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Takmg a Firm Stand.

v

(]\[ McTavish, in ‘Friendly Greetings.’)

‘A number of college students were chat-
ting together one evening, and the talk
turned upon the various plans of study
that they followed.

‘I always look over my back work on
Sunday,’ said one, whose name was Hunter,

A fair-haired young fellow looked up in
surprise at this last remark, but to the
others there seemed nothing surprising in
it, and another said:

I keep Sunday for my most dificult sub-

Ject. I think my brain is clearer than on
other days.’

Harry Watson had noticed the look of
surprise on the fair-headed lad’s face, so
he said to him mischievously—

‘What subject do you usually study on
Sunday, Roberts?’

‘T have never even thought of using
Sunday for such a purpose,’ replied Rob-
erts, in clear manly tones.

The answer brought the eyes of all pre—_

sent upem. i:ha speaker, whose fair face
flushed, h'at whose eyas met the others un-
:falfefingly. & £t

' ‘Not study on Bunday!’ exclaimsd Au-.

brey Hunter. ‘How on earth do you ex-
pect to keep up?’

‘My father taught me to keep the Lord’s
Day holy, and that I am determined to
do. If I cannot keep up my studies and do
that, why, I shall have to drop out, that’s
all. “But I’ll not drop out.”’

The resolute manner in which he conclud-
ed his little speech won an approving
‘Hear, hear!” from two or three of the list-
eners. But others shook their heads, and

Hunter said—
‘Well, I'd like to see your marks at ex-

amination time.’
‘Ay, that’s the test,’” said another. And

then they all separated to their duties.

As the term passed on, Roberts’ resolu-
tion was severely tested.

However, though he sometimes felt dis-

couraged, he. really lost nothing even in
his class-work, for the total rest and

change of thought refreshed his mind 50
that he returned to his work with renewed
zest each week,

‘Hallo, Roberts,’ called Eunter one Mon-

day as the two met on their way to college,
‘you look as fresh as the morning. What

. do you take to keep you in such fine trimp’

‘Nothing but what you might have,’ said

WRobertn, lookin,g pxtyingly at the sun-

ken cheeks and heavy eyes of the man
who addressed him. ‘Nothing but one day’s
rest in seven, and that’s what you need.
I tell you, Hunter, you can’t stand this
strajn. How late did you study last night®’

‘Oh, till somewhere near morning,’ said
Hunter, wearily,

‘With a wet cloth round your head, X
suppose,’ said Roberts. ‘You will kill your-
self, man, and then what use will it all
be?’ ;

‘Oh, I’m tough,” said Hunter, grimly.
‘Besides, I tell you, it’s now or never with
me. My family need my help, and I mus$
not cnly pass, but pass high, so that I can

get a place at once.’

Throughout the term Aubrey Hunter
kept up by a free use of medicines and
stimulants, but once the strain was over,
his health gave way like an overstrained
bow. He was carried fainting from the
examination-room, and instead of being a
help to his family, he found himself for a
long time a charge upon. those whom he
hoped to help.

Roberts went up to his examination with
a strong body and a clear mind. When
the results were published, he stood high.
in the list, and this enabled him to obtain
a most desirable position. /

‘Missionary Conference For :

Young Peaple. it

Thp dates of the Summer Conferences 61’
the Young People’s Missionary Movement

~are nmaally az;nounced as follows:—The -

Westem ,Confm;enoe, at Wmona. Lake, In-

-diana, June 17-28; the Southern Confer-
- ence, at Lookout Mountain, Tenn., July
1-10; and the Northern Conference, at Sil-
~ver Bay, on Lake George, N.Y., July 22-31.

The Winana h‘atherlng- will be the first

o theneiConterences to bs held in the West,

though this will be the second year for the
Southern Conference and the third for the
one at Silver Bay.

The purpose of these confarencu is to
afford a practical training school for mis-



2 CHE MESSENGER.

glonary workers in Sunday-schools and
Young People’s Societies and to combine
with such training the facilities for rest
and recreation that most Christian work-
ers are obliged to seek in connection with
their brief summer vacations.

Among the speakers for the Conferences
of 1004 are the following: Mr. John R.
Mott, Mr. Robert E, Speer, Mr. John Wwil-
lis Baer.

It is expected that the Missionary Secre-
taries for Young People’s Work of the
leading Missionary Boards of America will
be present. In addition to these an irvi-
tation is extended to leaders and workers
in national, state, district, and local Sun-
day-school, and Young People’s organiza-
tions.

Missionary Secretaries and other leaders
who are in closest touch with church ac-
tivities have come to regard these Summer
Conferences as one of the most effective
agencies for the better equipment of young
people for leadership in misslonary work
in the local church.

Reduced railway rates and a combina-
tion of other favorable conditions make it
possible to offer the benefits of these Con-
ferences to representatives of Sunday-
schools and Young People’s Societies for
but little more than half of what ordinar-
ily would be the expense of such vacation
privileges. - ‘ ;

Additional information concerning these
Conferences may be had by addressing the
Young People’s Missionary Movement, 156
Fifth Ave., New York City. :

Christmas Day-Am‘ong the
Famine Orphans at Dhar,
Central India.

(From the Victorian India Orphan
Society.)

Owing to a variety of causes, a much
longer time than usual has elapsed since
any news of the famine orphans at Dhar,
Central India, has been given to readers
of the ‘Northern Messenger,’ amongst
whom the Society has many subscribers.

We are glad to tell our friends that the
work is being carried on most successful-
ly. Last fall, for the first time, the So-
ciety made a special effort and sent out
Christmas gifts for all connected with the
Orphanage, missionaries, native helpers,
and children, besides sending $10, which
provided a good dinner for Christmas Day,
which was served out of doors, the child-
ren being seated, native fashion, on the
ground behind the new orphanage build-
ing,with their dishes in front of them. The
following extracts from a lstter just re-
ceived give a good idea of how happily
this large family of ours spent the day:—

‘The gifts came in time, and Mrs. Rus-
gell and I got them labelled and ready for
distribution. On Christmas morning all
the orphans marched to church, where we
bad a very nice service. = After that all
the boys and girls, with the married cou-
ples who had gone out from amongst them
and who are living in Dhar, assembled at
the back of the Orphanage to eat their
dinner and be photographed. They great-
ly enjoyed the good dinrer which the $10
extra provided for them. The children all
wished to invite their “brothers and sis-
ters,” as they call the married ones, and
we felt that this was a pleasure the SBo-
ciety would heartily agree to them hav-
ing, After they had feasted and played

/

(their one feast in the twelve months),
they assembled at Mr. Russell’s bunga-
low at four o’clock. Whilst we had heen
at church in the morning, Mrs. Russell
had arranged a ‘“fish pond” for the gifts.
The dining-recom table was placed top
down and legs up, in the verandah, which
is very large; a bamboo pole was fasten-
ed to each leg, and on these were tied pa-
per flags, red, blue, yellow and green,
forming the four corners of the ‘“pond.”
A Canadian ensign fastened round form-~
ed the sides, and in this enclosure all the
presents wers put, and each one ‘“fished”
for her or his own. One of the teachers
sat inside the “pond,” called out the
names in turn, and when the child put
down the line he fastened on the gift. I
wish you could have heard the shou’ss of
laughter as the line pulled up the precious
gift. It took two hours’ hard fisnimg to
get them all out. . Each one got print for
a jacket, a bag of sweets, and either a toy
or a cake of pretty colored soap.

‘They were very, very happy, and all
send you very many salaams; they also
wish to send you their Sunday-school ex-
amination certificates; I am sure you will
be very much pleased by this to see that
the childrven are growing in Bible know-
ledge, and many who should have passed
the examination failed because they were

‘80 nervous.

‘Whilst T am writing, fourteen of the
smallest girls are in the study having
their jackets cut out by ome of the teach-
ers. They are having a week’s holiday
from lessons, and are going to malke their
jackets by way of a change. The weather
is bitterly cold, and the girls are huddling
as close together as they can and talking
in whispers lest they should disturb their
“Miss Sahib”? who is writing to the “Mem
Sahibs” in Canada. .

“Very many thanks to all those who
helped us to have such a happy, happy
Christmas, May the New Year bring
much blessing and success upon your ef-
forts at home and upon us here.’

The dear children’s desire to shew their
gratitude to their friends in Canada is
very touching. The nineteen certificates
received were obtaired in July by success-
fully passing the Examination of the All
India Sunday-school Unicn, sand to the
writer it seems that these certificates
must have bheen very precious to the chil-
dren. We trust that at the next examin-
ation they may not be so nervous, so that
a much larger number may be successful,

All the children are very well, the
areaded plague not having visited Dhar,
though it was very bad at Mhow, only 80
miles away, where one-third of these who
remained in the city died. 2

We hope to be able to give the annual
report of the work done amongst the chil-
dren shortly, and trust that more may be-
come interested in this work for the up-
lifting of these poor little waifs gathered
from the lowest and most destitute of In-
dia’s teeming millions.

$17.00 a year pays for the entire main-
tenance and training of a child, and the
ennual membership fee of the Society is
$1.00. Further information can be ob-
tained from Murs. Crichton, the secretary-
treasuren,\mz Langside st., Winn‘ipe‘g-.

ANNUAL MEETING OF THE VICTOR-

IAN ORPHAN SOCIETY.
The annual meeting of the Victorian In-
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dia Orphan Society was held in the Y. W.
C. A. Building at Winnipeg.

The treasurer’s report, submitted by
Mrs. A, §. Crichton, showed more than fif-

‘ty percent increase in the surplus over

ylast year. The receipts of the year were:
{1

Balance on hand. .. .. .. ..$ 50.52
Maintenance fees received .. .. 769.50
Membership fees. .. .. .. .. 96.00
Sundry contributions. .. .. .. 75.606
Special subscription for Christ-

man gt L 00 L e e 83.03%

Botal o iV, v BEOREYS
o

Expenditures.

Remitted to India.

Post-office orders. A

Stationery, stamps, ¢ Northern =
Messenger,” ete. .. .. .y 11.00
Christ.mas gifts and carriage .. 21.86
Contribution to ¥,M.C.A. .. ..  10.00
Total
z o SRR et )5 &
Leaving a balance in hand of ., $$1;13 3?

$1,024.73

‘T'wenty children are now provided for
by individual friends in the city. One is
supported by the C.E., Society of Knox
church, and two by the junior society,
8t. Andrew’s primary class provides for
one, and also in December sent in an
saaitional subscription of $7. * The Bible
class of Point Douglas church maintains
one and the little folks of St. George’s
kindergarten class have again come to
our hglp. _Out of the city, friends in Tor~
onto, Montreal, Keewatin, Vancouver, Car-
man, Plymouth, Melita, Man.; St. Eugene,
Hyds Park Corner and Lanark, Ont., each
'nu_p_pomrt_,on,e; six are provided four byr Sun~ ;
day-schools or societies at Bidney, Lari-
viere, Beulah, Oak Lake, Otterburne and
Oakland, Man.; one by a C.E. society at
Prosperity, N.W.T. ; one by a Sunday-
school in Montreal; another by A. W. C. -
T. U. in Quebec; a Sunday-school at Doon
Ont., maintains one, and two others aro’
supported by a mission band at Gibéon
Ort, and a Sunday-school class at Or:
angeville in the same province.

‘This year, as last, brought ag‘ain a most
welcome contribution of $20 to our funds
from an unknown generous donor of Knox
church, and a similar anonymous contri-
bution of $12 from Point Douglas chuxrch.

‘In the fall, we made a new departure,
raising a special subscription for Christ-
mas gifts for all the children, native help-
ers and the missionaries who superintend
the work, for which we raised the sum of
$33.05.

‘From the Atlantic on the east to the
Pacific on the west we have deeply inter-
ested supporters, Prince Edward Island,
New Brunswick, Quebec, Ontario, the Ter-
ritories and British Columbia, besides
many outside points in Manitoba, all gend
in their contributions, entailing, as may
easily be imagined, a large amount of cor-
respondence; for this'wid-esptead interest
we are largely indebted to John Dougall
and Son, of Montreal, who have, through
their valuable little missionary paper, the
‘Northern Messenger,’ conveyed through-
out the Dominion and beyond, the tidings
of the work this society in Winnipeg is

striving to do for the material and spir-
itual uplifting of some of the subjects of
our British Hmpire, separated very far
from us by land and ocean.” =

il MES. CRICHTON,
141 Langside st., Winnipeg.
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Aylmer’s Victory.

(Maggie Fearn, Author of ‘The Flag of
Truce,’ etc., etc, in the ‘Alliance
News.”)

Guy Aylmer stood by the side of the sil-
ver tarn, watching the countless tinyy
springs which trickled melodiously from
between black ragged rocks, and hurried
onward in limpid streamlets to empty
themselves in the hed of the tarn. What
a business they made of it! Always hur-
rying on and on, day and night, intent
upon losing their identity in that larger
bed of fathomless transparent water, but
never succeeding in their apparent effort
to exhaust themselves. For were they
not perennial, having infinite resources in
some hidden cavern that never saw the
light of day? And were they not a cur-
ious interpretation of Aylmer himself P
The young man seemed to think so; and,
as he stood silently watching, he was
tracing out this fancied resemblance. He
was something like that monopolizing sil-
ver tarn, which received those incessantly
running streamlets whether it wished to
or not; and the inflow which he recogniz-
ed as focussing to him was an endless
persistent babbling string of thoughts.

He had come to that Yorkshire village
bordering a stretch of wild moorland, all
remote from the press and throng of the
ever-hurrying world, that he might think
about his strange life-crisis, and fight his
battle in solitude; and on that mellow
autumn day he stood by the great tarn
and meditated.

Aylmer  was jroung and good-looking,
four-and twenty years to a day, and with
his future before him. More than one,
having climbed a rugged bit of moorland,
and passing onward over the purple hea-
ther that spread itself out like a carpet,
aromatic and beautiful, turned a second
time to gaze silently on the absorbed
thinker, and went their way with a vague
wonder momentarily aroused why he
should be so apparently indifferent to all
his surroundings, and why his face ap-
peared so moody and yet defiant. What
issues had he at stake? What mysterions
possibilities hedged him around?

He let the minutes steal by, and still
kept his fascinated watch by the silver

tarn; and then, still watching, he went

carefully over in his excited fancy each
point bearing upon the decision which
had been forced mpon him; and with care-
ful alertness analyzed each and then he
grouped them as an entirety, that he
might again give himself the opportunity
to judge the matter impartially ; and,
though the subject held for him and others
the strongest arguments which mxght mar
or bless—factors for good or evil—the chief
facts were !q’w :

Aylmer wes all the family of his father’s
 house, Brothers and sisters he had none,
and his mother idolized him. His father
had been one of those men who, as a class,
seo fortune pass by, and could never al-
lure her to stop at his door. A ge_ntlemgm

by birth, a solicitor by profession, a poor .

