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The Old Farmer.

It was in the snug parlor of the farmhouse
that Farmer Giles and his friend Tomkins

were sitting after tea. The farmer, notwith--

standing. his sturdy vigorous frame, and strong
weather-beaten face, was beginning to feel the
worse for his seventy years of life. Indeed,
for the last few days he had scarcely got out
of the house, and was glad, as evening drew
on, to rest in his armchair propped up by pil-

lows, and to comfort himself with his pipe. He
very heartily weleomed his old friend that
evening, as they drew together
over the fire.

« You see, said the farmer, ‘I suppose this
must be the beginning of the end.
ed seventy’ : ;

. ‘Well, replied his friend, ‘it may, We can
none of us live for ever. And how do you feel
about it—comfortable? - . S

_ ‘Well, so, sot’ replied the farmer. ‘T haven’t
been so particularly bad.

‘Oh, not. that sort!’ aid the farmer, hastily;
‘they’re bad. But ‘of the goody kind’ :
~ ‘Oh; you mean those who talk much of re-
ligion, and do mean and sneaky things! ‘

“how to put it

for a chat

I'm tu m-

There’s worse than

“That’s it said the old man. ‘You kmow .

‘Then you feel comfortable? said his friend.
‘Well, no—not exactly,” he replied, with some

hesitation. ‘You see, I wasn’t a particularly

good son. I am afraid my mother died with
a gore heart about me, poor old soul;’ and the
old man brushed away with his hand a tear
that trickled down his weather-beaten cheek.
Then there was that bit of land T had from
Widow Sandon. It wasn’t mine, Tomkins; 1
had no business to have it, but I grabbed it,
and kept it, and was glad to have it at first.

‘HEAR WHAT ''HE OLD BOOK SAYS!!

’

But soon I hated it, and would have given it

her back, only I feared what people would

say.- And that bit of land has elways done
well. However bad the harvest, there was al-
ways a good crop there! And that made it
worse. - Do you think God will remember it
against me?.

‘Sure to,’ replied his friend.

‘I'd bave given it her back;, and all the
money it made, over and over again , only

she’s dead, and all her belongings gomne, and

now that's the thing that troubles me.

“Seems to me, Giles, you'll have to come to

God as a sinner, the same
have to do’ -
“Aye,’ said the old man, ‘a sinner; I'm just

as the rest of us

that, and nothing else”’

‘And it seems to me, friend, you're just one
that needs a Saviour to forgive you’ =

“Forgive mel’ said the farmer; -‘that’s not
enough. That won’t set the old wrong right

~_the first thing.?

" also in Jesus Ohrist, and
. the love of God shed abroad in our hearts by
~ the Holy Ghost given unto

and give Widow Sandon back her land and
money. Perhaps she’ll be at the judgment seat
to accuse me.

‘No,” said Mr, Tomkins, ‘it won’t set the old
wrong right. ‘Tf Widow Sandon were living
I'd say go to her. But she isn't. There are
Some wrongs can never he set right in this
world. But God cam pardon them. You must
go to Him. v

‘Hear what the old Book says,’ continued he,
taking up a Bible that lay on the table and
reading from it, ‘Him hath God exalted to bea
Prince and a Saviour, to give ‘repentance to

. Israel, and forgiveness of sins.’

‘Forgiveness from

God,” continued he, ‘that’s
he And, laying his hand on that
of the old farmer, he added— :

‘Dear’ friend, put your case ‘into Christ’s
hands, and it  seems to me - that even if
Widow Sandon should meet you at the judg-
ment she will be more likely to forgive if
Christ pleads for you. Anyhow, it must be
important to be forgiven by Him. He is “the
Lamb of God who taketh away the sin of the

world.”  Therefore' trust Him/’—Friendly
Greetings,

Praying for What We do not
Expect.

I thappened once to be staying with a gen-

tlemam a long way from here, and a very re. .

glous kind of a man he wae. 1In the morn-
ing he began the day with a_long ~family
prayer that we might be kept ¥from sin, and

have a Christian, spirit, and the mind that was

that we might have !
£

us, A‘good prayer’
it was, and I thought: “What a good man you <
must.bel? ' o

But an hour after 1 happened to be coming
along the farm, and 1 heard him halloomng
and scolding and finding fault with everybody
and everything. And when I was come into
the house with him, he began again. Nothing
was right, and he was do impatient  and
quick-tempered. - / :
1 “’Tis so very: provoking to be annoyed 1

~ this way, Daniel,’ said he, ‘I don’t know what

servants in these times are good for but to
worry and vex one with tneir idle, slovenly
ways!’

I did not say anmything for' a minute or
two. Then I said:—

‘You must be very much disappointed, sir,’

‘How so, Daniel,—disappointed
. ‘T thought you were expecting to receive a
very valuable present this morning, sir, and
I see that it has not come.

‘Present, Daniel”—and ‘e seratched  his
head as much as to say, ‘Whatever can the
man be talking about?

‘I certainly heard you-'epea]n'ng about it,
sir,” I said, coolly.

‘Heard mé speak of a valuable present?
Why, Daniel, you must be dreaming! I’ve

mever thought of sueh a thing.’

‘Perhaps not, sir; but youve talked about
it, and T hoped it would come whilst I was
here, for T'd de-a\rly love to see it.

He was getting angry with me now, so 1
thought T would explain.

‘You know, eir, this morning ' you prayes

J

\
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for a Christian spirit, and the mind that was
in Jesus, and the love of God shed abroad in
four heart’ ;

‘Oh, that’s what you mean, is it?" and he
ypoke as though that weren’t amnything at a.l.

‘Now, sir, wouldn’t you be rather surprs-
d if your prayer was to be answered,—if you
were-to feel a nice, gemtle, loving kind of a
ypirit coming down upon you, all patient and
Jorgiving and kind? Why, sir, wouldn’t you
tome to be quite frightened like? And yowd
yome in and sit down all in a faint, and
Jeckon you must be going to die, because you
felt so heavenly-minded.

He didn’t like it much, but I’d delivered my
®estimony, and learned a lesson for myselt,
@00o. You are right, Captain Joe, you are
ight. We should stare very often if the
gord was to answer our prayers.— Damel
Quorm, and his Religious Notions.

Thy Will be Done.

1aid on Thine altar, O my Lord Divine,
Accept the gift to-day for Jesus’ sake;
I have no jewel to adorn Thy shrine,
Nor any world-famed sacrifice to make—
But here I bring within my trembling hand
This will of mine, a thing that seemeth
small;
How, when I yleld Thee this, I yield mine
all.

Hidden therein Thy searching eye can see
Struggles of fashion, visions of delight,
All that I have, or am, or fain would be,
Deep loves, fond hopes,” and longings in-
finite, R :
Tt hath been wet with tears and dimmed with
sighs,
Clenched in my grasp, till beauty hath it
. none,
Now from Thy footstool, where it vanquished
lies
The prayer ascendeth—May Thy will be
done.

Take it, O Father, ere my courage fail,
And merge it so in Thine own will, that
e’en -
If in some desperate hour my cries prevail,
And Thou give back my gift, it may have
been
8o changed; so purified, so fair have grown,
80 one with Thee, so filled with grace di-
vine;
I may not know or feel it as mine own,
But gaining back my will; may find it ‘thine.
~—Anon.

Suggestive.

If you will let Him walk with you in your
ptreets, and sit with you in your offices, and
be with you in your homes, and teach you in
your churches, and abide with you as the liv-
ing presence in your hearts, yoll, too, shall
know what freedom is, and while you do your
tluties, be above your duties; and whie you
own yourselves the sons of men, know you
are the sons of God.—Phillips Brooks,

A Typical Candidate.

‘(The Rev. Charles E. Patton, in the New
York ‘Observer.’)

He was an old man, of perhaps fifty years;
o & farmer, with red sunburned features, afight-
1y wrinkled, yet peculiarly flushed so as ai-
‘most to suggest a common form 6f leprosy.
His head was unshaven; scarcely prepossess
ing in appearance. Up he came to our upper
loft to meet the Sessiom, his small eyes twin-.
_ kling and a general beam of good nature all

over his face. He wanted to enter the Church.

“¥hy do you wish to enter the Church?
was asked.

‘So 1 can reach Heaven)

‘How reach Heaven?”

‘Through Jesus redeeming my sins.’

‘How do you know that?

‘The Holy Book says so.

‘What is the Holy Book?

“The True Doctrine.”

“Who is Ged?

“The Supreme Ruler.”

“Who is Jesus?

‘God’s Son. : :

‘How many gods do you worship?

‘One, divided into three persons.

‘Do you worship idols?

‘No.

‘Why mnot?

‘Because they can’t protect me.

‘What other reason? ’

‘Because I worship the True God.

‘Do you know the Ten Commandments?

‘Yes, and voluntarily repeated all. Ques-
tioned in several he gave intelligent replies.

‘Can you pray? :

“Yes” Upon which he repeated the l.ord’s
Prayer. - -

‘Does your heart pray?

‘Yes, before eating; also morning and even-
ing; repeating a speclmen of each.

‘Have you sins?

‘Yes; my heart is very evil; I once wor:
shipped idols.” ! i ete

‘What became of your sins?

‘Jesus redeemed them/

‘How ¥’

‘By nailing them to the cross’

‘Has the Church power to forgive
€ins?

‘No, God only has’

When asked why God was willing to forgive
him he seemed a bit puzzled.

If your boy were sick and you give him
medicine why do you do it?

“That he may get well, grow up and take
care of me in my old age.’

“What sort of heart do you have toward
him?’

‘A loving heart’

‘Why ‘then does God wani you to 'be
saved?

‘Because He has a loving heart toward me.

‘After you enter the church what do you
do?

“Tearn the doctrine, and keep the Sabbath.
When asked about his conduct, he appealed to
his neighbors to bear witness. Clear replies
were given to questions. on baptism and the
Lord’s Supper.

‘Who taught you
finally asked. -

‘Nobody.

your

the doctrine?” he was
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‘Where did you learn it¥

‘1 bought a book in the market one day
and read it. I believed the doctrine was
true, so I believed thé True God.?

Yeung Kong, Canton, China. .

The Cﬂimp_sé.

Just for a day
track,
Put my ignobler dreams to sudden shame,

With your bright way, and left me to tall
back

On my own world of poorer deed and aim;

you crossed my life’'s dull

To fall back on my meaner world, and feel
Like one who, dwelling 'mid some smoke-
dimmed town, )
I:n, a brief pause of labor's sullen wheel,
Scaped from the street’s dead dust and fas-
tory’s frown—

In stainless daylight saw the pure seas roil,
Sa,w.mounltains pillaring the perfect sky;
Then journeyed home, to carry in his soul
The torment of the difference till he die.
—William Watson,

The Missionary Cabbages.

'WIwre .thelle is a will there is a way; ana
o’ little ingenuity will sometimes accomplish

.88 much as a deal of hard work. The ‘Class-

;lmgz’y mwpemv its tihe §tory of an old lagy of
-seven, who for eighty-fiv
been in the serviee of thlg L};rd:e o }mn

‘Did T ever tell you about my missionary
cabbages? said. she. ‘Years ago, when 1 was
pvmg near a market, I didn’t have very good
health, and couldn't gef around much. 1
wanted to do something for the iLord, and
every market day used to go over and tdik a
few minutes to the man who sold cabbages.

‘We were good friends, and he let me sip
a tract into each head of cabbage, down
among the leaves. As each tract went in, &
prayer to God went up from my heart, thas
the reading of it might be blessed to the soumt
of somebody.”

‘I should like to have been there amnd
bought one of those cabbages, grandmother,
said Miss Graham, laughing. ‘It would have
been a pleasant surprise while preparing 1v
for dinner ,to find neatly tucked in between
the leaves a message from our heavenly ia.
ther.

‘I hope that some of the messages went to
the hearts of those who found them. 1| asked
the Tord to make it so. And do you won-
der that I called ‘em “missionary cabbages”;
—/The ‘Christian.

SRS MR S

A Sharp Rebuke.

