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A B C of Prayer.

O —

‘LORD, TEACH US TO PRAY.

If you turn to the eleventh chapter of Luke,
first verse, you will read the request the dis-
ciples made of their Master, ‘Lord, teach us
to pray.

This passage is quite generally misquoted,
almost everybody giving it as ‘teach us how
to pray.

Evidently the thought thev held was, that

Cif Jesus taught them at all it must surely be
in the right wav.

Somebody has said that ‘answered prayers
are the tokens with which Jesus illuminates
the days, that we may know he remembers
us.’ We all know something of the blessed-
ness of answered praver, and we have felt
that the thought God heard us and undertook
our cause was reallv sweeter to us than the
mere answer to the prayer.

As T sit here this summer morning my heart

. goes out to the praying women in their homes
all over the land. Some of them in quiet
farmbouses in the country, some in the city;
some bending over sick beds, and many of them
with other heavy burdens upon their hearts.
0O dear ones, I want the Holy Ghost to give
me just the right thing to say to you, that the
very words I write may be his, and not mine.
I feel deeply my own ignorance, my wea_kness,
and my unworthiness. But I rejoice that these
'Ehings are true of me because my nothingness
gives him the opportunitv to be all.. ‘Not I,
but Christ.

I ask you to come apart with me and learn
more of the blessing and the privilege of pray-
er. It is to-day the greatest desire of my
heart to have the glorious ‘ministry of pray-
er’ given me. Do you not want it? Oh, to
think of the sublimity. the honor, the un-
speakable glory of having audience with the
King of Kings, the Creator of the universe !
‘We are too dull, too slow, too weighted down
with earthliness to even dream of what this
means, But let us ‘stir ourzélves up’ to learn
how to take hold of God and to present our
petitions to him.

We need to know more of the power of uni-
ted praver. It is the lever that will move the
world. Let us try its power the coming months.
Try it for the conversion of our friends, for
our own needs, for our community, and for the
great cause of missions and the evangelization
of the world. 5

I want to suggest to you the following
thoughts: Go to women friends (you might
take the ‘Illustrated Christian World’ and shyw
them this letter) and ask them to form a lit-
tle circle or band with vou. that you may
pray together. Meet once a week, say, and
pray for mutual help. Have these prayer sea-
sons, ‘for prayer only,’ and never for occa-
sions for even the most harmless, friendly con-
versation. Remember you will be coming to-
gether to do business with the King, and you
want nothing to distract your attention. If
there are only two of you, remember the prom-
-ise is to ‘two or three met together in hig

- mame.” If there is a number who come to-

- gether, it is well to have a leader to read a

few verses from the Bible. This leader might

be appointed for each mesting, or for a cer- :

Peepul Tree Worship.

(The Rev. J. G. Potter, of Simla, in the ‘Irish
Missionary Herald.’)

The picture shows part of a large Pespul
tree, situated at Namoli, thirty miles from
Simla. The baniya (grain merchant) to whom

. it belongs is seen standing with hijs little boy

under its shade. Behind are some of his wo-
men folk, who, being hill-women, do not mind
showing their faces. Around the trunk of the
tree is seen the sacred thread, similar to that
worn by Brahmans, In front of it stands a
brass vessel called a lota. When I first saw
the tree the priest of the neighboring temple
was engaged in its worship. He continued
slowly walking round and round the tree in
the attitude of devotion, and muttering some

sacred charms. Then, taking the brass vessel -

full of water, he poured it over the root of the
tree. I was told on inquiry that the tree con-
tained all the gods of the Hindoos—Brahma in
its root, Vishnu in its trunk, Shiva in its
branches, and all the lesser gods in its leaves.

To show the folly of such a belief I told the
people who came to listem that during the
famine in the Agra district I had seen many -
such trees stripped of all their leaves to feed
the starving cattle. In this matter, therefore,
the cattle were wiser than men, as they ate
up what men wership,

Twice during our stay at Namoli the peaple
came togetheg, and we showed the magic lan-
tern under the shade of this tree. May the
true object of worship then set before them
secon supersede the false worship to which they
have beer brought \up. Certainly, they listen-
ed well to the old, old story, and well remem-~
bered what they heard, Pray for them.

tain length of time, just as ‘you choose. Let:

us always be careful to be very simple in o=t
arrangements. The Holy Ghost only abides
with simplicity. Write down your request be-
fore praying, and be very definite in your
prayers. ‘Pray to the point” Do not weaken
your forces by scattering petitions that do not
hit anything hard. Ask for just what you
want of God, in a simple, direct manner, re-
minding him of any promise concerning the
object you pray about, that you find in his
word.

When you do your assembling of yourselves
together remember God’s children are not all in
your church. They are in the Methodist, Bap-
tist, Presbyterian, Episcopalian—any Church
where Jesus Christ’s name and saving power
are honored. . :

I wish you would write me of cases of ans-
wered prayer that come under your observa-
tion, or send any thoughts on this line that
may occur to you, that will help others. Any
sister in Christ who is in trouble or difficulty
and wants us to join in prayer for her, let
her write to me. The Editor wishés this space
in his paper to be a family circle where we
can meet for petition and praise, for both of
these constitute true prayer. ' :

I remember a small band of women with

- —
whom I passed the afternoons of one week a
summer or two ago. Circumstances could not
have been much more unpromising than they
were. It was intensely warm. The earth wag
parched with heat and choked with dust. There
were only a few, a very few of us, and some
of the number were -not much in earnest. The
town itself was dead to righteous thought.
It was impossible to get the people interest-
ed. We held the meetings every day during
that week. I was a stranger to these Chris-
tian women, but we all belonged to the fam-
ily of Christ, &

The names of the unconverted ones each wo-
man present wanted prayers for were writ-
ten down and handed to the one having full
charge of the little meeting. After the read-
ing of the word these names were read and
prayer offered for one at a time, till the list
was gone through. Afterward we joined in
prayer that God would send conviction of sin
to the town. I came away at the close of the
week, but I have heard since then of the ans-
wers to our prayers, and a revival took place
the following autumn and winter, and the
town was shaken with conviction. :

I only cite this instance because of the un-
promising circumstances. 3

God is faithful. He has said if we ask we
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ghall receive. Now, let us prove him more
than we have ever done.

In closing I have two things to ask you to
bear in mind. Do not be afraid of 'your feeble-
ness in prayer. Your prayers do not answer
themselves. God does that. Pray the best you
can, always asking the Holy Ghost to pray in
you. He will take care of your prayers if you
will let him. Do not dishonor God by talking
about the obstacles in the way of answers. 1t
is a grievous sin tp belittle the Almighty s
power in this manner. ‘With God all things
are possible’  Take this saying for daily,
hourly repetition during they coming month—
first thing in the morning, during the day, last
thing at night. ‘With God all things are pos-
sible? Do you believe it?  Ask the Holy
Spirit to make it real to you and with that
blessed truth in your mind; pray, pray, pray.
And may a scnse of his power and a con-
sciousness of his love dwell with us unceas-
ingly! >

Hoping to hear from some of you soon, and
asking you to pray that God will bless this
humble message, I am, your sister in Christ,

ANGELE COX.

Keep Off.

T once listened to a narrative from a boat-
man which made a deep impression on my
mind, He said, as he stood at the wheel of a
steamer, and guided her down the deep, nar-
row Cumberland, he saw directly in the chan-
nel a light. It was regarded as the signal
of a.small craft, which seemed to be anchored
in the narrow channel, If a craft, it was evi-
dently out of its place, and the first impulse
was to run the steamer directly over the sig-
nal and the barque it protected. \But as the
vessel neared the signal fire, a voice was heard
with a corresponding wave of the hand—‘keep
off, keep off!” So the pilot passed around the
signal light. When he reached the port be-
low, he was informed that a huge stone had
separated from the mountain summit which
hung over the margin of the beautiful river,
and lodged directly in the channel., That the
signal fire and the voice of warning proceeded
from a sentinel, employed to protect the lives
and property of his fellows.

God has lit the fire of truth, and utters a
warning voice to mariners, on every rock that
lifts its head in the stream of life. We are
often turned and saved from shipwreck by
the kind band of God, while it seems myster-
ious an@ afflictive to us. And not until we
reach our home will we be able to see and
praise him for many great deliverances—
‘Bright Jewels.

Captain John’s Vision.

Instances of so-called visions resulting in

the reformation of a wicked character do mot

establish a supernatural truth; but they are
interesting, and it is no abuse of metaphor
if we call them ‘angel visits/

The Rev. J. H. Ecob, a clergyman of Albany,
now of Denver, published some time ago in
the New York ‘Evangelist’ the strange story
of ‘Captain’ John Jinks, a river pirate. His
father and.grandfather had been river pirates,
and he had inherited both their trade and their
depravity. ‘
tobacco, blasphemy, vices of all shapes and
lines, had united their diabolic forces in be-
gotting a man and molding his life for sixty
years! Gathered from the three-column story,
—which is told in Captain John’s own illiter-
ate language,—the facts are as follows:

Feeling ill one day while at work in his door-
yard, he went up to his cabin chamber and
lay down on his bed. Gradually, as he rested
there with unclosed eyes, the bare rafters over

‘Ignorance, superstition, whiskey, :

his head seemed to ‘turn to gold;’ then the

" roof opened, and a company of venerable old

men in white garments, and with long, white
beards, appeared in the room. They looked at
him, silently, but kindly and pitifully, until he
‘felt ashamed. :

The feeling almost forced him to cry out,
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but at that moment a white dove fluttered

down and alighted in the middle of the group.
The venerable old men smiled on the bird,
and at the man on the bed—and the white
gcene faded away. It had come and gone, ‘like
a mist out of the river)

Amazed and excited, Captain John went
down-stairs, hardly knowing that he walked.
The white dove seemed to have nestled in his
breast and given him its wings. That day
and through the night he moved about .in a
strange glow and lightness .of spirit that
would not let him eat or sleep. Nexzt day he
found Mr. Ecob and told him the story, with
the tears running down his cheeks.

q can’t swear, he said, ‘I can’t drink, nor
steal, nor dare to do a wicked thing, with them
good ‘0ld men’s eyes lookin’ at me, an’ the
white bird stayin’ right here in my heart.

It was an eccentric experience; but the min-
ister did not treat the man as a crank. He
remembered the Teacher’s emblem, ‘The wind
bloweth where it listeth,” and questioned his
gray-haired visitor as encouragingly as he
would have questioned a little child. The man
had never been inside a church, and scarcely
knew there was such a book as the Bible; but
he could learn the simplest elements of reli-
gion, as the minister taught them to him, and
on these he lived for years, an upright, de-
vout and joyful life. He died without know-

ing how to read; but ‘the white dove in his.

heart’ he declared was with him to the last.

It was a vision that made Cornelius, the
Roman, send for a Christian preacher, and it
was a vision that made the preacher willing
to go. -Science and human reason may not
recognize spiritual phenomena, but mneither
reason nor science oan consistently deny the
possibility that the great Being into whose
realm crowd the infinite mysteries of the uni-
verse, did send messengers of regeneration to
the poor heathem river pirate.—The ¢ Youth’s
Companidn.’

Read and Ponder.

A church in Michigan bought a carpet for
%800, and it was paid for by the women who
raised the funds by a long series of sociables
and entertainments. In commenting upon the
purchase, after the carpet was laid, the pastor
is said to have delivered himself as follows:

“T'his carpet cost not $8co, as shown by the
bill rendered, but $4,000.
dered must be added all the incidentals, the
work and worry and nervous strain and bodily
weariness and headaches and heartaches of
seventy-five or one hundred women during
all these years, while the ‘purchase fund was
slowly accumulating. To it must be added
the colds and fevers and doctor bills, and also
what you have paid to other churches, for
when Methodists and Baptists come tp your
socials you must go to theirs. The inciden-
tals do mot stop here. A man buys some gro-
ceries and his wife at the expense of fuel and
strength and time makes a cake or something
else and gives it over to the social, and then
the man and his wife and children go to the
social and eat the cake and pay for it—count
that in. Demoralization of church society, a
curtailment of legitimate giving to the church
proper, and various other things follow in the
train of the church social habit.!

The pastor then expressed himself as ‘oppos-
ed to any more sociables as revenue producers.’

«Yet show I unto you a more excellent way.
It is the way of Paul. ‘Now concerning the

To the bill ren-.
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collection for the saints, as I have given order
for the churches of Galatia, even so do ye.
Upon the first day of the week let every one
of you lay by him in store, as God hath pros-
pered him, that there be no gatherings (so-
ciables) when I come.—‘Michigan Advocate.

Swift Travellers.
Our dead—they travel fast!
Who sees them hurry past?

Scarce is the farewell said,
Than—where are they, our dead?

Out of our touch and re"ich,
Out of our sight and speech,
As swift as thought they go,
Past weariness and woe.

Yet, are they far away?
We meet, at break of day.

Not far from love and prayer,
But into higher care;

Far from earth’s pain and strife
Into abundant life;

Far from the land of tears,
To where their Lord appears.

He bids all discords cease,
And takes them into peace.

Qur dead—they travel fast,
And rest with God at last.
—Marianne Farningham, in ‘Christian World.

A Christian Farmer’s
Soliloquy.

