,

There’s scarcely one whole day of lifr
He does not cause us care; -

Small woes and great he brings the world,
Strong ships are forced to sink,

And trains from iron tracks are hurles
By stupid ‘Didn’t think.

When brain is comrade to the heart,
And heart from soul draws grace,

‘I didn’t think’ will quick depart
For lack of resting place.

If from that great unselfish stream,
The Golden Rule, we drink,

We'll keep God’s laws and have no cause
To say: ‘I didn’t think.

~—Ella Wheeler Wilcox.

How the Crossroads Schools
Discovered a Hero.

(Kathryn Mortimer, in the ‘Epworth Herald.’)

In two moré days school would be over for
three long months. A group of boys of all
ages and sizés stood in front of the weather-
beaten country schoolhouse, discussing the pros-
pects for vacation fun.

‘T'm going to the city for a month,’ said Ted
Baldwin, ‘and then my cousins are coming
home with me to spend the other two months.
Their school doesn’t close as early as ours. Hel-
lo! There’s Duncan’s Pietro. I suppose he’s
going.to spend his vacation building a hospi-
tal for toads and stray cats. 'Fore I'd be such
a Nancv as he is!’

‘Oh, say, now, Ted! He’s rot such a bad
_sort. I wish somebody ‘would tell why we
,fellowa are forever tormenting him.) It was
Rex Norton who took the little Italian’s part,
Rex was ‘small for his age,’ the neighbors said;
but his ready smile made up for his lack of
he»ght, and he carried perpetual sunshine with

Imn.

T Ted dul not attempt to answer for hmuelf
or ‘his mates, but stood watcking the short but
sturdy figure as it climbed up the long hill.

‘Hurry up, Petey,’ called one of the boys.
‘You’ll be late. Teacher’s cloct won’t wait for
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- Pietro gave hmr a glance that was half-
smiling, half-distrustful, and hurried on to-
wward the door, as if he !ared a trick of some
sort were about to be played upon him.

But the boys were again absorbed in their

planning. In fact, they became so interested

. him.

‘

that they were in danger of being late them-
selves, and Miss Glidden finally had to ring
the desk-bell outside the door to attract their
attention.

When the children were all in their places,
Miss Glidden read the morning lesson and led
them in a song. Then she requested them to
take out their ‘history readers.’ The lesson
for to-day was about Abraham Lincoln, and
when it was finished their teacher asked them
to tell what quality they admired most in the
man of whom they all loved to read.

The boys gave many reasons—all but Pie-
tro. He sat staring straight ahead with his
great black eyes, and was as silent as if he
were voiceless, At last Miss Glidden spoke to
‘Pietro,” she said, ‘tell us why you ad-
mire Mr, Lincoln.

Pietro fidgeted uncomfortably—he was sure
the boys would laugh at him. Then looking
straight into Miss Glidden’s face, he answered:
‘Because he didn’t like to fight”

Yes, it was just as he thought. The boys
were all layghing now; and Patrick| Kelly,
whispered to his neighbor, Ward Elkins: ‘He
wouldn’t fight! What do you think of that!
But it’s just like the little Eye talian. He’s
a regular coward. Do you mind how he ran
away when we killed that snake the other
day?’ Then he saw Miss Glidden’s eye upon
him, and he straightened up.

‘Yes, Pietro,” said their teacher, ‘Mr. Lincoln,
although President during a long and terrible
war, was a man of peace, and would have been
very glad indeed if the country could have
settled her dispute without those terrible years
of suffering and bloodshed. Now, will you not
tell us why it is nobler sometimes not to fight ?’

But Pietro was overcome with confusion,
and sat silently staring at her with his sol-
emn big eyes; so she gave them an answer of*
her own.

‘There is often a better way of gaining a
victory than by the use of weapons of warfare,
or with fists, she said. ‘The boy who is con-
stantly seeking a fight is more often a bully
than brave,

Freddy Brown glanced slyly across at Pa-
trick on the next bench, and Patrick, for some
reason which the boys seemed to understand,
looked foolish and uncomfortable,

‘Now,’ continued Miss Glidden, ‘we must go
on with the regular lessons. But to-morrow I
am going to ask you to tell me about some
heroes who showed their bravery in another
way than by fighting, I wonder how many
we can think of.’

When school was dismissed that afternoon,
Ray Cullen called the boys together and pro-
posed that they should go swimming down in
the ‘big basin,’ “The ‘big basin’ was an oddly-
shaped bayou, which had been hollowed out by
the river when it changed its course once up-
on a time. The water in the basin was near-
ly always ‘warm, and there was just enough of
sunshine and shadow to make it an ideal place
for swimming,

Pietro had started off alone toward home.
Rex caught sight of him, and was seized with
one of his sudden generous impulses. ‘Come
along, Pietro, he called through his hands,
‘down to the river.

‘Oh, let him alone!’ exclaimed Pat.
don’t want him.

“Yes, we do,’ retorted Rex, quickly. For once
he had forgotten to be afraid of the big boy.
‘Any way, I do. Come on, Pietro, he‘ called
again, and Pietro turned and went with them,
wondering what had happened to make them
so friendly.

It was a perfect day, and the boys were soon
shouting and splashing about in great glee. In
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the midst of their fun Rex made a discovery.
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A cow had escaped from the pasture near
by, and was wandering along the edge of the
river toward a place which the boys called the
‘danger hole’ The water had an unsettled
look there, and people said that if anyone were
to enter it he would be sucked down, never to
rise again.

‘That’s one of Comstock’s cows,” Rex exclaim-
ed. ‘I’m going to head her off. If she gets
into that hole she’ll be drowned.’

‘Oh, Rex,’ protested his brother, ‘you’re for-
ever hunting some uncomfortable duty. Stay
up here where it’s pleasant.’

But Rex did not heed. He was already glid-
ing down the ‘basin’ with long, steady strokes.
Pietro was close behind him. Mr. Duncan was
an excellent swimmer, and he had taught the
little adopted waif so well that the Italian
boy had few equals, though not many of the
older boys had found it out.

Rex stopped down-stream, just ahead of the
navigating cow, and started her back up the
bank, But suddenly she took a perverse no-
tion inte her cowish brain. and struck out,
straight for the middle of the stream, with
Rex in close pursuit. When she felt the strong
force of the current, however, instinct told her
it was time to turn back. With a struggling
leap she veered around and started toward the
shore,

Poor Rex was directly in the way of Bossy's
hoofs, and a moment later he was striving to
get his breath and wondering what made his
right arm feel so queer. He tried to swim out
of the current, but that arm refused to work,
and while he managed to keep himself afloat
he felt that he was drifting aside, and straight
toward the dreaded danger-hole.

But he had forgotten Pietro. The Italian
boy had gone in toward the shore when the
chase began: Now he saw that something was
the matter, and he began swimming out and
down the stream as fast as his swift, sure
strokes would carry him.

Rex was at the very edge of the dreadful
hole; in another moment he would be drawa
into it. The boys in the basin were shouting
vehement calls, but they seemed afraid to come
to his rescue. Pietro was very near now.
Swiftly he shot ahead, and throwing his left
arm about Rex, he began slowly to work his
way out, while Rex helped as best he could
with his uninjured arm. He was a plucky lad
and did not hinder his rescuer by becoming
panic-stricken, as many boys would have done.

In a few minutes the boys were safe. They
allowed themselves to float along with the
current until they were past the danger-point,
and then worked gradually across to the shore.
Their comrades had come to their semses by
this time, and were hastening to meet them.

The boys gathered about the two adventur-
ers and escorted them back to the bank of the
‘big basin.’ Because they were boys, and not
zirlh. ‘thev said little about Pietro’s shue in
the affair; but they called him ‘%Id fellow,
and Pietro knew what that meant.

The next morning Miss Glidden, true to her
promise, asked for names for her hero list.

Little Dick Warren’s hand went up like a|flash,

but before she had time to call upon him twen-
ty lusty voices shouted ‘Pietro Beltramil’

Miss Gildden looked very much surprised; so
when the uproar was over they had to tell her
all about it. And Ted put the finishing touch .
to the story by exclaiming: ‘Yes, and if that
red cow had been in there he would have gone
back and dragged her out, too!

Of course they all laughed then; but it was
a jolly, friendly laugh, and Pxetro was glad,

 because it made Miss Glidden forget to praise

him before the school. He knew the boys never
would call him a coward again, even though he
would not fight nor kill snwkes, and that was
sufficient-
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A Filler of Chinks,

(Margaret E. Sangster, in the\‘Christian
Herald.")

‘Lucy,’” said her mother, ‘is a filler of chinks’

The visiting friend looked up inquiringly.
‘By chinks,’ the mother explained, ‘I mean the
little gaps and rifts and rents that nobody
else notices, that never are observed when all
goes well, that somebody suffers from if they
are overlooked, and that make up a sum total
of very humble service. Mildred is clever and
Margaret is musical. Lucy has no extraordin-
ary talent that I know of, but she is the com-
fort of our lives.

The friend thought it worth while to watch
the quiet little Lucy, a girl so modest and un-
obtrusive that she was often rather overlook-
ed. She found that Lucy was always doing
what others left undone. The weather was
very hot, the family was large, and people
were coming and going constantly. One sul-
try afternon when everybody was looking for
2 cool place, and one was in the hammock
with a book, and another in the shadiest cor-
ner of the veranda with a pretence of knit-
ting in her hands, Lucy had disappeared. She
came in sight after a while, with a glass pit-
cher of lemonade, and a tinkle of ice that was
pleasant to hear, and when somebody asked
where she had been, she answered, ‘I've been
giving Betty a lift with the towels and nap-
kins, There were dozens to iron, and the poor
girl looks tired out. The heat in the kitchen
reminded me that lemonade would be nice, s0
I made it for Betty, and then thought of you,
out here, feeling the heat.

‘You didn’t feel it yourself, I suppose?’ said
her aunt Laura.

‘No, I've been too busy, Aunty, and I really
do not mind heat so very much.’

‘Grandmother grows harder to live with
every day, complained one of the young peo-
ple. ‘Nothing suits her, and she’s so restless
and uneasy, and so irritable. I hope when I
am old, if I live to be eighty as she is, that
I'll be a reasonable being. Most old people are
s0 queer and crabbed.

No wonder that grandmother was restless.
She had led an active life and been a person-
age, one whose advice had been asked and tak-
en, one who had managed her own household,
and had gone where she pleased and when she
desired, withowt dictation from any one. Now
she was an inmate of her son’s house; her
world was bounded by the four walls of her
room. There were servants in the kitchen and
new ways of doing almost everything, ways
that seemed to her extravagant and wasteful,
Among the people who were her son’s friends
she felt herself lonely and out of her sphere.
She was discontented and cross and knew her-
self both, with a pang of oonsclence that smote
her. heart, .

‘I cannot imagine what more I could do for
John’s mother than I do; ‘declared John’s
wife. ‘She has a large, sunny room, her own
furniture, and nothing to do but fold her hands
in front of her.

Little Lucy slipped silently away, not once,
but ofiten, in the morning, in the afternoonm,
and after a while in the twilight, to sit with
her grandmother., The two had muclk’ in com-
mon,

Both were very simple-hearted and plain,
caring for externals only, as they tended to
convenience and comfort. Both were fond of
outdoor life. Grandmother could not have a
garden in the city, but Lucy managed to fill
her window-boxes with geraniums and other
vivid-colored plants. Lucy bought a canary,
~and hung its cage in the old lady’s window,
and whenever grandmother wanted to call on
an old friend, the young girl managed to have

an errand in the same part of town, so that
she wanted to have company as she went on
the errand.

The days passed more easily for the lomely,
elderly woman after Lucy, the filler of chinks,
took her in her gentle care.

So it was everywhere. Lucy was not a gen-
ius, nor brilliant, nor very beautiful, but she
was well beloved, for she was a filler of chinks,

The Tree and the Snow.

‘Teo heavy upon me lies the snow,
To the sky said the restless tree;
‘The burden upon the ground I'll throw;
Too heavy it lies on me.
The tree its burden cast to the ground,
And its armgs tossed light and free,
While Nature with icy fetter bound
Each other forest tree.
Some warm days came, then a fierce cold wind
On the forest began to blow,
And ruined buds it left behind—
Except on the boughs of snow.
Spring came, and the Western wind blew freg,
The green woods blossomed, but lo,
All barren and blossomless stood the tree,
That shook from its boughs the snow,
—From the German.

A Tystery.

Harold Ames was proud and happy when
Mr. Jones, the great newspaper agent, took
him on as one of his boys. Not a moment late
was he with any of the papers, and the wages
were a quarter more than in his last place.
Every one of those quarters should be put
aside to buy mother the new dress she needed.
Harold’s mother was a widow, and he was her
only child.

Five weeks had Harry kept his place, and
five quarters rattled in his money-box—the rest
of the money he always handed oveér to his
mother to buy his food and clothes—when a
terrible trial befell the boy. Subscribers com-
plained that their papers were not left regu-
larly, and one man even sent word that, though
paid for, his paper had not come for a whole
week past. Of course Harry was sent for and
reprimanded, but he could only say earnestly:
‘Please, sir, I always did leave the papers at
every house.” And the answer was, ‘Don’t make
matters worse by telling a lie” He was not
dismissed, but was to have a week’s grace.

Poor Harry! Tears of indignation welled in-
to his eyes. As to the missing papers, he knew
nothing about them. It was a mystery, and
it was a mystery that continued. He left the
papers regularly in Mortimer street, yet again
people called at the office and said they had
never got them. At the end of the week the
boy was called up and dismigsed. In vain
Harry’s mother pleaded for her child, a good
boy, with a good character for homesty wher-
ever he had been in a place: it was no use,

Harry was sobbing bitterly at home when
Mr, S., the photographer round the corner, came
and knocked at the door to ask Mrs. Ames to
send his wash home a little earlier. He was

- surprised to see Harry in tears, and asked the

reason. Mrs, Ames explained, 2
‘Look here, the young man said, ‘I’'m fond
of mysteries. I’ll take the boy.” And the
photographer laughed. ‘Cheer up,’ he said to
Harry. ‘Come and work for me, and we’ll find
out this riddle’ He knew Harry—knew him
for a good boy. 3
A few days later Mr. S. called at the news-
paper office. ‘Papers gome regularly since you
dismissed young Ames?’ he asked.
‘Not a bit of it. Worse complaints than ever,’
was the reply.
‘Ah, a mystery,’ said Mr. S., and went away.
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Next day he got up very early and walked
up and down Mortimer street, Harry’s suc-
cessor was dropping the morning paper on
every doorstep. Mr. S. leaned against the por-
tico of No. 1 and waited, keeping an eye on
the whole street. Then he went home chuck-
ling and staring hard at No. 8, where the door
stood open to air the house. You could do
that in this quiet street. He asked Harry if
No. 8 had ever complained of his paper coming
irregularly, but Harry shock his head.

