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CHAMBERS ON THE WALL AT MAR SABA.

Walls, Gates and Chambers.

In olden times, when life and \pmperty
were not so secure as they are now, near-
ly every town and village had a wall or
stockade built round it, to serve as a de-
fence against enemies.

The term ‘stoke’ which forms part of
the name of g0 many English willages and
towns—such as Basingstoke, stoke New-
ington, ete., shows that formerly these
places were protected by stockades. En-
trance and exit could only be obtained by

gates, which, as a measure of safety; were |

closed at night.

Some of our English towns have the
walls and gateways standing at this day,
though they are now quite useless for the
purpose of defence. Still they are interest-
ing as links with ‘the past, and the growth
of towns may sometimes be traced by re-
mains of walls which have been built at
different times, as the area to be protected
increased in size.

In the Bible we find ‘the walls of the

. city’ mentioned many times, and very of-

ten also ‘the gates of the city.’

‘When the Israelites first crossed the Jor-
dan, they found "a strong city, Jericho,
with walls and towers, which stopped their
way. It protected and closed the great
road into the Holy Land, so they were ob-
lig'ed to stop. .

J mma, who was now their leader, wish-
ed to ind out how strong his enemies were,
50 he sent out two men as spies—that is,
they were to pretend to be people of the
cauntry. 'rhey were to look about and find

2 6ut where the soldiers. were, and how many

‘of them' if there were any weak places in
the walls, or anythmg‘ of that sort; and
‘then go back and tell him.

The spies got inside this city Jericho by
the gates, but they had not long been there
whén the king heard of them and sent
men to seize them; but a woman, out of
kindness to them and fear of God, hid
them under some flax on her roof.

At night, when it was dark (Joshua ii.,

-15), ‘she let them down by a cord through

the Window{ for her house was fupon the
town wall, and she dwelt upon the wall?
and so they got away.

In another passage (II. Kings iv., 10)

_we also read of a good woman who wished

to be kind to a prophet of God. His name
was Elisha. This woman lived in a little
town or village called Shunem. There is
a little village in the same place now, and
I think many of the houses there are built
just as they might have been in the days
of this prophet,—at least, I thought so
when I was there. f

This good woman asked her husband to
let her build ‘a little chamber on the wall’
for the good man. She put a bed, a table,
and a stool in it, so that whenever he pass-
ed that way he had his own little room al-
ways ready. - .

Again, we read of St. Paul that when he
was’ at Damascus the Jews wished to kill
him (Acts ix., 28-25). They watched the
gates day and night, go that if he attempt-
ed to go out they would kill him. But the
othu' disciples ‘took him by night and let
him down by the wall in a basket’ St.

~

Paul himself says he was let down by a
‘rope" and so he got away.

Our picture will show how all of these
things could happen. In Jerusalem, I once
saw & woman let down a bucket by a rope,
that another woman outside might give
her a pail of water.

My sketch was made in the great con-
vent of Mar Saba, and here there were!
many ‘little chambers’ built into the wall,’
and people lived in them. From time to
time God used these ‘little rooms’ to save
those who loved and served him.—H. A.
Harper.

A Great Sunday-School
Centenary.

(Julian King Colford, in ‘The Christian .
Herald.”)

Three young men met, one hundred
years ago, on the far side of the Atlan-
tic—they met in the world’s greatest city,
to consider one of the world’s greatest
needs—the saving of the children.  We

‘sing of the ‘Century’s swinging portal,’

and the ‘Breaking of the new dawn.’ On-
ly the golden reed of the Temple can
measure the doorway of this century of
work for the children inaugurated by
those three young men in old Surrey Chap-
el, London, under the eye of Rowland Hill.

It was in the month of roses, when the
memorable three—William Brodie Guraey,
Thomas Thompson, and James Nisbet—the
oldest twenty-five, the youngest eighteen
—met in this historic chapel, one hqndrid
years ago, to found the Sunday #chool
Union. Twenty-five years earlier, Robert
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Raikes had founded the Sunday-school
work, but it was largely secular in its in-
fluence. Factories and mills claimed the
time and attention of the young, and the
training given on the Sabbath was in-
tended to make up for the loss of educa-
tional advantages. i

Young Brodie Gurney was inspired with
a passion to reach the spiritual values for
which the day was intended. 'With this
in view, he first held counsel with a few
kindred souls in his own school, in the
then pleasant village of Walworth, now a
part of teeming London. He made excur-
sions acrose the Thames, visiting other
schools, and noting their metheds and im-
provements, He said to one of the'super-
intendents, “We ought to improve all our
gchools. Your school is better than ours,
and you tell me there are schools better
than yours. Why should we not get Sun-
day-school teachers together, and try to
improve, if possible, our plan of instruc-
tion, and stimulate others to open new
schools in London?’

Here, then was born the Sunday School
Union. Gurney summoned a meeting at
Surrey Chapel July 13, 1803. The atten-
dance was large, and the young worker
was appointed its first Secretary. Thus
was launched a millennium for the children
Surrey Chapel is now used for the display
of electric light apparatus—but it was
eminently fitting that the Sunday School
Union, which a few weeks ago celebrated
its first century of life and blessing to the
world, should assemble in ‘old Surrey’ for
a commemorative service.

The centenary services were inspiring
and interesting. Best of all the meetings
was the Saturday morning Praise Service,
held—by courtesy of the proprietors, and
amid all sorts of lamps—in the room where
the voice of the great preacher, Rowland
Hill, is still an echo, and where the lamp
of life to thousands upon thousands of chil-
dren; was first set burning.

Mr. F. F. Belsey, a Justice of the Peace
and a most enthusiastic worker, is the Pre-
sident of the Union, and the Rev. Carey
Bonner is the Secretary. Both are men of
marked ability, and both are filled with
zeal for the cause of the children. The
~ Sunday School Union has been a most in-

fluential agency in extending and elevat-
ing Biblical study in Great Britain and its
dependencies.  Its literature covers the
widest range. The Union headquarters,
at ‘Old Bailey,’ fairly teems with literature
and Sunday-school appliances. A mnot-
able feature of their work is the ‘Travel-
ling Library’ (now well known also in edu-
cational work in the United States). In
its Sunday School Union Teachers’ Train-
ing College, 1,500 teachers received in-
struction in Bible teaching last year. Four
hundred young people competed last year
for the scholars’ natiomal prize, and fifty
thousand entered last year for the schol-
ars’ Scriptural examination. Bible lands
and Bible story have been converted into
slides, costumes have been prepared illus-
trating the manners and customs of the
Orient, until lantern and eostume make a
new Pallestine in Old England. More than
two thousand schools used these helpful
facilities to Bible study.

From that far away and humble begin-
ning in Old Surrey Chapel, the Union now
elaims 3 membership of over two millions

of teachers, three-fourths of whom belong

e
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to the United Kingdom, and one-fourth to
the British colonies and the Indian Em-
pire. These voluntary workers have un-
der their care more than twenty-two mil-
lions of children!

oy

Give What You Can.

(The Rev. Campbell Morgan.)

People say to me: ‘Well, what can I do
for the crowd? I haven’t anything. I
cannot preach, and I have no gift.’ Well,
will you give the Master what you have?
. I well remember in some special ser-
vices some years ago at home a woman
came to me at the close of the first Sun-

‘day morning service and gaid, ‘Oh, I would

give anything to be in this work actively
and actually. I would give anything to
have some living part in the work which
is going on here next week in winning
men and women for Christ, but I don’t
know what to do.?

I said, ‘My eister, are you prepared to
give the Master the “five loaves and two
fishes” you pexsess?’ She said, ‘I don’t
know that I have five loaves and two
fishes.” I seid, ‘Have you anything which
stands out at all in your life? Have you
anything you have used in any way spec-
ially?’ No, she didn’t think she had.
‘Well,” T said, ‘can you sing?” ‘Well, yes,’
she said, ‘I sing at home, and I have sung
before now in an entertainment.’

‘Well, now,” I said, ‘come away. Let us
put our hand on that. Will you give the

Lord your voice for the next ten days? You

shall settle with him at the end as to what
you do then, but will you let the Master
have your voice for the next ten days P’
She said, ‘I don’t think I can.” I said:i—
‘You can sing at an entertainment—can’t
you sing in order to ill hungry men?’ She
said, ‘I will.? =~ And I shall never forget
that Sunday evening I asked her to sing,
and she sang. She¢ sang a Gospel message
with the voice she had, feeling that it was
a poor, worthless thing, and that mnight
there came out of that meeting into the
inquiry-room one man. I had been stay-
ing with that man within the last three
months. That man said to me afterward
that it was the Gospel that was sung
which reached his heart; and from that day
to this—that is now eleven or twelve years
ago—that than has been one of the might-
iest workers for God in that city and that
country I have ever known.

How was it done? A woman gave the
Master what she had, and he put his hand
upon it and blessed it, and then she had
to take it, and use it, and the harvest was
reaped right there, and has been going on
ever since. Will you give him what you
have? You business men, you have your
business ability. Oh, that the business
men in the church of Jesus Christ would
bring to bear upon the things of God the
same business capacity they put into their
own affairs all the days of the week! Will
you give what you have to the Master?

Expiring Subscriptions.

Would each subsecriber Ekindly look at
the address tag on this paper? If the date
thereon is Nov,, 1903, it is time that
the renewals were sent in so as to avoid
losing a single copy. As renewals always
date from the expiry of the old subscrip-
tions, subscribers lose nothing by remit-
ting a little in advance.
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The Priest and the Testaw«
ment. :

e g

€The ‘Christian.”)

’f',,.‘
An interesting and significant storgy
comes from Rome, showing how much
reason there is for the dread felt by the
Vatican of the circulation of the Bible
among the Roman clergy or laity. Dur«
ing the Holy Year the pilgrims were most
carefully guarded from buying or accepf«
ing a copy of the Seriptures in the wver«
nacular. Omne day, a priest snatched &
Testament from the hands of a poor wo=
man, and took it home with the intention
of burning it. 'While pulling out somae .
pages for that purpose, his eyes lighted on
the text, ‘Judge not, that ye be not judg«
ed.! His attention was arrested, and on
comparing the Protestant version with the
Vulgate, he came to the conclusion thaf
the book he had honestly thought it his
duty to destroy was in very truth the
Word of God. Rome’s chance is gone when
once the ‘Word’ is taken up intelligently
and devoutly, and her vast pretensions to
be the mouthpiece of God vanish into thin
air.
e e et

Postal Crusade.

Dear Editor,—Kindly acknowledge, with
thanks, $3.00 from Anderden Union Sab-
bath-school; $2.00 from Mr. and ¥rs. Mul-
len, of Hudson Heights, Que.; $2.00 from
Mrs. Hewton and her little son, Back Riv-
er, Que. $4.00 of this amount has been
put into the native pastor box. 5

In the same mail as that which brought
the $3.00 from Anderdon Union Sabbath«
school, a letter came from India, intimat-
ing that it was quite possible the first
Telugu missionary to South Africa might
be glad to extend the ‘Post-Office Crusade’
Mission among the colony of Telugus from
South India now settled in South Africa.
In this event it will be interesting to
watch developments, :

An account of this first native pastor
from India to Africa appears in the Sep-
tember and October number of the ‘Post—
Office Crusade’ leaflet,

Thirty cents is the price of the ‘Post=
Office Crusade.” Address

M. EDWARDS-COLE, g
112 Irvine ave, —
Westmount, Que,

Pp.8.—Kindly note this. Please do not
make out your postal orders, ete., to Mont-
real or Quebec, but to Westmount, Que.
By keeping simply to this rule, you will
save considerable trouble, car fare, and
stamps.—M. E.

The following amounts have been re:
ceived for the India ‘Post-Office Crusade’

Fund:i— :

Gerald William .. oo eortoe .5 .25
Celia Gallup ew am ew e ee e .25
Nellie Volley, Carstairs, Albt... .80
Mrs. Cole, Montreal .. «. .. .. .25
Mrs. Mary Holden, Frelighs-

burg; @ue. <o vs e viee es on 100
Friend, Oak Grove, Man.. .. .. 1.00
Susan S, Warkentin, Winkler,

Man, eo oo oo o0 oy eo +v o0 .80
3 -

$3.85



GBOYS AND GIRLS®e

Janet Shadd

(@da T. Thurston, in the @Presbyterian
Banner.’)

“There’s that girl still at the window. I
mvonder if she’s been there ever since we
went by this morning?’ said Kitty Keene.

' 3 «Im sorry for her if she has had that
great heavy baby in her arms all day,’
Touise Weatherby returned carelessly.

{ ‘I’ve been sorry for that girl ever since
ghe’s lived there.”’ It was Alice Bartlett
wvho said that, and she said it so earnest-
iy that the other girls looked at her in sur-
‘pﬂse and then, with one impulse, glanced
back again at the face pressed close up
against the window of the little old cot~
gtage that they had just passed.

y “Whyp’ Louise questioned, curiously.

{ #Oh, because she seems to be always car-
rying that big baby about; and she looks
g0 kind of forlorn and wishful, somehow,’
[Alice explained; and then she added with
@ touch of shymess, ‘I should think, to a
girl like that, it wouldn’t seem fair.

i “What wouldn’t seem fair, Alice Bart-
fett? What are you talking about? Kitty
snapped out. Kitty was always impatient

' pver anything that she did not understand
and sometimes over things that she did.

‘Why I mean, the difference—don’t you
gee?’ Alice answered, flushing uncomfort-
ably under Kitty’s hali-scornful gaze. ‘If
you bad to live in such a house as that
and lug around a great heavy baby all
day—wouldn’t you feel sometimes that it
wasn’t fair, Kitty, when you saw other
girls like us having good times together
and going to school and all®’

{ ‘Why—I don’t know,” returned Xitty,
drawing her pretty brows together in an
impatient frown. ‘How in the world can
X tell how I should feel if I were some
other kind of a girl? I always supposed
that such people didn’t care about things
—RS We do.”:

{ $¥You mean that that’s what you want to
guppose because it might make you un-
comfortable to think that they do care,
faughed Louise. ‘Now I don’t allow my-
gelf to think about such people at all, for
.whg.t’s the use?‘ It would only spoil my
pleasure and do them mno good.’

‘Unless you could help/them,” Alice
amended gently.

‘Help them—pshaw! How can we help
that girl, for instance? Maybe you’d like
to run back and offer to take care of the
baby for her to-morrow, as it’s Saturday,
Alice,” Louise mocked merrily.

‘Oh, do let’s talk ahout something elsel’
Kitty exclaimed in her impulsive fashion.
‘Have you seen the lovely Easter things
in Stiebel’s window, Louf’

Louise was quite ready to discuss Eas-
ter novelties, and no further reference was
made to the other girl before the three
iparted, but the memory of her wistful face
lingered in Alice Bartlett’s thoughts—she
could ziot forget her. She looked for her
@s she passed the cottage Monday morn-
ing, but she was not at the window.

It chanced that Kitty and Louise had
~ an errand in another direction, so Alice
walked home alone that. aftermoon. This
‘time the girl was at the window, and
Alice smiled and nodded to her as she
went by. A moment later she heard swift
. footsteps behind her, and looking back,

saw the girl running after her with a pa-
per in her hand.

