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In the Land of the Great
Pagoda. \

AN AMERICAN LADY’S IMPRESSION OF
BURMAH AND ITS PEOPLE.

(Mrs. A. H. Young, of Ohio, in the ‘Chris-
tian Herald.’)

We sailed from Liverpool on board the
‘Cheshire,’ passed through the Bay of Biscay
without serious discomfort, and passed Gib-
raltar about 430 on a bright moonlight
morning.. The coast of Morocco was near
on our right. Our voyage over the ‘Blue

and picturesque houses!

V%had a day and’
a half in that interesting pl@ce-—well worth

crossing two oceans to see! Marcus and I
did not ride in jinrikishas; we secured a
victoria,and had some delightful,never-to-be-
forgotten drives. We drove seven miles to
see a famous Buddhist temple and visited
several large missions.

We sailed up the Rangoon River Dec. 3
and were met by a welcoming party, who
waving a small American flag, announced
themselves, and gave us the feeling that
wie were still among friends, We were
soon-on board their Jaunch and were taken
ashore, where we separated, to find hospit-

our goods, and spent two days loading
bullock carts. On the evening of January
5, we begafi-our long jungle journey. We
were unable to. get riding ponies, so we
walked most of the time for the first two
weeks, covering a stage of about ten miles
each day, and resting in the convenient bun-
galows built by the English for official ind
other travellers. We made two brief halts,
then, at Monie, had a two weeks’ visit with
mission friends. The rest of the journey
was toilsome and difficult. The cart-road
ending, we transferred our goods to pack
bullocks, mules and coolies, and mounted
riding ponies. We now pursued our jour-
ncy by narrow, often dangerous, mountain
mule-paths, travelling slightly northeast, to
the Salween River, then almost due east
one hundred miles. The scenery and vege-
tation were beautiful,but we were sometimes
too tired to appresiate them. We reached
Keng-Tung, February 26. It was weeks be-
fore I felt rested, but we began at once to
look for a suitable site. After much walk-
ing and consultation with the English offi-
cers—who have beem very kind and help-
ful--we found an excellent compound, high
and level, just within the principal gate.
The view to the north-west is magnificent,
thpugh the high city wall spoils our view
of the valliey in other directions; but we
can see the mountaing on every side. We
are hastening to complete our buildings be-

g rgm ftha rains, which have . already begun,

become heavy and steady. Marcus has over-

3 worked and has not been able to be with

the men all of the time for the last two
woeks.

Keng-Tung State has a population of
190,000, the eity within the walls 11,000,
and the surrounding valley 40,000. This is

large for such an isolated mountain state.

There is much wealth, and also wretched

_ poverty. Slavery for debt existed when the

English first came here. The better classes

« live in substantial houses of brick, tile and

wood, and dress nicely, often richly, The

women and childmn are often quite pretty,
notwithstamding the blackened teeth and

slits in the ears. The poorer houses are of
bamboo and grass. There are many natural

resources little appreciated by the natives,
who are good-natured, easy-going, and know
little of the great busy world beyond their

Mhrmmf was not as pleamt as an-
1, as we had cloudy weather. We
: &Mﬁ othmtuelo past
‘ tbuqtum of Stromboli, down the beautiful
\tmm coast and through the Straits of
'.H‘ll!ﬁl. "“We had a brle!mlthrtSnid

THE GREAT ENG DAW'ZA PAGODA AT. MANDALAY
‘able entertainment with our dear Rangoon

‘-u»;t wm:ea dreary. efty. )nd that even-

people. In the evening we were given a
pleasant reception, many missionaries com-
ing from varlous sta.tlpu to meet arriving
friends.
I soon found many friend:. If first impres-

siong are lasting, I will certainly love Bur-

mah as well as many others who have spent
the best of their lives here.’ e e

Two days later, we left for Tunngoo
where we remained till after NQ—' Year's
Day. Another all nish;, xailwaz journey

s Abrought us to Thazle, Whm-e we . found

 § a.lone was a tota.l stranger but

*mats baskets, a.nd sl}k q.ﬁ “cotton cloth,

mountain- walls. They are as light in com-
plexion as the Chinese, to whom they are
related. They seem bright, but are like
untaught children; few can read and write.

The little Burman boys are put into the
monasteries for education, but the lazy,
worthless priests do little for them. There
are about a thousand of these Buddhist mon-
asteries in the state. Large sums are lav-
ished upon the buildings, gilded pagodas,
the images, and the priests. Buddhism is
of a degraded type here; the people are very
superstitious, worship demons, and have

many serious vices.
“The industries are prid!tw—-wemng
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vs The roads through city and valley are
good. Had I gone to Bassein, my work
woald have Ddeen pleasant and no doubl
comparatively easy.

Here, 1 ym the only white woman within
two handred miles, and the work will be
Blow and aifficult. But though there are
many hard gnd ennoying things, the bless-
ings and privilege of beginning the work in
ihis large, important field, far outwelgh
them.

The Study of the Dandelion
(By C. B. Scott.)

Does the dandelion have any relations
to man, or any higher relations? To our
practical, matter-of-fact reader may come
visicns—or nightmares—of the intensely
bitter dandelion tea administered in child-
hood by mother or grandmother as a ‘spring
medicine. Perhaps we remember with
more pleasure the dandelion greens made
from the young leaves. So the dandelion Is
of some use to man.

It may be that we recall the persistent
but often vain efforts to eradicate the dan-
delion from our lawn. Now that we under-
stand better the resources of the plant, we
are not much surprised that we were de-
feated in our struggle with it. Perhaps we
have noticed how the dandelion accompanies
man in his conquest over nature; seems
to thrive best in the vicinity of man. It
is, in some degree, dependent on or affected
by man.

Are we still young enough, in heart, to
enjoy telling time as we did in childhood,
by seeing how many ‘blows’ it takes to
scatter all the geeds in a head; or, by a
similar process trying .to discover ‘whether
mother wants us? = Perhaps we have not
forgotten how to make dandelion curls and
dandelion chains. The dandelions were
close to us and dear to us in our childhood
days.

Has the thought come to us that the
despised wayside weed is more to man than
medicine or food or a plant-pest or a play-
thing; that it may have a higher function
or use for man? Have we appreciated the
beauty of its contrasting green and gold,
and the exquisite delicacy of its cluster of
seeds? Why is it, like hosts of other weeds,
80 pretty? Its beauty is not essential for
seed-making. Why is it that—

‘Dandelion through the meadow makes
A royal road with seals of gold?

Why is it that among the flowers, the
‘Stars that in earth’s firmament do shine,

we find most frequently about our homes

‘the dandelions, bright
As if night had spilt her stars?

Is it not because they are related to some-
thing higher in man than his physical or
material nature? Have we really studied
the dandelion with our children until we
have helped them to appreciate its beauty:
not only the beauty of color and form, but,
far higher than these, its beauty of fune-
tion and adaptation, the way in which it is
fitted for and performs its work? The dan-
delion ministers to the aesthetic nature of
the child. Indeed, unless the study leads to
a fuller enjoyment of the beauty of nature,
we have gained little from our nature study.
Longfellow has sald—

‘In all places, then, and in all Seasong,
Flowers expand their light and soul-like
wings,
Teaching us, by most persuasive reasons,
How akin they are to human things.

As we study the mutual dependence and
mutual! helpfulness of all parts of the plant,
a3 we discover how they help by Insects
and wind and rain and sun, do no lessons
come to us, and even more strongly to our
children, .goncerning our relations to the
world ab& us? How akin to the child are
the dandelion and the of which
Lowell writes—

violet,

‘For the whole _year long I see

All the wonders of faithful Nature

Still worked for the love of me;

Winds wander, and dews drip earthward,
Rain falls, suns rise and set,

Earth whirls, and all but to prosper

A poor little violet.

The dandelion is a symbol of man. . Its
life if full of symbolism for the children.
From the study of the plant, from what
comes to the child through his eyes, the
gateways to his soul, our boys and girls
can better appreciate what they receive
from their environment, and what they
owe to it. Hans Andersen brings out
these ethical lessons in ‘The Apple Branch,’
and in many other tales. Thus the dande-
lion may minister to the ethical nature of
the child—and of his teacher.

We cannot stop with the aesthetic beauty
or any friend of temperance, as they are
our wayside friend. Everything about it
points to its Source. It is one of ‘these liv-
ing pages of God’s book,’ a leaf in the
‘mnauscript of God.’ Its form and structure
and plan, and, much more, its life and adap-
tation or fitness for its place, points to its
Maker. Unless we, and our boys and girls,
look from nature’s God, our study of the
dandelion or of nature has missed its high-
est value. In this highest spiritual relation
we discover that which illumines and re-
lates and unifies all else.

Perhaps we can .now better understand
and appreciate the thought from Tenny*
son with which we began—

‘Flower in the crannied wall,

I pluck you out of the crannies;

Hold you here, root and all, in my hand,

Little flower—but if I could understand

What you are, root and all, and all in all,

I should know .what God and man is.’

—TFrom ‘Nature Studies and the Child.
_—__——0—.—-——’

Teach Your Scholars to Think

Someone has said, ‘One of the first ele-
ments of good teaching is good “thinking.”’
Is it not also true that a thinking teacher
will have thinking scholars? A teacher is
successful, in the best sense of the word, as
he makes his scholars ‘finders’ of the truth
rather than ‘receivers.” A sponge will re-
ceive water readily when immersed in it,
and will almost as readily part with it when
removed. A successful teacher will not con-
sent to have his scholars become sponges in
the reception of religious truth, but will so
impress them that they will be urged to
mental activity in seeking and ﬂndlhg the
truth for themselves. .

How can scholars be taught,to think? One
of the best methods to teach them to think
is to draw from them their opinion of any
part of the lessen. Let each scholar go dig-
ging for thought in the lesson.

In this way three very desirable things
will be accomplished:

1. Your scholars will learn to think.

2. They will learn to have opinions about
God’s word.

3. They will learn to express their opinion
about God’s word.

Teach your scholars to think.— ‘Living
Epistle.’

Fruitful Labor

A well-known Wesleyan minister, in a
public address on home mission work, deliv-
ered recently, related the following anecdote
of the Rev. Charles Garrett and the late
Lord Derby, ‘which incident, the speaker -
said, he had from Mr. Garrett’s own lips not
long ago. Lord Derby on one occasion ques=
ticned Mr. Garrett as to the actual value of
his work in Liverpool among the ‘gutter
children.’

‘Can you give me, Mr. Garrett,” said Lord
Derby, ‘any indisputable evidence that your
efforts for these outeast boys and girls are
really not in vain?

‘Well,’ said Mr. Garrett, in reply, ‘I think I
can. You know Mr. —, who is at presen’
music-teacher to your son?’

‘Ob, yes,” answered Lord Derby, ‘I know
bim quite well.’

‘That gentleman,” continued Mr. Garrett,
‘was once one of my “gutter boys.”’

Needless to say Lord Derby did not require
any more convincing proof of the sterling
value of Mr. Garrett’s work.—‘Sunday Com-
panion.’

Teachers and Parents,

Parents and teachers in Sunday-school
work, as in day school work, should have a
sympathetic acquaintance. In both there is
a growing tendency to get them together oc-
casionally at the school. ‘Mothers’ day’ in
public schools bids fair to become a custom,
invitations being sent out by the teachc:s x
and the day’s programme varied with a few
special exercises. So, in recent celebrations
of a ‘parents” day’ in several Sunday-schools,
it is noticeable that the invitations sent oug
were signed by the teachers,.and issued to
the members of their classes. “While the
celebration was by the whole school, tha
point of contact, the personal element, was
in the teachers’ greeting to the parents of
their scholars. And whether 'the exercises of
‘parents’ day’ were simple, and very little
changed from the ordinary programme, or
were more varied and complex, the real im-
pression- was made by the mutual acquaint-
ance of parents and teachers, and their mu-
tual sense of obligation to the children un~
der their care.—‘Sunday-School Times.’

While | am Here.

If you have gentle words and looks, my
friends,
To spare for me—if you have tears to shed
That I have suffered~—keep them not, I pray,
Until I hear not, see not, being dead.

If you have flowers to give—fair lily buds,
Pink roses, daisies (meadow stars that be
Mine own dear namesakes)—Ilet them bloom
and make
The air, while I yet breathe it, sweet for
me;

For loving looks, though fraught with ten-
derness, ;
And kindly tears, though they fall thick
and fast,
And words of praise, alas! can naught avail
To lift the shadows from a life that's past.

And rarest blossoms, what can they sumce,
Offered to one who can no longer gaze
Upon their beauty? Flowers in coffins laid
Impart no sweetness to departed days.
—‘Waif.?
You would get as mnch food in a penny-
worth of oatmeal as in a skilling’s wnrth
of alcohol ~—Dr. Edmunds
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GZBOYS AND GIRLSHs

P:ts From the Philippines.

(By Dr. Felix L. Oswald, in ‘The Youth’s
Companion.”)

The Island of Luzon has been called the
‘Pear] of the Philippines,” and, like Cuba,
is a marvel of scenic charm and productive-
ness. The two islands enjoy the same cli-
mate of perpetual summer, their mountain
ranges are almost exactly of the same aver-
age height, and are clothed to their very
summits with evergreen forests; but from
a zoological point of view there could hard-
ly be two more different countries in the
world.

Martin Pinzon, the companion of Coium-
bus, refused to credit the reports of his
men when they told him there was no game
in the Cuban coast-jungles. He thought
they must have been afraid to leave the
open beach, and he took personal charge of
the next foraging expedition.

He found birds enough to fill his bunting-
bags and more mosquitoes than he needed,
but not the slightest trace of four-footad
animals. There were dense coast-thickets
but no bears or wild hogs; hill-forests, but
no deer; beautiful mountain-meadows, but
no sheep, cattle or goats. There were nol
even rabbits in the cliifs.

A MISCHIEVOUS MACAQUE,

In the coast-hills of Luzon, on the other
hand, the dawn of day is heralded bv the

- '/¢,

)
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A REPRESENTATIVE OF THE TRIBE
OF THE MACAQUES.

multitudinous screams of little monkeys.
Tree-cats occasionally raid the top branches
and give the monkeys some reason for

screaming. The hills echo the bay of wild °

dogs; wild pigs rustle about the jungle, and

- Jackals prowl along the beach in quest of

sea-spoil. There are three varieties of deer
~in the uplands, and all sorts of curious ro-
denhmbetrawe@inthemcksotthc

its«n mmqmcb, the umzs of the Phil-
lpclﬂes swarm with pets, and ‘the supply is
heginning to overflow into the zoologicai
curiosity-shops of the seaport towns of the
United States. The Luzon ooninbuﬁons
chiefly represent the -tribe of the ,maco.ques
~ (pronounced maksks).

