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The Bedouin.
(By Mr. G. Nyland, Ramallah, in 'C. M. S.
Gleaner.")

The Bedouin are the descendants of Ish-
«amael, the true Arabs from Arabia. Their
religion is Islam or Mohammedanism, but
they are very ignorant, the arts of reading
and writing being unknown by but few of
them. There are dervishes among them who
teach them the Mohammedan system of be-
‘lief; but they have no further opportunity

: Anmxeamkn.

" ot tm-nhor odtwation and do not eare sbout
it. The men are very lax about observing
the five appolnted hours of prayef, while the
women hardly ever pray. = >
They observe come of the Moha,mmedan
festivals, specially the sacrifice at the time
of the pilgrimage to Mecca. A black goat
without blemish is selected. 1Its long sitky
_ hair is carefully combed out; its eyes are
anointed with ‘kohl,’* like the eyes'of brides.
The owner then steps over it three times,

after which it is slaughtered.” The offérer

does not eat any of the flesh, but gives it

to the poor, believing that through this sace

rifice he receives pardon for*his sins.’ '
practise circumecision and believe in

the coming of a false prophet, whom they

ealfl Dejjal. 'l‘hey hold strongly the doctrine
of ‘el Kaddar, or the ‘divine decree,’ which
teaches that everything that a man does is
toto—ordained bry God, practically making
men mere automuta and therefore not res—
and‘blo fuhﬂxeh' evil deeﬂi T o

xndmmm AND H GHWA‘Y ROBBERY

ere m nnerous“s :
t.m.”howarer.
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. ﬁeﬁomo, and kill a goat, sheep, or youag
 camel (according to the visitors” rank and
: *nummvhi quickly prepare a meal for
STie t}wm.\:t the same tiho ﬂﬂn&;thelr horaeq

are® decidedly h le. 1t visitors.
s&&d‘ﬁmmwﬁum.m;

and a half as guests, and often do so if they
can spare the time. Even enemies, if they
come as guests, are entertained hospitably.

If the visitors are strangers, the nobler
tribes will send some horsemen with them
to see them safely into the territory of the
next tribe, but in other cases the moment
the guests reach another district, their late
guard turns on them and plunders them.
The rapacity of the Bedouin is notorious,
but if no resistance is made they will, after
taking what they want, let their victims go
unhurt. Should any resistance be offered,
they think no more of killing a man than
a sheep. A Bedowy who never brings home
any plunder 4is not considered a respectable
man, and I have often heard that a young
man who does not go out to rob is not al-
lowed to marry. No man’s goods or cattle
are secure. If a Belowy is caught stealing
he must be punished amnd restore four-fold.
If one has killed another and is caught, he
must pay a fine, in kind if he has no money;
if he has neither goods nor cattle he goes
off o try and steal the wherewithal to pay
his fine. To steal and plunder is no sin,
but it is a sin to be found out. g

There are many tribes among the Be-
douin, such as the Harabin, Shadlan, Ane-
zeh, and Beni Sakhr. Some of these tribes
are but small in numbers. The firet of those
above mentioned is the largest and put at
least 20,000 horsemen in the field, and the
second -about 15,000; -

The Bedouin, iihubeem sald, are pure

Arabs, but they have slaves among thqm

- mmomtmuvamwrmmm
Thouwh occupying an inferior position, these

slaves are often allowed to marry the daugh-
ters of the Bedouin. The slaves are very
black, whereas the Bedouin are only blown,

THEIR DRESS.

The Bedouin are very esimple in the;r

dress of the boys, like that of the women,
is made of blue cotton, but the men always
wear white,

The men have scanty pointed beards.
They never shave their heads as the fellahin
and townspeople do, but plait their hair,

The Bedouin have large herds of cattle,
as their forefather Abraham had. Conse-
quently they place their camps where there
is pasture as well as water to be had for
their flocks. The tents are pitched in a cir-
cle, and guarded at night by two or thres
men and the dcgs. The latter are very
quick to detect a stranger.

Their camps are invz;rlably in the neigh-
borhood of water, but never close to it, as
they have a superstition that there are al-
ways evil spirits about a large body of
water. They are afraid also of their chil-
dren falling in, and consider it unhealthy to
be too near.

If there is plenty of grass in the spring
they make much butter. The fresh milk is

. curdled by means of some plant which is

put in it, and after standing for a while it
is put into a goat skin, dressed with the
hairy side inward. The ekin full of milk is
hung up and shaken about by a woman for -
half or three-quarters of an hour till the
butter comes. As the butter will not keep
long, most of it i§ boiled down in a large ket-
tle and 4s used for cooking. In this state
it will keep indefinitely.

Those tribes which use bread make it into
thin flat cakes, unleaveneg which they bake

- on a round iron plate. Where no wood is

to be had as fuel, drbﬂ camels’ dung is
used, es this gives a ‘clear, hot fire. A dif-
ferent sort of bread, t.hlcker and smaller, is
gometimes made on such a fire. This kind it
was which Sarah made at Abraham’s bid-
.ding for the three celestial vlsitanta (Gen.
xviil. 6).

dress. Ths women ha.ve nsua.'lly a gown of
“blue cotton, for which they ta.ke thirty or

forty ym-da of material. 'fhose who are

well off hnve two dresoes and a garment of
b.ue or green cloth over all.
onea have only one_dress. The women do

~+not pla:lt the!r hair, but leave it just as It is.

x'l‘lmy mforn themuélves with rings and brace-

"’m of eopper and silver, but the sheikhs’
; _‘“vﬁm usmry have ornaments of gold. The

A FELLAH PLOUGHING.

The poorar women are also great smokers.

——

The Bedouin are very fond of coﬂ!ee and
understamd how to make it ‘better than any
one else. They drink it pure, without ‘milk
or suga.r and verry strong. Both men and
T’hey never :
touch any alcoholic liquons,

JOINT-STOCK AG CULTURE s

Some of the tribes who do not live in the
remoter deserts, especlally those in the Jor-
dan valley, cultivate land, However, they
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consider themselves above following the
plough, so they employ fellahin (peasants)
from the adjacent districts to do this for
them as soon as the rains begin. The Be-
douin provide the oxen and seed. After
sowing the corn the fellahin return home,
coming back for the harvest when the corn
is ripe. When all is finished the Bedouin re-
reeive two-thirdscand the fellahin one-third
of the 'produce.

Their chief crops are wheat, barley millet,
and lentils, for themselves and their horses
and donkeys, and vetches for. their camsls
and cattle.

The tribes which are purely pastoral buy
corn, exchanging it for cattle, wool, and fat.
In the Arabian deserts there are others again
who live only on the milk of camels, of
which they have large herds. These camels
thrive on the scanty, herbage of the desert;
and their milk, with a few dates or the seeds
of wild plants, constitutes the food of their
owners. Even their horses are said to have
camels’ milk given. them night and morn-
ing.

’ THEIR HORSES AND ARMS.

" They rear many horses, of which they are
very fond. In bad and dear times a Bedowy
would often rather starve with all his fami-
ly than sell his horse. When, as is some-
times done, they do paft with a high-bred
mare, they never sell her outright, but only
a ghare in her, in which case the different
owners have the foals in proportion to their
respective shares.

It is very interesting to see them riding,
with their spears—twelve or fifteen feat
long—especially when they are showing off.
Horse and man then seem as if they were
one. ' The Bedouin can load a gun, aim, and

fire at full gallop. They are very &kilful in

using their spears. When one is thrown
they do not dismount to pick it up, but the
horses are trained to kneel for an instant
for this purpose, and both steeds and riders
are very agile. They are also armed with
swords, daggers, and pist‘ols, while a (ew
bhave rifles.
THEIR OCCUPATIONS AND AMUSE-
MENTS. :

The men tend and miik the cattle, but the
women make the butter and cheese; they
also spin and weave, while the men spend
much time in polishing their weapons. Thay
are very fond.of talking over their fights
and raids. They\ amuse themselves with
music and song. Their principal musical
instrument is the rabara, a kind of fidile,
but with only one string. Its construction
is very simple; a wooden framework a foot
egquare covered with goat skin, and a curved
stick to which the string is secured; a rude
bow is made of a stick and horse-hair. On
this rude fiddle they accompany themselves
as they sing. They have also a double pipe
called nai, made of reeds.

CURIOUS BIRTH CUSTOMS.

Among the Bedouin, as with the fellahin,
there is rejoicing at the birth of a son, but
sorrow at that of a daughter. When a man
has a son born they tie the father to a pole
of his tent till someone goes bail for him
that he will do his duty—that is, that he
will® immediately kill a sheep apd make a
feast, that all may rejoice together. The
child is swaddled and left thus forty days,
when it is washed. Then the parents 1e-
ceive various presents from their friends, a
little money, clothes for the child, and so
on. They then name the child. Many are
called after animals, as tiger, lion, wolf, in
the hope that they will be great warriors
when they grow up. Boys are not weaned
before the third year,

_to the open-air life they lead.

ROUGH REMEDIES FOR SICKMESS.

They are usually healthy, though they
never wash, and are not particular about
their food. This is attributable doubtless
The chief
diseases they suffer from are dysentery,
cramp, headache, fever, gout, rheumatism,
measles, and small-pox. Recently they have
adopted vaccination for small-pox. If any
one has fever they take a large-headed nail,
heat it red hot, and burn the patient in the
middle of the forehead. For dysentery they
use gunpowder, and for other complaints de-
coctions of various herbs known to them.
They dread smaill-pox greatly. Should any
one be attacked, by it, he is put under a tree
or some other shade, with bread and water,
and left there. The encampment is broken
up and moved to another place. The sick
person is left emtirely; if he recovers he re-
joins his people, but if he dies the wild
beasts devour the body.

TWO HUNGRY SHEIKHS.

In an emergency both men and horses will
go fof three or four days with hardly any
food or water. Every Bedowy carries with
him some flour and salt; thesflour for food
for himself and horse and the salt to alloy
their thirst. They can also eat enormous
quantities at one meal:

I was once at Tayibeh, one of our out-
stations, when four Bedouin came to the vil-
lage. They had with them one of a number of
young camels which they had stolen, and
were selling to the villagers, who are fond

of camel’s flesh. - This ecamel was killed,
and the people proceeded to prepare a meal
for the four Bedouins, two of whom were
sheikhs, the other two bemg glaves,

The chief of the village about sunset
brought in the food. m a hu\ge wooden down
—a mountain of rice and bread, with the
meat on the top—enough for a largs number
of people. The four Bedouin, the chief of
the village, and another peasant were the
only persons who pa;rtoo\k of it. The two
latter ate a moderate quantity and retired,
the Bedou_in demolishing all the rest of the
enormous amount of food. They had asked
me to join them, but as some other food
was being prepared for me I declined.

About half an hour later my supper ap-
peared—a pile of rice nearly as largeé as the
previous one, some small dishes of meat,
and ten loaves of bread. To this' another
man and’ myself sat down.

Soon after we had begnn, the chief of the
village said, “Why do ywu not invite our
guests, Mr. Nyland?’

This is the proper thing to do, but as they
had only just finished a hearty meal I had
thought it sup‘erﬂuo-ufs. So I apologized for

my neglect, and invited them to share our |

supper.

The two sheikhs immediately joined us
and ate like hungry men, ending by con-
suming nearly the whole of the rice, bread
and meat, giving what was left to the slaves,
and I am fot sure that even then they were

“satisfied. They seemed none the worse for

the amount they had eatem, but wére very
lively and chatty all the evening,

CAN THEY BE REACHED?

Such, then, are the Bedouin. It is very
difficult to say what spiritual work can be
done amongst them. I have often stayed
in their tents and been most kindly receiv-
ed. On first making their acquaintance one
would suppose that they would readily re-
ceive the Gospel, but it is part of their idea

of what is due to a guest not to oppose or

contradict what he says. Could any one

Iiye among them, he could teach their chi..
dren.

Besides the difficulties arising from their
nomadic life and their distrust of strangers,
the Bedouin in the nearer districts are un-
der the control of the Turkish Government,
which does ro! allow missionary work
among them, It i3 oxly in the G:eat Desert
that they are still really independent. It is
impossible for Europeins to have many
dealings with them, and our native helpers
are unwilling to ‘do so, as they say they are
not up to their tricks.

A Chinese Evangelist’s
Dream.

Mr. B. E. Newcombe, missionary in China,
relates the following of a native preacher:
‘There was a time when he was seeking
a great blessing "day and night—pleading
the promise and waiting for the answer.
His faith was sorely tried. = He could not
understand why the blessing tarried, and
was almost tempted to think, “The quest
is not for me.” Then one night as he slept
e dreamed, and lo! he saw a king seated
on his throne, and all the nobles and great
ones of the kingdom standing around, and
to each and all the monarch gave most beau-
tiful and costly gifts, but to_the one whom
he loved best—to the one who was nearest

. to him—he gave but a little folded slip of

paper. And when he had received it his
countenance fell, and he looked very sad.
There was nothing beautiful to look at, and

_inside it contained but one solitary charac-

acter pronounced .“king” (meaning ‘“wil-
ling”). He could not read its meaning, his
eyes could see nothing preeibus or rarec in
the gift, and sadly he concluded, “The king
loves me no more; he has transferred all
hislove to others.” The king noticed the,
sad looks of his favorite, and calling him.
to his side (for .when he began to doubt
the king’s love, he had moved to a little
distance away), he asked him, “Why are you
sad? What is it that troubles you?” And
he, told the king all. He said, “O king, it

‘is because I fear that you now love me no

more. You give royal gifts to all around,
and to me a valueless bit of paper.” And®
the king smiled on the man he loved. best
as he answered, “That bit of paper is the
most royal gift of all. To the others I gave
precious gifts,—something of gold, some-
thing of precious jewels, something of beau-
tiful raimemt,—but to you, because I love
you best, I give everything,—all I haye—
for with that precious talisman in your hand
you have but to say what you want and I
am willing. As long as you and I live there
is no other word between us.” And a great
joy lit up the man’s face @s he listened to
the king’s words. - He was eatisfied. And
with that in the dream the whole scene be-
gan to change. The dreamer no longer saw
the king and his court, but ere. he was con-
scious of the change he became aware of
another Presence, and knew that before him
stood the King of kings; and as he bowed
at his feet, he heard his voice saying to
him the onme word “king”—“willing”—and
he knew that his prayer was answered, and

" ne knew that henceforth he might ask what-

soever he willed and it would be dO\ne unto
him, and a great joy filled his heart. He
was satisfied.'—‘Christian Herald.’
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+@BOYS AND GIRLS®#

hen Evening Shadows Fall

/ the Author of ‘Last Year's Wind,” in
‘Sunday Companion.”)