I saw you drop it she panted, holding
out the paper, and looking at Alice with
an eager light in her eyes.

‘©h, thank you—I should have had a
failure if I’d lost that,’ Alice answered,
as she slipped the papetr into one of her
books. ‘It has the special problems for
to-morrow. Thank you ever so much.’

The girl muttered under her breath
something about hurrying back, but still
she lingered, her black eyes watching
Alice’s face with eager interest.

‘I've often seen you at your window,’
Alice said, hesitatingly,

‘I always see you when you go by,’ Te-
turned the other, instantly, ‘I watch for
you—now,’” she added, her tone & little un-
certain, as if fearful that her watching
might displease this girl.

‘Do you? What for?’
wonderingly.

«’Cause—I like to,’ the girl answered,
turning her eyes aside for a moment.

‘Is the baby your little brother?’ Alice
questioned.

The girl nodded.

‘Don’t you get tired carrying him about
s0 much®’

‘No, indeed, I love him. He’s always
been sickly, but if he dies I hope I'll die,
tool’ exclaimed the girl, with sudden pas-
sion.

‘Oh,’ cried Alice, ‘you mustn’t say that?

‘Why mustn’t I? It’s true,’ the girl
flung back with a flashing glance of her
black eyes.

‘Oh, because—’ Alice began, and then
paused uncertainly, In the dark, serious
eyes there was something that made her
all at once so very, very sorry for this
other girl. ‘There’s somebody else besides
you and the baby. isn’t there?’ she asked,
after a moment’s silence.

“There’s father, He works in the foun-
dry.’

“And do you do everything—all the work
of the house, and take care of the baby,
too?’

Again the girl nodded.

‘So, of course, you can’t go to school’
Alice went on. ‘And don’t you ever get
out with other girls®’ :

‘Don’t know any girls ; we just moved
here last month.’

inquired Alice,

‘You must be awfully lonesome,’ Alice -

exclaimed, earnestly. Then moved by a
sudden impulse she added: ‘I wish you’d
come to our Sunday-school—you’d get ac-~
quainted with some very mnice girls there.
Wouldn’t you like to come?’

‘I don’t know—maybe I would,’ replied
the girl, cautiously. 5

‘I wish you would,” Alice repeated, with

added earnestness. ‘It’s at the gray stone
church, corner of Elm and State streets.
You know the churchf’

Again that silent nod was the only an-
swWer.

‘Please come next Sunday at nine
o’clock,” Alice urged. ‘I shall expect you
and be disappointed if you don’t.  Now
I must go, for I have to puzzle out those
problems that you saved for me.” She
moved away, but instantly turned back
again to say, ‘Oh, I forgot to ask your
name. Mine is Alice Bartlett.”

‘Mine is Janet Shadd,’ returned the girl.

“Thank youn, Janet, and good-bye—till
Sunday,’ Alice returned.

Janet stood for a moment looking after
her, then she ran back to the cottage.

Many times in the next few days Alice
found herself thinking of Janet Shadd
and her lonely life. She wished that she
could do something to brighten it, and she
tried to interest Kitty and Louise in the
girl; but Kitty and Louise were careless-
1y indifferent, and to her dismayed surprize
they seemed to think that she had made
a mistake in inviting Janet to their Sun-
day-school.

‘You ought to have told her to go to the
mission school—that’s the place for a girl
like that. She’ll never feel comfortable
in our school,” Louise declared, decidedly.

‘I don’t see why not,’ Alice maintained,
the color rising in her cheeks.

‘Oh, Alice, you must see—of course you
dol Louise exclaimed, impatiently. “A
girl that lives in a place like that cottage
and has nothing decent to wear can’t feel
comfortable in a school like ours, where
there are no poor folks, of course she can’t.
At the mission she’d find plenty of her
own sort—Ilots of the foundry folks go
there. Don’t you think that that’s the
place for her, Kitty?’

‘Why,” of course,’ assented Kitty, with
her careless little laugh. ‘Nobody but Alice
would have thought of dragging her into
our school.’ :

The color burned in Alice’s cheeks, but
she said, softly, ‘Don’t you think Miss
Margaret would, Kitty? ;

‘Oh, Miss Margaret—she’s a saint; but
there is only one Miss Margaret in our
school, remember. You can’t measure the
others by her,” Kitty declared, lightly.

“But, Kitty, please, please do be nice
to her—to Janet, I mean, if she does come.
You and Louise can speak to her anyway,
and I know Miss Margaret will? Alice
urged, eagerly.

‘©0h, I’ll speak to her if that’s all you
want,” Louise answered; then moved by a
sudden fear, she added, ‘but see here, Alice
Bartlett, you needn’t try to bring your
Janet Shadd into our class—we won’t stand
that, will we, Kit?’

‘Not much,’” responded Kitty, promptly; :
‘but even Alice would know better than
that, Lou. Janet Shadd—ugh! What a
fishy name!’ she added, with a shrug as
she turned away, taking Louise with her.
“ Alice stood looking after them with a
very sober face, wondering if she really
had made a mistake in inviting Janet to
their Sunday-school. Somehow, she felt
certain that the girl would not have gone
to the mission school had she suggested
that. As to Miss Margaret’s class, Alice
had not once thought of taking Janet
there. Of course, there was no other
teacher like Miss Margaret—all her girls
knew that. There were seven of them,
and they had never had any other teacher
nor she any other class. They had comse
down from the ‘Infant room’ together,
‘and had always been friends and school«
mates—all seven of them. No, of course
no other girl could be admitted into that
class, but there were plenty of others, and,
perhaps, anyway Janet would not come.
Before Sunday Alice half wished that she
would not, she felt such a weight of re-
sponsibility about her. N
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But she did come. She was waiting on
the steps when Alice reached the church
on Sunday morning. Some girls passing
in cast curious glances at Janet’s gingham
dress and sailor hat. The dress was very
fresh and clean, but faded from many
washings and short in sleeves and skirt.
The hat, too, had evidently seen much
service, and the white ribbon around the
crown had been washed and ironed. But
Alice did not look at dress or hat—she
looked straight into the wistful dark eyes

and said heartily.

" ‘I’'m so glad you came, Janet!’ and at
that the anxious wrinkle faded from
Janet’s forehead and she drew a loang
breath of relief as she followed Alice into
the chapel.

‘Sit here,” Alice said, pointing to a seat
near the door, ‘until I speak to the super-
intendent. y

Janet’s eyes followed her as she went
down the long room and returned with the
superintendent, who welcomed the strang-
er very kindly, yet looked rather gravely
uncertain as he glanced from class to
class, trying to decide where to place her.
She guessed his thought and suggested
timidly: :

‘There are only four now in Miss Man-
kin’s class.’.

‘Yes,” said the superintendent, ‘and they
are about the age of this new scholar, Yes,
I think we will put her in Miss Mankin’s
class. This way, please,” he added to
Janet.

She rose and followed him, but Alice
caught the shadows of disappointment that
darkened her eyes, and the longing glance
that she threw back over her shoulder.
The shadow was reflected on Alice’s own
face as she joined the other six in Miss
Margaret’s class.

It was the Sunday before Easter, and
the lesson was a very solemn one. KXitty
and Louise were more apt to laugh and
whisper than any of the others, but to-day
they listened with earnest, serious atten-
tion. But Alice could not forget Janet ;
she was sure that Janet was not having a
pleasant hour. She saw that two of the
girls in the class sat one on either side of
Miss Mankin, and the other two had both
- drawn away from Janet, leaving her quite
by herself. Long before the hour was
ended, Miss Mankin seemed to have fin-
ished with the lesson, for Alice saw that
the other girls were talking and looking
at their library books, and Janet was gaz-
ing listlessly about the room. Once she
dooked over to Miss Margaret’s class and
Alice smiled and nodded to her, but Janet
did not smile back; she turned her sombre
eyes away and did not again look in that
" direction. Alice was thinking so deeply
about her that for a few minutes she for-
got to listen to her own teacher, When

she remembered, Miss Margaret was say-

ing: ‘I know that you will all bring your
‘Baster offerings next Sunday—you never
forget them; but this year I want you to
give more than just money. I want each
of you to give something or do something
-that will be a real sacrifice or self-denial.
How many of you will try to give such an
offering to the Master this Easter?’

‘I'll promise to try, but maybe I can’t
think of anything, Miss Margaret, Kitty
said, with most wunwonted soberness,
touching her bright face. ; :

‘I you try I am sure you will find a
way,’ Miss Margaret told her, and smiled

into the seven earnest faces as the girls
all gave the promise she asked.

When the school was dismissed, Alice
tried to hurry over to Janet, but someone
stopped her, and when she was free, Janet
had disappeared. Alice hurried out, hop-
ing to overtake her. A long way ahead
gshe saw the thin, straight figure in the
faded gingham and sailor hat, going swift-
ly along with never a backward glance.

‘I know she feels badly,” Alice said to
herself, the tears coming into her eyes, and
she hurried on yet faster.

‘Tanet,” she called, when she came with-
in speaking distance, ‘Janet, please wait
for me—I want to speak to you.’

Janet glanced back then and slackened
her pace, but she did not stop.

‘I tried to get over to your class after
Sunday-school,” Alice explained, as she
came up ; ‘I wanted to introduce you to
Miss Margaret.’ :

¢I was in a hurry,” Janet returned,
briefly. :

{— — hope you liked the Sunday-
school,’ Alice went on, with a doubtful
glance at the dark serious face of her
companion.

“Well, I didn’t]’ Janet flung back, in~
stantly. - ‘It was just as I said ’twould be
—nobody wanted me there.’ =

‘Oh, Janet, I wanted you,’ cried Alice.

Janet set her lips hard together and
threw back her head, but she made no
reply.

Alice went on timidly : ‘You’ll like it
when you get acquainted ; I’'m sure you
will.’ <

‘I shan’t get acquainted. I shan’t ever
go there again! Janet declared, firmly.

‘Oh, Janet, please don’t say that,’ and
Alice’s voice was full of sorrowful piead-
ing.

Janet stopped short and looked at her,
a dark flush rising in her cheeks. ‘That
teacher didn’t want me in her class and
those other girls didn’t want me,” she
cried out stormily.  ‘They got just as far
away from me on the seat as they could,
and not one of ’em said a single word to
me except the teacher, and she just asked
me some questions out of the lesson book.
I guess you wouldn’t go again if youwd
been treated so in your class, would you,
now? Would you?’ ghe questioned firmly.

—I—don’t knmow—maybe I wouldn’t.
Oh, Janet, I'm so sorry!’ Alice’s gentle
blue eyes were swimming with tears now.

At the sight of those tears Janet’s face
suddenly softened.

“Never mind, don’t you feel bad about
it,’ she said hastily; all the hardness gone
from her voice, too. ‘I know you’d have
spoken to me if I—I mean if you’d been
in Miss Mankin’s class.’

‘I guess I would!’ Alice cried out, im-
pulsively, and then she colored, remember-
ing how she and the other six had object-
ed to having anybody else come into their
class. ‘I—oh, Janet,” she stumbled on,
‘maybe—I hope—you just wait; try mnot
to think about those girls. Maybe it will
all come right somehow. I'm sure it will.’

But Janet shook her head decidedly. ‘I
guess I'd better just stay home with father
and the baby Si’mdays,’ ehe said, gravely.
‘But I won’t feel bad about it any more
if you won’t,” she added, as she paured op-
posite the little cottage. ‘Good-bye,’ she
called back over her shoulder. .

Alice did a deal of serious thinking that
afternoon, and the next day she gathered
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Miss Margaret’s seven in a corner of the
school yard at recess, and there she plead-
ed the cause of Janet.

‘If you could only all have heard what
she said, I know you would feel as sorry
for her as I'do,’ she ended, earnestly.

‘We do feel sorry for her—of course we
do,’ said one.

‘I think those girls in Miss Mankin’s
class were just horrid !’ another declared,
warmly. %

‘We're all sorry for the Shadd girl, of
course we are—we’re not heathen !’ ex-

claimed Louise Weatherby, with a petulant

little fling, ‘but girls, you needn’t imagine
that Alice Bartlett is gding to be satisfied
with that. She’s going to ask us to prove
that we’re sorry, and I for one, don’t mean
to—not in the way she means.’

‘Nor I, either! Kitty seconded prompt-
ly, though she looked red and uncomfort
a.ble as she spoke.

‘What do they mean, Alice?’ one of the
other girls asked, doubtfully.

‘Ask them,” Alice replied, with a smile
that was mnot far from tears. ‘Louise
knows.’

‘Yes, I do know! Louise broke out, im-
patiently. ‘She’s hinting that we ought to
let that girl into ouf class—Miss Margar-
et’s class—and I just will not agree to
any such thing. The idea, Alice Bartlett!
Just think of the Io.vely times we seven
have at Miss Margaret’s house, and our
King’s Daughter Circle and everything!
Why it would spoil it all to let a stranger
in, and a common kind of a girl like that,
too! I don’t see how you could think of
such a thing, Alice.’

Alice made no answer. She was not
looking at any of the girls now—&he was.
not thinking of them. She was so sorry,
50 very sorry for that lonely, motherless
girl in the little old cottage. ‘For a mo-
ment the other girls were silent, too, af-
ter that tempestuous outburst of TLouise
Weatherby’s.” Perhaps Alice Bartlett’s
sweet face, all tender and tremulous with
unselfish sympathy for that other girl,
pleaded more elogquently in her behalf
than any spoken words could have done.

It was careless, light-hearted Kitty
Keene who broke the brief silence. Step4
ping suddenly away from Louise, she flung
her arm around Alice and faced the other
girls. : i

‘Girls,” she exclaimed, 4t’s no use. We
all know Alice is right and we might as
well give in first as last. Of course, it
won’t be half so pleasant for us to ghare
our dear Miss Margaret with another girl
—a stranger—but after all we’ve had her
all to ourselves for over five years, and—
well, I’ve tried z_nj best Lou to be selfish
and mean about it, but I can’t forget
what Miss Margaret herself said last Sun-
day about our Easter offering. I guess
it will be a pretty big self-denial to all
seven of us, but I vote with Alice, to let
Janet Shadd come into our class if ghe
wants to.’

Such a radiant face as Alice turned up-
on her friend then! : :
~ ‘Oh, you dear Kitty! she cried, and after
that, even Louise had to give in, though
she yielded under protest and vowed that
she should always detest ‘that Shadd girl.’

So on Easter Sunday Janet came again
to the Sunday-school, but this time she
sat in the very heart of Miss Margaret’s
class with Alice on ¢ne side and XKitty
on the other, and the great content that
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filled her heart made her dark face al-
most beautiful. Somehow she seenfed to
‘fit in’ right away, and under Miss Mar-
garet’s loving care and teaching her
starved nature began soon to blossom in-
to the beauty and sweetness of happy
girlhood, and before another Easter came
there was not one of the seven who would
have been willing to have Janet Shadd
leave Miss Margaret’s class.

A Sensible Wit.