“Why didn’t I see this thing before? Ten
dollars for foreign missions, and one year ago
1 gave fifty cents.. And that half dollar hurt
me so much and came so reluctantly! <And
the ten dollars—why, it’s a real pleasure te
hand it over to the Lord! ' And this ‘comes
from keeping am account with the Lord. I
am so glad that Brother King preached that
sermon. He said that we should all find it a
“good thing to have a treasury in the house
from which to draw whenever our contribu-
tions are solicited! He asked us to try the
experiment for one year—to “set apart a cer-
tain portion of our income for the Lord’s work.

q thought it over. T thought about these
Jews, and the one-tenth they gave into the
Lord’s treasury. I thought what a closefisted
Jew I should have made had I lived in those
days. Then I counted up all T had given for
the year, and it was just three dollars. Three
dollars! and I had certainly raised from my
farm, clear of all expenses, twelve hundred
dollars. Three dollars is ome four hundredth
part of twelve hundred dollars,

“The more I thought, the wider I opened my
eyes. Said I, “I am not quite ready for the
Jews’ one-tenth, but 1 will try one-twentieth
and see how if works.”” I got a big envelope
and put it down in the cornmer of my trunk,
and ag soon as I could I put the sixty dollars
into it. Said I, “Here goes for the Lord.” It
cost me a little something to say it at first,
put when it was done how good I felt over it!

“When this appeal came for foreign missions
all I had to do was just to run to my treas-
ury and get the money. And this all comes

from keeping an account with the Lord. How

he blessed me this year! I never had better
crops. Now I am going to try another plam.
I am going to give the profits from one acre,

‘one of my best yearlings, and one-tenth of the

profits from my orchard. That will surel
carry the _Lo_rd’s funds up to seventy-five nlul:ﬁI
lars; and if it does nof I will make it up from
something else’—Canada Presbyterian’? /

Your Own Paper Free.

‘Northern Messenger’ subscribers may have
their own subscriptions extended one year, free
of charge, by remitting sixty cents for two new
subscriptions. ;
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The Lost Voice of Jeanette.

LEGEND OF THE CANARY BIRDS.

A Pretty Apologue of Spiritual Influence.
(John E. Hurlbut, in ‘Springfield Republican.’)

‘Oh, dear me! oh, dear me'!’ wrote little
Jeanette Bethencourt in her diary, ‘it will be
a dreadful thing to go way off to that rocky
island in the ocean, but the king says my
dear papa must go and conquer it for the
crown; and I must go with him. What could
he do without his sweetheart Jeanette?

‘That is myself, for since dear mamma died
he calls me his little sweetheart, and tells me
every day what a great big comfort I am to
him. I tell him how he is a great big com-
fort to me. My! isn’t he? 3

‘Oh, dear me! oh, dear me! I forgot all
about my voice, that everybody says is won-
derful. The king told papa that he should
have the best musicians in his kingdom teach
me until I could sing like an angel. I wonder
how the angels do sing. I shall never know
if I go way off to that rocky island where
there is nobody to teach me. But I must go!
I must go! Who would kiss and hug papa,
sing for him when he is sad, laugh with him
when he is glad? Oh, dear, me! I can’t tell
half the things I do for dear papa, and he says,
“Sweetheart, you are my life, my love.” Then,
too, I would have everybody know that my
papa is a great soldier., When he fights for
the king, he always wins. He is a good man,
too; he never talks wicked words, as my fa-
ther confessor says the courtiers do. Nobody
must tell this, but the king does when he is
angry. :

‘Oh, there is nobody in the world like my
dear papa, and his little sweetheart must go
with him. But—oh, dear me! when I told
papa this, he said at first. “No, no! Why
my sweetheart would die before she could get
to the end of that long voyage on the ocean.
Why, sweetheart,” and he took me up in his
strong arms, as he went on, “Do you know we
do not go to play but to fight?” I did not try
to answer him, I just hugged him tightly and
kissed him ever so many times. Then all at
once I thought of how I had seen the actress
do on the stage; I jumped out. of his arms, put
my hand on my heart, and cried out, “Sir!
would you break my heart? would you kill
me?” Oh, how my papa laughed! He said,
‘%“Sweetheart, you shall go! You are a liftle
angel, and I could not live without you.”

‘Oh, dear me! oh, dear me! I never thought
about the king, ‘or that he would mind my go-
ing away, but he did. When papa told him
about it, he said, “That can never be. The
whole court would miss her, and who would
train her wonderful voice?” and papa said,
His majesty added, with a very solmn look,
“God gave your little girl her wonderful voice
and she should use it for him.”

‘I have been thinking of that since dear

papa told it to me; I asked my father con-

fessor if God could not use my voice in that
far away island if he wanted me to go there.
The father did not know what the king had

said; he replied, “Yes, my daughter.” He told’

me of a great saint who gave up the glory and

the pleasure of the court to go into the wil- -

derness to serve the poor Indians.- When I
told the king of this, he seemed angry. He
said the “father should mind the church and
let me mind the court.” I was real sorry I
said it, then, for the father is so good to me
I wonld not do him any harm for anything, 1
~ don’t think I have now, for I made the king
laugh, and when the king laughs, he is not an-
gry. You see the king said to me when I last

i
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sang for him, “You are the queen of song.”
I stood up. straight then. Putting one hand
on my heart, I lifted the other above my head,
just as the actresses do, and I said in as deep
a tone as I could make my voice speak: “Your
majesty says I am the queen of song. The
queen must be obeyed. I shall go with my
papa.” That was what made him laugh, but,
dear me, he most cried when he bade me good-
by. We are at last started for that rocky is-
land in a big ship that looked to me like a
great bird with wings spread to fly away.

‘I have s0 many presents from the king and
the court that papa says I almost need a ship
of my own to carry them all. The present I
think most of is a lute that my music teacher
gave me. I can play on it, and every evening
I'go on deck with papa and try to make my
voice keep time with it. Last night, when I
made the strings of the lute to vibrate,—oh,
it was so strange! for all at once my voice
did so too. The tone seemed to stop right in
my throat and then to rise and fall as the
white gulls flutter on their wings above the
waves. Papa said, “That is wonderful, sweet-
heart; I never heard a human voice do that
before.” :

‘We have been on the islard one month. The
people who live here first fought against my
papa, and I was afraid that they would kill
him, but when they saw how good he was
they stopped fighting. Now they have made
him their ruler and do what he tells them is
right. But I began to write in my journal to
tell of a wonderful thing that happened yes-
terday evening.

‘There are beautiful birds on this island, yel-
low as gold, and so tame that they come and
sit on my window sill, where they chirp so
sweetly, only they can’t sing as some of the
birds do in France. Last evening, as I was
making my voice vibrate, and I can do so now
until the whole air seems full of the tomes,
one little bird I love the best, the one I have
named Sweetheart, tried to do so too. After
a while he almost did it.

‘1 had made the tone as easy as I could,
when I saw he was trying to imitate it; then
I kept repeating it, and Sweetheart tried again
until at last it came warbling out of his
little throat just as it does out of mine. Oh,
it _was beautiful! wonderful; and since then
the bird has come often, many times indeed
evezy day, when I practice with him, and now
he can sing as well as I can. The other birds,
his ﬁates, are trying also. Won’t it be splen-
did when they can all sing, and the groves
are filled with their wonderful song? I won-
der if this is the way God wanted me to use
my voice for him?

‘It is a year that we have been on the is-
land. I miss the king and the court ever so
much, but I find plenty to do, for besides the
training of my voice, and the birds, too, I have
gone among the poor and sick people and help-
ed them all I could. Then, too, my papa has
made the people love him so much that they
have been ready to do anything he tells them,
and so he has opened a schoel for their chil-
dren, and I am the teacher. Just think of
that? Why, I am so little that I have to
stand up:straight to be 2s tall as some of my

‘scholars. I could do that, but I could not look

solemn and grave like father confessor: I tried
hard to, and went in to see papa and began to
talk to him as I was going to do when I taught
the school. 27

¢ “Why, Sweetheart,” he said, “are you ill?”
and he looked so frightened that I felt a little
laugh twitching at the corners of my mouth,
and before I could stop it, away it went up my
face, dimpling my cheeks and dancing in my

~eyes, and so in spite of myself I was laugh-

ing. When I told papa about it, he said,
“Sweetheart, one laugh is worth a dozen cries,”
and so I laugh in my school, and the children
do too, and my! how fast they learn, and how
I love them, and my work. Papa says in a
few years we shall make them as good and
wise as many people in the world.

‘I see that I wrote in my journal that I lov-
ed this people. That was two weeks ago, but
I did not know how much I loved them; I do
now because something has happened. The
king sent one of his great musicians to see me,
and when he heard me sing he said, “Mage-
moiselle,” and lLe made me a very low bow,
“you have a wonderful voice. His majesty, my
noble sovereign, will be in ecstacy when he
hears you and the court will do you reverence,
Honor, wealth, all that you desire, will be
yours. You must return with me to France.”

‘“Ah! but what will my dear papa do ‘
without his sweetheart? Can he go, too?” I
asked. Then the great musician looked very
solemn, just as I tried to look but did not. He
did though! My! how solemn! and he made
me another low bow. “My royal sovereign,
the king, could not Spare your honored father,
for he could find no one to do his work here
with this people.” I know all that, and that
iy papa would never be willing to go, and
that I should not either, What is honor and
wealth and all that compared to love?—and
the people here love me, all the children, the
old people too; all of them, ever, ever so much,
Why, when they heard that the king wanted
to take me away, they came and begged me
with tears not to go. One old man said,
“Mademoiselle, you are the candle of our lang,”
and an old woman who heard him said, “Can-
dle, father! She is the sun, moon and all
the -stars” The children too—if they did not
say much, they all cried as if their hearts
would break, so that we could have no school
till T made them laugh and shout by telling
them that I should not go away unless the
king took me by force. When I said that the
big boys shook their fists in the air and said,
“No king can do that. We will not let him,
We will fight, we will die first.”

‘When the great musician heard all this,
he said, “Alas! Alas! your wonderful voice
will be lost to the world, for if one should die,
he would not be more out of the world than
you are in this lonely, dreary island.” I told
him it was not lonely to me with all these
children and people to help and teach; and it
was not dreary, but beautiful, with its ever
blooming flowers, its tall trees, and palmsg
that when they waved in the soft breeze scem-
ed to be making a courtesy to me ag their
queen, its clear flowing streams that I loved
to bathe in, and over all, like the great silk
parasols the ladies used to carry at, court, the
sky bright and blue by day, and by night bril-
liant with stars that shome more brightly
than diamonds that decked these ladies when
the king gave his state balls.

‘“Yes,” he answered, “that may be so to
you, mademoiselle, because you love the peo-
ple, but for all that the court of France is the
world, and if your voice is lost to that, it is
lost to the world.”

‘Then it came to me in a minute. Why not
send the king some of my birds that I have
taught to sing, just as I do? That would be
my voice singing in their songs. I told the
great musician what I thought, and after he
found that he could not move my Papa nor
myself in this thing, thouch mv dear papa—
just like him! Oh! he is such a dear, good,
kind father! - I do not believe any girl ever
had a better one,—said, “Sweetheart, should
you not obey the king, our sovereien. and go?”
At which I felt a little hurt that my papa
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ghould ever ‘think of letting his Sweetheart
g0 away from him, and said, “Then you could
get along without me?” But I was sorry I
gaid it, for such a lock came into his eyes,—
‘and, well, I did not wait for anything more,
but I just jumped into his arms and hugged
him and kissed him till he laughed and laugh-
ed, for my dear papa has such a merry laugh
it makes everybody else laugh to hear it. Af-
ter that we never talked about it any more,
and when, after a few weeks, the great musi-
cian returned, we sent with him ten of my
best songsters, I kissed them all good-by,
for I had taught them how to put their little
bills up to my lips for a kiss, and said, “Now,
little birds, sing your best, and then the king
and the court will hear in your seng my
voice.”’

Two months later in this journal is the
item: ‘Have just heard from the kirg.
little birds have sung their way into his heart
and that of all the court, so he wants me to
send him as manv as I can. and he will give
me 100 francs for each bird. Oh, my! that will
be so much money and it is just what I wart
to build mv children-a beautiful schoolhouse.
Has my voice been lost to the world? Can
I not serve God with it in this rocky island {E
he wants me to?’ :

Reneath this, in anbther handwriting, is the
record: ‘The journal of Jeanette Bethencourt.
I have this day found in the archives of the
Canary islands. For more than 100 years it
has been hidden away, and as I have read it,
I see how wonderful are the ways of the Al-
mighty. The voice that was lost to the court
when she left France, and to the world as
they thought, has been used by him to make
the savage and ignorant inhabitants of these
islands civilized and Christian, so that to-day
she is regarded by them all as the children’s
saint,—Saint Jeanette. It has also been found
in the songs of the birds of these islands, not
only produced here but taken to Europe. They
have been domesticated there. and from all
these centres yearly they go forth by the
thousands to fill the homes of those lands with
songs. Agk any little girl or hoy who has a
pet canary what he would part with it for,
and the answer will tell vou what -a great
place these birds £11 in the happiness and the
hope of! mankind the world over. Thus Jean-
etie’s question is amswered: ‘Can I not serve
God with mly voice in the rocky island. if he

wants me to go there?

RIS . e
" The House that Jack Built.

q don’t see how we can live another year in
this little house, sighed Mrs. Haven. ‘We
need the house raised, and a basement laundry
and back stairs, a better bathroom, a guest-
room, and a larger kitchen, to say nothing of
an attic and a good, wide verandah!’