1t was Saturday afternoon, and as John
Terriss sat waiting his turn to pass into the
inner office to receive his modest weekly
salary his thoughts were far away.

He was again in the pretty village where
he had passed his boyhood, and once again
he heard voic.es which had long been silent
He could almost smell the fragrance of the
pinewcod as he walked up the long, winding
road which led to the summit of the hill.
He thought of the rabbits, sporting fearlessly
amid the tall brackenm, and he fancied he
heard the music of the wind amid the teps
of the tall trees.

From the side of the hill could be seen
t«hﬁ quaint, ivy-clad church, nestling amid
the trees in the valley, and the sound of
bells floated on the air across the silver
stream, which wound in and out between tha
green banks like some beautiful serpent.

John’s thoughts went baek to the day
when he had walked away from that church
with his newly-made wife, and fancied him-
self the happiest man in all creation. Well,
they had been happy, and the love which
had been born in that green valley had never
faded nor faltered through the stress and
burden of life.

The manager glanced up as the old elerk
entered, and there was a look of pity upon
his face.

“Well, Ferrigs, I am sorr'y to say we shall
not reguire you any more,’ he said gently,
as he handed John a little packet. “You will
find a month’s money instead of notice. A
fortnight’s notice would have been sufficient,
of course, but we are sorry to lose you, and
heve no wish to be hard.’ 4

John thought he had not heard aright.

‘You will not need me any more? he re-
peated.

‘No. -We are making many changes, as
you know, since ill-health has compelled Mr.
Lenton te retire, and we shall only be able
to keep the younger men. You are not so
young as you were, Ferriss; you will get an
easier post.

‘I—I have tried to do my duty, sir’

The old man’s voice faltered, and the hand
which held the packet containing his money
sheok vigibly.

‘Oh, yes, certainly.
whatever; but the fact is we want younz
blood in the concern. Ours is to be a go-
ahead policy in future—it must be!—and
there wiil be no room for you. I am sorry,
Terriss; but, really, it is time you tosk

‘ things a little more quietly. You’ve been

here a long time, and youw've had your in-
nings.’

The old man turned away without another
word. He could not have spoken. He stum-
bled biindly as he left the office. He nad
had his innings. What had he won?

Thirty long years he had given the best
of his powers to work in that gloomy office.
He had done his duty. He had been a model
of exactilude and punctuality. Every morn-
ing on the first stroke of the clock he had

hung his hat up on the peg from whence he,
‘took it now mechanically, -

He would never hang his hat up there
again—never again! He glaneed up at the
peg as tHough it had been an old friend. Ife
even put up his trembling, ‘wrinkled ﬂn,ge-ra
and stroked it.

He glanced at the young “faces of the
junior clerks as he passed out. They would

We have no complaint

have been surprised had they krown that,
in the midst of his own sorrow, a great wave
of pity surged up in his heart for them.

‘They will work on for thirty years, and
then—then they will have had their innings!’
he muttered.

The streets were thronged with men of all
ages, many of them clerks like himself, and
they were hurrying hombe, eager for the
brief spell of rest which Lhe wesk-end
broughit.

John Terriss walked homeward slowly. He

had never realized before how old and weary

The manager was right;
he was getting an old man—an old man;
he had had his innings.

In one of the two tiny rooms which they
called home Jechn’s wife was lying upon the

he had grown.

the mother thought—faces that wouid wel-
come her at the journsy’s end.

One daughter had lived to grow up, bub
ten years ago she had come home from her
situation—ocome home to die—and then there
had been only Joan and his wife left.

Then Margaret herself had become a help-
less invalid, and all their scanty savings had
been swallowed up in the expenses which
followed. How was it possible for them to
save, when John's salary was so small and
there was medicine to pay for?

John had . never complained.. He had
worked on bravely, and Meg’s eyes filled
with tears. as she thoughkt what a hard
struggle her husband had had, and how
brave and patient he had been.

She wiped away her tears, and put on her

“WELL HAVE -OUR READING ’TOGETHER, DEAR, HE SAID,
TIRED, AND I WON'T LEAVE YOU'

‘I'M
SO WITH HUSKY VOICE

JOHN READ WORDS FROM THE BOOK THEY LOVED.

shabby old couch. She was old and wan and
feeble. She had never been very strong,
and theirs had bsen a hard life—a constant
struggle to keep the wolf from the door.

Her thoughts had gone back to other days,
as John’s own thoughts had done; and &s
she lay there listening for the sound of her
hushand’s footfall the memory of other days
was strongly with her.

How foolizhly happy, how full ot hope
they had been, that day when John had
taken her) {6 the tiny house which he made
so pretty for his bride! They had been
happy, in spite of their poverty, and in spite
of the grief which had wrung their heavts
when their littie ones had been taken away.
There were three little graves in a distant

‘comatery, but it was of three angel faces

smile with which she always greeted her
husband as she heard his step wpon the
stair. :

He came in slowly, and her quick eyes
noted his pallor and weariness.

‘Poor old man!’ she murmured lovingly,
as he bent to kiss her, ‘you are tired and
Lot.’

‘Yes,’ he said; ‘it is hot, Meg, and 1)
peally think I am tired. It is as you say
I am getting old—getting old.’

She looked at him anxiously.

‘It is the weather, dear,’ she said, softly.
‘You must rest now.’

John stifled a groan as he rememberod
how easy it would be to rest, since he had
no work to go to; but he would not tell her,
he would notxmake her more unhappy by
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telling her that only a few pounds remained -
between them and starvation— or the work-
house.

He prepared the tea, as he usually did on
a Salurday, and drew the table up close to
his wife's couch, that they might have it
together,

It is good to have you at home, John,
Meg said, as she watched him clearing the
things away afterwards. He paused in his
work, and kissed her brow. She put her
hand up and stroked his face.

‘We have lost a good deal, John,
said softly, ‘but we have each other.’

‘Ay, Meg, we have each other,” he an-
swered, and his voice was a little husky.

Meg did not speak for a little time after
that. She closed her eyes, but she was
thinking, wondering if he guessed that soon,
very soon, she thought, there would only
be the lonely old man moving about
the familiar room. He would miss her—ah,
how he would miss her!—and her heart
ached for him.

‘It it were not for leaving John, I would
be glad to go,’ she murmured, and a tear
rolled slowly down her pale, thin cheek.

On the morrow, when the bells were ring-
ing for service, John Ferriss sat beside the
couch, with his wife’s frail hand in his.

He had seen the doctor, and he knew now
that in a short time—a week or two at the
longest—he must bid fareweil to the wife
whom he had loved so long and so truly.

‘Won’t you go to church, John?
asked. ‘I shall not want anything.’

‘We'll have our reading together, dear,’
he said. ‘I’'m tired, and I won't leave you.’

So with husky voice John read words from
the Book they loved—words which had coni-
forted them often in their sorrows, and
which were as fresh and real to them on
that peaceful Sabbath, in the evening of their
life, as ‘they had been in the heyday of their
hepes and happiness.

“‘God shall wipe away all tears from their
eyes; and there shall be no more death,
neither sorrow, nor crying.’ ;

John’s voice faltered, and his spectacles
grew dim, so that he could not see.

‘It is wonderful,’ Meg whispered. ‘Think
what it will be never to dread the parting;
to know that there is no death; that there
:m. be notaing to cry for—nothing to weary
oT. N
The sweet Sabbath hours, with their peace
and rest, came to an end, and through the
long hours of night John lay awake, won-
dering how best he ghould keep the news of
~ his digmissal from his wife.

-~ “I— think T'll ask for a holiday, Meg,’
be said on the Honaa.y morning. ‘What do
you say, oldgm Klasktorshdmhy!’

He spoke lightly, and there was a ‘smile
on his face, but his wife was not to be de-
ceived.

‘What is it, John"’ she askel. ‘You have
never dared to ask for a holiday before—
never, except when—"

He knew the time she would hama referred
to. The only times he had vehtured to ask

she

she

for leave of absence had been when the

angel of death had paused at their door and
borne one of their Lreasures away.

Something in his face told her the truth,
though he would fain have kept it from her.

‘You have been turmed off, John!’ she
cried. ‘Oh, my dear—Imy dear!’

“There, there! I did not mean to tell you,
Meg, put you have such sharp eyes, and
ycu can read me soO well, it’s no use trying
to deceive you.” o

‘We've borne everythlng together so far,
John,” she faltered; and oh! my darling,
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you’ll soon have to bear without me; but
I'm here yet, John—I can help you a bit yet.’

She flung her wasted arms around him, and
drew his grey head down upon her bosom.

‘My brave, patient old man!’ she cried.
“You were going to bear this without me.’

‘You've had so much to bear, Meg; but
never fear, I'll find work, and they've given
me a month’s money.

‘A month’s money after thirty years!’ she
eried. ‘Oh, John!’

‘The manager was sorry; but they want
younger men, and he said that I'd had my
innings. He was right, dear; the young
cnes must -step into our shoes, and have
their innings, too. be

She smiled up at him with her old brave
smile as she said softly:

‘Well, God knows best; they will have
their innings. But maybe we are the best
off, since we're nearer the rest—the “rest
that remaineth,” John, when all else is gone
—there is that.

‘Ay, lass!’ bhe said; but his voice shook
as the morning suanshine sireamed across
her face, and he saw how thin and trans-
parent it had become. :

“ “I'll not need to leave her long,” he said
to himself, as leaving her with closed eyes,

apparently asleep, he stole out to the office

of an employment bureau in the district.
He would make inquiries there, and maybe
hear of something he could do.

The man whom he saw shook his head.

It's not easy to find employment for any
put the youngest and most energetic,” he
said pityingly. ‘You see, it pays to have
smart young fellows who wamt small wages,
and will work at high pressure. 0Old men,
or even middle-aged men, have little chance
in these days.

- ‘@xperiente should stand for something,”
said~John, his voice trembl;n with eager-
ness. .

‘Ay, it should, ‘but it don’t. Been in your
last situation long

‘Over thirty years, replied the old man,
with a sense of pride.

‘Humph! More shame to ’em for turning
you off now! They might have penusloned
you if you were past work.

I am not past work! I .cam work with
any of the younger ones now!’ Ferriss cried,
holding out his long, trembling hands. ‘I
can work; but. they said—the manager. said
—that T’d had my innings.’

“Well, well, don’t lose heart we'll do
what we can, and something may turn up.
Call round in a day or so, and if anything
turns up suddenl'y I'll let you know.’

 John went back to his wife and -told her
what. he had done. She Jooked up into his

~ face wistfully, and, though she said noth-

ing, he knew that she was wishing that rest
might come to them together.

The days passed on, but no message came
for John from the employment office. He

had scarcely thought about it, for he seemed °

to see the cold shadow creeping closer and

" cloger to his beloved wife.

Sunday came round again. Once more the
bells were ringing for service, and John was
gitting beside his wife.

‘John,’ she whispered suddenly—‘John.’

‘What ig it, Meg,’ he asked, bending
lovingly down, that he might catch the
faintest sound from ithe lips which wo'uld 80
soon be silent for ever. %

‘I have to—go—first,’ she “faltered. -

sees that it is best—and—he knows.’
' ‘Oh, Meg—my Meg!’ he cried, holding
her in his arms, as though his feeble grasp
could prevent her sliwlmg, summxg wm
from him. :

lGod

-the city hardy reached, but where John

. mot think that it was Meg he was leav

A faint smile crossed her face, and she put
up her hand and smoothed his thin grey
locks.

‘Your Meg, John—always your Meg, dear
And John, listen, you must not fret. I
shan’t be far away, only just out of sight.' 5

‘I shall be'alone, Meg.’

‘Not alone, dear; God will comfort you, :
and we shall not be apart long, dear. Think
what it wil be to see our dear ones agaim,
John. They went home in the morning, but
we—you and I—have borne the burden and
heat of the day, but rest comes at evening.’

‘If we could go together!’ he sobbed.

A little sigh escaped her. 2

‘I would have liked that,’ she said, ‘but
God knows best. You've been so brave and >
strong all the time, John, yowve helped me
and comforted me when your own heart was
almost breaking, and now you’ll bear bravely
just a little longer. I've been thinking of :
the words you read last night, John, about
those who feared the Liord and spake often
to one another, and about the book of re= :
membrance. We've talked of him together,
and his promises will not fail. God’s pro=
mises cannot fail.’ B

‘Nio, dear, they cannot fail.’

‘And there’s that other, John: “God shall
wipe away all tears from their eyes, and
there shall be no more death, neither sor-
row mor crying, neither shall there be any
more pain.”’’

‘No more pain’ As John heard those
words he realized the blessedness of the re-
lease which was so soon to be hers.

‘No more pain, Meg,” he repeated.

‘Nor sorrow,” she added. ‘And if you
were long in coming, Jobn, I shouid have
sorrow; but God knows all about that.’

Her voice grew fainter, and she only spok;
at intervals; but her thin arms were clasped
around his neck as he laid his head on the
pillow beside her, and so she tell asl

When she awoke she did not gge the sb%
by room, nor the grief-stricken old man, but
she saw—

“Phose angel faces smile, 3 ,-? ‘
Which she had loved long since and 1083
awhile.

The old attic was dark and glmmy' aml
the chill, dark shadow of death seemed to
lurk in it still, and John sat with bﬂ'wad"
head and stricken heart. But—

“With silence only as their benehction,
God’s angels come

Where, in the shadow of a great aﬁ‘lié-

tion,

The soul sits dumb’

8o God's own comfort came to the lonely

old man, and he knew that his loved one w”‘a.é

‘sate with God, free from the pain which had

racked her frail body so long, with the m

wiped away from her eyes.

