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A Gipsy’s Conversion.

(Joseph. Woodhouse, in ‘Friendly Greet-
ings.”)

Perhaps few pages in Gipsy Smith’s life
of himself are more thrilling than the
pages which relate to the conversion of
his father, Cornelius Smith. :

This great event took place in a mission
hall at. Latimer Road, Shepherd’s Bush.
For a long time the burden of sin had been
unbearable to him, and having heard of
the services held at this hall he went, tell-

ing his children as he left the van, ‘I shall
not come again until I am converted.”

_ As Cornelius Smith entered the hall the
people were singing Cowper’s‘great hymn,
“There is a fountain filled with blood.” The

chorus of it ran: ‘I do believe, I will be-
~jeve that Jesus died for me’ - At that

moment it seems as though the Holy Spirit
fell upon him.

Speaking of it afterwards he said, ‘It
seemed as if I was bound in a chain, and
they were drawing me up to the ceiling.’

.For nearly half-an-hour he remained un-

conscious, ‘wallowing ‘and foaming,” on
the floor.

On coming to himself he stood up, and,

‘leaping joyfully,” exclaimed, ‘I am con-
verted.’ : :

The reality of that passing from ‘death
unto life’ is proved by a most remarkable
life in the service of Jesus Christ.

The same night, having called kis chil-
dren about him, his son writes, ‘he put
his arms as far round the five of us as
they would go, kissing us all, and before
we could understand what had hapgpened,
he fell on his knees and began to pray.’

Again and again during the night he

sang, ‘I do believe, I will believe that
Jesus died for me.’ When morning came a
great joy was still within him. Once more
there was family worship, and while he
was praying, ‘God told him he must go
to the other gipsies that were encamped
on the same piece of land,’

At once, obedient to the Divine voice,
he went and told them what God had done
for him. The result is given so simply
in the memoir in these graphic words:—
‘Many of them wept. Turning towards
his brother Bartholomew’s van he saw him
and his wife on their knees.

‘The wife was praying to God for mer-
¢y, and God saved them then and there.
The two brothers, Bartholomew and my
father, then commenced a prayer-meeting
in one of the tents, and my brother and
elder sister were brought to God. In all
thirteen gipsies professed to find Christ
tbat morning.’

If William Cowper had never writien a
line of poetry in addition to that hsgnn
which the Spirit of God has used =o often
to bring sinners to Christ, he would have
conferred an wuntold blessing upon the
Christian Church.

The truth the hymn makes real, and set
to verses so sweetly musical, is the Divine
fact alone suited to heal hearts troubled
and burdened with sin.

I like the hymn se much myself that I
am putting one or two verses of it at the
close of this brief account of the conver-
sion of Cornelius Smith, that all who read
the story here may see what it was that

.wrought so wonderful a change in the

gipsy’s life. But you must not forget that

_God used the words to bring the penitent

to himself, And the angels in heaven
would rejoice if you were to wash in this
fountain filled with blood now.

“There is a fountain filled with blood
Drawn from Emmanuel’s veins,

And sinners plunged beneath that flod,
Lose all their guilty stains.

Dear dying Lamb! Thy precious blood
Shall never lose its power,

Till all the ransomed Church of Gl
Be saved, to sin no more.

. FE’er since by faith, I saw the stream »

Thy flowing wounds supply,

-Redeeming' love has been my theme,

And shall be till I die.’

It Is Curious Who Give.

‘It’s curious who give. There’s Squire
Wood; he’s put down $2; his farm’s worth
$10,000, and he’s money at interest, And
thar’s Mrs. Brown; she’s put down $5; and
I don’t -believe she’s had a new gown in
two years, and her bonnet ain’t none of
the newest, and she’s them three grand-
children to support since her son was kijl-
ed in the army; and she’s nothing but her
pension to live on. Well, she’ll have to
serimp on butter and tea for a while but
she’ll pay it. She just loves the cause;
that's why she gives?’ Z
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These were the utterances of Deacon
Daniel after we got home from church the
day pledges were taken for contributions
He was reading them
off, and I was taking down the items to
find the aggregate. He went on:

‘There’s Maria Hill, she’s put down 8$5;
she teaches in the North district and she
don’t have but $20 a month, and pays her
board; and she has to help support her
mother. But when she told her experi-
ence the time she joined the church, then
I knew the Lord had done a work in her
soul, and where he works you’ll generally
see the fruit in giving. And there’s John
Baker; he put down $1; and he’ll chew
more than that worth of tokacco in a fort-
night. Cyrus Tunning, $4. Well, he’ll

have to do some extra painting with the’

crippled hand, but he’ll do it, and sing
the Lord’s songs while he’s at work. C.
Williams, $10. Good for him. He said
the other night to prayer meeting that he

had been reading his Bible more than usu~ '

ally lately. Maybe he read about the rich
young man who went away sorrowful and
didn’t want to be'in his company.—‘The
Advance.’

How American Children in
China are Tempted.

(E. W. M., in ‘Sunday-School Times.”)

If those at home could realize the influ-

ence that is exerted on the impression-

able mind of the child by the sights he
daily witnesses-in a heathen country (es-
pecially 'when living, as we do, right with
the people, and not shut away in a snug
little house and compound of our own),
they would not be so quick to criticize a
mother for leaving her child in America
for Christian training, nor would they stab
the mother-heart, as some did mine, by
saying, ‘I 'do/not understand how you can
do it, but then I love my children, and
am so devoted to them.’

One day my little boy of five slipped out
of the yard unobserved, and ran off to the
temple near by, wherz he was soon found
by the ‘house-boy.” He brought back with
him a bunch of incense sticks which he
wished to have lighted. A few days after
he was missed again, as it is impossible to
keep the gate closed with so many sick
and well constantly geoing and coming.

. This time aleo he was found at the temple

with, his hends full of bright-colored pa-

per and incense sticks that he told his sis-

ter had been given to him because he bow-
ed to the idols. I was grieved and amaz-
gd, and talked very seriously to him about
it, and how wrong it was. He did ‘not
answer, but soon after said to his sistexry
‘Father and mother do not think so, but
it is the proper thing to worship idols,” '
The most he had ever seen that he had
thought worth seeing was the display in
connection. with idol Processions, or the

cheap show of a petty official’s retinue.

You Will Never Be Sorry

You will never be sorry for serving Gods
you may be sorry for almost everything
else. Says Joseph Berry: '

‘There are men and women who declare
their Tegret at almost évery step in life
they have taken. I could find married
people who would tell you they wished
they had never married, and single people
who would tell you they wished they had;

Y Y
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I could find carpenters who would sSayy
“The worst trade you could put a boy at
is a carpenter’s;” and the doctors who
would say, “Better be a chimney-sweep
than a doctor.” I could find a chimney-
sweep who could say, “Better be anything
than a chimney-sweep; mine is the dirtiest
trade going.” Now I am going to throw
out a challenge: Will some one find me a
Person who will say, “I wish I had never
loved Christ?” Blessed be God, you can’t
do it; the consecrated life bears the test
of experience. He saved me when I was
@ lad and I began to preach the Gospel
when I was sixteen. He is the friend who
has never failed me, who ‘has never left.
me, who has come close in trouble, and
been nearest and dearest to me when I
needed him most.’—‘Gospel News.’

Mail Bag.

Stella, Ont.
Dear Sir,—Our Sunday-school likes the
‘Messenger,"and have undertaken to sup-
ply every family’in the congregation with
a copy. Many thanks for the good little
paper, for I think it gives many a pleas-
ant hour to its readers, I wish many

more of our people would take it.
Yours truly, -
WM. FLEMING,

Bentick, Ont.
_ Dear Sirs,—I .enclose two dollars; send
us ten copies of the ‘Messenger’ for mext
year. 'We don’t need all these, for our
schdol is getting very small now, but I
give away those that are left to stran-
gers. ' As a tribute of praise for your
little paper, the ‘Messenger,” allow me
to say we have had sample copies of many
Sunday-séhool papers sent us asking us
to try them, but there is more solid read-
ing in one copy of the ‘Messenger’ than
in thrée or' four of the general run of
Sunday-school papers either from Toron-
to or Chicago. A man persuaded me to
try ‘— ’for this year, but I gdon’t like
it so well as the ‘Witness.” I shall be
with you again next year.
: Sincerely yours,
JAMES JACKSON.

Lawrence, N.S.
The ‘Nortfxern Messenger’ is such a sweet
little paper, I think its weekly visit will
be very helpful to a ‘shut-in.’ .

Respectfully,
(MRS8.) I. NEWCOMBE.
: River Jchn, N.8.
CGentlemen,—I still want the paper.
always read it with delight.
se;nger’ has come to my children for over
thirty years. My daughter takes it in

* Boston for her children, and wrote how

familiar is ‘Daph and Her Charge,’ andi
how well she remembered it. I remem-
ber the ‘Shark headlight’ and ‘Both Sides
of the Street,” and wish you would reprint
them, also ‘Strike for the Right.! They
were 0 good and helpful, A
With best wishes, yours,
ISABELLA CARRUTHERS.

New CGlasgow, Jan. 9, 1904.
' Gentlemen,—Thanking you very much
for the handsome Bible you so kindly sent

- we. It was quite unexpected, I assure

you. For many years we have enjoyed the
reacing of the ‘Witness’ and ‘Messenger.’
I will certainly try to encourage others to

subscribe for them, as I have done in the
N

The ‘Mes- '

Feb. 12, 1904,

past. Again thanking you and wisliing.
you a good and prosperous year for 1904,
Yours sincerely,
W. D. CHISHCLM.

The Savings of a Nine=
year-=old.

(Addison P. Foster, D.D., in ‘Sunday-
School Times.”)

A few years ago, in an out-of-the-way
neighborhood down in Texas, a Sunday-
school was organized. It was held in a
new schoolhouse, where no religious ser-
vice had ever been held before, and where
there had never been a successful effort
at establishing a Sunday-school. Tive de-

, Bominations were represented, and, when
the officers were chosen, one was selected
from each denomination.

The school was the outgrowth of a lit-
tle boy’s savings. In the summer of 1881
a lady in Springfeld, Massachusetts, lost
her only son, only nine years of age, and
yet a child of manly; Christian spirit, He
had depozited a little sum of money in the
savings-bank, and this higs heart-broken
mother felt could not be put to better use

than to establish a memorial Sunday-

school. The sum of twenty-seven dollars
was accordingly given to a missionary of
the American Sunday-school Union, Mr.,
W. H. Gill. With the money there was
organized, about September of the same
year, the union Sunday-school already
mentioned, at Gibson, Lamar County, Tex-
as. It was called, in memory of the little
boy, the Edward Memorial Mission.

. What were the results of this gift? The
school steadily grew in numbers and, in-
terest.  Presently two other schools were
organized as branches, and out of these
scheols in time were developed two large
churches of two diffcrent denominations.
In the meantime revival meetings were
held from winteér to- winter in connection
with the original schocl, and the mother
“Wwho sent in the gift was cheereci by fre-
.quent reports of the work, made to her

either by the missionary or the superine .

tendent of the scheol. This continued for
eleven years, during which time a hundred
. and twenty-one persons were definitely re-
ported as having found Christ in this Sun-
day-school, while very many more had
become Christians,
The twenty-geven dollars saved up by a
boy of nine was respousible for three Sun-

day-schools, two .churches, and scores of '

souls brought to the Master, Was it not
seed sown on good ground, bearing a hun-
dredfold? o :

B, ESMEEEREY

The Good Treasurer.

An America_n exchange contains the fol=
lowing description of .a church treasurer,
- ‘He is the most useful man in our church,
He dces not work in the Sabbath schoo],
" aer help in the brayer-meeting, but no el-
der, no~ even the pastor. does more to pro-
mote the interests of the congregation.

- When e finds (e growing delinquent he

seeks a personal inteiview with him, ex~
plains *he 1mportance of . promptness in
ail jpayments, quiets bis complaints if he
13 a mu murar, removes his hard feelings,

N

and soothes his spivit it disaffected over

anything. When one has determined to
square up his acccunts and leave the
church for someé grievance, he has been
known to talk him on’ of it, dissuade him
from his ptirpose and send him home well
contented.’ >
have a nian zuswering to this d’esccnptibn?

> \

/

¥ow many of our churches



«@BOYS AND GIRLS®»

Presto! Change!
‘Here she comes, girls! Now, let’s give
it to her!’

‘All right, come on! We’ll teach her
that a pauper can’t come into a private
school and set herself up above everybodyV

‘Ah, good morning, mademoiselle! call-
ed an impertinent voice, and one of the
girls left the group to bow toward a shy
little figure, which approached slowly.
‘Just from Paris, aren’t you? One can tell
that by your dress.’

The others looked at each other and then
laughed scornfully, as another cried:

‘We must get rid of our hats and send
over for hoods. Have they any more at
home like yours, my dear?’ :

‘Shawls, too!” laughed a third. ‘A nice
granny’s shawl, with openwork embroid-
ery over the right arm! My! just look at
the style. We’ll have to leave the school,
girls. None of us can come up to that!’

The boys who stood mnear joined in a
c¢horus of laughter as the little figure fal-
tered, then came steadily on, with down-
cast eyes, pale face, and quivering lips.

‘I can’t understand,’ cried the first one
who had spoken, ‘how a young lady who
spends so much time with her toilet has
any left to devote to history. If it were
French, now'—

‘Fashion plates!” shouted another.

“Yes, French fashion plates—one could
understand her knowledge of that; but
plain hist—’

The bell rang, cutting the sentence off
short.  Everyone turned to answer the
summons, and poor little Amy Lawrence
stole in behind them. ~As they were leav-
, ing the cloak room one of the girls whis-
pered—Iloud enough for her to hear:

‘Be sure and leave a hook for the latest
Parisian novelty, girlsl’

Amy’s faded shawl caught a few tears
in its limp folds before the hurt little crea-
ture sought her desk and hid her face be-
hind an open book.

The conduct of Miss Norton—teacher of
the very select little school—was a study
all through the day. None of the pupils
swere able to understand it.
usually severe with them in every way;
‘so much so that the favored clique forgot
all about little Amy, and at the close of
the session gathered to comment upon the
manner of their teacher. ,

The truth is, Miss Norton was having
a little battle of her own. = She had no-
ticed the way in which the children of her

~rich and well-to-do patrons were behav-

ing toward her one little pupil from pov-
erty’s depths. In many ways she had tried
to change all this without direct refer-
ence to it.  But the cruel words of the
morning had been overheard by Miss Noz-
_ton, and she felt that the time had come
- for her to b %

- Upon the ﬂger side of the matter it was
this way: the young teacher was support-
ing lLier mother and helping to educate her
younger sister, and she feared to anger the
patrons of her little school. If they should
take the children,away from her and send
them elsewhere what could she do?f -

So all through the day she was thmklng,
; thmking Her heart was very sore for
poor little Ainy, and she was seriously vex-

ed, not only with those who had spoken

the cruel words, but with those who had

She was un-

encouragad by their laughter.
day went by and the matter was not re-
ferred to.

School over, the troubled teacher hasten-
ed home and told her mother all about it.
‘I felt that I must ask your permission,
“«learest,” she said, ‘for while you do as
much for me, in looking after our little
home and helping with my clothes, as I
do for you, still I don’t want to do any-
thing that may take away our income for
a time, unless you sympathize. But I’d
rather go out as a servant than to encour-
age such cruelty by keeping quiet. What
do you say, mother?’

‘I agree with you, Marie. The children
should be punished. That’s not the way
boys and girls should act.’

‘Thank you, mother,” said Miss Norton,
with flashing eyes. Then she buttoned on
her gloves again and went out. When she
returned-—late for supper—her cheeks were
flushed and her eyes shone.

