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Voices of the Sea.

The sea is the sailor’s Bible. In it are re-
corded the power and wisdom and beauty of
God. The mighty mystery of the depths be-
low them, the burning stars in the heights
above them, and the storm-swept surface and
the vast wastes would have an appeal to the
souls of the men who go down to the sea in

spurns his puny strength and laughs him to
scorn,

The first voice of the sea heard by mor-
tal man is, I suppose, the message of infinity.
Its boundlessness suggests the eternal. Its
unfathomable billowsof int'mat'ons of infinite
power. Its fathomiess depths speak of a fa-
thomless God. Its tireless motion is a figure
of the endurance of Him Who holds in the

COLUHB‘US IN SIGHT OF THE NEW WORLD.
- (From an old print.)

'“i’ﬂ and do Wun ‘in the grut waters.
The sea is the ullar'a nnctﬁry the sea is
the sailor’s organ where he hears played every
music from lullaby to Hallelujah Chorus, the
infinite thunder of the niont and the rattle
and shock of the hurricane, > ;

The sea seems to beleng to God in a pecu-
liar sense. Man pretends to own the land,
but over the sea he exercises no permanent
dominion. Man’s ships leave no tracks .as
they croso it Man cannot possess ;t. It

hollow of His hnd those ceuéless waves.

No greater deeds have been dome than those
which have been wrought upon the sea.

We need the same daring and discipline and
character and skill. Our world is also a world
of peril, requiring’ iur@lup and the Columbus
spirit. Life is an adventure, and only those
_arrive and brave the dangers and accept the
sacrifices leading to the larger and diviner

_country. We, too, must ‘sail on and on and
on’ For we are all like Columbus, sailing

west and sailing into the unknown. That
there is land ahead we firmly believe. We
cannot see it, but anon we see signs of it, we
have intimations of another country,. even a
heavenly, The spiritual Columbus must be
full of faith, undaunted, patient, brave, never
think of turning back.

When I look upon the sea I am impressed
with the thought that God is a great account-
ant. Not a drop can be lost. It may change
its form and place, but it cannot fail. Are
we not of more value than many drops of the
sea? Will the Eternal be responsible for the
minutest quantity like that and then lose all
trace of you, a thinking, longing, praying in-
telligence? Will he lose all trace of you, a
spiritual son of the Eterral? If Ged can speak
to the sea bird and bid it make its homeward
voyage, can He not speak to your soul? Is He
vocal to the creatures He has made and dumb
to the immortal sons whom He has begotten?

The heart-hunger, ‘the disturbed conscience,
the noble impulse, the inspiring hope, ths high
resolve, the home-sickress for an abiding place
beyond the storms of life, what are those but
God offering Himself to your soul out on the
sea of life and telling you to get ready for
the voyage home?

Christ will not always calm the storm, but
Christ will always calm the soul in the midst
of the storm, and that is better. Believe in
Him, trust in His word, rest on His power,
surrender to His love, look up through the
night of the storm, knowing that God stands
charged with the welfare of every child of His,
knowing the harbor is yonder.

‘Blow, winds of God, to bring us on our way;
We set our sails to catch thee if we may.
The night is dark with storm and tossing
spray,
And yet we trust the morning, and we say—
Blow, winds of God, and bring us on our way.’
—Friendly Greetings.’

The Old Pew-=opener.
(London ‘Christian World)’)

‘Don’t go to-day, William; you are really
not able, and the weather is not fit.

It was one of those cold, wet days which
come occasionally in some of our summers,
days when it would be a pleasure to sit by
lighted fires and pretend that the winter had
returned.

The old man shook his head, while his
wife stood with her hand on his shoulder, try-
ing to persuade him. :

‘I never missed for over forty years’ he
said. ‘The old chapel was never open but I
was there. No matter what the weather was,
I was certain to be in my place. Oh Lord, I
have loved the habitation of Thy House, and
the place where Thine honor dwelleth!’

The wife turned away, and tears were in

her eyes. She was alarmed about her hus-

band. He was not himself. There was a
strange look on his face, and a trembling of
his limbs which filled her with anxiety.
‘That is all the more reason why you should
not go to-day. You did your duty by the
old chapel; it is time they let somebody else



2 THE MESSENGER.

do it now they have a new omne. It is only
right for you to rest’ ;

‘Rest!’” he said. ‘But God’s house is the
house of rest. I have sat in that old cornmer
and forgotten all my troubles hundreds of
times, and God has often had something to
say to me that He did not say to the rest of
the folk. Aye, how I loved that old place! It
was like heaven to me!’

, ‘But the old chapel is gone, William, and
the brand new one in its place might have a
new pew-opener to-day if you did not go.

‘Yes, I know. The deacons would like to
do it themselves, I can see that! But the
people know me. They wouldn't feel so
much at home if I didn’t put them into their
pews. Forty years, and never missed a morn-
ing or an evening! Fetch me my boots, and
let me go, Mary.

‘It pours with rain, objected his wife.

‘Have I ever let the rain stop me or the
wind or the snow or the sun? Don’t hinder
me now, Mary; it is time to get ready.

His wife fetched his boots and he put them
ou, though he was a long time doing it. She
made herself ready to accompany him, and
they went together through the streets. He
walked very unsteadily, and she watched him
closely lest he should fall. He muttered to
himself, and laughed at his own thoughts and
words several times.

‘Aye, what a job it was to find room for
them all! I don’t know where to put you, I
used to say, and I kept them waiting in the
aisle, broadcloth and fustian, calico and satins
all alike together. ‘Find me a place, William,
I am only a little one, they used to say, and
I pushed them in; yes, I pushed them all in’
yes, I pushed them all in’

‘There is room enough now in that big new
chapel,’ said his wife. .

‘Not too much though,’ he replied, testily;
‘our minister can fill a bigger place than that,
I warrant you’

When they reached the chapel the crowd
had already begun to assemble, and the two
youngest deacons were at the door showing
individuals into the pews.

‘Late!” said William. ‘Why, 1 was never
late before. That clock must be wrong.’

The deacons glanced at each other as the
0ld man came up and began pushing the peo-
ple right and left to make a way for him-
self. 5

‘I don’t know whe:e you are all to go,' he
said, ‘but I will do my best endeavors to find
you .places. 5

Many smiled when they saw him. They
knew him and his gruff manners very well,
and could always count upon his kmdngzss.
But the deacons looked a little worried.
They had talked the matter over and decid-
ed that some one more polished than William
should be found to take his place. They did
not want to hurt the old man’s feelings, but
still they were quite resolved to bring about
that which was best for the chapel.

William pushed past one of them, beckon~
ing with his finger to several persons who had
appealed to him for places, and he marched
them up toward the front of the chapel. The
deacon tried to interveme, but could not, lest
there should be a scene, for a look of grim
determination had settled on the ¢ld man's
face.

‘You have put those people in Mr. Jones's
pew, and he has visitors; he will not be very
pleased at that!’ remarked the deacon.

‘Mr, Jomes’s pew? Ah! well, he shouldn’t
have changed it. He used to sit on the other

side. I can’t remember all people’s fads
about their new seats. This new chapel bo-
thers me!’

He marched off with another set, and the
deacon waited until he returned.

It is not that wé want to get rid of you,
William,” he said, ‘we know how much you
have done for the church and the old chapel,
but don't you think you had better rest a
little until you get more used to the new place
and the changed seats?’

‘Forty years, and I never missed a service,
can you say that?’

‘No, I cannot. I am not forty years old

et
g “Well, I am, and a good deal more. And I
never went away for a Sunday’s holiday in
my life, never—not once for more than for-
ty years. :

‘It is a wonderful record” Silence fell up-
on the vestibule as well as in the chapel, for
the minister had taken his place in the pul-

1]

pit and had risen to pray. William closed the
door and stood with his back to it, erect and
resolute, His mind was perturbed, and his
body was full of pain, but though he did mot
close his eyes, nor bow his head, the prayer
tranquillised him.

A few people gathered in the lobby during
the prayer, and he conducted them to seats,
and then took his own at the door. He had
nearly quarrelled with the deacons about this.
He wanted to sit in the old wooden chair
which he had occupied for the forty years of
his service, but they wanted nothing old in
the new place. Neither side was disposed to
yield, but at length a compromise was effect-
ed, it was the same old chair, newly stained
and varnished. ¢

It held the pew-opener that morning for the
last time, though he was not conscious of it.
His seat was behind all the others, but those
who sat nearest looked at him curiously sev-
eral times, He did not stand to sing as was
his custom, and once he was observed to walk
aimlessly half-way up the aisle and back
again. As the sermon proceeded his face
lighted with pleasure, and there was a far-
away look in his eyes as if they saw beyond
the near and the present.

When the service was over and the congre-
gation streamed past him, many smiled their
recognition upon the old man, and turned to
look at him again because of something new
in his face.

He was glad when his wife appeared.

‘I suppose you are not ready to go with me?’
she said, but he replied by putting his hand
on her arm, and walking away. He did not
answer when she spoke to him, until they
reached the house. Then he fell into his chair
with a sigh of weariness. .

‘Take off my boots, Mary,’ he said, ‘I shall
not want them again. And the deacons don’t
want me any longer, after more than forty
years, and never missed once. Ah, what a
crowd there is! What a beautiful crowd!
What shall I do with you all? No mo. I
don’t mean that. Come along in. There is
room for us all in the Father's House, all and
everyone come along all of you. I will take
you in’ Then he loocked at his wife as if
half-conscious that something was wrong.
‘What was I saying, Mary? O, I know what
I wanted to say: ‘I shall be satisfied when I
awake in Thy likeness.

PSR-~ NS
Responsibility.

No stream from its source
Flows seaward, how lonely soever its course,
But what some land is gladden’d! No star

ever rose

And set, without influence somewhere! Who

knows

What earth needs from earth’s lowest crea-
ture?

No life

Can be pure in its purpese and strong in its
strife, A

And all ?ife not be purer and stronger there-
by

The spirits of just men made perfect on
high— 2

The army of martyrs who stand by the
throne

And gaze into the Face that makes glorious
their own—

Know this, surely, at last! Honest love, hon-
est sorrow,

Honest work for the day, honest hope for the
morrow, ;

Are these worth nothing more than tke hand
they make weary—

The heart they have sadden’d—the life they
leave dreary?

Hush! the sevenfold heavens to the voice of
the Spirit

Echo, ‘He that o’ercometh shall all things in-

herit!’
—Lytton.
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‘Papa’s Prayers.’

A great many people are spending  their
bre_ath praying when they ought to be ma-
terializing their prayers. Are you one of
them? It is useless to pray down blessings
upon your pastor, or the poor and needy, when
your granaries and larders are fairly burst-
ing with them. The following may be a
timely hint;

Sickness came one year to the poorly-paid
pastor of a country church. It was winter,
and the pastor was in financial straits, A
number of his flock decided to meet at ‘his
house and offer prayers for the (;:edy T€CoV=
ery of the sick ones, and for material bless-
ings upon the pastor's family. While one of
the deacons was offering a fervent prayer for
blessings upon the pastor's household, there
was a loud knock at the door. When the
door was opened a stout farmer-boy was
seen, wrapped up comfortably.

‘What do you want, boy?’ asked one of the
elders.

‘Pa couldn’t come, so I've
prayers,’ replied the boy.

‘Brought pa’s prayers? What do you mean?’

‘Yes, brought his prayers, and they’re out
in the waggon. Just help me, an’ we'll get ’em
in/

Investigation disclosed the fact that ‘pa’s
prayers’ consisted of potatoes, flour, bacon,
oatmeal, turnips, apples, warm clothing and a
lot of jellies for the sick ones. The prayer
meéting adjourned at short notice.-—‘Gospel
Bannet.

brought his

Don’t Trifle With Death,

The suddenness with which death may
overtake a man was never illustrated in a more
real or terrible manner than in the following
instance: Archbishop Leighton was travelling
in Scotland one day, when he came across two
men of bad character, who were determined
to get some money from him, although they
had not the courage to rob him openly. As soon
as they spied his Grace approaching in  the
distance, one said: ‘I will lie down by the
wayside here as if I were dead, and you can
inform the Archbishop that I was killed by
the lightning’ (a thunder-storm wvas raging at
the time), ‘then no doubt he will give you
something towards my burial’ This wicked
intent was put into practice, and the Arch-
bishop, on coming up, sympathized with the
survivor and gave him some money, and then
recommenced his journey. When the man,
however, returned to his companion, he found
him really dead. ‘Oh, Sir!” he cried ¢ut to
the Archbishop, ‘he is dead! he is dead!’ And
his Grace then learnt the fraud which had
been practised upon him, and its terrible re-
sult. It is a dangerous thing indeed to trifie
with the judgments of God.—Helen C. Tancock.

LOYAL CANADIANS

Are Going to Wear a Maple Lezaf on
Dominion Day Next.

It is fitting that in these days of growth
and prosperity we do more than we have
been in the habit of do'ng by way of ce ebrat-
ing our great national holiday. Dominion
Day is a great day because it commemorates
the confederaticn of Upper and Lowsr Canada,
and the laying of the plans for the larger ma-
tion that now is—and the larger still that
soon will be.

It is the more necessary that wa cultivate
a pride in our great Dominion that we may
the more speedily infuse the g-cat hordes that

are coming to our fair land with a like pride, .

Many of them speak a strange t:nzue 2nd have
stranger ideas, but they can see a flag, and
they can sec a maple leaf, and the:e will tell
them of the love and pride that wa have for
our country, and they sdon will hoist the
Canadian Flag and wear the Canadian Em-
blem with a like enthusiasm. ;

With this in view we have ordesad 2 large
supply of very teautifully colored maple leaf
brooches and stick or cravat p'us, im  hard
enamel and in'aid. Se¢e announcemeat on back
page. The latter part of th: announcement
will greatly interezt scholars of day and Sua-
day Schools.
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Rasmus, or the Making of a
Man.

(By Julia McNair Wright.)

By special arrangement with the Nationa]
Temperance Society and Publication
House, who hold the American
Copyright.

CHAPTER X.—Continued.

But the soul of the lately communistic Ras-
mus was drawn to this defiant master who
failed to be heard. A new man rose within
him, first from the simple consciousness that
he could be heard if he chose. Close to the
office were two buildings, between which, at
the second story, was a heavy beam. To
reach this beam from the outside was a thing
which no one ever thought of attempting;
it was to go up the face of the wall and
around a jut by the insufficient aid afforded by
ends of beams and portions of iron stanchions
and rods where a building had been taken
down from between the two left standing.
Rasmus addressed himself to this task, and
the mob soon saw an athletic stranger going up
these perilous ways that seemed only fit for
a fly to travel. The strength and address dis-
played at every motion held them breathless,
and when finally he had reached the beam,
and stood erect and triumphant, far overhead,
the crowd sent up a hearty shout. But if the
muscular skill of Rasmus had carried the on-
lookers by storm, yet more did his tremendous
lung-force astound them as he roared at them
heartily, ‘Let the best fellow talk! If any man
can climb higher or holler louder than me, let
him; if there ain’t no such a man, listen to
me. Them’s fine remarks that fat man has
been a-makin’ down on the bar’l! He wants
you to be all as brothers and divide up and
have things common; and good it sounds. I
‘mind in tellin’ you what ought to be divid-
ed: he never mentioned what come in his line;
he didn’t say the whiskey and beer qught to
be free to you all without pay, if the com-
pany’s works ought. It's well for him to @alk
about wages. Does he earn wages? He lives
on wages, on your wages. And if you'll cast
up in'your minds, them as ghares their wages
most with him has the raggedest clothes, the
poorest victuals, the meanest-looking wives
and children, and the wust houses. He toid
you what a brother he had been to all 9f you,
a-buyin’ of Tim Jenks' coffin and paying for
his hearse. But I asks of you, what so won-
derful charitable was it in a tradesman to
box up and carry home his own goods? I'm
told Tim Jenks died in the rum-shop so full
that he was more rum than man, poor crit-
ter; and whose goods was he then, I asks?
Now, that’s enough for him and his views
about dividing up of propputty. Then, bro-
thers all and pardners dear, about this other
little matter, I says it plain, right you was
to ask for more wages when you didn't get
enough, and right the company is to give it to
you, and right you are to belong to a union _xf
so be it heips you, and you does enjoy it.
We're free people, and we acts accordin’; and,
brothers all, seeing these is your opinions,

- -and that every man should follow out his own

ddees and have his liberty to choose for his-
self, you takin’ that liberty for yourself, right

you are, and uncommon handsome you looks

takin’ ten of your workin’ brothers by the

- meck and pitchin’ of them into the gutter, de-

nyin’ of ’em work cause they don’t feel in-
clined to join your league! Free workingmen

_is we all; we chooses our own kind of work,

| we picks out our own wives, and we buys
‘we likes for mgm:, and if we has
sasons that suits ourselves for not join-
g a Jeagu: turned into heathen pau-
~pers! 0, I've heard said there's no crueller ty-
rant to a workingman than a workingman. 1

don't < believe that, pardners all, for there’s

- whiskey to the fore. I've heard say that

workingmen gets more kicks from their kind

* than from their bosses, but I don’t believe it.