I must e’en win on a bit longer, ha‘_‘tom

himself, and the simple old clerk pu.lled hﬁm :

self together bravely. =

Away in the cemetery, where the hum 61

could wander out and sit on a Sunday after:
‘noon, he laid to rest all that was left f,o hlm
of his gentle wife.

The rain was falling steadily as he turM«
away from the grave, but John did not feel
it pattering down on his grey head. He did

there—he thought of her as safe and
with their loved ones. But his thoughts had
gone away back through the dim, sorrow
laden years to the time when, sirrounded
by loving friends, they had said farewell t:
their village home, to start life afresh n
"f?u_!y Lon&tm. One by one the triaendi“ha.d
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passed away, and now Meg had gone; but it
was only aTlittle while before he should go
also. He had been sorry when the manager
bad told him that he was growing an old
man; but now he was glad, so glad that he
turned a smiling face to the lodgekeeper,
who ‘asked him if he had not better put on
his hat again, since it was raining so fast.

“Thank you,” murmured John absently.
‘I did not perceive the rain.

‘Poor old chap!’ the man muttered, as he
looked after him. ‘He looks as though
trouble had turned his brain.

So the old clerk went back to the home
which had become so desolate, to live om the
memory of happier days, and the hope of
rest at eventide.

“I have had my innings,” he said to him-~
self again and again, ‘and it's only right
for others to have theirs; but surely there’s
a corner somewhere where I can wait until
the message comes.’

The next day John began again his weary
search for work. The latter days of Meg's
illness and the funeral “had seriously dimin-
ished his little stock of money, and he knew
that only a few shilling remained to keep
him from either starvation or the work-
houge.

He cut down his expenses to the smallest
possible amount, only keeping one room,
and sometimes living for days together on a
piece of bread and weak tea.

Mile after mile he walked on that weary
quest, and he haunted the employment
bureau until the official almost lost patience.

It seemel as though no one in the whole
of great, busy London cared what became of
this old man, who wanted a little work to
get bread for a while longer.

Some spoke to him kindly, pityingly, but
by far the greater number bade him roughly
begone; and he learned to dread the smile of
pitying amusement which crossed some faces
as they beheld a feeble old man, who had
had his innings undoubtedly, trying to elbow
a corner for himself in the world’s busy hive,

‘God!” he cried in his agony one night,
when he entered his room hungry and foot-
sore—‘God! why hast thou left me here,
where no one wants me?

The days seemed to grow hotter and more
stifling. Just at the time of Meg's death
there: had been a little break in tse hot
weather; but it had passed, and the sun’s
rays beat down fiercely day after day, All
who could go away from panting, suffocating

London did so, and those who were obliged

to remain grew weary and languid, and felt
the pavement scorch their feet as they
walked.

.John’s step faltered more day by day, and,
as his landlady watched him set out on his
round once more, she shook her head.

‘Pore fellow!’ she cried, with rough sym-
vathy; ‘he’s never looked up since his old
lyﬂy éied, and it’s my beliet he never will no
mord' He don't eat enough to keep a
sparrow alive, I don’t think he can get it;
buth@fu paid his rent reg’lar so far,an’ that’s
all that’'s my busineu’ v

Once or twice John was able to obtain
light aml work, such ct.rrylng small
meeh'am zoiwernnda, and for one week
his ‘hopes ran high, for he waa employed in
addmsalng envelopes and circulars. He
hoped that work would continue, but, alas!
ltca.meboa.nend mdomemorehem
adrift.

Afiter noon one dsa.y he fou:nd h.imaeu clooe

to a large church, the doors of which stood

open, and a card inviting people to enter
for rest, meditation, and prayer was hung
in a prominent posmon. For a moment

John hesitated, and then he stole quietly in.

He was weary and faint, and he had a long
walk before him ere he could reach the shel-
ter of his room and the scrap of bread that
remained to him from his breakfast.

The cool shade of the church was refresh-
ing, and no one appeared to notice the
tottering old man who passed so quietly to
a seat, and bowed his head upon the staff
he carried.

As John sat there the calm of the place,
and the soft music which someone was play-
ing, stole over his senses, and a sweet peace
seemed to enter his troubled heart.

‘I’ve been wearying and fretting and chaf-
ing,” he said softly, ‘and it has all been no
good. I must leave it to God; maybe it is
his way of taking me home.’

The thought brought with it no fear, no
sadness. To pass away to where sorrow and
pain should be banished forever, and where
he would see thoge whom he loved, would be
joy indeed.

Presently the music ceased, and then he
heard someone chanting a psalm—there was
service going on in a side chapel. A number
of people were there, and a clergyman with
a kind, noble face was taking the service.

Jobn did not venture in through the little
gate which divided the chapel from the rest
of the building, but stood without, half-
hidden by a pillar, and leaning heavily upon
his stick.

He listened attentively to every word, and
joined with all his heart in that brief time
of worship. It was soon over, but it had
put fresh hope in John’s heart, and a firm,
strong sense of trust in God.

A thought came over him that he would
speak to the clergyman, and ask his advice;
and so the old man drew nearer as the cler-
gyman rose from his knees and came to—
wards the gate.

The vwgor set the gate wide open, and
motioned the people who had gathered round
to one side. As the clergyman passed, John
stretched out a trembling, detaining hand,
but the verger pushed him gently away.
The clergyman passed on. He had not seen
the old man; he had no idea that anyone
required his help, and he was accustomed to
have obstacles removed from his path by
the verger. John leaned against the pillar,
as one turned to stone. What did it mean?
Did God mean that he was to seek help of
none?

He crept slowly away out into the sun-
shine again; he must go home.

Slowly and painfully he dragged his weary
feet to the attic’ which sheltered him, and
sank upon the couch with a sigh “of relief.
Near]y all else had gone out of that room,
but he had kept the couch u'pon which Meg
breathed her last.

He was not unhappy. He had ceased to
feel hungry, and a sweet drowsiness was
creeping over him. He was so tired—so
tired, and it was good to rest. To-morrow
he would look for work again.

The long .hot day was wearing to a close,
when a carriage stopped at the door of John
Ferriss’s lodgings and a stout, grey-haired
old geatleman aligh’oed followed by a yotmg
lady.

“This s it, paqa. she said, as she glanced

at the number. ‘I wonder if he is hera
stin?

‘I hope so,’ said the gentleman, knocking
at the door sharply. ‘Does Mr. Ferriss live
here? he aak.ed as a slatternly woman ap-
peared.

“Yes, sir, she answered, 'The poor old
man lives by hisself in the top room. You’d
best go up.’

Up the rickety stairs they climbed tothe

door of John’s attic.

‘Come in!” he cried faintly, in answer to
their knock, and they passed in.

‘Why, John!—John Ferriss!’ cried the
old gentleman. ‘Don’t you know your old
master? They'd no business to turn you off,
John. I came as soon as I knew it.

John made an effort to rise. The light of
a great joy shone upon his fase as he grasp-
ed the hand held out to him.

‘Thank you, sir,” he said, faintly. Then
his strength gave way, and he staggered
back to the couch—the smile s&till on his
face. i

‘Don’t mind, sir,! he said; ‘it is all
right. God shall wipe away all tears—all
tears.’

His voice ceased, and his grey head sank
back upom the hard cushion, but the smile
never left his face. There was a long sigh,
and John Ferriss had gone for ever from
that gloomy room. He had ‘had his innings,’
but when the shadows of evening fell the
darkest the star of hope arose!

What to Read and How.

A young man found that he could read
with interest nothing but sensational sto-
ries. The best books were placed in his
hands, but they were not interesting. One
afternoon, as he was reading a foolish story,
he overheard some one say, ‘That boy is a
great reader; does he read anything that ia
worth reading?

‘No,” was the reply, ‘his mind will run sut
if he keeps on reading after his present
fashion. He used to be a sensible boy, till
he took to reading nonsense and nothing
else.’

The boy sat still for a time, then rose,
threw the book into the ditch, went up to
the man who said his mind would run out,
and asked if he wluld let. him heve a good
book to read.
,‘Wlllyoumdasood’bookitlwullet

'y'ou have one?’

‘Yes, sir.’

‘It will be hard work ror you.

‘I will do it.”

‘Well, come home with me and I will lend
you a good book.

He went with him and received the vol-
ume that the man selected.”

‘There,” said the man, ‘read that and come
and tell me what you have read. :

The lad kept his promise. He found it
hard work to read simple and wise sen-
tences, but he persevered. The more he
read, and the more he talked with his friend
about what he read, the more interested be
becamé. Ere long he felt no desire to read
the feeble and foolish books in which he
had formerly delighted. He derived a great
deal more pleasure from reading good books
than he had ever derived from reading poor
ones. Besides, his mind began to grow. He
began to be spoken of as an intellingent, pro-
mising young man, and his prospects are
bright for a successful career. He owes
everything to the reading of good books and
to the gentleman who influenced him to
read them.—‘Herald.
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Freddy’s Suspenders.

(By Mrs. A, E. C. Maskell, in ‘Temperance
Banner.")

When Freddy Long was four years old,
his mamma made him a present of bed-. icks
ing suspenders. She was &o poor she had
nothing else to give him; but Freldy was
as much pleas:d with his home-made present
as if it ccaet a hundred deliars.

His mother buitored th m fast {o the
wais: band of hig litile pazts, crossed them
across his baci, brought them over his
shoulders and buttonend them agaia in
front, and then laughed uantil the tears ran
down hcr cheeks.

Poor woman, she ¢il not o'ten have much
cause {0 ]augh, and when Le: husband came

in, he wanted to know what hai Lappenedl.
she replizd;

“‘Oh, nothing,’ ‘but Freldy
A}

Fred is of him. No wonder, for there is not
a finer child in all the country around; and
everybody knows it

But wien Fred Long came hcme, he was
staggering drunk, and came without his
child, and in answer to all his wife’s half-
frantic queries for Freldy, he would stam-
mer and hiccough: ‘The child is all right—
and den’t—you forget it’

He was sooa éven beycnd saying that, and
sunk down into a stupor from which he
cowrld not be aroused.

Then Mary Long threw an old shawl oviR
her head and ran every step of the way to
the old taverm, a half mile distant.

She was pantingz for breath as she rushed
into the saloon, and asked for her child.

‘He has been here with his father, but
they left hours ago, sa!d the rm seller,

GATHERED THE CHILD UP IN HIS ARMS.

too¥- §o funny in suspenders,’ and shz poiat-
ed to a rosy-cheeked boy, just outside, but-
toning end unbuttcning the new surpenders
with a Iook of pomposity that was amusisg
on such a baby's face.

Mr. Lon/g w.S §> pleased wih his littls
s-n in panis and svspeaders that he wan‘ed
to take him walkmg wmx him.

“You will take him to the tavern? said
his wife.

‘No, no. T1l take him e a walk. cUme
Freddy,” and the little boy cliesped his chub-
by hand around his father’s little ﬁnger and
storied off with him. o

Mary Long stoed c¢n the rdoor-ste-p and
watched them out of sight. Then she went
into the house, saying to herzelf: “How proud

coming forward as she fell, fiint and ex-
hausted, on one ¢f the hard wooden benches.

‘The woman is sick. Hand me a glass ol

brandy,” and before Mary Long knew it,
some one was pressing a glass of liquor to
her white lips, but in an instant she seized
the glass in her hand, and dashed it clear
across the rcom with a'l her forea.
been the curse of my life,’ she said.
dare to give it to me!
Turn cut of this lair, all of you, and seour

‘Don’t

"the country for him or his innocent blood

be upon your heads!” Then, with an agoniz-

ed shriel that struck terror to every man’s
heart in the bar-room, sh2 rushed out and

up and down the road, making frantic in-
quiries for her child at every hcuse, -

‘It has

My child is lost!

Someone had seen {le father and child

ascend the mountain,and Mary Long tore up
the path like a mad woman. A great many
villagers joined in the search, and were out
all night, but no trace of little Freddy could
be found,

Mrs. Long's garments- were tern almast
into shreds, but she would not go home for
more. She would eat no breakfast, and
some strong men whispered: ‘She will die if
the child js not found.’

By noon the father had slept off his drunks
enncss and joined the searchers on the
mountain. Mrs. Long fell in complete ex-
haustien and was carried home before night,

but her husband, with a white set face,

gearchel among every clump of bushes, be-
hind every boulder, and it was his searca
that was rewarded. Freddy had been aloma
on the mountain for two nights and a day
whef his father found him asleep hehind a
great rock. :

‘Oh, Freddy, Freddy!’ he gasped.

The little fellow opened his eyes, and with
a-sickly smile, said:s ‘Ob, .papa, I knowed
you'd come. I stayed richt here whese you
told me, but I'se so hungry.’ :

Fred Long gathered the child up in his
arics, end with long strides cvarried,hi‘m'
down the mountain without a word, but he
was met at every house he passed with dain-
ties for the hungry, half-starved boy. =

How it was, Fred Long could never tell,
He remembered
cronies at the tavern and having a dim ides
he drank £0o much that Mary would feel bad.
if he went directly home, so he climbed the
mountain with the boy, and then wandered
around picking flowers until he became
sleepier and sleepier, and telling the boy to.
piay under a tree around some rocks, he
ttrew himself down under a tree anq fell.
asleep. When he awakened, he hagd fgrwt_
ten all about the boy, took another drinlk
from a bottle in his pocket, and staried
down the mountain. He rememberei no.
meore about it, until he awakened the neit»
day in his own home at nocm and some one
told him bis child was lost. ‘And for Fred-
dy’s sake,’ he added, ‘I've forever sworn off,
You can’t ‘get any more of the stuff down

my throat.
_———

The Field That was Nezar:
(By the Rev. J. Mervin Hull in ‘Wellspring.’)

The little minister stepped forward to tho
edge of the platform.

‘If you really want to do some helpful
work for humanity,” he declared, ‘you can
find it right here in our own village, and
you can accomplish it by means of the most
common activities connected with our ehnmh
w'""k, ’,

Pretty Alice Mayhew listened carnestly to
the sermon, and as she walked homeward
after the service, she tried to think how
she could make Mr. Anderson’s words a}/ply
to her own case. . She was just passing old
Mrs. Harlow on the icy sidewalk, when me

aged lady slipped, and would have fallen

but for the support of Alice’s strong, young
arm, : i :
“Thank you kindly, my dear, said Mrs.