‘man in reality, his dreams centred in his
son; and it was Guy who must work out
the family fortunes, This happy consum-
mation seemed for a great while in the far
distance; but as the years passed and Guy

grew from a slim youth into a well-devel-
oped man, the aspect of things changed.
Mr. Aylmer had a brother, Fustace, ¢ who
had done well for himself,’ to borrow a
proverbial phrase from the world-wise;
and he began to evince a distinct inter-
est in his nephew and his nephew’s views
of life. Eustace Aylmer had married late
in life and had no family; and what more
natural than that as time went on his bro-
ther should begin to cherish a hope that
he would do ‘something handsome’ for
GuyP There were a good many comfort-
able thousands in tke bank to Eustace
Alymer’s credit, and the big brewery was
a fine representative of some thousands
yet in embryo; so what wonder that the
father should be alert and eager with the
thought that by making advances to his
brether he was furthering Guy’s best in-
terests? Anyway, so it was, and in a dim
sense, without words being plainly spok-
en, Guy understood all this, and for a time
tacitly acquiesced. Then with more pre-
cipitancy than Mr. Aylmer had dared to
expect, his brother Eustace had made an
offer—or, perhaps, it would be far more
correct to say had declared his intentions
respecting his plans for ‘Guy; not imag-
ining for so much as a moment that Guy,
any more than the parents, would hesitate
to accept them with a due sence of the
benefits which would pecuniarily accrue.
Guy should go to his uncle, and become
initiated into the great and desirable art
of beer-making, with a prospect of part-
nership in the near future, and & hint—in
a confildential whisper—of succeeding his
uncle at gome far distant time, when Mr.
Eustace Aylmer should propbse to take his
eage and leave the productive brewery in
the then competent hands of his nephew.

Two years earlier all this would have
been as the poetry of life to Guy Aylmer.
It would have rung as sweetly upon his
ears as it did upon his father’s, and he
would have packed his Gladstone, and
gone to his stool in the office appertaining
to the brewery and declared himself to be
in clover. But two years had altered his
outlook upon life and its poseibilities. The

change had been wrought in this way.

Two years befors he had gone on a visit
to the home of a chum of his, who had
studied with him in the same classes; and
while there, light-hearted and ‘debonair’
and bent on making holiday, his friend’s
brother had been brought home to die.
Older by a brief three years only, the
young man was early reaping the bitter
harvest which folly and drink had hur-
ried into fruition. CGuy had stayed on,
impelled by sympathy and the earnest so-
licitations of his friend; but for countless
weeks there had afterwards continued to

ring in his ears the shrieks and the curses

which penetrated from the awful enclos-

‘ure of the sick room; and when all was

over, and the victim of the Nemesis of al-
cohol had been laid in his shamed and dis-
honored grave, he had seen the proud head
of the father bowed to the very dust with
grief, and the mother broken down under
the angu¥sh of a bleeding heart. So Guy
had returned home sickened with a brief
glimpse at the misery and sin of the temp-
ter’s power; and he had shuddered when
the splendor of his Uncle Eustace’s wealth
was spoken of. A rich brewer! Faughl!
the thought nauseated him.

1

not see it.

He vowed

that he would beg on the street soonew
than build up a fortune by manufactur-
ing drunkards.

As time passed, however, the vividness
of the terrible drink tragedy which he had
witnessed became blurred, and he had
ceased to dwell on it so constantly until
there came upon him, with startling sud-
denness, his uncle’s offer; and it broke up
the smooth surface of his enforced calm,
and awoke from slumber a thousand an-
tagonisms which he had almost thought
dead. y

It was then that Guy Aylmer surprised
himself almost as much as he surprised
his father by fighting desperately against
what everyone who know of it called his
‘fairy fortune.’ There was a hot argu-
ment, a long sharp quarrel, and then an
estrangement; following upon all of which,
as Guy would not yield, came the com-
mand to take a fortnight’s run into a
strange country, bury his ghosts with his
feud, and return home with a steady head
and cool heart, ready to be made a rich
man and one of fortune’s favorites : in
other words, a brewer.

And Guy, grateful for a reprieve and a
quiet interval to put his mental home in
order, started for Yorkshire, and so found
himself by the silver tarn. But his
thoughts were in a tangle still. He told
himself he was sacrificing his future for
a passing fad; that his emotion and not
his reason had been wrought upon and ex-
cited, and that what he had to do was to
pull himself together and present a sensi-
ble front to the world. But the trouble
was he found he could not do it.

He might possibly have eluded his con-
science if there had been no other consid-
eration than those named, but another and
a more vitally tender one stood picture-
like before him, and his heart ecried out
against itself as he grasped the bitterness
of it all. Vet the very sweetness and ten-
der goodness of his vision helped him to
keep his conscience from a living death—
at least for a time. Aileen Adair, beauti-
ful, regal Alleen, seem to hover ahout his

path; her face, reposeful and perfect, was

before his eyes, gaze where he would. He
had never told Aileen that he loved her,
How dared he? Penniless and proud as he
was; sheltered in the guardianship of a
wealthy home as she was, how could he
speak? But love has a language apart
from words, and, like Tennyson’s land-
scape painter, Guy Aylmer might have
said—

‘If my heart by signs can tell,

Maiden, I have watched thee daily

And methinks thou lov’st me well.?

Had he been less true and homnorable,
this love would have been an added ar-
gument fer yielding; but if his uncle’s
fortune were to make it easier to win Ail-
een, suprose at the same time it should
also make it easier in the future to break
her heart? Better, Guy told himself bit-
terly, better they two should never wed
than that Aileen should be his and then
live to rue the day she had married him,
Aileen would probably curl her reg- lip
ever so slightly with a fine scorn if he
were to refuse to be his uncle’s heir for
some absurd quixotic notion; but ke would
If he listened to his conscience
he would not look upon her face again.

Thus the days passed and found him for

<
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ever alternating between two opinlons,
and he grew worn with the struggle. One
morning he sought the now well-known
and familiar tarn, determined to make his
{rrevocable choice, for on the morrow his
probation would end, and he must return
home; and he must have his answer ready.
The time for dallying and indecision was
. over, It was the stern hour when he
must dare to take his life choice in his
hands and hold to it.

The eilver bed of waters was gleaming
under the noon sunshine. Whatever mys-
teries it might have, it presented a calm,
unalterable face to the world. If it held
mysteries, it held them in defiant secre-
¢y. Why could not he? Why should he
not bury his conscience under a Sphinx-
like calm, and under that impenetrable
vell defy the stinging condemnation of his
heart and accept his uncle’s offer, and win
Aileen, if she were to be won? Why should
he not? He would. He would hesitate
no longer. It had been weakness to hesi-
tate so long.

He lifted his eyes suddenly. Almost by
his side lingered a bowed woman, old and
grey, with a look on her face that fascin-
ated yet terrified him. ®8Bhe was regard-
ing him curiously, and then her piercing
eyes would wander to the surface of the
silver waters.

“You spend over many hours by the side
of yon water,” she said when she met his
eye; ‘but I guess you haven't known it
summer and winter for sixty and more
years'as I have, mister,’

‘No, but it interests me, How calm it
always is—like life in your village.’

He spoke musingly, and she peered up
strangely into his face, and ‘drew nearer.

‘Calmp  Ah, young sir, when you've liv-
er a bit longer you’ll learn that a calm
like that isn’t the sort that never had a
ruffie; and if you had lived in these parts
as long as I have, you’d know that sin and
evil and sorrow—ay, and madness—sweep
under the outward calm of what you call
life in @ village. Oh, yes, T’ve heard it all
before. You strange visitors of a week or
two smile at us and think we’we never
had reason to find out we have hearts; but
I tell you that the Lord never yet set six
human souls together in the fairest spot
but the ememy of souls found ’em out.
Eix? no, nor yet two; for there were but
two in the Garden of Eden, and the en-
emy was there, and brought his curse with
him.’

Guy shivered slightly. What eerie
things for a woman to say! But she went
on, unheeding his uneasiness. ;

‘Do you see yon bduildingP’ pointing
with one skeleton finger where in the dim
golden, hazy distance could faintly be
geen a huge ugly structure of blackened
bricks; ‘that’s a breweryl—a great, rich,
wonderful brewery, where beer is brew-
ed, which makes men and women mad, and
lower than the poor brutes that would
ghame them by turning aside from the
same sin. A brewery, young manl! You
know what a brewery is, don’t you?’

What of itf’ esked Guy, shivering once
again. Why should this singular woman
ialk to him about breweries?’

‘I’ll tell you., Listen. That brewer had
& sop, & young man, A young man who was
as straight and handsome as you, young
sir; and, as young men will, he fell in love

. with a sonsie face and a pure soul, and
fell in Jove with another enchantress, too.

Ly

The drink that is made in his father’s
great brewhouse cursed him body and soul
—that and the terrible ‘‘fire-water,” as the
poor Indian jbrothers across the big ocean
call brandy and the like—and he grew to
hate the very light of day and ell things
true and good. Till there came a night,
ah! a winter night of such dce and frost
and snow as you know nothing of, young
sir, and he broke away from his honniy:
homeside, and in his madness took yonder
moor path till he reached this spot, and
no one ever saw the rest.’

She lowered her voice, and gripped his
arm with a force that made him wince,

“The tarn was covered with a thin sheet
of ice, and the emow lay over it, and it
looked for all the world like a bit of the
rocky moorland itself. It was dark as the
most utter darkness can be, and the wind
howled pitilessly. '

‘gp from the village, following in his
footsteps, sped a woman with a babe in
her arms. Youwll guess the truth, ’twas
his bonny (wife of a year and a half, with

" his little child held to her bosom. Ah, my

heart grows cold as the stones munder the
water of the tarn as I think of it. For
why? Wasn’t it my own bonny Ellen and
her child? My own one, wee girl that I’'m
telling ofP ¥Yes, yes, Ellen, with her
brave and monsie face, that I never saw
again save in my dreams.’ ;

“What happened?’ asked Guy, fascinated
against his will into listening.

‘In the morning lght the searchers salw
a hole in the ice that covered the tarn, &
hole as thoug}h some heavy body had
crashed through it; and on the snow, &
yard or two further, frozen and stiff, they
found a cap—the cap he was wearing whew
he left his home that night. He was never
geen again. They say the tarn has no bot«
tom. I can’t tell. Buit it wasn’t till weeks
after, when the great frost broke and the
snowdrifts melted, that the men came up~
on two dead bodies mear about here—a Wo*
man with a baby in her arms, and the wo~
man’s face was the face of my Ellen.’

‘Horriblel? Guy put his hand to his
brow. ‘But this was exceptional. The
father; is he not alive and well? The other
was just a tragedy, surely.’

‘Alive? No, young sir, no one can dare
to say he lives. His existence is one end-
Jess torture. His rooms are peopled, to
his maddened fancy, with spirits and pow-
ers of evil, and his days and nights are
one round of unmitigated horror. Who
can call it Hving?

‘AL! 'but this is only one family. There
might have been a predisposition.”

Only one family? Nay; I swear to you
it is one of thousands.’ Her voice rose till

the autumn echoes awoke on the moorland

and nature seemed to repeat and empha-
size her words. ; ‘

Is there not the story of Willie Blake,
who killed his old mother when she was
trying to keep the whiskey from him?f and
Andy Ferrell, who £hot himself tc end his
mad misery? and Katie Macquire, who,
when the drink had hold of her, took her
baby’s life?’ S

‘Stay! TItis enough. I can bear to hear
no more,” cried Guy Aylmer, hoarsely.
‘Mother, you will never know what your
terrible words have done for me to-day. I

can only say to you that they have comse

as ‘the warning voice of God. I am going
home to-morrow, and then it will be for
me to live out the sermon you have
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preached me here by the silver tarn thim
morning.’ ( ! HE)

He turned abruptly away, and walked
back over the rugged moors to his loneli)
rooms. The next day he left the wild
beauty of Yorkshire behind him, and hes
gan his hard battle for conscience and for
truth, U

His father was hopelessly stern and cold
and unpitying; his mother braken-hearted
end in tears. ]

‘The choice is your own. You have chos~
en 'to ruin your prospects in life, and X
have no further advice to offer you,” his
father sald curtly, ¢You must make youn
own future.’ : :

But while Guy was fesling his burden
almost too heavy to oe borne, Aileen Adair
came with & light of proud triumph in her
eyes. , v

‘I am proud of my friend,’ she said in
her sweet yet thrilling vofce; ‘never so
proud as now that he has given up for-
tune at the call of duty.’

‘Aileen,’ his wvoice trembled, 4t is not
only fortune; it is something far dearer
and sweeter. Had I been my uncle’s heir
I might have dared to tell you what I do
not dare now.’ -

‘Why do you not darep’

The light in her eyes dazzled him.

‘Because—because I am poor, and you—’"

‘You may dare to tell me now what you
would not have dared had you sacrificed
conscience and goodness for mere gold,’
she murmured. softly.

L] » *® * * L »

The day came when Guy Aylmer, a ris-
ing commercial man, with the wife who
loved him, blessed ‘God again and again
that the money he passed through his
hands daily had no shame on it from the

ruin of men’s souls, ¥rom his ono act he
butilt his future.

o " * - L » -
E -
‘We sow an act and reap a habit; we sow

a habit and reap a dharacter; we sow a
character and reap a destiny,’ '

They Were Partners.

A sturdy lttle figure it was, trudging
brayely by with a pail of water. 8o many
times it had passed our gate that morning
that curiosity prompted us to further ac-
quaintance,

‘You are a busy little girl to-day®’

‘Yes, 'm.’

The round face under the broad hat was
turned toward us. It was freckled, flush-
ed and perspiring, but cheery withal.

‘Yes, 'm,’ it .akes a heap of water to do
a washing.

‘And 'do you bring it all from the brook
down. theref’ ; :

‘Oh, we have it in the cistern, mostly;
only it’s been such a dry time lately,’—
‘{Canadian Churchman.’”

