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The Ebb and Flow of the Tide.

(Marianne Farningham,

I stand on' the edge of a boundless sea
Whose waters are vast and deep.

Sometimes the billows fight furiously,\
And sometimes calmly léep; -

Sometimes in their generous wealth they rise
Up to my very feet;

Ard now they are stretching so far away,
That 1 scarcely hear them beat;

But pleasures and troubles are coming thus
On the breast of the waters wide,

And I wait to sée what shall be to me
With the ebb and the flow of the tide.

lee a boat that is stranded I lie a while
On the tide-forsaken shore;

The hot sun beats on the barten strand,
Ard, oh, that the day were o’er!

Where are my waters of blessing now,
I ask of my lonely heart,

And the joyous movement and glow of life
In which I once had part?

But a lesson in patience is given to me
While the waters from me glide;

Though the time be long, I can wait with song,
For the flow of the freshening tide,

Oh, merry and free is the sunlit sea
When the pounding waters play,

Ang the thythmic leaps of the gentle waves
Keep time to my gladsome lay.

Cheerily dancing the bright hours through,
The waters rise and fall,

in the London ‘Sun day-school Times.”)

Ard the beautiful skies in their cloudless blue
Look down and bless us all; .

Ard every change is an added bliss,
While gently the waters glide,

And hope laughs out with a happy shout
On the ebb and the flow of the tide.

~N

A terrible gform beats down on me,
And the waves are mountain-high,
In a tempest of anger they rise and shriek
To the black and frowning sky;

~And I am out in the whirl and rush,

Helpléss, alone, afraid:

The waves and the billows sweep over me
And how is my soul dismayed!

Oh, for a helper—a saving ark,
A haven in which to hide!

But after the storm a calm will come’
With the ebb or flow of the tide,

My home is away across the sea,
Where the skies and the waters meet;

That is the land where the Summers last,
And the tempests never. beat,

And what of the voyage that lies between
This-and the other shore?

I have a boat that is safe and strong,
And a Pilot to takezme o’er;

The water is low, but soon, I know,
I shall see the face of my Guide,

And sail away, to the happy day
On the joyous flow of the tide,

The Finding of an Orator,

(l“ron ‘Stepping Stomes, by Orison Swett
- Marden,)

A dark-vauged ‘unkempt man, who had evi-
dently been on a protracted spree, but whose
face retained some evidences of refinement,
shuffied up to the desk of Stephen Merritt in
his New York office, one bright summer morn-
ing a little more than ten years ago. In his
hand he carried a battered hat, but so much

id he tremble from effects of loqg abstinence

from &Mx&pa the nerve-rack : ces.

of strong drink, that the Ei‘t fell from. his'"

grasp, as he stood waltu;g for the merchant to
ook up. A week’s growth of beard gave his
face a tramplike appearance.

‘Mr. Merritt, he began, falteringly, ‘T have
been told that you -are a fnend of the unfor-
tunate—2

Phere was something in the bone of the
speaker’s voice that caused Mr. Merritt to stop
writing and turn sharply in surprise.  He
looked the man over sctutxmzmgly. Evident-
~ 1y, he thought, it was an unusual case. A pair

of  pathetic dark ‘eyes looked, appealingly,

straight ‘into his. The tramp had once been a
gentleman-—that was plain. ;
- ‘T am unfortunate; will you help me"’
" In his -bluff way, the phxlanthxoput pre-
tended tp be very angry at the suggestion.
& # r .

While secretly resolved to help the poor fel-
low, he exclaimed:

‘Not a cent for a drunkard! I have all I

can do to assist those who are worthy. How ~Minnesota.

dare you ask me for money, when you know

you will go straight to a rumshop with it?’
The dark eyes of the stranger snapped fire,

The manhood in him had not been extinguigh-

“ed.

‘Try me, he replied, as he bit his lips; ‘try
me.>
Down into his vest pocket went the hand of

fthé merchant, brmging forth ‘a five-dollar bill.

Handing it over, he said, earnestly: |

1 will try you; but, if T am deceived, as I
have been so often—

You won’t be, Mr. Merritt,’ interrupted the
manjs ‘you won’t be. Your kindness will make
a man of me.!)

He grasped the, h.uﬁ of his benefactor, and,
in a choking voice, promised to reform, and to
let him know.

It was late in the afternoon of the same
day. The merchant-philanthropigt was about
to leave his office. He had been very busy all
day, partly with the demands of his business,
partly with the claims of the poor. A fine-

‘looking man of about thirty-five was his ‘laat

caller.
‘What can I do' for you, sir?” Mr. Merritt

- asked, just a trace of impatience in his voice.

, the caller.

‘I have called,’ said the stranger, ‘to show
you that I have kept my promise.’

‘What promise? Who are you?

‘Why, Mr, Merritt, don’t'you remember me?
I called only this morning.

‘This morning! I never saw you before in
my life.!

A merry smile brightened the dark face of
His clean-shaven features would
alone have prevented recognition. But in ad-
dition to a fresh shave, he had fresh linen, a

* well-blacked  pair of shoes, plain but neat

clothing, and a trim hat. These had worked a
transformation in his appearance marvellous
to behold. It required earnest assurances on
his part to convince Mr, Merritt that his two
callers were one and the same man. He ex-
plained in a few words. Fired with an earn-
est determination to reform, he had spent sev-
eral hours in tidying up. His first investment
was a good bath. Next he patronized a barber,
then a ready-made clothing dealer, then a ha-
berdasker. With his last twenty-five cents he
had purchased a comfortable meal. Not a cent
had gone for liquor.

So delighted was the philanthropist with
the result of his experiment, that he procured
work for the man in the office of Funk &
Wagnalls, publishers of ‘The Voice, address-
ing envelopes at fifteen cents a hundred.

‘Do you know, who that man is?’ asked Sam
Small, the noted prohibitionist, as he walked
through the publishing house, and noticed the
quiet figure of the new mailing clerk,

‘No. Y

‘He is John G. Weoolley, one of the most bril-
liant men of the Great West, a man of the
highest education and mental power. As a

lawyer in Minneapolis, he was easily the lead~

er of the'bar of his State, his practice net-
ting him from twenty to twenty-five thous-
and dollars a year, But he fell, a victim to
strong drink. ‘
It was indeed true. An uncontrollable ap-
petite had wrecked the home and the profes-
sional career of one of the brightest men in
His wife had clung to him until
he had lost all self-respect; then she had left
him,
- The struggle upward was a bitter one for the:
reformed man, but it was brightened by the
love and helpfulness of true friends.  The
Rev. Dr. Deems took an interest-in him, and
so did the late Dr. Boole. His devoted wife
hurried to his side, and ‘together they bravely
faced the world again. Bankrupt in health as
‘well as in purse, a period of rest was pro-
cured for him at Springfield, Mass. - Then, one
Sunday afternoon, he made his first temper-
ance speech at Cooper Union, New York, It
was electrical, . Thrilling as were the words to
the auditors, the speech was dest‘ined to have
a still more powerful effect npon the speaker
himself. It opened up a new vista to him.
Strengthened by the consolations of religion,
and encouraged by the promptings of his wife,
of his friends, and of his own heart, Mr. Wool-
ley resolved to devote his life to the work of
saving others from the drink evil. His own
reformation being permanent, hxs great tal-
_ents soon began to find play. Within a year,
there burst on the sky of temperance reform

~a star of the first maghitude, a brilliant think-

er, an able party leader, a man of such im-
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passioned eloquence that he swayed audiences
as never temperance lecturer had done since
the days of John B. Gough.

Ore day a splendid-looking couple drove up
to the office of Mr. Merritt, and alighted. The
one was Mr. Woolley, now a prince among men;
the other was his devoted wife, her face beam-
ing with happiness. It was the anniversary of

the day when the greenback had been given

to the tramp. The interview that followed
was very dramatic. When it was over,_three
people were wiping their eyes.

] knew you would be glad to see the good
your five-dollar bill has accomplished,’ said
Mr. Woolley. .

“’d sell out my business to-morrow, and go
to work as a grave-digger, said the grizzled
veteran, ‘if I could invest the money in chaps
like you.

Gl e

The True Lent.

Is this a fast—to keep
The larder leanm,
And clean
From fat of veals and sheep
Is it to quit the dish
0f flesh, yet still
To fill
The platter high with fish?

Is it to fast an hour—
" Or ragged go—
Or show
A downcast look, and sour?

No! 'tis a fast to dole
Thy sheaf of wheat,
And meat,
Unto the hungry soul.

1t is to fast from strife,
From old debate
And hate—
To circumcise thy life.

To show a heart grief-rent;
To starve thy sin,
Not bin;
And that’s to keep thy Lent.
—Robert Herrick.

«Brighten the Lonely Homes’

Most people who live in cities and toirns; or
even in the rural districts of our more settled
counties and provinces, will emphatically de-
clare that reading matter, whether books or
papers, ranks among the necessities “of life;
and very few are there of these who in their
own homes or through the loan of a friendly
neighbor or the mearest public library, cannot
~ have all the reading for which they have time
and disposition.

But those who have gone and are going,
by the thousands and tems of thousands, to
make new homes for themselves in the remo-
ter parts of the Dominion, have stern cause to
know that life can be lived—must often be
lived, in fact—with very little in the way of
reading matter. Where every energy is strain-
ed to provide for the physical needs, to get a
home secured, and enough food grown for hun-
gry mouths, books, desirable as they are, must
of necessity take second place.

- Just here comes in the opportunity that has
been embraced by the Aberdeen Association.
You could not offer your new neighbor who
has just come from ‘the 0ld Country’ any of
the necessities of life. He would resent it as
a reflection on his ability to provide for his
family; but you could offer. him your paper or
magazine or even a book or two that you had
already enjoyed—or some fresh pictures for the
children—or, perchance, some seeds for the
goodwife’s garden. His heart would be cheer-
ed by this expression of frank, brotherly sym-
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pathy, while his sense of independence would
be untouched.

This is what, in effect, is being done by the
Association formed some ten years ago, largely
through the instrumentalify of Lady Aberdeen,
having "as its avowed object ‘the distribution
of good literature to seftlers in isolated parts
of Canada.’ It has won the enthusiastic co-0p-
eration of many in the old land as well as in
this country, yet there is plenty of scope for
additional help in all departments since the
population of the newer parts of our Domin-
ion goes forward by leaps and bounds.

The Association receives applicatin for lit-
erature either directly or indirectly, upon
which a letter is sent out to the applicant to
ascertain the number in family, religious pre-
ference, personal tastes, etc., of the household
that, as far as possible, the packet may be
acceptable, both as to religious and secular
matter. So long as the family or individual
writes twice a year to the branch which sends
the supply, the packages are despatched month-
ly. The Christmas parcels, usually containing
pictures, games, children’s books, etc, where
these are likely to be welcomed. Scores of
grateful appreciative letters are received from
those who have been cheered by these kindly
ministrations, and many of these recipients,
when able to provide themselves with litera-
ture, voluntarily notify the committees that
their parcels may now be sent to more needy
settlers. >

A most interesting pamphlet was issued
some time ago by the Association, entitled ‘The
Mission of the 0ld Magazine,” the chief feature
of which is an address given by Lady Aber-
deen herself before a large audience. In the
course of this address, Lady Aberdeen says in
reference to the settlers’ letters:—

Do not these letters give us an idea how
the magazines and papers of the Aberdeen As-
sociation may shed a radiance over life, charm-
ing away the aching semse of loneliness, the
feeling of desolation that so often comes to
those shut out from the outer world? The
story of adventure and the tale of heroism, the
explanation of a scientific truth, the picture
of the life of some leaders in thought or ac-
tion, which we passed over so lightly as we

‘cut the pages of the magazine, have a new

meaning when received in those far-away _
places of the earth. Can we not imagine the

xush\\for the papers when the mail arrives?

Can we not picture the breathless interest of

the group gatheréd round the father in the

evening? Can we not conceive how new aims

and new motives transform the whole life of

many a young man and maiden who ponder
over an article which has revealed new truths
to their hearts?

“This then is the work which those who sup-
port the Aberdeen Association are doing; they

are helping many a fnm‘ily to fight the battle -

of life, lightening the burden of overworked
fathers and mothers, educating the children in

_a thousand pleasant ways, and giving wheole-

some recreation and food '‘for thought te many
a solitary young fellow far from all kith and
kin, and who may be thereby strengthened
against temptation and directed toward noble
ends.) » :
Those desiring to help this good work shoul
write to the secretary of the nearest branch,

enquiring what lines of literature are at pre-

sent most needed, the address of the re-
ceiving room for the district, and any other
information required. The post-office franks
parcels mot exceeding two pounds in weight
from the branches to the settlers, but cost of
sending supplies to the Branches ‘must, of
course, be borne by those wishing to share
their pleasures with others and to ‘brighten
the lonely homes. ;

‘fore I could reach her a little girl in a gray
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The Secretary of the Association is Mr. C.
F. Whitley; Department of Agriculture, Ottawa,
who will gladly give any further information
desired.

The secretaries of the Branches are as fol-
lows.—

Halifax—Miss E. M. Ritchie, ‘Winwick.

St. John, N.B.—Miss M. Golding.

Montreal—Miss M. A. Reid, 2710 St. Cather=
ine street. _

Ottawa—Miss Jarvis, 361 Daly avenue.

Kingston—Miss Fraser, 228 Johnston street.

Toronto—Miss M. Macdougall, 41 avenue rd.

London—Miss M. McMillan, 230 Central ave.
~ Hamilton—Miss Bickle, 156 Hughson street,
South. % .

Brandon—Mrs. Kirchhoffer.

Victoria—Miss L. Angus.

- On a City Street.

A writer: in the ‘Presbyterian College Jour-
nal’ relates a striking little street incident that
came to her view: ’

‘Strolling along one bright morming, I no= -
ticed, walking painfully in front of me, a very
old lady. The sidewalk was treacherous with
ice. and the curbstones between streets are so .
constructed as to make it a necessity to lift
the foot a step down, and after crossing, a
step up. At each corner she clung to a tele-~
phone pole, and when first observed was strug-
gling to raise ome foot to the sidewalk. Be-

suit came quietly and guided her over, then
left her with a smile in answer to the mur~
mured thanks. At the next block a small boy
who was going whistling past, performed the
same office, and she looked up in pleased sur-
prise. At the third street a prettily dressed
young girl saw the pathetic movements of the
frail pedestrian and ran quickly to her side,

“Then, with a nod and a smile, she turned
up the street, evidently nearing home, and as
I looked after her I thought with a tender
pride of the young people who, unknown to
each other, had been ready, upon first im-
pulse, to help one s0 weak and helpless.

It was a clear and sunny side light of a
city street, that ome s0 frail could not only
walk in safety, but at ‘once enlist the ready
sympathy and aid of willing hearts and hands.

3 ST e

We are so weak and blind and alone, that
we ought just to let ourselves be led. I will
guide thee by mine eye'; so can we go wrong?

il e— 5
A Disciple’s Prayer.

At sunrise pray: ‘Now, Lord, Thy day beginsy
Receive my thanks; grant strength; wash out

my sins; .
My feet must stumble if 1 walk alone;
Lonely my heart till beating by Thine owny
My will is weakness till it rest in Thine
Cut off, I wither, thirsting for the Vine;
My deeds are dry leaves on a sapless tree, o
My life is lifeless till it live in Theel’ —— "
At sunset this: ‘Now, Lord, Thy daylight
; fades; g -
Guide Thou my craft amidst the gathering

shades; s
I thank Tee that Thou steerest my frail bark
O faithful Pilot, o’er these waters dark;
The waves have bared their threatening fangs

of white, o
But “Peace, be stilll”
1 drop mine anchor in the silest sea;
Through the long watches 1 am safe with

. Thee!® ey
—Frederic Lawrence Knowles, in ‘Fhe Chris-

tian Endeavor World!

Thou s.puk&t. Now

¥
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A Song for Spring.

List! List! The buds confer;
This noonday they’ve had news of her;
The south bank has had views of her;
The thorn shall exact his dues of her;
The willows adream
By the freshet stream
Shall ask what boon they choose of her,
Up! Up! The mold’s astir;
The would-be green has word of her;
Root and germ have heard of her,
Coming to break
Their sleep, and wake
Their hearts with every bird of her,
Sce! See! How swift concur
Sun, wind, and rain at the name of her,
A-wondering what became of her; .
The fields flower at the flame of her;
The glad air sings
With dancing wings
And the silvery-shrill acclaim of her.
«Charles G. D. Roberts, in ‘Century.’

How Two Boys Crossed the
Niagara Falls in a Basket.

Alex. Lee and George Frost were boys when
General Roebling undertook to build the great
suspension bridge across Niagara Falls. This
was fifty years ago. The boys lived on the
American side of the river, within sight of
the falls, and very near the spot upon which
the bridge was to be built. There was great
interest in the project, for the plan was re-
garded as one of the most remarkable that
had ever been attempted by eéngineering skill.

The workmen were divided into_two parties,
one working on the American, the other upon
the Canadian side, There was no means of
getting across except by taking rowboats, sev-
eral miles below the falls. The chief engineer
under General Roebling took up his residence
Very near to the homes of these two boys and
they were so constantly on hand whenever he
went to the river that he could rot escape an

acquaintance wite them.
~ He was a rather silent man, and they were
both surprised, therefore, when he turned to
them one day and said: ‘Here, boys! Can you
fly a kite?’

‘Yes, sir, they responded promptly.

‘Can you fly one well?’ he continued, look-
ing at tAem keenly.

‘Pretty well, sir,” Alex responded more mod-
estly. :

. 'If you can fly one well, replied the engineer,

‘you will help me to build the suspension
bridge.’

Alex’s eyes grew . big, -and so did George’s.
xa?p ‘build the suspension bridge!