* «There is but cme way it can be done this
year, and that is to borrow two thousand dol-
jars and mortgage the place, replied Mr.

Haverl. ,
Mo, answered the wife. ‘When your bro-

ther died, Margie had to give up her home be-

cause it had heen made over on borrowed
meney.

‘A little house really ours seems better for
us than a large, modern one, half belonging
to some one else; but I am willing to try the
experiment if it will make my family bappier,’
said Mr. Haven. R /

7o might try some extension skyward,’
grandma said. :

The dear old lady was always thinking of
Tieaven, because most of her loved ones were
there, and a little earthly home seemed an in-
significant matter when she expected a glor-
jous one before many years. But the rest of

My’

the family felt the need of modern conveni-
ences in this very present life. d

Pve been reading a story, spoke up Jack,
the eleven-year-old boy who was helped all

through life by a pair of crutches. ‘A young.

girl lived in a very tiny-house, but she dis-
covered some doors leading out into very large
and beautiful rooms. One was filled with peo-
ple who lived in the past—all kinds of inter-
esting people and beautiful things we read
about. One room was full of pictures and sta-
tuary and music, and that was the art world.
Another room was very large and entertaining.
What was that?’

‘Books,” said grandma.

‘Yes, and there was one door that led out
into ancther big place; please guess.

‘Science,” said papa.

‘A playhouse,” cried little Nan,

“Wo, it was work for others, and she was al-
ways happy én this extension to her house,’
said Jack. ‘Couldn’t each of us put on a room
that would make us forget our cramped quar-
ters?’

They were all used to some odd conceit from
Jack, who had plenty of time to think things
oVer.

‘Gocd for you, my son,; said the father
¢#Byild thee more stately mansions, O my
soul” TI take more intellectual life for my
new wing, for if we give up puilding I need
net work at night. There is a scientific sub-
ject I long to look up, and some books I have
been waiting for from the public library, and
Pil get a couple of the best magazines, since
we are not saving for lumber, and, mamma, I
will take you to the finest lecture course in the
city.!

‘How nice, John!’ cried his wife. ‘I will not
mention big house again, I don’t want all
your evening and mental enjoyments. put in
brick and plaster. Tl add a room next to
yours called contentment, After all, there is
less work in a little house, and dt is so easy
to keep warm. X

‘specially in July, Sally Ann, but. we have
our share of outdoors. You can read with me,
and if we don’t build we can take an occa-
sional ride together and be young again’—
Myra Goodwin Plantz, in ‘Northwestern Chris-
tian Advocate.

Where to Find Heaven.

A minister one day preached on heaven.
Next morning he was going down town,
and he met one of his old wealthy mem-
bers. The brother stopped the preacher
and said:

‘Pastor, you preached a good sermon
about heaven. You told me all about hea-
ven, but you never told me where heaven
is.” -

‘AhD said the pastor. ‘T am glad of an
opportunity this morning. I have just
come from the hill-top yonder. In that
cottage there is a member of your church.
She is sick in bed with a fever, her two
little children are sick in the other bed;
and she has not got a bit of coal nor a
stick of weod nor flour nor sugar nor any
pread. If you will go down town and buy
five dollars’ worth of things-—nice provi-
sions—and send them up to her, and then
go up there and say, “IMy sister, I have
brought you thes#e nice provisions in the
name of our Lord and Saviour,” then ask
for a Bible and read the twenty-third
Psalm, and then get gown’ on your knees
and pray—if you don’t see heaven before
you get all through, T'll pay the bill.

. The next morning he said: o

“Pastor, I saw heaven, and I spent fifteen
minutes in heaven as certainly as you are

listening.’

May 27, 1904.

An Intruder in Birdville.

‘I’m here for—the season—see me?’ sang the
oriole in the maple-tree.

‘So am I!’ came in harsh tones from a pine
tree, near by.

Mrs. Oriole peeped over the maple-leaf, and
viewed her neighbor curiously; and then she
whistled to her mate, and an excited debate
followed. S

Madam Blackbird listened haughtily, occa=
sionally arching her handsome neck, and pol-
ishing her shining yellow bill.

9f it was only a “red-wing,” I should be
better pleased; crow-birds are so uncultivated!?
Mrs. Oriole spread her brilliant wings and flut«
tered about rather uneasily.

If Madam Blackbird chose to leave her wood~
land retreat, and build a nest in a robin set-
tlement, who would have the courage to op-
pose her? 7 ;

Several sparrows and robins, a brown cat<
bird, and 'a tiny yellow-bird, signified their
willingness to help.

‘Keep off! keep off!” screamed Madam Black~
bird, spreading her fan-like wings, and puf-
fing her purple-black collar angrily. ‘None of
you would build a nest in thig pine-tree if I
had not taken posssssion of it. Why don’t you
go to the thorn-tree, yonder, and drive away
the sparrows that have stolen the snug little
hole Mr. Woodpecker has been making there,
and have gonme to housekeeping without so
much as asking leave? Nobody wants this
pine-tree. Xeep off! keep off!’

Down in the lilac bush dainty little Miss
Yellow-Bird was flitting about. Building ma-
terial was in great demand in Birdville, and"
the industrious ones got their first choice. But
Madam Blackbird’s harsh voice was so dis-
turbing that the little nest-builders were in a
flutter of excitement. ! .

‘Suddenly Miss Yellow-Bird’s ‘bright eyes
gpied a string, and with several trills of de-
light she spread her wings and alighted at
one end of it just as Madame Blackbird, who
was also in quest of building material, began
to tug at the other end.

qt’s minel’ Madam Blackbird announced,
Toudly. y

q_g-a-w—i-t—firsgt!’ The little yellow
throat was all aquiver with sweet sounds. But
what wag the strength of a tiny yellow war-«
bler compared with that of this black giant?

Tug-pull—tug-pull!  Madame Blackbird
braced herself firmly, and soon had the string
and poor little Miss Yellow-Bird well in hez
grasp. There was nothing to do but to let go,
or else serve as building material for this black
intruder into Birdville,

Mrs. Oriole, from her perch in the maple
tree, again sent forth her piercing call: T'm
here for—the season—see me!’

Miadam Blackbird did not deign an answer,
ag ghe hurried to her unfinished nest in the
pine tree. :

At last the birds decided that it was besd
to attend to their own affairs, and to allow
their neighbor to do the same,

“There’s more than one piece of string in the
world,’ san.gj kind-hearted little Miss Yellow-
Bird, as she flew by next morning with a piece
of\pink twine in her bill, which, from her
cozy nook in the lilac bush, she had seen a
fittle boy throw out of a window.

That same morning, a group of chattering
gparrows made the pleasing announcement that
straw in abundance had been discovered in a
barnyard across the way; and from that time
on, nest-building progressed rapidly.

Refore long, strange peeping sounds began.
fo be heard all over Birdville, From the ma-
ple tree there were sweet, persistent calls, Mr,
and Mrs. Oricle flew busily to and fro, never
returning without a nice bug or worm, for the
four gaping mouthy awaiting their coming
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Little Miss Yellow-Bird had found a mate
to share her dainty nest in the lilac bush, and
three tiny throats sent forth sweet notes of
welcome. A couple of sparrows, also, were
busy in the thorn tree, attending to the wants
of a nest full of young ones, whose downy
heads looked very funny peeping out of Mr.
Woodpecker’s micely-made hole in the trunk.

Madam Blackbird had the pine tree to her-
self, until she, too, chose a mate. The little
birds that in time filled their nest were as
tenderly cared for as the chirping, twittering
flutterers in the other trees mear by.

‘If they hadn’t such harsh voices, they would
be very agreeable neighbors,’ chirped Mrs. Or-
iole one very finesmorning.

Mrs, Yellow-Bird remembered the tussle for
the string, and began a faint remonstrance.
But suddenly Madam Blackbird alighted upon
the ground beside her in such a friendly man-
ner that she, too, joined the Birdville chorus:

‘Very happy, very happy birds are we,
For we've nests in ev'ry tree, every tree;
So we sing our merry chorus, glad and free;
And we never, no, we never disagree!’
—Helen M. Richardson, in ‘Ladies’ World.!

Learh to Speak Correctly.

While you are young, learn how to use words
properly, with their correct meaning. Below
are some common errors made in conversation
and in writing. It pays to be particular in
the choice of words while one is young, es-
pecially if one desires to become cultured and
refined in speech—and who does not?

Perhaps there is no word in the English lan-
guage so overlooked as ‘awful’ Girls
have ‘an awful good time,’ an ‘awful teacher,’
or see ‘an awful sweet hat’ With boys the
‘weather is awful hot,’ or they get ‘awful tir-
ed,’ or ‘awful mad’ What they mean to say
is that they had a very good time, or saw a
pretty- hat, or the teacher was exacting, the
weather is very warm, or they are very tired,
or they were hungry. ‘Awful’ means full of
awe, or with reverential fear.

‘Apt’ is wrongly used for liable or likely.
To be ‘apt’ is to be (iuick to learn, or to be
skilful or handy. A boy may be liable to catch
the fever or forget his lesson, and yet not apt
to do either,

‘May I take you apart for a moment?' said
one gentleman to another, to whom he desir-
ed to speak in private. ‘Certainly, sir, if you
will promise to put me together again. The
word the gentleman should have used was
‘aside,” not ‘apart.

I was just going to do it is the answer
Mary gives when her mother reproves her
for not obeying her promptly. What Mary
should say is, I was about to do it ‘Just’
should not be used in the sense of ‘now?

‘Love’ is another overworked word with our
boys and girls. You love your mother and fa-
ther, sister and brother. Do not say you
“ove candy, or ‘melons, or ‘peaches, or any-
thing you eat. Love is an emotion of the

* heart, but not of the palate. You like candy,

or peaches or melons.

Many speak of ‘catching the car) meaning
they reach the car; or, if the car is in motion,
they run and overtake it, or catch up with it.
‘They may ‘catch’ the smalipox, but they do
not ‘catch’ the car. To ‘cateh’ is to seize, to
‘take, to capture, i

Sometimes you ask your mother, ‘Can I go
out?” You should say, ‘May I go out?” That
is, ask if you have her permission to go. To
inquire if you ‘can’ is to ask if you are physi-
cally able. : : X
_ Some speak of their “friends,’ referring to
those with whom they are acquainted, or whogm

 they have known a short time. They shond
speak of such persons as acquaintances. A

»

¥
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philosopher says, ‘He who finds a dozen
“friends” in the course of a lifetime may ess
teem himself fortunate’ To judge from the
conversation of many, one would suppose that
‘friends’ could be picked up daily anywhere,
A friend is one joined to another by affectiony
by mutual good-will and esteem, a well-wish-
er. Solomon says, ‘There is a friend that
sticketh closer than a brother.

One of the most abused words is ‘got.” A boy
says, ‘I have got a cold,_ when he means he
has a cold. A girl remarks, ‘My mother has
got a fine head of hair, which would only be
true if her mother wore a wig; otherwise the
word ‘got’ should be omitted. A boy says to
his teacher, I have got to go home at recess;
my mother says so,” when he should Sav, *1
must go home at recess; my mether desires
it When vou go to a store, do not ask the
proprietor, ‘Have you got sugar, or canned
corn?’ Correctly speaking, ‘to get’ is to ac-
quire, to earn, to gain, to come in possession
of. Hence a man may say, ‘I have got (or got-
ten) more corn this year than my neighbor,
because I tilled my field better than he) But
he should not say, ‘I have got a longer nose

" than my neighbor,” however long his nose may

_intended to increase the rent.

be, unless it be an artificial nose, in which
case he would hardly boast of the fact. E

Many of you say, ‘We have twenty scholars
in our class,’ or ‘ninety schelars in our school,
when you should say ‘pupils” A “‘scholar)
strictly speaking, is a learned man, or one who
is under instruction, a young person who at-
tends school.

Do not mistake the use of the words ‘pur-
pose’ and ‘propose’ To ‘purpose’ means to ‘in-
tend,” while ‘propose’ is to ‘offer. propose
to give you a good thrashing’ said William’s
father. ‘Thanks, but I decline the proposal,
replied William, with more exactness than po-
liteness. The father intended saying, ‘I pur-
Pose giving you a thrashing’

‘Mary looked beautifully’ is not correct .
Mary does not perform any act of loocking
with her eyes. It is not the manner of 1ok~
ing that is meant, but Mary’s appearance to
the speaker. ‘Mary looked beautiful’ is cor-
rect. We qualify what a person does by using
the adverb; what a person is by an adjective,
It is correct to say, ‘Ske looked coldly on him,
It is cotrect to say, ‘She looked coldly on him,’
son of the weather,

A landlord notified his tenant that he would
‘raise’ his rent. ‘Thank you; I find it hard to
raise myself’ was the reply of the tenant.
What the landlord meant to say was that he
Some people
say, ‘I was raised in the country. Boys and
girls are not ‘raised, but calves, cabbages and
corn are, Children are ‘reared’ or ‘brought up.’

These are a few of many errors that we fail
into in conversation. It will pay any young
person to keep his ears open, and to correct his
own mistakes.~—‘Christian Work.”

NORTHERI‘{ MESSENGER PREMIUMS

A reliable and handsome Fountain Pen, usually
sold. at $2.00, manufactured by Sandford & Ben-
neit, New York, given to ‘Messenger’ subscrib-
ers for a lst of six new subscriptions to the
‘Northern Messenger’ at 30 cents each.