‘No. 8 was too ill} he said. ‘They thought
he was dying all last week. The girl told me
s0.

‘Do they keep a cat?’ he asked.

Harry stared. ‘They keep a dog,’ he said, ‘a
jolly one; it can do heaps of tricks.

‘It is too clever by half, said Mr. S. ‘Come
with me, my boy. You and I will go and ask
how No. 8 is” Harry wondered, but got his
cap and followed. To this question the girl
answered joyfully that her employer was a
great deal better,—out of danger.

‘Can he read the papers yet?. asked Mr. S.

‘Well, now, how odd!’ said the girl. ‘I was
just going to get it for him when you rang.
Rover takes it always off the doorstep and
iays it in his little smoking-room; but this
two weeks past we've none of us thought of
the paper or even gone into the room, we've
been so dreadfully anxious about poor Mr. Orr.

‘May I see the smoking room?’ asked the
photographer,

‘Certainly, sir, said the girl, surprised.

But when Harry, Mr. S. and Sarah entered
the room, there was still a greater surprise;
for the floor ~was littered with papers, yet
folded, carried in from various ‘doorsteps by
the busy Rover.

‘And we all too upset to notice it!’ said
Sarah. ‘Well, I never. Rover, youw're a thief L
This will be news. for your master.

‘The mystery is discovered, said the plionto-
grapher. ‘Could 1 ask as a favor that this
room be left as it is for Mr. Jones of the news-
paper office to see? I think your employer
will not object when he hears that a boy has
been accused of taking the papers.

‘Certainly, sir,” said Sarah.

The agent was taken to No. 8. He found
there all the missing papers, and Rover was
kind enough to make things clear by bringing
in another stolen paper during the visit.

‘You are entirely cleared, my lad, he said.
‘We must have you back. This is a queer af-
fair” And he patted Rover on the head.

‘Thank you, but I can’t spare my boy: he
suits me, said the photographer,

‘Well, then, we must give Ames a present;
for he has suffered unjustly.’

‘I don’t want anything; sxr' I'm only too
glad to be cleared.

‘The boys said you were saving up money
for some purpose; peﬂxaps I could help you
to that. ~

‘Oh, nothing, sir, for me; but I did want
to get mother a dress’

‘Ah, yes. I won’t keep you now. Good-bye,
Mr. S. You have done us a valuable service by,
clearing up this little affair.”

That evening a knock came to the Ames's
door, and a parcel was left, directed to Harry’s
mother. It contained a‘ beautiful dark dreu
‘from Rover’—Working Boy.

—_——

Expiring Subscriptions.

Would each subscriber kindly look at the
address tag on this paper? If the date there-
on ia\ March, it is time that the remewals
were sent in so as to avoid losing a single

’

- copy. As remewals always date from the ex-

piry of the old subscriptions, su’scribers lose
nothing by remitting a little in-advance,
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Viewed With Different Eyes.

‘But a week is so long!’ he said
With a toss of his curly head,
‘One, two, three, four, five, six, seven!—
- Seven whole days! Why, in six you know
(You sand it yourself—you told me $0)
The great God up in heaven
Made all the earth and the seas and the skies,
The trees and the birds and the butterflies,
How can I wait for my seeds to grow?’

‘But a month is so long, he said,
With a droop of his boyish head.
‘Hear me count—one, two, three, four—
Four whole weeks and three days more;
Thirty-one days, and each will creep
As the shadow crawls over yonder steep;
Thirty-one nights, and I shall lie
Watching the stars climb up the sky.
How can I wait till a month is o’er?’
‘But a year is so long!’ he said,
Uplifting his bright, young head.
All the seasons must come and go
Over hill with footsteps slow —
Autumn and winter, summer and spring!
Oh, for a bridge of gold to fling
Over the chasm deep and wide,
That I may cross to the other side,
Where she is waiting—my love, my bride!’
‘Ten years may be long!’ he said
Slowly raising his stately head.
But there is much to win, there is much to
lose;
A man must labor, a man must choose,
And he must be strong to wait!
The years may be long, but who would
wear
The crown of honor must do and dare,
. No time has he to toy with fate
Who would climb to manhood’s high estate.

‘Ah, life is not long,’ he said,
Bowing his grand white head.

‘One, two, three, four, five, six, seven—
Seventy years! As swift their flight
As swallows cleaving the morning light,

Or golden gleams at even.

Life is short as a summer night—
How long, oh, God, is Eternity?’
~Selected.

How Zella Marshall Gave.

(Hope Daring, in the ‘Presbyterian Baunner.)’)

‘Auntie Marion!’

‘Go with me, Auntie!’

‘I am your escort, Auntie!’

Marion Marshall dropped her book and turn-
ed a smiling face to three boys who were hur-
rying across the wide veranda.

‘I am yours to command, laddies.
it?’

It was Maurice Temple, a tall blonde youth
who replied. :

‘It is the regatta over at the Point. We had
forgotten that it was this afternoon. You are
to-go—2>=" . _ s

‘With me,’ mterrnpted John Mushal! un-
cetjemomously,\ taking his aunt in his arms
and swinging her round. ;

Even that did not ruffle Miss Marshall’s tem-
per. She was used to boys; this trio of rol-
licking lads carried their many joys and their
few sorrows to the zracious, woman whose two-
score years had taught her sympathy with

What is

~them.

They were all at the Pines, the summer
‘Besides Miss
Harslull there was her brother Hiram, his
wxfe ‘and three children, John, Leon and Flor-
ence; Mrs. Temple (once a Marshall), her hus-
band and children, Maurice and Etta Mr, and
Mirs. Jerome Marshall and their daughter Zella.

The ‘Half Dozen’ was the family name for
the young people. They were all in school,
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and the vacation days at the Pines were given
over to mirth and gayety. The house stood
on the shore of an inland lake, and all round
it towered the great dusky trees, which had
given the place its name.

John deposited his aunt in her chair, and
all three toys began explaining about the re-
getta. The ‘Half Dozen’ were going, but any
one of the boys whom Auntie Marion would se-
lect would be delighted to take her in the lit-
tie canoe, the Hiawatha.

‘It is so dear in you to want to take your
old aunt, Miss Marshall began, only to be in-
terrupted by Leon.

‘01d! Will you please speak more respect-
fully of Miss Marshall? She found Ponce de
Leon’s fabled fountain of immortal youth long
ago.’

Marion leaned forward and patted the arm.
of her devoted knight. ‘You dear boy! I am
sorry the regatta comes this afternoon, though,
for Zella and I must go into town. The
monthly meeting of the foreign missionary so-
ciety comes to-day.

The boys instantly recognized the fact that
their aunt would attend the meeting.

‘0 am sorry, too’ Maurice said. ‘You will
have to go alome, Auntie. Zella will never
stay away from a regatta for a missionary

ﬂmeeting.’

Miss Marshall’s hand closed on the arm of
her chair. Surely Maurice was mistaken.

I think you are wrong, Maurice. The meet-
ing is—to the members of the society—a ser-

vice to Christ. To serve him is a joy. I am
sure Zella will go’
Maurice shrugged his shoulders. ‘Zella is a

dear, but she is not like you. She is not so0
vitally in earnest in this thing as you are.
Zella will go to the regatta, the same as the
rest of us’ :

There had beem an unseen listener to this
conversation. Ze]la Marshall had been cross-
ing the sitting-room when she heard the men-
tion of her own name in connection with the
missionary meeting. Without thinking that she
was listening to a conversation that was not
meant for her ears, the girl stood still at the
long window that opened on the porch and
heard all that was said.

At the conclusion of Maurice’s speech,
Zella turned and hastened upstairs to her own
room. There was a startled, pained look on
her fresh young face.

Of course she would go to the regatta—the
same as the rest of the ‘Half Dozen’ She did
belong to the missionary society. What was
it Auntie Marion had said about service to
Christ and that service being a joy?

Zella stood at the window, looking with un-
seeing eyes over the dancing, sun-kissed ex-
panse of blue water. She was the only one
of the ‘Half Dozen’ who was a Christian. There

“had been a time when she had hoped to lead

the others to the Christ who was dear to her.
She had failed—utterly failed, as Maurice’s
words had assured her. :

Why had she failed. Zella closed her lips
firmly and pressed the question home. Was
it because she had been,6 unfaithful? They
had not seen in her this joy of which her aunt
had spoken. She had let thmgs come between
her and Christ.

The girl’s breath came hard and fast. This.
was not easy for her to face, but she did not
turn aside. She with her cousin, had often
said: ‘The Marshalls are not cowards’

A few minutes longer she stood there. Then
she dropped upon her knees, buryxng her face
among the cushions of the window seat. Even
in her short and imperfect service Zella had
learned where to go for stremgth

R. 5

She was still kneeling when a rap sounded
upon the door. It was followed by Miss Mar-
shall’s voice.

‘Are you here, Zella?’

‘Yes, Auntie Marion.

‘Do not open the dcor; I am scon coming in,
You remember this is the day of the mission-
ary meeting. You will go with me?’

“Yes, I will be all ready to take the first car
after lunch.

‘Very well. It is sure to be a good meet-
ing, and we will effjoy it/

Miss Marshall walked away, too wise to say
more. She had seen Zella turn from the down-
stairs window and knew the girl had over-
heard her cousin’s words, What would be their
effect?

Zella came down to lunch, dressed for her
ride into town. In the lower hall she came
upon Etta and Maurice.

‘Where have you been all the morning, and
why have you your street suit on?’ Etta ask-
ed, slipping one hand through her cousin’s
arm. ‘We are all going to the regatta this
afternoon,

It was a moment before Zella said: ‘I am
going into town with Auntie Marion. Thig is
the day of the monthly missionary meeting.’

‘But you are not going to miss the regatta
for that!” Etta cried. ‘Why, Zella, there ‘are
always missionary meetings while regattas—
well, they are too jolly to miss.

Zella smiled faintly, but the logk on her face
showed that her defermination was unshaken.
It was then that Maurice spoke, and the half-
sarcastic tone of his voice brought a deepen-
ed flush to Zella’s cheeks.

‘I don’t understand, cousin mine, You have
never shown any marked love for such meet-
ings hefore.

The flush faded, leaving Zella very pale. She
faced her cousin bravely.

‘You are right. I am ashamed that I have
dishonored Christ. His love and power are
real. I am going to do better.

For once Maurice Temple had no reply ready.
Unconsciously he bowed his head, as if assent-
ing to some well-established truth, and the
trio passed on to the vine-draped veranda,
where lunch was served.

Zella often said that the meeting of tmat af-
ternoon was of exceptional interest. It was
trug, but can a meeting dealmg with so im-
portant a subject be otherwise? Zella had
entered the room, hungry for some satisfying
evidence of Christ’s nearness to his own. As
she listened to the wrongs of the women
of India, her own hunger, her own identity
was forgotten. Their sad burdened childhood
and the hopelessness of their after life came
home to her as never before. She had, been
too busy with her own many pleasures to re-
member these women and the injunction of
the Master, ‘Go ye therefore, and teach all
nations.

That was the beginning of a new interest
in life for Zella. When the glad days at the
Pines came to an end, and they were all back
in the city—Zella senior in the high school—
her interest in missions increased rather than
waned.

The girl had little leisure time. Besides
her school and her share of the domestic du-
ties theye was her music—the thing to which
she expected to devote her future. A won-
drous gift of musical expression had been bes-
towed upon the young girl, and her love for

‘the art was so deep and true that what some

called the drudgery of practice was to her a
joy-
Perhaps it was because of the subject of the

|
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memorable meeting that Zella's newly-awak-
ened interest centered upon India. She read
and studied concerning the women of that
country and their needs, gladly giving to the
cause all she could, both of money and of
herself,

The quickening of her missionary zeal had
brought about a revolution in her spiritual
life; Christ became to her an inspiration and,
in all things, a guide.

The days slipped by, bringing the holiday
season near. Christmas was always a great
family day with the Marshalls. They gath-
ered in the old home where Miss Marshall and
the Temples lived. A week before Christmas
Jjerome Marshall, Zella’s father, came home one
night, a puzzled lock upon his face.

‘T learned something to-day that upset my
plang for your Christmas gift puss,’ he said,
pulling his daughter down on his knee. ‘Your
mother and I had decided to buy you a—well,
a piece, a small one, of jewellery. I have learn-
ed that the renowned Pundita Ramabai speaks
at Springfield to-morrow night)’

‘Oh, papa! That noble woman!
hear her!’

‘Money is not very plentiful with me this
winter, little girl. Would you be willing to
take the going to hear this speaker for a
Christmas gift?’

‘Papa Marshall, I would rather hear her than
to have diamonds. Cannot we all go? I will
do without something else,

Jerome Marshall, his wife, and daughter,
went to Springfield to hear the noble Hindoo
woman who has given herself to the work of
‘the redemption of her sisters. The Marshalls
went on an afternoon train, having been in-
vited to the home of Mrs. Marshall’s cousin
for dinner before the lecture. :

At dinner the hostess, Mrs. Raymor, said to
Zella ‘I believe you finish the high school this
year. What will you do then? Go east and
study music?’

Zella laughed a little wistfully. ‘We cannot
afford that. I will go on under the instruction
of our home teacher uztil I can teach a class
of beginners. Then I will earn money to g0
away and study music.’

q will tell you what to do,) Mrs. Raynor
said, with the easy confidence some ‘persons
use in settling the affairs of others. ‘Take a
term of lessons next year of Herr Lotus, our
famous German teacher, You could come
down from home and return on an afterncon
train, The Herr’s terms are two dollars a les-
son. Let me see. A hundred dollars would
meet your expenses for a term.

Zella knew her parents could not give her
that; at least, not the next year. The conver-
sation drifted to other things, and no more
was said about the lessoms.