The engineer saw the effect of his words,
and added, ‘Come down this afternoon with the
best kite you have, and we shall see if you can
send it to the Canadian shore. If you can,
you will be the lads to carry across the first
cable for one of the most remarkable bridges
in the world.

Then, for the first time, the boys saw what
he meant. They looked at each other a mo-
‘ment, and then set off for home as fast as their
‘bare feet would carry them.

They said nothing to the family, but betook
themselves to the woodshed, where they set to
work with a will. Kite-flying had always been
one of their greatest sports; and they had
made dozens of kites, as season followed sea-
son. The frame of one that had been a favorite
still hung in the shed. They got it down and
covered it with the strongest but lightest pa-
per thev could secure. It was nothing but

an ordinary home-made kite, but they felt
sure of its flying qualities when it was ready
€o be taken down to the river.

Upon their arrival the engineer examined the

kite, while they looked on with mingled hope
and fear. At length he said, taking up a ball
of twine, ‘Put this on in place of the string
you have. It is light but very strong. The
wind is in the right direction and blowing
well. You ought to succeed.
“ They quickly tied on the new cord, and then
Alex took the ball, while George went to a
short distance with the kite, ready to give it
a push. It started well. Then there came a
sudden puff of wind, followed by a lull; the
kite veered, staggered anfl came to the ground
with a flop. George picked it up quickly. Some
of the small boys standing about shouted de-
risively, but the engineer said, ‘Never mind,
boys, you are not the only people who have
failed the first time. Try again’

Once more George held the kite as high as he
could. Alex got a good start, and in a mo-
ment more the kite was sailing. away in a
steady course toward the river. Alex ram to
the bank, then began to pay out his line as
evenly as his excitement would permit, It
was a glorious sight, and all watched with
keen interest as the kite grew  smaller and
soared steadily.
~ At last a shout went up from the opposite
bank, and every onme knew the kite was over
the Canadian shore. Unrolling the remainder
of the cord upon the ground Alex suddenly let
the line slack. The kite wavered, made a wild
dive, and dropped.

‘Well done, boys,’ exclaimed General Roebling
as a great cheer arose from both sides of the
river. Two prouder boys than George and Alex
you canscarcely imagine, ‘It is clear sailing
now,” added the engineer, as he fastened a
heavier cord to the kite string, and then sig-
nalled the men on the opposite shore to draw
it over.  Each successive line was heavier and
stronger than the last, and finally a one-inch
cable was pulled across the 1,200 feet of space
beneath which roared the mighty river,

The cable was made secure by drawing it
over a wooden tower on each bank, embedding
the ends in the solid rock and fastening them
with a key cof melted lead. After the cable
was laid, the mén were instructed to build an
immense iron basket which could be drawn
from shore to shore over the cable, by means
of ropes and a windlass on each bank., This
was intended to carry the tools, and even the
men themselves, to and fro.~

The boys scracely found time to eat their
meals during these days. The afternoon the
basket was being finished George was obliged
to pile a cord of wood, and Alex volunteered
to help him. It was late when they finished,
but the next morning found ghem again at the
bridge. "

‘Now, boys,’ said the engineer ‘as he showed
the completed basket, ‘since you helped us So
well with our cable, I think you should be al-
lowed to make the first trip across the river.
Would you like tq, ?’

Without stopping to comsider, they both ex-
claimed, ‘Yes, indeed!’ thinking only of the
glory of the feat.

‘All right, jump in was the response, and
the workmen drew the basket close to shore. i

If their hearts misgave them nothing could

_have induced them to show it now. They set-

tled themselves in the basket, which was deep,

and large enough to hold both comfortably.
Then the signal was given and the men on

the farther shore began to turn the windlass.
The basket moved slowly forward, and the
boys waved their caps to the men.

At first the excitemen: of the adventure
kept their spirits at a high pitch. The basket
went forward steadily, but it swayed back and
forth below the cable with a motion which
was not altogether agreeable. The boys had
lived near the falls all their lives and its noise
was a familiar sound, but now, for the first
time the terrific roar of the water impressed
them with its mighty force and power.

George looked off to the falls. Never before
had they seemed of such immense height. The
view was a new one. Then he looked down.
One hundred and sixty feet below him was
the roaring, seething mass of water, and he
felt suddenly faint and sick. He glanced at
the cable; it seemed like a thread, measured
by the space beneath, and-it was all that held
them over that awful chasm. He could
hear the water churn and surge below him, but
he dared not look down again. Alex was as
white as a ghost. ‘George glanced ahead at the
farther shore; they had not gone one-third of
the distance, and it was 1,200 feet from shore
to shore. The distance was appalling. He
grew dizzy again and curled down in the bot-
tom of the basket. It seemed hours that he
lay there. At last he looked up; the sky seem-
ed nearer than the water, and so he kept his
eyes on the floating clouds. Gradually he be-
gan to feel better.

‘Alex,’ he said, ‘we must brace up, We are
nearly to shore and we don’t want to show the
white feather. Keep-your eyes on the sky, but
sit up. :

Alex did as he suggested, and when they
finally neared the shore they were able to res-
pond to the cheers and greetings of the men.
But the joy of landing was completely swal-
lowed up by the thought of the return trip.
Still, there was no alternative, and pride made
them try to hide their feelings from the men.

After a rest of about ten minutes the work-
men made ready to start the basket back. The
boys stepped in, setting their teeth hard, and
Shouting a faréwell =which ‘stuck in their
throats.

The basket swung off again, but though the
motion was as unpleasant as ever, and the roar
of the water was as great, they had learned
to look skyward, and the giddiness was not
so great. At last they heard voices from the
shore, and bracing themselves they looked for-
ward. They were so near that they could see
among the throng on the bank the white faces
of George’s father and mother, logking stern
and anxious. But so limp and white did the
boys look, as' they stepped ashore, that it was
thought they had been punished enough,

The crowd of boys shouted and cheered; and

for weeks after they never tired of having

Alex and George tell of their wonderful trip.

A Timely Warning.

thle a British brig was gliding smoothly
along before a good breeze in the South Pacific,
three months ago, a flock of small birds about
the size, shape and color of paroquets settled
down in the rigging and passed an hour or °
more resting. The second mate was so anx-
ious to find out the species to which the visit-
ing strangers belonged that he tried to entrap
a specimen, but the -birds were too shy to be
thus caught, and too spry to be seized by the
quick hands of the sailors. At the end of
about an hour the birds took the brig’s course,
and disappeared, but towards nightfall they
came back and passed the night in the main-
top. The next morning the birds flew off once
again, and when they returned at noon the

- sailors scattered some food about the decks.

By this time the birds had become so tame
that they hopped about the decks picking up
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the crumbs. That afternoon an  astonishing
thing happened. The flock came flying swiftly
toward the brig. Every bird seemed to be pip-
ing as if pursued by some little invisible en-
emy ox wings, and they at once huddled down
behind the deck-house. The superstitious sail-
ors at once called the captain of the brig, who
rubbed his eves and looked at the barometer.
A glance showed that something was wrong
with the elements, and the brig was put in
shape to- outride a storm. The storm came
about twenty minutes after the birds had
reached the vessel. For a few minutes the
sky was like the waterless bottom of a lake—
a vast arch of yellowish mud—and torrents of
rain fell. Why it did not blow very hard, no
one knows; but on reaching port, two days
later, the captain learned that a great turna-
do had swept across that pant of the sea. The
birds left the vessel on the morning after the
storm and were mnot seen again.—Maryland
‘Bulletin.’

Easily Given.

It was only a sunny smile,
And little it cost in the giving,
But it scattered the night
Like morning light
And made the day worth living.
Through life’s dull warp a woof it wove
In shining colors of light and love,
And the angels smiled as they watched above,
Yet little it cost in giving.

It was only a kindly word,
And a word that was lightly spoken,
Yet not in vain,
For it stilled the pain
Of a heart that was nearly broken.
It strengthened a fate beset by fears
And groping blindly through mists of tes
‘For light to brighten the coming years,
Although it was lightly spoken.

It was only a helping hand,

And it seemed of little availing,

But its clasps were warm,

. And it saved from harm

A brother whose strength was failing.
Its tm\xéh was tender as angel’s wings,
But it rolled the stone from the hidden springs
. And pointed the way to higher things,
Though it seemed of little availing.

A smile, a word, or a touch,
And each is easily given,
Yet one may win
A soul from sin
Or smooth the way to heaven.
A smile may lighten the falling heart,
A word may soften pain’s keenest smart,
A touch may lead us from sin apart--i
How easily each is given!
—Unidentified.

The Adventures of Tommy.

Tommy was a bluejay I took from the nest
before he was able to fly. He was too young

. to eat by himself, so I had to feed him. When-

“ever I appeared at the box in which he was
kept, out of the nest he would pop like a

jack-in-the-box, with his bill open to-its wid-

est extent, expecting me to drop something
into it. "
e § fed him on cracker and egg with a small
stick. When he had enough he fell back into
his mest and went to sleep. He was a great
pet and when old enough was allowed to run
in the garden. s
If anything frightened him he would hop up
on the veranda and hide. When bed-time came
Tommy was always to be found in his cage;

but ome night I forgot him until after dark, m

and when I went to look for him no Tommy
was to be seen. Immediately there was con-

 was time to hunt him_up,

-

sternation in the family. With lighted can-
dles we searched in the ‘by-ways and hedges’
and in all his favorite hiding places, but he
could not be found. On the porch was a trellis
work for a climbing cactus, and as I passed
it I heard a faint chirp and on looking to see
where it came from discovered the lost one
roosting on one of the crossbars. He had been
sound asleep and the light had awakened him.

One day I heard a terrible commotion in the
garden. Thinking a cat was killing Tommy I
rushed out to find him fighting two blackbirds
who had a nest in a tree overhead. As Tom’s
wing was clipped, the blackbirds had the ad-
vantage, but he fought valiantly. He would
rush at them, and peck them, screamiug with
all his might. Other blackbirds hearing the
noise flew to the assistance of their friends
and Tommy had to retire under a bush. The
other birds then flew up in the tree and wait-
ed. When Tommy thought the coast was clear
he ventured out, only to be attacked once more.
Thig lasted nearly all the afternoon until Tom-
my managed to escape to the shelter of the
porch, from which place of safety he scolded
the enemy.

Some wild jays enticed Tommy away from
home; he was gone nearly two days. When he
failed to return the second day I thought it
so, armed with a
choice morsel of raw meat, of which Tom was
very fond, I went in pursuit of the runaway.
I passed several flocks of jays and called out,
“Tommy, Tommy,’ but no Tommy answered,
so with a sad heart I turned my steps home-
ward.

A short distance from home I saw a forlorn-
looking jaybird, that seemed familiar, hunting
for worms in the mud. I called to him and

. ag soon as he heard his name he hopped up’ on

the fence and looked all around. I shook the

. meat at him and said, ‘Come, Tommy,” and the

next minute he had flown into my hands. And
wasn’t he glad to get home! He was not used
to hunting for his dinner, and was nearly
starved.—‘Pets and Animals.’

All Boys Should Learn—
' To run; to swim, and to carve.

To be neat; to make a fire, and to be punc-
tual. ‘

To do any errand; to cut kindling, and to
sing if they can.

To help their mothers; to hang up their hats,
and to respect their teachers.

To hold their heads erect; to sew on their
own buttons and to read aloud when requested.

To wipe their shoes on the mat; to cultlvate
a cheerful temper, and to speak pleasantly to
an old person.

To attend strictly to their own business. A
very important point. And finally to be as
kind and as helpful to their sisters as to other
boys’ sisters.—Ex.

A Chinese Game.

‘What,” we inquired of Chi, *is that game tlxe
boys play with two marbles?’

Without directly answering my question Chi
turned to the boys and said: S

‘Kick the marbles.’ = 3

The boys soop produced from somewhete——-
Chinese boys can always produce anything from
anywhere—two marbles an inch and a half
in diameter.
with the toe of his shoe upon it, gave it a
shove. Then placing the other, he shoved it
in the same way, ‘the object bemg to hxt the
first,

There are two ways in which one may win,
The first boy says to the second, kick this

marble north (south, east or west) of the other
at one kick, If he mcceeds he wins, if he fails
the other wins.

Chi put one on the ground, and
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If he puts it north as ordered, he may kick
again to hit the other ball, in which case he
wins again. If he hits the ball and goes north,
as ordered, at one kick, he wins double.

Each boy tries to leave the balls in as diffi-
cult a position as possible for his successor;
and hege comes in a peculiarity which leaves
this game unique among the games of the
world. If the position in which the balls are
left is too difficult for the other to play he
may refuse to kick and the first is compelled
to play his own difficult game—or like Haman
—to hang on his own gallows. It recognizes

the Chinese golden rule of not doing to others

what you would not have them do to you.—
From Headland’s ‘The Chinese Boy and Girl.

The Wonders of Creation.

(Gecrge Bancroft Griffith, in the Michigan
‘Christian Advocate.’)

In contemplating the grand panorama of
God’s universe, we are sensibly impressed with
the profound and miraculous display of his om-
niscience, and the vastness of his creative
power and wisdom. The broad surface of this
mat_erial world is filled with animal and vege-
tabie life, in myriads of varieties, forms and
conditions;‘ the production and development of
the least of which is beyond the comprehen-
sion of man. For instance:

Even the cave animals of North America,
accerd:ng to Prof. A. S. Packard, of Brown
University, comprise 172 species of blind ani-
mals, nearly all of which are mostly white
in color. ' .

Certain female insects live sixty-four tlmes
as long as the male. The female of bees and
ants are longer lived than the males,

The sea has no herbiverous animal. It'is'a
great slaughter house, where - gn the xnham.
tants prey on each other.

The surface of the mighty deep is alive with
vast swarms of minute organisis, both plants
and animals, and_it has been shown conclu-
sively that showers of these keep dropping day
and night like a constant rain toward the ooze
of the bottom. One of the wonders of the
ocean is the sea urchin, which has five teeth
in five jaws—one in eacly, jaw—all the five
1mmed1ately surrounding the stomach. The
jaws have a peculiar centralized motion; all
turning inward and downward, so that they
act as feeders.

In the hippopotamus the eyes, ears and nos=~
trils are all set on the’ ‘same plane Whlch en-
ables the animal to sink its body entirely be-
low the surface of the water, and yet keep
thoroughly informed as to its surroundings,

The largest mouth, proportioned to the size
of the animal, is that of the frog. The mouth
of the leech is a powerful sucker, which will
susta’n many times its weight., The tongue
of the toad and frog is prehensile. By means
of it these animals seize and hold their prey.
The mouth of the lobster is smiall and he must
tear his food to pieces with his claws before
he can devour it.
is in the centre of his body, and is provxded
with a beak closely resembling that of a par-
rot. The teeth of fich, like the teeth of most
animals, are not fastened to the bone, but are
held in sockets.

+ It is a curious fact that any great fright
will induce the lobster to drop his claws. They
are greatly terrified by thunder, and when
frightened by loud peals large numbers of them
will drop their claws and swim away to deep-

- er water, but new claws begin to grow at once,

.and are soon as large and hard as the old ones.
A travelling friend has described to the writ-
er an enormous crab of the Malay islands,

~ which, lives upon the fruit of the cocoanut,
© and this singular creature secures it by climb-

The mouth of the octopus . <
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ing the trees. It breaks the nuts either by
hurling ttem down or by beating against the
recks.

Recently a traveller in central Australia dis-
covered that the surface of the country has
been greatly changed by what may appear at
first thought a ridiculous agency—the. white
ants. On plains and in thickets their nests
are so numerous that it is difficult to drive
among them. The clay with which the nests
are built is, when cemented with resinous mat-
ter, as hard as brick, ard when the nests fall
to pieces thay firm clay flats, almost imper-
vious to water znd not easily cut up by the
traffic. The work of these marvellous crea-
tures can be studied in all stages. First in
the thickets, where they are commencing work;
then in the more open country, where they
have crowded out the timber; next to the
plains, where half the hills will be found de-
serted; and lastly the clay flats, where they
have almost ent'rely disappeared and the scrub
has begun to grow again, The nests are fur-
ther remarkable for the large proportion of
iron they contain.

One solitary wing case of a beetle was the
only evidence of primeval life discovered some
twenty-five years since in the arctic regions,
and as twenty-five new kinds of fossil plants
were tﬂen found, this is taken as an evidence
of a,change of climate. 3

Not long ago I saw a couple of specimens
of those strange creatures known ag flying
foxes, in the city of Boston, on Cornhill, near

Washington street, in the window of a fancy

bird and shell store. In Australia they are
called fox-bats, and frequently have bodies as
large as-a domestic cat. They were first seen
in the Frierdly Isles during Captain Cook’s
voyage round the world, in 1772 to 1775, where
they still abound.

Fgw know that the greatest enemy “of the
scorpion is the mouse, which attacks the rep-
tile repeatedly, and so fatigues him that he
stings himself to death.

The forests of southern Brazil are said by the
natives to be infested with a huge worm cali-
ed the minohaco. It has a scale armor of
bones, and pulls up trees by the roots,

: T e

Gladstone’s Private Kindness,

; Really great men are apt to like quiet ways
in their benevolence. They :
Do good by stealth, and blush to find it fame.
There lives a humble but thrifty shoemaker
in Berlin, Prussia, who remembers one in-
stance of this with perennial gratitude.

