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The Dust of Old Dacca, East
Bengal,

AT THE CANNON’S MOUTH.

(William Carey, Dacca, East Bengal, in

the ‘Juvenile Missionary Herald.”)

Dacca was built ten generations ago, and
has ever since been crumbling to dust in
the sun. Its outer walls were first soft-
ened by salt, and then swallowed up by
the jungle. Down the centuries have
* come the fierce annual rains, scouring out
its streets and dissolving its gullies. Only
the hardest substances have been able to
survive. Here and there a decaying tomb,
the fractured shell of a palace, or the
sinking buttress of a bridge points to the
past; but, with these exceptions, and one
bit of battered iron, there is nothing that
remains of a royal city, once famous as
the capital of all Bengal.

The ‘bit of battered iron’ is a fine old
gun set on a solid carriage of masonry. It
stands near the centre of the chank—our
chief market square—and weighs 64,814
Ibs. Its surface of hammered ' metal is
now so worn that a number of figures in
bosses which once adorned it can only be
faintly traced. It has occupied its pres-
ent position for exactly seventy years.

Where it came from originally no man
seems to know. The oldest records of the
city do not tell us, and the almost oblit-
erated designs on the metal itself fail to
give a clue. Some facts, however, have
been ascertained. There were two guns,
and they stood in front of a palace built

THE DUST or OLD mocm THE
- CANNON’S MOUTH.

by Sultan Mahomed Bhujuh, the massive
gateway of which still faces the river af-
ter two hundred and fifty years. Before

the palace was a masonry embankment
with broad terrace and steps down to the

water’s edge. The cannon stood on either

side of the steps, guarding the gate. They
were placed there by the famous Mogul

. General, Mir Jumla, the greatest of Au-

rangzib’s warriors, and the conqueror of 7

Assam. He was an old man, and had
won many battles before he came to Dac-
ca, in one only of which, fought near Alla-
habad, 114 pieces of cannon fell as spoil
to the Imperial camp. Whether this par-
ticular pair were part of such spoil or not
we cannot tell, but they were brought

a piece remains. The trio hugging and
patting it in the picture could doubtless
account for several successful hauls; cer-
tainly, the little one looks cute enough
for anything.

The square in which the cannon stands
once had a fine flag-staff in the centre, at'

THE DUST OF OLD DACCA.
here by Mir Jumla, and placed

on the
‘royal stairs.”’ Mir Jumla afterwards
marched from Dacea, taking his army
through Assam, and bent on the conquest
of China. But the ‘rains’ set in, sickness
thinned his force, and he was obliged to
return. He died on the way. The two
pieces of cannon had their day of pomp
and show, and then, the embankment
crumbling beneath them, they fell into
the river. The larger of the two entirely
disappeared, but the other could be seen
at low tide, and, at last, after long ne-
glect, it was fished up by elephants and
dragged to its present place.

The story current in the bazaa.r is as

~ follows:

‘The guns were two sisters, the name of
the lost one being “Fat Black,” and of this,
“Lady Mary.” “Fat Black” was the first
to go away. “Lady Mary” subsequently
sank; but at low water her face could
sometimes be seen, and strange noises
came out of her mouth. At night she
could often be heard to wail ‘mujhko
uthao”’—¢“take me out’—and, at length,
an attempt was made by prison labor to
heave her up. This signally failed. Then
Mr. Walters, the magistrate, had a dream,
directing him to try again by means of
elephants, which he did successfully, with
much ceremony, on the follovrlng day.’

" Such is the hiltory of perhaps our old-
est relic, and now it is regularly wquh.ip-
ped by Hindus from the vil'hgu near.
They smear the muzzle with red paint,
hang garland of flowers round its neck,
and present offerings of pice and cowries,
which are placed in the bore. This is al-
most a daily owu.rmnce, and nhows what
hold idolatry still -has over the people’s
mindl. When the worlhipper,s have gone
uwa.y, naughty béys come with Iong bam-
boos, hooked at the end, which they dex-
torouly introduce into the nozzle, till not

the foot of which crouched the gun. Then
the whole place was open, and the effect
must have been good. Now, on three
sides there has risen up a nest of trump-
ery, tin-covered stalls, some of which are
filled only twice a week. The effect is
dismal. At the back of the gun there is
still an open space, and I stood there
making my third venture in Urdu this
morning. It was a favorite preaching
stand with some of the old missionaries,
notably William Robinson, who regularly
used it for years. The Mohammedans,
however, who swarm in that quarter of the
city, appear to be case-hardened, and often
give trouble. They cursed us as we came
away this morning, bidding us ‘burn in
hell’ Happily, their curses are as pow-
erless as this old weapon. Not so the
preaching and teaching of Christ. Within
a stone’s throw of ‘Lady Mary,’ just be-
hind that line of brick houses in the pic-
ture, is a little school for Hindu and Mo-
hammedan girls. Fourteen of them are
‘Christian Endeavorers,” and the best of
these is a little Mohammedan lassie, elev-
en years of age. Her name is Sultani,
and she wiil be really a little ‘empress’
for Christ some day. She leads the meet-
ings in her turn now, and her teacher tells
me that ‘she loves Jesns very much in-
deed.’ Charles V. had twelve cannons,
which he named ‘the twelve Apostles,’ and
big guns no doubt they were. But these
little ones will do better service in the
kingdom of faith and love.

- Cooking Cabbage in Oil.,

-Mr, J. B. Martin, of Fu-k’ la.ng, remarks

in ‘China’s Millions’: ‘One sometimes reads
descriptions of the people that leave a bad
impression of them in one’s mind. Our sen
vant is a living example of many thingy
that we hear but patience and prayer ar¢

.
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conquering. The last two mornings he has
triumphantly given me first rice, then eggs,
then hot water. This is the order we have
continually impressed upon him, and he
looked quite pleased when I told him it was
as I liked it. 'This morning he brought in
a cabbage from the street. This was the
first we have had, so I said I was glad he
had bought it, and told him to cook it in
water, not in oil. He said yes, and I went
back to my study. Presently I heard the
. oil fizz in the pot, so I went out, and we had
the following dialogue: “Is that 0il?’ “Yes.”
“I told you to cook it in water.” ‘Yes, but
it is bad eating when it is cooked in water.”
I, solemnly, “If I tell you to do a thing,
I want you to do it.”” When it was served
I found it was not so bad as I expected, and
with the ‘mien’ (a kind of macaroni) was
quite palatable. So I told him when he came
in that it was “good eating,” but would be
better cooked in water. He then gave a long
explanation, of which I caught the drift. He
said in the ninth month they cook cabbage
in water, but in the seventh month (this
month) in oil. “Why not cook it in water
in the seventh month? I asked. ‘“Because
it is bad eating.” *‘But why is it bad eating
cooked in water in the seventh month, if it
is good eating cooked in water in the ninth
month?” But such reasoning was altogether
too frivolous for him, so he simply laughed,
and concluded the argument by repeating,
with emphasis, the statement he had been
making all along—‘it is bad eating.”’—
‘Christian Herald.’
B

Utilizing the Destroyer.

(Mrs. J. Arthur Johnson, in ‘Sunday
School Times.”)

‘Say, Jobnnie, come over to Luke Smith’s
barn next Sunday morning, and we’ll have
gome fun! sang out Will Lucas from the
top of a high rail fence which separated
the two gardens. ‘My uncle brought me a
fiddle from Julestown, and I can almost
play it a’ready. Luke Smith’s got a banjo,
and Fred Perkins plays a jewsharp, and—’

‘Don’t see where my fun comes in,’ said
Johnnie. ¢’Sides, I have to go to Sunday
school.”

‘Pshaw! no fun there, Johnnie. I’ll tell
you,—you get an old comb, and put a
piece of thin paper over it, and put it to
your lips, and just sing,—see?’” Will jump-
ed down beside Johnnie. ¢‘It’ll be jolly!
‘We’ll have a real band then, Johnnie, like
they do in big cities.’

Johnnie’s eyes shone with delight. He
loved music,—what child does notf—and

he had heard of bands of music to which’

the soldiers marched. Perhaps some day
he would be a soldier and go marching to
war, if he knew how to play in a band,
On the other hand, Sunday was the only
day he did not have to work in the fields,
and he went to Sunday school.

But the next Sunday found the four boys
gathered together in Luke Smith’s father’s
barn, each with an instrument, and John-
nie’s sister was late to Sunday school be-
cause she couldn’t find her comb.

The Sunday following there were more
combs missing, and the number of boys
in the ‘Moccasin Band’ had doubled. Ome
by one and two by two the young people
wandered away from the church and Sun-
day scheol, where the older ones felt it
was wicked to use a musical instrument
of any kind.

And how the Moccasin Band did play!
If not such correct music, it certainiy
was ‘stirring’ to the greatest degree, and
& novelty in that quiet community. The

parents stormed, and even whipped, and
then settled down with long faces, as if a
curse were resting upon them all. What
was to be done?

One day, in a great city not far away, a
man received a letter which read some-
thing like this: ‘Dear Brother B——: We
are in great sorrow. A Moccasin Band was
started by some of our boys here quite a
long time ago, and it has taken all our
young people away from the Sunday
school. Can you suggest any help for us?’
‘Brother B——' answered: ‘I’ll come down
and see you.’

A few days later, Will Lucas looked up
from his hoeing, and $aw a fine-looking
stranger before him.,

‘Are you the leader of the Moccasin
Band?’ he inquired, holding out his hand.

‘Yes’r,” replied Will, filled with wonder.

‘Well, sir,” said the man, ‘here are some
hymn-books, and I would like your band
to learn the marked hymns, and come to
Sunday school next Sunday morning.’

‘Why, they wouldn’t let us in, sir.’

‘If I guarantee that they will, will you
promise to comep’

‘Yes, sir, we will, sure.’

The stranger left the field, and walked
on up the road filled with a purpose, and
Will’s hoe was never worked so hard be-
fore.

At an evening meeting of the older people .

that week, it was announced that the luoc-
casin Band would play in Sunday school
Sunday morning, and the stranger beheld
a shocked congregation. But where omne
member’s seat was vacant on Sunday, there
were fifty people to take it. The Moccasin
Band was there, too, and probably Tor the
first time in his life ‘Brother B—— sang
a solo to the band’s acconipa‘niment. Be-
fore ten o’clock, came, however, the roof
rang with God’s praises from young and
old:. And then they listened while ‘Bro-
ther B——' told them of how God loves
such praise, and wants his people to use
all possible and harmless means to draw
the young to him,

It was a beautiful lesson and a lasting
one, for now every one of those boys of the
Moccasin Band is a member of that little
church and a ‘soldier of the Lord,” and
the little Sunday school is crowded.

Editor’s Note.~This little skeich is based
on actual facts. The incident occurred in
Johnson County, North Carolina. ¢Bro-
ther B——" is Hon. N. B. Broughton, of
Raleigh, a prominent Baptist Sunday
school worker and member of the Legisla-
ture, who called upon the leader of the
band, named for Moccasin Creek.
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Tact.
(¥F. W. Robertson:) -

Every man has his faults, his failings,
peculiarities, eccentricities. Every one of
us finds himself crossed by such failings
of others from hour to hour. And if he
were to resent them all life would be in-
tolerable. If for every outburst of hasty
temper, and for every rudeness that
wounds us in our daily path, we were to
demand an apology, require an explana-
tion, or resent it by retaliation, daily in-
tercourse would be impossible. The very
science of social life comsists in that glid-
ing tact which avoids contact with the
sharp angularities ©of character, which
does not argue about such things, does
not seek to adjust or cure them all, but
covers them as if it did not see,

What a Little Book Did.