A Bagster Bible Free,

fend four new subscripti

‘Northern Messenger’ at th?rt;n:entt_: e;,];;
for one year, and reccive a nice Bagster
Bible, bound in black pebbled cloth with
red edges, suitable. for Sabbath or Day
School.  Postage extra for Montreal and
suburbs or foreign countries, except
United States ana its dependencles ; also
Great Britain and Ireland, Transvaal, Ber-
muda, Barbadoes, British Honduras, Cey-
lon, Gambia, Barawak, Bahama Islands
and Zanzibar. No extra charge for post-
aos in the countries named,
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IMarriages Made on Earth.

AN ANGLO-INDIAN STORY.

Olive Christian Malvery, in the ‘Alliance
News.”)

A girl stood on the quay, straining her
tear-misted eyes to catch a last glimpse
of the vessel that was bearing her lover
away. Only a little hour lay between -his
caresses and the present emptiness, buf
how great the void already seemed! His
kisses still lay warm upon her quivering
lips. But he was out on the sea, and witb
the sound of the waves there mingled his
last yearning words, ‘Be true to me, Nel-
lie, love. I shall soon return to claim
you, and we shall go out together to that
golden land.” But her courage broke in
the parting hour, and she sobbed on his
breast, ‘Ch, Jack, if only I could go with
you now—1I shall miss you so.’

‘Cheer up, darling. India is a wonder-
ful land. I shall do splendidly in a place
where there is room to live and work., I
shall come for you soon.’

Thus they had spoken a short hour ago.
Now Jack was beyond sound of voice, and
touch of hand.

‘How long will the cruel sea divide us?
whispered Nellie as she turned home-
wards. Woman-like, her heart was full
of unvoiced fears. She quailed at the
thought of the temptations her handsome*
young lover would have to face alone, in
a far-off land. She knew, too, poor child,
that pride and self-confidence make but

an uncertain shield against the arrows of

temptation, and her lover had gone out
equipped in such frail armor to fight the
battle of life. Ld

Jack West and Nellie Ford had been en-
gaged for two years. He was a master in
a preparatory school for boys, on a salary
of a hundred pounds a year. She was tha
daughter of a London solicitor whose workl
far exceeded his income. But the lovers
were young, and hope beat high. They
told each other every day that ‘something
would turn up,’ and when the offer of a
good appointment in an Indian Collegs
was made to Jack, they felt as if Provi-
dence had befriended them, and almost be-
leved that they heard their own wedding
bells in the still evening air. The thought
of the inevitable parting was put away
until Jack was actually ready to sail. And
then the bitterness of it smote the twa
‘hearts like a sudden, dreadful storm. For
the girl a long and weary waiting seemed
to loom ahead. The man, at least, was go-
ing to & new life, full of novelty and hope.
But in the midst of this pang a gleam of

sunshine fell upon Nellie. In her quiet .

shy way she had from time to time done
little services for the Temperance Society
of the church to which she belonged, and
now an urgent request was preferred by
the committee that she should take 'the
secretaryship which was vacant. She en-
tered upon her dutles with a quiet and
ha.p,py enthusiasm, for no work appealed
more strongly to her tender and womanly
heart than the work of redeeming ¥rom
ruin the victims of drink. Her first

thought was of winning- Jack to take the

pledge before he salled for India.

‘I wish you would become the “first

fruit” of my labhor, Jack,’ she said with &
‘queer, pleading little laugh. ‘It would
make me so happy if I knew you were

going out avowedly pledged to do right.”

But Jack laughed her pleading away.

‘It would never do for me to go out la-
belled as a narrow and prejudiced man,
Nell. You may be sure I will he as good
an advocate of temperance as any fanati-
cal teetotaler. I am, as you know, temper-
ate in all things,” and so he went from the
faithful, pure heart that loved him.

The same ship that bore Jack West away
from his promised wife also carried a par-
ty of gay tourists and some Anglo-Indi-
ans returning to their Eastern home. And
among the company was a bright-faced
young girl, the only daughter of Profes-
sor Somers, who was returning to her In-
dian home after a ‘finishing’ process in one
of the English boarding schbols. This
lately emancipated young lady made the
life of the company, and soon established
herself as first favorite on board.

After the usual spell of ‘mal de mer,’
Jack went on deck and encountered Maud
Somers in a bewitching attitude throwing
quoits. He joined the game, and gradu-
ally drifted into friendship with Miss
Somers. :

They had a community of tastes, and the
girl’s knowledge of the land to which he
was going a stranger made Jack anxious
for her opinion and advice on a thousand
matters connected with his new home.
When Maud Somers discovered that Jack
West was going out to take up a tutorship
at Lal Bagh College she clapped her hands
with glee. ‘How funny,’ she said, ‘my fa-
ther is the Principal of Lal Bagh. What
a stroke of luck that we met.’ Jack was
pleased, too. He had found a pleasant
and useful friend. The two chatted by
the hour. Jack soon made interest with
the head steward to get his seat placed
next to Miss Somers at table, and here
her influence soon caused him to feel glad
he had not bound himself in Nellie’s nar-
row total abstinence principles. Maud
Somers took her wine with a pretty air of
discrimination, and Jack would not for
worlds have confessed that he had almost
adjured it altogether. Life on board ship
lends itself to quick intimacies, but though
the ‘Mr. West’ and ‘Miss Somers’ had now
changed to ‘Jack’ and ‘Maud,’” and the old
stagers nodded after the two with know-
ing looks, Jack had not yet found oppor-
tunity to tell his friend of his engagement
to Nellle Ford. So the friendship grew
till Maud Somers came to regard the hand-
some young tutor as her special property.

India, it must be confessed, is a delight-
ful land during the winter months. The
stations in the plains are full of visitors,
tourists, and folk returned from their so-
journ in the “hills.’

Jack West arrived at his destination in
November, when the roses were blowing
in the gardems, and the air full of a rool
and pleasant sweetness. He speedily en-
tered with zest Into the gay life around
him. He was invited to tennis parties, to
afternoon teas and dinners, and was a
welcome addition to the Sports Club, where
he shone as a cricketer and tennis-player.
The Principal of Lal Bagh and his good
wife treated Jack as a son, and he enjoy-
ed full freedom in thelr beautiful house.
The gaiety and glamour of the new life
fascinated the young Engushman.
found himself for the first time in his life
free from cares, and able to enjoy the privi-
leges extended to a gentleman in a good
position. Maud was constantly at his

- He
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side to Inspire him with a desire for stil}
greater popularity and social success. He
lost the fresh image of Nellie’s pale and
sweet face, and when flushed with the
‘pegs’ which mow had become a necessity
of life to him, he swore that he was too
fine a fellow to be tied up to a little Puri-
tan, who would spoil all his ‘sport.’ When
his conscience reproached him for disloy-
alty he stilled it with clever excuses,

‘This sort of life would never suit Nel-
lie,’ he mused. ‘She is such a shy, home-
loving girl, and so straight-laced, that
this strange new life would almost kill
her. The poor girl would be utterly mis-
erable, and I could not afford her constant
trips “home.” ?

So Jack, for the best and most unselfish
reasons, married Maud Somers, who thus
brought him an income of £300 a year,
and encouraged all his ambitions. She
laughed and sang, and drank ‘success’ to
him in all his sporting contests.

Nellie spoke no word when the news
came. She made no cry, but she drooped
like a broken flower.

Mrs. Ford’s wrath was great, and it was
to escape her mother’s constant abuse of
Jack, and the pitying glances of her
neighbors, that Nellie, after much suffer-
ing, at last consented to marry Colonel
Hall, a retired Indian officer, who had for
a long time loved her.

The Colonel was not her girlish ideal,
but he was one of those steadfast and up-
right men who leaven the earth with good-
ness. He wrapped his little bride about
with wonderful love and tenderness, and
set her in a garden of happiness.. To his
amazement he found himself absorbed in
her interests, and to no one’s astonishment
more than his own, did he take over the
secretaryship of the ‘Good Faith’ Temper-
ance Society when illness laid Nellie aside
for a time. So the two grew very near to-
gether, and love and righteousness pros-
pered. When Nellie, to her unutterable
delight, found her husband placed in the
Parliament chiefly by ‘Temperance’ wvot-
ers, she felt that to them was indeed giv-
en a great work for their people and for
their country.

Long years after, when Nellie remem-
bered her false lover only to rejoice that
his disloyalty had given her such a brave
and good husband, she met Jack again.
It was at a great ball given during the
Durbar at Delhi. They had sailed from
the very harbor that had seen Jack’s go-
ing forth.  The same ship was bearing
Nellie and her husband to the land of cor-
al and spice, to witness the grand and the
wonderful show of Imperial splendor, the
Durbar. In the old Moghul Palace, un-
der a blaze of light, Nellie and Jack met.
She, grown radiant and young with hap-
piness; he, sated and dull, and cursed with
the unsteady sight and constant thirst of
a habitual drinker. On his once hand-
some face a look of discontent sat As
they left the gorgeous scene Nellie saw a
man and woman passing down the velvet
carpeted way, and a woman’s voice came
clearly back to her, ‘I wish you were dead,
Jack,’” The man lurched unsteadily and
the woman clutched him hastily. ‘For

" pity’s sake, hang on to me, and let us get

out before all the world sees that you are
drunk.’ ;

So they passed out, and Nellie tightened
her hold oh her husband’s arm.

The Indian moon shone down, silvering
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he wide streets. Nellle sat close to her
husband in the carriage.

‘Are you glad you married me after all,
Nellie, poor old prosy teetotal M.P. that I
amf’

Nellie’s eyes were wet and her heart full
as she answered, ‘I would not change my
heaven-blessed marriage for Jack West’s
earth-made contract for all the wealth of
the Indies.’

And her husband was move than satis-
fled.

The Silver Plate.

(Mrs. Margaret J. Preston, in ‘Waif.’)

They passed it along from pew to pew,
And gathered the coins, now fast, now
few,
That rattled upon it; and every time
Some eager fingers would drop a dime
On the silver plate with a silver gound
A boy who sat in the aisle locoked round
With a wistful face: ‘Oh, if only he
Had a dime to offer, how glad he’d bel’
He fumbled his pockets, but didn’t dare
To hope he should find a penny there.

e had listened with wide-set, earnest
eyes

As the minister, in a plaintive wise,

Had spoken of children all abroad

The world who had never heard of God—

Poor, pitiful pagans who didn’t know,

When they came to die where their souls
would go,

And who shrieked with fear, when their
mothers made :

Them kneel to an idol god, afraid

He might eat them up, 80 fierce and wild,

And horrid, he seemed to the frightened
child.

And the more the minister talked, the
more

The boy’s heart ached to its inner core;

And the nearer to him the silver plate

Kept coming, the harder seemed his fate

That he hadn’t a penny (hed that suffic-
ed)

To give, that the heathen might hear of
Christ.

As they offered the piled-up plate to him

He blushed, and his eyes began to swim.

Then, bravely turning, as if he knew

There was nothing better that he could do,

He spoke in a voice that held a tear:

¢put the plate on the bench beside me
here;’ .

And the plate was rlaced, for they thought
he meant

To empty his pockets of every cent,

But he stood straight up, and he softly
put

Right square in the midst of the plate his
foot :

And said with a sob controlled before: '

I will give myself: I have notaing more,’
e b

Old Country Friends.

Do our subscribers rll know that the

sstage on papers to Great Britain and
{reland has been so greatly reduced that
we can now send any of our publications,

ostage paid, at the same rates as obtain
Ex Oanada.

‘Daily Witness,” post paid, $3 a year.
“Weekly Witness,’ post paid, $1 a year.
“World Wide,” post paid, $1 a year.
“Northern Messenger,’ post paid, 80c year.

A Flag of Truce.

(Maggle Fearn, in ‘The Alliance News.”)

Mr. and Mrs. Edgar Graham were tak-
ing their breakfast; or, rather, he was
taking, and apparently enjoying his, while
she scarcely made the pretence of eating
any. He husband noticed this at last, and
looked up critically.

‘What is the matter, Kate? Is it you
ar the breakfast that is wrongP To me
the fish seems very good, and the omelet,
too,” he said, proving it in a practical
wav. : :

Mrs. Edgar gave up the attempt at
breakfast then, and began to voice her
thoughts. The opportunity for conversa-
tion was what she had been awaiting, and
she responded eagerly.

‘Edgar, your Uncle Treve comes this af-
ternoon—you rememberp’

‘Certainly, my dear. He’s your uncle,
too, ien’t he? I am willing to go shares.’

£he smiled, then, still eagerly—

‘Gar,” she said, ‘I have been thinking of
gomething I should like, oh, so much, and
I want to ask you, Gar.

‘Been thinking too much to eat your
breakfast? A pity, my dear Kate; because
if there’s a shop where the thing you want
can be bought we will try and get it. Now
what is it?’

‘It is nothing of that sort. Edgar, lis-
ten. You know Uncle Trevelyan is to give
a temperance lecture to-night—’

“That is what be is coming for,” remark-
ed ‘Edgar, ‘sotto voce.’

‘And this is the first time he has stayed
with us since our marriage, and there is
one thing I long for just now, more than
anything else in the world, it seems to me;
and you can give me this great, great
pleasure if only you willk’

Myr. Graham was roused to some col-
cern as well as curiosity. 4

‘Why, Kate, you know I would do any
possible thing to give you pleasure; and I
think you might have known it well
enough to prove it by telling me straight
out what you want. Don’t you think I
like to please you, Kate?’

‘Yes, yes, it is because you are 80 good
to'me that I hesitate to ask, for T fear to
vex you, Gar. But it is just this. I can-
not bear that Uncle Treve should see the
wine and spirits on our table; and if only
for a few days—just the little while
he is here, you would not have any, oh,
Gar—V

There was a break in her volce, and,
though her words had ruffled him at first
that Httle stified sob touched him.
laughed and threw down his serviette.

“Why, my dear little wife, you quite
startle me. TEven if we were to agree not
to have these tempting delights on our
tabls, pro tem., don’t you fancy it would
be rather like a thief putting on the garb

- of a police officer and feigning the honest

manf You gee, not having wine and such’
things on our table will not make me a
solemnly good teetotaler. I am probably
a very black sheep, Xatie, but covering
up my blackness will not make me at all
white.’

There was a hurt flush on her pretty
cheek and a little shadow on her brow.

Edgar Graham left his geat and crossed
over to her. : DiEa

‘Ratie, I am a bear to treat you like this,
I am all contrition.’

He
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His wife clasped her hands lovingly on
his arm in an instant. No one was sweet-
er in temper than Kate Graham.