- Don’t I sze your kindness and your generosity -

-~ here this day? Don’t I see you going back on
your work and kicking up a row just to get

‘ten homest workingmen put into the street,
their wives made hungry, their babies put in

~ tatters—not for any ill turns, not for thieving

or drinking—only ’cause being free men they
chose not to join your Order, and you being
free men chose to join! Brothers all, I say
three cheers for the Order, and let them as
ain't in stay out till they get ready to join.
Whereupon, poised high on his dizzy emin-
ence, Rasmus executed a ‘pas seul’ which
‘brought down his house”

The mob cheered itself into a geod humor.
Then came from sheer exhaustion a lull, a
silence that might be felt, and the master
thought his time had come to speak.

‘My men: I gave you what you asked for
yourselves, because it scemed right for you to
have it; but these works may stand idle tiil
all their timbers crumble into dust before I
will be guilty of the iniquity of discharging
honest and faithful workmen merely on ac-
count of their opinions. I am no persecutor.
You may belong to what creed you kke, what
political party you like, and what society or
order you like, and you may refuse to belong
to any, and that shall never be a reason for
discharge; but what men, and what place has
been a school for strife I se¢, and I’ll rent ne
more stands to liquor-deale:s.

CHAPTER XI
The Making of a Man,

‘And breathes a novel world, the while
His other passion wholly dies.

The movement for the dismission of the
non-union workmen had not proceeded freely
from the whole body of employees, and their
natural sense of justice had in many instances
revolted from it. The current of opinion was
now setting strongly against this piece of so-
cial tyranny. The mob broke up into little
knots for discussion; the leaders of the move-
ment retired to their headquarters for further
consideration, and it was generally considered
that peace would be restored, and the men re-
turn to their work, on the basis of the terms
which they had at first proposed, and which
the company had accepted.

Mr. Llewellyn and Rodney, having nothing
more to see or hear, moved out of the crowd,
and up the road that led from the town. They
were soon joined by Rasmus in a state of hap-
Py unconsciousness that he had made himself
conspicuous. But they had not gone far, when
a ‘Ho! there!” stayed their steps, and they
saw a robust and gray-haired workingman
following them. He held out his hand to Ras-
mus, and gavt him a wrm ghake. ‘You
spoke my views exactly. That is the way
‘workingmen should feel. I'm one of the bosses
‘here. I've come up from a little ragged, bare-
foot orphan, making my pennies by bringing
water and dinner-pails from the men. We
men who have always worked ought to know

- what we are talking about. Where are you go-
ing so fast?’ ‘

‘We're trotting along ’bout our general gait,’
said Rasmus; ‘we’re going to New York!’

‘To New York!’

‘Yes,’ said Rasmus, blandly. ‘This here boy
is going to find his uncle, and get sent to col-
lege to load up his head. This old gentle-
man is a science-man, and is going to New
York to print a book, all along of flowers and
birds; and then, you see, they ain’t neither

of ’em so very big, and I’'m a man of muscle,
so I goes along to warn off dogs and loafers,,
and any such wild animals that comes by.

The ‘boss’ looked as if he found this a
queer company, but he persisted in his -,
friendly communications.

‘Come, come; it’s four o’clock. I consider
you've done us good service to-day. We want
to know more of you. So does the company.
I've got a trig little house down yonder, and
a smart wife, and a pretty family. Come back,
all of you, till to-morrow morning, and let us
be friendly.

Rasmus heard the invitation, and with a
longing eye turned to his comrades. He was a
social soul, and, like the old Athenians, al-
ways ready to hear or tell some new thing.
« ‘By all means, if you wish,’ said the natur-
alist.

‘I'm agreed, said Rodney.

So they all followed the ‘boss’ to his little
white cottage,

‘Here you are!” cried the house-mistress,
who had topped her gray hair with a new
pink-ribboned cap, and tied a white apron
over her check gown. ‘Hearty welcome you
are! come in, come in! Bless my life, what
a pretty boy this is; like a picter. There,
Thomas’ll put by all your things. Take
chairs. DI've got a glass of lemonade ready.
You, sir, must be tired of speaking! Such a
shouting as you made I never heard, and
your ideas did me good! O you spoke most
beautiful!”

Rasmus was the hero of the hour, He was
called ‘sir;’ had the best chair and the first
glass of lemonade. He swelled with gratified
pride, until he seemed a third as large again
as usual, which was needless, for he was one
of the sons of Anak at his most humble times.

“You gave our notions exactly about whis-
key, said the garrulous house-mistress. ‘O
we've seen-it, him and me, with a side nod
at her Thomas. ‘Wasn’t he left a poor orphan
along of it? His first wife, dear soul, died of
a’ great overdcse, give her by a nurse, which
same brought on fever, and died she did. My
first husband died in ‘an ‘awful: way from
drink, heaven help him, and left me with a
baby only a week old. Thomas had a girl of
only eight, and a bit of a small baby. Well,
next year, when he asked me to undertake the
care of him and the children, I says, “Thomas,
married folks should be agreed in their views,
I sez, and we agree as to whiskey. ‘Right
you are, Mary Jane,” says he, being no great
of a talker. But, law! I've never wanted for
anything with Thomas—here’s his daughter
Sally coming in. She’s a milliner,

'In came Sally, a bouncing, rosy lass, in a
‘gown of sprinkled pink’ a pair of smiling
gray eyes, and a row of the whitest of teeth,
shown in the frankest of smiles. :

‘My girl) says boss Thomas Crew, simply
and Sally smiled all around, and shook
hands with Rod, as offering the safest in-
vestment for that courtesy. But Rasmus rose
up to Sally, and eclipsed himself in a bow.
‘0, it's you, is it?’ says the laughing Sal-
ly. ‘My, I thought sure you’d break your
neck. I saw- you climb, and it brought my
heart way up in my mouth.’

I wouldn’t have climbed a step if I'd
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thought it would worry such a young lady as
you,” protested Rasmus.

‘0, I was glad you went up, so long as you
came down all right. I do like to see brave
things done,’ and Sally glanced with open ad-
miration at the goodly proportions of Ras-
mus.

‘He spoke beautiful, dido’t he, ma’am?’ she
said to her step-parent.

“'Deed did he, said dame Mary Jane.

‘T couldn’t ha’ said a word if I’d knowed
you was a listening,’ declared Rasmus.

‘Well, Pm glad you didn’t kmow it, for I
heard every word, and it did more than a bit
of good, didn’t it, father? said Sally.

“'Deed did it responded her paternal, heart-
ily.

Then in from school bolted the two juniors
of the family; the boy and girl of the same
age, belonging respectively to the boss and
Mary Jane.

‘Make your manners, George, said the boss
to his step-son, while the girl was taken in
hand by her step-motier, relieved of her sun-
bonnet, had her crump’ed hair smoothed by a
pass or two, and was bid ‘speak to the gen-
tleman like a lady.

The girl was now a safe investment for
Rasmus; he said she was ‘a nice child, and
looked like her sister’ Whereupon Rodney
thrust his head out of the window to take the
air and laugh. But the maternal pride of mis-
tress Mary Jane created a diversion.

‘George is a great schollard, she said. ‘He
minds his book well, and when he grows up,
he may spedk as fine as you do, sir. It's comn-
position to-day, and George had a beautiful
composition. Read it to the gentleman, my
man.

- ‘Yes, do,” said Mr. Llewellyn.

So Rodney drew his head in from the win-
dow, and George took a proper attitude, with
his toes on a seam of the sitting-room in-
grain carpet, and read his essay:

HABITS.

‘Habits are very bad things to have, for at
the last habits will make you go on the gal-
lows. If you have the habit of telling false-
hoods you will go on until you begin the
habit of drinking and tell'ng your parents that
you does not drink. After that you will be-
gin to steal, then you will be threatened by
some one to catch you and put you in prison;
then you will arm yourself for to meet theni
and in the first place you seze the person that
threatened you; and you will kill him., Then
the police or constable will catch you and ar-
rest you, and set you in jail; then you will
be tried for murder, and if you doesn’t have
money enough to hire a good lawyer the
lawyer for the State will outspeak the other
lawyer and the case will be in favor of ~ the
State, and at the last you will be hung, and
habit is the cause of your evil life and death.
Then the only way to keep from habits is, to
put your foot on them and never lift that foot
up from the beginning of life to the end, and
thus keep them from getting into your brains,
then you will be respected by all your fellow-

men, .
‘GEORGE MACK/

Jen't that sweet?’ said Mrs. Mary Jane,
wiping her eyes; ‘it most made me feel as if
I could see him getting hung, he spoke out s0
carnest. 1 declare the boy was cut out for a
lawyer, if ever one was.’

‘Now, Mary Jane’ remonstratéd her hus-
band, ‘don’t go to putting foolish notions in
his head, or yours. If he minds his book, and
learns figures, and gets took into the com-
pany’s office, I'll be satisfied.

‘So will I, said the mother. ‘Show your
piece to the gentleman, George, to ses how
beautiful it is writ ocut’

George handed it to Rasmus first, and it was
great good luck that he did not hand it up-
side down, for Rasmus would have examined
it innocently in that position, and not for
worlds would Rasmus have betrayed his ig-
norance befors the blooming Sally. For the
first time in his life, Rasmus felt ashamed of
his ignorance. To cec a litile lad of ten, able
to write so grand an essay on habits, over-
came Rasmus, and made him wish he had not
been too idle to learn to read and write. How-
ever, George’s scheol-mistress had taught him
manners, if not logic, and hz handed his com-
position right side up, to the inspection of

e R

Rasmus, and Rasmus glared <at it with an
owl-li%e gravity, that sent Rodney’s head out
of the window again, chaiging like a catapult
into a snowball bush outside. Then Rasmus
said ‘it was fine, and he never would have be-
lieved it and the literary production was
passed on to Mr. Llewellyn, who genially
discussed it with Gsorge, and artfully show-
ed him that it was bad habit he had in view,
and got him to put that little adjective in
title and composition, and to exchange it in
some places for evil, to avoid repetition—and
80 George was the better of a little lesson in
réasoning and rhetoric—for M: Llewellyn was
one of those who sowed his life, wherever he
went, with some benefits to his fellow-crea-
tures.

Meanwhile, Sally and her mother went to
get tea, and Mr. Crew tock Rodney and Mr.
Llewellyn, to show them the works. Rasmus
did not care to go. He would not have re-
sisted the attractions of a stable full of cat-
tle, or a yard of fowls, or a flock of sheep to
be salted; but furnaces were not to his mind;
no green things grew on the acres and hills
of slag and cinder, around the black smoke-
and-flame-belching buildings. If he remained
with the children, in the neat sitting-room,
he would have the imestimable privilege of
seeing Sally’s pink-spottei gown and rosy
cheeks, as she laid the table in the clean
kitchen, setting it out with the best figured
red and white dishes, and putting a brown
jug of snowballs in the middle of the array.
How Rasmus hoped that the young milliner
would not find out that he did not know his
letters! How vexed he was that he did not
know how to spell Sally! Ke thought the
name of such a fine girl, must be a very re-
condite piece of spelling. He st George and
Marie to spelling their names ‘4 la’ school-
master, but that did not help him. ‘And
how do you spell your name?’ he asked Sally,
wha stood laughing in the doorway. ‘

‘With a “y,”’ says Sally; ‘I'm not proud;’
and neither did that help him. He longed for
some way to cover up his sense of deﬁclgncy,
and suddenly bethought himself of the micro-
scope. He would try and borrow the big one
after tea, and exhibit it to Sally and the chil-
dren, and some of the young neighbors. He
knew a deal, now, of the wonders of the mi-
croscope, for -he had been indefatigable in
tormenting Mr. Llewellyn t> show him things.

The supper was admirable. Rasmus was
sure Sally must have fried the ham, and brew-
ed the tea, and mixed the cake. In his secret
erul he did not give that notable housewife,
Mary Jane, credit for any of it. After tea, he
preferred his request to Mr. Llewellyn, who
generously adjusted the lens, and lent him
the microscope, and then went off with Rod-
ney and the ‘boss,’ to see a collection of fos-
sils, kept in the company’s office, Rasmus
was soon at a table, performing the part of a
scientific teacher, with his pupils around him.

‘What's the first thing that you see? Look,
one after another. That's the leg of a fly,
though it looks big enough to be the leg of a
frog for a Frenchmarn’s breakfast. See the
comb set along the side; that’s what he cleans
his head and neck with, for flies is great
dandies; now look at the foot, and you sees
a little sort of cup there; that is what he
walks upside down on a ceiling with: the
bottom of his foot is a kind of a sucker, what
sucks out the air from under it, apd so sticks,
and I explains that o you by a round, wet
leather, with a string in the middle, as you
lads play with on the walks, and stick it
does. ,

The audience appreciated the illustration,
and Rasmus set another object.

“This ain’t the head nor jaws of a lion, nor
yet a tiger, though they look as they might
be that same. This is the head of a beetle—
just you look at the big saw he carries, like-
wise a jack-knife, and you see how it is all
carved, like the handsomest picter-frame ever
you see. Now, here I puts you the mouth of
a wasp. There’s the scissors he cuts leaves
with, and there’s the chisel he digs out wood
with, and the jaws hz chaws ’em into brown
paper with, and the knife as he spreads and
builds his nest.

The naughty boy of the neighborhood here
clapped a piece of old cheese under the glass,
demanding, ‘What’s that?’

Rasmus was not disconcerted.

(To be continued.)

April 6, 1906,
What There’s Time For.

Lots of time for lots of things,
Though it’s said that time has wings,
There is always time to find

Ways of being sweet and kind;
There is always time to share
Smiles and goodness everywhere;
Time to send the frowns away,
Time a gentle word to say,
Time for helpfulness, and time
To assist the weak to climb;
Time to give a little flower,
Time for friendship, any hour,
But there is no time to spare
For unkindness anywhere.

’

—Selected.

Follow Your Leader.

Christian life is simple. It j

in one thing —‘Follow me. R-sec:xl:ﬁ;leda:g
got out of the elevated train at H'anov'el'
Square, London, I locked down upon the
street far below, and a thought something
like this went through my mind: Supposing
that, without any knowledge of the existence
and mode of working of an élevated railway,"
I had been placed on this train while asleep
or unconscious, and had awakened at this sta-
tion, and had been told that I must get down
to that street. I get out of the train and find
myself on a marrow platform. I look down on
either side,. and say, ‘No way down there ex-
cept by being dashed to pieces.’ Instinctively
I follow those in front of me. Steps, but the
door is siut; no getting down there. I follow
still. A deor, but it opens into an enclosure.
I follow still. Amnother door, and there are
steps which lead me safely and easily down
to the street. I might have stood still and
distracted myself with a dozen devices for
getting down. I might have gone bustling
about lcoking for a rope or a ladder. There
was only one thing needful, and that was to
follow those who knew the way. So in our
Christian experience one thing is needfml—to
hear Jesus’ words and follow him.—Marvin
R. Vincent.

Some Things That Girls
Should Do. '

Do te natural; a poor diamond is
than a good imitation, b

Do try to be accurate, not only # b3

y for your
own sake, but for the sa’ke of your s-ex;y:he
incapacity of the icmale mind tor ac.nrasy
is a standard argument against the e i
of the sexes. gz

Do be exact in money matters; every debt
you incur means loss to somesne, probably to
some less ablé than you to bear it.

Dq answer your letters scon after they are
received, apd do try to reply to them with
§ﬁnze xeldatxon to their contints; a rambling,
ill-considered letter is a' satire :
education, S

Do, when you talk, keep your hands still.

Lo observe; the faculty of observation, well
cultivated, makes practical men and women,

Do attach as much importance to your mind
as to your body.

Do try to remember where you put

ur
gloves and card-case; keep the formfr mZ:d-
ed and the latter filled. 3

Do recollect that your health is more jm-

portant than your amusement; you can live

without one, but you'll die carly without the -~

other.
Do try to be sensible; it is not a particular
sign of superiority to talk stupidity. :

Do put your hairpins in so that they will
stay; it looks slovenly, to say the least, to
see them half-dropping out.

Do be ready in time for church; if you do
not respect yourself sufficient to be punc-
tual, respect the feelings of other people.

Do get up in time for breakfast.

Do avoid causes of irritation in your family

citcle; do reflect that home is the place in

which to be agreeable,

Do be reticent; the world at large has no.‘

interest in your private affairs.

