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Wilfulness; or,

“Lina’ Baid Mr. Devereux, of Thornleigh
Hall, to his pretty young wife, ‘they tell me
@at young sailor we noticed in church some
mreeks since is dying in the Croft Cottage.’

‘Dying, Ambrose! On, how can that he? He
dooked s0 eager, and his eyes were 8o bright,
and in the Croft Cottage, too; why, I thought

__&hat-half was in ruins, or that you had order.
nd it to be pulled down. ’

o I did; and the workmen had gone to

The Sailor’s Story.

‘No, dear, it is no fever; nothing infeetious
—+the man who found him calls it “a waste.”
I fancy the poor boy is dying of decline. You
can go and see him if you like, and send up
anything he may want. I have ordered the
cottage not to be touched till we know if he
may be moved. I am just yoing to ride to
Farnham to see the doetor, and send him up.

Lina Devereux lost no time in crossing the
few fields that.lay between Thornleigh Hall
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do 8o, when they found this poor lad there. It
seems he is a stranger, who has been hover-
ing about the village for some weeks, at first
paying for a lodging in the farm-houses, but
of late, I suppose his money ran short, and
he has slept in barns till he found this empty,
balf-ruinous cottage, where it seems he has
settled down, and will probably die.’

 ‘Oh; Ambrose, I hope not; I liked his looks.

/Mh scemed almost a gentleman, de&pite
hie clothes. Ts he 6o very ill? May T see
k'm? It is no fever, 1 suppose; you know 1
am thinking of baby. I

and the Croft Cottage. Some weeks ago, for
seyen.l successive Sundays, she had noticed
the young sailor in the village church listen-

ing, it seemed, eagerly to t;he,s‘ervie‘o,' ~and

every now and then fixing almost as eager a
gaze on herself, a gaze,—however, which droop-
ed instantly on meeting her eye. She had
spoken to her husband of the young stranger,
but all at once he had disappeared, and pass.
ed out of her mind, occupied as a young wife
and mother ever is by household cares. Now,
Fowever, she reproached herself for this. ‘If

I had only reminded Ambrose again, and ask-
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ed him to inquire about him, perhaps the poor
boy would have let us help him,” she thought,
a3 she knocked softly at the crazy door of the
Croft Cottage.

‘Come in,’ said a gasping voice, and Lina en-
tered a the plas-
ter falling off the walls, the floor broken and
ureven, the window almost without ‘any flasa «
—insuch a refuge had the sailor boy come to
die. He lay on a large box in the cdm\kr‘o! ;
the room, covered with some oid- blankets,
the loan of a poor neighbor, while the samne
hand had pinned a still older shawl behind
hie head to keep off the cold winds of the
autumn nights. A cup of milk and an apple
stood on a stool by the bedside. Mrs. Dever-
eux stood aghast at the sighty The book lifted
his head and smiled at her, and said, quietly, ‘1
knew you would come; please sit near me,
and let me tell you all about it. I have wi:h-
ed for you’ He did not seem to meed any
anewer, and began hurriedly, us Mrs. Dever-
eux seated herself at the foot of the bed:—
“You don’t know me, and 1 don’t know you,
excepting your name; but I know your eyes.
THey are my mother's eyes, and the eyes of
the angels. I saw you first in church, and 1
felt I must tell you all before 1 could die in
peace.

He paused a moment, and Mrs. Devereux,
who almost fancied the boy might be wander-
ing ir. his mind, asked softly:-—

‘But, my poor boy, what brought you to
Thornleigh, and where are you friends? Can
we not send to them to tell them you are ill?

‘I am Charles Rashdale,’ said the boy, rais-
ing himself in bed, ‘Mr. Morton’s stepson.

Mms. Devereux started, for Morton was ‘a
name well known to her as that borne by a
wealthy ‘man in a neighboring ecounty, and, in_
deed, slie fancied she recollected some story of
ar elder son who had left nome against his
parent’s wishes. Could this poor dying sailor
be he? ;

The boy we!’; on. ‘Perhaps you know Mr.
Morton; he married my mgther when I was
ten years old. I was never fond of him,
though he was kind to her, and I think now,
meant well by me. I know I was troublesome.
I ran away from school several times, and an-
gered him. By_and-bye, a little son was born,
and then I thought my mother loved him bet-

damp, empty cottage,

~ ter than me, and I told her so.- She cried,,

and 'Mr. Movtyn was angry, and forbade me
returning home the next holidays. One day,
hewever, I came back, hearing he was away
from-home, and found my mother leading the
little boy round the garden, like I saw you
with your child one day. T kissed her, and
then, at her own pressing desire (for she was
afraid of my stepfather finding me), left her.
I never went back to school. T ran away to
gea. They say I killed her, for phe died goon
after she heard the news. I was three years
at sea. In that time I tried to forget her, but
I could not. Then I fell ill, ard when I got
on ghore T felt T must see my old home once
m 80 T went there. It is two months ago;
but i7" was all changed; oy little brother was
at school, and Mr. Morton, the people said,
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bad never got over his wife’s des@h It seem.
ed no place for me so I wandered abouf, and

on¢ Sunday came to your church, and there

I saw you, and your eyes, like my mother’s

eyes, kept me. And I sat down and listened.

People say that going to church does no good.

Cne hears the same thing every time, and.one’s

beart hardens to it. But they should have

patience, I had heard that many times about
the wicked man turning away from his wicked-
ress, and never thought it could mean me till

I heard your clergyman say it, and saw you

look: pitifully at me, and then I knew it must

be read for me. And I want to twrn from

wickedness, and you will help me; I know. I

want to see Mr. Morten, and ask him to for-

give me for grieving my mother and going
ogainst him, and being jealous of my little
brothér. 1 would have gone to him myself,
but 1 have grown so weak I could not walk,

&nd my money is all gone. 1 have lain here

a weck, and I was afraid to die till I had told

g me one, and saved my soul alive. See, there

it my mother’s book, she gave it me when I

last was ab homeé;’ and from under the blan-

ket he drew out a Prayer-book, and put it in

Mrs. Devereux’s hand. ‘Read me something

Lefore you go,” he asked, ‘a collect—I used 1o

say them to my mother’

Mrs. Devereux took the book, and, standing
ur by the sick boyy read the collect for the
fourth Sunday in Lent. He listened wita
kands clasped.

“Thank you,” he said, ‘now I only want to
gee my step-father and ask his pardon, and
then I know God will forgive me for Jesus’
gake. Will you be so kind as to send and
fetch him?

It was a painful, but not a difficult errand.
Time and grief had softened Mr. Morton’s
Leart; and he readily accompanied the mes-
senger sent to call him to his step-son’s bed-
side,

Tt had been thought unwise to move him,
but every comfort the hail could furnish had
been brought to the! ruinous cottage. Still,
M#$. Morton was deeply grieved at the evident
p(v\;'erty and want in which ; Mrs. Devereux
bad found him. He had frequently tried to
‘o:geover and reclaim his lost step-son, but
the boy had taken a fresh name when he had
left his home, thug rendering’ inquiry fruitless.
He freely assured the penitent boy that all
was forgiveil him, and seemed to .think of no-
tling but how to best comfort him. No one,
however, seemed able to do  this b}x«t M.“'
Devereux, whom he connected in his mind
with his dead mother. She hardly left him
for the two days that life lingered, and when
in moments of delirium he asked piteously for
hie little brother, ehe sent to the Hall for her
cwn boy to quiet the gufferer. Both mother
end child were present at the Jast, and when
the slow breathing of the dying boy ceased,
Mre, Devereux hid her face in her bﬂarby’s curls,

and so out, ‘Oh, Ambrose! let us be very
‘gentle with our boy, but let us teach him to

_control his temper. I do not know who is to
blame, bué I am sorry for -this poor, wilful,
~wasted life :

Yes! it had been a wasted life; but no one
cculd doubt ‘but that the prodigal had return.
ed home, though the rejoicing was not
on eatth, but the angels in Heaven were glad
over this sinner that had repentéd.—Chatter-
box.’

~ Labrador Notes.
~ PATIENTS AND PROTEGES.
the  Hospital

~ purely medical carried

launches, is seen from the following extrats

from letters recently received:—
Two of the ehief nurees of the famous
Johns Hopkins Hospital, writes Dr. Grenfell,

_having volunteered for a summer's service, w2

allowed each 100 miles of coast, with head-
auarters at the big settlement. Both have
Leen doing admirable work along hygienic ani
* truly Christian lines. One had becn directing
1he instalment of such homely _things as

drains, for she found much trouble aceruing
from the habit of taking the drinking water
from the stagnant pools behind the houses. In-

deed, T had to learn how well nurses can haa-
dle spades themselves.. I now put no limita
to their attainments. Besides a host of kind-
ly and invaluable acts of thus teaching, help-
ing, and nursing, one nurse had just eeem a
poor lad with meningitis (tuberculdr, “of
course) through his last illness. Yet the poor
father told me in a flood of tears, “Thank Gaoil
for the nurse. What would we have cone
without her? This nurse, through pressure of
work, I had to remove to one of eur hspi-
tals. At one cottage in her district a little
later T found it necessary to advise apstation
for removal of adenoid growths and tonsils in
a child. To my great amusement and no lit.
tle eatiefaction, the mother replied she lid
not know how she could have it done ‘with.
out a nuree’ Vistas of the past, whea my-
self and odd members of my amall erew had
S0 many times formed the whole tai2nt at
operations -cf much more importance ran be-
fore my eyes.

So well fitted did these nurses come that
we were ungallant enough to trespass upon
their supplies—for Labrador does not abound
in pharmacies, and at our last case we had
scarcely been able to finish for lack of ether.

We picked up in this district also another
derelict for our orphanage. The father being
of the tribe who can only work under orders,
like a private soldier might, was quite incap-
able of supplying his own initiative. So tha
family had drifted into hopeless poverty 2nd
gqualor. Th~ mother was blind from serofu-
lous ulceration of the eye surface. Two na-
ked, half starved boys weia ranging the land-
wash. A tiny, rickety baby girl was whining
piteously from want of nourishment. They
had lost two boys since last 1 saw them, pre-
gumably from lack of nourishment. The help
they had had from ourselves and the govern-
went had only left them again almost as des-
titute as primeval man, only without his ca-
pacity to prey on dinosaurs for dinner, with
the natural roek weapons which nature af-
fords o abundantly here. The other we took
to hospital, the girl baby we handed to thw
care of our co-operative etorckeeper to be
twashed’ according to Mr. Dick’s famous al-
vice. The man and eldest boy we fitted out
to go fishing. It is a simple process—one har-

“rol of flour, two gallons of molasses, ons tub

of oleo, a little tea, and as a luxury, soma
galt fat pork—three dollars’ worth of o1
ekins, some boote, lines and hooks, a drap of
tar and piece of oakum for his only aviilabie
old punt, and a dive into our old clothes bag.
The last member of his family, we ‘uggel un
orf’ to the Orphan Home. Hope once more
1it up our poor friend’s features with hie new
outfit, and when we returned from the west-
ward trip we had the great joy of hearing le
had ten quintals of fish. If he goes on wnb
that pace, by the time the season ends he
twon't want ne’er a bit for the winter)

We have sent to our North Hospital, a
quaint little couple we picked up lately. Two
little girla of *hree years old—twins and ex.
actly alike, black hair, brown faces, ete. Alas
both born blind in both eyes. It was quair®
t+ see these children in a mnearly dark little
room trying to see my pet spaniel, who had
come into the room. They somehow knew his
whereabouts, and unerringly ran over to find
him. Afraid to touch him, they stood with
their hands behind their backs stooping close
over him, and twisting their heads sidewa ’s
and every other way to try and make out his

- shape. Their father died Jasf winter, and
_ Something of the very practical nature of their mother ie lending out her other littla
: 4’”3\ Dr. Grenfell’s charity, of the help other than

girl and coming to see if we can cure them
of the ‘double cataracts.” Blind folk in Labra.
dor are not common, but we are now trying
to gain admission for two hopelessly blind

" young, men into the splendid Home for the

Blind at Halifax, though there seems ab pre-
sent little hope of success, During the trip
T was called to an old fellow living with his
wife and little girl on the steep, craggy side

‘of an igland harbor. His two sons had died,
‘and he himself had gone blind ‘teatotally.7

‘How he managed to avoid falling off the perch
on which his house stood every time he stirred
out and rolling off over the ¢liff into the gea,

1 cannot imagine. THe. too, we could not cure,
and T know of no blind asylum that would wel-

’
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launch, komatic, or eots.
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eome an aged fisherman. A clean, tidy house
spoke volumes of what it ‘might have been.
However, life is full of these lessons, and Bar-
timeus’s prayer must often go unanswered in
jts literal sense, in spite of the fact thati
gome say, ‘We have made advances since those
days. '
AR

Religious Notes.

‘The chaplain of the Evangelistic Prison So-
cety of New York, the Rev. John J. Munro,
kas compiled some astounding figures as to
the cost of crime in the United States, and
publishes them in ‘Harper’s Weekly’ He cal-
culates that in the whole country the total an-
nual expense of maintaining police forces,
criminal courts and prisons is approximately
$750,000,000. The yearly loss occasioned by
crimes against property appears to be above
$150,000,000. If to this is added the loss of
wages suffered by persons confined in prisom,
the grand total of crime-cost every year in
America would reach the stupendous sum of
$1,076,000,000, which is a tax of more than
one per cent. upon the aggregate wealth of the
nation. Contrasted with this, all the moral
curative agencies in the country, including
churches, schools, hospitals, and humanitarian
sccial work, cost only $550,000,000 a year.
¥rom the most caleculating material standpoint
economy would appear to demand a larger
outlay for religious and sociological reform
vork in order to abridge this erime waste.~
‘Interror.’

The Boxer upheaval of 1900 cost the lives
of 177 foreigners in Shansi Province, China.
Tad an indemnity been claimed for these lives
it would have' amounted to millions of dok
lars. At the suggestion of Dr. Timothy
Richard, of the Christian Literature Society
of Chira, in lieu of indemnity, a modern uni-
versity was founded to enlighten the ignor.
ance of the literati and through them the
whole province. So it came about that the
Imperial Shansi University was established in
Taiyuanfu in 1901. Now twenty-five students
of this university have been sent to ‘England,
where they are to devote about five years to
further study, chiefly that they may be fitted
to develop the vast resources of their native _
province and promote the cause of progress
in that part of China. The young men, while
in England, will be directed in their studies
by Tord Li Ching-fang, the mew minister of
China to Great Britain—Missionary ‘Review
of the World.
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, LESSON,—SUNDAY, DECEMBER 8, 1907.
Ruth’s Wise Choice,

Ruth i, 14.22. Memory verses 16, 17. Read
the book of Ruth.