When he was a young man, he went to Lon-
don and opened a little workshop; but his gaing
were so small that he made mothing beyond

his present needs, and his hope to earn a home -

of hi's own seemed doomed to disappointment.
A worthy German girl at seryice in the city
had become engaged to him, and his pride at
first would not suffer him to tell her the whole
truth; but when, one day, a customer came
with a generous order, and he found himself
100 poor to buy the leather to make the shoes,
he felt that he must share his troublé with his
only friend. >
In the brief hours of a half-holiday they
took a stroll together, and among other places

_visited St. Paul’s Cathedral. By the time they

entered the famous whispering gallery he had

- found courage to reveal the whole story of his

circumstanaces. Their presence in the Church

suggested the one theme nearest their heart’s,

and in talking of it, he forced himself to tell
hix—»bemghed wife that their marriage was’ a_l-

The brave girl encouraged him, and insisted

~ on giving him her own little savings, so that

he might purchase the leather and fill h,ia_‘ cus-

5

tomer’s order. Business would improve, and
their prospects brighten by aud by, she said.

Probably both were too much pre-occupied
to realize that they stood where ‘walls have
ears’ and ceilings are telltales—and that there
are Englishmeén to whom German is no ua-
known tongue.

Unbeknown to the young sheemaksr, when,
he went to buy tke leather, he was
‘shadowed.’ The person who followed him was
not a detective, but a gentleman who had been
commissioned to enquire about him, and had
dome 8o with satisfactory results. The shoe-
maker was about to pay for his purchase, when
the leather merchant astonished@ him by offer-
ing to give him credit. The unseen ‘shadow’
had contrived to say a good word for him in
the ear of the merchant. :

That open account was the beginning of
better days for the Jpoor young man. Pros-
perity followed, and surprising orders from
the wealthiest families poured in. He married
and established a comfortable home, and for
years was known in London as the ‘Parliament
shcemaker.’

Had he stayed in London, he might never
have known who his secret friend was, but the
longing of his wife for her native country fin-
ally decided him to return to‘.Berlin. When he
paid his la'st bill, his dealer told him that the
man to whom he owed the credit that put him
on his feet was Mr. Gladstone. The great min-
ister happened to be in the whispering gallery
at the opportune moment, and had overheard
the tale of the young workman’s poverty.

When Mr, Gladstone died, a plain, oak-leaf
chaplet came from Berlin, through the hands
of the British consul in that <ity, to be placed
with the funeral offerings around the states-
man’s casket. It was the German shoemaker’s
gift of remembrance—after twenty years—and
its simplicity would have delighted the heart
of the illustrious Englishman, who was as mod-
est in his private kindness as he was grand in
public command.—‘Presbyterian Witness.”
———

The Legend of Two Brothers.

A charming tradition is connected with the
sit2 on whith the temple of Solomon was erected.
It is said to have been owned in common by
two brothers, one of whom had a family, the
other had none. On the evening succeeding
harvest, the wheat having been gathered in
separate shocks, the elder brother said to his
wife: y

‘My younger brother is sunable to bear the
burden and heat of the day; I will arise, take
my shocks and place them with his without his
knowledge.’ 2 :

The younger brother, being actuated by a
similar kind motive, ‘said within ‘himself:

‘My brother has aAamily and I have none; I
will confribute to their support. I will take
my shocks and place them with his without
his knowledge. ) g :

Judge of their mutual astonishment when on
the following morning their shocks were un-
diminished. This course of events transpired
for several nights, when each resolved to stand

guard and solve this mystery.

They did so, and on the following night they
met- each other half way between their res-
pective shocks with arm's full. Upon ground
hallowed by such associations as these was the
temple of Solomon erected—so spacious and
magnificent, the admiration and wonder of the
world!-—Selected.

- Sample Copies. :
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‘men copies of the ‘Northern Messenger’ sent
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The Incredulous Veery,

Two hunters chanced one day to meet
Near by a thicket wood;

They pzused each other there to greet,
Both in a ‘playful mood,

Said cn2, ‘I had to wade a stream,
Now, this you must not doubt,

Ard when I reached the other shore
Mv boots were full of trout.

Wtew! cried a Veery perched in view
To hear if what they said were true. Whew?!
The other’s wit was now well whet. -
Szid he, ‘Let me narrate;
I bought three hundred traps and set
For fur both small and great;
Now, when next morning came, behold,
Each trap contained a skin;
And cother disappointed game
Stocd wa't'ng to get in.
The astonished Veery whistled, Whew!
T hardly think that story true. Whew!!!
—Florence A. Van Sant, in ‘Congregationalist?
Yo S

Frieda’s Twin.

(Winifred M. Kirkland, in ‘A True Republic.”)

It was not altogether Ford's faul: that he
did not understand. In that overworked fam-

ily it did seem as if they might have one mem-

ber who was a little care-free. For even the
mother worked, sitting eight hours a day at
her cashier’s desk, and Bertha and Will, while
still in their early twenties, had worn faces
and tired-looking shoulders. Frieda and Ford
were still in school, but Frieda painted dinner
cards and paper-doll sets that brought a dollar
and a half at the Woman’s Exchange.

Only Ford had never worked. Somehow the
others conspired to give Ford as much as they
could of the good time they could not have, for
Ford was the youngest; that is, of course, Frie-
da Was his twin, but Frieda was a girl, and be-
sides, Frieda had always seemed grown-up,

The twins were as different as twins some-
times are. Ford was handsome, irresponsible,
lazy, good-natured; Frieda was a little wiry
bundle of nerves, and plain-faced, keeu, irri-
table. No wonder nobody ever petted Frieda.

Six years before, when the twins were ten,
their - father hgd died. Frieda remembered
every minute of that time, because, as usual,
she kept doing the wrong thing.

Somehow guessing that her father’s deatl;

- meant straitened circumstances for them all,

Frieda had pounded her way into her mother’s
darkened room, holding out her bullfrog bank.
When her mother tried gently to tell her that
the few little dimes need not be sacr'ficed, the
child, already o‘verwrough‘t, burst into a pas-
sion of reproaches, so that her mother sent her
to her room for the rest of the day.

Shortly after, Ford came stealing to: Frieda’s
door. ‘Frieda,” he whispered, ‘if we're quiet,
couldn’t we go out in the yard and play?f'

‘Ford!’ cfied Frieda. ‘How can you want to
play?’ Then a sudden realization swept over
her, Ford looked so woe-begone. :

T can’t leave my room,’ she'said; ‘but you
may take my best paints and go up in the at-

tic. 'Here’s the Greenaway hook.’

From that day Frieda had taken care of Ford
and brought him up, for the rest of the family
were too busy. He had rather a quarrelsome
upbringing, it must be confessed, for Ford was
a tease and Frieda had a caustic tongue, and
occasionally, sad to tell, a pair of energetic lit-
tle fists. Now that they were sixteen Frieda

‘no longer used her fists, but her tongue was

unabated. In the last years, in fact, ever since
she had been in the high school, Frieda had
been growing worse and worse. ;
~One Sunday afternoon her mather, stretched
ut wearily on her couch, had a long talk with
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Frieda. It was dreadful, she said, for a girl
of Frieda’s age to be growing into such a shrew
and it was so hard for them all. If only Frie-
da were more like Ford.

Frieda nstened very quietly.

I'm sosry’, she said, at last, ‘but I don’t
geem able to help it. But, mother, why are
you getting up? I'm going to get supper.’

‘Ford wants an omelette, replied her mo-
ther.

Up in- her room, Frieda looked out at the
sparrows in the budding trees.

“‘m just horrid, horrid, horrid!’ she said. ¢
just can’t be good, but it seems as if it would
be easier if only somebody understood.

The very next evening Ford himself came
down upon her. The twins were in the lib-
rary, studying. Frieda had finished her Latin
and algebra. She was learning ‘St. Agnes’
Eve’ by heart while she mended one of Ford’s

. socks, and also kept an eye on Ford’s lessons.

‘Stupid, “ames” isn’t “amas!” Can’t you see
the difference? Why is it subjective, any-
way? What’s the rule—do you remember?’

‘Oh, X equals the —barrels not the apples.
Any idiot—’

Ford suddenly clapped his book shut and then
leaned back. ‘Frieda’—he had the air of the
worm that turns, after due premeditation—

‘Frieda, you are the crossest girl that I ever

knew.’

His quiet” tone, even more than his words,
struck home, but Frieda answered: |

9f I am the crossest girl, you are the laziest
boy I know!’

“Thanks’ He was still looking at her in that
disconcerting way. Frieda stumbled a little
with the words as she went on:

“You don’t care; you don’t try. You don’t
care a thing for study, when we're ail save,
save, saving, and working haxd to send you to
college next year. Bertha ana Will have just
set their hearts on your dxstmguxshmg yourself
at college, because they could never go. And
you could if you just would, because you get
such good marks now.

‘Because you help me.

This was perfectly true, as Frieda knew, and
it turned the course of her remarks.

‘But the examxnatmns come in June, and 1
can’t help you then.’

‘And you can’t help me afterward’ contin—
ued Ford, unpartxally ‘You can’f go to college
with me.

What was there in those words that made
Frieda turn so white, that made her voice s0

" queer?

‘I know that I can’t go to college!’ she said.

‘Frieda, he asked, utterly astonished, ‘Frie-
da, do you want to go to college?’

Ford,” she whispered, breathlessly, ‘do I

want to!’

‘I didn’t know you wanged to, saxd Ford. He
was groping: in bewilderment among all the
crowding new thoughts that were coming in
upon him. He could not remember that he hagd
ever in his life heard Fneda say she wanted
anything. :

As for Frieda, she lud dropped her head on
the table before her, and was sobbing in a way
that frightened him. Her little thin hands
were stretched.out, hard-knotted. Ford did not
know why the sight of those shiny knuckles
hurt"him so. It does hurt to grow up in a min-
ute. .

‘Goodness knows'—Ford, still bewxldered, was
talking to himself more than to Frieda—T don’t
want to go to college, and you do, and you're
as clever as they make ’em. Of oourse you
must go to college. I never thought about it
before.

Frieda, practwll however hystencal lifted

her head. :
‘Of course I can’t go.. Them isr’t money
evough for two. I only meant ‘that I wanted

‘he.

you to care a little more about going when it
means so much.

‘m not going to college, and you are’ It
did not sound like Ford at all, that quiet,
grown-up decision.

‘The others won’t let you,’ said Frieda.

‘Don’t they gemerally let me do what I just
please? asked the tyrant. ‘I please that you
go to college, and that I go inmto business—in
Will’s office, on the day after commencement.

‘No!’ cried Frieda, hot color coming into her
pale cheeks. ‘If the others will let you, I will
not! Do all this for me, when I have always
been mean to you!’

‘Not always’ said Ford, dryly. ‘I might
mention a few things youw've done for me. It’s
about time I took a turn)

I won't let you!’

1 say, come round here, can’t you? Sit down
—there you are! Now talk semse. I don't
want to go to college, but if I did—if I did,
I'd rather have you go. Now what are you cry-
ing for?’

With a wet but shining face presséd against
his, Frieda whispered: ‘It isn’t college, Fora,
although no one knows how I want to go—it’s

just that you understand!’

A Smile.

They might not need me—
Yet they might—
Pll let my heart be
‘Just in sight—
A smile so small
As mine might be
Precisely their
Necessity.
—-Emily Dickenson.

Learn it Now.

Damel Weba‘tei‘ c‘m‘é wm a good story in a
speech, and was asked where he got it ‘I had
it laid up in my head for fourteen years, and
never got a chance to use it until to-day, said

Some little boy or girl wants to know what

. good it will do to learn the ‘rule of three’ or

to commit a verse of the Bible. The answer
is thig. ‘Sometime you will need that very
thing. Perhaps it may be twenty years before
you can make it fit in just the right place, but
it will be just in place sometime; then if you
don’t have it, you will be like the hunter who
had no ball in his rifle when the bear met him.
—p———

He Championed the Helpless.

‘I saw a cat like that little one cause a de-

“cidedly lively time in front of a concert hall

last night; said a hackman, as he noticed a
forlorn little Kitten™ crossing the sxdewalk

‘How’s that, Jim?’

‘It happened early in the evening. A number
of persons were standing about, and among
them a tall, lanky fellow. You wouldn’t have
taken him for a fighter. A little kitten came
out of a hauway and trotted down the side-
walk. Just then some rounders came down the
street. There were three of them, and all
looked as though they could put up a good
scrap. Ome of the big fellows aaw the kitten
and kicked it.

“1 saw the tall lanky fellow.move out to
where the men were. Before I caught on to
what was the matter he grabbed the fellow
who had kicked the kitten by the collar of his
coat, and squaring him round with a jerk said:

“What did you mean by kicking that kxtten?'

Did it ever do you any harm?”

¢ “Well, what have you got to do about :t"”
one of the feﬂows said. “It ain’t your cat.”

‘“Pye got consxﬂerable to do about xt, cven
if it’s only a cat?

‘The three biz fellows mmply stood and leer—

‘,

A.Agathered her gloves and books to start for th& :

_ with your home? It is true the locality is no
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ed at the champion of the little kitten. That
seemed to make him all the madder; and reach-
ing back he hit the man who had kicked the
kitten, saying: “I can’t keep from hitting such’
a miserable coward as you are, and if I ever
see you kick a dumb brute again T’ll serve you
the same way.”

‘I looked for a genmeral quarrel, but neither
the man nor his two companions took it up,
but waltzed down the street, muttering that
they didn’t want to get arrested but that they
would get even. I loocked around to see what
had become of the lanky fellow, but he had
disappeared.—Cincinnati ‘Enquu:er g

Cost and Work of a Loco=
motive,

The modern locomotive costs $15,000 or $18,~
000, - according to size and equipment. The
passenger locomotives in former days were
embellished with extra brass work and trim-
mings, the bright parts were kept by the fire-
man in a state of glittering effulgence, and
the passenger engine cost more than the freight
engine. Nowadays, the trimmings are not put
on, and the passenger engine, being lighter,
costs less than the mammoth freighter.

When the engine goes into commission it
is a fine piece of machinery, with power to.
pull long trains over miles of track, day after
day, with the stremuous work comes the cer-
tainty of deterioration and the necessity of
constant repairs. @ When work was lighter,
trains not so heavy, -and mileage in lower fig-
ures, an engine could be expected to live thir-
ty years, but in locomotives the tendency is
toward a decrease of longevity, for the -man-
agement strives to get all the service possxble
out of them. The age of expectancy is only
approximate. Bad water, that s, water bad
for the internal economy of boilers and which
causes scale, is perhaps the greatést foe to Wn NS
engine’s hopes for an honorable old age. A
bad water division uses up its motive power
far more rapidly than hard Wwork elsewhere.,

A hilly country causes more strain, Local con-
ditions on the line largely affect the motive
power. Then, too, housing facilities have much
to do with the life of the engime. If it is
possible to keep up with needs in repairs, the :
power stands a better chance for giving long ™
service.. The demand for engines, however,
may be so pressing that the least possible re<
pairing that will answer is given, with the
result that the locomotives constantly deter-
iorate and lose in efficiency, until complete
overhauling becomes a positive necessity. ‘A
stitch in time saves nine, in railway as well
as in gaxment repairs.—‘The Ohautauquan.’

Contentment Taught by the
: ‘Fire, :

(drs. Russell Wetmare, in the New York :
Observer.’)

‘How I dislike this horrid old fashioned house, -
go far from sechool and everywhere. Mamma,
will we alwayg have to live here?’ asked Lillie
Blake, cmssly, one Snnday morning, as sht

Sunday-scheol. - X

Mrs. Blake sighed. It was the same om
spirit, and the same tiresome, question, which
Lillie repeatedly asked nowadays, but preach~
ing content to her wayward young daughter
seemed useless.’
_ ‘Dear child,” her mother replied, ‘you are late.
now, what is the use of always finding fault

longer as smart as it once was, nor has ﬂw
house the modern improvements, and I admit
it is inconveniently situated in many respects,
but, Lillie, it has been the home of your fam-
ily for three memimu. Your pou i:mr’
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loved it.so, and I think that alone would make
it dear to you. You know since his death
what a struggle it has been for me to keep it
at all. T could not rent it without a good deal

. of money spent upon it, and I could get only

a small sum if I sold it in its present condi-
tion, certainly not enough for another house in
a more desirable neighborhood. So try and be
brave and make the best of it, or at least do
not complain. Think how many things are
worse in this life than an old-fashioned home.

Lillie looked a little ashamed, but not con-
vinced, so kissing her mother, hastily she call-
ed impetuously te Robbie, her little brother,
who was coming down stairs, to ‘hurry,’ and
then they rushed off for school. When the
children were gone, Mrs, Blake looked towards
the sofa where her sunbeam lay, as she called
her little lame daughter, who unlike Lillie al-
ways made the best of things, even of her sad
life and poor shrivelled leg, which kept her
from having any sport or fun. She was just
reovering from the grip, and looked wan and
tired, buf she smiled pleasantly and said:

‘Mamma, Lillie is only talking, she must
love this dear old home. I know I do, and
would hate to live up town. Such nice big
rooms, and our darling quaint furniture; it is
much nicer to live ‘where the family -always
did. It seems like we were kings and queens,
now don’t it?’ "

Her mother smiled, as she re-arranged her
pillows, and answered, ‘You sweet Nancy, I
feel the same way, though I suppose it is na-
tural for Lillie to dislike being so far from the
girls she knows, but you and I love it.’

‘And Robbie, too, mamma.’ -

‘Ah, yes, Robbie, and Mrs. Blake smiled
again as she thought of herfat little boy with
his happy disposition and his appalling appe-
tite. : ‘ :

Sunday-school was over about half after ten.
Sometimes Lillie stayed for church, especially
when she knew her mother was coming, but
to-day Mrs. Blake could not leave Nancy, so
Lillie  decided to take Robbie home, as the ser-
vice was rather long for him. She stopped to
talk to some of her friends, and as they were
parting, May Walton called out, ‘Oh, look, Lil-
lie, at the big flames; there must be a fire
somewhere.’ . :

‘I suppose so, way down Baltimore street, or
near by,’ answered Lillie vaguely.