A certain infidel, who was a Dblacksmith,
was in the habit, when any Christian man
came into his shop, of asking some ol ms
workmen if they had heard about brother so-
and-so, or what he had dome. They would an-
swer, ‘No, what is it:> Then he would begin
and tell them what some Christian brother,
deacon, or minister had done, and laugh, say-
ing, ‘That is ome of the fine Christians we
hear so much about’ An old gentleman, =
Christian, one day went into the shop, amd
the infidel blacksmithwat once began his usual
tales. The old deacon stood a few moments
listening, then turned quickly to the intidel
and asked him ‘if he had redd the story m
the Bible about the rich man and Lazarus,
‘Yes, many a time; what about that? ‘Per-
haps you remember the dogs, how they came
and licked the sores of Lazarus? Well said
the deacon, ‘you remind me of those dngs,
content to merely lick the Christians’ sores.
The blacksmith grew suddenly pensive, and .
has not said much about the failings of Chris-
tians since.—‘Christian Herald? ;

-

Thank You.

. The Rothesay, Scotland, ‘Chronicle,” in its
issue of Jan. 19, quotes an over-sea correspon-
dent as complimenting the ‘Chronicle” on be-
ing the mearest (Scottish) approach he has
seen to the clean, scholarly, high-class Mont-
real ‘Witness. i
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CHAPTER X.—(Continued.)

All that day the bairns had been laughing
and romping as only children can, and to
them, surely, the big occasion would be a
happy memory. But now, as the evening
shades were falling, even the quicksilver na-
ture of youth began to tire and flag, and the
elder and more thoughtful ones noticed that
their beloved teacher was tired, too. Jennie
Bardsley had been the life and soul ot the
children’s treat, and though for her, oppressed
as she was with a strange sad sense of ill im-
pending, there was but little pleasure, yet all
the more she tried to make the hours of
childhood happy, and threw herself with a
greater heartiness into the spirit of the day,
if haply she might find relief from the over-
hanging dread of the unknown.

It was yet too early to put an end to the
day’s festivities, and, though tired, the excit-
ed children, like Oliver Twist, ‘asked for
more.’ ;

“There now, children, I am going to sit down
a little bit and get my breath, I declare you've
mearly run my feet off!” And so saying, she
threw herself upon’'a pile of shawls and rugs,
and taking off her hat, wiped her face and
fanned herself, and in fun gasped hard for
breath.

‘Oh, don’t! teacher, we’re not half tired
yet!’ cried the younger tyrants, in corus,
amid ripples of laughfer.

“Yes, teacher, you shall’ eried the more
thoughtful few. ‘You're tired, Miss Bardsiey,
aren’t you?

‘Yes, dears, I am rather, but 'l tell you what
I'll do: if you like, T’ll tell a story. ;

‘Ah, that will ‘be nice!” exclaimed young
and old alike. That was even befter than the
games she had run away from, and in a hbttle
while a whole bevy of wee bairns, and lads
and lasses ofvan older growth, were disposed
around her wadting to hear the story. But
there was no story told that evening.
~ “Well, now, what shall it be about? Shall it
be a fairy story? Shall I try to make you
laugh or cry? No, I won’t do that—there are
too many sad stories in this world without
making any up, aren’t there? T'll tell you a
mice bright one, and we’ll begin. in the dear
old-fashioned way: “Once upon a time—>~’

‘Miss Bardsley, you are wanted at the gate.

The speaker was the superinfendent of her
own Sunday Schiool. He always wore a smile
‘when he spoke to her, but now he only just
beckoned her from the border of her little au-
dience. His voice quivered with emotion, and
his eyes were moist with tears, though th
good old man’s grey head was bowed all the
time, as though he dare not look his gentie
well-loved teacher in the face.

The brooding fear and sorrow which had
overshadowed Jennie all the day settled down

- upon her heart. She tottered as she rose, and
had to steady herself by putfing her hand on
the shoulder of one of her girls. Casting her
eyes round the field and towards the gate halt
vacantly, she became consclous that many
eyes were looking at her. The night settled
down black around her, the sky was gone
from her view. Leaning on the shoulder of

. Fenton, she said, almost inaudibly, for
her voice refused her bidding—‘OR, Mr. Fen-
ton! my darling is dead!’ and fell in a hud-
dled heap on the ground. ,

Tenderly, tearfully, lovingly, Jennie Bardsley
was carried home. Dark Lady had come to
her stable at the inn, riderless; instant search
had been made; they had found the body of
the ill-starred vet. lying as he fell; and her
‘brothers, coming to tell her the sad news, had
judged it better to get her away from. the
children first. Alas! she had quickly divined
it, and it was' long before the facts could be
revealed. For a long time the stricken girl
hovered ’twixt life and death, constantly
watched and tended by her close companion,

.

Alice Hayes, who, indeed, would hardly leave

her friend’s side; and long before her sad,

sweet face, white and thin, was seen again

outside her shadowed chamber, all that was

mortal of Reuben Stanford was laid beneath

a ‘spreading elm in Netherborough church-
d

Think you-that heartbreaks such as these
are rarely met with? What then of the con-
stant chronic heartbreaks of the drunkard’s
wife and bairns?

CHAPTER XI.

The children’s treat was over, and even for
them the memory of that happy day was
clouded with sorrow, though the sorrow was
another’s, and though many of them were
too young to understand its full and bitter
meaning. True, the treat had not been great-
ly shortenéd, for the night was darkenng
round when a darker night fell on the sweet
soul of Jenmie Bardsley. The children were
marched in awe-struck silence—a  strange,
weird silence, when -children are stricken dumb
—back to the Temperance Hall. The tea that
had been provided for them was hardly touch-
ed, and finally a few words were said by two
or three of the gentlemen who were interest-
ed in the proceedings of the day.

The kindly vicar could ounly refer condol-
ingly to the event that had brought the day
to so sad a close, and asked them all to pray
for those who had so suddeniy Deen bereaved.

The inquest was held af the Head lum, be-
cause; forsooth, there was not proper con-
venience any other where. And so in death
young Stanford lay in the place where he had
often poured out libations to the very god to
whom he fell a vietim. It is'but fitfing that
the sacrifice should be ldid upon the shrine,
and Moloch, at his worst, never claimed as
many victims as does the genial god of wine.

All knew the ghastly facts, witnesses, jury-
men, and coroner, and the lying verdict they
brought in was ‘Accidental death.’ 'Twas mur-
der most foul, and, the more, the pity, the
murder was practically = commitbed in  the
house of hiy friend. No single word was ut-
tered by the jury, no single sentence by the
coroner, to hint that this fine, manly, clever,
winsome, promising’ young fellow had been
done to death, murdered, by alcohol; and that
landlord, comrades, squire, custom, and gov-

ernment were all ‘accessories before the fact. -

In due time the Sabbath arrived, and there
was a larger congregation than usual at the
parish church, for the vicar’s intention was
generally known. As a rule, the vicar was
not very particular in the preparation of his
sermons, nor had he any very scrupulous 1deas
about the necessity of their being his own. He
considéred he did all that was necessary it
he talked for some fifteen minutes at most
on any proper and orthodox subjeet. An in-
spiration was a thing he knew nothing at all
about. As for making anybody uncomfort-
able, this was a. thing' he would never have
thought of for a minute; he - was far too
kind-hearted! This very limited idea ot s
dety he performed in that ‘state of.life to
which it had pleased God to call him, with
unfailing regularity. Beyond this he professed
to be nothing more nor less than an Mnglish
gentleman, Sl

On this oceasion, however, the kind-hearted
vicar was himself deeply touched. He had a
great liking for the clever, brilliant young
vet., and, in common with everybody else in
Netherborough, was greatly attached to Jen-
nie Bardsley. The suddenness of Stamford’s
death had impressed him greatly, and there
was quite an unusual spirit of reverence mn
the church as he gave out his text that Sun-
day: ‘What I say unto you, I say umto all,
watch!?” .

With a loving hand he sketched the career,
the abilities, the bright prospects of the dead

man, Spoke of the great number in Nether-
borough who in the course of nature had ex-
pected to reach ‘that bourne.from which no
traveller returns,’ while yet the course of
Reuben’s life was but half run. But the an-
gel of God had called him home suddenly with-
out warning, as if to emphasize to those sur-
viving the lesson taught by his text, for ‘ln
the midst of life we are in death. He said

.that the whole town would mourn his loss,

and he gsaid right. He concluded his discourse
by warning them all to be ready when the
Master came. !

The viear kmew all the facts of the case,
and there was not a member of his congrega-
tion of maturer years but knew them <*oo,
and yet he never referred in a single word to
the dread destroyer that had wrought his
ruin, nor Ifited a finger in condemnation of
those who had partnership before God in the
assassination of this youth of promise, and
the heart-break that brought sweet Jenme
Bardsley to the very borders of the grave.

Of course there were mild and whispered
references to the procuring cause of Reuben
Stanford’s untimely end, nods and knowing
looks and inuendos, anything and everything
but the honest truth.

Mr. Norwood Hayes had his pastor— the
pastor of Zion Church——to supper some time
afterwards. ;

‘What a sad end that was of poor ‘Stan-
ford’s said Mr. Dunwell, the pastor. ‘L de-
clare T have not been so upset and distressed
for a long time.” ' And there is not a doubt
he meant every word he said.

Mr. Dunwell was a man of very consider-
able powers of mind, more than usually elo-
quent, even among eloguent men, a master ot
humor and of pathoy, the life and soul of any
social or family circle to which he had an en-
trance. As a preacher he was effective, and
could have been more so had he wused his
powers to the full. Indeed, he was second to
nome in the pulpits of the neighborhood, and
on the platforn he was second to few.

‘Yes,’ said Mr. Norwood Hayes, ‘he was a
fine fellow; a man with a clever head and a
kind heart, a man that meant well, and who
was no one’s enemy but his own. ;

One of the biggest liest this that the deval
coined, and Shakespeare knew betier when he
makes Polonius advise Laertes,—

“To thine own self be true,
And it must follow as.the night the day,
Thou canst not then be false to any man.’

It is equally true that he that is not true
to himself, his higher nature and W8 God, is
false to,every man, for ‘no man liveth to him-
self alone,” and the influence we have on those
around us can neither be measured nor com
puted. :

‘What Stanford wanted,’ continued Mr. Nor-
wood IHayes, ‘was stamina, moral stamina,
you know. Didn't know when to stop, his
social gifits were great, as everybody knows,
and of course that brought extra temptations,
though to be sure I domn’t see why it should
myself. A man should use self-control I .
everything, that is trae temperance, of which
the apostle wrote so highly, and then, of
course, that would be included” .

“Yes, quite so; quite so, by that, you reter
to his weakness for—”

‘Yes, yes, to be sure, we all know poor Stan-
ford’s weakness—but let’s be to his faults a
little blind, for one must speak nothing but
good of the dead. Besides, we none of us have
room to boast, “let him that - thinketh he
standeth,” and so on, you know what I mean.’

‘Yes, said Mr. Dunwell, ‘I quite under-
stand. :

* Walter Bardsley sat the while strangely in-

dignant that what seemed to him so weighty
a matter should be treated so lightly, and had
it been any other than Norwood Hayes, he
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would have taken up the cudgels there and
then. Even as it was, he could not but re-
mark hurriedly, and somewhat shame-facedly,
‘It seems to me that our duty to our neigh-
ber is to help him to use self-control, and not
to put it to the strain’

Norwood Hayes, however, was  not €0 be
tempted to take up the gauntlet.

(To be Comtinued.):

Gulliver’s Adventures Among
the Qiants.

(By Dean Swift, as edited by W. T. Stead, for
‘Books for the Bairns.’)

Preface. ?