“Poor fellow! Ten thouw.nd miles away
~ from home, and feelinz homesick, aren’t

L

you?” said a Xkind-looking old gentleman,
patting the macacus of a Boston dealer.
‘Half your tail gone, too, and nothing but
carrots for dinner.

The bobtailed Oriental seemed half-aslee
but there was a peculiar twitcp.ng about
one of his eyelids.

‘Poor pel!’ resumed the visitor. ‘Yes, he's
hom:esick, I can see that,’ and at that mo-

A COMPARATIVELY

HARMLESS TILI-
PINO.

ment the monkey from Manila shot out a
long-fingered hand and senatched off the
sympathetic gentleman’s spectacles.

Luzen exports an almost equally migf-
chievous rock-baboon, and the ringed lemur,
a sort of night-monkey, with owl eyes and
a bush tail that can be made to encircls
his neck like a shawl. The sudden opening
of those big eyes has a weird effect; but
their owner is a comparatively harmless
Filipino, and needs not much persuasion
to nestle in the overcoat pocket of his pro-
tector. If, moreover, that pocket should
happen to be furnished with handkerchiefs,
he will wrap himself up like a pet gray
squirrel, and express his delight in a curi-
ous chuckle,

WHEN ‘MONO BRUXO' WAKES UP,

But at about six or elght o’clock in the
«vening, according to the season of the
year, the ‘Lemusg torquatus’ wakes up and
begins to explere his boarding-house; cau-
tiously at first, then in wider and wider
leaps, taking jumps ef ten and twelve ifeet
without ever miscalculating his distance by
a hairbreadth.

He will hop on his master’s knee, down
again, and up on an armchair; there he will
crouch for a moment with quivering bush
tail, then double up for a spring and land
on a book-shelf at the opposite end of the
room, or on the door of a cupboard, or on
his own cage, but never on the lamp. He
inspected that the moment it was brought
in, and touched the chimney long enough
to satisfy himself that it had better be ad-
mired from a distance.

He isn’t very particular about keeping in
the shade; light does not seem to hurt his
eyns, in spite of their owlish appearance;
but he may have reasons of his own for

SET g
Poacuém?n FIRE, i
toragmg during that part of the solar day

which is, on the whole, the quieter half of
the twenty-f.our ‘hours.

‘Mono bruxo’—ghost mbnkey’—the Filipi-
nos call him. He never appears in the day-
time, and would he but lie guiet in his nest

in a hollow branch, his existence would
never be suspected. But curiosity is apt to
get the better of his discretion, and if a
hunter strikes his nest-tree with an axe,
a Dblack face with a pair of still blacker
eyes will peep down from a knot-hole to
inquire the cause of the disturbance.

The hunter then marks the tree, and an
hour later returns with a bag and a forked
stick. Master Torquatasg has gone to sleep
by that time, and is aroused when the fork
gets a good hitch in his fur and twists him
out of his dormitory.

A bushy-tailed and extremely wide-awake
islander is the Luzon dwarf fox, which is
often caught in the cliffs of the sierras and
caged as we would cage a gopher or weasel,
'Perrito’ means literally ‘doggy,’ and there
is really something puppyish about the ap-
pearance of young hill foxes, but their ears
soon get too sharp to leave a doubt about
their affinity.

A DOG THAT IS NOT A DOG.

The perrito is a true fox, aithough not
nearly as heavy as a Kentucky fox-squirrel,
and quite able to live on g vegetable diet.
He will eat bread, berries and grapes, and
the Filipinos even get him used to boiled
flour, flavored with a few drops of oil; but
the instincts of his species revive if he is
turned loose in a room eniivened by scam-
pering rodents.

A nursing perrito hides her whelps as best
she can, bundling them away in the dark-

A HORNBILL.

est corner of an old cracker-box, or even
in the leg of a jack-boot. A week aftéer
they have their eyes open the pretty little
animals will venture out of their own ac-
cord, have a leaping match after a cock-
roach or grasshopper, or roll about on the

" floor, pawing one another like playful kit-

tens. : ;
As the days go by they become more ¢n-

_terprising, and contrive to scrape a gopher

out of his wire trap without waiting for
the assistance of their keeper. In default of
other fun, they will tiptoe their way to the
stove, where a Newfoundland puppy lies
snoring on his rug. For a minute or longer
they will stand, closely watching the young
giant; then they will crouch down and ap-
proach with a catlike wriggle, until one
of them touches the sleeper. Upon that all
will scamper back, frightened at their own

‘boldness,

The Luzon kalong bat, with his enormous
skin wings folded, is hardly as big as a
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half-grown rabbit, and normally weighs
from a pound and a half to a pound and
three-quarters; but breakfast, at which he
gorges himself with bananas and boiled
carrots, increases his weight by some sixty
percent. At noon he is ready for lunch, but
he reserves his chief effort for supper.

SOME EVER-HUNGRY BATS.

These winged gluttons infest the eastern
archipelago from Sumatra to Luzon, and
would be a worse plague than the Egyptian
locusts if their habitat were not a region
of inexhaustible fertility. A  Philippine
banana-planter can work one day a week
and get more food from an acre of ground
than a hard-working American wheat farm-
er could possibly raise on twenty acres; but
it has been proved that even that enorm-
ous harvest could be doubled if it were pos-
sible to keep hats and monkeys away.

As it is, the depredations never cease,
night or day, and by way of getting even,
the Filipinos cage and sell as many of the
marauders as they can trap. In San Fran-
cisco tame kalong bats cost about five dol-
lars apiece, but in Manila the gardeners
bring them to market in home-made cages,
and are glad to sell a pair, cage and all, for
two reals-—about twenty-five cents.

Fishermen sell jars full of porcupine fish,
and there is no end of bird-'dealers, ped-
ling winged curiosities of all sorts, from a
silk finch to a fire pheasant.

Of parrots alone Luzon boasts some twen-
ty different species, besides a variety of
pretty parrakeets, including the ‘spike-tail,’
a grayish green pet with a passion for nest-
building, and ready to begin operations at
short notice. A swarm let loose in a vacant
room, with a row of nest-boxes, will waste
one day fighting for building lots, and after
that they will almost forget eating and
drinking in their eagerness to forage for
material,

Ready-made nests would spoil half their
fun, and they are never happier than in a
tussle with an old cotton bedquilt or a little
bale of hay. Picking out shreds of bedding,
a biliful at a time, is just what suits their
idea of a picnic, and they never stop
screeching while daylight lasts.

A family with a gpare attic might find
it a profitable investment to raise the little
creatures for the pet-market. They hatch
twice a year, from three to five eggs, and
are not especially fastidious boarders. Grain,
canary-seed, breaderumbs—it is all the same
to housekeepers who are too busy to waste
much time on meals. Tor the sake of their
nestlings, however, their crumbs should
now and then be mixed with a hash of meat
scraps and hard-boiled eggs.

They are about the most restless of all
feathered creatures, but in the matter of
noisiness they are far surpassed by another
feathered Filipino—the great hornbill, a
creature with a head a foot and a half long,
and a voice that has been described as
something between the bray of a donkey and
the screech of a locomotive.

Captive hornbills are rather subdued, per-
haps because their keepers have learned
the trick of drowning every screech with
a dash of cold water.

— e

A Bagster Bible Free.

Send four new subscriptions to the ‘North-
ern Messenger’ at thirty cents ocach and
secure a nice Bagster Bible, suitable for
Sabbath School or Day School. Bound in
black pebbled cloth, with red edge, measures
seven inches by five and three-quarter inches
when open,

{For the ‘Messenger.’

Baby Nellie’s Adventure.
(By M. H. Coyne.)

An event in the life of one of the early
settlers on the north shore of Lake Erie
has been called by the small folk to whom
I related it, ‘Baby Nellie’s Adventure,’
which I will now relate:—

Baby Nellie danced like a fairy change-
ling across her father’s cabin floor the
while she sang at the top of her small voice,
‘I have black eyes and black hair and 3kin
of a piece, and so I am Harding’s Indian
baby.’

True, Nellie did look oddly out of place
among the settler’s blonde brood, for her
numerous brothers and sisters were tall
and straight as Lombardy poplars, with blue
eyes and hair of varying shades from brown
to auburn and sandy, but all had complex-
ions so clear and white they seemed to defy
the sun and wind to darken them. For that
they were the wondering envy of their sun-
tanned neighbors, until ‘fair as a Harding’
had among them become a descriptive term
for a fair complexion. Then, several years
after any other little strangers were looked
for in this well-filled family circle, came
this little dark-haired Nellie. Her eyes
were large and dark, beautiful 4s those of
a deer, but there the truth of the song he:
youngest brother had taught the child to
sing about herself ended. Roses and cream
were a nearer description of her complexion:
for the petal of a rose was scarcely smooth
er or softer than her lovely skin, which,
faintly tinged with olive, deepened to a rosy
tinge on the cheeks to match the erimson
of her lips.

Light of foot, graceful, ever merry and
happy, Baby Nell was the delight, of not
her father and mother only, but of her sis-
ters and brothers also. The youngest broth-
er,especially,petted and loved her, but boy-
like, while doing so, taught her much thal
mother hardly approved of.

This song, for instance, she disliked -to
hear the child sing, but could hardly give
reasons therefor. All attempts to draw at-
tention from it, the rebuke the parents gave
the grinning brother, seemed only to deep-
en the little one's liking for the doggerel.

One day the home was very quiet, the
elder children were off to the distant school,
the father had gone to the no less distant

store for some needed supplies, and
Nellie at home played at working for
the latter. At Jast, knowing it was

near time for the father to return, her
mother bade the little one to run to a cer-
tain tall stump and there play while she
waited for him.

‘When she had tied on the little .white sun
bonnet, and kissed the rosy lips, the mother
resumed her household duties and was soon
80 busy trying to get some extra tasks fin-
ished during the unusual quiet, that she
8ave no heed to the child until startled by
the appearance of Harding at the kitchen
door and his quick demand, ‘Where’s Nel-
lie? See what I brought her!’ and he held
up a gay toy the while he glanced around
for the tiny form.

‘She was at the stump, your usual tryst.
You came the other way? she answered.

‘But I did not. I passed the stump becauge
I thought she would be there,’ he cried in
some anxiety, and going to the gate he
shrilled a whistle, then called loudly, ‘Nel-
lie! Nellie!” Receiving no answer, he
searched the yard and woods, calling her
name, but no baby cry responded, and wild
with alarm he rushed to meet the other

children returning from school in hopes
that ‘she might have preceded kim there,
The mother, father and the elder children
hurried to the neighbors, all, of course, at
quite a distance, but alas! no one had seen
her, no one had heard anything, but soon
all who could were out on the hunt. That
night the wild beasts and birds Lad a dis-
turbed time, for lanterns gleamed and loud
calls rang through the forest. A '.fost child
will anywhere rouse pity and anxiety in
the coldest heart, but for one lost in the
woods there are so many dangers, so _ittle
hope of safety, that anxiety is increased ten-
fold.

Little Nellic had gone to the usual wait-
ing place, and had amused herself with the
playthings, bits of broken crockery, bright
pebbles, moss, odds and ends from home or
the woods, which she had gathered there,
when Chief Jack, an Indian, head of a small
band encamped near by, came and sat on a
log beside her. The child did not fear him,
had, indeed, often seen him at her father’s
house. When he was sober he was quite a
fine, intelligent fellow, and, though now be-
fuddled with the bad whiskey from the set-
tlement store, he merely sat watching the
child, greally amused in a silly way as she
brought to him her toys and explained in
her baby language about them. Soon she
began to sing, ‘I have black eyes and black
hair, and skin of a piece, and I am a little
Indian baby.’ ‘Ugh! ugh!’ grunted Jack,
and he listened more intently. Yes! it was
surely true, the baby’s eyes were black, and
dark were the soft little rings of hair peep-
ing from under the white $un bonnet; ang
there she was herself telling him, she wag
a little Indian.  ‘Ugh,’ said he, ‘You sure
you Indian baby?" She nodded most em-
phatically as she assured him, ‘Yes! I little
Indian baby.’ ‘Well,’ said Jack, ‘I did think
Harding one good pale face,” and with g de-
jected air, he drunkenly rose to his- feet,
steadied himself to pick Nellie up, saying
‘Come, sec little Injin babies; lots of them.®
‘Good! good!’ laughed Nellie, ‘you got babies
and we meet my papa? ‘Yes,’ promised
Jack, gravely lying, and the child, nestleg
into his arms, talking in her baby fashion
and playing with the beaded pouch he had
put in her hands to awusze ner until the
motion and the warm day produced their
effect, and ghe slept soundly, slept as babies
will, for hours.

Meanwhile, when Jack appeared with the
stolen child, his people became alarmed,
Vague fears of the white man’s laws, of the
vengeance he might take, overcame even
their sympathy for the bercaved parents.
One woman did offer to carry the child)
back to its home, but Jack sternly forbade
that. She had lost a child a short time
befere, and he told her she might have the
care of this one, and soon sclfishness was
struggling in her mind with pity for the
other mother. The band had been about
to move to another piace for bettar fishing,
and now it was resolved to move at once.
and soon with the celerily with which In-
dizns can change quarters, they were miles
away. So it chanced <hat when one of
those who sought the child hastsned to en-
list the friendly aid of the Indians, their
camp was found deserted. No sne thought
of blaming them for her disappearance, how-
ever, for was not Harding a special friecd
to the Indians, and they would not harm
him, even in case of a rising against the
whites. .

In a few days, the neigbors, sorry’ as
they were for the Hardings, gave the search
up. and resumed their usual daily duties,
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‘llAmt around that homestaad these were per-
formed in only the most perfunctory manner
every moment that could be savel being

_' devoted to searching the caves and hollow

trees, every crevice and hiding place to
which* a wild beast might resort, but of
.course, not a trace of the missing child ap-
peared.

The mother’s health suifered so severely
from the strain that she was unable to rise
from her bed, and it was pitiful to see her
wistful eyes questioning each unsuccessful
searcher.

One evening, as the family sadly gathered
round the table to eat their simple evening
meal, which, under the mother’s directions,
had been prepared by the youngest remain-
ing girl, a face looked in at the uncurtained
window, and an instant after the kitchen

“door was quietly opened. An Indian lad

of about fifteen stood in the doorway, and
asked for ‘Mis’ Harding.” At the sound of
his voice the eager mother, ever alert for
news of her lost little one, staggered tp
and stepped towards him, with outstretched
bands as if to clasp her baby.

‘Yes!” said the lad, in answer to her un-

spoken question. ‘I bring you word of Ler. .