Golden Text.
Thy people shall be my people, and thy God

@ i wy God—Ruth i, 16.

S Home Readings,

- Monday, December 2—Ruth i, 1-13.
Tuesday, December 3.—Ruth i, 14.22.
Wednesday, December 4.—Ruth ii., 1-17.
Thursday, December 5—Ruth i, 18—iii., 7.
Friday, December 6.—Rutn iii, 8-18.
Saturday, December 7.—Ruth AT N i
Sunday, December 8—Ps. cxvi.

FOR THE JUNIOR CLASSES.

Have any of you ever been very hungry and
not able to get anything to eat?- I do not
suppose you have, but jt is a very awful thing
to suffer from. Here in our beautiful country
we. do not have the awful famines that kome-
times sweep over other lands such as China
and India. You will likely remember hearing
sbout the sad things that happened in the re-
¢ent famine in China. Long, long ago, in
Canaan, probably about the same time thay
Bamson was alive, a mother thd father lived
with their two little boys. One of these ter-
rible famines came over their country, and
tkey decided to go away from home.

Complete the story until the lesson opens,
d then spend a li?;!,& while longer on show..
- fug how it was Ruth’s beautiful love that has

made her remembered for so many years, Try
to make the children understand how much

love can do. Of necessity Naomi must have
first shown love to Ruth, and this can be used
fo illustrate how we, by our loving natures,
‘may be able to win others to God as Naomi

did Ruth. Complete the story before clos.

ing the lesson, as it all comes within the scope

~of the study,

. FOR THE SENIORS.
Tt ‘s impossible when reading this short but
- marvellous little book to help wondering at
the sweetness of the characters' concerned in
the tale, considering the disturbances of the
times, the corrupt practices of the surrounding
heathen nations, and the laxity into which the
- Israclites as a nation had fallen. The prob-
- able contemporaries are either Gideon or Eli,
in cither case at n the

~ God’ wer

ikely more than any others to discover
k;u:ge_.gn,,ag' defects. Her

.in all his recorded words and acts.

- never know what
‘Charles Kingsley. %

- ! v..", 7 01} :
evident in the effect it had on those who IR it, a

THE MESSENGER.

the next of kin, little too high can be said.
He is a character whose greatness shines out
The gen-
tle Moabitish girl trusted him implicitly, and
the characteristic signified by his name, ‘Ac-
tive,” was thoroughly understood by Naomi
(Ruth 1ii., 18). A decisive, God-fearing,
chivalrous, just and gentle man, his character
is a pleasing study.

(SELECTIONS FROM TARBELL’S ‘GUIDE.) :

Verse 18. She was steadfastly minded.
Steadfastness is one of the virtues crowned
by history. Whether seen in Antigone of the
Greeks—that ideal sister who would not de-
sert even the dead body of her brother—or in
Penelope, who trusted for twenty years in the
returning ships of her husband, or in the dis-
ciples around Christ who died at last, here
and there, in obedience to their attachment,
ov in the long line of martyrs whose blood 1s
sprinkled all over the leaves of history, this
_steadfastness stands forth in unwavering ex.
cellence.—David Swing.

Why Mr. Moody insisted upon Immediate
Decigion. One Sunday night in Chicago,
Dwight L. Moody chose for his text ‘What
stall T do with Jesus who is called Christ?
and his closing words to his immense congre-
gation were: ‘I wish you would take this text
heme with you and turn it over in your minds
during the week, and next Sungpy we will de-
cide what to do with Jesus of Nazareth.’
That night the great fire broke out and many
of his audience perished, Mr. Moody never
forgot the impression thus made upon him of
the lost opportunity, and in all his work af-
terwards he never said, ‘We will decide next
week,” but rather ‘We must decide now that
thy God shall be my God. .

There are two elements that go to the com.
position of friendship, each so sovereign that
I can detect no euperiority in either, no rea-
son why either should be first named. One is
troth. A friend is a person with whom I may
be sincere. . Before him I may think aloud.

. . The other element of friendship is ten-
derness. When a man becomes dear to me 1
‘have reached the goal of fortune. The end of
friendship is a commerce the most stric shrdlu
homely that can be joined. It is for aid and
cemfort through all the relations and passages
of life and death. It is fit for serene days and
graceful gifts and country rambles, but also
for rough roads and hard fare, poverty and
persecution.—Emerson. B
It is only the great_hearted who can be
tine friends; the mean and cowardly can
true . friendship means.—

The truest wisdom is a resolute determ.na-
tion.—Bonaparte. e s
| (FROM PELOUBET'S ‘NOTES!)

‘ﬁuﬁh’s‘ passionite b;xrat of 'ténde‘mees-"
X - : :

v 4
~—love and ré.lig'iqn‘.“r

~must be devoted Christians. Everything in

Feeling may be talked away, but it may alse
be killed by never being allowed to come te
words, and there are more households m
America and England robbed of their great-
est blessing, recognized family love, by reserve
ttan by gush. 1If Ruth teaches us the pre-
ciousness and nobleness of family affectim,
that will be the best lesson from her story’—
Maclaren, in the ‘Sunday School Times.

\
‘Here we have the mternal appreciation of
every-day virtue and service in the midst of
little, ordinary things, and the Divine recogni.
tion of these as powers in making the world
what God wants it to be. It is meant to teach
that in the timid breast of timid woman there
may reside an energy which affects humaa
life and the destinies of ages more even thaa
clattering arms and clashing armies. §
And Ruth, bringing into Judah only a wo-
man’s heart filled with a wonderful love, was
alkle to do more for the land of her exile than
its soldiers spending themselves in battle all
along its frontiers.” ;

BIBLE REFERENCES.

b 3 Tt

Heb. xi., 25, 26; Psa. lxxxiv.. 10; Rom: xiv.,

5; Josh. xxiii,, 8; Rom. xii,, 10; Prov. xxxi,

30; I. Cor. xv.; 58; Prov. xlviii.,, 14; Rom. 'viik,
33, 39. 4

Junior C. E. Topic,

Sunday, December 8.—Topic—Lessons from
an old love story. The book of Ruth., Read
in the meeting Ruth ii, 10-20.

C. "B Tople:

OUR WORK.

Monday, December 2.—The
rands. Ps. xc, 17.

Tuesday, December 3.—The work of
Tiord: X Cor.-xv.;, §8.4 3

Wednesday, December 4.—A mind to work.
Neh. iv., 6. .

Thursday, December 5—THow
worked, IL Chrom. xxxi., 20; 21.

Friday, December 6.—~How Xzra worked.
Ez. vii, 10. s .

Saturday, Dec. 7.—~How we should work.
Eph. vi, 6, 7. ; . z

Sunday, December 8-—Topic—Working for
God: -~ Hageo ¥, 7 B e :

work of our

the

Hezekiah

What the Sunday\-School‘
~ Teachers Ought to be.

"~ The qualifications of a Sunday-school
teacher, to which ‘I would call atten-
tion, are in addpition to a consistent Chris-
tian life, without which all natural and acquir-
ed ability will be in vain. Tet it be taken for
granted, once for all, that men and women
that can do good work in our Sunday schools

connection with the teachers’ work is subor-
dinate to the religious idea. Hence his pre-
paration must be pre-eminently spiritual—

Selected. . ;

New
- Campbellton, N.B.
them af- =
re. Please
SN

T road Ohig Tokter Trokn & brisk
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Sweet Helpfulness,

There’s never a rose in all the world
But makes some green spray sweeter;

There’s never a wind in all the sky
But makes some bird-wing fleeter.

There’s never a atar but brings to heaven
Some silver radiance tender;

And never a rosy cloud but helps
To crown the unset splendor.

No robin but may thrill some heart,
His dawn-like gladness voicing.
God gives us all some small sweet way
To set the world rejoicing. ;
k. —The ‘Pacific.
el —

Hark’s < hance.

A True Story.
{Ada M. Trotter, in the New York ‘Observer. j

I believe in you, Mark, gaid the jailer’s
wife, cordially. ‘I’ve found you a place at last,
anrd—you’ve got your chance—now.’ ;

“Phe matron’s geese, said her detractors,
weére always ‘swans’ Superficially, the lad
sddresséd presented no budding wings.

Mark Brown, undersized, thin to emaciation,
with a large clumey head, ill zl.dfxptcd to his
frail body. stuod apparently indifferent to the
‘chance’ offered him. His face, pecullftrly un-
attractive, wore a sullen expression, his. bee}flle
brows crowded his eyes o}up of lmghlt’]i?l):s thin
i q icence in their clored 8,
hp‘? I::l;r:;c: lfslt;;;(; I:d, above all, trustw?rtby,’
read the kind woman from the le.tter in ’}‘m:
cren hand. ‘If you can promise taat of you
boy, why—s€nd him along.’ :

Mark’s sullen expression c'hanged for one o
gome surprise. His lips quivered, but spc-ch
was slow to come,

‘Well?’ said the matron. e

‘He eays bright—I aie’t bright s

‘Why, yes, you are. You'fe a real t:nght
boy. I ehall mies you at every turn, you're &0
quick, and I can always depend on your word.

Mark’s face did not betray the pleasure
tlese words gave him, but he took courage to

eak.
51“‘I-Ie wouldn’t take me if he know'd.’

His friend colored. She had not read alond
the whole of the letter, written in answer to
her eloquent appeal to Cousin Joe, to give the
boy a chance.

“The dear Lord sends us new days. Let the
bey start in fresh. Don’t let him know that
T've told you what he’s here for.

‘T don’t believe in concealments, cousin,’ re-
plied Cousin Joe. ‘But wife and me won't go
against you. If the boy is worth anything
he shall have lis chance. Send him along’

The matron had discoverad Mark in her
frst round of the cells. He had been sent to
jail nearly a year before, because the Mayor
did not know what to do for him, his offence
being too elight to necessitate the Reform
school. The boy being homeless, had been sent
back to the jail until something could be dome
for him, remanded, forgotten, left for e
months to the companionship of criminals.

Mark, an orphan at thirteen years of age,
was the son of a saloon-keeper, and habituat.
ed -to the poisonous atmosphere of tobacco
and alcohol. From their doubtful home life,
he drifted to the streets, lived by his wits by
day and herded with tramps in the pine kilns
outside the city by night. The theft ¢’ a
frying pan in which to cook his meals brought
the lad to6 the Mayor’s notice, and the jail.

The matron found him sitting eolitary and
In gullen apathy among the noisy crowd. She
interested hemself in his case,
was released todk him into her service at the
jail. ‘He must have fine latent qualities’ she
argued, when he proved himself to be handy
and reliable, ‘else such a childhood would have
spoiled him utterly’ She ‘watched him care-
fully for three months, then besought Cousin
Joe to take him and give him ‘a chance” -

A few days after receiving the letter concern.
ing Mark, the good woman put the lad in the

and when he

care of the conductor on the cars, and kissed
bim, whispering, ‘God bless you, laddie, as she
herried away.

The worde. the kind embrace, affected 2Mark®
curiously. When the cars started the rumb.
ling wheels seemed to murmur with the ma-
tron’s voice: :

‘I believe in you, Mark. You’ve got your
chance nmow. God bless you, laddie,” as ghe
hurried away.

The words still were present in his mind
when the conductor told him an hour later
that this wae Greenville, and he must leave
the cars. The boy stood at the wayside sta-
tion looking about him, forlornly enough. But
suddenly a buggy drew up beside the platform,
and the driver, a burly, kindly_looking far-
mer, called to Mark to jump in, as the horses
would not stand. As Mark obeyed, scramb-
I'ng clumeily over the wheel, he stared half-
frightened at his new master.

Cousin Joe returned the stare with interest,
certainly not prepossessed by the lad’s sullen,
beetling brow, and tight shut hps. He asked
a few questions, receiving almost inaudible an.
swers. Mark, nervous and inwardly excited,
showed to poor advantage, This was his first
peep at the country, at Nature in spring. ile
di¢ not understand his own strange feei .gs
az he breathad the fragrant air. At home in
a liquor salod@ or even within prison walls,
here under the canopy of heaven, with the
carpets of flowers, the rustiing bushes and
trees about him, he was hopelessly at sea.

Mr. Burns let him alone. ‘If he don’t feel
like talking, why, he needn’t to,” he thought.
So he drove on, whistling cheerily, calling
greetings to passers-by, and keeping up a “re
of reproofs to his skittish homses.

“You ain’t got a grain of sense, Jimmy
Blaine, to jump at a shadder. Ain’t you
‘shamed,’

Mark laughed, then, frightened at his own
vecice, colored, confused. Would the farmer
ba angry?

‘So you-can laugh? Good! Wait tiil you
gee Chris! He's the greatest feller to laugh
and sing!’

Mark’s beetle brows unbent as he looked up.
Mr. Burns looked into his dark, half_puzzled
eves. He remained silent affer this, immers-
ed in thought. At length he spoke, pointing
to a homestead on a distant hillside.

‘Mark,” said he, ‘that’s my house up there
on the hill—your home, too, if you do well by
me from now on. Ive got something to say,
a3 I want you to put into your mind, Trust
me. If you go wrong and want to get straight-
ened out, come to me first thing. I could for-
give a lad ’most anything if T knew he trust.
ed me, and I heard from his own lips the
very worst as he'd done’

Mark looked straight ahead, his lips equeez
ed closely together, for there was a strange
craving at his heart to blurt out:

‘I’ve been a thief—I've stole whenever I got
the chance’ ;

He shuddered as he thought how near he
had been to speaking. The farmer didn’t mean
he’d forgive a eneak thief—eurely not! He
rubbed his hand across his brow, which broke
out in sweat, as though fearing the brand of
hie crime must be vieible then. Though he
felt he had no place in this strange land, etill
Lie longed to remain. He glanced sidelong at
Mr. Burns, his sullen face darkenming with his
reeolve never to breathe a word of his former
life. The kindly glance that met his eyes al-
most disarmed him. :
“T'rust my word, boy, for I don’t know how
to lie, said Mr. Burns.

“Still Mark closed his lips, more afraid than
ever of shutting himself out of this foreign at-

mosphere which was so genial, so different from
anything he had ever experienced heretofor.
He drew a long breath of pure air, listened
to the song of the birds, the lowing of cat.

“tle in the meadows, his eyes widening almost

with affright as he thought how nearly he had
lest it—if he had spoken. Tue horses gallop-
ed up the hill to the homestead. A pretty
young woman stood in the porch waving greet--
inga, and a chubby boy of three y&ars ran to

O

meet them, his yellow curls blowing in' the
wind. - Mark had never seen child so pure aad
fair in ‘all his existence.