In this part of the wonderful travels of
Captain Lemuel Gulliver, we have the great
giants, huge monsters, thinking themselves
very important because they are so big, but
we can see just such creatures if we look at
our neighbors through a magnifying giass; and

that was why this story was written. It was "

to let us see ourselves through a magnifying
glass. It is not a pleasant sight, for none of
us would like to believe that we could be as

side, where 1 observed the country all barren
and rocky. I now began to be weary, and see-
ing mothing to entertain my curiosity, 1 Te-

turned gently down towards the ereek; and

. the sea being full in my view, I saw our men

were already in the boat, and rowing for life
to the ship. I was going to pobloa after
them, although it had been to little purpose,
when 1 observed a huge creature walking af-
ter them in the sea, as fast as he could; he
waded mnot much deeper than his knees, and
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tion of their altitude. There was s stile. to
pass from this field into the next. It had
four steps, and a stone to cross over when
you came to the uppermost. It was impos-
sible for me to climb this stile, because every
step was six feet high, and the upper stone
above twenty. I was endeavoring to find some
gap in the hedge, when I discovered one of the
inhabitants in the next field, of the same
size with him whom I saw in the sea pursuing
our boat. He appeared as tall as an ordinary
spire steeple, and took about ten yards at
every stride, as near as T could guess. 1 was
struck with- the utmost fear and astonishment,
and ran to hide myself in the corn, from
whence I saw him at the top of the stile,
looking back into the next ficld on the right
hand, and heard him call in a voice many de-
grees louder than. a speaking trumpet; but the
noise was so high in the air that at first 1
certainly thought it was thunder. Whereupon
seven monsters, like himself, came towards
him with reaping-hooks in their hands, each
hook about the largeness of six gcythes,
These people were not so well clad as the
first, whose servamts or laborers they seemed
to be; for, upon some words he spoke, they
went to reap the corn in the field witere 1 lay.
I kept from them at as great a distance as 1

coarse and rude and violent and ugly as these
Brobdignagians. But if we could see ourselves
magnified, we should often be very much like
them. To the ants and the bees, and even to
the birds, the least boy or girl who reads this
book must seem 5 greater giant than the Brob-
dignagians did to Gulliver; and it will do you
good all your life if you sometimes try to
imagine how you look o the clever little crea-
tures who see you, but who never speak.

I will now tell you the still stranger things
that befel me among the Giants of Brebding-
nag. I left England on Jume 20, 1702, in the
‘Adventure; bound for Surat. Affer leaving
the Cape of Good Hope we were caught by a
storm north of Madagascar, which drove us
east, past the Molacea Islands, and then still
farther east, until on June 16, 1703, a boy atb
the topmast discovered land. Next day we
anchored a league off a great island or contin-
ent, and the captain sent the longboat ashore
to seek for water, but found none.

I walked alome about e mile on the other

Lesbia’s Second Ceming Out.
(Jane Ellis Joy, in the ‘American Messenger.’)

i

‘She says she’s well; but she doesn’t seem
to have ayny vim or epirit; remarked Grand-
ma Norwood to Miss Amanda one Oetober af-
ternoon, after Lesbia had gone out.

I do wish I knew what would please her)
said Lesbia’s aunt regretfully. ‘She hasnt
touched a penny of her nllowance yet, except
for church dues and charities; so if she wants

anything, it’s something that money can’t:

buy. Yes, I can see that there is something

matter with her. Actually I had te coax
her to go to the meeting of the Young People’s
Circle this afternoon. Sueh a pretty girl as

took prodigious strides; but our men had the
stars of him about half a league, and the sea
thereaboufs being full of pointed rocks, the
monster was not able to overtake the boat.
This I was afterwards told, for I could not
stay to see the issue of the adventure; but
ran as fast as I could the way I first weat,
and then climbed up a steep hill, which gave
me some prospect of the country. 1 Hound it
fully cultivated; but that which »ﬁrg«t surprised
me was the length of the grass, which in those
grounds that seemed to be kept for hay was

. about twenty feet high, -

1 fell into a high road, for so I took it to
be, though it served to the inhabitants only
as a footpath through a field of barley. Here
T walked on for some time, but ecould see lit-
tle on either side, it being now near harvest,
and the corn rising at least forty feef. I was
an hour walking to the end of this field,
which was fenced in with a hedge at least
one hundred and twenty feet high, and the
trees so lofty that I could make mo computa-

she is too! Really, Pm disappointed in our
Lesbia.

In the spring Leshia Norwood had graduat-
ed at a young ladies’ seminary, and this was
her first season in that ‘world, or ‘society,” to
which as a little girl she had looked forward
with vague expectations of finding happiness.

Lesbia’s prettiness had never been disputed.

But it was a doll-like prettiness rather than

beauty developed by character. At school she
was always spoken of as a ‘nice girl’  She
never offended anybody, or departed from the
standard of good manners. Yet it was equally
true that if one of her young friends had a
sorrow or a joy, Lesbia was never the o1e se-
lected to hear about if.

Nobody disliked Lesbia. Some liked her. So

o

o?uld,' but was forced to move, with exiteme
dlfﬁcu‘}ty, for the stalks of the corn were
sometimes mot above a foet distance, so that
I could hardly squeeze my body between them.
However, I made a shift to go forward till 1
came t0 a part of the field where thé  corn
had been laid by the rain and wind. Here it
was impossible for me to advamce a step; for
the stalks were so interwoven that I could not
creep through, and the beards of the Famen
ears so strong and pointed that they pierced
through my eclothes into my flesh. = At the
same time I heard the reapers not above a
hundred yards behind me. Being quite dispirit-

ed with toil, and wholly evercome by grief and .

despair, I lay down between two ridges, and
heartily wished I might there end my d&a’.y:?g
bemoaned my desolate widew and fatherless
children. I lamented my own folly and wil-
fulness in, abttempting a second voyage against
the advice of all my friends and relations,

*

(Ts be continued.)

many admired her that compliments to her
personal appearance became almost tiresome.
But it is doubtful if any one sincerely loved
her except her grandmother and Aunt Aman-

da; and—jyes, one_ other—homely old Mliss _.

Jinks, who was always delighted with the lit-
tle doll-like smile that Lesbia bestowed ou her
every Sunday morning, eoming out of caurch.

Lesbia was acute eneugh to perceive tliat
something was wrong with herself; that other
girls of her age and social position received.
She had had a vague hope that, after her ‘com-
ing out, things would adjust themselves dif-
ferently. She would find her ‘place. But in-

stead of getting better, things appeared to

be getting worse.

This is what was vexing Lesbia. She hoped

ohd e
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that she was not envious of other girls, or
unduly anxious -for recognition. $he tried to
put her Christianity into her daily life. But
it hurt her to notice that after the first greet-
ing people did not usually return to her. It
was as if, after making a fine impression at
first, she disappointed afterwards.

Undoubtedly Lesbia thought too much about
herself. If she had had home cares to divert
her; or if she had been fond of music, art or
science, her temptation would not have been
80 great.

She was early at the young people’s meet-
ing, which took place in the Sunday school
room of the church. Two young ladies Wwere
chatting gaily on one of the front seats. Les-
bia greeted them pleasantly; and then she
smiled, a little more shyly, to Mr. Floyd Mil-
bank, the handsome secretary, who came into

the room just them by another door.
~ The young man seemed pleased to see Les-
bia. “This is a special meeting, is it not, Miss
Norwood? he asked, when they had shaken
hands. ‘I’ve been. out of town for three
weeks, and have just got back, and haven’t
yet seen any one who could tell me about it’

‘I really don’t know,’ hesitated Lesbia with
one of her childish smiles,

‘Do you not know the purpose of the meet-
ing? Who called it? The question seemed to
be asked with regret and a little surprise.

Lesbia’s intellectual conscience smote her.
Why had she mot paid attention to the an-
nouncements? ‘No, I don’t know whak the
meeting is for, she was obliged to answer
with a self-conscious blush. ‘The pastor said
something about it last Sunday—but, I can’t
remember—’ :

The brisk, business-like Marion Bradley was
coming in, heading & little procession of mem-
bers. The question was put to her, and an-
swered divectly, ‘Yes, this is a special meet-
ing of the Circle. We are to take action on
the subject of extending more cordiality to
strangers who drop into church.

For several weeks a controversy as tb the
. friendliness of church-goers had disturbed
Newelton. It was begun by a letber printed
“iw one of the daily newspapers, settirig forth
that the writer—a stranger in the city—had
attended a number of churches without hav-
ing been once ‘taken by the hand in friendly
welcome.” A number of the city churches had
taken the matter up, among them the congre-
gation of which Lesbia was a member.

Mr. Milbank proposed that the young men
of the circle should offer their hands in greet.
ing the men visitors, and that the young ladies
should pursue the same course with ladies and
girls. This was approved by the young men,
but was voted against by all the young ladies
except Marion Bradley and ome other.

‘I once offered my hamd to a stranger in
church, and she didn’t respond, and Tl never
put myself in the same embarrassing pesition
again, said DBessie  Horner. ‘Of course, T'll
speak to a stranmger, and be glad to do it, if
she looks pleasantly at me, but as to offering
to shake hands with everybody—mno!’

As usual Leshia had no suggestions to of-
fer. She did not even vote. Her habitual lit-
tle smile, as she looked on from her seat be-
side the big pillar, was, if anything, moe
meaningless than ever. She was comparing
herself with others to her own disadvantage,
She wished that she could speak out like other
girls who expressed their views. If only she
knew wnat to say, like Marion Bradley! 1t
seemed to her that she was of no use at the
meeting. What a poor sort of a church-mem-
ber she was anyhow! ;

Presently she became aware that her name
- was mentioned quietly on the other side of
the pillar. ‘Lesbia Norwood 'is certainly pret-
t—_yd,’ said Grace Dennison to the girl at  her
side. :

The reply came in the sharp accents of Clara
. Finn: ‘Now you have said everything about
Lesbia that is to be said’ Evidently  the
whisperers supposed Lesbia had gone home.

With her indolent habit of mind, Lesbia did
not see the point of the second remark for a
little while. The meeting was breaking up,
when the thought slowly reached her inner
consciousness, giving form and life to her own
vague dissatisfactions.

Quietly she slipped out of the side door of
the church to save the feeling of the two
who, she knew, would be embarrassed at see-

ing her. The talking, interested crowd of
young people went out by the front way.

Lesbia stood in the shadow of the church
wall gazing dejectedly down at the pavement.
Her intention was to wait there for a few
minutes, and then to go home alone. She was
not stirred to the point of feeling il-will to-
ward Clara Finn. The two had known each
other from childhood. Clara, she knew, would
not have hurt her intentionally for the world,
But Clara had a sharp way of saying true
things, and this that she had said about Les-
bia was true. That was the painful part of
it. :

In the rear of the church lot was the sex-
ton’s house, where old Miss Jinks rented a
room, doing her own light housekeeping. The
old lady was out on an errand when she saw
her favorite standing alome, pale, and without
a trace of the pretty, doll-like smile. Miss
Jinks came pattering across the stone pave-
ment to Lesbia.

‘Oh, my dear! I'm afraid you are ill?" she
asked anxiously. ‘Come to my little room,
and let me make you a cup of tea? And she
put her arm tenderly around Lesbia’s slim
waist.

‘No, thank you, Miss Jinks,’ said Lesbia,
gratefully, as she got out her handkerdhief.

‘My dear, you must not ecry,’ said Miss
Jinks in her most sympathetic way, “You will
spoil your pretty face’

‘T would rather be ugly, and not the dusnce
that I am!’ sobbed Lesbia, giving way to her
feelings. ‘It’s just dreadful, Miss Jinks, to
feel that one is a failure!’

Miss Jinks, who took an inberest in the
young people of the chureh, had often wonder-
ed to herself why Lesbia was not more prom-
inent in the activities, She had finally half
guessed the truth, which Lesbia’s confession
now confirmed. But she did not love Lesbia
any the less.

‘My dear,” she said, ‘the blessedness of Chris-
tian service is that it is “reasomable,” as Paul
says. One can only give what one has, and
do what one is capable of doing’

‘T want to be & worker in the church, Miss
Jinks, but I'm so incapable, said Lesbia, re-
lieving her mind still further. ‘Tm afraid to
take a class in Sunday school, for if the chil-
dren should ask me a question mot in the les-
son, I wouldn’t knmow how to answer it. I
never have what people call “ideas.””’”

Miss Jinks patted Lesbia kindly, as If she
were a baby. ‘All you wanted, my dear, was
a stirring up,” she said, coaxingly. “You’ve had
such an easy-going life, never needing to think
for yourself, or any one else, that you've never
come to your strength.’