Next morning the teacher wa$ in the
schoolroom a good half hour ahead of the
usual time. As she opened the door a de-
livery waggon drove up and a trunk was
brought in. The trunk was opened by
Miss Norton, who sorted the contents care-
fully, closed it again, and pushed it a lit-
tle nearer to her desk. - She then laid a
parcel of letters beside her bell and made
ready for the day’s trial.

The hour came for the session to open,
children’s voices were without, Miss Nor-
ton rang the bell, and as the scholars en-
tered sly glances were cast to see if the
teacher were in the same severe mood.
Each was greeted with the usual good

morning, but not one received a smile., Lit- ¢

tle Amy was not there,

After the opening exercises Miss Nor-
ton spoke to the school:

‘I want the attention of all’ she said.
“This is a very serious matter which I must
bring before you. I am disappointed in

you—in every one of you.’ She waited a’

moment and looked, one after another,
into each face. ‘You have all been guilty
of cruelty. There is a little girl in this
school—she is not here to-day; I asked her

‘remain at home for one day, and I shall
go-and give her the lessons privately this
aftérnoon—to  whom you are cruel.
Through no fault of her own she is oblig-
ed to wear plain clothes; and through no
merit of any one here, you are all able to
wear nice ones. You did not buy them;
you could not earn them. All that comes
to you comes through the goodness of your
parents and friends,

“This other little girl has only a half-
sick mother, for whom she does all that
she can out of school hours. = The little
thing begs to stay out of school because
you all make her suffer so much when she
comes; but her mother will not permit
this.

tion than she could have. So the small
one has to come. And she proves herself
worthy, because, as you all know, she does
better work than any of you, and bids
fair to win the prize of one hundred dol~
lars which Judge Moreland has been so
kind as to offer to the best scholaxr in his-
tory.

‘Now, in order that you may know what
it is to be poorly dressed, I have borrowed
some clean, every-day suits from the or-

till the

~go—first among the

It is the one dream of her life that”
her little girl shall have a better educa~

phanage, which I shall ask you each to
put on this morning—going one by one
into your respective cloak rooms. You will
wear them all day. If at the close of the
school you are not ready to correct your
behaviour toward our little fellow pupil
you shall dress each day in these suits and
continue to do so until you become gentle
in heart. _

‘There 'is no appeal. I visited all of
your parents yesterday after school, and
have here notes from each one, giving me
authority to enforce this command. Agnes
Holland, as you were first to begin the un-
kind taunts of yesterday morning, you
will go first, to the girls’ dressing-room,
change your clothes quickly, and come out.
John Halliday, as you are the largest boy
in school—one whom we have a right to
expect will be manly and chivalrous to
those who need and suffer, yet who, I re-
gret to say, stood by and laughed while
the heart of our little pupil was so cruel-
ly wounded—you will take this suit and
boys—into their
dressing-room, change your clothes quick-
ly and return. Agnes! John! I give you
ten minutes. For every minute thereafter
you shall receive a mark for misdemean-
or.” Slowly, reluctantly, the two went

forward, took the course blue jean suits, -

the heavy shoes, and went into the dress-
ing-room. No one laughed. It was too
serious a matter. Miss Norton waited ten
minutes, then tapped at the doors, and
sent the unwilling wvictims forth.

‘Emily Huntington, Harry Réynolds,
you two are to go next.”

‘I am not going,’ said Emily.

‘Then you leave the school,” said Miss
Norton, firmly., ‘Your father and mother
both assure me that they will either send
or 'bring‘you back, and will see to it that
you obey!’

Emily went sobbing into the dressing-
room.

After a little the change in the whole
school had been effected, and the real work
of the day began. When intermission ar-
rived no one left the desks. In fact, not
one of them all was wiliing to risk bemg'
seen by the passershy. ;

The session never seemed as long as ic
did that day, and bhoth teacher and pupils
were more than glad when it was over. Ath
last the bell struck for dismissal, then
John Halliday amse, came forward, and
said:

‘Miss Norton, I—I beg your pardon. I—
don’t w\g.nt to be a bully; I want to be a
gentleman. I—never—was so ashamed in
all my life. I—promise you that—that I—
that I won’t do the—the like again as long
as I live. And—and I’'m glad you were so
—s0 good and brave as—as to do itV

The others followed. There were a g00d
many sobs from the girls, and solemn
looks upon boyish faces. The mext day
Miss Norton herself went for Amy, and
the two came up to the school in company,
amid pleasant greeting upon all sides. No
one spoke of the matter. Everyone was
quite content to let it rest.  Dear little
Amy had not known why her mother kept
her from school that day; she wondered at
the kindness of her schoolfellows, and was,
very glad of heart. The days went on,
'hut there was never another nsed for bor
rowing the trunkful of ‘blue jean salts!-
Waif.? 33
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Dorothy’s . New Friend

. (Clara Sherman, in the ‘Christian
Register.”)

Once upon a time—that time was last
year—there was a small girl named Dor-
othy. BShe never had grumpy fits, which
are so disagreeable in small girls—or in
anybody else, for that matter; she almost
always wished to play the very thing the
other girls chose; and she was not a bit
“snubby to her brother when he could not
find his cap. She even said once that she
didn’t blame him for wearing it in the
house, for then he knew wheie it was, and
had it handy—which shows just what sort
of a girl she was. Of course everybody
liked her, and she always had good times.

There were two girls in the private
school where Dorothy went who were not
one bit like her.
notions you ever heard of—that is, they
thought the things they did were the only
things worth doing, and the people they
knew were the only people worth know-
ing; and they tried to make Dorothy feel
the same way. She didn’t, however. She
couldn’t help liking bright little Nora
Hennessey, for instance, whose father was
& janitor in a big apartment house, much
better than she did Florence Harris, who
Jived on the first floor of the same build-
ing.

‘I think Nora is just lovely,” she said
one day to Laura. ‘She knows more games
- than any of us.’

‘But, oh, Dorothy,” Laura said very sol-
emnly ‘Don’t you know Florence’s fa~

s tb,gr is a great lawyer, and Nora’s father

is a janitors’

Then Dorothy came as near being cross

as she ever did.

When ‘May came, Dorothy’s mother

could never rest until she had opened the

- country house in Llnton and the family
always enjoyed the soringnme there. Dor-
othy came to the city every day for her
school, leaving on the eight o’clock train
and returning at two.

One morning Laura and Priscilla Tal-
bot, the two ‘girls I just spoke about, met
her with a piece of news.

You are in luck, Dorothy,” said Laura.
‘The Dinsmores, Governor Dinsmore, you
know, have taken a house out at Linton,
and you will surely meet Genevieve there.
I am just crazy to see her, for she has
been in Europe two years, and she is ex-
actly the sort of girl we ought to know, I
just envy you.’

‘Yes,” chimed in Priscilla, ‘you can get
to know her ever so well out there ; and
then, when they come to the city next win-
ter, we'll know her through you. Seep’

‘Now, Doro‘thy’, said Laura, warningly,

“ *don’t you go picking up any queer friends
there who will spoil yoi for Genevieve.

Of course, she’s particular whom she asso- -

ciates with.” ;

Dorothy didn’t like that. ‘I guess Miss
Genevieve needn’t associaté with me if she
doesn’t like. I've a friend out there now,
and she’s worth a dozen of your Gene-
wvieves,’

‘Who is s‘he?’ asked Laura, curiously

‘She isn’t anybody in particular,I guess,’
said Dorothy, doubtfully.
is Jennie, gnd I guess her last name ig
'G*t,h'am, for she lives on the old Graham
place. Her hair is cury-wnd rather red,
and she wears it in a b1g, thick braid. I

e R »

They had the queerest

‘Her first name

never saw her dressed up, and she most
always has on brown gingham aprons, She

lives over the hill from us, and she can-

run and climb, and she ‘isn’t afraid of
cows or anything, and—’

‘Oh, a regular farmer girl,’ said Pris-
cilla, scornfully. ‘Brown gingham aprons!
She’s somebody-who lives there all the
year round, of course.’

‘Don’t expect us to be nice to her, that’s
all,’ said Laura with a laugh. ‘I hope to
meet Genevieve when we go out there next
Saturday.’ :

‘Oh, I’'m looking forward to it, too,’ said
Dorothy, eagerly. ‘I want to show you
the barn and the brook and everything. It
seems five years since we were out there
last summer and I think it’s lovelier than
ever,’

Before Saturday came, Borothy and the
new friend had becox_t}e much better ac-
quainted. They played at housekeeping in
the clump of fir trees behind the barn, and
had the most wonderful tea parties there.
They climbed the oak tree to hang up bags
of nuts for the birds; and they built hag-
bors in the brook, regardless of the fact
that the water was so ¢old'it made their
fingers ache. ' Jennie came every afternoon

to play with Dorothy, because that saved

S0 much time. When Dorothy had finished
her luncheon after coming out' from the
city, the afternoon was half gone, but if
Jennie met her at the turn of the road, or,
better still, at the little station, they could
begin playing at once and make the most
of the daylight.

'Satu,-r,day,came, a:n:d Laura and Priscilla.

with it.. Dorothy met them: when the 11
o’clock train came in, and they had a jol-
ly time before luncheon exploring  the
grove, trying the mew tennis court, and
admiring Dorothy’s contrivances for mak-
ing the trees near the house attractive to
the birds. As they were eating- their lun-
cheon, Laura began:

‘Oh, Dorothy! I forgot to tell you some-
thing very important. Mamma met Mrs.
Tiicmore 3 esterday, and she said they were

quite settled in their house here now, and.

that they should call on your mother very

~ soon.’

‘Yes, mamma called there last week,’
said Dorothy.

{Well,” Laura went on, ‘mother told her
we girls were to be here to-day, and asked
if Genevieve ‘mightn’t come over while we
were here, and she said she thought that
it would be very pleasant. So, perhaps
they will come this afternoon.’

Dorothy didn’t care much about Gene-
vieve Dinsmore, for she had formed rather
a disagreeable idea of the y'oung lady, and
she did not even know where they lived.
She thought that it would be much jollier
if Jennie would come, but hadn’t dared to
ask her, fearing she might come in her
brown apron and arouse Laura’s amuse-
ment, :

After a game of croquet, the girls sat
down on the stone wall half way up the
hill. ‘Let’s watch for Genevieve Dins-
more,’ said Laura. ‘T can imagine just
how she looks.
slender like her mother, and I shouldn’t

wonder if she wore a lace boa like those

big girls have, all fluffy, you know.’

‘Oh,’ said Dorothy, giggling. ¢ And don’t
you think she’ll wear kid gloves and have
her hair done up?’

‘Why, yes, she might,” answered Laura,

She is probably tall and
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quite seriously. ‘Of course, she’ll come
in a carriage; for the Dinsmore’s have
three horses, you know.’

Dorethy was about to say - she didn’t
Enow and didn’t care, when a plump and
bright-faced little girl came running along
the stone wall over the brow of the hill,
swinging her brown straw hat carelessly
on her arm. When she saw Dorothy, she
uttered a clear, shrill, bird-note, stopped
for a moment to pick up the ribbon that
had dropjed from her thick braid, and then
came somewhat more sedately toward the
group.

‘This is my friend Jenniey said Dorothy
politely. Jennie seemed a little shy at
first with the strangers, which was not
to be wondered at, considering the extreme
coldness of their greeting.

It is not a mice thing to say, butithe
truth is that Laura and Priscilla were po-
sitively disagreeable to Jennie, Dorothy
tried her best to make things pleasant, but
they put on their stiffest company man-
ners, and assumed a dignity quite oppres-
sive to the other two.

Poor Dorothy felt quite ashamed of both
of them, and after a little while she pro-
posed a walk to the bubbling spring, which
she considered one of the sights of the
neighborhood. She and Jennie took the
lead, while the other two dragged on be-
hind.

‘What’s the matter with your fine
friends?’ asked Jennie, laughingly, when
the others could not hear. ‘I am afraid
they don’t like me, and I guess I had bet-
ter go home.’

Dorothy did not answer immedlately, :
and Jennie, looking at her, saw that her-
eyes were full of tears. ‘I don’t see what
makes them so queer,’” she said, hurriedly.
‘They are nice enough most of the time.’

‘Don’t mind—oh, please don’t,” said Jen-
nie, comfortingly. ‘Truly, I don’t care a
bit. I think it is simply funny. They are
your company, anyway, and you have
just got to be polite and I will coﬁne again
when they have gone.’

Things brightened up after that how-
ever. TLaura and Priscilla felt a little
ashamed of themselves, of course. ‘I’d’

, Just as soon play with her all day,’ said

Laura, complammgly, as she walked to-
ward the spring with Priscilla, ‘4f it would
not spoil things when Genevieve Dinsmore °
comes. She is a countrified-looking little
thing; and she hasn’t a bit of style; but
she might be good fun,’

. When they saw that Dorothy was really
troubled, they exerted themselves to make
things pleasanter, and for half an hour the
girls stayed together, and even Laura melt-
ed honestly in the sunshine of -Jennie’s
fun and ‘Dorothy’s hospitable endeavors.
However, when Jennie spoke of going to
her home they made mo effort to detain
her, and Dorothy reluctantly said good- -
bye to the friend whom this trying after-
noon had somehow helped to bring nearer
and make dearer. ;

“You weren’t very nice to my friend at
first,”” she said reproachfully, when Jen-
nie was out of sight. :

Laura laughed. ‘Well, T was afraid that
Genevieve Dinsmore might «come, and she
might think us. a !ot of country girls to-
gether,’

‘Yes, we had a good time afterwards ;
but I think Jennie understood,” said Dor-
othy, rather sadly. ‘She told me she had
meant to ask you girls to her home, but
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she supposecg you wouldn’t care to come.’

As the girls approached the house Dor-
othy’s mother came down the steps with
another lady.

‘Here are the girls, Mrs. Dinsmore,” she
said; and she introduced all thfee to the
lady, who spoke kindly to them, telling
Laura that she had seen her mother only
the day before.

‘But where is Jennie?’ she went on.

‘She told me she was coming over here

.to spend the afternoon with Dorothy. I
have heard of Dorothy morning, noon and
night for the last week, and Jennie has
been very impatient for me to see her new
friend.’

Dorothy was a quick-witted littls girl,
and she managed to explain that Jennie
had started for home. Poor Laura and
Priscilla had not much to say. To
find that Jennie and Genevieve were one
and the same person, and that they had
been rude and indifferent to the very girl
they wished most to know, .was a hard
lesson at the time; but it did them good,
for they could not help seeing that, after
all, a girl is good for just what she is her-
self, and not for what she has,

Bé Courteous, Boys,

‘I treat him as well as he treats me,’
said Hal, His mother had just reproved
him because he did not attempt to amuse
or entertain a boy friend who had gone
home. ; :

‘I often go in there, and he doesn’t no-
tice me,” said Hal again.

‘Do you enjoy that?’

‘Oh! I don’t mind; I don’t stay long.’

‘I should call myself a very selfish per-
som, if friends came to see me and I should
pay mno attention to them.’ !

‘Well, that’s different; you are grown
up.’ 4

‘Then, you really think that pélit_eness
Hand courtesy are not needed aniong boys?’

Hal, thus pressed, said he didn’t exactly
mean that; but his father, who had listen-
ed, now spoke: ‘A boy or man who meas-
ures his treatment of others by their treat-
men of him, has nc character of his own.
He will never be kind or generous or Chris-
tian. If he is ever to be a gentleman; he
will be so in spite of the boorishmness of
others. ' If he is to be noble, no other boy’s
meanness will change his nature.” 'And
very earnestly the father added: ‘Remei—
ber this, my boy: You lower your own self
every time you are guilty of an unworthy
action because some one else is. Be true
to your best self, and no hoy can drag you

down.’—Well-Spring,’
: A
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The Other Miss. Gresham
(Mabel Earle, in “The Wellspring.)