Harlow; ‘I'm gettin’ old and cluxn‘sy-—-M
I'm better off than some that's a good many
years younger than whvht Iam. I was jest
thinkin’ about poor Mrs. Belroy. There’s

Doctor Ryder comin’ from her house now.”

‘I didn’t know that she was in,” sat&f‘

Alice. _
‘She uzln’t mdtly sic“k but she’s Wom’

—

- The Juvanua part et ‘the 'Mesaeumr‘ l;
continued osn me 1L

showing the boy to his

.
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How a Revival was Hindered

A PASTOR’S. EFFORTS RENDERED
FRUITLES-S BY DIFFERENCES AMONG
HIS FLOCK..

————

-

(By Hope Daring, in ‘Ram’s Horn.”)

‘I think it an excellent idea, Mr. Skillman,
to commence tke meetings early. Next weel
you said. I'm so glad! Havé another piece
of chicken, do. Mrs. Skillman, let me help
you to a peach pickle.

Miss Eleanor Hunt, spinster, was enter-
taining her pastor and his wife at supper.
The table was spread with the silver and
the lavender and white china of a generation
dong past as well as with an abundance of
creature comforts. Miss Eleanor was dark-
eyed with a faded pink still coloring her
cheeks. She had eye-glasses and always
wore gloves in meeting, as distinguishad
from many of her rural neighbors.

‘Thank you, Miss Hunt,’ the minister said
as he accepted another biscuit. ‘I am glad
the idea is pleasing to you. It has been
well racedved* by the church generally.
There is something else I am trying to do.
Thank you, I will take another cup of cof-
fee. Your coffee is very good.’

The eyes of the hostess shone with plea-
sure as she poured the stream of fragrant;
amber-brown liquid upon the two squares
of loaf sugar and the yellow cream she had
placed in the cup. She handed the coffee

‘40 her guest, saying:

‘What is the something else? I am so
glad to see your interest in your work.’

The Reverend Ralph Skillman’s thin,
scholarly face flushed. His heart was in
his work, else he would not have dared
reply as he did.

“It is this. dear friend. I think it use-
less for a church to attempt to reach the

unconverted unless there is peace and lmr-"

mony among the members.’ ad

Miss Hunt grew pale. Mrs. Skillman ner-
vously stirred. her coffee, wishing people
would do right of their own accord. The
minister went on, his voice steady and
grave. :

‘When we remember what our Masier

‘I just can’t be friends with Deacon
Skinner,’ Miss Hunt cried, her hands
crumpling her_ “white apron. ‘You don’t
know, Mr. Skillman.’

“‘But, Miss Hunt—"

' “There is no but about it.” It is just this
way., Eightten years ago I had a pet lanb
that strayed away and got in with the
deacon’s flock. I could not pick it out, but
I knew it must be there. He denied it.
Said he had counted them and there was
ihis number—-two hundred and thirteen.
‘As if with that number he could be sure!
We had some high words, besides he said
mean things to others. We have never
spoken since and never will. I would not

do a thing to harm Deacon Skinmer, but I
won't be friends with him. Not if the
% w!hole chutc!x ~m1a ap‘k me. a.mxough I’n

* he murmured.

cornfield.” The minister inquired the way
and started off down the lane.

It was a day late in October. On each
side of the lane stretched level, well-tilled
fields covered with the rank autumnal growth
of grass and grain. On the right were pas-
tures crossed by a babbling brook. There
eneep and cattle grazed peacefully. From
the maples overhead a passing breeze
brcught down a shower of red and golden-
hued - leaves. A light gray mist, flushed
by the sunlight to rose-pink, mantled the
distant hiil-tops.

Ralph Skillman drew a long Dbreath.
¢ “Marvellous are the works of thy hands.”
‘I will not be discouraged.
Surely these, thy people, O Lord, will hear
the words thou commandest thy servant
to snea.k

He found Deacon Skinner husking corn.
The deacon was a tall, erect man of fifty.
His kindly face was tanned by sun and
wind, and a heavy iron-grey mustache shad-
ed his mouth.

‘Now, I'm proper glad to see you, par-
son,” and he held out his strong right
hand.  ‘Go on with work, did you say?
Not a bit of it.”

They talked of the weather and the crops
for a few minutes. Then Mr. Skillman
spoke of (he coming meetings. Deacon
Skinner was interested, but when the min-
ister went on to tell of the unity he was
trying to promote a cloud seitled upon the
other's face.

‘It's Eleanor Hunt and me
he said bravely. ‘There’s no use talking,
parson. If you should argue a week it
wouldn’t do a mite of good. = She is the
only permson in all the world that ever ac-
cused me of dishonesty, and we can’t be
friends. I'm . sorry it's:so, for, as, you say,
such things do harm i.n a church b}tt it

can't be hehbd

Again was Ralph Skmman defe:ﬂ.ed This
failure crippled his succees in’other quarters
Wherever he went, trying‘ to promote a
spirit of Christ-like tellowﬁlp, he was re-
ferred to this lcng-standing feud.

He prepa.red, to open the meetings from
which he had  hoped so much. Wers
these hopes doomed to disappeintment? The

‘you mean,’

promises of God are sure, but what of thcse

who refused to accept these proml»es"

The first evenlng came. A half hour be-
fore the time to start for the church Mrs.
Skillman entered her husband’s study. Ralph
was sitting before the grate, for the wind
was raw, and a tiny fire had been kindled.

He smiled as his wife drew her own chair’

to his side.

‘Don’t lock so worried, Lena.
come right.’ g

She laid her head upon the arm of his
chair, and, for a few minutes, there waa
no sound save the crackling of the fire.
Both husband and -wife were asklng for
God’s guidance.

‘Deacon Skinner left a bnshq of a.pplea
at the kitchen door this afterncon,’” Mrs.
Skillman said after a little. ‘And Miss
Fleanor brought over a couple of glasses
of her quince jelly. It is beautiful—just

It will all

. the same golden-cardinal that ‘mother’s ;ma
w be, Ralph.

© “What is it, dear?
‘Mrs. Green wes here to-day She says

the trouble between Deacon Skinner ard

dear Miss FElesnor was really made by
the dezcon’s wife. As a girl she had lLeen
jealous of Miss Eleanor. Years only
_strengthened her dislike, 50 ghe fanned
the flame of tha qum-el anaﬂd

. the prayer and testimony meeting.

She has been dead ten years, but the two
whom she set at variance, still refuse to
forgive.’

Realph sigheéd.
rose. ‘It is time for us to go.
leave this trouble with Ged.

The meeting wos well attezded. All
felt the pastor's earsesztness. Nor was it
his alone; others were burdened for souls.

Two weeks went by. Iach night the
village church was crowded. Ralph Skill-
man preached, prayed cnd pleaded. The
members of the church worked faithfully.
Yet a weight seemed to rest ¢m all. Ot
these who Lknew not Christ as a Saviour
and Redeemer not one was moved.

Miss Hunt and Deacon Skinner were
present every. night. They tcok pari in
When
they came face to face in aisle or vesti-
bule, each:losked away - and refused to
see the other.

After a fow minutes he
We will

One evening the minister ‘preached a
powerful sermwon, dwelling on God’s love.
Tears rained down many faces as he
spoke ¢f Christ’s life and wondrous death.
A fervemt apre:zl to the unccnverted fol-
lowed,-but there was no response.

‘Let us kneel and pray,” Mr. Skillman said,
his face pale and stern, ‘Let us pray in
Christ’'s own words.’

He bezan the Lord’s prayer. | The voices
of all the professed Christians joined hx.s
that of Deacon Skinner ringing out clex
and resonant.

‘“Forgive us our trespasses,”’ the words
were carnest and imploring. ¢ “as”’ —
there was a break, Deacon Skinner was
gilent, and Miss Hunt sobbed aloud.

The prayer was ended. All rose from
their- knces, and when the congregation
was. seated two remained standing. They
were Miss Hunt and Deacon Skinner. Elean-
~or spoke ﬁrst and “her voice was broken.

SR we fo-rgive »” 1 have dared rapeat
that prayer while my heart was hot with
‘anger towards cne who was a brother in
the church and an old friend. God is grod;
‘he did not answer my wicked prayer. I
ask his forgivencss. Deacon Skinner, I ask
you to pardcm me for my unjust words of
long ago and for my sinful anger. I ask the
church to forgive me for my unfaithfulness.
I ask those who know not Christ to for-
give me for so ill following my blessed
Master before them. There is naught but
forgiveness and love in my heart to-night.’

The deacon had remained standing. He
had taken a pencil from his pocket and made
a rapid calculation on a bit of paper. Hold-
ing this paper in his hand he began speak-
Angis

‘I have been resentful and wicked in
this matter,  How dld I dare say “as wa
forgive”? I‘rien-d-s l ‘too, ask you to for-
give me. Miss Eleanor, let us be friends.’

He crossed the room and tcok her hands
in his. Happy tears dimmed her eyes.

Once more the deacon spoke.  ‘Now as
to the cause of all this trouble-—Miss Elean-
‘or's lamb. Had it been put out to double
once in three yeam—-—t.bp usual terms—she
would now have sixty-four shecp. At three
dollars a head they would be worth one
hundred and ninety-two dollars. I know
Miss Hunt too well to offer her this money,
but, to prove the sincerity of my repent-
ance, I will to-morrow pay the amount to
the foreign missionary society.’

Another brief silence. Then Ralph Skill-
man s2id: . ;

‘Let us: pray.

From that prayer he rose to once more

‘present Christ to thoce before him. He did
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it with confidence. Had they not just wit- tack, hasg been set to music and sung -in
nessed the power of that Christ? comic song, where none have known or
Not in vain did he plead. First one, then' dreamed of the authorghip:—

another, and at last ten persons were kneel-
ing at the altar, seekinz salvation.

+ The good work did not s'0p there. It went
on and on. Ralph Skillinan’s hopes were
realized. The village and the surrounding
country was visited by a far-reaching re-
vival.

‘There was a boy; there was a tack;
There was a teacher new;
The tack sat down upon its head;
The teacher sat down, too.
‘Then up he rose and seized that boy,
Who shook in every joint;
(Boy) “I only meant it for a joke!”
(Teacher) “I fail to see the point!”’

—_———

Charles M. Sheldon as a
Comic Poet.

(Alfred Williams Anthony, in ‘The Chris-
tian Endeavor World.’) ‘

At one time in his senmior year at And-
over he undertook to write a poem a day
for the delectation of his fellow studenta.
In his room at the seminary he had a black-
board, procured I ‘do not know from what
eource; and on this he wrote his daily ef-

These nonsense jingles are not the only
lines written in those early days by the
man whose genius for the simple and the
real in daily life as well as in. public minis-
trations from the pulpit and the press have
made him famous and great; but these
show the lighter, playful side of his nature,
a side which is constant, and just as natural
and spontaneous, without effort or affecta-
tion, as the side with which the world has

'“s“"“-bes‘)'mg were brieht and witty. Some: .o f oo vo Raflataoalites Jo-tkene lest few
were sober-and graye. Some dealt with theo- years. Mr. Sheldon is buoyant and full of

logical themes; othefs were sheer nonsense. life. There is nothing long-faced or aus-
Some of them express real poetic sentiment,” ..o fn his make-up. He loves fun ; he
end are phrased with care and skill; others makes fun; he canmot help it. It is his very
show the effects of haste and crudeness. temperament and constitution to see the

The verses for March 9 are these:— funny side of things and make others see

‘I love to think when I am sad it. He would never sot before the world as
That some one loves me still; . the standard of Christian life and endeavor
I love to think some one is glad the idea of austerity, but of purity, charity,
I’ve paid that big coal bill. and service, with vigor, brightness, and
. cheer. And those who know him best have
nothing else to remember about him from
the early days.

‘I love' to think of times gone by,
And muse o'er life’s great mystery;
But—no—I cannot tell a lie,
I do not love Church History.’

Waiting.
Learn to wait—Ilife’s bardest lesson
Conned, perchance, through blinding tears,
‘While the heart-throbs sadly echo
To the tread of passing years.

The weather did not altogether please
Mr. Sheldon in those early spring days, and
afier the manner of Josh Billings he entera *
a -protest against it in the following descrip-
tion. It must be remembered that the writ-
er had come fram Dakota, and knew some-
thing about the ‘blizzards from the plains.'

Learn to wait—hope’s slow fruition,
Faint not, though the way seem long;
There is joy in each condition,

‘Take a cyclone on.a breeze; Hearts through suffering may grow.strong.

Take a ten-horse-power sneeze;
Take a hundred hurricanes
And some blizzards from the plains;

- Take an earthquake at ils best,
After it has had a rest;
Stir the mixture well together,
And you get New England weather.”

Constant sunshine, howe’er welcome
Ne’er would ripen fruit or flower;

Giant oaks owe half their greatness
To the scathing tempest’s power.

Thus a soul, untouched by sorrow,
Aims not at a higher state;

Joy seeks not a brighter morrow,
Only sad hearts learn to wait.

8L Valentine’s Day shed its influence for-
ward and back. On the day preceding these
lines came upon the blaciboard:—

‘Charming maide~, love divine

Can transform a “mine” to “thine”;

It can change an “I” to “thee.”

It can make “you” think of “me’”;
Charming maiden, since “mine” is “thine,”
- 'Wilt thou be my Valentine?”

‘Then the maiden made reply,
Speaking low and glanecing shy:

_ “I can give no reason why
Pronoun ‘my’ should change to ‘thy,’
But, if ‘miné’ be truly ‘thine,’
I will be thy Valentime!”*

Human strength and human greatness,
Spring not from life’s sunny .side,

Heroes must be more than drift-wood
Floating on a waveless tide.