‘Pick him up,’ said Mr. Burns, stopping the
horses. Mark obeyed, half afraid to touch
this creature, all white and clean. Then, as
the child ‘made friendly overtures, he tcok re~
fuge in sullen silence, making no response.

The father noticed this—it was a bad sign,
h2 thought. An hour later Mark sat with the
family at supper, for the first time in his life
in‘a home that was neither a saloon nmor a
prison.

By the time that Mark had been about a
month at the farm, Mr. and Mrs. Burns ex-
changed opinirns about him.

‘Tt’s a bad sign h. don’t take to Chris? was
the farmer’s remark. 4

The young wife laughed.

iWhy, Joe, he’d lay down his life for the
child. Chris can see where your eyes
blind. He follows him everywhere,’

Mrs. Burns was right. Mark i
passionately. Chri‘sgwould noltovel(;iethen::’:
away. He climbed about the newcomex? h
gc«l him with his plump arms, s-trokec’l 1;;‘;
face and’ covered it with kisses taking the
sclitary lad’s heart by assault, :

F)ne day, speaking carelessly, th
gaid to Chris: ‘Take this cuyyv) toeblx'z:l:lel:r’
meaning Mark. That moment marked an er’l
in the boy’s life. Chris dubbed him ‘brother,’
In.s' name was dropped by the household aftér
th:s, and he became oRg of the home circle.

He’s a quiet chap, but reliable, wrote
Cousin Joe to the matron. ‘Wife says he’s
real smart. He was some seared of the ani-
mals at fisst, but he's got over that and
never neglects them.  Chris follows :;t his
feels, and calls him “brother,” as for the mat-
ter of that, the rest of us do.

To Mark it seemed that the new name was

are

a key that unlocked the last of the Pprison

shackles from his limbs.  He hugge
thought that he could live in this k’)%g:; ho::
with the rest, and that no one knew what he’d
been. He learned every day how good % was
to dwell with people absolutely true. From
the first he was accepted” at that standard—
ny one doubted his word. They should never
have reason, he resolved, clinging to bds
‘chance’ ag a drowning man to a straw.
Gradually the sullen look vanished, the
beetle brows unbent, the eyes dark, eager, full
of life came into evidence. The pure air and
good food began to take effect on his miser-
able body, and Mark grew in every way—phy-
sically, mentally and morally. Like a child,
the present became the reality to him, the
past a bad, evil dream. Yet sometimes Mark
would read a question in the farmer’s eyes,
and those words he never could forget would
rise and haunt him.
‘I could forgive a lad most anything, if I
knew from his lips the worst he’d ever dome.”
Sometimes he’d start up in the night, think-
ing a voice shouted these words in his ear.
Then he would resolve to tell all—everything;
bt the risk was too great. The more he
learned how to appreciate his home and eur-
roundings the more he dreaded to lose them.
If Mr. Burns knew he’d been a thief he would -
keep Chrie away from him. To live now
without *Chris—nothing, nothing should ever
make him tell!
‘He’s a real good boy,’ said Mrs. Burns.
‘He has nothing to try him,’ said her bus-
band. ;
‘He’s so reliable!’ : S
‘ﬁll—he is a living lie. He thinks we don’t
kuow.

December set in with frost and enow. Chris
began to chatter about Santa,Claus and the
Christmas stocking. Mark lasped into thought-
iun’ mood, his one desire to get a present for
the child. IS SR

Mrs. Burns took him into her confidence,
told him about the tree that was to be a sur-
prise, which brother must bring = from the
forest, and let him drive her into town and
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belp choose the brilliant nothings that go to
make the magie glamor of a Christmas tree.

Mark, with parcels heaped about him in the
buggy. mentally fixing upon the tree he would
find which should rival the one in the toy
shop, absorbed in this new happiness, utterly
forgetful of the past, was suddenly brought
t2 abject confusion and misery.

As he drove past a saloon near the out-
skirts of the town, two men staggered out in-
to the street. Mrs. Burns felt Mark’s ‘sud-

“den jerk to the reins.

‘Do you know these men, Mark? They are
peinting at you.’

‘No,” muttered Mark, frowning sullenly.

‘Did he know them? He had endured their
brotal company for six months in the jail. He
shuddered, remembering  their
deeds, for which had they been discovered
they must have hanged. Mark became des.
perate as he thought of those horrible men.
.Hud they recognized him? Would they find
hire out, and come after him? Should he have
to go back to the old life, say farewell to
ttis happy life at the farm—never see Chris
any more?

He believed the power of these men to be
al' they had boasted. It did not occur to him
that there was vower in goodness as well as
in evil. "Above ull, it did not oceur to him to
trust his new friend, to teli everything he
feared to the farmer. His one fear over-
powered all else. If they came he should have
to leave, for he knew they would never let
kim stay there in peace.

Two days passed away. Mark began to
bope that the men had not been able to trace
kim.

boasted cvil

It was the afternoon of the third day, and
Mark was busy in the barn. As he approach-
ed the hay pitchfork in hand, a voice said:

‘Mark, old chap, how be you?

Mark shook like a leaf. Mr. Burns was in
town. It was market day.

‘We don’t scarcely know you, sonnie,’ gaid
Bill, emerging from the hay. ‘You riding like
& king and we scrawling on our two feet.

Mark shrank back toward the cattle.

‘Ay! We knew youwd got out here, and

Rwas worth lookin’ after, so we come after
» : \

T8’ gasped Mark, s Bloody Dick here,
r .

‘Why—not exactly. He’s on the road wait-
Ing for the farmer. ;

To kill him?

Bill laughed and rubbed his hands.

‘Only quiet him a bit. Now, Mark, you
hear, we’ll do the square thing by you. Hes’
got considerable silver.

‘I don’t know nothin’; began Mark.

‘We do, though. It’'s in a box wunder hig
bed. If you can get it out, all right; if =0t
—well, we know how to help " ourselves—
spread it ‘round as you was a jailbird, took
for hookin’ things and blame it on to you’

‘Where’s Dick? gasped Mark, looking round
Mim fearfully.

‘Dick’s comfortable. He’s ’way back in that
dark bit of valley by the.bridge. He’ll come

along soon as the coast’s clear, and keep the
~woman in there and child from squealin’, while

‘we pack up what we want. T’ll tap on that

side door when we're ready, and you'll open
kind of quiet and show us where the farmer
keeps that chest. Understand? = . -
Mark nodded, his tongue refused seryice:
“Ther mind you’re on hand!” Bill’s tone was
flerce and menacing, and suddenly seizing the
terrified lad in hie arms he tossed him head-
foremost into the hay. Ere Mark, buried and
suffocated, found his feet again, Bill had dis-

,‘g::e.r,. brother! euppers ready -

“Go away!’ cried Mark, fiercely, as his idoi

at the barn door. He went on with
hie work, feeling that though unscen BilMs
sinister eye was watching his movements,

When Chris was safely indoors . he himself

ercesed the yard and entered. Softly yet swift.

‘barring. the strong shutters, rejoicing in_the
h‘éﬁ*’ghjeh he perceived would stand a siege.

“Why, brother, your face is all seratehed up.
'Viﬁf‘z"lfmiur’ asked Mrs. Burns g@_‘Ma,,f?kv

ook his cup from her hand.

. juet in time.

‘I had a fall’ replied Mark, gloomily.

How peaceful and happy was this dear
home. Chris, sitting on his mother’s lap, was
hearing about the Christ Child, born in Beth-
lehem. Mother and child seemed creatures
in.a clean, pure world, in which he had no
place. He looked fearfully round——was there
a gap anywhere in the shutter through which
the evil beast outside might be overlooking
this happy pair?.. Noj; the curtaing were
drawn. Bill had no chance for -espionage.
Somewhat relieved, Mark rose and took his
muffler and cap.

The boy paused at the door.

‘You’re going out, Mark?

‘Lock it after me,” he said; ‘and don’t open
it—not for no one’

‘Why, brother?

Mark was gone. He slid through the nar-
rowest opening pessible, listened to hear the
bolts driven home, then crept stealthily into
the shadow of the bushes to the road. Sup-
pose he was hiding there—what should he do?
Bl would murder him! He paused to listea.
An icy wind stirred the trees, set the larches
moaning, while the pines shook cones in
showers upon the snow. The idea that he
could warn the farmer had not come at once
to Mark. He had been too much absorbed in
his horror of the men and what they might
do to Chris; but it came and with it the
vay in which the end might be compassed.
The road forked some distance before the

bridge. Mark must reach the fork before the
farmer. But how? By the short cut through

the pine wood. down. the precipitous cliff path
to> the valley. Mark had made the descent in
summer. He gave no thought now to the dan.
gers of such a path over snow and jce.

Yet he was not a courageous boy. He
started at his own shadow—every sound ter-
rified him. He knew that once this region had
swarmed with bears and wildecats. In imag.
ination he heard them at every moan of the
wind rustling its way through the aisles of
pines; but, nevertheless, he bore on his way
swiftly as he could glide along, and the dark.
ness, 8o gruesome to the timid lad, the gloom
of night settled deeper and deeper upon the
forest:

How long he had been there, battling these
fears for ills to himself and his horror of the
fate in store for the farmer, he could not
tell. But here at last was the precipice which
h> must descend ere the good man reached
the fork, before, in the bend of the valley
road, Bloody Dick wae crouching—waiting to
‘quiet him.

And far away in the distance ‘the frosty amr
brought the clear click of hoofs and merry
rirg of sleigh bells. A team was coming swift-
ly onward. /

Could he reach the road in time? A kind of
blind fury poseessed the lad as thoughts of

the happy home, the good man and Bloody ™

Dick chased through his brain. He threw
himself on the cliff path, crawling, falling,
rolling, stumbling—and he was there on the
road as the farmer drove round the bend,
heading for the bridge, : .
Just then the moon came out, and Mark’s
imperative voice: 1
‘Stop! For God’s sake, listen to me!’ came

bis boats behind him, all—anything to eave
the father of Chris, to keep him out of the
clutches of Bloody Dick.  For himself, this
weculd be the end. His ‘chance’ was gone. He
nust go back to the desolate life in the siums.
The old life rose in horrible distinctness before
his eyes as he poured forth his acquaintance
with those ‘birds of prey’ who had tracked
him to the farmer’s door. The shackles from

which he vainly thought he had broken loose,

%

were locked again closely about him.

‘When all was told Mark stumbled back in-

t> the snow, rubbing something out of his
cyes.. Hig voice choked and his words now
were all but inaudible. . ..
‘Chris! Don’t tell—T bin a thieft’”
Suddenly, becoming giddy, he etagge
he, turned away from the sleigh; but.a strong

hend clutehed his collar and, struggle how he

might, escape was quite impossible.

And a moment later the boy ;
wae on the side of the sleigh, pouring out in
. balf. frantic haste the whole story, burning

gered as
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My son,” said the farmer, tenderly, ‘it’s time
a: we got home/’

‘The horses twere turned into the old die-
used road, and Bloody Dick, erouching on the
bridge, heard the sleigh bells jingling fainter
and fainter in the distance.

@
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Fighting the Current,

Irstead of mourning and repining at the uud-
ficulties of life and of the Christian life, we
ought to rejoice that the very magnitude and
irtensity of these hindrances testify to the
fact that our movement is an upward one, and
therefore feels hindrances from which we would
Le delivered if we were easily gliding down the
current.—‘Sunday School Times.

—_—
The Different Kinds of
Eensitivenes:,

The wrong kind of sensitiveness is born of
selfishness and egotism. Men and women
who think they deserve a great deal of atten.
ticn, and then feel they are not fawned upon
and flattered as much as they imagine they
deserve, are ready to hang their heads or bursk
into tears with the broken_hearted expres-
sion, ‘Nobody loves me!” Winifrid Black hits
the nail on the head when she says that. the
right way to answer that exclamation is with
the natural query, ‘Why should they?’

Someone has well said that when a man
looks either for slights of for opportunities
of service he always finds what he is looking
for. Haman was a good type of one kind of
sensitive man. Haman fed on public applause,
and he hungered for everyome to bow down
to him. And everybody in town did bow down
to him except one old Jew named Mordecai,
but so sensitive was Haman that all the
bowing and scraping of a city full of people
went for nothing because that stiff-necked old
Jew would not bend his head. Haman wag one
bow short, and therefore miserable. Who of
us do not know such people? It is the same
kind of thing when a mother gets vexed and

-sorrowful, and is almost ready to take her

child out of Sunday School, because some other
little girl or little boy is called on to speak
oftener in Sunday School concerts than is the
child who is the apple of her own eye.
Another kind of sensitiveness which is bad is
typified by Martha, at whose home Christ lik-
el to go and visit. Martha was gensitive be-
cause Mary, her sister, did not express her
love for the Master in pies and doughnuts and
rcast beef in the same way as she herself did,

But Christ told Martha not to worry about -
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i, for Mary had gotten deeper into the heart
of things in her relation to the Lord than had
ehe. How many times we are tempted to that
kind of sensitivenéss. Some people seem to
prosper in a religious way, and yet they don’t
worship the Lord just as we do, and we are
tegited to fret and get sulky about it. All
such sensitiveness in mischievous. Let each
one of us do his best according to his own
licht.

. One of the most fruitful sources of trouble
fiom sensitiveness comes from a temptation to
fear that we will not be given the best things
t1d be made as much of as some other peo-
ple in the chureh or community. Now that
comes from an entirely wrong idea of the
source of happiness. Senator Chauncey Depew,
in a epeech in London, before the great In-
ternational Christian Endeavor Society Con-
venution, made this remarkable statement. faid
he. ‘The way to be happy is, if there is-any
gcod thing in you, to let others have it.
That is, we get our happiness not by standing
around like a beggar ready to catch what
oiler people will throw to us, but by going
forward like a king or a queen, in generous
love bestowing the largest of our abundance
upon every one who will share with us. The
happy man is not the one who js &ensitively
fearing he will be slighted in the distripution
of blessings, but rather the one who is seek.
ing to make himself useful and helpful to
otlers.—Selected.

>

Six Little Words,

" Six little words there are
Which bind me every day—
‘I shall; ‘I must, ‘I can,’
7 will? ‘I dare’ ‘I may.
T shall? is that high law
Inseribed upon the heart,
Inipelling to ite goal
My being’s every part,
‘T must, the metes and bounds
In which, on every hand,
Mankind restrains my acts,
' And nature bids me stand.
‘T ean’—that is the dole
Of action, strength, and art,
Of science and of skill,
The Supreme may impart.
‘1 will, the richest crown
Which glorifies the whole;
¥ The seal of freedom true
Impressed upon the soul.
‘I dare’ the mystic words
To be read right, before
My freedom’s swinging door. \
They’ll move the lock which bars
‘I may,’ the infinite is;
Midst infinites it floats;
Infinite light which gleams
On finite sunbeam motes.
T shall, ‘I must, ‘I will,
‘1 can,” ‘I dare,” ‘I may,
" These six words bind me just
In life, from day to day,
Only as I am taught,
Know 1 what every day,
I shall, T must, I will,
1 can, I dare, I may. 2
—Author Unknown.