One of the greatest humorists the world
has seen is the dearly beloved ‘Lewis Car-
roll,’ author of ‘Alice in Wonderland,” The
following letter of his shows that he knew
one place where fun should pause.

¢After changing my mind several times,
T have at last decided to venture to ask a
favor of you, and to trust that yeu will not
misinterpret my motives in doing so. The
favor I would ask is, that you will not tell
me any more stories, such as you did on
Friday, of remarks which children are said
to have made on very sacred subjects—re-
marks which most people would recognize
as irreverent, if made by grown-up peo-
ple, but which are assumed to be innocent
when made by children who are uncon-
scious of any irreverence, the strange con-
clusion being drawn that they are there-
fore innocent when repeated by a grown-
uUp person. /

‘The misinterpretation I would guard
against is, your supposing that I regard
such repetition as always wrong in any
grown-up person. Let me assure you that
I do not so regard it. I am always willing
to believe that those wlio repeat such sto-
ries differ wholly from myself in their
views of what is, and what is not, fitting
treatment of sacred things, and I fully re-
cognize that what would certainly be all
wrong in me is not necessarily so in them.
8o I simply ask it as a personal favor to
myself. The hearing of that anecdote gave

_me much pain, and spoiled so much the
pleasure of my tiny dinner party, that I

feel sure you will kindly spare me such
in future.

‘One further remark. There are quanti-
ties of such anecdotes going about. I
don’t in the least believe that five percent
of them were ever said by children. I feel
sure that most of them are concocted by
people who wish to bring sacred subjects
into ridicule—sometimes by people who
wish to undermine the belief that others
have in religious truths; for there is no
surer way of making one’s beliefs unreal
than by learning to associate them with
ludicrous ideas. Forgive the freedom with
which I have said all this.’—‘C.E. World.’
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The B.B. Society

(Laura Elsie Jennings, in the ‘Western
Advocate.”)

It was very evident that something ser-
jous was the matter with the girls in the
third grade.

Miss Elizabeth had detained them all;
and when they were finally excused, they
went down stairs as usual, ‘with measured
step and slow;’ but the usual happy faces
and dancing eyes were serious and tear-
stained.

When they reached the yard, instead of
going on their usual ‘recess run,’ they ga-
thered in little groups, and began talk-
ing very earnestly.

Just as the girls’ line reached the door,
the last girl, a tiny little waif, turned,
and started back.

‘Bertha, pass out.’

‘Please, I must see Miss Elizebeth,’ said
the child; and the wondering janitor let
her go.

That evening, for the first time in the
school year, all the ‘adorable girls’ in the

“third year were ‘kept in.’ No, not all, for,

just as the boys’ line had formed, Miss
Elizabeth said:

‘Bértha, I will let you go home.’

She followed the boys’ line down, but
she went on her tip-toes; and soon as she
reached the front door she slipped off by
herself, and ran home as fast as she pos-
sibly could. ;

Her thin, calico dress of faded brown
looked thin and old, and her little jacket
and hood were too ragged to be very com-
fortable in such a cold wind.

‘When Miss Elizabeth closed the door af-
ter the line had passed out, she went to
the blackboard and wrote:

‘The B. B. Society. Third grade girls.
Fourteen members. A secret society.’

How the girls did laugh and clap their
hands—it wae surely going to be beauti-
ful. :

‘When I have told you all about it,” sai
Miss Elizabeth, after they had read it ov-
er, hard words and all; ‘I will let you all
guess what B.B. stands for.’

Then she told them that someone had
been taking lunch from the baskets that
did not belong to them, but this they all
knew and they shook their heads very ser-
iously that they had not done so.

No, I know; no one here has taken it,
but, as I told you at recess, I knew it was
some girl from this room. Since I have
talked to you I have found out it was Ber-
tha. She came herself and told me. When
T asked her why she had done so, ehe said
she was so hungry she couldn’t help it!
Hungry, little girls! Just think, one of
our own little schoolmates.

‘She says that very often she has to
come.to school without any breakfast, al-
though her mother always tries to have
some dinner for her. Now I want you to
take turns in bringing Bertha some lunch.
I will give you each the name of a day of
the week, and there are just fourteen of
you, so each omne will bring some bread
and butter and fruit once in two weeks.’

“Oh, Bread and Butter Society!’ said Bes-
sie. : ;

‘Yes,” said Miss Elizabeth; ‘and you are
Wednesday, that’s to-morrow.’ A

The next morning Bess}e brought a lit-
tle box, neatly tied, and laid it on Miss
Elizabeth’s desk. On Thursday Jennie
brought a little box; and so it was arrang-

-than the faces of the nagged.

_tiently borne, work for one’s good.
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ed, each little girl knowing just what her
day was to be. Miss Elizabeth gave the
boxes to Bertha, and she never knew just
who brought them. No more lunches were
stolen, and the girls all thought Bertha
had better lessons since she had enough to
eat.

Just who began it, I don’t know; but one
day there was a quarter on the B.B. box,
the next day fifty cents, and by and by
there was so much money that Miss Eliza-
beth called a meeting of the B. B.’s, and
suggested that she buy a dress and jacket
for a little girl about the size .of a third-
grade girl; and, of course, the girls all
agreed, and Ruth asked Miss Elizabeth if
it ‘couldn’t be warm and pretty both to-
gether.’

The very next week Bertha came to the
school wearing a new dress, jacket and
hood. She rushed in to tell Miss Eliza~-
beth:

‘And what do you ’spose, they came in
a box with my name on the outside, and
they’ve never been worn, and it ain’t
Christmas, neither.’

Irritating Nagging
(‘Wellspring.”)

The Editor wants to say a word to the
naggers. There must be quite a number
of them among the multitude that take the
‘Wellspring.” Are you a nagger—you who
have begun to read this editorial—or are
you liable to become onef Strange to say,
many of those who make all around them
uncomfortable by their nagging, are un-
aware of their fault. The Editor once
gently tried to open the eyes of one who
is high up in the art, and instantly she
fitted the cap on some of her acquaintnces,
far surpassing him in the force and apt-
ness of her remarks!

The worst of it is that those who are
addicted to the habit are so conscientious
about it! They always are seeking the
good of others. They are merely trying
to correct bad habits in the household. If
it were not for them there would be no or-
der or decency in the home. So intent are
they in setting others right that they for-
get to look for any failings in themselves.
when they have others to look after.

In spite of the fact that nagging induces
a self-righteous, pharisaic feeling, the nag-
ger is never happy. The Editor never saw
one whose nerves were not on edge. No
matter how expert one may be the result
is not contentment. Indeed, the more pro-
ficient one is the less enjoyment is gotten
out of it. One would not expect it, but
the fact is that the face of the nagger al-
most invariably shows more acute distress
Often the
latter are indeed provoked almost beyond
endurance, but there is a satisfaction
the fact that with them the feeling is only
temporary, while the poor nagger has to
suffer without let-up.

The Editor has lived until he has reach-
ed ‘the youth of old age’ He has seen a
great deal of nagging done by both sexes
—he will not say in which one it prepon-
derates—and he now bears witness that he

_never knew of anybody reformed in any-

thing by nagging. He has known people
made worse by it, but rarely made better,
and then only as trial and discipline, pa-
He
has known of husbands being driven to
the saloons by it; of wives made despaje
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ing or bitter; of brothers and sisters alien-
ated instead of growing mup in beautiful
comradeship. Nagging not only does not
accomplish the pretended object for which
it is used, but it often does just the re-
verse. The Editor has seen some who were
gaints under it, but they were well on their
way to sainthocd before they became sub-
jected to it. It brings out the devil in
most people.

Nagging, then, is a waste of energy, or
fiagrant misuse of it, inasmuch as no one,
not even the nagger, is benefited by it.
Out of the general uncomfortableness
caused by it, some one should be able to

get some enjoyment, but that is not done’

even by the discomfort-maker, The nag-

ger changed a ‘happy family’ into a set of
snarling creatures, not only without de-
riving any profit or pleasure from the act,
but actually suffering with the rest, like
the hornet, which when it uszes its eting
i3 forced to leave it in the wound it has
made. s
The habit of nagging is usu-lly apt to
fasten upon those of a nervous digpogition.
It is a sign of a fussy nature. It must
have every little thing just so, or there is
an outbreak. It is mot the great things
that it worries about so much as it is the
infinitesimals. It is frequently blind to
great faults gnd magnifies the small oies.
A mnervous disposition resorts to nagging
as a relief, but is made worse by it. The
real root of mnagging is ‘gell,’ Doing it
for the good of others is a delusion. The
habit is acquired because of resenting all
those actions on the part of others that in-
terfere with one's comfort, convenience, or
notions of what is proper or right. Tt is
simply an effort to make every one in the
family do and behave according to the
nagger’s ideals.

‘Let him alone,’ counselled a wige elder-
ly woman to a girl in her teens who was
always criticizing her brother. *“You are
driving him from home now. Instead of
doing that, make home attractive to him.
Quit pecking at his faults, and, instead,
praise him for the things that he does that
are right. Make him think there is mno
brother in the world who has quite so good
a sister.

That was sound advice. That sister had
been concerned only with externals and
was losing her brother’s heart. Doubtlees
the boy was inconsiderate, carelesgs, rough,
boorish, it may be, but the way to make
a thoughtful gentleman of him, was not by
irritating his temper, but by increasing
bis love. YLove ‘beareth all things, believ-
. eth all things, hopeth all things’—and win-
neth all things where nagging completely
fails, ~

A Victory Worth Winning -

{Eva Williams Malone, in ‘Christian
Observer.’)

0ld Mr. Simms was comin‘g dow;n‘the
strest—cross, stingy, old Mr. Simms, who
hated boys, and who looked as if he could
never, by any chance, have been a boy
bimself. :

A bevy of scheol-fellows were huddled
'on the cormer comparing balls and mar-
bles. Just as the old man came opposite
them, a solid rubber ball,was hurled from
the crowd of boys, and the qord-——‘Skin-
~ flint’—hissed through the air. The throw-
er was a good marksman, for Mr. Bimms’
moth-eaten *stovepipe’ hat was knocked
from his head and rolled into the gutter.

The old man was furious; forgetting to
rescue his hat, he rused across to capture
his assailant. But boys are fleet of foot,
and before Mr. Simms’s rheumatic limbs
had carried him to the spot, the youngsters
had all scuttled away. :

‘The young villains! They needn’t think
they’ll get off so easy. I know who did it.
I’d know Hal Preston’s voice anywhere.
His father will make him wish his ekin
was made of flint before he is done with
him.’

And the old man quivered with rage as
he went down the street toward Mr. Pres-
ton’s store, where he told his story. In
telling his story, Mr. Simms gave forth
no uncertain sound. He declared that he
not only rscognized Hal’s vcice, but saw
him raise his arm to throw.

‘What’s all this I hear about your strik-
ing old Mr. Simms with a ball, my son?’
asked Mr. Preston sternly, as he came up
to his own back gate at moon to find his
&#on and several other hoys standing toge-
ther in earnest discussion.

‘I? "I, father? exclaimed Hal, turning
pale with what might have been either in~
nocent surprise or guilty fear. ‘Why, I did
not do it; I declare I did mnot.’

‘But Mr. Simms says ke knows your
voice, and that just as he saw you raise
your arm to throw the ball you called out,
“pld Skinflint!” That looks ugly for you,
my young man.’ :

The frown on Mr. Preston’s face, and
the set lines about his mouth showed that
he thought his boy was telling him a false-
hood.

‘Boys, who threw that ball?’” Mr. Pres-
ton asked sharply; ‘Mr. Simms is one of
the best customers, and he says flatly that
he not only saw Hal throw, but heard him
use language that no gentleman would ap-
ply to an cld man. Did anyone in this
crowd see Hal throw? The ball came from
the place where he was standing—that is
clear.’

There was silence in the group; the boys
all shaking their heads in denial of Hal’s
guilt.

Mr. Preston looked at his son search-
ingly. : :

‘Harry, do you know who did it, if it
was not youf’

“Yes, sir, I know, but I can’t tell,’ came

‘from the boy’s pale, set lips.

‘Now, boys, if it wasn’t Hal, who was
it?’ continued Mr. Preston. ‘It looks to
me very much as if you are all trying to
screen Harry in a very ungentlemanly
thing. I know how boys will do that. Mr.
Simms is a truthful old man, and if I can’t
get the name of the boy who threw that
ball from some of you, I am bound to be-
lieve it was Hal, and I’ll settle with him.’

Mr. Preston waited a moment, and then

gaid in a stern, resolute voice: A

‘Harry, come with me.’

As the two started into the house, a mut-
tered cry of ‘Shame! shame! rose from the
group of boys. Then a slim boy, with a

eet face, stepped out from among them,

and said:

‘Come back, Mr. Preston! I can’t let
Hal be punished, he didn’t throw that ball
—J did it.’

As he spoke these words, the boys set up
a shout: ‘Hurrah! hurrah for old Frank.
He ain’t a sneak, after all. Fle’s fit to be-
long to the GangV

“What is the Gang?’ asked Mr. Preston,
coming back to where the boys stood.
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‘That’s our Club,” answered the lad, whe
had confessed to the ball-throwing, ‘we’re
sworn never to tell on each other, and alsa
never to do a cowardly, sneaking thing.?

‘Don’t you think it was somewhat of that
order to throw at an old manp’ asked Mr.
Prestom, looking down into the bright,
young face. :

‘Yes, eir, I reckon it was, but'I didn’t
just think about it. That old stovepipe
hat did look so easy to hit. And old Skine
ny—I mean Mr. Simms, sir—is always calls
ing us boys ‘“young rascals.”’ ’

‘Well, T was a boy myself once, and ¥
have not forgotten how boys feel,” said
Mr. Preston, ‘but what do you think would
be the real manly thing for you to do—the
thing that would be truly worthy of ‘“the
Gangp”? ? i

‘Why, to ask IMal’s pardon first, and
thén to go and tell old Sk—, I mean Mgz
Simms, that it wasn’t Harry that hit his
hat. It’s a pretty bitter pill, sir—welly
never mind, I'll do itP and the lad start«
ed down the strest followed by ‘the Gang'
shouting: i

‘Hooray for old Frank!
stuff.
Gang!

And they did.

He’s the real
We’ll make him captain of the

*Saving the Sun.’

The Rev, W. P. Knight, writing from
P’ing-Yang, Shan-si, describes as follows
the custom of the Chinese at the time of
an eclipse. f
: I saw a proclamation yesterday in one
of the public plates of this city, to the ef=
fect that on the 1st of the 10th moon there
will be an eclipse of the sun. All cla.sséu

_—Scholars, tradesmen, soldiers, officials,

etc.—are therefore commanded to unite in
‘saving the sun.’ The idea is that a vor-
acious animal in the sky has swallowed
the sun, and all must combine in making
the greatest possible noise, frighten the
beast and thus get him to vomit the sun,)
that China may not be deprived of its light
and heat. In talking the matter over with
a Christian teacher, he assurred me that
from the emperor down to the lowest sub=
ject, this was believed. On the day name
ed, temples will be soundimg with the
chanting of priests and beatimg of tome
toms; officials will set off crackers andi
bombs while the poorer people will beat
tins, blow horns, and make all manner of
noise to ‘save the sun.’ I peinted out the
folly of it all, but got the answer, ‘It ig
the established custom.” That is the last
argument, the final court of appeal-—cug~
tom must mot be broken. It seems strange
that a man who can assume the duties of
the governorship of a province, could issue
such a childish proclamation.  Strange
indeed are the workings of the Chinese
mind —China’s Millions.”
e

A Bagster Bible Free.