The DPeople’s Horse, CGattle, Sheep and Swine
Dector. This book gives a description of tie
diseases of the Horase, Cattle, Sheep and Swine,
with exact doses of medicine. Usually sold at
$L.00, will be given to “Messenger’ subscribers
for a list of five new subscriptions to the ‘Nor-
“hern Messenger’ at 30 cents each. -

‘BAGSTER'S MINION BIBLI,suitable for Church,
Sabbath School or Day School. Each boy and
girl reader of the ‘Messenger’ should possess
one. Given for four new subscriptions to the
‘Northern Messenger’ at 30 cents each.

BAGSTER'S LONG PRIMER BIBLE — A hand-
some Bible, gilt edges, with .the addition of 307
paged, containing the following Valuable Bible
Helps, Concordance, Alphabetical Index, Maps,
and Illustrations, with other aids to Bibla
study; Given to ‘Messenger’ subsci s for
thirteen new subscriptions to the ‘Northern
Wessenger’ at 30 cents each,

‘read an Erglish Bible if he had it.
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The First Chinese Missionary
From America. :

A TRUE STORY.

fA little child shall lead them.

"WMother! Mother! come, see!’” Thus ealled
little Harry after his mother, who had passed
on a few steps before him, while he stopped
in front of the St. Paul’s church on Broadway
to admire the outfit of a cigar stand kept by |
a Chinaman on the sidewalk. Returning to
‘see) Harry stood looking earnestly over the |
stock in trade on the stand, with both arms i
akimboe, as much as to say, ‘I’ll not touch any-
thing.’ §

The Chinaman had improvised a table with
a piece of board laid on a camp stool, on which
were arranged three cigar bozes containing
cigars of different quality and price. A fourth
contained bits of white paper, some three
inches long, folded neatly for lighters. Beside
this stcod a burning taper covered with a tiny
glass shade to prevent it from blowing out;
for magic matches were not then invented. The
boxes were all lined with white paper that
turned over the edges, and the table was cov~
ered with the same, giving the whole a very
neat appearance, which had attracted Hairy’s
attention. The Chinaman was standing soma
two feet back from the stand, straight up
against the iron railing of the churchyard,
looking intently on the boy’s face as to read
his thoughts, an amused smile playing upon
his sallow features. As his mother came up
Harry pointed to the box of lighters and ha
smiled, then lsoked up at the Chinaman. Ag
their eyes met they both laughed, and Harry
and his mother hurried on, for her work must
be ‘returned on time.

Harry bhad never before seen a Chinaman,
there were only four at that time in this city,
and became so much interested in him that he
asked many questions  concerning him. ‘Why
does he wear such funny clothes, and have that
long braid of hair hanging down his back?’
‘They are all the fashion for men in his own
country,’ said his mother,

‘What country did he come from, and whera
is it?’ he asked.

‘He came from China, which lies in North-
castern Asia, one of the farthest nations from
us in the world’ (We had not then acquired
the great north-west Alaska.)

‘Oh, yes, I remember Asia on my map. Are
the people there Christians, and worship our
God ?’ -

‘No, my child, they are benighted heathen,
and worship images, though an old nation.’

After a pause, in which he seemed to be in
a brown study, he asked: ‘Can we mot go to
the Bible houge in Nassat street and get a Bi-
ble for him?’ SO

‘They do not print Chinese Bibles in this
country,” said his mother; ‘and he could not
I remem-
ber that years ago, when Dr. Morrison was a
missionary in China, he sent three copies of
the Chinese New Testament to otir Dr. Cone,
one for himself, one for the Bible Society of
which he was then president, and one to be
at his disposal. Dr. Cone is now dead, and I
bhave no idea where they are.

‘But could we not go and inquire?’ persist-
ed Harry; ‘and see if they can not find Just
one for this poor heathen man?’ :

‘Yes, we can do that the first day we have
time, but I doubt if one can be found.

‘Can I make some paper lighters for him, to
help him along?’ >

‘You could if you had the white paper, but
you have none.

‘Can I net use the white paper wrappers
that come on things we buy?’

‘Certainly, and make as many as you please.’!
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8A few weeks later found Harry and his mo-
¢her in the rooms of the Bible Society in Nas-
sau street. It was late on Saturday afternoon
and all in the office had left except a youth in
his teens, who*was closing up. ‘Have you a
Chinese New Testament?’ inquired Harry’s
mother,
. ‘Oh, no—'h, replied the youth, with an air
of astonishment; ‘we don’t print Chinese Bi-
bles or Testaments here, madam.

¢ am aware of that’ she said; ‘but some .

years since Dr. Morrison sent three Chinese
New Testaments to Dr. Cone when he was the
president of this Society, and we would be
glad to get one if it could be found.

q do wish you could find one, said Harry,
earnestly. 5

‘Do you read Chimese?’ asked the youth,
laughing.

‘Oh, no!’ said Harry; ‘I want to give it to
a Chinaman that keeps a cigar stand on the
_sidewalk in front of St. Paul’s church.

The youth’s countenance brightened up as
he said: ‘Oh, then, I’ll tell the secretary about
it on Monday morning. I know he’ll be glad
to give it to you, if there is such a thing in the
house, and I’ll search for it till I find it’,

A week after they called again, and when -

they entered the office, the youth clapped his
bands, saying: Tve found it, I've found it; it
was down in the bottom of an old box right
amongst things we don’t use any more; it hay
laid there for years and we didn’t know it. I
had a great search for it, but I wouldn’t give
up till I went to the bottom, and there it was;
and the secretary says you shall have it.

“Yes, you shall have it said the secretary,
coming out of his private office with a Chin-
ese book in his hand; ‘and I want to see and
shake hands with that little boy who is trying
to save a poor heathen man in this Christian
city, when we older ones did not think of it;’
and taking his hand, he shook it heartily, and
gave him the book; then asked how_old he
‘was. g Q\
4 am nearly twelve years old, sir”

‘And do you love Jesus, yourself?’

Yes, sir; indeed I do.

‘Have you been baptized?’ s

“Yes, sir; Elder John Smitzer baptized me a
year ago last April,"out in western New York.

‘Elder John Smitzer! why, he is one of our
veteran Baptist preachers out in western New
York, and if he baptized you he had great rea-
son for doing so. And now that you love Jesus
yourself you want to give that poor heathen
man the New Testament that he may read
about him and learn to love him too. And

you know, my sonm, that you must ask God to .

send his Spirit into that man’s heart to con-
vert him; and I am sure your good mother
here will do the same, and so will I} and then
Jesus says “if any two of you shall agree in
asking any one thing I will do it”  We
three will agree to ask him for this one thing,
and 1 am sure he will do it if we ask in faith,
Good-bye, my young brother; God bless you
and give you that soul for your hire.

With hearty thanks, they left the rooms,
Harry’s heart palpitating with joy at these
encouraging words from the secretary, and in
anticipation of giving the Word of Life to one
so ignorant of everything about the true God.
With nimble steps they crossed over to the
Citv Hall park on their way to St. Paul’s,
when to their surprise they found the China-
man with his stand peside the gate they were
about to enter, having been ordered away from
the sidewalk in front of the church. Now he
had on a man’s jacket. Harry handed him the
book with that side toward him which we
take for the title page. But the man turned
it over quickly to the other side, and looked
at it closely for a few seconds, when Hairy
said : ‘I am afraid that he cannot read, for he
holds it backwards and locks along down the

page instead of from left to right, as we do.

But that is the right way to read Chinese
books,” said his mother.

Then he handed the book back to Harry and
smiled. ‘Oh, mother! he don’t want it! how
shall T make him take it?’

‘He does not understand you, I think; sup-
pose you open one side of his jacket, lay the
book inside, and then close it over it she
suggested.

This done, the Chinaman clasped his arms
over the book, then took it out and putting his
hand on it and then on his breast, nodded his
head with an inquiring look in his eyes, as if
saying: ‘Is it for. me? Is it mine?’

Harry nodded his answer, ‘Yes, when the
man pressed it to his breast, bowed low sev-
eral times to express his thanks, and waved
his hand ‘good-bye’ as they turned away home-
ward. : :

The weeks slipped away; meanwhile Harry
often took a handful of paper lighters to his
Chinaman, thus cultivating an acquaintance
without exchanging a word. One day he
brought home a huge cigar, some seven inches
long, which he said his Chinaman made him
take, ‘What can you do with it?’ asked his
mother; ‘you must not smoke it ‘Can I not
put it in the trunk with my winter flannels
to keep the moths out?’ he asked.. Thus it
was disposed of and preserved for years,
doing good service.

One day they called at the stand to see Har-
ry’s Chinaman, but he was gone, and a strang-
er was in his place. ‘Where is the other man?’
they asked. ' .

‘Utterman, utterman,’ he repeated, looking
puzzled; ‘Oh! ah! gone 'way off, sick; gone
‘way—go county house,’ he said, pointing to~
ward the east.

«What does he mean, mother?’ asked Harry.

¢ think he means that the man is sick &nd, i

gone to the hospital’

“Yeh, sick, go hospitlee’ he responded.

More interested in the sick man than eves
before, they continued to commend him to the
tender mercies of our God who can heal both
body and soul.

Some two months had passed when they
called to inquire after the sick man. When
they asked where he was, the new man said:
‘Oh! gone ’way, gone home, go preach’ ‘Gone
home to China?’ they asked.

The man looked puzzled again for a mo-
ment, then replied: ‘Yeh, noh, gone home Cali-
forny’ (waiving his hand from east to west),
‘go preach ’bout Jesus, preach brudder, cousin
—now go home China preach ’hout Jesus, fad-
der, mudder, preach; a boy come, Jesus’ book.
Go home preach Jesus’ book.’

‘Gone home to California to preach about
Jesus to his brothers and cousins, and then
going home to China to preach about Jesus to
his father and mother, with Jesus’ book that
a boy gave him; is that what you say?’ asked
Harry’s mother. Bowing low, his countenance
all aglow with delight that his broken Eng-
lish was understood, he replied:— -

‘Yeh, yeh, preach Jesus, a book, Jesus’ book,
preach ’bout Jesus all mans.

Harry’s fine blue eyes opened wider and
grew moist as he took in the joyful news that
hig chinaman had been ‘born again’ and gone
home with the New Testament he had given
him, to preach Jesus to his kindred and coun-
trymen; and they returned home rejoicing and
praising God for his wonderful love and mercy
in saving that soul, and sending him forth to
carry the glad tidings of salvation to that far-
off heathen nation.

When Dr. Morrison left England to enter
gpon his mighty undertaking, it was not at
all amongst his expectations' that one of his
New Testaments should be the means of sav-
ing a son of the Celestial Empire while a so-
journer in this distant western land, and send-
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ing him home to China to preach Jesus to his
kindred in his own tongue, It had cost D=
Morrison much toil and hardship to acquire
the Chinese language in order that he himself
might preach Jesus to that same people, and
give them the Word of Life in that same
tongue.

And how little did Dr. Cone comprehend the
purposes of God, which he so delighted to trace
in their development, in sending that book to
him; thousands of miles over the briny deep,
here to be preserved out of sight for years,
then called forth from its hiding. place and
sent on its mission to save that soul through
the agency of a child, that child a son of one
of his own children in the Gospel! And when
Dr. Cone turned those leaves and looked on
those strange characters in an unknown tongue
with feelings of holy rejoicing that the Word
of Life was given to that great nation, how
could he anticipate that those same Jleaves
would one day be turned by the hand of a
he:athen man in whose mother-tongue it was
printed, to save him and send him forth an
ambassador for Christ to his own kindred and

nation on the other side of the globe.—‘Chris~
tian Inquirer. :
el e

Any one of the many articles in ‘World
Wide’ will give three cents’ worth of pleasure.
Surely, ten or fifteen hundred such articles
during the course of a year are well worth a
dollar.

‘Northern Messenger’ subscribers are entitled
to the special price of seventy-five cents.

‘World Wide.

" A weekly reprint of articles from leading
journals and reviews reflecting the current
thought of both hemispheres.
So many men, so many minds, Every man
. in his own way.—Terence. ;

]

The following are the contents of the issue
of May 14, of ‘World Wide': 5
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ALL THE WORLD OVER.

Peath of Bir Henry M. Etanley—New York *Evening Post
The Manchurian Campaign—New York ‘ Evening Post.”
The Debate on the Budget—The Munchester * Guardian.'
Mr. Chamberiain on Chinese Labor in South Africa—Eng-
lish Papers.
gbe Lweasmg 1';]111 ;_Phe I_mp;ﬂl,lnn!.r glansea—English Papers.
'omments on the Licensing Bill—The '8 ' London
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Climbing to Lhassa—The Campaign in th ds—Th
* Daily Telegraph,’ London? PRgn o 1o loudy %
The Canadian Emigrant’s First Month—Work on the Prairio
—The Manchester ‘ Guardian.’
The Market Price of Heroism —The * World,” New York.
The Jubilee of the Chartered A nt—The ' Scot:
Edinburgh,
SOMETHING ABOUT THE ARTA.
Camera v. Pencil—A. E. N,, in ‘T. P.'s Week'y," London.

Victuosity and Vigor— The * Musical News,' London.
Russisn Music - By O. L, in the ‘ Musical News," London.

CONOCERNING THINGS LITERARY.

Lc}je a‘fd Life—Poem by C. H. St. E. Russell, in the * Pilot,’

ondon,

+Jo Victis’—Poem, by William Wetmore Btory.

The Royal and Ancient Nuisance—By Filson Young, in the
! Pilot,’ London.