She is well, and happy, your little papoose.’
and his voice was soft with pity, though it
‘changed its tone to one of entreaty, with
yet an undercurrent of menace, as he turned
to Mr. Harding, whose expression told of
angry suspicion underlying his joy.

‘Promise me; swear by the white man's
good book you will not harm anyone who
has stolen your baby, and I will take you
safely to her, and in four suns she,’ nod-
ding at the mother, ‘shall once more kiss
“her little ome.’

‘I promise, I promise!’ said the agonized
father. But the lad smiled bitterly, as he
-said, ‘White men have been known to break

their promises to Indians. Take the Book,

for he had lived much among the white.s
and was keenly observant.

The Bible, the great family Bible, was
quickly brought by one of the children from
the table in the next room; the lad stretch-
ed out his hand, took the book and held it
long enough to read its title, then handed
it.to Harding, who solemnly promised by its
sacred pages to do no harm, bear no malice
to those who had spirited away his child,
and that he would allow no one to do so,
so-far as it was in his power to prevent
such. :

~The wretched father assured him he was
s0 anxious te get little Nellie, he would
care little for revenge, but “Why,” he asked,
‘should any one of your people seek to
ininre me or mine? :

‘Too much fire-water; bad stuff for white
man, worse for Indian, was the puzzling
-answer.

- In a very short time Hardlng was ready
to follow his Indian guide, and in the mean-
time Mrs. Harding, to whom the joyful ex-
citement had lent a fictitious strength, hos-

pitably entertained the boy. To most of
her questions he shook his head, pretend-

ing to not understand the English, but
n)&‘l!' times assured her of the welfare of

limi«‘ Ne’llie v

mmm advice ‘Hsrﬁinz ehtegseﬂ “alone, and

- standing \n:ar,

odd way used only by himself. The second
time he uttered the name there was a sharp
cry of “Mine Daddie, mine Daddie, and a
small form flew from a near-by hut and
hurled itself into his outspread arms. It
was quickly, but not too quickly, followed
by an Indian wdman, who, when, Chief
Jack strutted up, prepared to defend his
theft, pretended to make effort to get the
child from the father’s arms.

Catching the idea from some few words
she muttered Harding grasped Jack’s hand

}and began most effusively to thank him

for rescuing his child, at the same time in-
viting him to come to his house for re-
ward.

Before they left his camp Jack owned up
to the true part he had played, and ended
with, ‘What , you teach her sing that fool
song for?’ and then laughed most heartily
when told who had taugnt it to her, and
how persistently she had clung to it. Jack
sent the boy a toy canoe, with word" that
it was a gift for his ‘fool brother, the fact
being he shrewdly guessed at the boy's re-
morse when he should learn the origin of
all the trouble.

Great was th® rejoicing which hailed the
little wanderer, who had been petted and
made much of by the Indians, but she could
not be quite happy on account of homesick-
ness, so in pity her adopted mother had
sent her son to tell -the Hardings how to
rescue the child.

__~><_0__—_—

The Captive Qirl

A TRUE STORY.

(Rathie Moore, in the ‘Presbyterlan.’)

Not very far from the good city of Phila-
delphia lives a little girl named Regina.
She is a dear little girl, with a very fair
face, blue eyes, bright hair and pink cheeks.
Grandma says she is the very image of
the llttle Regina who was carried oﬂ by the
Indians 8o long, long ago.

This story of Grandma’s is one of the
saddest stories in our early history—a true
story and a wonderful one.

Little Regina—the one who was ca.rried ofi
by the Indians—Ilived in a cabin in the for-
est, not far from where Harrisburg now
stands. That part of Pennsylvania was
then a forest, with wiid animals and sav-
age Indians roaming through it.

Regina had a father and mother, a broth-

er fifteen years old, a sister thirteen years

old, and a baby brother of three. Regina
herseif was ten. Regina was a liitle Chris-

tian. She loved the Saviour and always

asked his help in time of danger; then
there was a little hymn she was very fond
of- singing. She and her mother sang it
every - evening after they had said f.helr
prayers. .

Alone, and not alone, am I
Though in this solitude so drear,
. I feel my Saviour _always nigh ;
He comes the wgary hours to clpcer,;
I am with Him and He ‘with me,
E'en here alone I cannot be.

‘That is the hymn they sang, ‘and God
used it in a very strange and wonderful
way to bﬂng ‘Regina back to her mother
“after she had been stolen by the Indian%

One day Regina’s mother went to the
“mill for flour, fﬂ:k}ng the little boy with
her. ’l‘he mﬂl was a long way off. It took
“her all day to make the journey. When' she

- mtmm ‘back in the evening nothing was

Wer to speak Nel!le s nar

chwf,mwa, and accentihg it in an

~ left of her home but a heap of smoking

ruins. The llttle house she had loved so

‘where she haﬂ

well, and the barn that was filled with
grain, were burned to the gronhd. Not far
away lay the bodies of her husband and
son, murdered by the Indians and sealped.
Regina and Barbara, her two daughters,
were gone, and she knew well enough that
the Indians had carried them away,

Some days after, a party of hunters found
Barbara’s dead body lying by a stream of
water, with her head cleft by a tomahawk.
When the mother leard of this she knew
that she would never see Barbara dgain in
this life, but for nine long years she heard
nothing of Regina, and she mourned for
her, and hoped and prayed for her until
at last God answered her prayer.

Poor’ little Regina was taken by the In-
dians to their camp, and there she was
given to an old squaw who was very cruel
to her. The squaw was so old and stiif
with rheumatism that she could not work,
but she was not too stiff to beat poor Re-
gina most brutally. The child was com-
pelled to carry all the wood and water that
were needed in their wigwam, to gather
roots and berries, trap animals and catch
fish. She had a very hard and bitter life,
and after awhile, as the old squaw would
not allow her to speak anything but the
Indian ' language, she forgot how to speak
her own language; but she never forgot her
prayers, nor the hymn her mother used to
sing with her every evening.

Regina looked like the other little Regina
who lives not far from Philadelphia. Her
face was so fair and lovely that the Indian
children called ber Sawquehanna, which
means, in their language, ‘a white lily.’
But after she had lived with the old squaw
for some years her hair and skin became
dark and coarse, so that no one would have
known her for a white girl, except for her
large, clear blue eyes that never chang-
ed

During the nine long years that Regina
was lost her mother never ceased to search
for her. When she heard of a white girl
being seen with the Indians, she immediate-
ly set out to find her, always feeling sure
it was her own dear daughter, and always
coming back home disappointed.

The French and Indian war was being
carried on at the time, and when finally it
closed and the English became masters of
the country, the Indians were compelied
to give up all their white captives. Many
white children had been carried off by them,
and these were all taken from them by the
English soldiers. Good Colonel Boquet, who
had charge of this work, was very careful
that not one white child should be left
with the savages‘ and in this wiy more
than one hundred whlte children, between
five and twenty years ot age were taken
from the Indians.

At first the children were taken to Pitts-

~ purg, or Fort Pitt,"as it was then called,

and there about fifty of them were found
by their parents. The others were taken

to Carlisle, and there almost all of them

found parents or frlends, though a few of
them had no one left in the world -after
the Indians had slauthtered the family and -
bux‘ned the home.

Regtna s mother went to Carlisle in hopes

‘of finding her long-lost daughter. Regina
~ was nineteen years old at that time, She
‘was very tall and dark. She had forgotten

a great deal. She could not tell her last

“pame nor the names of her parents or

“brothers and alswr. She did not know

, and though she re-

T own name, ‘Regina,’ she -
unce it so that others un-

membered
could not
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derstood it.  She remembered her home and
her mother, but she had forgotten how her
mother looked. She was so changed that
her mother did not know her and she did
not know her mother.

Mrs. Hartman-—that was her mother's
name—went abecut among  the captives,
looking for her daughter, but there was no
one there who could possibly be Regina.
The captives were in a large room, and Mrs.
Hartman looked at them all and they look-
ed at her. Then she went back to the inn
with a heavy heart, for she was sure, now,
that Regina was dead. The next morning
she was to start early for her home, for
the way was rcugh and slow to travel, and
sha had to go on horseback. Befors she
started, however, she decided to take one
more look at the captives, who had been
brought out onto a green sauare, between
the old court house and the old stone
church. Crowds of people from the town,
and all round the country, had gathered to
seo them. Many parents were there look-
ing ‘for their lost children, and every now
and then some one would be made happy
by finding a lost child. When this happen-
ed every one shouted for joy. Twenty or
thirty children were that day recognized by
their friends,

Mrs. Hartman lingered untii noon, watch-
ing all this happiness; then, as she was
turning away with a heavy heart and sad
face, Colonel Boguet came to her and asked
her whether she was sure her daughter was
not with those still unclaimed. He was so
anxious to have the mother flad her child
that he asked whether there was not some
sign or mark by which she might identify
her—for he knew that nine years among the
Indians would change a child so that even
her mother would not know her,

Mrs. Hartman said that there was noth-
ing by which she could identi{y Regina,

‘Was not there some song or hymn you
sang to her when a child?’ the Colonel ask-
ed. ‘She might remember the song you sang
her to sleep with.”

Then Mrs. Hartman remembered that old
hymn she and Regina loved so much, and
ghe began to sing, in a clear, loud voice:

Alone, and not alone, am I,
Though in this solitude so drear—

And she had scarcely reached the second
line when a tall, straight girl, with blue
eyes, uttered a sharp cry, and rushing to
Mrs. Hartman, threw her arms around her
mother’s neck.

It was Regina.
had never forgotten had brought her moth-
er to her. How God blessed that hyma!

When the mother looked at Regina she
wondered how this tall, dark girl could be
her fair little daughter; but she took her
into her arms and wept over her and loved
her, and thanked God again and again that
he had at last answered her prayers.

Regina went home with her mother, and
for awhile everything seemed very new and
strange. She had lived so long with the
Indians that she had become accustomed to
their rude ways, and it was hard to break
herBelf of these habits, It was a long, long
time before she could sleep in a bed or
sit on a chair; for the Indians have neither
beds nor chairs. They sit on the floor, and
sleep on the ground upon a heap of dried
leaves. Then Regina had not used a fork
or a spoon, and even the food her mother
used was strange to her.

But she was very anxious to do right, ang
she soon conguered all her rude habits. In
a few months’ time she was able' to speak

The old hymn that she

her own language, for as she heard her
white friends using it constantly it gradu-
ally came back to her, and she did not
have to learn it ail over again as though
it were entirely new. She learned to read
and write, also, and took great delight in
reading the Bible.

Her mother was so worn and breken
down by all the” troubles that had crowd-
ed into her life, that her health began to
fail, and Regina took the tenderest and
most loving care of her. As long as her
mother lived she watched over and cared
{for her.

Her brother, who was now a man, mar-
ried and had little ones of his own, and
the first girl he named after his sister, Re-
gina. ¢

Thus, through the generations the name
Regina has come down from one little girl
to another, until it hag fallen to the lot of
the little bright-haired, blue-eyed Regina,
not far away, whose great delight is to hear
the true and wonderful story of the great-
great-aunt Regina who wasg carried off by
the Indians.

The Mystery About Sam
(By Lucia Chase Bell, in ‘Little Folks.”)
Sam Dingleby was nine years old, and

he had not one brother or sister; and he
was always so hungry_ for company that
his mother said ‘he sometimes nearly drove
her wild. Sam seemed to have everything
to enjoy himself with. He had the loveli-
est little- Shetland pony, and a beautiful
big St. Bernard dog, and the prettiest,
cieanest little stable built on purpose for
them; and he had a cote of costly pigeons,
with breasts and heads and necks of soft
colors that made you tl}l«nk of rainbows
and white clouds and blue June sky. To
be sure, he didn’t have a bicycle, for no-
body had bicycles then. But he had a
little printing-press, and he had drume,
and a Chinese dragon-kite, and he had a
corner in the library full of story books.

I do not know what Sam could have
wanted that he did not have, except com-
pany—that is to say, all the children he
wanted and all the dogs. His mother did
not like children as visitors very well, and
his Aunt Sarah did not like them at all.
His Aunt Sarah lived at his' house; and
dogs, common dogs, both she and his
mother absolutely refused to ‘have around.’

The summer he was eight Sam almost
lived at the washerwoman’s, several
blocks away, on a back street. She had
eight children. They were good enough
children, even Aunt Sarah said, except, of
course, in their grammar. Their house was
small, and it was always filled with washing
steam, and the back yard was always full
of clothes drying; but yet there was room
for glorious playtimes. So Sam only came
home that summer, al] through vacation, for
his meals and to sleep; and, when he did
come, he was brown with dirt from head to
foot, his trousers were ragged, his shoes
filled with sand, and often his stockings
were muddy.

Nobody would dream, Aunt Sarah fre-
quently said, that this boy, so rageged and
tousled, could be a Dingleby!

The next summer the washerwoman mov-
ed out of the neighborhood; and, when
school was ouf, Sam was very lonely for
a while, and openly dxscontented. and fret-
ted a great deal. But all at once there was
a great change. Aunt Sarah and his moth+
er both noticed it. Whenever Sam was ask-
ed to do an errand he did it so willingly,
he seemed really thankful to be asked. It

is true that sometimes he was rather late
in returning from his errands, but his meth-
er said the weather was so warm that you
could not expect a boy to go any faster.

Sam was at home nearly all the time ex-
cept when he did errands, but he was not
around ‘under foot,’ as usual, which made
it very agreeable. He might be in his pleas-
ant room, or in the library, or taking a ride
on his pony for a few blocks, or out petting
Milton, his big dog, or busy in the garrek
with his printing. Nobody ever seemed to
think just where he was, only you had a
pleasant sense of his never being in the
way. 3

There was another queer thing about
Sam that summer. That was his eating.
He ate less and less, and soon he began to
grow thin. You could see his shoulder-
blades through his gingham waists, and
they had to keep putting smaller belts to
his trousers. His mother one day actually
dropped tears on the little slim new belts
when she was working the button-holes,
to think that Sam was growing up so pale
and thin at the same time he was growing
such a good, patient, sweet-tempered little
boy.

Aunt Sarah said she would simply make
him eat. There was no use in a boy be-
ing so finicky. So his father put a big,
juicy piece of steak on his plate next
morning, and said, sternly: ‘Sam, now you
eat that steak! You've been notional about
your meals long enough.’

Sam gazed down at the steak, but did not
touch it. Heé secmed to choke, and then
he choked again, and the next minute he
sat back in his chair, and cried out: ‘I
can’t, father! I haven’t any right to!’
Then he got up and left the table.

‘Well!’ said Aunt Sarah, when she could -
find breath to speak. ‘I must say it’s a
good thing you have only one child, John
Dingleby! I Dbelieve the boy has been
reading novels and got romantic!’