‘Dear, I am ionly esking for a flag bf

truce. Every brave commander may per-
mit that in honor. Think, Edgar, if you
were Uncle Trevelyan, how hurt you would
feel to see alcohol in any form on the ta-
ble of your host. I believe I ghould make
a hundred errors in serving if those de-
canters faced me while he was sitting at
the table.’ ;
. ‘A flag of truce? Ah, well, you have
pleaded a very pretty case. But do not
let Uncle Treve think I am what I am not,
thatisall T ask. I suppose you must have
your own way, Kate, you usually do. Only
I fail to see what you want to trouble
yourself for over this temperance busi-
ness. You never used to bother before we
were married, and why should you now?
I know I like my glass of beer and wine
occasionally, I admit that, but you never
saw——"

He stopped in some confusion, for his
wife’s head had dropped slightly, and he
suddenly remembered there certainly had
been one exceptioh to what he was about
to affirm, There had been one terrible
night when he had come home in a condi-
tion which had frightened Kate; a condi-
tion of excitement and strange unreason-
able hilarity. He had attended au congrat-
ulatory dinner in honor of one of his old
friends, and-there had been a large num-~
ber of toasts which had been drunk most
enthusiastically. Of course, it was ex-
tremely annoying that the champagne he
had drank ghould have made him feel ‘not
quite himself’ It was just as likely to
have been the heat of the hall and the
mingled scented shoke from a coupie of
dozen cigars, and he told Kate this the
next morning; and also said he was really
sorry it should have occurred, and he had
meant it; and promised it should not oc-
cur again. And it had not. Therefore,
why should Katie every now and then, in
a shy, indirect way, bring it to his mind

. and fuss over this miserable teetotal fadP

It was rather unjust to him, and not at all
like Kate, and he felt vexed when he had
thought of it. 8till, she was really a dear
girl, and the best little wife in the world,
and how could he refuse her odd requestp
He could not, and he told her so.

‘You may lock the sideboard and put me
on one glass per diem while Uncle Treve
is here, Katie, and I'll stand true, my
dear, and be a credit to you!” he said.

‘Oh, Edgar, how good of you. I am
more grateful than you can imagine. You
don’t know how much care I will take to
have all your favorite dishes and fruits sq

' that you will not miss the other things

Gar, dear, you have made me such & real
happy woman.’ o
‘Reward enough, surely,” he answered
playfully. ‘Now, I must away. TLet me
ges, Uncle Treve is to come by the five
o’clock express, so that means hard work
for me all the morning and afternoon,
with only a quarter of an hour for g sand-
wich lunch, if I meet the express. And
you may depend on me, Katie, Il meet it,
and act the dutiful nephew. By the way,
is the “flag of fruce” to be run up straighi
away, No ale or wine even with the sand-
wich to-day? Ah, your eyes say “No,”
and answer for me. Well, I have passed
my word. High tea at six, and then the
temperance meéting, eh? I suppcse I must
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Jook in and hear the -speechifying if Un-
cle Treve is to do it, and, after all that
concession you will let me have a glass of
prandy and water the last thing with my
Joke on the quiet after supper, Katie?’

Bantering, teasing, as his words were,
there was fear and gladness in her heart ag
she listened, But she sent him off with
her ever ready bright smile, and not until
after he had gone did she permit herself
one quiet minute to grasp the meaning of
it all—of what she had asked and of what
he had promised. A ‘flag of trucel’ Thank
God even for that; and she did thank him
reverently, with bowed head and throb-
bing heart.

Punctually the five o’clock express drew
up at the station, and Mr. Trevelyan
Brooke, familiarly called Uncle Treve by
his relations, instantly stepped out on the
platform. Very alert; very much in the
habit of taking mnote of every detail, and
lving in the present, was he. ‘There was
no hurry and equally no idleness about
him. A capable man every inch of him,
and people instinctively felt it. Even his
nephew, Edgar Graham, felt it as he met
him, and offered his hand. Mr. Brooke’s
clear eye glanced him over critically as
well as kindly.

‘Glad to see you again, Edgar, said he.
How is Kate? She was pretty as good
before she married you. I hope you have
not spoilt her?’

Edgar Graham smiled as he shook his
uncle’s cozdially offered hand. Certainly
Uncle Treve seemed as if he were capable
of enjoying life. :

‘Kate, as usual, is too good for me; but I
am grateful that some get more than they
deserve or I vshoulvd fare badly. Xate will
be walting for us; are you ready, Uncle
Treve? :

The way was not long, and soon the jd-
wial guest was sitting with his young host
and hostess at Kate’s dainty tea table, en«
joying the appetizing spread. It was
spoken of as high tea, but Uncle Treve
might be pardoned for thinking it would
have been no discredit to call it by another
and more imposing name. The three were
merry enough, and even Edgar allowed to
himgelf that this teetotal relation of his
swvas provokingly good company. Mr.
Brooke had & dozen capital stories ever on
his lips, and each seemed better and more
racy than its predecessor; and yet there
was no manner of doubt but that he did an
excellent practical part at the table, and
was keen on every courtesy that could be
bestowed upon Kate. So his nephew was
constrained to admit that Temperance had
not wrought deterioration in Mr. Trevel-
yan Brooke, and that at forty-ﬂve he was
wppb.rently just stepping into his prime.
It was provoking for him to be his own
best argument in favor of his principles,
or go Edgar felt.

When the time arrived for starting for -

the hall where the meeting was to be held
the lecturer took the fact as a perfectly na-
tural and expected one that Edgar and
Kate should accompany him, and again
Hdgar felt a curious irritation over the cir-
cumstance, an irritation that held other
ingredients—amusement, a little injured
dignity, and elso an unacknowledged bit

of satisfaction. He had meant Uncle Treve

to understand that it was really a trifle
condescending of his nephew to so far put
aside 1l prejudice and pres'mt at a tem-

perance meeting; and yet it was curiously

good to feel that he thought Edgar far too
much of a gentleman to do less than pay
the tribute of courtesy to his guest. Bo
Hdgar’s face was a study, and Kate’s tri-
umphant.

On entering the lobby one of the gentle-
men of the committee looked with uncon-
cealed amazement at Edgar Graham, and
whispered distinctly to a colleague: ‘There
is Graham, of all people!’

And the other answered: ‘Why, Trevel-
yan Brooke is his uncle; and he’s staying
with the Grahams, you know, The attend-
ance is complimentary.’

Edgar and Kate both overheard these re-
marks, and they felt their color heighten
& little as they passed on to the body of
the hall. How ready people always were
to discuss their neighbors’ movements,
Edgar thought, with a perturbed sense of
unreality at the strangeness of his sur-
roundings.

The lecturer was at his best, and Edgar
found himself listening with a new feel-
ing of interest in the bond which existed
between him and the alert, well-trained,
capable, courtly man on the platform, ¥or
the first time it occurred to him to ack-
nowledge that this temperance business
had some splencid and powerful advocates;
men the world was forced to respect.

When the three returned home from the
meeting they found Xate’s supper table
as dainty in its appointments and viands
as the meal to which they had done jus-
tice earlier in the evening., Mr, Trevelyan
Brooke was better company than ever. Ed-
gar seemed to have absolutely forgotten
the absence of those fascinating decanters
and the gleaming contents of the spirit
stand; but Kate, preternaturally sensitive
on this point, observed Uncle Treve’s quick
critical glance, which compassed every de-
tail of the table, and she knew that the
whole of the time he was abnormally con-
sclous of the omission. If it surprised
him, however, he, with consummate tact,
for which Kate mentally blessed him, ut-
terly ig'nored the fact outwardly, and the
telk flowed on in rippling, sparkling cur-
rent. ¥or half an hour after supper was
concluded Mr, Brooke was still discussing
some difficult political problem with Ed-
gar, and with such warmth as to bring a
keen flash of absorbed interest to the eyes
of the younger man. Then he rose, and,
with a cordial smile and bow, offered his
hand to Xate,

‘You will excuse me if I ask you to let
me say good-nightP I want to write a
couple of letters before sleeping.’

The good-nights were hearty enough,
then when husband and wife were both
alones, Edgar went over and stood on the
hearthrug, looking thoughtful.

‘Uncle Treve is a fine fellow, he said.
‘Rate, has he referred to—to what you
term our “flag of fruce” :

He gave a little embarrassed laugh. The
day, the evening, had been so strange.

‘Not by a word,’ answered Kate, very
promptly, thankful she could say so.

He sank into an easy chair with a we-
lieved sigh, then silently filled and light-
ed his familiar pipe, yet he did it in w
half-hearted way; or it seemed so to Kate,
Meanwhile she wondered how far her du-
ty and oonscience claimed speech or si-

lence. Was it, could it be, her duty to set

before him the ‘one glass’ of alcohol which
had been the mutually agreed upon com-
promise? She evaded the definite position

impassioned intensity.
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by taking an intermediate one, and aske
ing Edgar if he wished her to do anything
more for him before going up stairs. He
hesitated & moment, then finally said ‘No’
to her question, and Xate left him alone.
She knew tke key of the sideboard, where
the wines and spirits were kept, was in
her dress pocket, and Edgar had not ask-
ed for it.

As for Mr. Trevelyan Brooke, when he
had closed the door of his room he went
straight over to a large lounge chair ‘thati
looked peculiarly tempting to a tired man,
aund, sitting down, let his head rest mo-
tionless on the cushioned back and shut
his eyes. A half-smils curved his lirs. He
was tired, and he knew it; but until that
moment he had had other and far mors
important business in hand than the lux-
ury of self-indulgence. He sat now, and
the smile came unbidden as he remember-
ed St. Paul’s declared ambition to be ¢ all
things to all men, lest haply he might
win some.” Uncle Treve’s business that
evening had been to win his nephew, Ed-
gar was worth winning.,  Had the first
step toward it beem taken? Mr. Trevel-
yvan Brooke was wise, and he instinctive-
ly *understood that Kate was wise, too.
He felt that Edgar and Kate both needeq
help, and he wondered if he should know
just how to help them. Then before writ:
ing his two letters, he opened his Bible,
and his eye fell on the words—

‘I will guide thee.’

It was enough. He read no more that
night; and soon he was sleeping the deep
profound sleep of health.

The bright joviality of the  previous
night was just as prevalent at the break-
fast table the next morning. No one
quite knew what made the meal so de-
lightful, but the magnetioc influence was
undoubtedly focussed around Uncle Treve,
As Edgar at length hastily rose to hurry
away to his office, Mr. Brooke remarked
that he must look up the trains to find a
suitable one to take him back to the city.
Hdgar paused.

‘You will not surely leave us to-morrow;
Uncle Treve?’

‘I had intended, indeed, arranged, to Te-
turn this afternoon.’

‘Stay and spend the week-end with us.
Kate and I would be delighted.”

‘This is extremely kind of you——' Hs
hesitated, then met Kate’s eye. Was there
appeal in it? He thought so, ‘It will
give me great pleasure to do so.’

¢ It will give us more to have you,’ re-
joined Edgar gaily, and he sprang off so
that he might not be late at his post.

The days passed delightfully, and it was'
not until Sunday evening that Edgar re-
ferred to the absence of wine from his ta-
ble. Then he entered on the warfare
brawely, yot abruptly.

“Uncle Treve, do you believe from your
very soul that all your enthusiasm about
temperance is needed? Do you pile it on
a bit because the fad has caught on with
some, and certain quarters, and you are
keen on. being up-to-date, or—'

‘Or do I do this thing from an honest
conviction that in the great day the Lord
will charge me with the stupendous and
mighty reality of it, and ask at my hand
the soul of my brother, my sister, and I
do not dare to meglect my responsibili-
tles?’ asked Mr. Brooke, with subdued and
‘Before God, I tell
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you it is because of this that I have said,
Xdgar.’

‘Uncle Treve, do you suppose me to be a
teetotaler? You have seen no alcohol in
this house since you came. Do you think
I never take any?’

‘Oh, nol’ He smiled slightly. ¢If you
were a total abstainer, Edgar, you would
have told me the very first evening, be-
cause you would have been proud to tell
me; for you are not ons to usually be half-
hearted.’

Edgar rose, his face grave and earnest,
. though white with his effort to control

his emotion.

‘It was Kate who made me promise not
to have wine on our table while you were
with us. XKate has been an abstainer for
months, ever ‘since one evening when I al-
most broke her heart, Uncle Treve—'

‘Oh, Gar! Hush!’ cried Kate, softly.

‘She has called this interdiction a “flag
of truce,” ’ went on Edgar, ‘and, upon my

" word, I cannot see any reason for going
back to the old ways. Uncle Treve, if you
will take my name and believe I will not
bring discredit upon the good cause, I am
ready to sign the pledge this minute. And
I would like to put underneath, “Kate’s
triumph’’; but I suppose I must notl Yet
it’s true all the same.’

-

Work That ‘Has to be Done.
(Pansy, in ‘Christian Endeavor World.”)

’

: It sometimes seems to me that the peo-
ple most in need of pity in this world are
‘those Christians who have a wrong idea
not only of prayer, but of life and service.
One of them writes to me after this man-
ner: : )
I want to do something in the world,
something grand that would help a lot of
people; but the trouble is, T have so much
home work that just has to be done that it
leaves me no time to do anything for
Christ.’ ) I

The writer reminds me of many others
who are in like condition and frame of
mind,

I know, for instance, a young woman
who longs to go on a foreign mission. She
prays about it a great deal; when she
hears of the call for workers and the
feeble responses, she weeps and deplores.
Bhe cannot understand why, when she is
eager to give herself to the work and the
need is so great, her way should be hedg-
ed. Sometimes this makes her feel that
prayer is not what she has been taught to
believe, and that God doesn’t care very
much either for her or for the heathen.

That is a balder way of putting it than
she uses, but it is really what her words
mean. She quotes Scripture glibly. She
has marked and learned all verses like
these: ‘Ask and ye shall receive,” ‘If yeo
shall ask anything in my name I will do
it,’ ‘Before they call I will answer,’ and,
detaching them from their connections,
presents them as reasons why God is
bound to send her on a foreign mission;
and yet he doesn’t do it!

That is her standpoint. From ming,
foreign missions have come to her and tak-
en up their abode in her father’s kitchen.

There labors one, ‘Wong,” by name, who
struggles with foreign words and foreign
ideas all day long. He makes a thousand
mistakes, many of them ludicrous, some
of them exasperating; but he is pathetic-

ally eager to learn. Part of this would-
be foreign missionary’s work is to train
Woxilg to do properly certain household
tasks not interesting in themselves, and,
from Wong’s peint of view, most unne-
cessary. IHow does she do itP She is so
sharp with her directions, so rapid in her
speech, so free to say ‘stupid!’ and ‘idiot!
and kindred words of which Wong has too
surely learned the meaning, and is so
bored by tke whole weary round of home-
ly work, that the hours which the twp of

them spend together are the most trying

ones of the day to both teacher and pupil.