New Carlyle Letters—The *Scotsman,” Edinburgh,

©On Talking About Shakespeare—G, K. Chesterton, in the
** Christian World,” London.

I the Guianas—The Lively Tales of & Travelling Naturalist
The New York ‘'Iribune.’

Kings and Queens I have Known—The ‘ 8cotsman,’ Edin-

burgh.
Reading in Church—The * ﬁc@s&on' TLondon.
How to Become Fishers of Men—8poken to Lay Preachers
' —By the Rev. J. H. Jowett, M.A., Birmingham—* British
‘Weekly,' London.

HINTS OF THE PROGRESS OF KNOWLEDGRE.

Dr. Funk’s Cage with the Paychologists—The Springfield
* Republican.”

Economic_ Principles —Professor Flux’s Text-book —The
* Pilot,” Lond:
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The Bird World in May--By C. William Beebe, Curator of
Ornithology, New York Zoological Society, in the New
York ‘Tribune,’ ,

A{nbnﬁexte;xly Not a Good Thing—George M. Gould, in

ence,
Novel Becond Sight—The ‘Daily Telegraph,” Lendon.
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5L I T TLE:

What The Old Tree Learned

(Arthur W. Upson, in ‘Sunday-
School Times.”)

One October day, many, many,
years ago, a big fat acorn was be-
ing carried by a blue-jay over a
large, open pasture, in a New Eng-
land town. Just at that moment a
hunter in an adjoining field shot
off his gun, and Blue-Jay was s0

- geared that he dropped the acorn

and flew away, and forgot to come
back for it.

Now the acorn bounded just un-
der the edge of a little hunnock,
and soon, one day, there was a hard
thunder-shower; the rain pelted
down on the hummock and loosen-
ed a piece of earth from its edge,
and it fell right on the acorn and
buried it.

Quite content té stay wher2 it
was, it yet wanted to look through
its covering, so straightway it went
at work to bring it about, and be-
fore many days, in some mysterious
way, it had sent a little shoot up

‘through the particles of earth. Urg-

ed and helped by something helow,
this shoot kept pushing up higher
and higher and higher, till, at the
approach of winter, several times
invisible hands took it in their grip
and squeezed harder and harder,
until it seemed to the tender little
gpire as if it must perish. But a
kind wind elf came one day and
wrapped round it several leaves
from the parent tree, and these all
stayed during the winter and help-
ed it to endure more of the same
kind of suffering.

One spring day another elf came
and took the leaves away, and then
the little tree, for such it had be-
come, was very happy, and all sum-
mer it drank in the rain-wator, it
basked in the sun, and gleefully
took many a shower-bath. Then ore
night its experiences of a year ago
were repeated. It shivered, its
sap-blood ran cold, and its lcaves
turned red and brown. Instead of
a wind elf came a wind fury and
whipped it back and forth, until it
geemed as if it must lose branches
as well as leaves. But it clung
desperately to both, although its
sap-blood fled to its roots and left
the branches stiff and shrivelled.
But the recollections of summer
stayed with it and lent it strength
and again in the ‘spring it took a
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A Clever Splder.-

He finished the pictures, and then

he began
To read, and to read, and to
read.
‘Ho! ho! said the Spider, ¢’tis

this little man
That I need, that I need, that I
need !

He kept very still, fm of course he
was deep
In his book, in his book, in his
book ;.
And what happened you'll see with
just one tiny peep,
If you’ll look, if you 11 look, if
you’ll look !

new hold on life and put forth new
leaves and grew taller, broader and
stronger.

Many summers and winters pass
ed. Each summer there was devel-
opment, and each winter there was
hardship. In spite of all, there fin-
ally stood, a conspicuous landmark
in the middle of this great pasture,

with no other trees near, a large,

handsome oak. The birds visited,
prinked, wooed, nested and rested
in its branches; the wind elves all
played tag among its leaves, and
the cows chewed their cud while
lying in the luxury of its shade.
But for a long time there had
been something wrong with the
tree. In the midst of summer it
continually thought of winter. And
every perfect day, it said, was a
forerunner of a hail storm. The
rain fell too fast, or the sun shone
too hot. To the birds it said, ‘If I
could fly like you, and choose my
home and resting-place, and flee to
the sunny clime when winter was
near, how happy I would be’ To

the wind elves it said, ‘And you

may go where you will; visit one
day the sea, and the next the moun-
tain, or rest on the plain, while I,
and misery it is, stay here year in
and year out, with no companion
for fellowship to admire me or con-
dole with me.” And to the cows it

‘said, My lot is harder even than

yours, for you have this whole great
pasture to roam over by night, the
shade of my leaves by day, and the
warm stables for winter’, The
birds, wind elves, and cows agreed
that this was a strange way for a
tree to talk, but they made no re-
ply, only kept on visiting it.

But one day it had a revelation.
It came in this way. On a fine

_August afternoon there appeared a

company of jolly boys and girls,
carrying blankets, baskets, and

boxes, and headed straight for the

old tree. =~ When they reached it
they spread their blankets in its
shade, opened their baskets and
boxes, and spent a gay hour. Then
quiet began to steal over them, as
they noticed that twilight was com-
ing, and one boy, a little more
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thoughtful than the rest, said, ‘See
what a magnificent old tree this is.
I wonder we never thought before
of coming to picnic here” Another
said ‘Yes what a blessing its shade
must be to those cows on a warm
summer day.” And a third, as he
lay on his back and gazed into its
boughs, ‘And what a place for the
birds to nest. And see how those
great brilliant leaves flash in the
sunset breeze.’ ;

Of course the old tree heard. It
said to itself, ‘I think I have missed
something all these years. Is it
,possible that that is what I am here
for? And I never thought of it. I
believe I will “turn over a new
Jeafi??

And it did. It even found rea-
sons for the coming of winter. And
for the cows, the birds, and the
wind elves, it always had a pleas-
ant welcome,

Bird Talk.

‘Let’s take our blocks out to the
croquet ground and build a house,’
said Archie to his sister May.

‘What kind of a house?’

‘Oh, a big castle.’

‘No, I don’t like a castle.
have it a hotel”

‘No. I say a castle,
get a hotel crooked.’

‘Well, I don’t like to build it on

the croquet ground. It’s nicer back
in the grove.’ :
- ‘I say ’tisn’t.  If you don’t build
where I want to, I won’t build it at
all’ ;
‘You always want your own way,
grumbled May,

‘And youre always
about something, Now, let’s load
up the little wheel-barrow.’

‘It won’t hold all the blocks.

‘You can carry the rest while I
wheel.”

‘No, I want to wheel.’

I say I shall. It’s my wheelbar-
row. The trouble is you’re lazy.

Archie loaded the wheelbarrow
and tried to wheel it down the long
steps of the porch! But he found
he needed help.

“Take hold of the- wheel and hft,
May,” he said.

‘I've got all these blocks.’

‘Put them down.

‘I shan’t. You can wheel down if
Yo dry.

Archie tried, spilling half the
blecks on the steps.

It would be sad to tell 3ust how

Let_;’s

You always

whining

many cross and angry things were
said by this little brother and sis-
ter before they reached the croquet
ground. Here, again, May wanted
to go to the grove; and the end of
it was they could not agree; but
went in to Aunt Amy, to tell their
grievance against each other.

She had been sitting on the out-
side porch when they had piled all
their blocks on the wheelbarrow.
But she was not there now, and
they went into the house to look for
her. They found her in the sitting
room by an open window. She
held up her hand as they came near
to her.

‘Quiet, dears.  See what is going
on outside here! Peep!

They peeped, and Archie clapped
his hand to his mouth to keep in a
shout of laughter.

Two birds were building a nest
in a tree a little way from the win-
dow.

The children watched while the
pretty things came and went. They
brought bits of twigs and hair and
feathers, which they wove into the
nest. ‘
‘Hear what a twitter they keep
up! he said. ‘It sounds as if they
were talking as they work toge-
ther.

‘Let’s try to hear what they say,’
whispered Aunt Amy.

‘Oh,- auntie, you ean’t do that !
said Archie.

But, with a smile Aunt Amy held
her head out of the window and
seemed to listen.

‘Sweet, weet, wee,’ went on out-
side.

‘Willicum, willicum, widdle’—

‘Chickamaree, vick, vick’—

‘Fidgety, fidgety— and so on.

‘Did you hear all that? asked
Aunt Amy.

‘Yes, but that’s only bird talk.
Folks can’t understand that.’

‘Some can,’ said his aunt. ‘Did
I ever tell you I could understand
bird talk?

‘What did they say"’ asked May,
with a laugh.

‘“Go and get some more tw:gs .
said one.

‘“I shan’t,” said the other.“I've

‘brought more than my share to-

day ” ‘
‘“I don’t care if you have. Have-
n’t I put them all in? The trouble
is you re lazy 5
‘“I say I'm not, Here, put this
feather there on that side.”

May 27, 1904,

¢ “I brought that feather, and I'll
have it just where I want it, or it
shall not go in at all. Here, hold
it, while I weave it in.”

‘“I can’t, I’m trying to get this
twig in tight.”

‘“You've got it crooked. You al-
ways get nests crocked.”

‘“That isn’t the place to put that
hair”? ’—

‘Oh, auntiel

’Aunt Amy laughed as the two

gazed at her.

They laughed, too, but both look-
ed shocked and a little foolish.

‘What is the trouble? she asked.

‘To say those dear little birds
would talk so?

‘Why do ydu think they do not?’

‘I know it, said Archie. ‘Bir-
dies never talk that way.’

‘No,” said May. “They coo and
twitter so sweetly, I know they are
just saying nice, sweet things to
each other, if t\xey say anythmv at
all’

‘Do you know of any who talk
that Wway?

May and Archie glanced at each
other.

‘I am afraid we do, auntie,’ said
May.

‘You/think it dreadful to fancy
that the dear, innocent little birds
should quarrel with each other. But
what do you think of brothers and
sisters, little ones who know the
difference between right and wrong,
whom God has placed in families
that they might brighten each
other’s lives by words and aets of
sweetness and loving kindness?

There was a moment’s silence,
and then Archie said:

‘I am going to listen now.

The coo and chirp went on, as he
put his head out of the window. In
a minutes or two he drew it in.

‘What did they say? said May.

‘One said, “You chose this place
to build a nest. It is a nice sunny

place.” :
‘“What a dear little thing you

‘were to bring such a big feather!”

‘“Here, I'll help you put it in.”

‘“You always get them so nice
and straight!”

‘“I know where there’s a fine big
twig.”

¢ “’11 help you go and get it.”’

May softly clapped her hands as
Archie finished.
- ‘Perhaps, after all, I did not hear

quite straight,” said Aunt Amy. ‘I :

am sorry if I wronged the birds.
But, you see, it was so hard for me
to beheVe that bird talk should be
any better than little brother and
sister talk.’

‘I guess it won’t be after this,
auntie, said Archie.

“You listen and see,” said May.—
Sydney Dayre, in ‘Presbyterian.
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LESSON X.—JUNE s.
Christ’s Trial Before Pilate.
Mark xv., 1-15.

Golden Text.

“Then said Pilate to the chief priests and to
the people, I find no fault in this man,’ Luke
xxiii., 4.

Home Readings.

Monday, May 3o0.—Mark xv., 1-15. 2

Tuesday, May 3r—Matt. xxvi, 57, 58

Wednesday, June 1.—Luke Xxii., 54-62»

Thursday; June 2.—Luke xxiii, 2-12.
Friday, June 3—Matt. xxvii, 15-27.

Saturday, June 4—John xix., 4-16.

Sunday, June 5.—Matt. xxvii,, 26-317 Luke
xxiii,, 26-31. 7

1. And straightway in the morning the chief
priests held a consultation with_the elders and
scribes, and the whol® council, and bound
Jesus, and carried kim away,
him to Pilate. :

2. And Pilate asked him, Art thou the King
of the Jews? and he answering said unto him,
Thou sayest. ki

3.‘1 Xﬁ the chief priests accused him of
many things, but he answereq nothing.

4. And pilate asked him again, saying, A‘ns-
werest thou nothing? behold how many things
they witness against thee. -

. 5. But Jesus yet answered nothing,
Pilate marvelled. 5

6. Now at that feast he released unto them
one prisoner, whomscever they desired.

7. And there was one named Barabbas,
swhich lay bound with them that had made
insurrection with him, who had committed
murder in the insurrection.

8. And the multitude crying aloud began to
desire him to do as he had cver dome untlo
them. :

o. But Pilate answered them saying, wil
ye that I release unmto you the King of the
Jews? ;

to. For he knew that the chief priests had
delivered him for envy.

11, But the chief priests moved the people,
that he should rather release Barabbas unto
them,

12. And Pilate answered and said again un-
to them, What will ye then that I shall do

/ unto him whom ye call the King of the Jews?

13. And they cried out again, Crucify him.

14. Then Pilate said unto them, Why, what
_hath he dome? And they cried out the more
exceedingly, Crucify him.

15. And, so Pilate willing to content the
people, released Barabbas unto them, and de-
livered Jesus, when he had scourged him, ‘to
be crucified, :

e INTRODUCTION.
(By R. M. Rurtz.)

so that

In order to have a clear idea of the events
immediately preceding the crucifixion of Christ
we will set them down in order, beginning
with the Passover, of which we studied last
week. The hours given are mainly ponjeqtural.