The Punishment of the Pro-
crastinator

(Adh. Melyille Shaw, in the ‘North-Western

- Christian Advosates). T
" That is a pretty big word up there but if
you have a pretty big dictionary you can eas-

D s “'f‘lyv; find out what it means!

~"Harold was a procrastinator. Rather a big
vffliction for a little boy but this is a true
story—most of it, the biggest ‘most’—so I can-
pot pick out a smaller word. ¥

A boy who procrastinates puts off till by and
by what be had a good deal better do RIGHT
NOW. ' By

Tt was a lovely _
body in the town felt as though they wanted
to be out of doors. The maple trees were red
and yellow and some of the branches were

pink. The grass had not been greener alli '
summer and in some places where the trees |

> were many, the fallen leaves were knee deep.
Tt's just wicked to have to go indoors ever, .

fall afterncon, and every.

when it’s like this, grumbled Harold squirm-
ing about the top of the gate post. I won-
der if mother had to go in always when it
was just fine and dandy out of doors? . . .
Yes, um? This last part of the sentence was
in answer to mother’s pleasant voice call.
ing from inside the house.

‘1 shall want you in ten minutes, Harold.

‘O mother, what for?” There were at least
nine question marks in a row at the end of
that sentence, wrapped up in the long whine
of Harold’s voice.

‘Something nice, dearie! Mother has a sur-
prise for you. So if you want to see Benny
you had better rush right over now. You
ought to have gone long ago, when motaer
told you youn could. Two minutes there, two
minutes back, and six minutes to talk. Run,
laddie!” !

But Harold did not run, he slouched, he
kicked leaves, he swung around every hitch-
ing post, he leaped up to catch every over-
hanging branch and it took him six minutes
ta get to his friend Benny's, whose home was
just around the corner.

Ten minutes went by, fifteen, twenty. Mrs.
Howard came to the door and called, looking
arxiously at her watch. Then she went into
the house and put on her hat and walked
quickly away. She had indeed a happy sur-
Lrise in store for her little son, but he must
learn to undo this ugly habit of procrastina-
tion, so she would have to let him lose part
o the surprise.

Half an hour later Mrs. Howard came back,
iwo boys walking by her side, with satenels
in their hand and all three looked eagerly to
see a elender figure dash madly down the
street to meet them. But no figure came.

Then Mrs. Howard herself went to the
home of Benny and asked for her son. ‘Why,
he left here ever so long ago, said Harold’s
friend. ‘He said you wanted him back
ter minutes, but T guess he stayed here fif.
teen’

Where could he be?

The two boys with satchels were brothers
and Harold’s dearest friends whom Mrs. How-
ard ‘had invited to spend a weeK with him.
She had wanted him to go with her to the
depot. to meet them, and it was all to be..a
complete surprise.

The mother felt anxious in spite of herself
and called on one or two of the neighbors but
n> one had seen Harold. The sun was sget.
ting—two hours were gone, three, four. Then
a search began in earnest and long into the
night, friends, neighbors, strangers, policemen,
everyone searched for the missing boy. All

toc sadly had the surprise ended. The dainty -

supper provided for the travellers went un.
tcuched. By mnudnight, regular parties were
organized. Telegrams were flying here and
tlere and never had ‘Central’ been any vusier.
Lights burned in moet of the homes of the
little town all night. If the boy was found
alive, the church bell was to ring fast and
hard as ever it could; if dead—for now they
began to think of this—it was to toll very,
very slowly. 3

The night was cool and frosty. A really
cold wind came up and dark clouds obscured
the sky. Lanterns were brought out. Lenny
and Horace, Harold’s two friends, each with
a lantern, wandered about the town, which
they knew pretty well from previous vigits,
lcoking in all sortes of places, probable and
improbable.

At last, they crossed an old tennis court
not far from Harold’s home.  ‘What good
times we had playing tennis here two years
ago—remember? eaid one of the boys. His

2

companion nodded without speaking, flashing

the lantern back and forth.
‘Hark, what’s that?
They stood still; shivering with cold and

nervous dread. They heard a hoarse, tremb--

ling voice—a very wisp of a voice, singing:
 '—— to thy bosom fly,
~“While the nearer waters—-

shrieked together. ‘O Harold!

you? Holler! Holler loud!’
Weret  In the lockesd -l o vty
At he back part of the field was a re

lockers used by tennis players, They

foetened on the outside

 Where are

-nie racket he had promised to carry to a boy

‘bard pervades all the life. The result is that
_ncthing brave or moble is ever accomplished,

1y mastered their trade or calling. - As begin-

aai 4  just se little effort as possible. As & comse-
“That’s him! I tell you that’s him!’ they .

- been theirs; they

- petent to fi

by strong bolts, casily
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slipped into place.

been used once.
It took the boys only a second or two to

dash back the doors one after the other and

there at last they found poor Harold, crouch.

ed in the cramped floor space, cold, trembling,

exhausted with shouting and crying. Like

mad, Lenny, the faster runner of the two boys,

dashed for the church shouting as he ran

‘Found! Found! Alive! AIll right!” while

the searchers turned to the temnis court and /

Horace stood by laughing and erying and

shouting to see them ecarry the boy in their

arms, the crowd increasing while the church

beM almost split its sides shouting out the

glad news. :
This is the story Harold told! Having stay-

ed &0 long at Benny’s he thought he would be

too late to keep his appointment with his mo- .

ther, and he went to the locker to get a ten-

This year they had only

from whom he had borrewed it the summer
before, and who had asked it of him several
times. While he was in the locker—he had
stepped inside to inspect a curious spider nest .
woven on the wall—a little child toddled by
and for fun closed the door and locked it, so
quickly that he had not time to turn around.
The child, not realizing what she had done,
ran on home. She was a foreigner, did not un-
derstand what was going on, and no one
thought to question her.

I had just made up my mind I had pro-
crastinated once too often,’ said Harold,
munching weakly at fried chicken and taking
trembling gulps of hot milk. ‘I called and
called and called. ‘Then—I prayed. But no
one came. , I was 80 tired and sleepy, so L
thought I'd sing “Jesus Lover” and lie down -
and perhaps—if I had to die—

‘But you didn’t die, darling!” said his mo-
ther, once more kissing the precious tousled
head. ‘These dear boys found you in fime. O
darling, it was all that old trouble, pro 4

‘Mother!’ pleaded the lad, ‘if you can for-:
get that horrid word I don’t believe I'll ever
make you remember it again.

And it haen’t been mentionmed among them
fiom that day to this.

—————

The Habit of Skipping the
tHHard Things.

Some people have the habit of ekipping the
hard things. It begins in childhood in school.
Fasy lessons are learned because they require
no great effort, but when a hard ome comes .
in the course, it is given wup after a half. s
hearted trial. The habit thus allowed to start S
in school work easily finds its way into all
the life. The boy does the same thing on the
playground. When the game requires no spe-
cial exertion, he goes through it in a creditable
enough way. But when it is hotly contested,
and when only by intense struggle can the
victory be won, he drops out. He does not
havé the courage or the persistence to make
an intense effort. The girl who lets her school
lessons master her, who leaves the hard prob-
Jems unsolyed, and gees on, soon begins to al- R
lew other hard things to master her. the ;
heme taske that arve disagreeable or that
would require unusual effort she leaves un-
attempted. S :

It is not long until the habit of doing only
the easy things and skipping =~ whatever is

that the person never rises to anything above
the commonplace. g Shelne
Thoughtful men are telling us that the rea-
son so many do not make more of their life
in 4 business way is because they have not ful-

ners they aim to do barvely emough to get
along and keep their place. They have no in-
terest in making themselves proficient. They
avoid what is hard and get through with

quence, they mever risc to anything higher.
When a better place opens, which might have
y are not even. thou
“connection with it, because




~hard things hurt the life.

- tkem behind has its hurtful effect on all
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werthy of their abilities, simply because their
rule of life is to skip the hard things and do
only that which is easy and requires little ef-
fort. -

In many ways does this habit of failing at
These difficuit!
things are put in ofir way, not to stop us in
our course, but to call out our strength and
develop our energy. If we never had any but
easy things to do, things requiring no effort,
we should never get strong. If we timidly
give up whenever we come to something that

is hard, we shall never get beyond childhood.-

The Indians gay that when a warrior slays a
fon the strength of the conquered man passes
into the victor’s arm. This is true at least of
the difficulties and obstacles in life which we
master—we get the strength into our own
hearts. If we decline the effort, and weakly
say we are not able to make it, we have lost
our chance of acquiring a new measure of
power.

The skipping of hard things and leaving
rne
future. If it is in school, the lesson left un-
learned is but one in a series, and we cannot
gu on with those that follow with any .ne
dropped out. So the missing of even one les.
eon with its fragment of knowledge hinders
further progress in that line. A pupil does
not like mathematics and fails to master the
science. By and by he comes up to other
sciences in which mathematics is essential,
and the door is shut to him. He has not the
key to open it.

The lesson is,—be thorough. Go to the roo%
of tuings. Never be content to do only easy
things; seek rather to do difficult things. Any.
body can conquer when the conflict is easy,

DAIATY DOLL'S PATTERNS

Hundreds of little mothere were charmegd
last year with the dainty dolls’ patterns we
were able to supply.

The esewing season is on

again, and
delly’s winter wardrobe sadly needs atten.
tion. Then there are dolls to dress for
baby sisters, dolls to dress for Christmas

; v i

Set No. 12.—Boy Doll’s Sailor Suit.

trece, dolls to dress for missionary boxes,
and dolls to dress for—well, just 2or the
fun of dressing them, and for another very
“good regeon——w learn to sew meatly, that
Ey-lnd- y you can make your own clothes,
For all this sewing, it would be nice to
have tissue paper patterns, ‘just so like
mamma,’” wouldn’t it?

‘We have them; just the patterns you
wani. The directions are clear and e€asy
to follow, and there is a diagram to ehow
you how to put your pattern on cloth, so
as to make your cloth go as far as possi-
ble: even ‘grown-up’'s’ make mistakes, in
- that way, as mother will agree. The pat-
terns are in ouly one size to fit & doll of
12 to 15 inches, y cutting I% or.

' made to fit - :
% rice 10 cents. eingly

for 15 cents, or for ei:).:bcea‘ts
when sent with any subscription.

Set 2. Girl's doll’'s out-door sult, with

acket s i
ok Set 4. Girl doll’s indoor set, with pina-

Pk oo gl

~ Fearts of its people, he had to turn his thoughts

and muff, :

THE MESSENGER. 4

when the opposition is feeble, when the enemy
is cowardly. Iet us be of those who over.
come when the opposition is strong, when the
battle is fierce, when the struggle is long, when
the foe fights to the bitter end.

Young people specially should be eager to
do hard things. There is nothing noble or
brave in doing just what anybody else can
deo. ‘“What do ye more than others? is a bet-
ter text. The master calls his followers to
heroic living. ‘If ye love them that love
you, what thank have ye? for even sinners
love those that love them. And if ye do good
to them that do good to you, what thank|
have ye? for even sinners do the same.

To-day one was telling of a salesman in a
great store who on busy days hastens back
before his lunch hour is over, that he may do
even more than is required of him. Too many
persons who are working for others keep their
eye on the clock lest they put in a few min-
‘utes more time than they are actually requir-
ed to do. Far more worthy are those who are
eager to do their work thoroughly, regard-
less of the letter of their engagement. 'Lhat
is part of what the master meant to teaca
when he said, ‘Whosoever shall compel thee to
g0 one mile, go with him twain” That is the
way a Christian should do; that is the way
that leads to nobleness, to reward.—Well-
spring.’

Not a Pity at All.

I wonder if any of you have the same idea
as a school-boy friend of mine who accom-
panied his mother to a meeting, to bid ‘God.-
speed’ to a young missionary just sailing for
pioneer work among the savages of New
Guinea? iLooking at the bright face and well-
knit, athletic figure, he exclaimed under his
breath: ‘Oh, mother. he does look splendid!
He'd be just fine at cricket or football. What
a pity he’s going to be a missionary!’

'Now, in case any of you have a lurking sus.
picion in some corner of your mind that some.
how to be a missionary is to epoil one’s life,
let me tell you the following story of one of

+ the truest heroes who ever lived; and I think

you will see that high-spirited love of adven.

‘ture, plenty of pluck and ‘go,’ and the most -
. heroic courage and endurance are meeded by,

and have been found in, those men and wo-
men who, with hearts full to overflowing with

the love of God, have gone to carry the mes-

rge of that love to those who have never
eard it.

Many years ago, living in a Christian home,
was a boy who had a great desire to go to
sea. His parents sent him for training to a
naval college, and he finally entered the Royal
Nayy and rose to the rank of captain. Com-
ing, in one of his voyages to a Chinese port,

" h's curiosity led him into a heathen temple.

Sceing the sad condition of the worshippers,
who knew nothing of our loving Father in
teaven, he determined then and there t6
take his stand boldly for Christ and the
Gospel. = :

As his ship visited other heathen ports
he explored them, and finding everywhere the
great need for missionary work, he resolved to
give his whole life to it. First, he went to
Zululand, but when he had spent three years
among the Zulus, a cruel war broke out be-
tween them and a neighboring tribe, and

eleewhere.  Still, disappointment only meant
Try again’ and on he bravely went, deter-
“mmed to carry the | atory 4

o ; 4 i y had n v ; 5

Fi. TG abe euhor ‘suh piace would not have him, then he would try.
bose in another. At last, after many trials

cents Sfongers, he and four-brave friends. reach:,

“suppose they’ll

r many attempts to win the

T

ehip the mission station from which he eould
vieit the matives. Thus it was that the
foundation stone of Christian missions to that
dark land was laid. But the brave man who
laid it was not allowed to see the result of
all the hardship and toil he endured for
Christ’s sake. He and his companions perigh-
ed with cold and hunger. One by one they
died, leaving only their diaries to tell the sad
story.

God saw how weary his faithful servants
were, and took them home to Himself, and
today the name of Captain Allen Gardiner
comes to us as one of God’s noblest heroes.
Do you not think he was a real hero? To-
day there are many Christian churches in
Tierra del Feugo and Patagonia, in which men
and women who once were savages sing praises
to ‘Him who loved them and died for them,
our Saviour and theirs.

When you pray, vill you often ask God to
help and bless all the brave men and women
who are facing discomfort, danger, and even
death in far-off lands, in order to tell the
‘Old, old story of Jesus and His love’; and
pray, too, that God will show you how you
may have a skare in this glad work.—The
‘Christian.