Zella never forgot that evening's meeting.
A new realization of the benefits Christianity
had brought to her and to all who dwell in
a Christian land came to her. With all her
heart she lomged to bring the light into the
darkened life of some one of those poor wo-
men of whom their sister spoke.

On the way home Zella was seated at some
distance from her parents. Mrs. Marshall said
to her husband:

Jerome, Cousin Mollie asked me if T was
not afraid that Zella’s great interest in mis-
sionaries might lead her to want to be onme’

Jerome Marshall sat erect, his breathing
quickened. His child was dearer than life to
him.

o could mever consent to that. And still,
Mable, if it should be God’s will for her, I—
well, we can trust it in his hands’

Once back at home they learned of some de-

)

If I could

lightful mews that had reached the Marshall
family. Uncle Luke was coming home for
Christmas.

Luke Marshall had beea in Australia for ten
years. His nieces and nephews remembered
him as a gay, handsome man who had lavished
gifts and pettings upen them. His letters to
them had been incentives to right thinking and
right living.

‘T shall not reach home until Christmas eve’

he letter ran. ‘You must all be at the old
home to welcome me. My Christmas gifts to
each one of the “Half Dozen” shall be a cheque
for one hundred dollars. Each one is to tell
us what it is to be used for.

The letter had been sent round to Jerome
Marshall, and he read it aloud tc his wife and
daughter. Zella laughed gleefully.

‘Dear Uncle Luke! One hundred dollars!
That means—do you know what, mamma?’

‘Yes, dear—Herr Lotus’ lessons. I am glad/

‘Glad! That is a tame word. I am de-
lighted, enraptured,’ and the happy girl danced
off to the piano to voice her joy in music.

Christmas eve Zella was alone in her own
room, ready to go with her parents to the
home of her aunts. Drawing aside the cur-
tain the girl stood looking up at the sky,
where a few faint stars were beginning to
show.

‘It is Christmas eve!” and the girlish face
grew tender. ‘Oh, if I could do something to

bring to others the joy that has come to me
in serving the dear Christ! He gave himself

for us. If I could give——'
She stopped. After a moment she repeated:

‘“Every task, however simple, sets the soul
that does it free;
Every deed of love and mercy done to men is
_ done to me.” :

Those seemed like Christ’s own words when I
first read them. I could do this “deed of love
and mercy.” To do it would be to give in his
name.’

She stood still, lost in thought, until her
mother called her.

An hour later Zella was in the home of her
forefathers, The quaint old -time rooms were
gay with wreaths of evergreens and holly. Open
fires added a cheery radiance and great masses
of scarlet carnations perfumed the air,

Uncle Luke had arrived. He was bearded and
the years had graven deep lines upon his brow,
but to the ‘Half Dozen’ he was the embodi-
ment of all their dreams of heroes,

There was a tree laden with pretty, simple
gifts—the expressions of love amnd goodwill.
After the distribution of those gifts, Uncle
Luke took up a position on the hearth rug.

‘Here are the cheques, chickens. You are to
come up in the old order, alphabetically, and
tell what you are to spend the money for,

There was a laughing chorus of thanks.

‘Etta,” Luke Marshall called, holding up a
slip of paper.

Etta came forward, her pretty dark face

flushed with embarrassment and pleasure.

“Thank you, dear Uncle Luke! When I am
a famous artist, I will paint your portrait.
This gencrous gift of yours shall go to pay
for art lessoms.)

‘Luke Marshall nodded his head. He liked
ambition,

Hiram Marshall was wealthy, and his chil-
drea were to spend their uncle’s gifts for their
pleasure. Florence was to buy a diamond ring,

John a horse, while Leon’s hundred dollars”

would enable him to join a party of young
friends who were going the following summer
for a trip round the Great Lakes. Maurice
Temple’s cheque was to be added to the sum
he was saving for his college expenses, ;
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Then it was Zella’s turn. She came forward
her face pale, but her eyes steady and clear.

I am going to give this as a Christmas gift
to the Foreign Missionary Society. It may,
be the means of saving some poor girl. I ap-
preciate your kindness, Uncle Luke, and I
know of mothing that will make me so happy
on this blessed day.’

There was a moment’s silence.
Marghall held out his hand.

‘God bless you, dear child!’ was all he said.

A little later Zella felt that he had indeed
blessed her. It was when Etta said, sofily.

‘Zella, it was beautiful in you, I knew how
you wanted the music. I—well, dear, I see
what Christ is to you, and I want to be like
you. We-—Maurice and I—are going to serve
him.

Luke Marshall heard the broken words. He
turned away, a new light shining in his eyes,

‘It was a sacrifice on her part. Dear child!
I will follow her example and give to help
carry the gospel to those who dwell in darke
ness.)

Thea Luke

Fhe Joy of Helping.

If none were sick, and none were sad,
What service could we render?

I think if we were always glad
We scarcely could be tender.

Did our beloved never need
Our patient ministration,

Earth would grow cold and miss, indeed,
Its sweetest consolation,

If sorrow never claimed our heart,
And every wish were granted,

Patience would die and hope depart,
Life would be disenchanted.

—‘Christian Age.

The llarks of a Lady.

There are certain marks of the lady which
are easily - recognized and vpossible to culfie
vate, These are, a gentle voice, refinement in
the use of language, and neatness in dress,

Not all girls can be educated, but they can
be thoughtful in the use of words, and can
eliminate from their vocabulary all slang. For
slang from the lips of a woman is exceedingly
vulgar.

A gentle voice is possible. Thoughtlessness,
more than anything else, is responsible for the
loud, harsh tomes often heard when girls are
in conversation. Loud speaking spoils the at=
tractiveness of the most tezutiful face. It is
worse than giggling, for the giggling girl may
sober down when she gets older, but the loud-
mouthed girl is likely to become louder, unless
she resolutely determines to control her waice,

Neatness is an essential characteristic of wo-
manliness. The clothes may be poor, the ward-
robe may be limited, but the true lady is neat
in her dress.

" The slovenly girl who indulges in loud talk
marred by slang should = cultivate neatness,
gentleness of voice, and purity of language,—

‘The Watchword)
e —— 3

A Bagster Bible Free.

Send three new subscriptions to the ‘North-
ern Messenger’ at forty cents each for one
year, and receive a nice Bagster Bible, bound
in black pebbled cloth with red edges, suit=
able for Sabbath or Day School. Posiage ex-
tra for Montreal and suburbs or foreign coun=
tries, except United States and its dependen-
cies; also Great Britain and Ireland, frans-
vaal, Bermuda, Barbadoes, British Honduras,
Ceylon, Gambia, Sarawak, Bahama Islands,.
and Zanzibar, No extra charge for postage in
the countries named- :
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AGanadian Flag Over Every Schoolhouse in Ganada

Not flag worship, but strong, steadfast love
for our Canadian Flag, and good, honest pride
in it and what it represents, is what those
who have the country’s welfare at heart would
like to see in every school in our fair Domin-
ion. A flood of alien peoples will pour into
our country with the springtide. Already, in-
deed, we have many thousands to whom Can-
ada has been a city of refuge. It may well
seem so, for here they are free to work, free
to think, free to worship. But they are still,
for a time, lost people, having lost their home-
land, which, however barren, however govern-
ed, was still the land of their fathers; and
there is a sore place in their hearts which
only disappears as they and their children
learn to love and understand the land and
laws we give them.

To children and to men of childlike mind

an cbject lesson is easier to grasp than an
abstraction.

To the teacher who is trying to give to our
own ‘Canadian-born children an understanding
love of their country, the flag is a very real
help, and, with the emblems of this wonder-
ful Dominion joined to those which represent
Britain’s glorious past and present, an object-
lesson may be given which will make a last-
ing impression on the child’s mind.

To the British-born, the Canadian flag links
together the homeland with its beloved mem-
ories and the new fair land with its bright
prospects.

To those who have left states well gov-
erned, but where a crowded population makes
land dear and competition exacting, the Cana-
dian flag speaks of equal freedom and good
government, and also of cheap lands and the
enormous wealth of undeveloped resources,

To those who come from countries where
corrupt governments have made them despair
of ever holding themselves erect as men, the
Canadian flag tells its tale of British freedom,
hardly but surely won in long years of strug-
gle, and of a new land where nothing is im-
possible to any who ‘will to be and to do’

Now, with a flag so full of meaning, so
capable of stirring fire emotions, is it right
that our children should grow up in ignorance
of it? Ask any class of children to draw the
Canadian emsign for you, and see how many
can show you what it is like. Ask the same
class to draw a United States flag, and you
will find that they will do it fairly well,
though possibly puzzled a little as to the num-
ber of stars.

That there is a real desire on the part of
many patriotic teachers for an opportunity
to encourage a knowledge of the flag and love
and pride in its traditions is proved by the
many requests which have come to the pub-
lishers of the Montreal ‘Witness’ for some
scheme by which either teachers or pupils
might earn a flag. ‘It is almost impossible,
they say, ‘to spare money from the school
funds for such a purpose, for with every year
there come new demands on the treasury for
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improvements in the school building or equip-
ment. Will you not give flags as prizes for
essays on Canadian history or for a story or
something of that sort, so that we may have
a chance at least to compete for a prize which
would give us a good flag—not a little cotton
thing, but a really good large ensign?’

After long consideration, and much consulta-
tion with those interested, the publishers of
the ‘Witness' decided that, rather than offer
a few flags which could only be awarded one
or two schools at best, they would arrange to
place a flag within the reach of “every school,
small or large, throughout the country.

The publishers of the ‘Witness’ have always
had a desire to see the national flag in the
schools, and, as the present year marks their

Diamond Jubilee, this flag offer is one of the
ways they have chosen of celebrating it.

They have arranged with one of the largest
firms in Great Britain to import a supply of
fine Canadian ensigns of a quality which they
can guarantee, in different sizes, from two
yards long and upwards. By so importing the
flags direct from the manufacturer in large
guantities they are able to offer them as pre-
miums at rates which make every school gain-
ing ore a foregone conclusion.

Each school can have a flag, big or little, the
smallest two yards long, according as it is able
to gather and send to the publishers, twelve
dollars, nine dollars, or six dollars, as subscrip-
tions to the publications ramed in the adver-
tisement at the rates announced,

‘WITNESS® FLAG OFFER.

DATLY WITNESS........ vervenes e 83,00 Latest News, Market and Stock Reports, Literary Review, Good Stories, Home Dept., Boys' Page, Queries on all Subjects,

ete,, ete.

A clean business and home newspaper,

WEEKEY VWITNESS ...... ..c...... 8100 Weekly edition of above, news condensed, more space given to farming interests.

WORLD WIDE
NORTHERN MESSENGER. ........ .10

The best value of its kind in the market. An illustrated weekly.

B cr s B e L300 A we rint of & L thi in British and Awmerican papers. An up-to-date electic.
$ weekly reprint of all the best things in Bri an D S iay roed i far tho B

~ NAVAL FLAGS, sewn bunting, standard quality and pattern, to be given as SPECIAL PRE-
MIUMS for bona-fidle NEW SUBSCRIPTIONS at regular rates. Only by specially importing them can
we offer them on the following liberal terms: :

For $12.00 in subscriptions, at above rdtes, we g
2 “ <

€< 9.00
i 6.00 5

b
o
‘“h & 6 2 «&

ive 3-yard Flag, retail value, $7 00 to $9.00.
€

5'00 66
el R

5.50.
4.50.

This offer is no money making scheme for us. What we want is to stimulate patriotic sentiment. We

want our boys and girls to grow up loyal to our country and its flag.

Special terms-quoted for larger flags on application, : :
If your school does not need another flag, we will give instead patriotic books for your library. Write

for particulars. g : . S = =
~ This offer is made specially for schools, public or private, but clubs, societies or communities are free to

~

ake advantage of it. Assist us by making this widely known. Good until next Dominion Day, July 1, 1905,
 FOR BAMPLES, ETC, ADDRES3 “FLAG DEPARTMENT,” JOHM DOUGALL & SON, MONTREAL. :

DO IT NOW AND BE READY FOR EMPIRE DAY.




G BOYS AND GIRIL S

Among The Cherry Blossoms.

[Children all over the world love
to hear about the little ones in
other lands; so as you read about
the Japanese children, do not for-
get that the' little children in the
kindergartens in Japan ask cager
questions about their little brothers
and sisters away overthe big ocean.
You may be sure that as they play
their games under the cherry trees,
laden with ‘their beautiful pink
blossoms, they talk over all they
have heard of the ‘queer little for-
eigners,’ for thatis what they think
You are, you know.—Ed.]

Babies are welcomed with much
rejoicing in Japan. The news is
sent to all the family triends, and
then visitors begin to arrive and
gifts to pour in; with these there
must always be dried fish or eggs,
for good luck., When baby is a
week old it is named, its hedd
shaved, and the family eat red rice
in honor of the day. When baby
is thirty days old it is dressed in its
best clothes of gay-figured silk or
crape, and all the family go with it
to some temple. There offerings
are made to one of the gods, who is
asked to watch over the child, and
afterwards there is a great feast at
baby’s home; all the presents it has

received must be acknowledged on
this day by sending cakes or red
rice.
Just like his mother’s, and are put
on all at once and fastened by a
soft belt; they are long enough to
cover his little bare feet and the
sleeves come over his hands. . Then
unless his parents are rich enough
to hire a servant to hold him all the
time, baby is tied to his mother’s
back, or to his older sister’s, and
there he rides all day—sometimes
asleep, sometimes watching what is
going on. When the baby is seated
on the floor, his knees are always
bent back, so that he easily léarns
tositin Japanese fashion, and when
he begins to walk, the soft mats
and the lack of furniture save him
many bumps.

On the fifth of May, if we could
look down on a Japanese city we
could see, floating in the air over
every house where a boy lives, a
great fish of cloth or paper ; the fish
they represent is said to be strong
enough to swim upstream,even over
a waterfall, and so they express
what the parents wish for their son,
that he may be strong and brave
enough to go against the current.