A STORY OF GREAT RESULTS.

(The ‘Sunday Companion.”)

It was an ordinarily-bound, small-sized
Bible, and would not attract more than a
passing glance from any one of the hurry=
ing hundreds who passed the little bench
in front of the secondhand-book shop
every day. Perhaps it had lain there for
years unnoticed until one day last week,
when its former owner found it.

He was ambling along, surrounded by,
several boon companions—a man of about
thirty-six years from his general appear-
ance, but one whose eyes looked like those
of an old man. He was the jolliest of the
group, and in a boisterous way was joking
his fellows.

As his eyes shifted restlessly he hap=
pened to catch sight of that little leathers
covered Bible as it lay on the board in
front of the old secondhand shop. In an
instant he stopped as if petrified, and,
forgetting his companions, stood riveted
to the spot. Then he walked quickly inte
the shop and asked the old woman to
come outside.

‘How much for this book?’ he asked,
picking it up.

‘Sixpence,’ was the reply.

The man handed her a silver coin, and,
picking up the book, left the shop.

‘What on earth do you want with that
book?’ exclaimed one of the party who
did not see the title.

But the man paid ne attention to the
question. Instead, he opened the book,
and there on the fly-leaf saw the inscrip-
tion: : :

“To my boy,” and underneath the date,
‘July 5, 1883.’

As he read the words two tears came
into his eyes, and one of them plashed
down upon the book. =

His companions had by this time passed
on and had entered a tavern; but he did
not think of them.

His thoughts were of that twenty-first
birthday, when his mother had given the
little book to him on the eve of his depar-
ture for the city. : :

In a minute he had lived over all those
evil years that had elapsed since thenj
and, unmindful of the passersby, he
stood in the middle of the crowded street,

* the book still open in his hand. * His

companions had by this time missed him
and came back. :

‘Hurry up, old boy; the drinks are or=
dered, and there’s a good game going on
upstairs!’ cried one.

But the man only shook his head and
quietly said:

‘I don’t think I’ll play to-day,. Good-by.
boys. I’'m going home by the six o’clock

train.’
PRSI S

A Bagster Bible Free.

fend five new subscriptions to the
‘Northern Messenger’ at thirty cents eazh
and secure a nice Bagster Bible, suitable
for Sabbath School or Day School. Bound
in black pebbled cloth, with red edges,
measures seven inches by five and three<
quarter inches when open.

Special Clubbing Offer, ‘World Wide’
and ‘Northern Messenger,’ .$1.00.
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Reforming Frederick

(Walter Leon Sawyer, in ‘The Youth’s
Companion.”)

The south pasture was the last place
where Elkanah Watson expected to meet
with a surprise. Boy and man he had
known it for fifty years, and he could
have mapped the location of every stone.
Yet never before had he encountered there
—or elsewhere—the very dirty little boy
who jumpd up from a fence corner as El-
kanah approached on a certain September
morning.

Elkanah was slow of speech; he opened
his mouth and stared at the stranger.

‘I ain’t done nothin’!’ the boy cried, de-
fiantly, after they had looked at each oth-
er a moment. ‘I wasn’t goin’ to be buried
up in the ground, though, you bet!’-

‘Hey?” Who are ye, sonny?

‘Im Fred-er-ick.” The child prolonged
the word in a curious fashion, as if he
had been warned never to let go of it.
¢The men put my mother in a box and
carried her off in a black waggon, and I
was ’fraid they or the cops would come
Pack and get me, so I skun out.

. ‘Where do ye live?’
. ‘In Galvin’s Alley.

“That’s in the city, ain’t it?’

‘Yep,’ said Frederick.

. “Well, how d’ye get out here, thirty
mile?’ asked Elkanah.

‘I hooked a ride, an’ then I walked.’

The boy’s black eyes seemed rather shif-
ty, but evasive glances were the only sign
he gave of possible untruthfulness. He
‘spoke up’ promptly, too, when the farmer
questioned him. Yet the situation perplex-

ed Elkanah, who was not quick at reach-

ing conclusions.- ‘Haven’t ye got any
folks? he demanded.
. The boy’s lips quivered. ‘I ain’t got no-
thin’,’ he answered.

Elkanah turned decisively in t.he direc-
tion of the house. ‘Well, I can’t have ye
staryin’ to death on my premises,” he said,
with affected sternness. And then he add-
ed, ‘You come along o’ me, sonny boy.’

It would be easy to dwell on the details

of Frederick’s introduction to the Wat-
sons’ place: to tell how ‘Aunt Rhoda’ Wat-
son fed him—which was agreeable, and
scrubbed him—which was not; how she

‘borrowed garments to replace his rags,

and fitted him out a day or two later with
clothing that was almost beyond Freder-
dck’s fondest conceptions of splendor; how
the boy got acquainted with the wonders
of the farm, and at the same time had his
first experience of the crowning triumph
of civilization—a Christian home.
‘But_the essential incident at this stage
in Frederick’s career was Elkanah’s visit
to the city and to Galvin’s Alley, where—
although in deadly fear for his head and
his pocketbook—he lingered until he had
learned all that anybody could telI him

~about the boy.

‘I guess it’s so, that he hasn’t got any
folks,’ Elkanah reported to Aunt Rhoda
that night, when: Frederick was safe in
bed. ‘Near as I can find out, his father
and mother—McKendree, the name was—
were pretty poor sticks. They’u both
dead. Folks do say, Rhody,” EIhanah add-
ed reluctantly, ‘that this boy was a terr’-
ble little thief, reg’lar trained for 30
"Tain’t me that’s sayin’ it, Rhodx for his

 wife showed signs of vehemmt indign.,.

tion. ‘I don’t know as he is, and I don’t

know as he isn’t. I thought I ought to tell
ye, though 4

‘Couldn’t expect much of a child that’s
been brought up the way he has,’ Aunt
Rhoda retorted. ‘If he was kind o’ light-
fingered, it’s probably because nobody ever
told him different. Like enough he stole
when he was starving. He’s as pretty be-
haved a young one, so far, as anybody’d
want to see. I've been thinking, Elkanah,
she ended abruptly, ‘we might keep him a
while and see how he did turn out. There’s
room enough here, land knows, and it
would seem kind o’ lonesome now with-
out him.’

‘That’s what I've been thinkin’, too,
Rhody,” Elkanah agreed.

So speedily, and in spite of the warn-
ings of his old meighbors, Elkanah took
Frederick into the family. He was not
old enough to appreciate his good fortune
fully, perhaps, and he had an ‘unsenti-

There it remained for five days. At the
end of that time the minister’s wife,
chancing to call, identified the box as a
‘scholars’ companion’ which her son had
missed from his desk at school. She bore
the trophy home with her. Aunt Rhoda
let the matter pass, only saying gently to
Frederick that he ‘musn’t make any more
such mistakes.’

To outward seeming, he obeyed. Au-
tumn glided into winter, and winter verg-
ed toward spring, and, so far as anybody
knew. Frederick wore theswhite badge of
perfect rectitude. He was handy as well
as mentally alert, and he seemed always
glad to be useful.

Out of school hours he fetched wood and
water, went to the store and the post-of-
fice, attended to the thousand odd jobs
that lie in wait for a boy on a farm, and
seemed happily content withal. His fos-
ter-parents never had a doubt of him un-

THE FARMER LAID THE COMBINATION ON HIS PLATE AND
STUDIED-1T INTENTLY.

mental’ disposition and made few dis-
plays of feeling; but he dropped into the
home life and into school and Sunday
school affairs as if he had always borne
a part in them.

Frederick was a bright boy, and he went
ahead with amazing rapidity. Aunt Rho<
da and Elkanah were quite unrighteously
proud when Frederick, returning from
school one Friday night, showed them a
japanned tin box, and told them with un-
wavering eyelids that it was his ‘prize.’

‘For spelfin’, sonny boy,’ Elkanah que-

ried benevolently, ‘or figgers, or readin’?’

‘He’s spellin’ in three letters,” Aunt
Rhoda interjected; ‘and it was only a lit-
tle while ago he couldn’t say the alpha-
bet.!

Frederick gazed solemnly from one to
the other. ‘Uh-huh!” he oburved. Then
he seemed willing to drop the subject, and

only anxious to take the box, which con-

tained pencils and crayons, up to his own

room. But Aunt Rhoda insisted that this,

being his first prize, should have a place
of honor. She set it on the pa.rlor man-

til the mild spring day when, while Aunt
Rhoda was putting his room to rights, she
traced an overpowering odor to Freder-
ick’s trunk.

It was an old haircloth monster ths
boy had found in the attic and begged for
his own. Nobody could imagine what he
wanted to do with it, but the natural con-
clusion was that, as Elkanah said, he had

‘planned ‘some boy contraption—anything

from makin’ a c’lection of rocks to settin’
a hen.’

She tiptoed over to the trunk and drag-
ged it from under the edge of the bed.
Tt was not locked, but the straps were’
eh.bom’oe and perplexing, and Aunt Rho-
" da’s resolution—and breath—had almost

failed her before she had mastered all

their mysteries.
threw up the lid.

Surely never before or since was seen
such an assortment of things! If oms
could imagine a museum in a madhouse
—a museum established by the patients—
one would have something resembling
Frederick’s collection.

A carving-knife lay cheek by jowl wlth

-

Then she courageously
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several decaying bananas. A great slab
of cheese neighbored some cakes of toilet
soap. A half-pint measure, a razor-strop,
three or four glass tumblers, a garden
trowel, a box of fancy stationery, several
assorted bottles of patent medicine, a
number of china nest-eggs and a bag of
salt—these were some of the things Aunt
Rhoda found in one corner. She had no
heart to look farther.

She carefully extracted the cheese and
the bananas and carried them at arm’s
length to the swill-barrel. Then she call-
ed her husband and gave him a glimpse
of the contents of the trunk.

‘Frederick must have stole something
every time we sent him +to the store,’
Aunt Rhoda said. The thought shamed
and distressed her inexpressibly. There
were tears in her mild blue eyes. ‘Why
did he do it, Elkanah? We’d ’a’ given
him money to buy anything he wanted—
and he knew it.’

Elkanah combed his heard and medi-
tated. ‘This takin’ things like bananas
and cheese and leavin’ ’em to spile is
what gits me,” he observed at last. ‘Looks
’most as though he couldn’t help stealin’,
as though it was in his blood. What say®?

Aunt Rhoda had nothing to say. The
two old people sat down on the side of
Frederick’s bed and were speechless for a
while. It was the woman who first found
her voice.

‘I feel a responsibility for Frederick,’
she said. ‘I couldn’t content myself to
see him go to the reform school or any
such place—he’s such a little feller! You
better talk to him, Elkanah. It ain’t in
reason that he understands. If he did I’'m
sure he wouldn’t do it. You’ll have to
talk to him, real solemn, after  supper.
He’ll mind it more comin’ from a man.’