Hortensia sat with the letter on her lap,
gazing at her Greek lexicon for exactly
seven minutes after she had read the sig-
nature. Then she rose and walked delib-
erately down the hall to the principal’s
room. * It was part of her ideal of herself
that she should mnever waste a minute’s
time, and never be in a hurry.

‘In one moment, Miss Gresham, the
principal said, as she entered. ‘There
are so many things to attend to at the
close of the term. Let me see—sixth,
ninth, and thirteenth. Give the man those
dates, and telegraph Mr. Whitcreft about
his niece. Now, IMiss Greshamp’

‘I have come to tell you that I mmust go
home at once,” Hortensia said, resolutely,
though her lips trembled. ‘It is absolute-
ly necessary, for my mother is obliged to
leave home, and no other arrangement can
be made for the children. I can provide
a substitute if you wish, but I shall be
obliged to leave at once, before the exam-
inations.’ .

‘This is unfortunate,” said the principal,
with a frown. Hortensia disapproved of
the frown; in fact, she disapproved of the
principal, but as a loyal teacher she made
no criticisms, ‘There is no other arrange-
ment possible?’ ;

‘None whatever,” Hortensia answered. In
her heart she added, ‘I said that be-
fore.’

‘Very well, then, if it must be so.
you return next termp’ :

‘Probably not until fall.’

‘Oh—h’m? said the prineipal. ‘Of course,
we could not make any definite engage-
ment so far ahead as that. Who is your
substitute?’ A

‘Miss Robinson, of the normal. She told
me yesterday that she wanted such a posi-
tion.’ !

‘Miss  Robincon? Excellent!’ cried the
principal. And when Hortensia left the
room, she felt that she had given up her

Can

.= position for all time.

There was mourning among the girls
when they learned that Miss Gresham was
to leave the school. She was their -favor-
ite teacher, and their young adoration had
added, in no small degree, to the charms
of that idea which Hortensia cherished
as the true image of herself. The girls

" erowded her room, and sat upon the hed

and the floor while she packed her trunk.
She set them an example of beautiful pa-
tience and filial tenderness, inyomuch that
some of them examined their lives ruth~
lessly on a charge of selfishness, and re-
solved to show more consideration for their
parents henceforth. But a woice, scarcely
audible to her own ears, was saying in
Hortensia’s heart, ‘If only it had been
some great duty, or some truly inspiring
task! It would not be hard to give*up

everything and g6 home to care for an in-.
valid mothex:, but this is so commonplace

—so trying.’ .
SBeven of the girls went with her, by

special permission, to the train. ' They

covered her lap with flowers and bonbons,
and waved frantic farewells from the plat-
form. Hortensia sighed‘as the train bore
“her away from them. She knew that she

had been a definite influence for good in .

their young lives. They would find other
helpers, but what work so beautiful and
ennobling would open before her?f
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On the platform, at the end of her jour-
ney, her brother Fred, a tall boy of fifteen,
was waiting, with an unusual brightness
on his face. Hortensia did not see the
brightness. - She saw the awkward shoul-
ders and the ungainly hands conscien-
tiously kept out of his pockets.

‘Hello, sis!’ he called, eagerly, as she
stepped from the train; ¢give us your
gatchel. We’ll have to run for the car.’

“Why, Fred! she protested, ‘you don’t
mean you came down here without the
buggy?’ : ‘

‘I forgot, honest, till it was too late to
hitch up,” he explained. Hortensia did
not scold. She had always been very even-
tempered with her trying brothers, but
somehow all the brightness was gone from
Fred’s face by the time they reached the
car. s

It was not so bad, after all, in that first
much-dreaded evening at home. The girls
wers so unmistakably glad to have her
back, and the hurried mother so trustful
and grateful, that Hortensia went up to
her room at last with the feeling that there
might be compensations in her sacrifice.
But in the days which followed, burdened
with household cares and harassed with
childish annoyances, the halo about the
brow of that Miss Gresham whom the
academy girls adored as a saint was very
thin and palg, The children, indeed, while
they clung to their elder sister with very
strong affection and family pride, had
never suspected the existence of a halo.
The last vestiges of it vanished one April
morning when there was a raw wind, a
smoking range, and a general combination
of unfavorable circumstances. Portents
of disaster might have been read upon
Hortensia’s brow as the family gathered
at breakfast. But Fred, with his usual
blundering cheerfulness, ignored the
omens, and proudly laid two blue tickets
beside his sister’s plate.

‘For you and me, to-night,” he explain-
ed. ‘For me and my best girlwmy very
best.’ : 58 P

‘Why, Fred,’ she expostulated, ‘you know
I cannot bear stereopticon lectures!’ :

‘But this one’s different,” he said eager-
ly. ‘The man travelled all through Africa
himself, and took his own views, and he’s
a fine speaker, too—Professor Ford told me
when he gave me the tickets.’

‘Nevertheless, I am not going,” Hortensia
said, coldly. She was inclined to congratu-
late herself that she bore the annoyance
of Fred’s rasping obtrusiveness so calm-
ly. It did mot occur to her until he had
left the table that she had failed to thank
him. ‘

At the pantry door, twenty minutes lat-
er, she enceuntered small Mildred, who
was ‘apparentlyqtryi'ng to smuggle some-
thing into a safe retreat upon the shelves.

‘It’s a cake,” Mildred announced, shyly,
when forced to reveal it. ‘Tommy and I
made it yesterday when you were down
town, and I kept it under my pillow all
night, to surprise you-—for your hirthdays
We made one once before, when ‘mother
showed us. I’m sorry this isn’t so nice.’

Hortensia surveyed the crumbling, sod-
den mass in genuine dismay. sy

It will do for the chickens,’ she sald at’
lagt, in tomes of self-contrel. ‘But it is
very wasteful to spoil good materials so,
Mildred. You must not try it again.’

* Mildred -went away, wiping teardrops
furtively from her long lashes, She did
not dream of blaming the beautiful sister
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who had been so patient with her mistake.
Hortensia had forgotten the matter com-
pletely by the time that another trial pre-
sented itself,

She stood at a table in the kitchen,
pressing the linings of a waist which she
was making over. She detested flatirons,

“and Bridget was objecting, silently but
vigorously, to her presence in the kitchen.
It was not an opportune occasion for
thirteen-year-old Alice to dash in hur-
riedly, arrayed in Hortensia’s prettiest
French flannel waist.

‘¥ouwll not mind, will you, sister, just
this one morning? I tore the sleeve of
mine last night, and there isn’t time to
mend it, and yours just fits me,’

Eortensia never remembered exactly
what she said. Ths saintly Miss Gresham
of the academy would not have recogniz-

ed it as being in her mother tongue. It

made Bridget, wha shared in the family
reverence for Hortensia, retreat into the
pantry with wide eyes of amazement.

‘Sure, an’ I never thought the likes of
that was inside of her! Now, then, if she
was a man an’ that mad, it’s big swear
words I'd be hearing.’

‘Go upstairs and put on your own
waist at once,” Hortensia concluded. ‘And
never dare to go into my room again with-
out permission.’

‘But, sister, I’ll be late—and I haven’t
been late this term—and I’1l miss ‘the
prize’—protested the culprit, aghast.

‘Do as I tell you!” said Hortensia. In
ten minutes she heard the front door bang
behind a deeply indignant Alice, and a
feeling of compunction stole over her. If
was true that the child had done wrong,
but her own course did not seem entirely
justifiable, Her cheeks burned over the
memory of words and tones which
Bridget had overheard.

Passing through the front hall shortly
after, with the neatly-pressed linings over
her arm, she found a letter for herself on
the table.# It bove the well-known post-
mark of the academy towp, and she sighed
as she took it into the sitting room, If
shé could only return to those appropri-
ate surroundings, where her authority was
never questioned, and where her temper
was never assailed by open impertinence
or clumsy attempts at helpfulness!

The letter contained a delicate web of
lace, and was signed by the giris of the
senior class. Hortensia had loved them
dearly. Their little remembrance of her
birthday touched and pleased her, while
she smiled over the flowery phrases of
their letter, knowing so well the girlish
ardor that lay benecath them. But gradu-
ally, as she read, one sentence.after an-
other detached itself from the rest, pierc-
ing her consciousness with sharp, unmeant
reproach i—

‘You have made simple womanly good-

ness beautiful to us.
 ‘You made us feel that even little, triv-
ial things are the fair stones that build
up happiness and character.

‘We realize how much of added beauty
there is in the faithfulness which took
you away from the work you loved, to
lend your patient helpfulness to the need

of your own home. It will make us better' -

women.’

Hortensia’s face dropped against the
sofa pillow, while hot tears fell on the
meshes of the lace handkerchief! Patience
and helpfulness, indeed! The little trivial

.late, after all.

things that build happiness and charac-~
ter! What if the record of this one morn-
ing were read out before the court which
had given that verdict?

The mnext half hour was undoubtedly
wholesome for Hortensia, but it was far
from pleasant. She saw with painful
vividness the long self-deception of her
life. Which was the true Miss Gresham?
—the woman whom the academy girls
worshipped as a saint; or the sister who

‘was failing so wretchedly in the use of

the greatest opportunity? .

‘L should have recognized it, if it had
only been a chance to give my life for
them, or to nurse them through small-
rox!” she told herself, bitterly. ‘But just
the everyday little things! the helping
them by letting them try to help me—poor
dears! That I should break down in the
simplest little courtesies and kinduesses!’

At last she roused herself.

‘The opportunity isn’t all past yet,” she
said. ‘Not even this one wretched birth-
day.’

. She went to the telephone and called up
Fred at the office where he worked.

‘I have decided that I want to go with
you to-night, after all,’ she told him. ‘I
had forgoetten that this was my birthday,
and I want to celebrate it. Will you take
me?’

The answer that came back sent the
warm color tingling over her cheeks and

- brow, till she glanced at herself in a mir-

Tor as she passed.

‘Hortensia Gresham, what a “fright”
you are!’ she said. ‘More light on the lit-
tle things that make life beautifull’

Perfect meatness, of course—Hortensia
could not have been untidy. But the hair
was strained Eback'tightly from the fore-
head, and the morning wrapper, detested
by all the children, was absolutely unre-
lieved in its sombre ugliness.

‘We’ll see about this,” she told herself,
grimly, remembering that at the academy
she had never thought it a waste of ‘time
to make herself and her room as dainty
as possible. She threw open the shutters
which- made the sitting room dismal, and
raised the cover of the piano, with an-'
other wholesome memory of Alice’s feeble
protests when she had begun to keep the
instrument closed.

‘She said I made the room look like a

sepulchre. And she almost cried when I
took that rug and the etchings up to my
room. They are coming back here before
she is home from school.’

When Alice did return, she paused at
the door of the sitting room with a little
cry of pleasure.

‘How pretty it is!l—and how sweet you
look, Hortensial

Her hands were full of fragrant carna-
tions. ‘For a peace offering,” she whis-
pered, coming <close to Hortensia’s chair,
I was wrong. And you didn’t make me
May Ford was on the car
I took, and we made such a lovely plan
for Saturday. I’m glad I had to wait.?

‘And I was going to ask you to forgive

mel’ Hortensm said. Her sister laughed,
and dropped a kiss on the bright waves of
hair.
look,’ she said again.

The atmosphere at dinner was dzﬂ!erent‘

from that at breakfast. Alice’s carnations
graced the table; Fred blushed and smiled
above the torturing collar he had donned
in homnor of the evenints entertainment;

‘You don’t know how sweet youv
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Mildred and Tommy dimpled into shy ra-

‘diance as Hortensia told, with tender tact,

of their loving plan for her birthday
feast.

‘The best housekeepers have failures
with their cake sometimes,’ she said; ‘but
we can all enjoy Mildred’s in spirit; and
the chickens are having a fine feast.’

As she came down the stairs, dainty and
smiling, to meet her waiting escort, she
overheard a whispered colloquy between
Fred and Alice,

‘Miss her at the academy?’ Fred was'
saying. ‘I reckon they do! But they
don’t half know what she is, anyway. I'd
rather have her for a sister than a teacher.’

If We Had But a Day.

We should fill the hours with the sweet-
est things,
If we had but a day!
We should drink alone at the purest
springs ;
In our upward way;
We should love with a lifetime’s love in
an hour,
If the hours were few;
We should rest, not for dreams, but for
fresher power
To be and to do!

‘We should’ guide our wayward or wearied
“wills
By the clearest light;
‘We should keep our eyes on the heavenly
hills,
If they lay in mght
We should trample the pride and uiscon~

tent
Beneath our feet; & : :
We should take whatever the good God ’
sent

With a trust complete!

We shauld waste no moments in weak re-
gret,

If the day were but one;
If what we remember and what we forget
- Went out with the sun;
We should be from our clamorous selves

set free,

To work or to pray,
And be what the father would have us be,

If we had but a day!
—Mary Lowe Dickinson.

SRR R e

A Japanese, in the United States on busi-
ness, found in his room in a New York
hotel a copy of St. John’s gospel; he became
deeply interested in the account of the
visit of Nicodemus to our Lord. He sought
a Christian teacher, and before he returned
to his country he became a Christian. To
many thousands in similar ways the Scrip~
tures have been the entrance into the king-
dom of God.

——— P

A Bagster Bible Free.
Send four mew subscriptions to . the
‘Northern Messenger’ at thirty cents each
for one year, and receive a mice Bagster
Bible, bound in black pebbled cloth with
red edges, suitable for Sabbath or Day
School. ~ Postage extra for Montreal and
suburbs or foreign countries; except
United States and its dependencies; also

- Great Britain and Ireland, Transvaal, Ber-

muda, Barbadoes, British Honduras, Cey-
lon, Gambia, Sarawak, Bahama Islands
and Zenzibar. -No extra charge for post-
age in the countries named.
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Reading to Mamma

(Miss Lucy A. Yendes, in ‘New York
Observer.”)

‘I wonder how I can make ““Sunshine in
the home,”’ thought Harry Lane, after
listening to a bright little woman who had
been asked to talk on that subject in his
school that day. Among other things, she
had said: :

‘Don’t wait for something big to do, but
find the little things that will make a
great many people happy, every day. Try
to make your lives daily “Sunshine,” for
all you meet or live with. Never mind if
you can’t contribute money to the suffer-
ing in foreign lands; you can all and al-
ways do something right in your own
homes to make somebody happier, to help
some one be better, to make life seem far
brighter and more worth living. Money
is a good helper in ‘“Sunshine” work; but
a great deal can be done without it. You
know the song that says of a smile: “It’s
worth a million dollars and it doesn’t cost
a cent.” And you can all smile, even when
you can’t do anything else to make things
easier for some one. But"don’t let the
smile end it, if you can do other things,
too, for we can all lift a little on the load
that the home-makers carry for us. We
can help keep things bright and orderly
in the home; and we can all find some part
of the work that we can do, for it takes a
great deal of work to keep even a small
home in order and comfortable for us to
stay in.’

Now Harry had reached ‘home,’” three
little rooms over the cornmer grocery in
their small village, and as he went in, he
noticed how wvery orderly it all was, and
how neat. The tiny kitchen, the sitting
room, with its couchbed, where he slept,
and his mother’s bedroom, were all mar-
wvels cf neatness.

Mrs. Lane was out, gone to the tailor’s
with her week’s work, and she might have
to wait an hour or more for her week’s
pay. She always took her bundle Friday
afterncon, so as to have the money -for
Saturday’s marketing.