A great many flags are flying on

this boys' festival, and they bear

Baby’s clothes are shaped -

either the name or the portraitofa

brave Japanese general who lived
about six centuries ago, Inside the ;
houses we should find more fishes

and flags, and also dolls represent-

ing the heroes of history, whose

stories are told the children even

before they can understand them,

In early spring the boys fly won-

derful kites made to represent
children or men or various animals;

sometimes they make these fight in
the air. They have other games

like those American boys play,

On the third of March the baby
girl is given a pair of dolls repre-
senting the Emperor and Empress,
and these she keeps all her life;
she carries them with her to her
husband’s house and adds them to -
the collection his mother and grand-
mothers have made. Every third
of March all these dolls are brought
out and arrangéd on shelves; before
each Emperor and Empress is placed
a table with food, and around them
stand dolls representing the nobles
and their servants. The little girls
are not allowed to play with these,
but have others for everyday use.
In early spring they play battledore

-and shuttlecock in the streets while

their brothers fly kites.
There are innumerable toy shops




n

&

PP

B T R e T T TV,

G e T

March 10, 1905

and street shows, and in pleasant
evenings the children often walk
out with the older people to see
what is going on. In winter the
grandmother or the father tells
stories of heroes or gods ; sometimes
the children sit around the hibachi
(charcoal stove) and tell fairy stories.
They also play gameslike our check-
ers and chess and authors; they
have dissected pictures and ~what
we call Chinese puzzles.

But life for Japanese children is
not all play. The little girl must
learn, first of all, to control herself
to hide her sorrow or anger or pain
behind a cheerful smile and an
agreeable manner, she must always
give up to others and be thoughtful
of them; she mustbe very respect-

. ful to her grandfather and grand-

mother and to her father and
mother ; she must wait for her elder
sister and do as she wishes; she
must wait upon her father's guests
and learn all the forms of Japanese

politeness, so that if her mother is :

away she can serve tea and cake to
callers and entertain them, she
does her share of the housework
and of the sewing; she must learn
to prepare the food; and though
this is mainly rice, much skill is
required to boil it satisfactorily and
to make the rice cakes used for
festivals and presents. In old
Japan, girls did not go to school,
but were taught at home to read
and write in Japanese, to play on
the koto or samisen, to arrange
flowers properly, and to write
poems. Their brothers were sent
to school, where they studied the
Chinese classics and the history of
Japan; even with them, books of
etiquette and polite letter-writing
occupied a great deal of time. —Miss
Emma L. Hubbard, in ‘J apan, A
Course of Twelve Lessons.”

A ‘Particular Canary.

I had once a eanary which, -in
spite of all my coaxing, simply
would not bathe. Every time I
came near his cage with the little
white bathtub filled with water he
would curl up into the sulkiest little
yellow ball you can possibly im-
agine. High on the topmost perch
would he sit, the very picture of

rage. If I put the tub in the cage

he would fight me, shriek out little
sharp, discordant notes and fly into

such a tempest of anger that for
fear he would hurt himself I had to
take out the hated bath.

So deep-seated was this yellow
atom’s aversion to a bath that I
named him Tramp; and, although,
as a matter of form I still took the
bathtub to him daily, T had resigned
myself to his untidy nature, when
one day, I accidentally broke the
white tub and in its place I chanced
to take a curiously shapel little
Japanese dish of blue-and-white
China.

As I came near the cage Tramp’s
Jjoyous morning carol stopped short
and he flew up to the topmost perch,
as sulky a little bird as you would
care to see. But what is thie? I
placed the dish in the cage and as
the sharp little black eyes rested
on it the yellow ball flew down
with outstretched wings and glad
chirps of joy, perched for an instant
on the brim of the dish and then
splashed into the water with every
indication of the utmostjoy. I was
amazed, of course, and could not
understand the change. Day after
day went by and each morning
Tramp welcomed his bath in the
blue-and-white dish,

Then, one morning, the blue-and-
white dish was broken and I prof-
fered a white one similar to the old
one. Once more Tramp showed
the old aversion to his bath. Sulkier
than ever now, he flew to the top-
most perch and greeted me with
shrill chirps of rage. So it con-
tinued until I found another blue-
and-white dish. Then my little
pet resumed his daily bath.—¢ Pic-
ture Lesson Paper.

A Lullaby.

Sleep, my little one, sleep;
The silvery stars are peeping.
The moon her watch is keeping,

Birds in their nest

Are now at rest,

And sand-man comes a-creeping,

Lullaby, lullaby.

Sleep, my little one, sleep;
Fairies their bells are ringing,
Soft lullabies are singing; :

Thine eyelids close

In sweet repose,

Bright- dreams to thee they're
bringing.

Baby mine, baby mine,

-—Anna Pitt Walls
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Why They Didn’t Go.

In the girls’ room at the Hame
mond’s house lay two new dresses,
two new hats, two new pairs of
slippers, while near by sat two
happy little girls. 5

‘How  lovely they look, said
Ruth, surveying the new clothes
proudly.

‘Yes, but wait till we get them
on,” replied Mabel,

Here a tall boy, with a mis-
chievous face, stood before them.

‘ Arer’t you afraid you will spoil
your plumes before the party?
said he.

¢ Oh, Tom,’ cried Mabel, ¢ what a
silly question, of course I won’t !’

Ruth and Mabel Hamnmond were

invited to a lovely party, which
was to be the next day at Grace
Newcombe’s,

All the next morning they were
in a flutter of excitement, and they
hardly saw their next.door neigh-
bor, Grace.

The party was to begin at three
o'clock in the afternoon, and at
half-past two the twins walked
sedately down the drive, wishing
that it were three o’clock,

At last they saw an umbrella
that mamma had left on the lawn.

‘¢ Oh, let’s play it was raining,’
cried Ruth. So they took the
umbrella and held up their tiny
skirts ‘like mamma, when it’s
raining.’ :

‘Oh, I wish we had real rain,’
said Ruth. :

*All right; 1 will turn on the
hose and you can sit under it with
the umbrella.’

‘Just the thing,” exclaimed Ruth.

The umbrella did not quite cover
Ruth’s dress, and the front width
was soaked and she fell and the dirt
stuck to the wet.

Mabel also got wet and spotted
her white slippers and stockings, as
well as her dress.

Fifteen minutes before the party
two muddy little girls went in to
see ‘if it was time to go. :

It wasn’t time then, but when it
was they didn’t go. Two tear-
stained faces peeked through the
fence at the gay crowd. Two little
gingham-gowned girls wept all
through supper, only to go to their
rooms afterward and look at the gay
lanterns flashing below.

Mamma made it easier by telling
them a * go-to-bed story.’

‘Idon’t think Tom asked asilly
question now,” sobbed Ruth. ¢But
whether he did or not I'm not
going to play ‘it rained’ any more.’

‘Nor 1, said Mabel—Katherine
Mackay, in ‘Herald and Presbyter.’




LESSON XIL—MARCH 19.

Healing of the Man Born
Blind.

John ix., r=ix.

Golden Text.

I am the light of the world. John ix, s.
Commit verses 10, 1I.

Home Readings.

Monday, March 13.—John ix., 1-11,
Tuesday, March 14.—John ix., 12~25.
Wednesday, March 1s5.—John ix., 26-41.
Thursday, March 16.—Mark x., 46-52.
Friday, March 17.—Is. xxXv,, 1-10.
Saturday, March 18.—I. Jobn i, 1-r0.
Sunday, March 19.—John xii, 34-41.

(By Davis W. Clark.)

To the thirty-tiree parables the thirty-three
miracles of Jesus may well be added; for the
latter were, in fact, parables, too—deeds pack-
ed with an inexhaustible symbolism. ... The
uplifted stones, the glaring faces of those who
thirsted for his blood, have just forcibly re-
minded Jesus of the rapid approach of the
night of death, in which he must cease from
these symbolic deeds. He will crowd the few
remaining hours full of them. ... Among the
lazzaroni crowding the approach to the telpple
stands the well-known beggar blind from
birth. Pfenninger, with the instinct of a poet,
imagines a discussion among the nposuebs‘ as
they haif halt in passing: ‘Judas began, “His
parents must have heavily sinned'." .Tho_ma’s:
replied, “Or God foresaw great sin in him,
John adds, “I know not what to think there-
on.” Peter finally breaks out, “Master, tell
us who.”’ . The words of Jesus may have
failen upon the ears of the unfortunate man,
all the more alert because the other sense was
lost. Those words may have been the seeds
of that faith which was so soon to shake like
Lebanon. ‘Neither this man nor his pa{ents!’
2 What joy to be rid of the cdious impi-
tation cast at him from childhood, that his
phenomenal suffering must be penaity of
phenomenal sin! ‘Now, that he is in this sad
and, humanly speaking, remediless plight, hLe
furnishes a rare subject for the display of my
Divire power, I will make him a new, indubi-
table, and lustrous seal upon my claim to Mes-
siahship.” . . . It pleased the Master to con-
descend to the use of the rude materia medica
of the day in order to strengthen the grow-
ing faith of the unfortunate man, and to make
the cure the more conspicuous. Across the city
he goes, holding the poultices of clay to his
sightless eyes, followed by an ever-increasing
crowd of curiosity-mongers, some of whom, no
doubt, gibe at his credulity. He went; he
washed; he saw. As the clay lozenges dropped,
Siloam’s mirrored surface reflected for him the
beetling. crags of the temple-crowned mount,
and over all the azure dome. . .. What won-
der that his very neighbors doubted the iden-
tity of the man upon whose expressionless face
the light of the soul was now pouring through
his opened eyes! The man himself has pass-
ed into a new world, but has no doubt about
his being the same man who once cried on the
temple steps, ‘Pity “one born blind!” Nor has
he a shadow of doubt as to who wrought his
cure, Mayhap some hired and overalert emis-

sary of the Sanhedrim hails him before that

august body. It was, for them, the most un~
fortunate ‘catch’ they ever made.
deposes like a self-possessed witness, He rests
the irresistible lever of his logic wupon in-
disputable fact, and bears down upon it with
the vigor of true manliness. Behold you, the
anciert, vauntad, coloscal superstructure of an
effete ecclesiasticism topples to its fall! There
is a wild scurrying to its rescue. ... The at-
tempt is made to terrorize the man’s parents
into the lie that his blindness was not con-

The man
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genital. Their very timidity enhances the value
of their testimony. The man himself is now
recalled, and, as if in his absence a foul plot
had been discovered to foist Jesus upon the na-
tion by means of a fictitious miracle, he is ad-
jured by ail the pains and penalties at discre-
tion of the Sanhedrim to deny the validity of
his cure. ... Like a pillar of Hercules this
humble man stands while the highest court of
his nation frets itself into a foam of rage
against him, He is overborne at length, and
swept contemptuously out like so much filth
and offscouring. But he is quickly found of
Jesus and ensconced in that Church against
which the gates of hell shall ne’er prevail,

LIGETS ON THE LESSON.

I picked up an autograph-album in the home
of my friend, Professor Sultzberger, in Frank-
fort-on-the-Main, and, opening it at random,
my eye fell on the, to me, familiar handwrit-
ing of the first Methodist bishop to make the
circuit of the globe. The sentimernt was one
never to be forgotten: ‘The question is not so
much hew sin got into the world as how to
get sin out of the world—C. Kingsley.' . ..
Jesus steers his disciples away from a subject
that is purely speculative in character. He
attempts no theodicy. He simply affirms that
in this instance, though the parties were not
sinlegs persons, the uncommon suffering was
not due to an unusual degree of sin in them.
But Providence would avail Himself of this in-
stance of phenomenal affliction to show the
Divine power that was in Christ. . .. An ec-
centric thought which Victor Hugo somewhere
weaves into one of his fictions is this——the nor-
mal condition of our world is one of dark-
ness, only relieved by the intrusion upon it of
the illuminating orb. What may be a mere
conceit as regards the material world, is a
fact in the moral sphere. The utter and ob-
stinate darkness of men’s minds to the things
of God is only relieved by him who said, ‘T am
the "Light of the world’ ... Professor, Tyn-
dall can trace the subtle metamorphoses of
sunlight in its manifestations in organic and
inorganic, vital and physical power. In every
fire that burns, and every flame that glows,
he sees a dispensing of light and heat which
originally belonged to the sun. Yet, when it
comes to believing that the moral darkness of
the human soul can be irradiated, and its
weakness stored with higher potencies, he hesi-
tates, he denies. The miracles of sunlight to
one so competent to define and trace them,
ought to make belief in the miracles of moral
illumination comparatively easy.... John's
glowing narrative gives us a dissolving view,
fascinating and impressive. The pitiful men-
dicant fades away, and in his stead appears
a glorions confessor, witty, dauntless, meet to
be enrolled in the noble army of the faith-
ful, if we but knew his name. ... Converts
shouldn’t be coddled. The healed man was left
to his own resources, left to fight it out with
the august assembly, to suffer extreme eccle-
siastical penalty, all with no werd of comfort,
Thus he endured hardness. And it was good
for him. ... Excommunication put the mark
of moral leprosy on the Jew. If he died, there
was no mourning for him. If he lived no one
could come nearer to him than four cubits. His
social and relicious privations were of direst
sort. But all this was as dust of bhalance com-
pared with denying the reality of his cure, or
the worth of the Prophet who had effected it.
Converts of to-day may well imitate such an
example. .. . The glad ‘acceptance of Jesus
by the beogar, his stubborn rejection by the
chiefs of the nation, has its modern analogue.
Jesus is set for the fall or rising of many. He
is still a savor of life wnto life, or of death
unto death.

NOTES FROM THE COMMENTARIES.

A man blind. Blindness is common. in Pales-
tine to a degree which we in Western lands
can scarcely realize. ~ There is probably no
country in the world, except Egypt, where this
afflicticn is o prevalent. At Gaza, for in-
stance, it is said that one-third of the popu-
lation have lost ore or both eyes; ard, from
my own observation in that city, T should un-
hesitatingly say that the statement is not ex-
aggerated.—Tristram. Who did sin: The con-
nection between sin and suffering was an ele-
mentary principle with the Jews. Tts applica-
tien to the lives of individuals without evi-
dence of special sin is condemned by our Lord.
In this instance the question wag complicated
by the fact that the man had beea born blind,
forming an ethical or theological puzzle such ag
the rabbis were fond of discussing. Two alter-
native solutions presented themselves—either
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that the calamity was due to the sin of the
man’s parents on a principle of transmission
or that it was due to sin committed by the
man himself. In the latter case it might be
either punishment by anticipation or for sin
committed in a previcus state of existence. But
probably the disciples were speaking general-
ly, and had no precise conception of the var-
ious possibilities involved in the first part of
their question.—New Century Bible. Go wash
in Siloam . . which is sent. As the prescrib-
ed action was purely symbolical in its design,
s0 in connection with it the evangelist notices
the symbolical name of the pool, as in this
case bearing testimony to him who was sent
to do what it only symbolized.—]. F. B.