Send eight new subscriptions to the
forthern Messenger’ for remainder of
1903 at ten cents each, or four new sub-
geriptions ‘at thirty cents each for one
year, and receive a nice Bagster Bible,
bound in black vebbled cloth with red
edges, suitable for Sabbath or Bay School,
Postage extra for Montreal and sulurbs or
foreign countries, except United States and
jts dependencies; also Great Britzin and
Treland, Transvaal, Bermuda, Barbadoes,
Pritish Honduras, Ceylon, Gambia, Sara-
walk, Bahama Islands and Zanzibar. No
extra charge for postage in the countries
named, ;

-
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How the Boys Bought the
Books.
(R. B. Buckham, in ‘United Presby’cenan 6}

The young people connected with the

church of the little town of Marshall were
few in numbers, but nevertheless enthusi-
astic and interested, and always on the
watch for an opportunity to be of service,
or to do some good or kind deed. They
mvere in the habit of holding meetings at
#heir several homes Sabbath afternoons,
and often these little gatherings were the
beginning of some good or commendable
mndertaking.
' One Sunday afternoon in the early spring
such a meeting was in progress at the
home of Ben and Harry Searles. Just be-
fore it closed, Ben proposed that they make
an attempt to purchase some much-needed
wvolumes for the Sunday-school library.
The suggestion met with the hearty ap-
proval of all; but how was the money to
buy them to be secured? The question was
warmly discussed, without any eatisfac<
Rory solution being arrived at. Finally
it was agreed that each ghould begin in
his own way to do what he could toward
raising the much-needed money, and with
this the meeting adjourned.

Well, what is your plan®? said Ben to
his younger brother after all the little com-
pany had gone. ‘I don’t know, just yet,’
wvas the reply. ‘But wait. What do you
say to this? You know that Farmer Per-
kins, away over in the farthest part of the
town, has been losing a number of sheep
fately, from one cause or another. He
thinks that a catamount must be lurking
gomewhere about the mountain, and offers
a reward of twenty dollars to anybody who
wrill bring him its skin. How would it do
for us to go on a hunt after itf’

'Y éNo,’ replied the older and more prudent
Brother, ‘that plan is too visionary. Our
chances of success would be altogether too
small. We must put our time and labor in
where it will be sure to count. Now you

kunow that there is an abandoned sugar

orchard over in the pine woods back of the
hill, how would sugar-making suit you?’

¢Splendid! Just the thing. We'll do itV
and Harry fairly danced with joy at the
thought of the successful project before

them. The boys tended school, so that it
would be necessary for them to do their

work after school hours, but this fact did
not disturb them in the least, and they
avere soon busy at their task.

First of all they secured a number of
buckets and pails, then whittled out some
spouts with their knives, and repaired to
the sugar grove. Holés were now bored
in the trees with an auger, the sap spouis

_inserted in them, and the pails adjusted to
catch the sweet liquid, as it dripped from
them. The old sugar house had heen loxig
deserted, but a few hours’ work put it in
fair order again, and all was going on fine-
ly, and the prospect ahead was of the very
‘brightest. '

Now one Friday might, some two wee‘kz
later, as it would not be necessary to at-
tend school on the morrow, Ben proposed
that they take some provisions with them,
‘and stay all night in the sugar-house,

~ keeping up their sap boiling as far into

~ the night as they pleased.

¢ Yes, and we’ll take the rifle with us
to ward off any danger, o that we will bs

-perfectly safel’ added Harry enthusiasti-
cally.

‘next day,

The consent of their parents to this af-
rangement was finally reluctantly given,
and the boys set out for the sugar house, to
be gone all the following day. It was
splendid fun, they declared, being all
alone in the woods at night, watching the
fire and the sap boil. But along toward
morning, after they had been asleep for
some time, they were suddenly awakened
by a strange sound outside, which was not
unlike a long drawn out ‘snuff’ of some
animal, prowling around the camp.

The two sprang to their feet, and, seiz-
ing the rifle, peered cautiously out through
a crack in the boards. The fire had burn-
ed low, but by its dim light they could
distinctly see two great staring eyes, look-
ing toward them out of the darkness like
coals of fire. Ben raised the rifie to his
shoulder, and taking aim at them as stead-
ily as his trembling hand would permit
of, pressed the trifger. There was a com-
motion as of a struggle for a time, and
then all was quiet outside, but the two
were too frightened to sleep any more that
night, and sat waitizg for the dawn. When
at length the light of day crept through
the woods, they stole out of the sugar
camp to see what their night visitor could
have been. Thers on the snow near the
fire lay a catamount stretched at its full
length. It had probably been' attracted
by the smell of the cooking, or the boiling
sap. Ben stooped down, and ran his fing-
ers through its long fur.

‘It’s pelt alone will pay for the books,’
he remarked, ‘without saying anything at
all about the value of the sugar we have

made.’
el

A Turning Peint.

YLast winter the confidential clerk of a
firm in an inland town was sent to Phila-
delphia on important business. He had
always been a steady fellow, was married,
and was fond and proud of home, wife and
child.

But he was young, and it was his first
visit to a large city. He was elated with
the lmportance of his errand, and had a
vague idea of ‘seeing life.” A single se-
cret sip of the intoxicating pleasures of
a large city could surely do him mo
harm. He hid the thought away almost
out of his own sight. g

Arriving at the city on Saturday night,
he went to one of the principal hotels, re-
gistered his name carefully, reading it av-
er after the manner of unaccustomed trav-
ellers, and went to supper.

Before he had finished, the waiter
brought him two letters.

: ‘Already' why, these are from the city!
No‘bod‘y knows I am here!” he exclaimed.

‘City folks mighty wide awakel’ ejacu-
lated John.

Qur traveller tore open one envelope.
Within was an invitation to a variety
theatre of a bad reputation that evening,
with a hint of a ‘sacred concert’ on the
and ‘unlimited fun.’

The young man’s face reddened, and his
heart throbbed hotly. The door was open
for that secret glimpse into inguity.
What harm could it do him—or anybody?

He opened the other letter. It cento.ine‘d
a few words:

¢Dear Sir: In order that you may not
‘pass a lonely Sabbath in a strange city,
we enclose a list of churches open to-mor-
Zow mnear youzr hotel, in any of which you
will be cordially welcomed. Our rooms
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and libraries are also open at your dis-
posal. You will find friends there who
will be glad to serve you.’

It was signed by an officer of a Chris-
tian Association.

“These invitations of both kinds are left
at the Fotel, and directed to each guest as
soon as he registers his name,” explained
the clerk. ‘Which will you accept®’

The young countryman colored and
laughed. ¢ The first is tempting. But
that,” touching the second, ‘has the true
ring about it. I’ll1 accept that.’. Xe kept
his word. It seemed to him as if he was
close to his wife and little boy all day.
Going to the hotel in the evening, he saw
a group of pale, bloated creatures coming
out of the ‘sacred concert hall’ One or
two were arrested for disorderly comduct.

‘They have been ‘‘sesing life,”’ gaid the
clerk. ‘They accepted the other invita-
tion.—Source Unknown.

A Sturdy Little Champion.

The true spirit of chivalry is well exem-
plified by a little incident which happened
the other day. A ragged little girl was
seiling flowers at a busy corner where’
many trams met, and & burly man, in his
effort to catch his car, accidentally pushed
against her, knocking-her against the side
of the building, and upsetting her flow-
ers. # .

All unconscious of his act, he was hurry-
ing an, when a newsboy, who had seen the
whole proceeding, stepped up to him defi-
antly, and said:

“What do you want to kick a girl for?
Hit me. I’'m big enough.’

The gentleman stopped and looked at his
diminutive antagonist in surprise. Then
he saw the little girl, and for the first time
realized what he had done. He stepped
back, handed out enough money to pay for
her entire stock, and said kindly:

‘I am very sorry, my dear, if I hurt you.
Really, I didn’t see you.’

And then to the boy: ‘You said you were
big enough, young man, but you are &
deal bigger than you think. Men like you
will hdve a lot to do with keeping this old
world in a condition of self-respect.’

The children stared at him, hardly com-
prehending what he said and meant, and
the man went his way. :

That boy was supporting as well as he
could an invalid mother and a crippled
sister. From such sturdy little types as
this develop the useful and successful men
and citizens,—‘League Journal.’

e e

The vAttraction of Revival.

That house of God which becomes noted
in a mneighborhood as a place in which
many sinners have been ‘transformed by
the renewing of their minds’ will, by a
certain instinet of our redeemed human-
ity, soon become a centre of attraction,
not only to those who, with searcely any
light, ave groping after the truth, but even
to many who are still hardily going on in
sin. The greatest fame of Christianity is
the fame of the cures she works.—Rev. W.
Arthur, .

Autumn Offers,

See the special autumn offers announced
in this issue. The boys and girls have the
opportunity of securing a premium and
at the same time extend the usefulness of
the ‘Messenger’ by ei.rculaﬁnz it among
their friends.
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Convicted Through a Shark.

Our British sailors are a brave, dutiful
bndy of men; but occasionally, as during
the past few weeks, cases of insubordina-
tion do arise. Sometimes, too, something
occurs and the ringleaders are able to con-
ceal their guilt. Not always so, however,
as this instance, related by Sydney Wat-
gon, clearly shows.

The English cutter ‘Sparrow’ brought 2,
brig into harbor at Kingston, Jamaica,
under the suspicion of being engaged in
the slave trade. As the captured veesel
had no papers from which the charge could
be clearly substantiated, conviction was
impossible, and the suspected brig was
discharged. A few hours before the time
the was to leave the harbor a man-of-war
arrived, bringing some documents which
proved her guilt beyond the shadow of a
deubt.

These papers had been obtained in a
most surprising way. While cruising off
£t. Domingo, the man-of-war’s crew had
indulged in shark-fishing. One monster
was secured, and, on being cut open on
deck, a bundle of ship’s papers was found
in its stomach. They were the very docu-
ments flung overboard by the captain of
the brig when she was boarded by the
‘Sparrow.’

Curiosity prompted the captain of the
man-of-war to examine the papers, and the
résult was that he brought them before
the authorities at the nearest port. The
unlucky brig was detained, and the crew
eventually condemned on the evidence

. thus romantically: acquired.— Sunday

Companion.’
L G N

The Clerk with a Conscience.

Y was in one of Boston’s largest dry-
goods stores the other day. In my hand
was a sample, which had been sent me by
mail, of a certain piece of black dress-
goods, which I wished to procure. The
friend who was with me also wished to
purchase black dress-goods; so we decided
to look for hers first, since I already knew
what I wanted.

After trying in vain to receive courte-
ous attention from two different clerks,
one of whom was busy (?) with a box of
samples, and the other with invisible
specks on his coat, we turned to a third
clerk, rather timidly, for we were not sure
a4 the reception we should receive. :

He was making out a sale slip, but he
turned at once. ‘Certainly, madam, I have
Just what you want. I will wait on you
in a moment.’

His tone was so different from what we

fiad come to expect that we would will-
ingly have waited half an khour for him to
finish what he was doing. In a few
seconds, however, he was at leisure, and
piece after piece of dress-gooils was dis-
played for our inspection. %

My friend made her selection, and then
I showed him my sample. At once he
glanced at the slits cut in the side of the
tiny piece of goods. :

“That isn’t one of my samples,” he re-
marked, ‘I will ask the clerk who mailed
this sample to wait on you.’

‘But I don’t want any other clerk to
wait on me,” I responded hutily;, fearing

. that my sample might have come origin-
plly from one of the discourteous clerks
whom we first encountered, I wmen$ you
te have this sala’

‘If you had asked for goods of that qual-
ity, width, and price, without showing
me the sample, I could have found it for
you at once,” he replied with a smile, ‘but
now this sale belongs to the clerk who
sent out the sample.

‘Then I won’t give you this sample to
hunt it up by,’ I said, wishing to see whe-
ther I could not carry my point. ‘No one
knows, except my friend, that you have
seen it.” And I proceeded to tuck it away
in my purse. :

¢But I know that I have seen it, and my
conscience knmows it and he laughingly
laid his hand on his heart as he turned to
look for the other clerk.

In a moment he returned. 'The other
clerk was at lunch. What a sigh of relief
we gave!

‘I will make out the sale, and turn it

over to him when he comes in,’ our sales-

man said, displaying the shining black
folds of the goods I desired. .

As he made out his sale slip, crediting
the goods to ‘the office’ instead of to his
own number, I could not but admire the
fine quality of that man’s honesty. In a
matter where no one would have been the
wiser he was true to himself. He did as
%Y would have been done by. And in
making future purchases in that c_leparb-
ment I shall always look for my ‘clerk
with a conscience.’—Ella T. Maynard, in
‘Christian Endeavor World.’

SN
A Sensible Suggestion,

¢If I could only be of some use in the
world or fill some place in it,’ cried Fran-
ces, impatiently, ‘I would not complain.’

“Well, suggested Cousin Patty, ‘mak-
ing beds is very useful work and your mo-
ther seems to need some one to fill the place

of mender-in-ordinary to the family. Why

not begin where you are? I never saw
anybody willing to be of use who couldn’t
be used right where he stood. And as for
filling places—did you ever think that you
are put in your place so as to fill it? This
business of wanting to climb out of your
own place before you’ve filled it to go
hunting for an empty one somewhere else,
never did seem semsible to me. Start at
once to be of use and youwll be useful,
never fear,’

It was a sensible suggestion. There are
many sensible people excusing themselves
to-day by saying that they would rejoi;e
to be of use—somewhere ‘else. Our own
place, after all, is the only one we can ever
£ill. The moment we fill it full, we shall
overflow it into wider bounds. Mending
and making beds, running errands, doing
odd jobs—the large carcers begin by these
gmall usefulnesses, and widen irrepressi-
bly as the man and the woman develop in-
to broader activities, ‘Begin where you
are’ is common sense. As a matter of fact,
we cannot begin anywhere else. Only
from what we are can develop what we
shall be—only from where we stand can
the first forward step be made. Shirking
and complaining belong together.. They

are a poor pair of twins to have about, and

the sooner we turn them out of doors and

-determine to be thoroughly useful in our

own present place, the better.—‘Christian
Uplook.’ :

T
Your Own Paper Free.
‘Northern Messenger’ subscribers may
have their own subscriptions extended one

_year, free of charge, by remitting sixty

cents for two new subscriptions,

Nov. 6, 1908.

The Mountains Do Move.