Elkanah sighed, and went heavily away.
His wife did not see him again that af-
ternoon. He was very silent at s"upper-
time, and ate little. But when the meal
was ended he pushed back his chair and
began abruptly, as if to make the most
of his courage. ‘See here, sonny boy! he
said.

Frederick showed a grave and attentive
face.

‘Your Aunt Rhoda and I happened on
to your trunk this afternoon, Frederick,’
Elkanah went on. ‘We found things that
—that surprised us. Did you steal ’em?’

Frederick stared solidly into a far cor-
ner of the room. ‘I took some of ’em,’” he
owned, after a little consideration.

‘What for?’ :

The question seemed to puzzle the boy.
He locked his long, slim fingers in a pe-
culiar fashion he had, and peered into his
hands as if he expected to read an answer
in the palms.

My folks said it was smart to get
things,’ he muttered. ‘They used to lick
me when I didn’t.’

‘We didn’t ever tell ye to get anything
that didn’t belong to ye, did we®

‘No.’

‘Well, we’d rather ye wouldn’t. We
aim to send ye to school, and bring ye up
to be useful and do well by ye every way;
but if ye want us to do that, ye’}l have to
live our fashion. If you’d rather live
Galvin’s Alley way,’ Elkanah ended, ‘I
s’pose we could send ye back there. I’d
hate to do that, though. I think before

T’d do that I’d put ye in the reform school,

to stay till you was twenty-one.’
Frederick involuntarily shuddered.
‘No, we wouldn’t want to do that, ei-

ther,” the farmer hastened to add. ‘We
wouldn’t do-it unless you drove us to it.
So you just think it over,’ Frederick,” he
concluded, more cheerfully., ¢‘And now:
you go down and ask the storekeeper to
run over this evenin’. He'll tell me what
the things are worth, and I’ll pay for ’em,
and you’ll tell him you took ’em and
you're sorry for it—and so we’ll all start
square again.’

It promised to be a severe and effectual
lesson, for, as Mrs. Watson might have
expressed it, Frederick was a ‘high-feel-
in’? youth. He admired his own achieve-
ments, and greatly disliked to admit he
was in the wrong, and the confession to
the storekeeper was probably the bitterest
penance his short life had known. Yet
he went through with it manfully, and
then, after a few days of depression, set-
tled back into bis old self—the same boy
except, as the Watsons fondly hoped, for
one desired change.

Thus the months passed until Septem-
ber came again. Great events were due
to happen in September or the Watson
place. It was just a year since Frederick
had arrived. There was always Mr. Wat-
son’s birthday, too, a fixed festival. For
those simple old people made much of each
other’s birthdays, which gave oceasion for
little gifts and abundant rejoicing,

Frederick was very thoughtful when:
he heard of the birthday; but the week
before it came Mr. Watson took him to a
neighboring town, to the circus, and after
that he cheered up and seemed as mysteri-
ously expectant as Aunt Rhoda herself.

He was the most excited one of the
three when Elkanah lifted his plate on the
looked-for morning, and revealed the mit-
tens Aunt Rhoda had knitted for him, the
collars and cuffs their married daughter
had sent him, and—something else. Fred-
erick held his breath, and gripped the
edge of the table as Elkanah slowly un-
wrapped the—something else.

It was a gold watch, large, heavy, and
so enameled in color that one might have
recognized it across a street; a ‘loud’ and
vulgar watch, yet evidently a costly one,
And attached to this masterpiece was a
short and slender nickel chain, worth,
at the outside, about fifty cents.

The farmer laid the combination on his
plate and studied it intently. He would
not meet his wife’s eyes.

After a moment he turned to Frederick
and smiled, a somewhat ghastly smile.
‘Did you give me this, sonny boy? he
asked.

‘Yes, sir.’ : 3

‘I thank ye.” And with that Elkanah
dropped the watch into his waistcoat
pocket, and fastened the chain to a but-
tonhole, For some reason this action
seemed not to meet with Frederick’s ap-
proval.

‘I thought you’d like to hang such a
pretty watch over the mantelpiece—where
it wouldn’t get lost—and keep it to look
at,” he suggested.

‘Oh, no, sonny boy.’ The farmer glanc-
ed at his wife now. ‘I'm goin’ to wear it
all the time, and show it, and brag about
it to everybody I meet.’

It was observable that Frederick sud-
denly lost his appetite.

He was in very low spirits that alttan
noon when, following a conference with
Aunt Rhoda, Elkanah blithely told him
to put on his best clothes, for they two
were going to town. Nor did the drive
inspirit him, It generally happened that

in the course of such a trip the boy found
much to look at and talk about; but to-
day he kept his eyes fixed on the floor of
the buggy and, when Elkanah spoke to
him, replied in monosyllables.

Elkanah, on the contrary, seemed even
absurdly cheerful—probably because it
was his birthday. The birthday presents
were conspicuous, the watch especially. It
popped out of his pocket as often as they,
met anybody, and Elkanah consulted it,
ostentatiously, twenty times to the mile,

Curiously enough, whenever it flashed

in the sunlight Frederick, -crouch-
ing in his corner of the seat, ap-
peared to shrink and shrivel. He looked

a very small boy indeed by the time they
reached town—although his face was lined
and gray, like that of an old man.

Elkanah drove'to an unfamiliar livery-
stable, that mearest the circus-grounds,
and put up the team. He took occasion
to show the watch here, also. To the di-
minished Frederick it seemed that the
light of recognition shone in the livery-
man’s eye. Be that as it might, he made
no remark, and the boy and the man
walked on to the square.

Elkanah stopped in front of a jeweller’s
shop. A window-dial here showed the
correct time, and Elkanah once more ex-
tracted the birthday watch and held it in
his hand for interminable minutes. Once
or twice, for no obvious reason, he turned
and faced the square and the passers-by—
he had the watch. 1

And then all at once the catastrophe oc«
curred. A policeman elbowed his way toe
ward them, gathered the watch deftly inas
to his own hand, and laid the other hand
on Elkanah’s shoulder. > i

‘I want you,” the policeman said, in a
very decided tone. \

‘Hey? What’s that?” Elkanah' spoke
as if surprised; and yet, somehow—

‘We’ve been lookin’ for this,” the officer
explained, mainly for the benefit of the
bystanders. ‘It was lifted circus day.’

‘I didn’t steal it.’

The policeman tightened his grip. ‘“Tell
that to the judge. I’Il1 have to lock you
up, just the same.’

Frederick had drifted toward the outer
edge of the crowd. His first impulse, an
inheritance from his old life of vagabond~
age, had been to run, to hide.

But Elkanah’s mild and sorrowful eyes
had sought him out and held him. And
when he heard that threat to imprison his
friend and benefactor, shut him with the
little city’s scum and riffraff, and fasteq

. an indelible stain upon his name, the

newer Frederick came to the front. He
rushed back to the officer.

‘Say, you,” the boy cried, ‘don’t you
dare arrest him! He don’t know anything
about the watch. I stole it—so I could
have somethin’ nice to give him for his
birthday. I bought the chain with my,
own money. You hear me? I stole the
watch, I tell you!”

Strange, the boy thought even in that
frenzied moment, that Flkanah should
look so pleased and so well content! He
did not speak, however, The policeman
grinned as if he found something distinct-
ly humorous in the situation.

‘Well,’ he said, jovially, in reply to
Frederick’s outburst, ‘seein’s you’re bound
to have it so, young feller, I’ll take you
along, too, and then ¥’Il be sure I've
caught enough for a mess’

I have never asked Elkanah what mﬂu-
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ence he brought to bear on the owner of
the vratch—who, there is reason to believe,
was somebody whose heart was sounder
than his taste in jewellery. But this is
centain, that Elkanah and Frederick drove
home together at the usual time that
night.

Elkanah was in a happy frame of mind,
as usual, but Frederick was very thought-
ful. He had queer choking spells all
along the road, and he did not get the
Jump out of his throat until after Aunt
Rhoda had lifted him from the buggy and
kissed him and cried over him.

Elkanah says that Frederick cried more
or less, too.

Furthermore, Elkanah admits that he
suspected the watch had been stolen, and
that he wanted to be arrested. He says
that the result was ‘worth it.” Indeed, I
think it was. Watson’s mneighbors are
wont to say that Frederick is ‘so straight
the bends backward.” He is town treasur-
er at present; and when his townsmen
meed a trustee, or an exefutor, or one to
fill any position that calls for a just, wise,
discreet and honest man, they turn to
Frederick first, :

————

Clothes and the Man.

How much time and consideration should
e man give to his clothes? is a question
which almost every boy asks himself on
entering the world. If he have that most
puerile of all weaknesses, pride in his
own good looks, he may answer it by be-
coming a fop, and thus gain the contempt
of all stronger men; but if he overrates
his other good qualities he often becomes
& sloven, supposing that the world will
judge him on other grounds than that of
well-fitting coat and trousers.

A man who was one of the foremost of
American statesmen said once: ‘When I
was a young fellow I held dress in con-
tempt. If I had noble aims in my soul, I
reasoned, what did the cut of my coat or
the polish oY my shoes matter? One day I
went down the street in an old hat and
soiled garments which I had worn when
fishing. A maid was scrubbing the front
steps of a neighboring house, and probably
taking me for a tramp, threw out the pail-
fu' of water as I passed. I was much be-
spattered, and accordingly hurried home
and changed my clothes. I puton a new,
bandsome suit. When I passed the house
egain the same maid, not recognizing ms,
made way for me with a respectful bow.
Then I reasoned: “Respect and civility
are good things in life. If a certain class
of people pay respect and civility to clean
and seemly clothes, it is a cheap way of
galning consideration to wear them.”’

Vain folly will betray itself in gaudy
finery, but why should a grave, rational
character be misstated and belied by un-
¢lean and slovenly garments?

There may be as much false vanity in
untidy, careless clothes as in foppery.—
The ‘Youth’s Companion.’ :

Expiring Subscriptions.

Would each subscriber kindly look at the
nddress tag on this paper? If the date
thereon is Sept, 1902, it is time that
the renewals were sent in so as to avoid
losing a single copy. As renewals always
date from the expiry of the old subscrip-
tions, subscribers lose nothing by remit-
ting a little in advance.

Snakes in India.

(J. E. Chute, in ‘Canadian Baptist.”)

This letter is just to tell a few plain
facts'about our experiences with snakes
within the last four months or so, and
most of them within the last few weeks.

Our experiences have been with the fol-
lowing wvarieties in the order of their vie-
iousness.

First the cobra. We feel like writing his
name with a capital as he is a fellow which
inspires so much respect for his presence.
This snake is so well-known for its dar-
ing, quickness and viciousness that it
scarcely needs any description from me.
It is about three or four feet long at most.
and marked so that it need never be mis-
taken for any other kind. Its one particu-
lar sign is a mark much like a pair of
spectacles on the back of its hood and also
under its neck. It does not usually at-
tack, however, unless attacked, or is come
upon in too close quarters. It possesses
less fear shan any other snake, but will
get away if it has a good chance. If at-
tacked it is a fearful enemy, as its move-
ments are so quick that it is upon its as-
sailant before he ean get in a second blow,
accordingly no single person cares to at-
tack one of them. They are said to pos-
sess memory and malice for their enemy,
whom they watch to kill. This is doubt-
ful.