C. E. Topic.

Sunday, March 19.—Topic—Glorifying God
in our daily work. Matt. v.,, 13-16; Rom. xii,,
11,

Junior C, E. Topic.

WILLING GIVERS.

Monday, March 13.—‘That giveth it wiliing-
iyt Ex, ¥x0e- 1.9

Tuesday, March 14.—‘A willing heart.
XXXV., 5.

Wednesday, March 15.—They offered willing-
ly. 1. Chron. xxix., 6-9. &
Thursday, March 16.—Civing God his own.
1. Chron. xxix., 13, 14.

Friday, March 17.—Freely give. Matt. x., 8.

Saturday, March 18,—More blessed to give.
Acts xx., 35. -

Sunday, March 19.—Topic—A story of some
willing givers. Ex. xxxv. 21-29. (Missionary
Meeting.)

Ex.

Py
Learning the Lesson.

A most interesting and profitable address
was given by Mr. C. D. Meigs at a Sunday-
school convention, on ‘Normal Work, or How
to Get Your Lesson Until it Gets You” ' He
emphasized the importance of having a set
time for studying the Sunday-school lesson,
Some people think auy time will do, but it
won't, Some don’t begin to study the lesson .
until the last half hour before retiring on
Saturday night. Instead, one ought to begin
at the beginning of the week. Some begin
on Sunday afternoon for the following Sunday.
That’s more like the thing. But when a per-
son attends preaching service in the morning,
some afternoon meeting, a young people’s
meeting at 6.30, and an evening service, he
has his hands about full, and can afford to
wait until Monday. And by Monday noon,
at least, sooner if you can, know what the
lesson text is. Read and re-read it until you
have it well in your head. That’s the first
place to have it. The better you get it in your
head, the deeper it will be likely to sink into
your heart. And that’s where you must by
all means have it if you expect to teach suc-
cessfully. Only when the lesson sinks deep-
ly into your heart, by diligent and prayerful
study, will it come forth from a full heart
in saving power—‘Living Epistle.

————f———— ——

Have a map of Palestine drawn by each
scholar, under your instructions. No matter
how crude it is, urge each to draw his own
outline map. On this help them to trace in
black—black is the color Travis uses for the
preparatory period, red for the first year's
ministry, green for the second, and purple for
the third—the four journeys of Jesus from
Bethlehem to the Temple, to Egypt, back to
Nazareth, and from Nazareth to Jerusalem and
back.—John F. Cowan.

Pictorial Testament Premium

A very handsome Pictorial New Testament,
just published, with chromographs and engrav-
ings from special drawings made in Bible lands
by special artists, J. C. Clark and the late H.
A, Harper. The book is neatly bound in leather,

round corners, gilt edge, well printed on fine
thin paper, making a handscme book. = The
colored plates contained in this edition are
particularly fine. = i

Any subscriber to the ‘Messenger’ can secure

‘this book by sending four new subscriptions to

the ‘Northern Messenger’ at 4o cents each, or

six renewal subscriptions at forty cents each,
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The Newsboy’s Story.

Going from- the office one evening last week,
we were stopped by a wan-faced, sad-eyed

boy. He says he’s seventeen, but in size he
° doesn’t lock it by a half-dozen years. He
hadn’t had enough to eat since he came into
the world. Hunger is a law of his life. De-
spair peeps from his sad eyes, and premature
Sorrow has been cut into the cheeks which
God intended should bloom with roses of youth-
ful joy. But joy is a stranger to this young-
ster. He lives in hell—the hell created by a
druaken father. He was cursed before he was
born. The saloon did it.

‘Take a paper, sir, for mother’s sake, he
said. The appealing tome in which he spoke
must have stormed the heart of God. It was
more than an appeal; it was a live coal of
Prayer from off the white altar of the Eternal.

As his hand moved swiftly, he said, ‘Say,
can I serve you reg’lar, mister?’

‘You cau, indeed, my lad.

Seeing he was disposed to talk, we asked:
‘Are your parents living?

‘Yes,” he answered quickly, and a flood of

bitter memories seemed to look through his
eyes. ‘Yes, but you see dad—he don’t live

- with us no more.

‘Doesn’t he?’

‘No; we had to drive him away. He would
steal mother’s hard-earned money and mine,
and spend it for beer.

‘Teo bad, too bad. -

‘But say, mister, he like to got us before
he went” Here his eyes sparkled as he re-
called their narrow escape. ‘Policemen were
just in time to save us.

‘Save yvou? How?’

‘Why, man, he had a big butcher-knife, and
was about to kill mother and me when the

.cops nabbed him.

.~ This boy was worse
Ask the beer shop.
father,

This boy is homeless. Why? Ask the liquor

bar. While brutalizing his father, it also rob-
bed him of the money with which he could
have built a home. : !
/ This. lad has not an- equal chance in the
world with other boys. Why? The saloon
sent him, into the street, when his place was
in school.

This boy goes home every night t6 a crush-
ed, broken and husbandless mother, Why?
Because the saloon has taken away her hus-
band.

This brave warrior goes forth every morning
into the streets to fight the wolf for mother,
himself and five smaller ones, who are un-
‘consciously grog-shop victims.

The institution which will make a thief and

-a murderer of a father will destroy the na-
tion if given time, The one remedy is—des-
troy the institution.—‘The Banner.

than fatherless. Why?
It made a brute of his

Dinner Customs in Oilden

Shortly after the accession of James I. to the
English throne, when Scottish gentlemen were
beginning to feel at home in London, Lord
Harewood gave a dinner party, to which were
invited a large number of courtiers and offi-
- cers, both civil and military. After the bot-
. tle had circulated freely, and the spirits of
the assembly had begun to rise, General S——,
an English trooper of fame, and a reckless
‘bon-vivant,’ rose and said:
‘Gentlemen, when I am in my cups, and the

- have an absurd custom of railing against the
Scoteh. Knowing my weakness, I hope no
n in the company will take it amiss.
down, and a Highland chief, Sir Robert

2 of m-‘m,;prm}:ing a front lik'e

nerous wine begins to warm my blood, I
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absurd custom of kicking him at once out of
the company. Knowing my weakness, I hope
no gentleman will take it amiss’  General
S—— did not on that occasion suffer himself
to follow his usual custom! What fools the
wine made of these men!—‘'The National Ad-
vocate.

Then and Now.

Then: Only a few years ago a young man
¢f promise was invited to sign a pledge. He
declined, saying, ‘Why should I demy myself
the use of the cheering wine because some
people abuse it? I can drink or leave it alone!’

Now: A man staggered into a pawnbrok-
er’s shop in New York the other day, and, lay-
ing down a package on the counter, exclaimed;

‘Give me ten cents!’

The proprietor opened the parcel and found
2 pair of little red shoes so slightly soiled as
to indicate that they had seen but little wear.

‘Got them home,’ said the man; ‘my wife
bought them for the baby”’ Mad with thirst
he cried: ‘Give me ten cents. I must have a
drink.

‘You had better take them back to your
wife,” said the pawnbroker, ‘the baby will need
th:m.

‘No she won’t’ said the man, ‘because she’s
dead. She’s dead, I say; died in the night’
And he bowed his head on the counter and
wept like a child.—Selected.

P e

‘Do you cbject to cigarette smoke?’ asked
young Softleigh as he prepared to light a cig-
arette.

‘Really, I dom’t know,’ rejoined Miss Cut-
ting. ‘No gentleman ever smoked one in my
presence.’

_——

A Chi!d Shail Lead Them.

(S. Miller, in the ‘Temperance Leader and
League Journal.’)

(Concluded.)

‘That’s what puzzles me, replied Ferguson,
after a few moments’ calm refiection. ‘If death
is annpihilation, how could I see my dead fa-
ther, and mother, and sister?’

‘It must have been a trick of the imagina-
tion, if your theory is correct.

‘No, sir, it was nothing of the sort, cried
Ferguson, angrily.

‘What if the Bible is true then, after all?’
I said, looking at him quietly.

He winced for a moment. ‘It’s all one, there
is no hope for me now, the devil tells me.

‘But the devil was a liar from the beginning,
and if you had been studying the Bible when
you were studying infidel publications, you
could have silenced the adversary of soulswith
one word, “The blood of Christ cleanseth from
all sin.”?

Ferguson did not answer, but gradually the
cloud of depression that hung o’er his counten-
ance broke, and a glimmering of hope seemed
to appear through the gloom of despair. Fer-
guson was the son of respectable parents, he
had received 'a good education, and he began
life creditably; but in an evil hour he asso-
ciated himself with a set of Free Thinkers,
and, carried away by their evil influence, he
became a rank infidel. Latterly he had fallen
into dissipated habits, and by the time I made

~his acquaintance he had lost every trace of

his respectability, and even in the miserable
locality in which he lived was held in con-
tempt. I had almost lost heart in the attempt
to reclaim him, but it seemed as if we had got
to a turning-point at last. His theory of no
future state of being was shaken, and he
was more than half convinced that he was on
the wrong track. He received my wisits in a
better spirit than formerly, too, and sitep by
step I hoped to win him back to the truth,

‘But, alas! so scon as he was able to go about

again, his besetting sin took hold of him. The
craving for drink returned, and he could not
go past his old accustomed haunts. The pub-
lic-house lamp, like an evil eye, haunted him
at every corner, and lured him towards it with
the serpent’s secret charm. The stumbling-
block in the way of Ferguson’s happiness was

- the spirit shop, and the enemy started up be-
- fore the man at every step he tock. Disheart-

 ened and depressed in spirit, I was leaving
~ him one day after a last vain effort to get him

~ to take the temperance pledge. I had reached

< pravity until you come at it.

11

the door, and my hand was on the lock, whem
his youngest child came bounding in. He was
a remarkably pretty little fellow, despite all
the disadvantages of dirt and rags. Fixing his
bright, intelligent eyes upom me, he made a
dead halt, his face all smiles and dimples.

A happy thought struck me, and taking the
boy’s hand in mine, I led him up to his fathes.

‘Ferguson, if I were you, I would try to get
rid of this liftle ome’ I said, looking quite
serious.

The father stared at me with astonishment
stamped on every feature.

‘He would be better lying silent in his coffin
than here, I continued.

A shudder quivered through the father’s
frame, and involuntarily he stretched out his
hand and drew the child to his knee,

‘If he lives what can you expect him to be-
come without a father’s care, and with a
drunkard’s example constantly before his
eyes?’

‘Charlie has not a bad disposition,” mutter-
ed Ferguson; ‘nome of my children have, sir,
he added, sharply.

‘But do you think it pessible that they can
breathe the tainted atmosphere of moral pol-
lution without inhaling its poison?’

He looked down, silent,

‘There is 1 bud of glorious promise’ said I,
pointing to little Charlie, who was nestling
lovingly on his father’s bosom. ‘But as surely
as a garden blossom requires the gardener’s
watchful oversight to bring it to perfection,
as surely does this little one need a parent’s
care in the morning of life; and that you know
as weli as I do, Ferguson,’ I added, with em-
phasis.

‘God knows I have tried,’ he muttered, and
the tears came into his eyes.

‘Man, could you not sacrifice a selfish indul-
gence for the sake of that promising child?’ I
said, as he appeared to waver. ‘Is the love of
that fresh young heart not better than the
false smile of the mocker? Try it I urged;
‘and ‘here is Charlie going to promise that fa-
ther’s sacrifice will be gloriously rewarded in
the affection and respect of his children to
life’s latest moment,’

A great tear fell on Charlie's upturned face,
and with the quick perception of childhood the
little creature divined something amiss, and
flung his arms round his father's neck and kiss-
ed him,

‘It’s not tco late, you see, Ferguson,’ I said,
when he lifted his head. ‘The sacrifice will be
well repaid if you make it, and it will be
your own fault, sir, if this little fellow doesn’t
help yet to redeem the family name,’ I added,
smiling.

‘God bless you, sir, you have stirred the gold-
en chord,’ whispered his wife as I passed out.

Yes, the golden chord was struck at last;
the next time I went back Ferguson met me
himself at the deor with a beaming counten-
ance,

T've dome it, sir, he exclaimed with a joy-
ous smile. ‘I took the pledge yon day before
I slept, and my wife has taken it too.

‘And youw’ll never repent it,’ 1 added.

* dy oW ) * %* % *

Ferguson had a clever head, and when it
was clear he used it to good purpose. Step
by step he redeemed his position after he sign-
ed the pledge, and in the course of a year or
two again the family were in a flourishing
position. He has continued faithful to the tee-
total pledge, and I have the pleasure of re-
cording that he has entirely abandoned his in-

fidel views, and is a member of the church of

Christ. And as a proof of his prosperity, I
may add that from time to time I have a
pound note slipped into my hand to help the
poor and needy amongst God’s people,

This story is strictly true. A more hopeless
case than Ferguson’s could not be imagined,
but the grace of God is sufficient for all things,
and by patience and perseverance, in humbiz
dependence upon God, the most obdurate heart
will yield in the end. Try to find the vulner-
able part, probe the incrustations of moral de-
‘ Sweep the
heart-strings gently and the gelden chord will :
respond to your ftouch at last, like music in

"the hands of a skiliu1 player.

Your Own Paper Free.

‘Northern Messenger’ subscribers may have
their own subscriptions extended one year, free
of charge, by remitting eighty cents for two

new subscriptions.
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Correspondence

PICTURES.

Dear Boys ard Cirls' who have not yet seen
their pictures in the paper,—If you have sent
a picture without your name, address and age
on the back of it, or below it, serd us a de-
scription of the picture on a postcard with
your name, etc. If you have sent colored work
send us a pencil drawing; if you have sent a
political skit sketch, however clever, we would
prefer something simpler that every reader
can understand. Then, again, we have here
a picture which kas not a word to say what
it is and we have not found anyone that could
tell us. It is not a horse, nor a man, a girl
nor a bird,—it is nct even a couventional work
of art,—it is only a drawing! So be sure and
give your pictures a mame, if there seems any
doubt about what they might be taken to re-
present. There are too many don’t’s and do’s
to be thought of or written down, but if you
don’t see your picture within a month or two
it 'would be wise to read over the rules and
try again,

RULES.