An officer of a western railway which
runs through the Rocky Mountains is con-
vinced that the mountains are always on
the move. ‘We find from actual experi-
ence,” he says, ‘in maintaining tunnels,
bridges, and tracks in the mountains, that
the mountains are moving. It costs a
railway passing through the mountains
a great deal of money in the course of ten
years to keep the tracks in line, and main-
tenance of tunnels is even more expen-
sive. Drive a 6take on the side of a moun-
tain, take the location with the greatest
care, and return after a few months. The
stake is not in the same location. The
whole side of the mountain has moved.
This experiment has often been tried, and
in all cases the result proves that the
mountains are moving. The mountains
are gradually seeking the level of the sea.’
—‘Morning Star.’ : S

B e —m—

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

‘Northern ‘Messenger’ subscribers are en-

titled o the special price of seventy-five
cents.

‘World Wide.’

A weekly reprint of articles from lead-

ing journals and_ reviews reflecting the

current ‘ﬂioﬁght of both hemispheres.

S0 many men, so many minds,
man in his own way.—Terence,

Every

P )

~ The following are the contents of the issue

of Oct. 24, of *World Wide’:

ALL THE WORLD OVER.
If there s’hbuxq be War<The ‘Commercial Advertiser,’ New

TK, .
The English Dailies on the New Cabinet Appointments—
The *Times,” London. + 4
The Lord President’s Resiznation—English Papers.
. The Views of a German Radical on Free Trade—The Man-
Wy the Powere maust 1 Reginald W, th
e Powers must Intervene— na! on, in the
< f)g.ily Mail," Londen, - ot
How the Lasurgents Fight —The Maunchester * Guardian.”
The Dogmas of Free Thought—IV.—G. K. Chesterton, in
the * Commonwealth,” London,
The Nature of a Religious War—* Daily News,” London,
E%gﬂ: Courteous andl Otherwse — ‘T, P.’s Weekly,'
ndon,

SOMETHING ABOUT v’l‘!!lf. ARTA.

Plasterer and Artist—*The Nation,” New York.
The Great Velasquez—OC. L. H., in ‘Academy and Litera-
ture,” London. :

CONCERNING THINGS LITERARY.

English Comments on Mr. Kipling's New Poems—The
“Bpectator,” London ; The *Outlook,’ London.

New Light on (ladstone ~The New York ‘ Evenin Post.’

W. W. story—By Henry James, in the New York ‘Times
Saturday Review.'

Bherlock Holmes-—As Been by Scotland Yard -3ir Robert
Anderson, K.C.B., in 'T. P.’s Weekly,” London.

EowiGrea.t. Writers Worked—The Boston 'Evening Trane
script.’

HINTS OF THE PROGRE3S OF KNOWLEDGE.
The Vitality of S8ecds—The *Btandard,’ London.

CUT OUT THIS COUPON.

‘World Wide’

2

Sob- Will be sent to any
":‘;’h":'.:'m _address for twelve
e Wond months for

ide’ at the spe- ’
clally reduced rate of

75 Cents,

by sending this coupon, orth

$1.00.

Y
Wide’ for 12 mont.hf on t:-?«l. ‘Sfoﬂfm

(> for a dollar biil, :
JOUN DOUGALLE SON, Publishers, Montrealy




+sLITTLE  FOLKSos

Rebecca and lsaac.
What do you think they were 2
‘A couple of owls.

Bertie’s big brother found them
away up in the top of a tall tree.
He climbed up and got them for

him.
They named them Rebecca and

Isaac, but everybody called them
Becky and Ike. £
_ Bertie made a littie nest for them
-and tied their legs with a string so
»vthey could walk a httle but could
J'not fly away.
They grew very tame and would
come to Bertie when he called
; ,them They sometimes flew upon
his shoulder or alig hted on his cur-
1y head

£

They looked very funny rolling
their big, round eyes in the day-
time, and blinking away at the
light.

But when it grew dark they
could sée when Bertie could not.

After a time he let them go all
over the house.

Sonetimes they

Went out-of- doers, but they always
came back.

“At last they grew very trouble-
some, and Bertie’s mamma told

him she thought they had better go

into the woods again. i
He felt very badly over it at first.
But when Becky flew against a pan
of milk his mother was carrying
and spilled it all over her clean
dress, and Ike broke sister Lucy’s

prettiest vase, knocking it off the
organ with his long wings, he con-
sented.

So his big brother went with him
and when they got away out in the
woods they let them go.

Bertie cried a little, but knew it
was best. :

He never saw them -again but
once. That was when he and his
brother and sister were in a boat on
the river. Two owls flew down
from a tree on the bank and round
and round their boat; and they
seemed to know him when Bertie
called them.

He thought it was Becky and Ike
and I think so, too; don’t you ?—

‘Little Ones’ Annual.’
SR

Jones’ Little Girl.

(By Catharine Young Glen, in the
‘Century Illustrated Monthly
Magazine.”)

(Concluded.)

‘After lunch Aunnie dressed Little-
Dolly in the frock she wore for-af-
ternoons, and sat with her on the
top step of Mrs. Jones’ back stoop.
She wore Mrs. Jones’ sunbonnet, as
the sun was warm, and as she rock-
ed to and fro, holding to Little-Dol-
Iy’s lips a candy she had saved for
her, she cast an occasional conde-
scending glance toward the house
across the fence.

‘Little-Dolly by-by, Little-Dolly
by-by!” she sang aloud, just to show,
if anybody over there should hap-
pen to be listening, how very wel}
content she was.

She was roused from the peaceful-
ness that was a joint effect of sun
and jumbles by a shrill alarm. “A
few yards before her, in the garden,

pluming himself as though he, too,

had a right to be there, stood a bird
with which she was acquainted.

‘Why,” she exclaimed, running to
shoo him back with indignant flap-
ping of her skirt, ‘there’s Lowe’s old
rooster scratching up our onion-
bed?

The long summer ﬁ.fternoon pa'ss-

~ed by, and the sun, creeping home

at last, slipped out of Mrs. Jones’
yard with many a backward peep,
and stopped to play a little longer

in Mrs. Lowe’s next door—perhaps

because it was so lonely there with-
out a child about.

Mrs. Lowe herself, in a pretty ru:!
fled dress, sat by the window with
her sewing. She looked up every
now and then and cast a glance
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‘over toward the Jones’, and once
she saw Annie and Little-Dolly on
the step, and once she laughed out-
right, and then she very foolishly
wiped her eyes as she saw the roos-
ter come back through the fence.

Mr. Lowe came up the path to-
ward teatime, glancing about
among his shrubs, and stooping
here and there to clip a dead twig
with his penknife or to knock off a
bug. He stopped beneath the win-
dow where his wife was sitting,
and, handing in his paper, began to
train up one of the branches of the
rose bush which had slipped out
from its fastening against the
house. :

‘Where’s baby? he demanded,
suddenly, for he missed something
to which he was accustomed—the
charge in his direction, and the
clasp of two small stout arms.

‘Annie has left us,” Mrs. Lowe re-
plied regretfully. ‘She’s gome to
live next door’

She rose to. set the table, laying
'‘down her work, a petticoat that she
was making, oddly, for Jones’ little
girl. She took from the cupboard
“from mere force of habit, a tin tray
and a mug marked ‘For a Good
Child,’ and then, remembering that
she was childless, put them back
again.

After he had been sitting at the
table for a moment, Mr. Lowe
glanced at the place and laid down
his knife and fork as though to rise
and go for something; but Mrs.
Lowe looked up and asked how
business had been, which turned
the current of his thoughts. Busi-

ness had been doing well that day,

‘and there was several things to tell.
'When tea was over he sat down be-
side the lamp and read his paper,
while she cleared the supper things
away.

As she moved about she could
make out dimly the house next door
for it was growing dark outside.
The Jones’ shades were down, and a
narrow chink of light under each,
or a shadow fiow and then, was all
that gave a clue to what was going
on within. By-and-bye a shade up-

stairs was suddenly illuminated, as

though someone might be going to
bed. Mrs. Lowe went to the win-
dow and stood with her face against
the glass. When she came, at last,
and sat down on the other side of
the lamp, Mr. Lowe read her a bit
pf news here and there, as he al-

4
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ways did, although by and by he
frowned and laid the paper down.

‘Hadn’t I better go over and get
baby, Anna? he enquired.

She lifted up her big grey eyes.

‘Why, no, she said, ‘she’s gone to
stay. But you might leave the door
a little open, Henry,’ she added,
‘when you come upstairs—the one
next Mrs. Jones.’

When she went up a little later
she walked over to the crib and
turned the covers down as usual,
and taking from the desk a paper-
weight—a silver elephant that al-
ways slept with Annie—put him
beneath the pillow, undoubtedly
that he might feel no change. Then
she herself went quietly to bed.

One might have fancied from her
peacefulness that she was asleep;
but she was not. She lay and lis-
tened for she knew nothing of the
sauce-pies and soap-suds, until the
house grew still, and the night
without loud with the chorus of in-
pumerable things. 'And at last,
above the sawing of the katydids,
she heard it—the pattering that she
had been expecting! She was aware
of it afar off, for her ears were
sharp, even before the gate silueak-
ed, or the door; and when on the
dark stair, where a bear is so liable
to follow one, it turned into a
scramble, she sat up and put out
her arms.

‘Mother, mother, mother,’ wept
the little voice, and the cold nose
and feet that followed it were en-
durable because so very precious, ‘I
aren’t really Jones’ little girl?

————

Counter Attraction.

‘No, I cannot come with you to
the public house,” said a man to
two of his workmates, in response
to an invitation to go and “have a
drink” with them. “I have a little
daughter waiting for me at home,
and I would not disappoint her for
the world.”

‘Oh, papa, I'm so glad you have
come at last, it seemed so long
waiting for you,” was the greeting
he received from a bright young
girl.

She put his slippers ready for
him, poured out his tea, and looked
at him with such a smiling, happy
face, that he exclaimed :—

‘I don’t know whatever I should
do without my dear little woman !
I wish all fathers hdd such daugh-
ters to make their hearts glad.-

Nov. 6, 1903.

‘All girls should try to be like
her. It does not cost very much,
and great is the reward.

The Little Children in Japan.
(Caroline MacCormack, in ‘Mission
Dayspring.”)

The little children in Japan
Are féarfully polite;
They always thank their bread and
milk
Before they take a bite,
And say: ¢ You make us most con-
tent,
O honorable nourishment !’

The little children in Japan
Don’t think of being rude.
‘0 noble, dear mamma, they say,
‘We trust we don’t intrude,’
Instead of rushing in to where
All day their mother combs her
hair.

The little children in Japan
Wear mittens on their feet;
They have no proper hats to go

A-walking on the street;
And wooden stilts for overshoes
They don’t object at all to use.

The little children in Japan
With toys of paper play,
And carry paper parasols
To keep the rain away;
And when you go to see, you’ll find
That paper walls they live behind.

He Saved the Bits.

' 1 know a very busy man who has
not much time for reading, but
whose mind is a perfect storehouse
of information. It is a pleasure to
hear him talk, for he is informed
on nearly every subject, and one
can always learn something when
conversing with him, or hearing his
conversation with others.

‘How is it that you are so well
informed ?” I asked him one day.
“You know more than any of us.

~ ‘Well, he replied, ‘I had neither
time nor money to go to college, so

1 could not lay in a regular stock of

learning as most young men do, so
I resolved to make use of all the
bits of time that come in my way.
I generally have a book in my poc-
ket that I take out when I have ten
or fifteen minutes to spare, and tak-
ing them all together they reckon
up quite a considerable amount of
time during the year.”

His example is a good one for us
to follow. Make the most of the
minutes.—‘League Journal.
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LESSON VIL—NOV. 15.
David’s Trust in God.

Psalm xxiii.

Golden Text.
The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not
want. Psalm xxiii., 1.

Home Readings.

Monday, Nov. 9.—Ps. xxiii.

Tuesday, Nov. 10.—John x., 11-18.
Wednesday, Nov. 1l.—Jobhn x., 23-30.
Thursday, Nov. 12.—Ezsk. xxxiy., 11-19
Friday, Nov. 13.—Fs. xxxiv.,. 8-22.
Saturday, Nov. 14.—Jer, xxiii, 1-8.
Sunday, Nov. 15.—Ezek. xxxiv., 20-31,

1. The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not
want., ;

2. He maketh me to lie down in green
pastures: he leadeth me beside the still
waters.

3. He restoreth my soul: he leadeth me
in the paths of righteousness for his
name’s sake.

4. Yea, though I walk through t}axe val-
ley of the shadow of death, I will fear no
evil: for thou art with me; thy rod and
thy staff they comfort me.

5. Thou preparést a table before me in
the presence of mine enemies; thou anoint-
est my head with oil; my cup rumneth
over,

6. Surely goodness and mercy shall fol-
low me all the days of my life: and I will
dwell in the house of the Lord forever,

By R. . Kurtz.)
INTRODUCTION.

Grief seldom leaves the soul just as it
found it. Unless one has the right spiritual

preparation, free from the flaws of doubt.
and of a rebellious and unwilling heart, .

he is apt to be the more discouraged and
dejected on account of the trial. '« But, if
he has reached the larger, higher, soul
growth, the storm only develops his
strength, leaves him the stronger and the
more rugged after it is passed.

Though Psalm xxiii. is believed to have
been written during David’s early life, it
- would apply very well to his experiences
at this later period we have been study-
ing, 'when he had been passing through
such deep afiliction.

This Psalm is one of the most frequent-
ly quoted of all passages in the Bible, for
the reason that it touches the more com-
mon and deeper experiences of all of us.
It is a sort of standard or guage by which
to judge of one’s spiritual health. Happy
is that person whose faith, hope, courage,
and love toward God are reflected in these
beautiful verses. :

THE LESSON STORY.

Verses 1, 2. ‘The Lord is my shepherd.’
David knew of a shepherd’s concern and
care for his flock, and in his gratitude for
God’s goodness he finds no more apt fig-
ure to express his relationship to his Lord
than this. The shepherd counts his sheep,
seeks the missing, leads them into rich
pasture, protects them from attack, ‘and
at night gathers them into a safe fold. Da-
vid knew what it was to face the lion and
bear in defense of his flock, and Christ,
the Great Shepherd, gave ‘his life for the
sheep.” How often he refers to his rela-

tion to his followers under the figures of

the shepherd life! :

‘X shall not want.’ Here is an expres-
sion of feith and confidence in God, but
more than this is contained in these sim-

'
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ple words. Often the most devout Chris-
tion does want outwardly, it would seem,
but he has a knowledge of those greater
wants of his soul, which his Father is sup-
plying under the guise of momentary af-
fliction. God sometimes supplies a higher
want by leaving a lower unfulfilled. Many
Christian families have struggled for years
against poverty, yet that very condition
has developed faith, love, unselfishmness,
patience, sympathy, thrift, and indepen-
dence in its members. God has accepted
their expressed trust in him to supply
these higher, nobler, wants of their souls.
II. Corinthians viii, 1, 2  Philippians
iv., 19.

‘In green pastures.” This verse perfect-
ly mirrors the peace of the righteous and
trusting soul. God does not promise to us
in this world any artificial and extrava-
gant pleasures, such as.great wealth and
high position may offer, but his peace and
sufficiency are within reach of the true be-
liever, in the rich but guiet and even se-
cluded pastures of the Shepherd. ;

3. ‘Ffe restoreth my soul.” The sheep
may wander, but the great Shephierd seeks
after the cne that is lost until it is found.
We would find small comfort in Christian-
ity if it was for mome but men who had
never gone astray, but Christ gives the
sinner a new chance. His past sin need
not be held against him, if he repents sin-
cerely, accepts the offered pardon, and
makes a new effort. Isaiah i., 18.