‘What noise is that?’ asked a girl, joining
them as a loud explosion was heard. ‘I won-
der!” echoed the others. But fires of whole-
sale buildings and stores in the business sec-
tion had been so frequent of late that the be-
ginning of what was to be the most fatal their
city had ever known, made no impression upon
them, and the girls sep'arated for their respec-
tive homes, Lillie and Robbie going by them-
selves, as no one they knew lived in their old
time street. Lillie felt brighter ‘and had sense

wug'h to know ‘ghat it was foolish repining
‘always for what after all could not be helped,

so the femaihde? of that Sunday morning was
passed pleasantly in their comfortable library,

-Mrs. Blake reading the church service, and

the children responding and singing hymns.

Then a little story appropriate to the day fol-

lowed, ard an early dinner, It was not until

four o'clock that afternoon when the crowds -
of people passing and repassing their door, be-

gan to excite their curiosity, Lillie went out
to investigate, and soon came back.

‘Mamma,’ she cried, ‘I wish you could see

the excitement. Everybody is going towards
Baltimore street. They say the fire is the big-
gest we have ever had, Hurst’s store was the
first. Now all Hopkins Place, Hanover street

and many stores on Baltimore street are in
flames. Engines' have been sent for every-
Wh ‘

re. It is simply awfull’ ANy A
imply awfull’ echoed little Robbie.

s

. over the city.

-

‘Ah, mamma, how I wish I could see it, but
you go, don’t mind me,’ added Nancy bravely.
‘No, dearest,’ her mother told her, ‘I fear I
am getting cold myself, and it is so damp.
Lillie, it must be dreadful; perhaps you had
better not go out again, and Robbie is entire-

ly too little for the crowds you say are on the '

streets.’

‘Oh!" no, he cannot go, answered Lillie, ‘but
I must; please don’t say no, I will be careful.’

‘Come home scon then, and tell me all that
you hear and see,’ replied Mrs. Blake, as Lillie
hurried off. Then she settled herself on the
sofa by Nancy, and with Robbie half asleep
on her lap she told the children stories of her
Iife long ago. Things indeed they had heard
repeatedly, but always loved to listen to once
again. So the afternoon passed, they little
realizing the havoc going on and creeping up
towards them, until Lillie returned at about
six o’clock wildly excited. ‘Mamma,’ she sim-
ply screamed, ‘it is worse than anything you
ever imagined. All Baltimore seems in flames.
Do you think it will come to us?’

‘My darling, I trust not, I pray not, ex-
claimed Mrs. Blake, now thoroughly aroused
to the danger, for Courtland street, where they
lived, was a small and undesirable street be-
tween St. Paul and Calvert streets, and they
were only a few blocks from Fayette street
and Charles, where already the fire had de-
molished a large fancy store and all around it.

It is coming on at a fearful rate. If it
passes Charles street, on Baitimore street, they
say nothing will save that part of the city.
The engines have come from everywhere,
Washington, Wilmington,. Philadelphia‘ and
Pittsburg, and New York engines will be here
soon.’ :

‘From New York, gasped Nancy, shocked
at the magnitude of the fire,

‘From Yuope?’ asked little Robbie,

‘No, no, dear,” said his mother, ‘that is too
far away, but how truly terrifying. Suppose
we go up in your room, Lillie; from the third
story we can ‘see everything.’

. ‘Where is Becky?’ asked Lillie, referring to
their maid. .

‘Her Sunday out, you know, dear. I wonder
where the poor thing is, and if her family is in
danger. She lives in East Baltimere.’

‘Mamma, suppose it comes here?’

‘Darlings, we  must be ready for the worst
if it does. :

Then it flashed across Lillies mind how of-
ten of late she had abused and decried their
dear old home; now if it were to be taken
from them by cruel flames, how bitterly griev-
ed she would be!

‘You must not go out again, dear girl? Mrs.
Blake told Lillie. ‘Whatever happens.we must
keep together, and she thought of their lone-
liness, for their relatives and friends lived in
other parts of the town and she knew they
would probably be too exicted and an_xious “for
themselves to think of them. Besides, it was
hard to say at that time just what part of

Baltimore’s resident section might be the victim-

to the fire. The wind changed and shifted
about, and horror and uncertainty were. felt all

To divert the children’s minds for a while,
Mrs. Blake got up a little supper, making for

‘them their favorite beverage of cocoa, with

whipped’ cream and a preserve omelet. Then
she and the little ones took their places at the
windows in Lillie’s large, comfortable room on
the third floor. Here they could watch the ra-
pidly approaching flames, and listen to the roar
of many voices, the falling walls and the hor-

‘rible explosions of ‘dynamite.  The terrible

sight and sound would never, Mrs. Blake felt,
Building after building caught, and all hope

~seemed abandoned. They could but pray and

.
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wait. It was impossible to get a waggon te
remove even-a few of their household treas-
ures. Mrs. Blake could not leave her two help-
less children, Nancy and Robbie, in a house
which any stray spark might ignite, even if
in its course the fire fiend did not come that
way; nor could she allow Lillie to go alone
to seek aid. She and Lillie packed in small
parcels some of their most valued possessions,
and then with what they felt might be a
good-by glance at the different rooms, as they
went through them, picking up here and there
some little article that they might save, with
aching hearts and anxious eyes they took their
place at the windows in Lillie’s room, Lillie
was sad beyond words. This indeed was the
home which she so often abused, here were the
treasures of her parents and grandparents, here
were her earliest recollections, all doubtless ere
long to go up in flames. Ah! how she valued

them now when, alas! she feared it was too -

late. Inwardly she prayed that if they werd

only spared this horror, she would never again
do anything but love and adore her dear old -

home.

- The night wore on, little Robbie asleep on
his mother’s lap as they sat by the windows
watching and actually feeling the heat of the
flames, as the fire approached them; Nancy, in
her chair leaning back on her pillows, dozed
off sometimes, but no such respite came to Lil-
lie or her mother, who never for even an in-
istant lost their tenmse feeling of terrible ap-

prehension. There ‘they sat alone and prayed
and waited.

‘We need not go,’ said Mrs, Blake, ‘uniil the
first house in our block catches, unless the roof
take fire from some of the flying cinders, then
it will be useless to struggle, we can do no-
thing to save our home, but we are in our

Merciful Father's keeping, and we will stay

until the last and then go.’

‘Where, mamma, where?’

‘Dear,. I cannot tell, all our relations and
friends may be burnt out, too, before the night
is over; but I will carry Nancy and you will
take Robbie, and any little pircel you can.
Our bags with the miniatures, old jewellery
and papers are already fastened on us, and the
little money I have, is pinned in my dress body,
we can’t save nothing else.

‘Not even our silver, nor the old family por-
traits?’ .

‘Not unless at the last moment we could
get a waggon, but pray, deat_Lﬂlié, that even
yet we may escape this misery. “ What is that
just caught?’ . e

‘The Law Buildings, mamma, only two blocks
away. Now unless the wind blows in another
direction,  we are doomed.’ ;

Mrs. Blake put up a silent prayer that still
this fearful thing might pass by them, for if
they- lost their house’. it wouid be all indeed
that they possessed. It was not insured for
much, and who could tell in such a disaster,
that any company would pay ? The Law
Buildings, the offices near by, were all con-
sumed, the roof's of their rows of houses were
in constant danger, and men stood upon them
putting out sparks as they fell. The night

went on. ‘The American’ ‘The Sun,’ ‘The -

News,” ‘The Herald’ (the daily paper build-
ings), perished in the flames.” Large trust com-
panies, the banks, stores, the Church of the
Messiah, - warehouses, innumerable gorgeous
modern structures, said to be fire-proof, all
shared the same fate, and from solid edifices
- of stone and marble, crumbled into nothingness
under the flames demon progress. As they sat
~and watehed, the wind seemed to be shifting
away from them. Fewer sparks fell in their

‘direction, and a grateful hope sprung up in .

~ their hearts that at least they would be spared
their old home. They were awed into silence

at the horrible yet fearfully beautiful sight of -
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the relentless fire. Their dear city’s best sec-
tion of business lifé was gone, but the merciful
Lord, as they learned later on, had spared the
lives of the people, and in the largest and most
destructive fire of the age, no one was sacri-
ficed, but then they knew nothing.
. How could they tell, alone as they were in
the burning regions, who or what had gone from
them for ever? Mrs, Blake cculd only hold her
children closer as the two youngést nestled
against her, and Lillie stood at her gide. The
dreary hours passed, and the dreadful night
was over. The wind had taken the cruel fire
into another part of the city, there to do its
deadly work until late the next afternoon, but
they were saved! Then with tired eyes and
voice choked with sobs, Lillie threw herself in-
to her mother's arms and whispered, ‘Oh, dear
mamma, thank God for our lives and our home.
Never again will I hate it. I love it and every
. old fashioned thing in it. I love it for the past,
and because it belonged to our family ages ago,
and because it is ours still saved from the aw-
ful flames.’

And as Mrs. Blake kissed her young peni-
tent daughter, she felt indeed that a lesson of
content had been taught that would never be
forgotten as long as life remained.

The Name Upon the Window-
pane.

In the old Scottish inn we met.
A motley group from every land.
Scholar and artist, peer and priest,
And many a traveller browned and tanned,
All pilgrims waiting for an hour,
Chatting in idle courtesy,
And yet amid the drifting talk
A little message came to me.
It bappened thus: a re'stless boy
Unto the dripping‘window went,
Whose glass, scarred with a thousand names,
His mind to the same fancy bent.
He sought and found a vacant spot,
And took the diamond from his hand,
Bu* ’ere a letter had been formed, . ,
A voice accustomed to command
Cried, ‘Philip, stop; before you write,
" Con'sider well what you're about.
Father, why should I hesitate?’
“Because you cannot rub it out.
These words fell on my idle ear;
" 1 said them o'er and o’er again,
And asked myself, 0 who would choose
,All/ they have written to remain?

—

Unto a loving mother oft
‘We all have sent, without a doubt,
Full many a hard and careless word
That now we never can rub dut;
For cruel words cut deeper far,
Than diamond on. the window-pane;
And oft recalled in after years,
They wound her o’er and o'er again.
So in our daily work and life,
We write and do and ‘'say the thing,
We never can undo nor say
With any future sorrowing.
We carve ourselves on beating hearts,
Ah, then how wise to pause and doubt,
To blend with love and thought our words,
Because we cannot rub them out.
—‘Harper’s Weekly.

The Rubber Tree.

When you put on a pair of overshoes, or look

at a rubber tire, do you ever think of the rub-

ber tree which gives its sap for these useful:

articles? 4 :
_ In Mexico the rubber-tree once grew wild—
great forests of rubber-trees. About a hundred
years ago, it is said, the Spanish Government
sent a man to Mexico to study its vegetable
produc‘tions, and he discovered how valuable is
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the juice, sap, or milk of the rubber-tree, which
ever you “wish to call it. The natives soon
learned its value, and they used the trees up,
as we have our forests, and did not think of the
time when there ‘would be no wild trees to fur-
nish the rubber sap. Recently some men have
bought land and planted rubber-trees. These
trees are self-propagating—that is, they sow
their own seed. :

In the cultivated forests of rubber-trees, the
trees are planted to grow in regular order, and
the young shoots are cut down or transplanted.
The method of gathering the sap is not un-
like Americans gathering maple sap, and be-
fore the rubber sap is ready for market it must
be boiled a's our sap is to get rid of the water,
and pressed into cakes. Then the cakes are
packed in bags, and .shipped, to manufacture
the many things into which rubber enters. The
milk or sap of the rubber tree is white—'The
Christian Register,’

Carlyle’s ‘French Revolution.’

When' Carlyle had finished the second vol-
ume of ‘The Fremch Revolution,’ he lent the
manuscript to John Stuart Mill, who, in turn,
lent it to ancther friend. This friend, after
reading it far into the night, left it lying on
hig study table. The next morning the house-
maid, hunting around for something to start
the fire with, found the loose mass of paper,
and so it went up in flames, like the French
Revolution itself. When the fatal news was
told to Carlyle, he was staggered by the heavy
blow, and sat in despair for many days. One
day, wh'ls sitting by his open window, brood-
ing over the terrible misfortune, he happened
to see across acres of roofs a man building a
brick wall. Patiently the man laid brick af-
ter brick, tapping each one with his trowel as

if to give it his benediction and farewell, and

all the while singing as gaily as a lark. ‘And
in my spleen’ says Carlyle, 1 said within

myself, “Poor fool! how canst thou be so mer-

ry under such a bile-spotted atmosphere as
this, and everythig"g ‘rushing into the region
of the insane?” and then I bethought me, and
1 said to myself, “Poor fool thou, rather, that
sittest here by the window whining and com-

plaining. The man yonder builds a house that
shall be a home, perhaps, for generations. Up,

then, .at thy work, and be cheerful”’ So he
arose and washed his face, and felt his head
ancinted, and went to work, and presently
¢The French Revolution’ got finished again,
Thus the world is indebted for that powerful
book to the unconscious influence of an un-
known bricklayer. : .

A Frifle Close.

Did I understand you to state your opin-

jon that Cousin Peltiah Johnson was a “trifle
“close,” Mr. Smith?’

‘So I said, answered Mr. Smith.

‘Well, now, I have your idea of what a “eri-
fle” means. But I can tell you a story that
will illustrate Peltiah’s genetosity. - :

‘He and his wife hadn’t made their daughter
Abigail any Christmas present for a number
of years after she was married, and Mrs.

. Johnson, she couldn’t stand it any longer. She
begged Peltiah to get something, but the most
she could prevail on him tc’ buy was a white
cup and saucer. . : '

‘It wasn’t much of a cup and saucer, but
Mrs. Johnson put it up and sent it over to

Abigail’s by Peltiah himself. He got home

about. ten o'clock, and his wife helped him
off with his overcoat. There was something
in cne of the inside_ pockets that stuck out a-
little, and said she: 5

¢“What’s this, Peltiah?”

o
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‘Peltiah kind of chuckled a little, and said
he, “That’s the sasser.”

¢4“Sasser?” Mrs. Johnson cried out. “You
don’t ‘mean to say that you've brought that
sasser of Abigail’s back again?”

¢ “That’s just swhat I've done,” said he,.

‘“And what for?” '

¢“Wal, the cup’s a pretty good present for
once, I guess, an’ I give ’em to ‘understand
that they’d git the sasser next year. An’
that’ll give ’em, ye see, somethin’ to look for’-
ard to durin’ a whole twelvemonth!” ’—Se=
lected.

—_—————
“They are slaves who will not choose
Hatred, scoffing, and abuse,
Rather than in silence shrink
From the truth they needs must think. -
They are slaves, who dare not be :
In the right with two or three.

—Tames Russell Lowell.

Boys and Girls,_

Show your teacher, your superintendent or
your pastor, the fellowing ‘World Wide’ list"
of contents. :

Ask him if he thinks your parents wo . d
enjoy such a paper.

If he says yes then ask your father or
mother if they would like to fill up the bi. k
Coupon at the bottom of this column, and we
will send ‘Worll Wide’ on trial, free of charge,

for one month. :

COUPON.

JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
Publishers ‘World Wide,
Montreal

Dear Sirs, : e
Please séhd ‘World Wide’ on trial,

free of charge for one month, to

Name . Ay R
Address /

RS B e
‘“World Wide’ has been recommended
to me by :
Rev,, Dr., Mr., Mrs, or Mis3

who knows ‘Worid Wide' by reputation
or is a subscriber.

IS

The following ave the contents of the issue
- of Mar. 11, of ‘ World Wide’:.

ALL THE WORLD OVER.
Roosevelt's Inauguration—The * Tribune,” New York.
President Roosevelt's Inaugural Address— American Papert
Mr. Roosevelt's Role—The *‘Saturday Review,” London.
Death of Ja
Brooklyn *
The Dominion and the Mother Country—The ‘Morning

Ali)o“'ll' the 1. f O lain

uel in the House ommons—Mr. Ch

TLord H. Cecil ~The gt(anchutor / Gua‘.‘rdiunljpb" ’ .?‘

Biggest Battle in Modern History - American Papers.

An Appeal from the Ozar—The New York ‘Evening Post."

How Terrorists Are Made—The Confession of an Assassin—
Special Correspondence of the Manchester ‘ Guardian.’

Iinxua‘y alr(x:i g‘ﬁ:&’ﬁ mzliisb Papers. .

r. rton with th .
Tf“‘a""" Brénilnah lwe('i’“y" e Wesleyans. at Hengler's
o Game of Billiards—After Feei 2
wr,zvkwﬁ in dthe ;lnh‘{ﬂiig uws,’B].(é({logn. i

ork as Food an e ne— i i
B e oo y Newell Dwight Hillis, in
Mrs. Jane Lathrop Stanford—The *Sun,” New York. i

SOMETHING ABOUT THE ARTS.
An American Sculptor —Dr. Tait Mackenzi
Th—‘a’ l}‘o!l:.er& }lﬁrr‘,gn th% . %uuook‘.?l\?::vm\(:?l?. i -
e Worship of br e
I, Lonpdon. ms-By E. A, Baughan, in the * Out-

« CONOERNING THINGS LITERARY.
The Tyrant—Posm, by Clinton
March—¥From the ' Outlook,' Nog:o\l'l::l(xl'
The Signals of the Year-The * Outlook; London,
An Interview with ‘Max No dau—Idealism in Literature—
By Enoch Beribe, in the ‘' Pall Mall Gazette,” Lendon.
g“ﬁ" of ‘)gorn %tlmtow—’l‘he ‘ Daily News,' London.
93, ‘;e m’ ¢ e e and its Inspiration—The Westminster
The Marquis of Dufferin—The ‘Morning Post,” London.,

""?mﬁ'& iz‘:Irlli'f,e.—A Forgotten Novelist—The Manchester

Motion and Morals —The * 8pectator,” London.
7 HIXT4 OF THE PROGRESS OF KNOWLEDGE

T}a.‘nli:“vsgaxﬂl_urch—ﬂy Winslow Upton, in the Provi

Uneducated Bpecialists—The * :
The Pace that Kills— PRLu e
THINGS NEW AND OLD.
= PASSING EVENTS,
- a year to any postal address
waaied. John Dougail & Sod, Pabtishers, Monoreri,

Cooke—Jlis Services’ to His Country—The
aily Eagle.”

afade

5 H \




T

8

!‘
|
‘e

sSLITTLE

The Candy Shop in the Woods
(By Elizabeth Flint Wade, in ¢ The

Junior Christian Endeavor
World.’)