Thursday, April 6, early evening.  The
Passover. FRE

Thursday, April 6, middle of night. Agony
in the Garden. g

Friday, April 7, about 1 o’clock, Betrayal and
Arrest. . - 3

Friday, April 7, before sunrise. Xrial be-
fore Sanhedrim, = : g

Friday, April 7, early forenoon, First trial
before Pilate. .

The place was Jerusalem and the year, by
our common chronology, AD. 30.

The history between the Passover and the
trial before Pilate should be read in the Gos-
pels. Therein we have the account of the ar-
rest of Christ, his trial before the Jewish San-
hedrim where he was accused by false wit-

4
3

and delivered -

nesses and condemned for blasphemy, the de-
nial by Peter, and the mockery of Christ.

The student will remember that the Jews
were under power of Rome at this time, and,
while the Jewish Council might condemn Christ
as worthy of death, they could not legally ex-
ecute him. He must be tried by a Roman offi-
cial, before he could be killed.

Now, the Jews knmew that the Romans did
not concern themselves over rights and wrongs
in Jewish religious disputes, so some other
charge must be found against Christ when he
ig taken before the Roman governor. Therefo;e
he is accused of treason agaimst Rome, a capi-
tal crime. :

There were four trials of Christ: First, the
illegal one before the Sanhedrim, held at an
unlawful hour; second, the first trial bgfore
Pilate, who sought to escape the responsibility
by sending Christ to Hercd Antipas, governor
of Galilee, who was then in the city, for Pilate
had learned that Christ was from Galilee;
third, the trial before Herod, who finds him
innecent; fourth, the seconmd trial before Pi-
late, who condemns him to death. :

THE LESSON STUDY.

1, 2. ‘Art thou the King of the Jews?’ After
the Jews in their own council had condemned
Chirist, for blasphemy, though upon false accu~
sation, they cast about for some charge that
would appeal to the Koman governos, who
would not consider any mere religious accusa-
tion, We could judge what this charge was,
if we had only Mark’s account, by the ques-
tion of Pilate.. But Luke says that the Jews
accuzed Jesus before Pilate of perverting their
nation, forbidding tribute to be paid to Caesar,
and saying that he himself was a King.

In reply Jesus says, ‘Thou sayest” This is
an answer to Pilate’s question, though not a
clear, emphatic affirmation that Le was a
King. In John xviii., 33-38, we get a better
idea of the meaning of Christ’s answer, It
is, as though he would simply call Pilate’s
attention to the fact that such a charge had
its origin on the side of the accusers rather
than in any thing Christ had said or done.

When the high priest of the Jewish nation
had asked Christ plainly, ‘Art thou the Christ,
the Son of the Blessed?’ Jesus answered plain-
ly, ‘I am. Mark xiv.,, 61, 62.

3-5. ‘But Jesuys yet answered nothing’ A
study of Christ’s answers and his silences in
this day of trial brings out some nsteworthy
points. When he is falsely accused before the
Sanhedrim he remains silent, but when he 'is
seriously asked the question, ‘Art thou the
Christ, the Son of the Blessed?’ he declares

‘himself befcre officidl Israel in terms that

cannot be mistaken. They must now either
accept or reject the Miessiah.

Again while Pilate, not a Jew, but a Roman,
asks about the truth of his claim to kingship,
Christ explains to this Gentile ruler, from a
pagan nation, the nature of his mission to all
men. To the Jewish high priest he was the
long expected Messiah, to the inquiring Reman
governor he was the witness of truth, whom
all that were of the truth would hear.

But now, to wild and noisy accusations of
the chief priests Christ does not stop to reply.
He knew the lack of sincerity «nd homesty in
their hearts, and would not contend with false
witnesses,

There are two sorts of accusers. One may
accuse a person from Homest meotives, however
mistaken his charge may be; the other accuses
from a determination to injure the accused, no
matter whether he can do so justly or net.

There is little use in trying to impress the

truth upon the latter kind, and Christ in the
presence of such awas silent. His very dig-
nity caused Pilate to marvel,

- 6-11. ‘Will ye that I release unto you the
King of the Jews?" The release of one or more
prisoners at times of national rejoicing was not
a custom confined to the Jews or.Romans, nor
to that age. Upon bis coming to the throne
the Czar of Russia liberated numbers of ex-
iles to Siberia.

Now, Pilate could find no fault in Christ.
Taking the whole history of his part in the
trial, we find that he would have been glad
to release Christ, and if he had been a man of
lofty character and firm purpose, he would not
have been swayed by the howling anob. As
it was he scught one way and another of sav-

ing his life without too greatly offending the

ews.

: At this time the authorities had a robber and
rebel against the government named Barab-
bas. There were frequent outbreaks against
the authority of Rome during this peried, and
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Barabbas seems to have been ome of those
outlaws that was in part an insurrectionist
and in part a robber. =

The multitude reminded Pilate of the custom
of releasing a prisoner each year at this na-
tional feast, and the governor thereupen in-
quired if he should release Jesus, whom he re-
ferred to as the King of the Jews, in view of
their charges, {

In verse 10 we see Pilate’s real reason for
desiring to free Christ, ‘For he knew that the
chief priests had delivered him for envy.
Christ had been gaining an influence that
promised to make him the leader of the peo-
ple, and the priests were jealous. Pilate. per-
ceived that this was their true motive, that
Christ was innocent of wrong, and his con-
science troubled him, But the chief priests in-
cited the multitude to demand that Barabbas
be freed.

12-15. ‘And so Pilate, willing to content the
people, released Barabbas unto them, and de-
livered Jesus, when he had scourged him, to
be crucified.

If Barabbas was released, what was to be
done with Jesus? This was the question Pi-
late put to the Jews, and they answered with-
out delay, by crying out for crucifixion. Still
Pilate hesitates. ‘Why, what evil hath he
done? But only the more frantically did the
brutal mob demand Christ’s death. The time
of presenting evidence, of argument, of per-
suasion, had passed. Pilate was weak and
hesitating and the Jewish leaders took ad-
vantage of this, and brazenly demanded the
life of their victim.

They judged the governor rightly. In spite
of Christ’s innocence, of his declared divinity,
of the warning by Pilate’s wife, (see Matthew
x5vii), the governor canunet withstand the de-
mands of the mob, so, ‘willing to content the
people,’ Pilate yields. Remember that nei-
ther Pilate nor Herod had found Christ guilty,
and that he was only falsely condemned by
the Jews, in an unlawful trial.

Then Christ was sent to the cross, inmo-
cent of the charge of treason to Rome, while
Barabbas, a red-handed insurrectionist against

_the government, was freed. So much fotr hu-

man justice, when human passion and weak-
ness try the case. How many to-day, go on
trying Christ, jnst as unfairly, and crucify-
ing him afresh in their own hearts, while they
turn to favor and enjoy the world in its great
wickedness.

The lesson for June 12 is, “Christ Crucified,
Mark xv., 22-39.

C. E. Topic.

Sunday, June s.—Topic—How my silence
witnesses against Christ. Matt. xii, 30; Luke
xvii.,, 12-10.

Junior C. E.Topic.
: A TRAVELLER LED.

Monday, May 3o0.—The traveller’s errand.
Gen. xxiv.,, 1-9. -

Tuesday, May 31.~The traveller’s prayer.
Gen, xxiv., 10-14. e

Wednesday, June r—A woman at the well
Gen. xxiv., 15-25.

Thursday, June 2—'The Lord led me. Gen.
xxiv., 26-33.

Friday, June 3.—An answered prayer. Gen.
xxiv., 34-51. ‘

Saturday, June 4—The errand done. Gen.
xxiv., 52-67. i

Sunday, June s.—Topic—A traveller who
asked God to guide him. Gen. xxiv.,, T0-21.

Reach the Heart
of a Boy.

Study his parentage and home influences.

Observe closely his likes and dislikes, aptie
tudes, temper, companions, reading.

Converse often with him in a friendly way.

Ask as to his purposes and ambitions,

Lend him bocks. :

Interest yourself in his sports. :

Speak to him of the lessons in the lives of
good men. ;

Tell him of your own struggles in boyhaod
or girllicod with adverse circumstances,

In brief, be his friend; when he leaves the
school and neighberhood keep informed as to
his whereabouts by correspondence,—‘Western
School Journal? ‘

Hew to



. Why He did not Drink.

-

‘I read the other day of four young men
riding in a Pullman car chatting merrily
together. At last one of them said: “Boys,
I think it’s time for drinks.” 'f'wo of them
consented; the other shook his head, and
said: “No, I thank you.” ¢“What!’ ex-
claimed his companion, ‘“have you become
pious? Are you going to preach? Do you
think you will become a missionary?” “No,
fellows,” he replied, “I am not specially
pious, and I may not become a mission-
ary; but I have determined not to drink
another drop, and I will tell you why: I
had some business in Chicago with an old
pawnbroker, and as I stood before his
counter talking about it, there came in a
young man about my age, and threw down
upon the counter a little bundle. ‘When
the pawnbroker opened it, he found it was
a pair of baby shoes, with the buttons a
trifie worn. The old pawnbroker seemed
to have some heart left in him, ‘and he
said: ‘Lock here, you ought not to sell your
baby’s shoes for drink.” ‘Never mind, Co-
hen; baby is at home dead, and does not
need the shoes. Give me 10 cents for a
drink.” Now, fellows, I have a wife and
baby at home myself, and when I saw what
liquor could do in degrading that husband
and father, I made up my mind that, God
helping me, not'a drop of that stuff wouid
ever pass my lips again.” '—‘The Stan-
dard.”

A Doctor’s Story.

1
(Mrs, Lucy E. Sanford, in ‘National Tem-
perance Advocate.’) :

‘You know nothing about temperance,’ said
a noted physician. ‘I could write volumes that
would amaze you.

‘Write.one,” 1 said. ¢

‘It would be a breach of homor. A physi-
cian, like a Catholic priest, may not betray the
confessional.” After a moment he added: ‘Our
profession takes us into homes. And lives
.and hearts that seem all bright and happy
are often dark and miserable from sickness of
the soul’ : S

‘There must be some scenes that it would be
proper for you to tell me,’ I urged; “please
think of some. :

‘I was called to the wife of a distinguished
gentleman, Her husband sat by her bed fan-
ning her, and a lovely bouquet of flowers was
on the stand by her side.. Two little girls
were playing quietly in.the room. It was a
charming picture of love and devotion.

‘“My wife fell down-stairs,” said her hus-
band, “and I fear has hugt herself seriously.”

‘I examined her shoulder. It was swollen
and almost black, and one rib was broken.

‘“How do. you find her?” asked her husband
anxiously.

‘“I will ask the questions, if you please.
How did you so injure yourself?”

‘“L fell on the stairway.”

‘I hesitated. I was not in a paddy shanty,
but in the house of a well-known and unstain-
ed man. I re-examined her side.

¢“When did she fall?” I asked.

¢4Lagt night” he said, after a second’s
pause and glance at her.

‘My resolve was taken. g 2

¢“Please show me the place in the slairs
where she struck?” I said to the husband, ris-
ing and going out. He followed me.

€41 was not with her when she fell,” he
said. - :
‘“The injury was not from a fall, and it
‘was not done last night. Never try to deceive
‘a doctor.” 3

‘“She begged me not to tell you the truth.”

‘“Then get another physician,” T said.

4T will tell you the whole truth. Night
before last I had been out to dinner”

‘“I saw your brilliant speech in the paper.
Was it wine-inspired ?” .

‘“Partly. Most after-dinner speeches are
to a degree. I came home excited by the fine
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dinner, wit, wisdom and wine of the evening,
and went, not to bed, but to the closet and I
drank heavily. My wife heard me and came
down, hoping to coax me up-stairs, as she had
done many times. But she was too late. My
reason and manhood were gone and I pound-
ed her, and left her. After a time she crawl-
ed, she says, upstairs, and went into the nur-
sery and slept with the little girls. I slept
late, and woke with a fierce headache, and I
went out at once, thinking no breakfast and
the out-door air would clear my brain for my
morning engagements. I pledge my honor I
had forgotten I struck my wife. When I canie
back last night I found her suffering; but she
would not permit a physician should be sent
for lest it should disgrace me. I think sha
really tries to believe that she hurt herself,
more or less, when she fell.” And with an
honeést quiver of the chin He added, “She is
an angel, and wine is a devil.”

‘“What are wine-bibbers?”

" ‘“Own children of their father. Is my wife
sericusly hurt?”

‘“I cannot tell yet. I fear she is.”

‘More absolute, untiring devotion no man
ever gave a wife than he gave her while she
lived and suffered. When the noble, true, lov-
ing heart ceased to throb he was inconsolable.
His love and devotion were the theme of every
lip, and the Providence that so afflicted him
was called “strange” in a tone of semi-censurs!
On her tomb is cut the “beloved wife!”

‘No one but myself ever knew the truth.
—

‘Yes, Sir, I Have Turned the
Corner.’

In the eraploy of one of the largest man«
ufacturers in Dayton, Ohio, was a young
man of considerable executive ability, who
was foreman of the ‘roustabout gang,” a
good fellow, who could get more work out
of his men than any other man who ever
held that position, but he would get drunk
days at a time from his work. On account
of his exceptional ability the managex
bore with him for some time, but was just
on the point of letting him go when a very
great change was noticed in the young
man. His appearance was different, and
he attended strictly to business as never
before. Finally, some of the men in the
factory began to tease him about being
converted in the shop meetings. He paid
no attention, but kept steadily at work.
The matter came to the notice of the man-«
ager, and, one day, in passing the young
man, he said, ‘Is it so that you have been
converted in these meetings?’ The young
man straightened up, looked the manager
squarely in the face, and replied, ‘Yes,
sir, I have turned the corner.’ He has
been a different man ever since.—‘Asso-
ciation Men.’ >

The Gideons.