1. Draw on white cardboard, five inches
square.

2. Avoid shading.

3. Write your name, age and address on the
other side. Also a name for your picture.

4. Use nothing but a good sharp pencil.

5. Don’t expect to sece one of your drawings
more than once in three months,
. 6. No one older than eighteen should send
in pictures. #

. Lower Economy, N.S.
Dear Editor,—This is a very pretty place
in summer. There is a bay cailed Minas Ba-

Wl N N\
Norman G. (age 12), Retta McM. (age 11)y
Didsbury, Brookholm,
Alta. ; Ont.

sin, of which we have quite a nice view. There
is also a very pretty mountain to be seen here
in summer, which adds much to the scenery
of Lower Economy. 1 like the ‘Messenger’
very much. We have taken it for about twen-
ty years. CORA B. McL.

Boxall, Ont,
Dear Editor,—I live on a farm of two hun-
dred acres. I have a pet fox, but I sold him
at Christmas-time for four dollars. I think
he is the nicest pet I have ever had for a long
time. My father got an eagle a week ago. We
stretched out its wings, and found them to
measure seven feet six inches. We had him

taken to St. Thomas and stuffed.
CLARENCE J. (aged 13).

Jarlsberg, Ont.

Dear Editor—We live near two big hills, But
there are many smaller ones. We live one
mile from a Jake, which is half a mile wide
and two miles long. It is very rocky and hx_lly
here. How many of the boys and girls like
summer best? I do; still, I have great fun
sleigh-riding. I have two cats, one dog, and
@ yoke of oxen. WILLIE H.

Morristown, N.S.
Dear Editor,—I am in the fifth grade. I
have one brother, and his name is Ralph. He
is twelve years of age, and for pets I fhave
two cats and two dolls, and I have also a doll’s
carriage,and we live on a farm. It is a very
pretty place in summer. rmuicd
L3 v LILAH B. (aged 9).

; s Byng, Ont.
Dear Editor,—I have one sister married, and
she lives in Brantford. She has a little boy
and girl. I like to read. Some of the hooks

B e e

that I have-read are: ‘Sevenfold Trouble,” ‘An-
na Lee, ard ‘The Brydes’ META D.

: Wolfville, N.S.
Dear Editor,—We have not taken your pa-
per very long, and this is my first letter, We
have a beautiful view from our house, which
ooks over Minas Basin and Cape Blomidon,

Myrtle M. G. (age 15) Harry B. (age 12),
Elphin, Hamilton, ’
Ont. Ont.

I-suppose you have read about th.is town at}d
Grand Prg, which is about one mile away, in
Longfellow’s poem ‘Evangeline” A great many
people from the United States come to see the
old French willows, well and church. The
skating and snowshoeing have been very'good
this winter. Last night some of the pupils of
the school went for a sleigh-drive to Kentville,
a town about seven miles out. I have three
sisters, and T am the youngest, being thirteen.
’ b MARGARET M.

Alston, Mich.
Dear Editor,—I live in the Upper Peninsula
of Michigan, on a homestead. I am going to
school now. I have half a mile to go. My
grandpa, in Canada, sends us the ‘Messenger.’
We have quite cold winters here. The gnow
is about five feet deep. It is nice here in the
summer. In the spring we make maple sugar.
It is the most exciting time we have, I like

to sugar off the best of all. ETHEL G.

India.
Dear Editor,—Having been a reader of the
‘Messenger’ for one and a half years, through
the help of undefined kindness of the one in

The Farmer’s Pride.
Belle B. (age 14), Rideau View. Ont,

et
Bertie W. (age 12), Hazel M. B. (age 8),

Wisbeach, Bishop’s Crossing,
Ont. 2 Que,

Canada who undertook to subscribe for me, and
having ‘enjoyed some very fine articles of the
temperance, very good explanations of the
Sunday-school lessons, and fine correspondence,
I think it is time that I also contribute some
kind of letter to the readers of the ‘Messen-
ger)) I like this paper very much. It is a
splendid paper. My friends in this country
appreciate it very much. I cannot afford to
do without it. I was benefited very much
both in spiritual and secular. I live very much

R o
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the Temperance, Sunday-school Lesson and the
Correspondence, and am delighted with the
stories therein. Two kind-hearted girls of
Canada sent me a package of cards some time
ago through Mrs, Edwards-Cole, of Montreal,
Canada, for my Sunday-school children. I
thankfully received them, and distributed them
to the children. They are very much pleased,
and it is a very good means of encouraging
them in regularity. I do not know their
names. - If they are the readers of the ‘Mes-
senger,” we pay thanks to them through this
letter. Indeed, my children benefited much by
the cards. I am afraid that my letter will be
too long, so I will close. Wishing the ‘Mes=
senger’ every success,
GALANKI SATHANANDHAM.

Connell, N.B.
Dear Editor,—I am a little boy seven years
old. I go to school and read in the second
reader. I know all my tables and work in the
arithmetic. OQur teacher is a man this term.
I have only one brother. He is four years old.
His name ‘is Frank. He has long curls. He
has a kitten and I have a dog named Jack,
One of my grandmas gave me the ‘Messenger’
for a Christmas present. I like it just as well
as I can. I hope I will see this letter in the
paper. Mamma says she will have to copy

this, or you'cannot read it. R. L. S.

Ypswich, Mass,

Dear Editor,—I am ten years old. I am in
the fifth grade in Winthrop school. My fa-
ther is a commercial traveller. He goes to
Vermont, New Hampshire, Canada, Connecti-
cut and Massachusetts. I, have four brothers
but no sisters. I take music lessons. I love
music. Every Sunday I read the letters in the
paper. Ipswich is a very pretty valley, and
also a historical town. A. N.

Dear Sir,—I am sending renewal. A teach-
er in school here asked a class of boys why
they always called a boat she. One said, ‘Be-
cause it cost so much money to rig it out.” A
man met another one frosty day and said, ‘How
are you?’ The other man said: ‘You see how
I am, as both heels flew up, and he lay on his
back with his feet in the air. A,

G,

(Unsigned.)

Dartford, Ont.

Dear Editor,—As I have not seen any let=-
ters from Dartford, I thought I would write
one. Dartford is a small place, and it has a
grist mill, two blacksmith’s shops, a Methodist
church, a saw-mill and quite a few dwelling-
houses. For pets I have a cat and two kit-
tens, their names being Floss, Frolic and Tige.
I am ten years old. I am in the junior third
class at school. I think the ‘Messenger’ is a
nice paper. I will try and make my letter as
interesting as I can. I have two sisters and
one brother, their names being Joseph, Carrie
and Jennie. I take up at school, reading,
arithmetic, grammar, geography, composition,
and writing. We have about two feet of
snow. We have had quite a bit of cold wea=
ther. Our school teacher’s name is Miss C. I
think ‘Ada’s Victory’ was a very nice story."
Well, as this is my first letter to the ‘Mes-
senger,’ I guess I will clase.

ANNIE V. E. C.

Campbelton, N.B.
 Dear Editor,—I am a little boy seven years
old. I have a cat that I call ‘Darkey, and
some chickens. We have one cow called ‘Boss.”
I play with Mary P. and my little sister.

J. GILFORD B,

Diamond, Ont.
Dear Editor,—My mamma has taken the
‘Messenger’ for many years, and papa says he
took it when he was a boy. We would not be
without it now for a good deal. I live in the
Township of Fitzroy, in the County of Carl-
ton, in the Ottawa Valley. This is a lovely
country, only it is very cold in winter. We
live two miles from Kinburn, a village on the
0. A. and P. S. Railway. This is a fine farm- .
ing and dairying country. We live in a stone.
‘house, I have two brothers and two sisters.
I go to school every day. I am in the senior
third class. I have one pet, it is a pigeon. I
call Bim Tommy. I live on a farm of one
hundred and fifty acres. H. J. S,
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HOUSEHOLD.

A Mother’s Love.

(Dr. M. Victor Staley, in ‘Michigan Christian
Advocate.’)

We see the infant om its mother’s breas
Like a young bird within its cosy nest;
Naught knows he of life’s rude alarms
While lying in her loving arms;

~ The troubled clouds of worldly care g
Have not yet crossed his brow so fair.
We know not what his future here may be;
The pathway of his life we carnot see,
He may the ladder climb to fame;
The world may execrate his name;
But now he’s only mother’s boy,
Her brightest hope, her greatest joy.

We see him as he slowly plods to school.

He may become a wise man or.a fool;

May shine within the halls of state;

A prison’s cell may be his fate;

We cannot tell which it shall be,

For we must wait if we would see.

We see him, as he enter's man’s estate,

Select the one he takes to be his mate.

Though now a bearded man full-grown,

With wife and children of his own,

Yet he is still her darling boy,

Her greatest hope, her only joy.

Thus from the lowly cradle unto death,

She’ll love and praise him with her latest
breath. ‘

Though acts of his may cause her shame,
Yet still will she remain the same;
Though others turn him from the door,
She will but love him all the more,

And try, by love, and prayers, and tears,
To break the bond of misspent years,

And draw him onward up to God,

Ere she is laid beneath the sod;

For he is still her wayward boy,

Her one fond hope, her only joy.

“Childless and Fatherless.

While we have much to teach, it may be we
have something to learn, in those ancient re-
gions which were the primitive homes of our
race. Our missionaries, who carry the light
of Christian education into ‘the households of
the far East, find among the domestic usages
of the people some which deserve considera-
tion for their good results. Among these is
the custom of adoption. Childless parents are
not merely allowed, but are in some countries
required by their religious séntiments, to ad-
opt children, who become in all respects as
closely bound to them, in ties of duty and af-
fection, as if they had been the offspring of
the adopters.

English law knows nothing of this relation.
Yet it may well be admitted that this is a
serious deficiency. Much good has been dome,
we know, by benevolent societies and indi-
viduals, who have rescued orphan and deserted
children from poverty and misery, and have
found comfortable homes for them in Christian
households. But a mere apprenticeship, or any
other contact, is a poor substitute for that
powerful affection which springs up when the
natural feelings of parent and child are called
forth. The apprentice, or bound servant, how-
ever kindly treated, remaing a mere social
waif, without kindred or home. The adopted
child enters the family circle; and the holy and
tender sentiments, which the ties of father-
hood, motherhood, and childhood awaken, en-
velop all within the circle, and make them all
happier and better. In those instances which
have fallen under our observation where, so far
as our law will allow, children have been ad-
opted, the best results have fellowed. We
“have one instance in mind of a respectable
married couple who, after the loss of an enly
son, adopted two young orphan children, a
boy and a girl, in no way related to them.
They were not rich, but were able to give the
children a good education, with the same ten-
der care and thoughtful training which they

~ would have given to their own lost child. In
their declining years a reverse of fortune fell
upon the adoptive parents, and they found' a
loving welcome and willing support from their

~ children; one of whom was then an eminent
clergyman, and the other a happy matron in
& pleasant home replete with every comfort. It
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would seem that while there are, and ever will
be, so many childless homes, which would be
made cheérful by the presence of children, and
s0 many orphaned littles ones, to whom these
homes would bring present safety and future
welfare, some method could be devised by
which the system of adoption might. be made
far more general than it is.—‘Christian Globe.’

et

It is Said.

That marble can be washed and cleaned nice-
ly by rubbing with a clean cloth dipped in
turpentine, Polish with a clean and perfectly
dry cloth.

That when washing colored shirtwaists, etc.,
do not fa'l to rinse in salt water. This fre-
quently obviates all ‘running’ of color. Turn
inside cut before hanging up to dry.

That the following plan is a good one to
fresten stale bread: Dip-the leaf, wrapped in
a clean cloth, into boiling water and let it re-
main there for half a minute; thea unroll the
loaf and bake it in a slow oven for ten min-
utes.

That when doing plain sewing, if there is
a little flour in a saucer and the fingers are
d’pped in it occasionaliy, the hands will be
kept free frcm damp and the work be kept
beautifully clean. This is really a summer
hint, though naturally moist-handed girls may
heed the advice at any time.

That hot water is a good thing to use when
flowers are drooping in order to freshen them.
The stems should be placed in a cup of boil-
ing water-and left until 7very leaf is smooth-
ed cut. Then the ends 'of the stems should
be cut off and the flowers placed in lukewarm
water. ‘

That sponges cannot be Kept perfectly clean
unless they are wrung out in clean water as
dry as possible ‘after they have been used snd
then exposed to the air until they are dry.
When they get dirty they should be left in
Strong borax and water or soda and water for
Some hours and then be squeezed as hard as
Possible occasionally.,

That dish-cloths should be washed thorough-
ly every morning in hot water, to which a lit-
tle ammonia or soda has been added, and then
be rinsed and hung in the air to get perfect-
ly dry. Two sets should be kept and used on
alterzate days. In addition to this it is well
to rinse them each time after using, and to
boil them once a week.—‘Canadian Baptist.’

The Woman Who Wants
Work.

To one who has been brought up to use
hands as well as brain, and to believe in the
dignity of honest labor, nothing is more sur-
prising and discouraging than the attitude of
the average woman seeking occupation. We
all know her and heave a sigh when she comes
knocking at our doors for advics and help. She
usuaily wants to do something she doesn’t
krow how to do or that nobody wants her to
do. She frequently regards the work you sug-
gest as too difficult or too ‘menial.’ Hundreds
of women desire a position as companion, or
helper; they would be willing ‘to read aloud,
dust, arrange flowers, even take ladies’ pet
dogs out to walk!” But any intelligent per-
son who reads the advertisements in newspa-
rers must see that where there are scores
who desire ‘a housekeeper's position in a small
family where servants are kept, there is one
such position. The same is true of literary
positions, which always seem so attractive to
tke outsider, and of private secretaryships,
than which nothing 'is more exacting. And
the worst of it is not the lack of common sense
but the tendency to shirk, to get an easy place,
Or what seems an easy place, the unwilling-
ness to give honest, hard labor for its equiva-
lent in money. No one can really succeed in
life who is ‘afraid of work,’ and the most im-
portant lesson a child can learn, next to faith
in God, is that work is honorable and that ‘no
work js drudgery unless you drudge at it’—
‘Congregationalist.’

Sample Copies.

Any subscriber who would like to have speci~
men 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.

18
The Smiles,

If there were smiles for sale
At some market where
The rich, the poor, the low, the high,
Might hurry with their change to buy,
What crowds would gather there!

Yet there are smiles enough,
And each might have his share,
If every man would do or say
One—just one—kind thing every day
To lift some other’s care.
—S. E. Kiser, in ‘Ballads of Busy Days.