Do cultivate the habit of listening to others;
it will make you an invaluable member of so-
ciety, to say nothing of the advantage it will
be to you when you marry; e€very man l'kes
to talk about himself. A good listener makes
g delightful wife.
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Do be contented; ‘martyrs’ are det>stable;
a cheerful, happy spirit is infectious; you can
carry it about with you like a sunny atmos-
phere. Do avoid whispering; it is as bad as
giggling; both are to be Tondemn:d; there is
no excuse for either of them; if you have any-
thing to say, say it} if you have not, hold
your tongue altogether; silence is gelden.

Do be truthful; do awoid exaggeration; if
you mean a mile, say a mile, and not a mile
and a half; if you mean one, say one, aad not
a dozen.

Do, sometimes at least, allow your mother
to know better than you do; she was educat-
ed before you were born.

Do sign your full name to your letters.—
Christian Globe.

Where the Real Danger Lies

No man ever did a thing that was vyholly
wrong until after he bad accustomed himself
to do things that were debatable. In this
light, ‘border line’ questions become the most
important questions that one has to face, It
is one’s decision in a question that -has,. or
seems to have, two sides to it, that determines
one’s decision later in a question that has not
two sides to it. For onme cannot get into the
field of things that are ‘all wrong’' until he
has crossed the border of that field. If he re-
solutely refuses to approach the horder, he is
in no danger from that which is entirely on
the wrong side. But many a man has passed
entirely over because he supposed that he
could safely remain on the edge. The so-
called ‘great’ temptations of life offer small
danger to the man who will not tolerate oom-.
promise with the things that ‘everybody does
—‘Sunday School Times’

Church Manners.

Be on time. No one has a right needlessly
to disturb a congregation or a preacher Ly be-
ing tardy. .

Never look around to see who is coming in
when the door opens. It diverts your.own
and others’ attention from the exercises, and
is discourteous to the leader.

Never talk or whisper in church, especially
after the cxercises are opened.

Never pull out your watch to see what time
it is when the text is announced, or during
the sermon. Better to feed on a sermon
than to time it. :

Conform, if possible in conscience, to the
usages of the church indiwhllch you worship.

1, stand, bew, accordingly. 2
xnI::v'er mi’nifeet’ your disapprobation of
what is being said by unplgasant sounds, or
by signs, or by hastily leaving.

Do not fidget, as though the services were a

Be q:‘i:t and decorous to the very end.

Do not put on yvur overcoat or adjus your
wrappings till after the Doquogy has been

Never be one of the staring crowd about the

door, or in the vestibule, before or after the

Let your politeness be positive. Invite the
near stranger to a seat. Offer him a hymn-
book, or share with him your seat.—N. C. Ad-
vocate.
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"'Lf.'xvﬁki‘mx-‘nsssamaan PREMIUMS

A reliable and bhandsome lountain Pen, usually
soid at §2.00, manufactured by Sandford & Ben-
nett, New York, given to ‘Messenger’ subsorib-
ers. for alist of five new subscriptions to the
‘Nortbern Messenger’ at 40 cents each,

. i

The DPeople’s liorse, Cattle, Sheep and Swine
Doctor. 1his book ‘glves a descriplicu of the
Giseases of the Horase, Cattle, Sheep ang Swiue,
With exact do=es ol mec:icine. Usuaily sold at
$1.09, will be given to ‘Messenger’ subscribers
for a list of tour new subscriptions to the ‘Nor-
thern Messenger, at 40 cents each. £

BAGSTER'S MINION _BIBLE,suitable for Church,
Sabbaun School .or Day School. Each boy and
_BIrl reader of the ‘Messenger' should posseas
one. Given for three new subscriptions to the
* 'Northern Messenger” at forty cents each,

. some Bible, gilt with the addition of
?li; Wﬂng' ‘the following Valuable

M, Concordance, Alphabetical Index,
udy. Given to
teen new sul

. t
at

1 et

8 ] o -
30 cents each or ten new subs

A Gentieman,

(Margaret E. Sangster, in ‘Harper’'s Young
Pcople.’)

His cap is old, but his hair is gold,
And his face is clear as the sky;

And whoever he meets, on lanes or streets,
He looks them straight in the eye, :
With a fearless pride that has naught to hide,

Though ke bows like a little knight,
Quite debonair, to a lady fair,
With a smile that is swift and light.

Does his mother call? Not kite or ball,
Or the prettiest game, can stay

His eager feet as he hastens to grect
Whatever she means to say.

And the teachers depend on the little friend
At school in his place at nine,

With his lessons learned and his good marks

earned,

All ready to toe the line.

I wonder if you have seen him too,
This boy, who is not too big

For a morning kiss from mother and Sig
Who isn’t a bit of a prig,

But gentle and strong, and the whole day

long -

As merry as boy can be.

A gentleman, dears, in the coming years,
And at present the boy for me,

The QGirls,

‘Well, I'm sorry enough that I did it. If I
had to do it over again I should do different-
1y

Emily spoke with weal regret to the aunt
who was always a sympathetic listener to the
telling of hre girl troubles or pleasures.

‘Gertrude will never forgive me; she said so.
And if she chooses to harbor anger against me
I can’t help it.

Tm sorry to see broken what appeared such
a beautiful friendship as that which has ex-
isted between you two.

‘S0 am I, but I can’t help it. I told Gert-
rude once that I was sorry. I said all that
could be reasonably be expected, but she
wouldn’t listen.

‘I don’t think I have heard the full account
of what occurred.’

‘It was bad enough, admitted Emily, re-
gretfully. ‘I wag going  downstairs and
‘Gertrude ran over ang asked me to mail a
letter for her. I laid it on the hat-rack until
I went out. Then Phil called me out the back

and the moment I saw per at the gate I
thought of that letter. I hated to let her
know I had neglected it, so I hurried down
and covered it up, intending to take it to mail
Just as soon as she went away. It was cow-
ardly not to tell her—I felt it so at the time.

Well, that was the day Cousin Eleanor came,

and if youwll pelieve me, Aunt Amy, 1 didn’t
think of that letter again. Two ‘days after-
wards Gertrude came in, and as my evil star
would have it, Maria was just cleaning the
hall, and the letter lay there in plain sight.

F'm, B’'m, Aunt Amy shook her had.

‘Gertrude was standing in the sitting-room
holding it when I came down—" <k

‘T shouldn’t like to have been you, com-
mented Emily’s aunt. e

‘You would not. She stood there without a
word—Ilistening to me as I blundered and
stammered and fell all over myself trying to
explain and excuse—but what excuse was
there?'»»md-b 2t 3

! indeed?

“%r stopped she asked me if I had not
thought of the letter when she came in that
afternoon. ‘That was the worst of it, for, of
course, I had to own up that I had, and had
refrained from telling her because I was
ashamed. I begged her to sit down, but she
still stood there while she told me in a cold
manner, which I could see was put on to hide
‘her fire of feeling underneath, why it had ‘been
such a matter of cencern to her that the let-

. ter should go promptly. It had been written

in answer to ome from her cousin, whom she

~ loves very dearly, and who is out of health.
tor  The cousin was on her way South and asked

 Gertrude to come to her for a day as she pass-
- ed through the city, and to give her an ad-

ir
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dress at which she could meet her. If I had
been candid enough to tell Gertrude of my
neglect that afternoon, the letter might still
have been mailed in time. So it’s about as bad
as it can be, you see,’

‘Yes,’ assented Aunt Amy,

‘I hadn’t a word to say at first as Gertrude
finished and turned away. Then I followed
her to the door and tried to tell her some-
thing of my shame and regret. She would
not listen to me, but went away. That was
three weeks ago, and we never speak now.

‘I must confess’ gsaid Aunt Amy, that
Gertrude had pretty good reason for harbor-
ing angry feeling, as you call it. You cer-
tainly did her a deep injury.

‘You think she can never get over it?

‘That will depend on how much of the grace
of God she has in her heart’

‘You see,’ said Gertruds, ‘I could never for-
give it of her. How could any one?’

¥k g

T am sure it would be a difficult thing to
do,” said the person,  Gertrude’s tsycher
and very dear and trusted friend, to whom she
was telling her sore grievance against Emily.

‘If she had only been more frank with me.
If she had told me that day. Even after-

wards, if she had - only been fair with me. ’

But to.wait until I found out her neglect just
l;‘y.l accident, It seemed so tricky and deceit-
ul)

"It certainly was s0. Your severe disap-
pointment was greatly increased by the way
in which it had come about.’

‘Yes, if it had been through some accident
I could have borne it Letter. Now, Miss Ver-
non, mother says that I ought to forgive
Emily, but how can I?’

‘Sometimes,’ said her friend, thoughtfully,
T think it a good thing to try to even our-
selves up against our friends.’

‘I don’t quite understand you.’

‘I believe I am rather obscure. I mean, we
all have our faults, Some of us have those
whllch lean in one direction, some in another.
Pndp, selfishness, lack of candor, laziness, in-
consideratenes, carelessness, what an ugly list
it makes. Can any of us say we are entirely
free from all these?’

‘Not. I’ admitted Gertrude.

There are several very good reasons for
forgiving an injury,’ went on her friend. ‘In
the first place, we like our friends to turn a
lenient eye on our own faults. We 4o not
like to be severely judged. We want them to
deal gently with us becaus2 they love us. So
let us try to  feel that way towards our
friends’ faults. We are not perfect ourselveg
—let us not expect perfection of them.’

‘I surely am not perfect} said Gertrude
thoughtfully.

‘So much for our friends’ side; now, let us
look at our own side. What an affliction is
an unforgiving spirit, one which will hold on-
to and cherish a grudge, which will allow
its own sweet serenity to be clouded. Can
we afford to submit to such an affliction be-
cause our friends have done us a wrong? Oh,
we can not. Let us forget. Let us rise on
the wings of forgiveness into an atmosphere
which will keep us far above the being an-
noyed by trifling injuries.

. ‘Oh, I see—I see it said Gertrude, her face
beaming with the light of a new thought.
‘Why, don’t you see it Miss Vernon—forgive-

/ mess, true from your very heart, means so

much. It covers all there is. -

‘Exactly, dear. When we once reach the
height of true forgiveness it is so far, so very
far above the petty things which mar a
ifriendship that they are left out of sight.
Blotted out, as we are promised our own
shortcomings will be. You remember, it is
human to err, it is divine to forgive.

Emily stood at her cwn gate as Gertrude
walked down the strest towards it. Of late,
Emily had begun to resent the continued an-
ger of her friend, and had made a point of
avoiding her. But to-day she turned an ap-
pealing look towards her, although fully ex-

- pecting to see her pass without notice. But

Gertrude stopped, saying:

‘Can you come down fo the grove with me?’

‘To—talk it over? faltsred Emily.

‘No, not a bit of it, said Gertrude, with a
smile. ‘To forget it. We can't afford to
waste these glorious hours in talking over an

old grievance’—Sidney Dayre, in the ‘Ad-
vance.
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What to do With a Bad Tem-
per.

Starve it. Give it nothing to feed on. When
something tempts. you to grow angry, do not
yield to the temptation. It may for a minute
or two be difficult to control yoursel; but try
it. Force yourself to do nothing, to say no-
thing, and the rising temper will be obliged
to hold it up. The person who can and does
control tongue, hand, heart, in the face of
great provocation, is a hero. The world may
not hold him or her as such, but God does. The
Bible says that he that ruieth his spirit is
better than he that taketh a city.

What is gained by yielding to temper? For
a moment thers is a feeling of relief; but soon
comes a sense of sorow and shame, with a
wish that the temper had been coutrolled.
Friends are separatsd by a bad temper, trou-
ble is caused by it, and the pain is given to
others as well as self. That pain too often
lasts for days, even years—sometimes for
life. An outburst of temper is like the burst-
ing of a steam boiler; it is impossible to tell
beforerand what will be the result. The evil
dore may never be remsedied. Starve your
temper. It is not worth keeping alive. Let
it die—N. C. Advocate.

el

Faster Qifts.

Almost as universal and as popular as the
custom of sending Christmas precents is that
of exchanging tokens of love at Easter. Flow-
ers, cards, books, and objects to adorn the
home are appropriate, but nothing e’xcee'ds in
fitness, at this season, a thrifty growing pl_ant,
which for many days and weeks may continue
to make happy its recipient. An azalea in
full bloom, an Easte: lily, a rose in bud, a
pot of cyclamen, or a geranium carries to the

gick room a sweet message of hope and cheer.

We do not forget to adorn the gravesat Eas-
ter, and to show our remembrance then of our
beloved dead. Let us equally have a sweet
and tender thought of the living whom we
love, and tell the thought in flowers.—

‘Tlowers.

The Engineer Cried.

“Yes, indeed; we have some queer little in-
cidents happen to us’ said the fat engineer.
‘A queer thing happened to me about a year
ago, Youwd think it quecr for a rough man
like me to cry for tem minutes ,gnd nobodly
hurt either, wouldn't you? Well, I did, and I
almost cry every time I think of it.

q was running along one afternoon p_retty
lively, when I approached a little village
where the track cuts through. the st.:ert. I
slacked up a little, but was still making good
speed, when, suddenly, about twenty rods
ahead of me, a little girl, not more than th‘re,-e
years old, toddled on to tie track. You can’t
imagine my feelings. There was no way to
save hér. It was impossible to stop, or even
to slack much, at that distance, as the train
was heavy and the grade descending. In ten
seconds it would have been all over, and af-
ter reversing and applying the brake, I shut
my eyes. I didn’t want to see any more.

‘As we slowed down, my fireman stuck his
head out of the cab windew to see what I
stopped for, when he laughed and shouted to
me: “Jim, look here!” I l0oked, and there was
a big, black Newfoundland dog holding the
little girl in his mouth, leisurely walking to-
ward the house where she evidemtly belonged.
She was kicking and crying, so that I knew
ghe wasn’t hurt, and the dog had saved her.
My fireman thought it funny and _kept laugh’-
ing, but I cried like a woman. 1 just couldn’t
help it. T had a little girl of my own at
home.)—Selected.

David McQueen’s Restoration

(By Mary L. Cummins, in the ‘Presbyterian
Banner.)

It was a singularly pathetic looking trio
which passed down the wide hospital corri-
dor. The old man appeared clder and feebler
thar he really was in the loose suit of grey
flanpel, One cormer of the blanket which
draped his bent shoulders trailed unheeded
on thé floor. Fis face, under the white band-
ages binding his forehead, had the passive

=,

look which characterized most of the male pa-
tients, a look of enforced cessation from a
life of toil.

The women on eithe: srde walked slowly,
accommodating their steps to his shambling
gait. One helped him in brisk, sisterly fash-
ion, the hand of the other was tucked under
his arm with the unmistakably intimate, ten-
der touch of the help-mect.

‘You'd, better be going back now, Peter. 'Tis
draughty it might be for you out here, Mrs.
Breen advised as they neared the outer corri-
dor.

“Yes, you'd better be going back,’ the little
old wife urged, fearfully. ‘’Tisn’t any set-
back we’d want you to ke getting now.

Peter McQueen looked wistfully from one
to the other.

‘And Davie?’ he quavered, ‘Davie’ll be com-
ing to-morrow?’

‘Oh, yes, Davie’ll be com'ny to-morrow.’ Mrs.
Brecn signalled quickly behind his back with
one screwed-up eye, and a succession of nods
to her sister-in-law.

‘Yes, Davie—will—be—" Eliza McQueen
struggled bravely with the words, trying to
force faith in the assertion, but the sentence
would not finish itself. :

‘And here’s Mr. Duncan coming to see you,
Peter!” Mrs. Breen heaved a sigh of relief, as
though they had barely escaped a tight place.

The old man turned 'to the minister with
eyes still clouded by troubled unmcertainty.
They had been boys together among the bleak
headlands of their Donegal home, and James
Duncan felt giad that but a few moments of
the visiting hour remained. The greater part
of his day -had been spent in unavailing
search for young David McQueen.

Tears were running down the mother’s
cheeks when she parted with the minister at
the foot of the hospital steps. In one, day
she scemed to have left a bright world and
entered a dark tunnel of trouble where she
could not se: a yard akead. For in the very hout
that he: husband had keen krocked down by 2
motor car and received a severe wound on the
head-—‘broke it in two halves, Mrs. Breen,
drawing somewhat upon her imagination in
the excited stress of the moment, had inform-
ed the open-mouthed neighbors—David, the
son of their middle life, the only omne left of a
geodly little flock, most of whom slept under
the green sod of the old kirkyard in Kil¢ar,
David had gone off wita the ‘Meadows Gang.’

Unknown to his = parents, or Mr. Duncan,
the gang's leader, Bat McGrath, had 7ad his
eye on young McQueen for some time. He
had his own pcrsonal grudge against the min-
ister and wished to discourage him in his
work, His opportunity came when David
sceing one of the gang abusing an under-siz-
ed Italian bootblack, sailed in valiantly to
save the boy. He did not knew that his op-
ponent was considered a past-master in the
art of pugilism, as, with superior strength, he
held his arms pinioned and warned him not
to hurt the child again.