Emily had seven pennies which
she was playing with on the broad
sill of one of Grandmother Tucker-
man’s kitchen windows. She had
been seven days at her grand-
mother’s, and each morning at the
breakfast-table she had found by
her plate a bright, new penny; so
now she had seven. First, she
gpread out her money and counted
it; then she made a little pile of jt;
then she placed it in a circle; and
then she tried to play jackstones
with it ; but when she did this the
pennies fell off from her hand and

the kind she had
Grandpa carried a shining auger
and a bundle of short sticks. It was
March, but there was very little
snow on the ground except by the
fences, where there were still big
drifts. They went through the
field till they came to a piece of

always wanted,

woods where the trees grew tall and

straight. In the very middle of
the woods was a shanty built of
bark.

Grandpa went first to the shanty,
where in the little stove he built a
fire. - Then he went to a maple-tree
and bored two holes.in its side, and
in each hole he put a stick, Next
he went to the shanty and brought
a clean wooden pail, which he set

EMILY LOOKED INTO
rolled about the floor. It took
Emily some time to find them all,

¢ Pennies are nice playthings;
don’t you think so, little Emily?
said her grandfather, who sat by
the window reading.

: ‘They re mnice to buy things
vnth’ said Emily. ‘Don’t you
have any stores in the country,
grandpa? Don’t you have acandy-
shop ”’

¢So you want a candy shop, do

_you? said grandpa, laying down

his paper. ¢ Well, go put on your
things, and-come Wlth me, and I
will make you a candy- shop where
you can get candy without spending
‘any money for it.’

Emily was soon - ready, for a
candy-shop where one could get

“eandy without paying for it-was just

-

ONE OF THE PAILS.

on the ground under the sticks, He
went to the next maple-tree, and
did the same. Emily followed him
from tree to tre»

‘What do you do it for? she asked.
*This is the beginfing of our

candy-shop,” he said, and Emily
thought it was the queerest candy-
shop she had ever seen.

When grandpa had used all his
sticks, they went to the shanty;
and, while Emily sat on a little
bench by the stove, grandpa rolled

some big sticks between two poles

which were stuck in the ground,
and he puf some smaller sticks and
shavings by the big sticks.

¢ And now, Emily,” he said, ‘
have begun our candy-shop, and we
will go home and - come again after
dinner.’ :

" and found the ¢ water’

FOLKS®»

Though Emily asked many quess
tions, grandpa would not tell her
what kind of a candy-store he was

making.

¢ Wait and see,’
and see.’ ;

It seemed a long time to wait till
after dinner; but it was over at
last, and, when they were ready to
start, Uncle John said he would go
too, for the work would be too hard
for grandpa to do alone.

When tliéy reached the woods,
Emily looked into one of the pails.

¢Why, grandpa,’ she cried, ¢ this

‘Wait

he sald.

pail is half full of water, and it's
running right out of the tree.

‘Taste of it, said grandpa, and
Emily put her finger in the pail,
was very
sweet.

She thought her grandfather had
put sugar in the pails, but he told
her that what she called water was
the juice of the maple-tree, and its
name was sap. Uncle John now
came with large pails, and emptied
the sap from the smaller pails, and
took it to the shanty. Then he
hung a large iron kettle on a pole,
put the ends of the stick on the
poles wheré grandpa had built the

_fire, poured the sap into the kettle,

and lighted the fire ; and very soon
the sap was bubbling and boiling.
Emily did not ask any questions;
she was ¢ waiting to see’ what .
would happen.

By and by Emily’s wmndmother
came, bringing with her a small
kettle and a basket full of little tins
of all sorts and shapes. There were
a heart, and a star, and a crescent,
and a square, and a round, and a
triangle, and one tin like a fish,
one like a bird, one like a little
rabbit, and one like a rose. Grand-
mother dipped some of the boiling

sap from the kettle, and put it into .
her little kettle which she set on
the stove. When it had boiled
awhile, she said, .

‘Now, little Emily take thxs
basin, and go over to that big snow- -
drift by the fence, and bring me
some clean snow.’

Away ran Emily and soon was
back with -a basin full of clean,
white snow. Grandmother smoothed
it off, and patted it down hard with
a wide, flat ladle, then took a spoon-
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ful of the sap from her kettle, and
dropped some of it here and there
in the snow. '~ The snow melted in
little hollows, and at the bottom ot
each little hollow was a round red-
dish ball. Grandpa gave Kmily a
clean piece of stick, which heé had
whittled to a sharp point, and told
her to dig out one of the balls,
She did so, and when it came out
 Emily popped it into her mouth,
and how good it did taste!
¢Oh, what is it? what is it ?’ she
cried. ‘It’s better than any candy
_that I ever bought, truly sure, it is.’
‘When I was a boy,’ said grandpa,
‘we used to call it maple ‘Jack-
wax.” I'll show you how to make
maple ¢ Jack-wax’ nuts. :
He gave Emily some butternut-
meats, told her to drop some of the
boiling syrup into the snow, put a
butternut-meat on top of it, and
cover it with more of the syrup.
. She did so, and when she picked it
up on her stick there was the nut-
meat covered with ¢Jack-wax.’
This new candy Emily thought was
better even than the plain ‘Jack-
wax.’
Gmndmother now ca.lled Emily,

for the gyrup was ready to ‘sugar

off’ ; that is, it was ready to turn
into sugar. She filled a little
pitcher with the syrup, and told
Emily to turn some into each of the
little tins which were set on the
table. When the sugar in the tins
was quite hard and cold, grand-
‘mother took it out and gave it to
Emily. The eakes of sugar were
like the tins in which they had
been moulded, and Emily was de-
lighted to find hersdlf the owner of
_pretty brown maple candies of
many shapes and sizes.
¢O grandpa,” she said, as she
skipped along by his side on their
way home to supper,” ‘I think a
candy-shop in the woods is better
than all the candy-shops in the
city.

A Nursery Echo.

¢ Mother, said George, ‘ we had a
nice time yesterday afternoon at
Uncle John’s. Do you know that
~ there is an echo behind the barn ?

I wish we had one here

‘Well, so we have
mother. ‘

- *This house is full of echoes :

‘Is it? said George, ¢ Where

mid' the :

must I stand to make my voice
come back to me ?

¢ Anywhere you choose; but I
think the nursery is the best place.’

Off ran George delighted; but as
he entered the room he saw that
Baby Ned had possession of his new
kite and was proceeding to fly it.

‘Put that kite down,” he eried
angrily ; ¢ you will break it to pieces,
you bad boy !’

. *Bad boy! bad boy !’ shouted the

baby, and mother entered the nur-
sery just in time to prevent a
serious difficulty.

‘I think you found your echo
sooner than you expected,’ she said,
soberly, when peace was restored,
and George hung his head.

¢Oh, is that what you mean,
mother ?” he asked.

*Yes,” she replied ; ¢ that is what
I mean. Just as the echo behind
the barn sent back your tones and
manner, I think if you will re-
member this, it will make you very
careful how you speak.’

Later in the day, George was
playing stage coach with the little
children, and with his shouting and
his trumpet setting the nurse al-
most crazy.
angrily, ‘that you would go down-
stairs ; you are such a noisy, horrid

boy.’

¢ You are a hornd old thing your-

self, he shouted back, and then
suddenly he began to laugh.

¢ Why, he said, ‘I was an echo
myself that time,’ and as mother

came in just then, they had an--

other little talk about echoes, and
both George and the nurse deter-
mined to try to make some pleasant
ones before the day was over.

When Baby Ned’s supper came
upstairs, he was cross, and would
not drink his milk, and said that
his bread was ‘sour.’

‘¢ George,” said his mother, ‘now
is your chance,’ and George ran
into the room and was so funny and
bright with the baby that in a few
minutes he was in hich humor, and

as mother listened she could not tell

which was the laugh and which was
the echo.—* The Parish Visitor.

‘The Real Discoverers,
‘Uncle Robert had been explain-

ing how messages coald be sent

back and forth between two far-
apart places without any wires at

¢I wish; she cried out -
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all—just telegraphed right through
plain air! It was certainly very
surprising ! - Morry and Paine went
out-on the doorsteps to talk it over.

¢ No, nothing but great tall poles
at the places where you send them
arfd get them-—the messages, I

~mean. You send them straight

through nothing! x
‘He said you set. little waves

‘moving in the air and they go all

the way across to the other place.’

‘Yes;” Uncle Robert’s voice said.
‘And 1 really think the bunnies

discovered it.

*Our bunnies?

‘No, not ours, but their gleat-
great- great - grandfathers — oh, -
great many greats '—me back to
the first bunny family that ever
was. They were the ones that
discovered wireless telegraphy. I
think they ought to have the honor.
If there’s a splendid statue ever
made, I think it ought to have a
big cottontail bunny on top of itV

‘Oh! laughed both small boys
at once, ¢ tell us why, Uncle Robert!
My, a statue to bunnies !’

‘Well, in the bunny family, when

there is any danger from an enemy -

—and the poor little wild bunnies "

are surrounded by enemies on every
side—the different members of the
family telegraph a warning to each
other.

¢“Run! 'There’san enemy com-
ing!” they telegraph, and all the
bunny boys and bunny girls and the
grown-up bunnies that get the mes-
sage go scurrying, hurrying into
their holes. I tell you, they don’¢
wait a minute. The messages goa
good many hundrud feet some-
times,’

¢ Through nothing, Uncle Robert
—Imean air? Do they send them
through the air ¥

s No through the frlound They
stamp on the ground. very hard
with their strong little hind legs
when they are alarmed.

the family at a distance.
¢“Run! Run! Run for your

lives!” The little message is car-

- ried throngh the ground much as

our wireless messages are through
the air.  Little sound-waves are set
in motion, one after another. ;
*Well,” breathed Morry, ‘come
on, Pune let’s go out and honor
the d:\coven,rs wre:it -great-arand-
buinnies in our bztck; ard P—A. H.
Dounell, in ¢ Youth's Companion,’

'And_ they
do it on purpose to warn the restof
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LESSON I—APRIL 2.
Jesus-the Good Shephérd.

John x., 7-18.
Golden Text.

I am the good shepherd; the good shepherd
giveth his life for the sheep. John x, 11,

Commit verses 17, 18.

Heme Readings,

Monday, March 27.—John x., 1-18. .
Tuesday, March 28.—John x., 22-30.
Wednesday, March 29.—Ps. xxiii.
Thursday, March 3o.—Jer. xxiii,, 1-8,
Friday, March 31.—Ezek. xxxiv., 1-10.
Saturday, April 1.—Ezek, xxxiv,, 11-10.
Sunday, April 2.—Ezek. xxxiv,, 20-31.

(By Davis W. Clark.)

Jesis had lately used those indispensables,
Yight” and ‘water,’ as emblems of his office and
function. He now employs a new figure, #l-
most as familiar, for the Hebrews were always
a pastoral folk. This, with the story of the
Vine and Branches (chapter xv.) is said to be
the only instance of allegory in the New Tes=
tament. x

The Jewish Church had grown into a great
ecclesiastical establishment, furnishing numer-

. ous offices of honor, power, and emolument.
These were naturally sought by the ambitious,
and held tenaciously by the successful. One
object of this allegory is to set forth the char-
acter of these mercenaries. Like thieves, they
have effected an entrance in such a ‘way that
their true character has not been discovered.
But, though they have obtained the garb of
office, they do not have the following of the
true members. The latter,.instead of follow-
ing, flee, and do not hear them. The character
of these false shepherds is further delineated.
They work havoc in the highest interests of
men. They steal, kill and destroy in the realm
of spiritual values. Their purely mercenary
spirit is indicated by the epithet, “hireling’ In
" any final crisis, when the very life of those
whom they serve is at stake, they would fly
like arrant cowards. Thus, with steady and
courageous hand, Jesus held the mirror before
the hierarchy of his day. z

On the dark background of the false shep-
herd Jesus now projects the ideal of the true.
_He is one who enters upon his function in the
appointed way. The Holy Spirit (the porter)
approves; the Church recognizes him (the sheep
hear his voice). His life is spent in care of
the flock; he calleth, leadeth, putteth forth,
goeth hefore. ;

Jesus makes .a decided turn in the allegory
when he declares himself to be ‘the Door.’ En-
trance to the Church is by the Person and
work of Jesus. As the Eastern sheepfold has
‘but one door, so thé Church has nome other
“than Christ. ‘There is none other name under
heaven given among men’ Through him we
come to salvation and spiritual sustenance

_ (find pasture) and the more abundant life,

Again, there are shepherds and shepherds,

‘but Jesus is pre-eminently the Shepherd. The

‘evidence of this is His voluntary surrender of
life and the reciprocal and perfect recognition

subsisting between shepherd and sheep—anal-

ogous to that which maintains between Fa-
ther and .Son. : >
" Finally, Jesus bursts the shell of Jewish sec-
tarianism in the generous and courageous
words, ‘Other sheep I have which are not of
this fold’ It was a hint of this kind which
had led these sectarists, on a former occasion,
to ask Scornfully, ‘Will he go and teach the
Gentiles?’ Alas! how they did ‘dissolve the
pearl of charity in the acid afsect’ The ‘one
Shepherd’ exalts persons above institutions,
when he says there shall be ‘ome flock, not
~ ‘ome fold, as in the Authorized Version, which
g‘im‘-ym:iuly the .opposite sense. The refer-

gTHE MESSENGER.

ence is to the invisible Church, made up of the
faithful of every age and land.

LIGHTS ON THE LESSON.

The division of chapters is arbitrary, and,
in this instance, unfortunate. One must look
in the closing verses of the preceding chapter
to find the circumstances which led to the
speaking of this allegory. Jesus had said that
he had come for judgment; that those who
saw not might see, and that those who saw
might be made blind. The official pride of the
leaders was touched by that saying. To parry
his blow, they-cried, ‘Are we blind also?’ As
if such a thing was impossible and even un-
thinkable. Jesus practically said, in response,
‘T will now hold up the mirror and show you
what kind of shepherds you are’ His merci-
ful purpose was to awaken some of the best
to self-knowledge and healing.

Every one who enters by this door (Christ)
is saved and becomes in turn a minister of
grace to others (a shepherd, not the Shepherd,
as in Authorized Version). The pattern is
Jesus. Every good shepherd lives for the
flock.

He who, shunning the door, climbs up from
sgme.cther qudrter by that very act reveals
his dishonest character and unworthy purpose.

‘To steal’ and ‘to have life The contrast is
that of the false and the true religion. Phar-
iseeism and ecclesiasticism fleece and kill, They
have always done so everywhere and by what-
ever name they have been known. But true
religion always gives the present life a more
abundant development. ‘Whatever form of re-
ligion tends to deprive mankind of its free,
natural, and joyous life is anti-Christian. The
constant tendency of Christ’s teaching and in-
fluence is to. make the whole life—social, in-
;ellectual, moral, and spiritual—more abun-

ant.

‘Lay down life, take it 'again.f The mother
lays down her life in the birth and rearing of
every child. She takes life again in the ma-
tured manhood or womanhood of her offspring.
The analogy maintains in the suffering and
sacrifice of Jesus. He voluntarily surrendered
his life.  No one took it. Now, with joy, he
‘sees his seed,’ his spiritual offspring, and pro-
longs his days in them, as the prophet said
he would, (Isa. liii.)

‘They understood not’ How their worship
of the letter had destroyed all commerce be-
{ween their minds and the relations which it
set forth! ‘The sheep did not hear them. It
is the preachers of Christ who alone have se-
cured the world’s attention. ‘And shall be
safe’ The extent and assurance of this safety
are expressed in the parable, ‘Go in and out.”
An Hebraistic phrase to denote the whole of
life. ‘The hireling’; not every ¢ne who is hir-
ed is a hire}ing, but he who serves only for
hire, ‘He goeth before them;’ Jesus tests in
his own Person the experiences of his disci-
ples. ‘The other sheéep also shall hear Jesus’
voice! They have already heard fragments of
his teaching through their noblest fellows, but
they shall now have his doctrine entire.

NOTES FROM COMMENTARIES.