‘Tl never come to the strength of speaking
out in a meeting,’ said Lesbia with a forlorn
little smile as she wiped her eyes. ‘I think if
I should get up I should drop!’ ‘

‘Some are fitted for one kind of service,
some for another kind,” said Miss Jinks. “There
are “differing gifts,” you know. Every one
can do s i You are pretty. PI’m not
meaning to flatter. But just now you seem
to be despising your gift and coveting the
abilities of others. Don’t do that. Appreciate
your pretty looks, for it’s a gift from God,
just as surely as the singing voice or the
ready tongue.

‘But I want to be useful in the church in
a practical way,’ urged Lesbia.

‘So you can be, my dear; and just now is
the opportunity.’

‘What, Miss Jinks?

‘Why, shaking hands with strangers in
church. Tm not saying you can’t do any-
thing else, but you can do that. And it’s a
service that's needed now.

Lesbia felt comforted. She thanked her
good friend and took leave of her. She had
an idea mow. On her way home she called ox
Marion Bradley.

‘Pve come to tell you that you may count -
‘on me to shake hands with visitors at church,’

she said simply. ‘Pm not very bright, but I
can do that much to help you along’

‘Lesbia, you’re an angel!’ said Marion, tact-
fully concealing a part of her surprise. The
girls had a long pleasant talk together, dur-
ing which Lesbia almost forgot herself in the
awakening interests. 'Life began to take on
a new meaning. Her one idea gathered to it-
self others after the manmer of ideas.

Yet it was no easy manner for Lesbia to
overcome her shyness. Anxiously she looked
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forward to Sunday. Would she be able to do
as she had promised?

When the day came, Mr. Townsend preached
from the text, ‘No man, having put his hand
to the plow, and looking back, is fit for the
kingdom of God.’ Lesbia prayed earnestly for
strength of will. Nobody knew of the flutter-
ings at her heart, as; timidly she smiled, ex-
tending her hand to two or three lady visi-
tors after the service,

‘You've done splendidly, Lesbia!’ said Marion
Bradley, when it was all over.

Mr. Milbank came out of his way to express
to Lesbia his appreciation of her services, and
Mrs. Townsend, whom Lesbia loved very dear-
1y, kissed her. But, better than all else to the
now happy girl was the smile and greeting nf
Miss Jinks, ‘It's a blessed thing, my dear)
whispered the old lady, ‘when it can be said of
one: “She hath done what she could.”’

Do Not Wet a Lead Pencil.

The practice of wetting a lead pencil on the
tongue before using it is an umclean habit,
to say the least, and perhaps also a dangerous
one. ;

Recently a woman of fine bearing and ele-
gantly dressed stepped into the counting-room
of one of the local papers of a large city to
insert an advertisement. Having no pencil ot
her own, she picked up a pencil which was
tied with a string to a pad used for writing,
At once she moistened the lead with her
tongue and began to write. An elderly woman
who was standing by reminded her that the
pencil had just been used by an old man, rag-
ged and dirty, greasy and filthy, who also had
contracted the same habit of wetting the
pencil on ‘his tongue every time he wrote a
word. The disgusted woman flung the pencu
away and scolded the young man behind the
counter until he sharpened a brand new pen-
cil for her use and benefit. -

The habit is a foolish ome. Instead of mak-
ing the pencil write more freely and easily, 1t
hardens it, and makes it write more blurred
and irregular.

Newspaper men and those who use lead pen-
cils pever dampen the lead in the mouth or
with a sponge. Besides being injurious to the
lead, it is a damgerous habit, inasmuch as dis-
ease has been knownm to be conveyed in that
way into the system.—‘Scientific American.’

St eep.

Ali our senses do not slumber simultam
eously. They fall into insensibility, one aiter
another. First the eyelids obscure sight, and
the sense of taste is the next to lose suscep-
tibility.  Smelling, hearing and touch then
follow. Touch is the lightest sleeper and most
easily aroused. After touch hearing soonest
régains consciousness,  Slumber = commencdd
with the feet and works its way up, to the
centre of the nervous action. The sense of
smell is the last to awake—Dominion Pres
byterian. :

Order Your ‘Pictorial’ at
Once, so as not to Miss
the February Number.

Messenger Coupon
Those who take the “Messenger’ through Sun-
day Schools or other clubs, may get the 'Pie-
torial’ separately by using the attached
coupon.

............ hasss vesuse ol

John Dougall and Son, ‘Witness’ Building,
Montreal. .

Dear Sirs,—Bnclosed please find SIXTY
CENTS, for which send me the ‘Canadian Pic-
torial’ for ome year. :

NAMB &2 58 whirsins rn ar

1

sesa

N.B.—When getting the ‘Messenger’ through
a Sunday School, please give name and sddress
of superintendent and pastor.
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A Prayer. .
Keep my feet the whole day long;
Keep me all, O Jesus, mild,
Keep me ever thy dear child.

Keep my little voice to-day,
Keep it gentle while 1 play;
Keep my hands from doing wrong,

A First Ride on the ‘Ingine
Cars.” \ 2
(By J. L. Harbour, in the ‘Congre-

gationalist and Christian
World.”)

I was a boy of twelve when the
railroad first came to the little
town of Byford in which I lived.

My! what a day that was in the

history of the new little Western
town! It was the very first time
most of the people had ever seen
what some of them called the

‘ingine cars” Evervbody for miles
! /
4

o

around drove or walked into the
town to see the first passenger
train come in over the new track
stretching away to the eastward.
I remember how timid some of the
people were about getting too close
to the noisy engine because they
felt that it might ‘blow up’ at any
moment. There was a good deal
of merriment when one old lady

rebuked her husband for poking at

the engine with his cane when ex-
plaining some of its workings to
her. :

‘Be careful!” she said, pulling

back the hand in which he held the
outstretched cane, ‘you might make
the thing bu’st right here and then
where would we be?

Several old ladies were firmly
of the opinion that they ‘couldn’t
be hired’ to ride behind ‘that pesky,
thing,’ and one little girl shrieked
with terror when her father
thought to give her pleasure by,
lifting her into the cab of the en-
gine. Some of us boys thought
that we were wonderfully brave
and our parents rebuked us sharply
for crossing the track in front of
the engine when it was standing
still, and little Billy Bowker really
believed it when he said,

‘If the ingine should start up, a
man on the track a quarter of @
mile away would hardly have time
to get off before it would be upon
him.’ ;

The engineer, in a spirit of fun,
opened the steam valve and made
the engine give a terrific whistle
while it was standing with a great
crowd around it, whereupon the
people fell back so suddenly that a
number of them came to the
ground. Omne very large old Negro
aunty in the starchiest of purple
calico dresses became so excited
that she dropped to the ground and
almost out-distanced the whistle in
screaming. Yes, that was a great
day for Byford. ,

From that day forward the rail-
road station was a favorite loung-
ing place for the boys of the town,
and they were sure to be there
when the trains came in. We used
to climb on top of the freight cars
standing on theide tracks, and we
endangered our lives by jumping
on the cars when they were being
switched from one track to the
other. We were foolish enough to
think that it was very smart to
jump on trains when they were in
motion, but we were more cautious
about falling into this felly when
poor little Billy Bowker fell be-
tween two moving cars and had
his right leg cut off.

- But we continued to play around
the station and would run wild and
foolish races on top of the freight
cars when there was no engine
attached to them. Byford became
quite a shipping centre as soon as
the railroad was completed, and

there were nearly always freight

cars on the side tracks.

One day after school ten or
twelve of the boys went down to
the station to play. I was among
them, and after the five o’clock
passenger train had given the vil-
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lage the greatest excitement of the
day simply by coming in and pul-
ling out again, some of the boys
proposed that we have a few games
of hide-and-seek, There were de-
lightful hiding places around the
station, and in five minutes Tommy
Drewe had counted one hundred
and had called out:

‘A bushel of wheat and a bushel of
Pye’ i
‘All who ain’t hid holler ‘aye’!

No one responded to this cry,
which was proof of the fact that
all were hidden, and Tommy must
begin his search for them. v

Now, I had scudded away the
moment Tommy had hidden his
eyes. I had meant to make my
bare brown feet carry me to a cer-
tain little culvert under the track
into which I had planned to creep
until Tommy had gone far enough
from the base for me to rush back,
touch the base and screech out
gleefully,

One, two, three,
Here I be!

But as I was running toward
the culvert I came to ‘a freight
car, the door of which was partly
open. Here, I thought, was a good
biding place, and in an instant
I had pulled myself up into the car
which was half full of loose wheat
ready for shipment. Sinking
several inches into the wheat at
every step, I reached a corner of
the car and threw myself at full
length on the wheat. The next
minute the car door closed with a
bang and I heard some one lock it.

The station master, a surly man,
had wisely told the boys to keep
away from the freight cars, and I
was at first afraid of incurring his
displeasure by calling out that I
was in the car when I heard him
close the door—at least I suppose
he was the man who had closed
the door and locked it.

The next moment my heart
almost leaped into my mouth, for
I felt a hard bump, and the car
began to move. Then I remem-
bered that an engine was at work
switching the cars on the side-
track, and that a freight train was
due to leave soon after five.
Thoroughly frightened I ran to the
door, pounded on it with my puny
fists and demanded to be let out,

but no one responded. The car was

soon going so fast that I knew it
was out on the main track, and I
was quite right in guessing that it
had become a part of the 5.30
freight train, and that it was roll-
ing on toward Evandine, the next
station, ten miles distant.

Did I cry? Well, wouldn’t you
have cried had you been a boy of
twelve years who had never been
away from home a night in your
life, and you found yourself shut

“up in a dark freight car with night

coming on, being carried you knew
not whither?

After what seemed hours, the
train stopped at Evandine, a little
town of less than two hundred in-
habitants. I hammered on the
door and screamed the moment
the train stopped, but no one heard
me. We stayed but a few minu-
tes and on we went. Then I lay
face downward on the wheat and
wept myself to sleep. 1 do not
know how long- I slept, but not
a ray of light came through the
cracks around the door when I
awoke, and I felt that it was far
into the night. Three times the
train stopped, and each time I
tried in vain to attract the atten-
tion of some one. I knew later that
one reason I failed to do so was
because the car I was in was
almost at the end of a long train,

I wept myself to sleep a second
time, and when I awoke, daylight
came in around the doors and the
train was standing still. I heard
a brakeman running toward me on
top of the train and I set up an
ear-piercing - scream = when  he
reached my car. He stopped and
called out, : :

‘Hello, there?

I sereamed again.

‘Where are you? he asked.

‘Here in this car, and T want to
get out? I said.

“You a tramp?’ he asked.

‘No, ’'m a—a—just a boy.’

‘What you doing in there?
Running away? :

After asking me a few more
questions he went away for a key,
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and I was soon standing, tearful
and embarrassed, among a group
of men at the end of a long station
platform. When I had told my
story the conductor said:

‘And here you are in Brayton’s
Falls, a hundred miles from home.
How do you expect to get baeck?

‘Is this place Brayton’s Falls?
I asked, and before he could reply
a surprised old gentleman in the
crowd rushed toward me crying
out:

‘Why, Joey Hinton! Of all
things! What does this mean?

It meant for me that I was, in
the arms of my Grandfather Hin-
ton, who lived in Brayton’s Falls
within a hundred yards of the rail-
road track. It had been the dream
of my life ever since the railroad
had come to our town to have the
privilege some day of riding all the
way to Brayton’s Falls on the cars,
and here 1 was,

The first thing Grandfather Hin-
ton did was to send a telegram to.
my distracted parents. Then he
took me to my amazed grand-
mother, who scolded me a little at
first for the trouble I had caused
at home, and then got me up a
good breakfast and declared I must
stay at least two weeks while 1
was there. Thig I did, and I rode
back to Byford on the passenger
train proudly conscious of the fact
that I was!the first boy of my age
in the town who had been so far
from home alone on the ‘ingine
cars.’ :

———
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and we will be pleased to supply them, free
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Doll’s Patterns for Dolly’s Mamma

Just like the big folks have, but so simple, Directions clear and easy to fol-
low.

Diagram to show how to lay pieces on the cloth so as to cut your goods to ad-
vantage; made to fit a doll from 12 to 15 inches high, but may be cut o
Three to six garments in each set,

fit almost any &lze.