‘Oh, no, he never reads novels,” said Sam’s
mother, still trembling. ‘Why, he’s only
nine. He likes his little Hawthorne “Won-
der Book” Dbetter than anything. I know
he must be ill!” And ghe was obliged to
leave the table, too, for she could not keep
back her tears.

After a while, when breakfast was over,
Sam came into the house whistling ag if
he were the happiest boy in the world,
He brought in some wood for Janet, the
cook, and he mended the canary’s cage;
and then he sat down quietly in a sunny
corner to draw pictures, for he had taken
it into his head to illustrate his. “‘Wonder
Book.’

His mother Was sitting near him with
her sewing, thinking what a dear, good
boy he was, when she heard Janet's voice,
very loud, in the kitchen. She went out
to see what the matter was, and theip
Aunt Sarah was, and she was saying to

Janet: ‘You amaze me! Where is that
boy? He'll know what it means, I'Il be
bound. = Dogs—eleven!’

When Janet saw Mrs. Dingleby, she burst
forth anew: ‘Eleven dogs, ma’am, in the
loft of the pony’s barn—yes, there is! and
the scrubbiest, outlandishest dogs—burnt
and scalded and broken-legged and blind—
every one of 'em a sick dog, or else crippled,
some with bandages and some with slings!
And, ma’am, they're all contented like they
was in heaven, a-wagging their tails!’

Now Janet has gone up to the stable
loft to see if she could find' the stamp that

The juvenile part of the ‘Messenger’ is
continued on page s 2 1
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' given her word for, come what may.
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Keeping my Word.

IN THREE PARTS.

(‘Sunday at Home.’)

CHAPTER I.

It was a bleak afternoon in early January;
school-hours were just over at Miss Marsh-
man’s, and some of the girls were gathered
round the school-room fire, ready to start
for home, but delayed by the heavily falling
sleet. Of course we were all chattering very
eagerly together, giad to be relieved from
the stern silence of study.

‘How are you getting on with your com-
forter, Effie?” enquired one of the elder
pupils of a sweet, shy-looking little girl at
my side. Efiie Conington was the youngest
in our class, and such an engaging little

creature that she was quite the pet of the
school. :

‘I haven’t done any more since you saw
it, Hester,” was the reply. ‘I showed it to
Florrie Richardson, and she laughed at it,
and said the needles were too big, and the
stitches were crooked, and the wool was an
ugly, old-fashioned color. Florrie can knit
much better than that, she says, and will
show me how to do it in a pretty new stitch.
She has promised to bring me some lovely
coral wool. Isn’t it kind of her!”

The words were spoken very simply and
trustfully, but several of the girls standing
near tittered as Effie spoke, and Hester
made no answer. I knew quite well what
they meant, and more outspoken and in-
dignant than the rest I burst out scornfully,
‘Much coral wool you'll ever get from Flor-
rie Richardson, Effie! Don’t you know her
better than that? She's always finding
fanlt with other people and making fine
Promises, but she doesn’t keep her word.
Go on with your own wool and pins like a
wise little girl, and don’t listen to Florrie's
tales and promises, or have anything to say
fo her. I hate people who don’t keep their
waord.”

- T spoke hotly and thoughtlessly, of course,

for I did not for a moment really mean
to say that I deliberately ‘hated’ my school-
fellow because of her failing; but I had al-
ways had a great contempt for the fault
which I thus so sweepingly condemned, for
I had been brought up with the very strict-
est regard for truth and honor, an advan-
‘tage which had very likely not fallen to the
Iot of Florrie Richardson. Little Effie
opened her brown eyes wider at my words,
and even ventured to defend her friend of
imm I had spoken so slightingly.

‘Oh, Ruth,’ she said, ‘don’t say so, Florrie
is very kind to me. If she doesn’t always
keep her promises it is only because she
forgets.’ -
~ ‘Forgets, indeed,” I retorted. ‘Forgets,
nonsense. If she says a thing she should
remember it, and carry out what she has
I'd
never say I'd do anything and not stick to
{4/ ;

_Effie was silent, but one of the other
_Birls suggested that I was putting it too

- One might promise,’ she said, ‘to do
- something very foolish or very wrong, and

we ought not then to keep our word, I sup-
poge’ .. i :
~ “Yes, we should,” I returned, stoutly de-
{fending my position. ‘If we'd promised, it
couldn’t be wrong to keep it. If we didn’t
Kkeep our word we should tell a lie, and that
must be wrong. A promise is a promise,

° '\ and it ought to be kept. Nonme of you girls

can say I tell you anything I don’'t mean,
out and out!’

With this rather boastful conclusion I
turned away from my companions, The
wintry storm had ceased, and all the day
pupils were preparing to start for home. Of
course I felt I had had quite the best of the
argument, and as I was nearly the eldest,
and generally at the head of my class, be-
sides being somewhat domineering towards
the others, no one dared to challenge my
opinions any further.

I buttoned Effie’'s cloak, gave her her
books and her knitting, and we set off to-

__gether; Effie and I always went to and from

school in company though we were not sis-
ters, or even neighbors. Mrs. Conington
had been an old friend of mother’s many
years ago. Just lately she had been left a
widow in very poor circumstances, and had
taken a little house in our village that she
might be near to us; mother had warmly
welcomed her former friend, and tried in
every way to cheer her loneliness and
brighten her somewhat heavy burden.

Effie was her only child, a sweet, affec-
tionate, gentle little thing, whom everybody
loved, and who was the one bright star of
hope and happiness in her mother’s dark-
ened life. She was some years younger
than I, and very submissive and quiet. It
was easy to learn to love her very dearly,
and she was far too meek to resent my
somewhat patronizing care, or to dispute
my authority which I was rather too fond
of extending to unnecessary trifles. She
looked up to me, too, the little innocent,
trustful creature, as if I was a perfect para-
gon of all the virtues, which was, unfor-
tunately, very wide of the truth.

Ag we walked briskly home through the
deepening twilight Effie began chatting
again about the work on which her heart
was set.

‘Do you really think, Ruth,” she said, ‘that
I had better go on with my comforter just
@s it is? I've dome a good piece, you know,
and I want to get it finished. It's for poor
old Cram, the carrier. He’s got such a bad
cough, and mother thought it would help
to keep the wind out when he has to ride
such a long, long way on cold nights. But,
Florrie,’ she added, ‘said it was such a
dingy-looking thing.’ :

‘If Florrie brings you the wool you shall
undo all yours and begin afresh, Effie,” I
said, ‘but take my word for it, you'll never
get any coral wool or anything else from
Florrie Richardson. She'll just forget all
about it. Her promises are not worth iis-
tening to, for she hardly ever keeps her
word. I think it’s very wicked,’ I went on,
indignantly, ‘very wicked and untruthful to
talk like that, and never mean half you say.
I'd never go back from anything I'd once
said; good or bad, I'd go through with it.’

Effie looked a little grave and doubtful
at my last words, but if she bad some dim
idea that her oracle of w-isc‘gm might pos-
sibly he saying something very foolish, she
made no remark, and a few minutes after
we parted at her door.

My prediction was quite correct. Ilorrie
Richardson never gave Efile either the wool,
or the promised help with her work. I for-
pade Effie to speak of the matter to our
school-fellows, and probabdy, as I had ex-
pected, the hastily-given promise never
again crossed the mind of the kindly but
thoughtless little girl. I listened to Effie’s
words of disappointment with a calm, I-told-
you-so air, and encouraged my little friend
in her diligent labor of love; in due time
the comforter was finished and defied the

cutting east wind, as it curled cosily round
the old carrier’s throat.

One morning we were all specially hard
at work over the review of our month’s
study, a sort of preparatory examination.

Slate and pencil in hand, we were all
eagerly busy answering as fully and cor-
rectly as we could in the brief time allotted
to us, a few test questions. I had set my
heart on getting the arithmetie prize in the
autumn, and very much of my chance of
success would depend on my careful working
of the sums now before the class. I gave
the closest attention to my task, and as I
was quick at figures, arithmetie being one
ol my favorite studies, I soon finished all
the sums to my entire satisfaction. 'When
our exercises were collected and piled wp
together at the close of the day for examin-
ation and correction, I was in high spirits,
and felt quite secure of a good report of
my work.

Effie gathered up the slates {rom out
class, and I gave mine, among others, inte
her charge to carry to their place at the
head-mistress’s desk. She was as warmly
interested in my success as I was myself,
and I whispered to her as she came to my
side, ‘I've got on finely, Effie, I'm pretty sure
of the top this month, anyway. Take the
slates carefully, and mind they don’t smear.’

Effie finished the duties of clearing the
table, the share of the youngest in the class,
carried all the finished exercises to their
place, packed up the lesson-books on their
shelves and cleaned and laid aside on the
lockers all the slates that were done with.
Then we started for home in a state of
high good humor.

I dearly loved to have my own way; hav-
ing once set my heart on carrying out a
particular project, I was quite ready to ‘go
through fire and water’ to accomplish my
purpose. I had mafe no secret of my de-
termination to secure the coveted prize, and
T knew that I had but one serious rival in
the class who was likely to oppose me. This
was Norah Manton, a girl two years young- |
er than myself, and to whom. I had,for some
unaccountable reason, taken a great dislike.
She was an unusually clever child, and it
was probably nothing but envy that lay at
the root of my foolish aversion. This girl
happened to be a special friend of Effie’s;she
was near her own age, and sat next her in
class. Norah, however, had been a few
marks behind me in arithmetic last month,
and as I was sure my sums were perfectly
worked this time, I felt there was little to
fear about the result. :

‘Norah is coming to fetch ime to-morrow
to see her sister’s beautiful pictures,’ said
Effie, as we went home. ‘She has finished
two big ones to go up to London for exhi-
bition, and Norah thought I should like to
see them. Isn’t it good of her. They have
a great house, haven't they, Ruth, and lots
of pictures? Eflle enquired innocently, tak-
ing for granted that I should be interested
in what gave her so much pleasure,

‘Yes, 1 suppose so,’ 1 answered rather
shortly. ‘The Mantons are only stuck-up
people, Effie. Mr..Manton was nothing much
in business.’

1t was a spiteful, unkind- remark, and
Effie looked surprised at the words, and a
little hurt, as well she might. The fact
was I was jealous of anyone else patroniz-
ing Efiie, and secretly rather put out be-
cause Norah did not ask me to her house.

‘But don’t you think Norah’s very good
and kind? said Effie, timidly. ‘T don’t know
anything about” her father, but I'm .sure
Norah isn’t a bit stuck up. She helps me
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very often, Ruth, when the other girls laugh
at me for making mistakes. I think Norah
just one of the nicest girls I know.’

Now I understood perfectly well that Effie
never thought for one moment of making
comparisons between her friends, that in
reality she loved me a great deal better
than Norah Manton or any other school-
fellow, but I was unreasonably vexed that
she should have any regard for one whom
I chose to consider as a rival, and I an-
swered, hotly,

‘Oh, yes; I daresay this Norah is quite a
saint. I'm sure I don’t care whether you
80 to see her or not. If you like her bet-
ter than me you’d better say so, and have
done with it. I’'ve no doubt she’s a much
more charming friend, and she can take
you to her fine house and make a fuss with
you.’

They were cruel, thoughtless words, and
if I meant them to wound and hurt, they
certainly answered their purpose. Effie’s
eyes filled with tears as she hurried to my
gide and slipped her arm within mine, car-
essingly, for I had haughtily quickened my
pace as I spoke, as though to leave her
behind.

‘Oh, Ruth,” she said, ‘please don’t say so;
You aren’t really angry, are you? I don't
love Norah half as I love you. You’re my
own dear Ruth always, but I cam’t help
loving some of the girls just a litble bit,
and you know how I've always longed to
gee Miss Manton’s pictures; but I won’t go
if you don't like, Ruth, or if you think
mother would rather not.

But I was not so utterly blinded by my
own jealousy as to exact this sacrifice, and
being a good deal mollified by Effie’s lov-
ing manner and submissive words, I relent-
ed, and made myself somewhat more agree-
able during the walk home. I thought no
more of my nasty and passionate words,
and very soon, I am sure, they were for-
given and forgotten by my little friend; but
I lived bitterly to regret them, for they had
gerved to stir up and foster evil passions in
my heart, over which I soon found I had

no control.
(To be continued.)

[N S R—————
* The Children at Bed=Time.

Every parent who has been in the habit
of reading or talking to the little ones after
they are safely tucked in bed will bear wit-
ness to the value of this mode of influence.
With laying off the clothes, the angers, wor-
ries, and discontents of the day subside.
With the brief season of prayer they fly
stil] farther into the background. And when
the little form rests in the bed they seem to
vanish out of sight. The body is at rest.
The heart is plastic to the touch of a lov-
ing father or mother.

Now is the time to exert a moulding pow-
er. At this hour the little ones listen with
hushed attention to what is read to them.
Hymns, the Scripture, Bible stories, are
heard with close attention, until the reader’s
voice is stilled or the hearers sink into gen-
tle sleep; or conversation may take the
place of reading. The will that was in a
state of resistance an hour ago is now re-
Jaxed. The anger that blinded moral dis-
cernment has passed away. With open
heart the child utters its confessions and
gladly receives the forgiving kiss.

Plans for the morrow can be discussed,
and duty can be made to put on an attrac-
tive form. Irritations cam be looked at
quietly, and admonitions to wa.tchfnlness
may be dropped with soothing efficacy into
the listening ear. And then how delight-

- ful the embrace with which the young arms

clasp your neck ,the intense ‘dear mother’
with which the ‘good-night’ is said. Parents,
if you have not thus parted from your bird-
lings at the evening hour, you have some-
thing yet to learn of love’s delights.—Les-
lie’s Weekly.’

Pure Reading.

The taste for pure reading cannot be too
early cultivated. The careful selection of
books for the young and a watchful super-
vision over their reading matter cannot be
too strenuously impressed upon parents and
teachers. Books are to the young either a
savor of life unto life, or of death unto
death; either contaminating or purifying,
weakening or strengthening to the mind of
the reader.

If the first aim of a public-school system
is to make men better workers, the second
should be to make them thinkers, and, to
accomplish this young minds must be
brought into correspondence with the
thoughts and works of the great men of the
past and of to-day.

Nine-tenths of what they have learned,
as arithmelic, algebra, geometry, and geo-
graphy, will pass away as the cares of life
come upon them. But the taste for pure
reading, when acquired, will never pass
away. It will be of use every day and al-
most every hour. They will find it a refuge
and a golace in the time of adversity, and
be happy when others are sad. It will
spread from the father . to the third and
fourth generation.—‘The = Mother’'s Maga-
zine,’

The Boy Who Means to be a
Man.