But, unfortunately for David, the scene was
witnessed by Bat McGrath, He came forward
‘with one thick hand outstretched. ‘Ye're a
man!’ he commended enthusiastically. ‘An’
I never suspected ye of it before!”

And David, the irresponsible side of his Cel-
tic nature suddenly running riot, the flattery
of this hitherto half-feared, half-admired
swaggerer going to his head, suffered himself
to' be led away arm in arm with the leader of
the ‘Meadows Gang.’ Half an hour later the
ambulance made a quick run for his father.

For that or many days after the boy’s home
did not know him, days in which his father
begged for him piteously as for something ne-
cessary to existence' which was being with-
held by force, and his mother suffered in si-
lence as only a mother can,

Word came that he was scen now here, mw
there; always in company with Bat McGrath,
but—though Mr. Duncan followed up every
clue—it always ended in disappointment.

It was dawn when David McGrath camse to
himself. He lay alone beside a tinkling lit-
tle brook, shaded by tall pine trees. His fa-
ther and he had often been to the place on
Sabbath afterncons, but it was as a strange
land when he opened his aching eygs.

Physical suffering or discomfort had had
scant place in his clean, abundant young life,
sheltered as it had been by the love of his
pareats and care of M: Duncan, apd his
body cried out against its usage of the past
days. .
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As he lay there, one idea gradually grew
out of the chass which enveloped him—to
get home, home to the little room which his
mother’s care kept sweet and clean, and where
hung a picture of ¢he Christ with hands out-
stretched, given him by Mr. Duncan. It seem-
ed to David that his staring eyes were look=
ing into the room, but something—something
terrible, formed out of the lawlessness of
these past days—had him in an iron clutch
helding him back.

Slowly a fresh horror grew in his young
face, for the eyes in the picture sezmed to be
fized on his with a reproach which -felt like
like being stabbed. He saw a new sorrow in
their patient depths. Was it—David drew
his breath hard—was it because of such things
as he vaguely remembered having dome that
the look was there at all? His head fell for-
ward on his hands. The vision of the little
room had vanished. Full realization came to
him and broke from him in one cry of agony,
—T've gone back of Him! Oh, God in heaven,
I've gone back on Him!’

His home—where was it? he wondered pN-.
sently. Thousands of miles away, it seemed,
so far had he wandered from its enfolding
care. Or was it that other boy whose home
was in the far country? The boy who arose
and came to his father. His father! What
:;;d som';eom; told him about his father? In

e panic of a great fear he ro -
bled home, gem

He threw himself on the floor of his little
room, reaching out his hands to touch the
poor furniture, as though it were against it
that he had sinned. He dared not fift his
eyes higher. The whole place, with its asso=
ciation of boyish prayers and resolves, was
like the face of a grieved friend, into which
he could not leok. ;

When he came out into the kitchen his mo-
ther moved about as though nothing unusual
had happened. Her bent little figure was
trembling with yearning love.

‘N?ﬂ‘mr—’ David’s voice wavered on the
word—‘was—was there anythin
my father?’ b o

‘Yes, Davie. Your father got a hurt in the
head.” .

He fell into a chair with s

‘Where is he?"' it

‘At the hespital.’ :

Sudd_enly she was on her knees beside hims

‘D.avxe, boy, ’tis eating his hea:t out with
longing fer you, he is! ’Tis keeping him
back entirely. He—he thinks—you don’t
care!’

He sprang up as though cut with a lash.
His motler's eyes followed him as he re-en=
tered his own reom. When he came out he
wore his Sunday suit, and as much of the
past day’s contamination as soap and water
could remove was gone from him,

‘I want you to burn these, he said, firmly,
holding out to her the clothes he had worn.

‘Where are you going, boy? she asked,
fearfully.

‘To Mr. Duncan. '

‘And your father?’ she quavered.

‘Pve got to find out if P'm fit to see my
father!” His voice was hoarse with shame.
He threw wide his arms as though he would
reveal to her the guilt which pressed on him
so heavily,

His interview with the minister was a long

one.

‘David, James Duncan said at last, stand-
ing with que strong, lean hand on the yqinl‘
man’s shoulder, ‘you have come t» the place
where human props will no longer avail you.
You have eaten of the tree of ths knowledge
of good and evil, and s0; to a certain extent,
passed beyond cur upholding. Tt rests with
you to decide whether you will commit your-
self wholly to “Him who is able to keep you
from falling” or—go under again.

David McQueen’s sensitive mouti worked,
but he looked tie minister  squarely in the
eyes,

‘Mr. Duncan, he said, slowly, ‘God helping
me I will never do that last!’

For answer the pressure on h's choulder
brought him down until they bcty reached
their knees. And in the prayer wiish follow-
ed, David McQueen graduated from the faith
which had unquistioningly accepted what his
mother taught him, simply becaus: she had
taught it to him, into his first personal vig-
ion of the Son ¢f God. It was n:it the eyes
of the pictured Christ which semed. to pierce
his soul, but thrs: of a Presenc:. :
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‘Cles:r than breathing,
Nearer than hands and fest?

Awed, fearful, yet adoring, hs sut"’?:ler'
ed to Him wholly. Surrendered for-a life-
work of which at the time he had no faintest
inkling, but which—so strang: to us seemed
the ways of Providence—was to mnumber
among ifs cheaves ‘even the battered young
life of Bat MeGrath

A light might have been suddenly turned
on inside the body of Peter McQueen so swift
was the raliance which flcoded his face when
Mr. Duncan and David entered the hospital
ward.

‘You've come, David—you've come, boy,
he repeated joyously, holding the strong young
hand betwesn both his own, Then, the habit
of a lifetime in joy or sorrow asserting itself,
he broke quaveringly into the old psalm, so
often sung within the old kirk at Kilcar:

‘I love the Lord, because my voice
And prayers He did hear;

I, while I live, will call on Him,
Who tow’d to me his ear.

The minister had ‘turned and stood looking
out of the window with eyes which did not
see very clearly. But his lips also moved,
for he repeated to himself, ‘He arose and came
to his father”

—ee il

The Use of Policemen.

A little city urchan, thanks to a fresh-air
fund, was on his first visit to the counmtry,
and with him and the others was a.Sunday
School teacher. The boy was about six years
old, and when the train stopped the teacher
lifted him into the waiting farm waggon, and
they jogged off through beautiful rolling pas-
ture, miles on miles of green velvet,

The little fellow was much excited with
the scene. ‘I say,’ he said, ‘they must need a
lot of cops here’

‘Why?’ inquired the teacher.

‘There’s so much grass to keep off of’'—
‘Christian Age.

Iaster Pitchers.

When I was a little girl, such a thing as
buying gifts for Easter was unknown, The
pennies were too scarce
to spend in such a way.
But we used to make
pretty  little  comceits
from eggshells, and
pethaps some of the
little folks would like
to. try their hand with
the same.

Sefiect a well-shaped
egg with a thick shell, Make a hole in each
end and by blowing at one opening force the
contests of the egg through the other into a
bowl (for of course the egg itself must be sav-
ed for cooking, as only the shell is used. For
example, make a pitcher. Carefully pick
away the shell so as to give an even edge
both at top and bottom. Bind the upper edge
with pretty paper and by having it a little
larger than the shell, the nose can be easily
. pinched into shape: Put a straight row of
paper around the lower edge to form a stand-
ard, and make a handle of the paper.

We uzed to cut out little flowers from cloth’

and paper to decorate our fragile dishes. Of
cours: eggshells are brittle things to hanile,

. -but with care and patience you can make some

dainty make-believe cups, bowls and pitcasrs,
that will be nice little gifts.

Colored ¢ggs were simply made by . wrap-
_calico known to fade, and imme
ing water. : SR b

I am sure that we of an older generation
got as much pleasure from these things t!nt
were the result of our ingenuity as do the lit-
tle folk's who can mow buy the pretty trifles
exhibited in city stores at Easter time.—Se-
lected. S R

Expiring Subscriptions.

- ping tie natural eolo_redngg,i;&g piece of
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God Wants the Boys and (irls sitting in this tree all the time! Come down

God wants the boys, the merry, erry boys,
The noisy boys, the funny boys,
The thoughtless boys—

God wants the boys, with all their joys,
That He as gold may make them pure,
And teach them trials to endure;

His heroes brave
He'd have them be,
Fighting for truth
And purity.
God wants the boys.

God wants the happy-hzarted glrls,
The loving girls, the best of girls,
The worst of girls—
God wants to make the girls His pearls,
And to reflect His holy face,
And bring to mind His wondrous grace,
That beautiful
The world may be,
And filled with love
And purity.
God wants the girls!
—Craven ‘Pioneer.”

An Easter=remembrance
Booklet.

A pretty Easter remembrance can be made
in the shape of a dainty booklet, containing
an appropriate or helpful po:m for your €riend,
These booklets may be made in two ways.
The leaves and cover may be made twice the
size of the page desired, then folded and
stitched with silk cord or marrow ribbon and
tied in a knot at the back. Or they may be
cut into pages instead of leaves, holes punch-
ed at the back about an inch from the edge,
and a ribbon run through and tled. Cut sheets
of the tinted paper to the shape and size you
wish your book. Unruled tinted notepaper,
wholly out of place for correspondence, may
be used to advantage, as it is already of suit-
able size. Other paper may be cut in long,
narrow sheets, to be fastened at one end. The
poem is to be written or typewritten, using
4s many pages as desired, but only one side of
the paper. The booklets sold at the stores
are good models for how much or Yow little
to put on a page. Select a picture, or several
of them, suitable on pages of the same size.
Fiom fancy board cut a cover a little larger
vﬂup the pages. On the front of the cover put
a picture or an Easter greeting. Bind with
ribbon.—Woman’s Home Companion,’

Children’s Names in Syria.

In Syria the names of children are very odd.
They suggest those of the Red Indian, inas-
much as the child’s name is apt to be some-
thing which occurred at the time of its birth
—something which interested the parents. For
instance, if you were a child of that country
your name in all probability would be ‘Stuffed
Cabbage’ or ‘Hotel’ or ‘County Council,’ or
something like that. If a child falls sick his
mame is immediately changed. Instead of his
parents thinking that a piece of pie or too
much pudding disagreed with him, they at-
tribute his sickness to the fact that ‘his name
did not agree witht him. When one under-
stands what these names are one does not
wonder that the child may have fallen sick
because of them.—‘Presbyterian.’
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‘Childhood in al.
Reproduced from the Bengali of H. C. Raha,
" by Mrs. Mary Summers.
. (‘Baptist Missionary Herald, London.),
(Concluded.)

-

 ‘Whether I eat or not, what is that to you?’
Kushum said again, ‘Come down; whether

. you eat or net, do come down. You are look-

ing quite bad. .
These words f

m Ter lips affected me great-

- ly. Meantime she had run into the house, and,

Would each subscriber kindly lodk a S e Thlo i GHIAE T e g aste, el

going to my grandmother, said, ‘Do come and
My grandmother came hurriedly to the foot

of the tree, and my aunt and mother follow-

ed. Grandmother Tost no time in calling out,
‘Now, you rascal, we have been almost dead
- with anxiety for you, and here you have been

instantly!”

‘Clear out, all of you. I am going to throw
myself down from here and die. Qut of the
way; I am falling!” And, saying this, I made
a pretence of falling.

They were all very much afraid lest I should
really throw myself down. My aunt said,
‘Nobody will scold you; only come down.
Alas! poor child, he has not caten a grain of
rice the whole day long!’

After many entreaties, I descended, with
the brick still in my hand, and as soon as I
reached the ground, made as though I would
strike Kuchum. Then I began to weep with
anger, and said, ‘I shall not rest until I have
broken her head this very day. Why did she
tell about me?’

Kushum said nothing, but standing at a lit-
tle distance, began to laugh. Grandmother
sat in the vesandah, and, taking me in her
arms, began to explain, saying, ‘You talk
about beating her?’

After some more talking, I threw away the
brick and sat down to eat my rice. Just tnen
Kushum came to me, and laughing merrily,
caid, ‘Now then, where are my guavas?’

I have not yet told you very much about my
mother, and the reason for it is this, that my
mother had no authority in the house. Over
me, even, she had no authority. She was the
‘daughter-in-law, and as such must remain
silent. In the zenana my grandmother reign-
¢d supreme, But my aunt was her favorite
d;a_ug'hter, and, tecause she would always be a
widow, an cbject of pity. For this reason, all
responsibility was put into her hands, and my
grandmother kept herself free from care, and
did nothing but sit telling her beads, My fa-
ther, too, did nothing without first congulting
my aunt; she superintended entirely all house-~
hold affairs. It is true that in almost all
matters she consulted my mother; but then
all the money was in her hands and the ser-
vants worked under her orders, consequently
she was the misiress of the houss,

This mother of mine was wise, but she had
a temper. This cannot be denied; but for all
that, she never had any altercations with my
aunt, My grandmother certainly used to scold
her, but in her heart she loved hen, I have
read in school books words like these, ‘A mo-
ther-in-law is a tigress, a sister-in-law is a
devil’; but my mother's mother-in-law was
like & mother, and her sister-in-law was like
a sister. :

The day after the events recorded in a for-
mer chapter, I was sitting by my grandmo-
ther, reading to her out of a book of rhymes,
My mother sat by me stroking my back with
her hand, and sceing the marks the cané had
left on me, she was filled with grief and anger
against the schoolmaster, which she exptessed
freely. Just then Kushum came to us and
said, ‘Mother, a bottle of cocoanut oil is want-
ed” No soomer had she spoken these words
than I flung my book of rhymes at her, cry-
ing, ‘Why should she call “my” mother, “mo-
ther”?’ ' )

The book did not hit her; she picked it up,
and, holding it in her hands, began to
read.

It seemed as though my words had made no
no impression on her at all. Then my grand-
mother said, ‘Come, let him have his Look.
You take your oil-bottle and go.’

‘As soon as she bhad returned the book to me
and gone, my mother said, ‘Why should not
Kushum call me “mother”? I am her mother
as well as yours!’

For several days I behaved in this way to
Kushum, but finally my anger subsided, and
I again began to give her ripe guavas,

{
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A Bagiter Bible Free.

Send thiee new subscriptions to the ‘North-
ern Messenger’ at forty cents each for one
year, and receive a mnice Bagster Bible, bound
in black pebbled cloth with red edges, suit-
able for Sabbath or Day School.

Postage extra for Montreal and euburbs
or foreign countries, except United States
and its de‘?endencles; aléo Great Britain
and Jreland, Transvaal, Bermuda, Barba-
does, British Honduras, Ceylon, Gambia,
%nuﬁtﬁ g:hamaf Islands, and Zanzibar,

0 ex arge for postage i -
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Never Thought.

A travelling showman with a
small company of performing curs,
had passed through the village, and
his show had greatly amused and
amazed the younger portion of
the population. The doctor’s dog,
‘Toby, was getting old, and fat,
and heavy; and besides, his form
had neither the grace nor the ac-
tivity necessary for a performing
dog, to say nothing of the neglect
of his education in time past. - But
all this went for nothing with
Master Bob Bindwell, his two
brothers—Bertie and Fred, and his
sister Mina, the doctor's children.
They came home from the wonder-
ful entertainment given by the
showman and his four-footed com-
pany, fired with zeal to make
‘ Toby’ a performing dog!

¢ Now, Toby, for your first lesson!
said Bob, placing the dog in a
proper attitude for what he con-
sidered an easy jump, while Bertie
stood near with a switch to enforce
Lis brother’s teaching.

‘Jump, Toby, jump!” ordered
Bob, with authority, holding his
arms in a tempting circle to excite
the dog’s ambition,

But T'oby declined to show the
smallest interest in the science of
Jjumping.

*Now isn t this provoking!” ex-
claimed Bob, at last, after many
unsuccessful attempts. ¢The dog
18 as obstinate asa mule! Give me
that switch, Bertie, he wants brea’-
ing in.’

*Don’t hurt the poor old dear!’
said Miua.

‘Don’t be absurd, Mina, replied
Bob, in a tone of superior wisdom.
‘No dog ean be taught anything
without thrashing; and I won’t give
him more than is good for him.’

In another moment the switech
would have descended upon Toby’s
haek, had not the house-door opened,
:1d Dr. Bindwell suddenly appeared
i the little yard. His quick eye
took it all in at a glance. *Hal’
said he, ‘teaching that poor old
doz ? Stop a bit, Bob; come with
me all of you, children, I want you
a minute or two,’

Wondering not a little, the boys
and Mina, with the released Toby
at their heels, followed the doctor

o

He led them into the garden first,
where the gardener was busy train-
ing a creeper on the brick wall

‘Raymond, said the doctor, ¢ tell
these young people how long you’ve
been a gardner.’