If Wong were told that his teacher ‘was
a missionary whose duty and privilege it
was to teach him right ways, it is quite
certain he would reply, ‘Me no likee mis-
sionary.’ But why is it that my friend
cannot see in Wong God’s answer to her
prayer, and her golden opportunity for
service?

I know another young woman who plan-
ned her life quite to her mind. She was
to be a teacher of children, like unto
none that had ever before been known.
Her ideas put in practice were to revolu-
tionize not only methods, but character.
Bhe was not to be satisfied merely with
imparting that which can be had from
books. 8he believed, she said, that chil-
dren could be led to Christ as naturally
as rosebuds can be trained to bloom, if
only the right sort of culture weré given
them, She meant to prove it, and to do
it in the slums among the meglected ones
of earth. ’ :

Just as she was ready to put her charm-
ing ideas into practice, her brother’s wife
died, leaving two children with so mani-
festly no one but herself to take a wo-
man’s part in caring for them that, reluc-
tant as she was, she could not close fhea
eyes to the obligation.

She is at work in that home, closely

~held and hourly fretted by home duties

which prevent her from taking even an
afternoon class in the free kindergarten
down-town, where her souls longs to be.
And the kindergarten in her own home
she 1s managing on a system of continual
faultinding and nagging, to such an ex-
tent that, unless a merciful Providence in-
terposes, there will by and by be two ruin-
ed lives. As I watch the warping and
twisting of those two young lives hold-
ing great possibilities, I am reminded of
the one who said, ‘When the Christian
woman got hold of the boy Robert Mof-
fat and saved him, she saved a continent!’
What might not this Christian girl do
for God and the world by winning those
two children and training them for ser-
vice? Why does she not see in the oppor-
tunity God’s answer to her prayer, instead

‘of calling herself ‘thwarted’ and held in

by home work that ‘just HAS to be done’?

While we are on this subject, T may as
well tell you of a sixteen-year-old young
woman who longs to go to an Old Ladies’
Home she knows ofyand read and sing to
certain of the poor old ladies there. It is
e beautiful thought. The young girl has
prayed much about it, and she believes
that her prayer ought to be answered. But
it happens that Thursday is the appointed
day for such service in that particular
Home, and Thursday is the only day on
which the young maiden cannot arrange
to go. This condition of things she con-
siders so strange that she wonders what
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is the use of praying at all, if ‘even God
cannot plan so that people who want to do
nice things won’t be hindered.’

Now let me tell you something very
strange. In that maiden’s home is a dear
grandmother with sweet old face and sil-
ver hair, who sits in a lovely room day
after day, much alone. Her eyes are old,
and will not bear much reading; she loves
music, but the day has gone by when she
can sing. She is the very idol of her son’s
heart; but he is a busy man, and can give
his mother only a few precious minutes
after the day’s toil is over. And the pret-
ty granddaughter, who can sing like &
lark, and is taking lessons in elocution,
leaves to her loneliness the dear grand-
mother whom she Iloves, and sits and
mourns because God does not answer her
prayer and give her a chance to sing and
to read to certain o0ld women in the Home!

How many years is it going to take our
Christian young women to learn that one’s
own home is the most sacred place of ger-
vice that God has for his chosen?

——

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

‘Northern Messenger’ subscribers are en-

:itl:;l to the special price of seventy-five
rats,

‘World Wide.’

A wezkly reprint of articles from lead-
ing journals and reviews reflecting the

. current thought of both hemispheres.

85 many men, so many minds. Every
man in his own way.—Terence. ;
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Christobel.

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

‘Speak kind words to her, my
child,’ the angel whispered. ‘She
is wearied with all that she has
done for you, and she needs your
love. =
So Chrissie went up to the tired
teacher, and taking her hand, said—

‘I am sorry you are tired ; may I
sit by you a little and show you my
new picture-book ¥ She was half
afraid directly she had spoken, but
the governess had tears in hereyes
as she said—

 Chrissie, dear, I would rather
have you than any one. I did not
think you would care to stay in
with a dull person like me,” and our
little friend was more than repaid.

Other things of love and kind-
ness the angel taught her to do,
and at last he said : ‘I have some-
thing more to show you, little
Christobel. You do not know of
little broken-hearted children sunk
in sin and shame. You do not
know of poverty and weary sick-
ness, where there is no kind heart
to comfort or to care. Come, Chris-
tobel; I will show you.

And much more quickly than
Christobel would have deemed it
possible, had she not been dreaming,
she found herself far away from the
sunny garden, and in the dark street
of a crowded city. People were
hurrying hither and thither. They
all looked poor, and many looked
miserable as well. She was half
afraid to be there; but looking up,
she saw the angel looking down
upon her, and she felt strong to go
forward. :

I will take care of you,’ he said,
¢ be not afraid.’ S

At last they stopped at the door
of a house which was poorer to look
at than any that Christobel had yet
seen. 2

‘ Surely no one lives here? she
said,

‘Listen,' replied the angel, and
Chrissie heard rough voices from
within and angry words. No one
. opened the door, but with the angel
it seemed possible to enter any-
where.

Two boys were fighting angrily,
They were wretchedly ragged and
dirty, and Christobel noticed how
thin they both were. A little
four-year old girl stood by, shiver-
ing with fear, and crying bitterly ;
and on the floor, a little way off,
the angel pointed out to Christobel
the cause of the dispute. It was
only an old crust, yet these poor
starved little boys were half killing
each other for the precious morsel,
which they had snatched from their
sister’s hand.

" ‘Oh don’t! Chrissie cried—¢don’t.
I will give you some pennies if you
won’t fight, and you can buy bread.’

They stopped, and looked at her
almost startled.

¢ Here, I have only five pennies,
but take them and get some food.
Oh! I wish I could do more,” she

CHRISSIE PULLED THE CHUDDAH OVER
HER HEAD,

said as the tears ran down her face,

‘God will help you,’ the angel
gaid as the three poor children ran
off together. They had forgotten
their quarrel with little Chrissie’s
kindness. Then the angel led her
away to another house—up many
flights of rickety stairs, and into
a dark, cheerless room. At first
Christobel could not see anything;
but at last in one corner she saw a
mattress, and on the mattress what
ghe took to be a bundle of rags.
She was t_m*nii'lg away, when the
angel gently put his hand on her
shoulder. ;

¢ Wait,” he said; and as Chrissie
looked he lifted a corner of the torn
covering and showed her a little
girl of her own age; but oh! so
fifferent. She was wasted with

- can we leave her heve?

fever and looked so white and still
that little Christobel thought she
must be dead.

But a low moan escaped from the
parched lips, and the sunken eyes
opened and looked up at her.

‘Poor little girl!” Chrissie said
very softly, ‘Oh, 1 am so sorry—
what can I do? she asked, turning
to the angel.

*You can dip that rag in water,
he answered, ‘and damp her lips’
and Chrissie did so, wondering
at the look of gratitude on the worn

little face below her ; and then she

sat down by the little girl's bed
and laid her cool little hand on the
child’s forehead, who repaid her
with one of ‘the sweetest smiles
Chrissie had ever seen. *I have
longed to see some one like you,’
the girl whispered in a thick, harsh
voice, ‘ I did not think I should see
an angel before I died.

Chrissie looked up at the angel,
smiling.

‘No, she has not secen me,” he
said, ‘she means you. She has
never known kindness, poor child;
but we must soon pass on.

‘Oh, you will not leave me,’ the
sick child moaned as Chrissie stood
up, ‘youdon’t know what it is to
have your angel-face beside me.’

Oh, let me stay, Chrissie cried

to the angel, as the dying child

feebly clung to her hand. ¢ How
Oh, can I
not do something to make her well
and happy ? :

¢No,” answered the angel, *but
wait, and thou shalt see.

The evening sun was shining now
through the dusty window, and the
sick girl turned her head towards
the sunshine, and as Christobel
watched her, she saw that the tired
look had suddenly left her, and
instead a look of joy and ex-
pectancy lighted up her face.

Full upon her the sun shone,
and as she stretched out her thin
arms, she cried, ‘Oh, I'n so happy
you've come for me at last.
< (To be concluded.)

e e
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The Judge’s Story.

{M. Lane Griffin, in ¢Australian
Spectator.”)

A touching little story was re-
cently told me by an old Judge
who lives in a large city. His
office is on a side street, from which
enter—coming from the adjoining
country road—the farmers’ truck
waggons with produce for the mar-
ket. During idle moments, the
Judge reads by his office window
that overlooks the market place,
and he often noticed a little lame
girl at g stand on the street near
the market entrance leave her
stand and hobble on her crutch to
one after another of the country
waggons halted at the hitching
posts. She would carefully lift the
ragged collar and gearing on the
animals, and, after inspection of
each, go back to her stand again,

‘When I bad noticed this from
time to time for a period covering
several months,” said Judge ;
‘curiosity got the best of me one
day, and I walked down to the
corner, determined to learn what
so interested the lame girl in all
the farm animals that were hitched
along the market entrance. A
miserable old waggon had just
driven up, The farmer hitched
his lean horse, gathered up his
vegetables and passed with them
into the market. The moment he
was out of sight, the little lame
girl limped to the old horse, and
deftly lifted his harness here and
there, peeping under it as she did
80; a8 che raised the collar, I saw
revealed a great, raw, ugly sore.
This was evidently what she was
in quest of, for her next move was
to take from a round, wooden box
that she held, a large lump of soft-
looking stuff, with which she care-
fully and completely covered the
sore ; then readjusting the collarin
a way to prevent its pressing on the
sore, she was about to resume her
geat at the stand when the farmer
appeared. He smiled at her, took
two small apples from his basket
and handed them to her, saying
‘Here’s your toll, Bonny.’ She
-thanked him, and seemed delighted
to get them, but instead of eating
them herself, she gave both to the
horse, watched him eat them with
apparent nleasurg, patted his neck,
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and then went back to her stand.

‘As she tied up some trinkets I
bought of her, I asked why she had
taken such an interest in the old
horse. She looked at me quickly
and suspiciously, but evidently see-

ing in my face neither idle curiosity

nor ridicule (of which I afterwards
learned she stood in great dread)
she told me her:simple little story.

““You see, sir, 'm the King’s
Daughter,” she said, pointing with
pride to a tiny silver badge on the
breast of her shabby little gown.
“But 'm lame an’ I have to sell
things here to make our livin’ so I
can’t go anywhere to try to do
some good; but I see all of the
waggons that come to this corner,
an’ oh, some of the poor animals
have such dreadful sores on their
backs and necks, made by saddles
and collars when they have to drag
loads over such bad roads, an’ when
they stand still here the flies nearly
drive them crazy on the sores; soI
look at all of ’em that come, an’
when I see a bad sore, I take a big
lump out of my box, an’ plaster it
on so thick that it can’t rub off, an’

nearly always enough will stick on

long enough to keep the flies away
till the place can heal,”

¢ As she lifted the top from her
greasy little box for my inspection
I saw it was a common box of axle
grease, and asked why she used
that. «“ Why, *cause,” she said, “it’s
so healin’ ; it’s made out of tar and
tallow you know, an’ a whole box
full don’t cost but five cents, and
sometimes one will last a whole
month an’ cure all the sores on
the corner.”

‘Many times, said the Judge, T
recall her earnest, pinched little
face, and think how much suffering
might be spared in this world, how
many galling wounds healed, if,
like that little King’s Daughter,
each of us, in our own little corner

pass our way.’
Tabitha Prim.

Tabitha Prim is very demure,
Tabitha Prim is gray,
And her ways are good, and always
rHighl - ‘
She never goes astray.
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The Little Widows.
(By G. F. Woodbury).

There’s a little girl overin India
No bigger nor older than I,

Who never laughs nor smiles gt all ;
I'm sure you wonder why.

-1 just can’t understand it myself,

How such a thing could be;

- For little girls, all over the world

Should be happy, it seems to me.

I think God wants us to laugh and
smile
(At proper times, you know),
For he made the beautiful sun to
smile
On this beautiful world below.

But this little girl, no bigger than T,
So sad, acrogs the sea,
Is a widow already,—'tis true, they
say,—
How strange it seems to me !

I can’t understand it myself at all.
A widow’s an outcast, they say ;
No home, no friends, and no one to
love, : ’
Just hated and in the'way.‘
She didn’t choose to be widow, or
wife,
Or betrothed, our dear teacher
said,
But a widow’s a widow indeed,
over there,
If husband or lover is dead.

This little girl, no bigger than I,
Is not alone in her grief;
For twenty millions like her wait
to die, .
As their only hope of relief,

Unloved, unloving, they pine in

their pain, Bl

No hope when they go to their
grave ; :

So strange, don’t you think? that

this can be, S
Since Jesus has died to savel

i nditny “But the beautiful story of Jesus.
of life, would anoint the sores that

love, ;
They’re just beginning to tell
In India’s darkened, sin-blighted
land, :
Where the little widows dwell.

I sometimes wonder, tho’ 'm very
small, ' ; :
If; perhaps, in a long, long while,

- God will want me to go and try to

help

. The little widows to smile,

—The King’s Messengers.”
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LESSON IIL—APRIL 17,

‘Jesus Transfigurede.
bz

Mark ix., 2-13.
Golden Text.

A voice came out of the cloud, saying,
This is my beloved Son: hear him. Mark
i%, T

Home Readings.

Monday, April 11,—Mark ix., 2-13,
Tuesdal;, April 18.—Luke ix., 18-27.
Wednesday, April 18.—Dan. vii., 8-16.
Thursday, April 14.—Ezek. 1., 15-28.
Friday, April 15.—Rev. 1., 10-R0.
Saturday, April 16.—Rev. xiv., 12-20.
Sunday, April 17.—Luke ix., 28-86.

2. And after six days Jesus taketh with
him Peter, and James, and John, and lea.d;
eth them up into an high mountain &Pafd
by themselves : and he was transfigure

m.
'heé?rzzlseh“ raiment became shining, ex+
ceeding white as snow; so as no fuller on
th can white them.
°a.;.h‘&ﬂnd there appeared unto them Elias
with Moses: and they were talking with
Jesus. :

5. And Peter answered and said to Jesus,
Master, it is good for us to be hére: and
let us make three tabernacles; one for thee,
and one for Moses, and one for Elias.

8. For he wist not what to say; for they
were sore afraid, ‘

7. And there was a cloud that overshad-
owed them:and . . . a voice came out of
the cloud, saying, This is my beloved Son:
hear . . . him.