‘Just the thing,” said Harry aloud, as he
bustled 3‘bout in the house, getting things
together for supper. ‘She shan’t carry that
package any more. I’ll tell her to have it
ready when school’s out, then I’ll take it
for her? -

He set the table, put the potatoes over
to cook, wai;er in the teakettle, and some
on the coffee in the coffee pot, which he
set to the back of the stove. Then he took
up a book to read, but was so delighted
with what he had done, for he hadn’t been
accustomed to hurrying home right from
school nor to getting things ready for sup-
per if his mother was out, although he
was ready to help if she was there to start
things, that he ran to the window to see
if she was not in sight. :
. Yes, ‘there she was, just turning the cor-

. mer, a block away, and down stairs he

rushed to meet her and carry her basket

“for her. How glad she was to see her
sturdy nine-year-old son, and to hear him
say, as he took the basket: ‘Mamma, you
ought to have waited for me, so I could

help you carry the big bundle.” And how
cheery it seemed, when they got upstairaf

_ to find the supper cooking, and everything
S0 cosy.. \ 3 ]
‘Now take off your things, mamma, and

.

T’ll put them away, while you lie down
on the couch and rest.’

Surprised and pleased, Mrs. Lane did as
she was requested, feeling glad of the un-
usual opportunity so offered, and Harry
folded the worn shawl carefully, and put
the rather shabby bonnet in its box. And
then, after looking at the fire and the
supper, he returned to the sitting room,
and opening his reader, began to read over
his Monday’s lesson. His mother enjoy-
ed this so much that he proposed to read
aloud to her every evening, while she sew-
ed, and as Mrs. Lane had but very little
time for this form of pleasure, it made
the evenings seem like the best part of the
day for her. She selected the books and
magazine articles, generally, and they
talked about them as Harry read, each of
them gaining interest and Harry’s pleas-
ure more than doubling when he saw how
happy it made his mother.

Nor did thAt end it, for as he learned to
keep his eyes open for opportunities, they
multiplied, and he managed to keep a
stock of bright, short articles ready, some-
times merely a good joke which he clip-
ped from a newspaper, or some thing that
he had written up from the day’s happen-
ings. Scmetimes it was a new receipt for
cooking some favorite or mew dish, an@
they would try it together. Again, it
might be only a bit of news from the daily
paper; but he noticed how much lighter
his mother’s step was, how much brighter
her eyes seemed ; and when one day she
said: ‘Harry, you are a great comfort to
me,’” he felt glad that he had found out
how to bs such a good companion for his
mother, by reading to her.

Are You Like Him?
‘1. Peter iii., 15.

¢What church do you attend?’ was once
asked of a’bright young fellow, doing
business in one of our large cities.

‘Oh, I just run around,” he answered,
gaily. ‘I don’t understand the difference
between the churches; in fact, there is‘a
great deal in the Bible itself that I don’t
understand, and until I do, of course, I
can’t join any church.

‘How many hours a day do you spend
studying this matter?” asked his ques-
tioner. : :

‘Hours?’ he repeated, in surprise.

‘Well, then, minutes?’

The young man was dumb.

‘Ah? said his companion, with patient
sadness, ‘not one! If you thought a
knowledge of geology mnecessary to your
success in life or astronomy or shorthand,
you would not think of spending less than
one hour a day in its study, perhaps two,
perhaps three; and you would not expect
to know or wunderstand it without that
exertion. But the knowledge of God, of
Jesus Christ, of salvation—the highest and
deepest of all knowledge—you sit a und
and wait for, as if it would come like'a
flash of lightning.’—‘Our Young Folks.’

el
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Saved in a Basket, or Daph
and Her Charge.

CHAPTER VIIIL—Continued.

Daph understood his meaning but too
well. She hhd hoped on, determinately;
but now the hour of awful certainty had
come, and she could net bear it. She gave
one loud scream, and fellgsenseless on the
floor. The wild yell that burst from the
anguished heart of the negress, rang
through the house, and Mrs. Ray and Mary
were at the door in a moment, followed
by the terrified children. Little Louise
dropped down beside Daph, and began to
cry piteously, while Charlie flew at Cap-
tain Jones like a young lion, loudly €x-
claiming, ‘The naughty man has killed
dear Daffy, and I’ll punish him.’

While Mrs. Ray and Mary were making
every effort to recall poor Daph to con-
sciousness, Charlie continued his attack-
upon the captain, with sturdy foot,
clenched hand, and sharp teeth, until the
honest sailor was actually obliged to pro-
tect himself, by putting the child forci-
bly from the room, and firmly locking the
door.

Perfectly infuriated, Charlie flew into
the street, screaming, ‘they’ve killed my
Daffy!—the wicked, wicked man.’

Several persons gathered round the en-
raged child, and a young physician, who
was passing, stopped to find out the cause
of the disturbance. Charlie’s words, ‘She
lies dead dthere!—the wicked man has
killed her,” caught the attention of Dr.
Bates, and he eagerly uasked, ‘Where,
where, child?’

Charlie pointed.towards the house, and
the doctor entered, without ceremony,
Charlie closely following him. His loud
knock was answered by Captain Jones,
whose cautious manner of unlocking the
door seemed, to the young physician, a
most suspicious circumstance.

Charlie no sooner caught sight of his
enemy, than he leaped furiously upon
him. The strong sailor received him in
his muscular arms, and there held him, a
most unwilling prisoner, while he watch-
ed the proceedings going on about poor
Daph, and rendered assistance where he
could. | > 7

‘Dr. Bates ordered her clothes to be in-
stantly loosened, and then commanded
Mrs. Ray to lay her flat on the floor,
while he proceeded to apply his lancet to
her arm. :

While this process was going on, the
clock on a neighboring steeple struck the
hour of twelve. Captain Jones looked
hastily at his great silver watch, and saw
that it was indeed mid-day; and he had
not a minute to spare, as the ‘dMartha
Jane’ was by this time quite ready to set
sail, and only waiting for her captain.

He hurriedly placed a little parcel on .
the mantel-piece, and with one long, sor-
rowful look at'pobr Daph, and a hasty
farewell to Mrs, Ray and the children, he
left the house.

It was long before Daph returned to
consciousness, and when her eyes once
more opened they were wild with fever
and anguish. She declared, however, that
she was quite well, and would have mo
one about her; she longed to be alone to
struggle with her.great sorrow. The chil-
dren would not leave her; but it was in
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vain they tried their little expressions of
tenderness, and begged her to look once
more like their ‘own dear Daffy.’

The sight of the unconscious orphans re-
doubled the grief of the poor negress, and
she burst into a flood of tears. The poor
children, overcome at this unwonted sight,
sank down beside her, and mingled their
tears with hers.

Mrs. Ray and the young doctor were
sorely puzzled by the strange scenes they
had witnessed. They had both seen the
rich chains about Daph’s neck, which had
been disclosed while she was unconscious,
and not a little wonder was excited by the
sight of that expensive jewellery in sdch
a place. Dr. Bates had not failed to ob-
serve the refined appearance of the fair
Louise, and the noble bearing of little
Charlie, contrasting as tiley did =0
strangely with the plainness of their
humble home, and the unmistakable Af-
rican face of the woman of whom they
seemed so fond.

The wild agitation of Daph, the disap-
pearance of the sun-browned stranger, the
necklaces, the children, all tended to fill
the mind of Dr. Bates with dark suspic-
ion. He lingered about Daph as long as
he could make any excuse for doing so,
and when he reluctantly turned from the
room, he did not leave the house without
thoroughly questioning Mrs, Ray as to
what she knew of her lodgers. Mrs. Ray
had little to tell, except that they had
been commended to her, three years be-
fore, by the same tall sailor whose ap-
pearance that day had created such a com-
motion. Of Captain Jores she could only

say that he had been a messmate of her -

husband years before, and had always
been reckoned an honest, kind-hearted
man, :

The questions put by Dr. Bates roused
all the curiosity of Mrs. Ray, and revived
the suspicions, with regard to Daph, which
had been much in her mind during the
early days of their acquaintance.
thoughts had long since been banished by
the honest, upright life of the kind-heart-
ed, industrious negress, but now they rose
with new strength. _

Bhe recalled the richly embroidered
dresses in which the children sometimes
appeared the first summer after their arri~
val, and she dwelt on the reluctance which

Daph always exhibited to answering any 5

questions as to her past life, or the cir-
cumstances attending her departure from
ber southern home. g
These remembrances and suspicions she
detailed to the willing ear of Dr. Bates,
 who was satisfied that he was on the eve
of uﬂravelling some tangled web of iniqui-
ty, and with slow and thoughtful stepg
he walked away from the humble home,
s0 wrapped in mystery.
Once more left to herself, Mrs. Ray felt

ashamed of having doubted poor Daph,.

and was half inclined to go to her and
frankly own the misgivings the late oc-
currences had excited; but the thought of
those strange circumstances again set her
curiosity at work, and all right feeling
was soon lost in an eager anxiety to find
out the dark secret which hung like a dark
cloud over the poor negress.

3 CHAPTER IX.

A MINISTERING SPIRTT.
Daph had Been smitten by a blow too sud-
cen and violent to rally immegiately from

Such °

its effects. Her strength and energy seem-
ed forever gone. The hope which had up-
beld her had been strickén from her, and
she knew not where to go for comfort.

‘De great Lord has gib poor Daph up!
she said disco:\lsolately; and, prostrate in
mind and body; she lay on her lone bed,
her eyes shut, and her soul all dark with-
in. :

It was now that Mary Ray had an op-
portunity of showing her deep gratitude
for the unwearied kindness of her humble
friend, she assumed the care of the chil-
dren, and tried to keep them happy out of
Daph’s sight, and thoughtfully volunteer-

ed to go round herself to Daph’s custom-"

ers, to tell them that sickness had pre~
vented her from preparing her usual sup-
ply. :

All that Mary offered, Daph quietly ac-
cepted almost without opening her eyes.

Daph seemed to have no wants, and it
was in vain that Mrs. Ray came in and
out, and bustled about, putting the room
in order, opening and closing the shutters,
and making herself very busy, to no pos-
sible advantage. Daph did not notice her;
her thoughts were far, far away.

In one of these visits, Mrs. Ray chanced
to find the gold chain the captain had laid
ow the mantel-piece. This addsd fuel to
her suspicions, and she felt justified in se-
creting it, and showing it to Dr. Bates, as
a further proof of the mystery clinging to
Daph.

Mrs. Ray’s mind was in a most agitated
state. Someétimes she was haunted with

vague notions of some most awful crime

committed by Daph, and then again the
kind, truthful face of the negress would

" rise up before her, changing her suspicions

into shame and self-reproach.

At such times she could not help feeling
that only virtue and honesty could be at
home in a heart capable of such generous
forgiveness, and patient return of good for
evil, as she had received from the now
sorrow-stricken megress. These moments
of relenting too soon, alas! were gone.

Daph was lying sad and alone, in the si-
lent room, a few days after the visit of
Captain Jones, when she heard a low tap
at the door, followed by Mrs. Ray’s loud
voice, saying, ‘Walk right in, Miss. She
ain’t much sick, to my notion, but shae
don’t take no notice of anybody.’

Daph did notice the stranger who enter-

ed, and she even smiled sorrowfully as she

looked up into the face of Rose Stuyves-
ant. p

‘We missed your nice cakes on the ta-
hle, Daph,’ said a soft voice; ‘and when I
heard you were sick, I determined to come
and see you myself.’

These words of kindness from a refined
and gentle woman, melted the heart of the
suffering negress. She burst into tears as
she exclaimed, ‘O my sweet young lady!
Yot speaks to poor Daph like her own dear
missus used to!’ :

Rose Stuyvesant sat down beside the low
bed that Mary had spread for Daph on the
floor. :

‘Are you very sick, Daph?’ she asked,
tenderly. ez

‘Daph is all dead here, and all dizzy
here,” said the poor creature, laying her
hand first on her heart, and then on her
head. ‘De gréat Lord has sent Daph a big

troubls, and den gib her right up;’ and the -
tezrs again fiowed fast, ‘

Rose bent over the unhanpy regress, and
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said gently, ‘The great Lord loves you too
well, Daph, to give you up in your trou-
ble. . Perhaps he has sent me to comfort
youl!

Daph looked up with a gleam of hope in
her eye, and murmured, ‘No reason why
Daph shouldn’t tell jus’ all de truth now.
Perhaps, if de sweet young lady knows all,
she may comfort poor Daph up.’

‘The Lord Jesus can comfort us in any
trouble,” said Rose softly. ‘What makes
Jou so inhappy? Cannot you tell me’?

Daph looked long into the sweet face
turned lovingly towards her, and then she
said, ‘De great Lord has sent almost an an-
gel to poor Daph, and she shall hear it
ally’ 5 Rt

{To be continued.)
———— e
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- The Winning of Jim.
(Miss May Everett Glover, in New
York ¢ Observer.’)

‘I just think it is too mean !’
Ethel Cameron exclaimed, coming
hastily into her brother’s office and

leaning against the desk where he —

‘was writing,

¢ Why, Pussy, what is wrong ?’
he asked looking up. ¢‘Did the
taffy burn, or have the people not
got through with the last lot of all-
day suckers ?’ he asked teasingly,

The Sunshine Society had been
working hard. for two months to
raise money to send little crippled
Bessie Haines away to a great doc-
tor who it was thought could cure

her. It was a large sum of money

for them to attempt to earn, but
they had gome to work. TFrank
- had set the example by starting
the next day to peddling vege-
tables, out of school hours, with a
beok tucked down in the corner of
~the cart so that he could peep at
his lesson in odd moments. Some
of the boys had regular customers
for whom they cut kindling, car-
ried water and ran errands. = The
girls tended babies, made fancy
work and anything they could get
to do, and at each meeting they
were delighted to find how the
money was growing. Ethel and
Susie Wintérs, had been making
taffy and sugar candy and selling,
and the twelve dollars they had,
represented a good many arm
aches and burnt fingers.

‘{Come, Pussy, don’t worry. I

~ will see that you do not have any
left on your hands,” her brother
said, after waiting a few moments
for Ethel to tell the cause of her
trouble. He liked to tease, but he

always helped her all he could,

even to taking a lot of the taffy
and selling to every one who came
into his office. \

‘We don’t have any to sell,
Ethel said at last; ‘Susie and I had
the finest taffy that we have ever
" made, and we had more than we
usually do. We wrapped it in tis-
sue paper and set it out on the big
stones to get real cold, just as we
always do before selling it, and
when we went to get it, basket and
all was gone. That Jim Fargo and
his breaker gang had slipped in
and stolen it. It was too late to
- make more; and ‘we haven't as

‘don’s eating it.

The Birdies’ Winter Song.
Constance M. Lowe, in ‘Qur Little
Dots.’)

Bitter blows the winter blast,
Flakes of snow are falling fast;
Not a sign of life or green

On the branches can be seen.

But we care not, for we find
Little children always kind,
And, when dreary winter comes,
Feed us with delicious crumbs.