I am: The central point of the whole is the
Lord's testimony to himself as the Good Shep-
herd in the highest sense of the word. First,
however, he speaks preparatorily (1-6) con-
cerning human shepherds generally, anticipat-
ing and preparing the way for what follows.
—Stier. The door. The way into the fold, with
all blessed privileges, both for shepherds and
«sheep.—J. F. B. Came before me. Came in-
stead of me.—Clark. A bishop means a per-
son who sees. A pastor means one who feeds.
The most unbishoply character a man can have
is, therefore, to be blind. The most unpas-
toral is, instead of feeding, to want to be fed.—
to be a mouth'—Ruskin. Sheep did not hear:
Instincts of their Divinely taught hearts pre-
serving them from seducers.—]. F. B. -Shall
be saved: The great object of the pastoral
office.—J. F. B. Go in and out: A Hebrew
phrase, indicating all the acts of a man’s life.
—Clark. Steal, kill, destroy: Those who enter
the priesthood to enjoy the revenues, are vil-
est thieves and murderers.—Ibid. Might have
life: Not merely to preserve, but impart, life
and communicate it in exuberance—J. F. B.
More abundantly: Jesus is come, that men
may have abundance.—Clark. A hireling: Who
makes merchandise—Clark. The shepherd in
the East is usually the owner or the son of
the owner of the flock, though sometimes an
agent, whose salary is a fixed proportion of the
produce, as Jacob under Laban. The hireling
is the man who happens to be hired for fixed

w
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wages, merely for the day, and has no further
interest in the flock.—Tristram. The sheep
are not: Who has no property in them. . By
this he points to his own peculiar relation to
the sheep.—J. F. B. The wolf coming: Not
the devil distinctively, but generally whoever
comes upon the flock with hostile intent.—J.
F. B. The wolf is the enemy of souls in any
of his manifold disguises, as not only persecu-
tion, but heresy,worldly living, or a low stan-
dard of faith and morals.—Sadler. Am known
of Mine: The soul’s response to the voice that
has inwardly called it.—J. F. B. Other sheep:
He means the perishing Gentiles—Ibid. Came
before  me:; Came instead of me—Clark. Do
not imagine I shall lay down my life for the
Jews exclusively. I shall die also for Gentiles,
—Ibid.

Junior C, E. Topic.

Sunday, April 2.—Topic—The méking of a
Christian:-his food. IIL. Tim, iii., 14-17; John
vi., 47-58. (Consecration meeting.)

G. E. Fopie,

LED BY A CLOUD. :
lMonday, March 27.—God that brought them
forth. Ex. xxix., 45, 46.

Tuesday, March 28.—The cloud over the tent.
Num. ix., 15-23.

Wednesday, March 29.—The cloud of the
Lord. Num. x., 33-36. :

Thursday, March 30.—By day and by night.
Psalms lxxviii., 14.

Friday, March 31.—The Lord .that leadeth.
Tsa. xlviii.,, 17, 18.

Saturday, April 1.—I will guide thee.
xxxii., 8.

Ps.

Sunday, April 2.—Topic—Led by a cloud.
Ex. xl, 34-38.
PRSI  “SE—————

Jamie’s Blackboard Lesson.
(Phil O’Math, in the ‘S, S. Teacher.’)

‘Papa,’ said Jamie, ‘please let me take your
pencil,

‘What do you wish to do with my pencil?’

‘I want to draw something.’

Jamie took a piece of paper and drew on it
some arrows, saying— 5

‘These are Satan’s arrows. ;

“What do you call those arrows?’ said his
papa. : )

I call this one “mad” and this one “fight.”’’

In a little while Jamie’s little sister entered
the room and managed to amnoy him very
much by her naughtiness, and attempted to
fight him. ;

‘Ah, said Jamie, ‘that is one of Satan’s ar-
1o0ws.’ .

The little exhortation that followed led May-
belle to put her chubby little arms about her
brother's neck and to imprint a kiss on his
cheek. Jamie approvingly ansSwered—

“That is one of Jesus’ arrows.’

The father looked on in astonishment, min-
gled with gratitude. -But a few hours before
he had given the Sunday-school a blackboard
review on ‘Confidence in God,’ in which he had
used arrows to represent the darts of the en-
emy of souls. He hardly thought that the
smaller children were so much impressed by
it, but this little incident proved to him that

‘even the little children heard and remember-

ed what he had said. :

I give, this incident for two reasons: first,
for the encouragement of modest, timid, but
honest workers with children; secondly, to im-
press the importance and responsibility of all
those who are charged with sowing seed into
child-minds.

.

Pictorial Testament Premium

A very handsome Pictorial New Testament,
just published, with chromographs and engrav-
ings from special drawings made in Bible lands
by special artists, J. C. Clark and the late H.
A. Harper. The book is.neatly bound in leather,
round ‘corners, gilt edge, well printed on fine
thin paper, making a handsome book.  The
colored. plates contained in this edition are
particularly fine. . - .

Any subscriber to the ‘Messenger’ can secure
this book by sending four new subscriptions to
the ‘Northern Messenger’ at 40 cents each, or
six remewal subscriptions at forty cents each.
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‘The Moderation.’
(B. E. Slade, in the ‘Alliance News.")
(Concluded.)

‘A woman’s laugh has sent many a man to
ruin, and his sister's thoughtless disapproval
of his pledge struck the first blow at poor
Bill’s reformation. It had a good many blows
that day, and, unfertunately, it was not strong
enough to bear the shock. And somehow Ja-
cob’s half-formed resolution shrank into the
background when, in the evening, he .and Bill,
Joe and Sally, helped to swell a considerable
number assembled in the pleasant court of
‘The Moderation,” He grew more excited than

was his wont, and though he was sober enough -

to feel a little uneasiness when Bill was be-
ing laughed into taking ‘just a swig for the
sake of old times,” he soon forgot -his fears,
as the effects of the drink he had taken him-
self began to mount to his brain.

The jolly old moderate drinker upon the
signboard looked down upon a jovial party
that lovely,summer evening, but it is to be
feared he saw few re-productions of himself.
Poor Bill’s attempt at following his example,
at any rate, had béen a failure, and "when at
last the two brothers tore themselves away
from the congenial company, it was Jacob
who had to take the reins. :

‘T hope they’ll get home safe,’ said the land-
lady, as they drove off. ‘But he ain’t none
too fit to drive.

& ES B b & & £

Mrs. Beverley had grown uneasy. It was
late—past ten o’clock—an unheard of hour for
anyone in that quiet place to be astir; but
she was in the road, straining her ears to
catch the first sound of the wheels, Her cot-
tage door was open, and a faint stream_of
light poured out, not from the rushlight which
burnt dimly upon the table, but from a cheer-
ful little wood fire which was ‘keeping- the
kettle boiling,’ as she would have said.

‘I hope nothin’ ain’t happened,’ she said to
herself, ‘they’ve got the old grey mare, and
she’s as stiddy as a hoss could be, so that I
shouldn’t think they’ll have a’ accident; but
then, a body never knows.

Ah, at last they were coming! ~ Trot, trot,
trot, at a chambling, even pace, she heard the
feet of the trustworthy mare. But she was
not coming in the direction of the cottage,
the sound proceeded from a neighboring lane.

“They be a-goin’ to the farm wi’ the hoss,’
said she; ‘T’ll jest run across and see Bill, and
give 'un a bit o’ that lardy cake 1 baked the
other day; that little ’un as ain’t well 'ud
be very likely to fancy a.bit o’ that.’

There was a short cut to the farm across
the fields, and Mrs. Beverley reached it al-
most as soon as the horse and cart did. The
gate was shut, and the mare had brought
herself up close to it, and was looking round
expectantly for someone to come and admit
‘her. But all the windows werg dark, and
there was no sign of life about the place.
‘Where were Bill and Jacob? Mrs, Beverley’s
heart beat fast with fear, but she hurried up
1o the cart, in which she thought she caught
a glimpse of something dark. And there, hud-
dled together at the bottom of the spacious
- vehicle, were the two brothers fast asleep. ‘It
was a mercy they didn’t fall out, Mrs. Bev-
erley ‘said afterwards, and she patted the old
grey mare affectionately for having the sag-
acity to bring them home. Fortunately the
teins had been caught in Jacob’s feet, so that
ihey had not fallen about her heels to startle

er.

Mrs, Beverley was alarmed enough, however,
for her first thought was that her husband
must have been seized with a fit; but to her
great relief, upon awakening him, he became
quite conscious, and was presently able, with
her assistance, to alight from the cart. With

Bill it was otherwise; he had been so thor-

oughly intoxicated that it was impossible to
arouse him, and they had to take him home
in the cart. The grey mare allowed Mrs.

Beverley to lead her off, though a little re-

Tuctantly, and they somehow managed to get

Bill indoors and on his bed; but the look of
disappointmexnt and despair on tha face of his
pnor wife was sad to see.

As for Mrs. Jacob, there was more in her
grim silence than in a storm of words. And
somehow, her husband did not care tc talk.
She went with him back to the farm, and
helped to urharnmess the mare and establish
her in her snug quarters fomthe night, and it
was she who carried in the stable key to the
rather urgracious servant who was waiting
for it, half asleep, in the kitchen.

‘They stayed a bit later than they mesnt
to,” was all tke apology s“e was able to give,
and then she hurried her husband home. The
fire ‘had burnt out, and was not replenished,
and the cosy little supper she had laid out
was put away untouched. Jacob did not want
food; he was only too thankful to slink meek-
ly away to bed. ~

‘T shall catch it to-morrow,” said he to him-.

self. And so he did. Mrs. Beverley was' not
a scold; few peorle took the faults of others
with more /equanimity as a rule; but when
she was once aroused, she could use her ‘wo-
man’s weapon’ as effectively as thuse who

had more practice in the art, and she talked -

to such good purpose that at the very next
meeting of the Tamperance Society, Jacob re-
nounced 'his last chance of emulating the jo-
vial moderate drinker, and threw in his lot
with the water drinkers, But Bill could not
be persuaded to follow his example. He pre-
tended tha‘ the sign at ‘The Moderation’ was
responsible for his relapse into drinking. He
couldn’t get it out of his head, he said, and
he saw plainly enocugh that the teetotallers
were in the wrong of .it, after all. He’d never
felt to say L'mself while he went without the
drink, and he hadn’t the least doubt that if
he’d kept on with his ‘teetotaling’ he would
soon have been in as sad a eondition as the
water-drinker upon the sign-board. As to get-
ting as bad as the :the:—why, he’d take care
rot to do that. Because he’d had one slip,
’twas no reason w'y he should have an-
other. He meant to be a jolly™“moderate
drinker, and nobody should persuade him to
sign the pledge again.

But Jacob knew that the real fact was, Bill’s
appetite had been re-awakened, and he was
not surprised at the miserable result that fol-
lowed, There were many anxious years, in
which brief periods of moderate drinking al-
ternated with fits of intemperance, as in the
olden days, and Mrs. Jacob’s ‘old stocking’ did
not fill so ranidly as it might otherwise have
done, so many demands were made upon their
generosity by the necessities of poor Bill’s
family.

And then there came one gloomy morning
which brought a cloud to Jacob’s life that
would rever be lifted. He was summoned to
the village public-house to identify the body
of his brother, who had been picked up in a
ditch during the night. Poor Jacob went to
his home with the cry of Cain upon his lips:

‘My punishment is greater than I can bear.
oo *

* * * * *
Bill’s children, to the joy of their mother,
grew up teetotallers; and some of his grand-
children remember ‘old Uncle Jacob,” and how
he used to tell them, with tears in his eyes,
that he would gladly give up every penny he
had, and go into the workhouse, if he could
buy back that bright summer day when he
and his brother put up the old grey mare at
‘The Moderation.
. s S e

Drink and Crime.

The following letter from a country vicar in
one of the Midland counties of England to the
editor of ‘The Christian’ gives a striking pic-
fure of the misery wrought by the drink traffic
in one small village, and of the persistence and
energy on the part of its promoters that tem-
perance people have to fight. It is, as it were,
a miniature of the whole situation:—

Dear Sir,—It is not many months s
policenjan was murdered ou{side ’mys :;xlrri:hf
yard gate. You may remember that the two
young men who were hanged for the crime com-
missioned me to deliver their farewell mes-
sages to the people. Those messages consisted
of a solemn warning against the drink.

As I write, another of my parishioners—a
young man—is taking his trial for staabliing
his brother when under the influence of drink
Only a month or to ago I was called upon to
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bury another who (once a regular attendant at
church) committed suicide through drink.
Ours is a vilage of some 3,000 inhabitanis,
and fifteen drink shops and a brewery are
planted in its midst. When I started open-air
work here, the Trade arrayed itself in 0pposi-
tion. Erewers’ drays appeared at my meet-
ings, laden with barrels of beer, which was
served out gratis to the crowd. One man in-
formed me on his deathbed that he and others
were taken into a, public-house by a member
ofl the Trade, and supplied with whiskey mixed
with gin, after which they were sent out to
disturb meetings. Piaro-organs were hired
for the same purpose. There lies before me as
I write the original notice, written on brewery
paper, which the town-crier ‘called’ through the

village. It was a notice announcing a petition :

to the Biskop for the purpose of stopping my
meetings. INeedless to say, the petition was
unsuccessful, A. G.-TOWNSHEND.

Sixty Thousand Victims,

\

In the course of an address at the Denver
C. E. convention, Dr. Wilson, of Hamiiton, Ont.,
compared the great nations of the world in
respect to their annual consumption of ligquor.

Dr. Wilson said that the relative amount of
liquor consumed yearly by the great. nations
of the world was Frarce first, Italy next, then
Germany and Austria. The United States
‘stood fifteenth oen the list; yet the drink hill
of the United States last year was $1,500,000,~
000,

The continued prosperity of even this great
and growing republic was imperiled, said Dr.
Wilson,

‘The saloon everywhere is a curse—in Lon-
don, Paris, Berlin, Glasgow, Boston, Washing-
ton, Toronto and Denver it is the same,’ he
continued. ‘It is the Gibraltar of greed, the
Jericho of lust and crime, the slaughter house
of character and health. It is the sewer pipe
of misery and despair, a mighty tyrant, a men-
ace to freedom, purity and prosperity, the
birthplace of paupers and criminals, the very
fountain head of blasphemy, brutality and an-
archy. ; .

‘Sixty thousand boys in this republic every
_year become moderate drinkers, and 60,000
moderate drinkers become confirmed drunkards,
and 6o,000 confirmed drunkards pass into a
state of hopeless despair. A

Fathers and mothers, can you realize it?
From whose homes have these boys come in
the past? * From whose homles will they come
in- the future? Will it be from yours?

A Public-house Keeper's
Lark.

Two young men of dissipated habits usuale
ly spent their evenings at a low public-house,
One night they were so intoxicated that at
turning-out time they both rolled into the gut-
ter. The landlady said. to the rest of the com-
pany, ‘Ill have a lark with them. So she

_ pinned a piece of blue ribbon to each of their .

coats. After a while the two men stumbled
to their feet, and managed to find their way
homey but were too drowsy to undress; so they
threw themselves down as they were, without
undressing. When they awoke in the morn-
ing, they wete sober, and stared at each other
in amazement as they saw the blue ribbon,

. But how it came there was a mystery. ‘Well,

said one, ‘if you will stick to it, I will’; and
the other said, ‘If you will, I will” They kept
to their agreement, and forthwith joined the
temperance society. In the meantime, the

landlady wondered what had become of her
two customers, until some time after she saw

them passing. She eagerly invited them in,
but they, pointing to the. blue ribbon, said,
‘No, thank you; we've joined the blue ribbon
now.” ‘Oh she exclaimed, ‘it was me that
put it on; I only did it for a lark’ ‘Oh, did
you?’ said they. ‘Well, if you put it on for
a lark, we mean to keep it on for a lark. Good
morning’—London Christian Herald.’

~

Expiring ,Subsctjiption:"_,_,

Would each subscriber kixidly look at the’

address tag on this paper? If the date there-
on is March, it is time that the renewals
were sent in s0 as to avoid losing a single
copy. As renewals always date from the ex-
piry of the old subscriptions, subscribers lose
nothing by remitting a little in advance
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Correspondence

Jarlsberg, Ont.
Dear Editor,—We had a chicadee last win-
ter and it would come into the kitchen and eat
crumbs; but when the crows came he disap-
peared. Last winter my brother and I drew
wood with a young steer; this winter we have
two steers, and my brothers yoke them up
and take us for a ride nearly every day. We
live 2 mile and a half from the village. Our
school is not open in the winter. We are hav-

ing stormy weather.
DOROTHY H. (aged 10).

East Bridgewater, Mass.
Dear Editor,—I am a little girl seven years
old. I am in the third grade. I go to school
every day. My papa has taken the ‘Messen-
ger’ five months, and I read it and like it very
much. I go to the Presbyterian Church and
Sunday-school. I have two brothers, but no

sisters. I have no pets. MARION MacL.

St. John’s, Nfld.
Dear Editor,—I go to a private school, and
I am in the fourth reader. I like my tezch-
er very much. I went to Harbour Grace to
spend my Christmas holidays with my uncle
and grandpa, my grandpa is ninety-four years
of age and is very smart. I had lots of driv-
ing when I was there. They have two horses.
One is a very fast trotter. I had a nice drive
to Carbonear, and spent a very pleasant af-
ternoon there. It is a nice flourishing town.

At one time it was the largest commercial

town in the island, though it never was con- -
sidered a safe harbor, being open to the south-

LIZZIE W.

east wind and sea.

=

)

Earl W. T, (age.11), Phoebe W. (age 14),
Victoria Co., . ' Ballston Lake,
N.B. N.B. |
Lower Meaghers Grant, Halifax County.
Dear Editor,—This is the first year I have
taken your paper, but a neighbor lent it to me
before, and I always liked it. I live very near
a lake, which is about a mile long. We have
skating on it in the winter and boating in the
\summer. I saw a letter in the ‘Messenger’
from a girl whose first name is the same as
mine. I liked Gladys J’s letter very much.

-For pets I have a cat, and if you call dolls

pets, 1 have five of them. Is not that quite
enough? MARGUERITE P. L.

; Smith’s Falls, Ont.

Dear Editor,—This is a pretty place in the
Jsummer. The Rideau River and Canal run
‘through the town. I like to watch the bis
boats going through the lecks. There are four
schools here, one high school and three public
schools. 1 can’t write much of what I see on
my way to school, as the school is only about

- a block from my home. A year’s subscription

to the ‘Messenger’ was one of my Christmas
presents. Papa takes the ‘Daily Witness’ and

MURIEL J. S. (aged g).