8. And suddenly, when they had looked
round about, they saw no man any more,
eave Jesus only with themselves.

9. And as they came down from thq
mountain, he charged them that they
should tell no man what things they had
meen, till the Son of man were risen . . .
from the dead.

10. And they kept that saying . . . with
themselves, gquestioning one with another

what the rising . . . from the dead should .

mean.

11, And they asked him, saying, Why
say the scribes . . . that Elias must first
come?

12. And he answered and told them,
~ Elias verily cometh first, and restoreth all
things; and how it is written of the Bon of
man, tfmt he must suffer many things, and
be set at nought.

18, But I say unto you, That Elias is
indeed come, and they have . . . done un-
to him whatsoever they listed, . . . as it
18 written of him,

(By B. M. Kurtz.) :

INTRODUCTION., :

At the very outset we meet an apparent
dificulty in this lesson. The question ma-
turally arises as to the time the Transfig-
uration occurred, and we find, in compar-
ing the accounts given in Matthew, WMark,
end Luke, that the last named writer
speaks of the events of this lesson as

‘about eight days after these “Z'"fe'.f: ;
.2

while the first two simply say, ‘And aft
six days.’ Like many other difficulties of
this character, it disappears after ¢ little
study, Matthew and Mark evidently re-
for to the time intervening hetween the
event last recorded and the departure foy
the scene of the Transfiguration, %hilc
Luke seems to speak inclusively, that is,
ke has in mind the time during which
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Jesus has been presenting the ‘sayings’ to

which Luke refers, which would thus be

more than the six days of the other two
synoptists.

The place is mot named, and is uncer-
tain. Traditlon has long said Mt. Tabor,
but the circumstances would point rather
to Mt. Hermon, which was nearer Caesarea
Philippi, where we last found Christ. Read
also Matthew xvii.,, 1-18, and Luke ix.,
28-36,

THE LESSON STUDY.

Verses 2, 8. ‘And leadeth them up Into
an high mountain apart by themselves,’
etc.  There are two leading thoughts in
these two verses.

The location is not given. Had this
been a merely human event, recorded by
uninspired men, we would probably have
had the exact spot indicated; and to-day it
would be sultably marked, so that imag-
inative pilgrims might stand there and try
to picture the scene. How much grander
the divine way of leaving out needless de-
tail. The Transfiguration was not a mat-
ter of Mt. Tabor or Mt. Hermon, but of
Christ. We do not know what ancient hill
was lighted by the radiant Christ, but we
do know the grander fact, that upon that
day this earth held its glorified Lord =as
he received the heavenly messengers and
the voice of divine approval.

Again, Peter, James and John, the three
so often mentloned together, were taken
‘apart by themselves,” with their Lord. It
was not on the crowded shores of Galilee,
in the sacred temple ‘at Jerusalem, nor
even in the home of either, but this
glimpse of Christ’s glory was caught when
they were taken apart from the common
haunts of men. Have you ever rebelled
or compleined when the Master would lead
you up some rugged bypath ef the moun-
tain, away from your dearest earthly mat-
ters, without letting you know the reason?
If 80, you may have missed the vision and
the glory that come to those who go apart
with their Lord.

4-6. ‘And there appeared unto them
Elias with Moses.” You notice it 8ays,
‘unto them,” not ‘unto him.’ The vision
was made theirs as well as Christ’s.

Peter, evidently overcome and ‘sore
afraid’ with the other two, still must re-
deve the tension upon his impuleive soul,
by voicing a wish. He would make a tab-
ernacle, or tent, for each of the three glori-
fled ones before his eyes, so that they
might remain. TLuke says Peter said this
as Christ’s heavenly visitors were parting
from him, and that he did not know what
he was saying, as Mark also says ‘he wist
not what to say.’

7. ‘And a voice came out of the cloud.!
Poor Peter’s well meant but copfused sug-
gestlon was passed unanswered. A clond
suddenly shadowed them. John says, ‘a
bright cloud,’ and Luke adde that ¢ they
feared as they entered into the cloud.’ It
was an hour of rare blessing for the three
disciples, yet calling forth the reverent
and fearful awe that divine manifestations
ingpire. Again Christ is recognized by his
Father before men. And the command is
given to ‘hear him.’

8-10. ‘He charged them that they should
tell no man.” Suddenly the seene resumed
{ts natural appearance, with no one there
but Christ, and as they came down from
the mountain with him he charged them
to keep to themselves the glorious scene
they had witnegsed, until after his Resur-
rection. The devout soul, in our day as in
that of Peter, James, a.nd John, sometimes
is made a sharer in divine secrsts that
‘that natural man rveceiveth not’ The
Transfiguration must not be published
now, when it might be & cause of confu-
sion, but, in the Tight of, the Resurrestion
it would be better un,do{nsa’;od. Thus one
event of Soripttre illumines anothér, *

11-18, ‘Whg say the scribes that Elias
must first come?’ The fdentity of Ohrist
was not q'ixe‘yt!o'n in thelr minds, but
thx were troubled to reconcile his prose
with the pro ..eg.ot_ Walaghi i
769 m ven Besres &

af g@lﬁ § questions of pro-
phecy. st, however, shows that Elijah

V., 8, 8.
#léipl;s were
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(Eliag) will indeed come; but {n the pews
eon of John the Baptist, Christ had a fores
Tunner algo at his first coming. This is an
example of ‘the law of double reference’ in
the application of prophecy.

In making this explanation Christ also
called attention to his approaching death,
which terrible event their recent exalted
hour must not be allowed to drive from
their minds, lest they be overwhelmed by
its coming. Their range of experience, like
that of Christians since, included now the
glory of the Mount of Transfiguration, now
the gloom of Oalvary, and now the Joy of
the Resurrection,

The lesson for April 24 is, ‘The Mission
of the Seventy.” XLuke x., 1-16,

C. E. Topic.

Sunday, April 17.—Topic—How Christ

t £ ‘ ] i .
213’11;1?rms lives. Rom. xii., 1, 2; Phi} iii.,

Junior C, E. Topic, ~
HOW THE CHINESE WORSHIP,

Monday, April 11.—God’
xx., 3-6, ’ od’s command, E=,

Tuesday April 12.—¢p s
Deut. iv.; ’15-19_ ake good heed.’

Wednesday, April 13.—F :
Ps. xliv,, 20, 21 S ok Tk

Thursday, April 14.—“Wholl
idolatry.’ Acts xvii,, 16, Prer

Friday, April 15.—A god that cannot
save.” Isa. xlv., 20.
Saturday, April 18.—Makin
S i s 8 a god. Isa.
Bunday, April 17.—Topic—How the

Chinese worship.. Acts xvii,, 28 v
xxviii.,, 19, 20, iy R, 23; Matt.

A Decision Day Warning.

From the Rev. John T. Farls, of Mount
Carmel, Illinois, comes the following time-
ly and significant incident.

Some years ago a bright girl of twelve
heard the invitation to confess Ohrist giv-
en from the pulpit. Later in the day she
shyly told her pastor she was ready, and
asked if she might unite with the church,
A moment’s conversation convinced him
of her readiness, and he promised to talk
with her parents, Next day her father
positively refused to permif her to take
the step. He said he thought she had bet-
ter wait a few years.

On the day before that announced for
the reception of members the pastor was
in the child’s home. While he waited for
the parents to come into the room, the
four-yean-old sister talked to him,

‘Mary feels so bad to-day,’ she prattled.
‘She does want to join so much, Why
cag;: ﬁary Joinp .

) the pity of it! the father bling b
prejudice, while his baby daughter esaym}:
pathized with her sister in her grief,

It only that father—and other fathers
like him—could hear the bitter cry of an
earnest Christian mother as -she talked
with her pastor of a wayward son! She had
been telling of her longing to have him
with her in the ehurch.

‘Oh, why did I not encourage him, when,
as a child of ten, he told me he wanted to
Join the church! she said. His teacher
had talked to him. Others in the class
were ready, and he said he too was ready.
But I persuaded him to wait a year or
two. Obediently he waited. He is wait-
ing still. He will not listen to me when
I mention the church to him. What a mis-
take I madel’—‘8.8. Times,’

Special Clubbing Offer,

‘World Wide’ and ‘Northern Messenger,’
one yéar each, only $1.00 for both. Post-
age extra for Montreal and suburbs or for-

ign countries excepting United States and

It'g dependencies, also Great Britain ang
[reland, Transvaal, Bermuda, Barbadoes,
ritleh Honduras, Ceylon, Gambia, Sara-
walk, Bahama Islands, Zanzibar. No ex-
tra charge for postage in the countries
named :



A County With a Good
Character, -

Edwards county, commonly known as
‘Little Biitain,’ because it is one of the
oldest counties in the State, and which
was originally peopled with Englishmen
to a large extent, is proud of the fact that
it has $11,000 in its treasury. A few
years ago a fine new court house wasg
built, and within ten minutes after the
contractor turned over the keys the full
amount of the contract price was handed
to him. The county is also noted for the
number of substantial bridges, all of iron,
as the public will not allow the construe-
tion of wood. There is not a single pris-
oner confired in the county jail, nor has
there been for several years. The jail is
used exclusively as a shelter for tramps
‘during the winter season. The county
almshouse is without a single inmate. The
circuit court in that medel county seldom
lasts over two days, owing to the remark-
able absence of litigation. In the past two
years there has not been a single criminal
case tried there, and but one jury trial in

all that time, and that was brought by a °

man who sued his mother-in-law for alien-
ating his wife’s affections. The county
has not sent a prisoner to the penitentiary
in thirty years, a record perhaps unequal-
led. In thirty years there has been but
one ealoon in the county, and that was op-
erated but a single year., All of the envi«
able system of improvements has been
achieved without the ordinary sources of
revenue enjoyed by other counties, It is
the envy of all neighboring counties and
is doubtless unique in the United States.
—‘Kansas City Leader. )

— e

Strong Drink and The Home

The ‘Cleveland Press,’ in a late issue,
prints a story of Mrs. E. Stafford, who
came as complaining witness against her
husbhand, whose weakness, if we may
charitably call it that, was for strong
drink. On the stand she cried bitterly,
and when her husband approached her,
she drew back, crying, ‘No, no, Ed, I have
lost my faith in you, I am afraid of you.’
‘My heart is breaking, Ed,’ she saiu, look-

ing at him once, and then turning away -

her eyes. ‘wudge,’ she continued, ‘he does
not know what he is doing when he’s in
drink. Before the policeman came he
seized me by the throat and said that he
would kill me. I broke away and scream-
ed. He spends all his money for drink,
while I‘work out to support our little girl.
This week he even took two dollars from
me for liguor. T had earned that money
by hard work, and my dawvghter and I
needed it. But that made no difference to
bhim. A week after our last baby
was born, we knew it could not live. Yet,
as I Jay in bed, he struck me in the face.
You see, nothing made any difference to
him when he was drunk, Baby died a
week later.’

We do not select this instance as hav-
ing anything particularly remarkable
about it. In every city, and about every
day, the newspapers will furnish half a

dozen such records, and no one who at-

tends the sessions of the police courts can
fail to discover that such tragedies are
the order of the hour there. Almost any
morning one can read of brutes in human
form who dole out five cents or a dime a

day to supply wife and childven with '

bread, in many instances denying them
even that, and leaying them to absolute
starvation.
them, they treat those who should be their
loved ones,—the children who ought to re-
celve a father’s care, and the wives whom:
they promised before God to love and to

Not content with starving -
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cherish for evermore,—with fiendish cruel-
ty. The matter is not all on one side,
either. Just this morning we read, as we
came to our office, the account of two ap-
plications for divorce,—men who proved
that their wives, through constant intox-
ication, made life unendurable to them.
These women had attacked their husbands
like furies, abused them, and driven them
from their houses, while neglecting their
home dutles.

It will be asked why we make mention
of such well-known and somewhat trite
matters as these. They are commonplace
enough, Heaven knows, and the danger is
that because they are so frequent we shall
lose sight of the daily terror and the aw-
ful horror all around us. One’s blood just
boils when ons stops to think of such
daily happenings. It isa little difficult to
see how so-called ‘good citizens’ and leg-
islators, in view of such atrocities, can
calmly sit and debate about personal lib-
erty, sumptuary legislation, paternalism
in government, and the innocence of mod-
eration in drink. There are more trage-
dies going on in countless homes than
were ever written by Euripides or Shake-
speare. No one who has human feelings
as a man can look at this destruction of
domestic happiness, this breaking of hu-
man hearts, this diabolizing of men’s na-
tural affections, this abuse of womanhood
and childhood, this perv:r:ion of wifely
love, without being roused to a hot and
enduring wrath against such a destroyer
as is the deadly poison of the stills.—The
‘Western Christian Advocate.’

—r———eme

A Chapter From Life.

Mr. Depew once said, in an address to
railway men: ‘It has been a study with me
to mark the course of the boys, in every
grade of life, who started with myself—
to see what has become of them. I couftt-
ed them over, and the lesson was most in-
structive. Some of them became clerks,
some merchants, manufacturers, lawyers,
or doctors. It is remarkable that every
one of them that had drinking habits is
now dead—not a single one of my age now
living. Except a few who were taken off
by sickness, every one has proved a wreck,
and has wrecked his family, and did it
from rum and whiskey and no other cause.
Of those who were church-going people,
who were steady, industrious and hard-
working men, and frugal and thrifty,
every one, without exception, owns the
house in which he lives, and has some-
thing laid by, the interest on which, with
his house, would carry him through many
a rainy day. When a man becomes de-
based with gambling. rum, or drink, he
seems to care for nothing ; all his finer
feelings are stified, and ruin only is the
end.”

Even men who themselves drink will
give this sort of advice to others; and
when they have to employ others, will pre-
fer, without hesitation, the man who is
known to abstain. Such a man is more
trusted because he can trust himself, He
has acquired the habit of self-control, and
no temptation can allure him.—~Well-
spring.’ .

The Temperance Harvest,

' We have lingered by the flowers and loiter-

ed all too long,

There is work for hands like ours—hands
that are young and strong.

There is meed of muscles steady—and of
willing hearts and true, '

For the harvest flelds are ready, and the
laborers are few. :

Let us drop our wreaths and roses—lst us
leave this useless life;

‘When another morn uncloses, let us seek
the fleld of strife. it

We will reap upon the meadows—we will
gather in the sheaves—

‘We will show, as evening shadows, better |
things than withered leaves. §

Hark! The hungry worm defies us, gnaw-
ing in the golden grain!

April 8, 1904,

If we let this day go by us, it will never
come again.