How to Bring Sleep,

Assume an easy position, with the hands
resting over the abdomen. Take a long, slow
but easy and natural breath, in such a way as
gradually and gently to lift the hands out-
ward by the action of the abdomen. At the
same time slowly and gradually open the eyes
so that at the end of the inspiration they are
wide open and directed upward. Let the
breath come out easily and naturally, letting
the hands fall inward as the outward pres-
sure of the abdomen is withdrawn At the
same time let the eyes drop, amnd the eyelids
naturally fall by their own weight, so that they
are closed at the end of the expiration. Do
all this quietly and naturally. Do not make
too hard work of it.

Repeat the inspiration and expiration, with
opening and lifting, dropping and closing of
the eyes, ten times. Then take ten breaths in
the same way, allowing the eyes to remain
closed. Alternate ten breaths with opening
and closing of the eyes, and breaths with clos-
ed eyes. When the eyelids begin to feel ra-
ther heavy, and you feel tired and sleepy, as
you will very soon, go through the motions
more easily and lazily, until you merely will
the motions without making any effort, or
hardly any effort, to execute them, At this
stage, or more likely in one of the intervals
of breathing without any motion of the eyes,
you will fall asleep.

Nervous persons will have some difficulty at
first in the gradual opening and closing of the
eyes. They will tend to fly open, and then
snap together. But, as putting salt on a dove’s
tail is a sure rule for catching the dove, so
this gradual and easy opening and closing of
the eyes in rhythm, with quiet, natural breath-
ing, when once secured, is almost equivalent
to  dropping completely . off to sleep.
This rule induces the respiration that
is characteristic of normal sleep. It tires the
set of muscles the tiring of which is one of
the favorite devices for producing hypnosis. It
produces and calls attention to certain sen-
sations in the eyes and eyelids which are the
normal precursors of sleap, Finally, persons
who have had difficulty in going to sleep, and
staying asleep, report that this method puts
them to sleep, and puts them back again when
they wake up too soon—‘Outlook.’

———

Something Left Undone,

Longfellow has written some very expres-
Sve verses with this title, and truly they are
virses which commend themselves especially
to every mother and housekeeper in the land.
Fer which of us is so favored as to see the
sun set on any day of any year in which we
can fay that all cur tasks are accomplished,
all ou: duties performed, and that no spectre
of ?‘something left undone’ rises up to confront
us 3 ’ -

How cften we wake in the morning, calm,
confident, capable, yet finding soon that our
daily work w.ll not be despatched as it should
te, and as we meant it to be. Accidents, un-
foreseen interruptions, bodily or mental fa-
tigue; the necessities of others—all these hin-
drances make us feel as the hours drag on
that— z

‘Labor with what zeal we will,

. Something yet remaing undone,

Something uncompleted stil]
Waits the rising of the sun.

Whﬁt shall we do, then? Give up in des-
pair? By no means, dear reader. Keep up

- your courage, do what you can, let no vision

of the necessarily untinished work attraignt
you; but gather up hopefully the loose ends
whici would otherwise tangle, and remember
that perfection and completeness are not to
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be found in this world. Remember, tco, that
very many of the things which you consider
essential to to-day’s work can just as well
wait until to-morrow—indeed, they had far
better wait than tax your already overbur-
dened hands.—'Christian Globe.

e el

He Shall Carry the Lambs in
flis Bosom.
(M. N. E, in ‘Christian Advocate.)
Isa. xl, 1:.
The mother’s heart is crushed! With an-
guished cry
She lifts her pallid, quivering face, to pcer
Within the vail which shrouds her idol dear;
But faith, thro’ blinding tears, can naught
descry,

Yet whispers, ‘Love divine is ever nigh!”

She wails: ‘O pitying Christ, bend low

and hear
A mother’s moan! In mercy come Thou
near,
And speak some word of comZ:-t, or 1 diel’

The Shepherd lays His wounded hand in balm
Of benediction on the mother’s head;
Faith’s eyes grow clear, and lo! she sees her

dead

Within the Shepherd’s arm!—her wee white
lamb!

Thus, while on each doth rest each pierced
palm,

Death’s gulf is spahned. and she is comforted!
B S A R T

A Habit Not Qutgrown.

Does it pay to teach children habits of de-
votion? Let this extract from a private let-
ter, written by a young fellow who .is doing
brilliant post-graduate work in one of our
universities, hearten the parents who may be
discouraged or doubtful concerning the exped-
iency of such training. He writes: ‘I think
what a dear good old mother you are every
night when I go to bed, and I’ve not forgotten
the old custom of praying for you. Whether
it is psychological or otherwise it is pretty
well implanted in me by heredity and cus-
tom, ahd I guess it is a mighty good thing it
is!” © One such manly testimony outweighs
any amount of argument against the worth of
prayer.—‘Congregationalist.

————————

Selected Recipes.

Delmonico Potatoes.—Peel and cut cold
boiled potatoes quite fine. For each pint take
two tablespoonfuls of butter, one cupful of
thin cream, one teaspoonful of salt and one-
quarter of a teaspoonful of white pepper, Mix
the potatoes and seasoning and spread them
in a shallow buttered baking-dish. Pour over
the cream, dot thickly with the butter and
brown in a quick oven.

Oeufs au Fromage, or Eggs with Cheese.—
This forms a simple and tempting dish. Melt
some soft cheese in a little butter, and stir in
a pinch of bicarbonate of potash. Pour this
into the dish which is to come to the table.
Carefully drop on the top the required number
of eggs, and sprinkle over with a mixture of
grated cheese, pepper, and salt. Place in a

e A A B X T
NORTHERN MESSENGER
(k Twelve Page Hiustrated Weoakly.)

To Separate Addresses. :
SR ORI N L T e 400
Three copies to separate addresses .. ..$1.00
Four copies to separate addresses. .. .. 1.20
More than four at the rate of thirty cents
each.

S. S. Clubs.

Sunday-school Clubs, ten or more copies to
one address, twenty cents per copy per annum.

Postage.

The above rates include postage for Canada
(excepting Montreal City), Nfid.,, U.S. and its
Colonjes, also Cuba, Gre at Britain, Mexico, New
Zealand, Transvaal, British Honduras, Bermuda
Barbadoes, Ceylon, Gambia, Sarawak, Babama
Islands, Zanzibar, Hongkong, Cyprus, Fiji, Ja-
maica, Maita, Trinidad, “British Guiana, Gibral-

P :
For Montreal and foreign ‘countries not men-
uoned above, add b0c a copy postage.

Sample Copies. -
Sample package supplied free on application,

JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
Publishers, Montreal.

moderate oven till the eggs are set and the top f niecs around the shell. Cover them with boil-
lightly browned. Garnish with sippets of fried I ing -ater. and let them ccok gentiy about ten
bread or buttered toast, and serve very hot. minutes, then skim them out and invert them

Staffed Spanish Onions.—Peel the onions, cut ! en a dish to drain. Take equal parts of cold
off a slice around the top, scoop out 2 portion | boiled chicken, or veal, or calf’s liver finely
of the centre, leaving a wall of uniform thick- I chopred and fresh bread crumbs. Chop the

and Music
House,
RMONTREAL,

Special offer to introduce 25 of our new
style 18 Pianos into different parts of
Canada, we will sell for cash 25 Pianos,
the regular price of which is

$3?5 at Half Price
casn $187.50

This beautiful large Upright Piano is
in fancy burl walnut or fancy mahogany
case, full front, swing mus!&: dgsk, dlt:uble
folding 1id, eary. anel, and legs, 71-3 octaves, 8 pedals, ivory and ebony keys,
]atestgimproved e:iictrl)on. full metal plate, very sweet tone, with great power, con-
taining every_ improvement and fully guaranteed; with Pmup Stool and fancy
drape. This lnstrument usually sells at $375. but we are making a special offer on
25 of this style as an advertisement to introduce our Planos where their fine
qualities are not known. We arrange freight charges at very lowest rates to any
part of Canada. We also have many other styles which we sell on instalments
from $25 cash, with monthly payments of from $7 to $15, or quarterly payments
if desired. Write for full particulars, and if time is wanted let us know the
terms ‘that would suit as we can arrange almost any terms to responsible people.
All our Pianos are fully guaranteed for 5 years. We have also a large number
of second-hand Pianos from $50 to $200. If you want a Piano, write and let us
know about the price you desire to pay and we will send descriptions of Pianos
at about the price wanted.

J. W. SHAW & CO.,

Manufacturers and Importers of PIANOS and ORGANS.
% FACTORY and WAREROOMS ;

2274 8t, Catherine Street, Montreal

:

TYPEWRITER|

WACTORY has been re- !
moved to more commedious
and suitable premises.

THE OLIVER is the most

largely sold typewriting ma-
chine in the world to-day.

THE OLIVER is a Cana-
dian machine through its in-
ventor, and its being manufae-

tured in Canada as well as in the UnitedStates, :
THE OLIVER, being manufactured in Canads, pays ne duty as
all other Standard machines do.

THE OLIVER is the Standard Visible writing machine,
The record of THE OLIVER has never been equalled. :

Active and relisble agents are wanted, to whom will be givea
steady employment if found competent.

You should send for our SPECIAL OFFER.

CANADIAN OLIVER TYPEWRITER COMPANY,

TEMPLE BUILDING, MONTREAL,
- CAN BE

RUPTURE S¥%=5

athome WITHOUT Pain, Danger, or Time From Work by the
WONDERFUL DISCOV ERY of an eminent Toronto Specialist,
EV. K. D. SHERMAN, Harrow, Kssex County, Ontario,
whose portrait here appears, is cured ab 66 svea:.l-l, by the
eat Discovery of the Rupture Specialist, Dr. W, 8. Rice, 2} East
ers, who write ab ',II)ShR(JBlwk o~ )'d %ﬁ' g?“nog" o s“ﬁ%bx;
at once, Dr. ce will sen 8 0K, “Can Rupture
Cured,” and a FREE TRIAL of his DISCOVERY. Do not wait, write to-day.




March 10, 1905 THE MESSENGER. 15

ion which d from the centre, and T
';l’é‘x’fi?ollu'}”&rﬁ?i"ﬁiue?’?henenffi it with No Breakfast Table THE WATCH IS A DEANDY

the meat and crumbs, add melted butter and a complete without FREE /

little hot water to moisten, and season with PPS’

And takes the shine wherever it
goes.”  Thatiswhat Leo, C. Gavin,
Meleombe, Ont,, said about hig
watch, and we have hundreds of
other letters from delighted boys
Wwho have received hands me watch.
es for scllng ony 13 doz, of vur
large beautiful pack ges of fresh
Sweet Fea Sceds, the best
in

salt and pepper. Fill the onion shells with
the mixtuce, pack it in closely, sprinkle but-
tered cracker crumbs over the top, and set the
shells in a pan. Add about an inch of hot

anada, at 10e, each,

water or stock from the meat used in the fill- An admirable food, with all : 116 ‘;ﬁi,‘f::;,%{é
ing, cover and cook slowly in the oven until its mnataral qualities intact, colors and contains 61 of
the c-ions are very tender. It will take about fitted to build up and maintain P o T
an hour. When tender, remove the cover and robust health, and to resist \ oy im-gluable color,
i . - o-day and we will

let the crun'*; brown slightly. Dish them and winter's extreme cold. It is 8 send the Seals, postpaid,
Serve as an entree or course at a luncheon. & valuable diet for children. [ G earen aaines o o
Chicken Cheese.—Boil two chickens in mere- P G [ e e neates
1y water enough to make them tender; take ;  oney mod we il b
them out when done, remove all the bones, ,..ed;a'_:,_\:y‘m;aymmm- of
mirce the meat very fine, season with salt, N nglr’:" P::;:l.ru.f:ws:‘!\;;u3‘“@3
Pepper and butter, and return them to the ] silver n'ckel caso, icely

engraved edge, d-corated
dial, heavy bove'led erystal
7 Yiour, minnte and seconds

3 hands, and reliable Ameris
can movement, With care it will Jast 10 wears. Write
to-day sure. Seed Supply Co., D ph. 482 Toronto.

EASY TO GET

Thia handsome 14k. Gold-fin-
ished open face Watch, new
1905 model, stem wind and sct,
beautifully engraved with
latest fancy edge, enamelled
dial, French bevelled crystal,
hour, minute and seconds
hands, and a fine adjusted
nickel duplex movement, a
splendid timekeeper and as
fine a Watch a8 you ever saw—
given away absolutely free for
{ sclling only 18 packages of
& fresh Bweet Pea Seeds at 10c.
each, They are the largestand
the most beautiful packages
ever sold for 10c. You can
easily sell the whole eighteen
in half an hour, and as soon as
yeu sernd us the money we will

send ycu this elegant Watch

Free. Write to-day and we will

send you the seeds  The Prize

Beed Co,, Dept. 404 Toronte -

WE TRUSTYOU

: d2 dota.z large rbe‘;m.nfuuy
colored packages o weet =
Pea Seeds to sell forus at Zok
10¢, each. Kor your trouble we
will give you a beautiful little Watch
Wwith Goldhands on which alarge rose

Wwater in wh'ch they were boiled; cook until

the liquid is mearly gome, pour into- a deep

dish, lay a plate over it, put a weight and set -

"~ . away in a cool place. When ready to be eaten $4 5 WOMAN’S I should like to
(]

. ¢ G 3 send eyery woman
“ut in slices and it will be as firm as cheese, SUITS  cainple cloths and
and is very nice for a Sunday evening tea. Spring Styles of our $4.50 to $12.00 Suits : also Skirts.

y : $ W aists and Rain Coats, Manager, SOUTHCOTT SUIT
CO., London, Can. Sample Dept. 19,

The Most Nutritious B

O6n 3 A asai )

A Garden Suggestion.