Second in order comes the russels viper,
about as long but thicker and blacker than
the cobra. This is a great snake to blow
when in danger. Its bite is about as bad
as the cobra, but it is not so daring nor so
quick. But this last is a quality which
makes it even more feared in the night
than the cobra, in that it will not get out
of the way before the traveller steps on it,

‘when it strikes.

Third, the carpet snake (Telugu, kath-
pamu), a small snake about two feet long,
of a glossy, damp skin, covered with white
bands about every inch, which give it its
name in Telugu as the ‘snake of bands.
This is considéred a vicious snake, but not

always deadly. The limb bitten may all

wither up, or the flesh all drop off or be-
come a mass of ulcers, finally causing ter-
rible deformity and requiring amputation.
This is, however, the effect more of a.n(’)?th-
er kind of snake, which I do not propose
to describe here, as we have had no per-
sonal experiences with it recently,

Fourth, the jeripothu, a Telugu name,
of which I am unable to give the English.
This is about six feet long and as thick
accordingly. It is also thought to be
vicious, but this does not seem to be so
well established. It is said by some to be
the male cobra, and never bites dangerous-
ly. Some fear the strike of its tail more
than its bite. :

The carpet snake was most in evidence
in our first year in Akidu, when we killed
seventeen in and near the bungalow. They
can crawl up the straight plastered wall,
as we have seen them do more than once.

Thus they are found in all sorts of places.

But the last year the cobra has been our
commonest fear.

Our wood for cooking purposes is stored
in a small outhouse. Among this two
cobras were killed in the hot season. This
makes one handle the wood very circum-
spectly. Another large one was seen in
the girls’ dormitory rooms, but got away
into a rat hole in the wall, of which there
are many in the sun-dried brick walls, a

About a week ago, when on tour, I was
going to a village, I stepped over a cobra
ty the path. The man following, cried
‘®nakel’ when we killed it. I had not
seen it before. We were taught by our
old drill master not to look on the ground
less than fifty yards ahead of us—a poor
policy in India. One needs to nose the
ground pretty well here.

About the same time Miss Morrow was
on tour on another part of the field, when
one day she went to a village her boat cap-
tain discovered a large cobra coiled up by
her front door step inside the boat. He
hurried for some help, when they secured
the villain and finished it. She would
have probably stepped on it on her return
had it not been disturbed, as the peculiar
way they enter the door of a boat prevents
them from looking where they are step-
ping. ¥How long this friend(?) had been
sharing her hospitality she could not say,
as there are so many places for conceal-
nent on a boat. Sometimes a boat has to
be sunk to rid it of a snake known to in-
habit it, as no one would think of living
on a boat in such company. It must be
kept carefully off from the bank at night,
but sometimes they may come on along tha
rope that fastens it to the shore.

Last evening I sent one of the school
boys to level off an old heap of rubbish,
lime and tiles into a hole, when he nearly
put his hands on a cobra in the pile as he
was working. So much for recent experi-
ences with cobras.

About a month ago, when one of the
coolies was cutting palm leaves to thatch
the girls’ cook house, he came on a russels
viper in a tree at such close quarters that
it blew a vigorous protest into his face
not more than a foot away. It was ready
for attack, but the coolie gave him the
fleld till he secured proper arrangements
for a more even warfare, when he secured
his enemy and brought him to me.

But the most exciting viper experience
was one evening when one of the teach-
ers started to go to his house in the com-
pound after he had finished his business
with me. It was very dark, and just after
he left the door, as I was sitting at the
desk, I heard two blood-curdling shrieks
and a terrible hissing as if a steam pipe
had sprung a leak. I immediately took in
the situation and grabbed the lantern and
a cane and ran in the direction of the hiss-
ing, which was still keeping up to some
extent, when I found the snake about ten
yards from the front door. The teacher had
stepped on its tail when it threw itself
up against his bare leg to strike, but not
having chance of a proper aim it migsed,
and he took such strides as secured him
against a second chance. The stick I
brought- was too short, so I called for a
longer one, when Mrs. Chute came with a
long thin bamboo with which we killed
jt. I shot two of these same snakes along
the canal recently when on tour. The
white ant-hills make good hiding places
for the snakes. :

Wext come our experiences with jeri-
pothus, one of which I shot in a hole in
the wall of one of the servant’s houses re
cently. Another of the same was seen ix
the same place later. But our most ex-
citing experience with any kind of snake
was one evening just after dark. The
cook came into the dining-room, when h¢
perceived there was some kind of snak(
in the dark. He cried “Snake!’ and ran.
Mrs. Chute was in the study with the
lamp, which she picked up, with a stick
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also, and came into the dining-room, when
to her horror she found herself all alone
and not more than six feet from the snake,
which the cook had proclaimed to be a
cobra. She dare not attack or move, s
stood awaiting developments, when the
snake crawled up clese to the wall and
under the edge of the bamboo mat which
was a little bulged up. She then sprang
upon the mat and tramped in excited fury
for a little time, and to feel the thing
writhing under her feet, supposing it to
ke a cobra, was a rather grizzly experience.
After tramping it some, it managed  to
crawl out again, but so badly hurt that it
was not much use for fighting, and as
others had gathered with sticks by this
time the excitement came to an end. But
the nervous shock lasted for two or three
days afterwards. When I received a let-
ter from home, a few days later, on tour,
this made rather interesting reading. Com-
ing home from that tour one of the same
kind of snakes ran into the canal ahead
of the boat.

Just now as T am writing on the boat on
tour, one of the coolies who are pulling
the boat is killing a cobra, which he now
‘holds up on his stick for me to see. Thus
while we are in life we are in the midst
of death.

We must keep a dim light burning all
night in the bed-room, so that we can see
the floor and what may be on it, in case
one must rise. To put the foot down
where one cannot see the fioor is to make
the hair rise on one’s head.

We have had no very recent exciting ex-
periences with carpet snakes, though we
have had some sufficiently so, as when
one evening one fell from the bottom of
the study table drawer into BMrs. Chute’s
lap, and she, thinking it was her keys,
wasg about to pick it up without looking,
when she discovered what it was. And
again when I was going up the stair lead-
ing to the tdp of the houss, put my hand
on one coiled around the railing. A ser-
vant had had the same experience the year
before, L

The Akidu compound has a good many
trees in it, and on its boundary is a row
of palm trees for a kind of hedge. These
encourage the snakes to come, I am inclin-
ed to think. There is no wall around the
compound, the only one in the mission so
conditioned. -A wall helps to keep the
snakes out. If funds were sufficient we
would be glad of a wall instead of a hedge
of toddy palm trees which invites rather
than repels the snakes. Besides, this toddy
tree hedge is no use to stop all sorts of
cattle that range the compound day and
night.

There is no such a thing as a fence, in
the American sense of that word, in India.
There is no timber for such a purpose.

Two of our Christians have been killed
by snakes this year. But we are not ner-
vous over these dangers, knowing the Pro-
tector of our lives will keep us till our
work is done. That old serpent, the Devil,
is worse than all these reptiles confbined.
Pray for us in all our dangers from both.

Your Own Paper Free,

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

Special Clubbing Offer, “World Wide’ and
‘Northern Messenger,” $1.00.

Mildred’s Guest.
(By Harold Farrington, in ‘Wellspring.”)

Mildren Colton stood in the narrow hall
window watching her mother as she stocp-
ed and slowly gathered up, one by one,
the clothes that had been placed to dry on
the closely cropped grass eariy that morn-
ing, before Mildred was awake.

The currant bushes by the fence in the
yard ceemed to nudge one another know-
ingly, while their leaves gossiped in sur-
prise over the slow, languid movements of
1rs. Colton.

‘It’s but a short time that I’ve been
away,” mused Mildred, reflectively, ‘not
quite a year, but she doesn’t seem the
same woman she was before I went to visit
Aunt Mary—only that she’s the same pa-
tient, loving mother; she wouldn’t
ever change in that respect, mother
wouldn’t’ ; and Mildred hurried down
the stairs, out into the yard, and
with her strong hands caught up
the basket’ full of clean, white garments,
anc. started on a run toward the side ver-
anda. ‘Stump you to catch me, mother
mine!" she called.

She set down the basket, breathlessly,
on the wooden steps, and waited for Mus.
Colton to come up.

‘I’'m not so spry as I once was, Mildred,
or I’d have taken the stump. Somehow,
lately—you can’t tell, Mildred,” she broke
oft, abruptly, ‘how much good it does me
to have you round again!’

‘But what were you going to say? Con-
fess;’ demanded Mildred, gently drawing
her mother down on the step beside her.

‘Oh, nothing.’ :

Yes, it was something, too! No secvets!
Der’t you recall how we made an agree-

.ment once—or, rather, I did, and you con-

sented—out. under the greening treeP It
was when I had climbed into the tree to
feed the little robins, and had torn my
dress. I was trying to hide the tear with
my apron when you came out. But you
sew ' it, and then we agreed always to
tell each other everything.’ ;

‘As I said, dear, it was really nothing,
only I feel—well, sometimes I have dizzy
spelis. I guess it’s because I'm tired after
the spring cleaning; I'll get over it in a
little while.’

Mildred looked anxiously into her mo-
ther’s face. ‘Now that I=—’

‘Have you got your trunk unpacked?’
hurriedly interrupted Mrs. Colton, in order
to change the subject. ‘You know some-
how I can’t make myself realize that
you’ve come home to stay, and will not
until your things are hung up, and the
trunk’s in the attic, once more.’

‘I was just finishing unpacking when I
saw you taking in the clothes. I’ll go
right up, and then, little mother, you may
just inform Mrs. Henry D. Colton that her
daughter’s got home to stay; that she isn’t
going off for a year again, and leave her
with cceans of work to do.’

Mrs. Colton only partially succeeded in
suppressing the ‘thank look,” as Mildred
used to call it, that crept into her face; it
couldn’t be wholly shut out, even if she
did regard it as thoughtlessly selfish.

‘Well, what you going to do? Her
chum’s picture on the bureau seemed to
ask the question, as Mildred sat down on
the floor to meditate.

‘Something; I don’t know what. That’s
the thing to be decided. I wonder if I

could do it? she exclaimed, as by sudden
inspiration.

She turned quickly to the picture. ‘T'his
I can tell you, I’ve decided so much! I’ve
changed my mind about inviting you here
this summer,%as I’d planned. Instead of
you, I'm going— Can’t tell any more
now. I've got to hurry and get unpacked,
50 as to go down and help mother; and a
look of. secret expectancy took possession
c¢f Mildred’s face.

‘You’re going to help in my plan,’ she
said, laying aside a large gingham apron
that she had worn in the studio while at
Aunt Mary’s. ‘I’ll not hang you up;’ this
time il was a dark calico dress she had
taken away from home, but which had
hung for mnearly a year on a closet hook
in her aunt’s city home, waiting in vain
to be used.