So, although the skies are gray,
We are singing all the day;
And we’re happy, for we know.
Little children love the snow!

much money as we had this morn-
ing, for we spent for the materials.
We wouldn’t have had a bit of
trouble to have sold every bit of it
to-day. We had over two dollars
worth” ;

‘Are you sure that Jim Fargo

took it ? Might it not have been
someone else ? . I never knew Jim
to steal.’ =

Her brother had a class in the
Sunday-school composed of boys
who picked slate at the mines, and
he had considévable trouble to get
Jim I"arge to attend ; he was in-
terested in the boy, as he was much

brighter than the usual breaker

boys, and was the recognized lead-
er among them.. ;

“Oh, he took it ! We went down
street to see if we could find out
anything about it ; and there was
Jim and several others sitting on
the grass outside of old Mr. Gor-
They denied tak-
ing it, even when they had their

mouths so full that they could
- scarcely talk. I wish they had

choked so badly that they would
never want to steal any more taffy.
They said that they thought that
taffy must be growing on ‘trees,
and that it was time for it to be

ripe;”as theirs had fallen to them,
and a lot more of such nonsense,
Then I got cross and told them
what I thought of them. Jim Fargo
got up, he had his mouth empty by
that time, and  straightened him-
self up, and brushed the dust from
his old ragged coat sleeve—you
know he says he is going to be a
lawyer like you that is his whole
aim—well, he straightened himself
up and said in what he thought
was a very dignified tone :

‘“I will admit, Miss Cameron,
that the evidence against us is
rather strong.”’  Ethel’s tone was
such a good imitation of Jim’s,
that her brother leaned back and

! laughed. “But every one is en-
titled to a doubt, and is not guilty
until proven so. We did not steal
Your taffy ; and as it seemed to be
growing on the trees and falling
to the ground, we saw no harm in
eating it, as we do not often get a
chance to taste_things of this kind.
Allow me to congratulate you on
your ability to make excellent
taffy. And if what we have been
receiving, is a sample of the Sun- .
shine, your society, scatter around
—why—beg pardon. Miss Camer-
on, I don’t think that I would want



10

any of your thunderstorms.
may tell your brother that I' will
anot be at Sunday-school to-mor-
-row.”

¢He tipped his old ragged hat
and turned down the street as if he
had been President of the United
States instead of ragged Jim Far-
go. Then the rest of his gang got
up tipped their hats just like him
and followed him down the street,
looking the picture of injured inno-

. cence. I couldn’t help getting cross
after the way we had worked and
all the money we lost.’

Ethel looked in her brother’s
face.  ‘Oh, Rob, do you really
think he will stop Sunday-school ?
It will just about break up your
class, for the others do just as he
says. I am so sorry, and you have
worked so hard to get those boys,’
she said anxiously.

‘I think that I can get them
back. It does look suspicious, but
I never caught Jim in an untruth.
Don’t worry, Pussy, it can’t be
helped.” Tthel knew that he cared
more than he wanted her to know.

It was quite late that evening
that Ethel was startled- by a long
ring at the bell, and she heard
someone inquiring for Miss Ethel
Cameron, and a very large old man
came bustling into the room. It
was old Mr. Gordon, who lived in a
fine old place with his housekeep-
er, and a very large monkey, which
seemed to be the only thing he
cared for, and it was known that
he did not like children ‘or young
people.

‘Miss Ethel Cameron,” he said
gruffly, stopping in the centre of
the room, ‘1 want to know what
you made this afternoon. T believe
you call it taffy, it ain’t fit for any-
one to eat, let alone a monkey ; but
I didn’t come to discuss that.

- ‘Your monkey !’ Ethel exclaim-
~ed, ‘Did he steal our taffy ? Then
Jim Targo didn’t take it after all’
“ Fixcuse me, Miss Cameron, my
monkey does not steal. I presume
that he saw the taffy as he got
loose this afternoon, and being of
an inquisitive turn of mind, want-
ed to investigate it ; and so took
the basket that you had carelessly
left out of doors, as I learnt from
some boys. He threw a lot of the
taffy to them, and seeing them eat-
"~ ing it, got to eating it himself, and
now he is very sick as he ate too
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much, or there may be somethmg
poisonous in it.

¢ Oh, there is nothiag in it to hurt
him ! It is just sugar, a little vine-
gar and soda. There was over two
dollars worth in the basket, and
we thought the boys took it.’

‘Two dollars,! Hump ! It would
be worth ten dollars to me if he
was not sick. Made of sugar—a
little vinegar and soda. T’ll tell
the doctor ; no wonder he-is sick
after such a mess,” and the old
man hobbled out of the room mut-
tering half aloud, ¢ Sugar, a little
vinegar and soda. Trash—trash !’

Half an hour afterward Ethel
stood in the poorly furnished little
house which Jim Fargo called
home ; for she had declared to her
brother that she could not sleep a
wink until she had told Jim Fargo
that she was mistaken. Jim was
surprised  when she entered; he
ligtened quietly to her apology, for
her angry accusations had hurt
him more than she ever dreamed—
then he .suddenly looked up, the
tears were in his eyes, and his
voice trembled for a moment, then
he was his old self again.

¢Of course, I do not blame you,
Miss Ethel, it is all right now. I
know that it did look as if we had
taken it, and I should have told

you where we had got it, but—you .

must excuse me, but you took it so
for granted that we had stolen it,

that it made me angry, and I

thought it did not matter what you
did believe. I am sorry now, and
I hope you will forgive me for
speaking to you the way I did. It
was not a gentlemanly thing to do
—and not many Would have both-
ered to come and—and éxplained
it to me as you have.
forget it,” and he took the hand lex-
tended to him, in a warm boﬁxsh
clasp.

‘You will see me to-morrow at
Sunday-school, and I will have the

other boys there,” he said, meeting
' Rob’s eyes with a new expression
‘You can depend on

in his own.
me now, Mr. Cameron.’

God’s Creature.

One day a boy was tormenting a
“kitten. His little sister, with her
eyes full of tears, said to him : ¢ Oh,
Phlllp' don’t do tbat \tas God’
kitten.’ \

That word of the little girl was

I will never .
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not lost. It was set on wheels.
Philip left off tormenting the kit-
ten; but he could not help thinking
about what his little sister said.
‘God’s kitten, God’s creature—for
he made it, said he to himself,
‘I never thought of that before.’

The next day, on his way to
school, he met one of his com-
panions unmercifully beating a
poor, half-starved dog. Philip ran
up to him and before he knew it,
was using his sister’s words, saying,
‘Don't, don’t do that, Ned; it’s God’s
creature.’ — ‘Christian Harvester,’

Boys Wanted,
(Carlotta Perry, in ¢ Evangelical
Visitor.”)

Boys who have eyes for the sister’s
grace,
Swift hands for the household
duty ;
Who see in the mother’s patient '
face :
The highest, holiest beauty.
Boys of earnest and noble aim,
The friends of the poor and lowly ;

~To whom forever a woman’s name

Is something sacred and holy,

Boys are wanted whose breaths
are sweet,
The pure air undefiling;
Who scorn all falsehood and smooth
deceit -
That lead to a soul beguiling,
Boys who in scenes that are glad
and bright
Feel their pulses beat the faster,
But who hold each animal appetite
As servari'i_: and not as master.
Boys are Wantéd whose stlentrth
can lead,
‘The weaker upon them leaning ;
Boys whose ¢‘No’ is a ‘No’ indeed,
And whose ‘Yes' has an equa.l
meaning.
Who are strong not only when life
decrees :
Its bitter and heavy trials,
But can practice its small economies,
And its everyday self-denials.

; Your Own Paper Free.

‘Northern Messenger’ subscribers may
have théir own subscriptions extended one
year, free of charge, by remitting sixty .
cents for two new aubtpxiptidns.
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LESSON VIII.—FEB. 21.

Jesus and the Sabbath.
Matthew xii., 1-18.

Golden Text.

It is lawful to do well on the Sabbath
days. Matthew xii., 12.

Home Readings.”

Monday, Feb. 15.—Natt. xii., 1-13.
Tuesday, Feb. 16.—Gen, ii., 1-8; Ex. XX.
8-11.
Wednesday, Feb. 17.—Num. xv., 27-36.
Thursday, Feb. 18.—Is. lvi., 1-8.
Friday, Feb. 19.—Is. lviii,, 1-14.
Saturday, Feb. 20.—Neh, xiii., 15-22.
Sunday, Feb. 21.—Luke vi., 1-12.

1. At that time Jesus went on the sab-
bath day through .the corn; and his dis-
ciples were an hungred, and began to pluck
the ears of corn, and to eat. :

2. But when the Pharisees saw it, they
said unto him, Behold, thy disciples do
that which is not lawful to do upon the
sabbath day. 3

‘8. But he said unto them, Have ye not
read what David did, when he was hun-

. gred, and they that were with him;

4. How he entered into the house of
_God, and did eat the shewpread, which was
not lawful for him to eat, neither for them
which were with him, but only for the
priests? :

5. Or have ye not read in the law, how
that on the sabbath days the priests in
the temple profane the sabbath, and are
blameless?

6. But ¥ say unto you, That in this place

is one greater than the temple. :

7. But if ye had kpown what this mean-
eth, I will have merey, and not sacrifice,
ye would not have condemned the guilt-

. less.

8. For the Son of man' is Lord even of
the sabbath day. - .

9. And when he was departed therce,
he went into their synagogue:

10. And, behold, there was a man which
had his hand withered. And they asked
him, saying, Is it lawful to heal on the

- sabbath daysP that they might accuse him.

11. And he sail unto them, What man
shall there be among you, that shall have
one sheep, and if it fall ints a pit on the
sabbath day, will he not lay lLold on it,
and lift it out? e

12, How much then is a man better than
a sheep? Wherefoye it is lawful to do well
on the sabbath days. :

13. Then saith he to the man, Stretch
forth thine hand. And he stretched it
forth; and it was restored whole, like as
the other, ‘
- (By R. M. Rurtz.)

% INTRODUCTION. =2
‘The Sabbath problem is one of the most
prominent of the day. It would he half
solved if professing Christian people would
cease to break it, if there were to be no
travel on their part, save in the most em-
ergent cases, if pleasure excursioms, and
the direct or indirect encouragement given
to the profaning of the Sabbath were to’
cease. 2 -
As to what constitutes a proper observ-
ance of that day, each one in large meas-
ure must determine for himself. Perhaps
you will say at once that such a rule as
this would not amount to anything, for
it would in effect be telling each one to do
as he pleases with the day. ‘But this is
not correct. No live Christian man will
wish, or ought to wish, that somecne else
fix his rules of conduct for him. BHe is
given intelligence and conscience that he

&

‘& withered hand.

may do this for himself, under the guid-
ance of the Word of God as the Spirit leads
him to understand it.

points, but the decision ought to rest in
the person himself.

The scenes of this lesson are in snd near
Capernaum, toward the middle of his se-
cond year’s ministry. You will- notice
that he is encountering opposition, and
that he meets it with vigorous and seaxrch-
ing replies. . ; ;

ERead the parallel passages Mark ii,, 23-
iii.,, 5, and Luke wvi., 1-10. Also Luke
xiii., 10-17.

THE LESEON STUDY.

Verses 1, 2. ‘At that time Jesus went
on the Sabbath day through the corn; and
his disciples were sn hungred, and began
to pluck the ears of corn, and to eat.” The
‘corn’ here referred to was what we in the
United States would call grain, that is,
wheat or barley. The point of right and
wrong, here was not one of taking what
did not beleng to them, but the doing of
such a thing on the Sabbath. The law of
Moses said, ‘When thou comest into the
standing corn of thy ngighbor, then thou
mayest pluck the ears with thine hand,’
ete. Deuteronomy xxiti., 25. :

/The Pharisees, with their hairsplittin
distinctions over right and wrong conduct,
and their blindness to the spirit of the
law, immediately raised the question of
the lawfulness of thus plucking and eat-
ing corn on the Sakbath.

"3-8. ‘For the Son of man is Lord even
of the sabbath day.’ Christ answers his
accusers out of the Scriptures, citing three
references to support his position. He first
reminds them of the case of David taking
the shewbread for himself and his men.
I Samuel xxi., 1-6, The idea is that Da-
vid, in a time of emergency, broke the let-
ter of the law, though he kept its spirit.
Alsormow, the disciples might be said to
work in gathering corn and rubbing in
their hands to separate the chaff from the
grain, but it was not labor such as would
constitute a breaking of the Sabbath. i

Again, Christ called attention to the
fact that the priests had to perform actu-
al labor on the Sabbath, in the service of
the temple. Here again was proof that
thecommand to keep the Sabbath could
not literally apply to all work absolutely.

If they had, again, understood the pas-
sage from Hosea vi., 6, ‘I desire mercy,
and not sacrifice’ (Revised), they would
not have condemned those that were guilt-
less. The Pharisees were slavishly literal
in their understanding of Scripture, they
could mot see beyond the mere outward
forms. v

‘For the Son of man is Lord even of the
sabbath day.” Mark says, ‘And he said un-
to them, The sabbath was made for man,
and not man for the sabbath: Therefore
the Son of man is Tord also of the sab-
bath.’ Christ is our Lord, and if the Sab-
bath was made for man, then he must be
Lord of the Sabbath, rather than restrict-

.ed in his good works by it.

©-18. ‘Is it lawful to heal on the sab-
bath days?’ Later Christ entered into the
synagogue, amd there found a man with
Here the guestion was
put to Christ, Ta it lawful to heal on the
sabbath days?’, but it was asked not for
instruction but that his opposers might
find some cause fer accusation in him.
They had apparently not yet given up all
hope of catching him on the question of
Sabbath keeping. If the needs of the
body required one to pluck corn on the
Sabbath, and this was shown to be right,
how about healing the body? A man with

- & withered hand was not suffering in a'

manner which would not allow’of his heal-
ing being rostromed till the next day.
Would Christ, then, heal him on the Sab-
bath? & :
Christ answers by showing that, if it be
right, as implied by his question, to lift a
sheep from a pit, it is even still better to
heal 2 man on the Sabbath: It was better
for the man to be well and happy on the
day that was made for man’s good, than
for him to continue with his withered
/ z

Human advice is
well, as it sheds light wupon doubtful
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hand, and the sorrow that it caused hims,
So he healed the man without further dise
cussion.

If phrases current in our day had been
employed at the time of this lesson, Christ
would have been called ‘broad minded’ and
‘liberal’ in his views. So, in the right
sense, he was, and we enjoy to-day ‘the
“liberty wherewith Christ hath made us
free.’

But liberty to rise to a higher spiritual
plang, and which gives a better knowledge
of the will of God, is not to be confounded
with license to run after temporal pleas-
ures. It was right for the disciples to
pluck a little corn to satisfy immediate
hunger, but not to engage in reaping the
field, or in making a great feast, on the
Sabbath. \

C. H., Mackintosh, in his ‘Notes on Deu-
teronomy,’ in which he discusses the Sab-
bath question at some length, says, ‘ The
very thought of any cne professing to love
Christ engaging in business or unneces-
sary travelling on the Lord’s day, would,
in our judgment, be revolting to every pi-
ous feeling., We believe it to be a hallow-
ed privilege to retire, as much as possible,
from all the distractions of natural things,
and to devote the hours of the Lord’s duy
to himself and to his service.’

The lesson for February 28 is, ‘Hearers
and Doers of the Word.” Matthew vii.,

- 21-29. :

C. E. Topic

Sunday, Feb. 21.—Topic—Some good
ways of using the Sabbath, Mark i, 21-

Junior C. E. Topic,
HOW THE CHINESE LIVE,

Monday, Feb. 15.—‘In the regions be-
yond.” II. Cor. x., 18,

Tuesday, Feb. 16.—They being ignor-
ant.’ Rom. x., 3.

Wednesday, Feb, 17.—Without & preach-
er’ Rom. x., 14,

Thursday, Feb. 18.—“Without® the true
God.” II. Chron. xv., 3. '
Friday, Feb. 19.—‘Without Christ.’ Eph.
s b s 5.5, :

Saturday, Feb. 20.—Without faith.’ Heb.
xi., Gy ) ;

Sunday, Feb. 21.—Topie—How the Chin-
ese live. Rom. x., 14, 15.

s
Excuseless Excuses,

Excuses grow on every bush. You can
find them everywhere. The easiest one to
find is ‘I am too busy.’ So busy eften that
no little flower of heavenly mindedness
can find a place Iarge enough or a chance
encouraging enough to grow. If you want
a thing dome do you go'to the idler, the
one on whose hands time hangs heavily?
Why not? -

We have just been made acquainted with
the facts in the life of & worker in Massa-
chusetts.” He is a busy plumber and he
often rounds up a hard day’s work by sit-
ting up till midnight writing articles and
‘chalk talks’ for a well-known Sunday-
school journal and then starts out every
Sunday morning to gather in a contingent
of some thirty or more children from out-
lying districts, using an old wvehicle of
which he is both driver and proprietor,
and then spends the rest of a happy Sun-
day teaching and singing and helping in
every possible way in the Sunday-school.
This'is but one of many illustrations.
Busy time is the best time. It is the most
fruitful and the oaly time that has the
promise of a blessing. He who can do
much can do a little more. Don’t offer the
‘excuseless excuse.’—‘Living Epistle,’

o e

Expiring Subscriptions.