Eleanor Wayland’s Contri-

bution.

Before the ladies in the vestry parlor, en.
gaged in packing the box for the family of the
Rev. Joseph Gordon, who, in a far-away
Western field, performed the duties of mis.
sionary, teacher, lawyer and patriot for the
salary of five hundred dollars a year, there
appeared a sudden vision. The vision was in
the most stylish of new spring fashions, from
the top of her exceedingly expensive hat to
the tips of her handsome shoes. Beneath the
hat her eyes were half-apologetic and half-
daring.

P've brought my contribution,’ she said, put-
ting a package down before Mrs. Henry
Thorpe, ‘I didn’t ask you this time what was
needed because—well, because 1 struck. It
came to me suddenly how, if I were a miesion-
ary’s wife, I should loathe the sight of cotton
cloth and second_hand clothes,— yes, and new
ones, too, when they're all so dreadfully sen-
eible and bought to last,—and how I'd long
with all my soul for something frivolous. Ui
course,” with a sudden dimple, ‘I'm not claim-
ing that I know anything about how miss‘on.
aries’ wives really feel. 1 suppose they are
all dreadfully good, and don’t hanker at all
after worldly vanities; but still, I don’t be-
lieve it will hwrt. I'm going now, so that
you can disapprove of me. Good-by!’

In dead silence Mrs. Henry Thorpe .opened
the package. It contained a two-pound box
of the best bonbons, three of the latest novels,
and a bit of green pottery.

‘It seems wicked,” Mrs. Henry
in honest distress. ke

‘Novels—when the missionary must so need
new books!” Mrs. Harper lamented.

‘I can stand the books better than the vase)’
Miss Ambrose declared. P

‘Well,” Mrs. Thorpe 'said, with a sigh, ‘I

have to go. But I must say
it hurts” St g Rk
So

reached the
church. Mrs. Thorpe read it aloud in the
missionary meeting. At the close came a pecu-

liar paragraph. °
- ‘And ! now, dear friends, I'm going to make -

" a confession. T suppose yowll think me ter.
ribly frivolous and unfit for a missionary’s &
_wife, but there were three things that [ just
~cried over—the candy, the nmew stories,

4 . and
‘that lovely, lovely vase) 5
- ‘T"dom’t believe you can imagine how starv-

e omne gets out here for something that snt

d’ezpémtely earnest. I haven't seen a bonbon
since T was married, two years ago, and, oh,
how hungry I've got for a new ‘hook once in
a while! And the vase—well, T sha'n't care 1f

we do have nothing but potatoes for breakfast
&S

hat vase full of flowers on the .

if_ I have

Thorpe sad, =~

AAB’E We e

X

ot in the box,
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A girl in the back of the church slipped vut
softly. %z

‘Oh, I'm &0 glad!’ she said to the Novem.er
sky— Youth’s Companion.’

High and Low.

A boot and a shoe and a slipper
Lived once in a cobbler’s row;
But the boot and the shoe
Would have nothing to do
With the slipper, because she was low.

Put the king and the queen and their daugh-
ter
Or the cobbler chanced to call;
~And as neither the boot $
‘Nor the shoe would suit,
The slipper went foremost of all.
—Selected.

Why Not a Flock of Ships?

It is not a wonder that the English language
is puzaling to a foreigner. Consider for a
woment the different ways in which we re-
present the idea of a number of persons or
things maseed together, If a foreigner were
to see a number of ships on the water, quite
a natural remark for him to make in English
would be—‘See what a flock of ships!’ 1t
would be funny, of course, but you can easily
vnderstand how he was misled by the phrase
‘a flock of sheep,” where ‘flock’ is the correct
word for expressing number. ;

A considerate friend might then explain
to the stranger for his future guidance that
a flock of girls is called a bevy, while a bevy
of wolves is called a pack; yet a pack of
thieves is called a gang, and a gang of angels
is called a host; but a host of porpoises is
called a shoal, and a shoal of buffaloes is call-
ed a herd. Still, a herd of childreniis called
a troop, but a troop of partridges is called a
covey; a covey of beauties is called a” galaxy,
while a galaxy of ruffians is called a horde;
further, a horde of rubbish is called a heap,
yet a heap of oxen is called a mob, but a mob
of whales is called a school; a school of wor-
stippers is called a congregation, while a con-
gregation of engineers is called a corps; a
corps of robbers is called a band, though a
;band of locusts is ealled a swarm, and a swarm
of people is called a crowd; a crowd of pic-
tures is called a collection, but a collection

" of people i called a company; a company of

ministers, however, is called an assembly, anl
an assembly of soldiers is called a musters—
Selected.:

-

Blessed are they who have the gift of mak.

" ing friends, for it is one of God's best gifts.

It involves many things, but, above ell, the
power of going out of oneself, and appreciat-
ing whatever is noble and loving in another.
~—Thomas Hughes.

Thinking for Oneself.

The largest library in disorder is not &o
ueefel as a smaller but orderly one; in the
same way the greatest amount of knowledgs,

if it has not becn worked out in one’s own

mind, is of less value than a n.uch smaller
amount that hae been’ fully considered. For
it i8 only when a man combines what he
knows from all sides, and compares one truth
with another, that he completely realizes his
own knowledge and gets it into Nis 'power. A
man can only think over what he knows,
therefore he should learn something; but 'a
wan only knows what he has pondered.

A man can apply himself of his own free
will to reading and learning, while he cannot
to thinking.  Thinking must be kindled like
a fire by a draught and sustained by some
kind of interest in the subject. This interest
may be either of a purely objective nature or
it may be merely subjective. The latter ex-
jets in matters concerning us - personally, but
objective interest is only tq be found in
heads that think by nature, and to whom

thinking ie as natural as breathing; but they

are very rare. This is why there is so little
oi it in most men of learning.
The difference between the effect that think-
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Such a Joke

He was a new boy, and we didn’t like him
very well. Maybe he was too good. Anyway,
he was always studying in echool time, and
he had such a sober look that we just named
him ‘Old Solemnity,’ and let him alome.

He scowled his forehead into wrinkles when
he studied, and he had a fashion of reading

hie history lesson rolling his eyes round to

se¢c where the places were on the map, till he
did look funny enough to make anybody
laugh. Dick drew a pioture of him on his slate
one day, and the fellows nearly went into fits
over it.

At recess we left him to himself. You eee,
there were enough of us for our games with-
out him, and we didn’t believe he would be
ony good at playing. He used to stand and
leok at us, and he looked pretty sobersome.
times; but we did not  think much about
it.

One morning Ted brought a big orange to
school. He was “"always bringing something,

but this was more than common; we didn’t
get oranges very often. He had it all wrap-
ped up in paper, but he promised to divide
it with Dick and me. Then 'e showed us
scmething else—a big potato he had cut in a
likeness of Tom’s face. Tom was the new boy,
you know, and it really did look like him. 1t
was the shape of his head, with a knob on
one side for a nose; and Ted had scored queer
little lines in his forehead, and given the
mouth and eyes just the right twist. Just
then the bell rang, and we hadn’t a chance
to show it to anybody else; but Dick said:
‘We'll put it on a stick and pass it around
at recess. My, but Tom will be mad!’ -
Ted rolled it up in a paper—@ao ite fine fea_
tures wouldn’t be rubbed off he said, and
/dropped it inte a drawer under the seat, where
w~ kept our pencils and traps generally, Af-
ter we had been busy over our books a lit-
tle while, another idea struck him, and he
whispered to me: X : £
‘Say, let’s slip that into Tom’s pocket
where he’ll find it at recess. We will tell the

boys, so they’ll all be watching, and it will be
the biggest joke out. Dick can manage it.

So I told Dick, and he slipped his hand in.
t) ‘the drawer behind him, and when he got
a chance dropped the little bundle into Tom’s
pocket. We three hardly dared to look a%
each other for fear we'd laugh aloud. Buk
that was every bit of fun we got out of i
for the minute recess came, before we had a
ckance to tell anyone, Tom rushed up to us
with his face like a full sunnise.

‘I’'m - ever so much obliged to you fellows,
for 1 just know you're the omes that did it
he said; and I hadn’t thought he could talk
go fast. ‘It was real good of you, and I mean
t> take it home to my sster Sue. You dom’t
care, do you? She’s sick, you know.’

There he stood holding up our nice big
orange! Dick had made a mistake in the
package, and we knew pretty well who had
the best of the joke. We'd have made good

models for potato heads ourselves just then,

for we all stood and ' stared for a minute
with our mouths open!

‘Why, we didn’t’—began Dick; but Ted gave
him a pinch that stopped him.

‘We hope she’ll like it,’ said Ted, grand as
a prince. Ted isn’t selfish anyway. ‘Is Sue
the little lame girl I’ve seen at your housef

So Tom told us all about her—I suppose he
thought we must be interested, or we wouldn’
have given the orange—how the scarlet fever
Lad left her lame, h worried his mother
was about it, and how he was trying to help
ali he could. We did get interested sure
enough. We put that potato where nobody
saw it, and we got into a way of bringing
some little thing for Sue nearly every day
after that. We like Tom first rate, now; he
is tip-top when you get to know him. I never
told anybody but grandmother how we came
to get acquainted and she' laughed and said:

‘A good many of the people we dislike, dear
boy, would look very different to us if only
we took the trouble to be kind to them.’—
Futh Oady, in the ‘S. S. Messenger.

ing for oneself and that reading has on the
mind is incredibly great; hence it is continu.
ally developing that original difference in
minds which induces one man to think and
arother to read. Reading forces thoughts up-
on the mind which are as foreign and hetero-
geneous to the bent and mood in which it may
b for the moment, as the seal is to the wax
on which it stampas its imprint. The mind thue

suffers total compulsion from without; it has

first this and first that to think about, for

which it has at the time neither instinet mor

liking. Ry e
On the other hand, when a man thinks for

Limself he follows his own impulse, which
either his external surroundings-or some kind
of recollection has determined at the mo-
ment. His visible surroundings do not leave
upon his mind ‘one’ single definite thought as
reading does, but merely supply him with ma-
terial and oceasion to think over what is in
keeping with his nature and present mood.
This is why ‘much’ reading robs the mind of
all elasticity; it is like keeping a spring un- .
der.‘a. continuous heavy weight. If a maun -
deces not want to think, the safest plan is te
take up a book directly he has a apare mo-
ment.——Schopenhauer) : Sy
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Helping Hands.
(These verses can be repeated by one speak-
er only, or by several children speaking to-
gether in a clear, orderly manner.)

Here, here we come with helping hands,
All ready now to take their part,

To share in happy temperanee work;

Yes, here we come, with hand and heart!

These hands of ours can strike a blow
At cruel drink, that worketh ill,

The tyrant strong, our country’s foe,
That doth the land with sorrow fill.

These hands of ours we’ll wave on high,
As for the temperance cause we cheer;
Success to all who strive for right,

And may their triumph-hour be near!

These hands of ours can break the chain
That holds poor, feeble captives low;

We’ll win them on the temperance sid,
And on to light and joy they’ll go!

These hands of ours ehall wave the flag—
The temperance flag—each passing day;
We choose the standard of the free,
And for the truth we’ll strive alway!

We’re only young, but if we join
In work and prayer, and do our best,
Strong drink shall yet be overthrown,
Our land shall yet be truly blest.

Come with us, come, increase our throng,

Stand with us in the glorious fray,

With hands to help and hearts to plead,

Come, join our hand, and win the day!:
—Selected.

Just Too Late.
(Coneluded.)

‘Although Nora appeared to have recovered
in a measure her old health and spirits, there
‘was still grave cause for fear, and upon my re-
turn home after some weeks of absence dur-
ing which I had tried to shake off the nervous
excitement all this had brought upon me, I was
shocked to find she had returned to her old
fatal habits again. I was conscious too that
the painful secret was no longer my own. Sun-
dry whispers of something wrong began to
circulate amongst our servants, and, worst of
all, through the parish. I cannoi{ remember
now how or where this was first revealed to
me, but some of the horror of that terrible
time remains with me to this hour.

‘Yet I was only reaping the harvest I had
sown, and bitter, bitter reaping it was. 1t
would have been bad enough in any case;
but for a clergyman’s wife it was too hor-
rible

‘Tl;;e companion I had engaged plainly toid
me that it was imperative for Nora to be

. placed under supervision in a Home, and my

deepest regret to this day is that I did not at
once take steps to do this, and so prevent the
awful consequences which soon followed my

‘I shall never forget that sweet, calm Sun-
‘day in the golden month of September that
had so tragic an ending for me. Even after
all these years it stands out as clearly in my
memory as though it were but yesterday. :
" “The morning dawned very full of that rest-

- ful which so characterises that season

‘of the year; but my heart was quite out of

~ harmony with Nature’s holy calm as I kissed

my wife, who lay upon the couch in an apart-
ment specially devoted to her use, and prepar-
ed to set out for the service. From the win-
dow of this room a view of surpassing loveli-

ness was obtainable; a soft lawn - shaded by

some fine sycamores, and a wide expanse of
blue ocean and those richly-tinted eliffs for

- which our fair Devonia is famous.
~ ‘But I was far too sad and worried to give

more than a passing glamce at it or at the
beautiful, old garden with the glowing dahlias

~and fragrant mignonette, and the exquisitely- -

~ tinted peaches on the southern wall. Z

‘It was long since Nora had accompan-
AN

ied me on the Sunday, and I feared she never
would again. Somehow I could not summon
my courage to tell her of my now firmly fixed
determination to send her away, and ever
since I had first acquainted her with the fact

of my knowledge of her sad failing, there had -

naturally arisen a great degree of constraint
between us.

‘A letter to the superintendent of the Home
recommended by Dr. Bell lay ready for the
evening post in a drawer of my study-table.
I do not think I have mentioned that T.ord
Stanhope had died only a few menths after
our marriage, and his yife, completely pros-
trated by her loss, had gone abroad with her
two sons. Nora's own mother had passed
away before she was old enough to know her
loss, so that I was left quite unaided in my
great sorrow,

‘It is said that “coming events cast their
shadows before them,” amd throughout the
whole of that morning’s service I had to exer-
cise a strong amount of self-control in order
to conduct it as usual, and when at length it
was over a feeling of dread came over me for
which I could in no way account; and I was
thankful when, having said farewell to those
who met me with their usual kindly enquiries
for my wife, who was generally understood to
be a great invalid, I found myself at my own
door.

‘Reaching Nora’s room, to my surprise 1
found it empty, and Foster when rung for
seemed equally astonished, for her mistress
rarely went out alone evemn in the grounds.