Only a little boy, my friends,
But I'll do the best I can;

For by and by, in the coming years,
I mean to be a man.

Not something that wears a coat and hat,
“Kid gloves and curling hair,
Whose only ambition seem to be

To dress with the neatest care.

Not something that carries between his lips
A cigar or pipe of clay,

And keeps the article in full blast
A dozen times a day.

Not something that digs and delves so hard,
But is poor as poverty still;

While a goodly part of his hard-earned cash
Goes into the drink-seller’s till.

But a man—an honest, whole-souled man—
Brave-hearted, kind, and true:

Who is always found in the foremost ranks
‘Whenever there’s work to do.

Now, boys, be wise. Join hands with me.
There is work enough for us all;

And by and by in the strife we shall fill
The places of those who fall.

And let us resolve to childhood’s years
To be faithful in all things, and then
We may each fill an honored station in life,
It we should live to be men,
—‘0ld Young Folks.’
e ey

Expiring Subscriptions.

Would each sebscriber kindly look at the
address tag on this paper? If the date there-
on is April, 1902, it is time that the re-
newals were sent in so as to avoid losing a
gingle copy. As renewals always date from
the expiry of the old subscriptions, subserib-
ers lose nothing by remitting a little in ad-
vance. : : .

_eight sisters and three brothers.

Correspondence

Delaware, Ont.
Dear. Editor,—I like the ‘Northern Mes~
senger’ very much, especially the ecorres-
pondence. I have read quite a few books,
‘Black Beauty,” etc. I am thirteen years old.
My birthday is on Jan. 11. I live on a small
farm. We get a pretty view of the country.
I have two brothers and one sister. I go
to school every day; I am in the fourth
book. We have three cats, two dogs, two
pigs, three horses, five cows, and some

chickens, E, S. E.

Brantford, Ont.
Dear Editor,—I get the ‘Messenger’ at
Sunday-school, and like it very much. I
have a sister and brother. My birthday is
on March 30. The Duke and Duchkess vie-
ited Bramtford for twenty mn.inutes. The
school children all turn=1 out to weicome
them. My friend Gertrude s also writing
in the correspondence. EDITH C.

Hemlock City, Ont.
Dear Edltor —I get the ‘Messenger,” and
like it very much. I am in the second
reader. I have two brothers and one sis-
ter. I am a twin eight years old. Our
birthday is on Jan, 9. We have two miles
to go to school. We like our teacher.
ELLIOT AND MINNIE S.

Delaware, Ont.
Dear Editor,—We live on a farm. I have
one sister, BEthel, and two brothers, Clifford
and Earl. I am ten years old. I go to
school every day, and I am in the fourth
class. My birthday is on April 29. My
brother Earl takes the ‘Messenger.” 1 al-
ways read the correspondence. We have
three horses, six head' of cattle, and two
dogs, named Minto am.d Darkie.
LAURA R. E.

Negley P. O., Penna,
Dear Editor,—I am eleven years old. I
go to school every day, and am in the third
grade. I live on a farm within twenty min-
utes’ walk to school. We have six cows and
six horses. I help to milk the cows every
morning and evening. I have three sisters

and three brothers. G:. W. M.

Runnimede, P. Q.
Dear Editor,—We live on a farm near the
banks of the Restigonche river. This is a
small place, with only seven houses. About
two miles from here is another settlement
named Moorse’s Settlement. We live six
miles from shops and railway station. I am

a little girl twelve years old.
EMILY M.

N. E. Margaree.
Dear Editor,—I1 live on a farm near the
noted Salmon river, and on the farm 15 a
large pond. I have fine times fishing in the
summer and skating in the winter. I have
one brother and one sister. I have a calf
that I harness in the sledge. I did not go
to school this winter, but I go to Sunday
school. My cousin, who has always lived
with us, has taken the ‘Messenger’ for five

years and could not do without it.
: H. C. H. (aged 12).

- Winnipeg, Man.

Dear Editor,—I am a little boy, nine years -

cld. I have no sisters or brothers. I have

a little kitty about half a year old, and I

go to school. I go to Bethel Sunday school,

and get the ‘Pleasant Hours,” and I enjoy

reading the ‘Northern Messenger.’

ANGUS Mecl.

Clarkson, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I have taken the ‘Messen=

ger’ since Christmas. I like to read it very

much. T am nine years old, and my brother

is twelve years old. I am in the seconl read-

er. I am going to try for the third book,
and I hope I get through. DELL O.

Big Port, L’Herbert, N.S.

Dear Editor,—I like the ‘Messenger.’ 1
live by a harbor on a small farm. I have
‘We have
a school six months out of the year, and we .
have church every three weeks. We are
hooking a mat now, and in summer we pick
‘berries, and my father and my brothers go
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fishing, and my four oldest sisters are away,
and my youngest sister is six years old.
SUSIE E. G. (aged 13).

359 Princess Ave.,

London, Ont.
Dear BEditor,—My sister has been reading
me the correspondence in your paper. I
am only five years old and have three sis-
ters, and one brother, and they are all older
than I am. My brother is sixteen and goes
to the High School. I am going to start
to school in the spring. I go to Sunday
school, and like my teacher very much. We
live in the city. I have a dog named Daisy
and also a number of pigeons. I wonder
if any other boy or girl’s birthday is on the

same day as mine, June 8.

GEORGE McL.

Carlow, Ont.
Dear Editor,—We get the ‘Messenger’ at
Sunday school. I like it very much. We
live near Lake Huron, and in the suminer
we go down and have lots of fun. My bro-
ther, who will be seven to-morrow, went to
Toronto with papa last fall to see thé Duke
and Duchess. He could tell us the most
about the nice horses and carriages. My
birthday is on July 1. My brother Colin,
who is only 20 months old, had his leg
broken in February, but is getting better,

and can walk again. I have two sisters.

CLARABEL G. Y. (aged 8.)

Springfield, N.S.
Dear Editor,—This is the first year I have
taken the ‘Messenger.” My sister took it
three years, and this year she told me I
could get it in my name. I have one grand-
ma and grandpa, and they live right near
us. Grandfather has a large farm, and
raises lots of apples. My other grandma
and grandpa are dead, and they were both
born in Scotland. Is any reader’s birthday

on May 19? R. CHARLES R.

Camduff, N.W.T.
Dear Editor,—I get the ‘Northern Messen-
ger’ at Sunday school, and like it very much.
We are having a lovely winter out here.
‘We all love our minister very much, as he
takes so much interest in us children at
Sunday school, T go to school, and have

four sisters and two of them g0 with me.

MARION O.

Lucknow, Ont.
Dear Rditor,—I have taken the ‘Messen-
ger’ two years, and like it very much. I
go to school, and I am in the third book.
I am ten years old. 1 have been going to
school three years. 1 got the ‘Bagster
Bible’ for the new subscribers, and thought
it very mice. I thank you very much for it.

ISABELLA MecD. (aged 10.)

: French River, Ont.
Dear Editor,~I live in the village of
French River. My papa keeps a store. I
80 to school every day, and I am in the
thind book, and I like my teacher very
much. My birthday is on May 3, and I am
ten years old. I like the ‘Northern Messen-
ger’ very much, especially the letters.
“ia : K. GLADYS W.

Valley Junction, Iowa.
Dear Editor,—I have just subscribed for
the ‘Messenger,” and like to read it very
much, especially the letters. I live on a
farm about 12 miles west of the city of
Des Moines. I wonder if anybody has a
birthday on the same day as mine; it is July
1. 1 am fourteen years old. I have one
brother and no sisters. My brother is older
than I. I like to live on a farm better than
in town. I have a white bantam, and a
horse for pets. I like to gather eggs, ride
horse-back and work out of doors. I like
to work in the house too. We have a dog
and five cats. I live a quarter of a mile
from the school-house, and the church is-
right close to the school-house. I like to
go to school. 1 like to go to chureh, and

Sunday school. S DRLEA: R,

e Lombardy, Ont.
Dear Editor,—My sister takes the ‘Mes-
genger, and likes it very much. I like to
read the letters in the corresrondence. I
have two sisters and five brothers. I live
“on a farm beside a lake called Bass Laka,
It is very quiet in the summer but not in
1 like to go rowing in a rowboat.

I can row very well. No steamboats g0
by here, because the lake is not very large.
I go to school every day except when it is
stormy. I like to go very much. Our
school is not very large, there are about
fifteen scholars, the majority of them are
girls. I learn arithmetic, writing, reading,
drawing, spelling, geography and grammar.
I like spelling about the best. The games
we play at school are blind man’s buff, fruit
basket, ball, hide and go seek,” and some
more. My cousin goes with me to school.
We have about a mile and a quarter to go.
My birthday is on June 28. I will be twelve
years old. LAURA 'W.

Alma.

Dear Editor,—My brother takes the ‘Mes-
senger,” and we enjoy reading it very much.
I am ten years old. I have six brothers
and two sisters. My eldest brother has just
returned from Colorado, where he has lived
for seven years. We are all glad to have
him home again. We live on a farm, and
have three horses, eight cows, and forty-five

‘hens. I go to school nearly every day, and
I am in the third reader.
FRED C. B.
Hamilton, Gt

Dear Editor,—I am ga little girl thirteen
vears old, and my birthday is on June 23.
I have two sisters and one brother. My
father is very sick in the hospital, and my
eldest sister is in New York living there.
My brother has just come home from To-
ronto, after being away for two months at
Stanley Barracks. I go to s:hool here, and
Iam in the second book,and I like my teach-
er very much. I also go to Sunday school,
and get the ‘Northern Messenger,” and T
think it is very nice, especially the corres-
pondence. I have a white cat and a canary,
and our other canary is dead.

NELLIE (aged 13).

Manotick, Ont,

Dear Editor,—I have taken the ‘Messen-
ger’ since Christmas. We have often got
it in Sunday school. I have not written to
your paper before, so. I am going to tell
you my age and then you won’t mind if
I don’t do so well as the bigger boys. I
was seven years old on Jan: 15, and am in

~‘the second reader. My teacher gave me my
first lesson in division to-day. I have five bro-

thers, four sisters, two sisters-in-law, one

little niece, who has just lately got short

dresses on, and a little dog, Guess.
SANDY G. C.

Dear Editor,—I live on a farm and go to
echool, and I have six pels, five ecats and
one dog, his name is Rover. I have one
baby brother. We have seven horses and
twenty-five cows.

JAMES G. (aged 9).

Morrishurg, Ont.
Dear FEditor,—~We take the ‘Messenger.’
We have taken it two years. I go to school
every day. I am in (ke second book. I
have a brother and sister. We have two
cats, their names are Tom and Yoen. They
are good cats to catch rats. I am ten years

old, THOMAS C.

Morrisburg, Ont.
Dear Editor,—As I have not seen any let-
ters from Morrisburg, I fhought I would
write one. I have two pets. My father is
a painter. I have two brothers. I am eight
years old. My birthday is on July 15.
; MYRTLE C.

Thorold, Ont.
Dear Editor.—I live at the Beaver Dams
(a place noted in Canadian history). It is
a very pleasant spot in the summer time,
We have had plenty of snow here this win-
ter. We live on a farm some two miles
from Thorold. I get the ‘Messenger’ at the
Sunday school, and I like to read it very
much. I go to school ia the summer. The
scholars all like my teacher very much. I
have two sisters and two brothers. - My
grandma died Wednesday last, of creeping
paralysis. She was seveniy-four years old.

My birthday was on March 24
BERTHA 8. (aged 12).

= . Strathavon, Ont,
Dear Editor,—I am a little boy eight years
uid. I go to school every day. I am in the
third reader. One of my teachers went to

South Africa to the war, we were all very
sorry to hear of his going away, and I hope
he will come back all right. .I have no ani-
mals for pets, but I have a little brother
five years old, his name is Clarence, and
We have a dear little baby boy; his own
mamma died when he was only five days
old, and my mamma is taking care of him
for a while. He was ten months old yester-
day. We think he is the dearest baby in
the world. His name is Russell. My teacher
is going to send for the ‘Messenger,” and one
of my chums is sending for it, too. We
have taken it for three years, and would
not like to do without it. [ got three new
subscribers last year, and two this year. My
birthday is August 5. JOHNNIE D. 8.

Victoria Cross, P.E.L
Dear Editor,—I am a little girl, and this
is my first letter to the ‘Messcnger.’ My
brother takes the ‘Messenger,” and 1 take
great pleasure in reading the correspon-
dence. I go to school every day, and am
in the fourth reader, and learn geography
and grammar. I have four brothers and
one sister. Her name is (Georgie. Two of
my brothers go to school with me. I like
to hear about the Duke and Duchess in the
correspondence, but they did not come any-

where nearer to us than Halifax, N.S.
EVA BESSIE M. (aged 8).

Kent, Ont.
Dear Editor,—I go to Sabbath school, and
get the ‘Messenger’ every Sabbath. 1 like
to read the letters. I am seven years old,
I live on a farm, and have a long road
to walk to school. ROY E. R.

. Baldur, Man.
Dear Editor,—I go to the Presbyterian
Sunday school every Sunday morning. We
take the ‘Northern Messenger,” and 1 like
to read it very much. I go to school every
day. My father keeps a livery stable, and
we have many nice horses, of which I am
very fond. I have a nice pet, it is a dog.
named Banger. I am in the third book. *
am ten years old. MILDRED AMY D.

. Saskatoon, Sask.
Dear Hditor,—We take the ‘Northern Mes-
senger’ at our Sunddy school, and we like
“it'very much. I live gn a farm about a mile
from town. My father has got twenty-two
head of cattle, eleven horses and a lot of
sheep. I have three sisters and two broth-
ers. I go to school and I am in the third

book. JOSIE M. A

Kolapore, Ont.
Dear Editor,—I wrote to the ‘Northern
Messenger’ some time ago. I am twelve
years old, and I am in the fourth reader.
I like school better than I used to, for there
are a lot of girls going to school my size.
I have five sisters and one brother; two of
my sisters are married, one of them has
four children, the other one. Three years
ago we got a sample copy of the ‘Northern
Messenger,” and my mother said she thought
it was a nice paper, and so I have taken
it ever since, and would not be without it.

/ ; ZELLA G. S.

: Galt, Ont.
Dear Editor,—I thought I would write to
vou, not seeing any letters from Galt, and
hope it wiil be of some interest to you. I
go to Sunday school, and that is where I
receive the ‘Northern Messenger.” I like
reading it, especially the correspondence. 1
also attend day school. I have a brother
and a sister. My brother is four years old
and my sister is fifteen months old. My
birthday is on July 9. I was eleven years
old last birthday. This is my first letter to
the ‘Messenger,” and I hope to write soon
again. RUSSEL.