‘I’ll not have any need of you,’ and in
another pile she placed a thin evening
dress. ‘Nor you, nor you, nor you,” and
tlie useless pile grew perceptibly larger.

‘There!” when the floor was cleared once
more; ‘now I'm ready to begin prepara-
tions. I hope all she needs is rest. Don’t
you tell, you ginghams and calicoes, what
we1e geing to do! We’'ll keep it secret,
stot even telling father and the boys.’

The next morning Mildred opened the
blinds and aired out the parlor chamber,

‘Going to have company?’ asked Ralph,
inguisitively, noticing the raised wirdows,

‘Sometime, I imagine,” was Mildred’s
evasive answer. ‘It’s always well to be
prepared.’

That afternoon Mildred drove with her
father to the village. Her errand was to
get some stamped linen and embroidery
silk. :

‘She has always been fond of needle
work, but in late years her tastes have had
little chance of being gratified,” thought
Mildred, as she ehtered the one store in the
village where fancy goods wer2 sold.

‘I know these will please her,” thought
Mildred, as she selected the delicate mate=
rials. ‘They’ll bring back the old delight
sbe took in such things, before the work
grew so heavy.’

‘Your mother’s just about worn out; =
almost wish I'd got her a tonic,” said Mr.
Colton, abruptly, as they drove toward
bome. ‘I wish, now you've got back, we
could induce her to go away for a spell.
She hasn’t been away from home over
night for nineteen years; not since your
grandmother died. It hasn’t been my,
fault,’ apologetically, ‘for I've done my
best; but she just will not gol’

Unmindful of her promise to the ging-
hams and calicoes, Mildred confided to her
father the plan she had determined upon
while unpacking and putting away her
things.

‘1i seems just as though some one was
couiing.’ thought Mrs. Colten, £s she .eep-
ed into {he spare room, which Mildred *sd
so tastefully arranged. She was on wn er-
rand upstairs, and had to stop a moment
to gel her breath.

‘I hope no one will come, though, till I
feel better’n I do now.” She closed the
door, softly. ‘I’d like to stay in there
2 week and just restl’ =

‘Don’t be in a hurry to get back, father,’
cautioned Mildred, meaningly, the next
day after dinner. ‘Keep mother out just
as long as you can.’

As soon as they had driven away, Mil-
dred ran upstairs to add the finishing
touches to the parlor chamber. She drew

in the easy couch from her own room and
threw over it a gay covering. On the table
by the window she placed her set of George
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Eliot’s works, a birthday present from
Uncle Charles.

‘Mother’s always wanted to read George
Eliot’s other books since she read Adam
Bede. Now, mother mine, you're going to
have a chance.’

In a dainty workbasket she placed the
stamped linen, and with it the bright col-
ored silks. ‘They will rest her,” she
thought, eagerly.

On a little stand by the couch were laid
the last numbers of three of the current
magazines, and beside them a box of de-
licious - chocolates, the contribution of
Realph and Eugene.

Mildred stepped back, flushed and happy,
and viewed the room. ‘There, I mustn’t
forget the pillow for the couch, and the
hassock!”

Mildred was at the door when her fa-
ther drove up. ‘Just come right upstairs,
mother,” she said, her voice slightly be-
traying her excitement, as soon as Mrs.
Colton had laid aside her wraps.

‘Is anything the matter or anybody
here?’” she asked, wearily.

‘Nothing the matter, but I've a guest
here,” and Mrs. Colton wonderingly fol-
lowed Mildred up the front stairs.

‘Oh!’ was her little cry of delight, as
she saw the evidences of comfort scattered
aboul in the spare room. ‘But where’s
your guest, Mildred?’ she asked, looking
round. ‘Who is itf’ :

‘There, where you're standing—the best
little woman in all the world—you! You're
just to stay here and be my guest, and
rest, and read, and embroider, and have
no particle of care until your long visit’s
over. Now I want you to take a nice re-
freshing nap, and when supper is ready
I'll call you. I’11 have to leave you for
the present,’ and she softly closed the
door before her mother could recover from
her surprise or make even the slightest re-
monstrance. -

When Mildred went up, two hours
later, to call her mother to supper she had
Just awakened from her nap, the first sne
she had taken in the daytime since she
could remember.

‘L feel refreshed already, Mildred,’ she
said. :

‘This is just the beginning of a long,
long visit, mother mine,’ replied Mildred,
gladly; ‘and the roses will be ‘again in
bloom,’ touching her mother’s cheel, ten-
derly, ‘when the visit’s over.’

——pee

Margaret’s Dream.
*(Elizabeth Wilson Smith, in ‘Herald and
: Presbyter.’)

She threw herselt on the couch and
pressed her nngen; over her burning, aching
eyeballs. The tears trickled down her face
upnoﬂced and fell on the pillow. A moan
oa,me_from the room beyond. She- started
up suddenly, but lay down again. For days
sbe had watched by her father's bedside,
but to-night the doctor had sent her away
to rest. The nurse could do all that was ne-
cessary.. Besides, the father was uncon-
more than the father did. ; 24

‘Mother! mother!’ she moaned, ‘Why did
you leave me? I need you so much, and
now if father goes too—" L
“'She could not pray; she could not ‘even
‘think. She could ofily murmur, ‘Oh, Father
in heaven, help, help!’ '

Throb, throb, through her temples the
heartbeats sent the blood, like a mighty
_engine, and every throb seemed to say,
‘Help! help! help!’ :

_.Suddenly « voice said, ‘Come.” She opened
her eyes to see the room filled with a
strange, bright light. Beside her was the
most beautiful creature she had ever seen.
Unable to refuse, had she been so minded,
she arose and went.

They passed out into the moonless star-
light and then, up, up. She asked no ques-
tions, for she was afraid. They saw many
creatures like the one who was leading her.
Many were alone and they were all going
down. Others were leading human crea-
tvres and they were taking the upward
course. Many were carrying little children,
who seemed perfectly happy and content.

Afar off was a light which multiplied into
nany and of various hues, as they journeyed
on. Strains of sweetest music floated to
them from time to time. As they drew
nearer, buildings, beautiful and dazzling
with brightness, could be seen., Beautiful
streets and green trees, beautiful streams,
clear as crystal, little children playing and
flowers everywhere!

The guide stopped on the bank of the
first stream and let others pass them while
she gdzed at the beautiful scene before her,
spellbound.

‘Is this heaven? she whispered, ‘and is
my mother there?

‘Yes, beyond the second stream among
those trees is your home. Your mother is
there. Shall we go on?’

Oh, the joy of being so near the eternity
of rest! No more pain, no more sorrow!
Nothing but rest and peace! She recalled
what her mother had said. She seemed to
bear the words distinctly spoken:

‘Margaret, my daughter, while I long for
heaven I sorrow to leave my dear ones. I

know you well enough to feel that I meed

not tell yoit to be true to your trust. I
realize how many doubts and discourage-
ments will come to you, darling, as the days
go by and ybu try to be a companion to
your father and a mother to your brothers
and sisters. It will be omnly as you look up
to your heavenly Father for strength that
you will be able to fill mother's place.’

She had given up.a college course, and
for three years had bravely carriod on the
work instrusted to her. It was only under
this last blow of her father's serious iliness
that she had staggered and had almost
given up.

‘Look!" said the guide,”and she saw a
figure coming toward them. It stopped on
the other side of the stream. Then Mar-
garet saw it was her mother. g

‘Oh, mother, mother,” she called, ‘I am so
tired. I want to come to you' But the
mother smiled and shook her head.

“Think,’ said the guide, smiling sadly, ‘of
your father and the little children, left with
ro one to care for them. True, it may be
years before release is again offéred you.
Will you willingly return to earth and take
up your burdens, or will you cross the river
and remain here? For if you once pass
over you cannot return!’ -

She looked at her mother. A beautiful
smile rested on her face, as though she
trusted her daughter to do right. A deep
peace fell on Margaret as she gazed at her
mother’s radiant countenance. iea

“Take me back,” she said to the guide. ‘I
cannot leave them to suffer alone.’ So down
—down—down, they came. Once’she looked
back. Her mother still stood there smiling,
and then passed out of sight. 3 S
' The first faint streaks of dawn were show-
ing when she awoke. She arose and went
into the sick-room. Her father lay peace-
fully sleeping. :

7

‘The doctor has just gone,’ the nurse told
her. ‘The crisis is past, and your father
will live,’

One day, weeks afterward, when he was
alrost well, and  she was sitting beside
him, he said: ‘Margaret, my child, you are
growing more like your mother every day.
I do not see how you stood. the strain
through that trying time.’ 2

It was then she told him her dream, and
the strength she had gained from it. He
stroked her bright hair and his eyes filled
with tears as he said: ‘It seems to me like
prevision, my dear.’

Love is All.
_(Henry Van Dyke.)

Self is the only prison that can ever bind
the soul;

Love is the only angel that tan bid the
gates unroll;

And when he comes to call thee, arise and
follow fast;

His way may lie through darkness, but it
leads to light at last.

——

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

‘Northern Messenger’ subscribers are en-
titled to the special price of seventy-five
cents,
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‘World Wide.’

A weekly reprint of articles from lead-
Ing journals and reviews reflecting the
current thought of both hemispheres.

So many men, so many minds,

Every
man in his own way.—Terence,

The following are the contents of the issue
of Sept. 6, of ‘ World Wide':
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. British Academy—* The Times,’ London.
‘Aﬂ'y %;h Electric l{:llw‘?r Succeeds -By George H. Gibson,
__in “The Engineering Magazine.’ ’
Agricultural Geology—*The Standard,’ London,
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«GLITTLE FOLKS®s

The Broken Pledge.

(By Florence Moore, in ‘ Illustrated
Temperance Monthly.”)
CHAPTER I

Little Nan’s father was a drunk-
ard. He had not always been so.
Nan could remember, when he was
pleasant and bright, how she would
climb on his knee while he said,
¢ What am I to bring you from mar-
ket next time I go? And Nan
would reply, ‘A white rabbit,
please, father.’

And father had been more than
true to his promise, bringing back
the loveliest pair of bunnies that
could be seen.

Then Nan would be up early, fill-
ing her basket with dandelion for
her pets, coming in to breakfast
with roses on her cheeks.

After her basin of bread and milk
had been despatched, mother would
start her for school, and father
would wave his hand from Dobbin,
as he rode away to the crops,

All was changed now-—mother
never sang over her dairy work,
and sometimes on market day, Nan
had seen tears in her eyes.

Nan guessed why mother cried
then. Ifather was often very late
home; she had been woke up more
than once by his step, and hearing
him use loud strange words down-
stairs.

Other days, too, he was cross and
surly, and the laborers grew idle,
and the farm looked neglected.

One memorable day, Mr. Slater
entered the house shouting, horse-
whip in hand. Nan was fondling
a kitten on the hearth, which her
mother had given her leave to keep.

‘¢What brute are you wasting
good food on there ? exclaimed Mr.
Slater, angrily.

¢ A little kitten, father, that has
got no home,” said Nan, timidly.

‘Throw it out of doors, or stay—

‘Tl fling it in the brook.”