‘She was nowhere in the house, and Foster,
who had already become deeply attached to
Nora, set out to seek for her. She had left
her only quite a short time previously, she
said, apparently asleep. Still with the sensa-
tion of dread upon me, I made 2 poor pretence
at eating my dinner, and was about to put on
my hat and”join Foster when she passed the
dining-room window with such an expression
of terror on her face I felt sure she had bad
news and went to meet her.

‘I cannot remember what she said or how 1
gathered the awful truth; only I seemed to
live years of anguish in those few moments;
the next I was rushing down the winding cliff
path to the sandy shore below our garden
where Nora and I had often spent long goiden
hours, with Foster following and entreating
me not to go on, and then Oh! Heywood,
wy dear friend, how can I tell you? There,
lying amongst the great boulders, was all that
remained of my beautiful, queenly Nora.

‘The whole dreadful truth dawned upon me
in an instant. Yielding once more to the
\temptation to which she was so easy a victim,
she had afterwards wandered down the dan-
gerous path while her poor brain and steps
were unsteady, and losing her foothold, had
fallen to the botiom.

‘Of what followed I have no recollection. A
merciful unconsciousness spared me some of
the first anguish; and when at last, after a
severe attack of brain fever, I arose from my
bed, everything seemed like a horrible dream.
But for the great sympathy and brotherly
kindness of the friend who came to take my
place till I should recover, I do not think I
could ever have faced the world again.

‘In spite of every pr tion the affair had,
of course, become c property, and even
those who were most devoted to me, and full
of sincere pity for my great affliction, agreed
with me that it was best for me to resign the
living. Indeed I was far too ill even then to
dream of being able to undertake any kind of
duty for some long time; besides which, by
remaining in the place I must always be Tre-
minded of what had occurred, :

“You have my story now, Heywood. Can
you wonder that I am so bigoted, as you call
it, or that I never lose an opportunity of
warning those who, like yourself, believe Total
Abstinence is an excellent thing in moderation;
and who boldly tell you that strong drink is
a “good creature of God.” = o
‘T quite thought that my work in life was
ended, but the Master graciously opened up a
new one for me here, and I rejoice to kmow.
that I can still labor for Him. > .

“You know now why I count no trouble too
great that may rescue one soul from this aw-

ful fallacy; and I would earnestly implore

you as a medical man to consider the tre-.
mendous responsibility of your position with
regard to this question. T often think how

3
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little doctors dream what terrible mischief
they may do when prescribing alcoholic drink.
Surely a little quiet consideration must prove
this to all thinking men.

‘Above all, it behoves every abstainer to let
no chance escape him of warning those in
danger in time. Although I have the joy of
knowing that through my poor instrumentai-
ity many have beemn led to enlist under the
grand old Temperance banner, and that in my
crowded parish there are happy homes and
sober lives where once this demon Drink reign-
ed supreme, I must always carry with me to
the end the bitter knowledge of what might
have been had I been faithful to my princi-
ples and never permitted the enemy a place in
my home.

In later years I learned that Nora’s own
mother had been affected with this ternible
drink crave, as well as some others of her fam-
ily; so that the doctor’s prescription in her
case served to aggravate the imherited dis-
ease. Oh! my dear Heywood, pause before
you ever again prescribe. this fangerous thing,
and always, if at all possible, test well the na-
ture of your patient ere you give it even as
medicine.

‘I see you are deeply impressed with my
little story; let that impression sink into your
inmost spirit; and when you are tempted to
be swayed by those who would have you re-
gard the matter in a mistaken light, remem-
ber what I have told you to-night ;md have
no‘tihn}g to do with the poison. D}Le,sit,a,t.ion in
t'hrs \’1t:al question may be fatal, for while you
1[‘["%‘_“1: it may be ‘just too late—~Heather 8.

arking, in the “Temperance Record.’

A Capital Stor;

Full of dash and spirit from beginni
cnd.; f'ull of the iuter(%)st of real I})l‘l)ﬁrﬂx:n]%v::
their joys, their sorrows; full of the daunt’
less courage and heroismi that marked th;
old Greeks and Persians of the days of
Thermopylae, Salamis and Plataca, one of
the most stirring times the world has ever
seen—such is the new story that will start
in the Montreal ‘Witness’ the second week
in December,

Every ‘Messenger’ reader would enjoy this
story, the copyright of which the ‘Witness®
has secured from the author, Mr. William
Stearns Davis, already so well known by his
‘Friend of Caesar,’ ‘Belshazzar,” ‘As God Wills!
ete., ete. The book would cost in the regula’r
way—$1.50, while the modest sum of $1.29
will secure 52 issues of the ‘Northern Mes-
senger, 52 issues of the ‘Weekly Witness,’
including this delightful story and other fea-
tures of great interest too numerous to men-
tion. ‘Messenger’ subscribers who have ‘not
taken the ‘Weekly Witness’ should try it for
a year—the cleanest and best family news-
paper in the Dominion,

If you have a neighbor newly come to this
country, kindly show him this offer. 5

If you do met subscribe for the ‘Mes=
senger’ direct, but get it at your Sunday
School, and have not been taking the Wit-
ness,” cut out fhie coupon and eend with 86
cents and you will receive the ‘Weekly Wit.
ness’ for one full year from the start of thg
story:. L o

~ COUPON.
(Worth 20 cents.) ‘
To the Publishers of ‘Weekly ‘Witness,
‘Witness’ Block, Montreal.
Dear Sirs:—
T get the Messenger’ at.............. 8. 8,
and our Superintendent is :

OhAY. . iy v oy e

(AddressY .= i ve ol vewe e &3 ‘

Kindly send the ‘Weekly Witness’ for me
year from start of the new story, ‘Vietor
of Salamis,” for which I enclose eighty cents
(80 cents), which together with this coupon
completes my subseription. ’ ;

Name.- :- se e e ‘se oo e s -’.‘ . ..‘.g
k PRI : ;
Address.. <o ee o% se esee oo el s ee of

)P R S T R R S
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How to Know a Goose.

¢ Mother! Mother! cried a young
rook, returning hurriedly from its
first flight, *1’m so frightened! I’ve
seen such a sight!’

¢ What eight, my son ¥ asked the
old rook.

‘Oh, white creatures—qcrenmmn‘
and rumning and straining their
necks, and holding their heads ever
so high. See, mother,there they go!’

¢Geese, my son—merely geese,
calmly replied the parent bird,
looking over the common. ‘Through
life, child, observe that when you
meet anyone who makes a_great
fuss about himself and tries to lift
his head higher than the rest of
the world, you may set him down
at once as a goose.’—*Friendly
Greetings.’

Th’e Making Over of Cooky.

Cooky hated cats from the very
bottom of his dog heart. When
Pruden,ce\-.became a member of the

_household, he eyed her scornfully.
Once or twice the two had a quar-

rel. Afterwards they Just xgnored
each other.

Cooky was vrather old and oc-
casionally rheumatic; so in winter

ey

he had a box in the kitchen Where
he slept. ' -
Prudence’s bed was down in the

cellar, and one morning Roy found

two tiny kittens cuddled up beside
her. He rushed upstairs with the
news. ‘

‘We mustn’t let Cooky see them,’
said mamma; ‘he might hurt them.’
~ S0 Roy guarded the cellar door,
and

i

for a  while Cooky never
dreameﬂ of the new babxes below/

stairs. But in a few days the
weather grew cold, and Roy beg-
ged that Prudence and her kittens
might be brought up into the warm
th(he »

‘Cooky won’t pay any ’tentxon to
’em,” he argued. ‘He never looks
toward Prudence now.’

When the Ilittle family moved
into their new home, however,
Cooky stared. Roy caressed and
talked to him, that he might have
no occasion for jealousy, but he
noticed only by a wag of his tail
now and then. His eyes were fixed
upon those furry little babies.

The cat and the dog had their
meals out of doors, but that noon
after Prudence had taken up her
abode in the kitchen she came out
to her dinner alone. Roy filled
Cooky’s plate and whistled, but he
did not appear.

‘Where can he be? thought
Roy, and was just starting in
search of him when mamma called
softly: ‘Peep into the kitchen.’

There in front of the kittens’ box
sat the missing dog. He wagged
his tail briskly when he spied Roy,
as much as to say: ‘I’m on guard
now!
mother comes back.

Not until Prudence returned to

her charge did Cooky go to dinner,
and this was repeated as often as
the mother left her babies. Tt
grew to be a common thing to see
the dog stretched in front of the
kittens’ dwelling place.

One day mamma thought it was
time to clean house. Accordingly
she put the kittens out on the floor
while she carried their box out of
doors. Neither the cat nor the dog
was there. A few minutes after-
wards, however, on returning to
the kitchen, she found Cooky beside
the kittens, licking and fondling
them in great content.
still engaged in this happy oc-
cupation when Prudence appeared,
As a matter of course the mother
walked up to the babies; but
Cooky growled a ‘No’ that made

her retreat to _the.,\outer door, her Sl

“back high.

Matiiha ‘eame T ani settieaf Rl |

matters by putting the kittens

back in their box, and after that

Prudence and Cooky were more
frien’dly As the babies grew older

their mother allowed the dog to
~play with them as much as he

pleased, and he never seemed so
happy as when rolling about on

the floor, the httle thmgs pnlhng.

- at ear or tail.

“Those Kittens have made Cooky

over, said Rey —8. 8. Tlmes.
h 2 :

I’ll be out as soon as thelr‘

He was

AR o [ oy
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ful doll, mamma.

When Jesus. left His
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More Like Jesus.

(By A. C. D, in the ‘Child’s
Companion.”)

throne on
high,

'And came to live on earth, and die,

His words, His acts, His looks, we
fing

'Always unselfish, always kind,—

Jesus, my Lord, oh! may I be

Each day, each moment, more like
Thee.

Though He was often very sad,

He tried to make all others glad;

'‘And went about from day to day,

Shedding bright sunshine on their
way; ;

Jesus, my Lord, oh! may I be

Each day, each moment, more like
Thee.

He never thought the way too long

To seek a lost sheep going wrong;

He listened to its faintest call,

Nor thought about Himself at all:

Jesus, my Lord, oh! may 1 be

Each day, each moment, more like
Thee.

Where’er He was, by day, by night,
His Father’s will was His delight;
'And He with truth could ever say,
‘1 do what pleases Him alway?
Jesus, my Lord, oh! may I be

Each da’y, each moment more hke
Thee., ;

The Best Kind of a Doll.

‘Oh, mamma,’ said little Hetty,
‘T wish I had a new doll’

- ‘T wish you had,’ said mamma.
‘Couldn’t you buy me one?
‘m afraid not,’ said mamma.

‘I have no money to spare for

dolls”

Hetty knew that pretty well be-
fore, so she was not much dis-
appointed.

‘Susie Dean has such a be -yewti-
It is so big—’
Hetty held up her two little hands
to show how big it was. ‘Did you
ever see such a big one?

‘Yes,” said mamma, ‘I have seem
cne so big’ She held her hands

~ farther apart than Hetty held hers.

‘Dear me! exclaimed Hetty.

~ ‘But Susie’s doll can open and shut

e ~1ts eyes) :

~ ‘So could this one,” said mamma.
‘And did it have beautiful, soﬂ:,f

gfcu‘ hair? Susie’s has’

i B had beautiful hair, too 5

fAnd ptetty red cheeks‘” 3
RN

when you push on it

Ethel.
looking out of the window, and

h, mj' Could it oery? Sus1e’s~

it eried when you pushed :
) sometlmes fwheu you

‘Susie’s mamma told her there
are dolls that can walk, and some
that can creep. Just think of it,
mamma—a doll walking?

‘Oh, the doll I am telling you
about could walk and creep, too,’
said mamma.

‘What a splendid, beautiful doll
it must have been! cried Hetty.
‘Bver so much nicer than Susie’s,
I know’

‘Yes, indeed,” said mamma.
g0 much nicer”

‘Oh? Hetty danced up and down.
9 wish you’d take me where I
could see such a doll”

9 will) said mamma.
here.

She led her to the door of a room
and pointed to a cradle. Hetty's
little baby brother was in it, fast
asleep.

‘Oh, did you mean that? said
Hetty. ‘Why, I meant & real doll’

‘T think he is as nice a doll as you
could have, my little one. Did you
ever see a doll with prettier curling”
hair and red cheeks? And wheun
he opens his eyes you will see
sweeter ones than any other kind
of a doll could show. And he can
walk and creep and cry.’

‘But if he was a real doll T could
do anything I liked with him. He
won’t let me do as I please’

‘But if he was a real doll he

‘Ever

Look

would never put his arms around:

your neck, and say, ‘I love ’ou,
sissy.’

Hetty stood and looked at the
bonny baby face. The blue eyes
cpened and looked up at her. And

as the darling langhed, and held up

his dimpled arms, Hetty took him

up with a very loving hug, saying:

“Yes, I do think he is the nicest
doll in the world’—S. 8. Mes-
senger.’

\

«Stick’ Dolls,

(By Bertha Locke, in the ‘Youth’s
Companion.’)

The Rogers children had come
into the country to spend the sum-
mer at grandma’s. It rained the
first day, and the trunks had not
come. ‘O dear! said Jessie. ‘What
shall we do?

‘If the trunks were only here, we

could play with our dolls,” replied
Elsie stood disconsolately

then said, ‘Let’s call grandma,'
Perhaps she can think of some--

_ thing new for us to play.’

Grandma was always full of new
ideas, and as soon as she saw the

~ downeast looks, she said, ‘Children,
how would you like to play “stick”
dolls?

‘ Being cxty ch’ldren, and ha»vx

. mers,
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all sorts of ‘store’ dolls, ‘stick’ dolls
had never been heard of. ‘O grand-
ma, let’s play it? they all said, for
they were eager to play something
new.

jrandma left the room, and soon
returned with her apron full of

twigs, leaves and cranberries.
‘Now, she said, ‘we’ll first select

a good-sized twig; that is for the
doll’s body. Then we’ll put a cran-
berry on for the head, and for the
dress we’ll use a leaf, running the
twig through the centre. NoWw we
have a very good stick doll. The
next one we will dress up in a
shawl and bonnet, using a small
leaf for the bonnet and another
size for the shawl, pinning them on
with small twigs.

In this way a number of dolls
were made, using the different
kinds and sizes of leaves. It was
fun for the children, and they soon
forgot the rain in the pléasure of
the game, and in fashioning new
dresses and bonnets.

The day passed all too quickly,
and when the weather was fine
they went down to the orchard—
just the place to play stick dolls.
The children filled the hollows of
the rock with moss and wild
flowers, and they made such nice
little houses for the dolls.

All that summer, and other sum-
the children played stick
dolls, They learned to know the
different leaves and trees better,
perhaps, than in any other way.

Thoughts of God,
(By Ann Taylor.)