Any mother of little girls will welcome
these patterns as a really ‘useful gift. Chil-
dren’s pennies are better saved to buy one
of these than spent in sweets.

‘The cut represents one of these Sets,
and gives a good idea of the general make-
up of the patt

erns. &
SET I.—Chila doll’s outdoor suit, with , %

cape and bonnet.
' SET I1.—Girl doll’s
jacket and muff.
SET IV.—Girl
pinafore.
SET V.—Doll's party dress with cloak.
SET VII.—Infant doll’s outdoor suit.
. SET VIII.—Infant doll's indoor suit.
Set XI.—@Girl doll’s saitor suit.
~ SET XII.—Boy doll’s sailor suit.

outdoor suit, with

doll’s indoor suit, with

Eare

Q Any one of these sets may be secured by giving carefully the number of the set
desired, and adding five cents to any other order sent into this office. Sepa:
the price must be 10 cents, the same as larger patterns, unless four or more sets
are ordered at once, in which case the price is five cents for each set. :

PATTERN DEPARTMENT, John Dougall & Son, ‘Witness' Block, Montreal,

N.B.-Any two sets of thess patterns will be sont free to one old subscriber
sending in one NEW subscriptien to the ‘Messonger’ at 40 cents. If a set’
choeen is out of stoek at the time, we will send the one most like it.

or on to

GIRL DOLL’S OUTDOOR SUIT.

|

i

ely,

|
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- Correspondence

Dear Editor,—~We live at S. F. The Sauble
River runs near our house. I have one sister
and five brothers.
walk to my school, so I can go in the winter
unless I am sick. One of my brothers and a
friend shot a large bear and two cubs. 1 tried

I have only five minutes’

THE MESSENGER.,

the fifth reader, and go to a country school;
there is only one room in it. We have lived
in Minnesota. four years. I am ten years of
age. I have two brothers and ome sister, four
half-brothers and my half-sister are living
with their aunt in Chicago.

Our neatest town is nine miles' away. We
play school at home; I am the teacher, and
my brother and sister are pupils.

FLOSSIE GEE.

Feb. 22, 1907.

is the difference between a dairy maid and a
swallow ?
AMY H. GAVEY.

OTHER LETTERS.

B. McArthur, K. H. V., Alta, sends in a
dream story that will be published some time
in the summer,

1. ‘A House’ Wilmer McArter (aged 12),
H., Man. :

2. ‘Gun.’ Arnold Brown (aged 11), H,
Ont.

3. ‘Flowers” Kdna FEagle (aged 10), H,
Ont.

4. “A Tamp.’ Robert S. Dukes (aged 15), U.,
Ont.
5. ‘Pansy’  Hester Brown (aged 9), H.,

6. "The Farm House” Tracey Logan (aged

10), W., Man.
7. Jack Knife’ Forrest G. Kelly (aged 9),
C., N.S. i'h‘;:‘ i‘;‘}é;"zfa

OUR PICTURES.
Gladys Berry, P., Man.

8. ‘Biscuit Jar.

9. Full Sail’
P

10. ‘A Rooster’. Andrew F., Q. P. Q.

11, ‘A Hen. Lena Dunbar (aged 9), P.,.Ont.

12. ‘A Bird.” Rica McLean (aged 9), T., Ont,

13. ‘A Woodpecker” Emeline Dukes (aged
8), U., Ont.

14. ‘Dolly Gray.’ Hazel Potter (aged 13), 8.,

15. ‘A Bird” - E. Gordon Whittaker (aged
13) R PO,

16. ‘A Butterfly.” Frederick Ralph Burford,
€. P, Ont:

Archie Brien (aged 13), G.,

17. ‘A Castle on the River Rhine’ Margared
Lett, D., P. Q.

18. ‘Barge’ Charles Brown T{aged 11), C.
Ont. ,
19. “The View. Evelyn Brown (aged 13), H,

Ount.
20. ‘In the Farm Yard.’ Louise McLellan,
G. V., NS, ;
21. ‘Rooster” ' Margaret Ferguson, N. L,
s S

N. 8.

22. ‘A Cold Morning” N. Hicky (aged 13),
Y. W, N8

23. ‘A Happy Family” Myrel Cox (aged 12),
A,, Ont.

the examination at Christmas for the fourth
book, and I passed. My father is a mu
man; he has four teams drawing logs now.
We had a Christmas tree at our school this
year. My teacher gave me a very pretty

vase
» ALICE SEAMAN.

C. E, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I am a boy eleven years old.
I go to school every day, and I am in the
fourth book. I have a pet chipmunk, which
is getting very tame. I let him out every day
I have time, and he eats butternuts, apples,
and corn. I had a squirrel, but lie died in
the fall. My brother and a friend of his shot

two rabbits yesterday.
STANLEY BUSH.

[You did not give the answer to your rid-
dle, Stanley, so it could not be printed.—d.]

L. B.
Dear Editor,—I am mine years old, and in
the third grade in school. I have one brother
and one sister. We had a little snow, but it is
nearly all gone. I have a great grand aunt

living; she is ninety-seven years of age, and

can read without glasses. I have two grand-

mothers living at my home. I live on a farm.

near the water. It is very pretty in summer.
ANNA B. CAMERON.

\ L e ol
‘ 8. A., Out.
Dear Editor,—My grandma is 82 yedrs old,
and she is well. I am eight years old. My
pa keeps a store, and a post-office, and he is
very busy. At Christmas I got a watch and

chain, a picture, a statue, a pocket-purse, g
whistle, and a nice book. The name of it is ‘a’

Candle Lighted by the Lord’ ;
o Lighted By B8 M ERNEST SNYDER.

€., Minn.
Dear Editor,—I think some of the drawings
are very good. The answer to Cora B. Me-
Laughlin’s ~first riddle is, ‘a erow’s feathers’;
to Gordon McKay's riddle, is Ohio. I am In

E. T., Ont.
Dear Editor,—I am twelve years old, and
attend the high school, which is about one
block north of our place, There are two rinks
in this town, one for curling, and the other
for skating. There are quite a few hockey
and curling maitches played on a pond near our
place. I will close with some riddles:
1. Why is the letter W'like a coatsleeve?
2. Wiy does the time go more quickly m
Italy than in any other place.
WESLEY GRAY,

»

: P, Ont. -

Dear Editor,—This is the first letter I have
written to the ‘Messenger, although I enjoy
reading the letters very much. We live just
a few acres from the Methodist Church, and
also the school. I go to school every day, and
am in the junior fourth class. Last year I did
not miss a day from school, and my teacher
gave me a very mice Bible. Our school is a
fine large brick one, just built last summer.
It is heated by a furnace, which certainly
makes it very comfortable. I do not go to
Sunday school now, as it is closed for the win-
fer, but I went all last summer,

We are going to build a bank-barn next sum-
mer, and so are very busy getting out the tim-
ber for it.

HILLIS J. MOULTON (age 10).

G:i G, Pa Q.
Dear Editor,—I have taken the Messenger’
for a number of years, and I also take the

‘Canadian Pictorial’ and think it a very mice.

paper. I have two sisters and two brothers.
My brothers fish in the summer, and my fa-

mm&bﬁmn I live near the shore, and
olten go bathing in the summer. We had a
Christmas tree for the Sunday school, and 1

had a lot of presents on it. I will try to
answer some of the riddles. I think the answer
to Funice T. Hanna's third one is, one sows
the seed and the other sews dresses. The an-
swer to Frances B’s first one is to make it
into sauce. I will close with a riddle. What

Caroll R. Sohnes, S., N.S., is only seven years
old, but he has not missed a day at school this
term.

L. Smith, W., Ont., sends in a riddle that
has, however, been given hefore, and so does
Ethel Taylor, H.,, N.S.

Margaret Scott, 0. Sask., Dorothy Brad-
shaw, R., Man., Jessie Drope, C., Ont., and
Queel_zie Potter, 8., Ont., are others who have
sent in riddles already given, but Queedis has
another. Tt is easier to find the answer when
it is spoken, becanyse it is really not correct
when it is spelt, as it has to be: T bet a man
that I could eat more eggs tham he. He ate
ninety-nine, while I ate one hundred and one.
How many more eggs did I eat than he did?
Dorothy Bradshaw. is not well enough to go
to school. 'We all hope you will soon be quite
strong again, Dorothy.

Here is amother little invalid: Hilda Kil-
born, A., Ont., says that her little sister Helen
only two years old, has had the grippe for

more than a month. Hilda also has a baby

brother three months old. She has a fine op-
portunity to show what she can do to help,
hasn’t she? : :

Two little sisters, Ida A., and Margaret C.
Ferguson, write from N, I, NS, and they say
very nice things about the ‘Messenger.”  We
are very glad that so many of our coTTespon-
dents are such good friends.

Harry Mount, K., Ont., sends in this riddle:

Why is an organ like a slippery floor? Did"

you write the letter yourself, Harry? If you
did you deserve a compliment om the writing:
Charles M. Howell, R., sends in &

drawing with his letter, which will inted
-shortly. : ; = ub

Yiotgquéydesworth, P., Ont., answers Fran-
ces R.s third puzzle—milk; Edna Brown’s sec-
ond one—a pump handle; and- Ulrie Dawson’s
first ome—a night dress. You forgot to send
in any answers to your own riddles, Vietor, so
we had to keep to our rule, and not print them.

We also received a little note from Iklla
Pearl Taylor, with a drawing,




Feb. 22, 1907.,

LESSON,—MARCH 3, 1907.

Abraham Pleading for Sodom.

Gen. xviii,, 16-23.

Memory verses 23-26.
Read the chapter. :

Golden Text.

Men ought always to pray amnd not to faint.
Luke xviii., 1.

Home Readings.

Monday, Feb. 25.—Gen. xv_i?j., 1-15.
Tuesday, Feb. 26.—Gen. xvil, 16-23.
Wednesday, Feb. 27—Gen. xix., 17-30.
Thursday, Feb. 28.—Deut. xxix., 10-29.
Friday, Mar. 1.—Matt. xi, 16-30.
Saturday, Mar. 2—Luke xvii., 20-37.
Sunday, Mar. 3.—1I. Peter. il,, 1-18:

(For the Junior Classes.)

Last Sunday we were studying about the

-different kinds of promises that there are in

this world, and also about one promise in par-
ticular that God gave to someone. Can any of
you tell me the name of this man? Yes, his
name is Abraham, and he loved and trug@ed
God so greatly that he was called ‘the friend
of God’ Has any one here got a friend? Oh,
you all have; then you can easily tell me
what a friend is like. A friend is some omne
with whom we like to be, some one with whom
we like to talk about our plans, some one
whom we like to please, isn’t that so? Was

/Abraham g friend of God’s like this?

TaMc for awhile about the past lessoms in
which Abraham left his own home so that he
might walk closer with God and do what
pleased him most, and recall how God had of-
ten guided and helped and talled with him.
Recall last Sunday’s lesson in which the eoven‘
ant between God and Abrsham was renewed
and strengthened. :

So we see that God and Abraham were real
friends, and in our lesson to-day we learn that
God even wanted o talk to Abraham about
gome great plan. This plan had a great deal
to do with Abraham’s nephew. I wonder if
you remember his name. Ah, you do, so per
haps you can tell me what had become of him
all this time. To-day’'s lesson tells about
something that happened over thirteen years
since last Sunday’s lesson, and all this time,
yes, even longer, Lot had been living in this

wicked ecity called Sodom. Of course he was.

getting to be very wealthy, but what about
the city? It was getting worse and worse,
and the wickedness had spread into the other
cities that were mear it. Really it looked as
though it might spread all over the world
again and make it just as bad as it had been
before God sent the flood. But God was
watching, and when he saw that things were
getting so bad again he saw that there was

‘only one thing to be done to keep these men

from doing still more harm.
Tell the story ef God’s love and pity and
how he came to talk to his friend Abraham

. about these cities, because naturally Abraham

felt deeply interested. Tell of his great trust
in God’s justice and mercy and his tender 1Iinty
ng-

 for the doomed cities, and God’s own wil

‘keep track of the incidents.

ness to have spared the cities if possible.
; ~ (For the Seniors.) '

There is much that is of large intérest re-
corded of the thirteem years or more that in-
tervene between this and last Sunday’s les-
son, but there will not be time to more than
: The change of
name, however, for both Abraham and Sarah
might be considered as another sign of God’s
personal and clese interest in his people.
Abram, ‘a high, or lofty, father) a title of
honor, is now Abraham, ‘the father of a mul-
titude,’ a name (full of promise. These *had

been years of wandering, for as yet he owned
no portion of this promised land, but camped
where the pasture best suited his numerous
flocks and herds, but there were several
places at which he had erected altars to the
Lord and towards which his feet must have
often turned. The plains of Mamre, where he
was encamped at the time of this lesson were
to the nerth-west of Hebren, and at a consid-
erable elevation. The cities of the plain lay
in the valley of the Jordam, probably around
the northern shore of the Dead Sea. The
men who years ago had been ‘sinners before
the Lord exceedingly’ had been steadily pur-
suing their evil way and God had heard, the
cry of their wickedness had come up before
him. It is interesting to compare with this
the story of Nineveh (Jonah i., 2; iii,, 10; v,
2, 11). Lot, however, who might have -done
the prophet’s work, had failed in his duty.
Verse 1y opens up another thought, on the m-
portance of home life, but the main study is
the need of prayer, and God’s pleasure in
man’s care for his fellow man. There was no
audacity in Abraham’s pleading, because he
echoed the desire of God’s own heart.