_ Middleton,
Dear Editor,—Seeing letters from other
little girls in your paper, I thought T would
write one too. I go to school, and ¥ am in
the third book. I have three pet kittens
and one pet dog. My mamma takes the
‘Messenger.’” I read it and think the stories
are lovely. T have four sisters and one
brother. We have a lovely piece of ice in
our swamp to skate and slide on. I will be

nine years old March 26. INA F.

—————
Special Clubbing Offer, “World Wide’ a:
‘Northern ' Messenger,” $1.00. :
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HOUSEHOLD.

A Contrast.

‘What makes you talk so loudly, mother?’
said Alfred, impatiently, ‘I ain’t deel;
there’s no need o’ you hollerin’ at me!’

“Well, you don’t pay any attention to what
I say if you do hear me!’ retorted his
mother, in the same tone as before.

Alfred went out, shutting the door not
very gently behind him. Mrs. Barker went
on with her sweeping.

‘How rough Alfred is,’
he getting to be so saucy!
what I shall do with him.

The door opened, and two rosy girls of
eight and ten appeared.

‘Here—look out; don’t get in my dirt!’
she called out sharply, as they ran across
the room and began to take off their hats
and rubbers. One stopped with one rubber
off and looked at her mother soberly for
a moment.

‘Are you croes?’ she asked.

‘Why, no,” said the mother, ‘but I shall
be if you bother me; I've got an awful lot
of work to do, an' it's enough to make any-
body cross to have folks running over the
floor when they’re sweeping.’

‘Scoldin’ seems awful queer when I first
get home,” mused Nellie. ‘We don't have
any scoldin’ at school only when soma hor-
rid giri gets mad, an’ then Miss White
makes her so ’shamed. Miss White don’t
scold; she’s always talkin’ low and nice.

‘Humph! I should like to see her here
talkin’ Jow and nice to you girls and Alfrad;
I'll bet you don’t act so bad at school as
you do at home! I hope you don't, any-
way, for shame’s sake!’

After the children had gone to bed Mrs.
Baker did a great deal of thinking. Was
ghe getting ill-mannered herself? Had she
lost the sweetness of her young woman-
hood? What sort of time would there be in
Miss White’s schoolroom if she herself were
the teacher, and if she should take the man-
mers of her everyday life into the school-
room?

She had seen Miss *White once, and she
recalled her pleasant face and easy, quilet
ways. The children were getting old
enough to make comparisons, and eee things
with eyes of their own. She was aware that
jn comparison with Miss White she would
not appear very refined or womanly. She
felt angry and spiteful at first.

‘I'm as. good as she is, if I don't dress
quite g0 well and have such company mai-
ners!’ she said to herself.

Then regret and shame crept into her
seart, and finally she fell to crying. After
she had a good cry she felt better, and she
went to bed resolving that her children
should not be obliged to give her a secound
lesson, ,

A week later, as Nellie was giving her
mother the usual good-night kiss, she said,
‘I like home better'n school. Miss White
loves us all a little, but there’s lots of us
and it ign’t much apiece; but here there’s
only us and you can love us a great big lot.

Mrs. Baker's reward had come sooner than
she had expected.—'The Word and the Way.’

gshe sighed. ‘And
I don’t know

‘Mumps,’
(By Belle Sparr Luckett, in ‘S. S. Times.")

There is a very precious child who has a
way of wanting things done just as he dic-
tates,—a way not uncommon among older
folks, indeed.

'rhu way of his many times works dis-
cord among playmates, harm to himself, and
general unhappiness. We are never selfish
and happy. This child’s mother felt that a
‘little preach’ on the subject was necessary,
when the time should be opportune. :

When they were alone one day, and his
mood was tender, as the mood of a child so
often is, she said:

‘Do you know how it is grieving me to
see my little boy growing selfish day after
day? Did you know that you almost always
want your way in the games, saying how
things shall be, and how they shall not be?

It is spoiling your character, and I should

not be the right kind of a mo':har If I did
not try to change i
A very grieved llttle face dropped down,
and a very sensitive lower lip quivered

helplessly. Was there anger and resent-
ment, or self-reproach and regret, in that
quivering lip? How we all shrink from
the exposure of our weaknesses! How it
hunrts!

His mother’s voice is very gentle now,
and she takes two limp little hands in her
own, caressing them lovingly:

‘You know, dear, if there was something
ugly growing on your cheek here that would
spoil your face, we should have the doctor
remove it, even if it did hurt,—shouldn’t
we?

There was a nod, and an interestad lifting
of the eyes, and a pressing closer to the
heart that he knew would not needl2ssly
wound.

‘So, now,” she continues, ‘when I see
something ugly growing on your character,
something that is going to spoil it, don’t you
think we ought to try to remove it, even if
it does hurt? When the good doctor cuts
away the bad growth or puts medicine on it
to take it away, he does not do it to hurt,
but to help. Mothers don’t tell their chil-
dren about the wrong things in their char-
acters to hurt their feelings, but to help
them to get rid cf such ugly things that the
beautiful things may have a chance to be
seen. So we are going to watch this ugly
thing after this, you and I, and we’re go-
ing to ask the good Doctor to help us re-
move it,—aren't we?’

A pair of glistening eyes gave assent, and
two arms went swiftly around his mother’s
neck as he said:

‘We'll just say “Mumps,” when we see it.

————
If Done with a Thought of
Him.
If ever Jesus has need of me,
Somewhere in the fields of sin,
I'll go where the darkest places be,
And let the sunshine in;
I'll be content with the lowliest place
To earth’s remotest rim;
I know I'll see His smiling face,
If it’s done with a thought of Him.

Refrain:—
I'll trust my Lord, though I cannot see,
Nor c'er let my faith grow dim;
He'll bless the work, whate’er it may be,
If it's done with a thought of Him,

I may not be called to some great thing,
That would blazon my name on high,
But only to mend a broken wing,
Till ready again to fly;
Or only to give the cooling drink,
Or sight, when eyes are dim;
It doesn’t matter at all, I think,
If it’s done with a thought of Him.

I'll fill each day with the little things,
As the pressing moments {ly;
The tendril, which- the great oak clings,
Grows as it climbs on high,
I'll trust my Lord, though I cannot see,
Nor e'er let my faith grow dim;
He'll smile—and that's enough for .me—
If it’s done with a thought of Him.
—Mary Adams Ja,meson in ‘Western Chris-
tian Advocate.

A Word to Girls.

One of Murillo’s pictures represents a
dumber of angels in a kitchen engaged in
performing ordinary household duties. At
first thought, we are disposed to be amused,
perhaps, having asgsociated ideas of angels
with performing on harps in streets of gold.
Few of us would dream of looking into a
kitechen to find a company of angels engag-
ed in doing culinary work.

Yet, why not? Is there a more blessed or
beautiful ministry than that of serving
others in the ordinary ways of life? To be
happy, one must be useful; and who can
gainsay the usefulness of the young maiden
who resolves to make wholesome and happy
the atmosphere of her home? Baking bread,
serving cake and delicious viands, may not
be exactly angelic in its daily routine, but
I am sure the bright and healthy mind emn-
ployed in such labor may find in it a pecu-
liar and enduring pleasure.

1 wonder if any who read these words

will smile at the homely sentiments ex- |

pressed and deem it unworthy of their at-
tention. Now, I would not be misunder-
stood for o single instant, my dear young

girls. Cultivate your minds, store them
with useful knowledge, stir up the gift that
1=,1n you and make it count for something
in this grand world, which possesses such
unlimited possibilities. The parable of the
ten talents is tco familiar to be brought
here to your attention. To waste our op-
pertunities is a sin for which we must an-
swer to God in the great day of reckoning.
—American paper.
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Wheat Biscuit

Cures Indigestion
and Constipation.
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“I have becea in constant use of |
your Shredded Whoie: Wheat Biscuil
for four months,. I cabnot speak all
that is to be said in its behalf in this P
lotter. It constitutes at least 30 per-
cen of my food. It has cured Indiges-
tion and Constipation. It seems toH 4
satisfy the appetite and to take the
place of meats and other articlés of
food heretofore used. I believe there

is nothing that will equal it for per-
sons l'ulhed to Indigvstlon and con-
. B. PORTER, 1

Denver, Colorado.

stipation.”

SHREDDED WHEAT BISCUIT }
2

For Sale by all Grocers.
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gtamped the elegant floral design on her
jelly-glass covers. She remembered hav-
ing heard Sam tell the washerwoman’s
boy once that the stamp-machine looked
like a mad little ‘water-dog,’ and would
be good to have in an animal show; and,
as she could not find it in the closet, she
thought Sam might have borrowed it. She
went to look, and there it was, on a beam
of the loft, as wicked-looking as ever. But
she had forgotten to bring it down, after
all, with the surprise of the sight that
burst on her—all those dogs, all gazing at
her and wagging their tails.

‘You just go out and see for yourself,
you, ma'am, and you, ma’am!’” She burst
out again, turning first to Mrs. Dingleby,
and then to Aunt Sarah, when in rushed
Sam from the dining-room, where he must
have been standing.

A great rush of entreaty and ecloguence
poured from his tremblfng lips. “They're
mine—I'm curing them! O mamma, please
don’t take them away! I'm going to get
homes for them—good homes! Just give
me time, mamma! I never meant to keep
them, mamma, truly—only until I had cur-
ed them! They're poor dogs that I've found
everywhere, and heard of and gone after
them; and they haven’t got a friend in the
whole world but me! I had to take out
meat and things to them, mamma; but I
did without myself! I never meantyto take
out more'n my share of things. And they're
growing jolly fellows—they’re getting ’long
fine! Mamma, say you won't make me turn
off my dogs just yet—say it, mamma!’

For a moment Sam’s mother stood silent.
The mystery was cleared up about Sam.
He was not going to die. Then she put her
arins around her boy and drew him close,
and she laughed-and she kissed him. ‘You
shall keep the very last dog until he is
cured,’ she said, bending down and looking
straight into his scared eyes. ‘They shall
have all the nice good meat they need, and
s0 shall you. If you'd just take mother
into partnership, Sam, how lovely it would
be.” 5

And Sam ecried,
mamma, I will!’

A Rainy Day.
This is the way
~ That a rainy day

Was spent by some children wise:

They did not complain

At the dreary rain,
As it fell from the cloudy skies;

But they ran, all three, to the barn, you see,

With merriest shouts and cries,

That mny day—

Why, it passed away
So quickly I cannot tell

And I know not om

When that day was done,
Had found fault with the rain that tel]

And the happy three came running to me

For the ‘story’ they loved so well.

joyfully: ‘Oh, I will,

What is your way
For a rainy day?
Do you stand by the vr!ndow pana
‘And there look out, :
~ And pout, and pout,
At the quickly pattering rain?

"Or do you say, ‘’Tis God’s rainy day,

And I must not complain?
‘mts]g Pilgrim.

Your Own Paper Free.

Northern Messenger’  subscribers may
~ Mwve their own subscription extended one

_ year, free of charge, by remitting sixty cents

for two new swhgcriptions.

Aunt Sarah’s Solution.

(By Adelbert F, Caldwell, in ‘Wellspring.’)

Virginia Conant lovingly threw a shawl
over her aunt who lay sleeping on the sofa,
and quietly opened the door.

‘Just a whiff of mellow October out-of-
doors,” she said to herself, drinking in, the
while, a draught of the rich, fruit-laden air.
‘My! it’s worth while just to live these days
—even as I do, for self,” she added reluc-
tantly, with a tinge of discouragement in
her voice,

Her aunt slightly stirred.

‘'m afraid I came near waking her,’ Vir-
ginia  whispered. ‘Poor dear! she’ had a
hard day of it—even worse than yesterday.
I'd like to know, just out of curiosity, how
many callers she's had since =zae sprainad
her ankle. When one is sick cne finds out
who one’s friends are. I'm afraid if 1
should be in her place no one would even
think of me, much less write love notes and
send dainty little delicacies to tempt my
appetite. I wonder what’s the ireason—
what's the difference between Auat Sarah
and me!’

Virginia sat in deep meditation, and for
some minutes after her aunt had awakened
did not notice the loving eyes resting on
her, full of tender curiosity.

‘A penny for your thoughts,

Virginia started.

‘Cheap at half the price, auntie!

dear!’

The

fact is, I'm engaged in solving a problem,.

and—and I can’t find the unknown quan-
tity.’

‘I'm afraid you haven't eliminaied and
combined correctly,” smiled Aunt Sarah,
cheerily. ‘State your problem, and let's
see what's the difficulty.’

‘Well, auntie, a certain girl has an aunt.
The aunt hag a great many frieuds and is
beloved by everybody. Her griefs are their
griefs, and her sorrows theirs. The girl is
just as much a niece of her aunt’s as blood
relationship can make her, and yet sghe
hasn’t one-tenth the friends and doesn’t do
an iota of the good her aunt accomplishes,
Solve so as to find the reason.’'

Aunt Sarah reached out her hand.

—~ ‘Let us -see, dear, how many really truo

There's Mildred Holmes,
the rich manufacturer,

friends you have,
the daughter of
and’—

‘Bdith Walton, who lives over on Chest-
nut Hill,” interrupted Virginia.

‘But that’s not all?” as Virginia hesi-
tated.

‘Bvery one, auntie; hardly enough to bear
witness.

‘I've noticed all along,’
Sarah, gently, ‘that my little companion
has somehow cared to make friends only
with the wealthy; and that is the secrot of
her few friends and the reason zhe has been
unable to do no more for the Master. Had
I on my list of friends only women whose
wealth equals my own, see how 1auch of
sweetness and comfort I should have lost
while lying here. The omly ones to call
would have been Judge Bennett's wife and
Mrs. Merrick. - Our truest friends, in most
cases, are those we have ourselves befriend-
ed and helped, and we can find such every-
where.’

Aunt Sarah tenderly drew Virginia to-
ward her.

‘Can’t we now write after the problem,
“Which was to be demonstrated”?

‘I—I think we can, auntie,’ replied Vir-
ginia, slowly. ‘And I'm going to begin
to-day—now, to do differently, so when I
sprain my ankle I shall not have to lie here
and receive but two fashionable calls I

recumed Aunt .

11

heard Worah say this morning as ‘I came
through the kitchen that she wished some
one would show her how to make over her
threc-years-old dress. I'm a pretty good
dressmaker,” and Virginia left the room
with a nmew purpose in living,

‘A problem has been solved to-day,’ said
Aunt Sarah, gladly, to herself, ‘which [

feared might be the work of years.’
S S A N

Dolly and the Parachute.

‘The dolls are sick,’” said Doctor John,
‘They need the greatest care;

The best thing they could have would be
A ride right through the air.’

We looked at him in great alarm—
‘Dear Sir,” we quickly said,

‘We always thought when dolls were sich
They ought to be in bed!’