4. ‘Though I walk through the valley
of the shadow.” Here is one of the su-
preme tests of our epiritual strength. We
can endure many losses, and trials, but if
our lives gseem about to be cut off when, as
we think, they are unfinisbed, or if some
disaster makes life a ‘living death,’ or,
again, if death removes loved ones until
life is a desert, then faith and hope begin
to waver, prayer seems useless, and we
can see no reason for our lot and no help
for it. But it is in the darkest bour that
he is mearest. Christ did not walk upon
the sea to go to his disciples during calm
weather and on a sunny day, but in the
night and sterm, when they were tired and
disheartened. There is something infinite-
ly pitiable and sad in the spectacle of a
sorrowing human soul trying to find com-
fort through its own meager resources, and
yet rejecting the ‘peace that passeth under-
standing,’ the gift of God.

5, 6. ‘Thou preparest a table before me.’
The sense of security from enemies allows
the righteous believer to enjoy the bless-
ings of God, even in the presence of ene-
mies, and under conditions that, to the
worldly-minded, would be most distress-
ing. See Remans viii., 88,.39.

‘My cup runneth over.” It is a sort of
spiritual tonic to quietly take stock 6f all
one’s mercies. If we look carefully we dis-
cover what a wonderfully large amount
of good comes into our lives. As we pro-
ceed in such an enumeration, like David,
we will be led to exclaim, ‘My cup run
neth over.” You will notice that this ut-
terance of his comes toward the end rather
than at the beginning of this Psalm. The
idea of God’s goodness and mercy grows
upon him as he proceeds until he expresses
its bounteousness in this exclamation.

‘Surely goodness and mercy shall follow
me all the days of my life.” The abun-
dant favor of God was not cnly a blessing
every day, but, as David looked forward,
he saw a glorious prospect ahead. This
divine love and care were to be his for-
ever. If this was so in David’s case, is it
not true of the devout soul to-day?

Next week we have the temperance les-
son, ‘The Curse of Strong Drink.” Prov.
xx., 1; xxiii., 20, 21, 29-35.

C. E. Topic
Sunday, Nov. 15.—Topic—How may we
help abolish the saloon? Eph. vi.,, 10-18.

Junior C. E. Topic.
MY FAVORITE PARABLE,

Monday, Nov. 9.—The mustard seed.
Matt. xiii., 31, 82. - :

Tuesday, Nov. 10.—The field.  Matt.
xiii., 44. : :

7
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‘Wednesday, Nov. 11.—The pearl. Matt,
xiii., 45, 46.

Thursday, Nov. 12,—The talents. Matf,
xxv., 14-30.

Friday, Nov. 18.—The good Samaritan.
Luke 10., 25-37.

Baturday, Nov. 14.—The lost sheep. Luke

- XV., 4-7.

‘Sunday, Nov. 15.—Topic—Which one of
Jesus’ parables do you like best, and why?
Matt. xxv., 1-18. :

Warn Them That Are
Uaruly.

It would be a dull school—I appeal to
every true teacher on this point—in which
the unruly or disorderly element was not
to be found. Where would be the zest,
the salt of the teacher’s life, if there were
not found among the boys, and even among
the girls, some who were not instinctively,
born with a belief in a perfect punctual-
ity, in a perfect preparation of a lesson,
in a perfect reverence for the personality
of the teacher? I have known scholars even
caricature their teacher. It may sound al-
most incredible in a civilized society like
this, but it is a fact that there is implant-
ed in some of those wild Bedouins of na-
ture such a love for pictorial art that they
cannot look into the face of either a male
or a female teacher without the desire to
perpetuate it, not perhaps on canvas, but
on any casual piece of paper which they
can place before the sight of thei:r fellow-
students. This is only one instancs of that
instinct for disorder which tests the abil-
ity of the teacher; and, to speak seriously
and feelingly, I could tell of some of the
greatest men of our generatisn and of the
last who, with grand intellectual and
moral faculties, which made them almost
adored by large classes of their fellow-
countrymen, wers still utterly unable to
maintain order in ordinary classes which a
man or woman not possessing one-hun-
dredth part of their intellectusal and moral
faculties had no difficulty in conducting.

But all teachers could by humility and
by determination and by moral &nd per-
sistent courage, win a victory—win de-
lightful victories over these unruly sub-
Jects if they brought to bear upon them,
not the feeling of contempt or dislike, but
a downright love for them, increasing
with the difficulty that their peculiarities
bring forth. ‘Warn them that are unruly.?
Be a mind unto them, for that seams to be
the real meaning; or bring out the mind
that is surely there, using wizdom and
love and tact and sympathy, and even hu-
mor—for that is a great help to find out

“what there is in these little born rebels.

Make a timely call at their homes; make
a yet more timely call at their sick beds;
get at them not only in the school, but
get at them eout of school hours; let them
be dismissed fecling that there is some-
thing in touch between their hesrts and
yours; and then even the most unruly, the
moct disorderly ones, will be, in m:-st cases,
rot only warned, but reclaimed.—Du. IMon-
tagu Butler. 3

Special C'ubbing OGffer,

“Wdrld Wide’ and ‘Northern Messenger,’
one year each, only $1.00 for both. Post-
age extra for Montreal and suburbs or for-
eign countries excepting United States and
its dependencies, also Great Britain and
Ireland, Transvaal, Bermuda, Barbadoes,
British Honduras, Ceylon, Gamhia, Sara-
wak, Bahama Islands, Zanzibar. No ex-
tra charge for postage in the countries
named. S

Old Country Friends.

Do our subscribers £ll know that the
yostage on papers to Great Britain and
Treland has been so greatly reduced that
we can now send any of our publications,
postage paid, at the same rates as obtain
in Canada. i '
‘Daily Witness,” post paid, $8 a year,
“Weekly Witness,” post paid, $1 a year, -
‘World Wide,” post paid, $1 a year. -
‘Northern Messenger,” post paid, 80c yean

/




.What the Bartender Sees.

A young man with a cold face, much
nervous energy, and a tired-of-the-world
expression, leans over the polished, silver
mounted drinking bar.

You look at him and order your drink.
You know what you think of him, and you
think you know what he thinks of you.
Did you ever stop to think of all the very
strange human beings beside yourself that
pass before him?  He stands there as a
sentinel, business man, detective; waiter,
general entertainer, and host for the home-
less. :

In comes a young man, rather early in
the day. He is a little tired, up too late
the night before. He takes a cocktail. He
tells the bartender he does not believe in
cocktails. He never takes them in fact.
¢ The bitters in a cocktail will eat a hole
through a thin handkerchief—pretty bad
effect on your stomach, eh?’ and so on.

Out goes the young man with the cock-
tail inside of him. And the bartender
knows that the young man, with his fine
reasonings and his belief in himself, is the
confirmed drunkard of year after next. He
has seen the beginning of many such cock-
tail philosophers, and the ending of thsa
same.

The way not to be a drunkard is mever
to taste spirits. The bartender knows
that, but his customers do not know it.

At another hour of the day there comes
the older man. - This one is the fresh-
faced young oldish man. He has small
gray side whiskers. He shows several
people—whom he does not know-—his book
of commutation tickets. -F¥e changes his
mind suddenly from whiskey to lemonade.
The bartender prepares the lemon slowly,
and the man changes his mind back to the
whiskey. Then he tries to look more dig-
nified than the two younger men with
him. In the midst of the effort he begins
to sing ‘The Heart Bowed Down with
Weight of Woe,” and he tells the bartender
‘that is from ‘The Bohemian Girl.”’ He
sings many other selections, occasionally
forgetting his dignity, and occasionally
remembering that he is the head of a most
respectable home—partly paid for.

The wise man on the outside of the bar
suggests that the oldish man will get in-
to trouble. But the bartender says: ‘No,
he will get home all right. But he won’t
sing all the way there. About the time
he gets home he’ll realize what money he
has spent, and you would not like to be
his wife. It wem’t be any songs that she’ll
get,’ gy . ;
The bartender knows that the oldish
man—about fifty-one or two-—has escaped
being a drunkard by mere accident, and
that he has not escaped yet. A little hard
luck, too much trouble, and he’ll lose his
balance, forget tha+ there is lemonade, and
take to whiskey permanently.

At the far end of the bar there is the
man who comes in slowly and passes his
hand over his face nervously. The bar-
tender asks no questions, but pushes out
a bottle of every-day whiskey and a very
small glass of water.

The whiskey goes down. A shiver fol-
lows the whiskey, and a very little of the
water follows the shiver. The man goes
out with his arms close to his sides, his
gait shuffling and his head hanging.

. It has taken him less than three minutes
to buy, swallow and pay for a liberal dose
of poison. :

Says the bartender: ‘

‘That fellow had a good business once.

Doesn’t look it, does he? Jim over there '

used to work for him.
it alone.’
The “it’ mentioned is whiskey.

But he couldn’t let

-
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Outside in the cold that man, who could
not let it alone, is shuffling his way
against the bitter wind. And even in his
poor sodden brain reform and wisdom are
striving to be heard. -His soul and body
are sunk far below par. His vitality is
gone, never to return. The whiskey, with
its shiver that tells of a shock to the heart,
lifts him up for a second. :

He has a little false strength of mind

and brain, and that strergth is used up to.

mumble good resolutions. He thinks he
will stop drinking. He thinke he could
easily get money backing if he gave up
drinking for good. He feels and really be-
lieves that he will stop drinking.

Perhaps he goes home, and for the hun-

dredth time makes a poor woman believe
him, and makes her weep once more for
joy, as she has wept many t{mes from sor-
Trow. .

But the bartender knows that that man’s
day has gone, and that Niagara River
could turn back as easily as he could re-
mount the swift stream that is sweeping
him to destruction.

Five men come in together. Each asks
of all the others: ‘What are you going to
have?’ ;

The bartender spreads out his hands on
the edge of the bar, attentive and pre-
pared to work quickly. Every man in-
sists on ‘buying’ something to drink in
his turn. Each takes what the others in-
sist on giving him. Xach thinks that he
is hospitable.

But the bartender knows that those
men belong to the Great American Asso-
ciation for Manufacture of Drunkards
through ‘treating.’ X

Each of these men might perhaps take
his glass of beer, or even something
worse, with relative safety. But as stupid-
ly as stampeded animals pushing each
other over a precipice, each insists on buy-
ing poison in his turn. And every one
spends. his money to make every other
one, if possible, a hard drinker and a wast-
ed man.

The bartender’s procession is a sad one,
and you who still think yotirself safe are
the saddest atom in the line, for you are
there without sufficient excuse. It is a
long procession, and its end is far off.

Trained to Self=Denial.
(The ‘Daily Express.”)

‘While, of course, it is not claimed by
the advocates of a reformed dietary that
it contains the whole solution {q the ter-
rible problem of drunkenness, there can
be no doubt that it may be made a power-
ful auxiliary in combating it. It is not
in the thing itself, but in the principles
which wunderlie and actuate it that our
hope lies. Whatever leads to a cleaner,
more wholesome way of life all round,
must inevitably bar out self-indulgence in
any and every form. Strongly flavored,
stimulating, irritating foods cause a crav-

‘ing for flery drinks, and ‘vice versa.

Of the value of a wholesome and sound
‘regime’ as a preventive there can be no
question, and it is just here that we house-
mothers can begin. If our young peopls
are trained to habits of self-denial and
obedience to all the higher laws of their
being, if they learn early to endure hard-
ness,” to accept the annoyances and dis-
agreeables of Iife cheerfully, if they are
trained and encouraged to take a prile and
a pleasure in overcoming difficulties in
whatever capacity they present themselves
there will be little danger of their at any
time becoming slaves to appetite. If, on
the other hand, we accustom them to all

sorts of indulgences and dainties, humor- |

ing their various whims and caprices, mak-
ing much of all their likes and dislikes,
we may lay our account to it that, how-
ever harmless these traits are in the mean-
time, they are all too surely undermining
their character and making them the crea«
tures of circumstances.

In this regard, therefore, we must not
despise any means whereby we may help
to build up and strengthen those with
whom we have to deal, so that when the
conflict comes to be between inclination
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and the right, they will be so disciplined
that not only-will they eventually decide
for the right, but will naturally and joy-
fully inecline to it.

The Dream of the Reveller,

Around the board the guests were met, the
» lights above them gleaming,

And in their cups, replenished oft, the
ruddy wine was streaming:

Their cheeks were flushed, their eyes were
bright, their hearts with pleasure
bounded. |

The Song was sung, the toast was given,
and loud the revel sounded.

I drained my bumper with the rest, and
cried: ‘Away with sorrow;

Let me be happy for to-day, and care not
for to-morrow!

But as I spoke my sight grew dim, and
slumber deep came o’er me,

And ’mid the whirl of mingling tongues,
this vision passed before me:

Methought I saw a demon rise, he held a
mighty beaker,

Whose burnished sides ran daily o’er with
floods of burning liquor;

Around him pressed a clamorous crowd,
to taste this liquor greedy;

But chiefly came the poor and sad, the suf-
f’ring and the needy,

All those oppressed by grief and debt—the
dissolute and lazy,

Blear-eyed old men, and reckless youths,
and palsied women crazy;

‘Give, give! they ory, ‘Give, give us drink

to drown all thought of sorrow,
If we are happy for to-day, we care not
for to-morrow!’

The first drop warms their shivering skins,
and drives away their sadness,

The second lights their sunken eyes and
fills their souls with gladness,

The third drop makes them shout and
roar, and play each furious antic,

‘The fourth drop boils their very blood,

and the fifth drop drives them frantiec,
‘Drink,’ says the demon, ‘drink your fll!
drink of these waters mellow,
They’ll make your bright eyes blear and
dull, and turn your white skins yel-
low,
They’1l fill your home with care and grief,
and clothe your back with tatters;
They’ll fill your heart with evil thoughts
~—but never mind—what matters?

Though virtue sink, and reason fail, and
social ties dissever,

T’ll be your friend in hour of need, and
find you homes for ever;

For I have built three mansions high,}
three strong and goodly houses—

A workhouse for the jolly soul who all his
life carouses, ' =

A hospital to lodge the sot, oppressed by
pain and anguish,

A prison full of dungeons deep, where
hopeless felons languish;- :

So drain the cup, and drain again, and
drown all thought of sorrow,

Be happy if you can to-day, and never
mind to-morrow!

But well he knows, this demon old, how
vain is all his preaching,

The ragged crew that round him flock are
heedless of his teaching:

Even as they hear his fearful words, they
cry with shouts of laughter,

‘Out on the fool who mars to-day with
thoughts of a hereafter!

We care not for thy houses three, we live
but for the present, -

And merry will we make it yet, and quaff

_ our bumpers pleasant!’

T.oud laughs the fiend to hear them speak,
‘and lifts his brimming beaker,

‘Body and soul are mine,” quoth he, ‘I’Il
have them both for liquor!