Forward then, each son and daughter, for
the harvest battlefield,

With your sickles of cold water, reap and
bind and never yield.

I can hear the roll of thunder, in the dis-
tance far away;

Onward to the ripe fields yonder—there is
work for us to-day.

We must unite together in a grand and
mighty one;

Reap and bind, defying weather, till the
setting of the sun.

Bring your sickles—faster, faster; gather
in the sheaves from harm!

EKnow you not the gracious Master waits
to take them to His arm?P

Workers, do you know your wages? ’tis
for each a starry crown!

You shall wear it through all ages when
the light of heaven shines down.

Let the whole free air be ringing, let the
echoes rise and fall

With the echoes we are singing—songs of
‘Down with Alcohol.”

Onward, then, be firm and steady, there
is work for all to do, .

For the harvest flelds are ready, and the
laborers are few.

—ZElla Wheeler Wilcox.

Is It Courageous?

Many young men drink because it seems
to them a brave thing to do. They feel a
manly independence in it. As a matter
of fact, it is not courage, but cowardice,
that leads many of them to it. Some one
invites them to take a drink, and they are
afraid to refuse, or there is a crowd about
them, and they do not want to seem timid.
They think that to retain the respect of
the crowd they must do as the crowd is
doing. But probably the whole crowd is
Just following one or two leaders, and the
real heart of the leaders may be only a
coward’s heart. These are the very times

* when principles are worth something, and

when the man who says, ‘I will not,” will
stand out as the man of true courage.

A Philanthropic Policeman.

A certain Belfast policeman, when in the
neighborhood of a saloon, and often asked
‘What will you have to drink?’ was wont
to draw out a collecting-card and say, I
want nothing to drink, put instead of that
just give me a shilling for the Church Mis-
sionary Society.” One day he met with one
of the many who say, ‘Oh, I don’t believe
in foreign missions; I never give anything
to them.’” ‘You are just the man I’ve been
looking for,’ said the policeman; and pull-
ing out another card said, ‘Then you won’t
mind contributing to the Mission for Sea-

men?’ In this way thut man collected
$220 from over 300 people.—‘Missionary,
Review.’ 4

NORTHERN MESSENGER PREMIUMS

A rellable and handsome I'ountain Pen, usually
sold at §2.00, manufactured by Sandford & Ben-
nett, New York, given to ‘‘Messenger’ subscrib-
ers for a list of six new ‘subscriptions to the
*Northern Messenger® at 30 cents each.

The People’s Horse, Cattle, Sheep and Swine
Doctor.  This book gives a description of the
diseases of the Horse, Cattle, Sheep and Swine,
with exact doses of medicine. Usually sold at
’1.00, will be glven to ‘Messenger’ subscribers
or a list of five new subscriptions to the ‘Nor-
“hern Messenger’ at 30 cents each.

BAGSTER’S MINION BIBLE,suitable for Church,
Sabbath School or Day Schocl. Each boy and
girl reader of the ‘Massenger’ should ggssm
one. QGlven for four new subacrlpzlnns». the -

. ‘Northern Messenger’ at 30 cents each. =

BAGSTER’Y LONG PRIMER BIBLE — A hand-
some Bible, gilt edges, with the addition of 307
ges, containing the following Valuable Bible
elps, Concordance, Alphabetical Index, Maps,
and THustrations, with other aids to Bible
study.  Given to ‘Meszenger’ subseribers for
thirteen new subsecript ions to the ‘Northerp

Mezsenger’ at 30 cents each., | &
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Correspondernce

RINDNESS.

Dear Boys and Girls,—A good many of
you have been thinking a good deal about
kindness lately, and weighing your
thoughts and deeds to see how they meas<
ure up to the Royal law. There are two ot
three things that need guarding against
when you are trying to be kind. First, do
not try to be kind at the expense of truth.
True kindness has no dealings with false-
hood, If you know that a person is per-
sistently doing something wrong, do not
say that he is all right, ‘just so as to be
kind,’ Sincerity is the truest kindness.

Do not try to be kind at the expense of
honesty. Do not give away what is not
yours to give. If you see persons in need,
try to earn something to help them with,
or try to help them to earn something fox
themselves. Be kind and generous with
what is your own but not with anything
that you owe to someone elge.

Do not try to be kind at the expense of
justice and honor. If you know of some
wrongdoing that ought to be punished, do
not try to hide it or shield it, for in so do-
ing you may be only encouraging someons
to go on in sin and deceitfulness until he
gets beyond hope. If one is doing any-
thing wilfully wrong it is far better to
have it come to the light and bear the just
punishment and forsake the sin, than to
have it go on in hidden pollution until it
destroys the soul forever.

Qx'e:pﬂng all these things in mind, we still
invite you to join the Royal League of
Kindness.

* Your loving friend,

THE CORRESPONDENCE EDITOR.

Brown City, Mich.

Dear Editor,—I am a little girl. I was
eight years old the 27th of January. I
have two sisters, Vera and Bertha. Vera
was five on Nov. 26, and Bertha was two
on Feb. 6. My mama died last July, so
Vera and I live with a kind Chyristian
lady here at Brown City, and our little sis-
ter Bertha is with papa’s auntie in the city
of Petoskey, nearly thres hundred mlles
from here. We hope some time to be to-
gether again. We gst the ‘Messenger’
from our Sunday-school, and I do like to
have papa read the letters to me. I can
read and write a little, but not very well,
g0 my papa is writing this for me. We
had a nice time at Christmas. We got
some nice presents. Papa, who had been
away for nearly three months, came home
the night before Christmas, and brought
us each e nice doll and other nice things.
Now I must close, or you will think papa
has been helping me,

& VERDELLA K.

Brussels, Ont.

Dear Editor,—~I am very interested in
the continued stories in the ‘Witness* and
‘Mesgenger.” We have taken them so
leng, we would not do without them. I
spent my Christmas holidays at my
grandpa’s. Eis name is Mr. William B.
He i3 eighty-four years of age, and was
born the same year as the late Good 0Old
Queen Victoria. He has taken the ‘Wit-
ness’ and ‘Messenger’ for a long time.

I had a very enjoyable visit. I had
lots of fun playing and sleigh-riding, etc.
Last, but not least, a grand ride on the
G.T.RB. It took us gix and a half hours
to go fifty miles. Thanks to the G.T.R.
I think ‘Buck’ and ‘Bright’ could go al-
most as fast, and one man could drive,
punch tickets and do all necessary things,
thus saving the corapany a lot of expense.

JEMINA ELLEN E. (aged 12).

L4

Vankleek Hill, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I have taken the ‘Messen-
ger’ for over a year, and think there is no
paper to be compared to it, especially for
young people. I like the correspondencs
part the best, and I never miss reading

~eny of the stories. I will be sorry when

‘Daph and Her Charge’ is finished, for I
feel as if I would Hke to follow Daph and
the children forever, I had heard of the
story before, but had never read it.

I am one of a family of nine, five girls
end four boys, I have one brother in
Minnesiota and another in North Dakota.
"We live on a farm about three miles from
the nearest town and station., In this town
thers is a collegiate institute, and there I
attend school during the week and come
home on Saturdeys. I ke going very
much. My chief schclbol friend is = little
girl, and her name is Jessie, aged fourtesn

ears, who also attends the Collegiate.” We
have five teachers. I like them all very
much, My favorite studies are: Latin,
French, algebra, and geometry, although
the one I love best is French.

I am very fond of music, but I have
never taken any lessons, as I find that I
have not time tlo attend to it rightly and
also continue my school studies. I have
read a good many books, and I am at pre-
sent reading one entitled ‘A New Graft on
the Family Tree,” by ‘Pansy.’ I Lope you
will not donsider me too old to write to
the ‘Correspondence,’ for most of those
whose letters I see are younger than I,

ETHEL H. 8. C. (aged 15).

Bothwell Hill, Ulverton, Que.
Dear Editor,—I am sending thirty cents
to renew my ‘Messenger.” My sister and
I cannot do without it. I live three miles
from Ulverton. It is only a small wvil-
lage. We have two churches, the Meth-
odist and Congregational. We attend the
Congregational. I wish you & very pros-
perous year, and hope you will con-
tinue to write lots of nice stories for oux

‘Messenger,” as I am foud of reading.
AMY B. (aged 9).

Minneapolis, Minn.
Dear Editor,—I am ten years old, and
my birthday is on June 4. Mamma was
born in Canada. My auntie in Boston
gends me the ‘Northern Messenger.” I
have two sisters and one brother.
ALICE C.

Minneapolis, Minn.
Dear Editor,—I came over to see Alice
this afternoon, and Alice’s mother told me
about .the letters that have been in the
‘Northern Messenger,” and so I thought
I would write a Ietter, too. T have one
brother and one sister. My brother is
seventeen months old. I am ten years
old, and my birthday is on June 14. I
liked the story of ‘“Pommy Jomes’s Dollar’
very much. I live two blocks from the

Sunday-school. GRACE E.

Tullahoma, Tenn.
Dear Editor,~I am nine years old. My
birthday is on July 18. I go to the pub-
lic school. I am in the second grade. I
go to Bunday-school. My papa is fore-
man at the Sanders’ Manufacturing Co. I
have two brothers and little twin sisters;
their names are Eva and Treva. They
are five months old. LENORE H.

Elmwood, Kings Co., N.B.
Dear Editor,—I am a girl eleven years
old. My mamma takes the ‘Messenger.’
I read it, and like it very much. I think
it is just the paper for young folks. We
keep the Elmwood Post-Officee. I have
two sisters and five brothers. We have
had a very cold and stormy winter. With
best wishes to the ‘Messenger’ and its

readers, G M, T.

Brookline, Mass.

Dear Editor,—I saw a letter in one of
the ‘Messengers’ from my cousin, Bessle
C. B., Middle Musquodoboit, N.8. aE o

Brookline is situated about four miles
from Boston. It is a town of 21,000 in-
babitants, and is large enough to be W
city, but the people prefer a town govern-
ment. Brookline contains a number of
fine buildings, among which is a publie
bath house. It is a large bullding m
taining o tank seventy-five feet long
twenty-five feet wide. The water at the
bighest point s elght and one-half feet
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deep, and four feet at the lowest yetat. AT
the schicol children can have tweire les~ :
sons in swimming and diving free. A
new manual training school was finished
last year for the mse of the high school!
pupils. 'We have a town hall, a police
station, a large number of public schools,;
several banks mnd a public library. » 5
take a great many books from the lib-
rary, as I am very fond of reading. My
favorite author is ‘Pansy.” I have read
nearly all her books. Wishing the ‘Mes-
senger’ every success,
BRSSIE W. B.

Elginburg, Ont.
Dear Bditor,—I have two sisters and twe
brotheérs younger than I am. I have two
grandmotkers and two grandfathers, and
two great-grandmothers, one of whom is
eighty-nine years old, and the other one

is very mnearly one hundred years old,

EDITH M.B.

Round Hill, N.S.
Dear Editor,—I was born at Lake Le
Rose, but I live in Round Hill xow with
my grandpa and grandma, My mamma is
dead. Bhe died when I was eighteen
months old. I have two brotheis living
two half-brothers and a half-sister. I was

twelve years old on Dec. 6. N. B. R.

Swan Lake, Man,

Dear Editor,—My father is a storekeep-

er. He was the first merchant in Swan

Lake. I was born here, and I am here

yet. I am twelve years old, and have a

pony and a big sleigh to hitch him in.
WILFRED E. P.

Hymer’s P.0., Ont.

Dear Editor,—I received my Bagster Bie
ble you sent me for getting four new sub-
scribers for the ‘Northern Messenger.’ It
is a nice present for doing so little work.

It has nice large print. The maps are
fine in the back of it. I am not going to
school, as there 1s none. I am in the
Junior fourth reader. I have three bro-
thers and three s.sters. Two of my bro-
thes are older than my-gelf. There are
quite & few mountains around here. I
lve in the Township of Gillles, about 209
miles from Port Arthur.

CLARENCE P. (aged 11).

Staney Brae, Ont.
Dear Editor,—~We live about a quarter
of a mile from Lake Joseph. We have two
old horses and a colt two years old, and a
colt one year old. The colt that is one
Year old belongs to me, and I call her by
the name of Nellie. I live on a farm, and
g0 to school. My birthday is on May 10,

G. McL.

e

Stony Island, N.S.

Dear Editor,—I received my Rible on
Jan. 14, and I am very pleased with it. I
would like to correspond with some girl
that is my age. I have three brothers and
one sister, older, and one younger. I have
four half-sisters and two half-brothers
married. :

ALMEDA B. (aged 12.)

Kirkland, N.B.
Dear Editor,—~My brother takes the
‘Messenger,” and we all like it very much.
When we read it we send it to our cousin.
I have three brothers and two sisters. It
is not over two minutes’ walk from our
lace to the school-house. I go to the
reshyterian Sunday-school and church
every Sunday. We live about a mile from
the church. I have one grandfather and
ne grandmother living. I belong to the
ission Band. It meets every month aut °
the manse. I also helong to the Temper-
ance Army, ANNIE B. & (aged 10).

Sample Copies.

Any subscriber who would like to have
ecimen coples of the ‘Northern Messen-
ger’ sent to friends ocan send the names
with addresses and we will be pleased to
supply them, free of cost. ST

=4
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HOUSEHOLD.

Washing Days and Washing
Ways.

(Lina Orman Cooper, author of ‘Our Homse
Laundry,” etc., etc.)

SILK LAUNDRY.

Nowadays silk is such an ordinary part
of our daily wear, that any series dealing
with laundry work would be incomplete
unless special attention was paid to the
subject of how to wash and make it up.
Many of us swathe our infants in notl}mg‘
but silk. Wo have learned that it is a
good mnon-conductor of heat, and we put
our infants into tiny shirts and bandages
of silk instead of into linen webbing or
woollen binders. Then, we have further
proved that silk is more economical a wear
then any other, though its initial cost may
geem heavy. We also like the feel of'silk-
en fabrics and the soft folds into which it
falls.

Yot even the most ardent supporters for
a silk outfit must feel that its treatment
at an ordinary washhouse is most deplor-
able. The lovely, slightly stiffened arti-
cles we have sent out, return in a wispy,
raggy condition. Or, if the silk retains
its sheen and crispness, we have to pay
double for its making up to what we are

charged for similar garments made in lin-

en or cotton. This points to the fact that
there is a special art and secret in wash-
ing silk. That secret I will impart to you
in this paper. Itis a valuable one!