God is in heaven. Can He hear
A little prayer like mine?
Yes, that He can; I need not fear
He'll listen unto mine.

God is in heaven. Can E!Ie’ see
When I am doing wrong?
Yes, that He can; He looks at me
All day and all night long.

God is in heaven. Would He know
- 1If I should tell a lie?

Yes, though X said it very low,
He'd hear it in the sky.

God is in heaven, Does He care,
Or is He good to me?

Yes, all T have to eat or wear,
Tis God that gives it me.

God is in Heaven. May I go
To thank Him for His care?
Not yet; but love Him here below,
And He will see it there.

God is in heaven. May I pray’ :
To go there when I die?

_Yes~ love. H1m, seek Him, and one

day :
He’ll call me to the skm '
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Correspondence

L
3 B, Ont.
Dear Editor,—I live on a farm five miles
fiom town. We had our barn burned two
years ago by the lantern exploding, but now
we have a nice large one. I have two sisters
2rd one baby brother, one year old. I go to
sctool, and am in the third book, but 1 have
to stay home in the fall to plough.
ORLEY GREEN.
[Your riddles have been asked before, Or.
ley.—Ed.] .

'

C. M., Ont.
Dear Eitor,—l did not go in for the En-
trance, as I had intended, as I did not think
I would pass. My father is superintendent in

PHBE MESSBNGER,

as I am in the first reader, part I, T am ‘e
ginning to read them to myself, and enjoy
tkem more than ever. I‘got a dog some time
ago, hoping she would be useful in guarding
cur house at night, but as she preferred to
sleep rather than do her duty, L gave her
away. I spent my holidays in southern. iichi-
gan, where peaches and grapes are grown in
large quantities. I tell you, I had a fine t ne
among them; you will know how. I will close
with a riddle: Always at the head of fashion,
yet out of date.

MAXWELL ROBERTSON (aged 8).

S., Ont.
Dear Editor,—I am going to tell you a-Hi-
tle about our Mission Band, and the way we
give to the heathen. This Christmas we are
giving a Christmas Tree. The way we are
going to do is put all our presents on the

OUR PICTURES.
7. “Tiny out for a walk/

1. ‘Bear’ Fred Tulley (aged 11), R, Man.
2. ‘Maple Leaf’ Ina L. Bowley (aged 6),
M.B., Ont,
3.

‘Fish.’ Irene Tully (aged 8), R., Man.
4, ‘Our House.’ Daniel McQuarne (aged
9), M. H,, CB.
5. Polly” Rinlay Milne' (aged 9), R., P.Q.
6. ‘Pretty Poll’ Annie C. Gillis (aged 14),
T. BC.

-

Jean Rumball
(aged 8),
8. ‘A Girl?
P Que. :
9. ‘Rooster, Welland Ravelle, G.B., Ont.
10. ‘Bird’ Walter Colburn (aged 11), W.
H N o X
11. Daisy and her Colt Winny’
Meeker (aged 13), D, Alta.

M., Man.
Marguerite Reilly (aged 11), A,

Julia

the Methodist Sunday School here, and I like
gcing very mueh. I would like to know the
rules for drawing, and I would send one. L
hke drawing very much, and epend most of
my time at #t. I think the drawings are very
nice, and one girl drew a very nice boat
lotely.

I have lots of pets, that I like very much.
‘Annetta Orewson asked for a poem beginning
‘Sweet Auburn! loveliest village of the Plain,’
which is one of my favorite poems. We live
on the banks of Clyde River, and have lots
of fun ekating in winter, and swimming 1z
summer. The school is very near us, and [
am glad 1 have not to go far in winter. I got
the prize for being the best girl in school last
term, and I am very proud of it.

MINA OAMPBBELL.

[That’s & very nice prize to win, Mina, but
don’t be too proud. Look up in Proverbs, and
pee what Solomon, that very wise man, had
tc eay on that point, There are no rules for
drawing, except not to draw on the back of
your letter, and do not draw on card-
board, or color your picture. Sign your
name and address at the foot of the picture.
Otherwise you may do as you please.—Ed.]

! L N8,

Dear Editor,—I have four sisters, and two
brothers. My eldest brother is a soldier in
Halifax, My little sister has the whooping-
cough, and she i cutting teeth too. She hal
it quite badly, but is getting better now. We
bave taken the ‘Messenger’ = for over six
years. I like to x;ad
Page. The Elgin, Petitcodiac and Havelock
Railway goes right by our door.

HAZEL GELDART.

%

H., Ont.
Pear Editor,—I have been interested in the
stories of the ‘Northern Messenger’ for some
time by my mother reading them to me. But

the Correspondence

tree, and we have a concert, too, along with
the tree, and we have mite boxes in which
w put all our odd coppers. = Our presents
which we give are clothes, toys, and scrap-
books, which we make. We are making a
quilt to give along with the other things. We
Lave about 16 members in our Mission Band,
and our teacher is fine. I would like to sce
other letters about these Mission Bands, and
I think it would be nice if all would give the
little heathen a Christmas tree. If I told ail
akout our Mission Band, I would have too
reuch to be printed.
HAZEL POTTER (aged 15 years.)

G. B, Ont.

Dear Editor,—This is my second letter to
the ‘Messenger,” but my first was very short,
sc I will try to make this one longer. 1 have
a little kitten called Snowball, a pup named
Mintoe and a pet hen named Peck. Mintoe
likes playing with us, and Snowball is always
in our laps. We are soon ' going to practice
for the Christmas Tree entertainment; I'm
very glad. I think I will close with a riddle:
What is older than its mother? '

MAURINE RAVELLE (aged 10).

B., Ont.
Dear Editor,—I live on a farm, and we
have a beautiful mill pond, in which I like
to bathe in the summer time. T have four
sieters, three brothers, and a cute little
rephew. My brother and T drive to school ‘in
the winter, - C. EDNA FERGUSON.

ot 3 D., A]{a.
Dear Editor,—My father is a farmer, and
'}60,5 gtﬁl’:e,%,xlott of homes,c1 cattle, and sheep.
ur grain is not very good; are onl
ing to thresh a little %Zrley nd oa.fs,y f:&
maybe a little wheat. :
I am sending a riddle:

\
When js a bonnet
not a bonmet? g

JULIA MEEKER.
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A Housekeeper’s Trrasures.

The various pieces of real lace that any
lady possesses, whether for personal adorn-
ment or for home decorations, are looked upon
as among her most cherished possessions; and
tkeir charm is much enhanced if they happea
1y be the possessor’s own handwork or that
or some dear friend.

Various styles of embroidery and fancy
needlework come and go in popular faney, but
a really good piece of Battenburg is always
in style, and has a grace and beauty all its
own. But to give lasting satisfaction, the
material must be of the best. It is such a
pity to put time and patience in working out
a graceful design in cotton braid, thread, and
rings, which, while they may look well at
first, loge their charm after one or two laun-
derings, and never look well again. For this
reason in arranging for the materials for the
designs we are showing just now for the holi-
day demand, we thought it best to secure for
our eubseribtrs the best quality imported unen
materials, even though it would be necessary
to charge more for them than for cheaper cot-
ton goods. But they are more than worta
the difference in price when durability and
lasting pleasure is considered.

A full-size pattenr of each design is sup-
plied, stamped in black on blue cambrie, a.nd
iliustrated working directions are given with
each pattern. Patterns may be used over
and over again. Prices vary with size and de-
sign. Read descriptions carefully, and eend
mcney in postal note, money order, or regis-
tered letter. Stamps (one and two cent) ac.
cepted for small sums. Always send illustra-
tion with order to aveid mistakes, and care.
fully state size when design is given in vamous
sizes.

ROUND CENTREPIECE, WITH DO
TO0 MATCH >

_When beautiful machinemade braids and
rings are skilfully combined with handwork,
the whole result is, as a general tl;fng,, more
eas.ﬂy and more quickly done than elaborute
solid embroidery, every stiteh of which is done

. by hand. This is the great charm of the Bat-

tenab?xg lace designs, which, when done in first
quality linen material, are unsurpassed for

richness and beauty. To-day’s design is by
no means difficult, and with the did of the i

Jvstrated working directions supplied with
each pattern, should be within the compass

~of almost anyone able to do plain sewing.

No. 1.—Doyley, size, 7 inches across; prics
8 cents; material, 12 cents extra, or, material
?:?3, se?ld the pattern for only 38 cents. Quan.

ity meeded for only one doyley, 4 yards braid,
1 thread: Maftall s
No, " 2.~—Centrepicce, size 21 inches across,

price 20 cents; materials to work, 45 m

extra, ‘or 65 cents in all. Quantity needed. i

12 yards braid, 2 thread, 32 rings.
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Just a Friendly In-
troduction.

P

PASS IT ON.

There is no paper for home and Sunday
reading that has won for itself such a warm
weloome in the homes of Canada as the
“Northern Messenger.” Children delight in it
pow whose grandparents delighted in it forty
years ago, and still feel that in their declining
years there is nothing like it. Everywhere 1t
is known it is spoken of with esteem, even
with affection. It’s influence in a home is be-
yend estimation, and can always be counted
on as “making for righteousness.” 1t is e-
subscribers are its
friends that we can confidently look to them
to speak a good work at this subscription sea-
son in behalf of the “Messenger,” to their
friends and neighbors who do not know it so
well.

ctuse the “Messenger”

Especially do we ask this in connectim
with those who are making new homes for
themselves not only in the West, but through-
out of the whole Dominion. Think of the
pleasure a paper like the “Messenger” would
bring, coming the year round to some of the
isolated homes in newly settled districts. A
few words to one of these new settlers, or
would accomplish much.” The plan outlined
this page, cut out and slipped in a letter,
oa this page, which: will appear from time to
time, will enable our subscribers to do us this
friendly service, and at the same time each
gubscriber and friend secured would be able
to congratulate themselves and each other n
getting such an attractive paper at so low &
price—exactly half the usual rate.

You should esnd your own subseription with
an ordinary letter bearing this & sign
plainly marked at the top, and so save thes
blank form printed at the lower right hand
corner of this page for the convenience of
your friend. X

But #f you do not care‘ to eut yous
*Northern Messenger,” you need only show
the plan to a friend and tell him that the
two important points in sending his subscrip-
tion are (1) to mention your name and ad.
dress as the person who introduced the
“Northern Messenger,” and (2) to mark his
letter with a heavy ecross inside a circle, o
tbat it may go to the department in our of-
fice created to attend to this “Pass on the
Introduction” scheme.

At this tves of the year when subscriptions
are being sent in anyway, our readers may
reap the benefit'for themselves and their
friends in the reduced rates which would be
warranted by these introductions, and conse-

. quent increase in the circulation of the paper.

v

Our caleulation is that we will in time be
able to make good the loss on the additional
pew subscriptions taken on this basis by
charging advertisers a higher figure.  Bui
those who “pass ‘on the introduction,” an. &9

~ extend the circulation are in the meantime en-

titled to the full benefit of the extended cir-
culation.

Only subscribers in Cavada (Montreal and
suburbe excepted), and subscribers in the
British Isles and such of the British Domm-
jonc and Colonies as do mot demand extra
posiage, ara entitled to take advantage of

Ho

~ kbis “Pasa on the Irtroduction” scheme,
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PASS ON THE INTRODUCTION

Everyone who sends twenty cents ~
for a six months’ subscription
to the ‘‘Northern Messenger’’

will have his subscription extended
for six months more free of charge if he will

INTRODUCE the ‘‘Northern Messenger’’
WITHIN TWO WEEKS of sending his subseription
TO SOMEONE WHO has not taken it hitherto
AND WHO in his turn, and within the two weeks
shall become a subseriber by
sending twenty cents for a six months’ subseription
AND WHO when remitting his subseription
names the person to whom he is indebted
for introducing the ‘‘Northern Messenger’’ and this
“‘Pass on the Introduction’’ plan.

N. B.—By the above plan you and your friend
and your friend’s friend’s friend’s friend
without limit may enjoy the ‘‘Northern Messenger”’
at half rates.

A SUGGESTION FOR YOU

A friend of yours
who has not hitherto subscribed for the ‘‘Northern Messenger’’ will be
glad both to know of it and to take advantage of the following proposition.
Then why not mark the following letter and hand or send this copy to a friend?
The following are submitted simply to save the time ol yourself and friend.

If you are not already taking the ‘‘Northern Messenger’’ just look
through this copy. If you like it, kindly give my name and address to the
publishers as the one who introduced it to you and enclose twenty cents to pay
for your own trial subscription for six months.

Then if you introduce the ‘‘Northern Messenger’”’ to some friend of
yours who will appreciate it and will, within two weeks of your remittance,
send twenty cents to pay for his subseription for six months (also on the same
conditions and with the same ‘opportunity of securing a six months’ free
extension) the publishers will show their appreciation of your kind offices as
they did of mine by extending your subscription for an additional six months
free of charge.

in evervbody’s interest that each ‘‘pass on the introduction.”’
I am, ;
' Yours faithfully,

L §

' NIRINE S L ot o ey e v i e s e il 3 s WA L S

AAAYORE, S i oo od e anie sahineisissio vienia s

P P e S R Y Phin e tien

A SUGGESTION FOR YOUR FRIEND

To the Publishers of the “Northern Messenger,”

“Witness” Block, Montreal.
Dear Sirs:

enit s E it een s v pas o fOT having introduced

the “‘Northern Messenger.”” 1 hereby subseribe twenty cents for a six months’ :
subscription on condition that if I also intrbduce the ‘‘Northern Messenger’’ .

to a friend who subscribes on the same conditions within two weeks of this date
‘my subseription shall be extended for an additional six months free of charge.

Name....-..-........-....,.-...........1....q

Addl‘ess....._.........;-..,-..-......u.\.-...q
¥ 3

: ; N
eessssesesscsssssesrsncscteabhcccssccccny

oohoo.cioo--.-ooo-o}-.a.-..lgo."ﬁ"o.

And your friend and your friend’s friend will all enjoy the
same opportunity of obtaining a six months’ extension free of charge, so it is:

b et Vet e e et ere il

T:4m indebted 0. M...esoavwisvaevooaunsssacesmncin R e

Copyrighted.—All rights reserved.

{
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A GROUP OF USEFUL PATTERNS.

Thousinds upon thousands of the busy hcuse-mothers in the homes where the “Mes senger” goes, apprec}ate heartily the aﬂswt.
ance this pattern service gives them in their home dressmaking. At this particular season, vhen so much sewing clamors for attention

this group of designs will be most welcome.

Space does not permit to give detailed description of above designs, but- full directions go with each patteﬁ),

very satisfactory on’ all sides.

No. 5851.—Ladies’ Apron, Sleeve Protector
wmd Cap. Sizes for small, medium, and large.