‘Oh, sir, a matter of thirty years
or 8o, replied the man, touching
his hat.

‘Well, would you not like to
be something else now ?’ said the
doctor, slyly, glancing at Bob.
‘Say a telegraph clerk, or a sailor,
or——'

¢ Bless me, sir,” said the gardener,

laughing, ¢ you're a-sayin’ this for a

Pets.

Nelly has a doll,

She loves her dolly dearly,
Although ’tis made of wood,

And its hair is painted merely :
Though it wobbles on its feet,

Nelly thinks it simply sweet.

Teddy has a horse ;

He loves his Dobbin dearly,
Although one ear is gone,

And it cannot gallop really ;
Though it isn’t very fleet,

Teddy thinks it simply sweet.

Betty has a kit;

She loves her pussy dearly,
Although its claws ar» sharp,

And its eyes look at you queerly;
Though that kit cares but to eat,

Betty thinks it simply sweet.

—Alice Seott, in ¢ Qur Little Dots.’

joke! Why, sir, if you was to
beat me with a cat-o’-nine-tails, I
couldn’t learn no other trade at my
time of life.’ :

‘Yes, I dare say you're right’
said Dr. Bindwell, smiling. Then
he turned away, taking the children
with him.

When they were alone, the doctor
said : ‘Bob, my boy, I'll propose
something to you, Let me see
you perform some of the feats of
strength and agility that we saw
those acrobats do the other day.
Come now, begin, and if a little
switching will help you at all, I can
easily oblige you.’

Bob blushed ; he was just under-
standing a little of his father’s
meaning.

‘You know I can’t papa,’ he
said; ‘you told me yourself the
other day, that for all those things
children have to be taught very
young, before the bonesand muscles
become set and rigid.’ ‘

‘Did I? replied Dr. Bindwell
again. ‘I am glad you remember
so well.  But did it never occur to
you, Bob, that what was true in
one instance might be true in ane
other? Surely, he added more
gravely, ‘had you thought a mo-
ment, you would never have been

80 unkind to poor old -Toby, to

whom you were trying to teach
things which it must have taken
those performing dogs years of
training to acquire. If our good
Raymond can’t change his trade
now, nor you become an acrobat,
why should you expect more of our
little Toby 2’ :

‘Papa, I never thought of that
before, replied Bob.

¢ Poor old Toby, was I very cruel

to you? Bob continued, taking up

the little dog and kissing his rough
head, ¢Please forgive me. And
-more forgiving than many of us,
perhaps, dear readers, Toby put up
his face, and gave his young master
the kiss of peace.—‘The Children’s

Messenger.’

Sam ple Copiss,

Any subscriber who would like to have specle
men copies of the ‘Northern Messenger gsent

~ to friends can send the names wilh addresses

and we will be pleased to supply them, freq
of cost. Sample copies of the ‘Witnesy A
‘World Wide’ will also be sent fiee on appli-
cation.




'Agril 6, 1906.

A Forgivin’ Party.

*All them ’at’s mad at me an’
ready to furgiv, coimne to the appel
tree at five. ALLAN’

It was chalked on a board in big
letters, so that Philip could easily
spell it out. And Philip was mad
at Allan because Allan had hit his
dog with a stone, so that the dog
was limping all day. To be sure,
Allan said he had not seen the dog,
but then Allan was always doing
things and saying he didn’t mean
to.

Nancy Oaks came along just then
and read it carefully. ‘I ain't
a-goin’,” she burst out. ‘He broke
my Ruby Pearl, so ’at she’ll never
go to sleep again. Herun over her
with an express wagcon, he did!
I won’t go to his old party.’

Patsy heard her and laughed.
‘Well, you'll see me there,’ he said.
‘An’ I'll squirt with his hose all
I want to. You see if I don’t.”

Meanwhile Allan had various
troubles of his own. All this had
come about by his learning the text,
*Let not the sun go down upon
your wrath.” His mother explained
it to him. ¢There’s a whole lot
that’s mad at me,” he said sorrow-
fully to his mother., _

¢ See if you cannot find a way to
make up with them,” his mother
replied. ;

But Allan had gone to the barn
to look at the colts, when the idea
of a make-up party came to him.
‘It mother’d let me have some
cookies an’ popcorn, I could get 'em
together before the sun goes down,
and then mebby I'd get forguy.’

So the mext thing was to ask
mawmma, and she said there were
plenty of cookies for a party, and

~Jane should set the table for him

under the apple tree. But now,

~ when it was threein the afternoon,
Allan’s heart misgave him. He

was afraid nobody would come,
¢About all T play with are mad,
and 1td bz louesome if nobody

v came * he thought

Jane set the table undcr the
apple tree. There were cookies
and honey and gingerbread andl
popeorn and pink lemonade, but

: Allen Loul I ot leel as lf this wasa
'-ipxc;nrc

It was a very sublued

ittle boy who awaited Patsy as he
came forward with acheery ‘ Hello,

there!” He was followed by the
twins, Bee and Boo, who lived in
the large house around the other
side of the hill. They were mad
because Allan wouldn’t let them
ride in his automobile, But the
automobile was en hand now, and
they raced down the hill, after one
longing look at the honey quiver-
ing in the sunlight. And so one
after another they all came, even
Nancy Oaks, and made up until
there wasn’t one who had not for-
given him when the sun went
down.—E. D. R, in ¢ Gospel Mes-
senger.”

Number One.

‘He is a number one boy, said
grandmother, proudly. ‘A great
boy for his books ; indeed, he would
rather read than play and that is
saying a great deal for a boy of
seven.

¢ It is, certainly,” returned Uncle
John; ‘but what a pity it is that
he is blind.

‘Blind ¥ exclaimed grandmother,
and the number one boy looked up,
too, in wonder,

‘Yes, blind, and a little deaf,
also, 1 fear,” answered Uncle John.
+Why, John! what put thatinto
your head ?” asked grandmother,
looking perplexed.

Why, the numb>r one boy him-
self} said Uncle John. ¢He has
been occupying the oue easy-chair
in the room all the afternoon, never
seeing you nor his mother when
she came in for a few minutes’ rest.
Then when your glasses were mis-
laid, and you had to climb upstairs
two or three times to look for them,
he neither saw uor heard anything
that was going on.’

*Oh! he was so busy reading,’
apologized grandmother. - .

‘That is not a very good ex-

cuse, mother,’ rephed Uncle John,
smiling. ‘If ¢ Number One” is not
blind nor deaf, he must be very
gelfish indevd to occupy the best
seat in the room and let older
‘people run up and down stairs
while he takes his ease.”

¢ Nobody asked me to give up my
seat nor to run on errands,’ said
Number One. .

*That should not have been ne-
cessary,’ urged Uncle John. *What

are a boy’s eyes and cars for, if not
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to keep him posted on what is
going on around him? I am glad
to see you fond of books; but if a
pretty story makes you forget all
things except amusing ¢ Number
One,” better run out and play with
the other seven-year-old boys, and
let grandmother enjoy the comfort
of her rocker in quiet/—‘ Youth's
Evangelist.’

_———

This Little Boy Was Kight.

Said Peter Paul Augustus: ¢ When
I am grown to a man,

I'll help my dearest mother the
very best I can.

PIl wait upon her kindly; she’ll
lean upon my arm;

I'll lead her very gently and keep
her safe from harm.

‘Bat when [ think upon it, the
time will be so long,’

Said Peter Paul Augustus, ¢before
I'm tall and strong,

I think it woull be wiser to be her
pride and joy,

By helping her my very best while
I'm a little boy. ‘

—The Brown Memorial Monthly,’

B e

A Birthday Party.

Jean lived in the country near
some big woods. She was the only
child in the hLouse. And there
were no other little girls for miles
around,

When Jean was seven years old
she had a birthday party. She had
so many guests she couldn’t count
them.
doors on the crust. There were
fresh bread-crumbs, from her biz
birthday cake. The guests came
and helped themselves. They were

very noisy. They chattered and

scolded.
were ?

Can you guess who they

She set the table out ef

First came éome blackbirds. Then °

up hopped a’dozen hungry chick-a-
dees. Next, down flew five pretty
bluebirds just back from the south.
When she saw her last guest, Jean
clapped her hands, He was a round,
bright-eyed Robin Redbreast—the
very first one she had seen that
spring !

The birds ate up every single
crumb. Then they chlrped their
gay little ‘Thank you' and flew
away. Jean said it had been the
best birthday party anyone ever
had.—Primary Education,

R R WS
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Correspondence

B., Ont.
Dear Editor,—I go to school nearly every
day, and I am in the third reader. We have
a new teacher this year, his mame is Mr. K.
I like reading the ‘Messenger’ very much, es-
pecially the correspondence and Girls’ and
Boys’ page. I am sending a puzzle (also the
answer of it for the Editor). What is the
difference between a bad boy and a bottle of

medicine?

NELLIE SMITH (age 10.)

D., Minn.
Dear Editor,—Your final notice was receiv-
ed last night, and I take great pleasure in
. sending the money which will enable me 1o
further ¢njoy your paper. It has been in our
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have forty-three members. We have had a

1 is one cow very wild. We have el li
remarkably pleasant winter here, with lots of ik e s

lambs, and also a golden pheasant, which is a

skating and coasting. My sister and I
have been learning to skate. I like to read
the different letters from the different places
in our country. I have read quite a number
of books, and am very fond of reading. I
have read many of the works of Sir Walter
Scott, Charles Dickens, and Charles Kingsley.
I am now reading Shakesp:are’s plays.

JENNIE A. SPUR.

K., N.S.
Dear Editor,—Our farm is called Hope
Farm, and our house is very old, and stands
on a hill. In winter the hill affords coasting
for those who enjoy that spert. There is also
good skating, but I am just learning, and &0
not skate on the field, where the largest crowd
goes. L am fourteen years old, and have two

OUR PICTURES.

1. ‘Little girl tending flowers” J. Swan
(11), E., Scotland.
2, ‘Dolly and her skipping rcpe”’ E. Stone,

H., Ont.

3. ‘The first train on the mew track) J.
Ronald Orchard, M., Ont,

4. ‘Johnnie-caze Cottage.
Booth, L., Ont.

5. ‘A little Dutch girl.’

o NS,

6. ‘A thought of June’
(12), St. T, Ont.

Frances E.
Alice M. MacRae,
Dorothy L. Emery

7. ‘Locomotive No. 10’ Mary Agnes Mec-
Donald (14), N.S., C.B.

3, ‘Flower vas2’ Maggie McIntyre., Ont.

0. ‘Tumbler and Japanese teapot’ Evelyn
E. Oslen. 3 S

10. ‘Book. me ., N., Ont.

11, ‘Seascape.’ vr;illie Orchard (7), M., Ont.

12. ‘Avon.’ John McDonald, H., N.S.

13. ‘Front view of steam engine.’ Huntley

‘Butler (13), S.H., Nfid.

14. Tobacco plant.” L. M. B,, B, Ont.
15. ‘Engine.’ Gracie McLeod (8), S. B.

home now about two years, and we feel that
we could not do without it, It has been a
great source of comfort to me, and I always
7 look forwa:d to the day of its drrival with
pleasure. I am thirteen years ¢ld, and my
birthday comes en the 2oth of July. I have
enjoyed Rachel A. Ezekiel’s letter from Poona,
India, very much, especially her account of a
Heathen Festival, and hope she will write
often. Of late I noticed there was a conun-
drum—What is black: and white and re(a)d
all over? 1 think it is a newspaper. What
grows with the root upward? Ans—An icicle;
and nine apples hanging high, nine men pass
by, each tsok an app;e.lenow many apples
ft? Ans.—Eight apples. .
s : : LUCILE KELLOGG.

A, NS.
Dear Editor,—I was twelve years old on the
29th of January. We have had no schopl for
three weeks, because our teac.her has ‘nu the
measles. My sister and I are just getting over
the measles, and now my little nephew has

yoy e NELLIE HOLLAND.

R. H, NS,
Dear Ed tor,—We take the ‘Messenger’ in

——e

the Band of Hope, and think it a nice paper. .

i i Band has
Mrs. M. is our Superintendent. The d ]
been running for over five years. We now

brothers and two sisters. My oldest sister is
married, and lives here, and my oldest bro-
ther has gone to Saskatoon. Our dog is a
thoroughbred collie, and five months old. I go
to the Advanced Department of the school,
and am in the tenth grade. 2

LIZZIE LOCMER.

P8
-

3 N. A, NS.

- Dear Editor,—I take the ‘Messenger, and I
like it very much. I like to read the Co:res-
pondence page, and think that a lot of little
boys and girls do pretty well.

I go to school nearly every day, and I am
in Grade VIL I like my teacher very much.
I have one sister and two brothers. We have
had lots of skating this winter.

I see a lot of little girls are sending l’id’dles.,
and think I will send one, too.

As I was crossing London Bridge I met an
English scholar, and drew off his cap and
drew off his glﬁves. Tell me the name of that
scholar?

VoioBy
P. C, Que.

Dear Editor,—I have been three years in

. Canada, and we always have the ‘Messenger’

given us at Sunday School. We like the ‘Mes-
‘senger’ very much. We have nine West High-
land cattle here. There is old Sam the bull.
_He has large horns, and is very quiet. There

very pretty bird. Perhaps, Mr. Editor, you
OOl;Id come and see all these animals for your-
self,
JOHN PEWTRESS (age 8.)
0.S., Ont.
Dear Editor,—I am 11 years of age, and in
the Senior Third Class. The subject I like
best is history. A few books I have read are:
‘Danesbury House, ‘Beautiful Joe! ‘Tip Lewis
and his Lamp,’ ‘Alice in Wonderland,’ ‘Over
the Rocky Mountains, ‘Black Beauty,’ ‘Little
Fishers and their Nets’ ‘Uncle Tom’s Cabin,’
Jock and his Friend ‘Wellington with
Waterloo, ‘Water Bables) ‘“Taught by Ex-
perience,” ‘Robinson Crusoe, and I have read
all the papers with the Christmas Stocking
and other books. I am sending a few conun-
drums:
1. If a fire shovel cost 10 cents, what would
a ton of ccal come to?
2. How many times does ‘and’ occur in the
Bible?
MARY E. GASKELL.

G, Ont.
Dear Editor,—I live on a farm, and think
it is very nice. My birthday is July 6. I go
to sehool nearly every day, and am in the
third class. We have a dog named Nipper. He
will play games with us. Some of the books
I have read are: ‘Cinderella, ‘Peter the Fisher-
man,’ and I have heard the story of “The boy
Tramps, and  ‘Robinson Crusee” I have a
twin brother, and he is just the same size
and is in the same class. Answer to Joseph
W. Ts question is the 1ryth Psalm, only 2

Verses.
LAURA A. STEWARDSON (age 10.)

——a

S., Ont.
Dear Editor,—My mother takes the “Mes-
senger,’ and we all like it very much. I am
twelve years old, and am in the senior fourth
class. I have read the ‘Elsie’ hooks, and
most of the ‘Mildred’ books, besides several
others. I always read the correspondence,

‘and as I was reading one of the letters not

long ago, T noticed that the question was
asked, where the word ‘girl’ was found in the
Bible? I can answer that question. It is
found in the book of Joel, third chapter and
third verse.
ANNIE MILLER.
P, Ont.
Dear Editor,—We are going to raise our
barn in the spring. We are getting things
ready now. We tapped about the 25th of
Feb., and it ran well at first, but it does not
run well now. We have had maple syrup to
eat, I was twelve years the sixth of Octo-
bet.
MARY E. SCHOFIELD (age 12).

N., Alta.

Dear Editor,—As 1 have never written to
the ‘Messenger’ before, I think I will begin
now, My sister has taken the ‘Messenger’ for
a year, and we all like it very much. I am
a girl thirteen years old. I will be fourteen
on the 26th of May. I have five sisters and
three brothers, I go to school, and am in the
fourth class. Our teacher’s name is Mr, M.
We skate at noon and recess. Here are a few

* riddles: —

1. How would you make a slow horse fast?
. 2. What is volix? " :
3. From a word of five letters take two and

leave one?

4. What is so brittle that even to name it
would break it?

5. When is a girl like a country in South
America?

ETHEL BAILEY,

M, M.
Dear Editor,—I think I can answer E’va M.
m_ci:ols’ _riddle. It is a churn. I will close
w1'th a riddle. What four letters can make a
thief run? AVIDA BENTLEY (age 8).

= S C., Ont.

Dear Editor,—The answer to E. Ross's rid-
dle, ‘What is that which won’t go up a stove-
pipe, nt‘f down : stove-pipe, but it will g0
up a stove-pipe down, and down -p-pe
up? is an umbrella, : ity

J. B 8. (11),
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LESSON III.—APRIL 15, 1906.

Power Over Disease
and Death.