Would each subscriber kindly look at
the address tag on this paper? If the date
there on is Feb,, 1004, it is time that
the renewals were sent in so as to avoid
losing a single copy. As renewals always
date fromr the expiry of the old suhserip~
tions, subscribers lose nothing by remit-
ting a little in advance. -

\
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A Littie Child
(Mark Guy Pearse, in ‘Methodist Times.”)

- It was a day in spring, a day when win-
ter still lingered with a chill breath in the
wind,

A little child had come down from the
one room where the family lived. It was
more pleasant in the crowded streets, life
was easier and it was a happy escape from
the rcom that was overcrowded. There
was a drunken father and poor mother
whose patience was worn out—she had just
come back from the workhouse bringing
another baby to add to the family and to
add-also to her own wants and the burdens
it was hers to carry. No wonder the child
was glad to get out into the streets for
some change and the chance of play with
the other children. Ragged and hungry
though she was, yet even the east wind
was better than the curse and snarl that
met her at home.

To-day it chanced that Sister Constance
going on her way passed the child. The
little wistful face was turned for a -mo-
ment to the Sister.

‘Well, little one,” said Sister Constarce,
with a smile, then hurried on thinking no
more of it.. This smile and kindly word
went down to the heart of the child as the
sun’s rays finds its way to the buried seed
and turng it into a flower. But this little

bit of kindness was to make more than a -

flower—it was to turn that wilderness of
a home into a very garden of God.

With a new joy in her face the little one
went skipping home, and up the stairs and
into the room. It was a dreary place in~
deed. Its only furniture was a bedstead
without a bed and a broken washstand.
Nothing else was there, neither table nor
__All that could be sold was gomne.

In burst the child, bright-faced and with
merry eyes. ‘I’ve seen the Sister and she
spoke to me.’ :

‘What Sister?’ growled the man. But as
he turned to speak to the child the new
brightness of Lier face went to his heart.

‘The Sister from Cleyeland.’All—and she
spoke to me.’

‘Oh, she spoke to you, did she?’ said the
man., His drunkenness it was that had
brought them to all the misery of their
surroundings. And yet so little a thing
as a Sister’s word and look could do so
much to make the child happy. It smote
him with a feeling of bitterness, the mem-
ory of it haunted him.

It was late one Saturday night shortly
after that a man came into Cleveland Hall
just as Sister Constance was leaving. He
was much the worse for drink, but he in-
sisted on seeing the Sister, and she came
to him, :

‘Here, Sister,” said he, as he reeled
against the passage wall, ‘I want to sign
the pledge.’

She hesitated about taking the pledge
from a man in such a state; he was scarce-

ly conscious indeed of what he was doing..

- But it was useless for her to refuse. The
man insisted, and at last she fetched the
pledge-book, and he managed to steady
himself so as to sign the pledge.

Then the man fell down on his knees in
an agony of prayer and cried to God to help
him to keep the pledge.
from his face to the ground as he knelt
and prayed, the Sister kneeling beside him
in prayer. Afterward she took his name
and address, and spoke to him all the
words of encouragement she could.

‘What made you come to mep’ she asked.

‘Well, you see, you spoke to my little
one,” said the man. ‘You looked at her and
spoke to her.’

. Then the poor fellow begged for some

_handbills of the services which he might

‘T want to help somebody
With these he went on his

distribute.
else,’ said he,

way, and the Sister, tired with the long.

-

. ment.

The tears fell.

THE MESSENGER.

‘day’s work, went back to XKatherine

- House,

Feb. 12, 1904,

hundred workpeople; twelve hundred tee-
totallers?’ asked Mr. Caine. ‘Yes,” said

- the official, ‘they would have to go twen-

She sat for a while by the fire until it
came to be nearly twelve o’clock. Then
suddenly she felt an overwhelming impres-
sicn that she must go at once to the man’s
help. She hesitated doubtfully for a mo-
It was so late, and besides, what
could she do for him? But the impression
was resistless. She hastily put on her
things and started.

The man had finished distributing the
bills and had come back to his room. The
wife, sick at heart with all her misery and
knowing that her husband had been drink-
ing, had no welcome for him.

‘I’ve turned over a new leaf,’ he said, as
he came in at the door. 2 :

‘I’'m sick of hearing about your new
leaves,’ said his wife. ‘What you want is
a new book.’

For a moment he stood and looked at the
miserable room, the huddled children, the
wife’s sorrowful face. Yes, the woman was
right. It was no good—there was really
no hope, no help for him. Turning over
new leaves came to nothing. He would
end it all.

To the horror of his wife and amidst the
screams of the children he snatched at an
old razor that was lying on the washstand.

‘T’ll do for myself,’ he cried, and raised
his hand to cut his throat.

It was at that moment that Sister Con-
stance came in at the door.

‘Man, what are you doing?’ she cried, and
rushing forward she seized his arm and
struggled with him until she wrenched the
razor from his grasp..

‘It might have been only a 'ninute or
two that I struggled with him,” she said,
afterwards, ‘but it seemed to me like an
hour.’ o

She pacified him as well as she could,
and told the wife that she too must do all _
that was possible to encourage him now
that he had signed the pledge. Then the
Sister prayed with them and left, =

The next day the man and his wife and '
children were all at the service at Cleva-
land Hall. From that day to this the man
has kept the pledge.

They have begun to make the home Let-
ter. Now they have got a bed and bed-
ding as well as a bedstead, and there are
soms chairs and a table. The rent is allw
paid, and they have food to eat.

In the autumn of the year Gipsy Smith
was holding a mission at St. James’s Hall.
The man went to the services and there he
steod up to declare the surrender of him-
self to God. At the end of the service he
met Sister Constance.

‘Sister,” he cricd, his face shining with
gladness, ‘I have given myself to Christ.’

The day after as he was driving his cart
he was thrown from it, and picked up in-
gensible and carried to the hospital. There
was a slight concussion of the brain. He
soon recovered, however, but was unable

to get work again, for his place had been
. filled. There followed a time of much trial

to him; but his courage and faith have not
failed him, and he holds on his way a
changed man, and the home is as changed
as the man himself,

So much from so little. A seed of love
in a child’s heart, and so soon a garden
where God himself walks and talks with
those that wait for him. Hire

A Teetotal Factory.

Mr. Caine once explained the difference

‘between an English and an American boot

factory. He had visited a factory in a
small town in Connecticut, which employed

1,200 workpeople, whose earnings averag- -

ed £3 a week. In connection with the fac-
tory was a fine institute with a public lib-
rary of 12,000 volumes, and an establish-
ment which contained elementdry, higher
grade, and technical schools. The dwell-
ings of the workpeople were clean and
healthy, and were without exception de-
tached. He asked one of the officials how
many of the workpeople were tee-total.
‘Twelve hundred,” was the reply. ‘T'welve

ty-two miles to get any drink. We have
a Local Option law, and there are no pub-
lic-houses in the place. We took a vote
on the subject immediately after we set-
tled here.. ‘And how many people voted
for it?” he inquired. ‘Twelve hundred.’
He afterwards visited a town in Northamp-
tonshire, the population of which was 11,-
900, or practically the same as that of the
American town. He arrived on a Monday
afternoon, and said he would like to look
over the factory before tea. ‘It is not go-
ing to-day,” was the reply, ‘we don’t open
on Mondays. They come =o late, after the
day off on Sunday, that we had to give up,
and we open five days in the week.” He
then asked if he could see the institute, and
was met by the reply : ‘What’s that?’
‘“Where do the people go, then?’ inquired
Mr. Caine. ‘We have got twenty-six pub-
lic-houses.” ‘Are there no clubs?’ was his
next inquiry. ‘We have got five clubs,’
was the reply, ‘but they are worse than the
public-houses.” The average earnings of
the workpeople were 30s. a week.—‘Alli-
ance News.’

I Will Paint You a Sign.
I will paint you a sign, rumseller,
And hang it on your door;
A truer and better signboard
Than you ever had before.
I will paint with the skill of a master,
And many will pause to see
This wonderful piece of painting,
So like the reality.

I will paint yourself, rumseller,
As you wait for that fair young boy
Just in the morning of manhood, 3
A mother’s pride and joy.
He had no thought of stopping,
But you greet him with a smile,
And you seem so blithe and friendly
That he pauses to chat a while.

X will paiﬁt you again; rumseller,
I will paint you as you stand,

* With a foaming glass of liquor

Extended in each hand.
He wavers, but you urge him: .
‘Drink, pledge me but this one,’ i
And he lifts the glass and drains it
And the hellish work is done.

And next I will paint a drunkard—
Only a year has flown;

But into this loathsome creature
The fair young boy has grown

The work was quick and rapid;
I will paint him as he lies

In a torpid, drunken slumber
Under the winter skies,

I will paint the form of the mother
As she kneels by her darling’s side=~

Her beautiful boy that was dearer
Than all the world beside.

I will paint the shape of a coffin,
Labeled with one word—‘Lost.’

I will paint all this, rumseller,
And paint it free of cost.

The sin and the shame and the sorrow
The crime and the want and the woe
That is born there in your workshop,
No hand can paint, you know,
But I'll paint you a sign, rumseller
And many shall pause to view -
This wonderful piece of painting
So terribly, fearfully true.

—-‘The Christian Statesman.’

: O‘ld‘Countryr Friends.

Do our subscribers &ll know that the .
cstage on papers to Great Britain and

reland has been so greatly reduced that
we can now send any of our publications,
postage pald, at the same rates as obtain
in Canada. 5

‘Daily Witness,” post paid, $3 a year. .
‘Weekly Witnetss,’ post paid, $1 a year. .
‘World Wide,” post paid, $1 a year.
¢Northern Messeng'er,” post paid, 30¢ year.
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Correspondence

THE ROYAL LEAGUE OF KINDNESS.

Dear Boys and Girls,—There are nowa-
days a great many ‘societies,’ circles, clubs,
unions and associations. YIost of tl{ese
have as their object some form of im-
provement, the members feeling that they
can accomplish more when banded toge-
ther than when working separately. We
have thought it might be a good plan to
invite our readers to band themselves to-
gether by a simple pledge in a soeiety all
their own. This society will be called
‘The Royal League of Kindness,” and will
have for its objsct the promotion of kind-
ness, pure and simple, amongst the mem-
bers and their friends. :

Everyone wishing to join the Royal
League must send in his or her name to
the Editor of the ‘Northern Messenger,’
promising ‘to try to observe the follow-
ing rules:—

To speak kindly to others.

To speak kindly of others.

To think kind thoughts.

To do kind deeds.

It looks very simple and easy, does it
not? You may not find it so easy as you
think it will be, but that is no reason for
turning away or getting discouraged. The
boy who keeps.the spirit of this League
is laying the foundations of true manli-
ness and nobility. The girl who is a true

member of this League will be always

lovely and beloved.

Copy out these rules, sign your name and
keep the pledge where you will see it once
a day at least. But do not be content with
saying or doing something kind once a
day, because these rules refer to all that

‘you say and do and think all day. These

rules shut out all jealousy, malice, bear-
ing of grudges, and ugly gossip.

You see I have not made it too easy to
join, for a thing that is not worth any ef-
fort is mot worth having; and I think of
you as brave boys and girls who are will-
ing to fight against ugly and bad habits
so_that your life may be beautiful and_
noble. e

Your loving friend,
THE CORRESPONDENCE EDITOR.

THE DELLA MEMCRIAL.

: Routledge, Man.

Dear Editor,—~Mamma has read about
the little girl who wanted to be a mission-
ary, but died. We are two wee boys and
one little girl, and we receive some money
for helping at home, and want to send
enough to send the ‘Messenger’ to five lit-
tle boys or girls. We don’t get to church
or Sunday-school, as we live too far away
on the prairie from any town. We all love
the ‘Messenger’ stories. 2 ‘

DOUGLAS, DONALD AND LILA.

Corliss, P.Q.
Dear Editor,—I take the little ‘Messen-
ger,” and have taken it for eight years. I
like it very much. I like to read the lit-
tle letters. ‘It is a good paper.. I am 83
years old, somewhat older than the little
readers of your paper. I should be lone-
gome without it., After I read it, I send
it to others, so as to have it do all the good
that it can. I am so glad there i® so much
good being done in foreign countries. One
Sunday evening I was thinking how I
wished I could do something to help the

~ missionary work. I took up your paper,

and the first words I saw were ‘The New
Year’s Gift.” I read it. I herewith en-
close 20 cents in stamps for the ‘Della
Memorial Fund.’ e

e MRS. JAMES M. C.

-Hilleroft, Moulmein..
Dear- Editor,—I was so surprised to see

‘my letter in print. I have been in the cus-

tom of reading the letters printed. 'One
seemed strangely familiar to ‘me, and,
looking above, I saw that the address was

Moulmein, Burma. I must wish you and

all who are so kind in sending me the
‘Northern WMessenger’ a ‘Gladsome New
Year” It is wery nice and cold here at

N
’

present. We are situated on a hill, and so
are somewhat colder than those down be-
low. Moulmein is a little seaport town, a
busy one sometimes. We have a ¥.M.C.A.
here, but no ¥.W.C.A. Last Tuesday the
Y.M.C.A. gave a nice little social. .But
it is not in Moulmein that my,home is. I
live in Rangoon, in the Cantonment, Every
morning and evening we bLear the band
from the regimental lines near us. One
of the prettiest places in Aangoon is the
‘Royal Lakes.” It is a very beautiful she_et
of water, and little islands spring up in
it. From the entrance to the lake is a long
avenue, winding round and round till the
stand is reach The regatta is lield there
every year, e also have the ‘lst Ran-
goons—The Boys’ Brigade,’ under my bio-
ther, Dr. Murray, the captain of the com-
pany. The boys are very interested in
this work. One boy, who'is a bugler, com-
posed a hymn, to the tune of ‘Onward,
Christian Soldiers.’” The boys, of course,
consider this as ‘chief.’ My sister is also
engaged in ‘Y’ work. I hope to, too, as
soon as I am out of school. My school
days will be over by March. I am sitting
here alone in my.empty class-room writ-
ing. I can hear all the other school chil-
dren  shouting and laughing in the
‘grounds. Dinner is just over. We have
our dinner at 5 p.m., a different hour to
what we used to have it. When I was in
Scotland we had dinner at 1 p.m. Out here
everything changes. In my home in Ran-
goon the dinner hour is 8 p.m. I have a
Sunday-school class with about forty chil-
dren or'more, I am very interestéd in my
work. I am a member of our church choir.
So with studies and Stnday duties you see
I am very busy. Every Sunday after tif-
fin we have a nice little gathering toge-
ther, however, and spend a pleasant time
with singing, reading, ete.
somewhat dark, and I am anxious to read
my new ‘Northern Messenger’ which I re-
ceived last night, so I will close now, by
wishing all again a very Happy New Year.
; S MARY H.

= Montreal.