Correspondence

Kirkdale, Que.
Dear Editor,—I went to a sugaring off a
few weeks ago, out in the woods over at
Mr. Burril's. We ran about in the woods
-after we had all the sugar we wanted and
got Mayflowers. We had a lot of fun. We
< had Mayflowers about the 4th of April.
And the day after St Valentine’s Day the Qur salute to our flag is: ‘Behold jour
natural consequences of the occasion found erxx;.blemr,m.t.h'reet c'mﬁseti;' hon one field, three
o oolors us to cherish, the red for zeal,
expression In this manner the white for purity, and the blue for love.
‘He belonged to the bachelor class, This is the flag of our Universal Empire.’
S s s ETHEL M. (aged 10).
He was wont to say,

*“It’s a weary world, alas! alas!”

. ; Monkton. Que.
Dear Editor,—I live in the village of
Monkton. I have been going to school till
Just lately. I have stopped and now I am
working at blacksmithing. Monkton is a
By looking arourd ;mw ﬂllagf between Mitehell and Attwood.
, a lass, s.! here are three churches here, Presbyterian,
St e S R B R Methodist and Lutheran, two blacksmith
The next rhvme about the boy and the shops, one hotel and two stores. 1 have two

‘He’s no more in the b!‘ohe_lor ‘class,
Because he has found,

brothers, one is going to High School in

Mitchell, and the other is teaching school.

We have a horse, his name is Whiskers; two
cows, a calf, and some hens. I go to the
Presbyterian Sunday-school, and I get the
‘Messenger’ there, and like it very much.
DR

P Kirkdale Que.
Dear Editor,—We #5 down to the woods
for Mayflowers nearly every noon. They
grow beside a little brook, under the trees.
We had a game of Puss in the Corner at
one of our poons. It was fun. We had
trees for corners. ALICE M.

Guelph, Ont.
Dear Editor—I am a littie 'girl eight years
old. I go to school every day. I have two
miles and a half to go. I am in the second
book. My papa keeps sltore. We have a
horse and cow. I have two pet cats. Their
names are Waggle and Pansy. I take music
lessons, and can play a few tunes on the
piano. My mamma and I went to the
North-West when I was five years old. We
went to the Rocky Mountains, Calgary, In-
nisfail, and Edmonton. I can remember
about the things I saw. We take the ‘Mes-
senger’ in our Sunday-school. I like to read
the little letters. My papa ‘is the superin-
tendent, and my teacher’s name is Miss

Boles. VERNA L. 0.

Dalhousie, N.S.

Dear Editor,—I live on a farm in Anna-
polis County. I think Dalhousie is a very
pretty place in summer. ., I go to school
every day, and I am in the seventh grade,
I have a mile and a half to go. I have
three sisters and two brothers, one of my
brothers is married and lives in Annapolis
town. Our Sunday-school is two miles from
my home. It is built on a high hill in quite
a pretty place. There are lots of Mayflowers -
in bloom now, and they are lovely; they
have a beautiful perfume, they bloom ip
April and in May, My birthday is on July
16, and if any other girl’s birthday is the
same as mine or in the same month wiy
she please write. My age is twelve yearg,
My address is:—Grace K. Jackson, Dalhousie
‘West, Annapolis County, N.S.

Jonesville, N.Y.
Dear Editor,—I live on a farm about a-
mile from Jonesville and about three mileg
from the nearest depot. I have taken the
‘Messenger’ for two years, and all of oyup
family think it is such a nice paper. I have
& brother twenty-four years old, and a sister
nearly three. I am twelve years old, ang
am in the eighth grade in school. I enjoy
reading the correspondence very muech. . 1
g0 to church and Sunday-school. For petg 1
have a dog, her name is Revel, she ig a
beagle hound, and she has awful lange ears.
I got three books on Xmas, and two
brooches, a fur collar and a. work-box. ]
spcke in the church on Easter. It would be
rice if you had a puzzle eorner in the ‘Mege
senger.’ If you had I would send some be-
headings. M. R. 8.

; . St. Bugene, Ont.
Dear Editor,—This is my first letter to the
‘Messenger.” I like to read the letters very
much. My sister takes the paper.  Of our
family there are two girls and five boys.
My little brother has a pet pig and he
calls it Polly. I go to school and like my
teacher very much. There are fifteen going
to school. My brothers and sister and I go
to school. Our hens are laying and I gath-
er the eggs myself. My cousin is going to
write too. My birthday is on January 25,
and I was away that day. We had fun
skating on the ice this winter.
ELIZABETH E. M.

Richmond, Que.
Dear Editor,—This is the second letter I
have written to the ‘Messenger,” but when
I wrote before I had no dog. Now I have
& dog named. Fido, who always wanted to

80 to school when I went. {One morning

when we were all at school, I heard a funny
noise at the window, on looking up I saw
Rido coming through the window, so I took
Mm out and sent him heme. We have a
pet lamb called Pinkey. My sister and I
washed Pinkey’s face and tied a piece of blue
ribbon around his neck. I am very fond of
reading and I like Miss Alcott’s books better
than anything else. I like ‘Little Men’ very

~
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- much. We live about half a mile from
school. My teacher is very nice, but I do
not like to go to school very well. I liked
he story ‘Lizzie’s Treats’ in the @lessenger’
ery much. AMY L. D.

Mor'den, Man.
Dear Editor,—I like to read the letters
in the ‘Narthern Messenger,” and this is the
first letter I have written to.you. We have
nine horses and two colts, and twenty-five
head of cattle. I have a dog and four cata.
The dog’s name is Jack. We live in the
country. We are seven miles from Morden.
I have not far to go to school. My birthday

is on October 8. I am eight years old.
JOSEPH F,

Montfort, Que.

Dear Editor,—I received the Bagster
Bible, and like it very much, and thank you
for it. I am nearly through the New Testa-
ment this year. I have taken the ‘Mes-
eenger’ for five or six years, and mother
sends it to six little boys and girls. One
little boy in Rhode Island, U.S.A., gives it
to the Deaconess Home, and the ladies en-
Jjoy it very much, so you see our little paper
does lots of good in the world. I live in
the Laurentian Mountains away from school
and church but I study at home, and get
my Sunday-school lessons. I have a lovely
St. Bernard dog, he weighs one hundred and
forty-two pounds. I have a lovely saddle
horse. I go out when I like all over. I
hope this letter is not too long to be pub-
lished. I wish you could come and make a
visit to me. MONA M. J. (aged 12).

[Yes, I wish I could visit all my little
friends.—Bditor.} ! oy

: Ratho, Ont.
Dear Editor,—We have taken the ‘Messen-
ger’ ever since I was g little girl. My sister
Maggie took it first. She took it till my
sister Nettie got big, then she wanted to get
it in her name, and I have got it in my name
for thres or four years. As you wanted
Some of the readers to send you names I
thought I would send you some. I have read

a few books. GEORGEN 8.

) TRE

S - Maynooth, Ont.
Dear Hditor,—As my brother was sending
his subscription for your paper, the ‘North-
ern Messenger,’” I thought I would write
and tell you how much I like your paper.
e have no Sunday-schcol this ‘winter, but
I am studying the Shorter Catechism at
home. I go to the Preshylérian church. We
built a nice new school-house, but have not
been successful enough to get a teacher for
it yet. NETTIE C. C. (aged 9).

i : Janeville, N.B.
Dear Iditor,—I am in the third reader.
‘We had a rain storm last Saturday.*I like to

~ read the Little Folks’ page. We have two

- cats and one dog. His name is Gip. I have
one sister anid one brother. His name is
Alfred. We have three turkeys. The ico

is nearly all out of thée bay now. We are -

‘hooking mats now, we have one hooked and
the sscond omne nearly done.
MAGGIE E. (aged 12).

BR Rectory Hill, P.Q.

Dear Bditor,—I live about a mile from
school. We have had a good many storms
this winter. We had a Christmas tree in
the school-house, and had Santa to take off
* the presents for us. I have five brothers and
two sisters. Both my sisters are married.
I enclose thirty cents for my subscription

- for another year. ‘MARY L. L,
3 Grand View Park,
 Clayton, N.Y.

Dear Editor,—I am a little girl ten years
old. We live at the head of Welleshy Island;
-1t is"about three miles from Thousand Is-
- land Park. Wellesby Island is in the St.
Lawrence river, it is a lovely place in the
summer. We live close to the water. There
~are boats of all description running past
here, large and small-steamers and pleasure
boats of all kinds. The searchlight excur-
gions go past here every night, and when
‘the light shines round it makes things look
beautiful. My brother and I have taken the
‘Northern Messenger’ for about two years.
I have three brothers and one sister; one of
‘my brothers is in heaven. Every summer
that my friends come from the city we have
@ picnic near our house in a grove. I do

e e

“like her very much.

not go to school, but mother teaches us, it
is too far to go to school. We have a large
flock of hens and a number of them are
setting; one hen has hatched out eleven
chickens and the rats carried all of them
away but six, in about two days. Sometimes
my brother Clifford etands on our dock and
catches enough fish for dinner in a very
short time, MABEL MINNETTA R.

=1 Alma, N.S.
Dear Editor,—My home is on a farm in
Nova Scotia. We keep twelve cows and two
horses. I have six brothers, but no sister.
I will be seven years old next summer, I
&0 nearly a mile to school every day, and
like to learn my lessons. My teacher is
very nice, and pretty, too. I am glad spring

is coming, so I can play out of doors.
ANNIE W, A.

Folly Village, N.S.

Dear Editor,—I live in Folly Village; it
has a creamery, manse, church, hall, post-
office, store, hotel, medicine factory, carriage
shop and blacksmith shop. I go to school
every day, and am in the ‘advanced depart-
ment. My teacher is Miss Patterson, and 1
I am in the seventh
grade. My, studies are arithmetic, algebra,
geography, Canadian history, reading and
English grammar. My sister takes the
‘Northern Messenger,” and we are all very
fond of it. We have taken it for a long while.
My father is a blacksmith, I have six sis-
ters and three brothers. Three sisters and
two brothers are away from home. My eld-
esl brother is in Cowley, Alberta. I will be
thirteen the last of April. I saw two large
cinnamon bears passing through this place
to-day. They were tame and led by two
men, LULU B. M.

S—

The Manse, Duart, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I have been looking at the
letters to you in the ‘Messenger.’ 1 have
not seen any from Duart, and so I am going
to have my name in for once. I'go to Sun-
day-school every Sunday. I do not know
what I should do if I could niot go there. I
tf'Ll.(e the ‘Messenger’ and like it fine. 1
think it is a good plan to put a story in for
the Little Folks. Duart is in Orford, and

Orford is in Kent. I think I will close my
letter now. :

Hazel Grove, P.E.I.
Dear BEditor,—As I have never seen any
letters from here I thought I would write

one. "I go to the Presbyterian Sunday-

school nearly every Sunday, and my teach-
er's name is Miss Brown. I live two mileg
from Sunday-school. I get the ‘Northern
Messenger’ at Sunday-school, and I think
it is a very nice paper. I g0 to school nearly
every day. My teacher’s name is Miss E.
Ackland, and I like her very well. I live
about a mile from school. I generally get
a drive there in winter. I am twelve years
old, and my birthday is on December §. I
have five sisters and four brothers. My
papa has one hundred and fifty acres of
Tand. My papa is an agent, and he is away
nearly every day. I have twenty-seven first
cousins living. I have one - grandma and
one grandpa living. MARION E. B.

Carbonear, Nild.
have not seen any letters
from Carbonear, so I thought I would write
one.. I have written to you before, but it
was a long time ago. I like reading the
‘Northern Messenger, especiaily the corres-
pondence. I have enjoyed this Christmas
very much. I go to school every day, and
I am in the fifth reader. I gained the prize
for getling merits. I had forty-five of them.
My teacher’s name is Miss Tibbo. I like
her very much. . I am twelve years of age.
I have six brothers. My brother Sandy has
a dog named Buller. MINA G

: ; ; Gait,

Dear Editor—As my sister is sending in her
subscription for the ‘Messenger,’ I thought
I would write and tell you what we all think
of your paper. Mother thinks it is about
thirteen years since we started to take it,
We all like the ‘Messenger’ very much, and
mother nks it is about the best paper

Dear Editor,—I

printed. The correspondence has greatly im. -

proved lately. I enjoy reading the ‘Mes-
senger,” especially the letters. I was four-
teen on Avril 3, and am in the senior fourth

N\
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class. My teacher is Mr. Linton. He is
a good teacher and is spoken highly of. I
intend to try for the entrance on the 25th
26th and 27th of next June. All his pupils
that tried the entrance last year passed. My
studies are reading, writing, drawing, arith-
metic, mental arithmetic, grammar, physi-
ology, geography, composition, history,
spelling, and literature. I came out second
in a test examination two weeks ago, getting
810 marks out of 995. 1 swept the paper in
arithmetic, did best in mental arithmetic
and composed the best composition. In
composition we had our choice of three sub-
jects, a ‘barn-raising, the pleasures of win-
ter, or an early settler’s story. I chose the
last. I have three sisters going to school.
Lizzie passed the entrance last midsummer.
H. B. M.

Elm Side, Vankleek Hill.

Dear Editor,—I enjoy reading the ‘Messen-
ger’ very much. I think I will write about
my trip from Scotland, perhaps the Cana-
dian children would like to hear about it.
As the ship began to move clowly from the
shore a hundred and forty of us girls sang,
‘We are out on the ocean sailing,’ and all
the other friends on shcre cheered and wav-
ed their handkerchiefs until we were out of
sight. We were on the ocz2an thirteen days.
We got along nicely for six days, them we
were fog-bound for three days. We saw some
wonderful sights coming out. Some of the
small girls were frightened when the great
waves would roll into the end of the ship,
while others would be delighted to see them.
We saw quite a number of whales and
sharks, and we were prelty frightened of
the great big monsters as they would send
the water spraying for a great many feet
into the air. We all felt happy when we
saw the first little spot of land, as we had
seen nothing but sky and sea for quite a
number of days. When we landed we found
it very hard to walk on solid ground after
tossing on the ocean for so many days. We
found Canada very large and pleasant after
living in the crowded city of Glas%owé :

Iowa City, Iowa.