A new movement started two years ago
in Wisconsin by some travelling salesmen
has been remarkably successful in carry-
ing out the object of its founders. The
‘Gideons’ is an organization of Christian
travelling men, whose motto is, ‘the hotel
bar must go,” and it is going. In the State
of Wisconsin alone seventy-five hotels’
have been compelled to discontinue their

bars during the last year on account of the .

tremendous influence exercised by the Gid-
eons. Already 2,707 have joined the move-
ment.

Among the Gideons the whiskey hottle
has heen thrown aside to give place to the
Bible; the proverbial pack of cards has now
been replaced by the hymnn book and their
place of amusement and resort changed
from the bar room to the church and the
prayer meeting.

—_——

A Bagster Bible Free.

Send four new subscriptions to the ‘North-
ern Messenger’ at thirty cents each for one
year, and receive a mnice Bagster Bible, bound
in black pebbled cloth with red edges, syit-
able for Sabbath or Day School, Postage ex-
tra for Montreal and suburbs or foreign coun-
tries, except United States and its dependen-
cies; also Great Britain and Ireland, Trang-
vaal, Bermuda, Barbadoes, British Honduras,
Ceylon, Gambia, Sarawak, Bahama Islands,
and Zanzibar. No extra charge for postage in
the countries named. ;
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A State Without a Pauper:

One of the greatest Prohibition argu-
ments of the day is the record of Kansas,
without a single pauper, and 47 counties
without a criminal trial in a whole year.
Contrast this with Ohio’s 3500 idiots, 11,-
000 criminals, 150,000 paupers, and
3,000 deaths annually through drunken-
ness.—‘New Voice.”

e S

‘In appearance,’ says the ‘Scientific
American,” ‘the beer-drinker may be the
Picture of health, but in reality he is most
incapable of resisting disease. A slight
injury, a severe cold, or a shock to the
body or mind will commonly provoke acute
disease ending fatally, Compared with in-
ebriates who use different kinds of alco-
hol, he is more incurable and more gen-
erally diseased.’

—_————

Frank.

‘Frank was the most capable and oblig-
ing boy I ever had in my office until the
cigarette habit got its hold upon him,’
was the testimony of an insurance man
of Chicago. Frank tried hard to break the
bonds that bound him, but failed, and lost
his good position to drift out and join the
army who are unable to ‘hold a job.,” His
fingers with their guilty stain, the nause-
ating odor he carried with him, ‘and his
typical hang-dog expression, all told the
story plainly of his abject slavery. He
was of such robust build that for a time
the color did not leave his face even when
his hands constantly dripped with the
nicotine-poisoned clammy sweat, which
made shaking hands with him an ordeal
to be dreaded. His family were ill able
to afford his constant idleness, but he be-
came virtually a piece of human drift-
wood, and all from the curse of the cigar-
ette habit. This boy, like thousands of
others, might have been influenced if his
teacher or some other friend had noted the
fatal beginning.—Lucy Page Gaston.

3 R

For the Children’s Sake.

A saloon-keeper recently closed out his
business and opened a small dry goods
store instead. One of his acquaintances,
knowing that he was exchanging a good
income for a very limited one, remonstrat-
ed with him. ‘I can’t help it, Jim,’ said
the saloon-keeper; ‘my children are grow-
ing up, and they began to ask questions
about the liquor business that I couldn’t
answer without being ashamed before
them. They didn’t like to see their father
selling whiskey, they said. I’d rather be
in a poor trade that there’s mo question
about, and be able to look my children in
the face.” If other boys and girls were
only as wise as the saloon-keeper’s chil-
dren about whiskey selling, there would
be less of it. But some boys have a mis-
taken idea that a saloon is a manly place,
and an attractive one, and the:mistake

- leads to ruin.—Ex.

Foundation Truths of the
Temperance Reform.

1. That alcoholic intoxicating liguoré
are not the product of wvital action but of
decay.

2. That such liguors are produced by the
waste or destruction of true food.

3. That any perceptible effect on the hu-
man system is for evil and not for good.

4. That the degree of their evil effect is
proportioned, other things being equal, to
the amount and frequency of their use.

5. That they are specifically different
from all proper articles of consumption.

6. That there is no desire or craving for
them till they are used, and that this dis-
eased condition is not dependent on the
will or previous character of the consumer.

7. That the effects of such liquors in all
their variety and virulence can only be
prevented by excluding the liquors them-
selves from the dietary, customs, and com-
merce of mankind.—‘Alliance Review.’

.



E.

4

May 27, 1904,

Correspondence

Granville Centre, N.S.

Dear Editor,—My sister has taken the ‘Mes-
senger’ for sixteen years. 1 have two sisters
and one brother, My brother and I are twins. I
live between the North and South Mountains,
in the Annapolis Valley. There is a lake on

“the North Mountain, on my father’s land, There

is a saw-mill over there this winter. I have
been  over twice. to see it. / There-has been 4
mill at the lake before, when my sisters were
small, One of them got caught in it, but the
mill was stopped before she was hurt. I }}age
been reading about the Roygl League of Kin &
ness, and would like to join. I like to read
very much, Some of my favorite beoks. are:
The Elsie Books, ‘Daisy,’ ‘Uncle Tom’s Cabin,
“Wide, Wide World, and a great many othersf.
I must close now, wishix;’g the Royal I;:ague ()
i 4 nger’ every Success.
Kindness and ‘Messeng yESTHER o

Rounthwdite.
Dear Editor,—I am nine years old, and have
two miles to go to school. My brother drives
my little cousin and me. The horse 1s 01d
Bill, who is twenty-four years old, and has
been taking children to school for eleven years.
Our home is eighteen miles south-east of B;ana
don, two miles west of the Assiniboine River.
I have two sisters and three brothers. Two
brothers work "on the farm. - One sister is
teaching school and the other one is stud
for a frst-class certificate, This is one of
the stormiest days of the winter, so we have
no school, REBIE E. E.
: Powassan, Ondt..
Dear EditorI have just finished reading
abo:? the new 'society you are starting. T think
it will be very nice, and I would like to join.
I would also like to have my name in yout
Birthday Book. I have taken the ‘Messenger’
for four years, and think it is growing anore
interesting all the time. I belong to the Tem-
perance Band. My birthday is on April 25;
were any of the members born on that day?
My sister Annie was born on St. Patrick’s
Day, My oldest sister was married in March,
and has gone away to live in a home of het
own. I have a brothér and sister younger than
myself. My favorite pastime is reading. Have
any of the members ever read ‘The King's
Megsenger’? It is a lovely book. Dear Edi-
tor, don’t you think it would be nice for each
of the members to have a motto, and try to
follow it. My motto is: ‘Do Right and Feat
Not.! My favorite flowers are the lily and the
rose, I do not go to school now, but my favor-
ite lessons were British history and geography.
I like reading also. I live near the thriving
little town of Powassan. Wishing the ‘Mes-
senger’ and the Royal League of Kindness every
success, MABEL F. IM.
Lake Opinicon, Ont.
Dear Editor,—As I have seen no letters from

‘here, I thought I would write. I live near a

lake, and if you look out of any window you
can see water. It is very pleasant here. There
are many sports around her in the summer,
The surrounding lakes are part of the Rideau

. canal, We live on a farm, and expect to milk

thirty-three cows. -
o EMILY H.

! West New Annan, Colchester Co., N.S.

Pear Editer,—I think the ‘Messenger’ is a
lovely paper. I have a friend who is kind
enough to send it to me after he has read it.
1 have a dog named Captain Kelly and a cat
named Ella. I am alone at present, as I am
a great deal of the time. I live with my
grandpa, my mamina is dead, and papa and
my stepmother are in Alabama. I have two

- half-brothers and two half-sisters. I am very

fond of reading. ‘An Endless Chain’ is my
favorite book. I go to day-school, but, sad
to say, we have no Sunday-school here now.
We may have one soon. :

: ISMAY J. K. (aged 14).

. Cobourg, Ont.
Pear Editor,—As it is quite a while since I
thave seen a letter from Cobourg, I thought I
would write one. Qur town is well situated
on the north shore of Lake Ontario. It is a

~favorite resort of Americans, who come in great
- numbers to spend the summer.
- Baptist church and Sunday-school, and there

I attend the

I receive the ‘Messenger! We have a good
library in the Sunday-school, and I have read

every success,
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quite a number of the books in it. The Mil-
dred books and those written by Pansy are
my favorites. I attend the Collegiate Insti-
tute here, and am in the first form. The In-
stitute is a new brick building, and is one of
the best in Ontario, It is ome of the many
fine buildings situated on King street. I have
two sisters and one brother. My oldest sister
is a school-teacker. My brother is the young-
est of the family, and my sisters are both old-
er than I am. I have one grandfather, but no
grandmother living.
MYRA H. (aged 14).

Litchfield, N.S.
Dear Editor,—My grandmother takes the
“Messenger,” and I like to read it very much. I
like to study geography and history. I live
about seven miles from Annapolis town. They
are going to hold a celebration of De Mont’s
landing on June 27 at Annapolis, and I think
I will goi The Annapelis Vallev is noted for
its large quantity of apples, many of which

are shipped to England.
. ANDREW W. T. (aged 11).

Murvale, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I have just finished reading
about the new society you have started, and I
would like to join. I will try hard to follow
the rules. If everyone were to join, T am sure
it would be the building up of Christ’s king-
dom on earth. I am in the third reader. I like
to read the Editor’s letters, they are so nice
and very. interesting. I was born on Easter
Sunday, the 25th of March, so to honor the
‘day my initials spell 'E. G. G. Wishing ‘the
‘Messenger’ and the Royal League of Kindness

E. G. G. (aged 10).

Hartford, Cumb, Co.,, N.S.
Pear Editor,—This is the third year I have
taken the ‘Northern Messenger, and I like it
very much. Hartford is a small place of only
about ninety inhabitants. I go to school every
day. My father was out in British Columbia
two years, and he has been home for two years.
We live on a4 farm about fourteen miles from
Oxford, where the Oxford Woollen Mills are.
My eldest sister works in Oxford. I have
twin brothers thirteen years old on St. Valen-
tine’s day. My birthday is on April 7. I saw
a letter from Lulu H. P., who lives in South

Dakota; she is a cousin of mine.
> HANNAH E. C.

Nanaimo, B.C.

Dear Editor,—I wrote you once before, but,
as it was not published, I will try again. I
live in Nanaimo, on Vancouver Island. This
is principally a mining town, although my fa-
ther is not a miner. Nanaimo is considered a
very pretty town, and our climate is of the
best. We have a good school here, and I go
every day. I am in the fourth reader. I will
soon be eleven years old. My birthday is on
March 28, I get the ‘Messenger’ every week
in my own name. I was much interested in
the story, ‘Daph and Her Charge.” My mother
says she remembers reading it when she was a
little girl. I have one brother two years tlder
than myself, and we have a good many com-
panions. In the Easter holidays we had a
good time playing games of baseball, football
and lacrosse. I will close by signing myself,

MACK.

East Wallace, Cumb. Co., N.S.
Dear Editor,—This place is only small. It
is situated on Wallace Harbor. There are five
factories along the shore. The people are far-
mers and fishermen. My father fishes. I go
with him in the boat sometimes. Schooners sail

.in and out, and a certain big barge sails be-

tween here and Prince Edward Island. In
summer we bathe and fish, and in winter we
skate, coast and snowball.

GRAYDON S. (aged 11).

Western Head, N.S.
Dear Editor,—I live on a farm near the sea-

shore. This winter a large whale came ashore,

‘and he was sixty feet long. The people came

from miles around to see it. This is a great
place in summer for mackerel, cod and lobster
fishing. We can stand under the door and see
them seining mackerel.

JESSIE M. F.

; Cobourg, Ont.
Dear Editor,—I am ten years of age.
have three sisters, but no brothers. I go to the
Baptist Sunday-school, and get the ‘Messen-
ger’ there. For pets I have a dog, some rab-
bits and did have a cat, but it is dead. I go

1

11

to the Central School, and I am in the third
class; there are forty-seven pupils in my class,
and about three hundred scholars in the school,
Before ldst spring I used to live on a farm
about ten miles away from here. About a year
ago I was out gathering May flowers. A year
ago to-day I was on a high hill and saw across
the lake (Ontario) to the United States. Qur
town here is a favorite resort of the Ameri-
cans in the summer. It has several nice resi-
dences, and is noted for its coocl breezes from
the lake. Victoria University used to be here,
but has been moved to Torento.
FRED. H.

‘Maple Hill Farm,” Boynton, Que.
Dear Editor,—As I have read so‘many little
boys and girls’ letters to the ‘Messenger, I
thought I would write too. Boynton is not a
very large place. It is situated on the B. &
M. Railway. Our school closed the last day
of June. I got an Elsie book for a prize. We
were going to have a small picnic, but it rain-
ed, so we went into a hall and played games.
I am eleven years old, and my birthday is on
December 1. I live one mile from the school.
The Sunday-school had a picnic at Borough’s
Falls. The water in the river was quite cold.
I fell in, so I know. It rained about noon,
but it cleared off, so we had a good time. I
will close, wishing prosperity to the ‘Messen-

ger. WINNIE E. M. H.