(Selections from Tarbell’s ‘Guide.)

Verse 16. And the men rose up. There are
passages in which mamifestations of God are
described which seem to imply that He was
confined within the limitations of space, or
that the human form really was proper to
Him. He is said to have walked in the gar-
den in the cool of the day; to have come down
to see the town which men did build; to have
been one of tliree men who appeared to
Abraham, and to have eaten that which was
get before Him. Under all these there lies at
least, not only a vivid conception of His per-
gonality, but a vivid cemception of a profound
and more strictly redemptive truth, mamely,

_that He reveals Himself and enters into the

closest friendship with men.—A. B. Davidson,
“The Theology of the Old Testament.

Though spirits ‘have neither flesh nor bones
as we have,’ it is impessible to speak of them
except under the imaginative form of a per-
fect human shape, and human attributes.—
C;.)nningham Geikie, (Compare Luke xxiv. 41-
42).

- Verse 25. Shall not the judge of all the earth
do right? Such a union of the yearnings of
compassion with the sense eof justice and of
profound resignation, such a sympathy with
the calamities, not only of his own country-
men, but eof a foreign and detested race, must
in that distant age be counted, to say the
least, as a marvellous anticipation of a higher
morality and religion, such as we are accustom-
ed to think peculiarly our own.—Staniéy, *Jew-
ish Church’.

Justice always carries with it the associate
idea of mercy. God is not merciful to one per-
son and just to another; or merciful to the
same person at one moment and just at an-
other; but in every act of the Divine Being
mercy and justice go together. They are not
conflicting ideas, but harmonious; one may
predominate, it does not eliminate the other.—
Frank J. Goodwin, in ‘Homiletic Review.’

Take a straight stick, and put it into the
water, and it will seem crooked. Why? Be-
cause we look upon it through two mediums,
—air and water. Thus the proceedings of
God in His justice, which in themselves are
straight, without the least obliquity, seem un-
to us croocked. That wicked men should pros-
per, and good men be afflicted; that the
Israelites should make the bricks, and the
Egyptians dwell in the houses: that servamts
should ride on horseback and princes go on
foot—these are things that maKe the best
Christians stagger in their judgments. And
why? But because they look upon God’s pro-
ceedings through a double medium—of flesh
and spirit; that so all things seem to o
across, though, indeed, they are right emough.
And ‘hence it is that God’s proceedings in His
justice are not so well discerned; the eyes 6f
man alone not being competent judges there-
of —D. L. Moody.

Prostrate yourself before an engine, and the
very qualities that make it a blessing make
it an engine of destruction. God moves on a
track of absolute and perfect equity and holi-

3 issue?
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ness, and the same qualities that insure thag
you would be borne forward into the eternal
ages if connected with God make it sure that
you would be ground to powder if you place
yourself before the wheels of judgment.—A. T,
Pierson.

This is no local tragedy. The fire and brim-
stone are still in the power of God; it is true
to-day and for ever that ‘Our God is a consum-
ing fire’! The principles are clearly these: We
hold life as God’s gift; we hold that gift upon
certain conditions; we can choose good or we
can choose evil; God loves us, and is watch-
ing us every moment; He wishes all men to
be saved; He promises pardon to the penitent,
and foretells the death of the impenitent sin-
ner; by these principles He will judge us, and
by them will the wicked go away into ever-
lasting punishment, and the righteous into life
eternal. The human conscience must answer,
This is right!—Joseph Parker.

Prayers for others will always have a salut-
ary reflex influence upon ourselves. It wild
lead to a deepening of our interest in those for
whom we pray, to wiser efforts for them, and
to a greater watehfulnes over ourselves, lest
anything in ourselves should hinder -the suc-
cess of the prayer.. What Joseph said to
Jacob’s: other sons in Egypt, God may some-
times say to us, ‘Ye shall not see my face ex-
cept your brother be with you!” It is signifi-
cantly so at the end of the history of Job, ‘The
Lord turned the captivity of Job when he
prayed for his friends’—G. H. Knight, in ‘The
Seeret of His Presence.

No prayer takes hold of God until it first
takes hold of the man.—Horace Bushnell.

: Prayer is not overcoming God’s reluctance;
it is laying hold of Xis highesf willingness.—
Trench.

What are men
If, knowing God, they lift mnot
prayer,
Both for themselves and those whom they call
friend?

hands of

—Tennyson,

Sir. 1y concern is nof whether God is om
our side; my great concern is to be on God’s
side; for God is always right.—Lincoln,

BIBLE REFERENCES.

Heb, xiii., 2; Rev. iii,, 20; Psa. xxv., 143
Jas, v., 16;“ I John v., 14-16; I. Sam xii, 19,
23; Jer. xlii, 2; John xiv. 16; Luke xxii., 31,
32; Acts viii, 24; Jeb. iv., 7; Luke xiii., 3;
Job. viii.,, 3; Psa. i., 16, cxly., 20. f

C. E. Topic.

Sunday, Mar. 3.—Topic—Being honest, with
yourself and God. Luke xii, 1-3; Josh. xxiv
14. (Comsecration meeting.) y

Junior C. B. Topic.
OUR SHEPHERD. ,

Monday, Feb. 25.—The Lord is my shepherd,
John x., 11-16.

Tn;esd’ay, Feb. 26.—I shall not want. Phil.
iv., 19.

Wednesday, Feh. 27.—He takes care of me,
Frek. xxxiv., 11-16.

Thursday, Feb. 28.—He leadeth me, Ps. v.

8.

' Friday, Mar. 1T will fear no evi

L, 34 sy
Saturday, Mar. 2.— I will dwell

house. Ps. xxvii, 4. :
Sunday, Mar. 3.—Topic—Lessons

Shepherd Psalm. Psalm xxiii.

meeting.)

in God’s

from the
(Consecration

Does Youf ‘Subscription .Ex-
pire This Month?

Would each subscriber kindly look at the
address tag on this paper? If the date there-
on is Feb. it 18 time that remewals were
gent in so as to aveid losing a single copy.
As nnewa,la.. almy: date from the expiry of
the old subscriptions, subseribers lose mothing
by remitting a little in advance. When rev”
newing, why not take -advantage of the fing
clubbing offers announced elsewhere in thiy
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Local Option.

Sing a song of sadness,
Misery, and sin,

Liquor-house the cause of them,
Men go in;

Squander sense and money;
Oh! the wasted lives,

Oh! the sad, sad story,
Ohildren starve and wives,

Sing a song of gladness,
Liquor-house away.
Local Option came and won,
Happy Day!
What is Local Option?
The people’s right to say
If they’ll have the drink shops,
Or shut them up for aye.
—Nurse, in ‘Scottish Reformer.

A Policeman’s Testimony,

A number of young men were one day sit-
ting round the fire in the waiting-room at the
Normanton Station of the Midland Railway,
England, talking about total abstinence socie-
ties.  Just then a policeman came in with a
prisoner in handeuffs.  He listened to the
young men's conversation, but did not give
any opinion. There was also in the room Mr.
MeDonald, a minister of the gospel, who, hear-
ing what the young men were saying, stepped
up to the policeman and said:

‘Pray, sir, what have you got to say about
temperance ?’

The policeman replied:

‘Why, all P'we got to say is that I never took
a teetotaler to York Castle (prison) in my
life, mor to Wakefield House of Correction
either’—‘Band ‘of Hope Review.’

The Angel’s Vigil.
(Edgar White, in the ‘Home Herald.’)

In my associations with the men of the
round house I have observed ome ‘trait stand
out prominently. That is the unmiversal be-
lief and good faith in God. The locomotive
engineer is rarely an irreverent man. Iispe-
cially is this true of him who pulls the fast
express trains in the night time. The nearness
to the unseen brings closer communion with
Him who watches over all.

The story I am going to relate here was
given me by a white-halred veteran af the
Santa Pe Railroad. It may be true in all de-

tails, and it may be somewhat colored. But it

illustrates the faith of fhe engineman. 'I'he
one who told it believed it, and that is
enough.

When the road was first. put firough Mis-
souri some twenty years ago, a prominent far-
mer and cattleman, John Westbrook by name,
became a town-site promoter. In the heart
of the fertile Chariton Valley he located two
villages, which he named affer his babies,
both of whom he worshipped. The town to
the east was cailed Elmer, and the one to
the west was known as Alma, after the sun-
ny-haired, blue eyed cherub that came last
into the world. . :

The towns grew and with them John West-
brook’s fortune and influence. He was the
lord of a thousand hills and the gods of for-
tune tired not in layiag their offerings at his
feet. . In the flood-tide of his wealth and popu-
larity, he became a good fellow, that is, he
was a boon companion of the cattlemen and
promoters in the town. It got so The taverns
claimed him to the midnight hour. The wife
and babies, in their beautiful home between
the two towns, felt the shadow of the oncom-
ing peril. Mrs. Westbrook was a woman ot
too much pride to reproach the man to whom
she had sworn life-long fealty. She trusted
that the better part of him would fight the
tempter down in good time, and that he
would become himself again. i

Down and down he went until he became

indifferent to his family and his reputation.
Still wealthy and able to indulge all desires,
he was going the pace that kills. Still the
pale-faced woman at home did not chide,
The little ones looked with wide, staring eyes
at their father whom they used to love, but
whose face was now becoming  bloated and
coarse,

One Christmas Kve Westbrook and s
herders set out after some cattle which had
broken the wires along the north range and
had made for the river. ‘The day had been
bitterly cold, and it was far in the night be-
fore the truants weve safely rounded up and
coralled in the pens at Elmer. Wesbrook and
his herders celebrated the success of the chase
and the approach of the Natal Day m the
tavern. A gang of wandering minstrels drop-
ped in and the little den was full of noise and
laughter as the hours of the night wore on.

Rushing westward through the snow was
engineer Nez Cooper on his double-compound
hauling No. 3, the California Limited. = ‘I'en
heavy cars composed the train, and fireman
Dan Stacy was toiling with bare arms to
keep the guage above the 200 mark, At La
Plata® the train stopped briefly and the en-

* giner was handed an order. It had just been

sent out by the despatcher at Marceline, and
was - important because it annulled an ordex
delivered a little further to the east.

The young operator at La Plata had been
working about two months; and he had such
experience as that period gave. 'I'he message
which' he handed to the engineer of the 'Lim-
ited was worded as follows:

‘No. 3 will pass extra 64 at ILjmer. C. H’

The long train started up again, its tall
drivers slipping viciously over the snow-cover-
ed rails. At last they took hold and the big
engine began reaching after the minutés it
had lost. As it mounted the tall grade to
the south-west of La Plata the storm burst
in all its fury, moaning out its rage like some
mysterious animal that was wounded to

death. The electric rays of the headlight sent

countless diamonds flickering through the
haze; but all: outside the range of that won-
rderful eye was dark and drear. To the-toilers
of the'cab it mattered not; the way was kept
clear by the telegraph, and they dreaded no
danger, So Dam piled on the coal and Cooper
let. on the steam as far as it would stand
without slipping the wheels. ' 1t was a gallamt
race the Timited was making in the teefh ot
the winter hurricane,

The same wild storm swirled arowf® a
cheerless home in the back country, Cheer-
less except in one room, where a fire was
burning on the hearth and a pair of slippers
awaited someone who was not theére. A light
was in in the front window as if to guide the
puzzled wayfarer to a haven out of the
storm.