One of the best suggestions we have seen for [ -
getting early tomatoes, and one that will com- - 2

mend itself for other uses to the thrifty folk
who have rich potting soil stored ready for

eariy spring use, comes from ‘Country Life in Handsome Presents

America’ Says the writer:—I sow the seed EASI LY EAR NED

in shallow boxes of earth, and, as soon as the
plants are large enough to handle, .a sufficien?
- number of large turnips are scooped clean,
| filled with rich earth and arranged side by
- side in boxes, and the spaces between filled
in with earth. The tomato plants are then
transferred to these uhique rie:eptacles and 'lrelft
= P o w, which they do with a will, e
i 3 :u,é;os decay and furnish excellent mourish- |  aagoutyszourname and adiress

G

" our large fast-sellin, 3 T with buds and le is el
: ment for the tomatoes. Whlen danger of frost sm Tea li:;d't? folffh?? e, are the ﬂnr;ntmlg lhg ;‘mt)menwdpxn seven . Golors c%ﬁz
5 3 —the st flowering, the most utifully colo an obinson, Vi 3 g
18 pESt ,the Plnnfs are transp anteq in the opeén the sweetest smelling, Eygrybodymbuy- them. D‘:’hnn sold, mtcrlnqi':;l- Z::ﬁ::":kﬁ?;.'““ 'rnol;(,{
ground. By this method I get ripe tomatoes Tepars the: Ioney, abd for your trouble wo will grve you, frec, a Post tJ‘:u'd to-day and we will
£ 5 e - & . y -finished Ring, set with large beautiful Pearls send he Seeds postpaid. s
in July, which is from six to eight weeks ear- and perfoct {mitation Diamonds that sparkie and glister 1ks Cortificate res. wilh oo pank :
T than the usual time real Diamonds, also an opportunity to get a beantiful little Gracie Brown, Cheverie, N S. said :**1 sold all the 8
- ety % 'i}i‘l}'ﬂ Watch, rx:ue. as an extra prize if you write to-day. in a few minutes,” THE 'Dofd!NION seﬁgg
————— ?_lfllze Seed Co., Dept. 431  Toronto © €04 DEPT. 411, TORONTO, ONTARIO,

An Appreciation,
(‘Presbyterian College Joximal.')

BOYS. LOOK!

Among our exchanges we have to notice a / i
somewhat unassuming newspaper-like periodi- | ;
cal which weekly makes its way to cur read- 2 { SURE DEATH TO RATS,
ing table. But however unassuming in ap- : il  CROWS, SQUIRRELS,

pearance, its title lays claim to a great deal, | ' ' i o ; RABBITS, ETC.
for it bears on its face in bold black type the | B \ Boys! omaand you like fo have sn All-Steel Long-Dis-

. . T . : mode B.B.
name ‘World Wide’ This periodical, published tance Air Riffo of tho bost make and lafest model, that slioo

- 2 { T lect acouracy? Weo are
by Messrs, John Dougall and Son, proprietors | - > y o S ‘giﬂ“f.ﬁ'f,:’n,‘;x utely m SousaiepRniti Akis s 60w Wil
of the Montreal ‘Daily and Weekly Witness,’ i © | et 10¢. each. The packagesare beautifully decorated in gzmlm.t’ndeuh
is composed of a collection of material which fi: o h o ;‘;::;’::;}:;:fw;"‘g;““-P"“-“;:‘;“"°;“ f;;g;;;",;;{:;‘;;ﬁl;'g:{{

i & il 3 - Rid: 1 Y ) RART had 41 the Seeds sold. " They
does not claim to be first-hand. Its purpose went like wildfive. A 50 cestitemre fros it o ke Write usa post
is to present in concise and well-arranged form 24 NG card to-day and we will send the Seeds postpaid. Boys, this is the best Air Gun

: : . 4 P made. It has all stecl barrel and fittings, improved giobe sights, pistol grip and
= a digest of the leadlng magazine and newspa- S e R walnut stosk. Is always ready for Sqnirrels Rats, Sparrows,ete, Geo. Allen,

. per articles which are being produced on two UL Brandon, Man.says: *“T received my Rifie yesterday and think 1t 2 a beauty, I

: Bave shot § birds alrendy.” Dominion Seed Co., Dept. 493 Toronto.
REE"

continents and in this respect it must be said R

‘World Wide’ is an unqualified success. 4 iy 1)

It is often said thatqthe man who reads no- NS 2R I?v.a VALUABLE RING SEND NO MONEY
thing but the Editorials of the Montreal ‘Wit- - 3 AND ' If You want this Beautiful
ness’ is well informed on the happenings of the & WATCEH and RING
day, and it may be said with equal truth 5
%a&‘. e”thc.e man who peruses the pages of ‘World

ide’ can converse intelligently on the leadin o
subjects being discussed iny the magazin% et nicte st
world. The material is well arranged as lit- alts of froh Pk

_ erary, scientific, poetical, etc., and the car- ot Teeiuen 14 the
- toons which are reproduced are taken from the Santains over 60
Pages of the best American and European jour- “nﬁ's"‘“‘“‘,ﬁ';“wé‘&“;
nals. - The ‘Cartoon number’ is a collection of | - mmm&“; ,Anmnmnaonw
the best cartoons of the year. The number is ey pog TenaTh the g s e
a most interesting one and might be called a prompily ol R0 el s A e
‘Pictorial History of the Year 1gos. in 14k. Gold and set with Rectpos. . Rvery lady will buy ore as soon as she sees them,
. ificent Pearls When sold, retitrn the money and we will promptly gend you a
T — . and sparii imitation Jovely Gold finished Pearl and Dismond Rir SOy, wae. e
- Home Treatment tor Cancer. T bo 2ot foore Tt m‘@#%‘mﬂ”&"&’m" o real gema. Wrka 8
~ Dr. D. M. Bye’s Balmy Cils, for cancer is a f.&.’fi‘:.:." ::-'m glve you an wqh en ““i"%‘..“:’;.?"am m."(';?ﬂ? Kf.%‘. u&'yﬁé‘aﬁw;'%mm
- positive and painless cure. Most cases are treat- : % Gold-finished double Hnu""%.,‘}“" Watch, or -‘2&%%‘.?.' §on Dey m"*“:x%'l?% or
~ed at home, without the service of a phvisician. Pripdany - inpddicansises Rk o i
g:g:l r:;n bo%k tetginlg whalt: t\twondex;h;xl "tjh'ings are - ; —— o
chntiatils s s S e e ~ GRAND FREE RIFLE OFFER T0 BOYS
pain, destroys the cancer microbes and restores ~ Shoots B.B. Shot or Darts e

the patient to health. T1lcusands of cancers,tu- | %i5)*  and Kills Rats, Birds, T
. mors, catarrh, ulcers, piles and malignant dis- ; M. g -

eases cured in the last ten years, If not afict-
- ed, cut this out and send it to some suffering
~one. Address the home office, Dr. D. M. Bye Co.,
Drawer 505, Indianapolis, Ind. S
- EARN OVER $10 A DAY. - Yonda shooliag s ,
Agents Wanted all over the world. Experience | Thoy ) f
m’?&«nw_“ﬁ}n‘ -:;?)ran a day easily earned the money and we will ply r'&&u Just a dng!ﬁds
iy ;

i3 with one
taking cubscriptions for ‘World Wide.' Write for | " FRE ﬁp OPHONE OFF :
i p?é%fmu{_&:d @rhin ’{:z"?gm“gﬁ: : mwmgggnm qhotmﬂhu?mn ! nlmug lghgesw

one Record Freeto tho first: y vi i o
- Atdrees Publishers DR oF fettiae this Extra Frize. - TANE FEN GO DEETAS 4 ToRNTO,

Oltarl’ o

X
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THIS HANDSOME FUR SCARF

Lady’s or Girl's Size

wii e GIVEN FREE

To anyone who will sell only 20 of our

COOK BOOKS

At 10c each. -

They are all beautifully printed, hand omely bound in very at
tractive covers, and each one contains 739 Choice Recipes.
housekeeper will be glad to buy one, They ‘are fully
worth ¢, and wo have sold thousands of thewmn at'15¢c each.
At emly 10c each you can sell the wholo 20 in half an hour.

gend No Money

Simply drop us a card with your name and address, and
we will mail the Cook Books pestpaid. When sold return
{the money and wo will promptly send you this beauti-
ful Fur Scarf, made of rich, fluffy, black Coney. fur,
over 40 inches long, and 6 inches wide, with 6 large
fall length brush tails, and a handsome neck chain.
The regular price in all fur storcs is $3.00, and they
folly cqual in appearance any $10.00 Fur Scarf. The
only reason we can give them away for so little is be-
caupe we bought the last of a manufacturer’s stock at
ll‘r:-lly reduced price. This is a grand chance for any origrl
and

to got a handsome stylish fur for the rest of the Winter
mext winter as well, without spending one cent.
Address, THE MAXWELL €O, _
Dept. 429, Toromte,

B This BI

iDOLL
“The Prineess™

FREE

u us your name an
lddns:"dn'nd "l: wiuhe mitlimu;
postp 15 largo beau
colored, fast sellin| ages
O ains Jhe. fnegt
ge contains the fine:
gx‘i‘;tm in the world, over 60
different varieties, all large
flowering, deliclously fragrant,
in endless combinations of
beautiful colors. Sell them at
10¢c. each, return the money,
and we will promptly send you
the largest and most elegantly
grc Doll ever given ‘lwl.y :
any eoncern as & premium.
yﬂm ncess is a beauty with
the est face, Jong natural

etand Chain.
Dolly dotes notic‘l’? h:: I.I‘l’“c'e, as
it is not possible oW

Ter beauty and elegance in thg
illustration. However, to ses
her is to love her, and she is &

uty.
Understand, ** The Princess’
is_not & chwr. stuffed 1
affair so extensively adverti
but @ big Deauty Doll, ele-
gantly dressed from tog,to A
* CLARIBEL BPRUNG, ‘Vancous
wer, B.C., writes: *I receiv
the besutiful Doll you sent me
"id am more than delighted
with it and _the other presents
too, WhenI think whanlmg:

- while it
geeds I foel as ifthey were given
to me without doinganything.”

MARY GRENIRR, ' Brighton,
Ont., writes : *‘Iam more than
pleased with the Doll you sent
me for selling Sweet Pea Seeds,
It is a beauty. The other

resents are nice, Yoo, but that
s the sweetest little Dollie 1
ever saw.”’

WINNIFRED PAYNE, Baddeck,
C.B., writes: . *'I thank youever
so much for the ' beautiful
Premiums you sent me. Ihave

you treated
The Doll is a big beanty, and
_& othe: ts are mice,

T presen
Extra Presents .

It you will write
”W- and %ﬂl‘::
~ prompt in selling them and
Teturning “we will
et . Mﬂ‘i;‘“ b
ot oo

The Prize Seed Co.,
Dept. 453 Toronto

BEATUY

 EARN THIS
WATCH.

‘With polished silver
nickel open face case, the
back elaborately engrav-
c¢d, fancy milled edge,
heavy bevelled crystal
and reliable American
movement,by selling only
18 Glass Pons at 10c each.
These wonderful Pens
sell like hot cakes every-
where. They are made
§ entircly of glass, never
rust, never wear out and
write a page withone dip
of ink. Write us to-day
and we will mail the Pens

ostpaid. THE PEN CO.
Dept. 455, Toronto,

We trust you with 101arge packages of fresh Sweet Pea Seeds
to sell ot 10e. each. They are so large, 5o beautiful sud so
cheap that everybody buys. When uohf. return the moncy,
and for your trouble we will promRﬂX gend youone of these
ma&niﬂcent Diamond Rings, finished in 14k Cold, and set
with large, glittering, imitation Diamonds, so full of fire
and so perfectly cut as to puzzle even experts No other
Company ever gave away such valuable Presents for so
little. rite tolay, sure, for the Seeds. EIE DDOMe
INION SEED €0, RDEPT 470 TORONTD

__BEAUTIFUL PRESENTS FREE

‘ L T

SRR

~ you with
10 large
}"‘W fuls

N Y A

‘packagésof

¢ Sweet I.’(‘% S«-’da ‘0

' sell for us at 107, tach, For
your trouble we will gi

ALL FREE PR tiginiata

composition, full size curb. chai
Remember, you g t hoth the Rlﬁux awg
0 bo=y

logt velor
e 3
Mono Mills, Ont., said: *1 rrr:.’no:r'::
- lh‘dt.‘éth:&'m’]:om' They went like
o a and we w
P’A &0e. cﬂrtlﬂcuytoui“rt‘l em’i;l :g

CRAPHOPHONE &
AND WATCH

FREE

Whrite to-day for 18 of our large, beautiful, fast-selling packages
of Fresh Swiat Pea Sceds to sell at 10c. each. Youl:an sell
them easily in 10 minutes, return the mone; and we will
prompily send you a fine, ‘handsome Boy’s Watch, latest mode!
open ‘peautifully fished Solid Si ver nickel case, mi

ge, rich enamelled dial with Roman figures, fine blue steel
hands, heavy crystal, Accurate Ameri Movement, also the
Wonder Phonomfh and one Comic Record will be includoed
free with the first 12 doz. watches sent out. We just have 12
doz. of these wonderful Phonogmpm which we bought in
Germany at a greatly reduced price. Write us now and make
sure of gettlng this extra Prize In addition to the Watch,
The Prize Sced Co., Pept. 456 Toronte.

14K GOLD WATCH

FREE

Send us your name and address
on o Post Card and we will mail

ou post-paid 2 doz. hrg. ‘bean.
{mﬂwpap»&lsﬂs of "‘;

2,
gell for us at 10c. a
tacmte.
ificate worth
BOc. grea .g_o ﬁy
purchaser.) Bvel
sacugekham?somely
ecorated in 12 colors,
and 61 of the
rarest, prettiest and
most fragrant varieties
in eve imaginabla
T
turn the mcm:ar and
we will immediately
A Y gend you this elegant
Bt Watch, Wwith' heavy
Cold laid, beautifull
engrayed case
gotie dlal, dust proof.
Gy e adjusted to_position,
patent escapement, and highly finished throughout. The move-
Toent is an American styls, stem wind and set, expansion bal-
ck train, and you can rely 13»:1 it to keep good time.
ngbam, Red r, Alta., writes: ‘I am very much
and would not take $5.00 for it. B?s,
ou

‘Pea Packages in half an hour as they
and the most beautifnl ever sold for
Co.; Dopt. 413 Toroato.

THE ‘ NORTHERN MESSENGER' is rristod and published
every week at the * Witness' Building. at the corner of Craig
and 8. Petor strects, in the city of Montreal, by Joha
Redpath Dougall and Frederick Eugene Dougall, both of
B : ot :

All business communications should be sddressed ‘Johs
Dougall & Bon,’ and ‘all letters to the editor stould be
sddressed Editor of the * Northern Messcagor.”