—Charles Mackay.

Sample Copies.

Any subscriber who would like to have
specimen copies of the ‘Northern Messen-
ger’ eent to friends can send the names
with addresses and we will be pleased to
supply them, free of cost. ‘
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of Vite-Ore is not necessary toconvince you that it is the best remedy in, on or
out of the earth for ailing people, to prove to you positively that it will cure your
ills, as it has the ills of so many others. One ounce of the Ore (one package) mixed
with a quart of water,one month’s treatment, is all that you need for the test, all
the evidence we want to submit, and we want to send it to you at our risk. You
are to be the judge! One month’s treatment with this natural remedy will do

for you what six months’ use of other advertised treatments cannot. If it does not,
you to decide, we want nothing from you !

Read Our Special Offer.

WE WILL'SEND to every subscriber or reader of ‘THE NORTHERN MES-

SENGER,’ or worthy person recommended by a subscriber, a full-sized One
Dollar package of VITA-ORE, by mail, post-paid, sufficient for one month’s treat:
ment, to be paid for within one month’s time after receipt, if the receiver can truthfully
say that its use has done him or her more good than all the drugs or dopes of quacks
or good doctors or patent medicines he or she has ever used. Read this over again
carefully, and understand we ask our pay only when it has done you good and
not before, We take all the risk ; you have nothing to lose. If it does not_ benefit
you, you pay us nothing. Vitae-Ore is a natural, hard, adamantine, rock-like s-ub~
stance—mineral—Ore—mined from the ground like gold and silver, and requires
about twenty years for oxidization. It contains free iron, free sulphur and magnes-
ium, and one package will equal in medicinal strength and curative value 800 gallons
of the most powerful, eflicacious mineral water drunk fresh at the springs. Itis a
geological discovery, to which there is nothing added or taken from. It is the marvel
of the century for curing such diseases as Rheumatism, Bright’s Disease, Blood
Poisoning, Heart Trouble, Dropsy, Catarrh and Throat Affections, Liver,
Kidney and Bladder Ailments, Stomach and Female Diserders, La Grippe,
Malarial Fever, Nervous Prostration and General Debility, as thousands tes-
tify, and as no one, answering this, writing for a package, will deny after using.
Vitee.Ore has cured more chronie, obstinate, pronounced incurable cases than any
other known medicine, and will réach such cases with a more rapid, powerful curative [
action than any medicine, combination of medicines, or doctor’s prescription which it
is possible to procure :
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VITA-ORE will do the same for you as it has for hundreds of readers of this paper if you will give it
airial. Send for a $1.00 package at our risi. Youhave nothing to lose but the stamp to an-
swer this announcement, If the medicine does not benefit you, write us so and thoere is no harm
done, We want noone’s money whom Vitee-Cre cannot benefit. Cananything be more fair 2
What sensible person, no matter how prejudiced he or she may be,who desires a cure and is willing to pay
forit, would hesitate te try Vitoe-Ore on thisliberal offer? One package is usually suflicient to cure ordi-
nary cases; two or three for chronie, obstinate cases. We mean just what we say In this announce-
ment, and will dojust what we agree. Write to-day for a package at our risk and expense. giving your
agoand ailments, and mention this paper, 80 we may know that you are entitled to this liberal offer.
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RHEUMATICS —READ THiS! FEELS LIKE A NEW PERSON,

Was a Cripple from Rheumatism—Believed it
Incucrable.

Stomach Trouble for Years—Could Not Eat--
Had No Energy

grown worse with age.

N. M, DEPT.

S

Yonge & Temperance Streets,

Markham, Ont,

In the #pring of 1901 1 was attacked with Rheu.
matism in my hips and legs so badly I could not
walk or get up from the chair, it came sosuddenly,
The doctor attended me for four months, with the
result that the Rheumatisim moved from the hips
and legs to the feet, still making it impossible for
me to get around. I tried another doctor for three
months without a change, Then I used an clectric
belt, but it did me no good, I was discouraged,
thinking my trouble incurable, when I saw Vit
Ore advertised. I sent for a package, used it and
one other, and am now entirely cured.

WM. E. RISEBROUGH,

Rock Dale Farm, Ste. Martine, Que.

I had Stomach Trouble for years and it made me
80 miiserable at times that 1 could not do an or-
dinary day’s work without lying down for a rest
during the day. I bad noenergy and could not eat
without a great deal of suffering, and even then in
& great many cases I could not keep focd on my
stomach. 1 tried doctor's medicine without gefting
relief and then made up my mind to give Vitee-Ore =
a trial. I ordered a package, which I took accord- &
ing to directions for one month and now I can eat
a hearty meal and experience no pain whatever.
In short, I feel like a new person and I will always
recommend Vitese-Ore to every one afflicted asl was,

Miss ELLA L. BARRINGTON.

This offer will challenge the attentlon and consideration, and afterward the gratitude of every living person . f
who desires better health, or who suffers pains, ills and diseases which i
We care not for
expense, regardless of what ills you have,

have defied the medical world and
your skepticism, but ask only your investigation, and at our
by sending to us for a package,

THEO. NOEL, Geologist,
== TORONTO, ONT.

ADDRESS )

Correspondence

¥OR SCRIPTURE SEARCHERS.

‘What 15 said aboﬁt a ‘Book of Remem-

brance in Malachi?’ Give thg next verse.
FOR TEXT HUNTERS.

Eill in the following verses. They are
in the Epistle of St. Paul to the Philip-
pians, ‘

1. Let nothing be done through strife or
vainglory. St

2. For me to live is Christ.

8. I press toward the mark.

4, That I may know him and the power
of his resurrection.

5. I can do all things.

6. Be careful for nothing.

BIBLE RIDDLE.
' A Bible character without a name,

Who never to corruption came.

Y

Who died a death ne’er died before.
Whose shroua is in eévery housewife’s
store. .

The answer will be found in Genesis.
The names of those who have sent in the

correct references for the quotations from
St. Peter will appear later.—Ed.

- - Wendover, Ont.
Dear Editor,—I read in the ‘Messenger’
that you would like the readers of the

‘Messerger’ who have their birthdavs in
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FOUNTAIN PEN FREE]

You can get this pen very easily by showing this copy of the
Twelve subscriptions at this rate make $1.20.

of 10c each to the end of the year.

(Made by Sanford & Bennet New York. Value, $2.00 cash.)

¢ Northern Moassenger’ to your friends. Take their subscriptions at the rate
Send us the $1.20 and we will send you the fountain

pen free, and will send the * Messenger’ every week to the end of the year to each of your 12 friends, who must be New Subscribers.
You can also secure this pen for six new subscriptions to the ‘Northern Messenger’ for one year at 30c each.

Postage on the ¢ Northern Messenger’ will be chargedextra for Montreal and suburbs or foreign countries, except the United Stat
e it st 4 . es and
its dependencies, also Great Britain and Ireland, Transvaal, Bermuda, Barbadoes, British Hon?lura.s, Ceylon, Gan}:bia. Sarawak, Bahama

Islands and Zanzibar.

No extra charge for postage in the counfries named.

sousma

—

October and November to let you know. I
Am thirtesn years old on October 19. I
go to school in Wendover, and I am the
only English scholar in the school. We
bave to study both languages, but I do
not like to study the French. I get the
‘Messenger’ every week, and I like the
stories very much., They are very inter-
esting. : F. W. 8.

0!

Kingarf.
Dear Editor,—I am a little girl ten years
.0ld. My birthday is on June 18. I al-
ways read the ‘Little Folks’ Page first. We
get the ‘Messenger’ at our Sunday-school,
and I think it is a lovely paper. We live
on a farm about a mile from Kingarf. We
have just been living here about two years,
and we all like it very much. I have three
gigters and three brothers. There are five
of us going to school. I am in the fourth
reader. My teacher gave me a knife as a
prize for being the best speller. We had
a picnic on the third of July for our day
school and Sunday-school also. It was
‘held at Stony Island. I think we all en-
joyed cur day very much. I think I will
close this time by wishing the ‘Messenger’
every success. BEATRICE M. McC.

.

Gainsboro.

Dear Editor,—As I havs never written
to the ‘Messenger’ before, I thought that
I would try. I have one sister, who is six
years old, and she goes to school. I used
to go to school till I got my leg hurt. It
got caught in the wheel of the buggy, and
T am unable to walk. I am in the second
reader. I have been through it once. We
have a library at our school; it is a very
pretty one. The school is a mile and a-
half away. My uncle’s girls drive an old
horse. He is very guiet. They have !_)een
driving him all the summer. I am eight
years old, and my birthday is on May 23.
My grandpa gave me a canary for a birth-

day present. I will write again soon.
3 ' " WILDA 8.

{

A

2 : Dunnville, Ont.
Dear Editor,—I live on a farm by the
Grand River, which flows past our place.
Tn the summer I go in bathing, and in
the winter I try to skate. I have a little
white kitten, which is very pretty. I go
to school nearly every day, and am in the
Fourth Reader; but I have a mile and a
half to walk. I go to Sunday-school quite
regularly, I must now close.
PEARL S. E. (age 11).

Brigden, Ont.
' Dear Editor,—We take the ‘Messenger,’
and T like to read the letters, and hope I
may see mine printed some day. My birth-~
day was in September. I am past eight.
Brigden is a small place, and very pre’c_ty.
Most always it is rather wet. ‘We are nine
miles from River St. Clair. There is &
pranch of the M.C.R. running through
here, and T often go to the depot, but I al-
ways stay far back from the train. Mo-
ther is at the store, and I thought that I
" would write while she was gone. I have
a nice little pony, and an old pet cow, nam-

ed ‘Brindle.’ : ~IDA N.

Mono Centre, Ont.
Dear Editor,~We have taken the ‘Mes-
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senger’ for some time, and we all enjoy
reading it very much., I go to school
every day, and I am in the fourth hook.
Miss G. iS our teacher. We live near the
Mono rocks. This ridge of rocks runs
through Mono, they are covered with trees,
which look very pretty at this time of the
year. I go to Sunday-school nearly every
Sunday. Miss A, is my teacher, and Mr.
T. is our minister, I am eleven years of
age. I saw a letter from a little girl whose
birthday is the same day as mine, April
R2. . FLORENCE H. A.

e

North Nation Mills.

Dear Editor,~—This is my first letter to
the ‘Messenger.’” I like it very much. I
have been getting it in the Presbyterian
Sunday-school this summer. I am sorry
our school is stopped for the winter, as it
is too far for the children to go. We had
quite a Sunday-school, considering that it
is in the country. I am the only boy; I
have no brothers or sisters, I wonder if
there are any of the boys or girls of my
age. I will be fourteen years old on Feb.
9. I got a present of a Winchester rifle
not long ago, and I like it very much. We
have no school just now, as we cannot get
a teacher. I hope to be able to go to the
school this year, as I lost all of last year.
My Pa got hurt, and I'had to stop at home.
I was born in Bracebridge, Muskoka. I
live on a farm, four miles from the C.P.R.,
North Shore line. We live forty miles
from Ottawa. The snow is very deep here
in the winter, but it is nice in the sum-
mer. I have a little dog called Fido. I
guess the Editor will think this letter is
never going to come to an end. Wishing
the ‘Messenger’ every success,

ROBBIE JAMES C.

HOUSEHOLD.

Unhealthy Houses.

It does not express the whole truth to
say that some houses are unhealthy; it is
nearer the fact in reference to many dwel
lings, that they are deadly. Sometimes
certain rooms in the house are so impreg-
nated with poisonous emanations, that

their occupants become ill in a few days.

A man in perfect health was placed
in & room in London, and in a
few days died of putrid fever. The
next, and the next, and the mnext oc-

| cupant, were noticed successively to be-

come ill. It became so notorious, that the
authorities took it in hand to examine the
premises, and it was found that the mar
who papered the room, in order to fill up
a cavity in the wall, put in a bucket full
of paste and pieces of the glazed papering,
which in time began to ferment and vot,
throwing into the room a steady supply
of the noxious fumes of decomposed lead,
and other hurtful ingredients employed
in the sizing of wall paper. It is known
that the sizing on a visiting card is quite
enough to kill a child if put in its mouth;
being a little sweetish to the taste, it is
rather palatable. Another English house
became so motoriously unhealthy that the
common people reported it to be haunted;
it soon gained such a reputation that no-
body would live in it free of rent. Inves-
tigation discovered that it was the result
of pasting new paper on old. In repaper-
ing a room or house, first pull off the old
paper and scrape and wash the walls.—
‘Journal of Health.”
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THE INVENTOR'S WORK.

For the benefit of our readers, we pub=
lish a list of patents recently granted by
the Canadian Government through the!
agency of Messrs, Marion & Marion, Pa-
tent Attorneys, Montreal, Canada, and
Waghington, D.C. Information regarding

“any of the patents cited will be supplied

free 'of charge by applying to the above-
named firm. gt

Nos. 83,340,: Elzear Dorég, Lapraf;j:-ez
Que., plough; 83,366, Pierre Vallée, Water-
bury, Conn., rail-joint; 83,463, Edmond
Héroux, ldontreal, Que., door latch; 83,-
497, Pacifique Desorcy, Windsor Mills,
Que., process of making wool fabrics; 83,-
493, Pacifique Desorcy, Windsor Mills,
Que., forming machine for felt' garments;
83,499, Pacifique Desorcy, Windsor Mills,
Que., manipulating apparatus for felt
stocking forms; 88,500, Pacifique Desorcy,
Windsor Mills, Que., felting machine ;
883,501, Pacifique Desorcy, Windsor Mills,
Que., stocking stretcher.
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A NEGLECTED ACCOMPLISHMENT.
£ Reading aloud well is an accomplish-
ment ranking next to music as a means of
entertainment at home and in the family
circle. In a past generation the long win-
ter evenings were looked forward to with
pleasing anticipations, which were realized
when they were chiefly spent at home, and
going to parties was the exception. The
father, mother and children all gathered
in the common living room, and one read
aloud while others busied themselves with
some handiwork, and all, save very small
ones, who had an early bed time, listened
with attention and interest. There is much
talk just now about the study of child na-
ture, It would astonish some of these
students could they know how much of the
good -literature intended for mature minds
was comprehended and appreciated by the
children when they were given a chance
to become acquainted with it. Scott’s
novels, ‘Paradise Lost,” Scott’s poems and
other similar reading have been a strong
factor in forming a good taste in literature
when heard by children from seven to ten
years of age. Such children have of their
own volition learned large parts of ‘The
Lady of the Lake,’ ‘The Lay of the Last
Minstrel,” and many small poems of great
merit. One lady, recently dead, took great
pleasure, when long past her eightieth
year, in repeating gems of poetry learned
in her early girlhood.