Dear Editor,—I have taken the ‘Messen-
ger’ for two years, and enjoy it very much.
We have had very muddy weather,but it has
turned cold now. I have for my pets some
flying squirrels. Papa caught them last fall
when he was chopping down a tree. . The
doctor was passing just as papa caught them
and he took two and papa gave me the other
three. When papa got them they were just
little bits of things, but they are a little
larger than a mouse now. They are grey
on the back and white underneath. They
have a long flat tail, which they wrap round
themselves when they go to sleep. They
have tiny pink paws and sit on their hind
legs and eat with their front paws, they
have white and very sharp teeth, with which
they open the nuts they eat. They have a
stump in their box in which they store nuts,
bread, crackers, and others things that we
give them to eat. "They like cake and candy
just as well as children do. We give them
corn on the cob and fruit and many other
things. We keep a dish of water in their
box all the time. They have a little box in
which they gleep and have their mnest in.
I take them out of the box and bring them
into the house and let them have a romp in
the room. One always wants to jump on to
the stove. After they get tired romping one
goes to sleep in the waste basket, one in
papa’s hat that hangs on the wall, and one
on top of the clock, which gets angry when
we disturb its sleep. . Sometimes they
get angry when we go to catch them and
lie on their bdck and kick at us with all
four feet and try to bite. Mamma gave
them some candy once which stuck fast to
their fur, and they had a big time trying
to get it off. Our dog likes to sit in front
of the box and watch them.
: . NETTIE MacD. (aged 14)

Expiring Subscriptions.

Would each subscriber kindly look at the
address tag on this paper? If the date there-
on is June, 1902, it is time that the re-
newals were sent in 50 as to avoid losing 5
single copy. As renewals always date from
the expiry of the old subscriptions, subserib-
ers lose nothing by remitting a little in ad-
vance.

é
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(i;uelty to Children.

While calling on a neighbor one day she
was speaking of another neighbor near by
as being a very good mother, so kind and
careful of her: children, anxicus that they
should be well fed and neatly clothed. We
said she makes a good wife and mother, but
the thought was in our mind, does she make
a truly good and faithful mcther? Is she
not caring for the bodies of her children
to the neglect of their souls, as we had never
known her to take her children to church
and Sabbath-school, though living within
sound of the church bell? It seems to us
there cculd be no greater crueity to a chikd
than to bring it up withowt teaching it ils
dependence on and mneed of God, and that
our life in this world-is to train and fit us
for cur real and eternal home. The thought
made us tremble. What if cur parents had
not taught us these truths and we had not
been brought up early’in life to attend God’s
house of worship! We think it a great mis-
take with parents at the present time in
sending their children to Sabliath school to
the neglect of attending the church services.
We Dbelieve a child brought up from early
childhood to attend church will form the
habit and will when grown and away from
home most naturally seek for a place of
ohurch worship, and thus be kept from
paths of sin and Sabbath-breaking. We
knew of a mcither, a neighbor ef ours, when
we were young, who did not teach her c¢hil-
dren early in_ life to attend church or Sab-
bath-school, and after they were grown to
young manhood and womanhood rather
seemed to discourage their going to any
place of worship, and yet she herself was a
member of a good Protestant church. We
sometimes wonder what will be the judg-
ment passed upon such a parent.

BT ‘CATHERINE AVERY.
P ;
Convenient Arrangements.

As to how a country woman’s lot might
be bettered, I will tell how we have =oft
water nine months in the year without a
cistern. For the wash water we have an old
tank “bolding about twelve barrels on a
standard four feet wide, morth of the wash-
room. A piece of inch pipe is inserted in
pne side near the bottom and extends into
‘washroom, where it is connected with hose.
‘All I have to do is to take the hose down
from the nail and run the water into the
boiler or tubs.

IFfor the kitchen sink we have a smaller
tank and a faucet attached to the pipe. The
sink my husband made. with a drain en-
tirely above ground. In the summer the
drain extends imto the chicken yard, about
fifty feet, and empties into a trough for the
chickens. In the winter we make it shorter,
as it freezes easily. The wash water is emp-
tied into a large pail, in the corner of the
room, which has a drain to the garden. The
rain water runs directly into the tanks from
the roof by means of lengths of tin about
four inches wide, bent to form a right angle,
and with one side nailed under the second

row of shingles. Another convenience is

a cupboard betweem kitehen and dining-
room. Husband cut a hole in the partition
just large enough to fit the cupboard, took

" off the back boards and fitted glass doors on

the dining-room side.—‘Union Signal.’

The Proper Method of Frying
Food.

A fair-sized pot should be filled with
good dripping for the cook's use when fry-
ing, but if dripping be not available at the
moment two pounds of beef suet make an
excellent substitute. When frying is requir-
€d, put all the dripping into a large iron
saucepan without a lid and let it melt. At
first “the fat will bubble and make quite a
noise, but. it is not fit to use until still and
quiet, with a faint blue smoke rising from
it. Put rissoles, cutlets, potato chips or
whatever is to be fried into a wire frying
basket, and then plunge it into the fat,
‘completely immersing its contents. This is
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the great secret of success. The basket has
a handle by which it may be lifted to see
how long to fry. A very short time suffices
for the cooking of fish or meat like rissoles.
They should be taken out when a golden
brown, as they become a little darker after-
wards. Always put them on crumpled Kkit-
chen paper in front of the fire to drain and
keep hot while the others are frying. Only
a few can be cooked at once, as they must
not touch one another in the basket.

1f one is frying cutlets, it is better, after
cooking for a few minutes, to draw the
saucepan to the side of the stove, thereby
lowering the intense heat. Otherwise the
cutlets might not cook thoroughly through,
but be overdone on the outside and under-
done inside.

Orange, apple or any kind of fritters may
by cooked as above. The moment the fat
is finished with place it, if possible, outside
the house to cool, as thus the fumes go off,
no smell remaining to pervade the house.
Then take a strainer and strain the fat back
into the pot, where it remains. This fat
can be used over and over again, and, with
a little dripping added now and again,
should last for a year. So there is no ex-
travagance  in using plenty of fat every
time anything is fried. :

Quantities ©of butter, lard and dripping
are wasted by many a cook who throws all
away every time she fries, whereas if the
‘bath of fat’ be kept it is always ready for
nse in a short time and does its work well
It fries crisply and dryly instead of in the
greasy manner so often “seen. The faint
blue smoke must be perceived and waited
for.” Without that and a complete absence
of bubbling and noise success will not be
obtained.—‘Catholic News.’

Send Them to Bed with a
Kiss.
(‘St. Louis Qhristian Advocate.’)

0 mothers, so weary, discouraged,
‘Worn out with the cares of the day,

You often grow cross and impatient,
Complain of the noise and the play;

For the day brings so many vexations,
So many things going amiss;

But, mothers, whatever may vex you,
Send the children to bed with a kiss!

The dear little feet wander ofien,
Perhaps, from the pathway of right,
The dear little hands find new mischief
To try you from morning till night;
But think of the desolate mothers
Who'd give all the world for your bliss,
And, as thankg for your infinite blessings,
Send the children to bed with a kiss!

Tor some day their noise will not vex you,
The silence will hurt you far more;
You will long for the sweet children’s volces,
For a sweet, childish face at the door;
And to press a child’s face to your bogom,
You'd give all the world for just this;
For the comfort 'twill bring you in sorrow,
Send the children to bed with a kiss!

Untrained.

Within a few doors of the home of the

writer is a Boston girl who was married
about two years ago and who is endeavor-
ing to make a pleasant, comfortable home
for a worthy and industrious young man,
It is mo reflection on Boston, except that
we naturally expect more from Boston than
from some other cities, especially when we
add that this young lady came from a home

r’ %

of wealth and culture. According to her own
assertion she knew absolutely nothing aboat
housekeeping or how to do ordinary sewing
when she was married, simply because her
mother preferred to take all the responsibili-
ties and the direction of her servants. To-
day this Boston young lady is learning mamy
things by bitter experience and spends hours
in weeping over the lost opportunities of
girlheod. If she were not such an eager
learner her case would seem pitiable, An
elder sister, more recently married, and
placed at the head of a wealthier home, is
learning the funddmentals from this young-
er sister. She is still likely to pick up a
darning needle to sew on a cambric handker-
chief, or put the petatoes in the coffee pot,
if her servant does not interfere, and she
too is treading the thorny path of experi-
ence. In time she may/'learn from her
younger sister how to make a home.

The great majority of girls, whose home
education has been neglected, will not have
the enthusiasm to learn that these Boston
girls have, and will run through a short and
wretched life in a miserable fashion. The
homes of the moderately well-to-do, or even
the poor, are just as likely to err in this re-
spect as the homes of the wealthy, because
the mother does not wish to take the trouble
to teach her.daughters, wrongly hoping that
either they may enter a rich mamn’s home
where they imagine such knowledge would
be useless, or that they may find employ-
ment in some one of the many avenues of
business which have opened up for young
women.—'Ram’s Horn.’

Selected Recipes.

Rice Pudding—Put three tablespoonfuls
each of well-washed rice, granulated sugar
and seeded raisins, and one quart of milk
into a buttered baking pan, and let it stand
on the back of the range one hour, then
bake slowly until the rice comes to the top
and the milk is nearly absorbed. Serve hot
with batter, or cold with cream.—‘American
Kitchen Magazine.’ :

Date Pudding.—Dates are exceedingly
nourishing. In choosing them have those of
the paler brown, if they can be 'got: take
out the stcmes, and break the dates in two
while doing it. Then mix together half a
pound of flour, that would be about a large
breakfast cupful, a quarter of a pound of
suet chopped fine (either beef or mutton will
do), a large tablespoonful of sugar and a
teaspoonful mixed spice. Mix these things
together thoroughly dry before the dates are
added, then stir them in as you would rals-
ins, and mix with water, until the whole
forms a rather moist paste. Wet and flour
a pudding-cloth, and tie it up, leaving room
for the dates %o swell a little, but making
the string quite tight; boil for two hours,
and then turn out on a hot dish. If you
want to warm up date pudding, currant or
plum pudding, the best way is either to put
the whole piece into a steamer over beiling

water for a quarter of an hour, or cut in e

slices, put into a dish and pour some milk
over it. Cover, and let it stand in the oven
for a few minutes,

OSSR G ——

A Bagster Bible Free.

Send four new subscriptions to the ‘North-
ern Messenger’ at thirty cents each and
secure a mice Bagster Bible, suitable for
Sabbath School or Day School. Bound in
black pebbled cloth, with red edge, measures
seven inches by five and three-quarter inches
when open. e ¢
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than that. You know they lost their little
Marngaret when she was three years old, and
more than a year ago Mr. Belroy died.
Since then Mrs. Belroy never leaves the
house; she keeps the windows all darkened
except the bay window where her plants are;
she’ll not see nobody if she can help it, and
she jest sets there and looks at her hus-
band’s picture all day long. The doctor’s
really afraid that she will lose her reason
if something don’t happen to rouse her out
of this terrible condition.’

The next afternoon Alice walked swittly
up thg path of snow to Mrs. Belroy’s house
and rang the bell. ‘There,” she told herself,
‘that’s done, and I've not the least idea
what to do next, except that Mr, Anderson
said, “by means of the most common ac-
tivities connected with our church work.”
and I'm going to try one of them.’

. She waited a long time, but there was no
Tespouse to her ring. At length she rang
again, Then she heard slow, dragging foot-
steps, as if some very aged person were
coming through the hall. The door opened
about half way, and revealed Mrs, Belroy.
Her form was drooping, her face was white
and drawn, her eyes seemed to look far be-
yond Alice and to see nothing, :

‘Good afternoon, Mrs. Belroy,” began Alice,
cheerfully; T've been noticing your beautiful
flowers in the window, and I want to come
in and see them aearer, if I may. Mine do
#0 poorly this winter that I am almost dis-
couraged over them.’

Mrs. Belroy turned round without saying

a word.. But she did not shut the door, and
Alice followed her stumbling through the
darkened parlor till they came to the sitting
room where the large bay window was filled
With plants, .
0 MmJ,»Belx'_oy, what a bank of ‘beauty!”
exclaimed Alice, ‘Such 'th'l‘lfty‘ geraniums!
and here is a pbt of lovely white cyelamens,
and four callas in blossom! How do you
nanage it? What are these? I believe you
bave some lilies already started for Easter,
baven’t you?

‘I do mot think they will blossom for
Easter,” said Mrs. Belroy, gloomily. ‘I'm
not trying to hasten them.’

‘Now, Mrs, Belroy,” Alice went on, ‘I'm
€0ing to reveal my scheme at once. 1'm on
the  flower committee, and I want you to

give me a few of your flowers to take to

poor old Mrs. Simong this afterncon.’
~Mrs. Belroy made no answer, but she took
ber scissors and out a large bouquet of
flowers, and put them in a covered basiet
to protect them from the cold. ;

“This is so kind of Yyou, Mrs. Belro7!’ said
Allce. eagerly. ‘I'll take them at once, and
bring in the bagket on my way back.’

-Mrs. Belroy went into the parlor and
opencd one curtain a little and watehed
Alice as she hastened along the street. All
‘through the afternoon she sat there, till
Alice came in with the basket. ~

‘I wish you could have seen that poor old

roy’s face ﬁn'm
~Alice turned to go,

flowers for church next Sunday, if you will
come after them.’ : : 5 a5
On Saturday afternoon when Alice went

 after the flowers she found the parlor well

~ lighted, and in one corner was an excellent

trait of Mr. Beiroy, on an casel, heavily
d in k. Mrs, Belroy talked quite

th - fowers as she cut them,

: ozc1mmmm~m; ; e
As they drew near the home of the Ray-

= mers the next afternoon, Mrs. Belroy grasp-

| a8 eq Alice’s arm.” '

some

and Alice noticed that the Raster lilies were
brought forward where they would get more
light and warmth.

‘Now Mrs. Belroy,’ said Alice at length,
‘you have been so very kind about the
flowers that I'm going to ask another fayor
of you, a very great favor. Will you let us
have the social here next Wednesday even-
irg?” Without waiting for an answer she
went on: ‘These rooms are exquisitely ar-
ranged for such a gatherine. Just throw
these portidres open like this, you know,
and it is all one lovely room.” Then com-
ing close to Mrs. Belroy ‘Alice said, very
gently, ‘One thing that the young people
would appreciate very much is this lifelike
picture of Mr. Belroy. We all loved him
as our teacher at the academy.’ ’

Mrs. Belroy’s eyes filled with tears, but
for the first time she looked frankly at Alics
as she whispered, * You may come.