2 i Elgin, N.B.
' Dear Editor,—I live on a farm on a hill, and
I have great fun coasting. We have thirty
head of cattle, and my brother and I feed and
water the cattle at one barn. We are milking
ten cows now. I have three sisters and one
brother. I got a present of a book on Christ-
mas. ‘It is called ‘Robinson Crusce’ I never
wrote a letter with pen and ink before.
: CHARLIE H. (aged 10).
: 2 Somerset, N.S.
Dear Editor,—I like the Correspondence Page
very much, but when I get my ‘Messenger’ I
always turn to the Little Folks’ Page first. I
I .am a little boy
eight years of age, and live on a farm of about
veigyty-ﬁve acres, situated in the land of Evan-
_geline, six miles from the Bay of Fundy, where

~we often go in the summer, and have lots of

fun. I. have one brother ten years old, and a
little sister four years old. S
- PHILIP S. L

“his overcoat pocket.

THE MESSENGER.

Manchester, Ont.

Dear Editor,—This is my first letter to the
‘Messenger. I wrote one once and put the
wrong address, but I hope this will reach you.
I am thirteen years old and in the fourth book
at school. I hope to try the entrance exam-
ination next year if nothing happens. I won-
der if anybody can do this: Name eleven things

‘Luncheon.

that cannot be bought; also give five names
in the Bible in a sentence? We have a lot of
snow here this winter, and the roads now are
all blocked up. It is still snowing and blow-
ing some to-day. My father is a farmer, and
we have sixteen head of cows, four horses, and
many other things. My sister and I might
send some drawings. MILDRED L. S. (age 13).

: Bay Centre, N.D.
Dear Editor,—I live on the farm. We have
two hundred acres. I have two pets. One is
a canary bird called Sweet. When he wants
to come out he stands at the side of his cage
and chirps to me. The other is a little gray
kitten called Tootsy. She will lie on my
shoulders while I sweep. We have three cats.
One is about three years old, and the other
about twelve years old; mine is not a year
old yet. Our pet dog is about eleven years old.
My brother brought him home from Nitche in
In the harvest-time my
sister and I milk all our five cows. I go to
school in the summer time. I am in the fifth
grade. Sometimes I sit with Minnie F., and
other times I sit with Minnie H. We all of
us ride horseback over to Mr. I’s to water our

horses every noon. F. I. B. (aged 14).

Elgin, N.B.
Dear Editor,—I milked five cows this morn-
ing, My cat’s name is Davie. Mamma brought
her home in a paper bag when she was a kit-
ten because the storekeeper was going to kill
her. Papa is reading ‘Uncle Tom’s Cabin’ for
us in the evenings. Papa has taken the ‘Wit-

ness’ for over twelve years. MARY H.

: St. John’s, Nfld.

Dear Editor,—I have been going to a private
school for some time, but where I live, being
out of town, it is sometimes so bleak that I
find it hard to be regular in attendance. There
are only eight of us at school; we have great
fun, sometimes between our lessons. I do
not go in the afternoon. I have only two sis-
ters older than myself. I practice my music
every afternoon, and then go skating and slid-
ing. NELLIE K.

Dashwood, Ont.
Dear Editor,—There are two stores in the
town now. There used to be three but one
night one was burned down. It was one fa-
ther had been in for twenty years. The popu-
lation is about six hundred. I go to school
every day through all kinds of weather. We

have a new teacher. VIOLET G.

: Tracy, Minn.
Dear Editor,—I have taken the ‘Messenger’
for a year. My grandpa sent it to me. My
home is in Tracy, Minn. I am ten years old,
and am in the fifth grade in school. When I
was born I lived on a large farm. When I was
six years old my sister Martha and 1 went to
school in a little white schoolhouse about three
miles from home. Martha and I would hitch
Old John, our jorse, to a cutter and go to the
schoolhouse. As we went over a bridge “about
a mile from the schoolhouse, we would see lit-
tle cotton tails’ tracks and sometimes we would
hear little snow birds singing. When I was
seven we moved te town, and about a month
dfter T began to go to the kindergartem, and
have been going to school ever since. :
; GERTRUDE M.

New Cornwall, Lunenburg Co., N.S.
Dear Editor,—I go to school, and I have only
a little way to go. I like my teacher very
“much. “There are thirty-one pupils going to
school. I have a pet cat named Dickey, and-
a dog named Carlo, two pigs, one horse, two

 cows and five calves. I take the ‘Messenger’

.
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and have done so for a few years now, and I
like it very much. ALBERTHA M. E.

Dear Editor,—I think I will tell you about
my trip to Kingston this summer on a small
yacht. We left here Thursday night we went
down to Wapous and lay there all night. We
started for Kingston, and arrived there about
four o’clock. I went to my aunt’s, and stayed
there till Saturday night. H. E. C.

Upper Magaguadavic, N.B.

Dear Editor,—I am very much interested in
the ‘Messenger,” and always read the Corres-
pondence Page. I have never written to the
‘Messenger, and I thought I would like to
write. - I live about a mile from Magaguadavic
Lake. It is very pretty. We go out boat-sail-
ing in the summer, fishing in the spring, and
skating in the winter. There are quite a few
islands in it, and there are three islands that
have summer cottages on them. I have three
brothers and four sisters living. We have not
got a school teacher yet, and it is quite lone-
some. There are two churches here, one Pres-
byterian and one Church of England. I live
five miles from a station. One day papa was
going down to the station early in the morn-
ing and found a man almost frozen. He putl
him in the sleigh and took him down to the
station and got him brought to life again, He
thought he had starter to walk from the statior
and got lost in the storm. I hope my letter is
not too long. I am twelve years of age.

MURIEL I. H.

‘The Infant Moses.

‘A Rose)
Guy K. M. (age 13), Muriel 1. H. (age 12)

Cornwall,

Upper Magaguadavic,
Ont. :

N.B. 7

-

. Manitoulin Island, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I thought I would write you a
letter to-night, as I have never written be-
fore. I am thirteen years old. I go to school
every day, a distance of two miles. I am in
the fourth reader. My favorite study is his-
tory. I have two. brothers and one sister. I
read in some of the letters about trips some
of the boys and girls havé had. I had a trip
last summer to Toronto. I went with my
grandma. My father took us to Manitowaning,
which is twenty-five miles from our home.

There we boarded the steamer ‘Windsor’ and .

went to Collingwood. The boat being delayed,
we missed the morning train, and had to wait
about three hours for another one. When we
got on the train we found we had to change
at Allandale.. We waited there about two.
hours, when we got a train for Newmarket.
There we had our tea and then took the elec-
tric car as far as Newton Brook to the Rev.
‘A, P. B’s, who is my uncle. Newton Brook is
seven miles out of the city of Toronto. I stay-
ed there most of my time. I also visited at

.my auntie’s in the city. My cousin, who is a

Sunday-school teacher, took me to see the boys’
and gitls’ homes. It amused me to hear some
of the boys’ opinions of the farmer. Some said
that the farmer slept all the winter, and others
that the farmer ‘done’ necthing in the summer
except at seeding and harvesting times. I have

a different opinion, as my father is a farmer,

and I think he is kept busy the year round. I
went to Riverdale Park in Toronto, and saw
all the different kinds of animals and birds. I
was also at T. Eaton’s and Simpson’s. I had
my dinner at Simpson’s twice, ard at Eaton’s
once. 1 had rides in the elevators from one
floor to the other. We started for home on
Nov. 1. We took the steamer ‘Majestic, and

“had a lovely trip. It is a fine large boat. When
_ we arrived at Manitowaning papa was there

and met us. I must say that'I would yather
live on the Island than in the city of Toronto.
: . LIZZIE S

Your Own Paper Free. .

‘Northern Messenger’ subscribers may have
+gir own subscriptions extended one year, free
of charge, by remitting cighty cents for two
rew subscriptions.




14 THE MESSENGER).

March 24, 1905

_HOUSEHOLD.

What She Could.

(Margaret E. Sangster, in the ‘Christian
Intelligencer.”)
She had no gold or silver,
Not a copper coin to spare,
A little kitchen maid who served
In a house beyond compare,
. And sang about her daily toil
Far down below the stair.

But a woman heavy-hearted,
Beneath her gems and lace,

One day beheld the sunshine
Illume that lowly place,

And went her way the stronger
For the maiden’s happy face.

Dold’s Windows.

‘Jesus bids us shine,
You in- your small corner,
I in mine’

sang Marcia Lain ene stormy evening, as she
came down the stairway to look into the par-
lor for a desired book.

The fire in the grate burned feebly. Mar-
cia stirred it into a bright blaze, lighted the
lamp, still singing softly, not seeing Master
George Lain, until he good-naturedly grqmbled,
‘Why don’t you shine in this corner, Sis? It
needs lighting up. I've been waiting half an
hour for the rain to slack. Promised to meet
the boys at Dold’s windows at eight.’ :

‘Dold’s, thought Marcia; ‘I wonder what
style of boys George meets there.

Nobody had thought of fourteen-year-old
Georgie finding the evening at home dull and
lonely, as special care had been taken by fall
those who loved him to surround him with
treasures and pleasures dear to boyish h_‘earrt.s.

But Georgie loved companionship, and his
father and mother were busy, unselfish people.
Marcia, sixteen, studious and ambitious, was
also a social fayorite. For Mr. and Mrs. Lain
and their brilliant daughter there were too
few working hours in each day.

‘Who are the fellows, George?’ inquired Mar-
cia.

‘Oh, Marsh Beck and Dick May. I wish you
could hear them sing duets. Dold likes to
have them sing in his place. I never go in-
side, for I can hear without going in. Dold
treats ’em to candy and oysters and they all
share .with me,’ replied George.

A wise Marcia, she steadied her voice as she
asked, ‘Where do you go after leaving Dold’s?’

‘Oh, to some restaurant. We get home eat-
ly, and I never go only when you are all out.
It’s mo use tryiug, Sis, I can’t hold the fort
alone. Of course Cook is here, but-she doesn’t
count. You've made this room most as bright
as Dold’s, and his windows always shine;
never miss one night.

‘Play something lively, ‘please, before you
g0 upstairs,’ said George, opening the piano. y

As Marcia played, she resolved that George

. should not meet the ‘fellows’ that evening.

He was persuaded to try a duet, which was
changed into a quartette when Mr. and Mrs.
Lain came into the parlor, being storm-bound
and unable to keep ‘their engagement, .

During the evening, Mr. Lain contributed
some stories taken from his own boyhood’s aa-
ventures, and Mrs. Lain read for an audience
of three.

Reluctantly, when the clock struck the hour

: for retiring, George rose to go to his own'room,

saying, ‘Mamma, did you know that Sis can |
shine like a diamond when she chooses to do
s6? I was thinking this room the darkest
and most lonesome I ever saw, until she came
in’ and began her shining. It’s nice to have
4 popular sister, one that is invited every-
ey

Ia_gs'!

CANADIAN FLAGCS!

~ Has your school one? Ask your teacher &
to write us for particulars as to our
Diamond Jubilee Flag offer._ e O
Address ‘Flag Department,’ 2
JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
: ‘Witness’ Building,
& _ > Montrea

CURED MY RUPTURE

I will

Muskoka Co,, Ont.

e 2o FREE
how to cure yours

1 was helpless and bedridden for years from a bad rupture. No trugs
could hold. Doctors said I would die if not operated upon, 1 fooled

them all and cured anyself by the Rice Method. I advise all ruptured °
persons to use this method,” writes Mr. Robt, Howard, Bracebridge,

A Free Trial of this marvellous Method sent

Free to all who write at once, giving description of their case. Thousands

have been cured and ¥T WILYL, CURE YOU, Write to-day.

, Dr.W. S, Rige, % 5ast guecnse. Teorento, Ont.

where, but we’d like to have her at home once
in a while.

‘Papa, Mamma, said Marcia, after George
had gome, ‘I have just discovered that I am
vain and selfish. It will surprise you to learn
that Georgie has been spending many even-
ings with the Marsh Beck set. They play the
mandolin and sing at Dold’s for money and
treats. Dold’s is the best patronized saloon
in the town. No, Georgie doesn’t go inside. He
just stands outside and waits—waits until
the boys come out. It is loneliness that takes
him away from home.

‘In my eagerness to make the very most of
my opportunities, I've forgotten that my only
brother has grown too large to be sent to bed
early. I have not tried to include him in my
work, duties or pleasures so much enjoyed in
my selfish self. I love study, but I have been
a bit vain when teachers have commended my
progress. I, too, have thought it nice to be
Fopular, to have people want me, when ar-
ranging literary and musical programmes, for
the prominent parts, if a particularly nice en-
tertainment is to be given by our society. I've
wanted to shine, and thought I was trying to
shine for him, but I had almost forgotten the
home lighting-up until George made me see
that my own little corner was dark. I knew
that you.would be at home to-night, and I
thought I'd run ‘into the parlor and light the
lamp before going to my room. I intende?
Studying two hours, for I’ve been out so many
evenings, helping with fetes and festivals this

last month, that I need to study extra hours..
1 found George waiting for }he storm to slack

that he might go to Dold’s. ;

Mrs. Lain said, brokenly, ‘It is hard to think
of Georgie, my baby, being old enough to leave
his own home—?

‘For Dold’s saloon, said Mr. Lain, sadly.
‘Miriam, we have not realized that our little
lad had outgrown the nursery. What are we
going to do with our fun-loving, restless boy ?’

‘Papa,’ said Marcia, dashing away the tear-
drops from her eyes, ‘Marshall Beck’s and Dick
May’s sisters are sweet, good girls., We must
get acquainted with their brothers and include

them in our good times. When oObliged to

study in the evenings, I shall bring my books
into the parlor, and in ‘time George will like
to study with me. I haven’t always been
patient with him when he was noisy and
wanted a little fun, but Dold’s windows shall
not dazzle my only brother into visiting that
vile den” :

Upon the next evening the sleet fell and the
winds blew, but the Lain parlor was neither
cold nor dark. As Marcia said, ‘It was a
splendid evening for planning future work and
good times. A :

The very next day a trio of sisters held a
secret meeting and consultation, resulting in

the signing of this pledge:

.‘We, the sisters of brothers do hereby pledge
ourselves to get acquainted with all that is
good in our brothers, our purpose being to help
them keep their eyes firmly fixed upon the
light of the world, which is Jesus. With the
hélp of God, we hope to make the home light
outshine the glitter of the false lights so cun-

‘ningly set by those who seek to destroy.” .

_After three months of patient, persistent
work, Marshall Beck and Dick May began to
be interested in the good times that were en-
joyed in the home parlors, The music which
had been appreciated in Dold’s -place gave
way to real gems, after Marshall and Dick
discovered that the mandolin and their voices
were appreciated by mice people. i

Marcia  Lain, Lidia Beck, and Edith May
sometimes find that letting the home light
shine does require self-sacrificing and extra

- exertion, The brothers are not always thought-
| ful or appreciative of the sisters who have un-

dertaken to outshine Dold’s windows, though
Georgie L_ain looks upon Marcia with pride
and affection. Angd ‘Marcia, a year older and

wiser, looks upon her work, and whispers her

secret to other sisters who need to shime in
the home, feeling well repaid for her efforts
to help somebody when the washerwoman
lately said o her: X

‘I’ankee, Miss Marshy, for ye talkin’ ter my
Mindy Jane ’bout helpin’ her brudders ter be
good. Dey ’pears ter laik each oder’s comp’ny
better an’ enjoy bein togedder sence Mindy
show dem wild boys she laiks em a heap.
"Twas rpowerful good in you’ Miss Marshy.
We'll spile Dold’s windows yit ef we tries £’
keeps tryin’.”—‘Our Sunday Afternoox.

Obedience in Children.

It is a good rule never to give commands
which you are not prepared to insist on. But
when you have made up your mind that a cer-
tain thing ought to be done, see to it that
your decision is carried out to the letter. There
ought to be no battle royal, however, except
for matters of truth and geodness, such as
the chitd’s conscience can recognize as right.
Never dissipate your influence by insisting on
matters which owe their importance only to
your arbitrary whim. Be sure and carry the
child’s conscience with you. Do not compel
its obedience by the use of force, but by a per-
sistent appeal to its moral sense. If you com-
pel it by outward force you will alienate the
child’s affections, and induce the resolve to
withstand you some day, when it has reached
full growth. On the other hand, if you con-
vince it that you are right, and compel obedi-
ence by an unhesitating appeal to its moral
sense, you will secure its respect, its future
obedience, and its consciousness that your de-
mands are righteous and nécessary. Of course
there may be times when for a lie, an act of
rudeness, or some gross impropriety, the cane
may have to be used. But these occasions are
very rare, and such punishment should be in-

flicted only when a wrong has been done, and -

not to compel the child to do what its con-
science has already pointed out as obligatory,

Seme parents are always appealing to their
children by the name of Jesus. I have heard
them say, ‘Jesus would not wish you to do
this,’” or ‘Jesus would like you to do that” But
to my mind, this method of reasoning is not
S0 good as to appeal to their moral sense as
the Apostle did, when he said, ‘Children, obey
your parents in the Lord, for this is right.
The deepest conviction to which you can make
appeal is the sense of right and wrong, If
you cuitivate this, you are teaching a child to
guide its steps by an infallible rule, and are
calling into play ome of the noblest and di-
vinest qualities of our moral nature,

Of course, no sane Christian parent will ever
tell a child that under thege or those circum-
stances God will cease to love it. This would
be a bitter libel on God. Of course God will
love it, do what it may. And probably the
one thing which some day will bring back that
wandered from the fold, will be the convic-
tion that, however great his sin has been,.it
has not shut up the love of God, which is in
Jesus Christ our Lord. Where should we have

until we were thawed and saved?