Luke vii, 1-17.
Golden Text.

Jesus said unto her, I am the resurrection
and the life—John xi, 25.

Home Readings, .

Monday, April g—Luke vii,, 1-17.

Tuesday, April ro.—Luke vii.,, 18-35.
Wednesday, April 11.—John iv. 43-54.
Thursday, April 12.—I. John v, 1-21.
Friday, April 13—John x1., 32-4s.

Saturday, April 14.—Luke viii.,, 40-56.
Sunday, April 1s5.—Matt., viii, 1-13.

(By Davis W. Clark.)

There lay Capernaum, projecting into the
blue depths of Tiberias, its basalt-built houses
standing in relief against a deep-green back-
ground, its quays fringed with shipping. What
4 hum of art and traffic! What greed of power,
gain and pleasure! Religion? There was
none, save that of phylacteries and fringes—
an ecclesiasticism fast losing grip upon its
own, and failing in any considerable extent
to command respect of foreigners. . But
in this night of irreligion, in this most wun-
expected place, a cereus of faith burst in radi-
ant bloom. In the garrison, a proverb of dis-
axpat_mn; in the commander’s quarters, char-
acterized by imperial hauteur, is found a hu-
mane, humble, benevolent, believing soul, the
moral bgauty of which causes an ejaculation
of surprise and admiration from Jesus’ lips.

- . . The pious spirit of the centurion is

Jesus’

feeling after God, if haply he may find Him.

I?e' is ready to discard his own worn-out re-
ligion for a better faith. He overcomes that
strongest of passion, the racial prejudice. He
is ready to sit down with these hook-nosed,
oily-skinned Jews, and scan their musty
scrolls, if only there He may find the way of
life. Increasing wealth has not made a nig-
gard of him. He builds these serfs of his em-
peror a synagogue, the chiselled marbles of
which, lately uncevered, prove it one of the
most beautiful and costly ever erected. Train-
ed in the cruel school of war, yet he can not
see his slave suffer without compunction. So
far is he above the Roman spirit which
sees a slave a thing rather than a man

. . He displays a rematkable appreciation
of the character of Jesus. He is not offend-
at his humble origin. He makes no disparag-
ing allusion to Nazareth. He believes the

Master’s power may have an extra-Israelit- .

“ish display; can be exercised even upon a hea-
‘then’s drudge. Overwhelmed with a conscious-
ness of unworthiness, he prefers his request
by proxy, not in person. Seeing the Master
approach, he sends another deputation to Him
‘in haste. Aware of the Hebrew ideas of cere-
monial pollutienm, he will not expose the rabbi
to such danger by asking him to enter a Gen-
tile home, especially as there is no need.
Jesus, too, is an imperial commander. At His
order discase will depart and heaith will
come. No wonder Jesus panegyrizes such
faith. He hastens to embalm it in his praise.
Pe eulogizes it. Considering its source, its
dsgree, its environment, it is unmatched by
_ any descendent of him who bore the name of
‘“Pather of the Faithful” The scene changes
from th: city 1ifted to heaven in privilege to
a hamlet mever mentioned before or afterward
in Holy Writ. At sundawn Jesus climls the
flinty path toward that rustic v'llage in which
/ @eath is celebrating an ‘unusual victory. A
“youth, manly and noble, sole support of a
- widowed mother, is being carried to his tomb.
Lamentations in this instance are not per-
functory. Furniture is overturned in token of
desolation. Rocky shelf in tomb is ready.
Funeral director invites stray travellers to
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join procession. Women are in van ‘because
first in transgression.’ Piercing cries to ac-
companiment of shrill file and clanging cym-
bal rise. A voice eulogizes the dead. In wick-
er bier, carried on shoulders of pall-bearers,
lies the body wrapped in linen bands and the
napkin covers its face. Life and
death meet in that highway. ‘Weep not,
are Jesus’ first words. H's next reveal His
power to assuage grief. ‘Young man, arise!’
All gruesome features are removed by the na-
tural voice of the dead who is alive again.
THE TEACHER'S LANTERN.

The centurion’s heart was good ground. He
was above prejudice. Open to conviction, evi-
dence had full weight with him. So far as
he knew, Jesus had never declined an apli-
cation. This encouraged him, though not of
the favored race, to maks his appeal. Would
tbat the sam2 ingenious mind were in all!

There is no reservoir of healing and
cleansing power comewhere in the universe,
vaguely connected with the will of God, on
which one may draw without personal action
on God’s part in response. The power to help
us is a power held in the keart of God, and
sent forth to us alone as if thers were none
other in the unive:se at that instant needing
help. (Packard). In the instimice
of the centurion the word ‘faith’ is used for
the first time in the New Testament. He is
the first heathen admitted to the kingdom.
Jesus avails himself of the opportunity to
enunciate a fundamental principle. In the
kingdom consummated, in its triumphant
state, it is not sacred lineage or czremenial
righteousness which will give admission, but
faith. By this door many from far east and
far west shall enter and sit down with the
worthies of olden times at the banquet of re-
demption—a prophecy marvellously fulfilling
in our very day. The two scenes form
an inspiring composite picture. Opulent and
populous Capernaum shades down into rural
Nain. The independent and powerful centur-
ion gives place to the most d stressed and for-
lorn creature in oriental life—the childless
widow. What does it mean but that the grace
of Jesus can encircle all places from metro-
polis to straggling village, and all people,
high and low? Bed, bier and tomb:
Is not this a significant progression—from the
just dead, as in the case of Jairius’ daughter,
to the one (the widow’s son) prepared 2r and
on his way to the grave: and further yet to
the one (Lazarus) actually and for four days
entombed? See in this Jesus’ complete mas-
tery of death.

‘& B, Topic:

Sunday, April 15.—Topic—Christ’s life. IV.
Lessons from His ressurfection miracles. John
xi., 1-46; Luke vii, 11-17; Viil, 41, 42, 49-56
(Easter meeting.)

Junior C. E. Topic.

EASTER.
Monday, April g.—In Geths>mane. Matt.
xxvi,, 36-46. ;
Tuesday, Apfil 10,—The arrest. Matt. xxvi,
47-51.
Wednesday, April 11.—The trial.  Matt.
xxvi,, 58-66.

Ttursday, April 12.—The -rucifixion. Luke
xxiit, 33-47. :

s'riday, April 13.—The resurr.:tion. Luke
xxiv,, 1-12. @ s

Saturday, April 14.—After the resurrection.
Luke =xxiv.,, 13-32.

Sunday, April 15.—Topic—What does Eas-
ter Sunday mean to me? Phil iii, ro.

B

An Easter Exércise for the
Sunday School.

A special feature of the Easter session, old
enough to be new again in many a school, is
the dissected cross, the idea having been bor-
rowed from a well-known puzzle.

This was described some years ago in the
‘Sunday School Times, from an actual test
of the exercise by its originator, Mr. Robins
Fleming, of New Britain, Conn. >

A blackboard or screen would serve for
ground on which to build up the cross in
view of the whole school, the sections being
held in place by a pin pressed firmly into the

~wood. As in the cut, there are to be two

11

pieces like A, and four like B. The six pieces
put together form C.

The size of the pieces may easily be varied
by remembering the correct proportions of the
Roman cross: the arm is two-thirds the
length of the upright; the poin: of intersec-
tion is at the centre of the arm, and one-third
the length of the upright from the top.

If the cross is to be large,—three of four
feet high,—the sheets of cardboard may be
used with least waste by cutting out the six
pieces separately. Patterns for these ynay be
obtained by first making the entire crois of

“him’,

‘upon the doctrine of the cross itself:

John 11 : 25 1 Cor.15: 20
Mark 18 : 6 Luke 24 : 5,8
% C
'
w -
E %
o B
- Q
Q

newspaper Or wrapping-paper, and cuttin-g it
into the six pieces, after drawing the lines
indicated in diagram C.

If the picces ate to Le lettered, the bald
marking may be done with ordirary writiug
ink and a small camel’s-hair brush, being
faintly outlined first in lead pencil. For this
outlining,—in c¢rder that lines may be parallel
and letters in proportion,—the cross should be
put together on the table, or tacked on the
wall, Different colored tissuz papers, if de-~
sired, might be used for covering the piecgs.

The following Scripture passages, selected
by Mr. Fleming, bear on the resutrection, hav-
ing the general thought, ‘Life out of Death.
They are to be recited or real, onz by one, as
the pieces are added in putting the cross to-
gether on Easter Sunday,—each of six classes,
perhaps, presenting the ome piece, and recit-
ing the corresponding text.

John xi., 25—Jesus said unto 'her, I ¢fa
the resurrection, and the life: ke that believ-
eth in me, though he were dead, yet caall he
live.

I. Corinthians xv., 20.—~But now is Cerist
risen from the dead, and become the firstfruits
of them that slept’

Mark xvi, 6.—Ye see’k Jesus of Nazareth,
which was crncified: he is risen; he is mnot
here: behold the place where!they laid him.

Luke xxiv., 5, 6.—Why seek ye the living
among the dead? He is not here, but i» risen:
remember how he spake unto you when he
was yet in Galilee’

I. Thessalonians iv., 14.—‘For if we believe
that Jesus died and rose again, even so them
also which sleep in Jesus will God bring with

Colossians iii,, 1.—“If ye then be risen with
Christ, seek those things which are above,
gob;.t,e‘cmist sitteth on the right hand of

- “Other uses of this ingenious puzzle
mind: for example, here are six texts ?e?:i;
P - (1) John
iii,, 14; (2) Luke xxiii, 33; (3) Matthew xvi,
24; (4) Philippians ii, 8; (s5) Galati

a7, 05 ) Bbrews il 5 D
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The Publican’s Odd Bits.

There is a man in Hertfordshire who patron=

izes a certain public-house, and thz publican .

cen¥ him some scraps of meat, so he went to
thank him for them. Uncle Edward thinks
this is worth recording in verses. So here
goes:— >

Thanks—many thanks, O Landlord kind,
For those nice bits of bacon rind
And mutton bones, ts stew.
I know not how t0 show my thanks
For such a plate of mutton shanks—
What can I do for you?

I'll come and drink, day after day;

I'll leave my work—yes, that’s the way
To show how glad I am;

For when my children had the croup

You sent them lovely ham-bone soup,
With flavor of the ham.

And now you’ve sent them all these scraps—
They’re easier digested p’raps
Than your great ribs of beef—
Your kindness is beyond all praise,
You are so thoughtful in your ways
In granting us relief,

I never saw so kind a man,
I'il struggle for you all I can

To help you to pay your rent.
Last week I earned a pound or more,
And that I add to your store,

And felt it nobly spent.

Next week I'll go to work again,

And labour on with might and main
To earn another lot,

And you shall have it every bit,

For none at home are needing it—
They certainly are not.

" They have no boots; but never mind,
Tkeir feet are shoes and socks combined,
The sort that Adam wore. :
And when the landlord calls for rent,
He just is tokd, ‘The money’s spent,
And then he finds the door.

Such trifling things as wood and coals,
And little garments full of holes,
They are not worth a thought;
I only feel a thrill of joy
To serve you well, you dear old boy,
And so indeed I ought.

For what you've done, I will be bound,
You'll do for others all around,
Who find you legs of mutton;
So let teetotal go its way,
Don’t mention it to me, I say—
It isn’'t worth a button.

Its canting songs and feeble hymns,

And all its fooligh little whims,
They have no charm for me;

But just a glimpse of your dear face,
A benefactor of your race,
I always long to see. ;

.50 ‘Here’s your health for all you've done.)—

I toast the company every one =

Who use the ‘Pig and Whistle.
If near my house you chance to be,
Do call upon my wife and me,
And help us to eat the gristle.
—Irigh League Journal'
—_——— e~ ———

When the overworked man of business hav-
ing been on his legs all day, and feeling fit to
drop, with a sensation of ‘all-goneness’ about
the region of the stomach, rouses himself with
whatever he is in the habit of taking, be it
whiskey, champagne, or even tea or coifee, he
does not add one atom of force to his stock of
energy, although he fancies he docs, but hay-
ing put-to sleep his sense of weariness, sim-
ply appropriates some of his reserve fog the
present necessity. He has accepted a bill at
short date to which a ruinous rate of interest
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is attached, and his resources will not allow
him to make many repetitions of the experi-
ment. His account at the bank of life will
soon be withdrawn. Alcohol cannot add one
iota to his reserve of mervous energy, but it
may delude him into exhausting it. The busy
man should once for all rid himself of this
fancy that he can create by artificial means
an abnormal store of brain power. He can-
not enlarge the limits which nature has set
up.—Dr. Henschell, of London, in his recent
work on ‘Health Troubles of City Life.

He was Converted Through a
Daughter’s Love,
(The Rev. H. J. Coker, D.D., Emporia, Kan.)

_ From cbservation, I can never forget a case
In my earlier ministry. He was a son, a
husband, and a father, but had forgotten the
qumg‘ responsibilities of these sacred rela-
tionships. Pcoor man! Liquor had dome its
awful work all tco well, Through it he had
cost his father a fortune, and had caused the
death of his mother and wife. All that was
left him was a beautiful, flaxen-haired, seven-
year-old daughter—lovely child—whom every-
body pitied. Yet Lulu was to be the means
of his conversion. It was on this wise: One
day, looking through the window, she saw
her father coming home, staggering drunk.
This was not unusual, yet an unusual feeling
came to her. Instead of hiding away
in fear, she went to meet her drunk-
en father. Ehe was broken-hearted. Blind-
ed with her tears, she came up to him, paused
a4 moment, then leaped upon. him, threw her
arms around his neck, and while crying as
though her little heart would burst, she sob-
bed out: ‘Papa! I will give my little life for
you if you will only stop drinking’ The
man was dazed by this startling, though lov-
ing attack. It sobered him. A few nights
after (a Methodist revival teing in progress)
his Iittle daughter led him triumphantly to
the altar (may we ever use it) and, amid the
gladsome heartbursts of a multitude of
friends, he was saved. ; % g

Red Rum,

(By Henry Irving Dodge, in the ‘National
Advecate.)

We were standing at the counter of one of
the sumptuous bar-rooms of San Antonio.

Barclay had a ranch to sell, and the two
Englishmen with us had offered him a very
handsome price for it. I was the broker in
the transaction.

We meot at ‘Dan’s place’ by appointment,
and I hoped to conclude the deal at once, as
a fat commission stared me in the face. It
was twelve o'clock outside—but in ‘Dan’s
place’ no account was ever kept of time.

The Englishmen were a couple of sturdy,
red-faced, high-booted fellows, with a good
deal of the ‘sport’ in their natures. ‘LI'hey
were thoroughly Texanized, and could gamblé
or drink with the best or woist plainsmen.
Our friends had just made some very profit-
able trades, and were by no means inclined
to omit the function usually described -as
‘celebrating.’ -

‘Dan’ put out glasses for four, and a bottle
of old rye, in a very proper anticipation of
ed cut a good ‘three fingers’ into our glasses,
but Barclay hesitated. 1 shoved the bottle
along to him. ‘I think I’ll take sarsaparilla,’
he said, quietly. 3

The Englishmen glanced at each other gigni-
ficantly. ‘We’re not buying soft drinks to-
day, partuner, said Todd.

I looked at Barclay. He was evidently agi-
tated, and I began to feel very nervous,

‘Come, old chap, exclaimed Todd, slapping
h::lx don the b;?’t ‘this is a big toansaction,
a eserves christening in somethi
than stained water. g ; e
- I nudged Barclay. ‘For goodness’ sake. old
man, don't let a drink of whiskey stand in
the way.’ I was trembling, lest some foolish
slip in the deal should happen. The English-
men had paused with half lifted glasses, and
were looking impatiently at Earcliy'. Sud-
denly he straightened himself up to his full
height. His face was full of a new determina-
tion. His left hand reached out and grasped

~ our order. The Englishmen and myself turn-
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the bottle; and, pouring out a good stiff drink,
he raised it to his lips and turned with a
smile to the Englishmen. They nodded their
approval of his action. A strange thing then
occurred. Barclay took off his hat and looked
into the crown of it for a moment; he turned
very pale. Then he set the untouched liquor
upon the bar again. ‘Gentlemen,’ he said,
‘youw’ll have to pardon any seeming unsocia-
bility, but I cannot drink liquor.”

We were all astonished at Barclay’s action.
Todd, who by this time was a little the
worse for wear, swore a mighty oath and
cried: ‘If you can’'t drink with us, you can’t
trade with us—that’s all’; and he banged his
fist down on the table to emphasize what he
had said.