On Wednesdz}y evening - Mrs. - Belroy's
housge was brightly lighted for the first time
in many months. ‘You must come over
early,” she had said to Alice, ‘so as to be
with me when the young people begin to
come. I'm afraid I ean’t be a very cheerful
hestess.’

Before the evening was over, Mrs. Belroy
couid not help being influenced by the pre-
sence of so much youthful happiness, but
what touched her most was the interest that
many of the young people took in her hus-
band’s portrait. They gathered round it,
and spoke of their love for hiin when he
Wag principal of the academy, and told of
his kindness and patience toward his pupils.

‘Why, Mrs. Belroy,’ said tall Frank Rob-
erts, ‘here I am on my last year in the pre-
paratory course, and if it hadn’t been for
the encouraging words of Mr. Belroy I never
should have thought I could take & college
ocourse.’ "

‘While they were busy over the refresh-
ments, Mrs. Belroy said to Alice, ‘Who is

that pretty girl over in the corner with

the—¢he’— :

With the plain  calico dress,” finished
Alice. ‘She is Jenny Raymer, and 1 had
hard work to persuade her to come; but I
was sure that our young people wounld mako
hier forget any difference in her dress, and
they have. The Raymers are very poor,
she went on. ‘They are trying to keep
Jenny in the Academy this year, but Mrs.
Raymer is not strong, and there is little
Margaret to take care of, a lovely little
child, Mrs. Raymer, with dark curls and
deep gray eyes.’

‘With dark curls and deep gray eyes,” whig-
pered Mrs. Belroy, and before Alice went
home that evening she said: ‘Alice, will you
€0 with me to visit the Raymers’ to-mor-
row? I will have Simon Hyle take us in
one of kis teams.

For an answer Alice threw her arms round
Mrs. Belroy's neck and kissed her, and when
at last Mrs. Belroy was a&oﬁ;o--.she did two

“things; first, she took away all the crape
from Mr. Belroy’s portrait, and then she
spent a long time making up a large bundie

A 7

‘Oh, the peor darling!’ she cried. ‘Just
see that patched“cleak! and such a thin
dress, and no rubbers on those worn-out
shoes on this cold sncw,” and she made a
little sound that was compassion and love
and promise all in one inarticulate wond.

‘Will you not come to me, Margaret? [
am Alice’s friend.” Gathering up the shy
little figure in her arms, Mrs. Belroy went

11

into the house, and was so introduced to
Mrs. Raymer.,

When they had talked a little while, Mrs.
Belroy said: ‘Now, Mrs. Raymer, in memory
of my little Margaret, who was so like your
little Margaret, please let me have my own
way with your little girl this afternoon.
Alice, will you be kind enough to ask Mr.,
Hyle to bring in that bundle frém the
sleigh?’

Then Mrs. Belroy took off Margaret’s cloth-
ing, kissing the ‘white shoulders and soft
arms as she did so, and put upon the child
the warm, beautiful garments which Mar-
garet Belroy had worn.

A few weeks later, when Mrs. Belroy stood
anicng her own white lilies in the church at
Easter time and sang, ‘I know that my Re-
deemer lives,” ¢ld Mrs. Harlow whispered:
‘It is like a resurrection from the dead. I
cannot understand it.”’

The Twe Angels.

At the gate of life stand two angels. One
promises. you success in life without exer-
tion, the other offers you the prize if you
work for it. You can take ybur choice.
You may win a cheap, rapid, and easy
success by lax methods and smart-minded-
ness; but if you desire the true prize, you
will only find it in the way of labor.—The
Bishop of Ripon.
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Any one of the many articles in’ “World
Wide’ will give two cents’ worth of pleasure.
Surely, ten or fifteen hundred such articles
during the course of a year is well worth a
dollar.
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‘World Wide.
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LESSON XII.—JUNE 22.

Temperance Lesson.
Rom. xiil, 8-14. Commit to memory vs.

1214,
Golden Text.

‘Let us therefore cast off the works of
darkness, and let us put on the armor of
light’—Rom. xiii., 12.

Home Readings.

Monday, June 16.—Rom. xiii.,, 8-14.
Tuesday, June 17.—James iv., 1-10.
‘Wednesday, June 18.—Psa. xxiv.
Thursday, June 19.—Psa. cxix., 1-16.
Friday, June 20.—I. Pet. 1., 13-25.
Saturday, June 21.—I1. Cor. vi., 11-18.
Sunday, June 22.—Rom. vi., 12-23.

Lesson Text.

(8) Owe no man anything, but to love one
another: for he that loveth another hath ful-
fiiled the law. (9) For this, Thou ghalt not
commit adultery, Thou shalt not kill, Thou
shalt not steal, Thou shalt not bear false
witness, Thou shalt not covet; and if there
be any other commandment, it is briefly
comprehended in this saying, namely, Thou
shalt love thy neighbor as thyself. (10)
Love worketh no ill to his neighbor; there-
fore, love is the fulfilling of the law. (11)
And that, knowing the time, that now it is
high time to awake out of sleep; for new
is our salvation nearer than when we Dbe-
lieved. (12) The night is far spent, the day
is at hand: let us therefore cast off the
works of darkness, and let us put on the
armor of light. (13) Let us k honestly,
as in the day; not in rioting and drunken-
ness, not in chambering and wantonness,
ot in strife and envying. (14) But put ye on
the Lord Jesus Christ, and make not pro-
vision for the flesh, to fulfil the lusts thereof.

Suggestions.

St. Paul and the heathen is the combina-
tion that has been most prominent in sev-
eral recent lessons. We now take up a part
of one of his letters written to the newly-
founded Christian church in a heathen city.
Paul did not merely preach once or twice
in a place and then leave hig converts with-
out instruction. On the contrary, he real-
ized that converts from heathenism needed
far more instruction than those Christians
who had been brought up under the good
moral law of the Jews. So he not only made
a point of revisiting the churches he had
founded at such centres of wickedness as
Ephesus and Corinth, but wrote them let-
ters of ardent spiritual feeling, as the Epis-
tle to the Bphesians, or solicitous reproof,
as First Corinthians. This epistle to the
Romans.seems to have ‘been written prin-
cipally for the purpose of setting forth cer-
tain important doctrines comcerning the
same and the Jewish law. Paul had not at
this time been to Rome himself, but with
the authority of an apostle he urges the
praoctical teachings of Christianity, as well
expounding the theories on which these are
based. One of these practical passages be-
fore us is the lesson under consideration.
To get the meaning literally let us refer to
the Twentieth Century Version, in which it
reads as follows:—

Never owe any one anything except broth-
erly love; for those who love their fellow-
men have satisfied the law. The command-
-ments, Thou shait not commit adultery,
Thou shalt not kill, Thou shalt not steal,
.Thou shalt not covet, and any other that
there is, are all summed up in the words—
‘Thou shalt love thy neighbor as if he were

thyseif” Love never wrongs a neighbor.

Therefore Love fully satisfies the Law. What
I have said is more urgent because you know
the crisis we have reached, for the time has
already come for you to rouse yourselves
from sleep; for our Salvation is nearer now

than when we accepted the Faith. The night

is gone; the day is near. Therefore let us
have done with the deeds of darkness, and
arm ourselves with the weapons of light.
As those who are living in the light of day;
let us live honorable lives, not indulging in

revelry and drunkenness, norinflustand li- -

centiousness, nor in quarrelling and jeal-
ousy. No, arm yourselves with the spirit
of the Lord Jesus Christ, and spend no
thought on your earthly nature and the
gratification of its cravings.

‘Owe to no man anything,’ has sometimes
puzzled conscientious readers, for one can
hardly conduct any business without seme-
times being in debt. All banking and other
large business concerns involve the owing of
money. It has been well remarked that this
text does not forbid making contracts to
pay at a future time, but the violation of
such contracts. It may be well to encourage
the class to diecuss how much money one
is justified in owing if his income is small,
and under what circumstances it ds right
to incur a large or small debt. Anocther
good dircussion would bring out the ways in
which a spirit of love would work fhe good
of the community. Show that real kindliness
will make us polite as well as law-abiding.
In verse eleven it may be that Paul refers to
some threatened persecution or perhaps it is
the hope of the Lord’s coming that is in
his mind. It is clear from sevleral pas-
sages that the first great generaticn of
Christians expected that great event to oc-
cur in their own day or soon after. But if
through martyrdom they were, instead, to
go to the Lord, there was equal reason for
them to prepare for heaven’s day by walk-
ing in the light (verse 12). In verse thirteen
six expressions are used to indicate three
kinds of earthly excitement and excess. The
light-hearted seeker of pleasure who tries
to heighten his jollity by means of the wine-
cup, and fling away the restraint for the
sake of a ‘good time,” will be soon oveértaken
by more degrading passions, or by the empty
madness of brawling, 'We may be surprised
to find ‘strife,’ mere quarrelling or anger,
classed with sins which we regard as heing
on a lower level, but we must observe that
Paul mentions these three kinds cf sin as
alike belonging to a merely selfish and
carthly life, for the next verse exhorts us
to have the spirit of Christ and avoid the
self-seeking of the earthly = nature. This
gives us the clue to the ampunt of indulg-
ence that may be accorded to the demands
of cur physical nature in food, holidays and
other matters. We are to  receive such
things with thankfulness—the spirit of
Christ is a happy spirit—but they must
strengthen our will, not weaken it. As ‘liv-
ing in the light of day.” let us aveid not
merely the deeds of darkness which Christ
has definitely condemned but all those ex-
citements, physical or mental, which are at
variance with the pure and peaceable spirit
he imparts. If we camnot imagine Christ
seeking the temporary excitement of stimu-
lants, or setting a dangerous example by
taking what his countrymen considered in-
jurious—ito set the case as it stands to-day—
neither let him see these things in us.
Against these temptations amd all others
let us arm ourselves with the weapons of
Light. Kindliness (verse 10) and spirituali-
ty (verse 14) are our best protection against
‘The flesh and the lusts thereof.” Love keeps
us busy doing things for other people so
that we have no time for folly or wickedness,
and little inclination to quarrel. Prayerful-
ness relieves the monotony of life better
than stimularts (Eph. v., 18) and gives us
strength in times of trouble.

C. E. Topic.

Sun., June 22.—Topic—Practical humility.
Matt. xxiil,, 1-11; Isa. IviL, 15, :

Junior C. E. Topic.
LESSONS FROM"I'HE MANNA.

§ lgg{m-, June 16.—Don’t complain. Bx. xvi.,

"Tues., June 17—Trust God

BEx. xvl, 4. va . vy
Wed., June 18.—Keep tH6 Sabbath. Rx.

xvi.. 23-30. ( :

Thu., June 19.—Our part in God’

Ex. xvi., 5, 16. : i
Fri.,, June 20.—Obey God. Ex. xvi., 19, 20.
Sat., June 21.—Remember your blessings.

Ex. xvi., 32-34. - ; :

Sun., June 22.—Mopic—O0ld Testament mi-
racles. I. Lessons from the manna. Ex,

xvl., 2-4, 14, 15.
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British Army Temperance

Association.

Lord Curzon, the representative of King
Edward, in India, at a recent meeting in
Simla, where he presided, delivered an ad-
dress showing how clearly he sees the neces-
sity of total abstinence in order to ensure
the sobriety of the army in India. ‘I con-
ceive,’ said he, ‘that there is no one, ¢x-
cept, perhaps the Commander-in-Chief, who
has a greater right to be interested in the
reputation and honor of the army—and be-
lieve me, its reputation is boumd up in its
sobriety—than the head of the government.’

As to the attitude of .officers to this sub-
ject he says: ‘Let not any officer, commis-
sioned or non-commissioned, or any reverend
army chplain imagine for one moment
that, as a non-abstainer, he will be more
likely to succeed in persuading Tommy At-
kins to sign the pledge than he would be
as an abstainer. We believe it to be a prin-
ciple with the army that in every advamce
the officer must lead. That is so as regards
the temperance army, and we insist upon it
at every opportunity.’

In closing, Lord Curzon uttered these sige
nificant words: ‘Both at home and on the
continent nothing surprises, and, I may say,
disgusts me more than the tone of cynicism
and indifference that is sometimes adopted
on the subject. If ever again 1 were to hold
any position in public life in Englamd, tem-
perance would certainly not be a matter
that would occupy a backward place in my
programme.'— Temperance Advocate.’

Had the Tobacco Habit.

‘You have,’ said a phyeician, ‘the tobacco
heart’ The patient made'answer, ‘Doctor, I
have never smoked but once, and that was
when I was a boy’ This happened in Ger=
mantown on Sunday night. Both men
laughed, and the physician prepared to ex-
amine the patient again, so as to make an-
other diagmosis. After half an hour of hard
work the tobacco heart seemed to resem-
ble the man’s disease,-and the physician
said, ‘What do you do for a living?> The
man replied, ‘I am a tobacconist’ ‘Well,
then, of course you've got the tobacco
heart, whether you're a smoker or not,’ said
the physician. ‘All day long you breathe in
tobacco. The dust of it fills your lungs,
circulates with your blood all over your
body, and is digested with your food. I
have had a number of cases such as yours,
and I prescribe eight hours a day in tha
fresh air. Youw’ll find it hard to follow this
preacription. Away from the tobacco-laden
air of your shop you will have the uneasy,
restless longing to get back to it which the
smoker after a few hours of abstinence has
for a cigar. That is strange, but you’ll find
it true. You have unconsciously acquired
the tobacco-breathing habit, and it’s a habit
harder,. I believe, to break than the smok-
ing habit itself’—'Philadelphia Record.’

Burnt Out.