At a woman’s knees a curly-headed chia
knelt. down amd looked pathetically at the
ceiling:

‘0, God, she said, ‘please be good to all ot-

us and send one of Thy angels after papa,
who is out in the storm. Bless him and briug
him to us and make him love little mamna
better than he does, for Jesus’ sake, Amen.

When Tim McDavitt saw the Limited ap-
plying air as it pulled into Elmer he rusued
out to see if the engineer had gone crazy.
The train came to a dead stop, and McDavitt,
the operator, ran up to the engine.
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‘What’s the matter, Ned?” he asked.

Cooper for reply pulled out the order.

‘It’s that plug up there at La Plata, said
McDavitf, in contemptuous tone; 1 heard
that message go through. Tt said for No. 3
to meet extra 64 at Alma. The names arze a
little alike, and I guess they mixed him up
somed

Cooper gtarted up his engine so vigorously
that the drivers flew around and sent sparks
clear back under the tender, but the train
didn’t move. Having somewhat relieved his
mad spell the engineer fed in the steam with
a littie more ecircumspection and the big
machine started slowiy oft. It was a trifle
up-grade and several times the wheels slipped,

even under the most gentle coaxing. At last

they took hold and Cooper was just about to
let her out® when something on the rails
ahead attracted his attention. He instantly
shut off steam and applied the air, The objeet
ahead might have been a snow mould or some
old clothes or it might have been something
else.

‘I am afraid that I am getting old woman-
ish, Dan,’ said Cooper, ‘but I wish you'd run
down there and see what that is’

Dan jumped off and ran down the rails. The
object was now in the bright glare of cne
head-light, but its character was still inaeter-
minate. Presently Dan reached down, felt of
it and yelled. Cooper leaped from the cab
and joined the fireman. The snow-mouid was
caused by two men who were laying between
the rails. They were aroused and put on
their feet. For several minutes they stnod
blinking stupidly at the head-light and then
started.

‘My God!” exclaimed one of the men, who
appeared well-dressed and who did not at au
suggest the tramp. ‘Have I come to tnis?”

“Youve come to something that’s awtul
lucky,’ said the engineer; ‘if the operator up
at La Plata hadn’t made a mistake and
stopped us at Elmer there wouldn’t Tidive been
enough of you two fellows to hold a funeral’

‘We have been drinking said the well dress-
ed man. : ‘

‘Pll not call you a liar for that statement,
said Cooper. ‘Do you think you can make
home?’

‘m sure ‘'we can, wy friend; we are as
sober now as you are, and so help my uoa,
I will never be any other way, and 1 think
Jack will tell you the same. :

tne train moved on and the two men cut
across the country towards a tall house on
the hill in which a light burmed, shining
through the snow. .

A womar came to the door and let the two
men in, showing evident pleasure at their ap-
pearance. As they sat by the hearth ubey
told her, without reservation,  the story of
taerr sinister awakening. The little girl, who
had being sleeping in her bed, heard e
voiees and got up. Running up to her father
she climbed into his lap and addressed  «r
mother: :

‘Didn’t I tell you he’d come home, little
mother? T prayed and God sent an ang.. .0
look after him.

R

A good many people dont’ like my methods
of advocacy, ‘because,’ ag they say, T am not
a Prohibitionist’ I am a Prohibitionist; and,
furthe™ then that, I am an annjhilationist.—
John B. Gough.

SDEPLELOVOCS OO0 ommomommw
Another *‘Honor Roll” of Successful ‘Pictorial’ Boys

JAS. McLAREN, Ontario.
CHARLES McCOLM, Quebec,
WILFRID P. WELSH, Man,
A. BARLOW WHITESIDE, Alta,
MILFORD BLACK, Sask.
MISS JBAN MCLEOD, N.S.
AUSTIN TAYLOR, N.B.
MORLEY JAMIESON, Ont,
ROBERT LAIRD, P.A.L /
CLYDE McFARLANE, Ont.
THOS. LODGE, Nfd,

A. LOUKS, Ont.

A. G. VIRTUE, Alta.
PERCY CLARK, N.B.
CHARLIE DEANS, Que.
MJISS MAY MORRIS, Ont.
HARRY BEST, Man.
MISS VIOLET BEST, Man.
OLIVER S.. WINTER, Nfid.
CECIL WEIR, Sask.
LEONARD JACKSON, N.S.
HAROLD SIMPSON, P.E.I.
COLIN D. SINCLAIR, Ont.
WARREN GRANT, N.S.

£ L

An interesting feature o? this honor roll
is_the presence of sgeveral girls’ names,
wio have found the selling of ‘Pictorial’ to
their friends a capital way of earning a
fine fountain pen. Harry and Violet Best |
worked together and earned first one foun-
tain pen and then another, Many of these |
workers are handling February number

-JOHN DOUGALL & SON, ‘Witne ss’ Block, Montreal.

‘Canadian Pictorial.”

elgo, and not a few expect to take charge .
of a supply each month,

We can enrol hundreds of boys yet all
over the Dominion, and invita any interest-
ed reader who wants a watch and chain, !
a fountain pewm; a fine knife or cash com-
mission, to write us Zor a package to start
on and full instructions,

-Agents for the °
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 HOUSEHOLD.

Not Work But Worry.

It is not the work, but the worry,
That wrinkles the smooth fair face.
That blends gray hairs with the dusky,
And robs the form of its grace;

That dims the luster and sparkle
Of eyes that were once so bright,

But now are heavy and troubled,
With a weary, despondent light.

It is not the work, but the worry,
That drives all sleep away,

As we toss amd turn and wonder
About the cares of the day.

Do we think of the hands’ hard laber,
0. the steps of the tired feef?

Ah! mo, but we plan and ponder
How to make both ends meet.

It is not the work, but the worry,
That makes us sober and sad,

That makes us narrow and sordid,
When we should be cheery and glad.

There’s a shadow before the sunlight,
And ever a cloud in the b}ue,

The scent of the Toses is tainted,
The notes of the song are untrue.

Tt is not the work, but the worry,
. That makes the world grow old,
That numbers the years of their children
Ere half their story is told;
That weakens their faith in heaven
And the wisdom of God’s great plan.
Ah! ’tis not the work, but the worry,

“That breaks the heart of man.
- —Summerville ‘Journal.’

- -
-~ Salt in Diphthberia.

In a paper read at the Medical Society of
Viotoria,pézlwtmﬁa, Dr. Day stwted that, hav-
ing for many years regarded diphtheria, in its
early stage, as a purely local affection, charac-
terized by a marked tendency to take on pu-
trefactive decompesition, he has trusted mest
to the free and constamt application of anti-
septics, and when their employment has been
edopted from the first, and been combined
with judicious alimentation, he has seldom
seen ~.00d poisoning ensue. In consequence ot
the great power which salt possesses, in pre-
venting the putrefactive decomposition  of
meat and other organic maTter, Dr. Day has
often preseribed for diphtheritic patients h;
ing far away from me;i;wli mdt the h;:e.f(ﬁeor
use of a gargle composed of a teaspoOTHU
more of sga?tqdissolved in a tumbler of water,
giving children who can not gargle a teaspoons
ful or two to drink ooca&:ox}m&y ;d;i?v ;0
use the le as a prophylactic or Prever
tive, ﬁhrgea Igr four times a day—'Scientific
American.’ / '

—lfp—

Care of the Floors.

; women have the mistaken idea that
ha]:‘fl&\:god floors are difficult to keep clean, and
they sweep and scour and sew carpet all their
lives, with a notion that by so doing they are
saving themselves work. But if they knew
how to stain floors in the first place and to
take care of them in the second, they could
save themselves work every day of ther
lives, lessen the burden ‘of housecleaning
about one-half and have their homes infinitely
more wholesome and hygienically clean, No-
thing is so productive of moths and germs as
carpets fittimg up close and snug to the side
walls, and 2 thorough cleansing once a year
rarely cleans them out. A year will furnish
a generation of germs, and effectual germ de-
stroyers sometimes destroy the earpet along
with its inhabitants. Rugs, oifvoouxs‘e! can be
cleaned once a week easily, and during the
week any single Tug that has wantonly ac-
quired soil can be brushed or shaken by it-
celf without disturbing the rest of the room
for a second. Light weight rugs of ingrain
filling a housekeeper can shake herself, and
have her rooms freshly clean without help or
assistance. Almost amy floor, even the old-
fashioned wide plank floor, can be made to
look effective if properly stained. In the
first place, serub it thoroughly with hot borax
suds, then, when perfectly dry, cover it with
the following preparation: Four ounces Ot

R
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gum sheBac, one ounce of gum mastic, one
ounce of gum benzoin. Dissolve well betore
using, and add a little umber or gienna stan
if you want the floor dark. When it is ne-
cessary to wash the floor, do not use soap;
just wipe it up with a mop dipped in warm
borax water, a teaspoonful of borax to a gal-
lon of water, and after it is dry, oil it with
crude oil and kerosene. Cleaning in this way
leaves a floor looking as though it had just
been stained. It will not be necessary actual-
ly to wash a floor thoroughly more than
once a month. It should be oiled , though,
once a week. Other mornings, if it is dusty,
go over it hastily with a dry mop.—New York
“Tribune.’

Hints.

Coffee and teapots become much discolored
inside in a short time. To prevent this, every
fortnight put into them a teaspoonful of soda
—common baking soda—fill them two-thirds
full of water, and let boil two hours. Wash
and rinse well before using; they will thus
be always clean and sweet.

The most disagreeable feature of kitchen
work is probably the cleaning of kettles and
pans. Fill the cooking vessel with water as
soon as a meat or a vegetable has been re-
moved to its'table dish; add a pinch of borax
and set it on the back of the stove to heat
slowly. When pot-washing time arrives the
labor is merely nominal, so cleansing do the
warm water and borax prove.

Always include a box of powdered borax in
your supplies for the house. It is cheap,
makes the work easier and softens the water
so as not- to hurt your hands or chap your
skin. You can procure it cheaper at the
grocery store than at the druggist’s. To clean
windows, dissolve a little in warm water,
wash them inside and outside and wipe dry;
then polish them with old mewspapers. A
stronger solution may be made to clean the
kitchen sinks and pipes; it will remove all

11

impurities from them. To clean marble or
any kind of tinware, add a tablespoonful of
borax to a pint of hot water, dip a smalt
brush into it and .scrubuntil clean, then dry
with old flannel. = If troubled with ants,
roaches, crotin bugs, ete., sprinkle dry- borax
around. It is excellent and will banish all
such.—Presby terian, : %

Selected Recipes.

AUNT ABIGAIL'S SPICE CAKES.—Cream
well together ene-half of a cupful of butter
and one and one-half cupfuls of sugar. 'io
one cupful of thick sour cream add eone-half
of a teaspoonful of soda dissolved in one tea-
spoonful of boiling water. To the creamed
butter and sugar add one well-beaten egg,
and, when well mixed, the cream. Stir in one
cupful of seeded raisins, one-quarter of a cup-
ful of cornstarch, two ecupfuls of flour. and
one-quarter of a teaspoonful of cinnamon and
one-quarter of a teaspoonful of cloves. Pour
over the batter into gem pans or a loaf pan,
dust over a little powdered sugar, and bake
in 2 moderate oven.

BEEF BOUILLON.—Stir well together four
pounds of finely chopped beef and two quarts
of water; add a slice of onion, two bay leaves,
six cloves, one carrot, chopped fine, and a
blade of mace. Stand the mixture over the
fire, bring slowly to boiling point, and simmer
for one hour. Put a tablespoonful of sugar in
a small saucepan. When it burns add a slice
of onion; stir until' the onion is brown, then
add it to the bouillon. Strain through a
colander. Beat the whites of two eggs shight-
ly, add them to the bouillen, bring to boiling
point, and beil for two minutes. Strain
through two thicknesses of cheesecloth. Add a
palatable seasoning of salt and pepper and
half a teaspoonful of kitchen bouquet. Re-
heat and serve in bouillon cups.