Barclay tuwrned to him; he was perfectly
calm, but his face was very white. He saw
the chance of recouping his fortunes slipping
through his fingers—but he said, very slow-
ly:
‘Then the deal is off, gentlemen.

.To think that he would let a stupid, fanati-
cal prejudice obstruct the opportunity, was too
harrowing for words. I ground my teeth in
silent rage. I felt my heart sink within me.
In my impatience at the absurdity of his
course, I could scarcely restrain a sudden im-
pulse to grasp him roughly by the arm.

An embarrassed silence followed. I was se-
cretly furious. Presently Barclay spoke. Ad-
dressing us all, he said:

‘You are all reasonable men and will hear
what I have to say. I'll admit I would like
to trade with you, gentlemen, but the trade
may go to the devil if I have to drink whis~
key in order to make it. What annoys me
most, however is that you may consider me
an unsociable boor. I want you to listen—
we'll take seats at one of these tables, and I'll
tell you why I won't drink whiskey or any
other alcoholic product.

The independence of Barclay’s sentiments,
and the earnestness of his tone, compelled re-
spect, and we took seats at the table indicat-
ed, and composed ourselves to listen.

He began: ‘This is a story I have never told
to a soul in Texas, and I don’t believe any
one in this' State knows it. T would not tell
it now, but Mr. (meaning me) has work-
ed very hard in my interest, and I consider
him entitled to my reastns for acting as I
have in this matter. You may think it took
courage to refuse the diink,—I tell you it
would have taken a good deal more courage
to have accepted it!” Then he stopped and
fumbled in his pockets for a moment, saying:
‘I have a few picturesque exhibits which go
with the story. The first is this’ He drew
from his inner waistcoat pocket a great lea-
ther pocketbook, and from one of its many
compartments extiacted a newspaper clip-
ping, and, holding it up by one corner, allow-
ed it to unfold itself, and then put it on the
table before us. ‘That’s “Exhibit One,”’ he
remarked, eying us curiously, to see how we
took it. For a moment, we stared in wild-
eyed amazement at the great black words
whose heavy lines coverad the top of the col-
umn like a mourning band: 8 :

‘GUILTY!’

That was the word. ; ;

The sub-caption ran cn in the ‘sky-rockety’
style of the small western town: ‘John Bar-
clay, convicted of murder in the first degres.
And then, ¢h, horror! ‘A most spectacular
atrial performance anticipated. Sentence
postponed through cespect for the prisoner’s
aged mother, who dropped dead in the court-
room upon hearing the verdict.”

‘That’s nice stuff for a man to read about
himself,’ said Barclay, with' a groan.

He folded the slip, put it back where it be-
longed, and produced another.

‘Exhibit No. 2, he said, in a matter-of-fact
way; ‘that looks more like business’ It
r-ead:_ ‘Barclay to be hanged on the twenty-
first instant’ It was dated ‘the fourteenth,’
many years ago.

‘Things were getting pretty warm, observ-
ed Barclay, with anything but enthusiasm.
We all shrugged our shoulders, and he pro-
ceeded: ‘Gentlemen, the immediate cause of
those two most unflattering motices was mur-
der. The prime cause was—well, what is
murder” spelled hackward” Without wait-
1 i it S s e et of

8 in the Nde‘r sug-

gested:
‘RED RUM!
(To be continued.)




- which are written greetings. :
Jeaves write & hymn or poem that is a favpr-
~ite of the one who is to receive it, even clip-
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HOUSEHOLD,

My Little Daughters Shoes.

Two little rough, worn, stubbed shoes,
A plump, well-trodden pair,

With striped stockings thrust within,
Lie just beside my chair,

Of very homely fabric they,
A hole is in each toe;

They might have cost, when they were new,
Some fifty cents or so.

And yet, this little, worn-out pair
Is richer far to me,

Than all the jewelled sandals are
Of eastern luxury.

This mottled leather, cracked with use,
Is satin in my sight,

These little tarnished buttons shine
With all a diamond’s light.

Search through the wardrobe of the worldl
You shall not find me there

So rarely made, so richly wrought,
So glorious a pair.

And why? Because they tell of her,
Now sound asleep above,

Whose form is moving beauty, and
Whose heart is beating love,

They tell me of her merry laugh,
Her rich, whole-hearted gleey
Her gentleness, her innocence,
And infant purity,

They tell me that her wavering steps
Will long demand my aid;

For the old road of human life
Is very roughly laid.

High hills and swift descents abound
And, on so rude a way,

 Feet that can wear these coverings

~ Would surely go astray. %

Sweet little girl! be mine the task
Thy feebhle steps to tend.

To be thy guide, thy counsellor,
Thy playmate, and thy friend!

And when my steps shall faltering grow,
And thine be firm and strong,
Thy strength shall lead my tottering age
In cheerful peace along!
—Charles James Sprague.
—_———

Easter Booklets and Easter
: Eggs. Z

(By Miss Ruth Virginia Sackett, in the New
York ‘Obszrver.)

At happy Easter t'me even the smallest
gift brings cheer to the recipient, especially if
fashioned by the ore who sends it.

Flowers are always in harmony with the
day—can anyone suggest a more appropriate
offering than growing hyacinths in a box cov-
ered with moss green crepe paper sprayed
with gold and white butterflies? A jardiniere

~suited to the plant it holds, a silver dish lad-

en with graceful ferns, or, a gilded basket
bearing ‘garlands gay,’ these are always wel-

. comr? by maid or matron, bachelor or bene-
— dict. 3

Next to flowers come hbooklets that can be
made in many pretty ways, and let me say
right here that before you commence your
task have all your material in readiness so
that you may accomplish much in a short
time. You will want plenty of gold and sil-
‘ver paint, paste, pictures, watercolors, heavy
writing paper, pads and plenty of bristol
board. Much can be'achieved by utilizing
Faster cards for covers, or else pasting on
parchment paper pictures and little cards on
yich On the inside

pings if neatly pasted om look well..

7 A most charming idea is to ‘s_ha?e watar-
coler paper into two ci-cles seven inches in
~ diameter for covers, around the edge paint
_pink and wiite roses, then with a sharp knife
* cut away the paper to withid half of thelr
. N ¥

depth, insert inside one-half dozen leaves to
correspond in shape to the outside, punch two
holes at the top, tie together with a combina-
tion ¢f white and pink ribbons, and paint on
the first cover, ‘A Joyous Easter, in green;
inside outline the roses in pink and gold, and
on every page paint an Easter verse ja dainty'
lettering.

The cover of a booklet may be of bristol
board strewn over with little violets; the in-
side leaves of blue tinted ncte paper, with an
Easter hymn delicately printsd in gold and
tied together with pale green ribbons. Some-
time tiny Easter books are purchased at small
cost, and after covering with paper adorned
with flowers,

A booklet entitled ‘A Garden of Flowers,
was sent to an invalid friend by a young girl
who is somewhat of an artist. Two weeks be-
fore Easter, fifteen leaves of pure white paper,
eight by ten inches, was distributed amang
as many loved ones of the shut-in with the
request that every one write an original or
quote a verse bringing in the name of a flow-
er, then sign their name below. As soon as
all were returned to the one who sent them,
she skilfully painted the blossoms mentionad
on the different pages and embellished the
covers with buttercups and daisies, ‘also an
Easter greeting in silver outlined with pink.
This exquisite gift was enclosed in white
tissue paper, tied with lavender ribbons. to
which was attached a cluster of sweet smell-
ing violets.

Sachets are always gladly received, for
nearly every person can find a place for them.
Flower sachets ate lovely. Shape a circle of
cardboard two inches in diameter, fit a cover
to one side of yellow silk, on the reverse side
form a raised cushion stuffed with sweet
smelling cotton, top with yellow sitk and
paint a daisy centre large enough to cover the
entire cushion; encircle the edge with loops
of yellow baby ribbon.

Take two round paper lace-edged doilies,
color the border in soft tints of pink, line the
inside with cotton batting that has been
scented with rose leaves, baste lightly toge-
ther and stitch on the machine, just above the
lace edge, two rows of pink silk, finish the
centre with a cluster of artificial pink roses.

From cotton batting cut four butterfly
wings of the desired size, make fragrant with
sachet powder, wire the edges, cover each
wing with thin yellow silk, and mark with
black and gold paint. For the bedy roll the
cotton in shape, and enclote in spangled
gauze, sew on head eyes, likewise fine wire
feelers, last of all bend to look as natural as
possible.

Egg shell tokens are in accord with the
day—surely nothing is more pleasing to the
small men and women, Pierce the ends of
the eggs with a rather coarse needle; with a
blow pipe remove the contents, rinse and lay
aside to become perfectly dry, when they can
be filled with melted wax and adorned in
various ways.

Secure a large goose egg, give a coating of
pale blue, on one side paint a spray of white
lilies, on the other side a quotationm, ‘Christ is
risen to-day, in green and silver.

A delightful suggestion for the Easter table
decoration is to arrange in the centre a red
enamelled basket laden with gay tulips, and
intermingle with them golden eggs attached
to short and long stems or wire wound with
green tissue paper; on each egg have a differ-
ent Easter couplet printed in red. Just be-
fore leaving the table, give each guest one to
keep as a souvenir of the occas'on. Let those
present find their places by the means of eggs
of gold, the name and diate done in green, out-
lined with red.

How to Treat the Old Foiks*

One reason why old people sometimes grow
difficult and perverse and hard to live with
as years increase is that they feel themselves
of little use, and are afraid they are in the
way. They need to be entertained. The
cheery optimism of twenty-five is natural

. when the blood bounds in the veins, life is a

pageant and you cannot count your friends;
but to te gay at seventy-five is harder, for
the lonesome years have found you out.

I would give the old lady or the old gentle-
man the brightest, coziest room in the house,
but I would not exp:ct him or her tostay there,
Nor would I be on the alert every moment te
save steps for the aged father or mothea
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They resent the best meant endeavors to save
them from fatigue, and don’t wish to be ca:-
ed for as if they were children, Also, these
gentle and pleasing attentions suggest their
feeblemess. It takes a good deal of tact to
keep old and actively inclined people, who
have no longer strength to be active, in a
mood of contentment and tranquillity. But
as we all shall, if we live so long, arrive whers
now they are, it is worth our while to be
goed to them—good and patient and jolly
about it.—Mrs. Sangster, in ‘Woman’s Home
Companion.’
e R i L

What a Child Can Make For
Easter.

An Easter token which will give almost as
much pleasure in the making as the receiving,
if childish taste and fingers may have a lit-
tle of mamma’s help at their task, is a Bible
anagram. The motto itself is to be chosen
first, of course—‘Easter Greeting,’ or ‘Rejoice
at Easter, any of the conventional forms, or,
better still, an Easter text—the Bible verse
for each letter selected, and all copied out
carefully in the neat, round hand that #peaks
so much affectionate painstaking, Red ink for
the initials adds to the effect, and the whole
can be mounted on cardboard with scrolls or
flowers painted, traced, or pasted on, as suits
the little giver's fancy. The work occupies a
Sunday afterncon delightfully, and the selec-
tion of the verses can he made to show real
appreciation and individvality. To limit the
choice to one book—perhaps one of the Gos-
pels—simplifies the tasks and gives unity to
the result.

B

‘See That Ye Despise Not
One of These Little Ones.’

Matthew x., .o.

Edwin, with blouse torn and face and hands
genenously covered with soil, ran breathlessly
toward his pretty young mother, who in crisp
daintiness of fresh Summer attire sat on the
hotel porch embroidering.

‘Oh, mother!’ he cried, ‘they’re digging a
well near the stable and it’s more fun! May
I go barefoct?’ :

“You look disgraceful enough already,’ said
his mother as she carcfully drew her white
duck skirt away from his rather muddy shoes.
1 am ashamed of you. The:’s no use buying
anything mnice for you to wear. That hand-
some blue linen blouse is ruinel. How did
you tear it?’

‘I was climbing a little ways on the wind-
mill. I am sorry, mother,! was the meek re-
ply; ‘but mayn’t I please go barefoot?’

I suppose so; but don’t come near me—I
don’t like pigs’ She turned from the dis-
hevelled little fellow in disgust, and he walk-
ed slowly away, all his eager buoyancy de-
parted.

‘Wasn’t he a sight?’ said she to the elderly
woman near her. ‘Do you blame me for be-
ing annoyed?’ *

‘Since you ask me, my dear, I must admit
that I do” The old lady’s voice was gentle
and her manner was almost apologetic, but
the little boy’s mother flushed under the mild
gaze. ‘I was sorry that you sent your son
away feeling that he was in high disfavor.
One can’t expect healthy little boys to stay
clean in the country, and clothes will tear
now and then’

‘I wish my son to be a gentleman,” said the
mother, coldly, as she took up her fancy-work
and set her needle in precisely. For a few
moments nothing was said, and then the elder
woman softly touched the hand of the younger
one.

‘May I tell you a little story?” she asked.

‘Why, yes, certainly.

‘T used to have very little patience with my
little son when he would s0il or muysg hig
clothes, and I would often sccld or punish him
for being careless. Now, when I remember
his baby cheeks streaked with dirt over which
had coursed the tears that my harshness hag
caused, my arms ache to hold him ang I long
to ask his forgiveness.

‘He was a manly little fellow, ang he did
try to please me, but one can’t expect perfec-
tion of a four-year-old. Late gne afternoon
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be came in almost completely covered with
mud. He had been sailing a tiny ship in a
puddle in the yard. I was heartily ashamed
of him, and I told him in no uncertain terms
what I thought of his appearance, and I put
him to bed early as a punishment, When he
finished his usual evening prayer, he added,

‘And, dear Dod, make me a dood boy if you
possibly tan.” I smiled, for I thought my
severity was having its effect, and the pathos
of the petition, which has wrung my heart
ever since, didn’t touch me then.

‘It was twelve that night when a croupy
cough startled me from my sleep, and at three
o’clock in the morning, the doctor, who had
worked over my boy for two hours, told me
there was no hope. 1 took my darling in my
arms and, choking back my sobs, told him as
best I could that he was going to Heaven. I
isn’t dood ’'mough,” he gasped. That was the
end. My baby, my only baby, went from me
feeling that he was not worthy to enter the
home where little children are so lovingly bid-
den.

Two frail old hands were suddenly clasped
in two strong ones, and eyes whose tears were
long since shed looked kindly into those that
were now overflowing.

‘I didn’t mean to make you cry, my dear.
I just wislied to help you—to help you un-
derstand your little son/’

‘You have helped me. Come with me, won’t
you? I wish to find him, and kiss him, dirt
and all’—‘Advance’

————

(ray Days.

The woman who always wore a red house-
gown on dark, gloomy winter days, was wise.
She realized how much the weather affects
average mortal’s spirits, and took this way of
counteracting a sunless day. It was really
wonderful what a genial influence radiated
from that cheerful-hued gown; it seemed al-
most as if the sun had brecken from his
cloud-bondage <very time the wearer entered
the room. There was always a particulaily
bright~emile which went with the dress; not
forced for the occasion, either, for ‘4he lady
in red, knew that she looked particularly well
in that bright garment. Sorry indeed is the
woman who cannot smile, when she knows she
is becomingly attired. Her friends used to
laughingly tell her that they thought ‘she
prayed for rainy days,’ so that she would
have an excuse to wear the red gown,

But there was in this woman’s heart a far
deeper motive underlying this little matter of
a red dress for a gray day—a bit of philoso-
phy that could be studied with profit, especi-
ally by thesz who are sensitively alive (0

outside impressions, We cannot all wear
bright garments, but a cheerful word or

smile may brighten the face and find its re-
flection in the heart of someone who may be
vainly trying to resist the all-conquering dull-
ness of a drab-colored day. ;

Through the chill, gloomy gray of a sad, sun-
less day,
Tearful eyes looked in sorrow,
Down the long sodden ways trooped i¥e dark
yesterdays—
Not a hope for the morrow.

Bright sunbeams astray shone o’er the day;
There’s gladness to borrow!
So, hegone, yesterdays, with your dark, hope-
less ways—
There’s a golden to-morrow! - :
—‘Christian Herald.

Which Boiled First. =

There is as much difference in boys as wills
be found in men, some being quick to-.ob-
serve the importance of common things and
others paying no attention whatever to any-
thing they meet from day to day. Alfred
Brown is the name of a boy living in Brook-
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SIS
lyn. He is interested in matural science, but
cares very little for stories and poetry. He is

what may be termed an original, practical
boy, and is constantly on the lookout for
‘points’ as he terms it. While he is an ardent
student of electricity, having invented many
machines and appliances for his own special
use, he devotes much of his time to studying
watches, clocks, engines, printing presses and
other useful articles. He’is not satisfied to
simply read about the wonders that are to be
found in ordinary things, but he is experi-
menting at odd times to get practical evi-
dence. Not long ago his mother bought a new
kettle for the cook, and instantly he went to
the kitchen.