3ut Doctor John would have his
And all the dolls, poor things,

Had each in turn to float in air
Like birds on bright, strong wings.

way,

So in a parachute they rode,

And really I must say,

That on the whole their startling ride

Did good in every way!

L A AP S

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

‘Northern Messenger’ subscribers are en-
titled to the spacial price of seventy-five
cents to the end of the year, and, while they
last the back numbers of this year will also
be included.

‘World Wide.

A weekly reprint of articles from leading
Journals and reviews reflecting the current
thought of both hemispheres.

S0 many men, €0 many minds.
man in his owa way.—l'erence.

Every

The following arve the contents of the issue
April 5, of ‘ World Wide':
AL" THE WORLD OVER.
Cecil Rhodes ay a Ty} e Now Yurk ‘' Bvening Post.’
Sense nud Bousilility ~* Puneiv
Nrs Faweett on the Coucentration Camps- Munchester
S G“.\il:fu National Fi D
ir R, Giffen on Nation wance—‘Da‘ly Naw-. Iondm
Repl&f’ Mr. B. K, Musaratt, in Manchester * Guardisn. '
ational l‘hrnlul Laboratary — The Times,’ Jondon,
Tha Brain Centre of Bhulh Commerce - 'stily Mai!, London,
Ruwia sod Fon'and - Morning Post,” Loadc n.
Close Quastersin € xbg —~Now &ak ‘Tribune,
¥or Morsl Roform ~*Aweriean Melicine' and Springfield

* Repablicun.
Kuaves are Fools - Daily News,' Loodon.
Ooragin anl Mmibiien iu: thi iptiost O
n’e:sion an ut -
mea; 'l‘nlepl“ A“:.u“ Chcin ¢ 'I’A!l Msll Gmmn e
RAIM l'oLuxt.‘iau in the Ul&lé‘ o B st
it on w ucesier m mack - From
o ¥ ey g e e
A River o! Lm 1- John Swadn, in * Alnslee's.”
SOMETIHING ABOUT THE ARTYL
vrrmn-i of the l‘ru'-ut Day- B nntag\‘ latt der Nm Yorker

* Stats-Zoitu: -ansllb d for * World Wide.
The Master P.lnter of the *Keies Galantes'— The Pilot,

Lontoa.
Van Dyok in Italy --New York * Tribune.’

CONCERNING THIN I8 LITERARY.

M‘oood "lll ~By Mario Vi VOM&. in ‘1
?\bu:dl"ﬂen veg Verss by by i:
B

Cluny—‘New York ' Tribune.’
ﬁol:xol‘tho Stage~Hy W. L. Courtney, in ‘ Daily Te'egraph,

'l‘ha Oid and the New in Woman ' L iterary Digest.'

Obiriet and Roe ot Criticissr -*The Church Times,"” Loncon.

Books in Demand - New \mk ﬂlm

Books on Gardening - New York ‘Evening Post.

&‘"i;fl‘l';\ Spurks from Current Lterature—New York
we.

Mr. G.xb-rt. Parker on Fict! on-' Morniqz Post,’ Loudon,

Ia the of P &

e b

pincotl's
* Westiinsvor

HINTS OF THE PR)IRE3IS OF KNOWLEDGSR.

The Reequere! Rays —* The Pifot,” London.

Crime Among Anima's ' Leisure Hour.'

The Journepnx of Biris —* Popular 8sience Monthiy.'
&.rmuztb Torpedo-Boat Destroyers—The ' Se. cutific Am-

Phomho -escent Ocean—* Cornhill”
Beience Notes.

‘WORLD Wi1bge'
$1.00 a year.
Special rate to subscribers of the ‘ Messenger,’
Only 75 cents.
JOHN DOUBALL & SON,

‘WITNESS' BUILDING,
Montroal,




LESSON IV.—APRIL 27, 1902,

Gentiles Received Into the
Church.

Acts xi, 1-18. Commit wvs. 7-9.

chap. x.
Golden Text.

‘Whoscever believeth on him shall rceeive
remission of sins.” Acts x., 43.

Home Readings.
Monday, April 21.—Acts xi., 1-18.
Tuesday, April 22,—Eph. ii,, 11-22.
Wednesday, April 23.—Rom. ix., 22-30.
Thursday, April 24.—Rom, iii., 20-31,
Friday, April 25.—Rom. xv., 7-19.
Saturday, April 26.—John x., 7-16.
Sunday, April 27.—Rev. vii,, 9-17.

Lesson Text.

(4) But Peter rehearsed the matter from
the beginning, and expounded it by order
unto. them, saying, (5) I was in the eily of
Joppa praying; and in a trance I saw a
vision, A certain vessel descend, as it had
been a great sheet, let down from heaven
by four corners; and it came even Lo me;
(6) Upon the which when I had fastened
mine eyes, I considered, and gaw four-footed
beasts of the earth, and wild beasts, and
creeping things, and fowls of the air. (7)
And I heard a voice saying unto me, Arise,
Peter; slay and eat. (8) But I gaid, Not so,
Lord; for nothing common or unclean hath at
any time entered into my mouth. (9) But the
volce answered me again from heaven, What
Giod hath cleansed, that call not thou com-
mon. (10) And this was done three times;
and all were drawn up again into heaven.
(11) And, behold, immediately there were
three men already come unto the house
where I was, sent from Cesarea unto me,
(12) And the Spirit bade me go with them,
nothing doubting. Moreover these six breth-
ren accompanied me, and we entered into
the man’s house; (13) And he shewed us
how he had seen an angel in his house,
which stood and_said unto him, Send men
to Joppa, and call for Simon, whose sur-
name is Peter; (14) Who shall tell thee
words, whereby thou and all thy house shall
be saved. (15) And as I began to speak, the
Holy Ghost fell on them, as on us at the
beginning.

Read

Suggestions.

Peter knew that what he had done in
baptizing Gentiles would seem very strange
to the Christians at Jerusalem, who, being
.of Jewish birth and training themselves,
did not think that anyone could be a Chris-
tian at all without first becoming a Jew.
They had already admitted to the Christian
church ‘proselytes,” that is, men of other
nations who took upon themselves the obli-
gations of the Jewish law by being circum-
cized. They even made one of them, Nico-
las, a deacon. (Acts vi.,, 5.) But Peter had
received as brethren men who were mere
Gentiles, and he knew that this innova-
tion would seem dreadful to most of his
friends in the home church. So when he went
back to Jerusalem he wisely brought with
him six members of the church at Joppa
who had been present when he preached
to Cornelius. When he rose to speak he
recounted first his vision of the sheet or
sail containing animals of all kinds which
he was bidden not to despisc as unclean.
This Was a clear warning that he must not
draw back from work for the Gentiles on
account - of the ceremonial difference of
their foods. ‘Their distinctions about food
were the great barrier between the Jews
and all other nations. Much the same thing
is found in India to this day. Strict Hin-
doos of one caste Will not eat food cooked
by one of another caste. So when the vision
was providentially followed by a call to
preach to foreigners, Peter, ‘nothing doubt-
ing,’ had gone to Cesarea. ‘Moreover, these

six brethren accompanied me,’ said Peter,
for he knew that however clear a man's
own call from God may be, and however
plainly he sees the results of his work, he
ought not to demand that other Christians
accept his single statement in a matter that
concerns the whole congregation. These six
others were witnesses that the Holy Spirit
had come upon Cornelius and his friends
as soon as they believed the gospel. Peter
explained to the church the new insight
which he had received when he saw this
unexpected sight, verses 16, 17. He re-
membered how Christ had said that his
kingdom was a spiritual kingdom, and the
essential sign of it was not baptism with
water,but the Holy Spirit in the heart. So
he perceived, perhaps with a shock of sur-
prise, as well as joy, that Cornelius was a
Christian already, and that he, Peter, must
not refuse to admit him by baptism toc the
fellowship of the cl}urch.

C. E. Topic.

Sunday, April 27.—Topic—Samuel’s call.
I. Sam. iii,, 1-21. (Union meeting with the
Juniors.)

Junior C. E. Topic.
SAMUEL’S CALL.

11Mon, April 21.—A child taught. Ps. xxxiv.,

Tues., April 22.—A child’s purity. Ps.
exix;, ‘9. =
“Wed., April 23.—A child's peace. Prov.
§ 2 L,

Thu., April 24.—A child’s lowliness. Matt.
xviii., 4.

Fri., April 256.—A child’s duty. Prov. vi,,
20-22.

Sat., April 26.—A child’s
xix.i34. :

Sun., April 27.—Topic—Samuel's call. I
Sam., iii.,, 1-21, (Union meeting with the

older society.)
A

- After Eleven Years.
Perhaps we all have known at -times'a
gtrong impulse | ;
which we are unaccustomed—a feeling that a
certain course is laid upon us, and we are re-
quired to obey, Such a feeling came upon a
gentieman who had lately become a Chris-
tian, while riding with another passenger in
a railway carriage. He felt he must address
his companion on the subject of  religion;
and he gazed at him so earnestly, that at
last the other looked up inquiringly, and
then the words were spoken, ‘Sir, are you
joined to Christ?

The gentleman addressed lcoked surprised
and indignant. A few earnest words follow-
ed, but the speaker had soon to leave, and,
as he passed out, he drew forth a penny and
offered it to his companfon. It was refused,
but afterwards accepted on his urging the of-
fering. ‘To me,’ he said, ‘your salvation, my
friend, seems as simple an act; Christ offers
you eternal life, but you have the option of
refusing or taking it. ~'Which will you do?

He left the carriage, and he forgot the in-
cident. Eleven years later he was greeted
in the street by a stranger, who drew from

kingdom. Matt.

hig pocket a penny. ‘I have kept your penny,”

he said; ‘and now I have met you again I
want to tell you that penny preached me a
sermon which has brought me out of dark-
ness into light’—‘Christian Budget.’

The Power of Prayer. '

A clergyman gave the following testimony.
In his church they had a prayer meeting, to
which a peor woman brought a written re-

.quest for prayer for the conversion of a
- brother,

y By some means the request was
overlooked. Some time afterwards this cir-
cumstance became known, and the praying
people were much exercised on behalf of the
woman. It was mentioned in meeting, and
all hearts were united in prayer. The man
prayed for was at work in a field 250 miles
away. There, at that hour, he was brought
under conviction, and subsequently became a
humble, devoted Christian.—The Revival.’
————_—.—.———
Sample Copies. :
Any subscriber - who would like to have
specimen copies of the ‘Northern Messenger’
sent to friends can send the names with

addresses and we will be pleased
them, free of cost. o

- some action to

' body destroying business.

ard,

THE MESSENGER.

Cheap Whiskey.

DEATH & CO., WHOLESALE AND RETAIL
DEALERS IN SPIRITS.

Take this opportunity of informing their
friends, and a discerning public( that they
continue the trade of making drunkards,
beggar§ and maniacs, on the most reason-
able terms and on the shortest notice.

The advertisers beg to return their most
sincere thanks to their numerous steady and
attached customers, and to all the tippling
part of the community, for the increasing
countenance, and extensive patronage, which
they now receive, and they hope that the
many proofs which are to be found in every
city, town, village and district in Canada
of the success of Death & Co. in the above
line of business will secure them the in-
creasing support of the drunkards, dram-
drinkers and occasional customers as well
as forever siience the advocates of Prohi-
bition and all temperance societies, those
bitter enemies of this long-established and
popular trade. : v

Death & Co. beg to assure the public that
the article in which they deal is the best
and most pleasant poison in the world. It
slowly eats out the stomach of the drinker,
and if persevered in for the time which
Death & Co. prescribe will surely end their
life. :

In order to do business in_ a respectable
style, the advertisers have obtained a license
from the magistrates, under whosé benevo-
lent auspices they have increased facilities
for bringing the wives and families of

~drunkards to misery, and ta wound;, maim,
“peggar, and drive to delfrium and death as

many as continue to patronize them.

And in particular Death & Co. will spare
no pains to secure the eternal damnation of
those who favor them with their countem-
ance and support.

To accomplish these ends it is only neces-
sary to take half a glass occasionally to
create an appetite, and when once this
whiskey appetite is formod the person is
then prepared to have temporal and eternal
misery, for the sake of. ‘another glass.’

For the accommodation of their customers
Death & Co. have appointed active agents
stationed in public houses throughout the
ccuntry. -

These houses may be known by the patent
mark above the door, ‘Licensed to sell wines
and spirituous liguors,” and are open for
buginess every day, Sundays not excepted.

Satisfactory reference can he given fto
the jails, lunatic asylums, the drunkard’s
fire side and the gallows. SEsAEY
Tipplers and drunkards are cautioned not
to take heed to warning given by parsons
and the symbolism and ethical ‘leSsons of
avowed enemies to this legalized soul-and-

Issued from our office in the Valley of
Death by Death & Co. ; :

[L. Sterling, of Maxwell,- Ont., kindly
copied the above from.,an old ‘People’s Al-
manae,” thinking ‘Messenge:’ readers might
like to see it.]

_——————

Compartments for Drunkards

The State Railway Administration ot
Sweden are proposing the adoption of a
novel remedy to deal with the drinking pro-
blem. In future each of the suburban traing
will be provided with at least one compart-
ment for the special accommodation of
drunkards. The compartments will be suit-
ably labelled, and there will be no necessity
for the sober citizen to travel with a drunks-

T SO A <
‘ Within this glass destruction rides,
And in its depths does ruin swim ;.
Around its foam perdition glides, 2
And death is dancing on the brim !*
=DPr..Cuyler, '
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An lIgorrote Home.

*(B. C. G.,in ‘Faithful Witness.’)

What a strange place to call
home! some of our young friends
will say, but yet it is that to one
of the tribes of the Philippine Is-
lands, called Igorrotes. They are a
small people very black, with crisp,
kinky hair, that they never comb or
brush. They wear but little cloth-
ing, “and their bodies are tatooed
from head to foot with frogs, liz-
ards, snakes, leaves, flowers and
fruit.

These strange little people

they are all ‘home’ to those who
live in them. But what makes the
real meaning of that dear word is
that it is a place where those who
live in it love and serve each other.
Let us hope that with all their
strange ways and in their strange
bird-nest houses, the Igorrotes en-
joy their homes thus.

-

Making Others Pleasant.