‘Oh, father—don’t, screamed
Nan. :

But Mr. Slater was raging drunk,
and the sight of his innocent child
irritated him. Conscience was not
quite dead; he knew his slavery to
drink was ruining the farm. Only

that week he had signed a paper to

raise money—which if not paid
back soon, would mean beggary.

He had drunk heavily to drown
thought, and the liquor had flown
to his brain.

¢ Give me the kitten this minute,
he roared, cracking his whip.

The noise frightened Nan, caus-
ing her to let fall her pinafore, and
the kitten to make good its escape.
But Mr. Slater raised his whip to
strike the tiny creature, and know-
ing the blow meant death, Nan ran
forward to protect it.

Alas ! the cruel lash descended
on her tiny wrist, and the blood
flowed in a crimson stream. Mrs.
Slater, busy in the dairy, came run-
ning fast, as she heard Nan's
moans.

¢ WHat have you done, Robert ¥
she inquired, sternly, as she laid
Nan on the sofa. :

¢ It was accidental—I declare,’ he

said, shamefacedly, ‘I wouldn’t
have hurt a hair of her head.

_ ¢ Fetch water, quick; I've stopped
the bleeding, but she’s faint.’

But Mr. Slater had relapsed into
semi-intoxication, so the mother
had to run herself for the cold
spring water, which soon revived
little Nan.

The mother took the little hand,
and a few hot tears dropped on the
cruel wound.

‘Don’t cry, mother, whispered
Nan; ¢ it doesn’t hurt now.

¢Oh, this drink !’ sobbed Mrs.
Slatere ‘ Nan ! this drink is break-
ing my heart.

¢ Poor mother,” said Nan, tender-
1y, ¢it is bad for you. How I wish
father would give it up !

‘I wish he would, but the drink
has got such a hold-now. It all be-
gan when he went in for rearing
horses; the farmers stand treat so
over bargains. It’s a dreadful cus-
tom that standing treat, and the
farm, w';’ going to ruin. I oughtn’t
?0 talk like this, Nan, but my heart
is full to-night. And father is so
kind at bottom.? =

‘Don’t fret, mother, things may,
})e better soon,’ said litle Nan, soft
e

CHAPTER IL

For some time after Nan’s acci-
den, Mr. Slater kept sober. He was
shocked at having caused his little
daughter suffering.

But by degrees, as winter drew,
on, and wet days prevented outdoor
work, the old craving returned, and
he drank hard, though he was nev-
er har:_. now to little Nan.

His wife grew paler and thinner,
and hac it not been for Nan, would
have lost heart altogether.

One day Nan came running in
from school, saying +—

“Mother, may I join the Band of
Hope ?

¢ Whatever’s that? inquired Mrs.
Slater. Leading a quiet life, she
knew little of the good agencies ex-
isting in the world.

‘It’s 80 nice, mother. It’s a so-
ciety for boys and girls—they sign
the pledge not to take any drink.
Mr. Pratt says if we sign now, we
shall never care for the drink when
we grow up. Once a month we are
to have an entertainment for fath-
ers and mothers and friends, and
songs and recitations. Mr, Pratt
wants me to say “ Mary had a little
lamb.” Do let me join, mother.

‘What's that about “ Mary and
her little lamb ?”? said Mr. Slater,
coming in for tea.

He was in good temper, so when
Nan renewed her request, he said,
‘ Yes, Nancy, you may join, though
I can’t promise to go, but I’ll take
a ticket for mother.’

Nan thanked her father, but
there was a little cloud on her
brow. She was longing for him to
accompany her.

‘And Mr. Slater felt half sorry he
had declined, when next week he
saw Nan and her mother ready to
start. He thought Nan looked very
pretty in her Sunday frock, with a
bunch of chrysanthemums pinned
in it. She was a fragile little thing,,
and his wife delicate. ;

Fancy those two being turned
out into the world to beg their
bread—and they might be ere long!
Drink was wrecking his health, as
well as emptying his pocket. He
could not bear the idea, and as soon
as they had gone, fetched out the
whiskey bottle, :

Mrs. Slater was delighted with
the entertainment. ‘Mary had a

e sk
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little lamb’ was much applauded;
then there were pleasing anecdotes,
and nice cookery recipes for mak-
ing temperance drinks and savory
dishes, some of which she resolved
to try. Then Nan signed her name,
and received a pink card of mem-
bership, bearing the text, ‘I ean do
all things through Christ which
strengtheneth me.’

Home they went, full of telling
father of the happy evening they
had spent.

But, alas ! they found him in a
drunken stupor—the whiskey bot-
tle telling its own tale.

That winter Nan enjoyed greatly
—it was pleasant preparing for the
entertainments. She heard stories
too about money saved, and homes
made happier. She would repeat
these, and her father would listen,
and ask her for them again and
again,

His little child was leading him.

CHAPTER III

Summer came, and for a time the
Band of Hope was almost forgot-
R

The Vicar, Mr. Pratt, had said he
should try and plan an excursion
for the members in August, but it
was July now, and he was out for a
much-needed holiday. Nan was in
the hay field all day, plucking wild
roses, and playing among the hay
cocks.

It was a very hot day, and black
clouds on the horizon made Mr.
Slater anxious. To hurry the men
on, he had tapped a barrel of cider,
and was dispensing it freely.

‘ Father, are you coming home to
tea now ? I’m so thirsty,” said Nan.

¢ Not yet, 'm far too busy. Here
child,” and he held out a glass of
cider.

Nan drank it off, and then flush-
ed red. She had broken her pledge!
Bqt no one need ever know, not
mother or Mr. Pratt. She would
be ashamed to have to return her
card. Ob, no! she must keep it all
secret,

Mrs. Slater thought Nan un-
usually quiet when she came in,
and thinking she was over tired, ad-
vised her to go to bed.

Nan was only too thankful to go.
Bhe could not bear to think that
she ought to tell Mr. Pratt what
she had done, even though she had
taken the cider quite by accident.

Somehow she did not care to
open her Bible that night as usual.

The little pink card of membership
lay there, and she remembered the
text on it very well— I ecan do all
things through Christ which
strengtheneth me.’

But she did not pray for strength
to do the right thing, and that was,
to tell her mother that very night,
and Mr. Pratt, too, as soon as he re-
turned home.

Time went on. It became much
harder to think of telling. Nan
grew pale, and she could not bear
to meet Mr. Pratt’s smile,

The Vicar soon noticed the
change in his little favorite, and de-
termined to call soon at the farm,
and have a friendly talk with Nan.

(To be continued.)
-

What Happ;ned to Tommy.

Tommy O'Ru was a dear little
tabby kitten. His grandmamma
had such nice long fur, but then
she had Persian ancestors.

We hoped that Tommy’s fur
would be long, but it wasn’t, nei-
ther was his mother’s.

His mother’s name was Mrs. Ru-
ru, and she was all black, except
that her paws were white, just as
if she had stepped into a dish of
whitewash, and had never cleaned
it off. s :

She was very proud of her little
boy, and used to teach him such
funny little games,

The box that they slept in was in
the bathroom, at the end of the
back verandah.

Just at first Mrs. Ru-ru was a bit
afraid when Dubbie, the little dog,
called to see her little son, but as
he didn’t seem disagreeable and
want to bite Tommy, she allowed
him to come when he liked.

After a while Tommy’s eyes open-
ed, and he began to walk about in
the box. Wasn’t his mother
proud? But when he climbed over
the side and wandered away a wee
bit, she was very anxious, and
would lie in the box and call him.

Often he pretended he  didn’t
hear, that is, unless he was hungry,
then he ran to her as fast as his lit-
tle legs would carry him.

~ Sometimes the more she called

him the farther he went, and she
had to go out and take his neck in
her mouth—oh, so gently ! — and
carry him home to the bex. ~

Now Tommy was like some little
boys that we all know; he would
not wash himself, and he did not
like to be washed. His mother

-

used to have to hold him down
with one paw while she thorough-
ly cleaned his ears. He would
strugglé and kick, and some-
times he got away. Then he would
peep around the corner, and laugh
8o funnily his mother had to turn
away smiling, and pretend not to
see him. After a time he would
come back and pretend to bite his
mother’s tail very hard, but this
was just to let her catch him, and
80 finish washing him.

He was very obedient as a rule,
but there was one thing he would
do against his mother’s wish, and
that was, sleep in the lucerne
patch (a long plant grown for cat-
tle feed).

‘Now, Tommy, she said, ‘I’ve
told you not to go to sleep in the
lucerne plot, and—’

‘ But mother, there are such nice
little places, and the lucerne comes
up all around, and it’s so snug, and
Yet one gets plenty of fresh air——’

‘ Yes; but, my son, sometimes the
gate is left open, and strange dogs
come in, and what would mother
do if one hurt her little boy? You
climb up among the vines with me;
it’s grand up there, and much
nearer the birds; perhaps we’ll get
one for dinner.

Tommy didn’t follow his mother;
he played about a bit. Once he
chased a bee, and would have got
stung, only Dubbie jumped into
the air and killed it with one snap,
saying to himself; ‘Silly kitten!
perhaps I should have let it sting
him; nothing teaches like experi-
ence, as I know to my sorrow.
However, we’ll see next time.
Then he lay down again in the sun,
and went to sleep.

After Tommy had become tired
climbing up and down some poles
close by, and playing circus among
the vines, he just lay down for a
minute in the lucerne, and before
he knew it, he was fast asleep.

* * * * * *

¢ Have you any olive oil ?” said
the kind man who had picked him
up.

I!I ran and fetched the bottle and
poured some on poor little Tom-
my’s thigh. Y

While he had been asleep Mr.
Jones came to mow down the lu-
cerne, and not seeing Tommy, cut
a_piece right off his thigh with the

_ scythe.

We could not bind up poor
Tommy’s leg—it was so badly in-
jured—and so that night he was
buried at the bottom of the garden.
—‘Australian Spectator.’



LESSON XIII.—-SEPTEMBER 28.
Review

Read Deuteronomy viii.,, 1-20, and the
Lessons for the Quarter.

Golden Text.

‘Thou shalt remember the
God.’—Deuteronomy viii., 18.

Home Readings.

Monday, Sept. 22.—Exod. xvi, 1-15.
Tuesday, Sept, 23.—Exod. xx., 1-17.
Wednesday, Sept. 24.—Exod. xxxii., 7-
4 -

Lord thy

4.
Thursday, Sept. 25.—Exod. x1., 17-38,
Friday, Sept. 26.—Num. x., 11-13, 20-
6

Saturday, Sept. 27.—Num. xiil., 25-14;

.Sunday, Sept. 28.—Num. xxi., 1-9.

Questions.
LESSON I.—Exodus xvi., 4-15.

1. Against whom did the children of 1s-
rael murmur or complain? Is it right to
complain or grumble about Providence?

2. How did God tenderly answer them?

3. What bread did the ILord Jehovah
glve to his people in the wilderness?

4. Of whom was this a type? (John vi,,
48-51.)

LESSON IT.—Exodus xx., 1-11,

1. What is the first commandment?
What is its practical application to our
lives?

2. What special things are we liable to
worship in the place of God?

8. Why is it wrong to bow down before
images or pictures?

4. How does God treat those who love
him and keep his commandments?

5. What is the third commandment?
How do people break it?

6. To whom does the Sabbath day be-
long? Whom do we grieve when we break
it? Has God given any special promises
to those who keep his day holy? Isaiah
lvi, 2; lviil, 18, 14.)