There is toc much light and trashy
reading for children. They are left too
much to themselves in choice of books.
Parents are too apt to be engrossed in their
own pursuits to give their children the’
proper training in reading aloud at home. -
Too much dependence is placed on their
being taught at school. At school there
is not sufficient time to give each child all
the exercise in this that is needed. Read-
ing aloud should be a home habit. One
principal of a school has récognized this,
and is making an effort vo encourage chil-
dren in the habit. He gives a credit to the
children for home reading aloud, and asks
a report from the parents, and also g-ives’
the pupil an opportunity to tell his ¢lass
the things he has read. The responsibility
of a child’s education is mnot wholly the
teacher’s. The teacher is simply to sup-
plement the efforts of the parent, to sup-
ply what it is inconvenient or impossible
for the parent to give. Schools\are not!
intended to take the parent’s place—Mil-
waukee ‘Journal.’
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Rinse out milk bottles, pitchers and egg
cups wit heold water. Empty and rinse
cups. Put any dishes used in baking to
soak in cold water. Fill kettles and spi-
ders full of cold water and set away from
the stove to soak. If left on the stove the
heat hardens whatever has adhered to the

remove.
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NORTHERN MESSENGER
(A Twelve Page Musirated Weokly.)
One yearly subscription, 80c. ;
Three or more copies, separatoly addressed,
25¢ each. ; ek
Ten or mors to an individaal ‘address, 20c
each, : {
Ten or more separately addressed, 25c per
copy.

The above rates include vpostage for Canada (ex
cepting Montreal City), Nfld., U. S, and its Colonies,
Great Britain, New Zealand, Transvaal, British
Honduras, Bermuda, Barbadoes, Ceylon, Gambia,
Sarawak, Bahama Islands, Zanzibar.

For Montreal andforeign eountries not mentioned
above adad 50¢c a copy postage. :

Bample package supplied fres on applica
tion. . :

JOEN DOUGALL & ‘SON,
Publishers, Montreal.

In all correspondence with advertisers in
these columns, kindly mention the ‘Mes-
senger,” This will oblige the publishers

Cancer Cured by Apointing with Oil,

A combination of scoth ing and balmy oils has
been discoversd which r eadily cures all forms of
cancer and tumor. It is szafe and sure and may
be used at home without pain or disfizurement,
Readors sheuld write for free books to the orig-
inators, whose heme offi ce address iz DR. D. M,
BYE CO., Drawer 595, Indianapolis, Ind.

Choice Winter Apples

FOR BALE,

All the Leading Sorts and Best Keepers,
each as Baldwins, 8pies, Spiizenburg, Jona-
than, Greenings, Russets, Beliflowers, all
band picked and carefully selected for family use.

Price $2.00 per Barrel of 8 Bushels. I pay
freight on all orders of & barrels or more.

Address ED GAR F. SMITH, Lock Box 2335,

Batile Creek, Mich.

5 O o/ COMMISSION.
O dood Canvassers Wanted,

to push a Dolilar Preposition on a

: 50 percent Commiesion.

It Appeals Strongly to the Best People

in Every Locality.

No experience necessary. No deposit required.

Bchool teachers succeed well. Must furaish

Minister’s recommendation.

Address AGENT MANAGER,
P. O, Box 2234, Montreal,

WEEKLY WITNESS 3 5Ctts.
oRLD YV IDE -t

‘ Trial trip’ offer for these two weekly publica
tlons. Rample copies gladly sent on application.
Ask any of the readers of these publications what
they think of them.

Postage extra for Montreal and suburbs, or for
foreign countries, except United States and its
dependencies, Great Britain, Transvaal, Bermuda,
Barbadces, British Honduras, Ceylon, Gambia,
Barawak, Bahama Islands, Zanzibar,

JOHN DOUGALL & SON, Publighers,
MONTREAL.

EBABY'S OUN

‘Wesgolicit the business of Manaiacture ¥n-
neers and others who reasize the advisability of

aving their Patent business transacted by%x—
perts, Prelimminary advice free, Charges mode-
rate, Our Inventers’ Help, 125 es, sent upon
request. Marion & Marion, New York Life Bldg,
Montreal ; and Washington, D.C,, U.S.A,

WATGCH

Canadian Home Cook. Books, &li
nieely titn a
and each one eontaining 7.
Receipts, A Cemifi:

wise miovemett. It is mmgheg’ rottiest Gold
8 i Lk e Ay &

Watch ever given awsy. Myrile® e, %h%. Centre,
Out , writea: ** Iam well hmgvl with my Watch. ¥t is o littlo
h?wmd fwm&mﬁm xXpected. ‘beemagent foy

other companies befors, Tus never, "%m‘lm ]

of this paper as well as the advertiser.

FREE SISINE B

e o s 2t
‘Wouldn't you like to have one? ¢ My Engine
canrun § £0 8 Spools and I am delighted
withit, Allthe boys want to bay it, but X
wouldn'tgell it for $1.00.”” That is what Alf,
Dural, Bracebridge, Ont., enid, and wo
have dozens of other leticrs pralsing
this big, powerful Engine. Itetands 31
Inches high and is strongly made of
steei with polished bruas boiler, safety
valve, whistle, steam dome, statiouary
eylinder, piston cross head, connecting
rod and crank shaft with fly whes! ste
tached, o that you can run all kinds
of Toy Machinery. Just the mmchine
to delight cvery boy's heart, and
8ll you have to do to get it is to
sell only B of our large beantifully
colored ‘pictures named * The Angel’s
Whisper," ¢ gimp'y to the Crosg I
Cling,” and the “‘gmil y Record.”
These pictures aresll beaulifully
finished in 12 celors aud conld
not be beught in any store for less
than 800, You seil them for only
25¢,, and give each purchaser &

50c. certificate fr@®, rotarn us the .

money snd we will immediately forward the Eugins, Remember

itis a.nmwox.hWe .;‘-h'p];‘“ hkeepd(:nr monoy {0 pay your

postage. rite us for Piotures te-day. ANiresy o b

COLONIAL ART CO. DEPT. 430 Toromis

Lo I

ERAMELLED WA‘[&I}LF&E&

worl
t ¥ heavy bevellod crystel, hour,
8 minute and seconds Lands,
and solid silver nickel cave on
which & Stag is. b autifull
enamelled in natural colors, (l
you will gell for us only §
Jarge heautifullp
colored  pictires
16 X 20 tnches,
Angel’ \’m;“:
% T,
*The Family Rege
orl,” and“*Siinply
\ to the Cross I

ol e £ YT“K
B ﬁm or onl

(give
purcheser a 50c,
certificate  free),
returu us the mon.

i watch free. Wri
us 8% once and we will §ond yon €he Pictures ;»o;tp;;g

The Celomial Art Co., Dept. 469Foromte, Oas

We m;tﬂym with'? large beantifully eolored ures, eaeh
i 18 x inches, aamod “ The U's Whisper,” *The|
¢ F-u!!y Record,” * Christ Before Jute,”” and ' Rock ofg
A L Thewe pictares ars handsomel hed in 12 zolors i
g ud conid net be bought for less than 500, ench in auy stere,
| ST ity b L s Sahe Adsr wedl
£ imiely #nd you wo swee
toned Vielin, fall sise, L wmode!, made o
tocted woad wifn kighly pelished Wop, inlald edges and

We give this handsoms riek: ved
Gold  finished Wateh wlg mremb!o
:merlcu

Ohnin and O

only #0

tares i x

Record,”™

S Roek of A
feate wo

hen

return meney and we will gemd

the &lso chain and charm, L
N R o NG

La i s to-day,  We guare-toe to treat you
rigut. ‘The Colonisl Art ©o. Dept, 428 Toronto, Gas
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e O O | pEYUTIRLY DRESSED BILL, F REE!

We & *The Angel's Whisper.” **The

Traust W QWY o S e " Girls, send us your namo and address on a Post

4 R ot : . 73 v o ard and we will meil you postpaid Large

You i ﬁ:gn%mxyl;guﬁ: 550??’ gél: 20O / gec:utﬂnlg ‘t‘zolond Plcvmm o?: 16 x ﬂ‘z
o ors and conld nof ught 5 es, nzmed * The Angel’s v presen!

less r}lun 50¢. ea-hin any store. ing :p’ bending over & erm zsonhini a

You sell them for 25¢.
each, send us the
money and for your
trouble we wil send
you & beautiful Emn-
amelled Wateh,
with handsome silver
nickel case ‘'on which a
D er is elegantly en-
amelled, the rich,
brown fur and delicate
cotoring making the
whole design absolute-
ly true to life.
very beautiful and
thor ughly reliable
Watch that anntw:}:s
every purpose of the
m:;ty € l"ﬂve time-
piece. T. F. Dunbar,

4+ ¥ Tyecelved my watch a'l O.K.,and 80!
ot 1t Thon as Best, B'ack River,
Nfid., said: ** Many thanks for the Watch. I am delichted
with it. It 13 & duisy and keeps splendid time. All my friends
think it is Just 2rand.” Writo us & POss eard to-day and

ing child; ** Simply to the Cross I Cling,” &
beautiful piciure showing a woman clinging to
the cross, and **The Family Record,” a picture
that should be in every homs, as it provides
for writing all the births, marriages,
hs, etc, These pictures are all handsomely
finished in 13 oolors, and could not be bought in
any stors for less than 50c. You sell them for
glci 25c, and give a freo certificate worth 50¢. to

purchaser, return us the money avd for your

' trouble we will send you
]
This

e

| am!some
DRESSED DOLL

iust imported from Germany, with turn-
ng Bisque head, lovely goljen curly hair,
. pearly teeth, natural sleeping blue eyes
that open and shut, jeinted body, real
slippers and sfeckings, elegantly and
stylisbly dresged from head to foob with
beautitul Jace-trimmed underwear, fancy
Qress and stylish hat, Drucilla Matchett,
-Keewatin, Ont., writes as follows:—Lam

wo will mafl the pictures postpaid. To everyons who pur-
c'rhﬂm 8 Hcmn from gou we will rive a 56c. certificate free.

OME AX

32 &veh % FREE

T CO., Pept 469 Toronto.

$3.75 anﬂ we sold them

all last winter for $4.75

cash, They are made very much pleased with my Doil. She is

LR el e a beauty, and this is what I have written
8 v

writh 5-in. storm collar, about my Dolly:—

fureon bothsides

*{ am & lttle gir] just nine years old, J:
My Dolly came from Germauy, solam told,
Sihe has protty biue eyesand mice flaxen hair,
And I am just ia Jove with her, I do declares
She's sweet and she's winsome,
She's tall and she's gay,
And with my dear Dolly 1 just mean toplay.
1 do Jove her dearly,
1 fondly embrace
My dear little Dolly
With such a sweet face.” J

long fuil tails, Ont of
a several hundreds ot
¥ theso elegant Cape-
rines we have only 32
left, and 28 we wish
to clear them out at
oncewe hive decided
to give them away

ARasinsely trce

or g only OL.

of our Jarge beautifully Louise Nunn, Hamilton, Ont.,

f‘o“:;r;d m’ _lﬁ,lr_tt?o said: “'I am sorry that I have not

Anects Whisper: written before to acknowledge
" my beautiful doll, but I like her

“The Family Reco

and “Rockof Ages,”at
25¢. each (every pur-
chager petsa Certifl-
cate frec). These
Pictures arsall ‘hand-
somely finished in 12
colors and could not be

feus than 50e. Our agents are dell’gﬁbed with them, ~ They sell
50 s s 18 a greal ance for any lady or girl ge!
easily, Thisis ¢ ch lad: 1 to get
lngniﬂmtwum ‘ar Caperine for the winter, FRemember,
there ars only 82, 30 send for (ha Plctures at once or you wilj .
Dotoolate. Mome Supbly Co., Dept. €86 Toronto,

Earn This Watch

with polished silver nickel open face casc,
the back elaborately engraved, fancy mi'le
ed edge, heavy bevelled crystal and keyless
wind, imported works, by selling at 20e.
each only 15 GiRnss Pens, These pens
are mads entirely of glass. They never
rust, never wear out and write s page with
one dip of ink. They seil ensily
everywhere, M. . Bush, Rose Is-
Iand, Ont., gays : * The Pens soll like hot
. oukes, Everyons is plensed with them.'"
A 50c. certifleate fres with ench Pen,
Write vsn postcard to-day and we will
send ycu the pens postpaid, Don'zdo!l{.
Edward Gilbert, Petrelen, Ont., says: *

recelved my watch In good condition. It is & dalsv and Tam
very much pleased with it Pen Cos, Dopt. 468 Toronto,

Just send us your naw-e and address on
a Post Card, and we will mail you post=
3 y colored picturcs,

- A *The Angel's
3 ‘ +“0iYs Family Revord,” and
5:‘ of Ages” 'These pictures are

beantifuily finished in 12 different colors,

and are well worth 50c. You sell them

80 much-that I cannot leave her
to write a note and tell you how
pleased 1am. All my little girl
friends think she s just lovelgy,."
And you can have & Dolly just
like these little girls ara writing
about if you will gell only 6 pictures for us at 25C.
each. You don’t have to pay us a single cent of your
own. We allow you to keep out money to pay your
postage. Address ab once, :

THE COLONIAL ART CO., Dept 467. TORONTO,

Ladies and Girls,
You Can Earn This

Handsome Fur Searf

a Few Minutes

SEND your name and address, and we will mail
you post paid 8 large beautifully-colored Pic:
tures 16 X 20 inches, named * The Angel’s Whisper,”
“The Family Record,” and **Simply to Thy Cross 1
Cling,” to sell at 25¢. each, e also give a soc.
certificate free to each purchaser, These pictures are
bandsomely finished in X2 celors, and could not be
bought in any store fer less than soc. each, Every
one yotoffer them to will buy one or more. When
sold send us the money, and we will send you this -
HANDSOME FUR SCARF
Over 40 inches tong, 5 inchés wide, made from selected
full-furred skins with six fine full black tails, the very
' latest style, We know you will be more than pleased
with it, Miss ! Boekers, Rossenberg, Can., #aid:

i

will immediite-
1y-send you thig
large, wel'lmnda‘
Pnairn, with 3

“f write tot for the bandsome fur scarf, It
is just beautiful, uld not buy one like it in our
store for $3.00.” The regular price in all fur stores is
$3.00, and they fully equal in ap’peamnee any ?10.00
Fur Scarf.  We could not think of giving them for so
little, were it not that we bad a great number made
specially for us during the summer when the furriers
wrere not busy. Ladies and girls, take advan of
this chance and write for the pictures to-day. We
Euarmteeto treat you right, ‘ndwﬂltgﬂow yanFto

eep out money to pay your postage, 50 that your rur
Scarf will not cost yow one cent. Address THE
COLONIAL ART CO., Dop. $8% Toront‘?.
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: ; v’S PRINTER
PICTURES OH CREDIT | | e

—NO SECURITY ASKED—

and a large

Jamp Wwhich

ehows & strong,

fi?b:.r' whdito

rodne.

ing mmctum

e~ in_a clear, dig-

u o tinct form onthe

also dend 12 beautifully colored
orent views, such as Red Ridin;
performances, ete,, etc., and o

il Art.Co,, Dept. 476 Toroutos

ELLED WATCH

|sme

e
o
=

b
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‘We sond. % 509 cards, en
!;lnxiaur and 1aake e

witk instructions, 1% postpaid.

2

2

. $3 The Novelty Co., Box 401, "Toronto.
| oo = i
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