‘Dear Edi,tg1‘,—I live in Montreal. My
mother died a year ago. I am seven years
old. We live in the middls of the city.
Both my grandfathers are dead. I have
only grandmothers now. We take the ‘Mes-
senger.” I go to the Aberdeen School.
Good-bye, from

MARGARET HELEN P.

P.8.—My names are after my grandma

and aunt Helen,

Williamsdale East, Cumb. Co.
Dear Editor,—I am thirteen years old.
I go to school. The schoolhouse is just a
little way from wherg I stay. This is a

- very pretty place in summer, Tt is a coun-

try place. I like living here very well. It
is good fun in winter coasting and sliding
on the ice. There are quite large hills to
coast down. I like to read the ‘Messen-
ger’ very much, T used to live in Spring-
hill, but this summer I came out and am
now living with my uncle and aunt.
CECIL 8.

Dawson Settlement. '

‘Dear Editor,—I live in a small’ village.
My father is a farmer. I have six bro-
thers and one sister. On Christmas Eve
I set my plate on the table, and in the
morning only found a mnote telling me
to tend the cows, and I would find the
presents, and when we came from milking
we found a Christmas tree, and got all
there was for me. -My father is on a visit
to Boston now. Next summer, he is go-

Ang to have a barn built. In the summer

the boys of the place fish, bathe, pick ber-
ries and play games, and in the winter we
skate, coast, and snowball. I like to read
the ‘Messenger.’ ORRIS D.

Inkerman.

Dear Editor,—I am a little girl. I will ;
- be geven years old on March 21. I have

one brother and two sisters, all older by
many years than I am. My brother is
married, and his wife’s birthday is on the

same day as mine, I have a white kitten

It is getting
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named Daisy, and we have a nice dog; his
name is Captain Jinks. I have one grand-
ma living and one great-grandma, who is
eighty-nine years old. My other great-
grandma died this fall at the age of nine-
ty-nine years-and four months old. She
was born away off in old Scotland, and
came to Canada many years ago, when
quite a young woman. I have no grand-
fathers at all now. I have not started to
go to school yet, but intend to go when it
comes summer. I have been getting the
‘Messenger’ for almost a year, and I like
the children’s letters, and the story of old
Daph very much, I hope that those chil-
dren get back to their papa and mamma
all right. KATIE ALICE C.

Campbellville.
Dear Editor,—We live on a farm about
three miles from Campbellville. I have
one sister, and her name is IMyrtle, and
four brothers. We boys are all going .to
school. We live about two miles and a
half from the schoolhouse. We drive on
a one-horse sleigh, and we have lots of fun.
Our teacher’s name is Miss B. N., and we
like her very much. I am nine years old,
and my birthday is on Feb. 13.
RUSSELL L.

: South Bay.

Dear Editor,—I took the ‘Messenger’ last
year, and I have sent off stamps for it
again. There ave two Xarl Colliers in this

vicinity, so I sign it in nmy sister’s name,
Apples -

Grace Collier; but I pay for it.
and other small fruits grow here, such 43,
pears, plums, currants, etc. $o2but no
oranges, lemons or bananas.  The nmames
of the books I have read are: ‘Black Beau-
ty,’ ‘Three People,’” ‘Ten Nights in a Bar-
Room,” ‘Christie’s Christmas,” ‘Mrs. Solc-
moh Smith Looking On.” I am reading
‘The Boy Knight’ now. EARL C,

Middle Musquodoboit.
Dear Editor,—We generally have good
skating here in the winter on the river.
I belong to a Mission Band and a White
Ribbon Army. We used to have a Band
of Hope, but we have not any now. I have
two brothers and two sisters. I am ten
years old, and my birthday is on the tenth

of April. BESSIE C. B.

Truemanville, Cumb. Co., N.S.
Dear ‘Editor,—I will be eleven on Feb,
8. I have two little brothers, Charlie and
Bennie Fred. In your March Birthday
Book please put Bennie’s name. His birth-
day is on March 25. He will be five years
old. We have Sunday-school here in sum-
mer. I have two miles to go to school, so
I cannot go in the winter. I would like
Alice Silcox, Iona, Ontario, to write to me.

: MARY B. S.

Anagance, N.B.
Dear Editor,—Anagance is not a very
large place, but it is situated along the
Intercolonial Railway. I live on a small
farm at Anagance, We have one horse,
two cows, one heifer, two calves, two doves,
one pig, two cats, and a number of black
and white hens. We go fishing on the
Anagance River and the Mill Brook. Our
school is about a mile from where we live.
I have one sister and two half-brothers.
My sister’s name' is Mary. She will be
nine years old on Feb. 18. I would like
to have Mary’s name in your Birthday
Book. I have only taken the ‘Northern
Messenger’ a short time, hut I enjoy read-
ing the stories, and especially the corres-
pondence page. We have lots of honey
from our bees. We have a large ‘flower-
garden and quite a large orchard of ap-
ples, plums, cherries, pears, gooseberries,
raspberries, blackberries, and currants. I
am eleven years old. Wishing the ‘Mes-
genger’ every success, RUTH 8. |

Sample Copies.
Any subscriber who would like to have
specimen copies of the ‘Northern Messen-

ger’ sent to friends can send the names
with addresses and we will be pleased to

supply them, free of cost.
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Veal Potpie.

Veal potpie is a triumph of the Ameri-
can housewife. Comparatively few people
succesed in making the crust light, flaky
and perfect as the pastry of a French chef,
ye“f permeated with all the savory flavor
of the meat., It is always made of a much
cheaper portion of the meat, like that from
the shank or the shouder. Boil a part of
the shank bone with the remnants of the
meat clinging to it, for about two hours.
Brown two pounds of the lean meat from
the shank in a tablespoonful of but-
ter. Season the pieces well and when they
axe thoroughly browned cover them with
about a qusrt of the stock from the shank
bones. Let the browned meat simmer in
the stock for about two hours. At the end
of this time the meat should be thorough-

ly tender, aud there should be only just

enough stock around it to prevent the
dumplings from falling into it an\g yet
enpugh to prevent the meat from scorch-
ing. To make the dumplings siff two
cupfuls of flour, either pastry or
. bread flour, with a saltspoonful of salt,
and two teaspoonfuls of good baking pow-
der. Wet the sifted materials by stirring
in a cupful of rich milk and put the bat-
ter over the'top of the meat in large spoon~
fuls, being ¢areful not to allow the dump-
lings to sink far below the liquid. Cover
the potpie as closely as possible and let
the stew boil hard for from ten to twelve
minutes. There must he enough gravy to
prevent the meat from scorching, and yet
not enough to allow the dumplings to sink
inte it and become heavy and sodden be-
fore they have a chance to rise, In fact,
the dumplings are really held up on the
meaf, and cooked in the steam of the gravy.
. They should not be put in until about ten
minutes before the stew is dome. They
should be taken up when done and ar-
ranged in a circle on a hot platter. The
meat should be laid in the centre, and the
gravy in the bottom of the pot should be
thickened and seasoned. If it has been
boiled down too much there should be wa-~
ter added to it. It should be hoiled up
again for a moment and poured over the
meat, not over the .dumplings, which
should form a white flaked border to the
meat and gravy. A tender, well-cooked
veal stew, a lamb stew, or a white fricasse
of chicken is the only stew appropriately
gerved with a border of dumplings cook-
ed over it, The dumplings must always
be as light, flaky and tender as hiscuit,
permeated with the savoriness of the meat
they are served with. It must be the very
lightest and whitest of crusts. There is
no excuge for a heavy streak in the crusts
and no reason for it except unskilful man-
agement. 3 e
Only delicate meats shoyld be used in
potpie. Beef or turkey is too strong in
flavor to be used with dumplings. Pork
and mutton are too greasy. An old hen,
in spite of the popular prejudice in favor
of using her in this way, is not fit for
potpie.—‘Catholic News.’ :

The Baby.

For the first week or two the izifant Te-
quires but little care; he must be bathed,

dressed, fed and kept warm, otherwise for

the most part left alone to gradually learn
to know that he is alive, to make use of!
his different organs and senses. This
process of development, whilé feeble, is
quite as much as he is able to stand; it
must come slowly; do not attempt to force
matters where he is concerned. He does
‘not require handling other than what is
necessary during the process of bathing
snd dressing, with an occasional turning
from side to side, simply to change thel
position. More than this is not good for
him., Then he must be kept warm. To
do this, remember, it is not necessary to
overburden him with wraps or keep the
room at a hot-house temperature; if you
do, yeu will have a baby as tender as a

’

‘entered.

forced plant. Select the clothing for its
lightness and warmth combined; if the
weather is at all cool, be sure that each
little garment is warm before putting it
on the baby. Do not put the socks on
while the feet are cold; warm these little
members with your own warm hands, or
before an open fire. Warm the hands in
the same way, and, if necessary, draw a
pair of worsted mittens over them, and let
them remain for a while until the hands
are perfectly warm. Have a little Afghan
shawl always ready to throw over the
child. A very thin comfortable made of
eider-down is ideal for this purpose, as it
is exceedingly light in welght, and sur-
prisingly warm; it is also the best possible
covering at night.—Marianna Wheeler, in
‘Harper’s Bazar.’

Selected Reci'pes

Whole Wheat Gems.—Beat one egg until
thick and light, add one cupful and a half
of milk. Add gradually sufiicient whole
wheat flour to make a drop batter of med-
ium thickness. Add one-half of a tea-
spoonful of salt and two scant teaspoon-
fuls of baking powder, beat well for five
minutes then bake in gem pans heated
and greased,

Water Pudding.—Moisten four table-

spoonfuls cornstarch in a little cold wa-
ter. Pour over it one pint of boiling wa-

ter, and stir over the fire and cook for

twenty minutes. Remove from the fire,
add one cup of sugar, the juice of two lem-
ons and half the grated rind. Pour while
hot over well-beaten whites of three eggs.
Turn into a glass dish-and set away to

cool. - Serve with. sliced oranges and van- -

illa sauce.

Whole fish should always be broiled on
the flesh side first, then turned and broil-
ed until brown and erisp on the skin side.

Bread, rolls and other similar dishes re-
quire a hotter oven when mixed with wa-
ter than when milk is used.

e

e o

FREE TO
SABBATH SCHOOLS.

~ The ¢ Messenger’ is at once the
cheapest and most interesting paper
published of its kind.

The Subscription rate for Sabbath
school clubs is only twenty cents
a year. :

If your school already takes an=
other paper,perhaps some particular
class would try the ‘ Northern Mes-
senger,”  The ‘Messenger’ stories
would prove a real incentive to
regular attendance; and would be
helpful “in every home the paper

B2 o 4
Our experience is that if one
class gets 1t the whole school will
order it before long. The circula-
tion of the ¢ Northern Messenger’

has grown with leaps and bounds,

numbering to-day over sixty thou-
sand copies a week. =
Superintendents or teachers may
have it on trial for four consecutive
weeks, FREE OF CHARGE, in suffi-
eient numbers to give a copy to
cach family represented. \

JOIIN DOUGALL & SON.

-
D

PATENT REPORT,

Below will he found a list of patents re-
cently granted by the Canadian Covern-
ment, through the agency of Messrs.
Marion & Marion, Patent Attorneys, Mont-
real, Can., and Washingtou, D.C. Infor-
mation regarding any of the patents cited
will be supplied free of charge by apply-
ing to the above-named firm.

Nos. 84,511, Donia Charron, Vercheres,
Que., medical composition for cow fly; 84,-
605, Joseph Ls. Kieffer, Montreal, Que.,
work gauge for shoe sewing machine; 84,-
608, Joseph Ls. Kieffer, Montreal, Que.,
take-up device for shoe sewing machine;
84,614, Joseph Ls. Kieffer, Montreal, Que.,
shoe and leather sewing machine; 84,715,
Joseph F. X. Trotier, Montreal, Que., tele-
graph transmitter; 84,809, Fred. Coras,
Elmwood, Ont., gate; 84,824, Robert Burn-
side, Montreal, Que., vibration box cup;

| 84,991, Arthur Beauvais, Laprairie, Que.,

plough; 85,005, Hugues Sauvé, St. Timo-
thée, Que.; potato digger. : !
P—

> — =3
NORTHERN MESSENGER
(A Twelvo Page Hiustratod Weekiy.)

One yearly subseription, 30¢.
Thres or more copies, separately addressed,
285c each,
Ten or more to an individual address, 206
each.
Teu or more separately addressed, 20e pse
wp}y. ; :
The above rates include postage for Canada (ex
cepting Montrsal City), Nfid., U. 8. and its Colonies,

. Great Britain, New Zealand, Transvaal, British

Honduras, Bermuda, Barbadoes, Ceylon, Gambia,
Sarawak, Bahama Islands, Zanzibar.

For Montreal and foreign countries not mentioned
above add 50e a copy postage,

Sample packnge supplied fres on applica.
X \ ;

" tion,

JOUN DOUGALL & SON,
Publishers, Montreal.

Cancer Can Be Cured,

Not by the knife or the barbarous burning
plaster, but by soothing, balmy Oils. Not a late
discovery, but successfully used for the past ten
years. More successful than all.other treatments
combined. Convincing books sent free to those
interested. Address Dr. D. M. BYE Co., Drawer
505, Indianapolls, Ind. (The originators of the

0il Cure.)
LI PROMPTLY SECURED

Wesolicit the business of Manuiacturers, Kn-
gineers and others who reaszethe ndvisabiﬂt;;!
having their Patent business transacted by ¥
perts. Prelimirary advice free. Charges mode-
rate. Our Inventors’ Help, 125 pages, sent upon
request. Marion & Marion, New York Life Bldg.
Montreal : annd Washington, D.C., U.S.A.

£ BABY'S OWN &

We Will Give You This

ALBUM

Quarto gize, in full renaig.
sance ce.lll;.:loid binding, with

ted in 12 colors and containg §1 of the ravest, tzx% and

most fragrant varieies in every imaginable color. = d
sell like bot cakes. Everybogy buy+. Send name
and address to-day, Seed Supply Co,; qn.yw'l Torouto.

PIGTURES ON CREDIT

- —NO SECURITY ASKED—

; We sendyou 15 large beautifully

colored pictittes, enca lb'%vz'z‘;:mhag
4

ou
, send us the mouey, and
for your troublewe send 'y‘ou a

han gold
llun.ﬁnq (é
‘aiely ngraved I sor
2 t 3 ﬁsn’srmm wind and sef,
t "ﬂnéad T e mJ’Sﬁ‘ma‘. -
7 5L enxd ay and we wi i !
sg’ our large ihusg'at.ed Preyiv ‘.x.; «ozens of other
valuable pri.on - Addresd, 1

Veph jqa (LoToNios
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It Playsg
tself

plso one musical and ‘one M'song record—Hiawatha, Dixie Girl, Annle Laurle, Carry me buck to Old Virginia, My 0id
. 'd Bucket, Sally in Our Alley, My Wild Irish Rose, Kathleen Mavourneen, I e poing B k t
Eentucky Home, 0.d Oaken e Understand this is not a toy or a machine that must be h?nu‘:f lnya}cxamﬁ

Dixie, The Holy City, Home Sweet Home, eic., ete.

1 ing Graphoplone, with which you can give concertd in any rize hall or room, as it sings, =< ani! plays,
but a real gelf playing Graphopl o rite for secds to-day sure, FPrize Seed €0,y Dept, 409 l‘cn?m{c;

Just as Joud and clear as any $50.00 Talking Machine,

A GRAPHOPHONE

It plays every kind of
g Instmy:;entﬁ reusicy

sinzs every class of
songs, tells you =il
kinds of funny stories.