If you remember, I said that one of the
necessities in a home laundry was a pack-
et of best gum-arablc. It is needed be-
cause we have to deal with silk =o often.
Take one ounce of this, and melt it in half
a pint of boiling water, When clear strain
through muslin, and put into a bottle
with a good stopper. It will keep any
length of time if the cork really fits, and,
as we use but little, that is a good thing.

In order to prevent the yellowness which
so often pervades white sills, we must first
soak it for some hours in cold water with
which we have previously mixed a little
dissolved borax. One tablespoonful of
the borax mixture to one gallon of water
are the right quantities.

When about to manipulate be sure tho

washing watexr is only lukewarm. If hot
the color will also be affected. In this
water some soap jelly is mixed. Never

‘rub’ sllk. Wash by squeezing and sous-
ing, moving gently in the lukewarm bath.
Otherwise, as silk is a very delicate fa-
brie, it will fray at every seam and join.
When gquite clean rinse out in warm wa-
ter. This water must be pure if the gar-
mentg are cream color. If they be white
handkerchiefs a squeeze of blue must bhe
added to it. ‘Whether blue or plain, to
every pint of the rinsing water must be
poured a teaspoonful of the prepared gum.
I hope I have made the directions plain.
Perhaps I had better repeat more categor-
jcally. To the cold soaking water a table-
spoonful of dissolved borax must be add-
ed.  To the warm washing liquid, a hand-
ful of melted sogp must be put. To the
ringing medium a gqueeze of blue may be
added. But to the latter a teaspoonful of
prepared gum must be added. If these
rules are rememberd, your silken attire
will look like new when finished.

But we have by no means arrived at that
consummation when our frocks or shirts
or neckerchiefs are rinsed. We have now
to wring them out carefully, and there is
an art in wringing as well as in almost
everything else that is worth doing. Most
amateurs use their hands in this operation
most feebly. The right way is to put your
elbows against your walst, with both of
the palms uppermost. Hold the wet arti-
cle in the right while you wring with
your left, turning it round and round the
left vrist with an easily acquired twist as
the water is expelled. It is futile to fry
and wring out moisture with the palms
under the garment and the back of hand
visible.

It is unneceseary to dry silk. It has to
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be ironed wet. This is why a silk wash
may be attempted when time would be
too short to wash anything else. A blouse
or frock can be washed and ironed and
made ready for wear in half an hour!

When rinsed out of the gum water, the
silkk must be folded into a soft cloth and
well patted, then laid very smoothly on
the ironing board or table. Under it must
be spread a thick blanket covered with a
gond clean cloth. This cloth shounld be
tacked into place, as the smallest wrinkle
may result in disaster to the silk you ave
manipulating. Never iron on the wrong
side. But be equally careful never to put
the iron straight en to the damp silk. A
thin piece of muslin or a very old hand-
kerchief must be spread between the gilk
and the hot iron. When sufficiently dry a
last rub may be given on the surface to
ensure that brilliancy which is the only
one quality we desire to retain in our laun-
dred silk.

Very bright, very glossy will the ma~
terial look when you have done with it, if
my instructions are followed. The gum-
arabic will also have given them that sus-
picion of stiffness which most washed silk
lacks. Any smocking must be well pull-
ed into shape ‘after’ ironing. I have seen
it said that no smocking should have a
hoater passed over it. But iny experience
is, that unless it be ironed the smocking
always looks rough, even with much pull-
ing., Flatten it with an iron, and, as a fin-
ishing touch, pull into diamonds and hon-
eycomb,

I wonder if all my readers-are aware of
the fact that all ribbons may be washed.
We know how many are worn on chil-
dren’s hair nowadays. Well, it is quite
possible to keep Rosie and Vietoria and
Mollie in the daintiest of hair ties if we
wash the ribbons just as we do silk. In
the morning after baby’s bath in his soft
warm water, soap the ties and ringe them
out. There is no need for gum starching
here, as the cotton back of most ribbons
gives a sufficiently stiff foundation to
them. Pat into a towel and leave for a
while. Then, whilst still wet, iron on the
wxong side, and your little girls’ ribbons
will look like new. Of course the wash-
ing ribbon proper can be bought; it is silk
all through and quite soft. But its cost is
about treble that of ordinary ribbon. 8o,
as I am writing for the economically
minded, and for those to whom economy
is a mecessity, I advise washing ordinary
hair ties or neck decorations after the
fashion I myself follow. It answers all
proctical purroses.

Choosing Toys Wisely.
(Mary G. Trask, in ‘Congregaﬁona]ist.’)

When we think of choosing toys
or play materials, we want to keep in mind
the uses of play, and to inquire what toys
will really help our children.

Considering first their physical develop-
ment-—what toys will be useful in thisf
Evidently the ball suggedts itself at once.
From babyhood on, the child wants a ball
of one kind or another, and it is, I think,
the only plaything that we do not ¢put
away’ with our other ‘childish things,’ for
we go on playing with croquet, tennis or

golf balls long after we have given up -

other active games. Through play with
the ball children exercise their muscles,
and they also gain skill and precision, con-
trol over their movements and power of
seeing accurately and of judging correct-
ly of distance. Other playthings that are
useful in much the same ways are mat-
bles, bean-bags, battledoors and shuttle-
cocks, bows and arrows and target games,

of which there are several—also the hoop

for rolling.

But we must pass on to think of toys
which help to satisfy the child’s desire to
make things, This desire is sometimes
forgotten and too many elahorate toys are
glven, with the result that the little one
soon wearies of them and breaks them up,
trying to devise new combinations; and
then, perhaps, he is scolded for spoiling
his toys, or else he gets bad habits of care-
lessness and destructiveness. Blocks sup-
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ply this need, and happily few children
are without them, but other things have
their place, too, though some of them may
be better called play-materials than toys.
Dissected pictures and maps come under
this head for, though they do not give
scope to inventiveness, they present diffi-
culties to be overcome, and this seems one
of the essentials of interest in play, as in
life. They help also to develop habits of
carefulness and observation.

Parper dolls and paper toys of various
kinds, to be cut out and put together, give
occupation and pleasure to children who
are old enough to use scissors and paste,
while for the very little ones there are
beads for stringing, and colored papers for
folding and pasting and for making paper
chains. Drawing and painting materials
must not be forgotten, for they flll with
pleasure many an hour that might other-
wise be spent in idleness or in mischief,
and free hand drawing is a wonderful
help to correct seeing, and therefore to
clear thinking, while illustrating stories
stimulates the child’s inventiveness. A
small blackboard is a great delight to the
little inmates of the nursery.

But of all the gifts that can be bestowed
upon a boy, a knife is usually the most
appreciated, and can often be used with
safety at an earlier age than the friends
of the small boy imagine to be the case.
It is well to give some pieces of thin wood
at the same time, however, so that
there may not be too much temptation to
cut up articles not intended for that pur-
pose.

I can only say a few worde about toys
that help in the understanding of life.
Buch are dolls, toy animals, trains, rock-
ing-horses, tea sets and others used in im-
itative plays. These are the tempting
things in the toy stores, and it is in select-
ing too elaborate and complicated gifts
that mistakes are most often made.

Btevenson, in his essay on ‘Children’s
Play,’ insists that in certain ways chil-
dren have less imagination than adults.
They have not had the experisnces which
supply materials for imagination. For
this reason they act out stories that they
read or hear, because in so doing they
come to fully understand the situations
descrilbed.»« Some of these materials for
experience are undoubtedly given by toys
—dolls, dolls’ houses, dishis,g toy so{d:exz-:,
trains, waggons, fire engines and farms.
These seem to be legitimate, but the sim-

- pler and less expensive toys are almost al-

ways the most satisfactory to children,
Mechanical toys really give much more
pleasure to grown-up persons than to lit-
tle people. They are amusing for a short
time, but a toy with which you can do
nothing—except to wind it up—soon palls
upon the child, and then it is either laid
aside and forgotten, or broken, and made
to serve some new purpose.

Good Enough 4For Home

‘Lydia, why do you put on that forlorn
old dress?’ ‘Oh, never mind; it’s good
enough for home,” said Lydia, hastily pin-
ning on the soiled collar; and twisting her
hair into a knot, she went to breakfast.
“Your hair is coming down,’” said Emily.
‘Oh, never mind; it’s good enough for the
home,” salid Lydia carelessly. Lydia had
been visiting at Emily’s home, and had
always appeared in prettiest morning
dresses, and with neat and dalinty collar
and cuffs; but now that she was back home
again she seemed to think that anything
would answer, and went about untidy and
in soiled finery. At her uncle’s she had
been pleasant and polite, and ‘had won
golden orlinions from all; but with her
own family her manners were as careless
as her dress. She seemed to think that
courtesy and kindness were too expensive
for home wear, and that anything would
do for home. There are too many people
who, like Liydia, seemed to think that any-
thiing will do for home; whereas efforts to
keep one’s self neat, and to treat father,
mother, sister, brother, servant, kindly
and courteously, are as much duties as to
keep from falsehood and stealing.—‘Temp-
erance Record.’
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Feeding the Woll.

There is a costly economy which no one
can afford to practice. It is the economy
which,  sacrifices nourishing food, warm
clothing, and helpful books, to the ac-
quirement of riches. A case of this kind
is shown in the account given by & New
York man of his country home:—

(There stood on the kitchen shelf in the
old farmhouse where I was born a stone
wolf with a slot in its back. I.nto this
slot went the savings of the family, cent
by cent. Once a month my father un-
screwed the wolf’s back and took out the
money. It all iwent to buy land to add to
our farm, Ne had an ambition to be
known as & large landowner, and every-
thing was sacrificed to that. The milk,
the vegetables, and the beef, which the
farm produced were sold, and we children
were fed upon the refuse.

‘We grew up pale, weak, and sickly, an,d
the money we saved went into the wolf’s
stomach. My father had a good income,
but my mother did all the work without
help. At forty she iwas an old woman.
Once or twice she asked for a week’s holi-
day or a little trip to the city. Father
would consent, and then he would con-
wince her of the extravagance of the plan.
Ehe begged that we might be gent to col-
lege, but father talked so much about the
expense that she dropped the matter. She
used to long for a magazine or book to
read; for a chance to hear music; for some
escape from the deadly barrenness of lgur
life, but it was never given to her. ‘2he
cost always had to be reckoned first, and
the wolf got the money.

‘The home life, which might have been
wholesome and attractive, was hard, and
greedy and cruel.. My mother died, worn
out with working to feed that hungry
wolf. By and by a railway was built,
which helped other parts of the country
et the expense of our own neighborhood.
The value of the farm decreased, and fa-
ther was left with a lot of worthless land
on his hands. - We had sacrificed all that
;was best in life for it, and we got no re-
urn,’ v

The Housekeepers Garden.

The quantity, assortment and quality of
the vegetables which a farmer grows must
be determined by the tastes of his
family for the products of the garden ra-
ther than by his distaste for gardening.
- The quantity should be sufficient to sup-
ply his table every day in the year; the
assortment should include the whole cate-
gory of common vegetables from aspara-
gus to watermelons; the quality should be
of the highest class.

In order to grow the necessary quantity
of vegetables in a manner that will dis-
pel rather than augment the ordinary far-
mer’s natural dislike for gardening, it
will be necessary to abandon the old prac-
tice of confining the garden to marrow
limits, preparing the soil with a spading
fork and steel rake and cultivating the
crops with a rusty hoe. The plough must
supplant the spading fork; the planker,

the steel rake; the horse cultivator, the

hand hoe. -

The ideal assortment will begin with as-
paragus, chubarb and perennial onions
early in the spring, and not end untii the
last of the parsnips and salsify are con-
sumed the next spring. Then the next
crop-of asparagus should be ready to cut.
During each of the twelve months the as-
sortment should be large and varied, and
the supply continuous. Radishes, lettuce
and spinach should be available before
the winter onions are gone, and the aspar-
egus should last until the green peas and
early beets have reached edible size. And
these should be closely followed by string
beans, cabbage, and caulifiower. Then
come the tomatoes, sweet corm, carrots, cu-
cumbers, summer squash, and lima beans,
followed by muskmelons, watermelons,
egg plant and sweet potatoes to add to the
variety in Beptember.—‘Northwest Advo-
cate.’

Keeping Baby Warm.

A lady writes from San Francisco to the
‘Household’: I should be glad to tell how
I manage to keep my baby warm through
the night. She always would sleep with
her arms out of the bed, and when she was
wery young, I made her a red flannel jack-
et to put over her nightdress; it comes a
little below her waist, is buttoned down in
front, the slesves straight and. full with a
double hem at the wrist and an elastic
cord run in, to slip over her hands, and a
little rufile 'left to fall over the hand; that
kept her -nice and warm for -Eeveral
months, then she began to kick off the
clethes and I often found her feet bare and
cold. Her papa said one morning, ‘I guess
you will have to make a flannel bag to put
her feet in.’ I acted on his suggestion,
bought two yards of the heaviest all wool
flannel, sewed up the sides and hemmed
the top, drew in one-half of a stick of
dress binding and the tting was done. At
night I put on her jacket over her night-
dress, then put her in the bag, fest fore-
most, draw it up under her arms, wind
the dress binding loosely twice around, tie
it and put her to bed. She can’t kick off
the clothes as easily as formerly, and df
she does happen to, she won’t suffer from
cold.

AMERICAN PATENTS.

Below will be found a list of patents re-
cently granted by the American Govern-
ment, through the agency of Messrs.
Marion & Marion, Patent Attorneys, Mont-
real, Canada, and Washington, D.C. In-
formation relating to any of the patents
cited will be supplied free of charge by ap-
plying to the above-named firm.

Nos. 751,528, Josph Laurin, Maison-
neuve, P.Q., seam finisher for shoe sew-
ing machine ; 752,108, Alfred C.” Rioux,
Toronto, Ont., mower bar; 752,809, Mur-
dock F. Sutherland, Westville, N.8., rifle
sight ; 763,420, Guy L. Mott, Halifax,
N.S., puzzle; 753,421, Albert L. Mowry, Bt.
John, N.B., lock nut; 753,423, John McIn-
tosh, Alexandria, Ont., carriage pole; 753,-
935, Herbert M. Taylor, Hamilton, Ont.,
incandescent electric lamp; 754,025, Au-
guste St. Pierre, River Trois Pistoles, P.Q.,
tie plate; 754,645, Joseph DuPont, Roches-
ter, N.Y., pneumatic tire; 755,143, John
D. Landers, Winnipeg, Man., train signal}
755,484, William Hargrove, Montreal, P.
Q., clothes horse.
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0il Cure for Cancer.
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