Prompt obedience is all-important as the
foundation of a strong and healthy character,
but love should always leave the door open
for the prodigal’s return.—‘Christian Globe,’

. Suggestions.
‘Equal parts of alcohol and ammonia make
a capital cleanser for g greasy coat collar, Vel-
Vet eollats’ may be treated in the same way,

Cancer Cured b Ancint n ; with Oil

A combination ot soolhing and balmy oils has
been discovered which readily cures all forms of
cancer and tumor. Tt is safe and sure and may be
. used at home without pain or disfigurement.

Readers should write for free books to the. orig-

inators, whose home office address is Dr. D. M.
Bye Co., Drawer 3505, Indianapolis, Ind. X
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been if God had only loved us when we were -
| good, and had not loved us in spite of our sins,
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and the pile raised by holding close to a hot

iron as soon as the cleansing is completgd.
~ Glycerine removes coffee or milk spots from
- white goods. Paint the stains with the gly-
cerine, then wash out the glycerine with luke-
~ warm rainwater.
- When a whitewashed ceiling has become
blackened by the lamp, apply a layer of starch
‘and water to it, allow it to dry, and when
brushed off lightly the black will practically
have disappeared. ; ;
Tinware looks much nicer when washed in
. hot water with milk instead of soap, and will
not require the rough scouring which is com-
monly used by servants, and which soon wears
off all the tin, leaving a rusty, useless arti-
cle, neither iron nor tin.
Tar yields to a soak in kerosene or butter-
milk, followed by a thorough rinsing in soapy
water.

Selected Recipes.

Baked Indian Pudding.—Four tablespoonfuls
made Indian meal mu'sh, one quart sweet milk,
three eggs, one teacup molasses, half a teacup
sugar, one tablespoonful butter, one teaspoon-

“ bake.
Crumpets.—Beat two eggs, add one cupful
- of milk, one-half of a teaspoonful of salt and
" one-half of a cake of compressed yeast dis-
golved in a little warm water. Stir in suffi-
cient flour to- make a thin drop batter then
beat vigorously for five minutes. Set the
- bowl in a pan of warm water, cover with +a
~ cloth and set aside until the batter is light
and spongy; or, if to be raised over might,
cover the bowl with a bread blanket and stand
in a warm Toom. When. ready to bake put
the well-greased crumpet rings (they are like
- muffin rings but larger and shallower) on a
~ hot greased griddle, pour in sufficient batter
to two-thirds, fill the ring and set the griddle
where the crumpets will color well on the
under side in about eight minutes. Turn and
“when brown on the other side slip off the rings
‘and serve on a heated plate. Or, after baking,
. they may be torn open, spread with butter,
‘closed and lightly toasted. o
Chicken with Baked Rice.—Joint and cut up

water, add the grated yellow rind of half a
lemon, one teaspoonful minced onion, and one
bay leaf, one-half teaspoonful of salt, and a
dash of cayenne, and simmer until tender. Put
~one pint of milk, one-fourth teaspoonful salt
and one-half cupful of rice (thoroughly wash-
. ed) in double boiler, and cook, without stirring,
until tender. Spread chicken evenly in bak-
ing dish, rejecting the back bones; cook ome
- heaping tablespoonful each of butter and flour
~ until smooth, add two cupfuls of chicken stock
-strained, and pour one cupful over chicken,

Add the beaten yolks of two eggs to rice,
‘spread over chicken and bake in moderate oven
one hour. Serve with remainder of gravy in
Dboat. An excellent way to utilize fowls of un-
certain age. : :
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0 . Sample Copies.
; ;-s;mple package supplied free on application.
JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
Publishers, Montreal.

2 BABY'S OWN ¢

N

No Breakfast Table
complete without

EPPS'S

An admirable food, with all
its natural qualities intact,
fitted to build up and maintain
robust health, and to resist
winter’s extreme cold. It is
& valuable diet for children.

COCOA

The Most Nutritious
and Fconomical. 3

ful each ginger and cinnamon, pinch of salt;

% Clubs, - Societies or Indiyiduals, as well as
%

=

Flags! Flags! Flags!

Remember ! Our Diamond Jubilee offer
of Canadian Flags may be taken up by @

schools. For particular write to
‘FLAG DEPARTMENT,’

JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
‘Witness’ Building.

Agents Wanted all over the world. Experience

not necessary. Ten dollars a day easily earned
taking subscriptions for ‘World Wide.” Write for
full particulars and ourhints for easy canvass-
ing. Address the Publishers of ‘World Wide,’
Montreal. Canada.

WOMAN’S $4.50 to $10.00 TAILORED SUITS

to order, from Cloths, Silks, and Mohairs, also Skirts,
Raincoats and Waists. Write for free fashions, an
samples. Houthcott Suit Co., London, Can., Dept. 19,

ken -as for fricassee, nearly cover with hot

Earn a
CAMERA
and

Go _for a Ride
and Take Pic-
tures of What
You See.
Allyou have to do
is to_sell only 15 of §§
our ‘beautiful

each. won’t
take 10 minu and for your we
Free, a Camera lnmtltmdfuyx.iwm m my:&
learn how to take ures and print tbe‘:.fn a few hours.

guwmfun:gx X Dry Plates, 5 , Fixing
owder. ete. everythin nccuurg e good
Wi vmnhénv'a youmgpponumly to got & new model

©
Bicyele, boy’s cr man’s size, an_up-to-date wheel that you
o ‘tbn’;'hmrtwnfnrhazhn 00, AbROe
lntol! Free, without selling any more Seeds. Remember,
only 1. ofs«aedltonll.udwofnmn to |

exactly as we say. Write to-day and we mail the Beeds,
postpaid. The Seed Supply Co., Dept. 411, Toronto, On

Makea 300 Revolutions in &
minute. Easy rusning, swift and power-

fol. 8§ made of steel and brass,
handgomely nickel plated, Has belt
wheel, steam whistle and safety valve,
iron stand, brass boller and stesm chest,
steel rod and Russian iron burner
compartments, Boys! this big,
powerful Steam Engine is free to
you for selling only 9 large, beauti-
Tully colored ages of Sweet Pen
Seeds at_Y0e. cach. Every-

EASILY EARNED

i i
i

You can easily sell 12 of our large beautiful packagesoffresh *

Seet Pea Seedsina faw minutes and just as soon asyongend
s the money you get for them we will give you, Free, abig,
Landsome, perfect running, upright Stéam ine, Itisa
beauty; interesting and instructive, and perfectly safe. Ithas
& brass boiler, sheetiron fire box, and everything that goes to
make a perfect Engine. We willalso give you an opportunit;
to get abeautiful$10 Watch Free All you have to do is to se
only 12 packages of our Seeds. Everybody buys them. Write
Y. The Seed Supply Co., Dept. 442, Toromto, Onte

Punch and Judy
21-in. High EREE

These figures come in
beautiful fast oil colors on strong sateen,
and they can be stuffed with cottonor -
old rags of any kind, as directions will
show. Boys and Girls, do you know how
much fun there is
iving a Punch and
Sudyshow?Doyou -
know how many & 17 Ay
pennies you can 5

your own ? Youean
get them for noth-
ing from us if you !
will sell only 15
large beautiful
ackagos of our
&uh Sweet Pea
Seeds at 10c. each.
Fach package con-
tainsthe finestmix-
B & ture in the world, ™
T Tk Rl A% over 60 different varicties, all large flow-
L --"‘w—-"“ii ering, deliciously fragrant, and in end-
A TTIN 13 1ess combinations of beautiful colors.
Pl They are the fastest sellersyou eversaw.
1t won’t take 10 minutes tosellthe whole
15, Write to-day, and we will mail you
the seeds post;md. and as goon as we
get the money for them we will send you
“this Punch and Judy free, There are
parrels of fun in store for you. Don't de-
lay, The Prize Seed Co., Dept. 407, Toronte

money and we ‘will
mﬂ you this lovely Girl Doll,
dsomel dressed from

%)

i) an o to
M M A
Blcycle, Lady's or Girl’s size, mﬁ;.?o. This is
mb&m‘{wn«m. Don't missit.  Juss think, all
we ask you to do is to sell only 15 of Seeds, and it
than 10 minutes.

won't take I
us any money.
eyes and

go to sleep—not
i
SEED "Cor DEPT.




16 THE MEESSENGER'

| —emem wcy e

Big Magic Lantern

e

Fitted with donble Telescope Crystal lenzes made of lacquersd
‘brass and nickel plated, handsoinely designed ; complete with
oil Jamp and large assortment of colored slides. B st thing
known for evening amusements and shows, Send us your
name and adJ. ess for only 15 of our luryse, fast-seliing, beauti-
fully-colored packages of Bweet Pea Beeds, the best in the
world, to scll at 10c. each. R turn us the money received and
we will send you the Magic Lantern and complete out'it at
once.  Write todiy, ™HE PRIZYE. SEED CO.,
DEPARTMEN 43¢ TORONTC, ONTARIO

14K GOLD WATCH
FREE

Send us your name and address
uuu‘l'uz{?}ard and we will mail
ou post-paid 2 doz. hrlg. beau-
{iml packages of weot
Pea Soeeds, W
gell for us at 10c. a
ckage. (& Core
ificate worth
50c. froe to 2ach
purchaser,) kvery
package is handsomely
decorated in 12 colors,
and contains 61 of the
rarest, prettiest and
most fragrant val o8
in n\'cr¥ imaginable
color. When gold re-
turn the money and
we will immediately
send you this elegant
Watch, with heavy®
Gold laid, beautifnily
engraved case, hand-
o some dial, dust procf,
o adjusted to_position,
tent escapement, an? highly finished throughout, 0 TOVe-
gﬂntnm Rcmcnv:mx style, stem wind and set, expansion bal-
ance, quick train, and you can rely upon it to keep good time.
W, Cottingham, Red Deer, Alta., tos: * I_ am yery m
leasod with my watch and would not o $35.00 for it." b
SOn‘t wait, butsend us your name and address to-day. You
can easily sell the Sweet Pea Packages in ha'f an bour ng they
are the Jargest, the best, and the most beautifn! evor snmbfur
10c. . The Seed Supply Co., Dopt. {18 Toronlo.

THIS HANDSOME FUR SCARF

Lady’s or Girl’s Size

wiit Be GIVEN FREE

To anyone who will sell only 20 of our

COOK BOOKS

At 10c each.

They are all beautifully printed, hand omely bound in” very at
tractive covers, and each one contains 739 Choice Recipes.
Kvery housekeeper will be glad to buy one, They are fully
worth 25c, and we have seld thousands of them at15c each.
At only 10¢ each you can sell the whole 20 in half an hour.

Eend No Money

Simply drop us a card with your name and address, and
we will mail the Cook Books postpaid. When sold return
the money and we will promptly send you this beauti-
ful Fur Scarf, made of rich, fluffy, black Coney fur,
over 40 inches long, and 6 inches wide, with & large
full length brush tails, and a handsome neck .chain.
The regular price in all fur stores ie $3.00, and they
fully cqual in appearance sny $10.00 Fur Scarf. The
only reason we can givo them away for so little is be-
cause we bought the last of a manufacturer’s stock at
a greatly reduced 'price. This is a grand chance for any origrl
lady to get s handsome stylish fur for the rest of the Winter
and next winter as wel!, without spending one cent.

Address, THE MAXWELL €0., _ .
&3 Dept. 429, Torente, :

" BOYS, GIVE US AN HOUR AFTER
SCHOOL AND WE'LL GIVE YOU A
$3.00 FOOTBALL.

‘Wesay an hour, but most
ofthe boys don’t take halt
that time to gell 2 doz. of
our large, beautiful pack-
ages of fresh Sweet Pea
Seeds at 10, each. Every
package contains the finest
mixture in the world, over

& 60 different varieties,jall

% large flowering, deliciousi;

t, in endless combi-

nations of beautifulcolors.
Em:{body biys them, and
for doing this easy work
we will give you one of the
best s made, Assqcia-

BOYS. LOOK!

SURE DEATH TO RATS,
CROWS, SQUIRRELS,
RABBITS, ETC.

Boys! How would you like.to have sa All.Steel Lonz-Dis-
tance Air Rifie of tho best make and lafest model, that shoots B, B.

Shot, Slugs and.Darts with terrific force and perfect accuraoy? We are
giving away Absolutcly Free thesesplendid Rifies to auyone who

will sellonly 135 doZ. iarge packnges of Sweet Pea Soeda sl

10¢. cach. The packagesare besutifully decorated in 12 eolors,aad each

one containg 42 of therarest, prettiest and most fragrant varieties.in overy
imsginable color. Xaw ?bodym M. Speeles;, Mono Mills, Out.,

said: T no gooner opened my parcel than I had all the Seeds sold, “They

went like wildfire,” A 50c. certificate free with each package. Writc uss roct
card to-day and we will send the Seeds postpaid. ¢, this 1s the best Air Gun
made. It has all steel barrel and fittings, improved giobe sights, pistol grip and
walnut stock. Is always resdy for Squirrels, Rats, Sparrows, ete. Alleny
Brandon, Man., says received my Rifle yesterday and think it fa abeanty. X
_have shot 5 birds already.” Beed 50.. Dept. 428 Torouto.

WE TRUST YOU

With 2 doz large beautifully
colored packages of Sweet Zoers
Pea Secds to sell for us at/Gess
10¢, each. For your trouble we 9
will give you a beautiful little Watch
with Gold hands on which & large rose
with' buds and leaves is - elogantly
enamellid _in seven colors. Idna
Robinson, Powasson, Ont,, says: *‘ My
watch is a perfect Leauty.™ rite us
a Post Card today and we will
send you the Seeds g‘(ve prid. A b0c.
Oerﬂ&mla free with each Spackn,ﬁe‘

8., said:**

““THE WATCH IS A DANDY

And takes the shin

o 5 vin,
elcombo, Ont, said about hig
watch, and we bave hundrsds of
other letters from' delighted boys

who have received hands me wat
es for sellng on'y 1} doz, of vur
Jarge beautiful packiges of fresh
Swoot Pea Seods, the best
in Cauada, at 10e¢, cach.
Rverr package - is hand-
somely ~decoratéd in 13

Gracie Brown, Chaverie. N. I )
T fow minitea TIE ’?ounuo“n SEED e A AL L RS
GO, DEPT. 414, TORONTO, ONTARIO.

tion or Rugb‘é’ hich
ou_choose, t qul‘ﬁl'
ather, good rubber blad.

der. - You could'a& ‘buy it

work for us. You're nex

W rite to-day and we'll mai

t,she lL:‘eds tpaid, 'é'ho
20 U]

Dept. a{ﬁnnu

i away frec with each pack-

WHAT BOY WANTS A
WATCH and BICYCLE?

T you do, send ug
our uame and ad-
ress and we'll mail

the money you get

ve yoti an o unity to get & New Model ¥igh
m gﬂl 5'52:‘;@. absclutely free without scuﬁg
@ are a rel'able comz::{h:nd do exactly

. Our Swect Pea Package ie i
%u ed to nYl?u \'#lle at on'ce.ﬁ gtdgth i
0:04 mmmut Toronto.

We trust age. -When ‘old, 1eturn

you with money and we will ime
4 10 large mmediately rend you one of

beansifule the handsome:t wn ches

i cl{ colox-mlr , 7 ‘yunu etcr k:.Iw—wma solid

ages ol : ver nickel case, nicel

33 Sweet Pen Seeds to ¥ . A engraved edge, d-cora

sell for us at 102, each, For L heavy beve'led crystal

s ok

Jour, minnts and reccuds

. P Dands, and reliable Amneri-
can movement, With care it/ will last 10 wears. W
today sure.  Seod Supply Co.s D pt. m"‘?w:ﬁ&:

"EARN THIS
WATCH,

¥ H your trouble we will give S
A L L F R E E a beautifi] gold finished € pal
: ing. also a Gold or Silver
composition, full size curb cham
Bracelet. Remember, you gt both the Ring and
Bracelet for selling only 10 packages. Everybody
buys our Seeds. They ars the easiest sellers. ever
handled. Mary Sp-eles, Mono Milla, Ont., said ; ** I no soonér 4
opened my &“’m{ than I hadall the seeds sold, They went like
wildfire.' rite usa ‘Pout eard to-day and we will send
you the se~ds postpaid. A 50c. certificate frea with each
package. Mominion Seed Co., Dept 401 Toronto

‘With polished silver
nickel open face case, the
back elaborately engrav-
ed, jancy milled adﬂ
‘heavy “bevelled crys
‘and reliable ~American
movement, by sclling only
118‘ Gliss Pcng ni&?c i;mh.
These yonderful . Pen
sell Jike hot cakes eve 2
fl where They arc made
entirely of glass. never
rust, never wear ont and
write a page withone dip
of ink.” Write us to-day
and we will mail the Pens

ostpaid. TIlE PEN CO.

ept. 455, Toronto.
S .
THE ‘NORTHERN MESSENGER' is rinted snd published
every week at the ' Witness' Building, at the corner of Craig
and Bt Peler streeis, in the cily of Montreal, Yy Johu
Redpath Dougall and Frederick Eu,bae “Dougall, both of

. Montreal. - B i s e
All business communications should be addrcssed ‘Jolin,
Dougall & Som,’ and all letters Lo the. -editor should be

VALUABLE RING
i oM
GOLD  WATCH

All we fskyon 10 dolsto
sell 19 of 1 beau-
g A

3 & wee
Seeds, tl:;sbel ]

er 60of
rarest prettiest, most fra-
worl:

gran!
varietlos in e

)
stones. If you write at

once for the Seeds we will portunity .
elegant Gold-finished Mblggug&:‘m& Watch, w o
Gentloman's size, Frue, in addition to tha Ring.. 4 it
Prize Sced Co. Dept #l1

ddress The addreased Editor of the * Northern Messenger. -

Toronto, Ont

, p
« o - =