— oo ]

‘A Brief Summary of Premium Offers

Article. one renewal at ful

rate,
Maple Leaf Brooch 3

Maple Leaf Blouse sét ; '. 35 cents

Cagh in addition tO

. ISeeiu..

Sale prico  for = Free for 7 -
-cash eeparately - scriptieme NE&? mtl!?-
I to our subscrib- ¢ * at full

ers,

rates as under,

.20 cents .. .. One new subscription.

Folding Pocket Scissors .. . + Two mew subscriptions.
Five-inch Scissers .. .. .. .. .o i%::%: » -Two new ’Fh‘*c"g“‘m’-
Cutting Shears, eight-inch .. ... 5 any BT S ivhe.
Ledy’s Pocket-Knife . .. .. .. .. . Thrée new subacriptions,
Bey’s Jack-Kaife .. .. .. .. .. .. - :Two ngw subscriptious.
F er's Combinatien’ Knife .. . . Four new suhacriptions.
Buckhern Carving .Set ., ., -.. Rive new iptions.
Sa‘ety Razor .. .. .. .. veer Six new weriptions.
Gold Cuff Links .. ,. . -+o. Six new sutweriptions.
Ingersoll Watch .. ., .. -+ Four new subsoriptions.
EOURLRID: PN (. iniis donis i s v Fie Bow shaibelpiond.
S TNt e it e s =3- Five SN piions,
GoltDhoin- " Ty e e .- Seven now subStriptiona.
Sterling  Silver Souvenir & poon: ++. Six new subscriptions.
g:l:e: nnize, bowl eagraved to or- 3
s ANY ONe TNAME oy o' o4 .. .. 5 :
Sterling Silyer Somerenir o 1.00 115 ... Five new subscriptions.
La.rge s;ge, very handsome,bowl
ngraved to order,
Steink  Blives ;T ea:::o ::me.a. 3 B SR $2.90 Ten new subscriptions.
stoek paitern, ve < o >
So'i.‘ of oy e ﬂgﬁé"iﬁ}(&& 4 | R SR O Six new subscriptions.
CABPOONE- i o - od Ll s AL RN P % Eleven new subscriptions.
BOOKS. : :
Sweet Story of Old .. ,. ..... 35 ce 5 45 cents T
Childtedt ot 1he RN Beia nts . os s w0 new subscriptions.
Any one of the ten different
L5 L e et 25 cent3.........30 cents. One new subscription
: and one remewal.
One Syllable Series. Any one of
ten different titles .... .. .. 25 cent® 35cents. One new subscription
and one ronewal.
Kenilworth .. v s we o8 oo 20 cents........25 cents. One new and ene renewal,
;vanl"l&e R se waes s gg:g’g 7 azgcmtt; %ne_new n%one renewal.
arnaby Rudge .. .¢ oo o0 a0 ceuts. ne new an B 3
Ses Forest and Prairie—Stories il s e
of Canada, by Canadian chil- : i
BTOR s =ag e ios “ow fan va ov 20 ContS, ... 25 cents. One new and
I'Bngsﬁd S 1 uvne renewal.
Bagster’s Scholars’ Bible .. . B0 cent8..,.....60 cents. Three new su 1
Bn.gi’kr Minion 7'eachers’ : i S
BIOIE. S et e s s e e 1.00% e 1.2 Six new subscriptions,
Bagster Loug Primer Rible, 1.5 ., . L7 Eight new subscriptions.
Red Lotter Art Pible ., .. .. «. 250 ........ 3.00 Thirteen new subscriptions.

These premijums have been described

particulars at any time on application.

* None of these premiums cau bé sent
Fountzin Pen, and the Watch.—The oth
customs charges to be paid by the recei

Further particulars cheerfully given.
free on application. .

JOHN DOUGALL & SON, Publishors,

separately in these pages before. Fuller

Agents wanted everywhere to work on commission. Liberal terms.

KEEP THIS TABLE FOR REFERENCE.

to the United States except the Bibles, the
ers could only be sent at subscriber’s risk,

ver. i
Sample Cepies and Subscription blanks sent

. «‘Witness’ Bleck, Montreal,
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Religious Notes.

From Japan comes the story of an exposi
tion of Christianity from a man who obtain-
ed a Bible which he read with much interest.
When he had finished, he said: “FThis is a
fine thing in theory. but I wonder héw it
would work in practice?” On the train on

which he was travelling, he noticed a lady,.

who, he was told, was a Christian. He
watched her attentively, to see how she would
act, and said: ‘If I can see anybhing in her
conduet like this Book, I will believe it Be-
fore the day was over he had seen so many
little acts of unselfishness on her parf, and
so much thoughtfulness and consideration for
her fellow passengers, that he was deeply im-
pressed.~ The result of that railway ride was
that he went to his home determined to make
the Bible the guide of his whole life.

The majority of ungodly men travel in a
world of people, and only incidentally touch
the realm of doctrine and written creed. They
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You cannot possibly have
a better Cocoa than

 —

< o Bt g

A delicions drick and a snstaining
feod. Fragrant, nutritieus and
economical. This excéllent Cocoa
maintains the system in rebust
bgpith, and enables it to resist
winter's exireme, gold.

Sold by Grocers and'SforekBepe
in }-1b. and 4-1b Tins,
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For the Busy Mothef.

Where more than one pattern is wanted,
additional coupons may be readily made after
the model below on a separate slip of paper,
ari attached to the proper illustration.

A NEAT WORKING SUIT.—NO. 5616.

»
The useful and practical articles comprising
this ‘set—apron, sleeve protector, and cap,
were made of checked gingham.  Ixcellent
shaping is givert to the apron by the seams

in front that extend from the shoulders to

the lower edge, and by darts at the sides. The
straps are arranged over the shoulders fasten-

study the characters of men rather than their
motives, their living and not their cuft or
catechism. ~If, after odming  into comtact
with a true man, they set out to find his re-
ligion, they are likely to find it, and once
found, it will be of the true sort.

{ —————

The report for 1906 of the Christian Move-
ment in Japan gives the Christian communi-
cants in the Protestant churches of Japan as
48,087, with 5,099 adult baptisms during the

" year—the same pamphlet: affirming ‘that ‘the

influence of Christianity in Japan is far and
away greater than the statisties of the
c¢hurches would indicate.

Tn Tndia 89 societies are engaged in Christian

work; of these 32 are American, 31 are Brit-
ish and 9 are continental Buropean and 17 in-
ternational. These societies report 3,447 for-
eign missionaries, of whom 1,879 are memn;
1,846 stations amd 8,082 out-stations. There
are 497,965 communicants in the mative Pro-
testant churches, and 420,296 pupils in the
schools; 541 hospitals and dispensaries having
within the year 2,000,956 patients.

Instruction in French and English is being
given~in the Y. M. C. A. at  Barmen-lber-
feld, Germany, to prepare a great committee
of young men to be serviceable to the foreign
delegates who will attend the World’s Confer-
ence of the Associations in that city in 1909.

The great World Convention of the Y. M. C.
A. forces will doubtless be greatly benefited
by this preparatory -system. To look forward
three years in the planning of such efforts is
an indication of the wise forethought of the
leaders in this movement.

The educational work of the Protestant mis-
sions in Mexico is recognized by the people to
be of great value. Dr. J. W. Butler, writing
of mission work in Puebla, says: "When we
first entered the city the government commis-
sioned secret police to watch us day and
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ing to the belt in the back. Two large pock-
ets are a useful feature, although they may
be omitted if preferred. The sleeve protectors
extend from the wrist to the elbow, and are
full enough to accommodate the dress sleeve
underneath. The pattern for the dusting cap
may also be utilized for a bathing cap, using
oiled silk for the making. Gingham, sateen,
butcher’s linen, chambray and holland can be

. used in-making these garments. For the me-

dium size apron and sleeve protectors, 5 1-8
yards of 36 inch material will be required, and
3, of a yard for the cap. ;

Work apron, sleeve protectors and cap No.

5616, Sizes for 24-28 and 32 inches waist. The

patterns here illustrated will be mailed to any

~address on receipt. of ten cents.

“NORTHERN MESSENGER.
PATTERN COUPON.

Please sefld the above-mentioned pat-
tern as per directions given below.
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‘
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Address dh Tl 550 oviwal b ae ¥ ve

he ss e ss e 48 se w8 28 ws ssece s

N.B=—Be sure to cut out the illustration
and send with thes coupon, carefully filled
out. The pattern will reach you in about a
week from date-of your order. Price 10
cents, in cash, postal note, or stamps. Ad-
dress, ‘Northern Messenger” Pattern Depart-~
ment, ‘Witness Block,” Montreal.

.year, " but

REFUSE SUBSTITUTES.

night. We were repeatedly told that we
would. never be allowed to get a Protestant
foothald in that fanatical centrle. Onily a
dozen children came to our school the first
to-day we have . nearly SIX
hundred children in our two schoels, and
government officials intrust their children to
our care. It was a long struggle, but we have
won a magnificent victory’—Home Herald.

Northern Nigeria—the most populous part of
the Dark Conmtinent, with a territory as large
as Burope minus Russia—has a population of
from 60,000,000, to 90,000,000, one-half of which
is practically Mohammedan, and the other half

pagan.

The Salvation Army has been able to offer
some substantial aid to the Japanese peasants
of the morthern provinces who have been suf-
fering from famine on account of the failure
of the rice crop. The army in Japan now has
a force of one hundred officers. - There are stu-
dents’ homes for men and women, rescue homes
and lodging-houses maintained by the Salva-
tiomists in the large cities. The Japanese au-
thorities have béen kind to these slum work-
ers, giving them free access to the jails, al-
though the prisoners are supposed to be under
the spiritual direction of the Buddhist priests.

[ons G ]
WRITE A for us to-day. It may be worth

SONG - THOUSANDS OF DOLLARS,
\ Haycl MusicCo.,246,Star Bld., Chicago

' ARI’Q SUITS, $4.50 to $12.50- S
WOMA“ s . Fashio:’\s ‘and Fr?ze Samples. e

; SOUTHCOTT  8UIT CO,, Dept. 1, London, Ont.

¢ BABY'S OWN

THE NORTHERN MESSENGER.

ANNUAL SUBSCRIPTION RATES.
(Strictly in Advance).

single Copies - - - - - ®.40ayear,

Three Copies, separately addressed if

dvos

desired, for - - - 1,00
Four Copies, scparately addressed if
desired, per copy - - Al o 80 -,
Ten Copies or more, to one address, w2
22 " . ”»

per copy PSR B SR
£ix months trial at half the above rutes. ;
Posiage inclndgd for Canada (Montreal and suburbs ex
cepted); Newfoundland, Great Britain. Gibraltar, Malta, New
Fealand, Transvaal, Jamnica, Trinidad, Bahama Tslands, Bar-
badoes, Bermuda, British }fnnduma. Ceylon, Gambia, -
‘wak Zanzibar, Hong Koug, Cyprus, also to_ the United States,
Alaska, Hinwaiian Islands and Phillipine 1slands.
Postnge extra toall countries not named in the abovelist

gamplegand Subscription Blanks freely and prompt-

1y sent on request. 3

SPECIAL OFFER TO SUNDAY SCHOOLS,

* Any school that does 'not take ‘‘ The
Messenger,” may have it gupplied free on trial
{or three weeks on request of Superintendent,
Secretary or Pastor, stating the number of copies

required.

B * NORTHERN HESSENGER' is printed and publishod
every week st the * Witness' Building, atthe corner of Cn‘
end @t Peter strects, in the cily of Monireal, by Johm
Redpath Dougall and Frederick Eueie Dongall, both off
Montzeal.

Al busi
Dougall & Son,” snd sll lstters to v.ho cditor shoold b
sddreasod Editor of the ‘ Northern Messengor.” J y
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§ shovld ‘be  sddressed '}o‘ :