SEND RO 2ICRTRY, just your name
and address piainly wiitien and we will
mail you posipaid, 3 doz. large beantiful
packages offresh Sweet Pea Sceds te sell
8t 10c. each. (A eertificate worth 50c,
freo to each purchaser.) Every package
is bandsomely decorated in 12 ¢o'ors avd
contains 1 of the rarest, prettiest and
Imost fiagrant varicties in every imagin-
able color. ‘They sell Jike kns
cakes, When gold, refurn the monay
aud we will immediate'g send you this real
Columbia Graphophone exacily as illug-
trated, with spring motor, largs metal
amplifying liorn;  ali handsomely ene
amelled, - gold trimmed s nd nickel plated,

LADIES’ ENAMELLED WATCH
FREE @o o377

For selling at X2cs
each only ¥ doz. large
beautifal pre-ages of
Bweet Pea Suods, dec-
orated in 12 colors aud
contiin 4207 the
grant au g
rictiés in oV i
colr;.r. .t m:.kcertinu lt;;
with each package. aggio
Spee s, Mono Milis. Ont., sa"ﬁ;:
# 1 took the Seeds to school
with me and sold them ail in
10 wminutes.” This dsinty b
and reliable watch his S

gold hands, fancy dial, stem wind and set, jeweled
mno' ty, ant is & tifuliy enamelled with
roses and leaves i natura colors., Delin Shaw, Wiarton,
Ont., says: **Iam delighted with my watch. It is certah;!{
v d:nty. 1 did not expect (xngthlug walf 5o pretiy.
Write nsa Post Card for Seeds mrzg. THYE PRIZE
BEED CO., DEPT. 414 ROTO, ONT,

FREE ENcine ="

¥ Bplendid Magic Lantern with

ORTUNE
FTELLER

FREE

A marvellous invention
that will tell your for-
tune and answer
every guestion you
A ask it, free toyou
for selling only 1
dozx, larze beauti-
ful  packages of
fresh Swe

10e. each. A
Certificate
worth BOc.
free to each
urchl.le.r.g
very package
ndso'ely deco-

and most h'amntw.r{etl i oo ull:l‘an"im p?'%“n

m 3 In ev n.am color, ey
soM likke hot calzes. If yoﬁlsh know whether for
tune or misfortune awsits you, if you are to marry or nof, or
anything else that now puzzles you, write us at once to send yon,

the Seeds andin a few days time this wonderful Fortune Teller

will bo telling you everything you wan ‘- know., Addresg N
The Domivion Seed Cow Dept 422 Toronto.

powerfullenses showing dozens .
~ Of pictures in colors and g
5 Peal Steam Engine
withbrass boilerand
stesm chest, steel
piston rod and fly
wheel, and Russian
ironburner compart-
ment, given for
gelling only »
Jarge packuges of
Sweeot ‘Poa
Seoeds st 10c,
. each. Thepackages 7
aro beantifully decornted in 12 eolors, and ezch one containg
of the rarest, preitiest and most fragrant varieties, of every
imaginable co'or. ‘Wou can soll 3 and 4 packages
in evory houses A H0c,certificate free with esch package.
Write us a pést card to.day and we will mail the Seeds post-
d, When sold retarn $1.50 and we will forward immediately
oth the Lantern and Engine, The DOMINION
SRED €9, DEPT. {02 ; TORSNTO, ONT.

ELLED WAl

42

1§ cate coloring mak ng the whole de~
sl abw ntely true to life. . A
very beantifil and thoroughly re.
liabie Watch tiat au wers every -
purpose of “the most exp nsive

KICK! KICK !!
GET INTO

THE GAMEI

P e o 5

FREE SO TIO

Aull regxﬂzxtloﬁs%o, ma?e Iolf:};lh\u'ia'l?hpugmomp (?;I:B'Ieul;k

S e e P T
: . ~Tach R dacor:

ages of Sweat Pen, Seada, 18 bear
atedin 2 co'ors and ccutaing 42 of 1{1‘: rarest, r‘:tJeeb and
most fragrant varieties in every i aple color. 'Fhey

ars wonderful selicres, X, , Bt, John, N.B
said : e S weah 1 hot eakes,” A bic. certificate free
Wwith each package. Writs us a post card to.day and wo
wiil sond the Seeds posﬁ';nid. Jag, Kavanagi, 8f. John's, Nfld,,
8'ys: *“Jam highly defighted with my foothad. T could not
briy i o this eity for less than $3.50. Won of oxperience sa;
jtis ihe bost ball they ovar played Address TR
it S A R A e ey w T

b T e o ) and 1618 i
Iy espeiin |14 K eps syl e o 1 it
T
EEmegant FUR (APERINE
WORTH $10,00
p - \

) FREE Bt

ported Jeweled movement, The
richest looking Hm Case
Watch ever manufae! , given
for _sge at 10¢e cach “only
beaufiful >

S Sweet Pea
Seed: t}m best Canada..

Every package is handsomely
tains 61 of the rarest, preitiest and most frag)
evory imaginable color, A Certificate worth BO¢.
frea with each package. Send namo and address
to-day, and we will mail the geeds post-paid.  You can easily
sell t, in halfan hour, and just as soon a8 we receive
money for them we will send you the handsome Watch shown
and deseribed above absolutely firee. E. Lehman, Al
» Ont., writes : “Jam more than sati watch. Ii is

with my
# good timekeeper and looks exactly like a. $100,09 watch.,”
Ldiross The Brize S06a Con, Dept. 416 Horonto.

X Wehn,ﬁmmrﬂmud
¥ S0handsose Pur Caper-
; » ines, fuily worth §10.00

’ i each, far

Send No Hfoney
Just vour name and

address:

snd wa%m%

e
mmou

the 2:‘; Canxda, to

SEEDS ON CREDIT.

Wa 't n with 10
‘omwyzx, | large

of Bweet I'en Beeds to
sell for va ut B¢, cach.
return .00 and we will
pend you this mhomooE,al
Rixg made of 8vid Gold
Alloy, set with three large
‘beautiful opals thas showall
the ors of the rainbow,
This is an exceedingly kand-
sme ringand ¢.umoi be told
from & resl ops!l cven by an
expeyt, Write us o P
eard today and we wil
A Grmcid Trown, Chaverio o8
W varie, N.S.,
> the seeds

z 21 RO

; " i
o T each Ty

&ind most fragrant varl.
~eties in every imagin.
ableeclor.  You ean
easily sell them in holf

e ALl Nk
" IV “
o Dest and most Veaiot mtw'&“mr ad for 10
B L]
mons*md w!wm lt,nmsdutoly ‘send
5.1

hen mh:! n
sowie Far Caperines m.bu’i::nm:ln:hymm
~ lo-sthan $10.60cash. It is cut in the hﬂst st;le

i e with the
this searon, and fs made
imiiation S-ble

:

B

i
£

S S e il
€ 8 ide
e‘?‘hﬁhﬂm i 0{' Sotin—the whole

STEAM FIRE ENCINE
Inade entirely of steel, iron and |
brass, beautifully finished,

¢ muction hose sand a long
fire hose, with s brass
nozzle, given for selli:
i0e,

Ve Wys
e m. Ru’: Butler,
1o, Ont., saids “T gold the Seeds in a few minutes,

Tt

SOLITAIRE DIAMOND RING

FREE

4 Send name and address,
plainly writien, and we will
mail you, postpaid, 16 of our
large beautiful fast-selling
ackages of Fresh Sweet
ea Sceds, the best in
Canada, (Every package ig
handsomely decorated 1n 19
colors, and ¢ntains € of
therarest, prettiest and most
fragrant varie es in -every
imaginable coler.) & Ilthem
ot 10c. each, return the
money, and we: wi.l immes
o diately send you, absolutel:
free, this beautiful Ring, elegantly finished in 14k Gold, an
containing one very larze maguificent flashing Austrian Dig-
mond in the famous Tiffany style getiing. The stone is won-
derfully i #d and bril'fant, full of color and fire, and cannot
ba told from & real Diamond cven by an expert, Wpta for
he Seeds at once, andin & few days you will be wearing this
Jnagnificent Ring that mever fuils to attract atteniion whers
ever it ia. The Seed Supply Co. Dept, 430, Toronte, Ous,

e R e S R Packags
. certificats free with each .
Write usa Dot card to-day and we will send you ?ﬁe Seeds
Postprid. Don't delay, FEdward Gllbert, Petrolea, Ont,, say2e
I received my watch in £o0d condition. It is a daisy and 4
am very much ples-ed with ©  THE DO NION
SEED + DEPT. 455 , TORONTO, Ont,

BEAUTIFUL PRESENTS FREE
y &/4 : GEIRES?

BTN

We trust
G you with
15 large
bedutifuls
e l,}'( colored

ckagesof
j Sweot Pca Soedsg ré*
sell for us ot k0e. each. For
your trouble we will

- composition, full size b
Eracelet. Remember, yon gt both the m::rg fal:’clll
Bracejet for seliing only 15 paci erybody
buys onur Seeds. They are the easiest sellers ever
bandied. Mary Spreles, Mono Mills, Ont,, 8aid: **I no soonér
opened my wmel than 1 hed all the seeds sold, They went like
wildfire. rite us a 'Post eard today and we will send
you tho seeds postpaid. A 50c. cortificate © - with each
Package. Dominion Sced Co., Dept 401 . Toronio,

Makes 300 Revoluticns NE
minute, Easy ruaning, swiit andp’?we%
Tul, Birongly mede ef steel and _brass,
bandsomely mickel plated, Had belt

W Wheel, steam whistle and safety valve,
j§ iron stand, brass boiler and steam chest,
i rod and Russian iron burner

=y Compartmients, Bflys! this big,

1

4 powerful Steam Erngine is free to
you for gelling only & large, beautie
éu’lg red pag of Sweet Pea

i

People said they were fine,
us & POAL eard to-day snd we'
Wwill gend the ~Seeds postpaid, '
Order now, as we have only & limfte
ed quantity of these special Engines
on hand, Arnold ‘Wigeman, Kirk.
ton, Ont,, safd: /My Engine is a
ty and & grand premium for a6
little -work, SEED
€0, Dept. {15 Tozronto

HANDSOME
WORK BOX

handsome'y deco-
ated in 12 different
colors and contains 81
of the ravest, yrettiest
and  most  fragraut
av)ery

fmaginahle color,
i 5 t day and wa

also 15

=
Iltlh 1ckago.

will 3 v
with Jock and.
highly We

beau! ;

wiili rich gold desimns and a ? €

com stewl bodkin, o si ver need e cake, an
& pair of y scissors, Lodles Gi

grand fee an Elegant Work Box for only a few
minntes” work send for = A% to day.

ETEN Cn. RTPT 1] TORONTO, QNT.

m e said they were fine,” A 50c, certificate free with each
mﬂ Write us & Post Card to-dsy and we will gend you
‘Scods postpaid, Dominion Sesd Cov, Dept. 425 Toromior

i

Given for sel cet Pea
Seeds at i0¢. eac packages are bezu decorated
in12 cﬁ’ior-u;d each gno e;?h{ns 42 im’ ﬁl’u mur:nt. cgﬁmm and
most fragrant vari etje evoe! magina ' mﬂ',
Smith, Sydney, €8, md: P lorli &n't‘in seeds {n 5 minutes,
They went like wildfire.” A E0c. certificite fres with eacih
R:f'-ﬁc& This magnificent Knife i3 a complete Tool Chest in
elf, consisting of 1—Screw Driver, 2—Nut Cracker, 38— Hool
> Punch, B Cork Screw, 6— ers be, 8—
Big Blade, 9—Litile Blade, This is a etrong, well-finithed

COMBINATION KHIFE AND TOOL SET
igg oy i bk o9

it 18 2 beat e 'mﬂndié Rl 1o
s 2 beauty. % 2 dost card to-
day snd we wﬁ?m:ul ‘the S:eds postraid. Sell tllemaretlum
G0e , and we will immediataly forward your “aife, Adreds,
The Dominion Sced Co., Bept, 434, Torouto,
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HICH-CRADE TALKING MAGHINE

20 Inches long. Uses either Victor ,
or Columbia Records.

Reproduces Specches, Songs and Music, equal to a $30 machine. Don’t throw
your money away, but take advantage of our generous offer. In order to introduce
Best Washing Blue in every County in Canada, we have decided t0 giye away
the ““Grang” Talking Machines, Absolutely Free, for seliing ouly.36 packages of , This Machine
Washing Blue at.10c per packege. Don’t Send a Cent, We Trust Yoy, order to- is open for
day, and we will send you the Washing Blue by mail, postpaid ; when gol4 send us : 5 i +

our money, $3.60, and we will Promptly ship : : inspection &
you this machine complete, with 95 ,oints, in- £ our Offices.
cludinga Coon Song. No chargg for Boxing,
Packing, etc. It reproduces songg speeches,
band music, ete., as loud and clgah as a $30
machine, and can be used at all

We are giving away the
“ grand” Talking Ma-

entertainments and concerts, in 3 - o 2 chines to quicl.ily intro-
any size hall or room, The . 5 ¢ g duce our Washing Blue,

base is piano finished, with con- ¥ % \ 2 \ and all we ask is that,
cert sound box, and -14-inch ' 5.5 .—=—~% when you receive the
Metal Amplyfying Horn. : machine, which we give
7 LS : away absolutely Free for
selling only 86 packages,
that you will show it to
your friends. This is a
grand opportunity to get
& fine Talking Machine
3 4 for a very little work.
SEVEN-INCH RN e s i : S $100 Reward will Le paid to anyone that can
COLUMBIA et N Bt = : > prove we do not give this machine as we say
DISC RECORD. - N = for selling only 86 packsges of Washing Blue,

Used on the Grand 5% : gl il i p s 8
Talking Machine. “,Um ” £ WRITE TO-DAY, Address

MANY OTHER — = 3 THE BEST CO.

PREMIUMS < = Z ;
: DEPARTMENT
EQUALLY AS : = ; E 409,

VALUABLE. ; ' TORONTO, - - CANADA.

Y

A Pair of WIDE RUNNEESKETESE“ESHE
HOR SHATING ON SNOW

Yadies and Giris, You ; Barrels offun‘forevery Boyand Girl
Can Earn This ! -

Handsome Fur Searf|

In a Few Minutes

By celling at 1oc, ‘each, only 20 of our large §
beautiful packages of fresh Sweet Pea Seeds, the
best in Canada,  Fvery package is handsomely decors §
ated in 12 colors and contains 61 of the rarest, pretticst i
and most fragrant varieties in every imaginable color.
Our Sweet Pea Packages are positively the largest, the
best and the most beautiful ever sold for xoc

We trust you. Simply write us that you would like § §
to earn this beautiful ¥ur Scarf and we will mail you §
at once, postpaid, the 20 large packages of Sweet Pea M
Seeds, also 20 Certificates each “worth soc. one of
which is to be given away freeé with every package. §
‘When sold, return the money and we will immediately §
send you abselutely free this )

HANDSOME FUR SCARF

Over 4o inches long, 5 inches wide, made from selected
full-furred skins, with-six fine full black tails, the
very latest style. l? is fully equal in appearance to.
any $ro.00 Fur S : & g :
TIZLEN RAYMOND, Middlemarch, N.B., writes: * I recelved &
the Scarf and am much delighted with it, I had no ides of get-
ing such a beautiful fur for so little work, The same kind of B
& Fur Scarf would cost #4.00 in our store.” i
MRS, ORAHAM, South New Bridge, N.B., writess “I write
to thank you for my beautiful Fur Scarf which was far ahead
of what I expected, I have been priciryi them in our store and
find that I could not get one Like it for less than $3.00.

Ladies and Girls don’t miss this grand chance to get a
Handsome Fur Secarf, for only a few minutes work, but
send your name and address today and be the
first in your locality to have our Seeds, THE
PRIZE SEED CO., DEPT. 484, TORONTO
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