LESSON IIL—Exodus xx., 12-17.

1. What is the first commandment with
a promise attached? In what ways
can we hest keep this commandment?

2. Is the outward observance of the
commandments as important as the keep-
ing of them in our hearts?

3. Would it be possible for us to keep
all the commandments in spirit and in
truth without the power of God to keep us?

4. Is there any one of us who has never
broken these commandments? (Romans
iii., 10, 23; James ii; 10.) Who took
upon himself the guilt of us allp (1.
Peter ii., 24.) ;

5. How can we be saved from sin? (John
i., 29; Acts xvi., 31.) =

LESSON IV.—Exodus xxxii., 1-8, 30-35.

1. What commandment did the Israel-
ites break while Moses was up in the
Mount with God?

2. Who helped them? Was not this the
very man who should have steadfastly
helped them to obey God? When we see
people doing wrong, should we help them
in their wrongdoing? To whom are we
V1 ble?

o What o :
- 3. What did Moses say to the le
when he.saw what they hid done? i
4. How did Moses pray for the people?
Should we pray earnestly for those who
do wrong, that they might be forgiven
and. restoredf = rmainae e L
LESSON V.—Exodus xl.,, 1-18.

1. What furniture did the Tabernacle
contain? ' e

2. Of whom was the Tabernacle a typef

Not all the blood of beasts =

On Jewish altars slain,

THE MESSENGER.

Can give the guilty conscience peace,
Nor wash away the stain.

But Christ the Heavenly Lamb
Takes all our guilt away:

A sacrifice of nobler name

And richer blood than they.

LESSON VI.—Leviticus x., 1-11,

1. Who were Nadab and Abihu?

2. What sin did they commit? How did
God punish them?

8. What was it that had probably made
them so stupid and careless of God’s
wishes?

4.What commandment did God give to
Aaron about wine and strong drink?

5. What do you think God wants you
to do about this question?

LESSON VII.—Numbers x., 11-13, 29-36.

1. When did the Israelites leave Mount
Sinai?

2. How. did they know when and where
to gof

3. What invitation did Moses give to
Hobab?

4. What did Moses say whenever the
ark set forth leading the people? What
did he say when it rested?

He leadeth me, O blessed thought,

.0 words with heavenly comfort fraught:

Whate’er I do, where’er I be,

Still ’tis. God’s hand that leadeth me.

LESSON VIIT.—Numbers xiii., 26, to
xiv., 4.

1. How many men were sent up to see
what the Promised Land was like?

2. How many brought back a good re-
portP ¢

3. How many were cowards?

4. Which did the people follow?

5. When God had told the Israelites to
go and take possession of the land, should
they not have obeyed, trusting in him
for the power? )

6. Should we allow doubts and fears to
keep us from obeying God? .

LESSON IX.—Numbers xxi., 1-9. v
. 1. For what sin did God have to punish:
the Israelites with serpents?

2. Did they repent? What did Moses do
about itP

3. What did the Lord Jehovah tell Moses
to do?

4. Did the Israelites have to do any
great work to be saved from the fiery ser-
pents?

5. What did they have to do? Could
they have been saved in any other way
than by obeying God?

?P Of whom was the brazen serpent typi-
ca

LESSON X.—Deuteronomy xviii., 9-19.

1. Does God want us to obey him, or to
be like the careless people around us?
blz' To whom is each one of us responsi-

ef

3. What does this lesson teach about
clairvoyants, spiritualists, mediums, the-
osophists, etec.?

4. What promise of the Messiah is given
in this lesson?

LESSON XI—Deunteronomy xxx., 11-20.

1. Has God made it impossible for us
to know his will? Where will he reveal
it to us?

2. Does the Lord God compel us to be
good, or does he-allow us a free choice?

3. What does he, want us to choose?
(Give answers as far as possible in the
words of the lesson.)

LESSON XII.—Deuteronomy xxxiv., 1-12.
1. From the top of what mountain did
the Lord shew Moses the Promised Land?
2. Why was Moses mot allowed to enter
the land? (Deut. xxxii., 48-52.)
8. How old was Moses when he died?
4. Whom did the Lord give to the people
as a leader instead of Moses?P

C. E. Topic.

~ Sunday, Sept. 28.—Topic—Missions:
missionary heroes ‘Cheerful amid adver-

sity, Acts xxvii, 22-36.

Junior C. E. Tovic.
A SUCCESSFUL SCHOOL YEAR. .
Monday, Sept. 22.—Be diligent. Prov.

S s
_Tuesday, Sept. 23.—Be al. P,
ey T ALy guthedl 3

Wednesday, Sept. 24. — Be
Prov. xiii., 138.

Thursday, Sept. 25.—Be cheerful. Prov-
xvii.,, 22.

Friday, Sept. 26.—Be persevering. Job
xvii., 9.

Saturday, Sept. 27.—Be friendly. Prov.
xviii.,, 24, °

Sunday, Sept. 28.—Topic—A successful
school year: how to get it. 2 Tim. ii., 15.

obedient,

Reasons for Pledge-Signing.
(John Hilton, in ‘The Temperance Times.")

The late venerable and eminent sup-
porter of the Temperance movement, Can-
on Ellison, of Windsor, a truly holy man,
was led to sign the pledge through be-
coming acquainted with the circumstances
of the murder of a child by its drunken
father.

Another clergyman of influence and
ability whom I knew well, and who was
decidedly unfavorable to abstinence, met
a parishioner under the influence of drink,
and;, as was most proper, remonstrated
with the poor fellow on his conduct, The
man, half stupid as he was, turned round
on the clergyman and said: ‘I don’t drink
as much as you do.” It was a bow drawn
at a venture, but the arrow struck home.
Could it be possible that the good minis-
ter, everywhere  esteemed, drank more
than his tipsy parishioner? The vicar
made an honest investigation, asked what
the man drank, then reckoned up his own
—wine, ale, and a little spirits—when he
had to own the soft impeachments, and
soon put an end to the incongruity by
signing the pledge. He has since taken
the chair for me on several occasions.

I knew a minister the Society of
Friends, wealthy, highly gifted and influ-
ential, who, on leaving England for re-
ligious work in Australia and Africa, ask-
ed his friends not to put any Temperance
tracts with his belongings; but they were
wiser than he, for at a meeting of Hotten-
tots he was so much impressed with the
blessings abstinence had brought among
his poor colored brothers, that he signed
the pledge among them, was glad of the
tracts, and remained a good Temperance

man,

I knew the parents of a little boy, who,
when paying a visit to his grandmother,
saw her take a glass of beer. He stared
with astonishment and exclaimed: ‘Why,
grandmother, I thought you were good!
On taking the little fellow home the old
lady told her daughter, his mother, the
story, and said: ‘I’m sure I will not for-
feit his good opinion for the little I take,’
and signed the pledge. She remained
faithful unto dwﬁg. »

I knew an intemperate builder whose
conduct caused great anxiety to his pious
wife. I made efforts to save him, and a
neighbor assured me that it was utterly
ugeless to try as he was a man of weak
intellect. But a circumstance occurred
which had the desired effect. f

One Sunday morning he took one of his
little girls for a walk, and on their re-
turn the dear little girl in plaintive voice
said to her mother: ‘Father’s bheen in
three public-houses this morning.’ I sup-
pose as a bone fide traveller.
fected him that he went and signed the
pledge. A mighty change took place.
The feebleness of his mind departed, his
business prospered, and he became a kind,
tender husband.

A mailway station-master told me that
he once found himself unfit for duty
through drink, and was appalled at the
possible consequences. He went off homa

determined to drink no more, but did not
- intend to sign the pledge. He, however,

became baunted by a voice like a human
velce saying loudly in his ear, ‘Sign the
pledge.’ If he crassed the road ho herrd
it, whatever he did he could not escape

from it till he signed the pledge

This so af--
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Correspondence

3

Avondale, N.B.

» Dear Editor,—I have just ‘begun o take
the ‘Messenger,’ and I enjoy read the let-
ters very much. I am ten years old; my
birthday is on June 24, and if any little
girl that takes the ‘Messenger’ has her
birthday on the same date, I wish she
would write. We have a little farm,
I have no pets. My mamma’s little
brother is here; his name is Bennie Wall-
ace. JENNIE LAURA B.

Avondale, N.B.
Dear Editor,—I am eight years old. My
Papa has one cat and she has four kittens,
‘We live on the bank of Little Presqu’ile
River, and there is a grove of maple trees

in front of our house, My papa has a
store and a cheese . I have two
~ sisters, I hope You will put this letter in

the ‘Messenger,’ :
FLORENCE N. B.

Ottawa, Ont.
Dear Editor,—I like to read the letters
every week, and, as I do not often see one
from Ottawa, I thought I would write one.
I have not been away during my holidays,
but I often go out to Britannia. The elec-
tric railway runs seven large cars out,
and one is the Royal car,
and Duchess of Cornwall
have been in it twice, and it is a very fine
car. I sometimes go out to Aylmer, too.
The park is about eleven miles from the
eity, A boat, called the ‘G. B. Greene,’
goes three times a week from Aylmer to
the Chats Falls. I took the trip once and
I enjoyed it very much. There is a merry-
go-round at Aylmer and also a water-
chute, WILLIE K. (age 10.)

Adler, N.D.
Dear Editor,—As I have not written to
the ‘Messenger’ for a long time, I thought
it was about time to write again. I have
taken this good little paper for three

travelled in. I

Yyears and took it for tweo years
before I did. The other day I was looking
over the list of names whose letters were

there.
got there.
Either there is'a girl in the United States
or Canada whose name is the same as
mine, or else my school-mate wrote a let-
ter and signed my name. I am very fond
of reading, as, I suppose, & great many
readers of this paper are. I have a num-
ber of books of my own which I have read
through, times without number. Among
them are: ‘Uncle Tom’s Cabin,’ ‘The Wide,
Wide World,” ‘The ‘Basket of Flowers,’
‘Our Bessie,” ‘Averil’ ‘Esther, ‘Merle’s
Crusade,” ‘Mosses From an Old Manse,’
‘Grandfather’s Chair,’ ‘Malking Home Hap-
py,” ‘Story of a Short Life,’ and others. I
have two : named Wilford and
George, and a dear ttle sister, Fazel, also
a father and mother., We live on o farm
nine miles from the nearest town. Some
men are putting a telephone line past our
place. They have been working at it for
very near a week. It improves the look
of the country a great deal. I can ride
horseback and a bicycle, too, I used to
have a pony, but papa sold him. I am
in the seventh grade in school. T was
promoted to the eighth year, but went back
to review the sevemth. I have taken five
music lessons.

NELLIE E. BISS (aged 12).

Pierson, Man.
Dear Editor,—I have one sister and four
brothers. My birthday is the 6th of June.

I am t years old. I was in the Pro-
vince Quebec two years 2ago. I was on
the St. Lawrence Rivi . My father is a
doctor. I go to Sunday school. I have

lived in Manitoba all my life, :
L HELEN B. M.