The other morning we were in the
midst of a three days’ rain. The
fire smoked, the dining-room was

 build their houses up o high so

as to escape the wild animals that
abound, and also to have better

_air than is to be found in the dense

forests on the ground. How many

_ different kinds of houses people
live in; some dug out in the ground
- or cut out of the rock; others built

of earth, and called adobes; of mag-

~ sive stones, as if to last forever,

But whether they are frail or

~_strong, mere huts or fine mansions,

Fre

chilly, and when we assembled for
breakfast, papa looked rather grim,
and mamma tired, for the baby had
been restless all night. Polly was
plainly inclined to fretfulness, and
Bridget was undeniably cross, when
Jack came in with the breakfast
rolls from the baker’s. He had tak-
en off his rubber coat and boots in
the entry, and he came in rosy and
smiling., i

‘Here’s the paper, sir, said he to

his father with such a cheery tone
that his father's brow relaxed, and
he said, ‘Ah, Jack, thank you,” quite
pleasantly. ;

His mother looked wup at him
smiling, and he just touched her
check gently as he passed.

“Tep of the morning to you, Pol-
lywog,” he said to his little sister,
and, delivering the rolls to Bridget,
with a ‘Here ‘you are, Bridget.
Aren’t you sorry you didn’t go your-
self this beautiful day?

He gave the fire a poke and open-
ed a damper. The smoke ceased,
and presently the coals began to
glow, and five minutes after Jack
came in we had gathered around
the table and were cating our oat-
meal as cheerily as possible. This
seemsverysimplein the telling, and
Jack never knew he had done any-
thing at all, but he had, in fact,
changed the whole moral atmos-
phere of the room, and had started
a gloomy day pleasantly for five
people.

‘e is always so,” said his mother,
when I spoke to her about it after-
wards, ‘just so sunny and kind and
ready all the time. T suppose there
are more brilliant boys in- the world
than mine but none with a kinder
heart or a sweeter temper. I am
sure of that)

And I thought, Why isn’t a dispo-
sition worth cultivating?  Isn’t it
one’s duty to be pleasant, just as
well as to be honest or truthful, or
industrious or generous? And yet,,
while there are a good many hon-
est, truthful, industrious and geu-
erous souls in the world, and people
who are unselfish, too, after a fash-
ion, a person who is habitually
pleasant is rather a rarity. -

But the beauty of it is, as I said
before, that pleasantness is catch-
ing, and such people will find them-
selves in the midst of a world full
of bright and happy people, where
every one is as good-natured and
contented as they are.—‘Our Dumb
Animals’

Faithful Coalie.

(By Charlette Archer Raney, in
‘United Presbyterian.’)

Baby Eben was lost! Tor two
hours the whole family had been
rushing wildly about the farm in
frantic search of the missing dar-
ling, and no trace could they find
of the dear, only son.

He had slipped dowa from his
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high chair at the noon meal and in
the busile and hurry of the Satur-
day’s work no one had remembered
to look after him. The officiating
ministers would, as usual, stop
with the Archer family during the
next week’s services at the church,
and the ‘prophet’s chamber’ must
be put in sweet readiness for their
occupancy; the unleavened commu-
nion bread must be baked for to-
morrow’s ‘sacrament,” and  all
hands, being busy, it is not espe-
cially strange that two-year-old
Eben should find a fitting oppor-
tunity to strike out for himself--
closely followed, of course, by his
faithful dog, ‘Coalie’

Convinced at last that the child
was no place on the farm, the fach-
er mounted his horse and galloped
off to arouse the neighbors and
crave their aid in the search. Men,
women and children promptly join:
ed the band and spread out over the
country in all directions to look for
the lost boy.

Eacl division of the band carried
a long, old-fashioned, tin dinner

horn—for all this happened almost -

fifty years ago—and the division
which found the child was to blow
a long blast on their horn to apprise
the others of his rescue.

The mother and oldest danghter
stopped at home to prepare lunch
and hot coffee for the men when
they should come back worn out
with their search. The mother
seemed almost helpless from con-
suming anxiety, and listened pain-
fully and prayed earnestly for the
sweet notes of the signal horn. And
8o the long hours of the afternoon
wore slowly along to these two
sore-hearted, waiting women. How
long the hours seemed, only those
who have passed a like experience
can know.

The clock struck six. ‘Oh, Sarah?
wailed the poor mother. *‘It's six
o’clock and my baby must be s0
hungry! Oh my darling! my dar-
ling!? ;

Then she cried out excitedly,
‘Sarah, Coalie’s gone! TI've not seen
him since we missed Eben! Wher-
ever Coalie is, there my precmus
boy is!

She rushed out into the yard, lift-
ed up her voice, and called, in full,
clear tones, ‘Coalie! Here Coalie!
Here! Here?”

Coalie answered with a long-
drawn howl, quavemng with excite-
ment and eagerness. ThHe mother
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At your mmp!o and qumm tittle go

As you entor the streets of the town

Pass you by with a sneer or a frown,
Dafl

odil?

Will they Tena ﬁn.h t}xo fily's wan gesgy

Lean dnd look 'ith the lily's proud grace
At your-sunsy and

innocent facel

Wil they faunt their rich robes, out of plage=e [P

Flame of tulip, and rose's

sheen—

As you walic in your yellow and greeny
Daffodil¥

Nay, tell M old fuhwm fire btk

©1d fridnds are un dme» ahd best:
And the flower we would avear at our bﬂq
s the one longer loved than the rest

Duifodil}

Did them know the néw. tale that is toly,’

Daffodil,
Py the jubilant earth thet is told,
And by yoa in your green and your gold,,
s the tale of & fashion as old
As the world with its eyclical swihg—
The lovely old fashion of spring,

Padtodilt -

flew to the joyful sound rushing
through the ripened oats in the field
east of the house; on on and on;
Coalie barking in sharp, glad cries,
until she had reached the very
heart of the ten-acre field!

And there the mother found her
baby, just awake from a sound,
sweet sleep, nestled up against his
faithful Coalie, and very much sur-
prised to find himself snatched up
and frantically kissed amid a rain
of tears and incoherent prayers of
thanksgiving.

Sarah, following in her mother’s
wake, turned and flew back to the
house, not waiting even to kiss the
angel of the household; and, climb-
ing the horseblock by the front
gate, pealed forth one joyous strain
after another on the evening air.
Oh! what music there was in the
glad notes!

Iar and near the anxious search-
ers heard the glad refrain and came
to hear the joyful story of the res-
cue.

Eben clung to his happy father’s
neck and hid his face there to es-
cape the kisses and petting his tim-
id nature 80 dreaded : but Coahe.

dear, faithful dog, answered every,
caress and every admiring word of
praise with a short, happy bark and
shining eyes. He had done a noble
deed, and he knew it. He had been
faithful and true to his dear little
master, and he had as much right
to rejoice as any one in the crowd—
80 he felt—and so felt they all.

When the thankful mother and
happy sisters pressed pie, cake and
hot coffee on the returned search-
ers, you may rest assured that the
very first to be served was the fami-
1y*s benefactor.

Coalie was too happy and too exXe
cited to eat much, and kept as close
as possible to Eben all the while.

When the people had finally all
gone away, the Archer family gath-
ered in the big sitting-room for
family worship, and, unrebuked
among the worshippers, was Coalie, -
nestling close up against the moth-
er's knee as she held little Eben., «
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Watcsh, clegantly engraved i
in Balid Gold designs, open

face, stem wind and set, fie-
=2 ted with an exeel-
lentjewelled move-
ment, This wateh looks worth
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S doz.large packages of Sweet Pea
4 Seeds at 10c. each,  Each pack-
age contains 42 of the largest
flowering and most fragrant vari-
¥ eties in all colors. Neothing
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Seeds, Sell them, return the
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Co., Box 463 Foronto
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Face to Face with the Man in the Moon. Special
60 Day Offer to introduce this large, powerful
Achromatic Telescope

with beautiful
golid silver nickel
case, stem-wind and £
set, fancy docorated dial, gold &
hands and rx-h\blo numn.ed i
mmumaut givon for solling §
only 8 doz, lurgo p ackages ol g
Sweet Pea Sa- ds at‘: 10¢. cach., Qg

Each package contains 42 new -
and m{;\c fr.n.{r 1t varieties in_all colors, ﬂvh-g Needed on Seay; Farm and R..neh Made by the o
sells tike thhems Write for Seeds, sell them, return largest wanntacturer in Kurope, mieasures r ¥ S1t.when open, ia fitted with powerful lerses scientifically gmunﬂ and wnmd.
th> money, and we send this prntty and aecurnte has brass Lound tubes, andis providgd at both end: with brass dust cap: It brings to view objects miles away with astonishing
W.m:h postpz\id Pnze bCU‘ Co., box 4)1 'Iorom,o clearness,  Rend what C —H » Oxr., Nov. 4th, 1901 e, ide(PCP”e Telescope all rhzhl. is'

‘ L *he ike it Lva Froos.

& FREE STEAM
ENGINE
f§ With iron stand, brass boiler
2 and steam chest, steel piston
rod and fly wheef and Russian £
iron burner compartmnnt,
iven for holl.ug only § doz.
arge packages of Sweet
Poa Soeds at 10c. each. Each package
contains 42 new and most fragran
varieties in all colors. Nothing sells
thom. Writa for Secds.  Sell
them, return €9¢, and we scnd thisreal
Scnam Engine with prrh )mmn Fun-
59 nel, etc., postpaid., TL TRIZE
"UEED CO.,, BUOX 445 'nnsu\uo

COSTLY FREE

Elcannuycngruvn d hk Gold-flled Kcep-
er Rings, beautiful 14k, Gold-filled Gem
Rings set with brilliant sparkling imi-
tation Diamonds, Rubies, Opals, Pearle,
cte. Wour choice for sclling at
15¢. only 8 stylish Gold topped Hat Pivs
set with superd Rubles, Ewmeralds,
Sapphires, eto. They look worth 50c.
and sell liko hot cakes. Write
for Hat Pins,  Sell them, rcturn §1.20

XTAMHL .
away very near to me. IRATTIR Gin elescopes of this size ha sold at from $5. nomslooo M 21
tory Price, only 89¢. pest; and bargain, #iit. The Mail Order Supply Co,,/ 401  Toronto.

ICHOICE SILK REMNANTS 600 INCHES 15¢

Delighted customaors by hundreds testify to their marveilous
lceapness. All of our pieces come from k tie factories, where,
as you know, only the best silks are used. Thu;w silks cost lrom .00 to $6.00
fla yard. They ere all of good size for fancy w and are of prices
liess valno for making Cruy Quilts, nnm, Sofa' Pﬂlons idies, Pincushions,
té. The variety of colors and designs is almost endless, They are of @vVery cons
caivsble pa.uorn; plaids, polka dots, stripes, checks, ete., ete., all ¢f the
jﬂf A d brig colars. Of the many dozens contained im
'ﬁ saoh package RO tm pieces are alike. Haviog purchased the eutire output
rf Remnnnts from all the (‘mwimn ue factories, \ve are at present offering the Lady
ba?Li eholoo rich sillc reme=

VJL POSITIVELY G
CTICN. Each p over
.3 O—-Gue.Mail Order Supply L.u ch 491 Torente,

. 1" 4‘,0
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For selling at 15¢. ench, only 20 fashionable Gold-finished

Hat Pins with beautifully engraved tops set with large

haudsome imitation Rubles, Emeralds, Sapphires, ete. -
Everybody buys them, This gun is finely made with best
quality steel barret, nper choke-bored, rellable lock, highly finished
hardwood stock wn.h steel shoulder-plate and trigger gnnd and metal ti
and we send your exquisita Ring in ramrod, It is accurately sighted and guarantee:d a sYIen
a_ velvet box, tpaid, THE ahooter. Dealers ask §6,00 for this gun. You cau get one abso!
JEWELR Dy TORON‘I‘O Beund for Hat Pios to-day. Sell them, return ‘3 00, aad we will send you this splendid Gun. Jewelry Co., Bv! 465 Toronto

nFREE PI'WTOI}BAPHIG OUTFIT =

On’Cmmwu good lens amd shutter for both
% 'nd instantapeous expasnres, 1 box 2x2 dry ;ma l
M pkg. bypo, 1 printing frame, 2 developing trays, 1 pkz.
leveloper, 1 pkz. ruby ‘peper, 1 pkg. silver paper, and full
et directions, all given ubsoluvly free for vlllng only 15 large
Fed packages of Sweet Pea Seeds at 100, Each package
asontalns 42 most fragrant Jargest ﬂovrerllg varieties, all
X colors, zo . Giixswsuna, March
G 1Tih, 1902, =ik Bms: “T sold 54 packages in 8 ho.ra.
§ Peopls were real glad to buy them."-~Hyxny Brovorp.
e : A . Write for Seeds.  Rell them, retarn the money and wes nd
- Camers and complete outfit reuly Lo wak ' go ybao%.
Pom't mtes Sils chanas.  Write todey.  PRIZE SETD €0, BOX 44 TORO . Sample rumm.

Heving receetly pecured an immense sicek of Ribbous from s manufacturer in London,
= ’l‘ngblu:d' h -:chxmnv nﬂedﬁmu lady “t.:‘m. paper @ g % 3
S i) cholee riol pants, al' from ONO yards long sod up to 3 inches
@ wida, fivest (..u.hy,.Cnvn edge, Gros-Grain, Moire, Ploot edge, Slgxlnaodge. Silk

Brocades, Striped Otfowau, and various other plain and fancy nv\u inavw of
fashionable colors and differcut widths saitable for Bonnet Strings, neckwear, trimmings
.« for Vats and dresses, Rows, Searfs, oo, cto,, Al first class,

you. We B Mrs.
her, Zast Cli ays ¢ - bon: M
ust say I am vﬂlweued %h‘l‘nru e 'Ic::wbrobo‘ o S va! "“3
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Hexquisitely' designed Gold-finished B

7 Tops set with large brilliant imita-

by selling only 2 doz. Bong
, Books at 100, each, These big

»o0ks measure 8 x 11 fuches, are
clearly printed on good. paper
a1 dbound in attractivecolored
covers. Kach book containg
60 Sougs, comio, coon, senti-
mental and pathetie, all the
latest out, well worth At Ye,
everthl:r bays them. Ther
welfl dike Dot enkes,  Write for
Song Books. Sellthem, returnlhemouay.
and we send, postpaid, this handsome
polished nickel W ateh, with ornamented
edge, hour, minuteand lcconllhnndn. and
genuine American movement, Ttisncours
ateand reliable, and with care will 1nst 10
yosrs. Enterprise Co,, Box 403 Toroute

large,
fmitalion Opals, showing

all the gorzeous colors of the tion Emeralds, 5 .pphires, Rubies,
Rainbow, and 4 exqulnib-ly R utr They look well worth 30c. and
eut horr flashing Rubie: o like wildfire at onr special P
teent p'eco nrJe*e\ry price of 150, Our Ble‘ cles are u nurvel of strength, bcnu(y
Looks \vull worth $50.00. Given and chea! Tha t denter in the country eon:d not furnish you with thetr
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