‘Well, well! said Mary, ‘now what be ye
wanting,’ Master Alfred?’

‘I have something to tell you,’ he replied.
‘About what?

‘About that kettle. If you are in a haury,
you’d better use the old ore. "

‘Go along wid yez,’ said Mary laughingly,

‘Well, let us see,’ said Alfred. ‘Fill the old
one and. the new one with water and put
them on the stove at the same time. If the
water in the old one doesn’t begin to boil first
I will give you a box of candy.

To gratify the boy, Mary followed Alfred’s
instructions, and, to his amazement and
chagrin, the water in the old kettle began to
Jboil much quicker than that in the new one.

‘It bates all} said Mary. ‘Now why is
that?’

‘That’s very simple,’ said Alfred. ‘It is be-
cause the old kettle is covesed with soot, whick
rot only keeps the heat in, but absorbs it
quickly from the fire. It takes a tew kettle
of water longer to get hot because the bot-
tom is clean and bright. Poliched metal does
not absorb heat, but reflects or throws it off.
I read about it ore night and proved it the
next day when you were out’—Brooklyn
‘Bagle) :

The Celebrated
English Cocoa.

N

An admirable food, with all
ita natural qualities intact.
. Thig excellent Cocoa maine-
tains the system in robust
health, and enables it to resist
winter's extreme cold.
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ZThe Most Nutritioug
gnd Bconomical
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Selected Recipes.

KENT WAFERS.—One cup Graham flour,
one cup white flour, half cup butter. Mix
very stiff with milk; add one spoonful sugar.
Roll as thin as a wafer, cut in rounds, and
bake in a slow oven; prick them well before
putting them in the oven,

CREAM SALMON.—One can of salmon
minced fine, drain off the liquor and throw
away. For the dressing, boil one pint of milk,
two tablespoonfuls of butter, salt and pep-
per to taste. . Have ready one pint of fine
bread crumbs, place a layer in the bottom of
the dish, then a layer of fish, then a layer of
dressing, and so on, having crumbs for the
last layer. Bake until brown.

SWEET POTATOES FRIED WITH
BACON.—Cold sweet potatoes are delicious
fried with pork or bacon. Fry eight wgunces
of thinly sliced pork or bacon, transfer to a
hot dish, and fry in the drippings of a quart
of potatoes which have been boiled, peeled and
sliced, rather less than half an inch thick.

CROQUETTES.—Take three cupsful of
mealy, mashed, baked sweet potatoes, and
while beating with a four-pronged fork as you
would whip eggs, add slowly a tablespoonful
of melted butter, a teaspoonful of lemon juice,
salt and pepper, and a gill of cream. Mold in-
to small cork-shaped croquettes, dip in egg
and bread crumbs, and fry in Thot lard or
drippings.

CHICKEN TOAST.—Chicken toast is deli-
cious as a breakfast dish, or is nice for lunch.
Chop fine two tablespoonsful of cold chicken,
boil in sufficient water to make a gup of the
whole, thicken slightly with corn starch in
melted butter, pour over a slice of nicely
toasted bread, and serve bot.
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Wise Answers,

A sophist, wishing to puzzle Thales with
difficult questions he had prepared, put the
following, to which Thales answered without
hesitation:—

What is the oldest of things?—God, for He
existed always.

What is the most beautiful>—The world,
for it is the work of God.

What is the greatest of all things?—Space,
for it contains all things.

What is the most constant?—Hope, for it
remains when all else is fled.

What is the best of all things?—Virtue, for
without it there is nothing.

“What is the quickest?—Thought, in a
minute it can reach the end of the universe.

What is the strongest?—Necessity, it makes
men face all dangers.

What is the easiest?—To give advice,

What ns the most difficult?—To take advice.

—*‘Am, Paper.

= S e

How to Become a Christian.

The Rev. G. B. F. Hallock relates an inci-
d_ent in the “Evangelist’ which shows how
simple the way to God is:

The father of a little girl was once in great
trouble on account of his sins. He lay awake,
after going to bed one night, in fear and
dread. His little daughter was sleeping in
her crib beside his bed. Presently she began
10 move uneasily.

:Papa, Papa!” she called.

‘What is it, my darling?’ he asked.

‘Oh, papa, it's so dark! Take Nellie’s hand.’

He reached out and took her tiny little
!!ﬂnd! clasping it firmly in his owm.

A sigh of relief came from her throbbing
heart. At once she was quiet and comforted.
Almost instantly the father became conscious
that his little child had taught him a lessonm,
::dhig:e Holy Spirit made it full of meaning

.Oh, my Faﬂxer vty . P
) , my Savior,’ he cried, ‘it is
::;]:’ nvlexy dark in my soul. " Take my' hand,
found ,-ﬂyh::g", and he turned to Jesus and
be with every P erm—"

trusts. one who sincerely turns and

The Precious Stones.

A rich nobleman was once showing a friend

a large collection of precious stones of im-
mense value.
pearls, and rub-iel, and gems from all parts of
the world, which had been gathered at groat
Jabor and expense. ‘And yet, said the noble-
man, ‘although they are worth so much
money, they yield me no income” The friend
replied that he had two stones which cost
him only a few pounds. Yet they yielded
him a very considerable annual income. The
nobleman was surprised, and desired to see
‘these wonderful stones. So his friend led him
down to a mill, and, pointing to two toiling
grey mill-stones, said, ‘These ue.thg stones
1 told you about’ They were grinding the
grains of wheat into snowy white flour, These
fwo dull homely stones were doing more good
than all the mobleman’s precious jewels.—Ada

Siford.
A Covenanter's Courage.

1f we had lived when Graham of Claver-

house was scouring Scotland in search of the
prave Covenanters, that he might drag them
to prison or death for reading the Bible or
mceting for prayer or praise, one day we
might have seen, walking leisurely along, a
young Scotch laddie. He has @ book in his
hand, and he is absorbed in its contents.
" But hark! what is that sound of clattering
hoofs and clash of armer? It is a band -of
that dreaded soldiery im search for the rebels,
0 called. Soon they are up with the boy.

“What is that you have in your hand? de-
mands the leader of the troop. "

qIt's the Bible,} comes from the firm young
lips.

p‘Thraw it in the ditch!’ savagely shouts
the ferce captain.

‘I wunna. i

‘Thraw it in the ditch, I say!’

9 wunna, says the pale-faced yet firm
young. soldier of Christ, clasping his precious
treasure yet close to his bosom.

The brutal captain, fisrce with rage at being

There were diamonds, and
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thus defied by a ‘wee braw laddie, hisses out,
24 ye dinna thrdw it in yon ditch, I'll shoot
ye!

But Jesus Christ is with the boy, and though
death is staring him in the face, he simply
replies, ‘I canna, wunmal!’

‘Fire, men!’ shouts the infuriated leader;
and the soft heather receives the warm life-
blood of the youthful martyr.

No Claverhouse rides over the land now but
there are plenty of schoolfellows to sneer at
those who ‘set themselves up to be better
than other people,” and it sometimes takes
more courage to stand a taunt or a cuxl of the
lip than it does to bear a blow. Let no one
force you to give up your Bible-reading, or,
what is better still, your Bible-living.

About a Ladder.

Men dispute most concerning things of
which they know least. Some one tells us that
a ladder was cast upon an island in the Paci-
fic Ocean. The Islanders labored hard to un-
derstand its purpose, and finally settled in
two great parties; one asserted that the
rungs were made to keep the sides apart, the
other claiming that the object of the rungs
was to keep the sides together. Some thought
it was a fence, some a skeleton raft, bu: all
took sides in the dispute as to the object of
the rungs. Finally a shipwrecked sailor was
driven ashore and he settled the ladder ques-
tion by putting it against a tree and climb-
ing it, showing that the rungs were the main
things, and the sides were there to hold them
in place.

‘Jesus Touched Him.’

One of the electric bells in my house lately
refused to ring. I could not discover the
cause. A bell-hanger, after some time spent
over it, found that right up under the bell, s0
small as to be almost imperceptible, was a
place where the point of contact was lost.
That was the trouble.

And so it is often in the church of Christ.
Your batteries are all right in the cellar, your
wires and machinery all right. But the point
of contact is often defective. That, in my
judgment, is where the great work of the
kingdom of God is to come in—the point of
contact. Follow the footsteps of Christ and
you will see that it was through the point of
contact that He did His work. It was thmough
the tmu'vebllons touch of the Son of God. We
must go back to first principles and we find
the difficulty just there. There was never
pett_aex working force, never better principles
in the church of Christ than there are to-day.
X believe we shall see a brighter day yet for
the church.—The Rev. Cortland Meyers, D.D.

Value of Silence,

_ In onme of Dr. Burton’s lectures the follow-
ing advice was given to the young ministers:
‘When trouble is brewing, keep still. When
your feelings are hurt, keep still; till you re-
cover from your excitement, at any rate.
Things look different through an unagitated
eye. In a commotion once I wrote a letter and
sent\it, and wished I had not. In ray later
years' I had another commotion, and wrote a
long letter; but life had rubbed a little sense
into me, and I kept that lettér in my pocket
against the day when I could look over it
without agitation and without tears. I was
glad I did. Silence is the most massive thing
conceivable, sometimes. It is strength to its
very grandeur. It is like a regiment ordered
to stand still in the mad fury of battle. To
plunge in were twice as €asy. The tongue has
unsettled more ministers than small salaries
ever did, or lack of ability,

¢‘Marching Qrders.’

The Duke of Wellington was a man of few
words; but when he spoke, he spoke to the
point. On one occasion some remarks were
made in his presence by those who ought to
have known better, reflecting on Missionary
work. After listening to what was said, the
Duke turned suddenly round and, with reprov-
ing emphasis, asked the cbjsctors the stntﬁng
question: ‘What ar: your marchings orders
Are they not these—“Go ye into all the world,
and preach the Gospel to every creature?”’

~

. some and native land,

15
OUR MAIL BAG.

Hill Head, Mt., Lachute, Que. March 22.

Dear Sirs,—Enclosed find renewal for
the “Witness.' We have bad it in our
home for many years and find it impos-
sible jo do without it. Wishing you
every success, and many more prosperous
years, 1 am, yours truly.

L. M. STALKER.

The Manse. Baddeck. C.B., Mavch 19.
Dear Sirs,—Inclosed find my subscrip-
tion for another year for the *Daily Wit-
ness.” The ‘Witness’ is my favorite news-
paper. 1 have taken it for many years.
As a general thing, I enjoy its editorials,
on the great questions of the day, be-

cause they are clear and straightforward,
faiv and of great ability. If not too late,
1 extend hearty congratulations on at-

taining your Diamond Jubilec.
THE REV. D. McDQUGALL.

Preseott, Ont., March 19.
Pear Sirs,—Wiile congratulating you
upon the long and eminently useful life
of the Montreal 'Witress,” I wish to say
that my father was one of your firsé

subgeribers. 1 was then in my thir-
teenth year, and I well ¢2member how
eagerly we looked for the conivng of the
‘Weekly Witness.! My parents ‘were
wise for themselves and their children

when they began, and continued taling
yvour valuable family vaper. 1t furmsh-
ed their large famaly with interpsting
reading, and greatly aided in stimulating
a taste for hterature of a high mgral
tome.  Your honored father and your-
selves deserve the gratitude of the inany
families in Canada and elsewherz whom
vou have helped to see that Christian
principles embodied in businass life lead
to success of the highest, truest type.
Yours is the privilege to cultivate an
ever widening field. Gratefully yours.
(MRS.) MARY E. HAMMOND.
Missoula, Montana, March 13.
Dear Sirs,—lect me congratuiate yon
on having reached your Diamond Jubilee
without a stain on your journalistic
career. 1 have read tne “Witness' since
1854. Hoping you may long be spared
to hold up 1o the world your publica-
t:ons for truth-and rightecusness. 1 am
your friend and well-wisher.
WILLIAM JAMIESON.

Westmount, Que., March 8.

Pear Sir,-—I thought I wouvld like to
add y testimony.to the value of the
“Witness” 1 cannot remembur when the
AVitnoss was not in our homz, and
when 1 was able {o read well enough,
used to read 1t every might to my father.
No other daily paper can -replhee the
“Witness’ in our home. [ read it every
night, and as I am a men:ber of the
\‘\}l. C. “I'. U. can appreciate and und-
Juire its stand on the teraperance ques-
tion. Long may it stand for all that s
good and great. 1 remain, yows con-

gratulatory: L i11A A, WINGILAM.
(Mrs. Jolin \Wingham.)

Prescott, Ont,, March 22,

Pear Sivs,—In renewing my subscrip
tion 1o the ‘Daily Witness’ I wish to
join with your many friends and readers
in sincere conpgraiulations on the attain-
ment of your very excellent pap.r to its
jubilee year. May its usefulness con-
tinue to spread, and. its wtlucnce, which
has dlways been for rignteousness and
Christian  citizenship, continue to be a
mighty power for good in the inany
lhomes of the land where it is'read.

Yours truly.
W. A. LOGAN.

MEUEAE, Que., March 34

Dear Sir,—The ‘Witness’ has come
regularly to this homestead for over half
a century, and we wish to express un-
feigned admiration for its elevated moral
tone. Yours for truth,

M. A. McKILLOP.
Ottawa, March 19,

Pear Sir,—Kindly find enclosed my
subscription for ‘Daily Witness.” May
I add an expression of congratulation
upon your Diamond Jubilee?  Since
graduating from college ten years
the ‘Witness’ has come into my study
every morning with its splendid utter-
ances in behalf of the best things for
: ive I ‘trust when
my diamond jubilee year comes to still
find myself a subscriber and well-wisher
of the ‘Witness.” ~Faithfuly yours,

(Rev.) HAROLD J. HORSEY,
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¢ The Maple Leaf for hin &

]

The happy suggestion that everyone, old and young, throughout the Dominion
should wear a Maple Leat on Empire Day and Dominion Day, is gaining ground like
wild-fire, and you will not want to be without one. If you get our Maple Leaf Pin you
will be proud of it as well as of the day you celebrate.

Bl os SCHOBL GLASS 24v37e
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< greatly increase the esprit de corps—the fellowship of the members of any class or
school. Nothing could be more appropriate than our fine colored hard enamel Canadian-

& Maple Leaves. These are exceedingly dainty and pretty and would serve to pinon a

7f small silk Union Jack for Empire Day, a badge bearing the arms of your Province for

LN
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Dominion Day,and scholars will find it the right thing to hold their school or class colors
safe and fast.

PRICE FOR SINGLE PINS.

The price for these brooch or stick or eravat pins ranges in the city stores
from twenty-five to thirty cents, but we are able to send these pins postpaid for
the remarkably low price of twenty cents each, because, knowing that thousands of our
readers will want them, we have made special arrangements with the largest manufac-
turers to supply their needs. Iach person who remits for a pin is entitled to order the
‘Weekly Witness and Canadian IHomestead” and the ‘Northern Messenger’ for one
month free trial to any single address they like in the Dominion.

BE A LEADER IN YOUR CLASS.

GET HALF PRICE ON QUANTITIES.

Send twenty cents for a sample stick pin or brooch pin and we will promptly
send it to you—then call a meeting of the boys and girls at recess—show them your
pin and tell them that if they will each pay you ten cents for a pin or brooch we will
send them promptly, and if the order is for ten or more we will include with each pin
a silk Union Jack to wear with the pin on Empire Day, a silk badge bearing their
Provincial Coat of Arms for Dominion Day, and that beside all this we will send the
¢ Weekly Witness and Canadian Homestead’” and the ¢ Northern Messenger’ for one
month free of all charge to each one of the class whose name is sent us with the order
as having bought a pin —the pins and brooches will, however, all be sent in one pack-
age registered to the address of the one remitting the money. Act promptly. Don’t
let your school be behind in this important matter.

Maple l.eaf Order Form for all,
Jonn Dovearrn & Son, Publishers,
‘Witness’ Block, Montreal. -

Please find enclosed the sum of twenty cents for Maple Leaf ..... S ot
Pin in fine hard colored enamel. - ¥4 :

NAME, POST OFFICE ADDRESS AND PROVINCE.
SendPill to..'.'......'....'......’ ‘..'......‘......'..l....’l‘....
Send Witness ;
and-Homestenad (6 ciiviverive oy

L I S P T T S N Y

R R R A AR N

Send Messenger to..---n........... i

LR R R I R RN B IR I R R R R

No extra chirge is to ba made for the papers which are being sent on trial to those who have not taken them.
Special ‘ Scholars sending for these pins asa sumple to show to their classes wi'l please g ve the

K

Notice name of their cluss teachec tnd also the nume of the school. Fhosu who do will receiv; an
to Scholars. extr: premium free ol cbarge.,

Sy e KA S S oS el

BIBBEEERE

S
T