- ' Ont,
Dear Editor,—I wrote to the ¢

once before and saw my letter in print.
I like to read the correspondence. I got
the nice Bagster Bible which you gave me
for getting four new subsecribers to the
‘Messenger.” It is a real nice one. I hope
the other little folks that got one are az
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which the Duke-

well pleased as T am. My braothers and
I once had a pet pigeon each, but sne
morning I found one of them dead, and
then the others flew away. We have got
a nice pet cat now, and lots of chickens,
I am glad to hear that there are mission-
aries trying to Christianize the Chinese.
May the time soon come when they will
&ll learm to worship the true God.
A. B, N. (Aged 11.)

Pierson, Man.
Dear Editor,—This is the second letter
I have written to your paper. I have just
got a letter from auntie saying they have

got the smallpox in uncle’s hotel, My
friend Ella is writing to you. I am ten
years old and in the third reader. My

teacher is very nice, and I like her very
much. I have got a kitten.
ISABEL M.

Sherbrooke, Que.

Dear Editor,—I have only seen one let-
ter from here, from a little friend of mine
who has written before. I am a member
of the King’s Daughters’ Society. We
send girls to take flowers to the wards in
the hospital, and sew regularly at our
meetings, and have a sale at the end of
the term. My two little sisters have just
returned from Montreal where they have

been spending a part of the vacation. As
I see a good many stories ritten I
thought I would like to tell about one

that I hope will prove interesting. One
time in the winter my grandfather, fa-
ther eand uncles were at breakfast. The
window opened on a slope used as pas-
ture land in summer, with a brook run-
ning at the foot, They were hardly fin-
ished breakfasting when suddenly my fa-
ther exclaimed: “There goes a fox!” Look-
ing out of the window they saw a full-
grown fox just crossing the brook with a
large marrow-bone in his mouth. My fa-
ther snatohed up an old gun and started
in pursuit. There were a few bushes in
the field and my father crept along behind

father aimed ang shot the
Was young, he waited for a while to be
sure the fox was not going to feign death,
He at last crept up and slung the fox
over his shoulder, and a
never was. He sold it to a man who stuf-
fed it, but a dog tore it to pieces beyond

repair,
- BESSIE M. (Aged 13,)
(A very good letter.—Editor.)

Prince Albert, Saslk.
Dear _Editor,—AIthough I have read the
‘Messenger’ for almost three years I nev-
er before wrote a letter to it,

&‘:ory pretty town, and, although some-

sure if I really was obliged to
feel very badly indeed,

I am going to tel]
some of ‘my
Was on a Saturday about eight o’clock in
the morning, that my four friends and
myself started out. We agreed to go
across the river, so we a]l got into the
boat that is chained to the ferry, and
went across the Saskatchewan, and when
We arrived at the opposite side we discov-
we had left out lunch baskets
at the other side, We told the ferry-man
and hotookuaoveragv.lntogctthom.
When we were all across the river the
second time the pleas went up
the river a piece and took off both their
boots and stockings and started to wade.
At five o'clock in the evening we were all
very tired and hungry (for we had eaten
all the lunch before) and rather pleased

to reach home.

' ‘PRAIRIE ROSE.’

Port Daniel, Ont.
Dear Editor,—My father is a farmer; we
live near the seashore in summer; the men
go fishing for lobsters and codfish. It is
a good harbour for vessels in stormy
weather. I have no pets but a big doll
my sister brought me from Montreal, I
have two brothers, ome of them 1is in
Minnesota. I go to school every day; our
teacher is Miss Winnie Almond; she is a

teacher. :
3o NETTIE S. (Age 10,

prouder boy there '

11

Mountain Grove,

Dear Editor,—T have seen no letters
from Mountain Grove, so thought I would
write, even if my letter finds the waste
basket. We live on the shore of a lake,
and in the summer the blackbirds build
around; they are quite tame, and do not
seem to mind us a bit; there are some very
pretty birds with red wings. One day,
mother was out in the yard, and there
Were two blackbirds picking quite cloge.
A pet kitten, that had followed her out,
caught one by the wing; the mate flew at
the kitten. When he saw he could not res-
cue it, he flew high in the air, and utter-
ed three shrill calls. In about five min-
utes the yard was black with birds; they
came from north, south, east and west.
Can any of the boys or girls that write
tell me how they knew where {o fly to, for
the birds flew down in the grass. As
Soon as he called the other bird got away
from the cat. Mother had to take the
kitten and run, as the birds would have
killed it; they would fly right at it, and it
in her arm. A few days after the kitten
disappeared, and we never saw it after. We
think the blackbirds killed it.

JAMES R. B. (Aged 10.)

Springfield, N.B.
Dear Editor,—~As I have never seen a
letter from Springfield I thought I would
write one. I have taken the ‘Messenger’
for over a year and like it very much, es-
ecially the correspondence. I live on a
farm. We have seventeen cattle, six pigs,
two horses, fifteen sheep and eleven lambs.
I have one brother and one sister. My
sister received a Bagster Bible. I go to
school; the school-house is over a mile
away; it is about in the centre of the set-
tlement. Our church is about a balf mile
away; it is on a high hill, Springfield is
quite & large place; there are thirty-three
houses in Springfield, one store and two
blacksmith shops, My father is a black-
smith. There are one hundred and thirty-
three people in Springfield. For pets I
have a cat and a dog. My cat’s name is
Tom and the dog’s name is Vistor. MMy
birthday is on Jan. 10.
J. B, T, (Aged 13.)

Dryden, Ont,
Dear Editor,—I have been looking
through the ‘Messenger’ at the correspon-
dence and X cee thera has not been a word
from Dryden. I have two brothers, Dry-
den is not a very big place as yet. I live
in the country in the township of Wain-
wright. I go to sohool, It is called by
hame, Calrnbro‘gwie. My teacher’s name
is Miss Parker. I like Lier very well. My
brothers name are Roy and Minno. Wo
have a span of horses, Prince and Charlie.
We have seven head of cattle, three dogs,
one cat, sixty hens, ninety chickens. T
took the ‘Messenger’ in the Bend of Hope
and I like to read it to ses where the cor-
respondence is from. I am thirteen years

old, and my birthday is on April 10.
GEORGE PERCY 8.

Pierson, Man.

Dear Editor,—~I have intended to write a
letter to the ‘Messenger’ for some time.
My brother get is at Sunday school, and I
read the correspondence in it. Pierson is
not a very large place, but it is gro ;
We are to have a new school built this
summer. I have only lived in Manitoba
three years. Before then we lived in
Dumfrieshire,Scotland. My father had o
farm there. Manitoba isn’t a very pretty
country. There are no trees near Pjer-
son, but along the Antler River, some
miles from hLeére, the troes are quite thiclk,
I am nine years old. I like to go to
school. I have learned to skate since we
came here; we have nice times in winter,
I was in Montreal three years ago; we
landed from the boat there; I wag very
sick crossing from Scotland, For q pet I
have a nice little cat; it likes to kill flieg,
ELEANOR A. X, |

Sample Copies.

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

The Boy and kis Home.

(By Miriam E. Brozman, in ‘American
Mother.”)

The boy’s standing, above all, in some
homes is deplorable. Much has been sa'xd
about mother and daughter, but very lit-
tle about mother and son.

Too often he is treated as only a some-
thing that comes home three times a day
to eat his meals, and, after supper, with
a change of collar and necktie, off he 1s
to go, only to return home in time to re-
tire.

What wonder, then, that he looks for
his amusements outside the homse, seek-
ing the card or the billiard-table. He
certainly mneeds a little recreation after
his day’s work is over.

Perhaps nothing is done at the home
towards entertaining him; he is looked
upon as a separate being, not as a mem-
ber of the family. Little pains are taken
to make it attractive for him within the
boundaries of the home. How can he
feel interested in the home and its be-
longings? He is very seldom consulted
about the family transactions, the sup-
position being that he does not care. That
is a great mistake. He will care if you
show him how to care. Boys can think
and feel the same as other people.

When a boy (no matter what his age
may be) comes home, do everything to
make it comfortable for him . Do not
keep reminding him of coming into the
house with his shoes dirty; overlook the
dirt occasionally and pay more attention
to the boy, and he will in time, himsgelf,
look after his shoes.

Take an interest in all his affairs,
whether they be play, school, or work.

Talk over with him the day’s happen-
ings, his experiences, the people he met
with, what words were exchanged, and
so on. All these little attentions help to
hold him closer to the home. Ask his
opinion on your new bonnet, or the new
wall-paper; or even if it is an expensive
painting you have bought. By so doing
you bring out the best that is in him.
Please the boy and he will please you.

We should bear in mind that the boy
of to-day may be the statesman of to-
MOrrow,

—_—

Selected Recipes.

Cracker Omelet.—Break one quart of oys-
ter crackers into small pieces, pour over
them one pint of hot milk with half tea-
spoonful salt. Stir in three eggs well beaten
and- put into a hot buttered skillet. Cook
slowly ten minutes, stirring frequently,

Apple Fritters.—Apple fritters are a de-
licate entree, and are a suitable accom-
paniment for any kind of roast, or they
may serve as a dessert with a sweet sauce.
Make a batter as follows: Put into a small
bowl one-half cupful of flour and add to
it the well-beaten yolk of one egg and
one-guarter cupful of cold water. Beat
this ‘thoroughly. Then stir in one-half
tablespoonful of melted butter or, better
yet, olive oil and one-quarter teaspoonful
of salt. Then fold in carefully the stiffly-
beaten white of the egg. Stand on the
jce for two or three hours. Just before
time to serve the fritters peel three large
sour apples and remove the cores with a
corer. Cut them in round slices three-
eighths of an inch thick, dip them one by
one with a fork into the batter and drop
into deep, very hot fat. When one side
is a golden brown turn and remove as soon
as the other side is the same color., Place

\

on soft brown paper to drain and dredge
with powdered sugar. If too many are
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Chanee. The Mome Supply Co. Box N. T., Toronto.
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my Bieyele. s jest running AT % .
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d new, with every up-to-date
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hubs, improved saddle, new style hand'e bars, ete.,
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0z, handsome of Jewelry, Hat Pins, Sti
hes, ete., that look worth 50c.
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ts, Please ou have tosell onl
3560 worth of Seweirs. > Fhe Bicyclo
’t miss it. Oneagentsays: *1 am well pleased with
Write to-day, ond we will
ox N. B, , Toronto.

put into the fat at one time it will cool
the fat, and the consequence will be that
the slower cooking will cause them to
‘soak fat.’ In turning them over be care-
ful not to puncture them with the fork,
as that will have a tendency to make the
heavy.
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(A Twelve Page illustrated Weekly),

One yearly subscription, 30c.

Three or more copies, separately addresse
ed, 25¢ each.
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copy.
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tion. .
JOHN DOUGALL & SON,”

5 Publishers, Montreal,

In all correspondence with advertisers in
these culumns, kindly mention the ‘Mes-
senger.! This will oblige the publishers of
this paper as well as the advertiser.
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To fill a large paper is not difficult.
Much more difficult is it to select and
prepars that which is worthy the at-
tention of men, women and children
of all sorts and conditions.”
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