A street-car blockade was caused the other

.day because one of the cars was ‘burned
out.” It looked as fit to run as any of the
others; the paint was not scorched, nor the

windows broken, but the fuse in the motor .

was burned out. Many a man walks the
street dressed as respectably, and making

as fair an outward appearance as any, who °

is ‘burnt-out’ inside by alecohol. A photo-
graph of the lining of his stomach would
show hideous ulcers. His nerves are burnt
to ashes. His manhood is a cinder. His
moral nature, his self-respect, his sense o2
duty and honor are incinerated remains of

his former self. He is blocking the way of

soberer, sounder, keener-witted men in his

on or business, or in public life. He
is a millstone tied around the neck of his
family. Most people that are afraid of
lightning don’t stop to reflect that alconol
strikes harder and in more places at once
than lightning, and sets more fires,




Testing the Rocket.
~ (Emily Dibdin, in ‘Child’s Com-
panion.’)

‘Bessie! Paul? called Mrs Gar-
bett, as she came to the door and
shaded her eyes from the lowering
sun; ‘supper’s ready. Where’s fath-
er?

‘He was here just now,’ cri¢d Bes-
sie back, as she panted across the
Yellow sands in answer to the call.

‘Where’s father, Paul? repeated
Mrs. Garbett, as her eldest son de-

-

‘I should rather think not,” said
Mr. Garbett, coming up and lifting
Bessie on to his shoulder. ‘Besides,
little woman, it is father's duty to
see it’s all right. That’s one of the
things I am put here to do, and if
I left it alone, and said “No doubt
it is all right,” I should be neglect-
ing my work.

Bessie was not coﬁvinced, but she
contented herself with taking her
father’s cap, with its gold badge,
and putting it on her own curly

la yed to, dxsentangie ﬁre stnng with
Whlch he had been ﬁshing in a rock

. ather s gone te test the I‘OC].\(.“ o
sald Paul, unmllingly, erushmg o.be
wet line in his | :

1t, and ma”kes such a fuss thh it
Tt wmﬁﬂn’t do to have to oil it
in the mxdcile of a storm ’ said Pan!

- »to the sailors afloat.

;head ~while she adorned Lis with

her stmw Rat :
It was a glormus evemng, almost
too briliiant, and before midnight

~angry clouds were chasing one an-

other across the dark sky, while the
wavés thundered on the rocks with
a sullen roar that boded no good
The httle procession moved slow-
ly in the rays of the lowering sun,
and all were soon seated round e
“table at the evening meal.
Bread and butter occupied Bes-
me’s thonghts fnlly for a tlme, but

\“vl : =
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“FLITTLE FOLKSWs

when these ceased to be interest-
ing, her mind turned again to the
rocket.

‘What’s the good of the rocke’r
father? she said.

‘It’s'to save the ships, silly,’ said
Paul from the other side of the
table.

‘Don’t call her silly, Paul, said
her father. ‘It is silly to pretend we
know things when we don’t, but not
to try to learn when we are ignor-
ant. The use of the rocket is this,
Bessie.  When a bad storm comes,
and a ship is driven on the rocks
out there, very likely it is impos-
sible for the life-boat to get to her
—at all events for a long time—and
then she would be all broken up
and her crew lost. Then we send a
rocket over to her with a string fast
tened to its end, and if they can get
hold of the line they can drag a
rope after it, and with the rope they
can get to shoré. Do you see now
why we must always keep it ready
for work? We never know when
it will be wanted.

‘I see, father,” said Bessie; ‘but it
is such a fine night there won’t be
any wrecks to-night.’

‘I hope not, little woman; but we
must be always ready.

- Not many days after this, the sun
went down in a yéllow haze, and
though Bessie knew nothing of - it,
a violent storm raged throughont
the RishC oo 8y

Bessie slept soundly in her httlc
bed, and heard nothing of the boom-
ing guns and hurrying to and fre.
but when she came down in the
morning she found the village
street half full of strange, beardea
men, who had come ashore in the

night saved by father’s rocket.
e

Thank You.

There are a good many people
who are careful to say, ‘Thank you,’
when somebody passes them the
bread at dinner or lends them a
book to read, but who receive other
and greater kindnesses without say-
ing a word.

‘Where are my rubbers? cries
Jack, as he is about to start to
school some rainy morning. ‘Oh, .
dear! T wish folks Would let my rub-
bers alone!

‘Here they are, Jack’ mamma
says, quickly, as the sound of his
impatient voice comes to her ears.
‘I set them beside the register to
have them get nice and warm.’ And
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perhaps Jack says, ‘Oh,’ and per-
haps he says nothing at all. It is
not likely that he says ‘Thank you.’
We fear his mother is used to it,
however. Most mothers are.

How many boys and girls think
of saying, ‘Thank you,’ for the hours
mother spends mending their torn
clothes, or for her care for them
when they are sick, or for any of the
little sacrifices she is making all the
time? "If they want any help on
their lessons, mother gives it as a
matter of course, and they usually
forget that it is anything for which
to thank her. They take it for grant-
ed that whatever they want mother
will give them, if she pessibly caa.
And so she will, but her willingness
and her love and her unselfishness
are no excuse for their being un-
grateful and discourteous.

Start this very day to say ‘Thank
you,” whenever mother does you a
kindness. Perhaps you will be sur-
prised to learn how many chances
there are in a day to use those two
little words. And you will be even
more surprised to see how much it
means to mother that you do nof
forget them.—Happy Hours.’

Praying in the Morming.
\Cousin Lois, in ‘Christian Intelli-
gencer.’)

Someone told me once of a child
that she was in the habit of pray-
ing at night because she wanted
God to take care of her then, but
who said to ene of her playmates
she did not say her prayers in the
morning: because she thought she
could keep herself good all day.
Was ever a little girl able to do
that? And which should we most
desire, to be kept from sin, oc to
be kept from danger?

Certainly we are all
when we are unconscious.

helpless
Either

. sleeping or waking we are exposed

to a thousand dangers from which
God only can deliver us. When a
child awakens after a night’s rest,

what is more fitting than for him to
utter the nursery prayer:

Now I wake and see the light,

“Tis God who kept me through the

night;

To Him I lift my voice and pray
That he would keep me through the -
day.- . ' 3 e

There is another little prayer
that sayse. o T

Let me both dili%e'x{tl'y work
And duly pray; :

‘A Mystery.

A-sailing and a-sailing, :
A-sailing far away,
This morn I saw my father’s boat

Go sailing down the bay.
He said, ‘My little G}etéﬁen;
I’ll fetch a gift for you;

It does not weigh a single hair,
And not a soul can view.

‘It is not caught with net or line,
And yet it is to me

Worth all the store of shining fish
That travel through the sea.

Now supper-time is bringing
The hour that I love best;
When all the boats come sailing
home
And father’s with the rest.
I think I’ve guessed the secret,
Perbaps it’s only this:
The treasure father holds so dear
Is nothing but a kiss.
—American Paper.

Let me be kind in word and deed
Just for to-day.

That is a beautiful prayer for arly
one to offer. We cannot expect to
do right, even for an hour, unleas
the Lord helps us.

. Miss Elizabeth Tobey, the Evan-

gelist, tells this story. She was hold-

ing a meeting for children some
years ago and asked all those who
would give themselves to Christ {o
stand up. Three children from one
family arose, a boy and his”two
sisters. ‘Now,” said Miss Tobey, “f

you are going to serve Christ you

must pray every morning that the
Lord will help you you, for you can-
not do it alone”

The boy went home and asked
his mother to teach him how fo
pray in the morning. The mother
had perhaps been so busy that she
had neglected to show her children

- the need for morning prayer. Yet

she was glad to help her son when

§

W b3 T

" he made his request, and from that

time on he prayed in the morning.
The boy, although bright in some
respects, was a dull scholar, but to
the surprise of his friends he sud-
denly began to improve, and gained
considerable praise for doing well
in school. B e

‘There’s a little secret about that,

mother,’ said he. ‘I ask Jesus every
morning to help me with my lessons
—and he does.’ ;

Recently Miss Tobey visited the

town where the boy, now grown to
be a lad of fifteen, is living. She

was told that his scholarship was
80 good that he stood at the head
of a class of fifty. Iis Bible, worn
by faithful study and carefully
marked was shown to her, and she
knew that when he began to pray
for God’s blessing upon his work
he began to study diligently the
Word of God. David said: ‘Even-
ing and morning and at nocn will
I pray, and cry aloud; and he shall
hear my voice It is not enough

~simply to say a prayer at night.

A

s
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The Prospering of This or
That.

(By Elizabeth Preston Allan, in ‘Presby-

terian Banner.’)

The wind blew gustily down the long main
street of Hemsley village, flapping the signs
that hung above store doors, overturning
empty goods boxes piled up on the uneven
pavement and raising clouds of dust from
the unswept streets. The, wind had the day
pretty much to. itself, and the few who
‘were stumbling hither and thither against
the gusts, evidently wished themselves un-
~der shelter, ;

Yet on that very day, disagreeable as it
was, Miss Dora Guest went traipsing about
for hours from house to house. Not that
- Miss Dora had any need to be abroad in the
fierce gale; she belonged to the lap of pros-
perity; - was, in fact, a rich girl spending
a few months in Hemsley, for reasons
which do not enter into this story.

But Miss Dora Guest was ever a busy-
body in other people’s matters, in a way
not condemned by apostle or prophet, and
«to-day she was bringing to a triumphant
conclusion a scheme for—

But let’s follow #er into this house on the
corner, a house of pleasant aspect, set in a
wide yard of now leafless trees. An old-
fashioned knob (this was not yesterday,
- dear reader), pulled at a long wire, and
faintly tinkled a“bell in the distance. The
maid who answered the bell was furtively
Wwiping her hands on an apron redolent with
kitchen odors.

‘Mis’ Dennis? Ya’as, marm, Miss Sally
heah. Walk in de settin’ room, please,
marm; I gwine tell Miss Sally.’

Mrs. Dennis came down with cordiat
brompiness to see her visitor, an indefinite
number of little boys and girls preceding,
accompanying and following" her,

. ‘Good news, Mrs. - Dennis!’” cried Miss

Dora Quest; ‘I have twelve ladies prom-
ised. Now let’s talk of ways and means.’

If you are not too much -disturbed, reader,
by the clattering in and out of small Den-
nises, you will find that this city girl had,
With praiseworthy skill and energy, gotten
up a book club in Hemsley village, where
a book club had never been known, and
where many an active mind went hungry in
such a mental famine,

As.a postseript to this glimpse of Mrs.
Dennis’s interior, let me show you a note
from Hemsley, dated a few months later,
addressed to Miss Guest’s city home. (Miss
Dora has this epistle yet, though the paper
is time-stained and the ink faded. Did I
not say that this story was a bit of ancient
history?) ? :

‘Dear Miss Dora: You would have been
proud of yourself and of us if you had been
present at the first meeting of our club.
All twelve ladies came. Six others want to
join! We were wise and witty; but please
come back and see for yourself. Indeed,
when I tell you that without a dissenting
vote we chose to name ocurselves “The Dora
Guest Book Club,” you can easily, see that
you will have to come back to stand
sponser to this thriving infant! This is per-
haps not a very official way for the proud
secretary of the D. G. B. C. to make- this
announcement, but how in the name of
sense could you expect anything more
formal from =

Your attached friend,
\ 2 Sally F. Dennis.’

In Miss Guest’s little inlaid desk this note
lies bound by a silk thread to a few others
marked, ‘Things I have done—D. G.” But
only a few weeks ago Miss Guest untied
‘this little packet, took out Mrs. Dennis’s

and held it poised -above her

dim writi

open mﬁfﬁs ; M e e

~ ‘No,” she said to herself, withdrawing her

hand, ‘I will not burn it. After all, I hope
~ that effort amounted. to something. But

what blind epinners we are’ =~ -

Before putting Mrs. .Dennis’s old note-

away @sain, Miss Dora wrote across the
page, in Dblack lines, which startlingly con-
~ trasted with the faded ink, ‘“Thou knowest |

not which shall prosper, this or that.’
~ “There!’ she sald, thrusting the package |
back inte the tli‘,ttle desk; ‘Solomon is al-

£h to date!’ 2 :
w"'ll‘r;is‘m relic of thirty years back had been
pdt in peril by a recent visit of Miss Guest
 to Hemsley village; her first visit since the

.~ month she spent there in the latter sixties.

Fa

when she had so successfuily launched a
book club.

There were not many people in the vil-
lage who remembered Miss Guest. (Hems-
ley had been through a boom, a bank fail-
ure and a big fire!) Those who knew her
by name remembered g girlish figure, laugh-
ing eyes and a gay and charming alertness;
they were dumb with surprise before this
stout, oldish person, spectacled, sallow and
white-headed. Had they changed as much
as this, they asked themselves. They had,
of course, but, fortunately, did not know it.

And the ‘Dora Guést Book Club? . Bven
Mrs. Dennis, a grandmother now, and a
quiet invalid, had forgotten the book club.
‘With somg@, effort she recalled the story of
its existence. Oh; yes, it had been ar pleas-
ant thing, she remembered, while it lasted:
but those enterprises soon die out, she said,
resignedly.

Had Miss Guest’s stay in Hemsley vanish-
ed then, like the morning cloud, leaving no
abiding influence? Far from it! There was
one who remembered Miss Guest in Hems-
ley; one who had cherished her in loving
thought all these years, and who now came
to take her hand in a warm clasp.

‘You do not know me, Miss
She certainly did not.

Guest?

‘Thirty years ago,’ said this
est, efficient pastor, ‘you taught a class in
our Sunday-school for an absent teacher;
the lesson was on “The Good Shepherd,”
and one of your listeners never forgot the
impression you made upon him of the love
that seeks and saves. He wandered from
God, fell into sin, suffered sin’s bitter con-
sequences and was most. unhappy.
when he turned back it was the thought of
the Good Shepherd that drew him to the
Lord Jesus Christ! I was that little boy.
God bless you, Miss Guest!’

‘The Book Club was all very well’ - said
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gray-haired Miss Dora, locking her desk
lid on the miementoes of the past; ‘the more
book clubs the better: but there is no, def-
inite promise about “book clubs.” While a
gingle truth from God’s word planted in the
heart of a child cannot fail nor perish nor
be cast away. Cannot! It is bound to
“prosper in the thing whereto he sent it.”
Hereafter—as much hereafter.as I have left
on earth—I shall know what to count on.’
e e e
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