No. 5871.—Ladies’ Shirt-waist. Sizes 32,
B4, 36, 38, 40, and 42 inch bust.

No. 5862.—Tadies’ Morning Jacket. - Sizes
for small, meditm and large. = = 7

No. 5808.—Ladies’ House Gown. Sizes, 32,
34, 36, 38, 40 and 42 inch bust..

No. 5857.—Ladies’ Dressing Sacque.
32, 34, 36, 38, 40 and 42 inch bust.
No. 5858.—TLadies’ Fancy Blouse. Sizes 32,
34, 36, 38, 40 and 42 inch bust.
No/ 5826—Girls' Blouse Dress. , Sizes, 6, 8,
10 and 12 years. ' ; )
'~ No. 5859.—Child’s Round Yoke Dress. Sizos

Sizes,

2 3, 4,5 and 6 years, ;

Price of each pattern on this page, 10 cents. Give, number, and size very carefully,

which , are found

No. 5867.—Ladies’ One_Piece Corset Cover.
Sizes 32, 34, 36, 38, 40 and 42 inch bust
neasure.

No. 5835.—Boys’ Dress with Knickerbockers.
Sizes 2, 3, 4, 5 and 6 years. ;

No. 5838.—Girls’ Teddy 1
4.6, 8, 10 and 12 years.

No. 5855.—Little Boys’ Dress.
4, 5, and 6 years, ;
or age, where nceded),

Jear Dress. ‘Smés

" . 3 e : and gixve'f‘the name -
of the design in full, to avoid errors. Write Name (giving “Mrs.” or “Miss”), and full post-office address, clearly on your order.
drese orders. to “Northern Messenger” I’atﬁenig:DefPL, “Witnwsf’ Block, Montreal.

3
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The regular December [ssue and the

CHRIST

XN ONIE.

The Greatest Christmas Number Value Ever
Offered 1n Canada.

Brown Black Blue

PICTURES!

PICTURES!

PICTURES!

Many Christmas fancies and features

IN COLORS.
OINLY TEIN CENTS.

Edition Limited

The Christmas Number edition is limited by the
fall capacity of our presses, and will run far short of
the demand.

Newsdealers Disappointed

Already we have had to cut down news-

‘dealers’ orders to a minimum to their great disap-

pointment. But we must have enough to supply all
our regular subscribers.

Two Gift Copies Free

Annual Subscribers remitting One Dollar for
a year’s subscription are entitled (according to the
ofter published some time ago) to order copies of this
Christinas number sent to each of two of their friends,
free of charge, providing the two extra names for
GIET COPIES of the Christmas number be sent in
with the subscription, and providing also that the

-~

~ subscription be remitted without undue delay.

1t is largely because of this offer made first some

~ time ago that we are now cempelled to limit orders

from the news companies and dealers.

Wonderful Development

Starting hardly more than a year ago wth a
small twenty-four  page magazine the ‘Canadian
Pictorial’ simply bounded into popular favor.
For only one dollar a year, ten cents a copy, 1t gives
the bost features of ‘Collier's’, namely the fine pictures
of news events and current interésts and adds to that
the best features of any woman's journal, namely the
fashion hints and patterns, and the whole is printed
on most expensive enamelled paper with the best
possible ink. It is a dainty thing to have on the
sitting room table and will interest visiting {riends
greatly.

Indeed the circulation has grown so fast that
our large edition of over 20,000 copies will not supply
the demand for this coming issue. We would print
more if our presses would turn them out. An

Enlarged Equipment

will soon be imperative, and we are already planning

for it so that we will not again have to reduce the
agents and dealers ‘supplies. :

Subscribers should remit at once and so save disappointment.

Kindly make the offer known.

A year's subscription to the ‘Canadian Pictorial is one of the best Christmas presents you

" Your friends will enjoy the Christmas Number greatly.

- can make to any home. It interests every member of the family

BOYS

wonted everywhere to eell the ‘Pictorial’
regularly for handsomo cash profits or
premiums. ¢

The popularity of' the ‘Pictorial,’ as 3
.. shown agove ie such that it ‘sells’ at Or JOHN DOUGALL & SON'

eight’ A post-card will bring you full «Witness’ Block,

The Pictorial Publishing Co.,

142 St. Peter Street, Montreal,

General Agents for the ‘Canadian Pictorial.’” :

W A Ty
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HOUSEHOLD,

The Window Garden.

As a rule house plants should be summer
grown in pots. Occasionally, however, about
frost time, some fine specimen appeals to “he
plant lover for protection, promising a large
winter rental in bloom and beauty. Yet un-
aer usual conditions the plant is rarely able
ty redeem its pledges.

Very important to successful Iifting of large
plants from the ground, is the time of dey.
Experience shows that the evening, after four
o'clock, is propitious. Perhaps the plant is
taking its beauty sleep, and naps so soundly
&3/ to offer no resistance to removal. Certain
it is that even large heliotropes, especimliy
sensitive to disturbance  of the roots, have
been transferred from  the ground to pots
without loss of foliage, or a halt in growth
and vigor.

Prune the plant from old or multiple
growth, long branches, etc, pinch or trim
the good wood into shapeliness. Soak the
pot, unless already wet. ‘I'he best soil is n
compost of manure, autumn leaves and other
veégetable matter, rediiced by time and de-
cay to a fine, homogeneous mass. To this add
a fifth part of good garden earth. Always sift
potting soil.

If this compost is not available, mix two
pérts of well rotted, old manure, and one part
good garden earth. 1f thhe earth.is clayey or
heavy, ‘substitute sand or coal ashes for one.
hali of it. Cover the bottom of the pot with
potsherd or cinder, and one inch of soil.

On 'lifting the plant, gently shake the eartk
from the roots, which should fill the pot with-
out uncomfortable crowding to within two
inches of the top. It is better that the roots
be even a little crowded than to have too
much pot room.

' Gently press the soil about the roots, leav.
ing mo interstices. Fill to within an inch of
the top of the pot. Plunge the pot to almost
its depth into a vessel of tepid water. When
thoroughly eaturated, fill up with dry sou.
Shade for some. days.

Before lifting'large geraniums for the house,-

prune the roots by cutting down all round the
stalk three inches from  it, the depth of a
trowel. Prune the top severely.—New York
‘Observer.’ s

Some Pretty House Plants.

. Most housewives are fond of a bit of green
fcliage about the home to add to its general
‘cbeeriness, and particularly is it the case
‘with those who live in flateé—a mode of city
Jife' becoming more and more popular every-
‘where—and who have no yard to raise flowers
in. The plants mentioned below are such as
I have had experience with myself and are
‘extremely nice for sunny windows; there is
no- expense attached to procuring them, and
they can be grown with but very little troz-
Lle if one is welling to expend a few minutes’
cire on them daily, says Miss Coleman in
‘What to Eat’ It is a very simple matter to
drop several lemon seeds in a pot or box of
rich eandy soil, keeping it in a warm place
“and watering it occasionally, yet in a short
time these seeds will sprout, and grow rapidly
/into as beautiful a plant as one could aesire
- for the embellishment of a room. The leaves
| are exquisitely clean and glossy, and in a cou-
ple of years the miniature lemon tree will
have developed into quite a pretentious bush,
hardy and strong, that may then be trans-
ferred to a larger pot or tub, like those used
for palms and rubber plants. Orange seeds
grow likewise if subjected to a similar treat-
* ment as the lemon, and strange as it may
seem, these diminutive sub-tropical shrubs
will in time bear natural fruit. Date geeds,
too, grow in this manner, rewarding the plant-
er, after no very extended period of waiting,
with a genuine date palm that the florists
would charge a pretty sum for if one went to
purchase it. Either of these plants requires
no special treatment inits care, simply water-

ing it when the earth seems to need it, which

would be once a day, perhaps, in summer, anl

as often in winter, if the place where it is
kept was very much heated. Keeping the dust
off plants is another important item, this be.
ing done by brushing the foliage with a damp-
ened sponge, or spraying them with water;
of the two ways, the former is preferable, es.
pecially when they are in the house. ‘I'he
green top of a pineapple planted in a pot of
goil, the same as that used in the foregoing,
will amaze one by its celerity in taking root
and its fast growth afterwards.

A Good Cleansing Cream.

Cleansing cream made after the following
recipe is highly recommended for general use
in the household. It will remove greases pots
itom coats, ¢arpets or any wooden texture,
paint from furniture, and ink from paint. This
cream will keep an indefinite period: Cut four
ounces of white castile soap very fine and put
it over the fire in a quart of hot water to dis-
sclve; as soon as it is thoroughly melted add
four quarts of hot water, and when nearly
cold stir in four ounces of ammonia, two
ounces of alcohol, two ounces of glycerine and
two ounces of ether. /

Selected Recipes.

HOMINY CROQUETTES.—To a cupful of
cold boiled hominy add a teaspoonful of
neelted butter, stir well, then add gradually
a cup of milk, stirring and mashing the hom-
iny until it becomes a &oft, smooth paste.
Thken add a teaspoonful of white sugar and
4 well beaten egg. Roll into oval balls, with
floured hands, roll in beaten eggs, then “n
bread crumbs, and fry in lard or drippings.

DELICIOUS LUNCHEON SANDWICHES.—
Mix up fine any cold boiled or roasted chick:
e1; alsu minee up fine some well-roasted pea-
nuts or almonds. Trim the crusts from tiMn
slices of bread and cut in any desired shape.
Butter and then put a layer of chicken; spread
a little mayonnaise dressing over it, then a
layer of minced nuts, These are delicious, and
make a fine dish fof luncheon or tea.

DELICATE CAKE AND CARAMEL FILL-
ING.—One cup of butter, two cups of sugar,
three cups of flour, half a cup of cream, whites
of eight eggs, one teaspoon of flavoring and
cne of baking powder. Cream the butter and
sugar thoroughly ‘together. 'then add the
cream, eggs and four. Add the baking pow-
der last. The filling. Three cups of soft yel-
low sugar, half a cup of butter and one  of
milk, one teaspoonful of vanilla. When cold
beat until it is light, then spread between the
layers—‘Tllustrated Kentuckian.’

LEMON CUSTARD.— Take three lemons,
two. cupsful of fine white sugar, three eggs,
one teablespoonful of corn starch, and one cup.
fnly of rich. sweet milk, Separate the whites
and yolks, and beat the latter with the sugar
until very light, grate in all the colored part
of the lemon and squeeze in the juice; stir

Every Boy Wants
A WATCH andCHAw..g AT

FRICE -
For selling 25 copies of that W
popular illustrated monthly, the g
* Canadian Pictosial” at 10 cents
each, Send us the $2.50 and you
ﬁ" at once a guaranteed Ingersoll
atch, stem wind, stem set, and
@ neat, serviceable Chain, atoh
miums—all good. Everyone likes !
R
au 0S8y paper.
Over 1,000 square fuches_ of ex-
uisite pictures in each issue,
any worth framing. Orders for
ourrent issue rushing in. Don't
¢ beamoug thelast. Orders prompt-
ly filled, Send no money, but droj
us s rdi’and we will forwa
su of “Pictorials " also pre-
mium list and full instructions,
Address JOHN DOUGALL & SON, Agents for the
* Cansdian Pictorial,” * Witness' Block, Montreal.
N.B.—Besides earning premi ms, your sales will all
oount in our splendid prize competit'or.  Write fo
particulars. 3

For fho ‘\D.eornber issue, all off
premiums for selling the "Fictorla?r..::
:nn’:ou:):y:;n Montn?'l clty and suburbe,
, r § wever, ca §

Office, for'supplfo-, 'qte. o3 1he ‘Wnnese’
. This is a good chance as so many will

want throe or t
gifte. b r four to u,-_a- Christmas

s

—_———

You cannot é)ossibly have
a better Cocoa than

EPPS’

A delicions drink and a sustaining
food. Fragrant, nutritions and
economical. This excellent Cocoa
maintains the system in robust
health, and enables it to resist
winter’s extreme cold.

COCO

Sold by Grocers and Storekee er
in }-1b. and }-1b Tins. e

the starch into the milk, then all together,
let it cook slowly wunmtil it thickens,
and pour on a nice flaky crust. When nearly
acne, make a meringue of the remaining
whites, and let it brown slightly. When pro-
perly made, this dessert is said to be both or
ramental and delicious., :

SCRAMBLED EGGS.—Melt a little butter in
& frying pan and break the eggs into the
pan; as soon as the whites are on the point
of setting, stir them together with a wooden
gpoon. When done, they will look streaky.
Do not let them burn, gentle heat is needed.
They should be served at once,

FREE,

If you send 40 cents for one years subserip.
tion to the “Messenger,” new or old, and
cut this advertisement out and pin it to your
letter, or refer clearly to this offer, we wall
send FREE, a copy of the fine Christmas mum_
ber of the “Canadian Pictorial” 'To eclaim
this, subscriptions should be in by December
1, as there will be an enormous call for tas
Christmas issue,

: BABY'S OWN 2

812 WOMAN’S FALL SUITS, $6 50

Tailored to order. Also Suits to s, Send to-
day for free Cloth Sampl es and Style Book.
SOUTHCOTT SUIT Co. London, Ont,

THR, NORTHERN MESSESGER.

ANNUAL SUBSCRIPTION RATES,
Sk 3 (Btrictly ia Advancs.)
ngle ceples .. .. ., ... .. .. .. 8 . yean
Three Coples, separately nddrueed.; it s
desired, for .. .. -+ 1.00 =
i

desired, per copy T B
Ten Ceples or more, to one address,
8ix months trial st half the above rates.
Pullgp Ineluded for Canada (Montrea! and zoburbs -
oceptod) ; Newfoundiand, Great Britain, Qibradtar, Malta, New

V. 8. Postage 50c extrato the United Biates Alata,
Hawsalian and Phitipine Islands, except in clubs, te one
address, when every iouroopiu-mhmmm posts
Bge per annum, ;

Foreign Postage eoanmm-m-mnhho above
list, fifty conds extra. :
Bamples and Subscription Blanks freoly and
promptly sent on request.

SUNDAY SCHOOL OFF:iR.

Any school in Canada that does not take “‘The

—Messenger,’ may have it supplied free on trial

for three weeks on request of Buperintendent,

Becretary or Pastor, sta’ing the number of copies
require ;
e r———

THE 'NORTHERN MESSENGER’ is printed and pablished
every week at the “Witness’ Building, at the corner of Craig
nndBLPothhhhedtyofMonmL by John
Redpath Dougall and Frederick Eugene Dougall, both of
Montresl, ;

All business communications should be sddressed *Johs
Dougall & Son,' and all Jetters to the editor should be
addressod Rditers of the * Northern Messenger.’