. Kingsmill,
Dear, Editor,—We live one mile west of
Kingsmill, right beside the Michigan Central
Railway, and we all like to watch the trains
g0 by, even baby Kenneth runs to see them,
and says, ‘Nono ennin coming” I am a little
girl seven years old. I would like to have
Vera Nelles write to me if she will. I have
not been able to go to school or Sunday-school
very regularly this winter, as I have two miles
to go, and it has been such a stormy winter;
but I pope to go right along now. My auntie
who lives just across from the schoolhouse,
where Sunday-school is held, saves the ‘Mes-
sepger’ for us when I cannot go, so we do not
miss many numbers. Mamma enjoys them
very much. She says she used to get them
when she was a little girl going to Sunday-

schocl, SADIE BEATRICE C.

Killarney, Man,

Dear Editor,—My sister takes the ‘Messen-
ger, and I like to read the letters, so I just
thought I would write one to surprise my
papa, who thinks I am not able to write a
letter, I am a little girl only seven years old,
s0 I will not be able to write a very good
one. I am .doing it all by myself except the
spelling, and mamma is telling me how to
spell. For pets I have a kitten, and my sis-
ter has a cat ten years old, and it is my
kitty’s grandmother. I have twe-dolls, their
names being ‘Miss Pappanakis’ and ‘Miss
Steinhor’ They are called after tweo Indian
missionaries. = Miss Steinhor got her head
broken, and mamma is going to get it a mew
one. I am in the third grade, and of all my
studies I like writing stories best of all. We
live near a river, and just now the water is
so high that there are only four pupils at the
school, two boys, my sister and myself.
RETA A,

Troy, N.Y.
Dear Editor,—I live in Troy, N.Y,, and go
to a school, which I like very much., Troy
has a population of 72,0co, and is at the head
of the Hudson river navigation. The Adiron-
dack Mountains are -north and the Catskills
on the south of Troy. We live near the state-
dam. The water is very high in the river,
being eight feet' over the dam. A small ferry
went over the dam. Everyone on board was
rescued, but the boat was lost. A canal boat,
loaded with coal, also went over the dam.
Being very long, and going endwise, it broke
in the middle when about half over. All the
coal was lost. There was one man on board,
but ke was rescued,
J. LEE B,

Expiring .Subscripti‘ons.

‘Would each subscriber kindly lock at the
address tag on this paper? If the date there-
on is May, 1904, it is time that the renéwals

\
\

were sent in so as to avoid losing a single

copy. As remewals always date from the ex-
pity of the old subscriptions, subscribers lose
nothing by remitting a little in advance.
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What Shall we do with the
Ear Trumpet ?

Helen and Mary Davis were doing painful
work that aftermoon; painful work that falls
sooner or later to the lot of most of us if we
live long encugh,

It was only about a week since their loved
mother had risen at the call of her Lord te
- leave the home below for the better home up
above. The funeral was over now, and the
other friends' and relatives had gone. Helen
and Mary would have to settle down in the old
home to the same life again: not that their
life could ever be exactly the same now that
the dear, deaf, aged mother—deaf no longer—
had passed from their sight.

‘I think, dear, we had better do it at once.
The longer we put it off the more painful it
will become,” said Helen to her sister that
morning after breakfast. -

Helen referred to the sorting and distribut-

ing of their mother’s private possessions.
. All day the sisters were at it. Brave as each
tried to be for the sake of the otheér, many a
quiet tear fell upon letters, clothes, work ma-
terials; perhaps, particularly upon the ear
trumpet, that had seemed to become almost
a part of their mother.

Most of the old letters that she had kept
were read—some casting light on events long
past, others reviving the memory of them.
Some of the clothes were assigned to their var-
ious elderly relatives; others were to be given
to the poor. Various work materials the sis-
ters would use up themselves; other things
were to be laid by as treasured relics.

‘We can never part with that ear trumpet,
said Mary. At first Helen ncdded assent to
her sister’s remark, then she hesitated.

‘I am thinking, dear, of that poor old Mrs.
Harvey in your district. You were telling us
a few weeks ago how she had quite given up
attending the mothers’ meeting, and even go-
ing to church; because she could not hear a
word,”

‘Oh, yes, I remember,” said Mary; ‘and I
thought her spirit was suffering from giving it

" all up. Her faith did not seem so bright as:

it used to be. She seemed to be more inclin-
ed to murmur and repine at her lot. I be-
lieve it would have been better for her to con-
tinue going all the same whether she heard or
not. But I can guess what you are thinking of
Helen dear.’

Both sisters gazed meditatively at the be-
loved ear trumpet. Then Mary quietly took it
up and laid it by a warm shawl which bad
already been apportioned to the poor old lady.

A few weeks later, after the sisters had gone
back as far as they could to their ordinary
life, Mary said one afterncom, as she came in
from her district: ‘Mrs. Harvey is quite regu-
lar at the mothers’ meeting again. She is
looking so bright, too. Although she can read
a little, she says no one can imagine what a
trial it is never to hear the Word of God—
that quickening Word without which the soul
is sure to become dead and cold.

‘Then. ’m really glad that dear mother’s ear
trumpet has not been kept shut up in a draw-
er,’ replied Mary.—S. E. A. Johnson, in ‘Friend-
ly Greetings.’

How One Woman Helped to
Beautify Chicago.
(Martha A. Kellogg, in ‘Home and Flowers.’)

When the streets of Chicago were laid out a
number of little three-cornered parks were
formed at the intersections of two streets. A
fence was placed around the triangles, and a
few trees of rapid growth planted. Each spot
was given a name, and the city council de-
clared the work done. No thought of green
grass or ornamentation entered their minds
So the little neglected spots were given over
to hoodlums, who made d2y torture and nights
unbearable.

Four years ago I came to live opposite one
of these deserted parks. My first_effort was
to ask and obtain an electric lamp of the city.
Then, getting bolder, an appeal was made foi
sod for the park, which was granted after re-
peated solicitation, A hint wags given for a
~ few geranium beds, which was met with stout

refusal. Geraniums in a little city park! Why,
the thing was unheard of! There was n¢
money for such useless expense.

So I concluded to wait till the following
summer. Then I hunted up the ‘park com-
missioner, who was drawing salary for keep-
ing the city parks in good condition, He just
laughed in derision at my request for a few
flowers, but said, ‘I see you are in earnest, so
I’ll interview the commissioner of public warka
at the city hall, and report to you soon’ Ha
reported that I could have a few geraniums,
but the appropriation was so small he could
do very little more, Very well, I said. Give
me as much as possible, and my friends will
help me make our park a credit to our ward
and to Chicago. After the beds were made
and the grass mowed, and the beautiful scar-
let flowers came, I had to ask for public pro-
tection to keep boys from playing ball and
leap-frog over the beds. Last summer I be-
came desperate. I said to the superintendent,
‘Will you allow me to assist you in making
the park more beautiful?’ He consented. So
I bought morning-glory seeds and planted them
around the tree stumps (for some of the trees
are dying or dead), and asked my friends to
give seeds, which they gladly did, and not a
day passed that I did not spend two or three
hours training the vines and picking off dead
leaves and flowers.

Evidently it was pleasing to the city coun-
cil. The gentlemen informed the superinten-
dent that hereafter he need not go near Green
Bay Park, as they had appointed Mrs. Kellogg
superintendent. As soon as my appointment
came, last fall, I talkéd with my neighbors
and told them all my. plans, and contributions
came in so generously that now there are one
thousand tulip bulbs, single and double, sarly
and late, and one hundred hyacinths and sev-
eral clumps of peonies planted ready to bloom
as soon as spring opens. Money is also on
hand for hydrangeas to be set in April. Friends
donated compost for the beds and entire lawn,
and other friends gave the carting.

The city furnishes me one gardener, and, as
soon as the ground will admit, he will set a lot
of stumps on the lawn outside of the park and
sidewalk, at intervals, on which will be placed
tubs for plants and vines. I like morning-
glory vines, My leaves last summer averaged
eight inches in diameter. This is not n ac-
count of good soil, but because I give them
plenty of water, showering to the tops of the
trees and keeping the leaves well washed, I
had one arch formed between two trees which
was the delight of all passers-by.

I had one long, fifty-foot bed of blotched
petunias last summer which I called the ‘chil-
dren’s bed,’ and every evening before dinmer
I took my shears and cut flowers for scores of
them—strange faces evéry day, and I often
wondered where they came from. I encouraged
the bare-footed boys to wear a flower in a
button hole; I told them of President McKin-
ley, who always wore a carnation, and urged
them to be refined gentlemen, The police tell
me I am helping them, :

If women in every ward in our city will-

only follow this example, they can make their
surroundings as beautiful as mine. I fear I
am getting too ambitious, for I cannot bear to
see a vacant lot full of weeds and tomato cans
without wishing I could make a minjature
park of it.

—_———

After cleaning the pantry, set a small
jar of lime in some shelf-corner. It wiil
keep the room dry and make pure air. Re-
peat the same process for the cellar, us-
ing lime in larger proportion,

—————

‘"PATENT REPORT.

The following list of patents has been grant-
ed by the Canadian Government through the
agency of Messrs. Marion & Marion, patent
attorneys, Montreal, Canada, and Washington,
D.C. Information regarding any of the patents
cited will be supplied free of charge by ap-
plying to the above firm. .

Nos. 86823, James Gardiner, Neepawa, Man.,, |

belt guide; 86845, Joseph A, Meraw, Portage
la Prairie, Man,, extensible bonnet; 86846, Ed-
ward Bell, Teéeswater, Ont., beet choppers;
86856, Arthur Labelle, Montreal, Que,, snow
plough; 86936, Alexander A. Wilson, Montreal,
Que., fish way; 86941, Louis Boudrais, Mont-
real,-Que., shears for cutting bolts, rivets, etc:;
86975, Jol_m T. Crossley, Blytheswood, Ont., til-
ing machine; 87030, Messrs. Harbottle & Rob-
son, Gainsborough, Assa., shock loaders.
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(A Twolve Page lliustrated Weskiy.)
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One yearly subscription, 80c.

Three or more copies, separately addressad,
- 25c each.

Ten or more to an individual address, 20e
each,

Ten or more separately addressed, 25¢ per
copy.

The above rates include postage for Canada (ex-
cepting Montreal City), Nfid., U.S. ard its Colon-
ies (excepting Cuba), Gre at Britain, New Zealand,
Transvaal, British Hond uras, Bernwda, Barba-
does, Ceylon, Gambia, Sarawak, Bahame Is-
lands, Zanzibar, Honkko ng, Cyprus, Fiji, Ja-
maica, Malta, Trinidad, British Guiana, Gibral-
tar.

For Montreal and foreign courtries not men-
tioned. above, add 50c a copy postage.

Sample package supplied free on applica-
tion, -
JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
Publishers, Montreal.

A FREE PATH TO KNOWLEDGE.

We are giving A FREE SCHOLARSHIP in every
8chool Section in Canada. Onen until June 30th,
Instruction to commence when desired.

May be used for Agricultural, Commerclal,
Seientific or Academic courses of study, Ambi«
tion and energy are all you need to secure
this scholarship.

‘Write for particulars stating course desired.
Address “ FREE SCHOLARSHIP DEPT.”,
Canadian Correspondence Coliege, Limited,
TORONTO, Ont.

2 BABY'S OWN &
| EmmeFu.Tgm’%s'

GRATEFUL — COMFORTING

COCOA

BREAKFAST — SUPPER.

TR 5 o S e g Y

PROMPTLY SECUREI?_

Wesolicit the business of Manufacturer
neers and others who reatize the advisability of
ving their Patent business transacted l:xyrax-
perts, Preliminary advice free. Charges mode-
- rate. Our Inventors’ Heip, 125 pageS.se_ﬂt‘“FOl
request, Marion & Marion, New York Life Bldg.
Montreal : and Washington, D.C., U.S.A.

LADIES® WATCH
AND OPAL RING

Send no Money
our name and address, and il mail
Oriontal i'r:bla'l:o gemn,:g

Just,

E'.;ekeic. -

each conpisting of a beautiful Gold Filigree
“Heart Sh:rod Locket, enclosing a medallion ot Oriental
Perfume, shly odorized from millions of roses,

t durable perfume in the world. These
L3 sell everywhere fcl»

25¢., and people are glad to buy.
and give a certific:
worih 56c. frco with . each one, return U
BTl LB e T o e
o Nady's with fanc;
ich & i ;muﬁym
elled insoven colors, and and
& at once and lockets and return the money
withina week after you receive them, we will give ?'ou froas
in sddition o the wateh a han e gold finish
rings sot with s Invge, mmmeeug iro Opal
that glistons with all the besutiful_colors of the ralubow.
Ladies and girls, write us to-day, Vou can easily sell the
i L R T T
o) Wi osetwo resen
HOME SPECIALTY OD., Dept. 454 Toronto:

large rose with buds and leaves
if you send ug your

QHE NORTHELN MESSENGER' is printed and published

' every Week nt the ' Witness' Building, at the comer of Craig
and Bi Peter strests, in the city of Montreal, by Johm
Redpath Dougall and Frederick Eugeae Dougall, both of
Montreal. :

Al busk should be addressed ‘Jolim,
Dongn'd & Son,’ sad all letters to the editor should he
addressed Mditor of the ‘ Northern Messenger,”




